
Welcome to our first edition of The Creeslough View, which you will find is filled

with memorabilia, nostalgia, heritage and local history, - the story of life presented

by members of our community.

The purpose of the Creeslough View is to give the locals an opportunity to

document stories, poems, and old photographs to remind us now and again of our

past on which we build our future. Because so much happens throughout the year

in Creeslough it was felt it would be a shame not to document it. It is hoped the

Creeslough View will enable smaller clubs and voluntary organisations to show off

their achievements throughout the year.

The social history of this locality has changed dramatically, but all the more is the

need to record and acknowledge for tomorrow’s world, the spirit and common

good, the close knit and dependence on others as a community, and the many

characters who sustained it during the difficult times.

We would like to thank each and every one of you that contributed to the

Creeslough View. For the photographs and the stories, and a special thankyou to

the sponsors for their generous support. I must also thank John Doak for all his work

in preparing the material for printing. Because we received so much material for

this edition, it was impossible to include it all. But rest assured it will be printed in

the next edition next year. 

Again happy Christmas and thank you for purchasing the Creeslough View

Declan Breslin

Happy Christmas and Good Wishes 
for the Coming Year 2002
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"Muckish proud with her

silver stone stands proudly

over all". These poetic

words describe the

emigrant’s view of the

mountain as they pass along

off the north Donegal coast

on their way from Moville to

America. Many of these

heart-broken travellers

would never see their

relatives or Muckish again

as they went to make their

new life in America. This

image of the East landmark

of their homeland would be

imprinted in their minds for

the rest of their lives.

Muckish today has the same
strong influence on the people
who live around it. All will
recall the mountain, which lit
up every sun in summer or the
fearsome stormy clouds that
surrounded it at times, as well
as its first snowcap of winter.
Muckish and its surrounding
area has something for
everyone most notably the
view from the summit. Situated
in an area of great beauty the
mountain offers a view, which
displays Atlantic Ireland at its
best. The view stretches from
Glen Head west of
Glencolmcille in the south
West to the islands Islag, Jura
and Glensay  off the west coast
of Scotland in the North East. 
Muckish at 2,197 feet ranks as
Donegal’s fifth highest
mountain after Errigal, consists
of coarse quartzite, but
Muckish has at its northern

end a sand quarry. The white
sand is extremely pure (99.5%
silica) and its grains so pure it
can be worked for high quality
glass wear and optical
purposes.

The scenic Muckish Gap to the
Southwest of Muckish was
created as a result of glacial ice
moving northward the
Derryveagh Mountains, the
pressure breached the Col and
lowered it by 400feet, the road
now passes through this
breach. The silica sand quality 
was exported on a same scale
by the local landlord in the
19th century and during 2nd
world war the Irish
Government supported the
extraction of sand to supply
national needs as a result of
supplies from aboard being cut
off due to the shortage of ships
and the dangers to shipping.

Muckish Mountain BY CHARLIE GALLAGHER



T H E

3

Sand was also exported to
Pilkington Glass Company
until 1952 when the works
closed down.
The team of men that now
worked on the Muckish sand
worked in very harsh
conditions and were exposed
to severe weather but despite
that they made and erected in

their spare time a wooden
cross to commemorate the
Holy Year in 1950. It was
unveiled and blessed on the
15th of August 1951 in the
presence of a large crowd.

The Muckish mountain
development committee are
perusing a plan to improve the

road network around Muckish,
the result, it is hoped will make
the whole area more
accessible for local and visitor
alike for recreation and
relaxation. It is hoped that it
will bring increased prosperity
to an area starved of state
investment.

Cross on Muckish 1951
Back Row; Mick Brogan (Carnamaddy), Johnny Sweeney (Derryreel), Bob McConnell (Carnamaddy), 
John Gallagher (Carnamaddy), Jim McFadden (Derryreel), Pat William Ferry (Derryreel), John Hunter (Ards).
Front Row; Pat Brogan (Carnamaddy), Manus McFacklen (Roshine), John Brogan (Carnamaddy), Charlie
McGee (Gortnalake), Jimmy Gallagher (Carrigart), Paddy Sweeney (Carnamaddy), John Stewart
(Drimnakillew).
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They were none other than
Charlie Doherty, John Curran,
Gerald Duffy, and Anthony
Gallagher and they were
climbing Muckish to prepare
an area for the Cross to be
erected.

They were not the only
climbers that day, there was a
group from Dublin just ahead
of them, and they were startled
to say the least when they saw
a group of men armed with
weapons coming up the hill
rapidly behind them. Were
they after them??

The men climbed rapidly up
the mountain as they had a lot
of work to do when they got
up there and they wanted to
get started as soon as they
could.
They had one problem! Gerald
was finding it tough climbing
as he was afraid of heights and
they were stopping a lot to give
him a rest. This was slowing
them down and they decided
that he should climb at his
own pace and that they would
continue on at a faster pace.

They reached the top
eventually and picked out a
spot and began to dig a hole to
place the cross. 

They had a big hole dug by the
time the Dublin crowd saw
them again, they began to feel
even more suspicious. What
were the men doing on top of
a mountain digging a deep

hole?
Meanwhile, Gerald had given
up on making his way to the
top of the mountain and was
slowly making his way back
down the mountain. When he
reached the bottom he sat
down and was resting for a
while when he saw the other
group of climbers making their
way down again, when they
reached him a lady came up
and asked him did he see
anything strange up the
mountain. She said that she
was very worried as she saw 4
people with shovels, a pick
and a crow bar coming up the
mountain behind them, they
were very suspicious and they
kept stopping for one man in
the group who looked a bit
sick ‘ we thought nothing of it
until we saw them at the top
digging a deep, narrow hole,
and there was a man missing’! 
She then went on to say that
she was really worried that the

missing person was the man
who looked sick and kept
stopping on the way up. She
went on to explain that she
believed that they had buried
him at the top of the mountain.
She then asked Gerald did he
think that she should report the
strange men to the guards.

At this stage Gerald began to
laugh and began to explain to
her that he was the missing
man and that the suspicious
men were not murderers, but
were in fact digging a hole for
a cross that would be erected
to commemorate the year
2000.

The woman looked a bit
embarrassed when she
realised the huge mistake she
had made and was very
relieved that she had not come
as close as she thought she had
to witnessing a murder.

MURDER on Muckish
Early one August morning a group of men approached Muckish on
the Carnamaddy side, but they were not armed with the normal
gear that you would expect from mountain climbers.

A pick, a shovel, a crow bar, and a large bag were what they had
on their backs. A very suspicious crowd indeed one would think!
Who were they? And what were they doing?

Anthony Gallagher and John Curran

BY MARIE DUFFY
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We were born before television,
before penicillin, polio shots,
frozen foods, Xerox, plastic,
contact lenses, videos, frisbees
and the pill. We were before
radar, credit cards, split atoms,
laser beams and ball point pens,
before dishwashers, tumble
driers, electric blankets, air
conditioners, cash dispensers,
drip-dry clothes and before man
walked on the moon!

We got married first and then
lived together (how quaint can
you be?) We thought a “Big
Mac” was an oversized raincoat
and crumpet was what we had
for tea. We existed before
husbands, computer dating,
dual careers, when a
“meaningful relationship; meant
getting along with your cousins
and “sheltered accommodation”
was where you waited for a bus.
We were before day centres,

groups homes and disposable
nappies. We’d never heard of
FM radio, tape decks, electric
typewriters, artificial foods,
word or food processors,
yoghurt or young men wearing
earrings. For us “time sharing”
meant togetherness, a “chip”
was a piece of wood or fried
potato, “hardware” meant nuts
and bolts and “software” wasn’t
a word.

Before 1940 “Made in Japan”
meant junk, the term “making
out” referred to how you did in
your exams, a “stud” was
something that fastened a collar
to a shirt and “going all the way”
meant staying on a double-
decker to the bus depot.

Pizzas, McDonalds and instant
coffee were unheard of. In our
day cigarette smoking was
fashionable, “grass” was mown,

“coke” was kept in the coal
cellar, a “joint” was the piece of
meat you had on a Sunday and
“pot” was something you
cooked in. “Rock Music” was
Grandmother’s lullaby, Eldorado
was an ice-cream, a “gay
person” was the life and soul of
the party and nothing more,
whilst “aids” meant beauty
treatment or help for someone in
trouble.

We who were born around 1940
must be a hardy bunch when
you think of the way in which
the world has changed and the
adjustments we have had to
make. No wonder we are so
confused and there is a
generation gap today. BUT by
the Grace of God - we have
survived.

Halleluiah!

WE ARE SURVIVORS
(for those born before 1949 or just after)

Charlie Gallagher
Insurances

Falcarragh, Letterkenny.

LIFE ASSURANCE PENSIONS

SAVINGS

FIRE & MOTOR INSURANCE

Phone: 074-35355 / 36168  Fax: 35355
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Tel:
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074 38257
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Casey, 
Dunfanaghy
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On a windy and stormy winters night,
The little train did steam,
Adown past Kilmacrennan,
And Lurgy’s purling stream,
She passed along down through the gap,
the Owencarrow she passed by,
Until she reached the hills of Doe,
Beneath the angry sky.

A sudden gust came from above,
Two carriages were swept o’er,
The passengers there met their death,
Leaving hearts both sad and sore,
One other soul did pass away,
Her face on earth is done,
She died in Letterkenny,
At the rising of the dawn,

A band of noble heroes,
Came from far and near,
They worked to save the wounded,
With neither dread or fear,
Bold lads from Kilmacrennan,
And from the vales of Doe,
Worked hard and sore together,
In the Valley full of woe.

Near the village of Falcarragh,
There are hearts both sad and sore,
God help the distressed family,
On the Isle of Arranmore,
I hope and trust the wounded,
Will soon be strong again,
That they will all recover,
From all their grief and pain.

God help that little family,
Living up beside the Gap,
They lost their loving Father,
In that unfortunate mishap,
I can’t mention individuals,
But must give praise to one and all,
Who helped in the disaster
Mid the hills of Donegal.

The officials of the railway,
Worked hard with craft and skill,
Each one did play a noble part,
Their duties to fulfil,
To assist the sufferers in distress,
In their lonely weary plight,
Long will our memories wander back?
To that stormy winters night.

THE VIADUCT DISASTER
By Charlene McGee
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The first section of the line was
opened for goods and
passenger traffic on the last
day of 1863. To Farland Point
and the following year to
Buncrana some twelve miles
away.

About halfway to Buncrana
there was a branch extension,
to Farland Point a distance of
three miles, from there a ferry
service of sorts connected with
Ramelton and Rathmullen. It
was all steam engines in those
days and the engines were
filled up with water at different
stations along the line. There
are seven stations between
Derry’s graving dooh and
Buncrana, halfway down is
Fahan station along the sea
where two ferries operated
here for Rathmullen.

The second extension of the
railway opened up for goods

and passengers in 1900, from
Buncrana to Carndonagh,
through the mountains to
Ballymongan, Ballyliffin and
Carndonagh. All the old
station houses were two
storeys and were finished with
cut stonework. This section of
the railway closed down
between Carndonagh and
Buncrana in 1935 after 34
years of service and was
replaced by road transport,
which rapidly expanded.

The Letterkenny extension was
opened for goods and
passengers in 1883 from
Tooban junction which is on
the Buncrana line. It ran
through the heart of the Lagan
Valley, which was very
prosperous and rich
land, it ran through
Newtowncunningham to
Manorcunningham to
Letterkenny. The Letterkenny

to Burtonport extension was
opened for goods and
passengers in 1900. It took
three years to complete this
extension, 55 miles long. This
was a great feat of engineering
with steel bridges and cuttings
where the railway had to go
through. Most of the towns and
villages were 2-2.5 miles from
each station as the railway
went through the Mountains
on the west side of Creeslough,
which was 200 yards from the
station. ‘Leaving Letterkenny
the trains first stop was at
Oldtown station, on to
Churchill then for Gartan lakes
and Glenveigh castle the birth
place of St Colmcille (AD 521).
Next to Kilmacrennan and
Doon Well. Loiter O’Friel
blesses the waters of which
during certain seasons of the
year the well is the scene of
pilgrimages for hundreds of
people seeking its healing

THE DERRY & LOUGH SWILLY
RAILWAY

Creeslough Railway Station

By Charlene McGee
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powers. Near the well is the
Rock of Doon where the
chieftains of Tirconnel and the
O’Donnell’s were crowned. A
short distance ahead is the
Owencarrow viaduct, an
engineering work of some
importance 380 yards long, 45
feet high. From the viaduct
there is a fine view of Muckish
and Errigal the two highest
mountains in Donegal. The
Owencarrow viaduct was the
scene of a terrible accident in
1925. When two carriages
were blown over on their side,
and the side of the viaduct
pulled off the rooftops of the
carriages, passengers were
thrown down the
embankment. Four people
were killed and some injured.
One local man had his eye
damaged; his name was
Dinnie McFadden from
Roscad (now Deceased). Just
beyond the viaduct is
Creeslough station. This was
the station for Rosapenna
Hotel and the Carrigart Hotel.
It is a very interesting drive
from the station. On the way
you pass Doe Castle, the
stronghold of the McSweeney
na-doe. A little further on is
Lacagh Bridge famous for its
salmon and Sea Trout River.

Continuing the journey from
Creeslough further ahead is
Dunfanaghy road station, "M"
Swynees gun, and the
beautiful Marble Hill beach.
Horn head is perhaps the most
impressive of the north
Donegal cliffs. It rises from the
sea to a height of 625 feet and
the view from the top is very
fine indeed. My great
grandfather started work as a

porter at this little station in
1910. The train carried a lot of
passengers in those days so
when the Stewarts of Ards
were travelling (which were
the gentry), he had to put a red
carpet on the platform for them
to walk to the train. They lived
in Ards house, which was later,
purchased by the Franciscan
Friars.

From Dunfanaghy road the
next station is Falcarragh,
which is two miles from the
town and where my granny
was born. It was convenient
for Tory Island and the nearest
place from which to climb
Muckish Mountain 2197 feet.
Continuing the journey the
next station is Cashelnagore
where there is famous brown
trout fishing in several lakes.
This is also the station for
Cloughaneely Irish college
during the summer months.
This little station made
headlines a few years ago
when they started filming "The
Railway Station man" and the
station got a face-lift for this
film. The film was about the
civil war.

The next station is Gweedore.
You can go fishing in the Clady
River, go sight seeing the
summit of Errigal, 2466 feet,
the highest mountain in
Donegal, or visit the Poisoned
Glen. Gweedore station served
all the villages in the area.
Then it’s on to Crolly station. It
was here that my great
grandfather was stationmaster.
He was very close to getting
shot as he saw the train
carrying British troops, when
the Irish Republican Army

boarded the train while it was
stopped at the station. This
happened during the troubles
in Ireland. At the time the
bullet holes are supposed to be
in the station wall to this day.
The train carried British
soldiers at that time. Next
station is Kincasslagh where
our famous singer Daniel
O’Donnell comes from whom
Mammy loves.

Dungloe road station was
where all inward goods were
left off for Dungloe town. It
was all Horses and carts that
transported the goods. The
Dungloe station terminus of
the railway quickly reaches
Burtonport, a fishing centre.
There is a short extension of
the line going down to the pier
so all goods and passengers
are transported to the ferry for
Arranmore Island which has a
population now of over 1000
people. At the time of the
Burtonport extension to Derry
and Loughswilly the 5th Earl of
Leitrim worked very hard to
get the line to come through
Ramelton and Milford to
Mulroy and then to Creeslough
and west Donegal. His idea
was to bring the track from
west Donegal through Mulroy
instead of via Derry. The line
was however built through
Kilmacrennan in 1903.

My house is built on the
railway line; I wish we still had
trains today. My great
grandfather was the
stationmaster in Creeslough for
years and my uncle still lives
there today.
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Creeslough is the sort of
place which guidebooks
describe as being ‘a sleepy
village in a picturesque
setting’. To an outsider
there may seem to be a quiet
air about it, but its busy
inhabitants will tell you it’s
as lively as most little towns
along the Atlantic seaboard
of north-west Donegal.

Picturesque it certainly is. It
lies on a gentle slope with
breathtaking views across the
narrowest part of Sheep Haven
Bay, one of the many sheltered
inlets on this dramatically
beautiful coastline. Along with
neighboring Falcarragh,
Dunfanaghy, Carrigart and
Downings, it now welcomes a
constant stream of summer
tourists. They come to enjoy
what is now Ards Forest Park,
visit Doe Castle, climb
Muckish Mountain (when the
mist, or ‘smir’ as we called it,
allows) and to marvel at the
spectacular scenery of Horn
Head and the Rosguill
Peninsula.

It was, and is, a wonderfully
wholesome environment in
which to grow up. In the case
of ten children of the
Gallagher family, it provided
the setting for a happy
childhood in which laughter
played a big part. My father
was the cause of merriment on
more than one occasion -- like

the day he ‘put his foot in it’.

Our home was a big country
house with an open fire in the
kitchen on which everything
was cooked, as well as
providing heat. My mother
baked homemade bread every
day in a pot oven, which was
hung on a crook over the fire.
It had a lid and when the
dough was put into the pot
oven the lid was covered with
glowing turf from the fire to
bake the bread. It was always
beautiful.

One day mother was kneading
the dough and putting it into
the pot oven in front of the fire
to rise, nicely pressing it down.
My father was a lovely man,
but if he lost something and
couldn’t find it he would get
into a terrible state, or ‘steer’ as
we say in Donegal, with
impatience. There was a
mantelpiece above the
scullery door upon which
stood a clock and lots of bits
and pieces were stored, if they
were not behind the plates on
the kitchen dresser. So while
mother was attending to the
bread making, close by my
father was rustling around the
kitchen looking for something.
He climbed onto a chair to
look on the mantelpiece. As he
stood down he put his foot
right into the pot oven full of
sticky dough. He was so mad
he ran around the kitchen

kicking off the pot and the
dough from his foot. I don’t
know who was the angrier - he
or my mother whose bread
was ruined - and he still didn’t
find what he was looking for.
Meanwhile, the rest of us were
creased with laughter.

My father was rushing out to
work one day. He was never
late for anything. This
particular morning everyone
had slept in. My mother would
usually make a sandwich for
his lunch - or ‘piece’ as he
called it - the night before.
There was no time for
breakfast that morning so he
picked up his package and ran
off to work. He caught up with
his mate, Mickey McFadden,
who worked with him. Mickey
had this habit of having a big
long SNIFF, and he hardly ever
laughed. He said to father
"What’s that ticking under your
arm?" My father opened the
package and discovered, not
his Lunch, but an alarm clock,
which had been wrapped for
bringing to the clock mender
for repair. They both laughed
heartily. He returned to get his
lunch but was still laughing
and was not in the bad humour
that he left the house earlier.
He never used that clock again
- the cause of all his troubles
and his lateness for work.

I wasn’t actually born in
Creeslough - my parents had

Bridie Gallagher
T h e  G i r l  f r o m  D o n e g a l

C h i l d h o o d  i n  C r e e s l o u g h
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lived briefly in two other
houses at Cashellilly and Doe.
On the other side of this
second house lived a family
called Stewarts. The two
families grew as one over the
years. The son, Willie, became
a close friend of our family and
later a good neighbour. He
was always a frequent visitor
or ‘raker’ as we called him in
Donegal, and a great comfort
during troubled times. He
always treated us as his
younger brothers and sisters.

My parents had ten children -
three boys and seven girls of
which I was the second
youngest. They had tough
times bringing up a large
family in those days. But both
of them were hard working
and thrifty people who always
seemed to be able to make
ends meet. My father, being a
first class gardener, bought up
more land alongside the
original lot given to him by the
Stewert Bams. This included a
lovely orchard and garden in
which he cultivated all kinds
of vegetable and fruit. The ten
apple trees in the orchard were
named after each child in the
family. As it happened, my tree
bore crab apples - which
maybe says something about
me! We also had all our own
potatoes and father planted
corn in the fields so we had
our own oatmeal. When the
corn was threshed, my father
brought bags of it over to what
we called the Big Mill near
Falcarragh to have it made into
meal. It was transported to and
from the mill by donkey and
cart - a round trip of 24 miles.

While my father was busy
providing for the family from
the orchard and farm, my
mother was busy in the home
providing food and clothes. In

common with all big families,
my elder sisters did their bit
helping out in the household
from quite an early age. There
were no washing machines or
dishwashers in those days! As
we all grew up we each had
our own jobs to do around the
home, which stood us in good
stead as the years passed by.
Nobody could ever say that
the Gallaghers were not good
workers. We all grew up and
later left home to make our
individual ways in the world.

When I was very young I used
to sit up watching my mother
making little dresses for my
younger sister Maggie and I for
Sunday Mass on an old foot
pedal Singer sewing machine.
So even the sewing machine in
our house was a ‘singer’! Apart
from the dressmaking, which
was a skill I learned from my
mother, she also made all her
own jam. This lasted the whole
year and included apple,
gooseberry, blackcurrant,
strawberry, rhubarb and
blackberry. I always watched
mother do these things, and at
times helped, thus learning at
the same time about good
housekeeping. I was always a
‘devil’ for cooking, baking and
cleaning - and God knows

there was never any shortage
of that. It was our way of life
and we were always self-
sufficient.

I always preferred any job
inside the house to outside as I
always felt the cold very much.
Perhaps I just hated getting my
hands dirty. We had all our
own ducks, chickens, turkeys,
cows, pigs, a horse and a
donkey. I loathed the job of
milking the cows, which I did
as seldom as I could. I
probably tortured the poor
animals and I learnt that if you
were not interested in doing
something it would not be a
success. I also hated gathering
potatoes on cold October days
after school. I had to gather
them, following the horse and
plough, so it was hard and
filthy work. You certainly did
not want to be fussy about
your fingernails! However, in
later years, my father was able
to get a tractor and machinery
for doing this work so this
torture then ended. The
potatoes lay there ready to be
picked up and we didn’t have
to ‘hoke’ for them.

As children we were very
fortunate. We had very caring
parents, a lovely home, and

Bridie’s home in Ards where she was reared.
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without doubt we were very
healthy. All of us had such
great appetites I don’t know
how mother and father
managed to feed us. As they
say, we would ‘eat the Lamb of
God’! There were no such
luxuries as school dinners. If
you were lucky, you took a
sandwich of bread and jam
with you to school. On a
Monday, there was usually no
bread in the house, since we
frequently had visitors on the
Sunday. My mother was either
so charitable or afraid to ‘let
herself down’ she would give
all the bread to the Sunday
visitors wholeheartedly. This
meant no sandwiches for
school the next day. So on the
way home from school that
day we would eat berries from
the bushes along the road,
especially sloes - which I now
really dislike. We would also
go into neighbours’ fields to
pick a turnip for eating raw.
We regarded this as a lovely
feast. During autumn we
would eat nuts off the trees.
When I was about seven I used
to call at two different houses
on the way home from school,
about half a mile apart, and
ask for a glass of water. I knew
full well that the two old ladies
living in these houses would
offer me bread and jam, or
better still, bread and butter
with sugar on the top. That
would keep me going until I
got home and then later we
had our dinner of buttered
potatoes toasted by the fire
with a glass of milk. Later still,
when father and my eldest
brother Jim got home from
work, we got our share of what
ever was going. Meals were
simple then. We only had meat
at weekends - usually chicken
or bacon -although there was
always some meat for father
and our eldest brother Jim

during the week.
Many years later, my mother,
sitting as usual by the fire,
would tell how my other
brother John would rush in
from school every single day
and say: "What is it today,
Mam?" She laughed heartily
because, as she said, she didn’t
know why he bothered asking
since it was always the same
answer - potatoes and butter!
On a Friday we had what is
known in Donegal as
‘poundies’. This was potatoes
and butter mashed with onions
- a great favourite of everyone
in the family. Desserts, like
jelly and custard, were only to
be had on Sundays or when
visitors called, or when
someone in the family was
sick. My brother Josie once
had jaundice and he cried:
"Why are you forcing me to
have this custard now when
I’m sick and can’t eat it, when
I never get it when I’m well?"

I used to love being out in the
hay and cornfields helping
with the harvest. The weather
then seemed so much warmer
and we would look forward to
mother bringing out the tea
with hot buttered currant
bread and rhubarb jam

Another reason we were
fortunate as children was the
fact that we often received
hand-me-down clothes from
the Stewart Bam family. These
were usually of the highest
quality. I was once given a
lovely blue coat with a fur
collar, which was the envy of
all my pals at school. I had
started school at Massinass at
the age of five and had to walk
two miles there and back each
day. Pupils used to jokingly
call our little country school
‘Massinass Academy’.

From a very young age I
thought I didn’t want to follow
in the footsteps of my elder
sisters. Not that I thought
myself any better than them -
only different. I wanted to be a
singer and go to America; little
knowing then that it would all
come to pass! The man who
helped me achieve my
ambition was Father Andrew
(Dr Andrew to be accurate).
He came to Ards Friary when I
was a mere baby, and as the
years went by he became my
very closest friend and a great
source of comfort and solace
to me in times of worry. We
kept in close contact right up
to his death a few years ago.
He was the first person to
encourage me to sing in public
at Creeslough Hall. He said
then: "You have a God-given
talent in your voice so use it to
your best ability".

When the Franciscan Friars
first came to Ards there were
no local laundries or washing
machines so they asked my
mother to do the laundering of
their vestments and clothing.
She agreed, as it was a great
opportunity to supplement
father’s wages. It could,
however, be a big problem,
especially during wet weather
when there would be washing
drying on clotheshorses all
over the kitchen and other
rooms in the house. It’s a
wonder we all didn’t get
tuberculosis living in the damp
atmosphere created by heaps
of wet laundry everywhere.

At that time we had a pony
and trap, but I was scared of
the pony. However my sister
Maggie could handle him
well, particularly when he
took fits of temper and started
to run riot. How we escaped
injury, or even death, with that
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animal I will never understand.

There were very few cars on
the roads then and when the
friars needed to go to
Letterkenny they had to walk
two miles up to the main road
to catch a bus outside the
‘Rockhouse’, one of the
original gatehouses of the
Stewart Bam estate. One day
on returning from such a trip,
Fr Andrew spotted Maggie and
I on the pony-trap on our way
to deliver the laundry, neatly
packed in a big hamper, to the
friary. Being a great practical
joker, he crept up behind the
cart and started swaying it
back and forth and then
shouted to Maggie, the driver:
"What’s the matter Maggie,
can ye not steer that yoke at
all?" He was doubled up with
laughing but we were too
frightened to utter a word.

Fr Andrew was just one of
many ‘characters’ in the area
around my home. One of these
colourful people was known
as Johnny Andy. He used to
travel around the county
carrying a wee suitcase full of
pins, needles, cotton threads,
combs, shoe brushes, and
polish which he sold from
house to house. He would be
invited into every home for a
‘drap o’ tae’ and sometimes a
few ‘spuds and milk’ to keep
him going on his journeys. He
was a pleasant and harmless
‘cratur’ but people would
always be ‘taking a hand’ out
of him, or teasing him - but
Johnny was never stuck for an
answer. On the 10th of every
month there was a fair in
Creeslough, an event common
in every town around
Donegal, and Johnny was
always there. He was always
talking about donkeys but on
this occasion the discussion

among the men was the lovely
new moon that night. The men
asked Johnny: "Is that an old or
new moon?" to which Johnny
replied, "Awk, sure I wouldn’t
know, I’m a stranger in these
parts". No matter what the
conversation, or time of year,
he would always finish by
saying: "That was a grand fair
of donkeys!"

When I was about 12 I decided
I would like to work in the
local post office, which was
also a shop. The fascination of
learning to use the telephone
exchange really appealed to
me and I became ‘hooked’ on
phones. (Much to my regret
today when I see my phone
bill!). Every day after school I
would go to work for a few
hours in the post office, which
was halfway between school
and home, serving behind the
counter. The postmistress had
a fierce temper and would
often scold me in front of the
customers and show me up
whenever I did something not
to her liking. I mortally hated
being degraded like this and
could never candidly answer
what I really had in mind when
she scolded: "Are you stupid or
something?"

However, the one important
thing I learnt in that job was
honesty. I used to have to
sweep up the shop and tidy the
office after closing each day.
One day I found a pound note,
which I handed over to the
postmistress. It was pension
day and obviously one of the
old folk had dropped it. The
next day an elderly man came
in and enquired if anyone had
found a pound note, which
was a lot of money in those
days (my father at that time
earned only £4 or £5 pounds a
week as a forester). The

postmistress told him that I had
handed in the money the night
before. Much to my surprise
the man gave me two and
sixpence as a reward for my
honesty. It was a lesson well
learnt.

As children we were always
able to amuse ourselves in and
outside the house. If mother
and father were away
shopping or at a wake some of
the older brothers or sisters
would be left in charge. Our’s
was a big country house where
the kitchen also served as a
family living room with the
traditional dresser in the
corner full of plates of different
patterns and sizes. Things were
put in the drawer of the dresser
or behind the plates for
safekeeping. There was at that
time no television or radio in
the house, but every member
of the family could play the
fiddle or melodeon (and in
later years, the accordion) and
sing and dance. We all had
Irish dancing lessons in
Creeslough Hall on Saturdays.

We used to get old curtains or
bed sheets and hang them over
the scullery door secured by a
few nails, and in front of this
put the kitchen table. This
provided us with a ‘stage’.
There was a chair in front and
behind to climb up onto it.
Then we would all do our
individual turns. Those were
my very first shows, with my
older brother and sisters
accompanying me on fiddle
and accordion.

During the summer days we
girls would go out to the steps
at the front of the house to skip
while my brothers played
football. We were like
monkeys in that we also spent
a lot of time climbing trees
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around the house and ‘walking
the gates’, which meant tip-
toeing along the tops of gates
like tightrope walkers in the
circus. Many a fall we had too.
Once we were out in the
‘planting’, which was an area
of trees beside the house. My
sister Grace climbed this large
elm tree, but clambered well
above her reach and got stuck.
All we could hear was the
screaming and crying: "Get me
down, get me down - my hips
is choked!" meaning that her
knickers were caught on the
branch!!

When there was snow or a
heavy frost we would go up to
a sloping field owned by a
neighbour, Dan Tague, and
make slides with our feet and
ski down hills using metal skis
made from the rims of old
cartwheels. As this land was
rarely cultivated there were a
lot of tall benweeds growing in
the field. As young children we
made little pretend cars out of
the benweeds piled high
around us with some to sit on
as car seats, using an old pram
wheel for the steering wheel.
So much of this play was based
on very fertile imaginations.
We also often went bird
watching and looking for
nests, although never to steal
eggs or destroy them - only to
look. I once found a
corncrake’s nest in the middle
of rushes. The little chicks
were black or very deep brown
in colour. I foolishly took them
home to mother but she made
me take them back again
before the parent bird
returned. I hated to part with
them but, as always mother
knew best. Many a harvest
night we could hardly get to
sleep with the noise of the
corncrakes in the surrounding
fields. They sang well into the

small hours sounding like a
pendulum of a noisy old clock
ticking.

Unfortunately these old
country sounds are
disappearing with the advent
of modern farming techniques
and machinery. Combine
harvesters have destroyed the
nesting grounds of the birds,
although I know some
enlightened farmers, if they
know a corncrake’s nest is in a
field, they will plough around
the nest site to avoid damage
to these now-rare birds.
We also played marbles on the
kitchen floor, usually having
many fights in the process.
Sometimes we had outings on
a Sunday to neighbours’
houses to play marbles with
other children. A particular
woman used to complain: "If
ye don’t lift them marbles I’ll
smash them!" We would laugh
at the thought of this because
she had enormous feet and we
could visualize her flattening
the marbles with her size 11
shoes. On other occasions we
had outings to the nearby
Sheep Haven Strand when the
tide was out to collect cockles
and mussels. We’d light a fire
on the beach and cook the
shellfish and have a picnic
with bread and butter and
scallions (spring onions) and
tea. Those were lovely days. At
other times we would go
further afield to Lucky Shell
beach near the Ards Friary. If
father was with us he would
collect dulse and carrageen
moss while we played in the
sand collecting ‘lucky’ shells.
Strange as it might seem, being
born and bred by the sea, none
of the family at that time could
swim. There was no one to
teach us.

Another of our indoor games

was Blind Man’s Buff and
many a bump we got then. My
mother must have been
‘deeved’ (deafened) and
distracted by this game. Worse
again, from the point of noise,
was card playing on winters’
nights. Old Maid and Snap
were the favourites but prone
to terrible rows and shouting.
We were still, however, a
Happy Family.
I also had a very good
education at Massinass
School. The teachers were
very particular about grammar
and diction, which always
stood me in good stead in my
singing career. I loved school
and actually spent the last two
years in the 7th grade. My only
disappointment was not
getting the £5 from the
Government for speaking Irish.
I was top of the class at
reading, writing, spelling and
speaking Irish but when I sat
my exam with the other pupils
for the £5 grant I was refused
because my father was not a
fluent speaker, which
apparently was a stipulation. I
was ever so disappointed as I
had worked hard and could
not understand why the
Government treated children
like that especially when they
were apparently so anxious to
encourage the use of the
language. I firmly believe that
Irish people should be able or
have the chance to speak their
native tongue and, indeed, in
recent years have myself
returned to classes to refresh
my knowledge of the Irish
language.
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The Meaning of the Lammas Fair
BY SARA MCCAFFREY

Lammas is the feast of the fruits of the harvest in August, usually celebrated on August 1st. This

also coincides with the period of Lughnasa from July 25th to August 12th. In historic times

Lughnasa was held on August 1st and was traditionally recognised as the beginning of the

autumn season.

The name Lammas derives from an old Anglo Saxon word Hlaf Maesse-Loaf mass, since it was

the custom for each family to present to the church bread made from the first of the wheat. In

other words it was a festival of the first fruits.

The auld Lammas fair at Ballycastle is the oldest in Ireland. Sir Randal McDonnell, Earl of

Antrim received a charter from King James 1st in 1606 for the holding of several fairs including

the Lammas fair, although this was a well established event. It was a continuation of the festival

of Lughnasa, in honour of Lugh, the god of light and genius. The feast was Christianised.

In Ireland the name Lammas came in with the English and Scottish settlers. It was never passed

over into Gaelic speech where the word Lughnasa still prevailed, but, no doubt, because it

expressed the concept of Lughnasa it was widely used by the old natives of Ireland when they

turned to the English language. In England and Scotland Lammas kept its association with the

first of August and so the term Lammas day was common. It can be said the representative

Irishman of the period 1690 to 1900 was the peasant. All other ranks of Irishmen depended on

him. Fairs became of the utmost importance, for only at fairs could the peasant sell his produce

and get money to pay the rent. At many places in Ireland the Lammas fair or Gooseberry fair

stood out for people from all other fairs of the year as occasions of enjoyment. The buying and

selling of farm animals seemed less important than the fun, the crowds to be seen, the stalls,

standings and sideshows. For many a country child a visit to the Lammas fair or Gooseberry

fair was the first exciting experience of the big world, for teenagers no greater opportunity’s

need for an occasional communal merry making. The Lammas fair was held in Creeslough on

the 10th of August. The monthly fair was held in 1966 or 1967, when marts were built in the

county for the sale of farm animals. However, the revival of the Lammas fair at the Creeslough

festival this year was such a success that it is hoped that this will become an annual event. It is

hoped that our people in England and Scotland will take their annual holiday at this time and

come home to enjoy the Lammas fair.

References: Cathal Dallat “The old Lammas fair at Ballycastle”

“Fairs and markets in Ulster”

Maire McNeill “ The Festival of Lughnasa” 
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St Michael’s pioneer
centre was established
in Cashelmore in

December 1951, when Fr.
Deeney came here as curate.
There was some pioneers in
the parish already, some
having joined away at school
and college and some joined
with the central council in
Dublin. Meetings were held
monthly in the parochial
house, Cashelmore, until the
new church was built in
Creeslough in 1971.

The original council members
were Coleman Casey, John
Harkin, Gus Gibbons, Dan
Sheridan, Mandy Galagher
(Craig), John Brogan
(Carnamaddy), Frank Kelly
(Massinass). Later Seamus

O’Colla, Sara McCaffrey,
Eileen O’Donnell, Mick
Brogan, Cormac Trearty, Sadie
Wilkinson, Paddy McGinley
(Swillybrin), Paddy McBride
(Doe Point) and Joe
Connaghan were recruited at a
later stage.

B. McGinley, Eileen
McLaughlin and Margaret Ann
McGinley (Gortnalake),
Jimmie Lafferty (Faugher),
Margaret McFadden
(Killoughcannon), Josie
Rodden (Terlin), Una Lafferty
and Bridget Doherty and
Maura Friel, Mary O’Reilly,
Neil Wilkinson, James Boyce
and Terence Ferry
(Dunfanaghy) all served as
council members.

At the monthly meetings
members were appointed to
receive applications for
membership at the church
door. Pioneer magazines were
distributed and junior and
juvenile pioneers were also
looked after. The centre kept in
touch with pioneers who had
emigrated to England and
Scotland. Pioneer socials were
held at regular intervals and
guest speakers were invited to
address these meetings, among
those speakers were Fr. David
O.F.M. Cap, Fr. Godfrey
O.F.M. Cap and another guest
speaker was Canon Phil Boyle
P.P. Gweedore, who spoke
about the temperance meeting
held at Medal Hill Cashelmore
on the 15th June 1841 when
Fr. Matthew, Franciscan

ST. MICHAEL’S PIONEER CENRE
-  C R E E S L O U G H  -  

By Sara McCaffrey

A Pioneer function in Creeslough Hall in the mid 1970’s

From (L-R) Fr. Dargan S.J., (central director P.T.A.A.), Mona Gibbons, Seamus O’Colla, Patricia McClafferty, Barney
McClafferty, Sara McCaffrey, Margaret McElhinney, Eileen O’Donnell, James Boyce, Peggy McGinley, Fr. Deeney C.C.  
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Capuchin priest, distributed
temperance medals to those
who promised to keep the
pledge. One person who
received a medal from Fr.
Matthew was Canon Boyle’s
grandfather who walked all the
way from Doochary to the
meeting. A number of people
from the parish took the pledge
and their temperance medals
are probably in their homes to
this day. It is reckoned that
well over three thousand
people were present at that
meeting in 1841.

The story is told in the parish
about a lame girl who was
cured by Fr. Matthew while
they were crossing the rough
ground from Screig an Fheich
to Medal hill, which is now in
the forestry ground.

A large crowd from the pioneer
centre attended the pioneer
pilgrimage to Knock on 19th
September 1954 when Seamus
O’Colla was one of the
stewards. For this occasion a
pioneer banner trimmed with
gold and costing £8 pounds 10
shillings was purchased from
Mary Forrest Ltd, Dublin. John
and Mick Brogan made the
poles and crossbar.

Dramas and sketches were
performed at some of the
pioneer socials, notably
Campbell of Kilmore, The
rising of the moon and Caitlin
Ni, it was at one of these
functions held around St
Patrick’s day 1966, that the
idea emerged of staging a
Pageant to commemorate the

rising of 1916. This was a
memorable occasion with
great support from the whole
parish.

A mass was celebrated on
Medal hill in the afternoon of
21st August 1988. This was
very well attended. Fr. David
O.F.M Cap was chief celebrant
and the choir and whole
congregation sang the hymns

"Hail Queen of Heaven"
"Make me a channel of your

peace"
"Sweet heart of Jesus"

"Cead Mile Failte Romhat"
"Hail glorious St. Patrick"
And "Faith of our Fathers"

Again, a very moving historic
occasion.

For a long time, the pioneer
council members were loyal to
the meetings, recruiting new
members, looking after the
juniors and keeping contact
with our emigrants. But time
was taking its toll and the older
members could no longer
serve as active council
members. It is to their credit
that James Boyce and the late
Seamus O’Colla kept the
branch alive and distributed
the pioneer magazines in the
lean years until a new and
vibrant council was formed.
This active enthusiastic
council of Catherine Sheridan,
Mona Gibbons, Kathleen
Boyle, Mary Doohan and
Margaret Anne O’Reilly have
done Trojan work in recruiting
new pioneers, particularly
young people. They also
encouraged the older
members to receive silver and

gold badges. They organised a

wonderful celebration for the

golden jubilee of St Michael’s

centre this year, with a mass in

St Michael’s church at which

Fr, McGuckian, S.J., central

director of the pioneer

movement, was present and

preached an interesting

sermon. A large number of

new members were admitted

nineteen young pioneers. Five

silver badges and three gold

badges were distributed. This

was followed by an enjoyable

social evening in Ards.

At every pioneer council

meeting the pioneer prayer,

called the "Heroic Offering", is

recited and all pioneers are

encouraged to recite this

prayer morning and night. The

"Heroic Offering" is so called

because it is a life-pledge. The

pioneer association aims at

promoting temperance largely

by the influence of good

example and above all prayer.

The spiritual motives are

enshrined in the heroic

offering.

"For thy greater glory and

consolation, o sacred heart of

Jesus, for thy sake to give good

example, to practice self-

denial, to make to thee for the

sins of intemperance, and for

the conversion of excessive

drinkers, I will abstain for life

from all intoxicating drink".
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I came to Ards friary as
guardian in September 1994
from Church Street in Dublin.
You can appreciate that
coming from a noisy city to the
tranquillity and peace that is to
be found in Ards was a great
change for me. I remember
wakening the first few
mornings and the only noise I
could hear was the singing of
the birds and the lapping of the
waves down below the house.
It was so peaceful.

I will miss the seasons as I
have got to know them in
Ards- spring seemed to come
that bit earlier there, summer
seemed to last longer, autumn
brought the glorious array of
colours to the trees all around
and winter gave a completely
different dimension, some
days the sea would be like a
mirror and going around for
walks especially the path
along at Lady Isabella’s garden
and going out to the metal man
afforded such magnificent
views across to Carrigart and
Downings. Days when you
could see the force of the  huge
white waves coming around
the point and up the bay, these

scenes all told their own story.
How angry the sea could get
and upset as we humans all do
and then the placid, calm
water told us the sea was at
peace again just as with a little
help from God, our minds and
hearts can too.
Ards is such a wonderful place
to go for a walk and think
things through and I can well
understand why so many
people come from all over the
country to walk or to sit by the
sea but most of all to reflect
and I always felt that in Ards
one was very close to God.
I had sad occasions during my
time there when I think back
on the death of Father David
for example. He was so well
known and loved by everyone
and everything to do with trees
and nature meant so much to
him. Father David now rests in
the little burial plot amongst
his beloved trees. Brother
Gabriel also died during my
time in Ards. He was a gentle
brother who had spent years

on the missions, he built
Churches and his hands were
involved in the work of the
mission all his life. God rest
both of them.

Then, I have memories of so
many joyful occasions ;
Christmas Eve after midnight
mass when the congregation
would gather with us for tea,
the children would receive
their chocolate Santa’s and
hurry home to get to bed.
Again, after the Holy Saturday
vigil we would all gather for
tea and I enjoyed meeting
everyone. Friendliness and
kindness are the keywords I
would connect with the
Donegal people. I will have
very special memories.

I thank the community for their
help and co-operation during
my time in Ards Friary, the staff
both inside the house and
outside and the workers from
FAS who have contributed so
much to the work which you

Brother Kevin Crowley O.F.M Cap. 
Guardian Ard Mhuire

Brother Kevin in a reflective mood

The New friary 
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see all around the Friary. I
came here in September and
the first FAS workers began
work in October and we have
got on very well together ever
since and I’m grateful for their
support and their friendship.
The new roof needed for the
Friary was a big task and an
unexpected task for myself and
the community but thanks to

the wonderful help of Bishop
Boyce, the clergy of the
Diocese, the committee and
the very kind people from all
over the country and outside it
who contributed and people
who organised events, the
money that was needed came
in and the new roof is in place
thanks to Willie Sheridan the
contractor.

I take with me loads of
memories, all of them good
and it just comes to my mind a
little saying I heard many years
ago "take away memories, just
leave footprints behind".

Brother Kevin Crowley 
O.F.M. Cap.

Some locals having a football match with the brothers.

The old Friary
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With our fervent ever busy
lifestyles, the dribbling leak of
the past is surely being
plugged and replaced by the
flowing future. The past has
become a dying history, of
near little interest to today’s
fixed forwardness, their eyes
are set in tomorrow, recalling
the past with contempt of
impoverished times. Although
they were indeed plagued with
poverty they got by and better
still they didn’t grumble.

So now, I invite you back to a
different Creeslough, I
encourage you to become part
of the past where grams were
ounces and pounds were
shillings and pence. A
retrospective look of progress
personified? Or just a cosy tale
of times gone by?

Harkin’s of Derryart begins
your time travel with their
shop which accompanied the
era of the old veneer factory.
Here you could purchase
some confectionery in the
1970’s, while being served by
Nan Harkin you could
converse with the factory
workers.

At Josie O’ Reilly’s of
Cashelmore, Josie himself, a
former employee of Harrods,
would serve you a full week’s
shopping and perhaps a
newspaper bearing the 1960’s
date. His twenty-year

commitment impressed onto
the people of the townlands
and earned him the lasting
recognition of "Josie’s Brae"
where his shop was situated.
Further on up on the
Creeslough course you will
shortly reach the Rock House
on the Ards road this doubled
for the purposes of a gatehouse
but in the ‘30’s it serviced its
patrons with general
provisions.

After replenishing your stocks
from here you are revitalised
enough to continue your
journey up to Massinass where
Harkin’s may steal your
attention. As you browse
through this extensive
establishment you may note
that it was this very store that
the first ready-made garment
arrived in the 1890’s. It came
with the name of a polkie; a
woman’s tight fitted jacket. But
if such garments lacked your
imagination then many
materials were available e.g.
sparava, cotton and wool
among others. This business
merited much affluence and
stimulated prosperity in
Creeslough in the 40’s with its
wholesale outlook for both
business people and towns
folk. 

Hurrying along to the ‘80’s you
meet Margaret Gallagher who
in her outlet can sell you all
kinds of tempting sugar treats

or can re-energise your motor
vehicle with gasoline. 
So, leaving the car behind and
returning to the ‘30’s we arrive
at Ms. Cassidy’s Irish lace and
linen shop who taught the
manufacture of Irish lace and
in doing so empowered people
in such home industries.

Continuing up the street you
will shortly find yourself at
Mary Anne Harkin’s, who was
the proprietor of an eclectic
little establishment. Here one
could purchase many different
items and she prepared
animals for export. This too
was the first shop to sell ice
cream in Creeslough and is
renowned for the milkshakes. 
The ‘50’s butchers and bottling
store was located on the
MagherRoarty Road and run
by Eddie McGinley. The not
long closed Josephine
Gallagher’s drapery store
followed this right up to the
‘90’s. 

Once you’ve spent your
earnings here you may saunter
out up to the former cope,
where again you would obtain
necessary provisions and
groceries at the Market House. 
Skipping past the present
places of retail onto the
venerable "Doe Co-operative
Agricultural Society" this
building housed everything,
without even the slightest
conception of the word you

C R E E S L O U G H
at Your Convenience

If today you decided to visit the high street of Creeslough, you may call
into the existing establishments without a distant thought for their
previous ancestral occupants. Your errands could be hazardlessly
completed with no such regard for past traditions, and then why should

By Cordelia Lafferty 
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must understand it
encapsulated all kinds of
things under the heading of
"every"! From drapery to
household to gardening
implements to farm supplies it
was there for the people and
the people are still speaking

highly of it this proves its worth
to the people of Creeslough
and its hinterland.

Ms. Wilkinson’s drapery and
Jimmy Doherty’s Pawnshop
end our shadowy stroll
through Creeslough’s former

shopping days. Although it
was only a spectral silhouette
of the past it informed of some
of the old outlets and now lets
them live in your memory or
perhaps a single thought in
hindsight concerning their
prosperous parts played on the

Local businesses in 1916 
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In 1957 there was a terrible
storm and many trees were
blown down in the forestry. 
A man called Albert Lycks sent
for a man called Franz
Valgenbourg to come to
Ireland. Franz Valgenbourg cut
the timber from the fallen
trees. It was then sent to Belfast
and from there to Liverpool.
Albert Lycks formed a
company called "Irish National
Veneers" The Veneer factory
was built in 1960 by Barr
contractors.

The timber was sent mainly
from Africa. The types of wood
used were Mahogany, teak,
oak, yew, walnut and ash. Ash
needed more attention
because it had to be steamed
in a pit before it could be used. 
Both Men and Women worked
in the factory with Men doing
the heavier work, Women’s
work was counting the veneer.
One woman worked in the
canteen while others worked
in the office.

There were three different
types of machinery used in the
factory; there were two slicers,
one peeler, and one trimmer. A
man had to light a fire every

morning at 5.30am. The fire
would start the boiler; the
boiler then heated the veneer
making it easier to slice. The
fire burnt turf, coal and waste
veneer. Three to four lorry
loads of turf came from
Gweedore every week.

Heavy veneer had to go
through a drier before it went
into the trimmer. It was packed
in crates and then loaded on to
lorries and driven to Belfast. 
There were three shifts worked

everyday in the veneer factory;
a steam whistle would blow
for the lunch breaks and the
end of shifts. Most workers
walked or cycled to work.

The boiler had to be cleaned
every Saturday. The chimney is
120 feet high and is still
standing to this day. The
veneer factory closed in 1982
and was a great loss of
employment to the
community.    

The Veneer Factory.

(L-R) Sophie Gallagher, Cass Brogan,
Ena Langan, Mae Roarty, Annie
Durning, Rita Ferry, Mary Cullion. Nora Lafferty, Thomas Jacob and Rita Ferry.

DERRYART VENEER FACTORY
by Mary Ferry



T H E

26

Grace Gallagher (Diver) Mary Hunter Ards.

Body & Paint 
Specialists
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Paddy Doohan was born on
17th September 1917, his
Father was Roger Doohan and
his Mother was Mary Doohan
(nee Sweeney) from Devlin,
Creeslough.

He was born one of 8 children
unfortunately 3 died when
they were young. I asked
Paddy what School did he go
to? "I went to school in
Kilmacloo when I was 5 years
old the teacher was Neilly
McFadden from Gweedore
and then we went up to the
new school in Glassan in 1928
the first teacher was Michael
O’Donnell.

Paddy takes a pause probably
thinking of his school days, he
then tells me "things were a lot
different in those days
compared to now you would
go tae school in your bare feet
and two turf with you, people
walked everywhere now you
have buses and cars taking the
wanes to school then they go
to Falcarragh till they’re
eighteen, we left school at

fourteen. I asked Paddy what
he did when he left school
"there was very little work, I
helped my father on the farm,
when I was seventeen I went
tae Scotland for a while, come
back and got married at
nineteen, she was Bridget
Boyle from Gleck. Paddy and
Bridget had 4 children but one
died. Paddy built his house in
the 1940’s, the Wilkin brothers
from Magheroarty did all the
stonework for £30. Paddy
laughs "the wife bought
linoleum for the kitchen floor
and that cost £40 ten years
later"

Paddy did the entire plastering
and timberwork himself.

Paddy went back to Scotland
in 1962 to work again, he
worked as a steel fixer, he took
his trade all over Britain.
Paddy tells me he was very
fond of playing the fiddle, he
learned it after he left school,
he played in McNulty’s bar for
twelve years "there were some
great fiddle players years ago
Dan Doogan, Micky Doyle,
John McFadden and a old man
from Gortnalake they called
John McCarry he was one of
the best fiddlers around. We
didn’t get paid for playing, we
played for the fun of it. When
did your wife die Paddy "she
will be dead twelve years"?
There was an old woman up in
Gleck home from America,
Katie Boyle they called her,
she would go to the strand and
come back with 3 or 4 bags of
cockles and mussels even
sloak, they were hard times."

What do you think of all the
changes "I don’t know if the
changes are for the better,
there was less money in them
days but better craic, people
helped each other more and
visited houses far more, the
best time here was when they
had the free beef, there was 14
pound of beef coming in to this
house every week, that was the
time DeValera got in
government they owed the
U.K. three and half million
DeValera wouldn’t pay so they
wouldn’t import the cattle
from Ireland." Paddy shows me
a photograph of the Drumboe
martyrs "them were very sad
times there was a captain
Cannon up in Creeslough he
was shot dead during the civil
war I think he was from
Lettermacaward."I asked
Paddy what were his first
memories of Creeslough town
" there was the old Post Office
the Cope where George Hay,
Brian McGinley, and Billy
Durning worked. Patsy
Connaghan had a shop across
the road from the old Barracks,
Mrs Wilkinson’s shop, Mrs
Cassidy’s and then you had
Frank Sweeney’s Pub which is
now McNulty’s Bar, Ferry’s
Pub and Charles John
Durning's there was some
great craic in the fair days in
the pubs. Paddy enjoys life to
the full, he likes his wee drink
and the dancing and I found it
a pleasure to talk to him. 

A n  I n t e r v i e w  w i t h

Paddy Doohan

Paddy enjoying playing music. 
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Creeslough Community Day
Centre is an integral part of the
local community. It was
opened in December 1996. St.
Vincent De Paul society in
conjunction with Donegal Co.
Council and the North
Western Health Board funded
the project. Attached to the
centre are 14 houses for the
elderly and is known as St.
Michael’s Terrace.

The centre is opened 3 days a
week Tuesday, Wednesday and
Thursday. The centre is very
popular with the elderly; on
average 30 people attend each
day, they are collected at their
homes and are brought to the
centre from 11o’clock until 4
o’clock. They are served a
good home cooked meal and
take part in several activities.
The supervisor is Kathleen
Kelly who usually has a staff of
4 who are supplied by the
community employment
scheme.

Depending on funding,
outings are organised. During
2001 four excursions took
place, this was due to the fact
that funds from the new years
day swim at Marble Hill was
granted to the centre. Several
groups for meetings also use
the centre; Educational classes
and is a great asset to the
community. Also housed in the
centre is the Creeslough sub
office of Sheephaven Credit
union.  

The first FAS workers to work in the day centre, Sally Gallagher, Margaret
O’Brien, Frank Kelly and the supervisor Kathleen Kelly. 

Creeslough Community 
D A Y C E N T R E

Creeslough Community 
D A Y C E N T R E

Seamus Harkin welcomes the first person Joe Doherty to the Day Centre.

Rose Margaret Wilkinson, Ailish Crampsie, Rose Herraghty, Bridget Gallagher
and Rose Brogan on a recent outing to Inishowen.
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St Michael’s church, Cahelmore, was probably the oldest church used by the Catholics of the
diocese of Raphoe. Two inscriptions set in the eastern wall inform us that Father Bernard Rodan
built the church in 1784 and re-built by Father Peter Gallagher in 1830. Here traditions diverge,

one account giving the credit for acquiring the site to a priest of the penal days. Fr. Ennis McBride,
who died in Casey in 1794 and lies buried in Clondahorkey graveyard, a somewhat stronger tradition
asserts that the priest who got the site was the Franciscan, Father Dominic Curden who died in 1809
and whose grave is in the cemetery beside  Doe Castle. Father Dominic also ministered to the people
in Penal times, and the story goes that he prevailed upon the landlord, William Wray, "old William
Wray", of Ards, to grant a site for a Chapel. Father Dominic, whose persuasive powers matched his
zeal, then prevailed upon his cousin, Father Rodan or Rodden (a native of the parish, who was P.P.,
Killybegs) to undertake the burden of building a church. Perhaps both priests appealed to "old
William".

At any rate the original structure (corresponding to the present nave) was built, tradition tells us, at
Father Rodden’s own expense. It was indeed an unpretentious building, being a simple low, thatched
chapel. But its erection must have been a matter of great rejoicing locally. For the greater part of two
centuries our Catholic forefathers in the parish had gone without a church, being forced to attend
mass in the open, and as secretly as possible, at the various Mass-rocks in Creenera, Creeslough,
Cashelmore, Carnamaddy, Kilmacloo, Gortnalake, Sand hill and elsewhere. Now having a church
again rewarded the faithful people! It was built as centrally to the parish as circumstances allowed,
near the Mass-rock in Cashelmore.      

The Curates in Doe chapel from 1836 were

1836 M.McDermott Doe Chapel closed on the 15th August
1837 Campbell 1971. The new chapel was opened on 
1838-39 John Toomey 15th August 1971 by Bishop McFeeley.
1840-55 Thomas McGettigan The Architect of the chapel was Liam
1856-57 Edward Lawn McCormack. He designed the chapel
1858- John McGroarty on the characteristics of nearby Muckish
1859- John McMongal mountain. The contractor was John
1859-62 John McGroarty Hegarty, Buncrana who completed the
1863- George O’Flaherty contract within one year at a cost of 
1864-68 James Gallagher £60,000. The stone used in the forecourt 
1869-70 Peter McDevitt of  the new church was taken from the
1871-72 Fr. Gallagher old cloone viaduct that served the old 
1873-74 Patrick Kelly narrow gauge railway. Art works: were
1875-77 Thomas McKay done by Helen Moloney, 
1878-80 James Walker Veronica Rowe, John Behan and 

Ruth Brandt
1881-82 Michael Ward .
1883-98 Patrick Blake
1898-1908 Daniel McGinley
1909- J.Cunningham
1910-19 Dominic Canning

Doe Chapel, Cashelmore
By John Doak
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1919-25 James Burne
1926-28 Alphonsus Ward
1929-32 Alphonsus Mullin
1933-50 T.J. Gallagher
1938-39 W. McLaughlin  (Helped Fr Gallagher) 
1940-43 E. McDermott  (Helped Fr Gallagher)
1944-50 John Carr  (Helped Fr Gallagher)
1950-83 James Deeney
1983-86 Fr. Coultan
1986-94 Fr. Connaghan
1994-97 Fr. Eamon Crossan
1997-01 Fr Curran
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C R E E S L O U G H  F A I R
If you have never been to Creeslough fair,

Nor had a look at the doings there,
In the olden- Lammas or May,

You have missed a rousing holiday.
Tis a pleasant task once more to recall

The buying and selling by Hastings wall,
Where to cheer the heart and banish care

Crowds gathered from far to the Creeslough fair.

They came from Fanad, Glen and Castle Doe,
From Cloughaneely and around Murroe

From Ramelton and all along the Lennon,
Letterkenny, Milford and Kilmacrennan,

On horse, on foot, on loaded cart,
From Dunfanaghy, Faugher and Derryart,

By the side of  Muckish, past Creenesmair,
They travelled in groups to the Creeslough fair.

Sturdy farmers, children from school,
Housewives bringing spun lint and wool,
Young men and girls they most did prize,
With a wealth of hair and dangerous eyes-

Black, blue, or brown- there was always peril,
In going to a fair with a Donegal girl,
For full many a match came unaware,

And two hearts made one at a Creeslough fair.

There were always donkeys, horses, foals and mares,
Cows, heifers and calves, bullocks in pairs,

Sharp drovers, tinkers, and keen farmer boys,
Buying and selling with a handclap and noise,

The seller extolling the best he could
The beast that the buyer pronounced no good,

As he looked in its mouth with a nonchalant air,
But at last closed the deal at the Creeslough fair.

There was a man, who auctioned goods down,
Who began at a guinea and dropped to a crown,

Then seeing the buyers to bid were unwilling.
There were hawkers with much that a housewife needs,

Cutlery, spools, pins, needles, and beads,
Some spent all the money they had to spare,
Buying odds and ends at the Creeslough fair.

Others whose minds did on booklore dwell,
Could find in the stalls what suited them well,

Seven champions shiel’s shamrock, volumes of song,
Grim tales of murder, old fights that went wrong,

While the ballad singers would solemn relate,
A shipwreck at sea, or a false lover’s fate,

Erin’s past, her hopes and despairs
And the songs reached the hills from the Creeslough fair.

When the buying and selling were over and done,
The time then arrived for the frolic and fun,

In the Inns for refreshment luck-money was paid,
Old friendships renewed and new one’s were made,

Near the jugglers were sparrers entering the lists,
Harlequins, puppets and ventriloquists,

Irish pipers a-playing, trained dogs, dancing bears,
And proud, peerless "peelers" parading the fair.



Music instrumental and vocal
can lift the heart. Dancing too,
is so enjoyable as well as
providing physical exercise
and social contact with others.
With adult Irish nights, Irish
dancing classes for children
music and singing lessons, one
can agree that our parish and
surrounding area can no
longer be called a cultural
wilderness. Culture is alive
and well in our district. Irish
nights in the community
centre, Massinass, brought
together people who love
dancing and they travelled
considerable distances to
enjoy these social occasions.

They came from places as
away as Fanad, Kerrykeel,
Milford, Ramelton, Fintown,
Letterkenny, Gweedore,
Cloughaneely and even Derry,
for some it was a 50 to 60
miles return trip once a month,
summer or winter, these
people came together to enjoy
these distinct types of dances
Ceili, old time and set dances.
The dances are well served by
Seamus Harkin and the Anvil
Ceili band, which deserve
great credit for their versatility
and the ease with which they
can change from one type of
music to another and thus
create the atmosphere for a

lively nights entertainment.
Supper is provided by a group
of ladies who voluntarily make
sandwiches and prepare the
meal on a rota basis. They, too,
contribute to the success of the
social atmosphere. As well as
the Irish nights for the adult
dancers, classes are held for
Irish step dancing for young
people, singing classes and
instrumental music classes are
also organised. These classes
have been on going these last
few years. As a result of all
these classes, children have
been competing at Fleadhanna
Ceoil at county, provincial and
all-Ireland levels.

Ni neart go cur le cheile. In
unity is strength. It is this unity
and co-operation between the
various groups, which ensures
the success of all these
ventures. The enthusiasm and
hard work of a small,
dedicated group have made
the Irish nights one of the
success stories of the parish in
the year 2001.

T H E

34

IIrriisshh  NNiigghhttss By Neil McCarry

IInn  ddhhiiaaiiddhh  ggrraa  DDee  ttiigg  ggrraa  ttiirree..  AAfftteerr  lloovvee  ooff  GGoodd

ccoommeess  lloovvee  ooff  CCoouunnttrryy  ccoonnssiissttss  pprriinncciippaallllyy  iinn

lloovvee  ooff  oonnee’’ss  nneeiigghhbboouurr..  OOnnee  wwaayy  ooff  sshhoowwiinngg  tthhiiss

lloovvee  ooff  aa  nneeiigghhbboouurr  iiss  bbyy  wwoorrkkiinngg  ttoo  mmaakkee  oouurr

ppaarriisshh  aa  bbeetttteerr  ppllaaccee  ttoo  lliivvee  iinn..  PPrroovviiddiinngg

ffaacciilliittiieess  ssoo  tthhaatt  ppeeooppllee  ccaann  hhaavvee  wwhhoolleessoommee

eennjjooyymmeenntt  iinn  tthheeiirr  lleeiissuurree  ttiimmee  iiss  pprraaccttiiccaall

ppaattrriioottiissmm..
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1. 2.
In the years that are gone, But in north Donegal,
Sure it was the done thing, with its hills and dales,
To send news to a friend, It’s not everywhere, that the signal. 
Was a bird in the wing, does please,
But now things have changed, so the boys who run Esat,
In our modern age, they thought on a plan,
Sure a wee mobile phone, They’d erect a big box,
It’s now all the rage. At a place they called the Maam

3. 4.
It was late in September; A big meeting was called,
They put it place, Held in St. Finnan’s Hall,
But the natives objected where a large crowd attended,
Said it was a disgrace, to roar and to bawl,
Also a health hazard, a committee was formed,
Please take it away, with power and clout,
And a picket was mounted, they would get it removed
By night and by day. Now of that there is no doubt.

5. 6.
It was such a big issue, But I know, here it’s gone, 
It made the main news, to some other place,
Though the man owns the land; While my wee mobile phone,
He holds different views; Lies at home in its case,
Sure a bird in the hand; Sure I can’t take it with me,
Is worth two in the bush, Through out Donegal,
He cannot understand, so I write up these lines lads,
Why they caused all the fuss. How I wish I could call.

The Telephone Mast
By Charlie McConnell

MY PET RABBIT
By Bredagh Breslin

My name is Misty Breslin.
To Creeslough I did come.
I lived with Bredagh Breslin.
In the house on the hill.
One night while she was sleeping,
My fate I was to meet.

Along came a weasel
And snapped off my little feet
I lay there until daylight

With pain in both my feet.
There wasn’t a lot poor Bredagh could do

Only cry beside my feet.
That night God called me to his home.
Although my time on earth was short
I enjoyed my stay at Bredagh’s home.

MY PET RABBIT



1. 5.

There are many towns in Ireland Then when I grew to manhood’s prime
So beautiful to see I still went to the fair
But there is a town in Donegal To see the pretty maidens
That is ever so dear to me You were sure to find them there
It stands above a silent lake In this dear old land of ours
On elevated ground There are beauties to be found
And the name of it is Creeslough But they can’t out-shine the beauties 
Our homely Creeslough town. That are found in Creeslough town.

2. 6.
The scenery round Creeslough We talked about the deals we made
Is a picture to behold At the market and the fair
With the history of those beauty spots It was there we bought the little pigs
In song and story told And nourished them with care
And nestled mid these grand old scenes And a man could buy a suit of clothes
With beauty all around For as little as a pound
Is the pretty town of Creeslough Those were the days so long ago
Our homely Creeslough town. In our homely Creeslough town

3. 7.

I chanced to be in Creeslough We talked to all the old folk we knew
It was a summers day Our friends and comrades all
I met a man that I had known And the nights we spent in merriment
Who was many years away Down the Creeslough Hall
Says he " you will have a drink with me" But still there’s entertainment
As I chanced to stroll around When the dances come around
And we had a very happy time We will be singing we will be dancing
In our homely Creeslough town In our homely Creeslough town

4. 8.

Says he there’s changes now He left me with the memories
Since I was but a boy Of the friends we had known
When we went up to the Lammas fair Some of them are far away
That day we did enjoy And some of them have gone
We loved to eat the Gooseberries But we will congregate in loyalty
And the chocolate nice and brown When our neighbours come around
Those were the happy days of yore And we will sing the praise of other days
In our homely Creeslough town. In our homely Creeslough town.
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Fred & Eddie McClafferty 1987

Creeslough 
By Creeslough Poet  Eddie McClafferty



T H E

37

I’ll tell to you a story to span a hundred years in time,
And just to make it interesting I’ll tell it all in rhyme,

About the poets and the song-writers who entertained us with their skill,
A lot are gone to their reward but some are with us still.

Of men like Andrew McIntyre from lower Ballymore,
And Niall Mac Giolla Bhreidh from the town land of Feymore,

Andrew told the tragic tale of Deep Sheephaven Bay,
And Niall told of Doe castle where Mullmuragh he held sway.

Andrew sung the love song of the maid of Marble Hill,
And Niall he sung of Noreen Bawn those songs are with us still,

They wrote of many happenings around the countryside,
And they’re now a part of history we remember them with pride.

There were many great composers in the parish of old Doe,
Frank McHugh wrote quite a few sure everyone did know.

He wrote of local happenings like the work in Muckish sand,
And the making of the bog road up in his own town land.

Another man from Kilmacloo Jim Trearty was his name,
He wrote of dog and binders with such songs he rose to fame.
He told about the policeman whose feet with toil were sore,

And he named this man of justice the Guldy Coas Moar.

Seamus O’Donnell wrote many songs topical of the day,
But the one best remembered is the cows going to Roscrea.

We had poets like Peter Kelly, and Bob McConnell wrote a few,
And now his son Charlie can write a verse or two.

There are many well-known poets around the countryside,
Eddie McClafferty from Derryherriff who’s known far and wide.

He told about Dan Wanies forge and the steam engine on the line,
And the singing of the kettle they all took us back in time.

Two other names from Breaghy Head above Sheephaven Bay,
A place that was once told of, by the poet Davy Hay.

They wrote many songs and local poems some were quite well known,
They were known by every one around, James Coll and Charles John.

So now I end my story of the poets of our time,
I am sure there are many others, who wrote a verse or rhyme,
I hope you will forgive me for the names that I have missed,

So to conclude this story I add yours truly to the list.

The Poets of Our Time
By Seamus Harkin
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O Danny dear and did you hear
The news that’s going around

That herring shoals are plentiful
From Ards to Tory sound

To-morrow you and I shall reap
The harvest of the sea

For herring three pounds-ten a cran
Is wealth for you and me?

Next morning from Downings we sail
In the drifter "Gradh-ma-chree

The strong winds rise, but that’s no surprise
As we sail the angry sea

As Hornhead’s past the windy blast
Makes our job feel doubly hard

Yet the luck we’ll reap from the briny deep
An ample cash reward

After casting the net some rest we get,
And so go down below

Where we drink, smoke, laugh, and joke
For three free hours or so

As we draw the net we get cold and wet
But of herrings there’s thirty cran

So with joy we steer for Downings pier
And get ten quid a man.

Fisherman’s Luck

Charlie Sweeney our local Fisherman
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Let others sing of king or queen with constitution free,

A nobler theme my native home sweet Creeslough town for me,

You many search this whole world over ‘till our loving heart doth ache,

But you’ll nowhere find a fairer spot than Creeslough of the lakes.

Deep glens are nestling ‘round this town, with Muckish towering o’er,

The hoary walls of Castle Doe are standing nigh before,

Where there is not but screams, of wild birds now, the slumbering echo wakes

And there between like a royal Queen sits Creeslough of The Lakes.

There stands the lake a mirror and reflecting tree and town,

Where flowery braes like fairyland fall many a fathom down,

In fancy’s dream I see it still my heart with longing aches,

For one fond look one sparkling glance at Creeslough of the lakes

My boyhood days round Creeslough town where I sported blyth and gay,

In houses there we’d Dance and sing until the break of day,

Those colleens fair and buachaill’s rare, I would die all for their sakes,

For many’s a happy night we spent, ‘round Creeslough of the lakes,

In my young days great tales of gold came floating over the sea,

From far off lands with those follies grand, where all were smiling free,

With many a "Mile Beannacht Leat" and many hot hand shakes,

For to seek that land I left my home, near Creeslough of the lakes

I found this land with its prairies grand and the glittering gold I sought,

But the cost of health and heart’s content, were things I dearly bought,

O take away this hoard of wealth before my sad heart breaks,

And give me back my little home near Creeslough of the lakes.

Give me back the fresh young days when on the beach we strayed,

Or steered our course across to Ards in "The old Castle Maid",

Or sailed forth to hunt the hare by bush or bending brakes,

Or skate-shod skimmed along the ice by Creeslough of the lakes.

My childhood days in Creeslough town, oh give me back, I crave, 

impossible, then give me but a grave,

Not on this Ionely prairie wild enclosed by pinewood stakes,

But lay me low, where daisies grow, near Creeslough of the lakes.

Creeslough of the Lakes
By William Harkin
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This very morn I’ll tell to you Or, perhaps, if Christmas eve it be,

The tale of a Creeslough boy, We’ll walk to Midnight mass,

Of eighteen summers or maybe more, And in the chapel on the hill,

His mothers pride and joy, a happy hour we’ll pass

He left his home in Donegal, Communing with the little child

His fortune keen to seek, Beloved of mankind

Or earn enough to keep himself, And sing a few Hosannas

And send some home each week. As we leave the world behind.

To another land he crossed the sea, I heard in silent wonderment,

His labours to employ, As the boy was standing there,

And landed o’er in Scotland, Face shining with sincerity

Did this little Creeslough boy, Neath bonnet-covered hair.

He found a job, Pitlochry way, And I felt I was to learn much more,

On a "hydro" scheme nearby, So I interrupted not,

And started in to earn his pay, And the Creeslough boy, from out his 

By working wet or dry. heart,

Continued on the spot.

It happened on a summer’s e’en

When the days were long and bright, "You’ve never been to Creeslough, sir?

The lusty little Creeslough boy, Ah, well you’ve missed a treat;

Was working, as the night, It’s a lovely little village, sir.

Drew near the twilight fell, With just the one main street.

And his pick he wielded strong, But that main street, I’ll tell you, sir,

And as it rose and fell again, Is worth its length in gold,

From his lips came a song. For it nourishes a spirit

And a love that ne’er grows old,

"Give me the road to Creeslough, A spirit down the ages,

Tis there that I belong. Has stood the test of time

Give me the road to Creeslough, A love of faith and native land,

And my heart will sing a song. Embodied in the name of Ireland,

Tho’ Carrigart and old Fintown That’s god’s own country, sir,

Have beauties all their own, Or so it seems to me

Give me the road to Creeslough, But I’m wearin’ ye with talking

For Creeslough is my home." So I’d better let ye be"

I stood awhile and listened I asked him to continue,

As the melody I heard. But the hooter sounded then,

Impressive was the feeling And he laid his pick against the wall,

He put into every word. And joined the other men,

“The Creeslough Boy”
By John Finnigan



43

Enchanted I grew nearer, For supper, and a good night’s rest

For the song was very sweet, I prayed he would enjoy,

Then suddenly he saw me, Now that his daily toil was o’er

And the pick was at his feet. The hardy Creeslough boy.

" Good evening’, sir", he said to me, And as I fell asleep that night,

Lips parting in a smile, These words ran through my mind,

"Brave evenin’, sir" he said to me "Give me the road to Creeslough

"We can do with this awhile." And I’ll leave my cares behind"

"Indeed we can, my boy" said I, Those weren’t quite the words I heard

But tell me,if you will, But they really meant the same,

Some more about this Creeslough place And I heard the little Creeslough boy

I’d never known of till, Continue his refrain:

I heard you singing there, "Tho’ Carrigart and old Fintown

As sweet as any bird." Have beauties all their own

He blushed a rosy red and said Give me the road to Creeslough,

"Och, sir you must have heard." For Creeslough is my home."

"Sure Creeslough’s in ould Ireland, And I dreamt I stood in Creeslough,

In County Donegal Saw the chapel on the hill,

And it’s there that I’ll be going And heard the glad hosannas,

Whene’er the snow shall fall Sound o’er the evening, chill.

And I shall find there waiting And I wandered down the main street,

As I step from off the bus That was worth its length in gold

A sweet and loving, careworn face, And I sensed within the spirit

And oh, there’ll be a fuss! And the love that ne’er grow old.

For that will be my Mother, sir, And there I found a happiness,

To greet me on my return; Contentment and great joy,

There’ll be a real cead mile faille, sir And knew at last the secret 

And we watch the peat fire burn. Of the little Creeslough boy

Well twas not so much a secret

"And they’ll all ply me with questions’ As the knowledge he possessed,

And I’ll answer every one, That the love of God, of friends and home,

Then we’ll kneel and say the rosary, Surpasseth all the rest.

To show that day is done. "twas this that made contentment,

And filled him full of joy.

I wish to God that I were he,

The "brave" young Creeslough boy.
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From Famed Derryherriff it grieved my heart sore,

To be dragged from your vale near the hills of Feymore,

Where I played as a Gosling with ducks round the yard,

Now my fate all depends on the turn of a card.

My feet are bound-up with that cursed bailing twine,

And I have a gut feeling no more will I dine,

Round your green grassy braes there that was once my home,

Oh! To hell with these card games that cause men to roam.

As my future I pondered in the boot of that car,

I could tell by the journey we did not go far,

So I made up my mind to escape some fine day,

And make my way back to your green grassy braes.

When released the next day I just stayed on my own,

As I longed for my comrades and the comforts of home,

I ate not a bite but I raised quite a din,

As I viewed all around me in strange Swillybrin.

This longing for home now tugs at my heart,

So adieu Swillybrin now from you I must part,

I can’t stay any longer to pine night and day,

For my loved Derryherriff with green grassy braes.

Now at last I am home though it took me some days,

And my webbed feet are sore walking up and down the braes,

But I’m still in one piece though still dazed and in shock,

But fair play to myself lads I sure missed the fox. 

The Goose
By Charlie McConnell
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Oh for me the road to Creeslough, the road that leads to home!
Be you on route to Africa, for Paris or for Rome.

It’s the road to Creeslough that winds through Barnes Gap,
I know its every turn and twist. Tis me that needs no map.

I leave you New York City great! And Boston city grand!
Farewell to every friend I’ve met, in kindly Yankee land,

My thoughts, times turn to you, when on my native track,
But for me the road to Creeslough, the sun behind my back.

The Fairies built a lovely home among the mountain vales. 
Where the hand of man can ne’ er succeed, where nature never fails, 

They called it Drim, the beautiful, McSweeney’s famed abode 
And when the clans to battle marched, they trod the Creeslough road.

Aye for the road to Creeslough! Come with me too, my friends
And you will see immortal spots, among its twists and bends,
There’s Kilmacrennan whose rock, the blood of patriot flowed

Where the great O’Doherty was slain, above the Creeslough road.

O Donnell too was crowned hard by St Finian’s famed Doonwell,
And the house of Ards but speak, what story it could tell,

While Muckish in the dim background, casts shadow over all,
To watch the Creeslough road run thro’ the heart of Donegal.

Aye for me the road to Creeslough, from Drim to Downings bay,
Be skies of bright unclouded blue, or shadowed deep an’ grey
And when Death’s angels whispers that my spirit must depart,
They’ll take me bones up Creeslough road, to rest at Carrigart.

The Creeslough Road
Author Not Known
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`Niall MacGiollaBhrighde
(1861-1938) was a farmer and
a native of Feymore,
Creeslough, who combined
his love of Irish and poetry to
become one of the most
prolific gaelic writers of his
day. Yet, it was not until his
adulthood that he learned to
write in Irish under the tutelage
of the Gaelic league
enthusiast, Tomas Ua
Concheanaian. His poems,
songs and translations
appeared in various
publications, such as the
Gaelic league newspaper An
Claidheamh Soluis (The sword
of light), Banba, The Irish
Commonwealth, Young
Ireland and the Derry People.

In 1905, his early poetry was
collected in Blatha Fraoich.
Also included in this collection
was a translation of "Let Erin
Remember" which was later
published in Young Ireland in

October, 1917. In 1938, the
year of his death,
"Dirbheathaisneis" appeared.
Used widely in schools, it told
of his life and early days in
Donegal. It was reissued in
roman type instead of the
original Gaelic, presumably
because it was easier to read.
Tireless in the case of the Irish
language, Niall, like many
others, believed in writing his
name in Irish on his cart, and
with the foundation of the
Gaelic league in 1893, the
case for the use of Irish was
strengthened. Niall was
prosecuted for this "offence" in
1905 and his case heard at
Dunfanaghy. The judgement
went against him and he
appealed, taking the case to
Dublin in May of that year
where he was defended by a
Dr. Walsh, a barrister of
Donegal connection, and
Patrick Pearse. Pearse, himself
, was a strong Gaelic leaguer

and he closed the case
admirably, stating, "Was every
MacRory to turn himself into a
Rodgers?" to accommodate the
use of English. Niall’s defence
represented Pearse’s only, or
almost only appearance in
Court, since he was a reluctant
barrister, his first profession
being teaching. After much
deliberation the Court decided
that "Letters meant English
letters" and Irish was therefore
unacceptable. Although Niall
lost his appeal, he continued
to promote the Irish language
and won the title Donegal
Gaeltacht Poet. A small plaque
to his memory hangs in the old
church of St Michael at Doe. 
This is one of Niall Mac Giolla
Bhrighde is poems in English.

By John Doak
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Come listen to me, till a story I’ll tell,
Perhaps if I word it, it might be as well

It’s all of a story I heard long ago
Concerning the legend of Castle Doe

Long ago in old Doe lived a woman of fame
A widow and Moll McRooney by name.

She had only one daughter called Catherine Roe,
The fairest young flower in Castle Doe.

But a terrible plague had swept over the lan’
Bringing death like a cloud to rich and poor man,

Till there was’nt one left alive in old Doe
But old Moll McRooney and Catherine Roe.

Then Moll she fled from this grief-stricken land,
Her sweet little Catherine she led by the hand,
Away out Barnes Gap and ‘way past Raphoe,

To the fair sunny south far away from old Doe.

She came back again and the story is told,
She there found big crocks and large stockings of gold.
What do do with these riches sure she did not know,

With it she built a fine castle at Doe.

McSuibhne came over the western hill,
The bosom of Catherine with love he did fill,
He wooed her and won her he wed her also,

And he soon became the master of the Castle of Doe.

For long in the castle McSuibhne did reign,
Till the plundering Saxons came over the main.

They plundered the land from the Foyle to Dungloe,
And in to their hands fell the Castle of Doe.

Some time in the Castle the saxon held sway,
From green Inishowen Cahir Roe came one day,
With the aid of a cowboy called Gillin-na-bMo,

He drove the proud Saxons from the Castle of Doe.

At length far out-numbered O’Doherty fell,
Fighting for freedom on the rock of Doonwell,

Where Red Hugh O’Donnell was crowned long ago,
About eight or nine miles from the Castle of Doe.

Then back to the castle came the Saxons again,
Till a brave Irish chieftain came over the main.

One of the O’Neills, whose name was Owen Roe,
And he landed his men at the Castle of Doe.

He left there some clansmen in going afar,
There, bold and undaunted, to continue the war,

Till there was not one of the old Saxon foe,
From the towers of Newry to the Castle of Doe.

The Castle is ancient, the Castle is strong,
You often heard it mentioned in story and song,

It was Moll the mother of Catherine Roe,
Who laid the first stone for the Castle of Doe.

The Castle of Doe
By Niall McGiolla Bhrighde
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Back Row (L-R); Josie McGee, Margaret McBride, Grainne McElhinney, Mary Kelly, Siobhan Gibbons, Mary Friel, 
Sara Boyle.
Middle Row; Mary Reynolds, Grace Gallagher, Pauline Gallagher, Sally Langan, Bernadette Morgan, Bridget McDermott,
Josie Langan, Celine Gallagher
Front Row; Marie Langan, Breda Langan, Mary McFadden, Eileen Langan, Unknown, Shaun Langan.

At the Turas, Massinass, on the 
feast of St. Colmcille, June 9th

Back Row (L-R); Jim Algeo, Jim Gillispie, Micky O’Reilly, Eddie Moore, Roosky, Sean McGrath, Richard Wilkin, Jim
McAteer, Andy Boyle, Dick Moffit,Tommy Kearney.
Front Row (L-R); Jim McBride, Dan Sheridan, Jimmy Brennan, Jimmy McBride, Paddy McNulty, Paddy McGinley, Jack
McGinley, Dom Harkin, Paul McFadden, Paddy McNulty.

Creeslough Ploughing Competition
Maheroarty, Creeslough. 1953
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Back Row (L-R); Lettie Brennan, Massinass, Peggy Trearty, Kilmacloo, Mary O’Reilly, Cashelmore, Grace Brogan,
Cashelmore, Maggie Curran Ards, Bridie Gallagher, Ards.
Front Row (L-R); Frances Brennan, Maheroarty, Kathleen & Bridget McGinley, Feymore, Teresa Connaghan,
Creeslough,Nell Ferry Creeslough,
Sitting; Teresa McGarvey, Derryart, Annie Kelly, Feymore.

Creeslough Camogie Team

Millennium Stone

Declan Breslin unveiling the millennium stone on the 31st December 2000. The motif was designed
by Lisa Duffy and the simple words "Let everyone have a pleasant life" inscribed by Adam O’Neill.
Pupils of the Creeslough schools were specially selected to represent their school for this ceremony. 

(L-R); Declan Breslin, James Moore, Lisa Duffy, Luke O’Neill, Aoife McPhilemy, Adam O’Neill, Garvan Montgomery.
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• PANEL BEATING

• SPRAYING

• WINDSCREENS FITTED 

• & ALL CLASSES OF 
GENERAL CAR REPAIRS

Michael McFadden 
Car Repairs

Duntally, Creeslough

Tel-074-38487

McNulty’s Bar
Creeslough

Enjoy a Pint with 
Good Craic

TEL- 074/38087
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After the disappointment of
missing the Ireland v Denmark
match, due to the snow. We
were all waiting with bated
breath to see if the Andorra
match would go ahead, would
it be called off due to Foot and
mouth? It wasn’t and at
9.30am on April 25th
Cannon’s bus left the corner of
the garden on cloud nine.

The mood was cheerful,
children had the day off
school, bosses around the area
wondered at the amount of
people who had rang in sick.
An epidemic maybe?
People who had not, looked
upon the lucky people with
tickets in envy, and the people
with tickets looked back at
them with glee.
In Monaghan we stopped in
the hotel for lunch, and what a
lunch it was! Everyone queued
eagerly for his or her food
almost foaming at the mouth
with hunger. Plates were
heaped with as much as they
could carry, and glasses full to

the brim. It was about the only
time all day when there was
silence from the group. There
wasn’t a person who left
dissatisfied.

We piled onto the bus again.
Next stop Dublin.
As we were early we had an
hour and a half to shop in
the.... shopping centre. This
was spent happily by all the
females on the bus, but was
not equally enjoyed by the
males.
It wasn’t long until our time

was up and we eagerly
returned to the bus. Next stop
LANSDOWNE ROAD!

We joined all the other Irish
supporters on the streets before
the match, and we bought
hats, scarves, flags, and
headbands galore before
entering the stadium. There
was no doubt in passer by’s
minds which team we were
supporting.

We found our seats with ease
and had just become
comfortable when typically,
the rain began. Even before the
match had kicked off we
already resembled drowned
rats.

Our seats were placed behind
the goals, with no shelter over
us; we jealousy looked over at
the other fans with a roof over
their head.
We kept the spirits high in our
stand, as there wasn’t a
moment when any of us were

At Long Last,At Long Last, WWe e WWerere Off!e Off!
THE YOUTH CLUB TRIP TO

LANSDOWNE ROAD HAD JUST BEGUN
By Marie Duffy
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silent. The surrounding people
looked at us with pity probably
thinking that we were all half-
wits who didn’t get out often!

We had all entered in on a
little wager on the bus.
Everybody guessed for £1 what
minute the first goal would be
scored, we all chose a number
from the hat. It was Patrick Mc
Intyre who won the £90 when
Andorra scored first, to the
alarm of everyone.

Andorra, a country about the
same size as Co. Louth, with
only 1/3 of the population
actually citizens, part-time
footballers HAD SCORED
FIRST! Everyone was dazed for
a few minutes and the fans
went silent. But to our delight
it wasn’t long until Ireland hit
back with a goal in reply.

We managed to keep ourselves
amused during the match’s
quiet spells by keeping the
Mexican wave going around
the stand for as long as
possible. The chant of “start a
wave” echoed around
Landsdowne road. The
staduim is split in 4 stands and
the stand who failed to keep
the wave going faced a stream
of abuse from the other three.
It was brave people who
wouldn’t keep it going.
The match overall was good

but it was the atmosphere
inside Lansdowne road which
was the best. It was ecstatic; it
is no wonder that the team
favours playing at home. The
home crowd supported their
team to the highest degree
with support when they were
on the ball (most of the time) 

and when they were not. The
usual blast of ‘the fields of
Athenry’ was heard around
Dublin and the stadium
vibrated with the stamping of
feet. Although we had seats we
did not put them to use as we
did not sit on them all through
the match, instead we stood
chanting, stomping, stomping
our feet and waving our flags.

The day was enjoyed
immensely by all ages and
everyone returned to the bus
soaked through, tired but in
high spirits.
The trip was a huge success,
and beware next year’s tickets
will be like gold dust. 

We are all eagerly awaiting
next year’s outing!

CASHEL CASHEL 
FRAMINGFRAMING
GALLERGALLERYY

PAINTINGS FOR SALE
CRAFT AND FINEART

FRAMING
PAINTING TUITION

Cashel, Creeslough, 
Co. Donegal.

Tel. 074 38362  
Mobile. 086 8754666
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Percy French
By John Doak

William Percy French painter and songwriter was

born on the 1st of May 1854 at Clooneyquin, Co.

Roscommon. He was the author of such well loved

ballads as "Phil the Fluter’s Ball" "Come back Paddy

Reilly,” "Are ye right there, Michael" and "Cutting

the corn in Creeslough". Percy French held the

position of Inspector of drains for Co. Cavan. He

would have passed through Creeslough on his way

to Gweedore but there is no evidence that he stayed in Creeslough. The

story of how he wrote the song "Cutting the corn in Creeslough" was that

he was on his way to America to work as a concert singer, when he

overheard two people saying "I suppose they’ll be cutting the corn in

Creeslough today". Percy French died on the 24th January 1920 at the age

sixty-six.

T H E S E  A R E  T H E  W O R D S  T O  T H E  S O N G  

Dear Danny I’m taking the pen to my hand,

To tell you I’m out of sight of the land,

In a grand Allen liner we’re sailing in style,

But we’re sailing away from the Emerald Isle,

And a long sort of sigh, seems to come from us all,

As the waves hid the last bit of old Donegal,

Ah! It’s good to be you that are taking your tae,

Where they’re cutting the corn in Creeslough the day.

I spoke to the captain but he won’t turn around,

And sure if I swam back I’d be apt to be drowned,
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So I’ll stay were I am for the diet is great, 

With all sorts of combustibles piled on my plate,

Although it is sumptuous I’d swap the whole lot,

For the old wooden spoon in the stir-about-pot

And Katie fornenst me a-wetting the tae,

Where the will be cutting the corn in Creeslough the day.

There’s a woman on board who knows Katie by sight,

And we talk of the times till they put out the light,

I’m to meet the good woman tomorrow on deck,

And talk about Katie from here to Quebec

Although I’m no match for her, O! Not the least,

With her house and two cows and her brother a priest,

Though the woman declares Katie’s hearts on the sea

While mines on the reapers round Creeslough the day.

When Gaffney comes courting or John Michael Mick,

Put a word in for me with a lump of a stick,

Don’t kill Gaffney outright he has no sort of chance,

But Mick is rough you could murder at wance,

For Katie might think the longer she waits,

That a bird in the land is worth two in the states,

And she’d learn to honour, to love and obey,

Some ruffian that’s roaming round Creeslough the Day.

A goodbye to you Danny, no more’s to be said,

I think the salt water has got into my head,

For it drips from my eyes when I call to my mind,

The friends and the colleens I’m leaving behind,

And sure Katie herself when she bid me goodbye,

Had just least trace of a tear in her eye,

And a break in her voice when she said you might stay,

But please God I’ll come back to auld Creeslough some day.



FLOWER POT 
Garden Centre

Creeslough

Tel-38385

All types of shrubs,
trees, hedging,
perennials, bedding
plants, compost, peat
moss, bark and herbs

Proprietor: Sophie Gallagher

ELECTRICAL

D.D.
R.E.C.I. APPROVED 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR

Industrial, Domestic, 
& Commercial.

Tel-074-29261  Mob-087-2221032
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St. Mary’s national school was

opened in 1959. This is often

referred to as the new school

even though it has been

opened for this length of time.

This is due to the fact that it

replaced the original school

situated in Massinass,

Creeslough. The new school

had to be built as the numbers

were rising steadily. It was

obvious that a larger school

was needed to cope with the

increasing numbers. Initially

the school had three

classrooms but in the later

years there was an extension of

two more classrooms and a

prefab was also added quite

recently. Currently the school

is a six-teacher school but we

have seen the number of

teachers vary throughout the

years. There is also a secretary

and classroom assistants in the

school. The number of

students attending the school

often rises and falls; currently

we see a slight reduction in the

numbers. This differs to a few

years ago when a sixth teacher

had to be introduced to cope

with the increase in the

numbers. A rough average of

the number of pupils in the

school is around 150.

There is no sports hall in the

school but it does have a

playground, which contains

both a tarmac area and a grass

area for the children to play on

during break times and also for

physical education to take

place on. Recent addition of

basketball nets has been

greatly welcomed by the

children. In the school there is

a great emphasis placed on

sport especially Gaelic

football, with many of the

pupils, boys and girls, being

members of St. Michaels, the

local G.A.A. club. The

children are greatly

encouraged by the school to

continue with their sports. This

is evident in the fact that the

past pupils are currently

representing the Donegal

football teams both at senior

and junior levels.

The school also has an

excellent record of having

prize-winning teams at

Quizzes. These teams have

won many county

competitions and on several

occasions have proceeded to

partake in national

competitions, such as the

Cadbury’s quiz and also scor

na nog. In 1993 the school

was proud to represent

Donegal on the television

show "School around the

corner". The teachers of the

school put much effort and

time into organising the acts

and selection of the performers

allowing as many pupils as

possible to get an opportunity

to participate in the event.

As a past pupil of the school I

can safely say that my eight

years of primary education

was a very enjoyable

experience and the main

inspiration for my choice of

career. Since joining St.

Patrick’s college the teachers

of Scoil Mhuire have been of

great assistance and support to

me whenever encouragement

is needed I am sure to get it

from them. During my recent

visits to the school in

preparation for teaching

practice I have found that the

atmosphere is still as inviting

Scoil Muire, Creeslough
By Kathleen Stewart, Ards
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St Columba’s Church,
Cashel was built in 1845 in
connection with Doe Castle.

It was re-roofed and
dedicated in March 1966, by
the then rector Reverend
Noel Moore.

Local people carried out the
work, with parishioners and
families connected with the
church.

In 1995 new windows were
presented again by families
connected with Cashel
church, and were replicas
of the original windows.
Reverend David Griscome
dedicated them. 

The church bell and
communion table were gifts
from Dunlewey church,
which was closed during the
1950’s.

It was not until 1997 that
Cashel church was licensed
for weddings, by bishop
James Mehaffey. History
was made when the first
wedding took place on 1st
September 1997, between
Caroline Moore, Cashel
and Keith Stewart,
Kilmacrennan.

St. Columba’s Church, Cashel

(L-R); Robert Peoples (Bestman), Rachel Moore (Bridesmaid), 
Keith & Caroline Stewart.

First Wedding in 
St. Columba’s Church, Cashel
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Tógadh an Scoil seo sa bhlian
1928. Tá sé dhá mhile ó
sráidbhaile an Chraoslaigh faoi
scáth Sliabh Mucaise, an dara
sliabh is airde nDhún na nGall.

Glassan National School was
built in 1928 to replace the old
school in Kilmacloo. It is 2 miles
from Creeslough village and
nestles under the shadow of
Muckish Mountain, Donegal’s
second highest mountain.

Presently there are thirty two
pupils enrolled and two
mainstream teachers - Mrs
Roarty and Ms Cullen, Ms McNulty our learning support teacher comes once a week. Four new
children came in September 2001, Eimear McElhinney, Caoimhe McTeague, Aimee McCarry and
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Scoil Náisiunta Glasáin
Ag Fás agus ag Foghlaim

Over the years Glassan School has been to the fore in Drama productions having won many local,
County and National trophies. Literature in story and poem brought acclaim to the school also
through the Pushkin Prizes and other writing competitions.

(L-R): Niall Doherty, Eimear McElhinney, Aimee McCarry, Caoimhe McTeague.



School Tour.
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School life has changed considerably down through the years, no more walking to school with a turf
under our arm. All but one who lives beside the school now travel by bus or car. As well as the usual
subjects we now use computers, go swimming, have Ceili dancing and Tin Whistle classes, go to the
Theatre occasionally, visit historical places and have an annual school tour. In June 2001 we went
to The Isle of Doagh, it was interesting to see how people lived long ago.

We are currently working on setting up our own School Website so that family and friends far and wide will
be able to keep up with what is happening in our school. We have made an application for an extension to
our school and the Department of Education is working on it at present. 

Back (L-R): M. Doohan, A.M. Baird, M. Sweeney, N. W. Teague, D. O’Connor, G. McBride, M. Doohan,
P. Gamble, B. McLaughlin, E. Gamble, A. Sweeney.
Middle (L-R): L. Murray, C.J. Sweeney, K. Gamble, B. Sweeney, J. McFadden, D. Anderson, P. McDaid,
E. McTeague, C. McFadden (R.I.P), G. Doohan.
Front (L-R): M. Murray, M. Doherty, S. McDaid, C. Doherty, N. Gallagher, R. Murray, P. Gallagher.

All Ireland Winners 1988
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This picture of Creeslough soccer team, in 1915, was loaned to ‘Fear Feasa” by Mick McFadden,
Letterkenny, who belongs to the parish of Doe. All the players are now gone, the last being his father
Harry, who died recently aged 94. Front row left to right, Danny McGinley, Peter Kelly, Seamus
O’Donnell, Frank Kelly, Joe McDonald. Back row Mickey McGinley, Jim Trearty, Paddy Lafferty, John
Ferry, Harry McFadden, Joe McFadden.

Creeslough Footballers of 
86 Years Ago
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After discussing the possibility
of erecting a new cross to
replace the one that was
erected in 1951 by the Miners
which had now eroded away,
Seamus Harkin, Charlie
Doherty, John Curran, Anthony
Gallagher and myself arranged
to climb Muckish to look at a
place and a way of getting the
cross to the summit. This climb
took place on the 1st of July
2000.

On the 25th of July a
committee was set up and
Thomas Coyle from Dromore,
Letterkenny was selected to
construct a galvanised steel
cross, when finished would
weigh almost half a ton and
would be 22ft in length.
Jimmie Wilkinson brought it to
Creeslough Hardware. 

Francis Brennan, Charlie
Doherty and Brian Ferry
transported the cross to
Gortnalake and looked at the
possibility of using a forestry
track machine to carry the
cross up, but this idea was
soon ruled unsuitable.

Danny Mc Laughlin and
Vincent Mc Mullan looked at
another possibility of winching
the cross up but this too was
ruled out.

At a number of meetings
Charlie Gallagher suggested
using a helicopter to lift the
cross to the summit and due to

MUCKISH CROSS
A FITTING MEMORIAL FOR THE MILLENNIUM

Charlie Doherty, John Curran, Anthony Gallagher making their way to the top.

John Curran, Anthony Gallagher top of Muckish.
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his contacts at Finner Air Camp
we were generously offered
any assistance that we needed.
On the 5th of August the first
helicopter from Finner lifted
sand and gravel from the
community field in Creeslough
to the top of Muckish, where
due to safety reasons it was
placed 60 yards away from
where the cross was to be
placed.

Wednesday the 16th of August
Hugh-Francis Brogan, Patrick
Mc Intyre, Brian Ferry, Danny
McLaughlin, Vincent Mc
Mullan, Brendan McMullan,
Liam McElhinney, Joe Quinn,
Roger Murray, Hugh Mc Carry
climbed the mountain to help
carry the sand, water and
cement over to the base of the
cross. It was carried on canvas
stretchers to the base. This
proved to be a long tedious
day.

Thursday the 17th of August
Brian Ferry, Patrick McIntyre,
Hugh –Francis Brogan went up
to Muckish to prepare and
build the base for the cross.
Francis Brennan and John
McIntyre brought the cross
from Gortnalake to Nellie
Curran’s field in Carnamaddy
in preparation to lift the cross
to Muckish. Denis Trearty cut
the grass for the helicopter pad.

Tuesday the 21st, local men
climbed the mountain to wait
for the arrival of the cross at
the summit, they were;Vincent
McMullan, John McIntyre,
Peter Mc Carry, Danny
McLaughlin, Hugh Francis
Brogan, Laurence Lafferty,

Patrick McIntyre, Hugh McCarry, John McBride, Liam McElhinney, Brendan
McMullan, Brian Ferry, Danny McLaughlin, Joe Quinn, Vincent McMullan,
Hugh Francis Brogan. Photo by: Roger Murray.
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Hugh Mc Carry, Patrick Duffy,
Eddie Mc Nulty, Patrick Mc
Intyre, Patrick Mc Intyre (jnr),
Mary Theresa Mc Intyre, Liam
Mc Elhinney, Brian Ferry,
Charlie Doherty, Terry Doherty,
Noel Toye, Harry Thompson to
wait for the arrival of the
helicopter and cross.

(Meanwhile in John Curran’s
field a crowd was steadily
growing to watch the cross
being airlifted to the mountain,
it was a great delight when the
two helicopters arrived to start
the days procedures, one
which was special by fitted
with a winch that would lift the
cross, they arrived at 2p.m.
Both the young and the old
were out that day to watch the
unusual arrival of the
helicopters, it’s not everyday
that one helicopter, never mind
two helicopters arrive in
Carnamaddy.

The helicopter lifted the
materials and concrete
followed by the cross, which

was dropped into its plinth and
concreted.

Church gate collections were
collected in Creeslough,
Dunfanaghy, Downings,
Carrigart and Termon to offset
the cost of the project.

Barney McClafferty organised
the Civil defence and mountain
rescue.
On Sunday the 3rd of
September more than five
hundred people made the

Hugh Francis Brogan, Brian Ferry.

Danny McLaughlin, Noel Teague, Mary Theresa McIntyre, Peter Kelly, John
McIntyre, Lawrence Lafferty, Patrick McIntyre.

Harry Thompson, Peter Kelly, Brian Ferry, Patrick McIntyre (Jnr), Mary
Theresa McIntyre, Patrick McIntyre, Danny McLaughlin, Lawrence Lafferty.
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2,197 feet climb to the summit
of Muckish for the blessing of
The Millennium Cross. Rev.
Scott Harte, Dunfanaghy and
Fr. Patrick Mc Garvey, Ards
said the interdenominational
blessing. The M.C. for the day
was Charlie Doherty.

Afterwards Dorothy McCarry,
Madge Carr, Angela McCarry,
Martina McGinley and Maria
McGinley provided lunch in
the day centre.

Seamus Harkin, Hugh-Francis
Brogan, Charlie Gallagher and
myself went to Finner Camp to
make a presentation, of a
Photograph and a video of the
erection of the cross, and a
donation to Aircorp memorial
fund.

Gerald Duffy

Christopher McIntyre, Vincent McMullan, John McIntyre, Paddy McCarry,
Theresa Duffy John Gallagher, Michael McGee, Dinnes Treaty, Michael Curran,
Neilly Gallagher.

John Curran, Gerald Duffy, Vincent McMullan.
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Group in field.
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Vincent McMullan, Hugh-Francis Brogan, Brian Ferry.
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Lieutenant Mackey, Corporal Doyle, Capt Jinks, Capt Verling, Lieutenant Harrison, Capt McHugh. 

Charlie Gallagher, Conrad Gibbons and Seamus Harkin.
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Seamus Harkin presenting a photograph to Capt Veeling.

John Gallagher, Nellie Curran.

Seamus Harkin, Danny McLaughlin. John Gallagher, Madge Duffy.

Paddy Duffy, John Curran and Paul McGarvey.
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The Cross is finally up
Back (L-R); Peter McCarry, Hugh Francis Brogan, Brian Ferry, Patrick McIntyre, Patrick McIntyre Jnr, Peter Kelly, Eddie
McNulty, John McIntyre, Noel Toye.
Front (L-R); Lawrence Lafferty, Harry Thompson, Liam McElhinney, Hugh McCarry, Vincent McMullen, and Mary Teresa
McIntyre. Photo taken by Danny McLaughlin.

A Crowd enjoying the day at the top of Muckish on September 3rd 2000.
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(L-R); Mary McGinley, Eileen O’Donnell,
Teresa Morgan, Gracie McCaffery, 
Gretta McCarry.

Kilmacloo National School 1920

Triplets Lauren, David, and Shannon McNamara arriving for their first day at Creeslough National School.
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1941 - John Gallagher, Willie Kelly, Bill Gallagher. 

Ballyboes 1937 - Mick Kelly out delivering in the Co-op’s Horse and Cart.
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Ned Coll, Derryherriff.

Mary Coll, Derryherriff.

Back (L-R); Manus McGee, Pat Ward.
Front (L-R); Annie Algeo-Brennan, Dorothy McGee, 
Rita McCarry-Hewitson, Paddy McGee.

(L-R); Hugh McNulty, Francie McCarry, Mick McCarry,
John Ward, Cairin Sweeney, Pat Ward.

Back (L-R); Manus McClafferty, John Harkin, 
Paddy McCarry, Mick McGarvey.
Front (L-R); Sara McCaffrey, Bridie Langan, 
Peggy Coll, Eileen O’Donnell.

Back; Kathleen McCarry.
Front (L-R); Rita McCarry-Hewitson, Gretta McCarry,
Nellie McGee.

McCarry’s Bar,
Kildarragh.
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Peggy McGinley, Eileen McGarvey, Annie McLaughlin, Teresa Morgan, Jeannie Coll, Sara McCaffrey, Siobhan Gibbons.
Back (L-R); Michael McGee, Joe Sweeney, Nellie McGolgan, Con Buckley, Peggy Durning, James Coll, Edmund
McFadden, Fintan Coll.

Creeslough Feis Committee (Early 1970’s)

Front (L-R); Edmund McFadden, Charlie Gallagher, Siobhan Gibbons, Neil Boyle, Seamus O’Colla, Eileen McLaughlin,
Noel McGinley, James McGinley.

Irish Drama Group 1970
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Front Row. (L-R); Annette & Ursula McNulty, Carmel Gibbons, Eamon Coll, Hilary Wilkinson
Middle Row (L-R); Brendan Coll, Peter McFadden, John Sweeney, Charles J. Coll, Eddie Moore, Seamus Harkin, Marie
McGinley, Geraldine Hunter
Back Row (L-R); Pauline Gallagher, Celine Gallagher, Bernadette Morgan.

Musicians, Singers and Dancers 
in Creeslough Hall

Charlie Boyle with his car Ford V. 8 in 1946.
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Confirmation’s 1946

Holy Communion’s 1955-56
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Josie O’Reilly gives cup for Feis to Sara McCaffrey, August 1968.

William Moore & his Mother Mary Moore (nee Stewart) Massinass, Creeslough.
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Creeslough Ceili Dancers

Pat Trearty, Bill McIntyre, 
Charles Gallagher (sitting)

Photo taken in America.

Back Row (L-R); Edmund Moore, Jack Smith, Connall McGarvey,
Middle Row (L-R); Paddy Curran, Mary Langan, Margaret Brennan, Mary Gallagher, Kathleen Boyle.
Front Row (L-R); Sophia Strain, Eileen McGarvey, Mary Brennan, Rosaleen Ferry.
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Front Row (L-R); Patrick Wilkinson, Francie Brennan, Dominic McFadden, John Brennan, Noel Brennan, Finton Coll.
Back Row (L-R); Colm McFadden, Neil McFadden, Sean Gallagher, Eugene Gallagher, Jimmy Lafferty, 
Charlie McConnell. 

Brian & Jimmy Rodden.

F.C.A. members receiving a Fainne from Bros. Piaras O’Duill O.F.M.
Cap and Charlie Gallagher on St. Patrick’s Day 1970 at old Doe Chapel.



T H E

91

Photographs of Creeslough
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Photo taken 1897 which is now Rose Durning’s.
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An aerial view of Creeslough.
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Our parish league exists in its
present form from humble
beginnings in the winter of
1994.  Few could have
imagined back during those
wet, dreary and cold Sundays
seven years ago that it would
evolve into one of the most
envied yet respected underage
structures in the county.  Most
G.A.A. clubs have run parish
leagues, (particularly in the last
number of years), but a small
number of them last more than
a few years and none seem to
cater for the large number of
players which we enjoy.
Indeed the last few years has
seen Naomh Micheal run three
distinct league age groups
within the one structure i.e.
under 18, under 16 and under
10 (not forgetting the tiny tots
also).  

Our parish league has over the
last number of years caught the
imagination of all.  We as a
club have been privileged with
the large numbers of parents
and volunteers who have so
willingly given their time each
year.  We acknowledge and
deeply appreciate the
assistance and commitment of
each and every one of you.
Your efforts have contributed
in no small measure to the
success and achievements we
as a club have enjoyed over
the last few years.  

It is perhaps no coincidence
that our success on the county
underage scene coincided
with the beginnings of the
parish league.  1994 saw our
under 12 team win the county

division 2 title, while a year
later they had a memorable
victory in the flagship division
1 competition.  Since then we
have participated in numerous
county finals, winning some
and unfortunately losing some.  

This concentrated effort to
revive our fortunes at underage
level is continuing to show
dividends.  Young players from
our club have been called into
various underage and adult
county teams.  Most recently
we had two players called into
the county school of
excellence at under 14 level.
Those players who
participated in our first ever
league now ply their trade in
the club’s senior and reserve
adult teams.

The structure of the league has
been modified slightly over the
years mainly as a response to
growing numbers, particularly
at under 10 level.  We had one

final at under15’s in our first
year, while the 2001 finals day
saw four finals, from tiny tots
up to under 16’s (incorporating
A and B competitions).  This
year’s league saw sixteen
different teams playing each
Sunday.  This statistic alone
will perhaps indicate what an
awesome task the efficient
running of the league is.  

In 1994 the main purpose of
our parish league was
threefold: 

1. To unearth new talent
within the club.  

2. To develop the skills of
existing players, 

3. To provide meaningful
games for those players
who would not have the
opportunity to compete in
divisional or county
competitions.

Today those three aims still
guide us in what we are doing

NAOMH MÍCHEÁL 
PARISH LEAGUE 

A selection of the volunteers involved in Parish League 2001.
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TINY TOTS
(Back L to R) Christopher Carr, Danny Hunter, Mary B O’Donnell, Aiden McMullan, Niall Doherty, 

Hannah Sweeney,  Marian Doherty. 
(Front L to R) Neil Brogan, Andrew Kelly, Lisa Gallagher, Davina Alcorn, Oisin Langan, Danny Sweeney,

Peter Sweeney.  Managers: Anthony Gallagher

TINY TOTS
(Back L to R) Daniel Doak, Noel Alcorn, Donna Creamer, John McFadden, James Alcorn, Evelyn McGinley,

James Coll, Catherine McGinley. (Front L to R) Brandon McCollagan, Neil McTeague, Enda McFadden, 
Kyle Boyle, Maria Carr, Helen McGinley. Managers: Neilly Brogan
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KILDARRAGH 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Christopher McIntyre, Daniel McLaughlin, Anthony McMullan, Sarah Valkenborgs. 

(Front L to R) David Valkenborgs, Ciaran Duffy, Stephen Doherty, Kevin McLaughlin.
Managers; John McLaughlin, Danny McLaughlin.

FAUGHER 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Rosemarie McGinley, Michael McGinley, Mathew Gallagher, Stephen McPhilemy, 

Christopher Gallagher. 
(Front L to R) James McMullan, Paul Creamer, Lee Martin Carr, Colleen Stewart, Shauna Langan, 

Shaun Forrester, Ciaren McGinley. Managers: Mickey McGinley, Dominic Carr.  
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ARDS 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Mark Anthony McGinley, Shaun McIvor, Mark Lagan, Brian McNulty, Shaun Doak, Patrick McNulty. 

(Front L to R) Mellissa Doak, Enya O’Donnell, Conal McNulty, Stephen Doak. Manager; Tommy Lagan.

DUNFANAGHY 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Rebecca Starrit, Sinead O’Donnell, Martin Keaveney, Christopher McKinley, Barry McGinley,

Shane Grier, Graham Alcorn. 
(Front L to R) Chloe McGinley, David Alcorn, Leslie Sterrit, Brendan Devine. 

Managers; Michael Keaveney, Patrick McGinley
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MURROE 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) James McLean, Liam Gallagher, Dannie McNeillis, John Joe Ferry, Shaun Gallagher. 

(Front L to R) Richard Doherty, Patrick McMullan, Brendan McGee, Paul Anthony Doherty, 
Eamonn McGilloway.  Managers; John Gallagher, Tommy Doherty.

DRIMNARAW 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Thomas O’Donell, Andrew Kelly, Antoine McFadden, Cathal Neilis. 
(Front L to R) Patrick O’Donnell, Keeland McGee, Hugh O’Donnell, Oran McGee.

Managers; Michael Kelly, Josie McGee.
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CREESLOUGH 8-12 TEAM
(Back L to R) Ryan Langan, Shauna McCarry, Damien Sheridan, Christy Boyle. 

(Front L to R) Damien Boyle, Jamie McCarry, Ben Kyle, Shaun Paula and Michael Cannon missing. Manager; John Boyle

GLASSAN 8-12
(Back L to R) Raymond McLaughlin, Gavin McTeague, Shaun Baird, Lorcan McDaid, Gerard Boyle, Shaun Doherty, 
Patrick McIntyre. (Front L to R) Brid McDaid, Kelly Ferry, Helen McElhinney, Kevin McTeague, Cathal Sweeney. 

Manager; Joe McTeague
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FAUGHER 12-16 TEAM
(Back L to R) Gavin Montgomery, Christopher McElhinney, James Duggan, Martin McLean, Kieran McGinley. 

Manager; Joe Duggan.

GLASSAN 12-16 TEAM
(Back L to R) Adrian McTeague, Michael Boyce, Seamus Wilkinson. (Front L to R) Martin McElhinney, Dominic Wilkinson,

missing is Bernard Baird. Managers; Liam McElhinney, Tony Wilkinson.



ARDS 12-16 TEAM
(Back L to R) Danny Mangan, Martin O’Donnell, Sharon McGinley, Liam McFadden, Ciaran Doherty. 

Manager; Hugh O’Donnell.

MURROE 12-16
(Back L to R) Tommy Martin Doherty, Bridget Sweeney (Manager). (Front L to R) Ciaran Gallagher, Liam P Ferry, Claire Grier,

missing were Michael Gallagher, Bridget Gallagher and Charles McClafferty.
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DUNFANAGHY 12-16 TEAM
(Back L to R) Jonathon Stewart, John Corcoran, James McKinley, Patrick McFadden, Mark Stewart, 

Bobby Carey, Drew Alcorn. Manager; Andrew Alcorn, Jim Carey.

DRIMNARAW 12-16 TEAM
(Back L to R) Eddie McBride, Charlene Keaveney, Damien McGinley, Gary McBride, Frank Gallagher, Nicholas Neillis.

Managers; Paddy Gallagher, Edward McBride.



Lafferty’s
Spar

Supermarket

C R E E S L O U G H

Ph: (074) 38001  Fax: (074) 38067

For all your shopping needs
WINE • LOTTO 
FRESH MEAT

HOME BAKERY

Shell Filling Station

Open 7 Days 
8.30am-9pm


