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Condolences 
 

 

Our sincere sympathy goes to 

The family of Lena McNally, The Naul, nee Hanley, formally from Skryne 

The Von Schmieder family on the death of Vicky. 

May they rest in peace 

 

Missing Cat 
 

 

Our cat " little bud" she is missing from her home in Bellew rathfeigh tara 3 months 

now. We cant find her anywhere. 

Olive and Peter Lynch  

 

 

 

Keys Found  
 

 

A bunch of keys have been  found near Rathfeigh school.  

Enquiries to 087 20413, Leo O’Hare 
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The Schoolmaster’s Daughter by Margaret Hayes 
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A Trip To Uganda by Margaret McKeown 
 

 

This article about a short volunteer trip to Uganda was written just one year ago, when the world was a very  

different place pre- covid19 and travel to faraway places was possible. Who would have thought that one year on , 

so many here in a first world country like Ireland, would be faced with so many hardships, challenges and difficulties 

and that our own health and education systems would be under so much pressure to provide services ?   

__________________________________________________________________________________     

It was with a certain amount of anxiety and some  trepidation that I headed for Dublin airport on 31st June 2019. I 

was heading for three weeks volunteer teaching in Uganda with a  wonderful organisation called Nurture Africa. At 

the time Ebola was rife in some parts of Africa but Uganda was said to be safe. Deep down I knew I would be ok, as I 

had been inspired by an article in the RST written by Michelle Griffin, detailing  her volunteering experiences with 

the same organisation a few years back. Barbara O Rourke’s  experiences  volunteering with a team of nurses and 

doctors carrying out hip operations in Vietnam had also spurred me on and tales from my neighbour Aodhán Mc 

Connell about his life changing Transition Year volunteer trip to Uganda helped me to finally make it happen. I had 

prepared all my lesson plans and  family and friends had contributed to the  purchase of the educational resources I 

would be needing for teaching in a school near Kampala the Ugandan capital. However, in spite of all this, along with 

a visit from seasoned traveller Mary Farnan the previous day, bearing much needed gifts for my pupils, my fears 

were not allayed  and I was  still somewhat apprehensive. 

I needn’t have worried, in no time at all I was sitting around a table  in the Terminal One cafe chatting  with my 

fellow volunteers, whom I had got to know on our training days. I belonged , and we were all in this together. Our 

flight took us to Entebbe airport, Kampala, the Ugandan capital, via Istanbul, with a stopover in Kigali ,Rwanda. 

Having recovered from our travels, we spent the first two days acclimatising  to our new surroundings. All thirty of us 

stayed in one large house surrounded by high walls, with two armed security guards on the gate 24 hours a day. The 

area was called Nansana, suburb of Kampala. We were thirty volunteers, from all walks of life, painters, 

horticulturalists, nurses ,teachers etc. I was the only retired person,  but that didn’t matter. 

On the first Monday we headed on foot  along the dusty tracks to our school, St.Stephen’s which is an Anglican 

Primary school. We got a great welcome, firstly at Assembly and later in our classroom, where the teacher and 

exuberant pupils sang and danced for us. Myself and my teaching partner, Valerie were lucky as we only had 40 

pupils in our P2  class (age group 7-8), as many classes have from 60 to 120  pupils. We  worked very well together 

and took it in turns teaching  the class. St Stephen’s School has no running water and no electricity. In our classroom 

there were four openings with no glass for windows and a mud floor. Teaching was all about chalk and talk and there 

were no resources  at all, not even  a book in sight,  just a well-worn blackboard. Yet despite all this, the class teacher 

did tremendous work. She spent the day teaching English and Maths by rote. Hence there was great excitement 

among the  pupils when we produced art  materials, PE equipment and so on  for our lessons, as they have a very 

limited  curriculum. Maths resources provided by Seamus O’Neill, a former teaching colleague, went down a treat as 

they meant the pupils could have fun  getting hands- on, practical experience working in groups learning about 

fractions etc. The footballs we brought were particularly welcome as the children only have “makey up” footballs, 

made  from scraps of old  plastic bags tied together and shaped into a ball. 

Teachers in Uganda have such a hard job. Their school day starts at 8am and finishes at around 5 or 6 pm. Many 

teachers live in and don’t see their families for months on end. The pay is abysmal. For the next three weeks, we 

delighted in teaching Art , PE and Music, SESE and SPHE as well as the three R’s. It was quite amazing that in a 

schoolwithout water or electricity, we could teach the children’s favourite songs from the Spotify playlist we had 

compiled, by linking our phones via Bluetooth to a small speaker we had brought out with us. Isn’t technology 

wonderful ? 
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Uganda is one of the poorest African countries, with a population of 42 million, where most people/families live on 

less than one dollar a day. The people work extremely hard, getting up at 5 am to eke out a living. Many families are 

lucky if they get one meal a day and we didn’t ever see any pupils bring so much as a morsel of food to eat at break 

time, despite the long school day. 

In Uganda most parents have to pay a fee of approx. 50 dollars a year, even for state run primary schools. Hence one 

day, while we were there, four pupils were sent home as their parents were too poor to pay the fee. Likewise, 

another day I was told that a pupil who had finished all the pages in his copy would just have to sit there for days and 

would not be able to do any writing until his impoverished parents produced the money for a new copy . 

 Nurture Africa is an Irish- founded humanitarian organisation which has been backed by Irish Aid which is a section 

of the Dept. of Foreign Affairs. It focuses on  providing healthcare , education and sustainable livelihoods in Africa. 

The organisation also provides training and supports for businesses in order to promote economic empowerment 

and break the cycle of poverty. 

All volunteers spent some time after school every day helping with the many different Nurture Africa projects. We 

gave classes to young people in First Aid, Information Technology and  Sewing and also  helped with Library 

Outreach, which involved bringing books, reading stories and teaching playground games to classes in schools in 

outlying areas. We took it in turns to accompany a  Nurture Africa Community Health Professional on her Home 

Visits to support families living with HIV and Aids, where she reviewed their medication and we brought them bags 

of maize flour, rice and a kilo bar of soap. We visited Sustainable Businesses in action,  that had been developed by 

locals, with loans and  mentoring support from Nurture Africa. The volunteer nurses in our group worked all day long 

in the organisation’s Health Clinic. People walked there from far and near in  order to get free health care.  Some 

volunteers were involved in horticulture and they  helped build polytunnels from recycled plastic bottles and plant 

sustainable  crops. 

My fellow volunteers were a young fun-loving, energetic, enthusiastic bunch and it was a pure tonic to  be in their 

midst. Every night after work, we sat around in a big circle and made our own fun and  entertainment ,singing and 

making music, playing games, cards, charades or whatever.  

I am so grateful that I got the opportunity to volunteer in Uganda in 2019. Ugandans are known for their warmth and 

hospitality and we were always made so welcome and treated with such kindness. A local  elder explained to me 

that this is “The  African Way” and the way that they treat guests and visitors . Ugandans are known for  their  

friendliness  and our pupils would run up to us for “high fives” when we walked past their homes. Despite it’s own 

problems, Uganda has welcomed many refugees from war-torn Sudan to the north. 

 It is said that when you leave Africa, you will always hold a little piece of it in your heart. I will never forget the sights 

,the bright  colours, the sounds and the smells, with people cooking and living mainly out in the open, the sound of  

traffic beeping, the waking at 5am to the sound of cockrels crowing and the call to prayer from the local mosque or 

the call of the “aha” bird in the evenings. I was blown away by the singing, dancing and outpouring of pure unbridled 

joy that would lift your spirits, at the prayer service every Wednesday, when  the entire school population filled the 

local church, sang, drummed, danced their hearts out and thanked God for absolutely everything imaginable. 

Ugandans are a resilient , thankful, joyful people although they have little in the line of material possessions. 

These days, I can’t help thinking of these wonderful people and hoping that they will escape the worst vagaries of 

the pandemic. Although help is more critical than ever right now, for many developing countries around the world 

it’s just not available, with countries in lockdown and movement hampered .Without soap and clean water disease 

will quickly take hold. 

 I would like to thank most sincerely all those who supported me and helped make my time in St Stephen’s so 

successful. It’s never too late to return your Trcócaire Box or donate to any one of the many humanitarian 

organisations that work to eliminate poverty and empower people by providing sanitation, health and education 

services for those in developing nations who are living below the poverty line.  
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Forever more, I will be reminded of the joy and privilege that it was to spend a short time among the people of 

Uganda,  when I hear the song “Waka Waka This Time for Africa” by Shakira. This was the volunteer’s anthem and 

the children’s favourite song. 

Thanks Michelle for the inspiration !     
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Fun With Mum by Lizzy Tuite 
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Memories from Eoin Hickey 
 

 

This extract is taken from Eoin’s memoir titled ‘Growing Up In Skryne’ 
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Thank You from Fiona Gryson 
 

 

A huge thank you to all of my harp and piano students who practised and 

played through the lockdown and championed online lessons. I was so 

impressed with their hard work, dedication and that of their parents. I 

look forward to seeing them all face-to-face in September. For more 

information on lessons please contact me on 0833651138 

or fionagryson@gmail.com. 
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Snapshot of The Past from Maureen Devine 

 

We received this very interesting email and photo from Maureen Devine who lives in 

Australia: 

I have been forwarding your RST newsletter each week to my Aunt in Canada - Liz 
(Dolan) McCallion, sister of the late Martin Dolan, also sister of my late Mum, Mary 

(Dolan) Devine, who was in Australia.  Liz was thrilled to see the jam making section, 

as she said that they were the family that had bought my Uncle Martin’s 

house.  Lovely to see the photos. 

 

Aunt Liz asked me to forward to you a photo she thought might be interesting for 

your readers.  A friend of Uncle Martin gave the picture to Liz when she was in Ireland 

a few years ago. 

 

The picture is from the 1930s. My Grandad (James Dolan) is with his three brothers 

working at a gravel pit crushing stone for the backroad at the Hill of Skryne.  
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Names and position 
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This Week 50 Years Ago  
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Sport 50 Years Ago  
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This Week 100 Years Ago  
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From the Archives 
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The Joan Gallagher Archive 
 

 

Some more extracts from Joan’s Milestones along the journey of life 
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The Night Sky by Tony Canavan 
 

 

Perseid Meteor Shower: When the earth crosses the former path of a comet (Comet Swift-Tuttle in this case) it 

passes through debris left from the comet. We would know this phenomena as ‘shooting stars’ (and make a wish!). 

The meteor shower is caused by comet ‘Swift-Tuttle’ which orbits our sun every 130 years and is due back in 2126. In 

this case the meteors radiate from the direction of Perseus constellation (August 11th 11 pm, azimuth 34˚, altitude 

23˚) in all directions. A 50% moon will rise after midnight making the meteors more difficult to see. 

Comet ‘Neowise’ is still visible in the evening sky. August 3rd, 10 pm, altitude 31˚, under the bright stars of the 

plough. 

August 1st, 11 pm: Full Moon in just under Jupiter with Saturn close-by, they both track each other across the sky 

and at 1 am on 2nd August Mars is also clearly visible. Mars this month is much brighter and will remain so over the 

next four months and will be closest to us in October. So it will be excellent for telescope observations. 

August 3rd: Full moon 

August 9th 11 pm: Saturn’s rings are well tilted towards the earth with its moons Titan lower right, Enceladus, Tethys, 

Dione, Rhea close by slightly north of Saturn. (telescope) 

Just after midnight the ‘Great Red Spot’ of Jupiter crosses the centre of Jupiter (telescope). It is a storm on Jupiter, 

the largest storm in the solar system and it has been continuously observed since 1878. It is about 20˚below Jupiter’s 

equator. 

August 13th, 3 am: Looking to the East, Venus is rising ahead of the sun, crescent moon just above Aldebaran and 

under the Pleiades (Seven Sisters), Mars to the right (very bright), star Capella to the left (altitude 35˚, azimuth 58˚). 

Capella meaning the ‘She-Goat’ is the alpha star of the constellation Auriga, the Charioteer. It is actually two stars 

very close together that orbit each other in 104 days and has a luminosity of 170 x Sun. 

ISS: 

2nd August: ISS (International Space Station) rises at 943 pm in the west and sets in the East at 951 pm. It will not be 

visible again until September over our skies. 

 

Spaceflight:  

At moment Dragon and Space X indicate that the Dragon Endeavor will undock on August 2nd at  0035 hrs (Irish time) 

from the ISS (International Space Station) and August 2nd at 2048 hrs for splashdown. NASA will provide live coverage 

of this event on their web site. At present there is a possibility of a cancellation due to bad weather. There are seven 

potential drop zones around Florida, Cape Canaveral, Daytona, Jacksonville, Panama City, Pensacola, Tallahassee and 

Tampa. Check NASA web site for updated information. Fingers crossed for safe journey home. 

 

 

Starship: 

Space X continues to test its super heavy rocket and the ‘Starship’ itself. This is an aggressive development policy of 

build-test-learn and build again. In this way Space x could test this rocket in orbit in 2021. 
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What looks like science fiction is already 

under construction. The ‘Starship’ is designed 

to take humans to earth orbit, to Moon, Mars 

and beyond. It can run resupply missions to 

the ISS with crew members and cargo. It will 

also be possible to use it for high speed travel 

e.g. New York to Tokyo takes 14 hours. 

‘Starship’ will be capable of completing that 

journey in under 60 minutes. It is also 

designed to deliver satellites etc. to space 

with a payload of 100 tonnes. The ‘Starship’ 

has 6 engines, 3 for the time in the 

atmosphere and 3 for propulsion in space. 

The booster rocket is known as the ‘Super 

Heavy Rocket’ which has 37 engines, is 68 

metres high, and the ‘Starship’ sits on top of 

it. The booster is necessary to reach earths 

escape velocity and then it returns to earth, 

landing vertically. The ‘Starship’ will land 

vertically at its destination.  

There will be a tanker version of this vehicle 

capable of refuelling the ‘Starship’ in space. 

Originally built of carbon fibre Space X 

switched to stainless steel as it was denser 

with better thermal properties, better at 

withstanding heat at re-entry, its cheaper and 

it looks sharp. 

The schedule is a manned mission to Mars by 

2024. 

2019. This landing is also expected to happen 

on the moon in 2024. 

 

 

 

 

     
                                                                                                

 

Artemis: 

The NASA  operation is known as Artemis (named after Greek goddess of the moon, who coincidentally 

was Apollo’s twin sister) and this is to return astronauts to the moon after a lapse of 50 years bringing a 

male and female astronaut to the lunar south pole. NASA has designed a new spacecraft system known 

as Orion and has been testing it since 2019. This landing is also expected to happen on the moon in 

2024. 
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The Halcyon Days of August   by Anne Frehill 
 

 

                                       “And Summer`s lease hath all too short a date” 

The above line from William Shakespeare`s Sonnet 18, for me encapsulates the bittersweet qualities of 

August. On the one hand we have the abundance associated with this month, glorious shades of ever 

deepening yellow and ochre in the fields of corn with the fuzzy appearance of barley`s beard lending a 

biblical air to the landscape. The garden is a cornucopia of vegetables and fruits, while in the woods and 

hedgerows the first blackberries have an alluring crimson hue.  Still, there are many delightful flowers to be 

enjoyed and depending on the Spring frosts of each year, the trees are heavy with apples almost ripe for 

picking. The days are long, often with hazy, warm sunshine while the nights can be humid and wakeful, 

with one or two full moons riding high in the sky, creating a magical atmosphere which alludes to all that is 

unseen. 

On the other hand, there is an ethereal beauty to August. Signs that summer is sneaking away are 

everywhere. In the fields, where the mighty bales of straw and hay stand like golden warriors frozen in 

time, the shadows are lengthening as the evening approaches and there is an imperceptible chill when the 

dew falls.  The birds too are portents of colder weather on the way, during August they seem to be in a 

frenzy as they complete their work, by preparing their chicks for living independently. There is nothing 

more restful than watching young birds learning to fly and swallows are renowned as superb flying 

machines. To watch the young birds, ape their elders as they create a flying ballet is hilarious. 

 Indeed, to catch glimpses from the world of birds which is oblivious to the cares of our world is life-

affirming. Even as a young child, while enjoying the enchanted carefree days of August there was 

occasionally a reminder that they would not last, perhaps a journey to a bookstore with Mother to buy 

books for the coming term or a trip to Navan to order a new uniform. Yet, in the landscape of childhood 
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these interruptions were like mere ripples on the surface as they were soon forgotten because there was 

always something new to be explored or some delight to be savoured.   

August is named after the Roman Emperor Augustus (63 BC-AD 14). While in Ireland, it came to be called 

Lughnasa, a festival held in the early days of this month which evolved in honour of Lugh, the pagan god of 

light and wisdom. In the pagan world there were four pagan feasts in the year. Ancient records give us a 

tantalizing taste of the great fairs or “Assemblies” which were held as far back as 1800 years ago. 

Such assemblies occurred regularly all over the island and of great interest to us are the gatherings in 

Meath, at Tailteann and Tara, as well as Carman now Wexford and Uisneach in Westmeath. Both Kings and 

nobles held high council here, dealing with matters of war and peace, alliances, and hostages but the 

common man also frequented such fairs. Whole families travelled long distances over inhospitable terrain, 

to buy and sell everything from livestock to crafts, over the course of six days. Bargaining often lasted late 

into the evening as individuals tried to hammer out the best deals. People came too for the entertainment 

and a motley group of poets, storytellers, musicians, clowns, jugglers and tricksters of all shapes and sizes 

provided this.  The late esteemed collector of Irish Folklore (Kevin Danaher UCD) found in the course of his 

research that at the fair of Carman (now Wexford) 47 kings and high nobles attended with all their 

retainers and followers as well as the ordinary people, who came in their thousands. 

Special parts of the field were set aside for different activities e.g. the selling of horses and  cattle, for the 

sale of all kinds of clothing and food, and for a special area designated to foreign goods brought by 

merchants from the “Eastern World” such as spices, jewels, pepper, wines and other exotic delicacies. 

Guards armed with spears and an assortment of weapons patrolled the grounds to keep order and prevent 

rows erupting between various factions.  At the fairs held in early August, many would have slept under 

their carts or chariots while others would have bedded down for the night, under tents or wattle and sod 

huts. There were strict rules about driving and special places for parking only.  The Annals of the Four 

Masters record that at the last fair of Tailteann ( Teltown)  in the year 1168, on the eve of the Norman 
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invasion, the line of horses and vehicles reached a distance of 6 miles. This site, one of the most celebrated 

in ancient Ireland slopes down to the Blackwater. The Tailteann fair was renowned for its athletic games 

and sports throughout the island. Legends about Teltown tell us that (Lug of the Long Arm) Lug Lamhfhada 

instituted these games to commemorate his foster mother Tailtiu, who was buried there.  In fact, the 

coming of the Normans, increased the number and importance of the fairs throughout the island, including 

the Old Lammas fait and Puck Fair. There were some peculiar superstitions attached to attendance at fairs, 

among them throwing an old shoe after those going to a fair, to bring them good luck!  

Some fairs came to be famous for the hiring of servants and labourers. Other fairs were known for the 

making of matches and marriage settlements. And in the dark ages the fair was considered to be the 

perfect setting to  intimidate the poor people by shows of armed force, readings of proclamations and 

often the flogging or hanging of some poor unfortunate who had broken the law.  In the year 1766, Father 

Nicholas Sheehy was hanged, drawn and quartered, at the bustling fair of Clonmel, and his head was set on 

a spike over the jail gate as a macabre warning to fellow insurgents.  

However, it was not all suffering as there was great merriment to be had at fairs too.  Fiddlers, pipers, 

fluteplayers and ballad singers created a cacophony of sounds while others sold rudely printed “ballets” at 

a penny a go. There were swing boats and cock-shots ( you got a prize for knocking down crude wooden 

effigies) at three shots a penny. There were tinkers, tramps and beggars, the trick -of -the- loop man, the 

three- card- trick man and sweets, sugar-sticks, and gingerbread for the children. There were crubeens, 

periwinkles, meat pies, apples and plumbs for sale and I can only presume (given that I did not come across 

any reference to “Mountain Dew” or poitín) that it was also available, albeit “under the counter” so to 

speak! 

Highwaymen and robbers also welcomed the approach of fair days as it was an ideal opportunity for easy 

pickings. In 1295, Simon O` Cormaic, on his way to the fair at Tallaght was murdered for his two draught 

oxen and his five shillings in silver. The perpetrator of this crime was brought to justice, but he claimed that 

Simon had himself stolen the cattle and that he only killed him to recover them.  
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So, another August is upon us and in this extraordinary year, it will be different than others as the 

pandemic rules our lives. Only one thing is certain, we will never see this August 2020 again, so make the 

most of it and enjoy the last of “Those Lazy Hazy Crazy Days of Summer”   

from a pop song of 1963 ( with the same name) sung by Nat King Cole.  

 In the words of a truly remarkable Trappist monk, poet, mystic and spiritual writer.     

                                          

                                         “We have what we seek 

                                           it is there all the time,  

                                            and if we give it time,  

                                           it will make itself known to us.” 

                                                                  Thomas Merton (1915-1968) 
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My Brother’s Scribblings by Norbert Coyle 
 

 

Boo was flat out  on the mat.  

Next thing he raises his head and cocks an ear. He raises himself on his front paws in 

a languid lazy manner and has a good spinal stretch. Next thing....he’s up on all fours 

and ambling....nay loping loosely to the front door. 

Next thing the door bell rings and we go out and there’s Boo waiting with that look of” 

I told you so “. 

It’s young Brian from next door.Boo gives him the cursory sniff to check for buttered 

Mariettas and then the mandatory few circles and a final “howaya” nuzzle. 

“I’m off for a few days says Brian and I was kinda wondering if you wanted me to 

take Boo for a mini break” 

Brian is as shy as Boo is super sensitive. While Brian was talking he kept looking at 

the ground and making a small continuous circle in the gravel with one foot . 

We’d be delighted we said in unison....what a coincidence...we said...we were 

thinking of going away for a short break....you know what the winter has been like 

with elections looming on the horizon and Brexit balderdash continuing apace and 

Trump trumpeting...we feel the need for a small touch of R+R. 

Her nibs noticed a deal in the paper which allowed one head west and luxuriate in a 

super de luxe room with gigantic en suite and most items that open and shut for 

some obscenely great deal where one could actually end up coming home with more 

money that one went with. 

We’ll have a bit of that we decided and hence at around lunch time (or dinner time in 

old money) we cranked up a fast chariot and headed west into the dull grey 

afternoon. We cared not a whit and before we knew it we were parked outside a truck 

stop restaurant in Rathowen called Feericks. 

They don’t serve meals....they serve “feeds”. 

The place was jammers...hard to get a car parking space in the extra large truckers 

car park. 

All the food is “comfort “ food . It comes in American obese giant size portions. It’s 

not your spot if you are wont to indulge in froth, height, little dib dabs of pulverised 

gee gaws or deep fried twirly stuff. 
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But if you want big jugs of MiWadi orange (for free) and want everything to come 

with everything then Feericks is your spot. 

I had their braised beef. They’ve been braising it since sometime before the Boer war. 

Tender...melty...and succulent...liberally doused in an onion sauce which had no idea 

where it’s parents came from. 

Probably full of E numbers and  preservatives and other things not allowed by health 

and safety gurus......but boy was it delicious. 

It came with carrots and broccoli and mashed spuddies...all cooked for those without 

a lot gnashers. 

Now I will admit....the carrots were tender....looked like carrots...had a carrot 

colour..but tasted like bland injected liberally with bland and then sprinkled with some 

bland. 

You know how a lot of restaurants give you one tiny toy pat of rock hard 

butter.Feericks give you a bowl of butter pats ...all at room temperature. 

It would appear that Feericks buck the current trend and give the customer what they 

want rather than what’s trendy. 

Customers in tuxedos were nowhere to be seen...we had the Mommas and the Papas. 

...the kiddies...the grannies...the full whack out for the Sunday dinner. 

We ordered the “half portion “ designed for sissies and those recovering from foreign 

diseases. 

Trendy restaurants where they “plate up” with a tweezers would get 20 covers from 

one half portion. 

I think full portions are served by forklift. 

The lady across the way was with hubby ...the strong silent dense type....thick as two 

short planks...never spoke during the meal. 

The missus was ambidextrous and demonstrated same trait by stuffing her gob 

alternatively with the knife and the fork....no item of cutlery got priority. 

It was about 2:30 (Dentist’s time...I’ll explain later)and she was having the breakfast 

. 

She always has breakfast when out as she likes breakfast regardless of the time of 

day...and Feericks copped on years ago that it might be a good idea to serve folk 

what they liked rather than what Feericks and the Surgeon General thought might be 

good for them. 
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I don’t smoke ,drink or go out with boys she said and if I want a breakfast ...I’ll have 

a breakfast. 

A young couple sat next to us. He was modern tall....a small bit coltish...and had the 

trick hairstyle. She had the spray on black jeans with the slashed legs and a track suit 

top. 

They sat down and ignored each other. She locked on to the mobile...and he divvied 

out the tray full of goodies...you can select from a buffet if eager. 

He had the roast beef and 3 acres of chips. 

She had the chicken curry with enough rice to feed a Vietnamese family for a week. 

He ,wordlessly, proceeded to stuff his face. 

She snaffled one of his chips and drizzled it with curry sauce and speared it on her 

fork....it took her back to her staple diet in her recent youth. 

They were clearly living  together....he knew he didn’t have to make any 

overtures....”you had me at hello”...and she was equally confident. 

Love , romance and those tender moments where lust often leads one were now gone 

like dalias in first frost. 

There was more romance in her nibs and myself than in that young pair of 

blades....and we would not be on any Richter scale where full blown romance is 

concerned. 

What did it cost I hear a less than timid one of you at the back utter. 

Not a lot more than €20 and her nibs had a latte and ...a short discussion with the 

waitress re the merits and demerits of the yellow club something or the purple 

one....both gals were familiar with the difference and agreed the the purple one was 

the very knee of the bee. 

Now here’s a strange thing...because we visit there occasionally The Beloved One 

gave a reasonably generous tip...clearly midland folk have never heard of giving tips 

or paying extra for being served as the waitress was initially aghast and then clasping 

her nibs to her ample bison thanked her and asked was there anything else she could 

do for us. 

 

Now to more important stuff.......yesterday was Lá Fhéilel Bríde...01 Feb...and the 

birthday of the wonderful Langston Hughes....he of “English B”. 

He penned this gem for you and I....enjoy 
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I, Too 

Langston Hughes - 1902-1967 

 

I, too, sing America. 

I am the darker brother. 

They send me to eat in the kitchen 

When company comes, 

But I laugh, 

And eat well, 

And grow strong. 

Tomorrow, 

I'll be at the table 

When company comes. 

Nobody'll dare 

Say to me, 

“Eat in the kitchen,” 

Then. 

Besides,  

They'll see how beautiful I am 

And be ashamed— 

I, too, am America. 

 

 

 

Fairly pertinent in these times where norms are swinging from lamposts like out of 

date election posters and ugly is the new meme. 

 

Yes 2:30....dental time ....tooth hurty....geddit?. 
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Dingbats 
 

 

Can you solve this Dingbats puzzle? 

Answers will appear in the next issue of the newsletter 

 

 

Last weeks answers 

1 Tucan, 2 Square Dance, 3 Leftovers, 4 Going Round in Circles, 5 Day In 

Day Out, 6 Count Dracula, 7 Mixed Greens, 8 No Left Turn, 9 Tutu,       

10 Lucille Ball, 11 Helpline, 12 Suspended Animation 
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Poetry Corner 
 

 

A Wish (Carrickleck My Birthplace)  By Brian Smyth 

 

This is from Brian’s ‘Collected Poems’ 
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Cattle 
 

 

Can you name these two breeds of cattle? Answers in next week’s RST 

 

5A 

 

5B 



38 
 

 

Last week’s breeds:  
Breed 4A 
The Simmental or Swiss Fleckvieh is a Swiss breed of dual-purpose cattle. It is named after the Simmental – the 

valley of the Simme river – in the Bernese Oberland, in the canton of Bern in Switzerland. It is reddish in colour 

with white markings, and is raised for both milk and meat 

Breed 4B 
The Aubrac is a French breed of domestic beef cattle. It originates on the Plateau de l'Aubrac in the Massif 

Central in central southern France, from which it also takes its name. It has a wheat-coloured coat and dark 

hooves, switch, muzzle and eyes 

 

 

Notices 
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Contacts 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do you have family or friends living abroad or elsewhere in Ireland who would like to receive the RST? 

Do you have neighbours or friends who do not have email? 

Perhaps you could send us their contact details, or family member details, and we will add them to our mailing li 

Our next newsletter will be due out Saturday 15th August 2020 

Please send all articles to jimconroy747@gmail.com or to patriciaconroy1@hotmail.com 

 

 

Apologies to all whose submissions have been omitted due to time/ space constraints or perhaps as a result of 

gross negligence by the compiler. Hopefully we will be able to include those items in future issues 

 

 

mailto:jimconroy747@gmail.com
mailto:patriciaconroy1@hotmail.com



