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DEDICATION
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INTRODUCTION

A SENSE OF PLACE. 

Come sit by the fire and we will tell stories. It is an Irish 
tradition; a human one we share with Italians, Poles, Jews, Af-
ricans, Muslims, Nomads, Chinese, Indians, Latin Americans 
and more. 

The technologies of storytelling evolved from sitting by the 
fire, with the printing press, to radio, television and the inter-
net but the basic process remains the same. Our history was 
transmitted from bards, itinerant storytellers and musicians, 
to disconnected communities; from wise elders and parents to 
children. Some kids cared and others just tolerated, waiting for 
food, fun and sleep. We have all been young, impatient while 
adults tell the same story again and again. Then we grow up and 
wish we paid more attention to the subtle distinctions hidden in 
each version of the same tale. There isn’t one truth. What mat-
ters more is context, perspective and interpretations. Life is a 
mosaic, a collage of personal experiences that we interpret to 
ourselves and share with those we love. 

This book is such a mosaic, a collage of stories about the 
extended Murphy family. There is one unifying object, a house, 
bought in 1919 by Thomas and Hannah Minehane Murphy. 



2

92 Newberry Ave

They established their home at 92 Newberry Avenue, Staten 
Island, New York and it evolved into The Murphy Homestead. 
For one hundred years three generations of Murphys have lived 
there. Our extended family talks of going home to Newberry 
Avenue. It is where we began, where we remember who we are 
and where we come from. 

At Tom Murphy’s 2018 annual St Patrick’s Day party family 
reunion I extended an invitation: tell a story about this house, 
our family and why we celebrate together. There was no more 
definition than that. My inquiry began as a child. What did I 
know? I was the baby of my family so I watched, listened and 
learned; from my parents, elder siblings and their friends, our 
aunts, uncles, cousins, neighbors, nature, in church and school. 
Everyone knew more than me until I knew something on my 
own that I could share. Now I know a few things but remain 
thirsty for more, what others know, saw, remember and experi-
enced. This book is a gift to our family. It is also an invitation for 
all of us to facilitate storytelling. The third generation of Staten 
Island Murphys are now elders. How wise we are will be de-
termined by subsequent generations. Hopefully even our foibles 
include lessons learned. 

This book is memoir, fragments of our history seen through 
personal lenses. The essays present questions more than answers. 
I invite readers to reach out to the authors and ask each to elabo-
rate, explain why they chose to tell this story and ask for another. 
Each of us is a living resource, a source of information. Ask now! 
I have heard too many times “I wish I had asked my grandmother, 
grandfather, mother, father, uncle or aunt about their life while 
they were alive.” It might be about a recipe, how they wound up 
living where they did, in their profession or how to fix a piece of 
equipment. You won’t find those answers here. Go get them soon. 

You will meet two special and courageous people, Thomas 
and Hannah Minehane Murphy who sailed from Ireland, met 
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in America, married, started their family on the North Shore of 
Staten Island, moved to Newberry Avenue in 1919 and estab-
lished our homestead. You’ll learn how World War ll disrupted 
communication between American Murphy’s and their Irish 
relatives. You’ll discover how Tadhg Foley with the help of his 
mother reconnected us and Tom Murphy dove into that open-
ing. That’s enough information to get you started. 

This book begins with my brother Tom’s memories of our 
Aunts and Uncles, the children of Hannah Minehane and 
Thomas Murphy and the Mortimer family. Next I present an 
article Tom Deignan wrote for The Irish Voice about our an-
nual St. Patrick’s Day party. I then present stories from family 
and friends. This book is organized alphabetically by first names 
starting with Amanda Gough and ending with Zoeann Murphy. 
Not everyone knows each other’s last name so you will need to 
explore clues to figure who is related to whom, what generation 
each writer belongs in and why their tale is important. It is all 
about discovery. Make your own and enjoy the adventure. 

We want this process to continue so if you have a story 
send it to me at Edmurphy@aol.com. I will post this book on 
my web site, Edmurphy.net, and will add new stories as they 
come in.
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Children of  Hannah Minehane 
and Thomas Murphy

by Tom Murphy

Uncle Joe
Joseph Murphy was born on March 20th and it being just 

after the March 19th Feast of Saint Joseph, was given his name. 
He was the oldest of 9 children. As the oldest brother, Pop gave 
him an elder’s respect, For example, when Pop started smoking 
as a boy, he would naturally hide it from his brother.

Joseph went into business by becoming a male secretary at 
United Nickel Company, rising to a prestigious position. The 
kitchen and bathroom linoleum and certain globe-like ceiling 
light fixtures in Newberry Avenue came from his company when 
the offices were being renovated.

He married Mary Burke and that is how his siblings warmly 
referred to her throughout their lives.

Many a Sunday, they came down to visit. With a devilish 
sense of humor, Uncle Joe would pinch our checks until we recit-
ed phonetically, “I’m a Corkonian.” One way of informing us of 
our Cork, Ireland, heritage. After this teasing, pleasant torture, 
he would hold out his hand and as a reward, we’d get to choose a 
coin. He held his hand out to me at age 5, 6 or 7 with a dime and 
a nickel saying, do you want the big nickel or the little nickel? 
Mary Anne and Danny would be saying to me, “Take the little 
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one!.” But they weren’t going to fool me. I took the big one. Later 
I learned from them that they weren’t trying to fool me; the little 
dime was worth more that the big nickel.

When I visited Ireland in 1967, at Lackabawn they still 
had the letter Uncle Joe typed and sent over informing them of 
Grandpop’s 1943 death. It was taken down from the mantle in a 
tin box and shown to me: not handwritten but printed, just like 
a newspaper they said.

When Uncle Joe fell down his stairs from a stroke in the wee 
hours, it was Pop who he called for help. Danny took the call and 
only when he yelled up to Pop, “Uncle Joe’s hurt,” did Pop leap 
out of bed and drive over to help.

He and Aunt Mary and our cousins represented class and 
refinement to me. Their Bement Avenue home was gracious 
and welcoming.

Aunt May
Aunt May, the eldest daughter was married to Eddie Col-

liton and since she could not bear to be away from her mother, 
they and at least one child lived for a while at Newberry.

Aunt May helped lead a baby carriage demonstration to get 
the B&O SI Railroad to create a needed train station at Old 
Town Road. When she was one of the earliest women on SI 
to get a driver’s license, she told how the man who gave her the 
driver’s test said to her afterwards, “Now, you will be careful 
won’t you?”

She would often just stop by and sit and chat with our 
mother at the kitchen table as warm friendly sisters-in-law. Our 
cousins Buddy and Joe were integral parts of our lives. Their 
brother Gerard died of pneumonia just after Grandma died and 
was waked from our living room. When it was time to take him 
away, Aunt May said, “He’ll be so cold in the ground.” Pop went 
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and got a blanket and put it around the boy before the coffin was 
closed; a comfort to his dear sister and a lesson of kindness to us.

One time our mother and father and kids were all in a car 
driving on Richmond Avenue out past the Auction and airport 
which was in the wilds in those days. Our car broke down right 
on the small bridge over Fresh Kills creek and we were stranded 
without any way to call for help. By chance, Aunt May was driv-
ing by and spotted us. She stopped to give us a ride home as Pop 
stayed with the car to await help. For years afterward, when we 
crossed that overpass, we never mentioned the incident so as not 
to have bad luck. Once at a backyard party, I was showing my 
garden work to folks including growing flowers. She said, “Just 
like your grandfather.” What a compliment.

When we saw her at Newberry or at Uncle Eddie’s, she was 
a joy to be with. 

Uncle Tommy
Uncle Tommy was the third child and I wish I knew more 

about him as he always fascinated me. As a youngster on the 
eve of our involvement in World War I, the family lived on the 
north shore near Jersey Street. He and his pals built a big war 
canoe, using lots of nails to construct it. When they launched it 
into the Kill Van Kull someplace near Sailors Snug Harbor or 
Bement Avenue, it floated out into the water and proceeded to 
sink, bobbing up and down. The next day, shipping in the harbor 
was closed down because someone spotted a mine bobbing up 
and down in the water. When it was fished out, it turned out to 
be a war canoe full of nails. At some point I would love to find a 
newspaper account of the incident.

Uncle Tommy put down the finely laid wooden flooring 
upstairs and in the hallway for his mother. When Alan remod-
eled the house for me, I asked him to leave them and sand and 
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varnish them. Even if not perfect, they remind me of Uncle 
Tommy and his mother. When working on a ship, he took sick 
with appendicitis in Florida and Pop drove their mother and 
father down to see him in the hospital. It was during the De-
pression and Pop later told us stories of driving through the 
Old South, e.g. Grandpop tried to ask a black man where he 
could buy Ivanhoe tobacco for his pipe but the man walked all 
the way around him rather than risk being seen talking to an 
unknown white man. Uncle Tommy later courted and married 
Helen who was living in Philadelphia and once paid $50 to 
take a taxi there to see her.

He sent telegrams to people to congratulate them, notably 
to Jack and Ann when they got married in Denver. He’s the only 
person I ever knew to do so. When my father and he had a bit of 
a telephone tiff, he sent Pop a letter reminding him that he was 
his older brother. Pop, over our objections, sat down and wrote 
a letter of apology, showing us the value of respect for seniority 
and for brotherly love.

Uncle Tommy was a dapper, well-dressed and well-spoken 
man with a distinctive accent, e.g he pronounced battery’ as ‘bat-
try’ which I found endearing. I wish I had gotten to know him 
better as an adult. We were both named for his father and I had 
a sense of comradery with him as I did with my cousin Tommy 
Deignan. After he died in1962, his wife Helen asked me to come 
down and see her where they were living at 58 Wall Street in 
St George. She gave me his watch with a gold wrist band as a 
keepsake. It was probably because I had the same name and be-
cause she saw me at his wake. I later called Danny and told him 
I was going to give it to him since he worked for Uncle Tommy 
at his Victorian boarding house in St George where the current 
court complex and parking lot are today. He was a ships chan-
dler which was one who dealt with supplies and commodities 
for merchant vessels in and out of NY harbor. The watch was 
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stolen during a house break-in here. When I called Dan to tell 
him, he told me not to worry about it, “It was not to be.”

Aunt Anna
When her parents first moved to Newberry Avenue without 

conveniences (only an outhouse), she went to stay with her aunt, 
Anna Garnett in rebellion. That only lasted a day or so. Her 
wedding to Uncle Leo in 1928 was held on the 4th of July with 
the reception in the Newberry back yard. A dance platform was 
created for the event, about where the pear tree was.

In later years, she brought a girlfriend by to see the garden 
and house. She told me that she used to come over to do her 
mother’s house cleaning while her mother watched her babies, 
sitting on a bench by the pear tree. I told her, that’s the pear tree 
right there. She paused and quietly said, “Oh.”

Mary Anne remembers Pop saying that she rang the door-
bell with her elbow since she always brought good things with 
her. Pop had a special relationship with her and Uncle Leo. Be-
ing in school together he recounted, even late in life that he re-
sented a nun telling Aunt Anna that she wasn’t doing as well as 
her brother John. When Uncle Leo died, Bill O’Keefe later told 
me that when Pop came in to the wake, he went right over to his 
sister and just gently pat her on the head without saying a word. 
Such warmth.

Fearless, she spoke her mind. We used to refer to the Irish 
saying, “Grandma (Aunt Anna) had a tongue that could clip a 
hedge.” She applied it lovingly to her nephews and nieces as well 
as to her children.

For over the kitchen doorway where we kept my mother’s In-
fant of Prague statue, she and her daughter Kathleen had made a 
wooden shelf with words on it which said: DOWN HOME, as 
that is how she referred to 92 Newberry Avenue.
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John/Pop
He became a center of life for his siblings, their spouses and 

children as well as his immediate family. From the close working 
relationship with his mother and father, to his move to take over 
this house, the spirit of John Murphy became the spirit of 92 
Newberry Avenue and the spirit of 92 Newberry Avenue was 
the spirit of John Murphy.

His mother convinced him, as she had convinced his father 
decades earlier, to take a City job for the security and benefits 
it would offer even though it meant an upfront cut in pay. The 
Sanitation Department and the Highway Department benefited 
from their work ethic and they benefited from that social con-
tract with the City. It was just as his mother foresaw. Pop weath-
ered the entire Depression with job security and the fulfillment 
of dignified labor. He was handsome and our mother Gladys 
was beautiful; a loving, joyful couple.

Uncle Eddie
He was so bright that he skipped a grade in elementary 

school. Learning to play the piano by ear, he spent a lifetime en-
tertaining family and friends with a distinctive homey playing 
style using full octaves in his left hand that added majesty to 
his music. He practiced and played often at the Dempsey’s up 
on Richmond Road across from the present Berry Houses so 
as not to disturb his father and family. His rendition of Mickey 
Mouse which he wrote to the tune of Twinkle, Twinkle Little 
Star delighted children: “Mickey, Mickey, Mickey Mouse, he 
came in to Mommy’s house. He gave Mommy such a scare, she 
jumped up upon the chair. Daddy, he found Mommy’s broom 
and chased poor Mickey all around the room. He caught Mickey 
by the door. Now poor Mickey’s lying on the floor. Sooo, Mickey, 
Mickey, Mickey Mouse, you better stay out of Mommy’s house.” 
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Uncle Eddie went off to war and while he was away, his father 
died and his home was sold to our father and mother. I can re-
member when he came back from the war getting up early and 
sitting at the kitchen table with freshly perked coffee wafting 
through the house, smoking a cigarette and quietly coughing 
till others got up. I remember him exuding kindness but also 
unspoken sadness and resignation with life. He, Aunt Alice 
O’Toole now a widow and Uncle Bill moved in to a house to-
gether for a while. When he married Aunt Alice Murphy who 
converted to Catholicism, they moved in with us at Newberry. 
Their son Billy brought joy to our house. Uncle Eddie worked 
for the B&O Railroad as a clerk on a pier on the North River. 
Aunt Alice knew how to save and used to wrap his lunch sand-
wiches in Wonder Bread wrappings so as not to have to buy 
waxed paper. He and Pop installed the shower in the cellar, later 
with a ships naval shower head from Uncle Tommy, the ships 
chandler. Uncle Eddie was proud that he used to chauffer his 
mother around in the slightly used 1932 Buick that she bought 
right in the middle of the Depression. Whether it was to go to 
tea or play Bridge, he loved to drive her wherever she wanted to 
go. The Buick was placed up on blocks in the garage during the 
War and when Uncle Eddie returned, the car went to him.

He told his brother Bill that if he had a son, he would name 
the boy for him unless he was born on St Patrick’s Day and then 
he would name him Patrick. Billy was born the day after so he 
got Uncle Bill’s name. When talking about his son, he always 
said, “Bill, my boy,” I guess to distinguish between the two.

When he and Pop would sit in our kitchen drinking beer 
and socializing, Pop would say to him that you have to love your 
son 6 times more than I love my 6 children since you have the 
one. Go figure. Pop and uncle Eddie were more than brothers; 
they were great pals.
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Aunt Alice O’Toole
Aunt Alice was a caregiver, a free spirit and an extremely in-

telligent, a mostly self-educated woman. She had classical good 
taste in style, music, furnishings and deportment. Anyone of 
us who are of a certain age will remember her generosity and 
concern for those in need. For example in about 1949 during 
a smallpox outbreak, she came as a nurse and vaccinated all of 
us. When Mary Anne gave birth to Stephen and was not well, 
she stayed with Mary Anne and took care of her and her young 
family. She read constantly and when I was in St Peter’s High 
School, she paid my tuition. She received veteran benefits fol-
lowing Uncle Clem’s death. They married on New Year’s Day 
of 1942 since as a dentist, he signed up to serve in the military 
immediately following the December 7, 1941 Pearl Harbor at-
tack. She had to endorse those government monthly checks by 
writing out: “Alice A O’Toole, un-remarried widow of Clem-
ent B O’Toole.” So well read that when I was once studying my 
Latin vocabulary, she said that she could probably identify what 
those words meant in English. Incredulous, I challenged her in 
the kitchen in front of all assembled to do so. She did amazingly 
well and flabbergasted me with my smug challenge. She was Ed’s 
godmother and after she died, I got her wedding ring out of a 
Manhattan pawn shop and gave it to Ed and Lin which they had 
re-cast as a wedding ring. She and Dan were kindred spirits and 
she took him to Carnegie Hall to hear her friend, Staten Island 
opera star Eileen Farrell sing. She came to live with us for two 
years while Kathy, Ed and I were in elementary and high school. 
A garden and nature lover, she loved our dogs. When Rusty gave 
birth to many puppies, there was one fond pup we didn’t intend 
to keep so only called her Pupsy. Mother and daughter dogs 
were with us for years. Later, she kept one called Hoagie who 
she took with her when she got her own place. I still have a plant 
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from one that Kathy sent her in her last hospital stay. She asked 
me to take it home and care for it. Something living from her 
still resides in this house and others to remind us of her.

Aunt Betty
Elizabeth Murphy was a beautiful, highly intelligent wom-

an who had a hard time rebounding from a childhood tragedy. 
She was very close to her mother and having entered a beauty 
contest, Miss Panther Eyes, she won and the prize was a trip to 
Bermuda, She took her mother with her. She took courses at 
Notre Dame College here on Staten Island and there are many 
photos of her activities with a theater group called the 101 club. 
We still have her multi-leveled book shelf where she kept her 
reading materials and I specifically remember one of her books: 
Why Men Fight by philosopher Bertrand Russell among them; 
not an easy read. Aunt Betty lived with us for a while right after 
WWII. She often was away for institutional help. In the 1960s 
she had an apartment in New Dorp and we would see her for 
visits to Newberry and at Uncle Eddie’s on Oceanic Avenue. 
She at that time was very social and interacted well with family 
groups. She gave me a table spoon that was part of a silverware 
set and had been used for her mother’s last rites when Grandma 
Murphy died in 1938. Her legacy is one of beauty and valiance 
as she navigated through her life.

Uncle Bill
Uncle bill was a really good guy and favorite of all of us for 

so many years. He, like Uncle Eddie went off to war and when 
he came home, his home had been sold to Pop and Mom, or 
it would have been boarded up. During the war when he was 
home on leave, our mother would wash up his Navy Whites and 
get them ready for his return to duty. He long told that story. 
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He said that when he saw her in her blue dress at her wedding 
reception, he thought she was the most beautiful woman in the 
whole world. Sometimes he was not always as high in self-es-
teem as others positively viewed him. Once when he expressed 
some such concern on expectations, Pop later said to us, “people 
like Uncle Bill are good people. They don’t always realize it but 
they are.”

Uncle Bill was always here and so much a part of our lives. 
When he learned to play the violin, his mother often asked him 
to play the Molly Goldberg Theme, a classical piece, Toselli’s 
Seranade which was used on the radio program, later also on 
television. There is a family legend that he stopped playing the 
violin after his mother died when he was about 15; that he left 
it at a bar and Aunt Alice O’Toole later retrieved it for him; that 
he didn’t start playing again till he married Aunt Helen many 
years later. It has the ring of truth to it. But Danny remembered 
hearing him playing it somewhat up in his bedroom in New-
berry when he was home on leave from the Navy. When he lived 
with the Deignans, he had one of the first LP record players and 
a collection of classical music. A woman he was dating named 
Irene gave him a set of 78 rpm records of Haydns Farewell Sym-
phony, her way of breaking off the relationship. The popular 
song, Good Night, Irene was on the hit parade then and teasing 
nephews and nieces would play it on the juke box when we were 
all out someplace. I guess he took it good naturedly but I don’t 
think in retrospect that it was very nice. He was so musical.

I remember one time at a backyard barbecue Pop was cau-
tioning us about putting paper on the already lit charcoal embers 
for safety purposes lest it flare up in our faces. Uncle Bill on the 
spot composed a song: “Never put paper on a charcoal fire.” All 
in good fun. He loved classical music and when I took piano 
lessons as an adult, he would play with me as I was learning. 
He also loved Irish folk music and played it at many a gathering 
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to the great joy of many of us. He would sing all sorts of Irish 
songs, usually one that was a ballad or had a funny theme such  
as “There was an old woman from Wexford” who dispatched 
several of her husbands.

He was working at Seaview Hospital as an elevator opera-
tor where he met his ‘Captain’, Aunt Helen. They married in the 
1960s and Pop was his best man at the quiet, secret wedding. 
Her daughter had just gotten married in a big extravaganza and 
she didn’t want a fuss. Mary Anne weaned it out of Pop who 
had gone with Uncle Bill to see Monsignor McCormick at St 
Ann’s for baptism verification and some days later was getting 
dressed up on a Saturday. He said, “I’m sworn to secrecy!” We 
kept Pop’s secret and didn’t crash the ceremony even though we 
were tempted to do so. If you could choose who you wanted to 
be a member of your family, you couldn’t do better than Aunt 
Helen. She played the organ till her arthritis got the better of 
her. He used to say with some rare double entendre, “She playing 
the organ; the one with the dust on it.” After I went to Ireland, 
they followed my lead, once with a tour flight through St Paul’s 
Church and later with her sister Alice and brother-in-law Wal-
ter. Uncle Bill was a curmudgeon of sorts with his fixed ways, 
such as not making left turns. Once Chris went down to take 
out his garbage and he gave such instructions such as checking 
which way the wind was blowing that Chris simply took it all 
home to Utter Avenue to put it out at his own curb. We all went 
to the track together and he, Chris, Tommy Deignan and Bill 
O’Keefe often had midday coffee together. 

Uncle Bill and our brother Jack had a special bond, a bit of 
an odd couple, one being compulsive in habit and the other a free 
spirit. But they loved each other’s company. Mary Anne took 
great care of him in his later years. Uncle Bill loved animals and 
prayed to St Francis, their patron saint. Once when she was driv-
ing him to a medical appointment, he spotted a cat crossing the 
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road way up ahead. Uncle Bill used to sometimes talk out loud 
and she heard him say in the passenger seat next to her, “Thank 
you St Francis, she didn’t hit the cat.”

When he played the violin at Lin’s mother’s post funeral 
gathering, Lin’s brother Tom observed: A violin plays what you 
feel inside.

I once asked him to compose some music to a poem his fa-
ther wrote after visiting Grandma’s people near Union Hall: The 
Cottage of Sweet Cahergal. It is a simple, haunting tune that 
touches on his life, his father’s and that of his mother. In old age, 
he presented his violin to Ed’s son Jack.

He is buried next to his wife and his wife’s first husband in 
Moravian Cemetery.

He himself would often visit the St Peter’s family plot where 
his mother, father, Gerard Colliton, Uncle Tommy, Aunt Betty, 
our father and mother and brother Jack are buried, He would 
say, “Hello everybody” or “Say hello to the gang up there.”

Whenever he was leaving someone’s home and saying good-
bye, he used an old Irish saying, “Thanks for the use of the hall.” 

Amen.
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MORTIMER FAMILY 

By Tom Murphy

My Mortimer impressions: Mother’s family, warm embrace, 
formal, shocking death, pain-infused relationship, comfort, evolv-
ing distance, style, elegance, lace curtain, interaction, divergence, 
reconnections, commonality, shared heritage, loving companions.

We went to Grandpop Mortimer’s home on Lexington Av-
enue on Christmas Day. Aunts gave wonderfully wrapped pres-
ents and often a Christmas card with an oval showing a $10 or 
$20 bill. There was joyful ease in my mother’s family embrace: 
singing; telling stories; joking; conversation; love.

Then the shock. My father came home from the hospital to 
tell us of our Mother’s death, gathered in the kitchen. My broth-
er Danny’s voice resonates to this day in his repeated question 
to my father: “Did you tell the Mortimers?” “Yes. I told the Mor-
timers.” All this while a stunned 10 year old tried to process the 
unfathomable among my brothers and sisters.

That former integral closeness had a natural distancing in 
the absence of my mother. There were outings to Cheesequake 
Park, the Circus, Bay Shore, continued Christmas and other vis-
its that grew further apart but connections endured.

As an adult I hosted celebrations and Mortimer cousin gather-
ings of various configurations to remake and seal the family bond.

Prior to our 1970 Ireland trip, Grandpop told me about 
Drim’s Ditch near Mountrath where his father was born. On 
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a bus trip with Uncle Ray, he had spotted D MORTIMERS 
pub and met briefly with relatives. Ed, Pop, John and I tracked 
it down. We were guests for Sunday dinner there and later at 
the family farm. We became close friends with our newfound 
cousins Fintan, Donal, Mary and Mr. and Mrs. Dunne. Donal 
spent a summer here. Many of us have found ongoing Irish wel-
comes there. Documents show that Grandpop’s father, Daniel 
Mortimer applied for U.S. citizenship in 1867 and Mrs. Dunne 
gave me his 1930 funeral prayer card that she had.

Our cousins Charlie Robinson, Elaine and Dorie Slater, 
Steve Johnson, Jean Marie, Eileen, Heather and Louise Mortim-
er and families carry on the heritage of our grandparents Fenton 
& Anna Gilmartin Mortimer, aunts Marguerite, Ann, Blanche 
and Virginia; uncles Joseph and Ray. So much of who they are 
and who we all are has infused and enriched the spirit of 92 
Newberry Avenue.
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A Party 80 Years in the Making 
The Irish Voice

By Tom Deignan 

In the year of the lord, nineteen hundred and nineteen, 
Tom Murphy’s grandparents were aghast. Their landlord in the 
heavily-Irish North Shore Staten Island neighborhood of New 
Brighton had raised their rent $5. So, having welcomed eight 
kids into the world, it was time to take another plunge, to pur-
chase a home. The Murphy clan moved to Newberry Avenue 
in a then rural section of Staten Island, Dongan Hills. A ninth 
child, Tom Murphy’s Uncle Billy was born two years later. In the 
home, it should be noted. Where there was but one electric line, 
and a two-seat outhouse 50 feet beyond the back door. Since 
then, the Murphy home - having passed from Tom’s grandfather, 
to his Dad John, to himself - has been the site of countless Irish 
weddings and wakes, with the St. Patrick’s Day celebrations per-
haps most memorable of all. (Though I’ve also heard good things 
about my own grandparents’ July 4, 1928 wedding, which lasted 
the better part of a weekend.) When not organizing Patty’s Day 
parties, Tom Murphy is a top official with the United Federa-
tion of Teachers, not to mention a cousin of mine and top-flight 
family historian. This is a duty for which they should hand out 
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Pulitzer Prizes, before worrying about those professional histo-
rians, whose endeavors, after all, bring them at least a little bit of 
money and acclaim. This Saturday again we will gather at New-
berry Avenue, not just myself and Tom Murphy and my own 
daughter and wife Katie, who’s expecting again in July. All nine 
of the Murphy sons and daughters will be there, including my 
grandmother Anne, who died in 1991, a year before the passing 
of my own father, who of course, will be there, too. “When (your 
grandmother died) her funeral passed by this house on the way 
to the cemetery. I had really had my gardening in order that year 
and had recently had the house painted. I felt really good when 
your father, a fellow gardener, said to me later, ‘I’ve never seen the 
house look lovelier,”’ Tom said. It is true, of course, that each year 
the annual Murphy’s St. Pat’s party threatens to turn into a mor-
bid Irish wake, lacking only an actual body. Except that all those 
kids underfoot make it impossible not to look to the future, too.

This year alone I know I as well as my cousins Chris and 
Alice Ann are awaiting new arrivals. And it’s as safe a bet as there 
ever was that there will be others. And so when we pause, as we 
inevitably will, to recall my Dad’s sister, my own Aunt Alice who 
died within the past year, we must also look upon her sisters, her 
dozens of nieces, nephews and grandchildren, and several great 
grandchildren. And it’s always been that way, certainly when I 
was the one underfoot, as opposed to the one whose foot was 
being crawled under. Another cousin, Kevin Christofferson sent 
me an email reminding me of the stunts he, me and my cousin 
Chris used to execute (presumably when no one was looking) 
on the Murphy stairs. Back then those silver barrels with the 
spouts and taps in the backyard were much less interesting then 
the small patch of trees with the spare tire as a swing strung up 
by a rope. It was at the wake of my Uncle Bill just a few years 
back that Chris (now with the FDNY) and Kevin (a filmmaker 
currently living in Norway) looked out where the tire swing - 



21

100 Years of Murphys

and the outhouses for that matter - used to be. The open space 
was gone, gleaming new houses (or were they “housing units”?) 
had replaced them. And if just one of those housing units spawn 
a tradition as rich as the Murphy’s, then they will have done a 
great deed. It’d be silly, of course, for me to pretend that for all 
of my 30 years on this planet I appreciated every St. Patrick’s 
Day. The speeches and the stairs and the tire-swing got a little 
boring, at the ages of 18, 19 and 20, when, let’s face it, things 
other than family parties cross a young man’s mind. (The stuff 
in the silver barrels may have had something to do with this.) If 
memory serves me (no guarantee, of course), the last Murphy 
party I skipped was 1992, when I spent the evening on the town 
with friends of the girl who I would go on to marry. I think it’s 
safe to say I had as good a time on the town as I would have had 
at the St. Pat’s party. It was jarring, nevertheless, the following 
year when not only did I attend, but was called upon to say a few 
words about my father, who had passed away the previous June. 
The 50 or 100 (depending on the year) who gather at Newberry 
Avenue every year - and the hundreds who’ve done so over eight 
decades now - all have their own stories, all worthy of novels. 

Which is why at some point every year, Tom Murphy must 
say: “To all those who are far away and would like to be with us 
and cannot; to those who are no longer with us but live in our 
memory, and to each of you here, Happy Saint Patrick’s Day.”

Tom Deignan is a school teacher, novelist and 
columnist. Tom writes the “Sidewalks” column for 
The Irish Voice, contributes to Irish America and 
the Newark Star Ledger and more. You can reach 
him at: deignan@irishvoice.com.
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From Irish Descent

Amanda Gough

“My name is Edward Thomas Colliton and I’m an American 
from Irish descent,” the words of my grandfather run through 
my mind as I write this entry. My grandfather, Buddy, was a 
great man full of life, love, and, above all, pride for his family 
and where he came from. Wide-eyed and filled with curiosity, I 
would ask him about our family heritage, where we came from; 
our deep roots. “But, Poppy, aren’t we American?” “Yes, Mandy, 
we are American from Irish descent.”

As a marine fighting in World War II, my grandfather’s mot-
to was “God, Family, Country!” He held this close to his heart, 
and this was never more evident than when he got together with 
family at the Murphy’s annual St. Patrick’s Day party at 92 New-
berry Avenue. His smile would light up the room, pride on his 
face as he took his spot as the patriarch of the family, his mother 
and grandparents’ spirits still alive through him. 

As a kid going to the Murphys was like being transported 
back in time to 1919, when Hannah and Tom first arrived in 
America. I remember fondly walking through the side door, be-
ing greeted with big bear hugs and warm smiles from distant 
cousins, smelling the corned beef and cabbage and lamb stew 
simmering on the oven, the sounds of gay voices singing in uni-
son, the story of the outhouse in the yard, and playing Irish folk 
songs on my guitar. 
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This year it will be ten years since my grandfather passed 
away but his words still ring strong in my heart. I like to think 
that he is in heaven with his mother, May, father, Eddie, and all 
the beloved members of the Murphy clan who have passed away, 
singing “Ace in the Hole” while Uncle Billy plays the fiddle.

Today, I live in my grandfather and grandmother’s house on 
Sheridan Court. Pictures of my ancestors proudly hang on the 
walls of my basement, and every once in a while, if I am really 
quiet, I can hear my grandfather’s booming voice, “When life 
deals out a surprise have a few surprises of your own, no matter 
what you do, no matter where you go, you’ve got to have an ace 
in the hole.”
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Dan Murphy, as told  
to Barbara Murphy

Barbara Murphy

In every family there is joy and there is sorrow. Mother 
was told she had a cyst. Too late it was discovered to be breast 
cancer! Mother was very ill. Her sister, Anna Robinson, knew 
how much Mother liked Italian food. A friend of Aunt Anna’s 
would make it and bring it to her. Dan told of running home 
from school and stopping at the top of the hill. He would 
hold his breath and look down the street to see if the purple 
bunting was on the door. People did that when someone died. 
It wasn’t there and he would run home to his mom. He told 
with admiration of how his little sister, Mary Anne, would 
wash mommy’s bandages. Jack was the oldest, 16, Dan 14, 
Mary Anne 12, then the younger ones, Tommy, Kath, and the 
baby, Eddie, 6 years old. Pop was left to raise 6 children. Aunt 
Alice O’ Toole, as Tommy lovingly called her, AAOT, moved 
in to help her brother. Many times she would hock her beau-
tiful engagement ring to help with the bills. She also suffered 
tragedy with the death of her husband, a dentist, serving in 
the War (pneumonia treated with Sulphur killed him). Pop 
worked several jobs to support his family. He bought a cook-
book and starting with A cooked everything with that letter 
before going on to the next letter. The girls would sit with an 
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empty can or cup between their knees to catch unwanted or 
disliked items for the dog to enjoy. 

The bunting would signify the death of mom. I think this 
stress is why he quit school. Later he joined the army, got his 
GED and went on to take courses at American University in 
Washington, D.C. He was invited to go into officers training 
but wanted to go home. He always felt that his younger siblings 
looked down on him for some reason and did not value his opin-
ion. This of course was not true. Later on he became an Assistant 
VP of a very prestigious bank and delighted in using vocabulary 
where the president would have to yell to his secretary, “Diction-
ary!” when reading Dan’s report!
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Betty Anne Weller 

I remember sitting at the house piano with Uncle Eddie. He 
would ask me what song I wanted to sing, and he played it. “It 
Had To Be You” was one. Then he would tell me what song to 
sing that he wanted to play. He would sing along with me if I 
didn’t know the words. And he’d yell out “one more time”!!, and 
play it again. 

I remember spending overnights on a small bed in Aunt Alice’s 
and Aunt Betty’s big front bedroom. They had a kneeling bench and 
it had rosary beads on top of it. They would say prayers every morn-
ing before they went downstairs. They taught me to do it too!

When our mom and dad would have to leave sometimes, 
they would drop me off at 92 in Dongan Hills and they’d drop 
my older brothers Joe and John at Aunt Anna’s house in New 
Dorp! One time, I was about 2 years old. The aunts were at work. 
Grandpa decided to give me a bath in the big kitchen sink. He 
turned the water on but it was too warm for me. I cried but he 
thought it was just right for me. Luckily for me, the aunts came 
home and grabbed me out of the sink. They yelled at Grandpa. 
Grandpa never bathed me again after that. Ha Ha!

My father, Joe Murphy, taught my brothers Joe and John and 
me the telephone number of 92 Newberry. He said if any one of 
us had a problem and mom and dad weren’t available, we should 
call “Dongan Hills 6 -2088”. He said anyone who answered that 
telephone would take good care of us right away. 
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Both aunts used Revlon makeup and I remember how it 
smelled so good. It made me want to wear Revlon makeup when 
I grew up. They would put their makeup on in the bathroom so 
I could smell it. And I remember the bathtub had claw feet. 

When I was about 16 years old, I rode a horse named 
Brownie. Brownie lived at a stable near the cemetery at the top 
of Bement Avenue. After riding one day, I was walking down 
Bement Avenue to go home, and I saw Grandpa walking down 
Bement Avenue also. He was on the other side of the road, so I 
ran across the road and said “Hi Grandpa!” He said “Which one 
are you?” I said “Betty Anne, Joe’s daughter” and he said “I’m go-
ing to see Joe now”. I said “Well, can I walk with you?” and he said 
O.K. After a little while he asked if we were there yet and I said 
we still had a few more houses to go. When we got to the house I 
told my father he had a surprise visitor. My father laughed when 
he saw Grandpa, and brought him into the kitchen where my 
other grandfather (Patrick Burke) was sitting. Grandpa Burke 
lived with us at that point. My father told me to call 92 New-
berry to tell Uncle John that Grandpa was safe and sound and at 
18 Bement. I remember that Uncle John started to laugh about 
what a long walk that was! Then Uncle John came over to 18 Be-
ment also. My two grandfathers and my father and Uncle John 
sat in my kitchen for hours and had a good long visit. The two 
grandfathers talked a lot about Ireland.
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The House on Newberry Avenue 

Buddy & Joan Colliton

Dedicated to the Murphy family for all the 
beautiful times we were honored to share with you.

Love, Buddy and Joan Colliton March 17, 1989

There is a house folks love to come to

The house on Newberry Avenue

Where relatives and friends would meet

For many occasions and gladly greet

All newcomers — young and old

Come in, come in, come out of the cold 

Come into this house — you’re invited too

Into this house on Newberry Avenue

While dining on good food and sipping a beer

Sooner or later you are bound to hear

A story about loved ones now missing from the clan

A song or two from some of the many on hand

Come eat with us, have a drink or two

Dine in this house on Newberry Avenue
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So many people from far and near

Gather around and wait to hear

Volunteers who will get up and sing

Read poetry, tell stories, any old thing

Come join with us, you can sing too

Come sing in this house on Newberry Avenue

As I stand here and think back year after year

The people we loved, in my mind reappear

People who enjoyed and loved to take part

Singing all kinds of songs, straight from the heart

Gladys, John, Jack, Alice, Tom, May, Joe and Betty,

Mary, Helen, Clem, Leo, Jean Marie, Gerard and Eddie.

Come share memories of these loved ones we knew

Come share in this house on Newberry Avenue

Fond memories go back to when I was a lad

On Friday nights we came with my Mom and my Dad

To Hannah and Tom, we’ll now drink a toast

After all, they were our very first host

Tis a smile on their face, they seem mighty proud

As they look down and see such a beautiful crowd

Sharing laughter and songs that they also once knew

In this house on Newberry Avenue
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Anne Marie and Bill O’Keefe 

Buddy & Joan Colliton 

To Anne Marie and Bill O’Keefe on  
Their 25th Wedding Anniversary 

We are going to try to put into rhyme

Some past memories shared by your family and mine

Being the oldest cousin, I may be able to recall,

Some events that happened when you were quite small.

Seems like yesterday when Jerry and You

Played at children’s games that both of you knew.

Memories of the many times, when my friends I’d meet

And play ball in the lot across the street.

Many hours were spent at your home with delight

When my Mom and Dad had to work late at night.

When I grew up and had a family of my own

Uncle Leo and Aunt Anna always made us feel at home

A visit to your house at Christmas was something to see

With all kinds of toys and games under the tree

These were shared with our children by you and the rest
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Your home and family were one of the best.

While choosing a Godmother could take quite some time,

For our daughter Elaine, we got “The top of the line”

Well Anne, this seems to be mostly about you,

We thought it a good idea before we were through,

To mention that great guy who stood by your side,

Twenty-five years ago and made you his bride.

While at your daughter’s wedding, we were a guest,

Bill, we heard you sing, you’re one of the best

A “take over” guy when you’re needed the most

You undoubtedly were an outstanding host.

We don’t know your children that well, but we have a hunch.

With you two as their parents, they must be a pretty nice bunch.

This is the end; I’d say it’s about time.

The poem is Joan’s gift to you, while the memories are mine.

None of us know what life has in store,

Our wish to you is that it has many more 

“HAPPY ANNIVERSARIES”
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THE MURPHY FAMILY HOME

Cara Buonincontri

From the moment I moved next door, I always wondered 
about this home. There always seemed to be a light on in the 
dining room and someone busy at the table. Little did I know 
that once Tom Murphy became a friend of mine that I would be 
invited in and welcomed into their book club?

The home has been renovated since I first set foot inside but 
it didn’t take away from the warmth one feels upon entering. If 
you close your eyes, you can see a large Irish family with children 
scuttling around the home. Lot of activity, lots of laughter still 
seems to echo throughout.

In the nearly ten years that I have been in the club and after 
also getting to know Toms’ sister Mary Anne, who is also in the 
club, and his younger sister, Kathy who now lives next door, my 
imagination into the bustling activity that once swept this home 
has been confirmed through their story telling.

I know that Tom loved his family and it is made evident by 
the care and attention that he gives to his family home. After 
100 years, it is in good hands with someone who loves his fam-
ily deeply and who preserves their memories in his heart and in 
this home.





35

Christopher Murphy

As told to Barbara, his mother. 

The best thing about the trip down to Newberry besides 
seeing everyone, was to jump out of the car and go find the 
cousins! The adults were inside while we played outside. No 
one bothered you until it was time to go home! Martin tells of 
the pecking order. The older ones could tell the younger ones to 
bring them something. Thus the ubiquitous Uncle Chris story! 
Uncle Chris sat in his favorite seat. He told Martin to get him 
a pitcher of beer. It was all foam! “Marty you wouldn’t do this 
to your favorite Uncle!” The task was then relegated to Chris-
topher who had inherited his Dad’s penchant for mischief! The 
little tyke brought the pitcher but also helped himself to the keg! 
Christopher enjoyed his job and did it well! Later, Uncle Tom 
went out to tell them what a good job they did so he was going 
to reward them with a glass of beer but admonished them not to 
tell their mother! Of course by this time little Christopher was 
hammered! Thank God they got to sleep in the back of the sta-
tion wagon on the trip home! To protect his little brother Mar-
tin told me they were all drinking from the keg!
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Dan Murphy 

submitted by Tom Murphy 

St. Patrick’s’ Day Party
92 Newberry Avenue

38 Anniversary
March, 1965 - March, 2003

Gathering of the Clans

Murphy and Affiliated Clans

Lift Your Glasses

Each year we gather at the Homestead, 

To celebrate the occasion that be.

We exchange our thoughts and remember

The folks that were here before me.

We’ll sing all of their old songs

And lift our glasses to thee.

So, someday when I’m not in this union

At a gathering laden with glee,

Won’t you stop, for just a brief moment,

And lift your glasses to me.
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We are an odd lot don’t you know, but then we are Irish, 
or want-to-bes. Now do not make fun of the want-to-bes, as 
it is a fine thing to want to be Irish, but then we are Murphy’s 
to boot, Lord love a duck. We have a rich heritage, a proud 
heritage and our forebears showed us the way. They handed 
down the customs, traditions, stories and a love of who they 
were and who we are. We celebrate their lives today and the 
way we live and believe. I see a parade, not the typical parade, 
but that of all the relatives who have passed through these 
hallowed halls. Uncle Billy would say thanks for the use of 
the hall and that is just what is: the use of the hall. We have 
its use during our lifetime and pass it on to the next genera-
tion when we depart this life. I realized how true this is when 
Tom, Ed and I were in Ireland. We visited the homesteads of 
our grandparents, touched their stones, walked the grounds 
they walked, and I knew they passed this on to us. I did not 
want to go to Ireland to be a tourist but to return to our 
home and be welcomed by our family; and as well we were. 
Our family was as eager to embrace us as we were to embrace 
them. This house, The Newberry Avenue Homestead, holds 
fond memories for all of us and we are elated and grateful 
that Tom took the responsibility of keeper of the flame. The 
saying goes, you’re not older just better. Well this old house 
continues to improve with age. The house has seen altera-
tions going back to Grandpop, then Pop and now Tom and 
these alterations have enhanced its usefulness and charm by 
maintaining the old but putting it to better use for times we 
live in. This St. Patrick’s Day Party became an annual affair, 
but I remember as a youngster that we had parties of a small-
er denomination each night, as Uncle Eddie would sit at the 
piano and play while the rest of us would sing. A party does 
not have to be a large gathering, as we have today, but can also 
be the enjoyment of a few people gathered in song. It reminds 
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me of our birthdays when our cake was not from the bakery, 
but two Drakes plain cakes filled with whipped cream and 
peaches. To this day my siblings and I still consider this cake 
a wonderful treat.
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Dina Soldini 

The house at 92 Newberry Avenue, Staten Island, is a house 
to be remembered always. I first met the Murphy family in 1969. 
Since then I have happy memories of barbecues and Saint Pat-
rick’s Day festivities where such events occurred as Uncle Bill 
playing the fiddle and Tom the piano while all joined in singing 
and/or storytelling. I fondly remember Mr. Murphy, who was a 
kind and gentle person. Because of nature, the time came that he 
left us to go to a better place than this earth. Tom continued the 
open house tradition and began “The Book Club” which I joined 
in 1999 and it introduced me to books that I would never have 
thought of selecting or reading on my own. The dialogue con-
cerning the books helped to broaden my mind and expand my 
view of the world. I still plan to attend, with pleasure, the future 
events held at 92 Newberry Avenue.
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AN AMERICAN EXPERIENCE

Donal Dunne 

As a 21 year old Irish student who had never been on a plane 
journey, I landed in JFK airport in June 1974. Those few hours 
of a flight, pretending I knew what I was doing and trying to act 
casually but copying what everyone else did, opened up a new 
world to me. 

About five years earlier I had first met Tom, Ed, their father 
and friend John Soldini when they visited Ireland. I recall that 
strange accent – surely they had connections with The Man from 
Uncle, or even The Fugitive. Black and White television had only 
recently become available in Ireland and anyone from the US with 
an American accent was generally afforded celebrity status. Little 
did I realize when I heard Mr. Murphy singing “I’ll take you home 
again Kathleen” in our kitchen in Cloncullen that I would next see 
him in his own house in Staten Island. 

On arrival in 92 Newberry Avenue late on a sweltering June 
night there was a family celebration/party in full flight. I cannot re-
call the reason for the party, although having met the Murphy clan 
over the years I believe they don’t really need much of an excuse 
for a hooley. I met many of the family that night but my memory 
is clouded from jet lag and tiredness (although I didn’t know that 
then) but I recall snippets of conversation about Ireland, distant re-
lations and a brief mention of the Korean War by an elderly uncle 
who presumably had fought there (in Korea not Ireland). 
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I had come to New York to work for the summer and it was 
my original intention to look for a job and get accommodation 
with my two friends Fintan Murphy and Donal O’Donoghue 
(now deceased). I was lucky to get work as a desk clerk in How-
ard Johnsons Motel off Broadway as I was interviewed by the 
manager, also called Dunne, from Rathfarnham in Dublin and 
he probably took pity on me as an innocent abroad in New York. 

Due to the generosity and kindness of the Murphy family I 
ended up staying in their home from June until October. In the 
general trials and tribulations of life we seldom get time to prop-
erly reflect on the past and it is only when writing this article 
that I realize the imposition I must have been to Tom and Mr. 
Murphy during that summer. It is now forty four years ago and 
I hope I am forgiven. 

Politics, human rights and social justice are topics that often 
appear to me to be up for discussion at many Murphy gatherings. 
In 1974 I first saw the US method of political campaigning at 
the Al Lowenstein campaign, thanks to Tom. Banners, bunting, 
shopping bags, lapel stickers – all unknown in Ireland at that 
time. But I was also there, sitting in the TV room overlooking 
the garden when Richard Nixon took off from the White House 
lawn on Friday 9th August 1974. I recall a group of happy peo-
ple in 92 Newberry Avenue that night. What an education for 
me to see history being made before my eyes. The hospitality 
shown to me by the Murphy family during that summer was 
phenomenal. I spent my twenty first birthday in New York and 
as usual a function was organized to mark the occasion. 

 Over the years we were delighted to meet the family when 
they visited Ireland. At various times we had very entertaining 
get-togethers, with Jack, Tom, Ed, Lin, Mary Anne, Kathy and 
Dan and their respective family members, and indeed many oth-
er cousins. There is no need for pretense or fuss – we have a com-
mon bond. Tom refers to it as Drim ditch – a reference to the 
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boundary between the farmland and the open mountain, from 
where the first Mortimer left to seek a better life in America, 
when this country was on its knees (a position we have managed 
to replicate again and again). Many of the above visits ended up 
late into the night reminiscing about family history, discussing 
the problems of the world, and sometimes having to resolve is-
sues by attending Morrisseys pub or Sheerans in Coolrain.

Over thirty years later I revisited Newberry Avenue, cour-
tesy of a Christmas present from my children. I had always said 
I would go back but the usual general struggle of life got in the 
way. Once again, I felt a sense of adventure as I took the train 
from Old Town station to the Staten Island Ferry, enjoyed the 
magical (to me) trip on the ferry to Manhattan, ate a slice of 
pizza, took the subway to 125th street in Harlem, had a steak in 
Pee Dees steakhouse, then to Central Park and home to New-
berry Avenue. Tom knew I wanted to walk through the city 
that never sleeps on my own and I spent those few days reliving 
my love affair with New York. Of course, it ended with a party, 
thanks to Tom, Mary Anne and Ed and before I left I met with 
the extended Murphy clan at a memorable gathering in New-
berry Avenue, an evening I will always remember. 

As I conclude I am looking at an extract from the Staten 
Island Advance dated May 11th, 1983, the obituary of Mr. Mur-
phy, my host for that summer in 1974, and it states “born in 
New Brighton, Mr. Murphy had lived in Dongan Hills since 
1919”. May he rest in peace! And so, a centenary of a remark-
able family who still live in Staten Island and who originated in 
Ireland, Glandore, Lackabawn and Drim, and always a family we 
are proud and privileged to welcome as our friends.
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My Murphy Memories:  
Where we became a Clan-

Dorian Slater Fabio

I don’t really recall physically being at the Murphy house, un-
til I was about 19 years old -- a few years after my father passed. 
Although up to that point, I felt I had visited, after hearing my 
parents’ stories of visiting the “Murphy kids” over the years (my 
Dad – a big guy – dressed as Santa is one, I remember hearing.) 
My mother was Virginia Mortimer (later Virginia Slater after 
marrying my dad, Ed Slater), and she was the youngest sister of 
Gladys Mortimer Murphy. Many of the early memories I had of 
the Murphy house were thru hearing those early stories …until 
I entered 92 Newberry Ave as a young adult.

It was the late 70s, and it seemed that we had just discov-
ered how Irish we were. Or at least that was my impression, 
and something my mother and aunts and uncles kept saying. 
I never really thought about it – until I went to a St. Patrick’s 
Day party at Tommy’s house (what the Murphy residence has 
forever been to me.) After a lot of beer or whiskey (or both), 
my Mother and Uncle Ray (Mortimer) would start singing – 
with Tony accompanying at the piano. I learned most of the 
Irish songs and memorable WWII songs in the living room 
of the Murphy home. In those days, there were no copies of 
words – we just clustered around the piano and listened or 
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sang. Sometimes well, but then again, we usually had a few 
cocktails in us, so it all sounded really good.

There was one year when we brought Aunt Marguerite with 
us, and much to our surprise, had to drag her home at 2AM…
after a rousing Charleston almost made her collapse. I have nev-
er laughed as hard as that night.

If you surveyed my Murphy cousins, a few prime memories 
would likely come out about my family and the Murphy house 
at St Paddy’s: politics were a no-no (usually started a fight), don’t 
sit near Tommy if he is holding a chunk of peat from the “moth-
erland”, Kathy’s predictions could throw you for a loop (about 
babies, jobs and feet- don’t ask), Uncle Ray and Aunt Ginny 
singing “I’ll Be Seeing You,” Steve Johnson playing guitar and 
lastly, Beowulf (Mary Anne and my sister Elaine will under-
stand this reference most of all.)

As years passed, I have been to the Murphy home for many 
events, both happy and sad. I brought a few boyfriends to the St. 
Paddy’s Day gathering, and a couple fiancés, including the man 
who (finally) became my husband, Greg. He was a good sport 
about shaking “peat” out of his hair and continues to enjoy the 
celebration – as have our girls over the years.

I attribute the discovery of my roots of Irish heritage to these 
annual journeys. It will always remind me of where my family 
came from and how we have together grown up. It’s hard to walk 
thru the doors and not anticipate a piper marching through the 
rooms in full Hibernian garb – even if it is mid-July. 

The heart of 92 Newberry is family, and I am so grateful that 
I have been able to be part of this clan and to celebrate what this 
home has meant to so many of us. May the Murphy home be in 
the family for another 100 years - nil aon tintean mar a thintean 
fein (there’s no place like home!)
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An Emigrant Meditation 

Ed Murphy

I grew up Irish-American but it was my ancestor’s world until I 
went there. I saw myself more as American like my neighbors who 
were Italian, German, Black, Puerto Rican or Jewish, the grandson 
of Irish immigrants. There were more important aspects of my life, 
baseball, school, family, friends and my mother’s death. I was born 
the same day as the Atom Bomb and brought home to Newberry 
Avenue the day Japan surrendered. That was dramatic! Being Irish-
American I was born a Democrat before I was baptized a Catholic. 
Raised during the Cold War I was taught to love my church, fear 
God and Communists and never forget where we came from. I did 
what I was told. Then President Kennedy invited and challenged 
me to “ask not what your country can do for you…ask what you can 
do for your country”. I responded to JFK, Pope John XXlll and the 
Vatican Council by entering the Paulist Fathers seminary, an Amer-
ican order, aspiring to live a spiritual life in a liberalizing church 
and strengthen American democracy advocating for social and eco-
nomic justice. Pope John’s death and then JFK’s murder limited that 
possibility. Renewal was surrendered to the traditionalists. I focused 
on community service and the social gospel more than sacraments 
and clerical privilege. I left the Paulists, surrendered my draft de-
ferment, enlisted, became an intelligence agent, learned Vietnamese 
and went to war. I came home a peace advocate and resumed my 
mission toward social and economic justice. 
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I returned to Newberry Avenue, attended Richmond Col-
lege for American Studies, spoke out against the war and be-
came a political activist. My social justice values and activism 
were born from the Sermon on the Mount and nurtured by our 
Murphy family’s progressive immigrant roots. Then I was invited 
to go deeper into my heritage. I had just resettled into Newberry 
Avenue when Tom and Pop announced they were going to Ire-
land with John Soldini, Tom’s colleague teaching at Tottenville 
High School. They invited me and offered to pay but I wasn’t 
enthusiastic. I wondered if I wanted to be Irish if it meant being 
mean spirited and a vacation seemed frivolous when I had a war 
to end. Little did I know how this trip would start my healing 
from war, ground me in the best of the Irish and change my life? 
It was just what I needed to readjust from Vietnam. I had six 
weeks with my father, brother and John; time away from war 
and American domestic politics and time to be accepted, loved, 
to receive the support of family and a new friend. I didn’t just 
find my roots, I felt them and began to see Thomas and Han-
nah Minehane Murphy as more than immigrants. I saw them 
as emigrants, two of millions who left their Irish homeland to 
live permanently in another country. Immigration became less 
romantic, more challenging and painful. 

I already understood the destruction of war and seen people 
diminished, displaced and destroyed by violence. In Ireland I 
saw how the same forces were manifested through colonialism, 
sectarian strife, hunger, poverty, and clerical control. I saw what 
my life would have been like if Thomas and Hannah met in 
Cork, married and stayed in Ireland. One thing would have been 
the same, the experience of hospitality. Every member of our ex-
tended family welcomed us home. Their neighbors across the 
land did the same whether we were paying customers or strang-
ers lost on a rural road. I know little about what drove Thomas 
and Hannah out of Ireland other than the obvious. In Glandore 
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Harbour, where Hannah was from, we celebrated the beauty 
and Tom asked how anyone could leave. Pop answered “They 
wanted to eat.” I knew that was true but most stayed and many 
returned. We owe them equal respect. I moved past a political & 
romantic vision of our history to a more human appreciation of 
their challenges, opportunities and decisions. 

We established friendships there that are now fifty years old 
and expanded in subsequent years to include Lin and our chil-
dren. They know we come from more than Saratoga Springs and 
Staten Island, who they are and like Thomas and Hannah they 
are free to establish their individual independent identity. 

I celebrate one woman who emigrated and then went back 
home. This story honors the love and respect between my father, 
John Murphy, and his brother-in-law, Leo Deignan. An equal 
priority for our father visiting his father’s home and family was 
finding Leo’s Aunt Sadie. His instructions to Tom, John and me 
were clear: “You three are well educated so let me see you solve 
this riddle.” Uncle Leo’s aunt immigrated to America and re-
turned home before World War ll. She was last known to reside 
somewhere along the Boyle-Roscommon road; approximately 
26 miles, a proverbial needle in a haystack. Our assignment was 
to find out where she lived and what became of her. I had little 
to start with, having missed most of the past six years’ Murphy-
Deignan conversations. As a former intelligence agent, though, I 
had the skills of a professional investigator. Tom brought more. 
He loved history and says “I grew up a small rabbit with big 
ears.” He overheard family conversations all his life, took note, 
asked questions and had been to Ireland. Tom knew more than 
he knew he knew. John brought a curious mind, patience, persis-
tence, a sense of adventure and clarity. We sons did not want to 
disappoint our father, uncle and a favored Aunt, Anna Deignan. 
She was short, loving and powerful. It was the best investiga-
tive team I worked with. We began in pubs since that was where 
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we spent much of our time and then moved to parishes. Priests 
stretched their memories and reviewed records on parishioners, 
baptisms and burials. There were a lot of Deignans, Dignans and 
similar names. Our strongest lead was for a woman who died 
and left her land to be farmed by a relative. Pop claimed a “time 
out”, to be left at a local pub while we rambled down country 
roads. We found a small house, a woman and child. The mother 
said Sadie might be hers but she had died, did not know the de-
tails of her life in America, doubted anyone else knew more and 
no one lived in the house. We were welcomed to visit the land, 
take some photos and believe whatever we wanted. Asking for 
directions she sent her little girl to guide us. Thank God she led 
the way, guiding us through turn after turn without street signs. 

We found a small abandoned house, took a few pictures and 
might have left but peeking in the window we saw a stack of 
papers and photos on the floor. Curiosity got the best of us. We 
could have gone back and asked an adult for keys to go inside. 
Instead we asked this young girl for permission to “break in.” She 
gave us authority so we jimmied up the window and crawled in-
side. Sitting on the floor we sifted through pictures and papers. 
There were young men and women who looked like our cousins 
Leo, Anne Marie and Tommy Deignan. We knew it wasn’t them 
but the resemblance was striking. Some say we Irish all look 
alike. Wishful thinking will only get you so far. Then we found a 
letter from St. Joseph’s Seminary, Dunwoodie, in Yonkers where 
New York Archdiocesan priests were trained. The letter was to 
an Aunt Sadie from her nephew Phil. You could take that evi-
dence to court. Tom remembered Uncle Leo had a brother Phil 
who was ordained from that seminary. We were happy, perhaps 
prideful (notice the Irish-Catholic fear of sounding like a brag-
gart) and knew we would make our father happy, then Uncle 
Leo and Aunt Anna. We asked the young girl’s permission to 
take the letter and a few other things. One was a small tea pot. 
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We exited the window, brought her back to her mom and met 
our father in the pub; where he had independently corroborated 
our story over a few beers.

That’s when his mischievous sense of storytelling took over. 
Pop sent a post card to Uncle Leo saying “we found something!” 
He built suspense. We had a few weeks to go, driving to Dublin, 
then further south to Cork and back to Shannon to fly home. 
There was time for the post card to arrive, to get Uncle Leo’s 
imagination working. 

Pop’s plan worked. Uncle Leo and Aunt Anna were primed, 
came to Newberry Avenue the night we came home. We served 
beers at the old kitchen table and started talking; Irish story-
telling style, drawing out each detail and disappointment from 
Boyle to Roscommon. Meanwhile we heated water for tea. By 
the time the story got to Father Phil’s letter and our confirma-
tion that we had found her home we offered Uncle Leo tea from 
his aunt’s pot. He started weeping. The tea pot became a prized 
relic for the Deignan family. Pop had other victories, especially 
sleeping where his father was born. Delivering that tea pot to a 
man he loved was one of his proudest moments. 

Our trip to Ireland rooted me in my Irish heritage and inte-
grated me back into my family. It was that grounding and sup-
port that enabled me to speak out as a combat veteran, former 
intelligence agent fluent in Vietnamese about America’s misad-
ventures in Indochina. Fortunately, I was never maligned or dis-
avowed by my Murphy family whether they agreed or disagreed 
with my political and moral positions. I had it better than many 
other Vietnam combat vets who spoke out against the war. Many 
of them were excommunicated from their families and driven 
out of their hometowns. I’ve spent decades organizing Vietnam 
Veterans, establishing post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) 
programs, memorials and more. Those of us who stood up for 
or against the war fared better than those avoided taking a stand 
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for fear of rejection from their families and communities. My 
family was better than many and that made a big difference in 
my healing from war and my ability to help others. 

My favorite Christmas movie is It’s A Wonderful Life, where 
Jimmy Stewart wishes he had never been born and is forced to 
see the good effect he has had, the love he gave and was shown 
by his community. I try to imagine my grandparents separately 
sailing into New York harbor, seeing Miss Liberty for the first 
time. That must have been inspiring and frightening. When I 
think of being Irish, the grandchild of these immigrants & emi-
grants, raised a Murphy, at 92 Newberry Avenue, I understand 
how one can take for granted their community, the gifts one has 
enjoyed and focus on what we have missed, a mother, financial 
security and any other childhood wounds. Ireland showed me 
what an apprentice angel shared with Jimmy Stewart. I was 
born into a family community of love, founded by two coura-
geous emigrants who left the land they knew and established 
their family, then our homestead in Dongan Hills. My parents 
John and Gladys Murphy did more than carry on. They refined 
that homestead. It took love and courage for my mother to move 
into someone else’s home and history and make it her own. My 
brother Tom did something similar. He became trustee of more 
than a homestead. At times its felt like a museum filled with 
generations of artifacts and impacted grief for a wife and mother 
who died young. It was not easy to keep tradition alive and rel-
evant. Like my brother Dan who helped start the third wave of 
St. Paddy’s Day traditions, I am so proud of Tom for what he 
has done to remodel, renew, respect tradition and introduce us 
to our Irish Families “back home.” He stands on the shoulders of 
great women and men, John and Gladys, Thomas and Hannah 
Minehane Murphy and is a giant himself. Like our brother Dan-
ny, I trust they and Jack, our deceased eldest brother, are proud 
of Tom and grateful that he led us to this centennial. Thank you!
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I chose the theme of emigrants because it is close to who I am. 
On my first trip to Ireland I moved past Ireland as a place to leave 
and experienced our homeland as a vibrant society to live in, filled 
with generous, fascinating and welcoming relatives and neighbors, 
evolving on a parallel track with America. Four years after return-
ing to Staten Island I emigrated. Lin and I moved to San Diego 
and then Saratoga Springs. I’ve lived twice as long away from my 
native soil and continually come home again to Newberry Avenue. 
My emigrant perspective helps me respect and relate to Thomas 
and Hannah’s leaving home, going back to Lackabawn and Union 
Hall and back home to America. In a similar vein I honor those 
from my generation who left Staten Island and those who stayed 
home. We are one family in Ireland, New York and many other 
states. I thank Tom for leading us home, welcoming our Irish 
cousins and expanding our ethic network. 

An aside: Many times after a few beers in Abbeyleix, 
Donal Dune would ask me, “Eddie, are we really cousins? My 
answer is always “yes, by blood and by choice.” I’m glad I chose 
to go with Pop, Tom and John to Ireland. Perhaps as Robert 
Frost wrote in The Road Not Taken, holding onto our heri-
tage and renewing it we “took the one less travelled by, and that 
has made all the difference.” 

Postscript: In the 1990s I learned I wasn’t just Irish-Ameri-
can. I was Irish and American. I registered my birth and lineage 
with the Irish government and received my Irish/European Union 
passport. I am an Irish citizen as well as an American and can live 
and work anywhere in the USA and European Union. Like Sadie 
I can go home to Ireland and become an American emigrant. 
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IRISH STORIES 

EILEEN MASSARDA (Mortimer) 

What l miss most of all are the old Irish stories our parents, 
aunts and uncles used to tell over and over again. Each getting 
better and funnier. When we would all get together to party it 
was like being in a entertainment hall. Everyone telling stories, 
jokes singing and dancing. 

I enjoyed listening to the old war stories of World War 1 
and 2. Stories portraying great courage, pride, strength and com-
mitment to the United States. Stories about the Great Depres-
sion and their personal and financial struggles; how the family 
all pulled together to help one another. The best stories came 
from outings at the race track. Horse tales of winnings made but 
never any loses. I enjoyed going to the races at Saratoga Springs 
with my father and my grandfather Fenton. The Mortimer guys, 
friends and relations would gather together in a corner by the 
wooden stairs. I called this corner the crazy corner. They would 
review their track newspapers, drink beer and watch the girls 
go up the stairs. When I figured it out I told them all that they 
were a bunch at baddie, baddie boys. They were chasing not just 
horsetail. They laughed at my humor and never blushed.

The Mortimer Ladies among the finest partiers and story 
tellers. Known for our champagne drinking and dancing to 
dawn. We closed some of the finest clubs in Palm Beach and 
New York. I am surprised that I made it to the wedding. We are 
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known for our bachelorette parties, always keep your eyes open, 
legs crossed and remember the hips don’t lie.

It has been 100 years gone by so quickly I think we should 
continue our family tradition of storytelling and partying. It is 
a part of our Irish heritage. It is what brings us all together to 
spread Irish cheer and love. Happy St Patrick’s Day and 100 
years of being a great wonderful Irish Family. Love and blessings 
too! Eileen the Irish Queen
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Eileen Murphy Dunne 

As a child I recall being told Mike Murphy was due to go 
to America but was ill on the day, so it was decided that one of 
the others would have to go in his place. I remember my father 
talking about the children of Tom and Jack, all by name. Unfor-
tunately, I can’t recall the details regarding the names. I left home 
at 17, so missed a lot of the visits from members of the family. 
Sad to say with John Joe and Sheila’s passing, the details have 
not been passed on, but I recall how much John Joe and the rest 
of the family enjoyed meeting people who came from America.

Regarding Louis and my visit, the feelings that stay with me 
most are of the welcome and hospitality we received. Never did I 
imagine I would be going to the New York City Irish Consulate 
in America on a social visit. Strange to think how things would 
have been if Mike had not been ill that day as things would have 
been very different. The St Patrick’s Day celebration will stay 
with me always, with all the family and friends, one memory 
in particular comes to mind of one of the family’s friends sing-
ing Irish songs that took me back to days as a child listening to 
adults singing. Amazing to think of the family home being still 
with the family all these years later.

Hope you all have a wonderful celebration and get to make 
many more happy memories in the years to come.
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There is Nothing a Cup of  Tea and 
a Night on Newberry Can’t Fix…

Elaine Conlin 

New Year’s Day 2004 around 9 PM I found myself driv-
ing across the Outerbridge Crossing from New Jersey to Staten 
Island, on my way home from a Christmas regatta vacation in 
Miami, Florida. Definitely a two day long haul, but I estimated 
we were only an hour and a half from home. Home is the little 
village of Bellport, New York on the east end of Long Island.

A few hours earlier, while driving along the Washington Belt-
way, I had noticed a peculiar whistle coming from outside my 
Volvo station wagon. It could have been just about anything as 
I was trailering a multi boat trailer packed heavily with optimist 
dinghies, a Boston Whaler and a lot of sailing gear. Luggage filled 
the tailgate and slung across the roof of the Volvo was a 16 foot 
Vanguard 420 Racing Sailboat. Packed to the gills, I still stopped 
in a service area to make sure with my oldest son Thomas that 
everything was securely fastened. The thought of a boat coming 
loose and hurling across the highway at high speed petrified me. 
But everything was secure. I concluded it must have been the wind 
sweeping over the spars and we continued on our journey home. 
In the car with me were my children: Pierce (age 10), Paige (age 
11), and Thomas (age 16). Thomas had reached the golden age of 
16 where he could drive and also had a cellphone. 
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Halfway over the bridge, I borrowed the phone to give Tom, 
my husband a call to let him know our ETA. He had flown 
home days earlier to be at work so he was not traveling with 
us. Seconds after hanging up, and while still crossing over the 
bridge, I lost acceleration, speed and the car developed a tremen-
dous drag behind me. Ominous visions of the trailer and the car 
fishtailing across the bridge and landing in the water threatened 
to paralyze me. But as in any crisis, you hope to find that eye in 
the storm, the calm. 

Heading for the toll booth I switch on the hazard lights and 
firmly told the kids to brace themselves. I had no idea if I had 
brakes or not so we slowly coasted on through without stopping. 
If the police were going to pursue me I would have welcomed 
their attention right then and there but as luck would have it, 
I was invisible to them. I tried to accelerate the car but it barely 
went over 25MPH. I know very little about cars and it was bitter 
cold and I had absolutely no idea what was actually wrong with 
the car. The thought persisted that we needed to get off the road. 
If I could make it to my cousin’s house on the other side of the 
island, on Newberry Avenue, I could get us to safety. 

With that in mind, I had Thomas call Tom and fill him 
in on what had just transpired and tell him I was going to try 
to make it to my cousin Tommy’s. I didn’t know what shape 
the trailer or the boats were in but I was afraid to stop and be 
marooned on the side of the road. What if I couldn’t get the 
car to continue going forward in drive? Thomas fished my ad-
dress book out of the glove compartment and called Tommy 
but there was no answer. I hadn’t thought of that possibility. 
I next asked him to call Mary Anne, Tommy’s sister. Mary 
Anne answered and as I drove I explained our predicament. 
She told me to go to Tommy’s and she would continue to call 
him because she knew he was home. She said “You might have 
to make some noise because he just got home from Ireland this 
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afternoon”. Great-that he was home, but “Oh My God”, an in-
vasion was just what he needed after a trip overseas.

As I approached exit 13, Richmond Road, I again instructed 
everyone to brace themselves as I was still unsure of the brakes. I 
was unsure of the car in general at this point. Upon safely reach-
ing 92 Newberry, I spied a faint flickering light on in the living 
room which meant the TV was most likely still on. I rang the 
front door bell – no response. Thomas continued ringing while 
I went around the back and banged away. With all the banging, 
doorbell and phone ringing, Tommy finally stirred and woke up 
to the Conlin family on his doorstep seeking refuge. 

Tommy looked out front and we both gazed at the car 
and string of boats, still intact. I don’t think I have ever seen 
him at a loss for words, but shocked surprise passed swiftly 
to his welcoming way, and we were all soon inside basking in 
the warmth of the house, as the sense of relief settled in after 
our frightening ordeal. As my shaking subsided, I explained 
our plight, and Tommy’s years in education set him in motion 
assigning us to rooms. The kids were put to bed, wrapped in 
my mother’s quilts that I had given Tommy when we had sold 
her house. It was comforting to feel her presence. After settling 
the kids, I went back downstairs and Tommy greeted me with 
a cup of tea. Tears rolling down my cheeks, Tommy looked at 
me and said, “You know your mother using her favorite word 
would describe this is as a desperate situation, but I know it 
will be okay. My nephews will come over tomorrow and we will 
sort out what is wrong with the car and get it to a garage to be 
fixed”. While sipping the tea we caught up on life and wouldn’t 
you know it all did get straightened out with the love, help, 
hospitality and the generosity of family. 

Fifteen years ago Tommy’s home on Newberry Avenue be-
came my calm port in a storm. However, it wasn’t the last time 
that a Conlin would stay at the Murphy home. Seven years later, 
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Thomas, after graduating New York Maritime College, stayed 
with Tommy for a week while he studied and took his United 
States Coast Guard License exams at the USCG office in the 
Seaport at the tip of Manhattan. More recently Paige, anoth-
er New York Maritime College graduate spent a few months 
in 2015 with Mary Anne while relocating to a marine insur-
ance position on Maiden Lane in lower Manhattan. Paige and 
Thomas both traveled on the ferry back and forth to Manhattan 
as their grandparents, Virginia and Ed Slater had done close to 
seventy years ago. I am sure my mother would be happy to know 
her grandchildren have experienced the loving warmth and hos-
pitality of her sister Gladys’ children, the Murphys that grew up 
at 92 Newberry. I am grateful they have had the opportunity to 
forge deeper relationships with their cousins on Staten Island. 

Throughout the years, since 1977, I have annually celebrated 
Saint Patrick’s Day at this Murphy homestead. For many of us, 
this celebration marks a time when we choose to come together 
and honor the memory of our loved ones that have come and gone 
before us who created this wonderful loving extended family.
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A Warm Welcome 

Emma Macfarlane (soon to be Elliott)

My first time attending the Saint Patrick’s Day gathering 
was just last year, 2018. I came with Sheila Fowler nee Dixon as 
part of the family, as her son, Tom Elliott has chosen to spend 
his life with me. From the beginning of our relationship she wel-
comed me with open arms. I got to see where she learned to do 
that when they brought me to number 92 on Newberry Avenue.

Entering the house on Newberry Avenue was nerve wrack-
ing at first. There were so many people that are all related in 
some way. That feeling did not last, everyone opened their arms 
to me. It seems to be a family tradition to be so welcoming. Each 
family member’s home I’ve visited has been just the same. While, 
each one looks different and each person has their own style and 
values, it all seems to start with inviting newcomers into the fam-
ily. The welcome is also made clear with the requests to return. 
It is easy to make someone feel welcome for a day, this family 
has made me feel welcome whenever. In doing so, so many have 
made sure Tom and I know that we have their support and love. 
This gathering and this house are clearly maintaining the family 
bonds and encouraging new ones.

When the Saint Patrick’s Day party was described to me in 
the weeks before, I had trouble believing it was really a family 
oriented event. It seemed that there was always too big a group 
described to really allow for a family oriented gathering. How 
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wrong was I? At first I could see the beauty of the house. The 
wide open rooms all flowing together, perfect for entertaining. 
Then it became clear that it wasn’t really about the house itself. 
As soon as we stepped inside, we were greeted by several cousins 
or second cousins. It’s hard to remember how everyone is related 
with how much family had flooded the house. It soon becomes 
clear though it doesn’t matter how people here are related. Blood, 
marriage, or friendship; everyone is family. The whole day there 
was a sea of smiling faces, music, laughter, conversation, stories, 
and speeches. I found throughout the day that while the house 
is beautiful in its own right, the most breathtaking part is that it 
was made for the family to grow and be together. It is magical to 
be able to keep so many tied together with bonds of family.

Thank you all for creating such an amazing family and main-
taining the values that keep you all together. I am honored to 
have been invited in and will strive to teach our son Oliver the 
same ideals that you all remind me of. He is very lucky to have 
been born into a family that is so unflinchingly welcoming. We 
plan for him to join us all at the yearly gathering as often as pos-
sible so he can be reminded of the wonder of family, both blood 
and chosen.

Newberry Avenue will always be a place of magic in my eyes.
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Ester Montalbano 

In thinking about my memories of 92 Newberry Avenue, 
the Adam’s Curse Book Club and the wonderful Murphy family, 
so much came to mind that I had to sit with my thoughts for a 
few days. I realized that a huge part of who I am as a person, my 
adulthood, my world view, was developed in the context of this 
house and the people whose energies permeate it.

The first time I walked through the front door of 92 Newber-
ry, about 45 years ago I was in my 20’s, relatively new to Staten Is-
land. I had come to know Tom and Ed through my future husband 
Vinny Montalbano who brought me into the whirlwind that was 
the SIDA (Staten Island Democratic Association), their political 
club, and Staten Island Democratic politics. All of my thinking 
today as a progressive Democrat was developed in that context. I 
was excited and inspired by the Murphys and their friends - their 
brilliance, passion and commitment to changing the status quo 
and bringing our country to a better place.

Later, when I was pregnant with my first son Peter, Tom and 
Mary Ann invited me to join a newly formed Book Club, later 
named “Adam’s Curse”. Mary Ellen Hunold, whom I knew and 
adored, was already a member. There I met Dominic LoFaro, 
one of the most brilliant people I had ever met. From Mary El-
len, I learned to look deeper into things and question my initial 
knee jerk reactions. From Dominic, I learned to appreciate, in a 
different way, the miracle of the written language. This book club 
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has continued with different people joining and leaving, but ba-
sically unchanged, for 36+ years. For most of that time we have 
been meeting at the Murphy home, sitting around a large wel-
coming table, exchanging thoughts and ideas, contentiously at 
times but always I think with respect. Many of us have shared, in 
different ways, how much the Book Club has meant in our lives. 
For me, especially now, it has represented an oasis of sanity in 
what seems at times, a world that has gone mad. Today, 92 New-
berry Ave continues to represent for me, a very special place, - a 
safe haven. It has been a place to stop and think, to consider the 
writings and the thoughts of people who have taken the time to 
write them down, to hear the voices of the past, to keep them 
with us - some whom we knew and loved - some whom we came 
to know only through their words. Whenever I go there, the 
door is always open and I always feel at home.
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Going to the Murphy Home for a 
Saint Patrick’s Day Feast

ESTHER COHEN

Ed invited Mark and me to come
few years ago to come to Staten Island
to see the Murphy home meet everyone
everybody being a large large number

of family of friends a big wooden house on the street
where they grew up a house with a garden

rooms and rooms a house with so much food
we were all welcome so much drink

a house with history and space full of life well lived
a life that continued when we were there

with stories with music a life that continues today
and Mark and I were happy there

happy as everyone who visited to be part
of the Murphy family on St. Patrick’s Day

we stayed a while listened and talked
of course we ate of course we drank and as we were

leaving reluctantly Tom walked us

to the door: you’ll have to come next year.
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Gill Family

One cold, sunny, Saturday afternoon in March, we entered a 
home on Newberry Avenue, in Staten Island, carrying our flute 
and fiddle.

The purpose of our visit was to play Irish music for a house 
party and we were accompanied, in this endeavor, by our son 
Peter, Tim O’Sullivan and Paul Lederer. Little did we know, at 
that time, that we would get more out of the experience than we 
brought to it. Consequently, we continued to return with our 
instruments for more than10 years.

We were greeted most cordially by Tom and his sister, Mary 
Anne, in later years to be joined by his sister, Kathy who re-
turned to Newberry Avenue after 48 years in Denver, Colorado. 
As the afternoon wore on more and more of the family arrived 
filling the house with relatives of all ages. An abundance of food 
and drink was offered to all, including the musicians. Hospital-
ity reigned, but the best was yet to come. Through stories of the 
past we entered into the family’s history both in the USA and in 
Ireland. By letters read and by individuals sharing, the personal 
achievements of the family members throughout the year, along 
with their goals for the coming year, were cited. 

The children were not forgotten. Ed and Lin usually pre-
pared a short skit for them to participate in. On one afternoon, 
Ed and Lin renewed their marital vows. The original wedding 
album was available for all to see. As Ed told us that he took a 
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rock from his father’s garden on Newberry Avenue to give to 
Lin on their wedding day, I realized this family home represents 
a solid, safe haven. When we view the suction cup bird feeders 
affixed to the windows it tells us that life is welcome to grow and 
flourish in this place and this family encourages it.

So thank you for inviting us to play music for you because in 
doing so we entered into the very heart of the Murphy family, a 
very special and pleasant place to be. 

Pat & Jimmy Gill
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Memories of  the Murphy  
St. Patrick Day Party

Heather Mortimer McCready

1. Dad’s navy blue tie with green shamrocks, he pulled 
out and packed away for the yearly big event.

2. He told stories of festive food, drink, dancing and 
laughing with Aunt Marguerite and her ukulele. I 
longed to imagine what he described.

3. Although this is my first time to experience this great 
event I’m sure I will have wonderful stories too.  
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Lessons Learned in the Beachwood 
Room at 92 Newberry Ave

Jack Murphy

Some of my earliest memories are of sitting in the Beach-
wood Room at 92 Newberry Ave, at the feet of my elder uncles. 
There I learned lessons on life that guide me to this day. During 
those sessions, taught by example rather than direct instruction, 
I learned to love the simple joys of life: a comfortable seat in 
which to rest, a friend to sit with, a smile, a fire, a drink, a laugh, 
a story, a tune.

In the Beachwood Room I discovered that a prestigious job, 
a fancy house, or a pile of money don’t warm the soul. That joy, 
comfort, and belonging are found in a night spent with good 
people in an old room. Looking up from the floor, I could see 
smiles grow on my uncles’ faces as they spent time with friends 
and family, singing old songs, telling old stories, watching the 
fire burn, having a smoke or a drink, eating food prepared by the 
hands of loved ones, and letting the world outside those walls 
fade away, if only just for the night.

I learned that tunes played by well-worn fingers on the 
tired strings of an old violin, or songs sung by voices now deep 
and hoarse from decades of use, or stories told a hundred 
times before, can all sound as sweet as the first time they fell 
on young ears.
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I learned that such a place can be built through dedication 
and patience, perhaps with the helping hands of a neighbor or 
a friend, piece by piece, week by week, as the Atlantic delivers 
driftwood to the shores of Staten Island, just as it delivered our 
Irish relatives decades before.

As a child then, I never learned what weighed heavy on 
the minds of these men. I did not know what demons haunted 
them, what dreams they had, or worries they carried. I did how-
ever know that in that space, in that house, on Newberry Avenue 
they found peace.

As a man now, I know the troubles that can weigh heavy 
on the mind. But I will never forget the lessons learned at the 
feet of my uncles in the Beachwood Room at 92 Newberry Ave: 
whether times are troubled or fair, respite can be found in a stur-
dy chair, next to a good person, in a warm house, and for a little 
while at least, all is well.
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Thoughts on the Centennial 
St. Patrick’s Day Party

James Friedland 

I wasn’t fortunate enough to be born Irish but did the next best 
thing by marrying my wife, Jean Mortimer of the Murphy- Mor-
timer clan. My wonderful new family included brothers, Tom and 
Ed, Ed’s wife Lin, and sisters, Mary Anne and Kathleen. I never 
had the privilege to meet brothers Jack and Danny. On occasion, 
some of the younger cousins would stop by the family home and 
I would enjoy the opportunity to meet with them. I was warmly 
and graciously accepted as family by all.

It was obvious from the first meeting that the Murphy’s were a 
special family with great affection for each other and pride in their 
traditions and heritage. Years earlier Tom, an educator, had expend-
ed considerable effort in constructing a family tree by visiting ceme-
teries in the United States and Ireland, reading headstones and por-
ing over church records and immigration records at Ellis Island. His 
efforts were rewarded by the discovery of family connections with 
the Dunne’s and Foley’s in Ireland. He went on to do much valuable 
work on behalf of the Teacher’s Union and continues to teach and 
is a sought-after speaker. As a young boy he archived a collection of 
hilariously entertaining stories about his father.

Cousin Tom came to Florida for our wedding and gave a 
heartfelt toast. He also took a side trip from Phoenix to visit us in 
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our new home when we moved from Florida to Flagstaff, Arizona 
and the family traveled to Westchester County to see our daugh-
ter Heather in an Irish play by Brian Friel, “Dancing at Lughnasa”. 
Tom arranged for Jean and me to spend time with the Dunne and 
Foley branches of the family on our wonderful trip to Ireland. 

Ed is a veteran, Vietnam War hero and patriot. He has been 
active in the labor movement and is the founder and Executive 
Director of the Workforce Development Institute and editor of 
“Working Stories”. He does motivational speaking and is also the 
jokester of the family. Mary Anne is a devoted mother who fol-
lowed in her brother, Tom’s, footsteps and became a teacher. Her 
warmth and compassion are felt by all who meet her. Kathleen is 
known for her warm loving spirit, devotion to family, and special 
psychic abilities. Lin organizes and leads tours for women to spiri-
tual places around the world. She is a life coach, yoga teacher and 
offers workshops on one’s life purpose.

For the annual St. Patrick’s Day celebration, reigning patriarch 
Tom does all the cooking. Besides sampling all the culinary delights 
featuring homemade corned beef, guests engage in light-hearted 
conversation and story-telling, good-hearted revelry, and song. 
Guests are invited to participate in pageants related to the occasion. 
My first St. Patrick’s Day Party I was drafted to play a “middle-aged 
man” at a time when I hadn’t quite accepted myself as “middle-aged”. 
This was much less intimidating and embarrassing than the warn-
ing I had received earlier from Ed, that new-comer males would 
have their butts painted green in honor of the occasion.

On this special St. Patrick’s Celebration, may it be a fun-
filled evening for all. May there be many joyous stories to tell and 
Irish songs to sing. Let us all raise a glass for the 100 years and 
for those to come. 

Erin Go Bragh! 

With love, James
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March 16, 2019  
Spirit of  an Irish Rainbow

By Jean Marie Mortimer

The precious Spirit of an Irish Rainbow
And the ruby red slippers of

Dorothy’s feet and toes,
Clamor in the mist

Portraying the vision of a destiny once told.
With sensual and scarlet sensations,
This lullaby cannot be made whole

Unless effortless and childlike embrace,
Hugging the soul,

Unveil the players of time and of place.
In the green glistening meadow, 

Far from the town’s Ring of Pubs,
Sits a maiden of rare beauty,

Goodness of heart,
The sheen of auburn hair, a bow in its part.

Immersed in her surroundings,
Bright blue eyes with skin so fair,

The spirit of rainbow blesses the sky.
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Each color wide with song,
The sun rises and shines, no touch of a glare. 

‘Tis the day for the naming,
The naming of The Rose of Tralee.

And this lovely maiden from Dublin Town,
Awaiting the festivities,

Reveals her Irish presence with Gaelic cheeks so round.
As her winning name is called,

She clicks those mythical and miraculous shoes.
How they glisten, how they vibrate, how they have listened;

Blessed by that rainbow essence too.
Violet will be the color worn by the triumphant rose of this day.

Tales of the Irish, songs of the gods,
Bagpipes, merriment and laughter in their hearts.

Sunrise did come and a deep golden sunset did pass.
The fires now blaze in celebration. 
The winds of fate spark by so fast.

As for our Rose, red, ruby slippers still on,
She sings in prayer “rainbow bring me home”.

Come one, come all, such merriment this fine day 
Arising to mystical light,

Celebrating our Family Journey, a 100th year parade.
Hats off to the maidens, hats on for the lads,

Here, Here! To the enchantment and beauty of our ancient land.
In honor we play, we worship, and in love we embrace all.

In nature, with family
We celebrate our lives and treasure its call.
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Jerry Colliton

I’m not sure if it’s the memories, family/friends, sights, 
sounds, smells or a combination of them all but there is an over-
whelming nostalgic spirt that overcomes me every time I walk 
thru the front door of 92 Newberry Avenue. 

My earliest memories are special because they allow me to 
remember time spent with my Grandmother (May Murphy 
Colliton) and her Brothers, Sisters and in-laws (Uncles John, 
Eddie, Billy, Leo and Aunts Alice O’Toole, Anna, Alice Murphy 
and Helen) as well as my Uncle Joe and all the cousins (thank 
God for big families).

As life would have it, time after time we suffered the loss 
of loved ones which we thought we would never lose and as I 
got older I began to experience how comforting it was just to be 
there submerged in the stories and history of my family and see-
ing my Mom and Dad relive every moment. 

As the mantle passed and continues to pass to the 2nd and 
3rd generation Murphy clans we now have the honor and re-
sponsibility to share our stories and keep our history alive for 
those family and friends who are celebrating Saint Patrick’s Day 
with Grandparents, Moms, Dads, Aunts, Uncles and cousins 
down home at the Murphy’s. 

It’s that spirit and bond that keeps me, my family and friends 
coming back year after year and I know this same spirit will in-
spire future generations to do so as well. 
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May God continue to bless and keep this Family of ours.
May you always have walls for the winds,

a roof for the rain, tea beside the fire,
laughter to cheer you, those you love near you,

and all your heart might desire.
May joy and peace surround you,

Contentment latch your door,
And happiness be with you now,

And bless you evermore.
Bless you and yours

As well as the cottage you live in.
May the roof overhead be well thatched

And those inside be well matched.
May your neighbors respect you,

Trouble neglect you,
The angels protect you,
And heaven accept you.
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Way Station West

James P. Walsh, Cousin

The best connection between 92 Newberry Avenue on Stat-
en Island and your West Coast cousins is the lovely young wom-
en on the left (page 230). The Lackabawn, Co. Cork, census of 
1911 listed these two Murphy sisters as Hannah (left) and Ellie 
(right). Their youthful good looks and their hand-sewn ward-
robes suggest that they posed for this portrait in Cork in 1922, 
just before they set sail, separately, to America.

Nellie (Ellie changed names in California.) sailed first with 
a through ticket that allowed her to skip Ellis Island and entrain 
immediately for San Francisco where her highly critical aunt 
(her mother’s sister) awaited her.

Annie (Hannah changed her name, too.) followed, her des-
tination being her Uncle Tom Murphy’s Staten Island home. 
Tom Murphy was brother to Annie’s father Michael who held 
the land back in Ireland, the Lackabawn farm.

Humanizing Annie’s story among your Staten Island family 
entails some interpolation among the available, but rather ster-
ile, standard immigration documents. Independent family re-
cords and oral history are richer, less rigid sources that enhance 
our story.

In early 1922 their older brother Timothy Murphy drove 
his sister Nellie (by horse and wagon) to Queenstown, to the 
steamship Cedric that regularly transported immigrants to New 
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York. Likely, Tim repeated his task in the fall for Annie. In An-
nie’s case, she was not well prepared for the New World. She car-
ried her Uncle Tom’s out-of-date address, New Brighton. Once 
Annie passed through the hands of immigration authorities and 
landed on Staten Island, she had to locate her host at the new 
Murphy address. Likely, some former neighbor or local trades-
man would have redirected the green horn. Annie’s predicament 
was undoubtedly stressful, but hardly uncommon.

The fact that Annie was sent off by one brother (her father 
Michael) to another (her Uncle Tom) with an outdated address 
tells us: (1) The Murphy brothers had not remained in close 
communications over the years. (2) Annie’s ticket was provided 
by someone other than the target uncle. (3) Yet, trust prevailed 
within the international family. Particularly on Michael’s side.

Documents don’t tell us how long Annie resided at 92 or 
for how long she may have worked in New York. The Cedric’s 
manifest of foreign passengers documents her New York arrival, 
26 November, 1922. Her next documented presence doesn’t ap-
pear until six years later. Annie’s photograph of 1928 appeared 
in the photo album of her then California-settled sister Nellie. 
The two vacationed that summer with young Irish friends on 
the Russian River, just north of San Francisco where both Annie 
and Nellie lived and worked at domestic and service jobs. 

Clearly, Annie was a seeker. She tried out New York. She 
tried out San Francisco. And she found both to be unsatisfacto-
ry. These metropolitan centers did not open up to her the life she 
sought. Northern California holidays, new clothes of the 1920s, 
Irish friends, and her loving sister Nellie’s companionship were 
an attractive enough package. But the package came apart in 
1930 when sister Nellie married a Galway man, Patrick Walsh. 

At this point let’s apply some of that interpolation. Annie was 
fresh off the farm in 1922 when she arrived at 92. By the time she 
joined her sister in California, 1928, she had witnessed and likely 
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absorbed the family culture of her way station hosts. To answer 
the question, “What did the Murphys at 92 teach her?”, let’s exam-
ine how Annie behaved immediately after the lesson.

The 1930 US Census was the first to enumerate these two 
Murphy sisters in America. Both in San Francisco, Nellie was 
honeymooning with husband Pat Walsh. Annie resided where 
she labored, top floor of the luxury St. Francis Hotel overlook-
ing Union Square. That floor housed hotel staff that included 
clusters of relatives and unrelated single persons. In these cir-
cumstances Annie encountered no particular staff members of 
her age and ethnicity. On her service employee income Annie 
appeared elegantly as her sister’s Maid of Honor and presented 
the couple with silver service for 12 and a tasteful art deco mir-
ror as wedding gifts. All continue in family use.

Seeking her own destiny, Annie returned to Lackabawn 
amid the Eucharistic Congress of 1932. There she met and mar-
ried Patrick McCarthy. Annie and Paddy settled into a happy 
and fulfilled life in London where she continued to share hospi-
tality that was endemic to Lackabawn, but taught and ingrained 
at her Uncle Tom’s family home at 92 Newberry Avenue.

Even as a way station your home advanced the well-being of 
our extended family.
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House Murphy

JOE SICILIAN

It is not a big house outside but huge inside. My first impres-
sion of its side yard was it so much resembled the fairy circles of 
Irish farms of which I had long ago marveled. Here is proof that 
first impressions are most often correct.

Time-the twenty plus years of my being Tom’s guest-has 
changed its physical structures, expanding it with a great room 
seemingly designed for conversation, song, perhaps an occasional 
small drink. Its windows flood light and dark to its stone floors, 
eyes seeing seasons change, garage and fence down, a yard grow 
into a second sister house. Its kitchen slays a long-held wheeze 
that the Irish can’t cook because its master fears no recipe nor 
ingredient, no dish too exotic to try on his many guests (Besides, 
who would miss a few of them if the dish meticulously prepared 
were to go wrong?)





89

John Christoffersen 

Ninety two Newberry Avenue will always be much more 
than an address to me. This is home away from home, a place of 
comfort and mystery.

As children, the three mile ride over in my father’s latest blue 
Chevy seemed so far. Mom would ask us to predict whether the 
firehouse doors would be open or closed as we descended from 
Todt Hill onto Richmond Road. Sometimes the firemen would 
wave as we stared at their shiny red fire truck. We wore white 
dress shirts for Easter and green for St. Patrick’s Day to avoid 
threats from Uncle Tom to have our rear ends painted green. 

Grandpop’s house as we called it in those days was filled with 
special things. He had a carrot juice maker that Uncle Dan told 
me and my brother Brian would keep our hair red. I don’t think 
Brian drank carrot juice. Grandpop would also make grape juice 
that tasted delicious. He even had an air conditioner that blasted 
cool air on us during those hot humid summer days. Grandpop 
was always inventing something, like the rock to keep the back 
door closed or some giant pipe from the stove to the fireplace. I 
don’t think Martha Stewart would approve, but she didn’t live 
through the Depression.

Best of all, there was the cuckoo clock! I loved to watch it in 
anticipation of the bird popping out as the hour neared. 

Grandpop would hum as he cooked the turkey at a very low 
temperature. It always came out so moist and delicious. 
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The house had pictures of those who came before us, in-
cluding my great grandparents. There was a picture of a white 
cottage where my great grandfather lived in Cork until he was 
suddenly told one day, “wash your face, you’re going to America.” 
That picture was Ireland to me. It had such an early profound 
effect on me that it would one day lead me to visit Ireland and 
even live there for college. Of course, the stories and songs that 
emanated from 92 Newberry were equally important in shaping 
my sense of Irish identity which led me to take up Irish set danc-
ing and meet my wonderful wife Mary!

Outside, there were pears we could eat from the pear tree. 
Grandpop had a tire swing that we loved to play on in the woods 
off to the side of the house. There were also some geese. One 
time a goose chased me around the house. Fifty years later, my 
feelings about geese rival Uncle Tom’s views on squirrels.

As an adult, my wife Mary became a regular to Newberry. 
We brought friends as well to demonstrate our Irish set dancing. 
These parties brought the extended family together.

This home has a warmth that is hard to capture in words. 
You feel it as soon as you walk in the door. Uncle Tom has always 
made it a welcoming place as he recounts each year’s develop-
ments. Maybe it’s the music, too. I can still picture Uncle Bill 
playing the violin in his bright green wool hat and Tony Collucci 
on the piano.

As I grew older and moved off Staten Island, 92 Newbury 
was an anchor to return to along with my childhood home. We 
all should be so lucky to have such an anchor.

Mary particularly enjoys the recounting, but misses the sing-
ing of  “Ace in the Hole.”



91

John Soldini 

Upon reflection I was amazed at the scope and span of the 
variety of events I have participated in at your “Old Homestead” 
for over the last half a century. My acquaintance with the Mur-
phy family even preceded those 50 years as I knew Jack from high 
school and knew of Tom even before I met him. One of Tom’s 
history students at IS 51, R was the daughter of the acting prin-
cipal of PS 5, R who hired me to replace him in the classroom. 
His daughter, Nancy, kept regaling me about this wonderful 
young social studies teacher she had, named Thomas Murphy. 
So when the Social Studies Chairman, Charles McNulty asked 
us in 1967 if anyone knew anything about the new applicant for 
a position at Tottenville High School, I was able to give Tom a 
positive recommendation. After Tom began teaching in THS, I 
quickly developed a friendship with not only Tom but also the 
Murphy Family. 

That relationship resulted in Dina and I being a frequent 
visitor at the “Old Homestead”. The scope of events I attended 
there ranged across the gamut from purely festive occasions such 
as celebrating family affairs and holiday, to the pursuit of intel-
lectual discourse and stimulation as found in the monthly book 
club discussions, to the serious business of initiating and imple-
menting union and political campaigns, to the more somber but 
uplifting ones I which we celebrated the memory of those that 
have left us.
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Among those events, “the following were the ones that have 
made the greatest impression on me:

1. The St. Patrick Day Parties where Tom brought us 
up to date on the adventures and misadventures of the 
Murphy clan, followed by Uncle Bill playing the fiddle, 
Buddy singing, “Ace in the Hole”, Mr. Murphy reciting 
“Take Me Home Again Kathleen”, Jim Callaghan with 
his yearly rendition of “The Wild Colonial Boy”, and 
Tony Collucci playing the piano while everyone accom-
panied him with a singalong. Especially memorable was 
the time when my mother along with Pat Talaszek’s 
mother sang along to a number of Irish and good old 
fashion American popular classics. They were just good 
times shared by all.

2. My talking with Jack on his sick bed the day before 
he died and joining him in drinking a last glass of non-
alcoholic beer.

3. The viewing of the film of our magnificent trip to 
Ireland where I had the pleasure of sharing rooms with 
Mr. Murphy. Those films enabled me to recall what a 
truly remarkable trip we had undertaken. Among the 
many highlights, the most significant was our visit to the 
location of our mutual Irish roots – me in Greencastle, 
Count Tyrone and you in Cork.

But most of all the dearest remembrance is the hospitality 
and acceptance that Dina and I received at your home. That 
more than the fine music and food, parties and politics leaves 
the greatest impression. Thank you all for making our lives that 
much more pleasant and meaningful.
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Notes from Tom Murphy: I hosted a fundraiser in my back 
yard for John when he was elected as a delegate to the 1968 
Democratic Convention.

It was John who brought me into the Staten Island Demo-
cratic Association as I looked for an avenue for my growing op-
position to the Vietnam War and for pro Civil Rights activities.

At another family event in the back yard. I introduced Aunt 
Anna Deignan to john. She took one look at him and said, 
“You’re Irish!” We later in 1970 visited the area in Ireland where 
John’s mother’s family were from. When John’s father died and 
many of us were at the wake, Mrs Soldini said to us, “The Mur-
phys are well represented.” An Irish compliment indeed.

John and Dina are an integral part of our Book Club as well.
My father and I would occasionally visit Dina’s and John’s 

home on Christmas Day for a brief visit on the way to Mary 
Anne’s and the easy conversations with John’s parents and uncle 
who Pop knew made it a wonderful interaction.

John and his father, Pop and I would often go on fishing day 
trips and to the track for outings together.

John and Pop formed a special bond as roommates during our 
1970 journey through England, Wales, Scotland, Northern Ire-
land and Ireland. John got us special treatment in an Italian Res-
taurant in Scotland when the owner found out that he and Dina 
came from the same region in Italy. When John asked an old priest 
who was assisting him with genealogy how or why he came to be 
in that parish in Greencastle where John’s family was from, the old 
guy pointed to the grand vista and said, “That’s why.”

John has been my Irish/Italian rabbi at the UFT always en-
couraging me, never taking ‘no’ as an answer to UFT involve-
ment and fostering my career as a true friend, union partner and 
boon companion.
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Holy Spirit

Kathleen Dixon

I see you in the forest

Blackberry bushes and chestnut trees

Soft green moss and violets

Looking for stars-of-Bethlehem 

And I see you in the city

In skyscrapers made of glass and steel

The clouds move through buildings

Reflections on glass

Silently touching the people they pass

I see you on the beach far away

Expressing yourself in a seashell

The wind is blowing 

There are whitecaps today 

You’re in the kitchen

When we drink tea with honey

Caring together

Sharing the while 
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And I hear you whispering in the trees

Sunshine, rocks, memories

You tell us we’re different and yet the same 

Oneness of being in God’s Name

Understanding, Power, Wisdom, Knowledge

Love, Life, and Joy

Your gifts are ours 

Our thoughts and emotions

What we see and we hear

All parts of our lives are the words in a prayer 
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Turning left down Newberry Avenue has never changed. 
We were so close to Grandpops. The outside brick stairs leading 
to the foyer through the door the dark hall, hard wood floors, 
beautiful balustrade’s with banister, Golf on the television. It was 
a color television, I remember seeing all green of the courses. 
Not knowing the significance the game had to my Grandfather 
my attention always went to the much brighter kitchen, smelling 
something good, the windows with views of bird feeders with 
pretty birds.

I always loved the claw foot tub in the bathroom, its door 
just near the kitchen sink. I remember being awed by the por-
table dishwasher, state of the art for the sixties. There was an 
oversized broom closet/mud room leading outside, before a sun 
room was added. I remember spending a lot of time in there 
at night when the grownups were sitting around socializing, my 
brothers, cousins and I would make the most of any area we 
could just gather to talk or play hide and seek.

I’m more fond of my memories of my Grandfather’s garden 
now then I was of the garden itself. My fear of what seemed to 
be the largest wasps in existence lived there. I don’t remember 
really talking to Grandpop as much as observing his routines. 
His odd sleeping habits that produced the best ever home fries 
in a double boiler ready for all as they awoke. The very deep sighs 
that I never knew what they meant until I inherited them. His 



98

92 Newberry Ave

wonderful affinity to lavish his grandchildren with cash, and ugh 
his sloppy kisses I really remember wiping my face afterward. 
Now I would liken them to the pinching of my cheeks. As I grew 
I remember walking up to the bakery after a Sunday visit after 
church. The best bulkie rolls ever! 

My memories shift to being even older and not visiting so 
much, seeing my relatives mostly upstate New York at my dad’s 
Murphy’s House. Already reminiscing memories from New-
berry Ave at the great couple of family reunions that we had up 
there. Now old enough to listen to the adults and take in some 
Irish lore.

Turning left down Newberry Avenue has never changed, 
I have, I’ve gotten even older, so have my family and the rea-
sons for coming. We had started losing members, hence my 
introduction began to the Irish wake. Really very enlightening, 
teaching me of the cycles of life, music and stories, I started to 
realize that my foundation had been formed by being part of 
the Murphy Clan.

Now my uncle Tommy keeps the house warm in the win-
ter, surrounded by gardens and faeries, and birds in the spring, 
summer and fall. His gatherings of are second to none. I look 
forward to turning left down Newberry Avenue for as many 
St. Patrick Day gatherings as my life will allow. Celebrating one 
hundred years of 92 Newberry! I’m so proud to be a small part 
of the comings and goings, the laughter and tears, births and 
passing’s over the years.

Turning right away from Newberry Avenue has never changed 
either. I feel rejuvenated and warm from the Clans fire, and a little 
sad, not knowing if the hopes to return will get fulfilled.

With Love,
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Gray shingles, green wallpaper, dark wood frame the small 
rooms of this house where my new boyfriend grew up. It’s the 
first time I am stepping over the threshold of 92 Newberry Av-
enue. Ed and I just met at Richmond College. We are both ac-
tivists engaged in organizing to end the Vietnam War through 
the Staten Island Peace Coalition. I am not sure how I will be 
received by his family. Ed’s father, brother Tom and sister Mary 
Anne are here. We all sit in the living room on a maroon couch 
and comfortable stuffed chairs. I am received with the greatest 
warmth and acceptance I’ve ever known. I am not being evalu-
ated like one might expect in such a meeting. Only being greeted 
with openness, curiosity and yes, even joy.

 Down to earth people, Mary Anne jokes that she hoped I 
will not be deterred from dating Ed after meeting his “kookie” 
family. I guess she isn’t sure how I will receive her either. Ed’s 
mother died when he was six and this has impacted the family 
and this house. There is a feeling of grief hanging in the air. An-
other family, where a significant loss like this might shut down 
their hearts, the Murphy’s hearts seemed to be cracked open. 
Love and kindness poured out naturally to me and all who come 
into their orbit.

Ed and I are still together some 46 years later. 92 Newberry 
Avenue has become a second home. We come here to celebrate 
all of life’s events; birthdays, holidays, anniversaries, birth an-
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nouncements, and the lives of loved ones who died. The annual 
family reunion around St. Patrick’s Day brings everyone togeth-
er from near and far. In the early days, I was overwhelmed by the 
cousins by the dozens who would pour through the front vesti-
bule wearing green from head to toe, carrying bottles of assorted 
spirits, scones and soda bread. After a plate of corned beef and 
cabbage, a beer and a few songs, I relaxed and got to know my 
new in-laws, cousins, and assorted relatives.

One of my favorite times would be late into the night when 
most of the guests had left and we had what we called “the after 
party” with a few last stragglers. Pop would come downstairs 
after a nap. We would sit by the fire, have a beer or a cup of tea 
and talk and laugh about everything and nothing.

Our family grew. Zoe and Jack would sit wide-eyed with 
their cousins on the staircase while the adults gathered around 
the piano singing the old songs. The children would learn about 
Irish history, rebellion and their heritage through those songs 
and stories.

After Pop died, and is still sorely missed, Tom carried on 
the tradition of hosting and welcoming friends and family to 92 
Newberry. The St. Patrick party has become a yearly institution 
not to be missed with bagpipes, traditional Irish musicians, sto-
rytelling, song and plenty of good food and drink.

Though Tom and Alan h ave expanded the back room and 
modernized the house, it still holds the stories, songs and love 
of generations. Tom welcomes all who are lucky enough to enter 
with Irish hospitality and a good meal. I am blessed to be a part 
of it all.
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We had a great visit, that Irish music evening get together 
with Chris, Tim and all your friends, the highlight. 
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Louise (Mortimer) Dittmer 

I am so honored to be present at this moment for The Mur-
phy 100 year anniversary St Patrick’s Day Celebration.

My Father Raymond Edward Mortimer and Mother Pa-
tricia D. Mortimer loved family gatherings for all the Holidays. 
St Patrick’s Day at The Murphy Home was their Favorite, full 
of Fun Irish Singing, Dancing and Storytelling. The true gift of 
Gab, as an Irishman would always have. My dad and my mother 
were always filled with excitement and nostalgia when entering 
the Murphy Home. As children we would hear the laughter, sto-
ries and memories they would leave behind.

When Irish eyes are smiling and An Irish Lullaby were 
songs my father always sang to my sister’s and I growing up. 
Yes all daughters for this Irishman!!! Although, our mother 
did tell us, if anyone of us were to be a son, our name would be 
Daniel. Well Raymond and Patricia and their four Irish lasses 
lived in Florida and always celebrate St Patrick’s Day tradi-
tions every year. The Best times were celebrated in cousin Tom 
Murphys home on Newberry Ave, Staten Island. Tom and the 
entire Murphy Clan welcomed us all with Family Love, Open 
Arms and true Irish hospitality.

I would also like to thank my cousin Tom for connecting me 
with our cousins in Ireland. A true gesture of love and kindness 
from his heart, paved a path of our journey to Ireland last year 
to meet our Irish cousins and share love, laughter, traditions and 
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family history. We watched a Gaelic football championship game 
between Dublin and County Mayo. That’s when our cousin Fen-
ton told us the Mortimer family name came from County Mayo.

While half of us were rooting for Mayo, and the other half 
was rooting for Dublin, we learned all about a traditional Irish 
sport and Irish Competition!! It was so much fun and Wow!!! 
What a great time. We also learned all about Hurling as well. 
The Irish countryside was so beautiful with the glistening green 
shades all around us. Our visit with Cousin Tadhg Foley was 
so special with a homemade dinner and history of his friend-
ship and stories with the now president of Ireland. We could 
not have taken this journey without our cousin Tom’s help in 
connecting us with our family in the Emerald Isle. Forever love 
and thank you Tom and the Entire Murphy Clan.

Thank you for having us celebrate this Wonderful Tradition 
with you. We know our Father, Mother and Son Tyler will be 
present, celebrating this St Patrick’s Day in the Murphy Home 
for this 100 year Murphy Family Tradition.

As I remember my dad singing “The Summer Wind” I feel 
his presence near me with my mom’s beautiful smiling ador-
ing him. They will be present with us always and forever. Love 
Douglas, Louise, Bryan, Tyler and Douglas Raymond Dittmer.
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Lyndsey Villani 

I remember going to “The Murphys” house every year around 
St. Patrick’s Day since I was a little girl, around 8 or 9 years old. 
Funny how I still remember very vividly the sights, sounds, smells 
and specific memories of that night. My whole family would go: 
my Nanny & Poppy, Aunts, Uncles and all the cousins. I loved go-
ing. It was a small little house (before they built on the addition in 
the back), and I remember it being jam-packed with people (most 
of whom I did not know) loud with music and conversation, and a 
ton of food! We used to go at night during those beginning years. 
I remember walking up the cold, dark street till we could see the 
Murphys house in the distance, lit up bright with music coming 
from inside. It was always very warm inside from all the people, 
but no one seemed to mind since it was still cold outside with the 
lingering March weather. As a kid, I would run around with all 
my cousins and kids I didn’t know, playing hide n seek and other 
shenanigans, only taking a break to cram as many of the delicious 
green and white cookies and other goodies into our flushed faces. 
They always had the best dessert table! And who could forget 
that mouth-watering smell of the corned beef wafting through-
out the kitchen. But my most favorite part of the night was when 
they would start to play the bagpipes. Still is to this day. There is 
something so chilling yet so warm about the sound of the bag-
pipes. We would all gather around the music, sing songs, listen to 
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people share stories and eat; drink and be merry. I looked forward 
to that party every single year as a kid, it always felt like something 
straight out of a fairytale. 

Then I became a teenager and stopped going to The Mur-
phys through much of my 20s, as I was always “too busy” with 
friends or other obligations. You know how it is at that age: 
friends become your priority and you all a sudden have a big so-
cial calendar! Going out with my family on a Saturday night??!! 
No way! But then I grew up, thankfully came to my senses, my 
family once again became my priority and I started to participate 
in the St. Patrick’s Day festivities at the Murphys. 

I believe I was about 30 the first time I started going back to 
the Murphys, and while everything was pretty much the same 
except changing the party from the nighttime to during the day, 
one very large presence was missing – my Poppy. Edward Col-
liton “aka, Buddy” had passed away on January 10th, 2009. The 
void of him not being there was very difficult, awkward almost. 
It felt like Christmas without a Santa Clause. But the fact that 
we were surrounded by both his immediate and extended fam-
ily filled that void and I felt proud we were all there to repre-
sent, and most importantly, honor my Poppy. As memories were 
shared of him, I felt grateful that everyone wanted to remember 
him. I felt so honored of my heritage and celebrating the history 
of who he was. It was the exact place we needed to be during 
those years, to remember an amazing man and human being. 
And then sadly, we lost our dear, sweet Nanny, Joan Colliton, on 
December 28th, 2016. Once again, we felt a void double in size. 
The two people who were responsible for starting the legacy of 
our wonderful family, were no longer there. Yet once again, being 
at the The Murphys turned something sad into a way to remem-
ber and celebrate the lives of our loved ones.

This coming St. Patrick’s Day of 2019 will hold a monumen-
tal significance to our family, as it is the 10-year anniversary of my 
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Poppy being gone from this world. I can’t believe it has been an 
entire decade since we lost the man in our family larger than life, 
but I know he and my Nanny are beaming down with pride on 
their family and how much larger and full of love it has become. 

I am now fortunate enough to bring my own children to the 
Murphys, and the circle of life continues to amaze me. I was a kid 
myself when I started going, and now my own kids get to experience 
the joys I once did and still do. My daughter now runs around with 
the other kids and stuffs her face with the green and white cookies. 
Listening to the bagpipes play with my little girl sitting on my lap 
now has more profound meaning than ever. Our family legacy will 
continue to live on, the legacy of my Nanny and Poppy will always 
be remembered. That is the best gift we can give to them, and to 
each other. They will never be forgotten, and I have the Murphys 
to thank to allow all of us to be able to get together each year to 
celebrate and remember them along with everyone else.

If you look in the dictionary under the word “family”, you will 
see the faces and names of The Murphys. They are the utmost 
definition of family and kindness. They open their home every 
year to anyone who wishes to attend. They cook and provide all 
sorts of entertainment. But most importantly, they provide a place 
to come together and remember, remember the lives of those lost 
and celebrate the lives of the future. I could never thank them 
enough for all they have provided over the years, grateful that 
Newberry Avenue continues to maintain that fairytale magic. 

“May the road rise to meet you, 
may the wind be ever at your back.  

May the sun shine warm upon your face,  
and the rains fall soft upon your fields.  

And until we meet again,  
may God hold you in the palm of his hand.”

~Irish Blessing
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Mary Buggy 
(Mortimer/Dunne) 

Drim, at the foothills of the Sliabh Bloom mountains in 
County Laois is where it all began. My mam, Maureen Mortimer 
was born there as indeed were your ancestors before they settled 
on Staten Island and from this beautiful area our story begins. 

My earliest memory of Tom and family coming over 
from Newberry Avenue to Mortimers in Mountrath was in 
1969/1970. A memorable photograph shown here (page 247) 
of this visit taken outside Mortimers Pub has since been includ-
ed in a Mountrath Parish Calendar. I was 6/7 years old when 
the photo was taken. A visit to Drim and surrounding areas 
would have taken place and there was great excitement having 
the ‘American cousins from Newberry Avenue’ visit. 

My brother Donal spent a very memorable and enjoyable 
summer in New York as a student when he stayed with Tom and 
his late father.

Throughout the years we have enjoyed the company of many 
of the extended family from Newberry Avenue. I remember John 
spending time in Cloncullen and working on the farm. Also Jean 
Marie and Heather stayed with us in 1999 in our rented house 
at the time which was quite close to Drim and I remember a 
very enjoyable night in Sheerans Pub in Coolrain. Mary Ann 
and family also visited us.
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Another great occasion was the visit by Dan and family to 
our house in Portlaoise. We had a very relaxing and enjoyable 
dinner with great stories provided mainly by Dan and my broth-
er Fint who both entertained us all. Dan wrote a beautiful letter 
to Fint and said that evening was one of the highlights of his 
visit to Ireland which was indeed a great compliment to us. 

I spent a fabulous weekend with Tom at Newberry Av-
enue in June, 1993 and his hospitality and generosity knew no 
bounds. He cooked a banquet of a dinner for me and had a num-
ber of family and friends there and I was made feel so welcome. 
Tom and Mary Ann took me to Ellis Island, Brooklyn Bridge 
and other places of interest, but my favourite memory was that 
evening in Newberry Avenue sitting around the table. 

Doug and Louise visited us in Portlaoise on a Sunday in 
September 2017 which was also the All Ireland Football final 
day. Dublin and Mayo were playing and Doug got an introduc-
tion to the game and also to our national sport, the game of hurl-
ing. Hurleys were produced and a few ‘pucks’ were had out in the 
garden with the Dunnes and Doug. 

I was back in New York in February, 2018 with my husband 
Pat and daughter Alyona. We met Louise and Doug the evening 
we arrived and had a lovely dinner in a converted church and 
walked around Times Square. We visited St Patrick’s Cathedral 
with them and reminisced about their journey to Ireland. 

 We visited Newberry Avenue and again Tom made us feel 
so welcome. We met many of the extended family and in partic-
ular Mary Anne who also very kindly acted as our chauffeur. We 
had a fabulous evening and a beautiful dinner. Alyona especially 
loved the trip to Staten Island on the ferry and our New York 
trip is a regular topic of conversation in our house. 

Tom, I wish you and your family many many years of health 
and happiness at Newberry Avenue and look forward to our 
next meeting.
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Son Ryan and Frank Mc Court

Mary Anne Carlin (Murphy-Weller) 

I don’t have any memories of 92 Newberry Avenue but I do 
have an interesting story loosely made possible by a Murphy!

When my son Ryan was in high school he had an English 
teacher named Mr. A. (Mr. A’s real last name escapes me, but 
it was a long Greek name and everyone called him Mr. A in-
stead of his real name.) Mr. A liked to spark the desire to write 
in his students, and he had a very clever way of doing so. Each 
morning he would set aside the first 15 minutes of class for the 
students to respond to a writing prompt. One clever topic was 
“Tell me about your best scar”. Another was “Tell me about your 
closest brush with someone famous.” It was this particular writ-
ing prompt that grew into our very wonderful story. Ryan had 
heard my mother (Betty Anne(Murphy) Weller) mention that 
her cousin Tom Murphy held annual St. Patrick’s Day parties, 
and that on at least one occasion famous author Frank McCourt 
attended. I believe that Tom and Frank were friends while both 
were teachers - years before Frank became the best-selling au-
thor of such books as Angela’s Ashes, Tis and more. So, Ryan 
wrote about this friendship with Frank McCourt in his essay 
that day. When Mr. A read Ryan’s essay, he flipped out! It so 
happens that Mr. A was a huge fan of Frank McCourt. Despite 
the then-distant relationship between Frank McCourt and 
Tom, and non-existent relationship between Frank McCourt 
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and Ryan’s grandmother, Mr. A felt it was still somehow possible 
for Ryan to obtain an autograph from Frank McCourt! Ryan 
did nothing to pursue Frank McCourt’s autograph during the 
first three years of high school. Mr.A never gave up though. He 
even gave Ryan his copy of one of the Frank McCourt books to 
be autographed. Through those years, Ryan didn’t have Mr. A 
as a teacher again, but would run into him from time to time in 
school. Mr. A never missed the opportunity to remind Ryan that 
he was still waiting. One day Mr. A saw Ryan coming back into 
the school from the courtyard, and said “Where were you, Car-
lin? In the McCourtyard?” Another day Mr. A pulled Ryan into 
his classroom from the hall and stood staring at a blank spot on 
the wall. Ryan said “What are you doing, Mr. A?” knowing full 
well what the answer was going to be. Mr. A said “I’m looking 
at the spot where my autograph from Frank McCourt is going 
to go.” So, all of this went on for three years! Finally, toward the 
end of his senior year, Ryan started to worry about running out 
of time to try and make Mr. A’s dream come true. On a whim, he 
took Mr. A’s copy of the book and wrote a letter to Frank Mc-
Court. I think he used the address of the publishing company. 
In the letter Ryan explained everything, and asked Frank to sign 
the book and return it to him as a gift for Mr. A. We doubted 
the letter and book would ever find their way to Frank McCourt, 
frankly. But a few weeks later, the book arrived in the mail at 
our home! Frank McCourt wrote a nice little message to Mr. A 
inside, and ended with “Now leave the Carlin lad alone.” Then, a 
postcard from Frank McCourt arrived for Ryan. He apologized 
for taking so long and explained that he had been travelling.

The morning after receiving the book in the mail, Ryan ap-
peared at the doorway of Mr. A’s classroom. Without saying a 
word, Ryan simply held the book up with both hands, like it was 
Simba in The Lion King! Mr. A stopped mid-sentence, grabbed 
the book, was absolutely speechless, left his class hanging in lim-
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bo and went skipping down the hall to show his fellow teachers. 
At Ryan’s graduation, I introduced myself to Mr. A and he was 
so grateful and emotional.

I have a photo of Frank McCourt’s messages to Mr. A and to 
Ryan in a frame. I will take a photo of that photo and will send 
it along to you shortly (page 242).

So, thanks to Tom Murphy for having St. Patrick’s Day par-
ties thereby allowing his relationship with Frank McCourt to be 
Ryan Carlin’s closest brush with someone famous! 
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Memories of  August, 1945

Mary Anne Christoffersen (Murphy)

I tried to play with my cousins but my eyes got blurry and 
warm tears kept falling. Finally, Anne Marie (Deignan) brought 
me in to her mother. Anne Marie was biggest and always took 
care of people. She knew how to go to the store and how to play 
jacks and hop scotch. She dressed our dolls and tied our shoes.

“Mary Anne is anxious to go home today and see her new 
brother,” Aunt Anna told us. “She hasn’t seen her mother for over 
a week and tears can fall easy now. Her daddy will be here soon.” 
Aunt Anna seemed to know why the tears kept coming but I 
was not sure. This house was such a good place to be. There were 
pretty sun suits in the bureau drawers. The house was always 
shiny. A lady came each Wednesday to clean. Alice and Anne 
Marie were there to sleep with at night and giggle with in the 
day. Maybe I could be both places. 

Daddy always sang in the car: “Pack up your troubles in an 
old kit bag and smile, smile smile…” I always sat so quiet and 
listened. The seats were soft, like my brown velvet dress with the 
collar that looked like the lace you put on the arms of a couch. 
I wondered if he would turn the motor off and try to roll home 
from the top of the hill. He did it when his gas tickets were used 
up. When I was very little, like Tommy, I heard them figure out 
how to use the ration tickets: “We don’t have any money for shoes 
anyway, so we may as well have sugar,” Daddy told Mommy. “I 
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can trade tickets at the yard.” He worked at the highway yard. 
When the Depression came, and people couldn’t afford golf les-
sons anymore, Daddy had to go to work fixing the roads. He did 
turn the motor off, and we rolled down Newberry Avenue. The 
car went fast at first, but by the time we reached our house, num-
ber 92, it was hardly moving. The gas was important for the war. 
My big brothers, Jack and Danny, understood about the war, but 
I was scared the bad people would win. We came to live in this 
house that was Grandpa’s because of the war. Daddy got a let-
ter to go in the Army but then he got too old and they wouldn’t 
let him go. Grandpa bought the house when Daddy was a boy. 
Grandpa and Grandma both grew up in Ireland. The house was 
grey and it had a big yard where he had his garden. Grandpa 
thought land was the most important thing but Grandma would 
have liked an indoor bathroom. When the siren went off we had 
to put all our lights out in the house and pull down the darkest 
shades. That was the scariest time because Daddy had to leave us 
then to watch for the bad people in planes. Their pictures in the 
newspaper were ugly. Jack and Danny sang a song about the war: 

“Whistle While You Work. 
Hitler is a jerk, 

Mussolini is a meanie and the Japs are worse.”

That was what it was about. The big kids knew. Uncle Ray 
flew a plane and wore the brown hat that looked like a football. 
He was going to be a doctor when he finished college after the 
war. He sang all the time too. When a plane went over our house 
I waved in case he was the pilot, but Mommy said he was far 
away and we just prayed for him. He sent me a grass skirt from 
Hawaii. That had to be far away because we didn’t wear that 
kind of clothes. Uncle Eddie was away in the Army and Uncle 
Clem died. We had a special thing in our window (see Blue Star 
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photo, page 197). Uncle Billy let me wear his pea jacket when 
he visited. He played the violin when the big people sang. The 
coat was big and heavy. The buttons meant something special. 
Buddy and Joe were big enough to be uncles but they were really 
cousins. Joe’s voice was so deep that I hid sometimes when he 
came to visit. He called me “Indian” because I had braids. Once 
he bought me a pet mouse but Mommy let it out the in yard to 
play with our cat. She was afraid of mice and bugs. She wouldn’t 
let anyone kill a spider though. My big brothers had to catch the 
spiders in a glass and put them outside. I wished Joe’s voice was 
soft like Daddy and Mommy’s. Buddy and Joe were away in the 
war now too. People talked about it all the time. It was scary. 
Danny and Jack sometimes stood on the running board when 
Daddy drove down the driveway but I liked to sit inside the big 
car where it was safe. You could fall off the running board. When 
we went in the house Daddy asked me to help watch Kathy and 
Tommy. He was going to St. Vincent’s. When Tommy was born 
I went there. I was allowed to sit in the rumble seat of a car all by 
myself. The nuns watched me when Daddy went upstairs to visit 
Mommy. I was sad because I had prayed for a sister and Tommy 
was a boy. I got to sit in the rumble seat though so it was okay. 

After Daddy left something happened. There was noise all 
over. Jack and Danny got red, white and blue paper free from 
the candy store. People decorated their cars and kids just ran 
with the red, white and blue crepe paper blowing behind them. 
People were really happy about it. Mommy was coming home. 
The neighbors were all out. Some people were crying and some 
were laughing. Horns were blowing. The big people thought the 
bomb did it. That was the week before; the day the new baby was 
born. They dropped the bomb on Japan. 

Finally the big car came and the new baby was in Mommy’s 
arms. Daddy didn’t roll down the hill this time. They were re-
ally excited too. Mommy cried when she saw us. The baby was 
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big. When Kathy was born she was so little she had to stay in 
the hospital. When she came home we couldn’t find her in the 
blankets. She could fit in my doll cradle. I only wanted to see the 
baby because I was going to be a Mommy someday too. Every-
one else was talking about the war again, and it was over. His 
name would be Edward because everyone was so happy that 
Uncle Eddie was alive. New babies make everyone so happy. 

My memory of that day when we were a family of mother, 
father and six children is vague. The world outside us was at war 
and we were all frightened but I had a cocoon of love around me.

Most people contributing to this book record visits or sto-
ries told by ancestors. I grew up in this house and offer my child-
hood. It is written in my child’s voice. We were born in love and 
lived on, caring for one another. Murphys have loved, laughed, 
cried, prayed and sang in this house. Tom has given us the gift 
of home, buying not only 92 Newberry Avenue but got back our 
side yard as well. Thank you dear brother. Bless this house.
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Mary Anne Christoffersen (Murphy)

I skipped home from school for lunch. It was the first great 
day of spring. I usually practiced walking the way high school 
girls did so I would know how, but the birds were chirping and 
the air was warm and soft and the little girl in me had to skip. 
I wasn’t going to be a teenager until the end of spring and this 
was just the beginning. Jack and Danny were in high school and 
the “little kids” had to stay in school for lunch because Mom was 
too sick to fix anything for them. I was the only one eating lunch 
at home this year. Mom was home from the hospital because 
health insurance only allowed her to stay twenty-one days at a 
time. When I came in she was dozing on the living room couch. 
She had on her bright yellow duster. Each of her sisters had 
bought her one of these “half way between a bathrobe and house 
dress” outfits. Unlike her usual choice of soft colors, these were 
vibrant. One was even orange. I guess her sisters wanted to raise 
her spirit. I thought the dusters were foreign clothes for Mom. 
Her black hair was mixed with grey now, but she still put it into 
pin curls when she was able.

As I heated some soup and buttered some bread I remem-
bered the evening before, how I tried to teach her to use plastic 
curlers the way I saw teen age girls do. We were upstairs in the 
bedroom she and Dad shared, and I had helped her wash and 
change her bandages. Her second breast had been removed in the 
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most recent surgery. After removing the old gauze I washed her 
and ever so gently put a salve on her wounds and rewrapped her 
in fresh bandages. She had been in and out of the hospital for the 
last year and a half. While I fumbled to get the ends of her hair 
wrapped around those plastic things I worried about hurting her. 
Was I pulling too tight? She was so weak. She told me where the 
pain killing pills were in the bureau drawer so I would be able to 
get them when she need it. The doctor said she could have more, 
but she didn’t want us to give her more than one at a time. I re-
membered our both being unable to sleep one spring night. Mom 
was recently home from the hospital and she didn’t want to take 
any drugs at all. She told me she was afraid of losing her mind. I 
guess that the pain must have become unbearable by now.

Dad was tending bar at night. The Depression had never 
ended for us. He worked at the Highway Yard in the day, taught 
golf at Silver Lake in the late afternoon, and served his neighbor-
hood cronies up the street at the Blue and Grey Inn at night. 

Mom and I talked again about the changes that were tak-
ing place in my body. No, she didn’t think I should shave the 
hair. Did I understand just what I would need to buy for my 
first period? Yes. This was our secret. She had already explained 
all that would happen so that I could become a woman. Jack 
and Dan had been told their half of the story by Dad. We kids 
got together to share the whole thing a few years earlier. I never 
wanted to tell them all because it was a secret just between Mom 
and me. They were going to a Catholic high school because edu-
cation was important for boys, but girls were special too. We 
were the ones who created life. Mom was squeezing in all the 
talks she could with me. In spite of her own severe condition she 
was thinking of me while I was refusing to acknowledge how 
close to death she was. 

After I ate my lunch and put the food away I took one more 
peek at Mom. She was sleeping soundly so I decided to hurry 
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back to school and have time to skip rope with my friends before 
the bell rang. As I went through the glass door of the vestibule 
I heard an awful moan. I turned to look and the lace curtains 
on the glass door made it all so unreal. I went back in the living 
room. Agony cried out in deep guttural noises. She thrashed and 
screamed. High squeals and deep moans. Saliva poured from 
her mouth like foam. She was half off the couch, and I thought 
the stiches would open as she thrashed about.

What should I do? Dad could be reached but I would have 
to look for his number. Then he might be out inspecting some 
road job. It would take time. Through all of my life, the phone 
number I heard was Aunt Anna’s. She and Mom used to talk on 
the phone every day and I would hear her say: “Gibraltar two, 
five, nine, two nine, please.” I picked up the phone and waited 
forever for that lady to say: “Number, please?” Gibraltar two, five 
nine, two nine,” I shouted. Finally Aunt Anna answered. Thank 
God she was home. I told her as best I could what was happen-
ing. “I’ll be right there,” she said. Help was coming. But I didn’t 
know what to do. I was afraid to touch Mom and afraid if I did 
not touch her. It was taking so long for help to get here. Mom’s 
sister Anne (Anna) lived in Port Richmond, the other side of 
Staten Island. Narrow, winding Clove Road was the only way 
to come. I decided to look out and see if she were here yet. No! 
Back in to Mom that wasn’t Mom, but a strange animal in pain. 
Still moaning! Now thrashing, now lying still with her head on 
the floor and legs on the coach. Out again I went. 

Separate incidents began to jell in my mind and force the 
word no one said in 1952 into existence. Cancer. Mom has can-
cer. I never noticed her get sick. I remembered now the intensity 
of prayer while she awaited results of lab tests a doctor had done. 
She never told us kids just what the tests were about. A novena 
requires nine consecutive days of prayer. She said a nine hour 
one. I would watch the clock and tell her when each hour was up. 
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She would leave the washing machine or her carpet sweeper and 
quietly kneel and recite the words she had to read, words which 
were not part of her every day prayer. All the while she must have 
been waiting for that phone to ring. The call that brought the 
wrong answer to her prayer. She and Dad contained that news. 
We kids went about the activities of childhood. I remembered 
now the whispering in school between Mr. Molinari, my sixth 
grade teacher, and Miss Deil, who was soon to marry Uncle Ray 
and become Aunt Pat. We were talking about how nice it was 
that my Mom was coming home. As I returned to my classroom 
their tone of voice changed. Somber tones expressed, without 
shape or distinction of words, the concern adults felt. On a class 
trip to Manhattan I met my father the following term. Each day 
he brought Mom to radiation treatments and wandered around 
the nearby museums which he loved. Why didn’t I realize the se-
riousness of her condition? Neighbors asked questions. I never 
had a word to say what was wrong. We couldn’t say that word. It 
was defeat. It was absolute. It was death. It was cancer. We clung 
to hope and never said it. 

Finally, Aunt Anna’s car came. It had taken so long. She 
had made all the phone calls first. The priest, the doctor, Dad at 
work. But she was here now. I was living a child’s life and Mom 
was dying. I felt ashamed.

I ran. I ran fast to school. Kids were already back in class. 
Mr. Gunther was teaching our seventh grade class science. I took 
my seat like nothing had happened. He performed some experi-
ment over the Bunsen burner and asked if we knew what he was 
doing. I raised my hand so high he couldn’t help but call on me. 
Madeline, who sat next to me, and usually played faint over sci-
ence class along with me, looked flabbergasted. I just wanted to 
think of something other than what I had just ran away from.

By the time I got home arrangements had been made to let 
Mom back in the hospital. She was upstairs in her bed, and I 
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helped pack a few things. I had won a statue at an “Angel Sodal-
ity” party the year before. It was a pink plastic altar with two 
doors that opened to reveal the Blessed Virgin. Mom wanted 
to take this to keep on her night stand. I was pleased to give her 
something of mine. She asked me to go down first and tell the 
“little kids” not to say goodbye to her this time. I did. We couldn’t 
think what word to use. I’m not sure if we weren’t speechless as 
we lined the hall and Dad helped her down the stairs. I guess 
goodbye was a word Mom had to avoid. Slowness is my only 
memory of that descent. Then she kissed each child. The vesti-
bule door closed and again my view was through the lace curtain 
of confusion. We never saw her again until the wake.

Dad had tried to tell Jack and Dan and me that she was go-
ing to die, but I wouldn’t listen. “You know we pray the Rosary 
every night for her!” I screamed. This time Dad was washing 
the dishes as I dried. “The doctors have done all they can,” he 
responded softly to my outburst. “Our prayer is for Mommy, but 
there comes a time when death must be accepted. There comes 
a time when death can be the answer.” Jack and Dan asked about 
how long but I wouldn’t listen. 

During her final stay in the hospital Dad brought two sand-
wiches and two little bottles of beer to have supper with her each 
evening. I doubt she could have been eating, but he seemed to 
want to continue their “evenings together after the children were 
asleep” moments. He would stay with her on into the night. We 
would often be in bed before he returned. 

On a very hot night in July, when I just couldn’t sleep, he 
came home an old man. His step was heavy on the stairs. I be-
lieve he carried the weight of the world on his back that night. 
He sat on the edge of the bed I shared with Kathy and said it 
was over. It was for the best. Her pain was over. She was able to 
receive communion before she died and had her rosary beads in 
her hands.
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I am sorry I do not remember details of each child’s reaction. 
I know eight year old Kathy remained asleep at that moment 
and Dad left to go and speak with others. The heaviness of his 
climb up the stairs remains strong enough to bring tears to my 
eyes today. I am still unable to dwell on this chapter, can only 
rush through. Ed told me recently that he remembers running 
out in the street to tell his playmates that his mother was dead. 
It was an important event. He, six year old, had no thought then 
of the tomorrows that would be empty. That night, after Dad 
left me, I thought of the little statue. Dad said he asked the nuns 
to do something with any belongings she had left. I would have 
liked to have the image that consoled Mom but it was gone and 
I didn’t want to burden Dad more.

At the wake she was a different person. She had on a pink 
gown that was nothing like the house dresses she wore at home 
or the black dress with pearls she wore occasionally when she 
went out with Dad. Her hair was curled a little different and 
Aunt Anna wanted them to do it over. Dad spoke gently to 
Mom’s sister and said it wasn’t important.

Dan told me he overheard that Uncle Ray, who was an in-
tern now, wanted Dad to sue the first doctor, who disregarded 
the lump in her breast, for malpractice. Dad comforted Uncle 
Ray and said it wouldn’t help. So many people told us they 
were sorry. Dad told us ahead of time to say thank you when 
this happened. They all said I was to be the woman of the 
house now and help Dad. “I would,” I always responded. Uncle 
Ray took us out of the funeral parlor for ice cream. We kids 
really didn’t feel like eating, but it was good to be with Mom’s 
younger brother. The Mass card said she was Mary V. Murphy. 
She was really Gladys. Her father wanted to name her Gladys 
but the priest said it wasn’t a saint’s name and baptized her 
Mary. Her father was as stubborn as that priest and called her 
Gladys all her life.
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In her absence Mom became a missing presence of goodness 
for us. We have not verbalized this thought but I am sure we 
share it. I look at old home movies we made after Mom’s death 
and see it. One of us bought a camera and someone began shoot-
ing random scenes. Before we knew it we kids fell into making a 
silent film. Costumes and props were improvised, and an unwill-
ing brother was made the villain as long as he had the scowl on 
his face. The result is a story centering on a mother who had to 
be saved. No one planned it; we just acted out our fondest wish.
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Maureen Gough (Colliton)

Hi, I am Maureen Gough, Buddy and Joan Colliton’s daugh-
ter, May and Eddie Colliton’s granddaughter, and Hannah and 
Tom Murphy’s great-granddaughter.

When I was a little girl, I would go with my dad, Buddy, 
to run errands. Most of the time we would eventually end up 
at Nanny Colliton’s house on 9th Street in New Dorp. My 
great Aunt Alice O’Toole who, along with her adorable dog, 
Hogan, lived with my grandmother. While listening to adult 
conversation I would always get perplexed when Aunt Alice 
would state that she was, “going home” for a few days or had 
just come back from Newberry Avenue, if she lived with my 
grandmother. When I would ask my dad what she meant, he 
would say, “Newberry Avenue would always be home because 
that is where our family began.” I know Tom and Hannah 
would be pleased to see how many people still feel that 92 
Newberry Avenue is home.

As adults, my husband, Keith Gough, first came to Tom’s 
St. Patrick’s Day party in the 1970s, when we first started dat-
ing. Coming from a small family, he was amazed at how close 
and large our family is. He always feels welcome at Newberry 
Avenue and never like a stranger. He would even come without 
me when I was working, with a bottle of Jameson to share a toast 
with Tommy in Colliton’s corner. 
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And, each year, I am reminded of my rich heritage as we 
“Remember and honor family who have come and gone before 
you, because they had a hand in shaping who you are. Bless this 
house and all who enter.”
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Whether a celebration of St. Patrick’s Day

Or a political meeting in September or May

In weather warm or chilly

With music by Uncle Billy

We all participated and had our say

I’ve always felt welcome in the Murphy home

Like a Leprechaun or garden gnome

With a family so large and extended, yet close

Tom’s remembrances were often sad, but never morose 

So to the Murphys: Peace, Siochain, Shalom.

The Murphy household has different associations for me. 
First, for me, it was SIDA meetings and parties, then it was St. 
Patrick’s Day, Labor Day and other celebrations, but it is the 
book club that holds a special place in my heart. There is some-
thing about the Murphy house and the Murphys that both en-
courage and inspire good conversation. 

I had the great pleasure of accompanying Mary Ellen Hu-
nold, to those events. She invited me to join the book club short-
ly after she was invited by Tom, Mary Anne and the late Domi-
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nic Lofaro, way back in 1981. She contributed to the book club 
in many ways: 

She brought her diverse and extensive reading background 
to our book discussions. She had strong opinions both on the 
subject matter and the style, but never expressed them in an 
abrasive manner. 

She also invited Ester Montalbano to join us and whose 
own strong opinions enrich our discussions and perpetuate 
Mary Ellen’s memory.

Tom had his nephew build a ramp to make the house wheel-
chair accessible, but she never let her disability define her.
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Rich Romano

My name is Rich Romano and it should be obvious by my 
surname that Irish is not in my DNA. While I am not a descen-
dant of a Murphy, I grew up with many a Murphy in Brooklyn 
and maybe, just maybe, I have a connection to these Murphys 
on Newberry Avenue thru them. I am related to these Murphys 
thru my two grandchildren whose father Jesse Colliton and his 
dad Gerry are descendants of these Murphys. Since it is a known 
fact that everyone is Irish on Paddy’s Day, mine started after see-
ing The Quiet Man for the first time. Living in Brooklyn, my 
next door neighbor the Aherns (from Cork) invited me into 
their house on a regular basis and it was Paddy’s Day that was 
their special Day and mine as well for 13 years. Once we moved 
to Staten Island, that tradition for me was lost until 5-years ago 
when I was fortunate enough to be invited to Newberry Avenue. 
They have welcomed me to their Family get together every year 
now and I look forward to that call from Gerry (saying not ask-
ing) “you’re coming to the Murphy’s again this year. Right”. The 
food, music and stories are all a part of a Family History that 
needs to be told and a Tradition that should be continued by 
every Family. The stories do not get old, from year to year, and 
I can tell the exact moment when Tom will begin to mention 
where the original house wall ended, and when the extension 
was put on as the family grew, and of course let’s not forget the 
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“Outhouse” story. So, thank you, Tom and Ed for allowing me to 
be a participant in your Family History, and letting me be able to 
sit and be a part of the “Colliton Corner” every year.
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I am Robert Murphy, son of Joseph J. Murphy II (your cous-
in). I am a grandson of Joseph Murphy and Mary Burke Mur-
phy. I vividly recall my Dad telling me the story of my grandfa-
ther and your father walking on a hot summer day up the hills 
in Staten Island NY (perhaps from the ferry) and your father 
telling his cousin “see that dusty field where homes are being 
built – I am going to buy a home there”. That field turned into 
Newberry Ave and the home # 92.

I have visited 92 Newberry Avenue as a child back in the 
1970’s with my parents and siblings to attend one of Cousin 
Tom’s St. Patrick’s celebrations. 
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Sharon Malkowski (Colliton) 

My fondest memory of Newberry Ave. is my dad singing 
“Ace In The Hole”. I am submitting the song so we will never 
forget the words or the memory of my dad having a great time 
singing it.

Ace In The Hole

This town is full of guys

who think they’re mighty wise

Just because they know a thing or two

you’ll find them everyday

Strollin’ up and down Broadway

Telling of the wonders they can do

There’s con men and there’s boosters

there’s card sharks and crapshooters

They congregate around the Metropole

They wear fancy ties and collars

Yes, but where do they get their dollars

Well, that’s their old ace in the hole
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Some of them write

To the old folks at home

And that is their ace in the hole

And others have girls on the old Tenderloin

That’s their old ace in the hole

Why, they’ll tell you of trips

That they’re going to make

From Frisco up to the old North Pole

The fact is their name would be mud

Just like a chum playin’ stud

If they lost that old ace in the hole.
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Welcomes Us Home

Sheila Fowler 

I was born and raised in Colorado. I still live in Colo-
rado. We visited New York several times when I was a child. 
Unfortunately I was not wise enough to listen to all the sto-
ries being told by the older generation. I was enjoying being 
a kid playing with my cousins and running around what I 
thought was “Grandpop’s forest” catching fireflies, (you don’t 
see fireflies in Colorado very often) Apparently, that area 
was not part of Grandpop’s property and Wilson street just 
didn’t continue on yet past Newberry Ave. One of my favorite 
memories is on one visit Grandpop was making pancakes for 
my brother Tim and I and as we waited he walked by with the 
frying pan. I can still see him as he threw the pancakes on the 
garage roof. The first batch didn’t cook right so he gave that 
batch to the birds via the garage roof. As small children this 
was a shocking but a very funny action.

Now that I’m an adult I realize that one event had a larger 
effect on me than just making me laugh. I realized Grandpop 
was a man that not only wanted to serve his grandchildren a 
meal they would enjoy, he also thought it was important to share 
what we have with other people and creatures whenever the op-
portunity presented itself. Or perhaps he was just frustrated.
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I remember you shouldn’t sit in Marquis the cat’s chair and 
always put the drain plug back in shower. Mostly I remember 
watching Grandpop enjoying a moment of being surrounded by 
his family and feeling very loved when he hugged me. Now I 
come back as often as possible, especially since my mom Kath-
leen moved back to Staten Island. I’m older now and I try to 
listen to the stories but I’m still distracted by being surrounded 
by family and enjoying the moment. 

The house on Newberry Ave. has been a part of so many peo-
ple’s lives and draws us to its doorstep. Guiding us home like a light-
house on a distant shore. For 100 years, generations of Thomas and 
Hannah Murphy’s descendants have called this place home. 

Thomas and Hannah Murphy purchased the house in 1919. 
Their son John J. and his wife Gladys Murphy bought the house 
from John’s siblings. The current owner and steward of the house 
is their son Thomas V. Murphy. We know from the U.S Census 
records and family stories it was not just the children of these 
owners that shared this home but extended family members as 
well. Many people have called this place home often at the same 
time. Love of family is the only explanation for how one small 
house could provide shelter to so many people at one time.

While many of us have never lived in the house, we feel as 
if we have come home again as we walk through the door. The 
house seems to have the personality of the many people that 
lived here. It welcomes you with open arms and beckons you to 
come in and share in the love of family.

Hellen Keller once said, “The best and most beautiful things 
in the world cannot be seen or even touched, they must be felt 
with the heart.” 

If you listen closely with your heart you will hear the house say, 

Come celebrate the joys of life, 

Come rest your weary heart, 
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Come give thanks and share in our blessings, 

Come honor a life well lived, 

Come smile and laugh with the next generation,

Come honor our ancestors and our shared heritage. 

Welcome Home.

We were asked to write about our memories of this house, 
but what we feel when we walk into this house are all the memo-
ries of the past and moments shared. We are all part of the his-
tory of this house; we all contribute to the memories that make 
this house a home. 

So next time your heart feels the embrace of the house on 
Newberry Ave give thanks to Thomas and Hannah for the pur-
chase they made for their family. Give thanks to my grandpar-
ents John and Gladys, and to my Uncle Tom for continuing this 
family tradition, of opening the front door of their home, and 
welcoming us all with open arms and a warm embrace. 
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STEVE JOHNSON (Mortimer)

I remember riding in a car with my mother and Aunt Anna, 
who was driving us to the other side of Staten Island. We were 
going to see Aunt Gladys who was very sick with cancer. At 
that time I was about six years old and I had no idea where 
we were. Along the way Aunt Anna would say, “Look at the 
horses” or “Look at the cows”. It reminded me of where I lived 
in South Jersey.

When we arrived at 92 Newberry Avenue my mother took 
me by the hand and we walked into the house. When we got 
to the living room I think I felt a little nervous. There seemed 
to be a lot of people there and a lot of talking going on. Then 
my mother took my hand again and said, “Come see your Aunt 
Gladys. She was lying on the couch and sat up a little. I think 
she tried to make a fuss but was just too weak. This is the only 
picture I have in my mind of her. 

After the short visit with Aunt Gladys I met some of my 
cousins. I remember mainly Kathy and Ed. Probably because they 
were closer to my age and size. Tom may have also been there. I 
don’t remember if we played together that day but I do have a 
memory of being in the back yard and looking at the garden. 

I don’t think I saw Uncle John that day. Obviously, we met 
somewhere along the line. Can’t remember what age I was when 
we met, but he was a gentleman and very knowledgeable. He 
reminded me a little of Uncle Charlie Robinson. Very nice but 
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don’t push! I never saw him play golf but I understand he was 
probably pro material. I did learn a lesson about drinking just 
by observing Uncle John at the parties. He would have a beer or 
two, then go upstairs for a nap. Sometime later he would appear 
in the kitchen with a cup of tea. Then he would drink another 
beer, and so on! A very good routine which took me about 30 
years to catch on. 

Over the years I’ve attended many of the Irish parties and al-
ways enjoyed myself. I know the Murphy children very well and 
miss those who have passed. At different occasions I’m sure I’ve 
met all the Murphy and Mortimer cousins, Aunts and Uncles, 
and have gotten to know some well. 

Of course, there’s always a price to pay for all the fun you 
have at an Irish party. You usually pay that price the next morn-
ing. It starts when you open your eyes. I’m glad that is far in 
my past now! I actually remember one “morning after” when 
I woke up under the dining room table. I heard snoring and 
looked around to see Jack Murphy under the other side of the 
table. We were head to head. His first words were, “Let’s go to 
the diner! Brilliant!

At any rate, there’s a lot more to say about 92 Newberry 
Avenue and all the people who have lived and visited there. I 
can certainly say that I always had a great time with all the visits 
I had over the years. The camaraderie, the entertainment, the 
food, the drinks, the music, the songs, and the conversations. But 
what I remember most is the great people I met!
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Hello, my name is Steve Johnson, also known as Stephen, 
my given name, and Stevie, my childhood name which I’m still 
called by close friends and family to this day. My father goes by 
all the same names, but his middle name is Budd, whereas mine 
is Keith, so I was saved from being a junior. I am an only child, 
as was my father. He is the son of Robert Johnson and Blanche 
Mortimer. My connection to the Murphy family is through my 
grandmother Blanche, sister of Gladys Mortimer who married 
John Murphy. 

I was born on February 17, 1970 and I’m rapidly approach-
ing 49 years old as I write this in November of 2018. I visited 
the Murphy house on Newberry Ave quite a few times over the 
years as a kid and also as an adult. My earliest memories are at-
tending the St. Patrick’s Day party, probably in the mid to late 
70s. As a typical kid, I didn’t pay much attention to what the 
adults were up to, although I do recall a lot of singing, playing 
musical instruments, and of course drinking. There were al-
ways plenty of kids to play with at the party, but I mostly recall 
hanging out with my cousins from the Robinson family (Anna 
Mortimer and Charlie Robinson). I knew my Robinson cousins, 
young Charlie, Johnny, and Timmy from visiting their house on 
Staten Island with my father before they moved to Delaware. 
Timmy was closest to my age ( just a couple years older than me), 
and he and I got along well together. I’m sure I met several other 
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cousins at the parties (perhaps Kevin Christoffersen and his sib-
lings), but I didn’t get to know them until years later as an adult.

Other than running around with my cousins, playing tag, 
hide-n-go-seek, etc., one very distinct memory from a St. Pat-
rick’s Day party was a fight between the adults. I remember be-
ing out on the street and sidewalk in front of the Murphy house 
playing, when a lot of commotion and yelling started. My father 
was involved, but I seem to recall he was a neutral party try-
ing to calm down the situation. I learned many years later that 
my father’s cousins Charlie Robinson and Eddie Murphy were 
in a heated argument about politics. This might not be 100% 
accurate, but I remember Charlie Robinson’s son (also named 
Charlie and closer to my age), was also trying to help calm down 
the situation.

 Around 1982, when I was 12 years old, I visited Manhattan 
for the first time. I had been to Staten Island many times to visit 
the Robinson’s house and the Murphy’s house, but had yet to 
visit Manhattan. My father brought me to the Murphy house, 
our starting point that day, and Tommy Murphy made the trip 
into Manhattan with us. It was a very exciting first visit to Man-
hattan, especially since I grew up in Pemberton, NJ, which is 
near the Pine Barrens in a rural area of NJ. Prior to this trip, I 
had been to Philadelphia many times with my mother, so I was 
somewhat familiar with a big city, but of course Manhattan was 
on a whole other level. We started out from the Murphy house 
on foot, and walked to the train that took us to the Staten Is-
land ferry. I’ll always remember arriving in Manhattan for the 
first time on the Staten Island Ferry!! We visited the top of the 
World Trade Center that day, along with many other sights, in-
cluding the inside of several Irish pubs, which I now appreciate 
much more than I did as a 12 year old.

 As an adult in my mid-twenties, I recall staying with Tom-
my Murphy at the house on Newberry for a night or 2 while 
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working in NYC. It was the first time I had a chance to spend 
some time talking with Tommy one on one as an adult. I also got 
to know my cousin Kevin Christoffersen a bit on that trip over 
several beers at a local bar near the Newberry house. Fast for-
ward to my mid to late-thirties and I visited the Murphy house 
while our cousin Donal Dunne from Ireland was also visiting. 
My father and I made the trip to Staten Island together from 
NJ that day. I had met Donal prior to this in 2001 at his house 
in Ireland while on a trip to Europe with my girlfriend Kristin, 
who I later married. On this same visit to the Murphy house, I 
got to know Ed Murphy and his wife Lin for the first time.

My visits to the Murphy house have unfortunately been in-
frequent over the past 20 years. Hopefully I will return for a St. 
Patrick’s Day party again one of these years.
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From Donoughmore  
to Dongan Hills

Tadhg Foley (Murphy, Cork, Galway)

I cannot claim to have been involved in many epoch-making 
events in my lifetime, but I am proud to proclaim that there is 
one exception to this universally acknowledged fact. There is 
no modest way of saying it, but I am the person responsible for 
reuniting Donoughmore with Dongan Hills, or at least Lacka-
bawn with Newberry Avenue, the latter, though more specific, 
unfortunately lacks alliteration.

Away back in 1966, when Adam was a boy and I was a stu-
dent at what was then University College Galway, I spent the 
summer in the US on one of the very early J1 visas. Travelling 
with a friend, Pat Lillis, we found ourselves work in a ‘china’ 
factory in Buffalo; this wasn’t delicate tableware but the heavy, 
theft-proof, indeed bull-proof, earthenware beloved of roadside 
diners. Pat had relatives there and our return airfare from New 
York was paid for by another relative of his, a Franciscan priest, 
wielding a credit card, the first one I had ever seen. Having made 
our pile, we resolved to do a little travelling on the east coast be-
fore our triumphant return to the old country.

For once in my life I had a good idea. My mother, Mary 
Murphy, originally of Lackabawn, often spoke of her uncle Tom 
and uncle Jack but she had no contact with them. I wrote to her 
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and asked if she had any address for either of them. She got back 
to me by return of post with an address: 92 Newberry Avenue, 
Dongan Hills, Staten Island, New York! Please note that she 
included ‘Dongan Hills’ in the address!

Pat and I, having spent a few days as a guest of Paddy 
MacKernan, the then Irish Vice-Consul in Boston, indeed later 
Irish Ambassador to the US (his family were Pat’s neighbours 
in Limerick), we flew to Washington. Then Pat went straight 
back to New York, but I took the scenic route and spent a night 
each in Baltimore and Philadelphia. When I reached New 
York, I found Pat living in style in the Statler Hilton Hotel, 
courtesy of his relative in a mendicant order! While I slept in 
bargain basement accommodation the two previous nights my 
up-market bed remained unoccupied.

In those days one could ring the telephone exchange and ask 
to be put through to a specific address. I had hoped that the 
house was still in existence and that the inhabitants might have 
some idea of what became of my relatives. I just could not believe 
myself when I heard the operator say to herself the name ‘Mur-
phy’. The call was answered by one Tom Murphy, the grandson 
of my mother’s Uncle Tom. He told me that his father, my moth-
er’s first cousin, was having a nap upstairs and he invited Pat and 
myself over to Staten Island. I alone was able to take him up on 
the offer. Tom and Ed met me at the ferry terminus, took me to 
their house, the legendary 92 Newberry Avenue, where I met 
their father. Our flight was that night, but Tom put me at ease 
by promising to drive me to the airport, in the company of Ed, 
to re-join Pat, which, of course, they did. 

It was a truly extraordinary, indeed touching, experience 
meeting, for the first time, close family members we had known 
absolutely nothing about. My mother was always in communi-
cation with her sister Nellie Walsh ( Jim’s mother) in San Fran-
cisco. They wrote to one another and getting that ‘letter from 
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America’ was an event of the greatest importance in my house 
as I was growing up (insofar as I have ‘grown up’). But in my 
young days the greatest event of all was the ‘parcel from America’, 
packed with, for us, wonderfully exotic clothes. When the par-
cel arrived, my mother used to place a bedsheet on a small tree 
next to our house to let my sister Jane and myself know, on our 
way home from school, that an abundance of gifts awaited us. I 
suspect that my mother wasn’t as regular a correspondent as she 
might be, a characteristic which, unfortunately, I’ve inherited. 

It was an unforgettable delight meeting my cousins Tom and 
Ed and their father John, my mother’s first cousin. I often thought 
in my mind that since he loved Ireland so much that perhaps John, 
on every St Patrick’s Day, would make a resolution to visit the ‘old 
country’ but never got around to making the pilgrimage. In this 
one area only, I’m happy that I had a certain responsibility in mak-
ing him a man of his word! But in true Biblical fashion he sent a 
precursor, indeed a veritable John the Baptist, in the form of his 
own son, Tom, one of whose tasks was, in his own words, to find a 
‘Murphy who married a Murphy’. That was 1967 and three years 
later in 1970, John, Tom, Ed, and their friend John Soldini ar-
rived in Ireland. I still have photographic evidence of our dinner in 
Bunratty Castle (page 255). I think it was Tom who told me that 
when he first saw Union Hall in West Cork, where another an-
cestor came from, Tom’s first reaction was to exclaim ‘How could 
anybody leave such a beautiful place!’ 

His father heartily agreed when he saw it for himself and 
often repeated the story about his mother’s birthplace.

I decided to spend another working holiday in the US and 
John, with truly heroic generosity, invited me to stay at 92 New-
berry Avenue for the whole of the summer of 1969. I have few 
memories more precious than that extended stay with the Mur-
phy family. But it is a story for another day … 
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Tim O’Sullivan 

“St. Patrick’s Day celebrations are now practically covering 
the entire month of March. We have parades for four weekends 
in March with a few house-parties squeezed in to round it out. 
My musician friends and I have a standing invitation to play at 
Tom Murphy’s annual March party, for which he pulls out all the 
stops. It is a gathering of an ever expanding clan, whose linage can 
be traced to County Cork. The county in which I grew up. Tom 
always has some good stories to tell about his past generations of 
how and when they settled on Staten Island. If his party is memo-
rable for the Murphy clan it is certainly memorable for me having 
come from the old country and always enjoyed a house party. It is 
a day for eating, drinking, music, dancing and storytelling. I always 
sing ‘Dear Old Skibbereen’ -- Tom’s favorite song.”

My opening paragraph is from a book I wrote five years ago 
in which one chapter was dedicated to St. Patrick’s Day activi-
ties. I’m sure I can embellish on that now. 

A few days ago I had my thinking cap on, musing as to what 
I could write about Tom Murphy’s St. Patrick’s Day party. I must 
have been thinking out loud for I found my wife answering ques-
tions which I didn’t remember asking. She said, “You have been 
going to his party a lot longer”, than the twenty years I was sug-
gesting. How time flies when you’re having fun. 
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My best recollection now is that when I played music with 
a group called “Ceoltoiri” (which means musicians), Celeste Le-
derer, a music teacher, always played with us. It was Celeste who 
brought me to my first Tom Murphy party. I’m sure some of the 
regulars at Tom’s parties would remember her. I’ve never missed 
a party since.

Every time I went to that party, Tom would greet me in 
the kitchen. I think he was savoring that delicious corned beef 
aroma. My trademark is being early. I was always first to arrive, 
and would try to remember the names of the guests who were 
arriving and looking familiar to me. My musician friends also are 
never late, and I’m sure you know them well by now. We have the 
Gill family: Jim, Pat and son Peter as well as Paul Lederer. When 
you talk about traditional Irish music, they are the best. 

After the usual greetings, drinks and conversation Tom would 
take the floor and give a synopsis of the good and welfare of the 
family. Births, marriages, deaths and any other incidences of impor-
tance. That opened the program for many humorous stories which 
Tom would recall. At the end, he would graciously invite any of the 
family or guests to take the mike if they had a story to tell. 

Tom’s brother, Ed, had always a game or project for the 
younger generation lest they might feel ignored, and wasn’t that 
a gesture, carrying on an Irish cultural tradition. His sister, Mary 
Anne is second in command making sure the guests are happy 
and enjoying themselves. She has a very gracious touch for the job. 

I would like to mention a word here of my visit to your cous-
ins down on the farm in Donoughmore, County Cork. After a de-
licious meal in a hotel in the city, your cousin, Louis Murphy, gave 
us a tour of the farm yard. We saw the latest layout of a modern 
dairy farm, with milking parlor and milk storage tanks. Things I 
could appreciate having milked cows by hand in my youth.

Getting back to Tom Murphy’s party, as I mentioned before, 
time goes by fast when you’re having fun. By the time six o’clock 
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rolls around, everyone has had their fill of food and music. An-
other Murphy party for the books. 

I would like to finish this trip down memory lane with Mary 
Anne’s favorite song.

BLESS THIS HOUSE

Bless this house O Lord we pray 

Make it safe by night and day 

Bless these walls so firm and stout 

Keeping want and trouble out 

Bless the roof and chimneys tall 

Let Thy peace lie over all 

Bless this door that it may prove 

Ever open to joy and love

Bless these windows shinning bright 

Letting in God’s heavenly light 

Bless the hearth ablazing there 

With smoke ascending like a prayer 

Bless the folk who dwell herein

Keep them pure and free from sin 

Bless us all that we may be 

Fit O Lord to dwell with Thee 

Bless us all that one day we 

May dwell O Lord with Thee

It is always my pleasure to be part of the entertainment at 
the Murphy parties.
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Memories compiled by Thomas Deignan

Thomas Deignan

Mary Deignan (mother and daughter): “The memory we 
always think of is Uncle Billy. He seemed to always have a smile 
on his face. Sometimes it was a sneaky smile but that was after 
he would put green food coloring in everybody’s beer. When he 
played his violin, the house would become very quiet and every-
body would just listen to him. Sometimes he would sing. I think 
Uncle Eddie would sometimes dance a little. Then after a while, 
Uncle Billy would always say: ‘Thank you, everyone, for the use 
of the hall’ and leave so he could get over the hill to go home.”

Paige Jordan: “For as long as I can remember, I have been 
going to the Murphy St. Patrick’s Day party, even when I had 
cheer competitions the same day. I love going to the party be-
cause it really helps me connect with my heritage. I remember 
when I was little, all of the little kids would have a part in this 
play and every year we would put on a different Irish tale to teach 
us more about where we came from. Another reason I love going 
to this party is I get to hear from, and about, all of my relatives I 
haven’t seen in a long time. I especially love when they tell stories 
about my grandpa that I was unfortunately never able to meet. I 
love this party, it gives me such a sense of family, love, and pride.”

Kathy Deignan: “My own memory is from when I was a 
child. I was about 10. I was hanging out with grandma, and I 
was sick laying in bed upstairs. I just left the bed to sit on the 
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stairs. I wanted to be downstairs near the action. It was such a 
festive atmosphere. My husband, JJ ( John), remembers he used 
to play “The Leprechaun Game” in the backyard. The Lepre-
chaun left money for the kids at the party all over the yard. All 
the little kids - the Deignans, the Jordans, Chris Giello’s kids, 
Annie and Helen O’Keefe’s kids - who were there played, and 
there were a lot of them!

Pat Jordan: I remember being in the yard and playing tag 
with the Deignan cousins and a whole bunch of other cousins I 
did not really know. But it was fun. And being in those plays we 
put on.”

Emily Jordan: “My favorite memory is the picture of me and 
Paige dancing that Uncle Tommy put in the Irish Voice newspaper.”
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Tom Deignan

I believe it was Pete Hamill who said his first visit to Ire-
land was like going home to a place he’d never been to before.

I must have felt a little like that the first time I came to New-
berry Avenue. I would have been very young, and it would have 
been a very smoky, very warm, very crowded St. Patrick’s Day 
party with my mother, Mary, and father, Tom, and sisters, Mary 
and Kathy.

I’d end up outside with my cousins Chris and Kevin. There 
was that tire-swing on one side of the house, and a strip of grass 
on the other, ideal for sprinting and sliding and all manner of 
rough-housing.

Inside, there were tinkling piano tunes, and eventually a pro-
cession of bag-pipes. There was the roaring fire in the back room, 
and on the walls, color photos of relatives I knew, and black and 
white photos of people who looked just like the relatives I knew.

What was fascinating about those early years was seeing so 
many familiar faces surrounded by unfamiliar faces. The same be-
loved people, but slightly different. Home, yet not home. It was a 
chance to see a different side of my father. I would have seen him 
chatting not only with his brother and three sisters - I could see 
that every Thanksgiving, or, really, any given weekend, at my grand-
mother’s house in New Dorp - but also with his own cousins, the 
ones he’d have roughhoused with when he was growing up. I knew 
some of these folks, but not others. Now I know them all.
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My cousin Ed would eventually tell me a story about July 
14th barbecues the family used to have down at Wolfe’s Pond. It 
was my father who would get down there early to begin setting 
things up. Every year the extended clan remembered Gladys, 
Ed’s mom, wife of John Murphy who died in 1952 by attending 
mass at St Ann’s and then held a picnic at her favorite park. My 
father’s diligence in claiming picnic tables enabled the family to 
both pray for her, grieve privately but celebrate her life in beauti-
ful, natural surroundings. Ed says it was the best therapy for a 
kid who lost his mom. Ed told me he remains eternally grateful 
that my dad made that possible. And did you know he worked 
for the Parks Department after he served stateside during the 
Korean War, before he became a Sanitation worker? Now I do.

Ed’s sister, Mary Anne, an English teacher, would eventu-
ally tell me a story concerning my mother, still working then as 
a school crossing guard. Mary Anne tells me she thinks of my 
mother whenever she teaches Catcher in The Rye, struck by that 
image of Holden Caulfield shepherding all of those innocent 
children to safety.

And there were others at Newberry Avenue who’d read 
books! Mary Anne’s husband, Chris, stationed as always by the 
fire, shared my admiration for John Updike’s brilliant quartet of 
Rabbit novels. As well as the Yankees. It was all these people I’d 
see my father talking to, laughing with. It was where I’d first seen 
him sit down at a piano where (I seem to remember being once 
told) he only played the black keys.

These days, I could confirm if that was true or not. But 
why bother?

In March of 1992, my father was remembered in Tom’s an-
nual speech. I was asked to offer some words of remembrance. 
Owing to emotions and humility and perhaps one too many 
trips outside, where the keg was now more interesting than the 
tire swing, this aspiring writer had little to say. I said what they all 
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knew: That he was a humble, dedicated man who loved his fam-
ily and worked very hard for them. I then retired with my sisters 
to the back room with the roaring fire. We all reminisced and 
commiserated with the hearty souls who, that year, remained at 
Newberry Avenue perilously close to sunrise.

In keeping with family tradition, as the years went on, 
many children followed. Three for my sister Kathy, four of 
my own. In the hectic, sleepless years that followed, we still 
made the annual trek to Newberry Avenue. Even before the 
party, my mother and sisters, and cousin Alice Ann and her 
husband, Sal, and their children, would meet down the road 
from Newberry at Lee’s Tavern, packing the back room, slic-
ing Lee’s famous thin crust pizza into tiny bits for the young 
ones in high-chairs. And then we’d go to Newberry Avenue, 
and did you know that Uncle John once worked behind the bar 
at Lee’s? In fact, come here, there’s a photo over here you simply 
have to see...

The party now kicks off earlier, and the crowds may be a 
little thinner. But the door is still open at Newberry Avenue. 
These days, with genealogy web sites, and ancestry DNA pro-
files available to anyone willing to send their spit through the 
mail, it might seem as if the passing down of family stories, fam-
ily history, is in fine shape.

But a web site can’t tell you your father used to love going 
down to Wolfe’s Pond early to set up for family cookouts. DNA 
pie charts can’t show you a photo of your immigrant grandfather, 
himself holding a photo, of what remained of the Deignan family 
cottage in Boyle, Roscommon. My grandfather, who died months 
before I was born, never got to go back to Roscommon himself. 
So when Tommy went, he made a point of taking that photo. He 
said: Here Uncle Leo, there’s a photo you simply have to see.

It’s what the Murphys have been doing for a century now. 
Keeping the door open, the fire roaring.
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What 92 Newberry Avenue means!

Tom Elliot 

As I walked through the front door March 2018 I couldn’t 
help but imagine what Thomas and Hannah Murphy would have 
felt knowing their house is a sanctuary for family and friends. I 
think they would be overwhelmed and unable to describe how 
much it means to them, as many of us are. I have been going for 
years with my mother Sheila Fowler, the daughter of Kathleen 
Murphy. I have many stories such as falling asleep on the stairs 
or among the coats when I was young. Or the time a gentleman 
gave me a beer under age. He must have thought I was of age. 
There are many conversations going on in every room. I feel the 
most important thing is how inviting everyone is to new family 
and friends. It truly is hard to describe the feeling you get com-
ing to 92 Newberry Avenue; however, I am looking forward to 
my son Oliver getting to experience it in his own way. 
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Becoming 92 

Tom Murphy 

Becoming 92 Newberry Avenue was a gradual development. 
It had been the home of a grand family of grandparents, uncles 
and aunts and cousins. Some lived there while others inhabited 
as visitors and guests.

When Grandpop Thomas Murphy died in December 1943 
in the midst of ‘The War,” the house was near vacant. The older 
married siblings were settled elsewhere; Uncle Eddie and Uncle 
Bill were in the armed services and Aunt Alice, about to be wid-
owed and Aunt Betty were off studying nursing.

My father was prevailed upon to take over the house. My 
mother didn’t want to. She felt she would be moving into some-
one else’s home. Aunt May and Aunt Anna, my father’s two 
older sisters sat him down and said to him that if he didn’t move 
in, the house would be vacant and would have to be boarded 
up. That would be anathema to a proud 92 Newberry Avenue 
Homestead. So, my parents bought the house from his siblings 
for $3000, a fair sum in those days.

But from my earliest memories, I had a sense that we were 
living in someone else’s former home; the home of a pantheon of 
family gods.

I have a blurred memory of my grandfather’s face for whom 
I was named and of whom, I’m told I was a favorite. Since he 
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died when I was 1 &1/2 years old, it’s hard to tell if it is real or a 
mind’s conflation of told incidences and images.

But from the beginning, the stories from a storytelling family 
and Irish culture impressed upon me the former presence of that 
larger than life pantheon. There’s Uncle Tommy’s metal locker; 
that’s Aunt Betty’s book case and her tin coat closet; that’s Uncle 
Joe’s wardrobe; that’s Grandpop’s root cellar; that’s Grandma’s 
Buick on blocks in the garage which Uncle Eddie is taking; that 
is where Grandpop planted raspberry bushes he got from his 
older brother Patrick in Massachusetts until Grandma spotted a 
snake amongst them and he pulled them all out; Aunt May lived 
in that bedroom with her new family when she got married; that 
part of the back yard is where Aunt Anna’s wedding celebration 
was held with a constructed wooden dance floor; that small bed-
room is kept empty for Uncle Bill, etc.

I never viewed it as a negative that we were now living in their 
home. It rather seemed like an honor but also an obligation to live 
up to their greater glory. I was the little rabbit with big ears who 
absorbed the joyfully told tales of trials and tribulations. In some 
sense, I became a custodian of their stories. The relatives’ visits and 
gatherings were highlights of our extended family context.

We all lived with an abiding, unspoken sadness after our mother 
died and emotional expression was not the Irish way of life for us. But 
as we grew up, we knew that our aunts, uncles and cousins brought 
joy to us. Without gushy sentimentality, they cared about us.

How did the Homestead gradually become the 92 Newberry 
it now is? Time and circumstance of occupation built that sense of 
consciousness. In 1965, after our brother Danny came home from 
the army and I had started teaching, he and I planned our first 
formal St Patrick’s Day Party for family and friends. My father 
was delighted and the clan gathered.

There is much more to be told but we were on our way. We 
were becoming 92; we were becoming 92 Newberry Avenue.
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MARY HOLLAND’S COTTAGE

Tom Murphy

Mary Holland’s Cottage was torn down sometime between 
1935 when the attached photo was taken (page 254) and 1967 
when I first visited Union Hall and Glandore Harbor, its loca-
tion. Since I had not really looked closely at the photographs in 
the old family album for a long time, it never occurred to me that 
there was a picture of it. So my search to learn more about the 
Cottage and its occupant, my Great grandmother Mary Hol-
land Minihane took a tortuous path that wound up enriching 
my sense of family history in snips and snares.

At the recent funeral of my 81 year old cousin Joseph 
Murphy, my mind went back to his father, the oldest of my 
father’s nine siblings born to Hannah Minihane Murphy of 
Union Hall and Thomas Murphy of Donoughmore, near 
Blarney. In the 1940s and ‘50s, Uncle Joe would come to visit 
the Dongan Hills home my father purchased from his sib-
lings on the death of their father in 1943. Uncle Joe, sitting at 
the kitchen table would call me over, at an early age, and hold 
me by the cheeks until I said “I’m a Cork –oine”. Once I man-
aged to say that through the pain of his hold on me, he would 
hold out a reward in the palm of his hand, a dime and a nick-
el. He’d say “Do you want the big dime or the little one?” My 
brother Danny and sister Mary Anne who had been through 
this torture themselves in earlier visits would whisper to me, 
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“Take the little one.” But I wasn’t going to be fooled by them; 
I took the big one and wound up with the nickel. Thus was 
I introduced to “dirty Irish tricks” and left wondering what 
a “Cork – oine” was that I was prodded into claiming as an 
identity. Well, a “Cork – oine” is someone from Cork. “Oh.” 
Around the same time, I wondered about an oil painting of 
a slender young woman that hung in our living room oppo-
site the two wedding color-tinted portraits of Thomas and 
Hannah who I knew were my father’s parents and that this 
was their house before we moved in during ‘the War’. “That’s 
Grandma Murphy as a young woman in Ireland.”

 “Are – land?” It’s pronounced “I-er-land.” It is where Pop’s 
parents were born. It’s another country and they came here to 
live. “Oh” Not the last time that I wish that I had asked more 
questions. Soon, I began hearing about a woman named Mary 
Holland. An early lover of history and family stories, I was the 
‘little rabbit with big ears.’ The woman had been my grand-
mother’s mother and her full name was Mary Holland Mini-
hane but, as with many women who married into an Irish fam-
ily, she was referred to by her full maiden name for the rest of 
her life, and beyond.

These are some reconstructed snippets of stories overheard 
about Mary Holland:

“Mary Holland lived by herself into old age”
“Mary Holland was a legend”
“Grandma was Mary Holland’s only child.”
 “Mary Holland’s husband, Grandma’s father, had run off, like 

some emigrants used to do in bad times, abandoning mother and 
daughter, never to return.”

“Grandma Murphy (their daughter) came over on a visit as a 
young woman and got so sea sick that she could not make the trip 
back across the ocean.”
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“The oil painting of Grandma was commissioned by a young 
sailor who was sweet on Grandma but was away at sea when she 
made the trip to America, and of course, since she got so sea sick, did 
not return. She met and married Grandpa here on Staten Island. 
When the sailor returned and the painting was done, he eventually 
came here on a visit to give the finished painting to Grandma.”

“Uncle Joe used to spend some of the summer as a boy with Hol-
land relatives in Old Forge, Pa. When he was there, he thought he 
saw Grandma’s father who had disappeared.”

“Mary Holland lived in a cottage at the gate to an estate.”
“Mary Holland took in orphans perhaps such as cousins Danny 

and Julie Donovan and Mary Kingston who live in the City.”
“Mary Holland taught the Irish language to neighboring chil-

dren and in those days, it was illegal to do that.”
“Grandma and Grandpa Murphy had bought a small parcel of 

land as an investment and were going to sell the lot to bring Mary 
Holland over to live with them.”

“Word came back from Mary Holland that she was too old and 
infirm to leave her home and make the journey.”

“One day, I came home and my mother was sitting at the kitch-
en table, crying and crying. She had just received a letter that her 
mother, Mary Holland, had died.”

In 1935, my grandfather and his brother Jack made a re-
turn visit to Donoughmore and to his wife’s relations at Caher-
gal, Union Hall. Back home, he convinced my grandmother that 
ship travel had improved so, that she could make the trip with-
out fearing sea sickness. She and her cousin ( Julia Donovan - I 
believe), did so. 

Mary Holland always intrigued me. Why didn’t I ask 
more questions when I might have gotten answers from folks 
now gone? The older generation loved their Irish heritage but 
being the children of immigrants and growing up and living 
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through two world wars and the depression, did not dwell 
on things that they took for granted. And some things were 
only hinted at. When I started a garden journal, expanded 
into a family current events account, my late father told me 
the story that my Uncle Joe started a family history and after 
a while it disappeared never to be found. My father thought 
that something ‘bad’ was in there that someone did not want 
recorded. Being in my forties and having a wonderful rela-
tionship with my father, I asked him what it was that was 
not supposed to be in the book and he said that he really did 
not know. Whatever it was, it would not have bothered him. 
But nevertheless, he asked me not to put anything ‘bad’ in the 
Journal. That “Beachwood Journal” is now over thirty years 
old and I have kept my word.

One time he was telling a story and I thought that he mis-
pronounced Mary Holland’s and his mother’s last name and I 
blurted out a correction. He gave me a glance that was a fleet-
ing mixture of hurt and disappointment. He was not mad but 
it was a lesson in respect and deference not lost on me. Some-
times you just have to listen.

In 1967, at age 25, I made my first trip to Ireland and got to 
Union Hall on my own without any connection or contacts. It 
was a place on a map in our stately, old 1930s Atlas. My Aunt 
Alice had marked Donoughmore with a pencil and then showed 
me Union Hall, near Skibbereen. As I drove over the narrow 
bridge crossing Glandore Harbour to Union Hall in a rented 
Morris, I was awe struck by the mist caressing the green hills and 
hovering just above the water in a lustrous display of suffused 
light. Making inquiries, I said to the Postmaster, “This place is so 
beautiful; how could anyone have left it?” He repeated the story 
using my words to everyone he met. By chance, my father’s cous-
in Danny Donovan was in town staying at their family home, an 
attached row house at the end of the main street in Union Hall. 
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He or his brother Mick took me to see the spot where Mary 
Holland’s Cottage used to be: an empty grassy spot at the edge 
of a hilly green field. 

 My task at home was to talk my father into making a trip 
himself which he did in 1970 with me, my brother Ed and a 
friend. He slept in his father’s homestead in Donoughmore and 
came to Union Hall to see the hometown of Mary Holland and 
his mother. He even visited with his mother’s 1937 companion 
and cousin, 96 year old Julia Donovan in a local nursing home. 
Seeing my father hold her hand at her bedside as they remi-
nisced was a wonder to behold. “She nursed all her babies,” Julia 
said of my father’s mother. I stepped out of the room to give 
them privacy.

On later trips there, just in the last decade, I started doing 
some genealogical studies and finally started asking the kind 
of questions I wish had asked earlier. At Kilfinnan Farm above 
Glandore Harbour where I often stay, I was told that Mary Hol-
land surely was buried at an old cemetery called Myross Island. 
My brothers Dan and Ed and I drove up there to an old cem-
etery with a ruin of a church overlooking the ocean, cold and 
windy but surreal in its beauty.

But when did she die and how old was she and where was her 
grave and…and…. Was it too late to find out? A local historian 
and school teacher, Denis Shanahan, helped me find her actual un-
marked burial site and connected me to some distant cousins. At 
the Skibbereen Heritage Center, I looked through old records. No 
luck. No trace of her having lived, married or died. Not only a leg-
end but a mystery woman. Beyond the cemetery notation, nothing. 
The Heritage Center then sent me nearby to a hospital administra-
tion center to see if they could find a death certificate. Lo and behold 
they found it! She died in 1922, age 74 from a cottage in Carrigillihy 
near Union Hall with Bridget Donovan listed as a witness. Now, 
from a historian’s perspective, I had something concrete.
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Forty-five years after her death and thirty years after her 
daughter’s return visit, it was my honor to be the first of their 
descendants to get there. More than 20 have followed. Some 
knew about Mary Holland, others, very little. Seventy-four years 
put her infancy in the worst years, near Skibbereen, the worst 
area to suffer An Gorta Mor (in the Irish language,) the Great 
Hunger. Because of the multi-year potato blight beginning in 
1845, it was called The Potato Famine. It was wrongly called 
a “famine” since many Anglo-Irish Ascendancy landlords were 
commercially exporting Irish produced food, enough to feed ev-
ery poor waif struck by that calamity. Mary Holland survived. A 
million did not. 

While she knew of her 9 unseen grandchildren, we later off-
spring of her only child could but be imagined. We never met 
her. We never knew her. We knew little about her. Yet we are 
her progeny; we live because of her survival. And she lives in us. 
May she rest in God’s peace in the good, misty, windswept green 
beauty of Myross Island.

Oh. There was one more discovery. When I got home from 
my ninth or tenth visit, I dug out the old family album and took 
a closer look at the photographs. There was a snap taken by my 
grandfather in 1935 and written on it were the words:

MARY HOLLAND’S COTTAGE

This poem was written by Thomas Murphy in 
tribute to the hospitality of the relations of his 
wife, Hannah Minihane Murphy, after a visit 
with them. Cahergal Cottage is not far from 
Mary Holland’s old Cottage at Carragillihy, 
both near Union Hall. 
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The Cottage of Sweet Cahergal

You may rave o’er the famed Blarney Castle

And a hug or a kiss of the stone

You may long for a view of Killarney

When you land on old Erin’s green shore

But here is one place if you’ll visit

There’s contentment and beauty by far

In that spot that is now famed for tourists

The cottage of sweet Cahergal

It stands summit high on the hill top

Convenient to sweet Union Hall

Where you’re met with a glad “mela falte”

From the folks if you happen to call

Now here’s to the folks of this cottage

Who always have room for one more

And here’s to the big ocean liners

As they view them west-bound by that shore

May the blessing of God shine upon them

May contented and happy they be

And the tourists not ever forget them

Though their homes are far over the sea.

By: Thomas Murphy 1937

About 40 years later, his youngest son, violinist William 
Murphy put the poem to music:
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Tom Murphy

John and Gladys Murphy
Mom
Our mother, Gladys Murphy died on July 14, 1952. There is 

no way to sugarcoat this. This was the defining event in the lives 
of our father and each of his 6 children. A pervasive sadness cast 
a pall over the spirit of 92 Newberry Avenue. Jack at 17 became 
a wanderer, later using the CB handle: The Irish Rover; Danny 
at age 15 lost his confidant and family ally; Mary Anne at age 13 
had had to witness such suffering and had to grow up too quick-
ly; Tom at age 10 never saw it coming and had the rug pulled 
out from under him; Kathy at age 8 and gifted with ‘second sight’ 
had psychic insights that she had to learn to process; Ed at age 6, 
almost 7 had the shortest time with her, with perhaps the fewest 
memories to nurture. I don’t know if any of us, till years later ar-
ticulated the word ‘abandoned’ but that is the fate we were dealt. 
It was not in our nature to share overt emotions. Irish restraint 
was inculcated into our beings. While we clung to each other in 
many ways, in other ways we internalized our ongoing, unspo-
ken grief in isolated emotional bubbles. 

The above is being said for a certain necessary context in 
how we overcame this loss, overcame somewhat the sense of 
abandonment and blossomed into fine adults. It was the very 
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spirit of the house as transmitted by our father that fostered 
eventual healing. He never abandoned us and was always there. 
It took years before any of us could really talk to one anoth-
er about it. This is my perception and my brothers and sisters 
may have had and do have their own perceptions, similar to or 
at variance with mine. That is something to be respected and 
honored. Having said all that, here are some of my stream of 
consciousness memories.

Mary Veronica (Gladys) Mortimer Murphy was supposed to 
be baptized Gladys in1909 but my Grandfather, Fenton J. Mor-
timer was told by the Irish priest that it was not a saint’s name. 
My Grandfather bargained for Gladys Marie, since that included 
a saint’s name and the priest simply mumbled. At the christen-
ing, which godparents but not parents attended in those days, the 
priest baptized her Mary and that was all there was to it. She was 
always called Gladys and my father referred to her as Glady. She 
chose Veronica at confirmation, presumably after her Aunt Ron-
nie, the sister of her mother, Anna Gilmartin Mortimer.

St. Peter’s Cemetery put her official name on the Murphy 
family headstone as Mary V. Murphy. Years later, when I had 
to have Pop’s and Jack’s names added and in cahoots with Mary 
Anne, I had the face of the headstone shaved off up in Vermont 
and re-inscribed in slightly smaller print to keep all the wording 
intact. But I had- (Gladys) - inserted to honor her real name 
which I wanted to do since I first saw the inscription on it short-
ly after she died. I also had garlands of shamrocks engraved on it 
and often seed the plots with clover.

When we kids would ask my mother if she and Pop went 
on a honeymoon, she said with her Irish wit: “Yes, but sepa-
rately.” Huh? She said that she and her mother and sisters took 
a road trip to Florida and Pop went to Lake Placid where he 
worked a summer job as Assistant Golf Pro. All before they 
got married.
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She was always singing and sometimes dancing. I can re-
member her singing “K, K, Katy, beautiful Katy” and listening 
to a 15 minute daily Bing Crosby radio broadcast. I can still hear 
the crooner’s opening song, “When the blue of the night meets 
the gold of the day, someone waits for me.”

She grew a vine from a sweet potato in water on tooth picks. 
She herself fixed our radio when it broke. When new aerosol 
whipped cream first came out, she held it the wrong way and 
squirted it all over the place. We all laughed and laughed. We had 
a fish bowl full of guppies and when they had a hundred offspring 
all of a sudden, she led us in a parade to the toilet, humming the 
funeral march as she poured them down to their watery burial. 
She also could be stern. At one point she wanted the kids like me 
to use the back door and I didn’t get the message. She sent Danny, 
her enforcement agent out to the front door to tell me to go around 
the back. Not accepting his dubious authority, I proceeded to kick 
the front door in protest and soon got my bottom whacked by her. 
One time I was out with the neighboring boys in the lot next door 
yelling obscenities at the old Italian man who had a summer house 
way in the back. I heard “Tommy”, her summons to me and when 
I got inside, I can remember the exact spot in the hallway at the 
bottom of the stairs by the window where she washed my mouth 
out with brown soap. She taught me memorable lessons. Once 
when her sister and friends were visiting, one of them gave me a 
dime, a lot of money for a child in those days. I said to her, “Here 
Mom; you can take it for food” There were nice oohs and ahs and 
I thought I had done something good. After they left, she told me 
not to ever do such a thing again; that I embarrassed her making 
it seem like we were poor.

She and her sisters had been telephone operators in the 
1920s and 1930s where diction was essential. When the phone 
rang, she could tell by the sound of the ring whether it was a 
local or long distance call. I can still hear her voice when she 
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called her sister Aunt Anna Robinson on the phone. She would 
clearly say to the operator: Gibralter two – five nyun two nyun 
(GI- 2- 5929.)

She was afraid of mice which she passed along to at least 
one of her daughters. But we didn’t kill spiders in the house. We 
turned a glass upside down and slid a piece of paper underneath 
to release them outside. She told the story of how when Mary, 
Joseph and baby Jesus were fleeing into Egypt, Herod’s soldiers 
were after them. They ducked into a cave and the friendly spiders 
quickly built webs across the mouth of the cave. When the soldiers 
arrived, they said that these webs have been here for years. There 
can’t be anyone in there. So, spiders were spared in our house.

I remember her telling us of the man in the upper boarding 
house bed who constantly dropped his boots on the floor wak-
ing the whole house. After complaints, he dropped one boot but 
remembered to place the other boot down softly. So the whole 
house couldn’t fall back to sleep waiting for the other shoe to 
drop. These stories all seemed to have a moral of tolerance and 
respect for others.

We said the rosary every night. Her Catholic religion and 
that of my father was of kindness, love, forgiveness and toler-
ance. When black non-denominational nuns came door to door 
collecting for the poor, unlike others in the neighborhood, she 
spent time in respectful discussion with them as I sat on the 
stoop listening. She was devoted to the Blessed Virgin Mary and 
set an example of goodness in a caring, loving way.

We still refer to her as ‘Mommy’ since that was how we knew 
and called her when we were children. We were mere children 
and never graduated into the more mature way of referring to 
her as ‘Mom.’

She left us too soon but imparted to us an easy grace leaving 
an absence in our lives felt to this day. We are better people living 
in the world because of her.
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Pop
To us, as we matured, he was no longer something like ‘Dad-

dy.’ He was Pop. Hi, Pop. Where’s Pop. How’re you doing, Pop? 
Morning, Pop. When I was talking to Pop, he said….etc. We 
were privileged to get to know him as adults, not frozen in time 
or memory like with our mother but with the growing wisdom 
of age. We saw all of his varied human characteristics which in 
balance were very, very good.

He was above all, a teacher. He didn’t set out to formally 
teach us. It was more by dint of his living and breathing that he 
imparted knowledge and wisdom and hope and faith and un-
spoken spiritual guidance. 

He did not try to control us but encouraged us to grow 
and blossom. He had manners in the old fashioned, good 
way. One of his biggest concepts was Social Grace. He would 
sometimes deliberately state what it was but more often than 
not, he just lived it. It was imparted through unconscious ex-
ample. He was a gentleman, a gardener, a cook, City High-
way Division foreman, a bartender, a handyman, a numbers 
player, a horse race bettor, a lover of children and a golfer. 
They all seemed weaved together, to go hand in hand. He 
rarely directed us to do something or not to do something. It 
was hard to pin him down on anything. He was not a harsh 
critic or doctrinaire judge of people or events. We all remem-
ber pearls of wisdom: Could happen. It’s not the end of the 
world. Social Grace. Whether you do, you don’t. When you 
give someone a gift, it’s theirs and no longer yours to say how 
it should be used. Things will be okay when the weather gets 
better. That hurt you more than it hurt him. Social Grace. 
You don’t believe in signs, do you? Evidently… (as a prem-
ise to a story). Social Grace. Irish women aren’t beautiful till 
they’re 25. Hardly worth it. Social Grace.
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In golf, he held the record number of 5 holes in one on Stat-
en Island for decades. He brought Mary Anne as a girl to a fa-
thers and daughters event at Silver Lake Golf Course. Pop and 
Skinner Graham played a golf match with Joe Louis and Teddy 
Rhodes here on the Island. My brothers and Charlie Robinson 
caddied. Some thought white boys should not be caddying for 
black men. My father ignored such criticism. 

Jack was his pride and joy as the first child. When Danny 
was born, he hosted a big christening party for him. He asked 
his own aged Uncle Jack to be Danny’s godfather since no one 
else had ever accorded his uncle that honor. When Jack and 
Danny were growing up, he took them fishing, golfing and other 
things a young father would do.

 He was somewhat of a different father before and after our 
mother died. Grief affects each of us differently. But his good-
ness always showed through. He loved us and supported us in 
so many ways.

One year he brought home two Christmas trees. After put-
ting up the big one in the sunporch, he was putting up the 
smaller one in the living room by the hall door. Danny men-
tioned that the Shaws couldn’t afford a Christmas tree that 
year. Without saying a word, he started using the claw part 
of the hammer to remove the nails he had just hammered in 
and told Danny they would bring the tree up to the Shaws. 
I resented the Shaws getting our second tree but in spite of 
myself, learned a lesson in kindness. I’m still not happy about 
it though.

I remember him reading to us when I was very little; teach-
ing snippets of things and later sharing philosophic concepts 
he learned in courses at Wagner College. Once in the back yard 
looking up at the Milky Way which could be seen before light 
pollution, he asked, “If you went to the very end of the uni-
verse, what would be on the other side?”
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We had a set of history books about World War I in the 
book shelf. He said to me, “You shouldn’t read that; it’s too vio-
lent.” I didn’t. He ordered a set of Funk and Wagnalls Encyclo-
pedias in the mail as a resource for us. I devoured them, bit by 
bit, article by article.

Crossing the Ferry or driving along the water’s edge, he 
would point out a freighter going out of the harbor with its rig-
ging still up. He’d explain that the ship was probably making a 
quick run down the coast to Newport News, Virginia. If it were 
crossing the Atlantic, its rigging would be down and secured. 
Driving over the hill, he would say this is the highest point in 
elevation along the coast between Maine and Florida.

As we grew older, we had a fun relationship with and dis-
cussed important issues of the day. Kathy had a joyful, often 
teasing relationship with Pop. One time he didn’t want to spend 
money on a prom dress. So she and sister-in-law Ann found an 
old horrid, salmon colored dress in a trunk from the 1930s and 
put it on. The two of them came into the kitchen where Pop 
was and said to one another, “Well’ if we trim it here and hem 
it there, maybe….” Pop looked up and said, “OK; I’ll buy you a 
prom dress.” Kathy washed her hair in the kitchen sink to his 
bemusement. One time she said to him, “Did you use my facial 
brush to clean potatoes?” He answered, “I did not.” When Mary 
Anne was her age, Pop didn’t like girls to use ‘paint and powder.’ 
But for Kathy, he brought home free make up and nail polish 
samples that a salesman gave him when he tended bar at Lee’s 
Tavern. She liked tuna and egg salad so much that he said. “I 
think you’re going to grow fins or feathers.” From Denver, she 
once asked him his secrets in making good soup. He replied, 
“Don’t put in too much celery; it dominates.”

When he later told Ed that he didn’t think the seminary and 
priesthood were right for him, Ed asked, “Why didn’t you tell 
me?” He replied, “Would you have listened?”
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He argued with Ed and me on our views against the Viet-
nam War but we found out later that he used our arguments de-
bating against his bar buddies up in the Blue and Gray. He liked 
our political involvement but reminded me that with my college 
education, the garbage man next door had a vote equal to mine.

We could all tell story after story about him. These are the 
impressions that swirl around in my head. We don’t know how 
his life would have been different if our mother had lived beyond 
their 17 years of marriage, had prospered together and lived into 
old age. Those are things we don’t know. But there are things we 
do know. Together he healed us and we healed him. He was one 
of nature’s noble men; an Irish prince of a man.
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from Jean (Rodgers) Murray 

I will start my memories of the Murphy House by forward-
ing first hand memories from Jean. Long prior to becoming 
ill, Jean started writing her childhood memories. Her children 
asked her to do it and she proceeded on occasion to grab a green 
ledge book and jot down her life story. Unfortunately, she only 
got to about age 12 when she stopped. I did send a copy of this 
to Mary Anne but I will extract and forward her memory of the 
Newberry Ave years.

“We moved to 76 Newberry Ave. I was always glad we made 
the move because I became friends with Mary Anne Murphy 
and have been friends ever since”

“Life of Newberry Ave was fun. I had a friend to play with 
and we were inseparable. We played hours with Mary Anne’s 
brother, Eddie. He was just a baby and we liked pushing him in 
his carriage. (At least I did; Mary Anne probably had her fill of 
little brothers and sisters). I used to go to her house every day 
and call, “Hey, Mary Anne” (We never knocked on doors. I don’t 
know why. Maybe it was because the babies were sleeping) and 
her father would call out to me, “How’s your old man”. They were 
a fun family and I liked going there. There was always something 
going on. At my house it was just me and you know I’m a people 
person. My father never learned to drive so Mr. .Murphy would 
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load up all the kids in his car and take us to the beach at night. 
That went on till we were married I think. He had the patience 
of a saint when I think back to all the time we spent at their 
house and he had six kids of his own.”

“I can remember during the war it was hard to get butter. 
Mr. Murphy came home with margarine. It looked like white 
fat in a “plastic” pouch with a yellow button in it. You had to 
squeeze and squeeze until the margarine turned yellow. I loved 
doing that.”

“The Murphy’s had chickens and Mr. Murphy would let us 
watch him kill and clean them. Once he let me use the ax and I 
never forgot it”

“Mary Anne and I would ride on the swings Mr. Murphy 
put up on the lot next to their house. Our favorite pastime was 
making up songs about the neighbors (Daisy, Daisy, Richard has 
gone crazy, Tim is the best and Elaine comes next, etc). This was 
about the Ricci’s, who, we thought that they thought they were 
too good to talk to us.”

“On Feb. 15 1950, my mother died. I was told she had a 
heart attack. Life at the Murphy’s was taking a turn for the worse 
also. Mrs. Murphy had breast cancer and had a double mastec-
tomy. Mary Anne and I would put cream on the scars. I remem-
ber how sad she looked. Eddie was only six years old. She died 
in July of 1952 and now Mary Anne and I were in the same boat. 
She had to take care of everything in the house. I used to get 
my work done on Saturdays and run down and help her do her 
work. They had a wringer washing machine that I loved so I did 
all the wash and hang it out while Mary Anne cleaned. I guess I 
got to pay back Mr. Murphy for all the trips to the beach.”

“The Murphy’s were very religious and Mr. Murphy had all 
the kids saying the rosary every night. If you were in their yard or 
house, you said the rosary. He didn’t care what religion you were. 
He also played the piano and he would sing all the old songs.”
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This is where Jean’s jottings suddenly end. I’m so happy I 
have this much. Now I will proceed with my Memories of the 
Murphy House:

My family moved to Dongan Hill in July 1948. I didn’t be-
come fully acquainted with the Newberry Ave gang till, I guess, 
probably the summer of 1949. From there my memories begin.

There was always a bunch of kids hanging out on Newber-
ry Ave. I became friends with Jack Murphy, oldest of the Mur-
phy kids, as well as many other boys. I immediately noticed 
that the Murphy House was the center of activity. It was like a 
magnet. All the guys just knew where to go to meet everyone. 
Mary Anne also attracted her girlfriends to the house. Among 
my specific memories:

Every Sunday in 1954 thru 1955 at 7:00 PM we would all 
arrive to watch a TV show called “The Wonderful World of Dis-
ney”. An episode that was played periodically on that show was 
called “Davy Crockett” with Fes Parker. We all loved that show 
and watched it together at Murphy’s. You had to get there early 
or all the floor space was taken.

There was a portable 45 RPM record player there. The 
girls (Mary Anne, Jean Rodgers, Bernadette Rooney, Marie 
Aliota and others whose names I don’t recall now would at-
tempt to get us guys (Me, Tony Colucci, Chris Christoffersen, 
Jack Murphy, Vinnie Rooney Micky Russo plus a few others) 
to get up and dance. Only Vinnie could dance. Over a period 
of time and lots of cajoling the girls were successful. The guys 
lost their inhibition and we all, somewhat, learned to dance. I 
remember the fast song we did the Lindy to was Bill Haley’s 
“Rock Around The Clock”

Like Jean, I remember Mr. Murphy rounding us up to say 
the rosary. 

I always remember Mr. Murphy asking me how my family 
were. He was always very considerate.
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When we were able to drive (age 18) things got very exciting. 
I remember Pat having his Dad’s car one day. He parked it out-
side the Murphy house and someone decided to see how many 
of us could fit in it at one time. I think the count was 13. I think 
it was a Chevy.

Obviously I have fond memories of our pairing up, boys and 
girls, and starting to date. It was at the Murphy’s that I first got 
to know Jean. I had been hanging out with her brother, Snuffy, 
but wasn’t acquainted with her. It was at the Murphy House that 
our romance began and eventually blossomed into marriage, six 
children and fourteen grandchildren.
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I grew up in a tenement apartment in west Harlem in a build-
ing filled with a majority of ethnic Irish families, most with either 
parents or living grandparents who had come over. Though my 
father was of Italian origins and my last name is Gaglione, it was 
ethnic Irish sensibilities with which I grew up and that were deep-
ly inculcated in me by my mother and my Irish immigrant grand-
mother and the Irish families with whom we lived. In the eulogy 
that I was asked to give at the funeral of our next-door neighbor 
who was my mother’s closest friend in the building and who had 
far outlived all those adults with whom I had grown up, I spoke: 
“We lived in a tenement, 1532 Amsterdam Avenue. Little then did 
we understand that it was an Irish village, albeit with some other 
ethnicities thrown in for good measure. On Friday and Saturday 
evenings the apartments served as the local pubs where tenants 
visited with each other - talked, gossiped, argued over their beers 
for long hours. My mother and Margaret Feeley became closest 
friends back then. And when most of the neighbors with whom 
they had shared those evenings had moved away, my mother and 
Margie Feeley continued the tradition. Even after she had moved 
to Brooklyn, then to the Bronx, the two of them always found 
frequent opportunities to get together, to sit and share much time 
– and some beers -with each other!” 

The author, Thomas Wolfe, entitled a book, You Can’t Go 
Home Again. But the Murphy home brings me there. It did so 



186

92 Newberry Ave

once in a very vivid way. At a St. Patrick’s Day gathering of the 
clan at the Murphy home Tom had a group of musicians playing 
Irish tunes. I don’t know what prompted me, maybe to “go home 
again,” but I asked if they knew the tune to “Shoe the Donkey.” 
They did, they played it, and the leader of the group stood up 
and danced the steps to the tune which I had learned some 60 
years before. I stood up and danced it as well, my feet taking me 
into that other world, for a few brief and sacred moments, the 
Irish village of my childhood and youth. Whenever I visit the 
Murphy home, it takes me back to that reverie, to the time and 
place of my childhood and youth, to that Irish village sensibility 
for which I yet yearn and which has been long lost in my life and 
in this American world.
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Vincent Montalbano

Since 1972, the Murphy house at 92 Newberry Avenue in 
Staten Island has been home to many conversations, interac-
tions, discussions and events that have made significant impres-
sions on my life from then to this day. There were impressions of 
personal warmth and empathy; political camaraderie; intellec-
tual stimulation; and individual triumph in adversity. I entered 
this house as a 23 year old; and 46 years on, I still look forward 
to and welcome its embrace.

Political activity was the original cornerstone of my rela-
tionship with the Murphy family and home. After spending my 
1967-71 college years deeply immersed in student anti-Vietnam 
War activism. I returned to my conservative New York City Bor-
ough of Staten Island determined to apply the organizing skills 
I learned as a student to help elect local and national figures 
committed to “liberal” public policies. The 1972 McGovern for 
President campaign provided that vehicle. That is where I met 
Tom Murphy, who was President of the Staten Island Demo-
cratic Association, the “reform” Democratic club in the borough. 

Tom made sure that I joined the club and that I participat-
ed in the club’s efforts as the local organization of the McGov-
ern campaign. Tom was then and still is the rare political leader 
who is less consumed with getting credit than with getting the 
job done. I was amazed by how much work I was assigned, 
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and how much trust he had that I and others would learn and 
perform with his guidance. I have never forgotten that lesson 
as I have led and directed others in my work and in my ongoing 
political activity.

My post-McGovern involvement with the club led to many 
visits to the Murphy home for meetings, usually lasting late into 
the evening, with other club activists to plan other campaigns 
and activities. To me those sessions were like political salons; 
stimulating intellectual engagements that I miss dearly in this 
time of shallow political discourse. It was at these sessions that 
I met Ed Murphy, Tom’s younger brother, a Vietnam Veteran. 

From Ed I learned how to understand the almost Zen-like 
disconnect of this war to the body-politic and the accelerating 
dysfunction of its political institutions. As both a war veteran 
and a candidate for local office, Ed was able to approach even the 
most mundane issues from the perspective of someone who put 
his life in danger on a daily basis. No issue was too small. And no 
one’s opinion was unimportant. I have carried this too into my 
approach to public policy issues as a participant in the precious 
experiment of democracy.

All this from only the two members of the family of 92 
Newberry Avenue that I know well. To say this structure, which 
celebrates its 100th birthday this year, was not also intimately 
involved in helping to form these personas would be a grave er-
ror. I still visit this home a few times a year. It is still strong and 
stately and open and welcoming. Happy Birthday 92 Newber-
ry. May you stand forever and witness the production of many 
more beings whose commitment to humanity and freedom is 
more necessary with each passing day.
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It’s a treat to contribute a few words to the celebration of the 
Murphy family home centennial. Our dear Uncle Tom gracious-
ly hosts us on so many lovely occasions and some of my fondest 
memories are of the annual St. Patrick’s Day Party.

I remember vividly being a small girl at those wild gather-
ings on Staten Island. The house itself seemed to come alive as 
it filled with people. The antique portraits of our Irish ances-
tors hanging on the walls, the shamrocks growing in pots, and 
even the old cuckoo clock were enchanted as laughter and stories 
filled the air. 

At that point in the evening when guests would convene in 
the front room, us kids would take our place on the carpeted 
stairs. This perch offered a perfect view of the proceedings while 
also allowing us to squirm and play in the background. We’d lis-
ten to the old country songs about famine, revolution, and love. 
Hear the recounting of old and new adventures. And be thrilled 
by the bagpiper as he ceremonially marched through the crowd.

There on the stairs us kids began to absorb our heritage. 
Began to weave it into our understanding of ourselves and the 
world around us. For that I am deeply grateful.





homeowners
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92 Newberry Ave

Thomas Murphy (1919-1944)
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Hannah Minehane  (1919-1944)
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John and Gladys Murphy (1944-1983)

Tom Murphy (1983-present) 
Left to right: Michael Mulgrew, President, United Federation 
of Teachers (UFT).  Staten Island Congressman Max Rose. 

Tom, a former teacher is President of the UFT retiree chapter.  
Celebrating teachers, unions & the Congressman’s election.



THE HOUSE
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During WWll this Blue Star banner hung 
from the front window. Each star represented 
a son (Eddie & Bill) who were fighting for 
their country.
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Newberry Avenue Street scene across from  
92 Newberry Avenue in the early 1950s

Tom and Ed remember campaigning for President Kennedy
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Tom’s house in 2019.

In 2018 the Garage was taken down



the garden
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Grandfather: Thomas Murphy in his garden.
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Father: John Murphy in the same garden.
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Grandson: Tom Murphy continues growing tomatoes.



murphy families
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First generation. Adults Left to right: Uncle Jack, brother of 
Thomas, Hannah & Thomas. Standing between his parents 

is our uncle Bill. Children seated are unidentified.

Gladys Murphy with children. From Left to right:  Jean Rodgers, 
Kathleen & Eddie Murphy, and Charlie Robinson (1948)
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Jack, Mary Anne, Tom & Dan Murphy (1948)

Murphy Family (1951) Standing John, Dan & Jack. In front: Mary 
Anne, Tom, Gladys holding Eddie and Kathleen on the right.
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Kathleen and her mother Gladys at Wolfes Pond

Murphy family with Grandpop Mortimer.
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Jack’s family. Jim, Jack, Kelly, Ann and Mike

Dan’s Family. Dan, Barbara, Christopher, Sean and Martin
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Christoffersen family: Standing, Kevin, Steve, Brian,  
John & Alan. Seated Chris & MaryAnne

Dixon Family. Kathleen & Kip in back. Tim & Sheila in front.
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Dixons & Christoffersens in Colorado

Oliver Elliot, newest member of the Murphy clan.  
Thomas and Hannah’s great, great, great grandson.
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Emma and Tom with their son Oliver.

Sheila & David Fowler with their grandson Oliver.
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Tim Dixon Family. Parker, Karyn, Tim & Grey.

Alan Christoffersen Family.  
Standing: Jim, Marie & Alan with his father  

Chris in his parent’s “Son” room.
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Steve Christoffersen Family. Daniel, Steve, Kyle & Thomas.

John Christoffersen and wife Mary Doyle
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Ed & Lin Murphy’s house in Saratoga Springs, NY,  
where 1978 Murphy reunion took place.

Kyle Christoffersen & wife Cait.
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Most of the Murphy clan at Ed & Lin’s in 1978.

Pop and his adult children by seniority. Jack,  
Dan, Mary Anne, Tom, Kathleen & Ed
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Murphy men, John, Jack, Dan, Tom & Ed

Back yard picnic at 1978 reunion.
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Kelly Murphy at reunion (1978).

Brian Christoffersen at 1978 reunion.
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Dan & Mary Anne at 1978 reunion.

Jack’s family at John Murphy’s funeral.  
Kelly, Jack, Jim, Ann & Mike.
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Ed’s Family at The Geyser in Saratoga Spa State Park.  
Jack & wife, Mira David, Lin, Ed & Zoeann.



pets
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Dan and Aunt Alice O’Toole with Rusty and Pupsy
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Rusty and Pupsy
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Marquis

Marquis is an Irish cat who likes his beer



siblings
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Children of Hannah and Thomas Murphy visiting John’s  
son Eddie at his Paulist Seminary. Front, Eddie, Alice, May,  

Anne & Bill. In back nephew Eddie and his father John.
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Children of John & Gladys at  
1978 Saratoga Springs Murphy Reunion.

In Saratoga Springs
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Surviving siblings at Tom’s house on Newberry Avenue
Ed, Mary Anne, Kathleen and Tom



Walsh Family
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See James Walsh story.  Sisters Hannah (Annie) on the left 
visited her Uncle Tom on Staten Island, moved on to San 

Francisco and returned to Ireland. Ellie (Nellie) on the right 
went from Cork to San Francisco and married Patrick Walsh.
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Eileen (Walsh) Frost, Ann Walsh, Jim Walsh,  
Laura (Walsh) Lau, Tom Murphy.

Family of Dan Walsh (son of Jim). Sara, Madison,  
Dan, Sydney, Ann, & Nolan, in front.
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Extended west coast Walsh family.



People
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Gladys (Mortimer) Murphy
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John in England, supported by Tom with John Soldini.

Chris Christoffersen at Murphy Family reunion.
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Uncle Bill



237

100 Years of Murphys

Uncle Eddie in the Army



238

92 Newberry Ave

Left to right: Teddy Rhodes, John Murphy, Joe Louis putting 
& Skinner Graham.



239

100 Years of Murphys

Championship golf. John was “hole in one” champion on Staten 
Island (5). He and Skinner Graham played golf with World 
Heavyweight Boxing Champion Joe Louis and Teddy Rhodes, a 
great African American golfer, who was denied opportunities to 
compete in the PGA. 
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Tucker Murray & Jean Rodgers

Uncle Leo In back yard of Newberry Avenue



Carlin & McCourt
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Frank McCourt’s Book autograph for Mr. A

Frank McCourt’s Postcard to Ryan Carlin



ireland
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John Murphy’s golf pilgrimage. He signs the register at The Royal and 
Ancient Golf Club of St Andrews in Scotland on his way to Ireland.

John driving with the steering wheel on the right.
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Priest looking at church records in our search for Aunt Sadie Deignan

A priest and John Soldini searching through church records
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Meeting Staten Islanders near Kylemore Abbey

John Soldini and Tom in “breaking and entry” into Aunt Sadie’s farm house 
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Dublin B&B owner hostess had a “tongue that could clip a hedge” 
and sense of humor.  She asked Pop how he was enjoying his visit to 
Ireland. He said it was going well but the best was yet to come. She 
asked what he meant and Pop said his parents came from Cork and 

he was looking forward to going there. She responded “If my parents 
came from Cork I wouldn’t tell anyone”. She and Ed had a similar contest.

Welcomed to the Mortimer side of the family
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Daniel Mortimer’s grave.

Photo taken for John Christotffersen, “It’s a long way to Tipperary”
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Pop walks with his cousin Tim who lived at Lackabawn.  
Pop slept one night there.

Lackabawn, in Cork, the ancestral home of Thomas Murphy
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Pat & Juliane Murphy, A Murphy who married a Murphy. 
Their son is on the roof. 

At a Peat Bog with family.
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Approaching Blarney Castle.

Tom & Ed inspecting the peat.
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Looking up to the Blarney Stone directly above the top window.

Pop kisses the stone after refusing to talk past midnight.  
It was as if he were fasting before communion.
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Glandore Harbour. Grandmother Hannah Minehane came 
from Union Hall on the west side of Glandore Harbour.

Sunday mass in church at Union Hall
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Pop visits cemetery near Union Hall  
where we believe our ancestors were buried.

Mary Holland’s Union Hall cottage: home of our 
grandmother’s mother. Located on the west side of  

Glandore Harbour, in County Cork.



255

100 Years of Murphys

A medieval banquet at Bunratty Castle. We were introduced to mead, a honey 
wine we heard of from the Mead Halls in Beowulf and similar tales. What we 
did not know was that it is a fertility drink. Newlyweds drink it for a month 
after marrying. That is where the word honeymoon comes from. Seated in 
front is our cousin, Tadhg Foley, John Murphy, John Soldini & Ed Murphy. 

Tom Murphy stands in back with actresses, “serving wenches”.

Approaching Bunratty Castle with Tadhg Foley, who 
reconnected the American and Irish families.
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Tom, Ed & Dan with the Staten Island Advance  
outside the Irish homestead.

A boat named after “Himself ”.
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NOTES

Do you know a story that should be remembered?
What do you wish you had asked your grandparents, par-

ents, siblings or friends while they were alive? Someone younger 
than you will have similar questions. Use these lined pages to 
record it. The next generation will thank you.
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