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INTRODUCTION

< he Irish potato famine of the

1840s was the Jast major

, . h
famine in Europ¢. Althoug
n famines in Ireland

-e had bee
her 41, 1816-17,

before — those of 1739-
1822 and 1831 Killed thousands of
people — the one that started in

1845 was the worst of all. By 1850,

a million people had died of
starvation or disease, and a further
one and a half million had fled the
country.

The direct cause of the famine was
the “blight,” a fungus called
phytophtora infestans that destroys
potato plants. During the summer of
1845, it had devastated potato
harvests across Europe. Although
the loss of the European crops
resulted in hardship, the
consequences were nowhere near as
severe as they were in Ireland.

The loss of the Irish potato crop
was a terrible disaster because
many people had, quite literally,
nothing else to eat. In the 1840s, one
third of all arable land in Ireland
was used to grow potatoes and
these, together with a little 5

buttermilk, were the staple fq
mMost «

havq

vear Mthough it

travelers to Ireland at this time Oftey
remarked that, although the Peop),
were poor, they looked healthy_
Potatoes are a high-yielding crop,
Fven with an adult man eating a4
many as 14 pounds in one day, 5
single acre of land could prodyce
enough potatoes to feed six People
for almost a year. The harvest
usually lasted for about ten monthg,
Potatoes were dug up in August, s,
June and July were often difficylt
months, with little to eat. Those whg
lived near the sea could eat fish, anq
in some parts of the country people
ate oatmeal biscuits and porridge or
“stirabout.” Families who could
afford it kept a pig and a few hens to
add occasional meat and eggs to
their diet.

In 1841, there were over eight
million people living in Ireland.
Around seven million of these lived
in the country, as tenants of the
Anglo-Irish families who owned the
land at that time. Many of these
landlords preferred to live in

% England. They either left the

anagement of their vast estates 10
dents, or rented their land to rich
7~'\\'rho were known as
emen.” These, in turn, rented
smaller portions of land 0



poorer farmers, most of whom grew
corn that they sold to pay the rent,
and potatoes to feed their families.
Most of these small farms were less
than five acres, and the laborers
were often paid for their work by
being given a rough cabin to live in
and a small plot of land for planting
potatoes. Most landlords had the
right to throw their tenants out of
their houses at a moment’s notice.
This usually happened if the rent
had not been paid, or if the landlord
or middleman decided that he
would prefer to use the land for
grazing cattle or sheep.

All of this made Ireland, in 1845, a
country where many people lived in
conditions of poverty and insecurity,
depending on the annual potato
crop for survival. Unfortunately, the
potato that was the most widely
grown — the “lumper” or “horse
potato” — was one of the least
resistant to the blight.

Although some attempts were
made by the British government to
help the famine victims, most of the
politicians of the time believed in

the philosophy of “laissez faire.”
This meant that they preferred not
to send aid, but to leave things to
take their course. For millions of

sufferers, the help that came was too
little and too late. Although it is true
that far more could, and should,
have been done, very little was
known at the time about how to give
medical and economic help to
famine victims. Even today — over
150 years later — when we have
better understanding about aid
programs for those in need, many
people in the world face death from
starvation every day.

In the years before the famine, the
Irish language was widely spoken in
Ireland, and it is not likely that a girl
such as Mary O’Flynn would have
been able to speak much English. It
is also unlikely that she would have
been able to keep a journal —
education in Ireland was very
limited at this time, and it is thought
that only 30 percent of the
population could read and write.
Although “Mary O’Flynn” never
existed, and specific details of the
famine tend to vary from county to
county — for example, suffering was
generally greater in the west of
Ireland than in the east — the ordeal
of the O’Flynn family is broadly
representative of the terrible
suffering experienced by millions of
Irish people during 1845-51.




While | am
minding the little
ones, | weave
baskets to carry
the turf from the

fields. I am trying

to teach my sister

Margaret, but her

hands are not yet
strong enough to

twist the wood.

MARY’S JOURNAL

i W
'd say you'll be wanting to kno

about my family first, so let me
tell you. My father is Sean
O'Flvnn, and he has a farm. Not his
own — if you meet an Irishman who
savs he is the owner of his land,

then vour man is telling you & tale,

for it all belongs to the English. |t
brought you to our house and yoy
stood in the doorway and lookeq
about you, every field that you
would see belongs to Major Lloyq,
My mother’s name is Mary, and
that is my name, too. I am twelve
years of age and the eldest of her gjy
children. Michael is the best of my
brothers; he is eleven years old and
as bold as you like. Then comes
Patrick, who is eight, and my sister
Margaret. She’s six years old. After

that come Seamus, who is two, and

baby Annie. My grandmother Ann
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Tierney lives in our house with us.
How old she is I cannot tell you, for

nobody knows, not even hersell,

My father's farm is of a good size:
four acres. He grows corn to sell,
and potatoes to feed ourselves and
the animals — we keep a cow, a pig,
and some fowls. I help my mother
look after the house and mind the
little ones, and Michael and Patrick
help my father in the fields. My
father has Pat Feeney to work for
him besides. Pat lives with his wife
and five children in a cabin, not far

from here.

A Staple Diet

Twice a day | prepare the potatoes for our meals.
They are covered in earth from the fields, and must
be washed. | cannot imagine a world where there
are no potatoes — what would there be for the

poor people to eat?




APRIL 1845

other told me 'm to bring
| %
some huttermilk to Pat

Feency, so I lilled ap the

Large measuring cup the noggin

nnd went away with it down the
rond to the cabin

When T got there Tlound that Pal
wis helping my father to plant his
secd potatocs, huat Pat's wife, Bridget,
called ot to me 1o wateh where |

stepped for she was teeming the

spuda I was o lucky thing 1 looked

before I put my foot down, because
there on the (l(mrsl(!p at my feet Was
a basket of cooked potatoes laid
down for the water to drain off. The
cabin being quite dark within by
for a small fire, I was about to step
right into the middle of the supper|
Bridget brought the basket inside
and set it down on the earthen floor,
On the stool beside it, she placeq
some salt she had in a twist of Paper,
Then the children came, and
gathered round, some sitting on
stools and some on the floor — there
being not so many stools as there
arc children in the Feeney cabin,
The children passed the noggin
between themselves, and, when
cach had a drink taken, they picked
up their potatoes, dipped them in

the salt, and began to eat.

Pat Fooney's small cabin is fiorce drafty.
for there s no glass in the window, but a

plrece of dried sheepskin



A Supper of Potatoes
| went home to a grand supper, for
mother was after making potato
cakes to use up the boiled spuds left
over from the dinner. When all the
water is drained off, take each potato
in your hand and peel it with your
thumbnail. If you keep your nail at a
good length, you'll soon have the soft
peel off faster than if you'd used a

knife. Put by the peel for your pig,

then pound up the rest with milk and

a pinch of salt. Break the mixture
into pieces as well as you can, and
bake it over the fire until it is ready.
'Tis pleasant to eat with a little
butter and a drink of milk. Then, if
you have some potatoes in the
bottom of your pot that are not
boiled through, put them down in
the embers with red coals on top
and leave them there till you eat
them as an after course, with their

burned skin.

Our house has
thick walls made
from stone; a
thatched roof and
floors of beaten
earth. It has three
good rooms. At
the front, next to
the path, there is a
great heap of dung
we use to spread
upon the soil.

Our landlord is
Major Lloyd. | have
never seen him but
he stays in the big
house whenever he
visits lreland.



Seed potatoes are
laid on spade-dug
beds and covered
over with a ridge
of soil. Between
the ridges are
drainage channels
that are cut using a
loy like this one
(above). Potatoes
are harvested in
late August and
stored in pits.

s year, all our
hbors’ crops
uined by the

ht. The despair

their faces is

rrible to see,

JuLYy—AUGUST 1845

ur house being a noisy

place with children and

chickens always underfoot,
it is nice to be by yourself for a
while. This afternoon, as soon as my
work was done, I walked out into
the lane. The sun was bright and
every field and garden was shining
with potato plants, their stalks green
and thick and strong. I closed my

eves for a moment, and then I heard

Father come up behind me. I'd no

time to run and I thought he woulg
give out to me for wasting time, but
he just looked around him anqg
smiled. “"Well, Mary,” says he, “I'q
say it'd be a grand crop this yea,.
please God.”

That was the last day of the gooq
weather. After that, we’'d rain apq
fog and gloom for three weeks, ang
two days ago a blue mist the like of
which no one had ever seen before
came in from the sea. It was so thick




that you couldn't see vour hand in
front of your face. and when it
cleared. all the stalks and leaves of
the potato plants were black and
hanging down as if they were dead.
The stench of it was desperate. 1
brought my grandmother out of the
house to smell the smell that was
coming off the fields. She looked
about her for a long time and then
she shook her head and said,. "This

is the devil’'s own work.”

| have heard many

stories about the
food they eat at
the big house. |
often think how
much | should like
to have a smell of
the kitchen with
the meat cooking
and see the great
table made ready
for dinner, with
more dishes set
upon it than you
could ever hope to
count. Then | think
of the ladies and
gentlemen and the
fine clothes on
them and |
wonder, would
they ever look at a
potato?
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SEPTEMBER

hen my father saw what

had happened in the

potato ficlds, he called
Michacl to come away and help him
dig the spuds and get them up out of
the ground. I sat in the house and
minded the little ones, and after a
time my grandmother asked me to
bring her again to the field. She
shook her head as she had done
before, and when I asked her why,

she said, “I have not a notion what it

My father went
with Pat Feeney to
the bog to cut turf
for the fir

sla

1845

might be, but it is not a good thing »
Then she said that it must be Goq'g
judgment for the waste in other
years, throwing good potatoes in,
the ditch because there were gq
many. Then she turned to go back i
the house. I asked, “Will I not help
you, grandmother?” but she saiq,
“Away with you and help your
brother.”

I knelt down to pick up the
potatoes that were dug out of the
ground. They were small enough, to
be sure, but I could see nothing bad
about them. Soon my apron was
covered with mud and I felt cold
and damp all over, but I kept on
working until it grew dark and it
was time to go back to the house.




Cooking with Rotten
Potatoes

My mother cooked some of the
potatoes we brought from the ficld,
and when they were drained we saw
the dirt on them. My grandmother
said. “You have set them to boll
without washing.” but Mothet said
no. she had cleaned the potatoes,
here was something about them
that was not as it should be. When

we broke them open, we saw that

inside, some parts were good and
some parts rotten. Gi andmother
told her not to set any more
potatoes to boil, but to make boxty
instead. So we grated the rest of the
spuds to make a pulp which we
pounded into round, flat cakes.
These we laid on the red coals of the
fire to cook first on one side and

then on the other. And that is how

you make boxty, which is bread from

raw potatoes.

Our kitchen has a
settle bed by the
fire. If you want to
sleep in it, you may
lift up the top and
step inside. | share
a bed with my
sister Margaret,
but once when she
fell sick | had to
sleep in the settle
bed. It felt very
strange to be all
alone and quiet,
with wooden walls
set around my
head, and many
times | woke
afraid, thinking
myself to be ina

coffin.
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I went to Pat's
cabin. The children
were crouched
about the remains
of the fire, and all
looked weak and
sick. When | asked
for their mother,
they began to cry
and one of the
boys told me that
the baby died last
night. Bridget had
gone to the priest
about the burial.

AuvugusT 1846

he potatoes we stored in the

pits last year seemed to melt

away before we could eat
them., and father had some trouble
to keep enough to plant again in
April. At first, the crop began to
grow as in other years, but this
morning we smelt the terrible
stench once more. For a moment, no
one spoke, and then my father said,
“That would be the blight.” He said
to my mother, “God help us, Mary. I
did not think it could happen twice

over.” Then he went out to the field.

When he came back he said, “] have
dug ten ridges today, and this is al] |
have.” He put a small bag of
potatoes into my mother’s hangg
“All the rest are black and Stinking »

That night my father went and sy,
beside the dung heap. I hearq him
talking, but there was no one out
there except the pig. Mother wep;
out to him and asked, “Have you a
prayer said, Sean?”

“I have.”

“You are a good man, Sean,” s3iq

my mother. “We must trust in Gog."




Mother killed one of
the fowls today to
make a broth. She
hopes it will make
Annie well but our
poor baby looks so
thin and lies so still
in my arms that |
had not the heart to
tell her about
Bridget’s child.

g .
<

= T
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People bring their
children to the
poorhouse (below)
and beg the
guardians to let
them in, but the
place is filled with
people, some with
the fever on them,
and all who come in
these times are

turned away.




The Board of
Works has set
people to make
roads. | have heard
this work called
“relief.” Everybody
wants the work,

but few can get it.

Now Major Lloyd
has ordered drains
to be dug on his
land, and a wall
built, for the relief.
Father prays he
will be chosen for
the work.

VG HEAN AA KT

1
2|l G RAN

DECEMBER 1846

1 times, sure
r grows

hese are bac
The winte

enough.
ry day, and

more terrible eve

g a few
there is nothing left to eat but a

| turnips from the
as the

cabbages anc
garden. Father barely h

strength to cut turf, a
ouse

nd

the pile beside the h
grows less and less each
day, until it is almost gone.
Michael and | made a
promise, each to the other,
that we would never speak
of being hungry, but the
little ones clamor for food

and we cannot stop them.

~ Pat Feeney brought his
family to the poorhouse,
but there was no room for

sy them. But Bridget’s prayers

were answered, for there

29/ Per

is work set on in the

neighborhood. It is to split a hjj) P
a new road. People call it the Ry
road,” for the little money the
laborers get is spent to buy the
yellow meal, but it is never enougp
to fill their children’s bellies. py;
had not a taste of food for three
days before he started, and must
walk four miles to the place eacp
day.

Michael and I saw a man lying
dead in a ditch and the flesh on hjp,
so wasted that at first we thought
him to be a bundle of rags. We were
told that he was working on the
road and had not the strength for
the journey home. Now his wife
must take his place.

I wonder, will we end in the
poorhouse? 'Tis a fearful place.
Grandmother said she would rather
die than walk through the gates.
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When | brought ; ¥ % s \
th i h 2 ‘ T ol ot
hoissee.”:':tth:r said s ES TATE ‘ o 'F?ICE:?
to me, “that will ‘

be the last of the

vegetables, | can

A Letter to the Agent

see it from your .
’ Father went to our priest, Father

face.”
I said, “What

will we do?”’ but

Doyle, to write a letter to Mr.
Simpson, who is Major Lloyd's agent,

she shook her head for we cannot pay the rent. Father

and did not speak.
. Doyle wrote on the paper that we

are starving and have not a potato

¢ ,
V‘,n/ 7 i e s Vo . ole
P p / )
///:. Yhom < oo v bl AT 5 o &
el ole. 7 '/,/; ,./.fﬂ/, 7/,///.#,_._

to eat. Father brought it to the
office, but Mr. Simpson says he will
throw us out of the house if the
money is not paid. There are many
here in the same desperate state,
and Mr. Simpson would turn us all

off if he could, | am sure.
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JANUARY-MARCH 1847

" “The last of the fowls is caten,
and the pig sold, for we had
nothing to feed him. Mother

sold her good shawl, but it did not

bring much. There is a stock of

Indian meal come into the village,

and Mother and |1 went to see if we This is the appearance of

could buy some. It is queer stuff,
being yellow, and indeed, people
call it “Peel’s brimstone.” Who Peel
might be, I do not know. I suppose
he is an Englishman. Soup Kitchens

A soup kitchen is opened up in a town not five miles

the yellow meal before it is
milled (left) and afterward
(above).

from here. Pat and his family went to it, having nothing
to eat after the road making was stopped. The soup
given is stirabout, made from water, yellow meal and
rice, and for the shame of standing in a line for all to

see, your bowl! will be filled.

NOTICKE.

I HEREBY give Notice to the Lasourers and Poor
HousenoLpers on LORD CALEDON'S ESTATE, that

his LORDSHIP and LADY CALEDON have instruct-
ed me to open

THREE SOUP KITCHENS,

In convenient parts of his Lordship’s property, to supply
Soup and Bread at a very moderate price ; and that such
will be ready for delivery at Tigelve o’Clock, on Monday,
the 28(h inst.,.at the following places, viz. :—

The Model Farm;

The Village ot Dyanj; and at the

House ot J. bMarshall, at Brantry Wood;

Aud will be continued every Day, at the same hour, unti}
farther Notice (Sundays excepted).

. The Labonrers employed nt Druivage ond other Works, can

At the soup kitchens, the send their Children to the mest convenient of the above places, for

. . iled in big iron u supply of Soup, &ec., which shall be sent to them hot in Covered

stirabout is boiled in big Cuns.  And in order to encourage useful industry umougsli the (jhil-

: dren, T hereby offer a Premiam of 2d. per Bushel, for Bruised or

cauldrons that are dug into the Pounded Whin Tops, properly |lrep1\|;':ld ‘Fs food for Horses and Cows,
vound delivered at any of' the ubove-mentioned plages.

g LoD CALEDON has desired his CARETAKERS to permit the Chil-
dren to gather the Whio Tops ou any grounds in his Locdship’s pos-
~~~~~~ v, purticulurly in the large STocKk Farm oF KEDEW, and in the
Ilantations of DrRomoure, DroMESS, and LismuLrLypowy; and I am
sure the Tenuntry will also encourage so useful an occupation at the
prescut woment, when it is so desirable to use the strictest economy
in the feeding of our Cattle,

HENRY I. PRENTICE,
AGENT.

N.B.—d Double s

CALEDON

upply of Fuod will be Cooked on Saturdays.

ALMAGH FAINTED WY 4 MWATTRAN
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When we returned, Mother food. This morning | found two
showed the yellow meal to Father. children searching our dung heap
“Look., Sean. What will | do with it?” for cabbage stalks. The boy told me
She set the meal to boil, and we they had left their mother's body by
all ate some. Whether there was the road, for they could not carry Ration tickets, like
: . : . the ones below,
something wrong about the cooking, her. His mouth was stained green .
. are given at the
I do not know, but we were all taken from eating grass. soup kitchen. Men
with the flux and our bowels turned Annie died last night, and Mother and women get a
to water. It is brimstone indeed! will not part with her, but sits whalg ratian,
Now the relief work is finist children & hath
1 T K 1S o oS . .
inished, before the empty fire, saying the Those without a
and the roads are full of beggars rosary and holding our poor baby in ticket will have |
who barely stand upright for want of her arms. nothing to eat. -

RATION

el

RATIONS.
b ; » i -‘!_ ~
e ::- :;n:u; e i [ Dy Autiirity: { bAN
1, Dl . Prinded by A Thwm, Dybla, 1 By Authority :
27 e s it il P Al A
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ApriL 1847

- died in the opened it, I saw all the family lying

dead within — the four childrep
huddled together upon one beqd and
Pat on the other. Bridget lay besige
him, on the floor. The poor creatyye
must have dragged herself to fastep,
the door when all hope was gone.

randmothe
night, God r
Her body was sw¢e
ying | went to

)1d that

est her soul.
lled from

hunger. This mori
bring the priest, but was te
Father Doyle had the black fever on
him. So many have the fever in the

village that the dying bear the dead Michael took blood from one of

Major Lloyd’s cows tonight. He cut
the beast’s skin, drew off a quart of
blood and brought it home in a
bowl. Mother baked it into a cake. |

upon their backs to the burial
ground and leave them there.
On my return I passed Pat’s cabin.

The door was shut, and when |

I found Pat lying on his
back, his eyes open and
staring up at the roof
of the cabin.

Now that he is dead, &% |
Mr. Simpson will order

the cabin to be
.. tumbled down.
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was glad of it, for we had had

r : .
nothing but nettle soup for five Notice to Quit

days, there being nothing to be had It is Mr. Simpson's plan to turn as many off the land as

at the soup kitchen. But it is a he can, for Major Lloyd wants the grass for cows. We

dangerous thing that Michael has have heard that he has run into debt because of the
done; one of Mr. Simpson’s men shot money owing for rent, but he cannot be starving as
a boy last week and Kkilled him, for we are. Mr. Simpson brought three of our neighbors
stealing turnips. The family had notices to quit, and said if they did not leave their
eaten the dog the day before. Others houses, he would cause them to be thrown down
have eaten bad roots and berries, around their heads. The families tried to stop the
not knowing them to be poisonous, landlord's men getting into their houses, but it was

and died from it.

no use.

h {h.,!m' g S R (T g o N i | said a prayer for Pat
it 9 IR R A AR L O B o S . and his family. Mother
said, ‘“Poor Pat, now
his trouble is over,”
and | wondered if we
too must leave this
world before our
troubles can be over.

)
i
)
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MAY 1847

ur neighbor, Mr.
O’Mahoncy, was
sterday: The

O'Mahoneys' house¢ ot half 2 mile
urs. When we heard the

noise we went to see what the
matter was, and found poor Mr.

O'Mahoney on his knees before

r Lloyd’s men, begging them
s home. The men
shed him

turned off

his land y¢
isy

away from O

Majo
not to destroy hi
paid him no heed, but pu

Major Lloyd has
offered some of
the tenants money
if they will leave
their homes. To
others, like the
O’Mahoneys, who
owe too much
rent, he offers

nothing.

| do not
understand how
any Christian man
can take a bar such
as this and tumble
down a house,
being sure — as he
must be — that
the man and his
family will
afterwards die
from sickness and

want.

/
;s P
vz (7 Girvereg® A
/s &, v
Lefo AL 7 Z
/ /
% b o AT P , 4
2,2"
IHed T = Vs 7-
/
Z

NOTICE TO QUIT.

—
Jo hergby require you to deliver op o Me
reto, onthe % ¢ day of S7io my Attorey,
and Pencenble Possession of ALL T/ o

Lo (;//,-M/..'/.,/ skl AT AND Thoer

V% (i s L
Hatp //"A V27,0 4
ekl v Fs Tt

vt

o rresflfy miierde’ by
- :

TAKE NOTICE, that [
or Bailiff, lawfully authorised the:

ensying the date hereof, the Quict

)
Sy, Hocete and L8=2s
T trand Gt
/ ¢ phA
loge et 7 el Gt oo 2
situate in the P
S plep it
provided your Tenancy originnlly commenced at that time of the year,
yousurrender and deliver up to me, the possession of the said Premise and i
z £ emises at
of your Tenancy, which shioll expire next after the end of half-a t the
-year fro
being served with this Notice, an year from

I will proceed to recover possess

arish of /¢
, now in your Possession as Tenunt
ant from

County of

d in case you shall refuse or neglect to deliv
x BICC cliver
1on, and doable the yearly value thereof, aud ail

N , aud all Cos

»  such recosery- = "
Dated this =77 * dayof (lc /4 /
Oue Thous: i
- ( ue Thousand Eight Hundred aud Fony.
'/ /.ﬁ,,/ ‘,"V‘;' /, 5

g2 / =7 77¢ 4
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aside, and when he tried to follow
them, the leader turned and beat
him so that he fell to the ground. It
was terrible to see him try to rise to
his feet while Mrs. O'Mahoney wept
and the children wailed.

Father stepped forward to help
Mr. O'Mahoney, but the men
shouted at him to stay back and
began to tear the roof off. Some of

them pushed the ends of their

crowbars between the stones of the

walls. so that they started to fall,
and soon there was little left of the
house but tumbled walls.

After the wreckers had gone, we
helped the O'Mahoneys to make a
scalpeen, or shelter, of their ruined
house, where they could spend the
night. This morning, they must ask
to be let into the poorhouse. There

is nowhere else for them to go.

23|

Last night, | looked
through the door
at the bedroom
where | sleep with
my brothers and
sisters, and saw
Annie’s cradle,
empty now. |
wonder how long
Major Lioyd will let
us stay in this
house, and what
will become of us.

STy

PO
e

2
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o x o
Vbt

flihs;

“a

Mr. Simpson has
written down a list
of tenants who are
going to America.
He told Father
that a new law has
been made in
England, and Major
Lioyd has to
support us, his
tenants, or pay for
our passage to
America. It costs
less money to send
us to America than
to keep us here in
the poorhouse.

| went out by
myself and took
scraps of heather
and gorse to bring
with me. | cannot

imagine a land
without these, but
perhaps they do
not grow in

Armie

JuNE 1847

YA /A r. Simpson told us that

v/ ; Major Lloyd has offere
| money for a passage to
to be rid of us. Mother

d us

America,
thinks Margaret will not last the
winter, and Father has no hope of a

potato crop next year, there being

nothing to plant. Everyone has

heard tales of those who have fared
well in the New World. Whether

they are true I do not know, but
whatever it is like in America, surely

it must be a better place than this,
Certainly, it must be better than the
poorhouse; all who pass through
those gates die of the fever. We haye
heard that the corpses are thrown
into pits without a priest or a prayer,
there being no coffins.

We have a passage on a ship
secured, and all that remains is to
make bundles of the blankets, pots
and pans, and such clothes as we
have left, and to use our small stock




of oatmeal in making biscuits for the I took a last look at
journey to the port. Mr. Simpson our haone. 16as
told us that once we are at sca, the strange to think

) ) ) that | shall never
sailors will give us food and water. see it again.

I cannot tell if 1 feel happy or sad
to be leaving Ireland, or have any
feeling at all. You need food in your
belly before you can have feelings
in your heart or thoughts in vour

head. But I do wonder what the sea
will look like, for I have never seen

it before.
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We are not often
allowed on the
deck, which is full
of ropes, barrels,
sacks, and othet
things to trip over
and send yourself

sprawling

This QO 1set) is the
top of the hatch
Most of the time
we must stay
below, in the hold
where there is

¢l

little light, and no

fresh air

Jury 1847

¢ were taken to the porl
in acart four day s
journey. I have never
scen so many people in onc place as
there were on that quayside. T was

. sy in the
more than once knocked overin t

. . - o YO ere
jostling and bustling before we wel

; i
taken out to the ship on a rowing
boat, and pulled on board like so
many bundles. A man laid hold of

my legs to pull me down on the

deck, and then dragged Michael

down on top of me!

The sea is beautiful, although | d,
not like the way the boat moves
from side to side. We stood on the
deck to get a last look at Ireland, |
wonder, shall I ever see it again?
Michael says he never wants to see jt
again, and will learn to speak
English as quick as he can, for the
Irish is just bad luck.

[ don’t know how we will manage,

for we have not been given half the
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The ticket — our

|
[ 1 ( i .
food we were promised, and with S B S last hope. Morning
the water being so foul and muddy 4 and night, | pray to
that it ioht 1 \ | ‘ God and His Holy
1at it might have been drav g Ve
é g wwn from Mother to keep us
a ditch. There are hearths on deck, safe and, in
where vou may cook, and in the between, try to
. = t the stories |
evening we made our first meal on forge e
i shi \ have heard about
yoard ship. No sooner h: » falke . .
boarc I 0 sooner had we taken shipwrecks.
the pot from the fire, when therc
was a shout from above our heads it. One of the rules of the ship is that
and a boy who was standing in the the fire must be put out at nightfall,
ropes. or rigging as the sailors call and a soaking will be in it for you,
it, poured a great jug of water over too, if you are standing beside it.

- 7
- REY
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It is very crowded
down here in the
hold. We have
been granted a
single bunk —
Mother, Father,
Michael, Patrick,
Margaret, Seamus
and myself — and
very cramped we
find ourselves,
although it is not
so bad as being
berthed with

strangers.

AUGUST 1847

n fine weather, Mic hael and |

like to stand at the bottom of

the ladder and look through
the hateh at the blue sky and white
clouds above us. At first, we talked
a good deal about the food we ate
before the bad times. Michacl was
remembering Mother's stirabout,
oatmeal thick with buttermilk and
fresh butter melted into it, when 1

suddenly felt my belly turn over. It

was the sea sickness. There is not

one person here who has not
suffered from it, and the hold is gq
thick with the smell of it that you
can scarcely draw your breath. The
hold is a treacherous place to live.
Wwhenever there is a bad storm, hajlg
the bunks crash down on the floor,
sending us with them, and then it ig
desperate trouble to put them back
up again, especially when the floor
is ankle-deep in water and other
things (which I shall not name).




Fever has broken out in the hold,
and many of the passengers m
sister Margarvet amongst them
have the sickness on them so ficree
that we think they must die of it. A1l

the time, they cry out, “Water, for

God’s sake, water!™ One man. chosen

by the other passengers, went to the
captain with a can to show him the
bad state of it, but the captain only
answered that he could not help us

for there was nothing else to be had

29!

What a torment to he surrounded by
water, with nothing to drink!
¥ ¥ ¥

My poor sister Margaret died
vesterday, God rest her soul. Some
of the sailors wrapped her in a meal
sack with a weight tied into it, and
cast her over the side of the ship
with the others who had died. The
family said a rosary and Father said

a prayer for her, there being no

priest on the ship.
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You never say, -
many people a5
rushed on deck,
hoping for a sigy,
of America.




SEPTEMBER 1847

have made a friend. Her name is

Sinead Costello, and she is

sailing with her mother. Her
father died in an accident at the
road works. and her uncle, who is
already in New York, offered to pay
their passage to America. He is
going to meet them and help Sinead
to find a job as a maid.

We were standing in my favorite
place on the ship. looking up at the
sky and listening to the sailors
singing on deck as they worked.
when we heard someone shout out.
“land, land!™ We both shouted,
“America!” and then I ran to our
bunk to tell Mother. “Why wouldn't
it be,” said she, “after seven weeks
in this hole that isn't fit to keep a rat
in?” but she was smiling when she
said it. It is the first time I have seen
her smile since Margaret died.

We could see the land for two days
before the ship put in to port, green
hills and farms, but at the quayside
there were rows of big houses, some
as tall as four stories. I heard one
man say there are grander houses in

Ul

Dublin, but as | have never been
there, I cannot tell you if that is
true. But sure there cannot be so
many houses in Dublin as there are
here, nor so many people, for there
were four ships from Ireland put in
today besides our own.

When we left the ship, it felt
strange to be standing upon land
again, but [ had little time to enjoy
the feeling as we were herded off,
like so many cows, for the doctor to
examine us,

I was afraid that the doctor would
find the fever on us and turn us
back, but he didn't. Instead, his
clerk tied a paper label on to our
clothes, just as if we were parcels,
and then we were rushed along in a
great press of people, out into the
street. | feared to be separated from
my family and my bundle in the
crush, for there were plenty ready

to tug it away from me if I gave them
any chance. But I held fast to my few

belongings until I found myself safe
again with Mother and Father.

g
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In the last days of

our journey on the
ship, Mother helped
a woman called Mrs.
O’Rourke, whose
baby was sick with
the fever. Mother
thought he might
live to see the new
world, but as we
came in sight of the
harbor, we heard
Mrs. O’Rourke cry
out. The child had

died in her arms.
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OCTOBER 1847

n | the O'lynn he losing that O"in O'Flynn. It's
hall 1 tell vou how \ » ) ) ;
Lin their new rare Yankee will give a job to ap
family fared i thet )
e ‘ishman.
home? Well, vou can he surd I . ‘
| Englisl fast a8 We My brother Michael said, “Sure,
we learned English as tastas ‘ .

‘on’'t they know we’re Irish ag g
could. although it took Mother a won’t they as sooq

o9
i i , as we open our mouths?
long time. she not going about 1n the

. Father gave out to him, “If we
world as we did.

Findi k was hard, as many wanted to put food in those mouthg,
mdaimmng wor was < y s P

- N listen to the man.” The
would not hire Irish people. They we would ‘ 1en

ven wrote in the newspaper, “No he smiled at us and said, “We shoy|q
(‘ L 4‘ » X 2 - < Rl x

; 2 name for the new wor
Irish Need Apply.” Sinead’s uncle have a new ne¢ orld.

So Flynn it is.”

said, “If it's work you're after, you 1l

Some people call
Ireland “‘the old
country.” It makes
me think of an old
house where no
one wants to live
anymore. Mother
tells us not to
speak of it at all.
"Tis a land full of

graves, she says.



New York
I'shall never forget

New York

that first night in

Sinead's uncle came to

meet herself and My« Costello from

the ship, and kindly showed us to a

lodging house. It was da; k when he

brought us there, and | ran round a

corner and straight into a great

bellowing thing that ¢ ashed into my

legs and almost threw me to the

ground. |

gave a scream, thinking it

must be one of the robbers Sinead'’s
uncle had warned us against, but
when | looked down, | Saw it

was a pig!
When | looked out of

[
the window in the morning, _ee

I'saw half a dozen pigs in the street,
and dogs as well, all pushing their
shouts into such heaps of rubbish as |
hever saw before. New York is dirty,
sure enough, but the shops! | could
have spent the rest of my life looking
through the windows at the
wonderful things, but it's work we
have to find
Father and Michael got hired to
mend roads, and | found a job as a
maid in a big house. You may be sure
that I worked twice as hard as did
the Yankee girls, so that the
mistress would not think me
lazy or dirty on account of

being Irish!

33

When we arrived

at the lodging
house, | untied my
bundle and laid on
the bed the piece of
turf and the
heather and gorse
I’d picked back
home. They looked
very small and
squashed. Ireland
seems very far
away — and it is,
for | heard a man
say we had traveled
over 3,000 miles.

Father saved my
wages for a pair of
boots. They are
the finest | have
ever had.
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AFTERWORD

1l that was long ago. It was

hard at first in a new

country but I did well
enough. In 1854 I was married to
Paddy Byrne, who came from
Ireland in black *47, as 1 did. We
have five children grown. They
know no bit of the Irish, being true
Americans, born and raised here in
New York. My brother Michael
married a lovely girl, and has eight
fine children to his name. Patrick
and Seamus went out West, and we
know little of them.

Michael and I do not often speak of

the bad times — indeed, I believe we
have talked of it but once these past

1884

twenty years, but you can be sure
that we do not forget our home in
Ireland, or my grandmother, or baby
Annie, or poor sister Margaret, God

rest them.
I still have my bits of heather and

gorse, and a few crumbs of turf.
Ssometimes I bring them out when
nobody is looking, and touch them,
and think of the old country, the
grass and rocks and the tumbled
cottages and the graves of the poor
ones who died starving. It makes me
sad to look at them, but then another
feeling comes over me. Happiness.
Because, thank God, I survived.
Because I am glad to be alive.
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Ireland at the time of the
famine. The small map
(above ) shows the
provinces of Ireland.
Out of a total population
in 1841 of 8,175,000,
approximately one
million people died
during the famine: it is
estimated that 40%
came from Connacht,
30% from Munster, 21%
from Ulster and 9% from
Leinster. Today, King’s
County (Co.) and
Queen's County are
named Offaly and Laois.




