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By Tom Lambert

Buffalo was well represented at the 2016 
AOH/LAOH National Convention in 
Atlantic City.  The Convention was held at 
Harrah’s Casino from July 11, 2016 to July 
14, 2016.  At the Convention both groups 
elected National Officers for the next 
two years.  The AOH elected Judge Jim 
McKay as President and the LAOH elected 
Patricia O’Connell as their President.  The 
gathering in Atlantic City allowed AOH 

and LAOH members from across the 
country to meet, to conduct the business 
of the Orders and to continue to promote 
Irish history and culture.  The New York 
State AOH and LAOH will hold the state’s 
2017 Convention right here in Buffalo 
at the Adams Mark Hotel  from July 12, 
2017 to July 15, 2017!  We look forward to 
showing Buffalo and Western New York to 
the rest of our state!  Tom Lambert, AOH 
Division 1 Buffalo President and NY AOH 
State Secretary

5 Star General Brady 
(and Congressional Medal 

of Honor Recipient) 

Tom Lambert with Sinn Fein
 Deputy Leader, Mary Lou

 McDonald

By Tracer O’Brien

On a recent trip to Rome, Italy I visited the 
Basilica of Santo Stefano at Monte Cello, 
Rome, Italy.

Donnchad O’Brien son of King Brian Boru 
was deposed in 1063 and went on pilgrimage 
to Rome. He died there the following year and 
was buried in the basilica of Santo Stefano al 
Monte Celio in 1064.

I went on “Find a Grave” and connected 
Donnchad O’Brien to his father, Brian Boru’s 
grave marker at the Cathedral in Armagh, 
Ireland before my trip to Rome.

A Kings Tomb

There was not a picture of the marker for 
Donnchad O’Brien on “Find a Grave” so I 
went looking!

http://www.findagrave.com/cgi-bin/fg.cgi…

I found the church a few blocks from the 
Colosseum and walked into a Fourth Century 
Church. The church was in renovation and 
scaffolding was in the area behind the altar. 
This church was the first in Rome to have a 
circular plan, inspired by the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem.

Continued on Page 2

By: Donna M Shine

BIGS (the Buffalo Irish Genealogical 
Society) held their last 2016 formal meeting 
Saturday, October 1st, at the HDC (Heritage 
Discovery Center, 100 Lee St, Buffalo, NY).  
Typical reports were read before President, 
Ed Patton, did a fantastic overhead projected 
demonstration of how to create Ordnance 
Survey map enhancements of your Irish 
farms from your old time (6” to the square 
mile, or any other scale map) onto current 
GOOGLE maps to see what has changed or 
been built since the original survey maps had 
been created. This helps in locating exactly 
where the ancestral “farm” was located and 
creates great reference points when visiting.

 Another new alternate learning tool 
that came out of the seminar was the use of 
the Snipping Tool to help capture articles 
that may be embedded within complex 
newspapers, documents or any other online 
item that you may want to save for your own 
reference. You can simply start a search as you 
would for any other file on your computer, 
(NOT from your internet browser!) and type: 
snip. At that point, the Snipping Tool will 
appear and a dialog box should walk you 

through the process if you want to save it as a 
desktop app or drag it and save it to your icon 
bar. 

 Once you decide if and where you 
want the app, and you have something you 
want to use it on, click the word NEW, (the 
background of the entire screen will turn 
gray), pick a starting point to enclose only 
your wanted information, then drag the 
box to envelop the full article. That being 
accomplished, you can save the article as 
one complete file by doing a SAVE AS and 
renaming your file so you remember what 
you snipped. Or, you can RIGHT CLICK 
and choose COPY and simply paste a lot of 
different articles, census records, screen shots, 
etc., into one WORD document and save that 
one WORD document as one filename, as 
opposed to having many files that refer to one 
person, place or thing. You are in control of 
what you want to save and how you choose to 
use your “snipped” information.

 If you are unsure of how to use this 
tool, any BIGS volunteer would be happy 
to share what we have learned. Check our 
regular hours at the HDC Research Library. 
Enjoy and happy researching!

BIGS Presentation
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A Letter From
 The Editor...

beannachtaí!

Where did the summer go?  And what a summer we had!  It reminded me of the summers 
when I was a kid with long hot days that never seemed to end.  When I was about 10 years 
old, my friends and I would ride our bikes into South Buffalo for a swim at Cazenovia 
pool.  This was an experience for the West Seneca kids living in the country without side-
walks and not finding a sidewalk until we rode on Potter Road.  We never locked up our 
bicycles in West Seneca and we didn’t even own a bicycle lock but we had to find one for 
our bikes because your bike would be “stolen at Caz”.  The hardest part was getting into 
the pool.  We never had the experience of undressing in front of what seemed hundreds 
of naked screaming boys and then placing your valuables in a wire basket and turning 
it over to the big kids behind the counter.  Then you had to walk through the ice cold 
showers before you could get outside the building to the pool area only to have your feet 
inspected by more big kids telling you to spread your toes.  I didn’t know many kids at 
Caz pool but I do remember one kid and he was there every time we rode our bicycle into 
the “Big City” and that was Joey Keane.  Joey was a Caz pool legend and we couldn’t 
figure out where he fit in or what part Joey played at the pool.  We did know if Joey was a 
life guard, toe inspector or the general manager but he was a constant at the pool.  These 
are all great memories

Thanks to everyone that supported Thursdays Under the Tent at the Buffalo Irish Center.  
Everyone that attended surely had a good time.  This was a successful summer and we 
hope to see you all again next summer.

Our next paper should be out just before Christmas time so remember to share your 
memories with our readers and send your stories and events to me for the next issue.  
Also, 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

BPO Nation proudly welcomes to The 
Buffalo Irish Center the legendary show 
“Irish Christmas in America” on December 
8th at 7:30pm. Tickets for this one night only 
special event go on sale Friday September 
29th at 10am online at ticketfly.com don’t 
forget to check out our VIP seating.  For 
groups or any special ticketing needs call 
Mike Montoro at 716-510-1887. 
                                      
Produced by Sligo fiddler Oisín Mac 
Diarmada, the hugely popular Irish 
Christmas in America show features top 
Irish music, song and dance in an engaging 
performance rich in humour and boundless 
energy.  The 2016 tour features special 
guest singer Niamh Farrell, a Sligo vocalist 
who has toured with UK singer/song 
writing star David Gray. Niamh teams up 
with legendary West Kerry singer Séamus 
Begley, famous for his charming wit and 
stunning voice. 

This family-friendly performance features 
lively instrumental tunes on fiddle, flute, 
uilleann pipes and harp, along with thrilling 
Irish dancing from Samantha Harvey. In 

addition, evocative photographic images 
provide a backdrop to some of the rich 
historical traditions of Ireland. Take a 
memorable glimpse into the enchanting 
spirit of Christmas, as the finest traditional 
artists from Ireland, bring you on a fun-
filled start to the holiday season of 2016.

The holiday show was first conceived in 
2005 with past tours featuring such stellar 
guest vocalists as Séamus & Méabh Begley, 
Teresa Horgan, Lumiere (Pauline Scanlon & 
Eilis Kennedy), Karan Casey, Cara Dillon, 
Muireann Nic Amhlaoibh, Cathie Ryan and 
Michael Londra. Mac Diarmada enthuses 
about the program as a way to bring 
traditional and often unknown Irish customs 
to the States. “One of the most heartfelt 
themes of Irish Christmas is emigration,” 
says Mac Diarmada. “Music was a way that 
people stayed close to home.”
 
A sparkling tradition among holiday events, 
“Irish Christmas in America” is a special 
show to see this season in the intimate 
setting of The Buffalo Irish Center. The 
show is sponsored by Jameson Whiskey. 

An Irish Christmas
In America

A Kings Tomb Cont.....

The church was originally commissioned by 
Pope Leo I (440-461), with the date confirmed 
by ancient coins and by dendrochronology, 
which places the wood used in the beams 
of the roof to around 455 AD, but was not 
consecrated until after his death.

I was disappointed that I could not find a 
marker for the burial of our ancestors son, 
Donnchad O’Brien. Disappointed, I went in 
search of the church curator and found a young 
woman that explained to me that others had 
stopped at the church with the same request 
looking for the son of an Irish King buried 
there almost a thousand years ago.

She explained to me in her Italian/English 
that the stone marker was probably covered 
over during renovations or possibly removed 
for safe keeping or possible identification or 
maybe possibly behind the renovation barriers 

in the area of reconstruction..

I had come so close that I had to take one 
more look around the church one more time. I 
can;t say what it was but I walked over to the 
construction area and there on the wall I found 
the plaque noting that the son of Brian Boru 
of Thomond, Donnachad O’Brien had died in 
1064 and had gifted the crown of Brian Boru 
to the Pope.

I was so excited that I walked over to the 
church attendant to explain what I had found 
and to explain to her the origins of the stone 
inscription. She was very interested in my new 
discovery and will now be able to assist anyone 
looking for the the burial site of Donnchad 
O’Brien 1000-1064 AD.

Great day for the “Tracer”!
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By: Donna M. Shine

Here we were at 1:10 PM, hiking up the last 
kilometer to Dun Aonghasa Fort on Inishmore, 
one of the Aran Islands of Ireland, exhausted, 
hot, and hungry. Our lunch consisted of Irish 
brown bread with butter and some cheese that 
I saved from my morning breakfast and some 
more brown bread that James had saved from 
dinner last night. Everything was wrapped 
in paper napkins as we, ourselves, had very 
limited amenities with us in Ireland and made 
due. I supposed we could have asked our host 
at the B&B, but this was more like roughing 
it. We even had water in a coke bottle from the 
Smuggler’s Inn we had stayed at that seemed 
like an eternity ago.

Our first real close up view outside the fort 
was quite a humbling experience. This place 
was ancient! Who built this fort…and… HOW 
did they do it without “modern” equipment? 
Regardless, it was a powerful sight to behold! 
Looking back to where we had started gave 
James a little vertigo, but he mustered his inner 
strength, looked straight ahead and continued 
his assent. I was too excited to care about 
heights at this point. I drudged on in anticipation 
of the next challenge…and it came…

We entered through a doorway to the inside of 
the outer ring of Dun Aonghasa Fort. Beyond, 
was the center ring where many people sat and 
contemplated from inside. What a marvel of a 
bastion for such an ancient people as the Celtic 
Tribesmen c.2000 B.C.

James had made it to the fort, and inside, 
up against the wall he stayed. His vertigo 
would not allow him to proceed any further. 
Remember, I was the one who feared heights 
before we left on this journey? I had partially 
overcome that fear at Carrick-a-Rede rope 
bridge back in Co. Antrim. At this moment, I 
wasn’t too concerned for James. He just wanted 
to stand still where he was. I probably added to 
his fear by proceeding without him…while he 
watched!

Anyway, I continued the final steps to the 
center ring and was so overwhelmed as I did 

Ireland Lampooned Us 44 
Our Goal…Dun Aonghasa 

Fort on Inishmore
so. What a sight to behold! It was like the other 
half of the Cliffs of Moher…only surrounded 
by water! I took several pictures to later show 
James what I was able to see from that vantage 
point. It was absolutely breathtaking!! Even as 
we began to depart in order to make it back to 
our ferry, walking back through the doorway, 
you could see the other edge of the island and 
the protecting waters that kissed its shore.

Sometimes, hiking downhill is more of a strain 
that hiking up. By the time we descended to 
the bike-park at 2:30 PM, the calves of our legs 
were burning. It’s like standing on the brakes 
of a car going downhill that get heated up 
and you can smell rubber burning…well, our 
flesh didn’t burn up, but we did question our 
integrity for the bike ride back, for sure! Slow 
and easy, yet with a time constraint to NOT 
miss that ferry!

We stopped at An Puan, the Aran Sweater 
Shop, where a dedicated woman sat and hand 
knitted the Aran sweaters that she sold there. 
Just beyond, there was a little mini mall with 
a few picnic tables for weary travelers like 
ourselves. 

We walked our bikes part of the way as our 
youth had evaded us…or maybe it was more 
like our age caught up to us! Either way, James 
said he felt a little guilty not being in top 
physical shape, not being able to continue his 
riding…until a group of four young men with 
strong young physiques were following behind 
and also walking their bikes!

The last leg of our bike ride was mostly 
downhill. James went ahead of me and again 
vanished from my view. As I rounded the hill 
in the harbor, I passed the man in black we 
first met when we rode up that first very steep 
hill to the lighthouse, as he was walking back. 
Continuing on, I could see that James was 
already at the bike rental and waiting for me. I 
had the receipt for the bike rentals with me, so 
he couldn’t turn in his bike! It was now 3:00, 
just a little early for the ferry, so we had time 
to sit and contemplate our latest adventure. 
A solid seat below my tush…security…and 
relief! Ahhhhh!

 
 

Dun Aonghas Fort within site

View from inside the doorway to the center ring of Dun Aonghas Fort

Coastal view from inside the center ring of Dun Aonghas Fort

“The Buffalo Anthology is as vibrant and 
full of surprises as the city it celebrates: it 
is likewise a vast, imaginative construction 
full of humor and heartache, genius and stu-
pidity, grandeur and decay and renaissance. 
An epic and essential volume.” -- Mick Co-
chrane, English professor at Canisius Col-
lege and author of Flesh Wounds.
“Not another exercise in blind boosterism, 
the collection fearlessly notes the dark side 
of an ethnically and racially divided town. 
Buffalo on the rise deserves this smart 
and well-written song to itself.”– Michael 
Healy, TV executive, movie writer, and pro-
ducer.
Life in Buffalo means more than surviving 
seven-foot walls of snow and living with the 
regret of missed Super Bowl chances. Right 
Here, Right Now: The Buffalo Anthology 
captures the city’s old and beautiful bones, 
the toddling newness of the waterfront, the 
glow of summer, the chaos and collapse of 
the school system, the humiliation and rec-
lamation of our water, the pride, loneliness 
and racism that divides us, and the warmth 
and resilience that unites us. With a range 
reaching from fabled stories of the city’s 
golden years to the aspirations of newcom-
ers, this book embraces both the cruel and 
the kind to create a book by, about, and for 
Buffalo.
Edited by Jody K. Biehl, with essays by 
Wolf Blitzer, Margaret Sullivan, legendary 
Bills coach Marv Levy, Goo Goo Dolls bass 

Right Here, Right Now:
 The Buffalo Anthology

 Edited by Jody K. 
Biehl Belt Publishing

Distributed by IPG/ipgbook.com ISBN: 
978-0-9977742-6-9 $19.99 / 242 pages

Pub date: November 15, 2016
Media contact: Martha Bayne, 

martha@beltmag.com
Find Belt online at beltmag.com

Facebook @beltmag; Twitter @belt_magazine
 

player Robby Takac, and many more.
Jody Kleinberg Biehl is a former editor for 
Der Spiegel magazine in Berlin, and direc-
tor of the journalism program at the Univer-
sity at Buffalo

“Written in the Stars: 
The Book Of  Molly” 

by P.A. Kane

Boys fighting were just as common as corner 
shops and beer joints in 1979 Irish-Catholic 
South Buffalo.  When Callahan O’Connor 
sucker punches her boyfriend Paul, young 
Molly Shea’s fate is set. In spite of her best 
intensions Molly is drawn to Callahan’s 
imponderable grin and charisma, falling for 
him the way the stars fall from the heavens.

But the road to each other is littered with 
complications leading to a long dark winter 
of isolation and desolation for Molly that is 
altered when her dynamic, punk rock friend 
Teresa challenges her to look beyond the 
confines of her parochial neighborhood and 
her self-limiting mind. 

Eventually Molly and Callahan come 
together, both with big ideas for the future 
beyond their South Buffalo neighborhood. 
With the stars aligned their romance and 
plans soar to unsustainable heights then 
level out in a spectacular Shakespearian, 
“wide right,” Buffalo kind of way.

“Written The Stars: The Book Of Molly,” 
from Mirador Publishing is a novel 

Novel explores culture and 
heritage of 1979 South Buffalo

exploring youthful love, loss and how it is 
affected by time and place e, told in a way 
we all can recognize.  

Available at Amazon.com and other online 
retailers. 
For more information on P.A. Kane or to 
inquire about attending your book club 
you can find him at www.pakane.net or 
Facebook, Twitter and Goodreads.
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By Joyce Burke

Hello from the Celtic Angels Youth Choir!  
Hope you all had a great summer.  In August 
we were blessed to sing in an expanded choir 
of all ages for Our Lady of Knock Mass at the 
Buffalo Irish Center and the Famine Mass at 
the Buffalo Famine Monument.  There was an 
excellent turnout and beautiful weather once 
again for the Famine Mass.  If you weren’t 
able to attend this year, please consider adding 
both masses to your calendar for next year.
The Angels completed a long-time quest this 
year.  We located and acquired the official 
choir sheet music for what has become our 
signature song:  Jimmy Kennedy’s “Let There 
Be Peace”.  We owe our success to Irish Tenor 
Ronan Tynan.  Angels’ director Sue Schwartz 
contacted him via email and within days we 
were in communication with his manager 
Liz O’Connell, providing all the assistance 
we needed to locate the British music site 
offering two different choral arrangements.  
We’re looking forward to digging into these 
in the coming months.
Sue and I had an opportunity to thank Ronan 
Tynan in person, when we attended his 9/17 
concert at Historic St Mary’s RC Church 
– Holy Trinity Parish, in Medina, NY.  The 
church was built in 1902 and was recently 

Celtic Angels Update

restored to its majestic splendor.  Acoustics 
were excellent, and Mr. Tynan and his 
piano accompanist William “Billy” Lewis 
performed two sets to a full house.
The concert was an entertaining mix of 
heartfelt Irish, show tunes, standards and 
contemporary music, interspersed with 
stories of his life and travels.  Mr. Tynan grew 
up on a farm in Ireland, where he and his 
father would sing to the cows to calm them 

during milking.  One could definitely imagine 
his robust voice carrying out the barn door 
and over the countryside.  Some highlights 
of the evening included the haunting “Ride 
On”, by Jimmy McCarthy, a beautiful version 
of Sting’s “Fields of Gold”, and a surprise 
from Irving Berlin’s recently discovered 
trunk songs, “Aesop, that Able Fable Man”,  
featuring Mr. Lewis.
After a wonderful show, the duo was very 

By Joseph Xavier Martin

Lackawanna is a small city abutting the 
Southern boundary of Buffalo, N.Y. The 
major industry in the Town, for generations, 
had been the huge Lackawanna Steel 
complex that sits along the shores 
of Lake Erie. At one time in the 1960’s, 
23,000 souls worked at the steel mill to 
manufacture the thousands of tons of 
steel produced by the facility.  Now of 
course, the plant is nearly empty, a victim 
of obsolescent equipment and the collapse 
of basic metal manufacturing Industries in 
the United States.

The black plumes of smoke erupting from 
its basic oxygen furnaces and coke mills, 
when the place was running at full tilt, 
could be seen for miles around.  During the 
evening hours, from the shoreline of the 
nearby village of Hamburg, you could 
see periodic flashes of fiery brilliance as 
another heat of molten steel was poured into 
its ingot frames.  The entire complex had a 
medieval visage to it. Its laborers emerged 
daily, from the bowels of the plant, covered 
in soot, like coal miners.  The dust from 
the belching smoke stacks lay like a sooty 
blanket on every exposed surface nearby.

In odd juxtaposition to this manufacturing 
colossus, a few miles up Ridge Road, 
lies the Holy Cross Catholic cemetery. 
Its sprawling and bucolic acres sit behind 
the magnificent stone eminence of the 
Our Lady of Victory Basilica. Tourists 
come from all over the East to enter and 
admire the Byzantine beauty of this elegant 
white marble epiphany.

Those of us who lived nearby were of 
course inured to both the physical beauty 
of the Basilica and the economic ugliness 
of the steel mill.  Both had “been there 
forever” and were as normal to us as the 
rising and setting sun.

Inside the cemetery, you could read the 
Rota of the names on the gravestones.  It 
reads like a map of Ireland, O’Malley, 

O’Reilly O’Toole, Deegan, Dugan and 
Dunne. These final resting places are the 
legacy of a tidal wave of Irish immigrants 
that had swept into the nation, from the 
late 1840’s onward, seeking a better life 
than that of their impoverished Isle of Eire. 
To those of us involved in the grand game 
of politics however, it was whispered that 
in generations past, these fine folks were 
a secret source of “likely and informed 
voters” who could be trusted to “do the 
right thing when called upon by the local 
democratic machine.

The use of the “Holy Cross Vote” so long 
ago, was ingenious.  A contact, on the 
cemetery staff, provided the lads with a list 
of those voters who were being interred 
daily.  Sure, these fine people had “done 
the right thing” all of their lives, why not 
continue the tradition in the hereafter?  The 
boys back then didn’t have chads, dimples 
and other such foolishness to help them 
out in those days. If you wanted to win a 
contest for sure, you had to do it the old-
fashioned way.  You had to steal it fair and 
square!
 
As each election season approached, a 
printed canvass would be mailed out to 
the voters to certify their current status 
and address.  Another contact, within the 
local board of elections, would skim the 
forms of the “Holy Cross Voters “from the 
new canvass mailing. The information was 
then filled out by one of the local lads. The 
canvass cards would then be returned to 
the Board of Elections certifying that Mike 
or Pat, Brigid or Colleen was still among 
the faithful and more importantly, ready to 
vote one more year for the Democratic lads 
who were standing for election. The scam 
went on for years with and no one appeared 
to be the wiser.

Only the odd comment, from curious 
election inspectors, marveling at the 
age and faithfulness of certain voters, 
occasionally surfaced. The proud ward 
heelers always answered in the affirmative, 
detailing how “the faithful” came out to 

vote when summoned by themselves. 
“Sure,” one said in an unguarded moment, 
“our voters are so loyal, they would even 
vote from the hereafter.” More discreet 
companions gave him a vigorous elbow to 
the ribs and a murderous glare that silenced 
the talker.  “Tis’ the talk that is the curse 
of the Irish,” lamented the senior ward 
healer. “Twill be the ruin of us one day,” he 
moaned. He did not know how prophetic 
his words would come to be.

As Election Day neared, certain hundreds 
of “the Holy Cross Vote” registered for 
absentee ballots, utilizing the information 
garnered from the bogus canvass and 
employing a talented forger from the local 
organization. The absentee ballots were 
duly filed and lay in wait for the unwary 
opposition. Many is the fine lad that 
challenged the local machine and appeared, 
on occasion, to win a race here and there. 
To their great consternation, the apparent 
victory was buried, if you will pardon the 
play on words, by the late tidal wave of 
“absentee ballots” that were counted after 
the election was completed.

Those of the lads “in the know” always 
smiled late night on Election Day, as we 
watched the results roll in. They knew that 
the results didn’t mean much until the “Holy 
Cross Vote” was Factored in. And they knew 
how many of those votes were filed and 
exactly whom they would vote for. It was 
as delicious a system of rigging an election 
contest as had ever been devised. The lads 
could even extend the process during larger 
county and state elections utilizing other 
blocs of loyal voters like the “Forest Lawn 
Vote” and the “Pine Hill Vote,” who were 
also at their clerical beck and call. Many is 
the unsuspecting opposition candidate who 
complained bitterly about the late wave of 
opposition votes that had “buried” their 
candidacy, again with all due respect to the 
irony of the term. The lads of course just 
shrugged and smiled, commenting on the 
“faithful and loyal voters” who supported 
their way of thinking. “Our voters are 
perpetually loyal,” they might say with a 

hidden smile.

The system worked well enough for the lads 
for several years until one particular hotly 
contested election for District Alderman. 
As expected, the challenger got buried 
in a “late inning landslide of Holy Cross 
Voters” who were loyal to the machine. The 
challenger, who had also grown up in the 
area, and perhaps had heard whispers of the 
“Holy Cross Vote,” from the loose- lipped 
rascals in the club, demanded a recount.

The results of the recanvas were predictable.  
A certain Pat or Mike or Brigid were found 
to have cast votes when their demise had 
occurred several months previous to casting 
their ballots. We of course knew nothing. 
Sure, maybe it was the stuff of miracles?  
How else could their registrations be filed?  
Maybe the young challenger had mistaken 
information?  Perhaps the recently bereaved 
had erred in filing forms they thought were 
necessary for their beloved?  It was all an 
unfortunate misunderstanding, but nothing 
of course could be done about it.
 
In any case, the attendant hullabaloo 
resulted in tighter controls for absentee 
voters in ensuing elections and a closer 
scrutiny of all things related to the local 
election process. The party’s elders sat in 
the local saloons and watched the election 
night returns roll in. They would comment, 
with a sad smile, on the “Holy Cross Vote” 
and bemoan its passing. Sure the lads and 
lasses would have wanted us to carry on 
their traditions, they reasoned. But alas, it 
was to be no more.

So, if in conversation on Election Day, 
you ever hear the occasional references to 
the “Holy Cross Voters” you can nod your 
head and smile. Sure, everyone should have 
respect for those who were among us and 
are not now. You never know when their 
opinions might weigh in on issues of the 
day, even after they have left us for the far 
beyond.

An Urban Myth- “The Holy Cross Vote”

gracious to stay afterwards, signing CD’s 
and visiting with their fans.  We introduced 
ourselves and presented Ronan Tynan with 
a token of our appreciation – a classic green 
glass Buffalo ornament.  Special thanks to 
Mr. Heneghan at Tara Gift Shoppe for helping 
with the selection.  Ronan remembered our 
quest, was pleased to have been able to help, 
and asked after the children, wishing us well 
with all our endeavors.
The Angels were fortunate again this year to 
be able to participate in the Niagara Celtic 
Heritage Festival & Highland Games at Krull 
Park in Olcott Beach, singing the anthems that 
followed the Sunday pageantry of bagpipers 
and clans.  We always enjoy the waterfront 
park, all the fun and interesting historical 
booths, and of course cheering on all the 
competitors in the ancient games.
Wishing you all a successful end to your year 
– hope it’s been a good one.  If you know any 
nursing homes, etc. that would enjoy some 
Irish Gaelic Christmas caroling, please let me 
know.  We have a lot of fun songs to share.  
Please also keep the Celtic Angel Youth Choir 
in mind for any youths you may know with 
a song in their heart.  We’re always happy to 
welcome new members of any age.  Email 
J5Burkes@verizon.net and suendick2@
verizon.net.  Thank you! 
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By Michael Kick

The Greater Buffalo Firefighters Pipes & 
Drums Band ended their parade season 
by taking Best Appearing Continental 
Unit at the Annual Clarence Center Labor 
day parade. The band, which calls the 
Irish Center its home, began the season 
back in March at the Old First Ward 
Parade. The following day, the band took 
1st place for Best Appearing Pipe Band, 
and claimed the Bishop McNulty Trophy 
for the second straight year. After both 
parades, the band went to several pubs, 
including Adolf’s, Griffins, Jordan’s, 
Marinaro’s Larkin Tavern, DiTondos, and 
The Ebenezer Ale House in West Seneca.
The band helped the Snyder Fire 
Department celebrate its 100th anniversary 
this year with a parade and Grand Ball. 
Timon’s memorial Mass, Mount Mercy 
and Hilbert graduations, the Buffalo 
Police Memorial Mass, and also the 
Bradford, PA Police Memorial services 
filled May. Memorial Day found the 
group in Dunkirk marching with Dunkirk 
Fire Department.
June was a busy month. Once again, 
the band helped welcome home Honor 
Flight, the group that takes WWII vets 
to DC to see the war memorials. A 
ceremony honoring War of 1812 soldiers 
was held at the cemetery on Aero Dr. in 
Cheektowaga. Pipers played Amazing 
Grace at the service. The band took a ride 
to North Tonawanda, to participate in the 
Annual Tonawanda-North Tonawanda 
Firefighters Inspection Parade. The 
month rounded out with the Ride for 
Roswell, Buffa Love event at Canal Side, 
and the Buffalo Fire Memorial Mass at St. 
Josephs Cathedral.

Greater Buffalo Firefighters Pipes & Drums
End Successful Parade Season

July had the band in Williamsville for 
Old Home Days and T-NT for Canal Fest. 
Both parades were well attended and cool 
drinks and bagpipe music filled the beer 
tents after a hot march.
The band once again placed 1st, Best 
Appearing Pipe Band at Firemen’s Day at 
the Erie County Fair, and the Southwestern 
Assn. Volunteer Firefighters Parade in 
The Village of Cattaraugus. The band 
also marched in the Veterans Day Parade 
at The Fair and the Main Transit Fire 

State Fire Tournament attended by fire 
departments from all across NY State. 
As September came, the band performed 
on the Buffalo fireboat E. M. Cotter as 
she cruised up the Buffalo River and 
Inner Harbor. The first Tunnel to Towers 
Run was opened by pipers. 9-11 each 
year has the band in Hamburg for its 
memorial event. The Buffalo Fire Dept. 
126th Annual Awards night found the 
band honoring one of its own. Firefighter 
and Piper Tommy O’Leary was awarded 

the BFD Gold Medal for Bravery for his 
rescue of an unconscious woman from 
the 2nd floor of a home heavily involved in 
fire. T.O. braved the fire conditions before 
a hose line was in place to protect him. 
Great work Tommy!!
November 4th is the bands 5th Annual 
Pipes & Pints Night at the Iron Workers 
Hall in West Seneca. Come out for a fun 
night of music with Crikwater, the Pipe 
Band, and Irish dancers.

By Joseph Xavier Martin

From the center of the small hill, at the seaward 
side of Wilkeson’s Point on Buffalo’s outer 
harbor, you can see the glimmer of the small 
lighthouse at Point Abino, in Canada. To the 
west, you can observe the futuristic swaying 
of the dozen slowly-spinning wind turbines, 
at the old Bethlehem steel plant. Further 
west, you can just make out the headland at 
Sturgeon Point.

 Small sailing craft and all manner of 
powerboats cruised within the protective walls 
of the outer harbor. It was eighty eight degrees 
and sunny out. It was an absolutely gorgeous 
day on Buffalo’s waterfront. We were here 
to mingle once again with Buffalo’s Clan Na 
Gael.  A conclave of white tents here vibrated 
with the rollicking music of a dozen musical 
groups playing every Irish and country tune 
ever remembered.

Other tents held Irish jewelry, tee shirts, hats, 
and all manner of bric a brac, that celebrated 
our connection with Eire. Shepherd’s Pie, 
potatoes of several types and a hearty potato 
soup were available for the hungry. Irish 
whiskey scones were sold by several of the 
beautiful young Irish Step dancers. Others 
offered raffle tickets for a trip to Eire. It was 
an Irish Country fair on Buffalo’s Waterfront.

Beneath the tents, family groups met up, 
greeted other long time neighbors and once 
more renewed the bonds of ancestral kinship 
of the Buffalo Irish. There may have been a 
generation gap for some of us, but we knew 
by the shape of the face and color of hair that 
these were younger members of our own. The 
colorfully clad young girls, with the Irish Step 
Dancing schools, entertained everyone with 
their high stepping and energetic routines. The 
thoughts of many of us paused a moment to 
remember a time when long ago we too might 
have been so limber and so practiced in our 
step.

The beer tent did a rush hour business. On a 
day like this, a small ocean of draft beer would 
disappear among the thirsty, as everyone 
tapped their feet in rhythm to the ancient tunes. 
As the hours passed, the mood lightened and 
memories of long ago and far away came to 
the fore. The specter of generations of green-
shirted and wooden cane-wielding elders 
appeared now beside us. Where once they 
had been the elders of the clan, listening to 
the music, we now held their seats. Times 
pass quickly, but not amongst the remembered 

and respected elders who are always with us. 
They, and their fathers and mothers before 
them, were the link across the sea for us, to 
that ancient and misty isle of Eire.

An old friend would walk by and smile 
in remembrance.  A hurried talk would 
commence asking about Pat or Sean or Mary. 
How they doing and what were they up to?  
And who had passed on from us, God Love 
Them? In this way, the collective memory of 
Buffalo’s Clan Na Gael developed and was 
remembered. Once upon an era, we had all 
been one, first on Times Beach and then along 
the narrow confines of Buffalo’s Old First 
Ward. Now, we had scattered hither and yon 
across the broad expanse of America. Buffalo 
was still our touchstone, the point to which 
our own all had come when emigrating from 
the terrible hunger.

And many had risen to the highest ranks 
imaginable in the halls of finance and the 
seats of power. Sure their own would have 
burst with pride at their success, in the few 
generations since they had come across. Truly, 
America is the golden land where all could 
succeed if they put their backs to the wheel, as 
the Irish always did.

So, we hoisted a cold glass of Guinness and 
loudly gave the obligatory toast, “Erin Go 
Bragh,” celebrating for another year our link 
with that misty Isle of Eire, so far across the 
sea. And in song and reverie, we honored 
those who had come before us. God Bless 
them every one.

A Gathering of Buffalo’s Clan Na Gael
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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.

Heritage Discovery Center: 
A Home to Many 

Organizations

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 Center closes, the library would be closed also.)

The BIGS (Buffalo Irish Genealogical Society) genealogical book collection is at a single 
satellite location within the Heritage Discovery Center (HDC, 2nd floor), HDC Research 
Library, 100 Lee St, only 1.5 miles away towards downtown Buffalo, just over the creek 
from the new Solar City. It is at this location that genealogical research will be conducted 
by volunteer genealogists. For more information, please call: Donna M. Shine (716) 662-

1164 or email Diane Blaser at dianeblaser@hotmail.com.

LIBRARY RESEARCH:  
2 Great Venues!

COLLINS / MADDEN / 
SULLIVAN / SLATTERY: 

Seeking church or other information sources to locate Irish towns of origins and/or parent 
for: James T. COLLINS: b. 1831? Irelad, d. 10/18/1864 Buffalo, (James Drowned in 
Buffalo River) and wife Anna MADDEN COLLINS: b. 12/25/1836 County of Kerry, 
Ireland d. 05/28/1909 Buffalo. Both buried in Holy Cross Cemetery, Lackawanna.

Son: John J. COLINS b. 10/18/1854 d. 2/18/1941 Buffalo, and wife Mary 
SLATTERY b. 1860? Ireland, d. before 1883? Buffalo.

Son of John: James Joseph COLLINS b. 03/12/1878 d. Batavia. James was a 
Buffalo fireman per census and family photo.

 Nun: Sister Mary Cornelia COLLINS b. 07/09/1908 d. 10/18/1987 
Buffalo, (was James’ aunt), Buffalo and Assistant Administrator Mercy Hospital 1978. 
There is also a Boxer in the family name either SULLIVAN of SLATTERY? Please 
contact Mpllinzi@aol.com 

CLAVEN / BARRIGAN /
 BURGIN: 

Seeking information on the families of CLAVEN, BARRIGAN, and BURGIN who 
came from Queens Co, Ireland to Erie and Livingston counties, New York, USA. Please 
contact Hope at: Kraushaus35@hotmail.com 

QUERIES:

By: Donna M Shine

As many of our Irish Community know, all 
available stones for the Western New York 
Irish Famine Memorial have been sold and 
inscribed. People still ask about purchasing 
stones that have been left blank. To that 
end, I will simply state that, in its planning 
and design, a decision was made and agreed 
upon, to save a percentage of blank stones 
to represent the unknown victims whose 
lives were claimed by that awful event.

Another question that I have been asked 
on several occasions is: “How can I 
find out who purchased a stone that I am 
related to?” For many years, I have been 
working on a database that combines the 
written inscriptions with the purchaser 

information. Now that all stones have been 
sold and inscriptions have been verified by 
volunteers:
 James R. Shine, Pat Pike and I, we have 
a complete database for anyone wishing to 
inquire on the information.
 
Please NOTE: Inscriptions are printed 
as inscribed on stones. For misspellings, 
unfortunately, are beyond my control. E.g. 
County Clare and Claire

The database will be kept by BIGS (Buffalo 
Irish Genealogical Society) and inquiries 
may be made by email (dmshine@aol.com) 
or phone (716.662-1164). 

1-Famine Memorial with Pat Pike &
Donna Shine

Western New York Irish 
Famine Commemoration 

Memorial Database

If you’ve driven down Abbott Road recently, 
you may have noticed that something looks 
different. And in this case, that’s a very 
good thing!

Thanks to the generosity of CEO Bill 
Paladino, Cathy Paladino and Ellicott 
Development Company, and Kevin Burke 
of Sherwin-Williams, Dog Ears was the 
recent recipient of a much-needed paint job 
and building repairs.

The Paladinos sent a crew to paint and 
complete necessary building repairs, while 
Sherwin-Williams donated half of the paint 
for the job and provided the remainder of 
the paint at half price.

“I would like to personally thank the 
Paladinos, Ellicott Development, Kevin 
Burke and Sherwin-Williams for their 

extreme generosity and community 
spirit,” said Thomas McDonnell, director 
of the nonprofit bookstore. “I really hope 
that people understand how much Cathy 
Paladino does for our community because 
you would be amazed! And, her generous 
ways can also be seen in her son Bill through 
his commitment to many charities and 
organizations around Western New York. 

“Kevin Burke at Sherwin-Williams was 
also in on this beautification project from 
the beginning,” McDonnell continued, “and 
worked with us on his own time to make 
sure everything went well. I just can’t say 
enough about everyone involved in this 
project.”

Dog Ears Bookstore & Café is located at 
688 Abbott Road in South Buffalo. For 
more information, please call 823-2665.

Dog Ears Bookstore & 
Café shows off new colors
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BUSINESS PROFILES

CELEBRATING 45 YEARS

By Deborah Eidson

The search for my Downes family began 
in June of 2009 when I was approached by 
my first cousin Becky at the 60th wedding 
anniversary celebration of her parents.  She 
wanted to know if I had done any research 
on the family of our great grandfather John 
Paul Downes in Ireland.  I had not, but soon 
started as now the seed had been planted.
Becky’s parents had known Joseph Henry 
Downes, the oldest son of John Downes, and 
provided me with a few clues to get started.  
It didn’t take long to find local records, and 
John’s obit.   It listed his place of birth as 
County Clare, Ireland.  From his obit I was 
able to find four of his sisters in Buffalo, 
and two of his brothers in Pennsylvania.  
The next step was to find where in County 
Clare they were from as none of the records 
provided that information.                    (RE:  
Buffalo Irish Times Issue April/May 2014 
– “Downes Family of County Clare and 
Buffalo”)   
After a lot of searching on Ancestry.com 
using the Griffith’s Valuation, 1901 Ireland 
Census, etc., I came across a family that was 
a possible match.  I then started searching 
Ancestry members’ trees and in April of 

Cousins Connect in County Clare

L to R:  Bridie, Stella, Deb, and Mary

2010, I came across a tree with a Downes 
from County Clare.  Bingo!  Her name is 
Claire, and she is my third cousin.  Her 
great grandmother, Catherine Downes, 
is a sister of John Downes – they were 
from Cahermurphy, Kilmihil, Co. Clare!  

Catherine Downes married Michael Pender 
also of Cahermurphy.  Claire was searching 
for the seven members of her Pender family 
that came to the U.S. during the period of 
1903-1924.   
Two of Claire’s Penders settled in Buffalo 

– Martin who married Helena (Bird) Healy, 
and Mary who married Cornelius Powell 
from Knockadoon, Tulla, Co. Clare.  Claire 
and I help each other with our family history.
Claire knew of a Downes cousin (Mary) 
who lived near Cahermurphy, and gave me 
her contact information.   Mary responded, 
and said if we ever came to Ireland to give 
her a call.
In August of 2015, my husband and I, our 
daughter and son-in-law decided it was time 
take a family vacation to Ireland as together 
we had several ancestors from there, and we 
wanted to see as much as we could of the 
beautiful Emerald Isle.  We found the 15-
Day Jewels of Ireland tour with CIE Tours 
International that would take us to Ennis 
for one day so we booked it.  We were able 
to then make contact with Mary, and also 
Claire’s mother, Bridie (both my 2nd cousins 
once removed) to let them know of our 
travel plans. 
We all met including a family friend Stella 
for the first time on June 22, 2016 at the 
Temple Gate Hotel in Ennis.  The Downes 
cousins connected in County Clare!  We had 
a wonderful visit that we will never forget!  
The other 14 days touring Ireland were 
absolutely amazing too!  A trip of a lifetime! 

By Jim Boyle

The Lively Ghosts of Ireland by Hans 
Holzer is a tour of Ireland, its ghosts and 
apparitions circa 1967.  Although not well-
known today, Mr. Holzer was very renowned 
in the 1950’s and 1960’s as a psychic and 
ghost hunter, travelling all over the world 
in search of ghosts and the paranormal.  
He wrote over one hundred books on the 
subject and appeared on numerous radio 
and television shows of the era.  

In this work, Hans, his wife and book 
illustrator Catherine Buxhoeveden, along 
with Sybil Leek, a famous psychic or 
medium, journey throughout Ireland 
in search of what they call “spectral 
phenomena.”  Their travels and 
investigations take them from Dublin to 
Mayo with stops at haunted castles, farms, 
rectories, theaters, and even the Hill of Tara.  
They take many photographs and make 
tape recordings of Ms. Leek as she goes 
into trances channeling the voices of the 
spirits that they are communicating with.  
As the blurb on the book cover flap states:  
“They found disembodied Irish characters 
everywhere.”

Belief is in the eye of the beholder.  Whether 
one believes in the paranormal or not, this is 
a somewhat interesting look at the subject 
set in Ireland of the late 1950’s.  Perhaps 
it is best that this story takes place when 

Gems from the Library

it did. The Celtic Tiger and other changes 
in modern-day Ireland would probably not 
bode well for a story of this nature today.

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.

TEARS 
for My 

COUNTRY
By: Donna M Shine (July 20, 2016)

By Ann Kelly

Irish Dancers of all ages enjoyed a sweet 
treat while raising money for Camp Good 
Days. Rince Na Tiarna Parent Association 
hosted a booth called Cupcakes for Campers 
during the Feis at the Falls on August 13, 
2016 at the Niagara Falls Convention Center.     
Over 500 cupcakes were decorated as works 
of art and enjoyed by the competitors, 
as well as friends and family, during the 
competition.  The booth was powered by 
parent volunteers, with product contributions 
by DiCamillos Bakery and Walmart, with  
embellishments  and designs chosen by dance 
families.   Feis at the Falls is a Irish Dancing 
and cultural competition that many local 

dancers, musicians and artists participate in 
competitions drawn from Irish culture and 
language. A wonderful outlet for many local 
competitors, Feis at the Falls also  draws 
many visitors to the area for the weekend. 
All 100% of proceeds and donations, 
including an Association match, total to 
$1500.00, the largest total in the 10 years 
Rince Na Tiarna has hosted Cupcakes for 
Campers.   Parents and dancers understand 
the wonderful opportunities Camp Good 
Days offers families and children who may 
affected by cancer and other illnesses, which 
include a summer resident camp for pediatric 
patients, and well as programs dedicated to 
children and siblings of families in cancer 
care.   

How cupcakes help campers 
with a little dancing

I cry RED,
   From blood shed of the shootings

I cry RED,
   Because ALL lives matter to me

I cry RED,
   At the protests and the lootings

I cry RED,
   A revolution, this truly could be.

I cry WHITE,
   For loss of innocent lives, wherever

I cry WHITE,
   For the void that’s left behind

I cry WHITE,
   For the lost work of our forbearers

I cry WHITE,
   For PEACE we cannot find.

I cry BLUE,
   As I sit in my place of solace

I cry BLUE,
   That my country is being torn apart

I cry BLUE,
   At the viciousness erupting

I cry BLUE,
   That this might only be the start.

RED, WHITE, an BLUE,
   Are the colors of my Homeland

RED, WHITE, and BLUE,
   Are the tears I shed for Thee

RED, WHITE, and BLUE,
   Emotions are ruling over reason

RED, WHITE, and BLUE,
   Diminishing freedoms from you and me!



Buffalo Irish Times -  8  - October Edition 2016

BUFFALOIRISHTIMES
TO ADVERTISE IN THE NEXT EDITION OF THE:

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

BUFFALO IRISH CENTER
TUESDAY  7:45 PM

CONTACT SHANE & JEAN DEVLIN
627-5966

INNISFREE ADULT DANCERS
TRADITIONAL IRISH SET & CEILI

DANCE LESSONS

Proud ofBeing

IRISH & 
CATHOLIC

Located In The Buffalo Irish Center

Join The 

ANCIENT
ORDER of 

HIBERNIANS
Contact Tom Lambert (716) 796-7687

By Jim Keane

In the last issue of the Irish Times I wrote 
an account of my trip last March to Dublin 
for the centenary celebration of Ireland’s 
independence.  I was accompanied on the 
trip by my brother, Neil and his brother-
in-law, Ollie Hoffstetter.  It was an 
unforgettable experience that I will treasure 
for the rest of my days.  Call me overly 
sentimental, but, the very thought of our 
having stood in front of Trinity College 
among a million Irish citizens while in 
unison they sang the Soldiers Song in their 
native language, brings tears once again to 
my eyes.  What a profound and privileged 
moment!
The Irish are understandably proud of 
having won their freedom a hundred years 
ago against such overwhelming odds.  It 
still boggles the mind to contemplate the 
magnitude of this amazing accomplishment.  
A small but great nation came about as a 
result of the determination and sacrifice of 
the leaders of the Easter Rising: Plunkett, 
Pearse, Connolly and so many more.  They 

voluntarily sacrificed their lives for Irish 
freedom and self-determination. These 
people were men and woman of incredible 
bravery and character.  They knew they 
could not militarily defeat Great Britain.  
They knew their actions against the Crown 
would be punishable by death.  However, 
they correctly calculated that their 
sacrifice, their executions would generate 
widespread outrage and eventually lead 
to Irish independence.  Their memory is 
forever enshrined in the hearts and minds of 
freedom loving people everywhere.
Irish pride is tempered with a humility and 
a generosity of spirit that sets an example 
for people everywhere to emulate.  Allow 
me to recreate a few events that occurred 
during our trip last March to illustrate what 
I mean.  On one such occasion, Neil, Ollie 
and I were trying to decide which bus to 
take to Glasnevin Cemetery.  We gathered 
at a Dublin City Center bus stop discussing 
with a half dozen locals which bus was 
the correct one.  One fella suggested the 
number 49 bus while another insisted we 
take the 41.  Still a third person felt that 

the 23 was the right one. The great debate 
persisted until a woman interrupted us all.  
Holding out a fist full of euros for our use, 
she said, “It’s the 49 you’re after and if you 
don’t step to, you’re gonna miss it.  Take 
what you need. It’s a euro nine each.” Did I 
mention their humor?
The next day a similar event occurred.  
While the three of us, Neil, Ollie and I, 
were trying to figure out how much money 
to insert into the ticket machine for the train 
fare to Arbor Hill cemetery, a woman with 
three kids handed me her own ticket and 
said she’d get another.  Needless to say, I 
thanked her, but turned down the offer. We 
eventually figured out the cost of the ride 
and how to use the new-fangled machine.
On a third occasion in the village of Swords 
just outside Dublin, I was having difficulty 
with a parking fee machine, when a woman 
came across the street, handed me her ticket 
with sufficient time still on it and said, 
“Here, use my ticket. I’ll just go home a 
bit early today.” I mean, who does these 
things?  Who are these people?  Where 
does such generosity come from?  They 

are the indomitable Irish, that’s who they 
are. Perhaps its melodramatic to say, but, 
these folks are descended from people like 
the poet, the school teacher and the laborer 
above who, severely out gunned and out 
manned, against all odds, outlasted and out 
smarted the mighty British Empire and won 
freedom and independence for the Irish 
nation. 
Like their forebears, today’s Irish are people 
of great character.  They are warm and 
friendly, caring and concerned, generous to 
a fault and gifted with an innate sense of 
humor that you don’t always find elsewhere.  
For the benefit of our male readers, please 
note that in all three cases noted above the 
samaritan was a woman. 
As 2016 comes to a close you’ll be happy 
to know that the centenary celebrations 
continue.  There’s still ample time to hop 
on a plane and experience Irish hospitality.  
You’ll thoroughly enjoy yourself.  You’ll 
remember it forever. Moreover, you’ll be a 
better person for it. The Irish have a way of 
making that prediction come true. 

THE IRISH CENTENERY REVISITED

CALENDAR 
                        EVENTS

Calendar	of	Events	Oct-Dec	2016	
	
	

Day	 Date	 Time	 Organization	 Event	 Location	
Sat	 1	Oct	 7:30pm	 Tom	Stahl	&	Dangerfields	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Thu	 6	Oct	 8pm	 Open	Mic	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 7	Oct	 8pm	 Reardon	&	Garvey	Band	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 8	Oct	 8pm	 LeftOvers	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 14	Oct	 8pm	 Blarney	Bunch	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 15	Oct	 8pm	 Brian	Burns	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 21	Oct	 8pm	 Ben	Clifford	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 22	Oct	 8pm	 Penny	Whiskey	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Wed	 26	Oct	 2pm	 Valley	Comm	Assoc	 Chinese	Auction	 93	Leddy	St,	Buf,	NY	
Thu-Sun	 28	Oct	 7:30pm	 Thru	20	Nov		Irish	Classic		 Equss	(Sat-3p;	Sun-2p)	 Andrews	Theater,	625	Main	St,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 28	Oct	 8pm	 Rosewood	Bridge	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 29	Oct	 2-10pm	 Nia	Celtic	Heritage	Soc	 Celtic	Halloween	 2685	West	Creek	Rd,	Newfane,	NY	
Thu	 3	Nov	 8pm	 Open	Mic	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 4	Nov	 8pm	 Blarney	Bunch	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 5	Nov	 8pm	 Reardon	&	Garvey	Band	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 11Nov	 8pm	 Davey	O’	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 12Nov	 8pm	 LeftOvers	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 18Nov	 8pm	 Ben	Clifford	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 19Nov	 8pm	 Penny	Whiskey	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 25Nov	 8pm	 Rosewood	Bridge	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 26Nov	 8pm	 TBA	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Thu	 1	Dec	 8pm	 Open	Mic	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 2	Dec	 8pm	 Blarney	Bunch	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 3	Dec	 8pm	 Reardon	&	Garvey	Band	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 9	Dec	 8pm	 LeftOver	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 10Dec	 8pm	 Penny	Whiskey	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Fri	 16Dec	 8pm	 Ben	Clifford	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
Sat	 31Dec	 8pm	 Back	in	the	Day	 Pub	Music	 BIC,	245	Abbott	Rd,	Buf,	NY	
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OBITUARIES

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
                                           

KELLEY - E. Joseph “Joe” passed away on 
September 26, 2016. He was the beloved 
husband of Alice M. (nee Sawchuk) 
Kelley; loving father of Elaine A. Sondel, 
Maureen B. Kelley and the late Peter J. 
and Paul S. Kelley; cherished grandfather 
of Christopher F. Sondel and Shawn J. and 
Daniel J. Kelley.  Joe was buried from Our 
Lady of Victory Basilica and was a proud 
Father Baker Boy. 

As a Baker boy, his commitment to the 
legacy of Father Nelson Baker was well 
known.  Joe grew up in Father Baker’s 
orphanage and remained in touch with 
many of his “brothers”.   In 1999, he 
served as one of the pall bearers when 
Father Baker’s remains were moved to the 
Basilica.  For several years, he participated 
in the Anniversary Mass for Father Baker, 
carrying the wreath to the altar along with 
his “brothers”.  In 2009, the documentary 
“Legacy of Victory” was filmed at this 
home in Elma. 

A graduate of Our Lady of Victory School, 
Joe retired from Bell Aerospace.   He was 
a member of the Gaelic American Athletic 
Assoc. of Buffalo, NY (Buffalo Irish Center) 
and a regular volunteer for the annual St. 
Patrick’s celebrations at the Center.  Joe 
painted the map of Ireland that originally 
was the focal point of the Emerald Room.  
The Celtic knot work on the BIC pub stage 
was also designed and painted by Joe.  
In 1982 when St. Patrick Church on South 
Division St. was demolished, a statue of 
St. Patrick was left in a field.  Joe rescued 
and repaired the statue.  He donated the 

JOE KELLEY

restored statue to the Buffalo Irish Center.  
It stands in the GAAA Library today.  He 
received the Buffalo Irish Center “Irishman 
of the Year” award for his dedication to this 
heritage center. 

In 1990, Joe was the Grand Marshall of the 
St. Patrick’s Day Parade in Buffalo.  He 
was one of the original organizers of the 
“Shortest St. Pat’s Parade” in Lackawanna. 

A member of the Lackawanna Knights of 
Columbus, Joe tended bar there to keep in 
touch with friends.

Our condolences to Joe’s family and friends!

Family gathers at the Irish Center, to say goodbye to one of their own, South Buffalo 
born and raised, headed for the west coast.  O’Hara Clan, accompanied by Browning, 

Bryan, Fantaske, and Courtney family members.”

DUNPHY - Ellen T. (nee Carmody) July 
14, 2016; wife of the late Kevin J. Dunphy; 
mother of Michael, Margaret (Terry) 
Lewis, Eileen (Michael) O’Callaghan, 
Sheila (Scott) Quealy and the late Maureen 
Dunphy; grandmother of Joelle Dunphy, 
Sheila, Kevin and Rachel O’Callaghan, 
Jennifer Quealy and Matthew Moran; sister 
of Maura Fitzpatrick, Michael Carmody 
and Nuala (Rod) Scamahorn and Kathleen 
Carmody. 

Mrs. Dunphy was a member of the LAOH, 
St. Patrick’s Irish American Club and the 
Gaelic American Athletic Assoc. of Buffalo, 
NY. 
 Eileen was born in Kilkishen, Co. Clare in 
1932. She came to the US on the Queen Mary 
in 1950 and Kevin Dunphy in Niagara Falls 
in 1956.   Eileen was an active participant 
in the formative years of the Buffalo Irish 

EILEEN DUNPHY

By Jim Corbran

It seemed as if fate intervened when Jerry 
Quinn went looking for a venue and date 
for the Michael J. “Big Mike” Quinn family 
reunion, an event which had been a long-time 
goal in the mind of more than one descendant 
of the Old First Ward Innkeeper.

Quinn and Joe Basil, Sr. finally got the ball 
rolling late this past spring, and once Buffalo 
River Works was settled on as the perfect spot, 
after all it’s right in the neighborhood! It turned 
out that the only available date that could 
accommodate the size of the expected crowd 
was Saturday, July 23rd, the 151st anniversary 
of Big Mike’s birth in County Kerry, Ireland.

An organizing committee was assembled, 
appointed actually, according to Basil, who these 
days is one of the elder statesmen of the Michael 
J. Quinn Clan. “Nobody said no,” he beamed at 
the reunion, “everybody wanted to chip in and 
make this happen!” And happen it did.

On a bright sunny summer’s day right on the 
Buffalo River, over 160 members of Big Mike 
Quinn’s family gathered together to share 
food, drink, and stories about growing up in the 
shadow of the man probably best known for 
being the first Grand Marshall of the modern-
day St. Patrick’s Day Parade in Buffalo. With 
one elbow on the bar and another clutching a 
cold one, Quinns and Quinns-in-law were able 
to gaze across the river to the now-empty lot at 
115 Chicago St. where Quinn’s tavern proudly 
served cold beer, sandwiches, and more cold 
beer to a legion of grain scoopers and mostly 
Irish neighbors back in the early 1900s.

The reunion was a sea of different-hued golf 
shirts, as members of each clan — Mary 
(Mame Culligan Basil), Loretta (Evans), 
Thomas, Michael, and James (full disclosure: 
James P. Quinn was my great-grandfather 
on my mother’s side) roamed the upstairs in 
the giant River Works banquet room. At one 
of the organizational meetings, Basil told 
the group “Don’t be surprised if you find 
out that someone you’ve known for years is 
actually related.” He couldn’t have been more 
prophetic as it happened more than once as the 
different-colored shirts started mingling.

It was especially gratifying to see the number 
of young people in attendance at the reunion.  
And although the youngest member of the 
family was no doubt too young to attend, the 
oldest living grandchild of Big Mike was there, 
as 97-year-old Rita Hughes, whose mother 
was Mame Quinn Culligan Basil, made the 
trip and proudly donned her yellow shirt. 

Was this party a one-time deal? “We want 
to keep this thing going, make it an annual 
event,” said Jerry Quinn, who is the unofficial, 
or at least, unpaid family historian. “We’d 
also like to get some sort of monument or 
plaque put into one of the neighborhood parks 
so people will realize the role that Big Mike 
played down here.” 

There were greats and great-greats in 
attendance, and there are great-great-greats 
who will one day be old enough to carry the 
torch.

And hoist a cold one to Big Mike Quinn.

Michael J. Quinn 
Family Reunion

Center.  She was one of the many women 
who laid a strong base for our WNY Irish 
Heritage Center. 
  
Our condolences to her family. 
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In honor of Sister Mary Celeste O’Bryan’s recent retirement we thought we would re-print her interview from 
March 2, 2011. Sister was the founder and director of the South Buffalo Community Table for over 33 years.

LEGENDARY SOUTH BUFFALONIANS

Profile: 
Sister Mary Celeste O’Bryan, RSM

“The Mother Teresa of South Buffalo”

Born: November 24, 1932

Grew Up: 
Louisville, Kentucky. Family moved to Jamestown, NY where Sister 

joined the Sisters of Mercy

Parents:
Paul & Mary Bernadette O’Bryan

Entered Sisters of Mercy:September 11, 1950

Education:
Holy Cross, Louisville, St. Peter & Paul HS, Jamestown, Medaille College,

Buffalo State College, Canisius College & St. Bonaventure University

Trivia:
During President George H.W. Bush’s administration he instituted a program called 
“1,000 Points of Light” to recognize individuals making a positive impact on their 
communities and Sister Celeste was nominated. One of Sister’s volunteers reports that 
when the White House called Sister at the Table to let her know that she had been selected 
she replied, “I don’t know anything about any 1,000 points of light but there are a lot of 

poor people out here that you could do a lot more to help out.” 
(Sister Celeste never received the plaque.)

Good afternoon, Sister. It’s good to see 
you looking in good health after your car 

accident.
Well it’s good to be seen! Luckily I only 
ended up with some bruises but it throws a 

scare into you.

What was your family like growing up?

Both my parents worked hard. My father 
was a manager for a furniture manufacturer 
and my mother stayed busy raising my 
nine brothers, two sisters and me. Both my 
parents were pretty religious; it was Mass 
every morning and the rosary at night. I’m 
happy to say that all of my brothers and 
sisters are still living – we haven’t killed 

each other yet!

Do you get together?

Yes every year, usually in our hometown of 
Louisville, Kentucky.

What did you do for fun when you were 
a kid?

It was all the old-fashioned things that still 
bring a smile to my face when I think of 
them: baseball, playing jacks and marbles, 
building stilts, riding bicycles, rolling 
skating in summer and ice skating in 
winter, catching minnows, and yes maybe 
even a little tormenting neighbors who 
didn’t like kids!  There were lots of kids in 
the neighborhood so we always had quite 
a gang to hang around with. Also, I was an 

expert tree climber!

Did you have any heroes growing up?

I guess I would have to say my brothers – 
I thought they were the greatest things in 
the world. Especially my brother Charlie - 
one of those crazy characters who was able 
to tell wonderful stories, especially ghost 

stories!

How did you decide to become a Sister of 
Mercy?

I decided when I was a senior in high 
school. I want you to know that I never 
really had an epiphany or a distinct calling 
from God or anything like that; I just had 
a sense that it was something that I would 
like to do.  My mother was not in favor of 
the idea until she talked to our old Irish 
pastor at church who convinced her that I 

would be fine.

You taught for over 30 years.  What were 
some of your stops?

I began my teaching in “the barn” at St. 
Martin’s, where the church is now. I taught 
third grade to start with but eventually taught 
every grade. I moved on to Holy Family, 
St. Teresa’s, St. Monica’s, St. Agatha’s, St. 
James in Jamestown, St. Mary’s in Olean, 
and Immaculate Conception. We used 
to get our assignments each year around 
August 15th, so we had about two weeks to 
get moved and ready for our new school.

Did you like teaching?

I never considered myself a great teacher 
but I enjoyed it and always liked children. 
I guess one measure of it is that I only 
remember two years out of 30 when I was 
relieved when the school year ended; and 
no, Bonnie Lockwood, one of those was 
not the year I taught you and Dennis Hart!

How did you finish your teaching career?

After thirty years, I requested a sabbatical 
from teaching but it turned into a Mondical 
and a Tuesdical!  During my break I 
happened to volunteer to help out Sister 
Jean Frank at St. Vincent de Paul’s soup 
kitchen on Main Street during their busy 

Easter week and we got to be friends.

Shortly thereafter, Sister Sally Maloney 
asked me to be a representative at the 
South Buffalo Ecumenical Association, a 
group including representatives of all the 
churches in South Buffalo, both Catholic 
and Protestant.  They were exploring the 
possibility of starting a local soup kitchen 
and asked if I could get Sister Jean Frank 
to speak to their group. Anyway, about 
65 people showed up for the meeting 
to hear Sister Jean speak.  She spoke 
eloquently about the mission of helping 

our hungry neighbors but then noted that 
you can’t really move forward until you 
find somebody to be in charge.  There was 
silence in the room as everyone knew there 

were no funds to pay for the position.

I was sitting behind Sister Jean, minding 
my own business when suddenly she turned 
around, looked at me and said, “Well what 
are you doing?” The whole group clapped – 
I don’t think most of them even knew who 
I was!  I was flabbergasted and thought oh 
my gosh, I can’t run a soup kitchen, but I 
couldn’t say no. Thankfully, my superiors 
at the Sisters of Mercy agreed that it was a 

worthy mission.

So this was the start…

That turned out to be a whole turn around 
in my life. All I can say is that it was 
absolutely amazing how all these people 
suddenly turned out to work together to 
help get things organized. Sister Rose 
Curry, Sister Andre, Sister Alicia, Father 
Bill Stanton, Reverend Prosser, Andy 
Neuberg, Rosemary Schaefer, Jim Loomis 

and so many others.

We started out in the basement of the South 
Presbyterian Church on Seneca Street and 
each day would be a new adventure. I’d 
come in and there would be a new stove, 
two days later a couple of refrigerators, 
then Vogel Plumbing came in and donated 
three sinks. One day a fellow came in 
carrying a bunch of boards.  It turned out 
to be a carpenter who was volunteering to 
build tables. Then two neighbors across the 
street came over, curious about what was 
going on. Those neighbors, Carol and John 
Brinker, along with their children, turned 
out to be some of our most loyal volunteers, 
with Carol cooking and John doing all of 

our electrical work.

What happened when you first opened?

Well we asked all the local parishes to let 
their folks know and we let the newspapers 
know and it was also on the radio. We 
opened on June 6, 1983, and three people 
showed up. We had more volunteers than 
patrons.  However, word soon got around 
and by the end of the summer we were 
serving about 100 people a day.  We stayed 

at that location for about six years.

Then you moved to your present location…

Yes, by 1989 we had outgrown the first 
kitchen and were looking for a space that 
was more accessible to our clients. Pastor 
Lloyd Noyes from the Good Shepherd 
Baptist Church (across from South Park 
High School) offered us space in his 
building. It was in rough shape when we 
got here but again we relied on the kindness 
of friends and neighbors to help us out. Our 
state legislator, Dick Keane, and his staff 
were able to get us some funds and then the 
city and county came through with some 
grants.  But in addition to our generous 
local benefactors, we also started getting 
checks from friends of South Buffalo from 
across the country. It was overwhelming.

And your important work continues 
today…

Today, with the help of my assistant Cheryl 
Piccirillo and our volunteers, we continue 
to serve mainly people who “fall through 
the cracks” of our social safety nets. We are 
currently getting an average of 75 people 
coming in at 4:00 P.M. each day for a free 

hot meal.

When we first started we drafted a 
“Philosophy of Service” statement that 
still hangs in our kitchen.  It reads in part, 
“Your imperishable spirit is in all things 
and You create all things in Your image 
and likeness.  Because we believe this, 
we have come together to form the South 
Buffalo Community Table to serve God – 
suffering, hurt, rejected, hungry – in the 
persons of those who come to us.  For this 
reason we ask no questions and reject no 
one – accepting each on face value as an 

image of our Creator.”  

How do you find your volunteers?

We’ve been very lucky to have such a great 
group of dedicated and selfless volunteers. 
Some like Betty Ring, Jule Oscadal, Stanley 
Piotrowski, Ken Delozier, Lorraine Kurek 
and Linda Coggins have been here since 
our humble beginnings. I think that most 
hear of our need from their churches. We 
just ask  potential volunteers that you have 

to be willing to do all the things you do in 
your own kitchen, just on a bigger scale.  
We have a list of potential volunteers and 
if any of your readers would be so kind as 
to join our list they can call us at 822-3193.

How did you meet your most famous 
volunteer, Unger Avenue’s own John 

McGrath?

(Laughing) Wait – John met me, not 
the other way around!  John has been 
with us since the beginning, lending his 
organizational and financial skills along 
with his questionable witticisms to the 
effort.  Seriously, I think it’s fair to say that 
if you hear of any work that’s being done to 

help the poor, John will be involved.

(At this point our interview was pleasantly 
interrupted by a group from St. Peter 
& Paul’s Parish Community Outreach 
program in Hamburg delivering 25 turkeys 

along with 10 boxes of canned goods.)

That reminds me – you had a problem with 
your freezer recently…

Yes, in January our freezer broke down 
and we lost all of our meat.  Thankfully, 
a local  TV station, did a story which was 
eventually picked up by the USA Today 
newspaper.  We ended getting donations 
from all over the country.  The most 
heartwarming though, were from folks 
from the neighborhood who stopped by 
and said, “I had this extra five pound box 
of hamburgers in my freezer that I’m sure 

you could use.”

Have you met any interesting characters 
among your clients?

Oh gosh yes. I’ll tell you about one who 
has passed on now. His name was Louie 
and he came from Romania.  His father 
was a musical conductor and his mother 
sang and wrote music. Anyway somewhere 
along the line his applecart was upset and 
he became one of our clients. He was also 
a gifted musician and entertained the other 
clients on piano while they were waiting 

for dinner. 

Well one day after the collapse of the 
Soviet Union, Louie told me that he saw on 
TV that Romania’s national orchestra had 
gained the freedom to do a world tour and 
one of their stops was Buffalo.  He seemed 
so excited about it that I said, “Louie, I’ll 
take you to that concert.”  I picked him up 
and he was all spiffed up in a green suit and 
was carrying a little brown bag.  Of course 

I was curious what was in that bag.

Anyway, we had good seats up front and 
when Louie saw the musicians arriving 
he excused himself and took off for the 
backstage area.  When he came back I 
noticed he didn’t have his bag.  It turned 
out he had given the musicians one of his 
mother’s compositions that he thought 
they might play!  I’m pretty sure they 
didn’t play that but when they closed with 
the Romanian national anthem Louie was 
singing so loudly and so proudly I was 
sure his buttons on his new green suit were 

going to bust!

Any others?

Another memorable client was a young 
boy who used to come in every day with 
his grandmother who was raising him. One 
day he came in wearing a nice blue suit, 
shirt and tie and shined shoes. It turned 
out he was taking his grandmother to the 
Table for his 8th grade graduation dinner! 
His grandmother told us that she had gotten 
the whole suit from us as well!  All the 

volunteers were so proud of him.

One more: we had a man and woman who 
got married and had their “reception” with 
their friends here at the Table.  They looked 

like a million dollars!

What are you most proud of?

I think two things. One is my volunteers 
who have given their time, energy and 
expertise and have been willing to put up 
with my many faults and never let that 
deter them from coming.   I think of Myron 
Smith and Vern Weber who worked so hard 

Continued on Next Page
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for us for so many years.

The other is the people who eat here.  They 
are very respectful and look out for each 
other. I think of one old gentleman who 
was usually pretty friendly but one day 
was sitting in a corner by himself.  I had 
five different people come up and say, 
“Sister, he’s not himself.  You better talk 
with him.”  Sometimes you can’t get to the 
bottom of what the problem is but I think it 

almost always helps to talk.

What do you do for relaxation?

Mostly reading and catching up with the 
other Sisters.

You have a big anniversary coming up in 
April.  Will you tell us about it?

Yes, I’d be proud to. On Saturday April 9th 
we’ll be celebrating our 20th Annual “Get 
Together” fund raiser at the Iron Workers 

Hall in West Seneca. Back in 1990 some 
friends from the neighborhood heard that 
we were in need of funds to keep our 
mission going.  They helped us start the 
“Get Together” which has become not 
only an important source of our operating 
revenue but also a means to raise awareness 
about the Table and a chance to thank all 
of our volunteers and benefactors for their 

hard work.

It’s a wonderful collaborative effort with 
a hard-working committee headed by 
Joe Murphy and Paul Barbus.  The Iron 
Workers are generous enough to donate 
the hall for the night and some of the finest 
musicians in Buffalo volunteer their time 
and talent.  This year the event is being 
dedicated to one of those musicians, our 
friend Charlie O’Neill who passed away 
on February 7.  We hope that everyone can 

make it.
 

Any words of advice to pass on to our 

younger South Buffalo Fresh Air Club 
members?

Yes, One of the things I try to impress on 
young people is to listen to people who 
have been around in a respectful way and 
not to discard their advice as outdated or 
out of touch.  Secondly I ask kids to always 
keep a connection with God and ask him 
to direct you. “What do you want me to 
accomplish in life?” I don’t try to preach 
but I tell them that God made you to fulfill 
a unique destiny and it’s your responsibility 

to try to sort out what your purpose is. 

Thank you, Sister.  

(Donations to the South Buffalo 
Community Table can be sent to SBCT, PO 

Box 1067, Buffalo, NY 14220
Congratulations on retirement can be sent 
to Sister Celeste at Sisters of Mercy 625 

Abbott Road, 
Buffalo, NY 14220)
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By Jennifer Fecio McDougall

For more than 30 years, young Western 
New Yorkers have learned Irish dance from 
the Rince Na Tiarna School of Irish Dance. 
Today’s dancers include children of RNT 
alumni, which makes founder and instructor 
Mary Kay Heneghan very happy.

“Each September, I’m so happy to see our 
dancers, ready for a new year of learning, 
and I love to meet the new dancers and 
their families. It’s very exciting when a 
class includes the child of one of my former 
dancers; I love that the parent has shared a 
love for Irish dance with the child. RNT is a 
family, and it means so much when former 
dancers bring their own families into it,” 
she explained.

Welcome to the RNT family!

This year is special in another way. The 
Rince Na Tiarna family is growing with 
some exciting new classes:

Mommy and me (also known as Grown up 
and me) classes will be held at the Buffalo 
Irish Center for five weeks beginning 
October 12. These classes are a great way for 
parents and children to have fun and learn 
together. They’re designed for children two 
to four years old, with a parent or grown up.

Irish Dance Fit/Alumni Fit classes will be 
held at the Buffalo Irish Center in December 
and January. These classes offer RNT 
alumni and others who are interested in the 
fitness benefits of Irish dance a fun way to 
join other adults for a great workout.

For more information about these classes 

The Rince Na Tiarna Family Welcomes You!
Now, she’s preparing to join the cast of 
Riverdance; the show will tour China from 
November 28 through February 6.

“I am very excited! I’m so thrilled to be able 
to dance with Riverdance, and I can’t wait 
to explore China,” Lynch enthused.

RNT dancers in Celtic Fire

Before she leaves, Erin Lynch will join 
Kevinah Dargan, an RNT dancer who was 
a lead in Lord of the Dance: Dangerous 
Games, and RNT’s Fiona Dargan and 
Maeve McFall for a special performance 
with Michael Lundra’s Celtic Fire. Lundra 
was an original singer/musician with 
Riverdance.

Celebrating with family

When Becca Shaloiko, a Rince Na Tiarna 
alum who became a teacher with the school, 
married Dan Mucci, her RNT family 
celebrated with her. Numerous RNT alumni 
were in attendance, and the school’s dancers 
performed at the reception.

“Rince Na Tiarna is a family, and I’m so 
happy that so many members of that family 
were able to celebrate this beautiful day 
with Becca and Dan,” Heneghan concluded.

Rince Na Tiarna is online

If you would like additional information 
about Rince Na Tiarna, visit www.
RinceNaTiarna.com, search Rince Na 
Tiarna Irish Dance School on Facebook, or 
email mkhrince@msn.com.

Photograph 1:
Rince Na Tiarna alumni celebrate Becca Shaloiko’s wedding

Photograph 2:
Rince Na Tiarna dancers performed at the wedding

or Rince Na Tiarna’s dance classes, email 
mkhrince@msn.com.

Erin Lynch joins Riverdance

After dancing as a cast member in Michael 
Flatley’s Lord of the Dance: Dangerous 
Games, RNT’s own Erin Lynch danced as 
a cast member at Disney’s Raglan Road. 

LEGENDARY BUFFALONIANS Cont.



Buffalo Irish Times -  12  - October Edition 2016

South Buffalo Alive, a nonprofit organization dedicated to improving quality of life 
through the beautification of neighborhoods, special events and recognizing difference 
makers, would like to thank Bill Finnegan of Bill Finnegan Painting for his volunteer 
efforts. Finnegan is seen here scraping peeling paint off the sign in Tim Russert’s Children’s 
Garden on South Park Avenue before applying a fresh coat of paint. Finnegan’s next 
project will be helping to preserve the Irish Immigrant statue that resides in Brookdale 
Park (formerly known as Morgan Park) on McKinley Parkway. Additionally, Marge Ryan 
of South Buffalo Alive reports that a large boulder with an engraved plaque featuring one 
of Tim Russert’s favorite quotes will soon be placed at the Children’s Garden where the 
wooden Tim Russert statue once stood. The quote was provided by Russert’s son, Luke.

By Katharine Tussing

       In the summer of 1976, I volunteered for 
the Irish Building Companions, a branch of 
the International Building Companions. We 
were doing construction work building a 
vacation retreat for children from Northern 
Ireland in Killegar, a hamlet near County 
Cavan in County Leitrim.
       When I got there, the previous crew was 
still there.  The only people from my crew 
besides myself were Kathryn from Cork 
and Margo from America. I asked Kathryn 
where the bathroom was. “There isn’t any,” 
she said. Horrified, I imagined furtive trips 
to the bushes. “The so-called bathroom 
is there,” she indicated. “There’s a toilet 
and a basin.” Apparently I misunderstood 
because the Irish call the bathroom the 
“toilet” unless you can actually bathe there.
       That night I went to bed, which I shared 
with Denise, another volunteer.  In the main 
room next to us there was a party. Someone 
began to sing “Johnny B. Goode”. I decided 
if you can’t beat them, join them. Two of the 
Irish supervisors, “Black” Joe from Cork 
and Philip from Belfast, were teasing each 
other. Joe threw Philip’s shoes across the 
room. Then Philip threw Joe’s shoes across 
the room. Later Philip asked me to dance 
and we did the buzz step, swinging each 
other around to the music. 
       The next day I tore plaster off of the 
walls with a French volunteer from the 
earlier crew. After work, Margo and I 
talked with Gerry, another volunteer from 
the earlier crew. Gerry said he used to hunt 
hares until he heard one scream and now he 
begged hid friends not to hunt them.
       That night there was another party. 
Some local farmers came with 6 packs of 
beer and took turns singing. They teased 
Margo, Kathryn and me. They urged Margo 
and me to sing an American song. But, 
goaded by their teasing, I decided to show 
them that Americans were not so dumb and 
sang “An Raibh Tu Ag An gCarraig?” in 
Irish. The room was silent for a moment. 
After that, the farmers didn’t bother me, 
but they continued to bother Kathryn, who 
became so upset that she fainted.  One of the 
French volunteers carried her outside and 
gently slapped her face until she came to. 
Later that night, when it was almost dawn, 
one of the farmers came out with us and 
said, “Working for nothing is an insult.”
       The next day the first crew left and that 
evening the Germans arrived. There were 
five men and five women, nine Germans 
and an Austrian. Our regular tasks began. 
Mine was usually mixing cement. We 
would shovel maybe twelve shovelfuls of 
dirt into a wheelbarrow, and then break open 
a bag of cement powder and shovel twelve 
shovelfuls of that in.  Then we would dump 
it on the ground and dig a spiral into it. We 
poured water into the spiral, and then mixed 
it together. We did this all day. At 10:00 

or 10:30 we would have a coffee break. 
At noon or so we had lunch. Two of the 
German women and I would have a siesta 
after lunch until work began              again 
at 1:00. At 3 or 4 there was more caffeine 
or juice, and back to work until 5:30 or so. 
Then we washed off our tools and put them 
away. This work made me tired. It also 
made me hungry. I even ate beef steak and 
kidney pie.
       On weekends, we were free.  One 
weekend, Margo told me she was going to 
Northern Ireland.  I would never have gone 
by myself, but I wanted to spend time with 
Margo. I asked if I could go with her and 
she said yes. We set out on a sunny morning, 
walking. After a while, we hitched a ride. 
After another few minutes, we hitched a ride 
to Cavan town, where we ate lunch and ran 
into the Germans. After lunch we hitched 
a ride to Armagh, and I believe we saw a 
place where IRA men were imprisoned. 
Then a priest gave us a ride to Belfast, and 
warned us that another girl hitchhiking in 
Belfast recently had been raped.
        In Belfast we took a black, old-
fashioned cab to a house where a friend of 
Black Joe’s and Philip’s would put us up. 
There we were served dinner and tea in 
steaming glasses. A crowd of teenage girls 
came in and besieged the man in whose 
brother’s room we would stay. “Give us a 
fag (cigarette), Brendan,” they demanded, 
but were refused. They admired Margo’s 
bangles, but she and I were shy with them. 
We heard about how the organization this 
place housed was helping youth. We also 
heard how the British police were going 
from house to house, harassing people. That 
night I heard youth walking down the street, 
kicking tin cans and singing.
       The next morning Margo and I went 
exploring. Belfast was surrounded by green 
mountains, but the downtown was gritty. 
An old man dressed in black bowed before 
us and made the sign of the cross. We went 
outside the town and saw Carrickfergus 
castle. It seems we got a ride home; we 
didn’t hitchhike. I didn’t tell my parents 
about this trip until I came back from it. 
“Why parents turn grey,” I thought.
  Another thing that might scare them is that 
one night some farmers came to the house 
where we women slept. “Let us rest, we’re 
tired,” they said. One of the women sent for 
White Joe.  “You’re terrifying the women,” 
he said.  The farmers implied that maybe 
he was terrified. He went and got Black 
Joe and Philip, and they sent the farmers 
away. After that one or both of them slept 
downstairs.
       In spite of these dangers and difficulties, 
it was a rewarding experience. I stayed in 
touch with Kathryn for a few years, the 
Austrian, Ekkehard, until his untimely 
death in 1990, and I am still in touch with 
Margo. I will never forget it.

Volunteering in 
Co. Leitrim

By Joseph Xavier Martin

In my mind’s ear, I can hear the 
eerie cadence of words even now. My dad 
would have a flock of us gathered around 
a campfire at night, on Brant beach on the 
Lake Erie shore, just south of Buffalo, 
during the early 1950’s. Our family had 
owned cottages there and rented the land 
from the Seneca Indians since the 1920’s, 
when Granddad and his brothers used to run 
whiskey over from Long Point in Canada to 
Silver Creek, during prohibition years.

By this time of the evening, Dad 
would have downed a few beers to “loosen 
up the pipes.” We sat expectantly, waiting 
for the exciting yarns that were to come. 
Television was still in its infancy then and 
many people, us included, didn’t yet have 
sets in our homes, let alone try to drag one 
of the huge boxes, filled with giant cathode 
ray tubes, out to the beach where indoor 
plumbing was still a novelty and water 
came from the well or the lake.

Luke, tell us a story,” Dad would 
begin. He would then launch into some 
fascinating tale of ghosts who has lost their 
golden arms and came looking, always 
looking, for the miscreant who had taken 
them. It was a time in America when all 
things alien and all things eerie held us in 
rapt fascination.

You could feel the hairs rise on 
the back of your neck as Dad intoned in 
a stentorian whisper, “and the ghost got 
closer and closer, always whispering ‘who 
stole my golden arm?’ The conclusion was 
always some precipitous denouement with 
a gesture or sound that made us jump or cry 
out. Dad was a showman, as well as a story 
teller.

Afterwards, no matter how brave 
a front we put on, we listened intently to 
the night sounds of the beach around us, 
dreading that odd squeak of an opening 
door, or other mysterious sounds in the 
night, that could portend the arrival of 
something that we never wished to see. The 
feelings of course vanished with the rising 
sun. But, they always lurked at the back of 

our consciousness, when night fell and the 
blackness again surrounded us.

We never walked by the closed 
door, of our third story attic, without 
wondering who or what had taken roost 
there since the passing of the sunlight hours. 
And forget about walking into the stygian 
darkness of the basement. That would never 
happen. Basements and attics are for the 
revealing and protective light of daytime 
only.

If there was an adult Stephen King 
around, in the early fifties, he would have 
made a fortune capturing and writing the 
stories that my father told us. We didn’t then 
know about the chilling tales of Edgar Allen 
Poe or H.P. Lovecraft. Those were spine-
tinglers for us yet to discover. I don’t think 
my dad knew about them either. He and his 
people were honest workmen who had little 
formal education. Dad’s brother, Uncle 
Edward, used to say that they had gotten 
“hit in the butt with a third grade speller,” 
for an education. It wasn’t true of course, 
but all of his family could tell a good story 
when prompted by a few beers.

Still, they came from Hibernian 
stock where ancestors for thousands of 
years had sat around the smoky peat fires 
of Eire and talked of fairies and banshees of 
old, always a walk in the eerie darkness of 
the night and always looking for the unwary.

It is only now, some sixty years 
later, that these same stories dad told us, 
float upward from the dark recesses of 
my childhood imagination, when we were 
afraid of everything! I guess I have more 
time to reflect on them now, in retirement, 
when the age-old memories surface first 
and what we had for lunch yesterday is a 
forgotten mystery.

And each year the mental picture 
of my father, alive and laughing in his 
vibrant 30’s, becomes a little sharper for 
me. And I again imagine hearing him say 
“Luke, tell us a story.”

Thanks, Dad! May the roads rise 
up to meet you.

The Blarney 
from My Father
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REMEMBRANCE OF PLAYING NICHOLS
BY BRIAN STANTON

PLAYING NICHOLS :

 I READ WITH SADNESS THAT PATRICK ROBINSON DIED A FEW WEEKS AGO.  HE CAME FROM A BIG SOUTH BUFFALO FAMILY WHO LIVED ON 
ABBOTT ROAD.  PAT WAS ONE HELL OF A HOCKEY PLAYER.  THINKING ABOUT PAT REMINDED ME OF THOSE COLD MORNINGS BACK IN THE 
EARLY 1960’S WHEN YOUNG SOUTH BUFFALO BOYS WOULD SHOW UP AT CAZENOVIA RINK FOR BANTAM HOCKEY PRACTICE.  MOST OF US 
WERE STILL IN GRADE SCHOOL AND HAD PLAYED ONLY POND HOCKEY.  THIS WAS THE REAL DEAL WITH EIGHT TEAMS AND REAL HOCKEY 
JERSEYS PROVIDED BY THE PEPSI-COLA BUFFALO BOTTLERS AND MR. ED LEURSEN.

 WE WERE LUCKY TO HAVE COACHES WHO KNEW HOW TO PLAY THE GAME.  MOST OF THEM PLAYED CLUB HOCKEY FOR BISHOP TIMON OR 
THE WEBER’S MUSTARD COMPANY.  MEN LIKE VINNEY “RED” SCHIPE, BERNIE CAVANAUGH, ED KEMPKES AND BOMAR WHELAN TAUGHT 
US HOW TO SKATE LIKE A HOCKEY PLAYER, PLAY POSITION AND HANDLE AND PASS THE PUCK.  GUYS LIKE GERRY DOHERTY, OLLIE 
MATHESON, KEV SUTO AND JIM BANKOW TAUGHT US HOW TO CHECK AND PLAY DEFENSE.  THESE GUYS WERE HIGH SCHOOL AGED AND 
MOST HAD YOUNGER BROTHERS ON THE TEAMS.  WE REALLY LOOKED UP TO THOSE GUYS WHO SHOWED UP FOR PRACTICE AND GAMES 
AND DIDN’T GET PAID A DIME.  SOME SATURDAY MORNINGS THEY SHOWED UP IN SPITE OF THEIR FRIDAY GAMES AND A BIG PARTY AFTER.  

OUR COACH, VINNEY SCHIPE, MANAGED TO GET OUR TEAM INTO A TOURNAMENT AT THE PRESTIGIOUS “ NICHOLS SCHOOL” IN NORTH 
BUFFALO..  WE HAD NO IDEA WHAT THE NICHOLS SCHOOL WAS.  MY MOTHER (WHO WAS A MURPHY) TOLD US IT MUST BE A CATHOLIC 
SCHOOL NAMED AFTER ST. NICHOLAS.  WHEN WE FOUND OUT THEY WERE A PRIVATE SCHOOL WITH THEIR OWN INDOOR RINK (DANN ME-
MORIAL) WE WERE AWESTRUCK TO SAY THE LEAST.  WE HAD A LOT OF OLD EQUIPMENT AND SOCKS THAT DIDN’T MATCH.  OUR GOALIE’S 
PADS WERE BURLAP BAGS OVER FOAM RUBBER AND A FIRST BASEMEN’S MIT FOR A CATCHING GLOVE.  THE ICE IN THE NORTHEAST COR-
NER OF OUR OUTDOOR RINK IN CAZ PARK USED TO MELT DOWN ON A SUNNY DAY.

DUE TO THE ABSENCE OF A TEAM BUS OUR COACHES DROVE US UP TO NICHOLS ONE COLD SATURDAY MORNING IN THEIR OWN CARS.  
THERE WERE TEAMS THERE FROM QUEBEC WHO HAD THEIR OWN BUS AND TRAVEL JACKETS THAT LOOKED LIKE THE MONTREAL CANA-
DIANS.  WE COULD HEAR THEM SINGING IN FRENCH IN THEIR LOCKER ROOM. THE NICHOLAS TEAM WE PLAYED HAD BEAUTIFUL GREEN 
AND WHITE UNIFORMS AND HELMETS TO MATCH.  WE LOOKED LIKE A BUNCH OF GUYS IN RAG-TAG EQUIPMENT AND LITTLE BUTCH GOR-
ING HELMETS.  OUR PLASTIC MOUTH PIECES TASTED LIKE TOOTH PASTE AND COULD BE EASILY SWALLOWED.  WHAT WE HAD GOING FOR 
US WERE GUYS LIKE PAT ROBINSON WHO COULD SKATE LIKE THE WIND BECAUSE THEY LIVED ON CAZ POND IN THE WINTER AND SKATED 
EVERY DAY.  WITH A LARGE FROZEN POND AND A FROZEN CREEK YOU HAD A LOT OF FREE ICE TIME.  ALL YOU NEEDED WAS A SHOVEL TO 
REMOVE THE SNOW AND YOU HAD SMOOTH BLUE ICE LIKE MARBLE.

 WE ACTUALLY PLAYED THEM TO A TWO ALL TIE.  I GOT THE FIRST GOAL AND I THINK ROBINSON TIED IT UP LATER IN THE GAME.  IN SPITE 
OF COACH SCHIPE’S EFFORTS THEY DID NOT WANT TO PLAY ANY OVERTIME.  THEY SAID THEY DIDN’T HAVE THE TIME DUE TO TOURNA-
MENT RULES.  IT LOOKED LIKE THEY HAD TIME TO US AND WE ALL WANTED TO PLAY AN EXTRA PERIOD AND SETTLE THIS GAME.  BUT THE 
COACHES LOADED US INTO THE CARS AND BACK TO SOUTH BUFFALO. 

ON THE WAY HOME WE ASKED OUR COACH WHY THOSE GUYS DIDN’T WANT TO PLAY AN EXTRA PERIOD.   HE LAUGHED AND SAID...”I JUST 
DON’T THINK THEY WANTED TO LOOSE TO A BUNCH OF GUYS FROM SOUTH BUFFALO”.  WHAT A NICE FEELING TO KNOW YOUR COACHES 
REALLY BELIEVED IN YOU.  UNIFORMS, SKATES, JERSEYS AND EQUIPTMENT FADE AND GET LOST AS TIME GOES BY.   BUT THE FEELING 
THAT YOU PLAYED HARD AND YOU WERE AS GOOD AS THE BEST THAT DAY LASTS A LIFETIME.  WE HAD A HOCKEY BANQUET AT THE BUF-
FALO YAGHT CLUB LATER THAT SEASON WHERE WE GOT TROPHIES AND TICKETS TO A BUFFALO BISONS AHL HOCKEY GAME. 

I’M 67 YEARS OLD NOW.  I WAS AROUND 13 YEARS OLD THEN.  I WOULD LIKE TO THANK ALL THE MEN WHO COACHED US AND HELPED 
US TO GROW UP ON THOSE COLD SATURDAY MORNINGS SO MANY YEARS AGO.   MANY OF THEM BECAME BUFFALO FIREMEN OR POLICE 
OFFICERS WHO PROTECTED US WITH THEIR LIVES DURING MOST OF THEIR ADULT CAREERS. I’M A LITTLE SHAKY NOW WHEN I VENTURE 
OUT ON THE ICE WITH MY TWIN GRANDDAUGHTERS. I STILL CARRY A FADED MEMBERSHIP CARD FROM THE “AMATEUR HOCKEY ASSOCIA-
TION” IN MY WALLET.   IT SAYS THAT BRIAN M. STANTON WAS ONCE A “MEMBER IN GOOD STANDING” WITH THE “ CAZ BLACK HAWKS”...
SERIAL #62-18635.   

REFLECTIONS ON TIMON
BY BRIAN STANTON

ANYONE WHO WENT TO TIMON HIGH SCHOOL IN THE 50’S, 60’S OR 70’S UNDERSTANDS THE CONCEPT OF “JUG OR PADDLE”.  IF YOU SCREWED 
UP (AND THERE WAS AN ENTIRE HANDBOOK OF OFFENSES) YOU GOT A “JUG SLIP” FROM THE OFFENDED TEACHER.  JUG WAS AN “INVITA-
TION” TO STAY AFTER SCHOOL AND, DEPENDING ON THE CRIME; IT COULD COUNT AGAINST YOUR CONDUCT MARK FOR THE QUARTER.   
TOO MANY 5 POINTERS OR 10 POINTERS AND YOU COULD DROP BELOW 65 AND FAIL CONDUCT FOR THE QUARTER.

ROUTINE JUG COULD BE BY PASSED IF YOU WERE IN A HURRY TO GET SOMEWHERE AFTER SCHOOL AND DIDN’T HAVE THE HOUR TO STAY 
AFTER AND WRITE 1,000 WORD ESSAY ON THE SEX LIFE OF A FLEA.  THE BY-PASS WAS CALLED “PADDLE”, AND IT WAS ADMINISTERED BY 
THE PREFECT OF DISCIPLINE.  MOST SANE STUDENTS WOULD OPT OUT OF THE FLOGGING AND TAKE THE ESSAY.  IF YOUR GIRL WAS WAIT-
ING AT SULLY’S MALT SHOP AND SHE REALLY LOVED YOU SHE COULD WAIT A LITTLE LONGER.  NO WOMAN ON EARTH WAS WORTH THE 
WORST CANING THIS SIDE OF SINGAPORE.

SMOKING WAS ANOTHER SERIOUS OFFENSE IN SCHOOL.  EVEN THOUGH MOST OF THE TEACHERS SMOKED ONLY THE SENIORS COULD 
SMOKE OUTSIDE ON THEIR BREAKS.  SOME GUYS TOOK UP “FAKE SMOKING” SO THEY COULD GET OUT OF THE SCHOOL FOR A WHILE AF-
TER LUNCH.  THIS ROUSE USUALLY ENDED WHEN THE PREFECT OF DISCIPLINE SHOWED UP AND MADE THE NOVICE SMOKERS INHALE.

THE TIMON DANCE WAS ANOTHER AREA THAT REQUIRED CAREFUL NAVIGATION.  FRIDAY NIGHTS AROUND 7PM WAS THE TIMON DANCE.  
MOSTLY, FRESHMEN AND SOPHOMORES ANXIOUS TO MEET GIRLS FROM MOUNT MERCY ACADEMY DOWN THE STREET ATTENDED THE 
DANCES.  SPORT COATS AND TIES WERE REQUIRED:  IT WAS SUPPOSED TO MAKE US YOUNG GENTLEMEN AND KEEP THE 
FIGHTING DOWN BECAUSE YOU HAD YOUR GOOD CLOTHES ON.  AGAIN, ANY SMOKING OR DRINKING VIOLA-
TIONS RESULTED IN SWIFT REJECTION BY THE PREFECT OF DISCIPLINE AND FURTHER JUSTICE WAS 
METTED OUT ON MONDAY TO ALL OFFENDERS.  ONE HAD TO BE CAREFUL AT THE TIMON DANCE AND 
LEAVE ROOM FOR THE HOLY SPIRIT BETWEEN YOU AND YOUR DANCE PARTNER.  WE WERE CON-
STANTLY REMINDED THAT “THIS IS A DANCE...NOT A HUGGING CONTEST”.

YEARS LATER, WHILE PLAYING BARBIES WITH MY GRANDDAUGHTER, I INVENTED “TIMON 
DANCE BARBIES” OUT OF COMPLETE BOREDOM. IN THIS GAME IF KEN AND HIS PALS DON’T 
BEHAVE, THE PREFECT OF DISCIPLINE THROWS THEM OUT THE COLUMBUS STREET DOOR.  
BARBIE AND HER PALS ALWAYS GO TO THE BATHROOM IN PAIRS AND NOBODY FIGHTS 
WITH THE BAND BECAUSE THEY ARE THE COOLEST GUYS IN THE SCHOOL.

50 YEARS HAVE PASSED SINCE THOSE GOLDEN DAYS.  SOME OF THE GUYS 
WENT TO COLLEGE AND BECAME MILLIONAIRES AND SOME DIED IN VIET 
NAM.  SOME OF THOSE GIRLS ON THE DANCE FLOOR BECAME OUR WIVES AND 
SOME VANISHED NEVER TO BE HEARD FROM AGAIN.   THE LAST TIME I SAW 
THE PREFECT OF DISCIPLINE HE WAS IN A WHEEL CHAIR NEAR SULLIVAN’S 
STORE AND PRETTY SICK FROM SMOKING.  THE SCHOOL THAT ONCE HAD 
A FRESHMAN CLASS OF 300 BABY BOOMERS HAS AROUND 300 KIDS IN THE 
WHOLE SCHOOL NOW.  

WE GO TO REUNIONS, DRINK BEER, SING “LIFT UP 
THE GREEN AND THE GOLD” AND TALK ABOUT 
OUR TIMON DAYS.  I DON’T KNOW WHY BUT I 
THINK IT HAS SOMETHING TO DO WITH WALK-
ING INTO AN INSTITUTION A GLORIFIED GRADE 
SCHOOLER AND COMING OUT THE OTHER END 
A “TIMON MAN”.  IN OUR HEART OF HEARTS 
WE WANTED TO BE THERE.  WE WANTED 
TO WEAR SHARP SPORT COATS, BUTTON 
DOWN SHIRTS AND TIES.  WE WANTED TO 
MAKE THE TEAM. WE WANTED TO BEAT 
ST. JOE’S AND CANISIUS EVERY YEAR.  
WE DIDN’T WANT TO FLUNK CONDUCT 
OR FLUNK OUT AND BREAK OUR PARENTS 
HEARTS.  SO THANKS TIMON, FOR GIVING A BUNCH 
OF SOUTH BUFFALO KIDS DISCIPLINE, A SAFE PLACE TO GROW UP, AND 
SOMETHING TO STRIVE FOR. 
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BIGS
Buffalo Irish 

Genealogical Society

NEXT ORGANIZATIONAL MEETING
*January 21, 2017 - Saturday @ 10:30 AM 

will be in the
GAAA Irish Library
Buffalo Irish Center

245 Abbott Rd
Buffalo, NY 14220

NEXT 3 REGULAR MEETINGS
will be in the

HDC Conference Room
of the 

Heritage Discovery Center
100 Lee St

Buffalo, NY 14210

*April 15, 2017- Saturday, 10:30-11 AM
15th Annual “Gathering of the Clans”

July 18, 2017 - Tuesday, 6:00 PM
Oct 7, 2017 - Sat @ 10:30 AM

VISIT OUR WEB SITE!

http://bigs.limewebs.com 
or find us on facebook
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South Buffalo will be filled with the spirit 
of Christmas starting Sunday, December 
11th when alumni of the St. Teresa’s Boys 
Choir from the 1960’s hosts their 13th 
annual St. Teresa’s/South Buffalo Christmas 
Sing-Along at the Blackthorn Restaurant.
 
The event will turn back the clock and 
feature live performances by some boys’ 
choir alumni including Willie Schoellkopf, 

Chris Clark, and Dennis Farrell along with 
their legendary choir master, Monsignor 
Leo McCarthy.
 
The event is free and open to the public. 
Dinner reservations at the Blackthorn are 
available before-hand by calling 825-9327. 
The Christmas sing-along program, where 
participation is mandatory, will begin 
at 6:30.

St. Teresa’s
South Buffalo Christmas
 Sing-Along on Sunday 

December 11th

Seamus Gallivan,
2016 Irishman of the Year 

and his family.
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THURSDAY, DECEMBER 8
AT 7:30 PM

Buffalo Irish Center, 245 Abbott Road
Reserved seating for the Emerald Room

Tickets online at: ticketfly.com


