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Introduction

The reasons for me writing this is to say to otmwple do not ignore your family history.
| ignored mine when | was young, and when you reaakure years you think why did |
not ask questions. My parents are now both deatljtamas only been over the past 10
years or so that | wished | had asked more questbtheir lives as children growing up.

It was for this reason that | decided | would tnddind out about my family history and
investigate my roots.



My mother was born in Montrose in Scotland, andéotruthful it was not too hard to
find out things about her, and about her growingfrngon relatives on her side of the
family.

This story however, is about my father and his famvho were born and brought up in a
small village called Cahir, in Co Tipperary in thish Republic.

My reason for this fascination is because nobodyun family knew anything of my
father’'s early years. He never spoke of them, ydetail, to either my sister or me and |
guess my mother. All | remember my father sayingenthings like, you don’t know how
lucky you are, and it was a lot tougher when | wdsoy, because we had nothing when
we were growing up. | also knew that my father badn well educated as a young man,
and had also left Ireland prior to the onset of $exond World War. | knew that my
father met my mother in Dundee in Scotland, whileytwere both in the armed forces.
They got married, within a short time of meetingleather, in Gilfillian Memorial
Church in Dundee, presided over by the Rev. HangirABws on 15th November 1941.

Robert Francis Keating
Born 13" September 1919
Died 30" November 1978

Lily Scott Keating
Born 29" October 1917
Died 2" December 1972
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Prior to the start of my story, | would like tovgi you a brief history lesson. The
following information you are about to read is aebmhistory of Cahir. | attained this

information from the Internet and can only assurhat tevents and dates are quite
accurate. It appears from this information that iCdlas quite a history one way or
another.




A brief history of Cahir

Cathair Dun lascaigh is the ancient and proper nam@ahir. Its original meaning is
circular stone fortress of the fish abounding Duirart. Settlement in Cahir dates back to
the stone age with evidence of megalithic tomlvgy forts and ancient roadways of
Munster. These roadways past through Cahir linkiaghel with Lismore and was called
"The Track of St. Patrick's Cow" by the Christiahembs, Cairns and ring forts can be
found at Lisava, Garryroan, Kedrah and Scaragh Wood

The poet Fearchois MacGorman's history dates bé&akas the third century when he
lived near Cahir in a large earthen fort and legsags it was Cahir where he threw a
spear through the heart of Lugaigh MacConn, thg kinreland in 212AD.

The Rock on which Cabhir castle stands was an eadte or fort, the residence of
Badamair and the local Gaelic chief Finn MacRaddmai whom many legendary stories
come.

With the arrival of Christianity, the ancient pagates were gradually taken over. Cahir
Abbey is such a site where there is a holy welhardosa. Here the pagan custom of
tying coloured rags on a nearby tree is still pcact.

Between the fifth and eleventh centuries churasssprang up in many locations around
Cahir and many were succeeded by medieval or morseitiements. Before the
Normans came, Conor Na Cathrach O'Brien, King afriiénd(Limerick), is said to have
built a stone fort on the rocky Cabhir island, rephg the earthen fort in the twelfth
century.

In 1169 the Normans arrived in the area. The 18r was navigable to Cahir, which had
become an important link between Limerick and Water The Normans were dedicated
to Christianity and founded an Augustinian priot\Cahir Abbey and further down the
river at Kilcommonbeg another priory was founded.

The fourteenth century saw the lands around Calmecinto the hands of the Third Earl
of Desmond who later granted them to his son andlitar. Cahir would become home
to the Butlers for nearly 3 centuries.

In 1543, King Henry the Eight made Thomas Butlerd_Baron of Cahir, as a reward for
his loyalty. This period also witnessed the disgBofuof the monasteries and lands were
granted to the Butlers.

They then consolidated their holdings and builtec¥ouses all around

Cahir.

The next years to follow was a rocky ride for thermarchy as the Irish rebels revolted.
Cahir Castle was taken and re-taken but all the temained in the hands of the Butler
family.

However after religious turmoil in the mid-sevemtgecentury the result was exclusion
from the central administration following the nigear war. In 1641 the castle was
surrendered to Lord Inchiquin for Parliament, baswetaken in 1650 by Oliver
Cromwell. The Butlers subsequently never lived astie again, but at their country
manor and abroad in England and France.

By 1700 a sizable town had grown around the caeliléing, agriculture and a range of
trades brought industry to the muddy streets. &ttime the Quakers had a strong
foothold in the town and the castle was let to \afifi Fennell where he resided and kept a
small wool industry. Cahir house was built in th&Q's as well as the Manor Mills, The
Suir Mills and the Cahir Abbey Mills in the peridd75-90. Lord Cahir (Richard 12th
Baron) married Miss Emily Jeffreys of Blerney Casihd together they led Cahir through
its most delightful period. He sat in the Housé.ofds and the title "Earl of Glengall”
was created. He unfortunately died some years later



The first 2 decades of the 1800's saw enthusiaepcovements to the estate. Cahir Park
was landscaped; Cahir barracks was built amongn@bau of other important buildings.
Cahir became a fashionable centre among the gefttere was a boom in Cahir as the
milling and other businesses flourished due to #eny regiment in Cahir.
In the 1830's Lord Glengall poured money into te&e and a plan was created for his
tenants to build the main areas of the town.

The great famine ensued in 1847-50 and building eleslved. Lord Glengall was
eventually declared bankrupt and the estate wak&bko the various tenents. But after
marriage Lady Margaret, heiress to the Lord andyL@tengall repurchased Cahir town.
She resided in London and 2 managers looked diteestate successfully. She again set
about improving the town and Cahir was one of ih& fowns to receive a fresh water
supply in 1876 and sewerage facilities in 1914. T860's saw the auctioning of most of
the estate to the Land Commission and thus thefadong line of gentry ownership.

Cahir Town Centre




Chapter One

My First Visit to Ireland

My story begins back in the 1950's when | was al®wr 9 years of age, when as a
family, me and my sister Lillian (Lyn), mum and daent on holiday to Ireland. | have
few memories of this holiday as you can imagin® atears of age. | could have been
anywhere, all | knew was it was not where | norsnéilled and we had to travel a long
way to get there.

| do remember the journey to get there howevevag a real adventure and it took a long
time, with train and boat trips. | now realise theg had travelled by train from Dundee to
Liverpool, where we then boarded the ferry to ttdeeDublin. What an adventure that
was. There seemed to be thousands of people obdhis but | guess there were only a
few hundred. We set sail late one night for an gt crossing. What an adventure this
was going to be. We had a cabin in the lower dedks bunk beds, and with me being
the smallest, | got one of the top bunks. This gr@at as | had never been in a bunk bed
before and had to go up a ladder to get in it.d baly been in the bunk bed moments
when | was in trouble. | was bouncing up and dowd was in danger of killing myself,
and my sister underneath. According to my mum au lwas so over excited that they
expected me to end up being sick.

When we all got settled in, we went to get somegthmeat. This was not long after we
had set sail. By the time we were heading backutocabin the sea had got really rough,
and the boat was pitching from side to side andngbdown. | thought this was great fun
trying to keep your balance as you walked alongweéicer, | guess everybody was not
like me as there were people being sick all overplace. We were all given seasickness
tablets. | don’'t remember having any difficulty eg to sleep but | do remember my
mum saying that she never slept a wink all night.

We docked early next morning in Dublin. We stayedd week in Dun Laoghaire in a
hotel with dad’s Uncle Tom Maher. Uncle Tom livedingland, and all | can remember
about him was that he small, thin and elderly.avéhbeen told that Uncle Tom died in
England a couple of years after my sister Lyn gatriad in September 1961.

We left Dun Laoghaire a week later to go to thentstation in Dublin, where we were to
catch a train to Cabhir, in Co Tipperary. This wasag fun as well, as we were on this old
steam train that sounded its horn all the timat &sindled through all the little villages
on route. When we arrived in Cahir we walked frdra station to a house in the village
that we were to stay in for the next few weeksowrknow, that the name of the person
we were staying with was a man called Paddy Cull&elieve that he must have been a
friend of the family from years back. | was to findt many years later that he might not
have been such a friend as my dad had thought. &ve &l accommodated in one room,
with a curtain separating my sister and me from nmamd dad. | must admit | do not
remember a great deal about this holiday, excepthi® odd one or two things that were
strange in my eyes, but | suppose were normaldolt&s We used to go to the local bar at
night, a pub | now know as Paddy Condon's. Thisnagas something | uncovered many
years later. It was strange to sit in a pub, aadl iever been in one before and to have the
local police officer, gun and all, standing dringiwith the clientele. | guess they thought
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this was normal, but our police never carry gunshennorm.

| used to go daily with my sister to a place calahdy Bottom, to swim in the river, a
place that dad had said they swam in as kids @utih the summer. We were also taken
around in the local funeral car to see things. \ehalso since found out, that Paddy
Condon owned the funeral car. Not only did he ol pub but also the back part of the
pub was a funeral parlour! | then found out mangrgelater that they were the only
funeral directors in the area and buried everylfoolyn Cahir, and the surrounding area. |
have also been told that it was a grocer’s showedk selling out of the parlour of the
house.

I won'’t linger on to much with this part of the sfpas | really don’'t have too many
memories of it. We did visit a place called Rockw@bllege, a place | would later find
out would have a great impact on my father’s litee remembering of Rockwell also led
me to a school friend of my dad. This man has wioé to be a great friend and a person
that | would be proud to call a true friend of ngdd However the holiday came to an end
and we returned to Scotland. | was to return ayfears later to Ireland but never went to
Cahir. We stayed in a hotel on the outskirts of@&stland visited places in and around the
city. | was only a few years older on that trip aba1, and this time my sister was not
with us, as she had become engaged to be marrhest twow late husband Frank.

Uncle Tom, Lillian, Me, Mum, and at the back a cleafied Bec

In the following years my dad still never spokehi$ life in Ireland, and | don't ever
remember asking anything about it. | do know howekiat he was proud to be Irish and
would not have anything bad said against the pisbple. He could also be counted on to
give a good Irish Rebel song at any party. | joitfeglarmy at the age of eighteen and got
married to my wife Glenda, at the age of twentyeéhin 1971. We went off to Singapore
to live, a few months after we were married. Thsswvhere our first son Alister was
born. One of the saddest moments of my life hapgpeneSingapore, and that was the
death of my mother in 1972. | loved and misseddearly, and it saddened me even more
to think that she never lived long enough to seegnandson Alister, who was only 11
months old when she died. | do not want to dwellmonmother’s death or her life as this
story is about my father as a boy growing up, d&edimpact that those years have had on
my life and my sister’s life as well as Glenda’sothe past few years.

My dad died in 1978 from lung cancer while livingliondon. He never did get to tell me
about his life in Ireland and he may not have wade This | will never know.



The only information | had about Dad at this timasveketchy to say the least.

A, His father’'s name was Michael Keating

B, His mother’s name was Ellen Keating maiden ndaber

C, He lived in the Mountain Road, Cahir Co Tippgrar

D, There was a connection with a place called Kgoafton (New Inn)

E, He was educated at Rockwell College

F, He had three uncles called William, Tom and JamMaher

G, His grandparents were Thomas and Ellen Mahé&ggdly Thomas was killed in a
shooting incident when dad was about three year$ ol

H, He had a sister Helen Mary (Nellie) who diednira brain tumour in London in her
thirties.

That was all the information that | knew about mather. It was because of this sketchy
information that | decided that one day | wouldeatpt to trace my family history on
dad’s side.

It would be many years after dad’s death that | ll@lecide to go and look for family in
Ireland. | must say however, we were in for a &harctwo, and a few surprises here and
there along the way! In fact it was about 1995 thknda and | would take the first steps
in this search for answers to questions, that ukhbave asked my dad when he was
alive, but never did.

Chapter Two

The search begins

Glenda was at University in St Andrews, gainingegrée. This would lead her to a career
change, from a nurse that she had been since 1868eing a Church of Scotland
Minister. This had meant a huge change to ourdifée, with only having one wage
coming into the house. We would have to be morelgmti with our spending, and
holidays abroad would have to wait. Glenda hasesfimished her studying, gained her
degree, and we are now living in Edinburgh in alBghavillage near to the airport called
Kirkliston. Glenda has been the minister of Kirtdis Parish Church since the summer of
1996, and she loves it. | must add Kirkliston great place to live.

We were living in Dundee when my search for infotioraon my father’'s family began. |
was working at Ninewells Hospital in Dundee in epartment of Medical Physics. This
was the hospital | had worked in since | left tmeain 1974, until 1 decided to retire
early in October 2005 at the age of 57.

Glenda was in the middle of her studies in 1995nve decided it was time to go to
Ireland, and see what we could find out about myilfa

Where in the name of heavens does one begin | asieelf. With no contacts in Ireland,
no great information, and even less of a cluepasttere you find out things about your
family. | knew it was going to be difficult. Therst thing | decided to do was to contact
the local police (Garda), in Cahir and ask if thvegre aware of anyone in the area that |
may be related to. A few weeks later | receivedttet from the local officer in charge of
the Garda station, saying how nice it was to haadfrom me. He did say however that
he was unable to find any relatives of mine in rmuad the area. However, it was in this
letter that a name was given to me as a contaoraby the name of John O'Brien that
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lives on the Mountain Road. This was the same wlaere dad had lived. This man, |
was told, went to Rockwell College with Dad, and\tthad been great friends. | was also
given the name of a Priest, Fr Meehan; he wastiestgor Knockgraffon (New Inn) just
a few miles from Cahir. The officer also confirmtttht my great grandfather, Thomas
Maher, had been killed in a shooting incident irmomyund 1920. | had told him about the
shooting in my letter but was not sure if it wasgetior not. He did say that he was unable
to give me any facts about the incident. His red®sorthis was, he said, because there
were still people alive in the town that were oryrhave been involved in the shooting.
Armed with this information we decided to book dwtiday and head off for the Emerald
Isle, the home of my forefathers.

We were not all that well off financially at thisne (and still not) and decided that we
would stay in our own tent on a campsite close &hiC After searching through a
camping guidebook | found what | believed would &good site. The campsite was
called the Apple and is still there to this day avitht a great site it was and | believe still
IS.

The time had come to leave for our holiday armely anth this letter from the police,
with the two names John O’Brien, and Fr Meehamdss | should say, that this visit took
place during the height of the troubles in Irelamdl was to prove quite an exciting trip.
We left Dundee by car and headed for the ferry pbi€airnryan on the West Coast of
Scotland near to Stranraer. This crossing would takinto the port of Larne in Northern
Ireland some ten miles north of Belfast. We hathdwe the car searched in Scotland by
the police at the ferry port, to ensure we weretnohg to smuggle anything illegal into
Ireland. When | opened the back of the car forgbkce they looked at all the camping
gear packed to the roof and said, “ Off you go thed get on the ferry.” Thank heavens
for that, as | had visions of having to empty eti@ing out of the car at eleven o’clock at
night, and that would not be my idea of fun. Theyerossing was awful. Not the seas
but the state of the ferry. It was very basic withfood, and only a vending machine to
get tea or coffee from. | am using the words ted ewffee very loosely! However we
survived the crossing and arrived in Larne at altiongte thirty in the morning. If you have
ever arrived at the ferry port of Larne you willdemstand when | say it is not the most
exciting place to land at in Ireland. We were agdaopped by the police and asked a few
questions about where we were going and if we ngthang to declare.

We were now on our way south, and | felt then thatwere on holiday, and | was really
looking forward to the drive south. That was a aist The trip south was both long and
frightening in parts. The drive from Larne pastfBst and on down the Al towards the
border at Newry was fine. We had made very gooe tias there was very little traffic at
that time in the morning. When we reached the boodatrol at Newry, things then
turned a little bit different to say the least. we approached the checkpoint, a British
soldier asked me to turn off all the car lights amdhand over my documents for the car.
He then asked us to move forward slowly until wacteed the next checkpoint. This we
did but it was not easy, as we had to negotiateegunumber of very high speed humps.
As we progressed we were aware of the red ligltisi¢pithe windscreen and realised that
we were in the laser sights of the soldiers guas were following us all the way. The
thought of guns being trained on you scares yoteauibit. When we reached the next
checkpoint some 50 yards on we were instructedojo and were then questioned about
our reasons for being in Ireland. When the soldéesmed satisfied with our answers he
returned our documents. He then told us to prodeetthe next checkpoint where we
would be met by police from the Irish Republic. Were stopped at the next checkpoint,
and again we were asked questions about our tptive south. It was at this stage the
Garda (Irish police) told us that there had bedot &f terrorist activity in the area that
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night, and to be careful and not to stop for anybadtil well clear of the area. The
policeman then said we could put our lights on nlowt,remember to stop for nobody. As
we cleared the border control we both said thiaad been quite an intimidating time. To
think you were only going on holiday! And this wagsite a daunting reminder of how
these parts were still war torn. As we drove oew Miles we were startled by the sight
of a number of men dressed in black carrying whelkéd like guns by the shape of them,
in the night shadows. | said nothing in the hop tBlenda had not seen them. | felt sure
if Glenda had seen them she would have freakedrtes to accelerate my Ford Escort to
a speed of almost 100 miles per hour on this nardask, twisting road in an effort to
clear this area as soon as | could. | think thatha@ driven in silence at extremely high
speed for some three or four miles, and then |galiyl slowed down to a more normal
speed for the road conditions. It was only then tha spoke, and agreed that that had
been quite a hair raising moment and thanked Gatlwie would not have to do that
again for a couple of weeks. Glenda then said,hsiteseen the men and realised by the
way that | had started to speed up that | hadsdsa them.

The remainder of the drive was really uneventfiheo than reversing a few hundred
yards up the only bit of motorway in the southhas time on the outskirts of Dublin. 1
had only gone and missed my turn off! It was gti# early hours of the morning with
next to no traffic on the road.

As the sun was starting to rise, it was a lovelyalto Cahir. We did however stop for
petrol in a small village about an hour from Calind asked the garage attendant if he
knew of anywhere we could get a cup of coffee. Witha second thought he said we
should have seat on garden chairs and promptly iwemhis house and made us two cups
of coffee and refused to accept any payment faonthge wished us a pleasant holiday
and waved us off as we drove on to Cahir.

We arrived in Cahir at about nine in the morninge @écided not to stop in town, as we
wanted to find the campsite and get ourselveseskttlhad received directions from the
campsite owner saying, just take the Clonmel raadchffew miles and the site will be on
your left hand side, signposted the Apple Campaiteé orchard. We found it easily and
then went to meet the owner. He told us to pleassetves where we pitched our tent. He
then showed us around the site. It was a smajlsitshop but extremely clean with more
than adequate facilities for all our needs. Wehgttour tent, which took about an hour,
as it was one of these frame tents with separatpslg and living areas. A small house
really. Once we had settled, we decided to regsirbdieading into Cahir as it had been a
long drive since leaving Scotland more than fiftkenrs earlier.

We had been here a couple of days before we thauglats time to start the real reason
for our trip, to seek out my family history.



Above is a photograph of the Apple Campsite, dtleltent and my good old trusty Forg
Escort that had sped us away from trouble a fewwtsigarlie

We headed into town to seek out the local Gard@staand to speak to the police officer
that had written to me. We went into the tiny btimidating Garda office and asked to
speak to the officer in charge. It was a few momdater that the officer we had written
to appeared, and he was most welcoming. He fiestked if the campsite was ok and did
we have any problems. He then gave us the addressligections to John O'Brien's
house, which was on the Mountain Road. He also gawtirections to Knockgraffon and
the priest’s house where we would be able to medtdehan. The officer then informed
us that he had been to see Fr Meehan, and hadhitol@f our visit, and what we were
looking for. It was then | asked him if he had anfpormation about the shooting of my
great grandfather, Thomas Maher. He said he didadthere were still people alive and
living in the town he would not give me any infortioa other than he was shot by
assumed poachers in or around 1920. | told himd mat interested in reprisals, just in
the history, but he would not change his mind, egfdsed to tell me any more. We
thanked him for all his help and left the statigve then headed down the road, to visit a
man that would become a great friend and a wedlthformation in the years to come,
John O'Brien. John did not live far from the polstation, only about 500 yards going
past Cahir Castle on the left, heading out of towmthe road to Cashel. When we arrived
at the bottom of the Mountain Road, | had a straegéing; | remembered the road so
well. | can only assume that dad all those yearBee had taken us all to visit the place
where he once lived. It was strange but it fek likwas home, in a funny sort of way. We
headed up the street and passed the house thatich{ived in, number three. We were
later to find out that this house was one of thalist in the road and had only one
bedroom, a kitchen and a tiny living room and & &gace. | believe that at least eight
people lived in it back in the days when my dagestiethere.

We continued up the road a few yards until we ctonmeumber thirty. This was the house
of John O'Brien, the man we had come to see. Thioghaph below is a picture of what |
will call the’ ancestral home’; number three MountRoad, Cahir, Co Tipperary.
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The photograph above is a picture of what | will tae’ ancestral home’; number three
Mountain Road, Cahir, Co Tipperary.

We knocked on John’s door not knowing what to ekpltcseemed an age before he
answered the door. When the door opened | wasamefit with a small, smart, very alert
man with eyes that glinted at you. He said, “Camelp you?“ and when | introduced
myself to him there was a moment of silence andhlee said, “ My God its Bobby’s
boy” and almost burst into tears. He said,” Comarnd let me see you, and tell me all
about yourself and your dad.” It was at this momietdld him dad had died, and he
almost broke down and cried. This house too wayg sarall but a bit larger than the
house at number three. When we went into the livaggn | got the shock of my life. All
round the walls were pictures of the seven huntyéess, in the Maze Prison in Belfast,
Bobby Sands, and his comrades, that were all IRA.hevas not sure what to say or do
but felt | would just go with the flow, and see whappened. At this time John was more
interested in what had happened to dad after he&Ckiir in 1938 at the age of nineteen.
We spoke of that for a while and he asked if | hagl family. When | told him that we
had two sons, both in the army, he told us, “ Onanoount tell anybody, and | mean
anybody, that you have boys in the British Armywibuld not be safe”. We were not
intending to stay long at this visit and told Jam, but said we would like to come back
and speak for longer. He said to come back the aextand we could have some tea and
we would speak about the old days. He also saidnbes we were staying in the Apple
campsite as he had heard from sources better kimimself. We then bid farewell to
John for the time being. As we walked away we wetsure how much John himself
was involved in the IRA. Cahir was a hot bed oAIRembers, and had been since the
early years of the troubles.

The next photograph is a picture of me with Johuside his house in the Mountain
Road. Further in this story you will see a pictofeJohn some seven years later in the
year 2002
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As you can see from the picture John was a verg-dmaoking man
considering he was around seventy-five years of lageo had some
hair then when I look back. | have also put onsaveight since!

We returned the next day, to have tea with Johntartdy and find out more about my
dad. He made us very welcome again, and we ahlrsaind the fire, in his small living
room. We could not help but look at the strangd e@erings. There were photos of the
hunger strikers as | said before, and also oldsBhas cards with robins, covering one
wall. There was also a huge Irish Tricolour on arotvall.

John told us that he had attended Rockwell Coletfe dad, and he had hated it, because
of all the discipline that was handed out by thiegis than ran it. He said dad found it ok
as he was a very bright student, and did not firedvwork and study too daunting. | knew
dad was intelligent, but not how intelligent urtdhn told us that dad had come third in
all Ireland for Latin, Greek, Maths, and Englishaddhad also been awarded honours
degrees in all these subjects. He also played raglayvery high level and that amazed
me, as he had never told me of this. Never in glldays can | remember him kicking a
ball with me as a boy. John told us that if we wentRockwell we would see dad’s
pictures in the hall of fame. When we asked if loaild like to come with us to Rockwell
he refused point blank, saying he would never &iepin that place again. He said it held
too many bad memories for him. As for gaining ptaaé Rockwell was concerned, both
John and dad had gained scholarships, so they vibeusible to attend College. Rockwell
was the most prestigious college in all Irelandhattime and arguably still is. John told
us, as scholarship kids they were treated like retbotass citizens. They had to eat at
separate tables from the other boys, and were bdandseparate dorms. When they got
fed, it was a different fare from the fee-payinglaten. When John and dad got to go
home at weekends, and holidays, they had to walkhey had no money for transport.
The so called rich kids were also not allowed teegihe scholarship kids lifts in the
horses and carts that came to pick them up. Thefroim Rockwell to Cahir was some
five or six miles, quite a long walk for anybody.
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When | asked about the shooting of my great graschddeomas Maher, all he said was he
thought perhaps poachers might have shot him. ldegtht that the reason for the
shooting was, that my great grandfather had begangekeeper, working for an English
gent and the IRA hated them at that time. He saidrjust remember that this area was a
hot bed of IRA involvement against the English asgecially the Black and Tans. So
was the whole of Tipperary at this time. When legskhat it was like now, he just said
that there are still people around with long mee®of the Black and Tans tyranny, who
had ruled this area. When | asked about my granelfdflichael Keating, all he said was,
that he thought he had died when dad was abou tfe@&rs old. This had confirmed what
we had been told by dad.

He did say that my dad had an Uncle William thayst with them and that he had slept
with a gun under his pillow. It was thought thatIN&§m had gone to Dublin at the height
of the Easter Risings, and was never heard of aydiren | asked if Uncle William was
in the IRA all John said was maybe. John said mbshen in the town were, in those
days. He did recall dad’s sister Helen Mary, b slas always referred to as Nellie. He
said that she was a beautiful girl, with long redr ldown to her waist and full of curls. He
was shocked when | told him she had died, in hetigh, in London, from a brain
tumour. When | asked why my family had left Cahig,said the only thing he knew about
it was when dad had come to him one night, to Bay were leaving for the mainland the
next day and that was it. Dad was nineteen atitthe &and John says he never saw any of
the family again.

John said that dad had been his best friend shegewere at primary school together. He
said that they used to spend all their time togetipeon the mountains, playing football
or swimming down in the Sandy Bottom swimming haMe felt that we had exhausted
John with all our questions by this time, and tolch we would have to go but would it
possible to come back and see him before we lefts&id he would be delighted for us to
come back, he said sitting chatting to me reminkied of Bobby, and the great times
they had together. | told him we were going to nweith Father Meehan the next day. |
remember John saying that you should never truptiest and then laughing. That
comment, would come back to haunt us a number afsylater, as many a true word is
spoken in jest.

On our way back to the campsite we decided to fseee icould find the house of Paddy
Cullen, the man we had stayed with on my firsttwisiCahir when | was nine years old.
This did not prove hard, because as soon as we dnbw the area | knew the house. We
knocked on the door, and an old lady greeted uenNtold her who | was she invited us
in. There was a very old man sitting in a chairthg fire, smoking his pipe, and |
introduced myself to him. | think that he was stiffg from senile dementia, as he
thought | was dad, and kept wandering off the szibjethought this would be of no help
in our quest for answers. We said our farewell$ @@hd them it was great to meet them
again after so long. As far as the old lady wasceamed, | have no idea who she was, as
she said nothing, just nodded at appropriate mosnékie then decided to head to the
local church to see if there were any records dhgj deaths and so on. This also was no
great help as the only record they held was a &@ali record of Helen Mary (Nellie)
giving her date of birth and so on. Below is a copyhis document. There were no other
records to be found, but the priest said that aofatecords were destroyed during the
troubles. He also said that if there was a conoeatiith Knockgraffon the records may
be there, and if they were not there then he whalk no idea where they would be. To
be honest, | do not think this priest was the rhefpful man | have ever met.
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This is a picture of Nellie. It was taken in Londonthe nineteen forties not long before
she died in the early nineteen fifties.
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Nellie’s certificate as | said was the only receovd could find. However it appeared to
prove that Michael Keating was still alive in 1928d also that my Uncle William was
still on the scene, and | assume also that my graaid mother was still alive.

Our next visit was to go and meet with Father Meelilae priest at Knockgraffon (New
Inn). This we were going to do the next day and wes going to prove to be fun!

On a lighter note, that night we went to the C&totel for a drink and a bite to eat. It was
quite funny to try and understand how they evereraay money in the hotel. | asked for
a couple of drinks and a sandwich and when | asked much | owed, the barman said
he would add it up and get it later. This went gardhe next few hours and when | asked
for the final bill he said,” | don’t have a clue.Rat did you have?” | thought this was
wonderful, to find people so trusting. It was atgote funny to see a young couple sitting
in the corner who | guessed were about nineted¢weanty years of age, just having a chat
and a quiet drink. The local Garda officer camehimhad a beer, looked around and then
saw the couple. From the other side of the bahbetsd, “ Do your fathers know you are
in here? ” The answer was no and he then said, Il W&y bloody well will soon when |
tell them, so get on home! ”. Without a second géathey got up, said, “OK” and left. |
wonder if that would be the reaction a policemanulMayet back in Scotland, | doubt it.
He more than likely would be told to,” Bugger offchleave us alone, It's got bugger all
to do with you”, or words to that effect.

The next morning we headed off to meet Father MeWss had arranged to meet him at
his house in New Inn, some three or four miles fiGahir. When we rang the doorbell,
his housekeeper answered the door and told usnie @, as she was expecting us. We
were taken into the lounge to meet the Father @nshid he was delighted to meet us and
how could he help. This was not before we had belenthat we were to stay for high tea
and to have a coffee before we discussed anything.

He started by asking us what we did for a living &here we stayed and suchlike. When
he was told that Glenda was at university trairim@pecome a minister he said, “ Oh my
God! “ And from then on he called her his littlegstess. He said we would have to go to
the little church at Knockgraffon, a mile away,ltave a look at any records but said he
had already looked but could not find any. Wheruggested that we take my car he
wouldn't hear of it, and insisted we went in his ca

This was an experience, which | hope | never haventure again. He was a nightmare
behind the wheel. He would shout to people outcdrewindow as he drove past them,
and the car would wander all over the road. At stage we had to turn round in the road,
so he just stopped, put the car in reverse andeduotil he hit the hedge. He then said,
“Well | guess that's far enough that way.” He theent forward, bouncing off the hedge
at the other side of the road.

We went into the little church in Knockgraffin cadl St. Bartholomew's. It was a lovely
little church. He told us a couple of stories abbigt ministry and the one that really
amused us was the one about a clock. There waklahogk on the wall more than 150
years old, which he said had not worked for decatiesthen said that he had asked
everybody to pray for the clock so that it mightrivagain. He then took it to Dublin, got
the old workings taken out and replaced them wétv parts, run by two batteries. He
came back, put it up and at the next Sunday seteldehe congregation to see what the
power of prayer can do. They all thought that thés a miracle performed by him!
Anyway, we left the church and headed for the oidsed graveyard. He took us to a
gravestone that you could just make out the workédting and 19 something. He said,”
This is your grandfathers grave.” He suggested wWatmight want to pay to have it
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sandblasted so it would look new again. | asked hawh it would cost and he said he
could get it done for £20. So | gave him the mottefzave it done. That would prove to
be a complete waste of money, as | discovered rgaass later. However at the time it
felt wonderful to think, that we had found my lologt grandfather. It was also wonderful
to think that we were able to make this small gestar him and even more so for my late
dad’s sake.

Keating Headstone? Knockgraffon Graveyal

| must say, that the picture of the gravestone ado¢show what is written on it but | can
assure you it does say Michael Keating and 19 dunget

We then left the graveyard, and returned to Falthenan's house for high tea. This was
great. He was a wonderful man and appeared to bersterned and glad that he was able
to help. He wished us luck, and said we could naytkat we had found out everything
we had come for. This was to prove a statementwioadld anger and upset me many
years later. There were no documents to be founthignchurch either. Father Mehan
reiterated what the other priest had said, aboutymecords being destroyed during the
troubles.

However, at the time we were so pleased with ouesebn the things we had discovered.
We had decided that our final visit would be to Reell College. This would prove to be
very interesting indeed. This we were going to ddlee last day or two of our holiday.
The Rockwell trip came only 24 hours before we wdwe to return home. This visit we
had left till last, the trip to dad’s old collegepckwell, some six miles from Cahir and
about six miles from Cashel. Rockwell is set inatsn grounds, out in the middle of
nowhere, but it is set in wonderful gardens andugds, with its own golf course, rugby
pitches and soccer pitches.
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Rockwell College

We arrived unannounced at Rockwell, and went tatse®ean. | can’t for the life of me
remember his name but he was a very nice, quiet anana priest. He took us to his
office and started to look up yearbooks for ther'gedad was there. He found pictures of
dad in those books, and then informed us he wakd tis to the hall of fame and show
us more pictures. As we walked, he informed us hotglligent dad had been and
reconfirmed all the qualifications dad had gaine@. also informed us that dad was
earmarked for the priesthood. This was a shocladshad never gone to church as far as
| could remember. When we reached the hallway wfithhe pictures, he pointed out all
the relevant ones with dad on. There were pictafébe rugby teams for all dads’ years,
and all his class photos. In the last yearbooketheas a copy of the Irish Times
informing all of dad being placed third in all lagld for Greek, Latin, English and Maths.
This was a really proud moment for me to think heall my dad had performed, and to
think how well his fellow students and his teachieught of him. | should mention that
we were informed of a Father Noonan who used tohtelad, and he was still alive and
living in a nursing home in Dublin, aged well ifits nineties.

We thanked the Dean for all his help and he prothised did, send us a copy of the
yearbook with all the information about dad. This weceived some weeks after our
return home.

We left Cahir the next morning for the long drivertm to Larne to get the ferry home. It
was not until we were on the road that the memarfdabat frightening night two-weeks
earlier, when we crossed the border, came flootack to us. However, what a shock,
when we reached the border post at Newry we wensedvahrough without a single
question and we were on our way to Larne. The fas mot yet over however. When we
arrived in Belfast on the Al road you come to andabout to join the M2 that takes you
to Larne. Just as we approached the roundabodiesoin armoured cars and helicopters
appeared from nowhere, dropping soldiers all okerrbad and the roundabout, and the
roadside ditch. We were waved on frantically bydsgk to get out of the area. This we
did without a second thought as we sped off ugMBeWe had cleared the area by about
five hundred yards, when from my left came an ahtydgang! | ducked, then sat up and
looked out the window. | then realised it was oalgonstruction site at the side of the
road, using a steam hammer. Still, after only pasgsing the incident at the roundabout, |
can assure you it gives you quite a shock. Howeweat, was the last problem we came
across on the trip home. The ferry crossing was &ind the drive from the ferry to home
was fine.

Once home we tried to put together what we hadchéshand realised we had not really
learned a lot more than we already knew or thoughknew. We did meet a wonderful
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man in John O’Brien, and a nice priest in Fathehde We had seen the family home,
and school that dad went to. We had also paid e haheadstone cleaned that allegedly
was my grandfathers. We had had it confirmed froben@arda that my great grandfather
had been murdered. We also found the baptismalficat¢ of dad’s sister. That was
really about all we found out about my family bug¢ wid meet some wonderful friendly
people, and had a great holiday to boot. | alsbtfeg | am very proud to have Irish roots,
and we will return again to visit the birthplacenoy ancestors.

Chapter Three

What to do next

Over the next few years we spoke about a retupntdrilreland, but with one thing and
another it got put back and back. However, in teary2001, we were on holiday in
Gettysburg in the United States, with my sister byl her daughter Fiona. We discussed
the trip to Ireland and what we had or had not tbauat. It was then that my sister started
coming out with names and dates of things and gethglt | knew nothing about. | then
said that if | had been armed with some of thigrmfation when in Ireland | may have
been able to find out more family history. When re¢urned to Canada to my sister’'s
home in Cambridge, Ontario, we spoke of maybe @rmetrip to Ireland one day. Once
we had returned home, | started looking into thespgmlity of a return trip to the home of
my late father in Co Tipperary in Eire.

The first thing | did was to find out if that | was arrange this trip, would my sister be
able to come with us. | would have to also find albut accommodation and ferry times,
so that this could be linked to my sister comirgnfrCanada. This was not going to prove
much of a problem as my sister had said,” You geahand we will be there.” When she
said,” we”, | asked,” Does that mean that Fionadming?” and she said,” Try stopping
her.” Fiona had always wanted to visit Ireland esiace she was a little girl.

Well, the first thing to do was to arrange datesttsat all our holidays fitted in. This
proved to be no problem whatsoever. The dates gedréor two weeks in August 2002. |
had decided that we would again drive, and takeeray fto Larne and drive south
overnight. | also felt it would be easier, to gelf €atering accommodation, this way we
could come and go as we pleased, eat when we wemtadd not be tied to hotel times
for meals. | decided that | would look for accomratoin in Cahir by means of the
Internet. | found what looked to be a very nicetage in Cahir, and decided to fax the
owner and see if it was available, on the datet weawanted. | was very pleased to
receive a fax back a few hours later, confirming/éts available, and we could have it if
we wished. | decided to take the chance and godatwea book. | then informed Lyn and
Fiona of the dates | had booked and hoped it woatdbe a problem. | was delighted to
find out later that night after a phone call to @da that these dates would be fine.

A lady called Kathy Deveraux who turned out to béhslpful, owned the cottage, and in
fact her and her family were just lovely.
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The cottage was on the Ardfinnan Road, some fivelred yards from the town centre, in
a quiet walled garden area. The picture below shtbe/gottage and the walled area.

One thing we were to find out was, the white hgtse see in the centre of the picture
was insane! It was determined to bite you evergtyou came close, that was everybody
except Fiona.

The next thing we had to do was book the ferry fl©airnryan to Larne. This was easy,
and again it was booked on the Internet. What adedul thing this Internet is, just book
your holiday without leaving the house!

| booked a ferry to leave Scotland at 9pm and arivLarne at 11pm. These times were
to change on the day but that was due to me beingarmal self, and liking to be early
rather than on time for anything. | contacted Ly @old her, that all was booked and
paid for, and all she had to do was to turn updat&nd in time to catch a ferry. Also to
give me a chance to drive the 3 hours from Edinbbtogthe ferry port at Cairnryan. I'm
joking, as it had been decided that Lyn would bthwis on holiday for six weeks and
Fiona would be able to stay for about three weeks.

| had been in contact with Kathy from the cottagewa times with one or two questions
about the place. To my surprise, | found out tiet lsad Keatings in her family history.
However on further investigations with her, it peovto be just a red herring, as there was
no link to the Keatings in her family, to the Kews of our family. | suppose that would
have been too good to be true but you never know, taere are so many Keating
families in Eire. The original Irish Keatings carftem France | believe, many centuries
before my family arrived on the scene. | guess wee getting away from the subject
slightly so I will continue with our story.
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Chapter Four

Lyn and Fiona come to Scotland

Lyn and Fiona arrived at Edinburgh Airport 4 dayspto our trip to Ireland. This would
give us plenty of time, to put together all theoimhation we had about dad and his early
days in Cahir. Well, to date, what did we have? Daztl on the Mountain Road in Cahir.
He went to Rockwell College. His dad, Michael, ltheld when my dad was about 3 or 4
years old. My dad had left for the UK in or aroub@38. We also knew that he was a
great friend, as a boy, of John O'Brien who silédl on the Mountain Road. We also
knew that | had been shown the gravestone of MicKaating, in the graveyard at
Knockgraffon, and that | had paid to have it clehren the advice of Father Mehan, the
Catholic priest of Knockgraffin and New Inn. We haldo been informed, by the Garda,
about the killing of my great grandfather, Thomashdr. This killing had occurred when
dad was about 3 or 4 years of age. Lyn is alsoainbese people who have a great
memory for dates, and she knew all the ages, andgproximate dates of when people in
the family had been born and had died. This infelonawe intended to take to the
records office in Clonmel, a town about 10 milemirCahir, and is now the main records
office for Tipperary. It was quite exciting putgrall this information together, and trying
to work out a strategy, on how we were to go algmiting family information. | kept
thinking back to my previous visit, that when yat down in the cold light of day and
thought about it, had really achieved very lithowever, this time we were going mob
handed, with every intention of getting as muchdmsabout our family as we could get
in two weeks. It was also our intention to haveeagholiday at the same time and to see
as much of Ireland as time would allow.

Fiona Lyn Robert Glenda
Above is the assembled crew that was about to dadrathe family history trip that
would open the eyes of a blind man.
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This trip would prove as exciting as a movie s¢rgotd give us more informative than one
could have expected. Cahir is a small town nestieithe Tipperary countryside, where
the pace of things seemed to be so slow they alstogped.

As the day drew near to when we were leaving, dtabee more and more exciting not
knowing what you were going to find out, if anytirHowever, we had to get our feet
back on the ground, as we were about to leave @ar and ferry journey that was going
to take some twenty hours.

The night before we left, we had to decide how mdidthes we were to take with us,
remembering | only had a Ford Mondeo and there webe three women in the car! The
car has a very large boot, but | can assure ydtingehe needs of three women for two
weeks, and also mine of course into the boot wagasy matter. However, we got it
sorted, using up every conceivable space avail@blée car. | had visions of the car
sitting so low on the road that the wheel archesl@vde rubbing on the tyres. Anyway
enough of the jokes in respect of what women takénaliday, because when | asked
them to unload the kitchen sink, they agreed!

Chapter Five

Off on a new adventure

It was a bright, sunny morning when we set off, yesrning, even though our ferry
crossing was not to be until 9pm from Cairnryarhr@e-hour drive from home here in
Kirkliston. The reason for the early start was,fadas a thing about castles, and wanted
to visit as many as she could on her trip to Sodtland Ireland. She had read in her
trusty guidebook of Scottish Castles that thereevoere or two on the way. Let’s also not
forget Burns Cottage in Ayrshire, a place we hagass, with only a slight detour, on the
way to the ferry port.

Well, we set off and visited a castle or two on thay to Rabbie Burns Cottage in
Alloway. Having loads of time to spare, this wogive us all a chance to see around
Burns Cottage, something none of us had done bdfomas very interesting, and a place
| would recommend to any red-blooded Scot to vesien though | was born in London,
and Glenda was born in North Shields and Fionabweas in South Africa! Lyn was born
in Dundee, the only true Scot amongst us.

We left Burns Cottage, and headed for yet anotastle; but by this time it was 5pm and
the place was shut to visitors. | think | was gtadlly, as | had started thinking of the
long drive ahead and could do without being knaettebefore we even left Scotland.

It was time to set off for the ferry port and geady for the adventurous drive from
Larne, in the North of Ireland, to Cahir in Co Tgospry, in the South. The trip however
would not be as interesting as our last one, duddowind down in terrorism and the
more softly, softly approach by the military in e&t times. | was glad that | had decided
that we should start heading to the ferry as | imégtead the time of departure. This was
something I did not discover until we arrived & farry terminal.

When we arrived, there was not a car or a lorrpdcseen, and the first thing | thought
was how early are we? | handed the tickets to tieelcin girl and she said that we should
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just drive straight on and to be quick as the bz about to leave. | could not believe it,
we were the last car on as they were about to slasing the sea doors! | guess the
timing could not have been better. We parked thiearad before we were in the lounge
the ferry had started to leave. This ferry was & nae and classed as high speed with a
2-hour crossing. It had plenty of places to eat dnk and was very comfortable with
reclining seats, to have a sleep on if you wishledid want to try and have a sleep, as we
had a long drive ahead of us when we reached belan

With the ferry only going to take 2 hours, we wegeng to be in Larne at about 10pm,
and not midnight as | had expected. This would negempting to try and drag out the
drive to Cahir over about 10 hours, so not to artoo early. However, if we were to stop
regularly on route, then this would not be a probl&/hat a shock we were in for, when
it is your intention to stop regularly for tea acaffee breaks through the night in Ireland!
Anyway, that would be a couple of hours yet andials now time to try and get some
shuteye before we had to disembark at Larne.

Chapter Six

On Irish soil again

Here we were, once again on Irish soil, and lookargiard to a holiday that might bring
us more luck in the family history search. All lInsay at the moment is that we were in
for one or two shocks and surprises as time pregees

We arrived in Larne after a very pleasant crossinga very comfortable ship. This is a
crossing that | would heartily recommend to anybtydyelling to Ireland. The only slight
drawback for us was, that we had arrived some twiiree hours earlier than expected.
This would mean dragging out the drive south, saa@sto arrive too early in Cahir, as
Kathy at the cottage had said,” Please don’t atiivabout eight or nine in the morning.”
We left the ferry port at about 10pm and | said the should clear Belfast before we stop
for refreshments. The drive from Larne to Belfasiswery quiet, with hardly a thing on
the road. We reached the outskirts of Belfast withirty minutes.

Lyn, and Fiona were a bit shocked, to see the idivssstill in place in Belfast, with
obviously Catholic areas, and Protestant areaswrshay the flags they flew and the
paintings on the walls and pavements. The Uniok flaw from most lamp-posts and to
a lesser extent the Republican Tricolour flew frothers. Many buildings had the walls
painted with red, white and blue battle scenes,raady with green, white and gold, and
also many fighting scenes. However we were notdog in this area, and | guess that we
were all glad of that. We all seemed to be moraxed as we headed away from Belfast,
on the road to Newry to the border post.

The signs for Newry on the roadside brought baakmories for Glenda and me,
remembering back to our visit a few years earlighall the soldiers. As we drew closer
to the border town of Newry, the weather changedtlie worse and it began to rain
heavily. The town of Newry is not the most pictuyes but in the middle of the night
when it is pouring with rain, it looks even moredk and dismal. We decided to pull into
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a garage and use the toilets and have a coffeetirermacuum flask we had brought with
us. However the garage attendant that was commtingcaith us from behind the
security glass, was not the most helpful. Whenkedshe simple question,” Where are
your toilets?”, he just muttered in a strong nomhaccent, “They're shut.” | asked if we
could use them as we had travelled quite a long Wayanswer was “No”. A very warm
welcome to Newry, | thought, as well as thinkingawvian arse he was and he could do
with a personality transplant!

We decided that this was not the place for us op sind drove on towards the border
control point that | remembered was about two miewn the road. Approaching the
area of the control point came the first significahange that | had seen since arriving.
The control point had gone, and you drove direiciy the south without having to stop. |
assumed that the removal of this was due in paheso-called cease-fire on both sides,
by the Loyalists in the North and the IRA in theu8o

The only real indication you have of entering tbath is that the prices on petrol stations
on their fuel pumps were in Euros and not PounesliBg, and distance signs were in
kilometres and not miles. What a change! | coulddlyabelieve it. After all | had told
Lyn and Fiona about what to expect at the bordheret was absolutely nothing to see. A
relief in one respect | guess, as well as a sw@pBy this time we were all desperate to
use the toilet, as it had been a few hours sincbadeleft Larne and drinking soft drinks
as you're driving soon bags you up. It was gettngor 2am, and we were only twenty
or thirty miles from Dublin and in the middle of wbere. Nothing open, not even a
garage. | said we would stop on the other sidBuflin, on the N8 heading toward a
town called Nass. It was part motorway and thers l@und to be some sort of service
station. | also said that if we came across anyhaggage or services before then we
would stop. We kept driving towards Dublin, but fiounothing open and eventually
arrived in Dublin on the M50 city ring road and yobave guessed it, nothing open! We
then took our turn off from the motorway onto th8,Neading towards Nass, saying it
can’'t be long until we find some kind of servicétaving driven a few miles down the
road and with everybody desperate for the toilete¢ided to pull into a large country
club that appeared to have lights on.

You've guessed it! It was closed but it did haveuge deserted car park. We all decided,
that we would pull across to a far corner in as#etl part of the car park and take a
chance and go to the loo in a bush. | had no pnobith this. But it took some
persuading to get the girls to use a bush, but\were so desperate that all modesty went
out the window and they used the bushes except dlym said she would not use a bush
for all the tea in China!

| then said that we were going to be too earlywarg in Cahir at this rate, and should try
and get a couple of hours sleep in this car parless somebody moves us on. Everybody
agreed and we all attempted to try and get a confph®urs sleep. | needed desperately
to sleep as | was very tired and had been drivimgafmost 15 hours. It was not too bad
for the girls, as they were able to doze while swlaving. | did manage to get some sleep
and felt a lot better for it.

It was about 4am when we moved off from the cak mdirthe country club, and headed
towards Cabhir. It had been many hours since wehladdhe luxury of a cup of coffee or a
cup of tea and to be honest, | could have killadolre. We were about five or six miles
from Cashel, and some 15 miles north of Cahir whenticed a garage open. It must
have been about 6am and | decided to stop, ank if ag could get some coffee. The
attendant said that this would be no problem, aked us to take a seat in a small cafe
area. He arrived quickly with the drinks and | haneidea whether or not it was a good
cup of coffee. | can tell you however, when it lie®en hours and | mean hours, dirty
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dishwater would have tasted good. We sat and hadadtee and a cigarette thinking it
would be less than an hour before we reached oat fiestination. We thanked the
garage attendant, and left feeling much bettenpaljh still extremely tired but refreshed
at least.

We arrived in Cahir at about 6.30am. Still too ya&d head to the cottage, remembering
that Kathy had said.” Don't get here till about Qahpulled into the main car park in the
town centre outside the Cahir Castle walls and dhou would have a sleep. Lyn and
Glenda said they were going for a walk. Fiona kimald decided to stay and sleep.

I have no idea how long it had been since theythedtcar, but Fiona and | must have
fallen asleep. We both awoke with a jolt when tberdopened. Lyn said that they had
gone into the Cahir Hotel, and they would be de&dho make us breakfast. | must admit
| could not get to the hotel quick enough, with theught of a full Irish breakfast, and a
pot of strong tea, just waiting to be consumed lgy m

It was magnificent, and | can still, to this daymedl the bacon, sausages, eggs, black
pudding and toast. It felt like | had died and gdoeHeaven, sitting on a comfortable
chair, eating a breakfast fit for a King.

It was a crying shame to have to get up from tlhdetand leave but one has to do what
one has to do from time to time. It was time tadheff and meet Kathy for the first time
and book into the cottage.

The cottage pictured in paragraph three was very aind the picture does not really do it
justice. We knocked on Kathy’'s door as she livethaadjoining cottage and she greeted
us like long lost friends. This was a great welcpounsidering we had never met, and
only spoken over the phone and written to eachrathiew times. She was very slim,
suntanned and a very good-looking girl, | must admias very surprised when she said
that she had four children (it must be the Iriskabfasts).

We unpacked the car, settled into our respectivensoand before we knew it we were all
sleeping, and did so for three or four hours. | \stl$ extremely weary when | got up.
Remember | had been driving more or less for abeeinty-two hours and | suppose that
should be expected at my age (54). We did nothanghfe rest of the day, other than go
for a walk into the town to get some fresh milk dutter. We were to be self-catering for
the next two weeks, but you could have countedrnttand the number of times other
than breakfast that we ate in the cottage, altholigliacilities there were fantastic.

Chapter Seven

Visit an Old Friend

On our first full day, there was nothing more impot to me but to go visit our old dear
friend John O’Brien. We wondered just how much Jalonld have changed over the last
ten years. | was quite excited about seeing hinnagéa | intimated earlier | felt like he
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was a relative. He was at this time the only perisoimeland that | could honestly say |
would be delighted to be related to.

As we walked up the Mountain Road, passing thefangily home at number three. We
stopped for a few minutes, as Lyn and Fiona ha@mseen the house before. Fiona took
a few pictures and said that it was so small. Lywl she never remembered having the
house pointed out to her when she came those nesarg pack. We walked up the road a
little bit then crossed the road to number 30, Jhause.

I knocked on the door, there was no answer andthked again, and then | thought he
might even be dead. He was in his eighties affef~adina remembered the story of the
murder of Thomas Maher and that the murderer hiagedly knocked on the window
(indicating friends or family). Fiona knocked dmetwindow and John opened the door
and said, “ Oh my God! It's you Bobby!” For a s¢@iecond, | thought that it was like
meeting my dad again, in a funny sort of way.” Heod there, smiled and said, “ For
goodness sake come in.”

| introduced Lyn and Fiona to him, as they had nevet him. The photo shows John had
aged a bit but haven't we all? However John hadastthat glint in his eyes that we had
noticed those 10 years ago. He was older and msvaa whiter and he had a slight limp
that | did not remember him having before.

Lyn John Me Gle

Fiona is not in the picture, because she wantddk® a picture of Lyn and myself with

Glenda and John. He still had the sparkle in hes @yd a quick wit. He did say that he
had had a mild stroke the year before, but wasfeeling a lot better. He asked how long
we were staying and we told him a couple of weelessaid that he was very pushed for
time that day as he had people coming to see henadhked if we would come and see
him the next day for tea and a long chat and wet wes. | think we all thought the same,
that he wanted to get something in to eat and magyeup a bit, as people do when
visitors come. We said our goodbyes and said wddnoel back the next day and that we
were going to quiz him about the family. He laughleld eyes glinted as he said, “ That
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will be very interesting, won't it?”

As we left and headed back into the town we stogtate old family home, where Lyn
stood for a few reflective moments on her own.dl bt feel the same emotions about the
house because | had visited it those few yeargeearid went through the same emotions
then as Lyn did this time. However it was still camcestral home and had a lot of
meaning for me. | do not think that we could livati as it would be far too small. It must
be the changing times that makes one think like tha

We wandered off into town, reflecting on how Jotad mot really aged all that much,
considering the stroke and everything. In fact bwarprised how well he looked for a
man of his age. We all went into a pub for bite& and started thinking and discussing
what we were going to ask John the next day.

Fiona, being the very organised young lady sh@as,out her note pad and started to
write the things down that we felt we should askd@'’s great to be organised! | would
have just played it by ear and asked questiontheftop of my head. When you sit and
think about it, it is the best way, as this way yan't get led off on a tangent. When
answers turn into stories, as is the way with tighlin general, it is easy to forget what
you had asked in the first place.

We were all getting a bit excited at what we mifijd out and we chatted and chatted all
through lunch about the day to follow.

Later that day, we went for a drive around the ane& too far and not stopping as time
was getting on. We drove out to Knockgraffon, arehimo graveyard where | had had
the stone cleaned, although we could not find tttaah gravestone and | realised it had
not been cleaned! We then drove on past Rockwdle@® dad’s old school. We then
went on into Cashel, a town a few miles north ohiGavhere we stopped for coffee. It
was soon time to start heading back, as we wdtea diit tired from the day before with
all the travelling. However, it was not too latehave a glass of the old Guinness, in a
real Irish pub in Cahir before heading for the @gé# for the night. | just want to add, | did
take the car back to the cottage first before géang pint.

We all got up next morning looking forward to ousit/to see John. We had slept on it,
and were unsure if we were going to get any mofermmation than we had got in the
past. However if you have negative thoughts altime, then you would get nowhere.
We finished breakfast and went for a wander ardhedown looking for a gift to give to
John. We decided that a nice bottle of Irish whyskeuld not go amiss, so that was what
we got for him. We then went for a look around C&astle, a lovely castle right in the
middle of the town. It dominates the skyline fronmatever road you come into town.
You must also remember, that this is a very snmalint with the highest building not
being more than three levels high. The populatisould guess would be no more than
two to three thousand. This was a huge increase $e last time we had been, with a lot
of new buildings constructed in that time. It moetv appear huge to what it was like in
my dad’s and John’s days, when the population winalde been in hundreds and not
thousands.

We then went of to John’s for tea as we had prothid&e were really looking forward to
the chat with this old Irishman, and informatiornvasl. We went into the living room and
the first thing | noticed was that most of the IR#Aemorabilia on the walls was gone and
paintings and pictures had taken their place. Henhsid all the picture cards of robins, all
around the fireplace walls.

We sat for a while reminiscing over our last vigitth John saying from time to time how
much like dad | looked and so did Lyn, he said. Mleit was time to start asking some
serious questions about dad and the family. T tiing | asked was could he confirm
that my great granddad Thomas Maher had been nagrderthe house at number 3
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Mountain Road. He said he could confirm that Thoiaser had been killed, but not on
the Mountain Road but in Knockgraffon, which attthiane was the home of Ellen
Keating (Nee Maher) and Michael Keating, dad anbybidellie. The house they were
living in then was on the farm that Michael workex. He said that as the story went,
poachers killed Thomas Maher, because he was wpisna gamekeeper for the local
landowner. The landowner was of course English, tnelle was at that time much
resentment against the English and there stih ithis area. It was at this stage that John
said he did not believe that story. He did not sayutright but he thought that the IRA
had something to do with the murder.

It was at this time that dad had returned to tmeilfahome on the Mountain Road, with
his mother and baby sister Nellie, but he believed/lichael Keating.

We then asked John how had Michael Keating dietieasas thought to have died when
dad was 4 years old. John told us “Michael Keatlidynot die when your dad was 4.”
“After Ellen, Nellie and Dad had left for Englandyas sitting on a wall down at the end
of the road with some pals. This man cycled past @me of my pals said, ‘there goes
Bobby Keating's dad.’ | never thought too much dtbat the time and felt this chap was
mistaken.” | said to John, “ Did you ever see thapon the bicycle again?” He said, “
No, never again after that.”

This was a shock! My grandfather Michael Keatingsvpossibly still alive many years
after the family believed he was dead. We askebdeifknew where either Michael
Keating or Thomas Maher were buried but John di¢mow, all he knew was that
Michael Keating was said to have gone back to bipfe in Knockgraffon. John said
that the murder of Thomas Maher was either 192P9@8. It was at this time, John said,
that there was a rumour that Paddy Cullen may baea involved in the shooting, but he
was not sure. If you remember, it was Paddy Culheth we had stayed with back in the
late 50’s on my first visit to Ireland. He thendals that when Bobby was 18 he had come
to him and said they were leaving the next dayHogland, and not to tell anyone as it
was a secret. John said that this was strangBpkbisy leaving so suddenly would not
allow him to complete his final exams.

John continued his story, saying that the familjmedo live back on the Mountain Road
after the death of Michael Keating. John then dskeve knew that an uncle James
Maher, brother of Ellen Keating, name was on the Wlamorial in the town? He knew
about this, as he was the man that looked aftand, kept it in the beautiful state it was
in. He then said that only a few months earlierhad been confronted by the local IRA,
and asked to stop looking after it or he would denfl in a wood, and which one would
he like to found in. John said, “ | bloody welldahem that you know where | live, and if
you want, come and get me if you dare.” At first theught this was a story John had
made up but | do believe it was true.

He said that our great uncle, James Maher, thek&ilen and Thomas Maher, our great
grandparents, was killed in action at Ypres, innEeg on November 2nd 1914. His name
is also inscribed on the Menin Gate in Belgium.

Below is a picture of the War Memorial in Cahir,thviall the flowers that John so
lovingly looks after. John grows all the plantsttdacorate the memorial. This was a new
bit of information about the family. What a shookthe system, to think that the IRA, had
threatened John, this lovely old man. To think thatwas looking after a memorial to
Irish soldiers, who had died so these people cbelttee. | asked John if he was scared of
them. He said,“Why should | be scared of them? Ti@ye no idea what the IRA is all
about. They are only gangsters not soldiers.” Tiedt was the first clue, John had given
us, that he might have been, a member of the R#alk some time.
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Cahir War Memaoriz

Below you can read the inscription that is on thenii Gate in Belgium and also some
additional information gained from the War Gravesr@nission.

In Memory of

JAMES MAHER

Private

4475

1st Btn., Irish Guards

who died on

Monday 2 November 1914 . Age 22 .

Additional Son of Thomas and Ellen Maher, of 3,
Information: Mountain Rd., Cahir, Co. Tipperary.

. YPRES (MENIN GATE) MEMORIALIeper,
Cemetery:

West-Vlaanderen, Belgium

Grave or Reference

Panel Number: Panel 11

Ypres (now leper) is a town in the Province of
West Flanders. The Memorial is situated at the
eastern side of the town on the road to Menin
(Menen) and Courtrai (Kortrijk). Each night at
8 pm the traffic is stopped at the Menin Gate
while members of the local Fire Brigade sound
the Last Post in the roadway under the
Memorial's arches.

Location:

We then left the subject of the IRA for a while,dareturned to speak about the good
times that John, dad and dad’s sister Nellie hatgtaying on the Mountain Road, and
swimming in the Sandy Bottom. They seemed to havwagch fun in those days and with
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no money. The family had to live from selling théngnd picking fruit to get some money
to eat. They were dressed in hand me down clotheéshad to hand repair boots to keep
their feet dry. John said that Ellen (Maher) Kegtidad’s mother was beautiful and was
known as the “maid of the mountain.” He said tgegtndmother Ellen did beautiful
lacework and took in washing and ironing to get eyrShe also cleaned for the local
Garda, in the police station. It must have beehasd in those days. We don’t know we
are living today or how lucky we are. If you areopdoday, at least you have a welfare
state to help, but they didn’'t have anything likatt However listening to John about
those days, they seemed to be happy in their povert

It was at this time John said, “ Would you all ligecup of tea and some cake?” We all
said, “ Yes.”

He asked Glenda if she could give him a hand vithgs in the kitchen. A moment later
Glenda came to Fiona and me, as white as a shebgaad, “ Come and see this in the
kitchen.” I went with her to the kitchen and shenped to the tray that John had asked her
to put the cakes on. On the tray, to my surprise as&mm Browning revolver and quite a
number of rounds of ammunition. We moved the guhtarour horror saw it was loaded,
but at least the safety catch was on. | then thbbgbk to those years earlier in John’s
house, with all the pictures of the Maze prisomder strikers, the Irish Tricolour hung
on the wall and the pictures of Irish IRA martywgas John active in the IRA or an IRA
sympathiser? | just could not work it out. When yanalysed what he was saying or
rather not saying being more to the point, | fédetthe knew a lot more than he was
saying. He did say he would answer all our questtorthe best of his ability.

It was not long after we had had our tea, that avé we would have to go, as we were to
head off to Clonmel to the Registrar of births, naaes, and deaths. This was to see if we
could get any certificates. We said our farewelld #old John we would be back to see
him in a day or two, to let him know what we hadrd out - if anything.

We drove down the road, pondering over what Jolthbdeeen saying, and thinking of the
loaded gun he had in the kitchen. The gun we pwihdo those threats he had been given
and this was his method of defending himself. #ttivas the case, where in the name of
Heaven does an eighty-year-old man get a 9mm revdivaded and ready for use? | was
seriously starting to think that John may have hegolved in the original IRA, back in
the nineteen-thirty’s, and still had some conneditoday. Where else would you be able
to get a gun like that? Not in the shops, thatrsstae.

The killing of Thomas Maher, by poachers, and tteeysabout when Michael Keating
died was nagging at me. The idea that perhapsddldkeating might be involved in the
death of his father-in-law began to grow in my minthe conspiracy theories began as
we discussed all the information we had just ledrnBerhaps a visit to the record office
in Clonmel might clear a few things up, if we cogdt some death certificates. These
would give us dates, causes of death, and wheyeottwrred if nothing else.

There had always been a story of a nun in the jaaslwell, named May, who had died
in the convent by falling down the stairs. Dad Isatd that he remembered seeing his
aunt, the nun, in a wedding dress in her coffine Wécided to visit the convent in New
Inn before we went to Clonmel, to see if we coutdl fout any information. All we knew
was that her name was May, but did not know the dater death, or even her religious
name. Lyn, Fiona and myself went into the convant were greeted by an ancient nun
who recalled a young girl visiting the convent lne t1930’s who may have been her but
she was from Clogheen. Imagine remembering somstomping by some 70 years
earlier, | suppose they don’t get too many visitol&e were told to try the convent in
Cahir.
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Chapter Eight

The Records Office

We arrived at the records office in the late afbem to be told that they would not be
open until 9am the next day. Also, we were told theve want to check records it is best
to be early, as the office starts to fill up at 9and it could be a long wait. This really
hacked me off, as | was so keen to get these icatéf, to put my mind at rest. | had
numerous things running around in my head. Datdscanses of death, of two members
of my family, Thomas Maher, my great grandfathend aMichael Keating, my
grandfather. Out of all of this there appearedamb recollection of the death of my great
grandmother, Ellen Maher. John had said he remesdbber dying but could not
remember when, as they were little boys at the.time

On the way back into Cahir we decided to go ané tkook at dad’s old primary school
in Cahir. The school was opposite the local railvgtgtion and looked as if it had not
changed since we first saw it, some 45 years eafllee school was no longer in use and
the windows had all been boarded up, as you camghge picture below.

Dad'’s Primary School in Cal

It really must have been a lovely building in isydout sadly it looked as if it was just

going to be left derelict. We tried to get in blltthe gates were locked and the grounds
were very overgrown. | was willing to climb ovel #ghe fences and battle through the
undergrowth but the girls were not all that keefnyway, we would be unable to see

inside, so what was the point? Following is sonfermation that has been provided by
the Irish Tourist Board about the school.

The parochial schoolhouse, for an unlimited numikechildren of all religions, was
completed in 1818. The total costs came to 1,034hg®e. Of this the Erasmus Smith
Trust provided 600 pounds, and the Earl of Glengalld the balance. The Earl
commissioned Royal Architect, John Nash to desigth bhe schoolhouse and adjacent
Parish Church, one to compliment the other. Theditone, with very ornate embrasures
and pinnacles. Each gable contains a large blinthigovindow. The central part
(teacher’s residence) consists of three floors ianfthnked on either side by two large
classrooms.
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In the First Report of the Commissioners of Edwra(il842), it was noted that the school
in Cahir was the most costly in all of County Tipgsy, in terms of construction costs, but
was "in very excellent condition". The teachers|ldfm and Mary Wilde, were a married
couple, as was very common into the early yeath@®0th century. In 1824 the teachers
were entitled to a combined salary of 60 poundsgoeium, as well as a house, garden
and 2 acres of land, making it one of the betteloered schools of its class in Ireland. In
that year the school contained 131 children, ofciwli0 were Roman Catholic, and 41 of
the Established Church. Numbers continued to grepidlty, despite the fact the school
was one of 8 primary schools in Cahir and distaai] 2 extra classrooms were needed by
the 1830s. These were constructed to the rear dobthlding. However, with the
foundation of the National school System in the@s83&nd its continued strengthening in
the following years, the result by mid-century wiasat almost all Roman Catholic pupils
were siphoned away from established church mansgeabls, even those with an inter-
denominational ethos as at Cahir.

In the second half of the 19th century, the bugdoecame the National School of Cahir
and remained so until 1963. It was thoroughly rexted in the late 1980’s, and has since
seen use as a museum and a school.

We went back to the cottage and sat and talkedtalloat we had learned today. To be
honest, it was not all that much. We all thouglat tthaybe something was not quite right
about Michael Keating’'s demise, as John never kokeany funeral taking place, but you
must remember he was only a little boy at the time.

| also had this gut feeling that John was notrigllis all he knew. Fiona and Glenda also
felt the same, but Lyn was not so suspicious asdsieof us. We felt that if we could get
some hard evidence of our suspicions, we couldroohflohn again, and see what he
would tell us. However, the start of collectingsthiard evidence was going to have to
wait until we got into the records office in Clonime

The next day had arrived, and we headed off to i@&mt about 8.30am to ensure we
were there by 9am, to be first in the office. Wel ln@en told the day before to ask for a
lady called Mary, as she would be the one to hé&lpen we arrived, we were first and
only had to wait for a few minutes before we metrjY&Ve gave her the date of birth of
dad and asked if we could have a copy of his lmettificate. We also asked if we could
get Nellie’s birth certificate and Michael Keatiagd Ellen Maher's wedding certificate
and a copy of Michael Keating's death certificAde asked also if she could find a death
certificate for Thomas Maher. Other than the ddtbeih of dad and Nellie, the others
would have to be guessed dates, within a year @r tw

Mary laughed and said, “ You're not wanting muce wou?” We asked if we should wait
and she said, “ No, you better give me an houwot’t

We left the office and went for a walk around tlewold town of Clonmel. It is a very
busy little town with plenty of great shops, andtthvas a delight for Fiona, being a
shopper freak. Lyn and Fiona just love shoppingl spending money, ably assisted by
Glenda. | just wanted something to eat and drisky@ had left before we had a chance to
have breakfast. After we had eaten and the girdsdpent some money, we headed back
to the Registrars office.

We had to wait for a while when we got there asyWaas still looking for data for us
and was having some difficulty. No record of Mieh&eating birth, death or marriage
could be found. Fiona asked her to try Knockgmafémd suddenly we found a birth
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certificate for dad. This certificate stated thatwas born in Knockgraffon and not Cabhir,
as we had thought. Knockgraffon is only a couple nofes from Cahir and an
understandable mistake Mary said, because it degeod what the parents said when
registering children. As for the other request® slas unable to find anything and said
that this is not unusual, as you had to pay tostegithings, and some people could not
afford it. We thanked Mary for her help and shdiegpthat if you get any more concrete
information to come back and she would see whatseht do. We headed back to Cahir
a bit disappointed but at least we had dad’s lmettificate, confirming both his parents
and their ages and employment status at the time.

Above is a copy of dad’s birth certificate, notyy&sread in this format but it is his. | do
have the original and it is very easy to read.
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Chapter Nine

The lost Nun

Our search for the nun continued, we went to thevent in Cahir, to see what we could
find out. Below is that picture of Aunt May at heonfirmation. We thought that her
religious name might have been Sister Bernadéfttee Mother Superior met us and said
it would have been long before her time in Cahire $wvited us to go round the convent
graveyard, where all the sisters that had dieceimice from that convent, were buried.
There was only one sister Bernadette buried tHeaermatched the dates we had. When
we asked if that could be confirmed, she said sallrecords of a nun are buried with
them. Unfortunately she told us that the oldest who kept all the records had died only
weeks earlier, and she would have been the onlyamnenfirm if it was ‘our’ Bernadette
or not. We thanked the Mother Superior for givingher time to speak to us. This was
always going to be difficult to confirm, as the suare only known by their religious
name. It was an outside chance of getting somenrdbon about the family, but no luck.

Aunt May
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Convent graveyard in Ca

We then went to New Inn, to meet Father Connelly was the new priest replacing
Father Mehan, to try and confirm dad’s birth at Kkgraffon. | also wanted to know why
the stone of Michael Keating that we had found an fo'st visit had not been cleaned.
He was to meet us at 3:00pm and as we sat watinigiin as we waited a strange lady in
the cemetery asked if she could be of any helptdMeher we were waiting to meet the
priest and told her our name. She then mutterece8ong about us being related to the
Keatings from Clogheen. We told her that we did thatk so, as we were related to the
Keatings from Cahir and Knockgraffon. It was alsosurprise to us by now to receive a
message from another lady from the local pub, spthat the priest would be unable to
see us. We began to feel that no one wanted tindut the truth about the family.
What did they not want us to uncover? It was ingknore and more like some form of
conspiracy to stop us from finding out about Midhéeating’s history and the shooting
of Thomas Maher. | started thinking of what JohB@n had said a few years earlier
“never trust a priest”
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Chapter Ten

Condon's Bar in Cahir

We were looking for somewhere in Cahir to have iakjrand Lyn suggested that we
should go into Condon’s Bar just for the sake o$talgia. This was only a few days
before we were due to return to Scotland afterhmliday. When we went into this dark
typical old Irish pub, we were the only people tinliwent to the bar and ordered some
drinks and a woman that | would say was in hetigsrserved me. | asked if any of the
Condon family were still around, as dad had saad the Condon family were friends of
his family. She said yes, and that her name was//@andon, and that she was a grand
daughter of Paddy Condon the undertaker. That masian who had driven us around in
the funeral car as children, on our first visitGahir, so many years earlier! She said she
knew of the Keating family, from stories that haddand granddad had told her.

Mary Condon in Condon’s Bar

This is a photograph of Mary Condon behind thetbat she now runs, keeping it in the
family, as it has been for well over 100 years.

When we told her what we were doing, she seemedintarested and asked if she could
be of any help. We were delighted to think thataeeld be starting to get somewhere
with our investigations at long last. If we wereget any information, we were going to
have to work quickly, as time was getting short euedwould have to leave in a few days.
Mary said that she would contact the old gravedigdee Jenkins and the current
gravedigger Jimmy Loobie, for if anybody knew wheoemebody was buried in Cabhir, it

would be them. She said that Jimmy was a bit seagd a bit violent; and had spent
some time spent in jail a number of years earliee reason for his jail sentence was for
murder, according to Mary. He apparently was makimgof a local worthy about being
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bald, and on exiting the pub he knocked the boaofféehe man’s head. The man ran after
him and the pair started to fight in the streehe Dald man fell, hitting his head on the
kerb, killing him. This resulted in Jimmy going jal for manslaughter for a few years.
However he soon returned, to again dig the gravéise town.

Then Mary said, we should go and speak to a latlgccBiddy Carroll. She was a school
friend of my dad’s sister Nellie. Mary said she Wbphone Biddy and ask if she would
like us to call on her. This she did and Biddy sstié would be delighted to meet us, as
she had so much to tell us. We had another dridk@rked forward to our visit to Biddy
later. On a lighter note as we sat in the bar a aoeame in, pushing a pram without a
baby in it and said to Mary, that she wanted “& fon her and one for the baby.” Glenda
thought she was going crazy and asked if we coeéda baby in the pram, which of
course we could not! Turns out she was just retigrtine pram to Mary. Before we left
the pub, I told Mary we would pop back, if we ragdi any further information. She said
she would tell Jimmy Loobie, we were looking formhiand that she had given us his
phone number.

We went into the shop that was next door to thefpusome supplies, as we stood at the
counter a woman came in and was speaking to anatbr@an in line and said, “How is
the lass from the store getting on with the threm4?” Without a second thought the
lady said, “ She’s fine.” | said to the girl behititk counter, “Three twins?” She said, “
Yes, the woman has never been able to grasp thkt$rmean three, so she calls them
the three twins.” (Irish humour I think)

Chapter Eleven
Biddy's Memories

The next morning we headed off to meet Biddy areldhection to her house became
quite familiar the nearer we got to it. Where Biddyed was only about 5 or 6 doors
away from the house that as a family, Lyn, myselim and dad had stayed in, those
many years earlier on our first visit to Cahir e t1950’s (Paddy Cullen's). We knocked
on Biddy’'s door, and she welcomed us like long fashds. We had never met or heard
of this lady before. She said that Mary from thé pad phoned and had told her to put
her teeth in, as she was about to get some viditoms Scotland and Canada. “ Well?”
she said, “ | have put my teeth in, done my had given the house a quick tidy, now
how can | help?”

We told her what we were trying to find out (alloaib our family) and what information
we had which was very little. She said, “Well, hrember your family very well as me
and Nellie were like sisters. She told uss thay thvere forever in and out of each other’s
homes. At that time Biddy said she also had livedhee Mountain Road. | told her that
dad had died a few years earlier, and that he leadrror very rarely had spoken of his
life in Ireland. This was why we intended to findt@s much as we could about it.

Biddy said she was sorry to hear that dad had di¢tbw was Nellie doing?” Biddy
asked, “ Where is she living?” | said that | was'g®o have to tell her that Nellie too was
dead and that she had died when she was in hareshifrom a massive brain
haemorrhage in London. Biddy was visibly shakethet news and started to cry, saying
that they had been such good friends. She saidhtbatay Nellie and the family had left
Cahir was the last that she had ever heard of thathad often thought of them over the
years.
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We asked why they had left Cahir in the first plaage this seemed to be as much of a
mystery as anything. She said there was much gedsiut the Keating's leaving but
warned us against looking for skeletons in the atloand refused to tell us the gossip.
Glenda continued to push the issue, stating tleaskieletons could not harm us anymore
and that we really wanted to know the story. Hynshe said that she thought that Ellen
might have been pregnant and that would be a geasbn in those days, as she was not
married. However she said, “Don’t you think badywoiur grandmother, as she was a
wonderful woman.” She also told us that she wagautiful woman and reiterated that
she was known as the “maid of the mountain”. Bidgyd, “ All alone you must
remember.” Which seemed to indicate that Biddy tfet a beautiful, wonderful woman
like Ellen should not have been alone. We askeditablichael Keating and his demise
and she said, “ | don’t know anything about that.”

When pushed slightly for information on the chantdllen being pregnant, prompting
their sudden departure from Cahir, Biddy said, “INMee was married you understand.”
We asked if she knew who the man might be and aideste thought it was a man called
Tommy Farrell, as he had left the town at the same. However, he had returned a few
years later and had carried on as if nothing hgapéaed in the past. Biddy kept on
saying, “ But you remember, your grandmother hadedoothing wrong and she was a
wonderful lady and deserved better than him anyivalge said that Tommy Farrell was
one of a family of 9, with 6 brothers and he hadf @ family himself. They apparently
still lived at the bottom of the Mountain Road. S{uvised us against going to see them,
as they may not be happy to see us. We took teatdenark as a warning to back off in
that direction. We decided to let that drop antigmand see them.

She then started to reminisce about what she afiet,Nead got up to as kids, and about
dad and John O’Brien being the grown up kids, aomd much fun they had. She spoke
about how poor they all were at the time, and said Nellie would go round the doors,
selling knitting and lace that the grandmother m3des was done to raise money for the
family. She said that Nellie had no problem selliag she was so beautiful with long red
hair, sparkling dark eyes and a wonderful smilee Shid everybody had loved little
Nellie, and she was greatly missed when they #ll I8he also said that the grandmother
was still alive when Ellen and the children left ongland, but did not know when she
died or where she was buried.

Then out of the blue, like a bolt of lightning séeid, “ Do you know you have a cousin
living not far from here?” “What?” we said, “ youust be joking?” She said, “ No, a
lady that lives down by the old Abbey in the tovay, the name of Agnes Cunningham,
she is your cousin on your grandfather’s (Michaed#tng) side of the family.”

Well we were gob smacked to say the least. Webleaa here twice as adults with not a
whisper of this, not even from John O’Brien, whigh found very strange. Biddy told us
that she would give Agnes a ring, and let her knesvwere here. Biddy said she would
tell her that she would send us down to see hex.(fhloned Agnes as we sat there, and
told her to put her face on, do her hair, as heises from Scotland and Canada were
coming to see her. When Biddy came off the phore,agked if John O’Brien would
have been aware who Agnes was, in relation to dsshe thought he should have done,
but not necessarily. We said our goodbyes to Baity thanked her. We also said that we
were so sorry that we had had to bring her so nsachnews about her childhood friend
Nellie. As she walked us to the door she startedryp saying, “ How lovely it was to
meet you all.” She also told me how much | lookkd my Dad, and what a shame it was
about Nellie. We were not sure if this was the trigime to leave her on her own, but we
did have to get on, as time was running short,vemavanted to find out more.

We drove passed Paddy Cullen’s house but did opt sis we had been told that Paddy
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had died some years ago, not long after we hadhinet9 years earlier, well into his
nineties then | would think. We headed out of ttieez and to the bottom of the road. We
turned left into Abbey Road and were looking fordydhe house of Agnes Cunningham,
a lady was standing at a gate waving to us. Thig eegant, smartly dressed, tall, upright
woman was our second cousin Agnes.

We pulled up and got out of the car and she saldpw nice to meet you.” As if she
knew all about us. | was starting to have the danight or two, was this really correct,
and was she really a cousin? Was she a real cougist from a different Keating family,
other than ours? Anyway, we would soon find out viere true or not. | must point out
that we all had rapidly spoken about our thougbisthe murder of Thomas Maher and
the sudden demise of Michael Keating at the same.tWe decided that we would not
say a thing about our thoughts, as it might bepnagriate to bring it up at this time.

Chapter Twelve

Cousin Agnes

We were invited into Agnes’s house, and she satigshe was delighted to meet us after
all these years. It appeared from this commentghatknew something that we did not.
Anyway after all the pleasantries of introducingeibody, Agnes asked if we would all
like some tea, to which we readily agreed, as was becoming thirsty work, trying to
grasp everything that was happening to us all aeo®nce we had settled down with our
tea it was time to start asking questions. Firettlyever, Agnes had asked us if we had
family. She asked all about them, how old they wehere, they lived and so on. She
then went on to tell us about her family, about b@rchildren of whom one or two had
died. We then said we were trying to put the fgntike together, and were having
difficulty in getting certificates, as we did nadve exact dates. | asked her when Michael
Keating had died and she said the 13th May 197&] &@§. My first thought was that this
is not the same Michael and before | got a chan@ay anything, she said that Michael
(uncle Mickey) was a very quiet man. It was ndtilure was dying, that he had told the
family that he had his own family in Cahir. He s#idt they had left for the mainland in
the late nineteen thirties. Michael was a Cloghewm, Clogheen being a small town,
about 6 miles from Cahir on the south side. Whenvas dying, Agnes said he had told
the family that he had married a woman called Effem Cahir and had two children,
Robert Francis, and Nellie who had moved to Engldrids was our grandfather right
enough, no doubt about that. She went on to saywkawould find his grave in the
family plot at Clogheen, in a graveyard called Sahan.

We told her that we would go and visit it the ndaly, as it was now getting late in the
day. We asked about Michael and his life and shieus one or two things that started to
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make sense, | thought. Agnes said he had beemaldaourer all his life, on Fox’s farm.
He used to cycle to the family home from Clogheghi¢h is no longer there by the way)
each weekend, to have his washing done, aboutmitercycle ride. She then said that he
was in the army as well, but never left Tipperdmy,was in the brigade. The brigade from
Tipperary was the 3rd Brigade IRA. | have sincecolered that the areas of Cahir,
Knockgraffin, New Inn and a place called Goldenvathin a few miles radius were a hot
bed of IRA membership back in those early dayssd aelieve from other information |
have received, that it still is to this day. Durithg earlier troubles in Ireland, all about the
time of the Easter rising in Dublin, the reportécbisgth of the IRA in the area was, 6th
Cahir Battalion 8 Officers and 393 men, B compamywNnn (Knockgraffin) 68 men, and
C company Golden 68 men. When you think of the eizéhese places at that time, this
was a fair percentage of the male population. Weemnsaid to Agnes that dad had told us
that Michael had died in or around 1923.

We asked if she had any thing of Michael’s thatoaeld have as a memento and she said
she had nothing that she was aware of. She did JVewshow us Michael's death
certificate, which had him as a bachelor as he meemarried or had any other children.
This now made us think that he and Ellen were nexa&lty married in the first place. If
this was so, then no wonder we had had great dlfictrying to find a wedding
certificate in Clonmel registry office those fewydaearlier. We then said we would return
to Clonmel and get a copy of this certificate, noevhad the dates. This of course did not
mean that Michael and Ellen were not married bwatld be hard to find documentary
evidence, with no dates or places to begin a search

Agnes was able to show us some documentation damily:

Michael’'s mother and father were Margaret Frahel Robert Keating; he had a brother
William and a sister Anne (born 1896) who marriednttind Keating (1919), which
makes things really confusing as a Keating mami&eating.

We stayed for a while, chatting to Agnes telling hew nice it was to have found a
family member after all these years, and that wetrkaep in touch. Since our return to
Scotland we have kept in touch and intend to caetidoing so. We left Agnes, saying
that we would meet again and promised that if weewe the area we would call in. A
brief time of reflection of what we had been tdkktday was called for.

We therefore headed back to the cottage, to lagsplar our last few days in Ireland
before we returned home. This reflection it was, fbuld not be bettered than a night of
traditional Irish music and a few pints of the n@@iuinness, which to me was like dying
and going to heaven.

After that meeting with Agnes, we all came to theme conclusion, that we were
convinced that Michael Keating was involved in therder of Thomas Maher. This was a
hard decision to come to, for when you weigh upitii@'mation, it was not hard to think
this way. Thomas Maher was shot and killed at Kgoakon. He worked as a
gamekeeper for the local English gentry. The IRApised the English and all those who
worked for them. Michael Keating was in the Briggdie@A), more than likely in the
Cahir Battalion or the New Inn Company. He allegedied at the same time as the
shooting of Thomas Maher, when he actually diddetuntil 1972.

We also thought it was time we went back to seen JotBrien and ask some probing
questions, as we were now sure that he knew marehk was saying. However before
we would go and see John, we would go and get v @bine death certificate of Michael
Keating from the Clonmel office. We would also galavisit the graveyard at Clogheen,
and see the family plot, as this would also givenasnes and ages of other family
members.
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It was quite shock to find these things out. Aledind out that our family had come from
quite a chequered background. | guess howeverythatvould have had to live in those
times to understand all the ins and outs that \yeneg on at the time. It must have been
hard then. If only half of what had been said alibe way the Brit's had treated the
Irish, then it is understandable. These so-calatls in those days were fighting for a
cause and for freedom. They were in fact freedamtérs, unlike the IRA of today. It is
generally felt that the IRA today are to all inteahd purposes, just gangsters.

| am not saying that | support what they did. | anty saying that | can understand their
plight and the reasons for their fight. |1 do thitilat if | were a young man then, peer
pressure would make me enlist as a rebel. | alsi that if only half of what | had
learned was true, it would cause me to fight ferfieedom of my homeland.

It was time now to go have a good drink and enfeymusic of this wonderful land and
its people. The searching would begin again thdé day. After a few hours of social
studies, we left the pub and headed back to thagmt What a great day this had been, in
respect of information received and to meet a ¢otmsd, was just the icing on the cake.

Chapter Thirteen

The Clogheen Connection

Early the next morning we set off for Clonmel, tetga copy of Michael's death
certificate. This would prove to be no problem ttise, as we had the exact dates and
place to give to our old friend Mary, in the office

She did say, that we were like dogs with a boneunefforts to trace things, not letting
things go. We only had to wait a few minutes to thet certificate before we could head
off to Clogheen. Mary wished us luck with our cowing search as she said goodbye. We
thanked her for all her help and wished her a wmiag, said goodbye and headed to
Clogheen.

It was not a long drive to Clogheen, only aboutn@@utes, so we were in the area quite
early. As we were drawing closer to Clogheen we aasignpost, which said on it, The
Grave and Birthplace of Geoffrey Keating. | alwagmember my dad saying that he was
related to “the Great Shaharoon,” Geoffrey Keatittgg world famous poet, but | just
thought, so was every other Keating in Ireland sTglace was only about one mile from
where my family of Keating’s had originated. Thigaae us think that there may be some
truth in the story. We however have been unablérdoe any link between Geoffrey
Keating and our Keatings other than a geograplirdal
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This is a photograph of Geoffrey Keating’s gravastwritten in Irish and English.

After a brief stop to look at the above we headedrdthe road for Clogheen and for
Shanrehan graveyard.

Clogheen is a very small town at least half thee ©£ Cahir. In fact, in the days of
Michael Keating living there as a boy, the popualativas about 250. The graveyard was
just off the main road, on the outskirts of the mowt was set in a very picturesque setting,
with rolling hills and trees all around it. Thereasva little road leading to the entrance
gate.
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Entrance to Shanrahan Graveyard in Cloghgen

What a wonderful old graveyard this is. Full of wgs, to Irish Patriots, who according to
the headstones died for the cause and for freed@bmfirst thing you do notice is a huge
tomb for a person by the name of Father SheehlyjsimMartyr who was executed.
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The Tomb of Father Shee

There are many things to read about Father Shagkiyednternet.

One thing that | think is extremely interestingdlb, is that all the members of the jury
who convicted Sheehy, later died, all in strangeurnstances soon after the trial. Also
the two witnesses against him died, soon aftertreinge circumstances. This is worth
looking up on the Internet.

After looking at the tomb of Father Sheehy, wetesthto look for the grave of Michael
Keating. Following directions given to us by Agnélis would not prove to be too
difficult.

On the way to the grave, Lyn and Fiona were walkaigut 20 yards ahead and
approaching from a different angle than Glendaraedwhen they just froze and shouted,
“My God what's this?” Behind a gravestone stood twen with black welding masks on
and both were holding sandblasting guns that Iccsak quite clearly. However Lyn and
Fiona, standing at a different angle could only se@ men emerging from a cloud of
dust, holding guns, and wearing black masks. Tirsirthought was that we had dug too
deep somewhere, and that we had been ambushedrduysts. | must admit this really
amused me, so much so that | nearly wet myselflizugg After a few moments to settle
down we headed over to the family plot and sawtlier first time the headstone of our
family, on dad’s side.
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Michael Keating’s Headstone

Above is the family headstone showing the dateeattll of Michael Keating.
After a few moments of quiet reflection we wrotewto all the information on the
headstone.
We had not brought flowers to place on the graveGGeenda picked some wild flowers
and we placed them on the grave, as a mark ofespect.
We also took a couple of pictures, as we had na wieen, or if we would ever return to
this place.
| can’t speak for Lyn, Fiona or Glenda but whatr sure of is, | will return again to visit
this place, in the not too distant future.
This visit to Shanrahan, our first, was quite aroeomal moment in the lives of Lyn and
me. Seeing evidence that our grandfather had eot whtil 1972, some 50 years after we
were all led to believe he had died, | must adtwwas very hard to drag myself away
from the graveyard, but we had to, as we still thaxags to do.
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It was on the drive back to Cahir that we said wmil have to go back and see John
O’Brien and try and get a few things straight. Wanted to find out if John had been
keeping things from us and if so, why? Just aslgaue Clogheen there is a bar on the
corner of the main street, called Keating's Barnégghad told us that there were still
Keating relations in the area, so we thought weld/go in and ask.

You would never guess, yes it was closed and thasenot a person to be found.

Family Inheritance?

Glenda, me and Lyn outside the pub

| said to the girls, that | had thought for one neminthat | was about to inherit a bar in
Ireland. This was only a brief thought, as | wased could not be that lucky to be able to
retire, and pull pints of Guinness in Ireland, iy dotage.

This visit to Clogheen reminded us of a commentenaylthe old lady at New Inn about
us being related to the Keatings from Clogheen. dlie woman had also made a
comment about the Keatings, being involved in tath&r Sheehy story. On our return to
Cahir that night we dropped into John’s and toleh we had a lot to discuss with him

about what we had found out. That was the day befgr had to leave to return home.
That night we went to the local hotel for a meaig @ few drinks, cogitating over what
we had found out and wondering what John woulddyeng to us in the morning. We did

hope that he would be able to clarify a few thifaysus.
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Chapter Fourteen

John’s Enlightenment

It was the day before we were due to go home, wherheaded for our final visit to
speak to John. He welcomed us as usual in his weagnby telling us to come in, sit
down, and make ourselves at home.

John was the first to ask a question, by askingvluagt had we found out. We told him
about our aunt, Agnes Cunningham, and about Midhaiel in the Brigade. We also told
him about Michael working at Fox’s farm all hisdifWe then told him that we had been
to Shanrahan graveyard, and found the grave of &¢icKeating. We also told him that
we believed that Ellen Maher Keating might havenbgesgnant, this being the reason for
the rapid departure from Cabhir.

We then asked John to tell us exactly what he kaed not to be afraid to tell us any
unsavoury things, as we did not mind.

John then said he would only be able to tell usestimmgs and on some things he would
have to let us draw our own conclusions. He did tsayever, that if we were wrong in
our information, he would correct us. He also shat if we were correct he would nod in
agreement.

He started by telling us about our first visit talr, as children. What he said was that he
met up with mum and dad, although he had saidfitsietime he met us, that he had not
seen or heard of dad since he left Cahir.

He then said, that in the case of our visit 9 yezadier, persons that shall remain
nameless, were told not to tell us anything. Hd,gaiior to our visit some 9 years earlier,
he had been visited by the Garda, to inform hinh v@were coming and that we wanted
to speak to him.

John then said that Father Meehan, the lovely phiesn Knockgraffon, may have been
threatened, and was told not to tell us anythirag tould lead us to finding out anything
about Michael Keating. Or indeed where he came frérhis information,” | said to
John, “leaves a bit of a sour taste in the mouthsering we paid to have a gravestone
cleaned in Knockgraffon graveyard. A stone thagdtly belonged to Michael Keating!”
John said, that this was done to throw us off temg as we were seemingly getting close
to finding out things we were not supposed to knble.also said that it would not have
been safe for Father Meehan, to tell us the facts.

With Michael working on a farm in Knockgraffon, Rar Meehan would have been fully
aware of this, and when and where he had diedwasg after all, the priest at the time for
the Knockgraffon and New Inn area.

| asked how serious the threats on people mighe Heeen, and John would just say,
“quite serious.” | then told him that we had foumat that Ellen may have been pregnant,
to a man at the bottom of the road, by the namioaimy Farrell, whom we believed still
lived there.

All John would say to this was, that our grandmpothas a beautiful woman, young and
alone and had many suitors. We took from that cenirthat it was more than likely true
that she was pregnant to him. We decided thatthrsake of peace and to let sleeping
dogs lie, we would never pursue this matter againeland.

We would try and find out from information at honaad if she was pregnant on arrival
in UK. We wondered if our Aunt Bernadette whomtidi alive in Calgary, in Canada, is
the daughter of Tommy Farrell from the Mountain &ada Cahir. The only way we could
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find this out would be to get the date of birth Bérnadette, and work it back to the
family’s departure from Ireland. | should explairat when Ellen left Ireland, she met up
with a man called Frank Picket. They had 3 childiegether Bernadette, Francis and
Christopher. We have never been able, to date,dintarriage record for Ellen Keating
and Frank Picket in the UK. We have come to whathimk is a reasonable conclusion,
that they were never married. Assuming that Ellaevk that Michael Keating was not
dead, and also that we can’t find any record af@sd marriage she must still have been
married to him. She would not have been able tayrarank Pickett without a divorce
and again we can find no record of this.

Back to our visit with John.

We then told John, that we had been trying to wvaurkwhat actually happened when our
great grandfather Thomas Maher was killed. We askedwas possible if Michael
Keating could have been involved in the murder lobrhas Maher, in a joking manner as
to not upset him. John simply laughed, and satl Michael Keating was a “quiet man”.
And we really have been digging deep. He did sayttie murder did bare all the signs of
an IRA execution with involvement by either a faymhember, or a family friend.

His reason for this thinking was, the way the kiliwas carried out. First, the family
knock on the window, to attract family attentiorhi§ was a family method of attracting
attention, so that you would not afraid to answer door. He told us that at that time,
people were afraid to answer the door, in caseat the British soldiers. He said they
were ruthless and indiscriminate in their treatmeithe rebels. John also said, “You
must also remember, that the Rebels hated the dgbpgind all those who worked for
them.

Thomas Maher, that's Michael’s father -in -law &sted earlier, worked as a gamekeeper
for the local English Gentleman landowner. Thisitsrown would have been enough to
draw attention to him by the rebels. If Michael veasive in the local brigade he would
have been fully aware of what had to be done, &aduld have better access than most.
John then told us a story about his own fathern Jatd his father had returned from the
war and was then recruited by the IRA, to teacimthew to use guns, and explosives. He
was not a well man, as he had been gassed whemiecd: He had also been wounded
and had difficulty in moving about. One night thia&k and Tans came to their house on
the Mountain Road and smashed the door down. Tiexy o arrest him but he was too
sick to get out of bed, as he was dying. They naversted him. Instead they smashed
him about the head and body with rifle butts. Ja#ld us he died not long after this. He
then said when things like this occurred, “you té@hame us for being bitter.”

John began to talk about Dan Breen, and Sean Tn&oyof the most notorious rebels of
the time and friends of Michael Collins. If you dethe books ‘The Dan Breen Story’ and
also ‘My Fight for Irish Freedom’ by Dan Breen, yaill get a great insight to what was
going on at the time in the area. John spoke af Beeen, and the others, as heroes,
however it is the same type of people that threstténm only a few months ago.

John said that Dan Breen was the local IRA exenatidor the area in the 1920’s. When
Fiona asked him to repeat the year he said 1922vaed she asked what year he thought
Thomas Maher was killed he said 1922 with a glmhis eye. At last we thought we
knew who had pulled the trigger, but we still wahte know who ordered it. John went
on to say that we would have to draw our own caiohs. John then said, “Do you
remember the old man Paddy Cullen that you staydd @an your first visit as children?”
Lyn and | said, “Yes we do.” John then said, “l lnglieve that Cullen was a prominent
member of the IRA, and a friend of your family todd!” Dad had once said that he
thought Paddy Cullen was involved in his grandfeghmurder.

John then out of the blue suddenly said, “I thinis time that the questions stopped, as it
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is not safe to continue your lines of investigasidrit would not be safe for him, or us, to
keep asking probing questions, as there are stple alive in the village that were, or
their family were, involved in everything that went in those days.

The time had then come for us to stop asking Jolgmare questions, and let things rest
for the time being, or at least for this trip.

It was time for us to say goodbye to John for thalftime this trip.

We told him, we would be back to see him, in thé too distant future. It was at this
moment, when John gave the girls a kiss and a euslti wished them all the best, that
he started to get upset. When he gave me a hugaaddjoodbye, he started to cry, and
said he was sorry for what we had found out. | tofd not to be sorry as this was history
and he retorted, “Yes, but its living history!”

He was sobbing uncontrollably at this stage, amndlisa hoped he would be alive to see us
when we returned again. | will never forget thetymie of John, leaning in his doorway,
sobbing his heart out as we left. It really brougHtump to my throat. This man, in my
opinion, was the nearest person to a father ottear iy real father that | had, even if he
was not a blood relation. He is just a wonderfa olan, and a true friend, that | have
grown to love dearly.

As we drove off down the Mountain Road for the kaste, we looked back to see John
giving us a gentle wave farewell. We drove backmcottage in almost total silence, all
of us | assume, thinking of what we had been tblt afternoon. When we got back to
the cottage, Fiona who had been making notes ahallinformation we had gathered
from each individual began to record everythingodiatogically. We all started to chip in
with information, to try and ensure that nothingswaissed. We ended up after a while
with a reasonably, comprehensive account of thingswe had discovered. That evening,
our last here in Cahir for this trip, was spentihg\wa nice meal and a few drinks in the
Cahir House Hotel. The hotel is in the centre @ litwely small town of Cahir, and the
place we had had breakfast the day we arrived. Népake about what we had achieved,
and saying that we all wanted to return somedayn Inot to sure about Fiona and Lyn
making a return trip, as it is a long way to commnf Canada. However Glenda and | will
return and visit again that's for sure. | have ites# below a piece of information |
collected on the Internet that tells you a littfalee Tipperary connection with the IRA, or
as it was also called, the IRB.

By the summer of 1917, the Irish Republican Brdtbed in County Tipperary had
proceeded with renewed enthusiasm in recruitmenlind and taking part in The
conscription issue of 1918 made the work of resrgimen into The IRB much easier,
uniting as it did the many nationalistic groupse®! Battalion area included most of the
parishes around Tipperary town. By October 1918, bsittalions made up th€hird
Tipperary Brigade. At a meeting in Tipperary town in the same mombpinson was
appointed Brigade O.C. (Officer-Commanding), Seaacg&y was made Vice Officer-
Commanding, anan Breen became the Brigade Quarter-Master. In the 1918 Gén
Election, Sinn Fein candidates were overwhelmimgtyrned in County Tipperary.

The Soloheadbeg Ambushn County Tipperary was one of the most imporggsodes
of The War of Independence. It was here that tts¢ $ihots of that conflict were fired on
the 2. January 1919. Coincidentally, this was the saate ds the first meeting of Dail
Eireann in Dublin.

Soloheadbeg is a townland, some two miles outsigigefary Town. Two council
workers, Godfrey and Flynn, guarded by two arme@ Rlonstables, McDonnell and
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O’Connell, were carrying gelignite to the local qya

Volunteers led by Tracey and Breen lay in waittfog convoy; hiding in a small, disused
qguarry along their route. When the convoy drew ejofe Volunteers emerged and
challenged them, shooting dead both Constableshadoattempted to ready their rifles.
The rebels then rapidly withdrew, taking the gelignTracey, Breen and Hogan went on
the run. As a result of this action, South Tippgrasas placed under martial law and
declared a Special Military Area under The Defenteéhe Realm Act. Parades. Local
IRB man,Sean Traceywas a central force in these developme&tsamus Robinsona
Belfast IRB man, also arrived in Tipperary in 19The visit of De Valera to Tipperary
Town in August 1917 generated great interest atttusiasm

Summary
Michael Keating was from Clogheen not Cahir as kesloelieve
Dad born in Knockgraffon to Michael Keating anddgll(Maher) Keating-birth
certificate 1919
Murder of Thomas Maher 1922
Dan Breen was the local IRA executioner in Cahit 922
Michael Keating is in the IRA
Ellen (Maher) Keating moves to Cahir without MichKeating
Ellen has 2 children in Catholic Ireland presumatly of marriage, therefore when
Nellie is born in Cahir Michael Keating is listed e father on the baptismal record
1923
Ellen and the children leave for England aroundg8193
Michael Keating does not return to Cahir until Blnd the children have moved to
England
Dad was told that his father was killed by poachénsn he was 4 years old
Dad was told his grandfather was murdered by ti#e IR
Michael Keating lived alone for the rest of his ggeand did not disclose the existence
of his family until he is on his deathbed
Ellen died 1952
Nelly died 1956
Michael Keating born in 1894 and died 1972
Dad died 1978

Theories:
Dad was never baptised because his parents wemnarried or they were married but
by the monks for free
Paddy Cullen is in the IRA and perhaps was involwedt least would have known
who killed Michael Maher
Michael Keating was involved in the murder of Thahaher (his father-in-law)
Michael Keating arranged for Dan Breen to murdesriths Maher
Michael Keating said something inadvertently to some about Michael Maher
flying a British flag in his home
Ellen left Michael after the murder of her fathechuse she suspected his
involvement (intentional or not) or his inability stop it or Ellen did not feel safe
after the murder of her father
Michael Keating cannot forgive himself for any imwement and as such never
remarries, or has children, or cannot deal witimgpéeft by his wife and children
Ellen has an affair and becomes pregnant (out ofiage to a married man) and
quickly leaves for England
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Chapter Sixteen

Homeward bound

| guess that’s the end of my story so far as, wwaafound out and what we didn’t find
out. That is as far as this trip was concerned.oNg had a few hours left of this visit to
Cahir, and we were all sorry to be leaving.

That journey from Cahir back to Larne was also gdm prove enlightening for Lyn and
Fiona.

We set off early on the last day, to head back3®@ miles to Larne on a damp, dull
morning. It was quite strange to drive out of tber for the last time this holiday, as it
was very quiet outside and inside the car. We drowe out of Cahir, through
Knockgraffin and New Inn, and past Rockwell College the way to Cashel.

We then had to head northwards, to Dublin. We hehliold that it could take up to 3 or
4 hours on a Saturday to drive the 110 miles toliDuwith the volume of weekend
traffic. This proved to be not quite true, as wevad on the outskirts of Dublin just on
the 2-hour mark. We had made good time indeed. Wee \8oon leaving Dublin, and
heading north towards that pleasant, friendly arastnmospitable town (I don’t think)
called Newry!

As we crossed the border at Newry, we passed #ee @rthe Battle of the Boyne, that
landmark in Irish history. We had left the trandjtyl of the south and headed into the
hardness of the north. | say hardness but theeentirth is not like that, there are some
beautiful places in Northern Ireland. There are afmany lovely people as well. It is just a
shame that the years of conflict have caused sgglitan a truly wonderful country.

As we approached Belfast, the tell tale signs ofss@&nism showed again, with paintings
on the walls and the prominence of flags, represgiuoth the north and the south.

We drove out of Belfast and on the road to Larng va@ early for the ferry. | saw a
signpost saying ‘Ballyclare 6 miles’ and said te tirls that | had been there before and it
was a lovely little town so let’s go and visit.

Coincidently Ballyclare was the place where thetpbmpher for Lyn’s wedding had
come from, and who had been a friend of dad’s.

His name was Beck O'Connell, but we had no ideaevhe lived or even if he was still
alive, so we could not look him up.

When we arrived in the town it was the 'pits’. lasvdirty and dingy and looked to be a
hot bed of Loyalist support, by the number of Unflags flying. This was not the quiet,
sleepy little town that | remembered -just the api@o We only stayed long enough to
have a coffee and then left as quickly as possible.

On leaving there we headed for Larne. However, weevstill far too early for the ferry,
so we thought we would have a meal in Larne, ugilt some time.

It was not a surprise to find out that Larne, Ikany other places in Ireland, closes at
5pm. We could not find anywhere to get a meal, rotih@n a McDonalds or a Pizza Hut. |
said, “All the tea in China would not get me intoecof these places for a meal.” | was
prepared to do without. It was nice to find outtthavas not alone in my taste of eating
establishments. Nobody else wanted to eat in thdrareWe decided to head to the ferry
port and just wait the hour or so until we were tlusail. |1 then made a huge error and
missed my turn to the port and ended up driving itite suburbs of Larne. What a
mistake that was!
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We drove down a road and straight into the healyalist country. Every lamp-post was
painted red, white and blue. Every house flew timob Jack and even the kerbstones
were painted red, white and blue. We had to ditiveugh a set of gates across the main
road that also were painted red, white and blue.al¥e saw gates that had a huge statue
of William of Orange mounted on the top.

It was then that | felt a bit vulnerable drivinggeeen car, and as far as | could make out
the only green car in the area. | also had a Repoblireland Tricolour bumper sticker
on the car. Without further ado, | turned around headed out of the area, passing all the
‘Death to the IRA’ signs on the walls and all thaimals on the side of the houses,
depicting hooded men, shooting men dressed in gvdgite and gold. It was a relief to us
all to find the correct turn to the ferry port aife relative safety of that area. Lyn, Fiona
and Glenda said that they had been frightened kat ey had just seen and hoped they
never have to withess something like that agaironSee were on the ferry back to
Scotland and with a certain amount of relief affter last hour or two.

I would finally just like to say that if you wamd research your family, be prepared for
shocks. Not everyone comes from the perfect familyis not a fault of yours, if
something unsavoury occurred in the past withinryamily. It is just one of those
things. It is wonderful though to find out thingadabe able to pass them on to your
children so that they can have a fuller picturéheir family history.

Chapter Seventeen

Were heading back again

We have not long returned from our summer holidaanada in July 2006, where we
spent some time with Lyn and Fiona mulling over tast trip to Ireland. Glenda and |
thought that we would try and return to Irelandsasn as possible. We decided on our
return that we would have a holiday in October 2808 go back to Ireland and do some
more digging.

This time we had decided to stay a bit closer tblDuas we thought we may have to go
to the records office there. We decided to stag B&B in Roscrea about an hours drive
from Cahir and about the same to Dublin.

We also decided, that would travel on a morningrgafrom Cairnryan to Larne, so we
could travel during the day to our destination,téasl of at night when everything is
closed. We therefore booked a 10am departure agrimi Larne at noon.

We hoped that this visit would confirm some mordade of my family history and
perhaps lay a few demons to bed. Prior to goinghaa written to John O’Brien to tell
him of our visit. However we were not sure if heswkead or alive at this time as there is
nobody to let us know. | would also like to poimitahat Agnes Cunningham had
informed us that she had a granddaughter studyirigdinburgh when we last visited.
This girl is called Brenda O’'Donaghue | guess shsoime kind of % cousin a few times
removed. We have met Brenda, on a number of oatai@mce we last returned from
Ireland, and she is just a joy of a girl, so fullfion and energy it is hard to keep up with
all her sporting hobbies. We met her before we wgeiag and asked her if she would let
her Grandmother (Agnes Cunningham) know we wereirngrand we would be calling
on her.
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Fiona & Brend

Above is picture of my niece Fiona from Canada Brehda O’Donaghue my cousin and
Granddaughter of Agnes Cunningham. Brenda E-mailed few days before we were
due to go saying that she had been in contactAgties and she had found a photograph
of Michael Keating.

| had received a couple of pictures from my SteptAtrancis in Canada. These pictures
were found in her personal things after she had difew months ago. One of the
pictures we were told may be of Michael Keatingwity Grandmother Ellen, my Great-
grandmother Ellen, dad, and an unknown person.

Grandma Ellen, Dad, Michael Keating in uniform, &@r&randma Ellen Maher, Unknown perspn
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The astonishing thing from the previous picturehsi if that is Michael Keating, then my
dad could not have been 3 years old when his dad] és he had said. This we would
have to investigate when we get there. The othetua we received shows the family in
London in or around 1938.

Frank Picket Grandma Ellen Keating  NellieDac

Frank Picket was the man that Ellen had allegedyried in London but we have been
unable to trace any marriage certificate to date,said earlier. However when
Bernadette was born in 1938 the birth registraéibHendon in London says parents
Frank Picket and Ellen Keating.

We also received this picture of Great Grandmoltiien Maher.

Great Grandmother Ellen Mahd

-
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Chapter Eighteen

Here we go again

Well, it was time to set off again for Ireland, adnwith a few photographs and a couple
of extra bits of information, and try and find aabre about the family. As | have said we
decided to travel during the day instead of throtlghnight. This we hoped would give
us better opportunities to see the countryside, @sd take a leisurely drive south,
stopping regularly for tea and coffee breaks.

It was a lovely sunny day when we arrived in Laatemid-day and we were looking
forward to the drive to Roscrea. Other than a lagsion of roadwork’s in Belfast city,
we were well on our way south by 1pm. We were haadiown towards Newry on the
border not looking forward to the drive throughstdismal town. However to our surprise
they had built a new by-pass and you missed the mwnpletely, what a bonus that was.
We were now in the south and heading towards Dudotich thought it was time to stop.
There appeared to be a lack of services on thia mghway south, so we pulled off into
a small village to get petrol and a toilet stopeThilet left a lot to be desired, it was a
shack in the garden at the back of the garageslstating to think the south is still a bit
backward considering the money that the EU havegtied into it.

We drove on for a while, and then we realised thate were no, | mean no, services on
the motorways in Ireland. Therefore if you wantedget something to eat or drink you
had to get off the motorway, and venture into thral$ villages. We pulled off a short
time later into a small village where we found shfiand chip restaurant and had a light
meal and some well needed tea. We then headedwéirds Dublin; saying we would
stop again, once clear of the city. There has ladange amount of road improvements in
the south, with long stretches of motorway thatlyeaakes a difference to your journey
time. We arrived in Dublin about 3pm but were hejgl on the M50 motorway that
bypasses Dublin City. We eventually got of thisgass and were heading south towards
Roscrea on the M7. We decided, that if we camesacsomewhere to stop we would, but
if not we would continue onto Roscrea and our fuhadtination for the day. You guessed
it; we found nowhere and just drove on towards ResscWe found our B&B The Sli,
Dala, just on the outskirts of Roscrea Town. laiwvely B&B, and the hosts were most
welcoming, and could not have been nicer. We hadpaof coffee, and then headed into
the town to get a meal, so we could get back ané ha early night. It was going to be a
busy week, and we wanted to be up and out earlyyeaseeded to get to the records
office in Clonmel first thing.

Chapter Nineteen
Clonmel

It was Tuesday morning, and we were heading ofltmi@el to the records office. We

were also going to see Agnes Cunningham, and JoBmie@ in Cahir as we had

promised. We arrived at the Clonmel Records Offit8irths, Deaths and Marriages at

about 9am. We only had to wait a short time befeeewere invited into the office. The

lady we met introduced herself as Assumpta. Shedalskw she could help us and | said |
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had a list of names, and approximate birth andhdeates, of people | would like
certificates for. She had a quick look at the &gt said “You're not wanting much are
you?” and then she laughed. She said there was & lequests here, and asked if we
could come back on Friday. | said we would be déd to return on Friday, and wished
her luck. She gave me her phone number, and sgadiifing on Thursday afternoon, she
will let me know how she had got on. The list dbimation | had left with her was:

Any Birth, Death or Marriage certificates for:

Thomas Maher, my Great Grandfather

Ellen Maher, Nee Hanrahan, my Great Grandmother

Ellen Keating Nee Maher, my Grand Mother

James Mabher, Ellen Maher’s Brother

Michael Keating, my Grandfather

Robert Keating, my Great Great Grandfather

Margaret Keating, Nee Fraher, my Great Great Grarlden.

Assumpta again looked at the list, laughed, and ‘8&ish me luck, I'll need it!” We said
goodbye, wishing her all the luck in the world. \Wen left the office and headed for
Cabhir, to meet up with Agnes and John. Driving i@&hir was just like coming home in a
funny sort of way. We stopped at the Cahir Hoteldoffee before going to see John and
Agnes, to work out what we were going to ask.

Chapter Twenty

Agnes

We decided to go and see John first on the MourRaad. We knocked at the door but
there was no answer, and started thinking the wéteeever, looking at the house and
the décor of the inside through the window he wasausly still living here. We decided
that we should go and see Agnes Cunningham and dbeme back later to see John.
When we knocked on Agnes’s door she opened it aftl us to come in, and how
wonderful it was to see us again. We went in satrdand started reminiscing about our
last trip.

We then spoke for a while about Brenda, her granglotr who was living in Edinburgh.
She said that Brenda had said that we were a ouggle, and fun to go out with and that
she really enjoyed our company. This was nice assh young girl, and you would have
thought that we might have been to old for hergdoout socially with. | then mentioned
that Brenda had said that she has a picture of &¢ickeating as an old man. She said she
did but that it is not very good, because whoewek tit must have shook. In the picture
Michael is at the extreme right hand side as you lat it.
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Michael
Keating

As | said it is not a great picture, but it the yowine we have of him as an old man,
proving that he did not die in 1923 as we had faes¢n told. Agnes thinks that this was
taken not long before he died.

We then showed Agnes the picture of the familyhwitho we thought was Michael
Keating in uniform in it. Agnes confirmed that ia® Michael, and said she knew he had
been in the IRA, but had never seen him in unifdgime didn’t recognise anyone else in
the picture, but you have to remember Michael nésldranyone he had a family until he
was dying. Agnes then started telling us about Biéthsaying he was a farm labourer on
a farm owned by a family called Fox. He had worktezgte all his days as far as she could
remember. He was in charge of the ploughing anglimgpafter the horses. At this time
she said, he was living in the Fraher family homaeRehill, just outside Cahir, near a
place called Burncourt. This reminded us of picdudehn had sent a few years earlier
saying this would have been where Michael went schahurch, and had a drink in his
younger days.
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Roman Catholic
Church
Ballylooby

Burncourt Primary
School

Public house
Burncourt

The above pictures are the ones John sent us echtireh, school, and pub that Michael
Keating may have frequented.
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Here is a picture we took when we visited Burncaucbuple of days later to give you an
idea of the place. The population in Michael Kegisnday would have only been a
couple of hundred if that.

Reading this, makes you think of the hot bed afg¢h®IRA that Michael Keating grew
up in. We were starting to feel that we were ggttimore information about Michael
Keating at long last. Agnes told us that Michaelildocycle from Fox’s Farm to Cahir at
the weekend to get his washing done. She said hddvsay very little, just strip and
clean his bike, get his tea, collect his washimg] eeturn to the farm. | told her that we
believe that Michael had cut his own throat at stéime and survived it. This was a story
that Agnes’s son Ned had told us about a yeareeaiihen we met him at Edinburgh
Airport briefly, when he was in transit. She salthtt she thought she remembered
something about that, and that he, Michael, wasohout of hospital a lot suffering from
depression. He was also in hospital a few timeaumse he suffered from TB she said.
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She also said that he was kept in a shed at th@thbs Cashel and would escape from
time to time. | am not sure if she really meanthads | think she meant isolation,

However, in Ireland in the early years of the 1828nd 30’s you never know. We felt we
had spent enough time today asking Agnes questamasshe was obviously getting tired.
We said we would go and visit John, and would cdraek and see her before we went
home to Scotland. She said that the family hadneldathe Keating headstone at
Shanrahan graveyard in Clogheen, and that the Fsade of the family were buried in a

graveyard near Rehill called Ballysheehan. All éheseas are within the boundaries of
Cahir.

Chapter Twenty One

John

It was time to head off and visit John, hoping thatwould be in this time. As we were
driving up the Mountain Road we say John gettingada car, and heading in his house.
We knocked on the door, and John answered saywgdwely to see you both. He still
had that glint in his eye and wonderful smile, said that he was finding it a little harder
to walk around. His house was just the same, noavtteswing a cat, but this time it was
full of porcelain ducks and gnomes. When asked a/ieey had all come from he said,
he had brought them in out of the cold! He said thdady comes and helps him and
brings him a hot meal everyday. He then said tieah&d only just found our letter on
Monday, saying we were coming to se him on Tuesdag,therefore it was his intention
to sack the filing clerk! John had aged, in as dar movement was concerned, but
mentally he was still as bright as ever, with aaggisense of humour. We settled down and
had a cup of tea and a biscuit with him. He sa&d ttad got them in special, along with
new mugs, for the tea. We chatted for a while albloistand that, about how things had
been over the past few years since we last metsh@e/ed John the picture of Michael
Keating in uniform and the first thing he said wdadsknew he was in the brigade, but
never realised he had joined the ‘Free Statergipakently that was the uniform he was
wearing. John said in those days most of Michadliridts followers had left the IRA to
join the ‘Free Staters’ after the peace agreemadtleen signed. It was necessary for
someone to keep the peace, and to police the Repdbhn said, and if not, we would
never have had any kind of peace. All John kepingayas that’s interesting, | would
never have guessed he was in them. We spoke fimeaabout dad leaving Cahir, and all
John said he could remember was that dad never vaaht to school in the September.
However he could not remember if it was 1937 orTd8s was a different story than the
last time, when he said dad had gone to see hiimgsthey were leaving the next day for
England.

We then showed John a school picture from 1937aaskdd if he could pick out dad. He
had a good look and told us he knew them all'! Hkgud out dad, himself, Michael
Coallins’s cousin, and Sean Tracy’s cousin, and al$ature President of Ireland, Hilary.
It was amazing, how he could remember all thesglpeafter so long. He said Hilary was
called the informer, because he told on everybétysaid he was so far up the priests,
that the only place the other students could gat twn back was on the rugby pitch. He
then said, “I knew he would be sitting next to greests!” | was also surprised to find out
that both Michael Collins and Sean Tracy’s relaiveere in dad’s class. John then said
that they were friends, with them both and theyengood lads. | guess that everybody
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had friends in those days that hard a dark secragtam The picture below is the school
photograph that we showed to John. It is not of liket quality as it is a scan of a
photocopy. | have asked Rockwell College, if theydra proper one, and if so could |
have a copy. To date | have not received one fleemtbut | live in hope. If | do get a
better one | will add it in later.

Dad is in the Top picture”Sfrom the left on the3row from the bottom.

John is in the Bottom picturé'4rom the right in the "8 row from the bottom.

Hilary is in the Top picture'®from the left in the %' row from the bottom next to priest.
Tracy cousin is in the Top picture#om the left in the *§ row from the bottom
Collins cousin is in the Top picturetilrom the left in the "8 row from the bottom.

As | said, John went through all the names intingathe infamous, and the famous but
there are too many to mention, so | have justdistfew that you may have heard of.
John was getting a bit tired now, and he also hddakor’'s appointment, so we said we
were going to leave, and let him get on. It wal sgasonably early in the day, so we
decided that we would go and visit Biddy Carrolidasee how she was, as she too was
getting older. Agnes had told us that she was lgapinblems walking but if we did call,
please give her time to answer the door. Biddydlivea street called Bengurragh. This is
the same street that as children when visitingah@lfor our first time, we stayed. That
was in the house of Paddy Cullen, the man that naag been involved, in the shooting
of Thomas Maher. Paddy Cullen is long dead; he diéglv months after we met him on
our first visit Chair in 1992.
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Thomas & Ellen Maher Gravestone

It has been suggested that Patrick (Paddy)
Cullen may have been implicated in the
Paddy Cullen’s grave shooting of Thomas Maher in 1920. This is
only hearsay and | have no evidence to
confirm or deny this.

Chapter Twenty Two
Biddy

We knocked on Biddy’s door, and as Agnes Cunninghathsaid, she took a long time
to answer. When she opened the door, she took aentoon two to recognise who we
were, and then invited us in. We asked how she waad,she said that she had great
difficulty in walking. She asked how we all wereydathe rest of the family, and said it
was lovely to see us again. We did not have a grealtto ask Biddy, this was more of a
social call. We did ask her if she could remembby illen, Nellie, and dad, had left
Cahir so suddenly. She said | told you the lasetishe left because she was pregnant to
that Tommy Farrell from the bottom of the road. Sh&l they had to leave, as Ellen was
the talk of the town. She did remember that Ellad brought Nellie and dad into the
school, to say goodbye to all her teachers anddseShe said that dad had gone into the
boys class to say goodbye to his old teachers. réloog to Biddy, all the pupils were
lined up to shake Nellie’s hand, and the nuns Hzadl she was going to England for a
while, and may be back in a year or so. Howeveveag&now she never returned to Cahir
nor did Ellen.

Biddy is looking her age now and is not a well wontait she still has a sharp mind. We
told her we could not find a wedding certificate tllen and Michael. She said exactly
the same as Agnes and John had said that theyhaustbeen married, or the children
would not be allowed to go to a Catholic schoolwdweer after all this being said, we
were still unable to find a record of their weddadghis time.

We bid our farewells to Biddy and wished good Heahd said we would call on her
again, the next time we were in Cahir. This wasquote true, as we were going to back
into Cahir this trip, but only to see John and Agynafter we had been to the records

office in Clonmel. We saw ourselves out, as sheneasble to get to the door.
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Chapter Twenty Three
Clonmel Records Office

It was Thursday morning and we had gone for a douvi€illkenny, and had decided that
we would stop and have lunch. It was after lunct trdecided to give Clonmel a phone
and ask if they had found out anything for us. ghkin the office Assumptta said, | have
found out loads of things, and to call in on Fridagrning. | told her that we were only
45 minutes away, and as it was only just after Yyould it be all right to come now. She
said of course it would, and she was looking fodiarmeeting us again.

We arrived at the Records office in Clonmel, full excitement wondering what
Assumpta had uncovered. She welcomed us in and seedhad found numerous
certificates. | have listed below all the infornoati she and her colleague Ann had
uncovered.

Death certificate: Thomas Maher, confirming the athmg in Knockgraffon. (Great
Grandfather)

Death certificate: Ellen Maher (Nee Hanrahan), &Bferandmother)

Birth certificate: William Maher, (Uncle)

Birth certificate: James Maher, (Uncle)

Birth certificate: Thomas Maher, (Uncle)

Birth certificate: Ellen Maher (Grandmother)

And last but not least, the certificate, confirmithg marriage of my grandmother Ellen
Maher, to my grandfather Michael Keating. This wasexciting, as we had searched for
many years to get clarification of their marriagéhey had been married in the Roman
Catholic Church in Bansha some 6 miles from Cale.had come to the conclusion that
they were never married, but this proved our caiols wrong. The problem had been
that we had been searching for dates around e8d$9,las my dad had been born in
September 1919. However, Assumptta decided to obibhek dates, and came up with the
certificate, stating that they never married uAtilgust 1919, a month before the birth of
my father. We all thought that surely the priestsmbave noticed the bump! This
certificate confirmed what all the people had bsaying to us, that they must have been
married or neither dad, nor Nellie could have gdaoecatholic schools, especially
Rockwell College.

| guess this information made the whole trip wottiier and proves that with help and
persistence you can find out information. We saidfarewells to Assumptta and Ann in
the records office, and | did say that if | eveblghed this story | would give them a
mention. | must also say, that if it had not beantlie persistence of these two wonderful
ladies, we would still be looking.

We now have all the above certificates and alsatatelisted below.

Death certificate: Michael Keating,

Birth certificate: Michael Keating,

Birth certificate: Robert Francis Keating,

Confirmation certificate Nellie Keating,

Marriage certificate Ellen Maher & Michael Keating

As far as Ireland is concerned the certificates klzan searching for are getting less and
less. However | am still looking for:

Birth certificate: Nellie Keating

Birth certificates: Thomas Maher & Ellen Hanrahan,

62



Marriage certificates: Thomas Maher & Ellen HanrghRobert Keating & Margaret
Fraher,

Birth and Death certificates: Robert Keating & Manet Fraher.

All this will need another visit to Cahir and ith®ped that we will return early 2007.

| decided, when we came home from our visit, thdidl not want to wait until our next
visit to find out more information. | decided thiatvould take the opportunity to thank
both Assumpta and Ann by sending them a thank yod.d asked at the same time if
they would be so kind, if they had time to look &ofew things for me. | recently received
an E-mail from Assumpta, saying that they had hasable at this time to find out any
more for me, without certain information. | guethst | am going to have to attempt to try
and dig a bitter deeper so to be able to help thelmme. | just hoped that both Assumpta
and Ann did not think that | was being too cheakgpsking them to help me. This was the
furthest thing in my mind, and | just felt thataihyone would be able to help at this stage
it would be these wonderful ladies. On our retuamk after this trip, | received an E-
mail from Assumpta, saying she had found the mgerizertificate for Thomas Maher and
Ellen Hanrahan.

Chapter Twenty Four

Time to say Farewell

We decided to that we would go and see John ané#\tire next day and tell them what
we had uncovered. Firstly we visited Agnes andrimied her that we had uncovered a
marriage certificate for Ellen Maher and Michaelaieg and she was delighted. She did
say that she thought that they must have been edafar the sake of the children.
However, she then said she was concerned aboutaBlishdeath certificate saying he
was a bachelor. | told we had discussed this witn staff in the records office in
Clonmel, and they had said it could be changedldl lher that unless there was need on
legal grounds we would just leave it. We know thatwas not a bachelor when he died,
and that was good enough for us. However, | didtkay if it ever became a problem,
then | would have it changed if necessary.

We said our goodbyes to Agnes and told her thaintesded being back in early 2007,
and would be calling on her. She said she woull foovard to that, and to remember to
pass on her love to Brenda, her granddaughter, wieermet up with her next in
Edinburgh.

We then went to see John, the man we both feeb&as like a father to us since we met
some 12 years ago, to say our goodbyes. This wiag ¢o be so hard, as we felt in our
heart of hearts that this may be the last time @&elsm. As | have said earlier, John was
not a well man, and had great difficulty in breathiand walking. John welcomed us
again and made us some tea, while we discussedwenhtd found out. When we told
him that we had managed to find a marriage ceastdéidor Michael and Ellen, he said, “ |
told you they had to be married”. He was surpritdet Ellen was 8 months pregnant
when they got married however, “That's life!” heiddaWhen we told him we had
uncovered the death certificate of Thomas Maheeyes lit up. He said that he had said
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before, the shooting had not taken place on thentmn Road. He had always said he
thought it had taken place in Knockgraffon. He thented that it might have been a
family ‘hit’, as a lot of that went on in these s However he did say that he did not
know if Michael Keating had been involved but hghtihave been. John had said that he
had a picture of dad, himself and a couple of pal$ would send it to us when he was
able to find it. We felt it was time to go, as Jokas starting to look very tired. We said
that we would have to go, and hoped to be backenspring of 2007. He took us to the
door and by the time we got there he was cryinggble Glenda a hug, and told her to
look after me and keep me in line. | gave John @ lamd by this time the tears were
streaming down his face. We decided not to hangitalas it was obviously upsetting
John that we were leaving. To be honest, | thinkef had not left at that moment, all
three of us would have been in tears. It was a eemgtional moment, and one that we
will always remember. We waved to John from theasamwe drove down the Mountain
Road and away from Cahir wondering if we would esee him again. John did find the
picture, and he sent it to us on our return to I8odt The picture below is the picture that
John named The King’s of the Mountain Road.

Robert Keating 17 John O'Brien 15 Michael Kavanagh 17  John Bozad 17

When you think that these young men had nothing think that they all looked very
smart.
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Chapter Twenty Five

Conclusions

I am not sure if we have solved all the mysteryaunding my family, back home in
Ireland, but we have gone a long way to chronoklayicsorting things out. We have had
great fun in compiling this information, and a féwstrating times. We also had one or
two moments when we felt that we were in slightgiandue to asking to many searching
guestions. When you ask questions of people thatda’t know about criminal acts,
you never know if you have asked the wrong perkenvirong question. However in the
main this whole project has proved to be enlightgrand interesting. | have learned so
much about the history of the times, the cruelty e poverty, as well as the fun times.

I have not finished yet, because as | have saidM&e going back in the spring of 2007.
I’'m not sure how much more we will uncover, butukegs I'm like a dog with a bone. It is
interesting researching your family roots and depen on your history you must ask
yourself is it wise to dig so deep. | hope thatladl information collected will be of use to
my children, when their children ask them questiomisout the past. | never asked
questions of my parents, and | suppose | shouleé.hlamnust add that if | had my time
over again | would certainly ask questions. | wolikd to conclude by saying, although |
was born in London, brought up in Scotland | feeiy heart of hearts that | am Irish and
proud of it.
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