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To The Readers: The text of this edition of "Our Trip to Ireland" is so written to give full and due
consideration to the three phases of the following statement of John R. McCormick:
"Remember - there are three stories of Our Trip to Ireland" - McCormick's, Leehan's and the true
story",

Likewise, spelling and punctuation have been modernized and a few glaring mistakes have
purposely not been corrected.
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A

t 3.00 pm on the beautiful afternoon of Monday, September 9, 1968, Mary Elizabeth and I,
Edmon Thomas, Leehan, left our home In Albion, Pa, for our first (but we trust it will not be our
last) trip to the fatherland of Ireland. We drove to Greenville, Pa., stopping enroute to kiss the clan
(Mom Shack, Mildred Bristol, Bill and Helen See) goodbye. As we were traveling to Ireland with our
foine and graund friends Elise and John McCormick, we drove to their home and left our car. At
4,00 pm, we were joined by two more foine friends, Mattie and Sam Fisher, who had volunteered to
drive the foursome to the airport at Youngstown. Thoughtful and koind Mattie had brought corsages
(orchids) for the ladies. So then we fittingly toasted Bon Voyage with champagne and bid Mother
Deason (Elise's Mom) goodbye and took off for the airport at Youngstown, Ohio, Mary Elizabeth,
who is more German than Irish, remarked many times that she doubted if the pain of her
vaccination was worth the trip to Ireland. John and I reassured her that probably It was a bit like
childbirth - painful, but well worth the effort, We had booked passage Via United Airlines
Youngstown to Newark Airfield, New York helicopter from Newark, to Kennedy Air- field and Aer
Lingus from Kennedy to Shannon Air port in Ireland.
At Youngstown we checked our baggage, four large grasshopper suit cases, through to Shannon.
We didn't want to have to lug them around In New York as the girls had packed so many foine
dresses and finery that they must have weighed at least two or three hundred pounds, although
United weighed and passed them for weighing under the limit of forty four pounds each.
Jet flight number 772 departed with us from Youngstown at 5.25 p.m. This wag a supper flight so
after partaking of a large appetizer of scotch we thoroughly enjoyed a delicious suppers Actually we
had just finished our dessert when we landed 'at Newark at 6.25 pm. We hurried through Newark air
terminal to catch the helicopter to Kennedy, that is, everyone hurried but me. I met with an
undesirables delay. For some unknown reason the ticket taker at Youngstown had snatched my
helicopter ticket instead of the United ticket. There I (the poor guy) stood with a ticket good for
passage from Youngstown to Newark, but none from Newark to Kennedy, I told the ticket taker that I
was already at Newark and only wanted to get to Kennedy and tiled to persuade him to accept the
United ticket. He was "bull headed" as some- times they are, and remarked that he saw I was in
Newark, but did not believe his eyes, so required me to purchase another 13.65 ticket to ride the
helicopter, The helicopter seated about twenty-five people and as it was still daylight we thoroughly
enjoyed our twelve minute ride over New York City, It was quite noisy on the helicopter, but
otherwise we loved the trip to Kennedy.
I now wish to make one true statement in this story, that is, "Kennedy Airport is the darndest place I
ever was in all my life", there not only were hundreds of airplanes all trying to get In or out at the
same time, but thousands of people not knowing which way to go, After checking In with Aer
Lingus, asking a few simple questions and showing our passports, we had thirty or forty minutes to
wait so John and I promenaded the air terminal, An Interesting, but disgusting sight was to watch
the people at the balcony above the customs lines, All people arriving from foreign flights must
pass through customs where they have to open their luggage for Inspection by the custom officers.
Sometimes the custom officers love to dump the contents of luggage out onto the conveyor belt.
The people in the balcony seem to think it Is great fun to see the people below embarrassed by their
dirty socks and underwear. It was warm In the air terminal and what with all the excitement the tail
of my white shirt pulled out and was showing below my sport coat. This brought a big laugh from
all the people in Aer Lingus waiting room, including me Mary Elizabeth. People are funny.
Aer Lingus, as you no doubt know, is the Irish Airline, We had booked passage with this line in
order to get all the Irish atmosphere possible and we sure got it, what with, Irish whiskey and
beautiful Irish colleens for stewardesses.
The stewardesses were lovely, polite and spoke with
an Irish brogue,
Our Jet, Aer Lingus flight No, 98, departed Kennedy about 10-50 P.m. We were supposed to depart
at 10-30, but had to wait for many other jets to leave the runway before we could get into the air,
this was a large jet that probably would seat 180 people, but likely had no more than a hundred
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aboard. To say the least, "Sure and it was a graund ship" and our spirits were high.
From Kennedy to Shannon I s a distance of 3179 miles and our flying time about six hours,
Shortly after being airborne our:,,-captain announced that the weather report Indicated foine weather
for our trip and that we would fly at approximately 31,000 feet, with a speed of a little better than 600
hundred miles per hour. Also reminded us to turn our watches ahead five hours to compensate for
the difference in the time in Ireland and New York, Then came our appetizers- good old Irish
whiskey- fit for Kings. We had taken tranquilizers thinking that me might catch a little sleep on our
way over, but good Aer Lingus had another Idea. It appeared that they intended to keep us
occupied, probably so we would not think about flying over the ocean, so. shortly after serving
drinks, our colleens brought us a magnificent dinner, steaks and all the trimmings, even poie, Poie,
reminds me of one of my father's Irish stories that I told McCormick and it seemed to delight him to
the point that he has made me repeat It many times. As the story goes, there was a poor old Irish
woman, Mrs., Murphy, with a son named Jimmy. Now, sometimes she was not above putting on
"the dog" as sometimes the Irish do,
Anyway Jimmy was out playing one day and when his
dinner was ready, his Mother opened the door and In a real loud Irish voice yelled "Jammie come and get your poie" Jimmy questionably askst "Poie Mother?" to which Mrs. Murphy answers"Shush Jammie - come and get your mush - lt!s game I'm gaven the neighbors".
After taking a good two hours to eat the lovely dinner, we just started to relax when the colleens
came by with soft drinks. Not wanting to pass up anything that was free, I partook of a cold glass of
orange juice. We had only nodded off for a few more minutes when It started to get daylight and let
me tell you, it Is a beautiful sight to watch the sun rise with the lovely white clouds down below.
It is now time for breakfast, although it seems that we just finished our second supper, And a good
old Irish breakfast is just what we got- porridge, home fried potatoes, warm rolls, bacon and broiled
tomatoes. Now eating tomatoes for breakfast may sound a bit different, but gee they were real good,
By this time, what with all the riding, eating and a bit of drinking, all the passengers decided to go
to the rest rooms about the same time, Now Aer Lingus, being sensible people, do not have boy
and girl rest rooms-simply rest rooms. This prevents mix-ups, such as, boys getting Into the girls
room or vice versa, There are three rest rooms at the front of the jet so with all passengers wanting
to go about the same time, the aisle soon becomes filled with anxious people.
About 9.00 a.m. our captain tells us to be on the lookout for the shoreline of good old Ireland. The
sun was shining bright enabling us to see for many miles. Our photographer, was already snapping
beautiful pictures through the window of the plane. One more true statement, "looking down on
the beautiful greens of Emerald Isle is a scene one can never forget". Even Mary Elizabeth forgot
her German heritage and exclaimed, "Ireland. sure must be heaven".
We landed at Shannon right on time, 9,30 am,, and John and I fell to our knees and kissed the
ground. Going through Irish customs was very simple so the gang told me. .I had lost my hearing
from the flight, but they said the custom officer only questioned us as to whether we were bringing
in any food. We picked up our baggage and signed up for the rented automobile that John had
reserved through the Mercer County Automobile Club, The auto, which was to be ours for the next
ten days was a dandy, A VW straight back, which made plenty room for the four of us and our
baggage.
Motoring In Ireland is a delightful experience and If you are not blessed with a good pilot and copilot, such as, John and Elise it could bring about a "great excitement'. Both John and Elise had
previously driven in other foreign countries where your auto is a right hand drive and you drive on
the left hand side of the road. Prior to leaving home we had obtained International Driving Permits.
These many be obtained at your local Motor Club simply by making application, presenting your
State drivers license and paying a three-dollar fee. We obtained Ireland's road maps from
bookstores and petrol stations. Now the road maps are real good, but there are no such things as
route signs as we know them in the United States. So, you go by guess and begosh as our driver,
John, did and you may get on the wrong road sometimes, but don't admit it, simply bluff your way
through and trust to your Irish luck. At each Cross (cross road) they have excellent metal signs
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showing the names and directions to adjacent towns Also indicating the miles even to the quarter
miles, such as, Tipperary 1314 miles. Roads In Ireland are foine. After passing through a period of
dilapidation the roads throughout Ireland have now been brought into excellent condition, and as
the quanity of heavy traffic Is small, they are likely to remain quite satisfactory for the touring
motorist. In the remote districts of the west, the nature of the country and coast Introduces somesteep grades and very sharp turns, and the tourist must not expect a 30-foot highway amid sparsely
inhabited moorlands. All roads have stone walls on both sides. Blackberry vines cover the stone
fences for miles and as blackberries happen to be my favorite fruit, I enjoyed -eating many
handfulls. Me Mary Elizabeth said she would bake me a blackberry poie if I would pick the berries
and find her an electric stove, Me thinks she knew she was on safe ground as there probably is not
an electric stove in all of Ireland.
We leave Shannon air port about 10-30 a.m. driving to Limerick, which is approximately 16 miles.
We see many green fields and discover that practically all the buildings in Ireland are built of stone.
The green is naturally due to the dampness of the climate. It rains or mists almost every day in
Ireland, but you soon get accustomed to it as the sun also shines each day.
On our way to
Limerick we passed the famous Bunratty Castles but I will tell
you more about that later.
Limerick, with a population of approximately 50,000 People Is the
third largest city in Eire and a busy port and dockyard.. This
famous city stands on the left bank of the Shannon just above the
beginning of its estuary. As we were driving into the main street
of the city we got a little delay due to a herd of cattle being driven
down the street, probably to market. But you soon learn to take
these things in stride, after all, If It were not for cattle we would
have no steaks. We drove around the beautiful city of Limerick,
but did not stay as we had to reach Killarney the first night where we had hotel reservations.
You do not see too many traffic lights in Ireland's cities, but several big red headed traffic cops.
These traffic police all wear white gauntlet gloves to aid them in signaling traffic.
At the main
Cross In Limerick, John decided to ask the red headed traffic officer directions to the Killarney road.
Up went the traffic officer's white gloves and all traffic stopped while he leisurely walked over to
visit with us, He knew we were tourists as all rented cars have a sticker on the wind shield reading
"Visitors to Ireland", The good natured officer was more interested In visiting than worrying about
handling the traffic, especially when he saw we were Americans and he had a tall tale to tell. He
points down O'Connell street and says "there is the Cruise Hotel where we had a great excitement
one night last week,' The hotel caught fire and four of your pretty American girls had to crawl out a
window on the fourth floor while clad only in their nighties - It made a GREAT EXCITEMENT for us
lads, From then on surprising sights for the four of us were known as "great excitements", and
many we had.
Our route from Limerick to Killarney took us through Adare, New
Castle West, Abbeyeale, Listowel and Tralee. By the way, Tale Bay
is a beautiful sight. In fact, the entire drive, which was about
seventy miles, was nothing but beauty. Many lovely fields in
different shades of green and all of them surrounded by stone
fences. I thoughtlessly asked why all the fields were surrounded
by the stone fences and Elise Immediately told me
that it was because the Irish were too darn lazy to carry the stones
from their fields any farther than absolutely necessary. That was
one very nice thing about our foursome, all questions were
rapidly answered. In the vicinity of Tralee we crossed the Stack
mountain, which are about twelve hundred feet above sea level.
This afforded us a beautiful view of the Atlantic ocean.
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On our way to Killarney we made several picture stops as John is actually a fanatic when It comes
to taking pictures. Of course, it paid off as he now has a selection of magnificent slides that we all
enjoy. If any of you that read this "blarney" ever get the chance, be sure and see John's pictures of
our trip. We also made a crumpet and tea stop at either Dunmore or Foynes, I forgot which place.
Now one last mentionable about our Killarney leg- We discovered that all most all Irish homes have
small beautiful flower gardens In their front lawns or, I might say, In place of front lawns. Killarney
has a population of approximately 7,000 and it owes Its
Importance entirely to the beauty of its surroundings and recent
growth of tourist traffic. Its beautiful-.. mountains, lakes and rivers
a-re unsurpassed for loveliness. I had not previously realized that
palm trees grow in some parts of Ireland, but It Is true and due to
the mild Atlantic climate. By the time we arrived in Killarney,
approximately 4.00 p.m., September 10, we are a bit weary having
been up since 8.00 a.m. the previous day. We found our
accommodations at the Ryan Hotel to be very nice. So before
getting out showers and dressing for dinner, John and I decided
we had better have our pint of Stout. We had seen many signs
through out Ireland reading; "Guinness Stout is good for you". Now Stout is a form of bock beer, a
bit bitter and as black as your shoe with foam on top, A bar maid
told us the nick name for Stout was "The blond with a black
skirt". Stout, like all drinks served In Ireland, is served at room
temperature. It was a little difficult for John and I to get
accustomed, but, as the sign said% "it is good for you", we
persevered and won.
What with our stout, warm shower and clean clothes we were
plenty ready for dinner. Dinner In Ireland Is not usually served
until ?,30 or 8.00 pm, because of the three meals they have
already had. One must first thoroughly under- stand the Irish
seem to know how to live, they do not hurry and bustle about
anything, except bragging (thought I better mention the bragging
cause if I didn't, Mary Elizabeth would call me on it). You see they
eat a hearty breakfast whenever they get up usually about 8.30 a.m. Then what they call lunch (quite
heavy) about 1.30 Pm,, followed by crumpets and tea about 3.30 or 4.00 p m.
I feel Incapable of truly describing the joy of dinners In Ireland, but will try. You start with a liquid
appetizer if you so desire, followed by two more appetizers, soup and a taste of fish, such as,
herring with dressing of sour cream. I had little time for the fish appetizer, but dearly loved their
soup as it was thick and plentiful. The girls said the reason I liked the soup was because the soup
spoons just fit my mouth. The soup spoons were big and heavy, a little larger than a good sized
ladle. Your menu lists delicious sea foods, mutton (as mutton always Is) beef and pork, Along with
your fish or meat, you can rest assured, you will get three kinds of potatoes, french fried, creamed
and boiled or baked and, as McCormick found out, you had better eat your potatoes if you want any
coffee. You likewise get parsnips and tomatoes. Usually with each meal you got plenty of white and
brown bread. It makes me mouth water just writing about their tasty brown bread. After your main
course, the waitress asks if you care for anything from the "sweet trolley". They then roll in a small
cart containing desserts, such as, cakes, apple dumplings and puddings, but very little poie. You
select and enjoy a good dessert. Now unless you ordered wine with your dinner, you are forced to
eat it dry, because they will not serve coffee or tea in the dinning room. It has to be served in the
lounge after you have dined. Now the serving of wine in the better hotels is a real Irish ceremony.
The wine master, putting on all the "Irish airs" Inquires as to what kind of a course you ordered for
dinner and then attempts to tell you the kind and vintage of wine to order. Mac and I, disliking wine
and wine masters, were somewhat perturbing as we usually ordered a different type and vintage
than that recommended. The master brings the wine to your table in a small basket, pours you a
small sip and waits for your reaction. We, being kind and gentle as always, agreed that it was the
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correct wine and vintage, afterwhich, the wine master left the wine and basket at your table and
departed happily.
Wednesday morning we made a quick tour of the city of Killarney, stopping to visit St, Mary's
Cathedral. Now I must take time out to relate a little Incident that happened In front of St. Mary's
that$ to me, brought a fond memory, First, remember that many many people ride bicycles In
Ireland both, men and women. I was standing In front of the Cathedral when I saw a lady,
approximately forty years old, pedalling her bike at a rapid speed on her way to work and, without
losing a stroke of the pedals, bless herself as she passed the
Cathedral.
I was very much Impressed by the incident because
It brought to mind a tale told me by my Grandpa: Phil many years
ago, It goes something like this:

"When I was a young man In Ireland, everyone, almost, attended
church on Sundays. But once, when I was very poor, I was
employed by an Atheist who made me work on Sundays, so, each
Sunday when I passed the church on my way to work I would
bless myself and say - "Goodbye God till times get better".

We leave Killarney headed for Cork ( The Irish pronounce the
letter 0'as a long A so Cork Is Cark) Via the Ring of Kerry. This is a spectacular sea and countryside
scene and traverses part of MacGilleuddy's Mts,
It was in MacGillicuddy's mountains that we
discovered the beautiful yellow gorse and lavendar heather. They grow all over the mountain side
and are lovely. I was impressed by the heather blossom as I had been told that Irish Mist, a high
grade liqueur, is made from the honey of heather blossom.

Part of the Ring of Kerry follows the southwest coast of Ireland,
which makes it a wonderful vacation land. We passed through
many lovely towns, such as, Kenmare, Glengariff, Dunmanway,
Bandon and Bantry Bay.
Bantry Bay Is where Frank, an
acquaintance of our Jerry, was born , Frank had introduced me to
Irish coffee.

On this trip we had a few "great excitements" before learning that
when you read one of their road signs, such as, "Road up" you
better believe it. It honestly means what it says- the road has been
torn up. The Irish mince no words. Me Darlin says, "that is one of
the faults of you Irish - you are too darn frank". We arrive at the
Intercontinental Hotel In Cork about 5.30 p.m. and John and I
decide to have out pint of Stout, only because the sign says, "it Is
good for you" and then it is time to freshen up for dinner.
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I don't recall just what the rest of us had for dinner, probably
steak, but I do remember that John had "sole" as I heard the
waitress ask him - did he want her to "head and tail it". It was a
wee bit sickening the amount of sea food John consumed. In one
meal he had seven different kinds, Gosh, I near forgot to relate
another small incident of the afternoon. John was wanting to take
another picture and he was searching for a typical Irish scene
one, he said, that would show character. So, I hired an Irish
Jaunting cart ( this is a one horse, two wheeled, springless cart
with side seats for passengers and a little seat up front for the
driver Elizabeth agreed to ride on the side seat and I got on the
front seat and drove the horse.
You can readily see this added the character. If you happen to see the picture, you will notice that I
looked frightened and, that I was! I did not fear that the horse would runaway, but feared that
Elizabeth might fall off the cart.
Thursday, September 12-- now comes a high light of our trip - Blarney Castle. The Castle is about
five miles from Cork, It was built in the 14th century by Cormac MacCarthy, lord of Muskerry, on a
rock overlooking the River Martin and is a typical Irish strong- hold, with a tall tower and stouter
presenting a lovely View. Its world-wide fame is due to the wonder-working BLARNEY STONE,
which, when kissed, endows the kisser with invincible powers of persuasive eloquence. The stone
is difficult of access, as the kisser has to be hung head downwards from the battlement to reach It.
Legend does not say how the Blarney Stone came to be invested with its remarkable powers, but It
probably dated from the protracted negotiation between Queen Elizabeth and the MacCarthy Mor of
that time, The Queen herself Is said to have coined the phrase, exclaiming angrily, after a
succession of evasive
answers from MacCarthy,
"This is more Blarney"
In
anticipation
of
kissing the Blarney Stone, I
was the first one up
on this beautiful sunny
morning. My anxiety
was no doubt due to the
fact that I have always
been a very quiet person
and all my life have
prayed for the blessing of a
"glib tongue". Blarney
Castle Is situated on a
beautiful campus with
Irish green grass and
lovely large trees, The
river Martin runs through
the campus and adds
much to its beauty,
The
stone itself Is a stone
approximately one foot
square and placed in
the wall of the battlement
and is over a hundred
feet from the ground. This
necessitates walking
up
a
winding
stone
stairway within the old
castle.
To kiss the
Blarney stone one must remove their glasses and all loose articles in their pockets, sit down and
bend over backwards with their head hung down (not an easy task for an oldster). But, let me tell
you, me darlin was the first kisser,
Your picture Is taken while you are kissing the stone and you
also receive a certificate from the Keeper of the Castle, sending you forth with the gift of eloquence
bestowed by the Stone. ( I am
attempting to enlarge a bit on
the Legend by telling all
beautiful girls that if they kiss
the lips that have kissed the
Stone (mine) they likewise will
receive the gift of eloquence),
so far, there has been an
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insufficient number of takers.
It was such a nice day we spent two or three hours at the Castle and the grounds taking pictures,
while resting on one of the park benches, a herder drove his cattle by us to the river. They were
friendly heifers, a little too much so, thought our gals.
Before leaving Blarney we had a nice lunch at the Emerald Guest House. By this time, Elise and I
are getting to be heavy tea drinkers. Their coffee sort of brought us to it, but really they do know
how to make good tea.
We went back to Cork (Cark) and did some shopping. The street with the best stores is a very old
street and narrow, not quite as wide as a narrow alley, but somehow they maintain two way traffic
on it.
They have very little refrigeration In Ireland so all the Meat Markets have half-beefs, hogs and
poultry hanging from large hooks in their windows and throughout the market. Likewise, bread is
carried unwrapped into the stores. One must not be too squeamish while in the fatherland.
After shopping for a while, we attempt to find the home of Finbar and Maria O'Brien In Cork, Elise
had their street address, but only the Lord knows how to find the street so John makes Inquiry and
Is directed " Go back past Cross to Kiosk but don't turn, bend left". Somehow we find O'Brien's and
are greeted by Maria's mother, a grand Irish lady who talks with a brogue and a bit fast. We are told
that Finbar is still working, but will contact us at our hotel that evening. Before telling us of Finbar,
she invited us to have a cup of tea with her, but we felt like intruders so politely declined and
returned to our hotel and our pint of Stout.
Quite late that evening, Finbar contacted John at the hotel and agreed that he, Maria and Phyliss, a
twenty four year old blond and close friend of O'Brien's, would be our dinner guests some evening
when we got back to Cork. It was late again when we got to bed that night.
Friday, the 13th of September, 'Tis my 61st birthday. I was born on Friday the 13th and I have been
very lucky all my life, which disproves the superstition that Friday the 13th is unlucky, Likewise, I
stated my true age to surprise my readers as I believe most of you think me to be considerably
younger, Today we have a different experience. Finbar advised us to visit Mt. Melleray Abbey, which
is high up in the Knockmealdown Mountains, This Is a Trappist Monastery and for many years the
Monks lived under the vow of silence and were independent of the outside world, but that condition
no longer exists, The Monastery was established by Monks from France In the 16th century. The
grounds are beautiful and the builds are of stone with a lovely little chapel. We were greeted by
Father Lawrence who invited us to stay for lunch with ten or twelve of his other guests, The lunch is
well worth mentioning, delicious home made soup, home made brown bread' fish, potatoes,
squash and fresh strawberry shortcake, Father's other guests were from different parts of Ireland,
Scotland and England and all delightful people. After lunch we visited the chapel and got a few
nice Pictures of the beautiful stained glass windows in the chapel.
Driving to and from the Abbey also had
Its few anxious moments, what with fog
In the mountains so thick you could not
see your hand In front of your face and
sheep and goats all over the road. Mt,
Knockmealdown rises to 2609 feet and
is probably about the highest in all of
Ireland.
From Cork we drive along the coast through Midleton, Youghal,
Dungarvan and Tramore to Waterford* Waterford, as you know, Is where
the famouse Waterford glass is made, John and I used all the eloquence
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we had received from kissing the Blarney Stone to persuade Elise and Mary Elizabeth that they did
not need to purchase Waterford glassware. We partially succeeded.
At Waterford, we selected another type hotel, just for the atmosphere said John, The Maryland. After
knocking at the hotel door, we entered into a small reception room where upon inquiry we learned
that we could rent two double rooms with breakfast and bath (a luxury) for about three dollars per
person. We asked to see the rooms and the lady told us to follow her, So, out the front door we go
and down the street about fifty yards where she unlocks another outside door and shows us two
lovely, clean small rooms upstairs.
We immediately decide to take the rooms and go back to the reception room to register. We each
receive two keys, one for the outside door to the sleeping quarters and the other to our room. Also
received Instructions how to get the key to get into the reception room in order to get into the
dinning room for supper. This key hung on a long chain inside the outside door, From the outside
you had to Peach thru a slot In the door, grab the chain and pull out the key, unlock the door and
return the key to the slot. I sure wouldn't want to over Imbibe and try to live at that hotel.
At 8.30 a.m. Saturday the 14th. we depart for Dublin Via Wexford, Enniscorthy, Arklow, Wicklow and
Bray. We stop at Wexford, which is another beautiful town of approximately ten thousand people,
where John and I each purchase our tweed caps and a shillelagh for son Jerry, On our way we get a
bit of amusement from the woiding of warning signs, such as, Dead stop-curve", "Danger of
drowning-stay away from pier" and "Danger- road up'.
On our way to Dublin we leave the main road at New Ross In order to visit the home of President
Kennedy's grandfather near Dunganstown. This is in a very rural section of the country and the road
to the home is very narrow. The house is old and a very simple modest farm house. About two
miles from the Kennedy homestead they are building a John F. Kennedy memorial park, which
when completed, should be beautiful.

Last night we enjoyed another experience. We went to T.H. Doolans Bar to hear the Claney Singers.
Perhaps some of you have heard them as they have been on Ed Sullivan's show two or three times,
Doolans Bar was a very rustic place and decorated with many
antiques and whiskey barrels. It has been in the same family for
better than two hundred years. There was an ancient sign on one
of the barrels showing the price of whiskey as $ 1.44 per gallon
actually it read " 12 shillings". We had walked from the hotel to
the Bar and when we came out to go back to the hotel it was
bestowing rain abundantly so John insisted that we take the
"short-cut". We did and stumbled over cats, dogs and garbage
cans in every alley in town and after traveling twice as far as we
had on the going trip, we arrived at our hotel soaking wet.
We arrive at the South County Hotel In Dublin reasonably early
Saturday afternoon September 14, after lugging the grasshopper suit cases to our rooms we felt in
need of our Stout, There was a large wedding reception at the hotel and on our way to the lounge
John and I met the beautiful bride so we congratulated her and gave her a Kennedy half dollar as a
good luck charm and then went on Into the Pub. The Pub was filled with well dressed Irish-men,
who were attending the reception. A few minutes later the bride, dressed in her beautiful white satin
gown, entered and showed her half dollar to each of the Irish gentlemen and then pointed to John
and I and said: "Me foine American friends gave It to me". This immediately made us 'Kings" for the
rest of the day.
Sunday morning, September 15, we attend Mass at 9.00 a.m. at St. Theresa, a large plain church.
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The changes within the church apparently have not struck Ireland as the Mass was said In Latin and
the Priest with his back to the congregation. I liked It very much, mostly, because they took up no
collection and had no commentator. I will use all my Blarney eloquence to persuade our good
Father to adopt these two points.

After breakfast we tour all of Dublin, Dublin is the seat of the government
of the Republic of Ireland and is the largest city In Ireland with a
population
of
approximately
600,000,
It
has
two
universities,
two
archbishops, Catholic and Protestant and two beautiful cathedrals. It
occupies a most attractive site at the head of the wide-mouthed Dublin Bay,
which is on the Irish Sea on the east coast of Ireland.
We took a stroll
along the Strand (beach) which was lovely, but a bit cool that day, O'Connell
Street Is the most beautiful street in all of Ireland. It is a boulevard with
lovely flowers and statues in the middle of the street.

O'Connell street takes its name Prom Daniel O'Connell, the Liberator, a
statue of whom stands at the foot of the street. I cannot adequately describe
the feeling that came over me when I stood and looked up at O'Connell's
statue. It was like the feeling one gets when they first see Lincoln's
Memorial in Washington and think of the great things he did for our county.
This no doubt was due to the fact that when I was a little boy we had a
framed picture of O'Connell in our home. I never knew where it came from but
assume Grandpa Leehan gave it to my father, but nevertheless, us kids grew up
thinking of Daniel as a great hero.
I cannot recall all the beautiful things we seen in
Dublin, but do want to mention their beautiful
downtown park known as the Commons.
It covers
twenty-two acres. The grass is thick and truly
green
and
the
flowers
and
trees
cannot
be
described. We noticed few sheep and horses grazing
in the park. Sunday evening we enjoyed a
foine
sirloin steak dinner with all the trimmings, at the
Golden Spoon - price 16 shillings and 8 pence or,
two dollars. This
put the four of us in great
condition for rigorous domino playing that evening
and, as I recall, Elise and I again won.
Monday morning, September 16, we were up - bright
eyed and bushy tailed - as we knew we had a busy
day ahead. First, the gals informed us that we had much shopping to do in
downtown Dublin, so off we went to Switzer's Department store. We visited
many fine stores and made a few nice purchases in Dublin, Shortly after Noon
the girls, reluctantly, give-up shopping and we start for Galway,
The trip from Dublin to Galway crosses the middle of Ireland from the east to
the west coast and is approximately 135 miles. We motored via Route 4 through
the towns of Lucan, Maynooth, Kileock, Innfields Kinnegradg Rochfort Bridge,
Killbeggan, Athlone, Ballinasloe, Athenry and Oranmore. I love the names of
Ireland's towns.
The trip is beautiful and except for the towns is more or
less the remote part of Ireland, reminding you somewhat of Pageville, Pont
and Crossingville.
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We must take time to mention Athlone, the birthplace of the famous Irish
Tenor, John McCormack. In the fifteen years that we have known our John
McCormick, he has tried to convince us that he was a direct descendant of the
famous tenor, but we knew better as his singing voice belied his claim . We
did stop to visit the home where John McCormack was born. It is now a
souvenir store and sells many of the famous tenor's records.
Also while in
Athlone we visit the ruins of King John's Castle.
Athlone is the Capital
of Irish midlands.
We arrive In Galway late in the afternoon. Galway is the largest town In
Connaught with a population of about 25,000,- and is one of the most
interesting cities in Ireland. It Is famous each Spring as a resort for
salmon fishermen, The Galway river Is a short swift stream that joins lake
Corrib to the sea, being often literally packed with salmon during the spring
run. The town has very narrow streets and curious houses which gives it a
distinct foreign air.
Eyre Square is the center of Galway and farther on In
Shop Street Is the Church of St, Nicholas, founded in 1320, and many times
altered since without marring its design,.
Embedded in a wall behind the
church is the Lynch Stone . This is a tablet and a skull-and-crossbones
commemorating James Lynch, Mayor In 1493, who condemned his own son to death
for murder and, when none of the townspeople would serve as executioner,
hanged him with his own hands, We spend the night at the Ardilaun House
Hotel, another ancient hotel with twelve foot callings, peat burning
fireplace in the lounges and beautiful stairways. To the embarrassment of the
rest of his party, John had to slide down one of Ardilaun's lovely banisters.
Tuesday morning, September 17, we toured downtown Galway and the ancient
harbor, while on the pier witnessed many fishermen catching mackerel.
Leaving Galway we head north passing through the lovely towns of Tuam,
Dunmore Ballhaunis and Charlestown. I believe it was In Charlestown that we
witnessed an unfortunate event that gave cause for Dear Mary Elizabeth to rib
and condemn the Irish. An Irish gentleman with an infant son about tan months
old happened to meet a friend In front of an Irish Pub, The Pub door, which
was at street level, happened to be open and, while visiting, the father
tired and set the baby down on the sidewalk and immediately the infant
creeped Into the Pub. Elizabeth remarked: " You see, the curse of the Irish,
they want to learn to drink before they learn to walk."
From Charlestown we go to Ballaghaderreen. This was where John's grandmother
was born and from where she departed for the United
States, John was quite excited about trying to
locate some of his kin and, we believe, a little
leery that we might find a skeleton or two in his
family tree. We did find the Flannery Department
Store, which was owned and operated by his
grandmother's folks many years ago. We then go to
the cathedral and the good priest happily shows us
the church records, but there were many recordings
of the Flannery!s so one could not be sure,
although John thought he found the recording of his
Grandmother's baptism, The rest of us seen Irishmen
in Ballaghaderreen that we felt sure were John's
cousins but, for some unknown reason, he would not
let us converse with them, We now head east through Boyle and night overtakes
us at the beautiful town of Carrick on Shannon, This is a town about the same
size as Albion.
We got good accommodations at the Bush Hotel at a cost of
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twenty-five shillings for bed and breakfast. Throughout our trip we always
had rooms with fine clean beds, but on a few occasions we were unable to get
private baths with each room although there always was a bath with every five
or six rooms If, you could find it, Unfortunately for me, who sometimes had
to go to the BR during the night, the Irish seemed to have a yen for hiding
the bath far down the hall, My distress was great fun for John, that Is, It
was until he discovered that I had found he left his shoes In the hall each
night to be shinned.
He always was a polished gentleman.
Wednesday, September 18, we start for Belfast, which is another
fine drive
and takes us through Clones, Monaghan Armagh, Portadown, Lurgan and Lisburn,
The roads are fine, part of them being so called "Dual Carriageways". This is
almost like our Thruways.
Through this part of the country the terrain
seems to be more like it is at home. At one point, on the trip, the girls got
somewhat shook when we became surrounded by a herd of steer. They were being
driven to an Inspection point and as we tried to pass them a car coming in
the other direction attempted the same thing, resulting In the cattle
swarming around our car, bumping it and licking the windows.
Upon arrival
at Belfast we found that we could drive on to Larne and leave our car at the
Ferry station before we crossed the North Channel of the Irish Sea to
Scotland. We go on to Larne and get lovely rooms with private baths, dinner
and breakfast at a cost of 8 pounds, 10 shillings and 10 pence for two or
$20.50. This was at McNeill's Hotel. After a game or two of dominoes, which I
feel sure Elise or I won, we hit the hay.
Thursday, September 19, 'tis the day we leave the fatherland for Scotland.
After turning the car in at the Ferry Station, we purchase tickets to
Glasgow, It cost $ 2,28 per person to take the ferry to Stranraer and the
train to Glasgow.

My heart goes out to Elizabeth this morning, knowing that she has always been
afraid of water-lakes and oceans-and here we are about to cross the Irish
Sea, but being the good sport her always is, she grumbles not. We climb the
gangplank, with Elizabeth almost losing her shoe, to the deck of the Antrim
Princess, This is a beautiful new 3600-ton ship, which will carry 1200 people
and 160 automobiles. It has two large passenger rooms with real nice
upholstered seats. a snack bar and a large lounge with Pub. This was the only
Pub on our trip that we got our Stout on ice. The crossing from Larne to
Stranraer was almost sixty miles and took us about two hours and fifteen
minutes. The Sea was a bit choppy, but the trip was thoroughly enjoyed by
all.
The next great excitement was the train ride from Stranraer to Glasgow. The
train was powered by diesel engine, similar to ours, with clean fine riding
coaches. We arrive at a large railroad station in Glasgow and get a taxi to
the Morse Hotel. I recall of nothing unusual at. the Morse, just a real good
place for four tired hungry people to clean up, eat and sleep.
I did neglect to mention the beauty of coming through the Firth of Clyde.
This actually is the waterway from the Irish Sea to the port of Glasgow. From
the Ship we were able to see the lovely homes along the coast of Scotland.
Up early we are on Friday, September 20, shower, breakfast and grab our bags
and head for Glasgow R.R. station.
John and I had not had enough train rides so we decide to go to Edinburgh by
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train. A distance of forty-two miles, at a cost of one pound for two people.
Speaking of pounds, reminds me that I forgot to tell that we had to exchange
our Irish money for British money In Northern Ireland but, of course, it was
good through Northern Ireland, Scotland and England and is the same value as
the money of the Republic of Ireland.
Our trip to Edinburgh by train enabled us to do a little "Railroad Visiting"
with the "Guards". The members of their train crews (Conductors and Brakemen)
are known as guards. They were more than willing to visit, which gave us a
good Insight of the British Railroad system. Their passenger business is far
greater than ours, but we excel in handling freight. I noticed that some of
their hoppers were only sixteen-ton capacity, but, no doubt, they have some
larger. The Guards were interested in wages earned by American brakemen and,
when we told them that it was not unusual for one of our brakemen to earn
thirty five dollars for a day, they exclaimed "Let's go there to work, that's
about what we make In a week,"
We arrive in Edinburgh at 11.10 a.m. and check in at the Albermarle Hotel and
decide that we will have an early lunch and take a motor coach tour of the
city.
The tour is delightful and we get a good chance to see the entire
city with stops at Holyrood and Edinburgh Castles and the beautiful St, Giles
church,

Briefly, Edinburgh was born because some soldier in the distant past found a
rock and built a fort on it, Today, In its prime the rock is still its
central point, crouching in the heart of the city with the Castle set high on
its back against the skylight casting a medieval shadow across the streets
and buildings which later ages have added around it. It is a capital city,
and it looks like one.
At night, many floodlights shine on Edinburgh
Castle, which stands high on the rock above the
city, making it one of the beauty spots of the
world when viewed from Princess Street, one of the
famous streets of the world. The Castle is where
Mary Queen of Scots was imprisoned and from where,
legend has It, she lowered her Infant son,
Charles, in a basket over the two hundred foot
stone wall, to be baptised In the Catholic faith.
Elise, Elizabeth and I
September 21, is to be
John's
Day
because
during the entire trip he has been over solicitous
to us, except when playing dominoes. Therefore, he
must visit and play golf at the Royal and Ancient
Golf Course In St. Andrews, Scotland.
First we must rent another car so we get ourselves
a British Ford. We are now four thousand miles from
home and still financially sound (believe it or
not)* but decide to test our credit, So, with big
cigars in our mouths, we tell them to charge the
rental of the automobile and present our American
Express Credit Card. The Rental Agency agreed and
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actually took the wind out of our sails by making us believe they preferred
credit to our cash, At least, we now breathe somewhat easier, we maybe able
to finance our way home without depriving ourselves of our daily Stout.

St, Andrews Is about twelve or fifteen miles from Edinburgh and although It
Is threatening rain, our faith is strong enough that we know It will clear up
so John can play, We arrive about 11.00 a.m. and are told that It will be
4.15 p.m. before we can tee off, but John greases the palm of the head caddie
and the time is changed to 1.10 p.m. giving us just time enough for a snort
at the l9th hole and lunch. In the meantime, we meet Ralph and his good wife
from Toronto, Canada, and they had lunch with us. Reluctantly, we let Ralph
outfumbles us for the tab, While Ralph boasts of his ability as a golfer by
mentioning that he only plays three or four times per week- silent John
listens and, I know darn well, makes up his mind that he will beat the big
Canadian.
The Royal and Ancient Course at St, Andrews Is where golf originated. It is
18 holes, large beautiful and tough course. The
Greens are at least twice the size of our average
greens. The sand and water traps are plenty tough
and the rough is covered with gorse.
Ralph and John hired middle aged Scotchmen for
caddies and It was a pleasure to listen to them
speak with their Scottish brogue, John's caddie
instructed him not to drive where he was looking
but to drive where he was told and he would get a
much better score. John did as Instructed and
thoroughly trounced our Canadian friend- ending
with a score of eight or ten over par and I
believe, par for the course was seventy-four.
We leave St, Andrews about 5.30 p.m. and head for The Forth Bridges Motel
overlooking the Firth of Forth, seven miles from Edinburgh, This Is a nice
motel, something like our Holiday Inns.

The bridge over the Firth of Fourth is a very
large bridge, the main span being 3300 feet in
length. At night, it was 'Well lighted and made a
beautiful scene from our motel windows.
We were all so proud and happy over John's
successful day at golf that the three of us,
unbeknown, to John, decided to let him win at
dominoes that evening, As our rooms were large and
lovely we passed up going to the lounge and decided
to play in our rooms, Unfortunately there was no
table to play on so we improvised one by taking a large picture from the wall
and placing it over three bureau drawers. It worked fine and John won at
dominoes. In fact, the one and only game he won on the entire trip. This made
the day a complete success.
Sunday,

September

22,

after

numerous
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Catholic church in South Queensburg. Catholics
are in the minority in this part of the world.
The church was very small, but nice, and again,
they pleased me by passing no collection box(
Readers please remind me to work on our good
Father to do away with the collection baskets In
our parish- they are very distracting).
After a good breakfast we check out and start our
drive toward London. We guess that it probably is
close to four hundred miles to London. Our trip from Glasgow to Edinburgh
was, of course, from west to east and brought us across the State of Scotland
so now we are on the coast of the North Sea.
We had south along the coast
for a short distance and then cut into the Low Lands, through the Cheviot
Hills toward Newcastle. Me thinks it is quite mountainest so I am happy that
we did not go the High Lands. Again, I must say, the country is beautiful.
Many sheep and cattle are raised throughout the country. The homes are mostly
built of stone and we considered them modestly priced and lovely. One thing
unusual to us were the chimney pots on top of all chimneys. Every chimney had
anywhere from four to thirty chimney pots, we got a kick out of counting
them. Mae advised that we give up counting and simply record "The British
Isles are full of Pots,
On our drive this day we witnessed a "great excitement" ..that truly
frightened the four of us, We saw an Infant, not more than two years old,
standing outside an upstairs window on what was probably a six-inch ledge and
ten or twelve feet below was a concrete driveway.
John stopped the car,
but we feared that If we ran to the house to warn the family, the child might
become excited and fall, About that time, a lad on bicycle, seeing the
danger, rode to the side of the house sounded the alarm and soon we seen a
strong arm come out the window and safely encircle the Infant, Thanking God,
we drove on.
Crossing the border from Scotland to England was actually no different than
crossing a state line in this country, no customs, Our route from Newcastle
took us through Durham, Darlington,
Scotch Center and many other lovely
towns. Night overtakes us at Boroughbridge, England.
We spend the night at
the Three Arrows Hotel, a lovely old hotel.
Mom and my room was on the
third floor or, in the attics. It was clean and very large and, as I recall,
had two double and one single bed.
After a spruce-up and dinner, we go to
the lounge for an evening of dominoes.
This turned out to be an evening of dominoes that
we all cherish and. remember, There were many
people in the lounge and with a nice fire in the
fireplace, we start our game on a large oak table.
We noticed a pleasant couple about my age,
enthusiastically watching the game so Elise
graciously asked them if they would care to join
us. They were delighted and accepted the offer.
They were Olive and Leonard Laryman, who were on a
holiday from their home In Essex, England. They
were fine company and we thoroughly enjoyed their
British speech, Else's dirty domino playing forced
poor Leonard to "Dip" In the Bone Pile many times,
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but, as I remember, Elise or I again won.
Monday, September 23, we again are up early, in
fact, before the breakfast room is open so while
waiting in the lounge, we make another good friend,
Tom Perris,
Tom was a middle aged porter and
overhearing us groan because we were unable get our
coffee Immediately, he went to the kitchen and
brought in his pot of fine coffee and shared It
with us, When Tom found out that we were on our way
to London, he told us that he formerly had been in
the service of the Queen for eleven years and
volunteered to give us a card of Introduction to
Mr. A. Stringer, the head coachman, which would
insure us a private tour of Buckingham Palace, It
pays to make friends and-' It goes without saying, Tom received a nice tip.
The many misspelled words, poor punctuatin and lack of grammatical phrases in
this episode saddens me to think that I did not heed the lessons, years ago,
of some of my wonderful school teachers' such as, Mary Rood, Nora Sherman,
Georgeanna McCabe, Petey Avery and Carrie Mershon. Of course, those that are
still living will make excuses for me and convince you that I had a
mathematical mind Instead of that of a grammarian.
On to London we go, skirting Leeds, through Doncaster, Nottingham, Granthan,
Stamford and many others. This road takes us through beautiful Sherwood
forest. Sure, you all recall Sherwood Forest, Robinhood and the Sherrif of
Nottingham. We could not help but relive the many tales of Robinhood stealing
from the rich to feed the poor. Sherwood forrest was so real and beautiful
that we actually Imagined we could see his men silently moving through the
trees and shooting arrows from their mighty bows.
As we near the great city of London our progress is impeded by many trucks on
the highway with wide loads. It has started to rain and we are making many
stops to telephone hotels because for three days we have been unable to get a
long distance call through for reservations. This was probably due to the
flood in southwest England.
The harder it rained the less luck we had
getting telephone calls through. I am not exaggerating when I say that Elise
and John called well over forty hotels but finally, contacted one that said
they had two rooms.
Going Into London, traffic became very congested and
when we stopped at a Ford garage to find directions to our hotel, the
gentleman in charge advised us not to go to the hotel selected as it was in
the wrong part of town. He volunteered to get us reservations at a good
hotel.
He made many telephone calls to hotels and finally gave up saying
that he did not believe there were rooms to be had in any decent hotel in
town, By this time the rain is really coming down, It Is getting late in the
day and we are very tired and hungry so we ask the good man directions to the
Airport.
Later we find out the hotels were filled with many people from the
flooded districts of England.
We found the Airport and also discovered that it had started to hail. The
last flight for Dublin was to leave at 7.55 P.m., which allowed us little
time to dispose of our automobile and get a bite, we left the girls at the
Airport to make the ticket arrangements with Aer Lingus and off we go to find
Dan Ryan's garage where we could turn in the car. I will not go into detail
in telling the difficulty we had, but finally found the garage and turned in
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the car, but found we were two miles from the Airport with few minutes left.
Finally we smooth talked an Indian into taking us to the Airport just in time
to catch our flight.
Happily we arrive In Dublin about 9.30 p.m. having had an uneventful flight.
We taxi to the Ormsby Hotel and I was tired and so happy to be back in
Ireland that I neglected to see that John placed his shoes in the hall to be
polished. The Ormsby was a nice hotel and we got a double room with bath and
breakfast for five pounds - twelve dollars.
Tuesday morning, September 24, we are again rested and anxious to see more.
We all four had liked Cork so well we decide to head that way. First, we must
get our third automobile so we dig out the American Express Credit card and
look for a Rental Agency. We are doing so well financially, that is, none of
us being absolutely broke, we elect to rent Ireland's luxury car
the
Morris,
It turns out to be a fine riding automobile.
We leave Dublin's City limits at 10.30 a.m., but as we had came to Dublin by
the coastal route we decide to go farther Inland. Our road takes us through
Naas, Kildare, Athy, Carlow, Cashel, Tipperary, Fermoy and many others, We
stopped at Colmor and the four of us all had a fine steak dinner at a total
cost of six dollars and twelve cents. After having such a reasonable priced
dinner everyone feels rich again so upon arrival at Cork we elect to stay at
the aristocratic Arbutus Hotel. It is a lovely hotel, old but graund. They
also handle "Guinness Stout" and we remembered the sign said "it Is good for
you
After checking in at the Arbutus, we contact O'Brien's and arrange
for them to be our dinner guests at the Arbutus for the next evening,
Wednesday, September 25, I am looking forward to this next evening as I have
taken a liking to Finbar, probably because I like Mickey O'Brien of Albion,
who I suspect is Finbar's "shirttail cousin". They are both eloquent shooters
of Blarney.
The girls were harping some because they had not had sufficient time to do
all their shopping so we left them in the big town of Cork on Wednesday,
September 15,and drove over to Ryan's garage. The Morris had been overheating
and we feared it might give us trouble. The mechanic decided the car needed a
new water pump and, as it was to be at Ryan's expense and he promised to have
it installed in two hours, we left the car and walked across the Lee to the
shopping district and found the girls.
One must remember that shopping required a little conniving as each person is
only permitted one hundred dollars worth of merchandise duty free.
Of
course, you are permitted -to send gifts, not exceeding ten dollars worth to
one person in one day, duty free.
So,as Elise did, you purchase twelve
coffee cups for twenty-eight dollars. You then ask the clerk to mail them in
three separate gift packages, four cups in each package. One package is
mailed as a less than ten-dollar gift from her to John, one from John to her
and the third, from John and Elise to Tippy (their dog). Mail service of
packages is very slow and you can expect that it will take at least four
weeks for a package to arrive in this country from Ireland.
While In Cork
this day, we purchased our Jerry a beautiful hand knit white coat sweater
and, as of today November 25, it has not yet been received.
We tire of shopping so eat lunch and pick up the car and head for Kinsale.
Kinsale with a population of about 1600 is a busy little fishing port and
stands on the winding estuary of the Bandon River, which makes an excellent
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Harbor, The lady at the Sport Shop offered to furnish us fishing gear If we
cared to try our luck, but It was getting late so we pass up the fishing and
head back to our hotel.
As our dinner date with the O'Brien's was not until 8,00 pm. we enjoyed a
bitter game of dominoes before dressing. Most of you have probably not played
dominoes since childhood, but let me tell you, if you want to have fun and
have a good conversational piece, just take a set of double twelves and play
in the quaint lounges of Ireland's hotels, It sure brings the Irish brogue
out of the other guests and gets you acquainted with some wonderful people.
I would caution you against having the likes of Elise playing at your right,
her has been known to play a bit dirty by tieing up the game with a few too
many sixes.
O'Brien's and Miss Phyllis, beautifully groomed arrive at 8.00 p.m.
Finbar
Is a man about thirty eight and his wife Maria, a few years younger,
Phyllis told me that It Is somewhat irritating to be a young lady of twenty
four as none of the Irishmen want to get married until they are established
and are thirty five or forty years old and then, they want to marry young
chicks In their twenties.
Finbar Invites John and I to have an appetizer or two before dinning so, we
ordered dinner and remained in the lounge until called, which was about forty
five minutes later.
We thought Maria could talk@ fast, but after Finbar
had his second drink, we repeatedly had to slow him down to got at least half
of the conversation. They were delightful company and taught us to better
understand the Irish people and their problems. We learned that there is much
poverty in Ireland, due to the lack of big industries, but you see no
ghettoes. The people understand their position and are proud, happy and want
no sympathy. In fact, they are pulling themselves up by their boot- straps
and I predict they will succeed.
Finbar told us that he worked as a test
driver for some automobile company, making about forty dollars per week,
which is four or five dollars more than the average employee. This enables
them to dress well and have such things as automatic washer and foine small
automobile. Maria also works and it Is their Intention to start buying their
own home this year. Our dinner consists of melon with ginger sauce, mushroom
soup, chicken baked with Irish whiskey and mushrooms, squash, french fried
egg plant, mashed potatoes and green beans, Then, from the Trolley Cart we
got either cake, mince poie or spice fruit. The total bill, including our
dinner wine, cost only $ 21.42 and, remember there were seven of us. Likewise
this was costlier than eating at most of places as it was at one of the
better places.
Before we realized it the clock struck 1 O'clock and, although we were
anxious to continue visiting, we did realize O'Brien's had to get up for work
the next morning so bid them goodnight with the hope that we all would meet
again someday either, here or in the hereafter.
The next morning, Thursday, September 26, we drag our tired selves out of bed
and with a good cold shower finally get our eyes open and start another day
of great excitement, The sun Is shining nice and bright this fine morning so,
having been disappointed that the fog had prevented us from taking pictures
when we were atop of Knockmealdown mountains on September 13, we decide to
return. We
drive about seven miles up In the mountains to a point called
the Vee where there Is a lovely "lay-by" (Ireland's name for a place to pull
off the road and park), They claim that from the Vee you can see for
a
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hundred miles and we believe them. The sight Is gorgeous with beautiful
fields of all shades of green and lovely stone fences as far as the eye can
see, We were able to get some lovely pictures, John even got one of me with
my arm around one of his long eared cousins-,a burro.

We again head north and stop at Mallow for lunch, Better I take time and tell
you about this lunch, we had cheese-butter sandwiches, scones and tea. Now
this cheese-butter is so rich and good that it simply melts in your mouth.
Elise and Elizabeth were not content until they found out where it could be
bought and then went and purchased some to take with us. Yes, they even
bootlegged some back to the United States. While eating lunch, an elderly
Irishman came to ;our table and wished us a happy holiday and was pleased to
find that we loved Ireland and told us that he was eighty seven years old and
had never been out of the State.
After tea we started
the door open as the
with the door trying
out through a couple
the street,

to leave the Tea room, but found that
look and latch had broke. The Tearoom
to get it open but gave up in despair.
back rooms Into a Bakery from where we

we could not get
employees fussed
They then led us
found our way to

Our drive that afternoon takes us through Buttevant, Churchtown, Rath Luirc
and on to Limerick.
We find lovely rooms with private baths at the Ryan
Ardhu Hotel, The Ryan Ardhu is a large lovely Americanized Motel.

Friday, September 27, we go for a long drive stopping enroute at a Peat Bog,
Peat is a dark substance formed by partial decay of plants In wet ground.
This is cut and used as fuel. They first cut it in long strips and then out
these in blocks a little larger than bricks. It then is placed in large piles
to dry. it usually is burnt along with coal.

We make two other important stops one at Shannon Airport to confirm our
reservations to fly home on Monday, September 30, and the other at Bunratty
Castle for dinner reservations for Sunday night.
We took time at Bunratty
to explore their fine Folk village with its old time blacksmith shop and
fishermen's hut.

Although Limerick appears to have been occupied in very early times, the
history dates back from about the middle of the ninth century, when the Danes
made a settlement and used it as a base for plundering the hinterland, The
Walls of Limerick, regarded as a hindrance to the development of the city,
were tore down about 1766, but a few sections escaped dismantling, The most
striking portion Is that at the rear of Lelia
Street. "The Devil's Battery" at the end of St.
John's grounds is another section and the large
gateways inside the entrance to the grounds are
said to be the town and outer gates of the citadel
which stood there.
The greater part of Saturday, September 28, is
spent in sight seeing, shopping and lulling around
in down town Limerick. That afternoon was spent
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mostly in grooming in preparation to returning to the United States on
Monday. The girls went to an Irish Beauty Parlor for a hair-do and John sent
me to the barbershop.
The girls came back looking prettier than ever and
I got a fine haircut.
This was one of the better barbershops and the cost
bf my haircut was actually five shilling and six pence or, sixty-six cents,
Remember haircuts in Albion are only two dollars.
Every since we left Dublin we were traveling with a sense of ease and
security because of a friendship we had made with Professor Michael P.
Bradley. This came about one evening when John and I were having our Stout In
a lounge at one of the better hotels. We were seated in front of a cheerful
looking fireplace when this well-groomed gentleman, with a glass of Stout,
asked if he might join us. We happily agreed, thinking we might learn more
about Ireland(me thinks he had the same idea about America).
He was
concerned about the political situation In the United States and curious as
to whether Nixon or Humphrey would win the Presidential election, and it was
difficult for him to understand that, although we had our preference, we felt
that it would make no great difference as both men were well experienced and
qualified for the Presidency. We learned that he was a Professor of
Physicians in one of their large Universities and had studied some in Boston,
He realized that he could easily make much more money practicing In the
United States, but he was a true Irishman and dedicated to his people and
country. He explained the difficulty they were having in attempting to bring
progress to their people and still retain their ancient culture.
It was a
very interesting and pleasant conversation, but the pay off came when we were
ready to break-up-, he handed us his card, showing his office and home
telephone numbers, and told us that If we got In any kind of trouble or had,
any difficulty in Ireland we must immediately call him and he was in a
position that he could and would take care of us.
It pays to make friends
without our love for Stout we may never have met Dr. Bradley.
Sunday morning, September 29, Mom and I had just about decided not to wear
our raincoats as the sun was bright and we-only had two blocks to go to
church, when we looked out the Motel window and saw a beautiful rainbow and
upon, looking a little. closer we discovered that a light mist was falling.
How they get so much sunshine and rain at the same time, I will never know.
Our church was small and lovely and again, NO COLLECTION BASKET WAS PASSED.
I sure hope I can persuade our good Father to adopt that cultured custom.
After Mass we enjoy another wonderful Irish breakfast and decide to do some
more touring. We had heard that Clare Glen was well worth seeing so there we
go, Clare Glen is similar to Watkins Glen In New York State, but tot as
large, but beautiful, John and I spent thirty or forty minutes walking
through the Glen to find their famous waterfall where we got a few cherished
pictures. I do not know who maintains the Park with its beautiful trees,
walks and benches, but they make no charge to the public. On our way back to
the car we saw a fisherman in a stream not far from the road. We visited with
him and saw him catch a fine trout. He was another fine gentleman and,
believe It or not, offered to loan us his pole and reel so we too could catch
trout. This is just another example of how nice the people of Ireland treated
us.
The early evening is spent in playing dominoes and bemoaning the fact that
tomorrow we must leave the Fatherland. It also was the last game of dominoes
for Elise and I to win as, tomorrow, the dominoes must be mailed to England.
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About 8.00 prompt, we go to Bunratty Castle to be guests with two hundred
other people, at a medieval dinner. Sure and 'tis a night we will never
forget. Before dinner we have a few minutes to look at the ancient
tapestries, plank doors, tables etc, after which we climb the winding
stairway to the dinning room. The dinning room is very large with a fifteenfoot ceiling and an old open fireplace. The tables and benches are all made
of thick planks such as they were back in the fourteenth century.

The Lord (master of ceremonies) and Ladies (waitresses and entertainers) are
dressed in colorful fourteenth century gowns, Before being seated for dinner
you roam around the room, drinking Mead served to
you by the Ladies, and get acquainted with the many
other guests, mead is an alcoholic beverage brewed
from cider, honey, malt and yeast and = It Is
POTENT. John and 1, being the
dutiful husbands we are, assisted our beloveds in
drinking their Mead. Dinner - 'tis a befitting
feast - But first, the High Lord tell you that all
your dinner silver is already on the table, we
look;@ and sure enough, at each place lays a sharp
pointed knife, no spoons ,or forks. The Ladies
serve the first course, a large wooden bowl of
soup*
Well# they call it soup, but to me, It is
more like a stew as It has everything In It,
probably even the missing overalls from Mrs.
Murphy's chowder, Now eating soup without a ladle sounds difficult, but I
found It quite easy, simply pick up the bowl and drink the liquid and dig out
the goodies with the pointed knife. Next comes a tremendous plate of spare
ribs with hard loaves of uncut bread. You simply break off a hunk of bread,
roll up your sleeves and start eating ribs. Don't it just make your mouth
water? Next, large plates of chicken breasts, by now, you have found that you
don't actually have any use for the dinner knife. The greens also were
delicious, looked like shamrocks, but just couldn't have been, or could
they.? We should have passed up the dessert, but didn't - cause 'twas good
ole strawberry shortcake. Oh, what I would have given for a package of Tums.
We get back to the hotel about 1.00 a.m. and immediately hit the hay because
tomorrow is another day.
Monday, September 30, our day of departure and many things we have to do.
Elise wrapped and addressed the dominoes to Mr. and Mrs. Laryman in Essex,
England, so John and I take them to the downtown post office for mailing. An
incident happened while we were in the post office that I must relate.
John was standing at the office window and I was at the other end of the
lobby when in came a young man and his wife and he inquired some- thing of
the Postmaster and gave his name as Leehan, John yelled at me and said here
is a Leehan,
I approached the gentleman (which I am sure he was as all
Leehans are) and introduced myself as a Leehan from the States.
We
discussed the spelling of our names and found they were spelled the same
except his had an 'e" on the end of It. He explained that we could have been
from the same family as the Gallic spelling of many names either had an ''O"
or "Mac" In front of the name or an "E" or "A" hung on the end of the name,
He said there were many Leehane!s around Cork, Tipperary and Dublin and if I
had any idea of the first names and birth dates of my forefathers it would
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not be too difficult to check them from the church records.
Well I knew
very little about my great grandfather Daniel or my grandfather Matthew so
let the matter drop.
Back at the hotel we find the girls trying to pack the suit cases and keep
them within the weight limit. We arrived just in time to save our suits and
shots as they had already thrown away our razors, shaving cream, shampoo and
other weighty things. At last they are packed and a foine job they have done we just hope Aer Lingus Is lenient about weight. Hurry we must because our
darlins have issued an edict that they just have to have time to do some
shopping at Shannon Duty Free Airport, Somehow they must have found out that
John and I had a nickel or two left.
We checked our bags through to Youngstown, had a snack and entered-the dutyfree store (after you enter the duty- free store you cannot return to the
terminal, but must leave the store direct for your plane). We made many fine
purchases including a quart of Tullymore Dew for myself and an Irish
Sweepstake ticket for Jerry (the race Is to be run next April and lets hope
he wins). Our Aer Lingus flight No@ 105 Is due to leave Shannon at 4.20 p.m.,
but does not depart until about 4.50 P.m. We are told that it usually takes
about six hours and thirty minutes to fly to New York or, about thirty
minutes longer than on the going trip.
Our plane is loaded and the Irish colleen stewardess told me that we actually
had one hundred and seventy nine passengers, The sun is shining bright and
the Captain tells us the weather report Is in our favor and we should have a
wonderful flight and, that we did, Again we eat like pigs - steak and all the
trimmings.
This trip we turn our watches back five hours, which made
our departure 11,50 am,, New York time,
The day was so clear and beautiful
we were able to see the shoreline of Newfoundland out the windows on the left
side of our plane. As we arrived in this country we came In over Boston and
then followed the shoreline to New York. When we were over Boston the Captain
told us we would be landing at Kennedy Airport at 6.10 p.m. He hit it right
on the nose, the temperature at Kennedy was 73 degrees
lovely.
I neglected to tell you that we four had all felt fine during the entire trip
until this morning when my darling, Mary Elizabeth, caught a rotten head
cold. My heart ached for her and I felt a bit guilty for having exposed her
to such a rigorous trip.
Now comes the vexing and exasperating part of our whole trip - Kennedy
Airport and customs,
while on the plane we had made out our customs
declaration card. First, we have to go through a long line to show our
passports and vaccination certificates. Next we get at the end of another
long line to pass the customs office. You line up like a bunch of convicts,
each lugging his luggage, and proceed to a customs table, which actually is a
stop and go conveyor belt controlled by the custom officer. Possibly our
custom officer could have been a little more arrogant, but I don't know how.
We were behind John and Elise and ahead of them were two other ladies. You
first give the custom officer your declaration card, heave your luggage onto
the conveyor belt and unzip or open it for Inspection. Now one of the ladies
ahead of John handed the custom officer some sort of a bracelet, she had
apparently purchased abroad for his evaluation. It appeared that in his
clumsy way he-lost the catch or something from the bracelet and it rolled to
the floor. He walked around and glanced at the floor but made little effort
to find it before starting the conveyor belt, which forced the lady to grab
her luggage and move on. Next, John unzipped and placed his grasshopper
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luggage on the conveyor belt and was explaining his declaration card when the
officer grunted and started the belt. This vexed and startled John and in his
haste to zip and catch his bags before they were dumped to the floor, he
caught Else's beautiful silk housecoat in the zipper. If you ever seen a
couple mad Irishmen, you should have seen John and yourstruly. We definitely
were angry. Apparently the officer sensed our feelings or, perhaps we told
him, because I got our bags over the conveyor without any more trouble.
We
then spent thirty minutes with knife and shears cutting the lovely housecoat
in order to rezip the bag. Next, we pick up our Tullymore Dew and Irish Mist
which had been purchased at Shannon Duty Free Airport. You see you are not
permitted to carry it on the plane. It was shipped in the freight compartment
and you received it at Kennedy. I believe the Tullymore Dew cost cost three
dollars and fifty cents where in this country it costs eight dollars and
seventy-five cents. I keep telling Mary Elizabeth that our trip was a paying
proposition.
We helicopter from Kennedy to Newark. It is after dark and all the lights are
on in New York City and as you are flying low over the city, it makes you
think you are on top of mammoth Christmas tree- really It is a beautiful
sight.
Our trip from Newark to Youngstown Is by United Flight No. 357, due to depart
at 9.40 p.m. We are a little late getting started but have another fine
flight and arrive In Youngstown about 11,00 pm, where we are greeted by our
true friends, Mattie and Sam Fisher. Words cannot express our gratitude to
Fishers for being so kind as to drive clear to Youngstown to pick up four
tired weary people.
Our luggage came through alright, that Is, almost alright. Unfortunately
Elise!s overnight bag was carried onto Cleveland and had to be returned the
next day, Fishers get us to Greenville about 12,30 am, where Elise and John
tease us to stay overnight, but knowing Mom feels so miserable with her cold,
I thought It best to drive onto Albion and get Into our own beds, Home we get
and it Is only 2.00 am, Tuesday, October 1, 1968.
Many many happy events 1, now realize, that failed to record and I am not
going to bore you with them except one, and that, Is the one that made me the
happiest person In all the world.
First, I must tell you that every home In Ireland Is beautified by lovely
lace curtains, in fact, they seem to be the "sign" or "mark" of a true Irish
mother. Now I must confess that every since I first started courting Mary
Elizabeth some forty-five years ago, I have hoped and preyed that someday she
would see the light and abandon her Germanhood and be converted to a true
Irish woman, Since arriving home it seems to me that me darling is a little
less critical of the faults of the Irish, If they have any. But the proof of
her conversion arrived the other day when the mailman delivered many yards of
Irish lace, which, unbeknown to me, Mom purchased in Dublin and mailed home
to herself In order to place her "mark" of Irish womanhood In her kitchen
window. Thank God my prayer has been answered.
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