
International Headquarters 
PO Box 1716  •  Morristown, NJ  07962 
Tel:  973‐605‐1991  
www.iaci‐usa.org

Welcome to the latest edition of the IACI e-news. 

Founded in 1962, the IACI is the leading Irish American cultural organization.  The IACI is a federally 
recognized 501(c)(3) not-for-profit national organization devoted to promoting an intelligent 
appreciation of Ireland and the role and contributions of the Irish in America. 

Guest contributors are always welcome!  Please note, the IACI is an apolitical, non-sectarian 
organization and requests that contributors consider that when submitting articles.  The IACI reserves 
the right to refuse or edit submissions. The views and opinions expressed in this newsletter are solely 
those of the original authors and other contributors. These views and opinions do not necessarily 
represent those of the IACI or any/all contributors to this site.  Please submit articles for consideration 
to cbuck@iaci-usa.org.

To continue reading articles contained in this latest e-news, please scroll through the 
following pages. 



An Irish American Christmas 
by 

Raymond D. Aumack 

Christmas is a great time of the year. Most people seem to be happier and more polite. I love to 
hear the greeting, “Merry Christmas.” I don’t mind being greeted with “happy holidays.” While I 
respect the quest to keep Christ in Christmas, I know he is always there living within us. Christ is 
with the person who wishes me a “Happy Holiday.” Christ is in his or her heart, as well. I respect 
my Jewish friends who celebrated Hanukkah just the week prior. Hanukkah is not a Jewish 
Christmas. It was celebrated for 197 years before the Christian era. 

My story begins in 1945. I was nine years old and in the fourth grade. That made me eligible to 
become an altar server. One of our first assignments was to sing as a group at Midnight Mass. 
There was much practice to learn Amen, and et cum spiritu tuo. On Christmas eve we arrived at 
the church about 11:15 with my classmates to vest in the sacristy. We all wore red cassocks with 
a starched white surplice, highlighted with a big stiffly starched white collar and a wide red 
ribbon which we were to use to make a kind of bow tie. 

The pastor celebrated the Solemn High Mass except this one would be super solemn. Our Pastor 
had the honor of Prothonotary Apostolic and that gave him the privilege of celebrating the Mass 
just as a bishop would. He wore all the vestments, the special episcopal shoes, the miter, and he 
walked with a crosier. The church was packed with people standing in the aisles.Two of our 
parish priests served as Deacon and Subdeacon. The Mass was so special they recruited one of 
the high school kids to be the Master of Ceremonies. This was a very important job that required 
a lot of study because none of the priests including the pastor seemed to know what to do. We 
had a procession throughout the church, so that the pastor, Msgr. Lawlor, could show off his 
episcopal finery.  

In those days, people did not sing at Mass. We had a choir that was assembled for high holy days 
like Christmas and Easter. There were six of them, all with operatic voices and when they sang 
the Gloria and the Creed it was like a dueling duet between tenors and sopranos over the basso 
profundo of Harry Fletcher. I knew everyone by name because that was the kind of city Bayonne 
was at the time. My father grew up in the same neighborhood that we lived in.  

My brother, Donald, did not come with us that year. It was judged that he was too young to stay 
up until after midnight. Altar boys were given time off from school, so we could nap that 
afternoon. It was an Irish dominated community and Danny Boy was sung after Silent Night 
during Communion. We had a beautiful mosaic shrine dedicated to St. Patrick, one of the great 
artistic accomplishments of the city. 

After Mass, my father and I had stolen and tea. It was nice to bond with my father alone, by the 
time we got home, my mother and my brother, Donald, were both asleep. My mother was 
expecting another brother in May. In those days you did not know a baby’s gender until the birth. 
It felt so grown-up to be with my father after midnight sipping tea, eating stolen, and just 



chatting. That was pretty much the routine throughout my grammar school years. My brother 
joined us a few years later. Jimmy was born in May but never joined our little excursion. My 
mother would attend the 9:00 Mass the following morning after she put the turkey into the oven. 
One thing about an Irish household is that kitchen activity is done with liturgical devotion and 
military precision. If there was one deviation from routine, I would hear, “Well, we didn’t do it 
that way last year.” Tradition was a big part of our lives. 

Now that I was in high school, I was the one that started breaking tradition. It started the 
previous Thanksgiving that was celebrated at my grandfather’s house. I was a freshman in high 
school and I had a date for the Grid Iron Hop, one of the biggest dances of the year for Jersey 
City, sponsored by St. Peter’s Prep, New Jersey’s Jesuit high school. Well, you should have 
heard the uproar when I announced I was leaving because I had to pick up a date. One of my 
grand aunts, Hannah, was in utter shock. “Are ye allowed,” she shouted at the top of her voice. 
My mother assured her that my plans were legitimate, and she approved. “Beeeegorrrraaaah,” 
she shouted. My mother haltingly mentioned that I was growing up. I had just turned fourteen. 
She said that she learned from other mothers at the Prep Mother’s Club that this was a common 
practice and that it was an honor for any girl to be invited to this particular dance by a St. Peter’s 
boy. My brothers told me the next day that the buzz of my rebellion lasted far into the night. I 
was much too young to be “walking about.” 

I had to take three busses from Hoboken to Jersey City.  Fortunately, my date’s dad volunteered 
to drive us down to St. Peter’s. My date was a very sweet girl. We had met a month and a half 
before at a St. Peter’s roller skating party. While we both had boys and girls in our lives, for both 
of us, it was the first “dress up date,” for both of us and we had a terrific time. I was terrified of 
girls at that time. They seemed so smart and confident and I felt I was a mess in comparison. It 
turns out that she felt the same way about boys. We both agreed that if we were representative of 
our respective genders, we were pretty terrific people. I can’t tell you enough about the 
incredible confidence boost that date generated. We never became romantically involved, well 
more or less, but we did maintain a friendship for many years. 

Back to Christmas…..the same thing happened again, this time from my house. It was the 
evening of Christmas only a month after the Thanksgiving skirmish with my extended family, 
and there was a great party at the home of one of my friends. When I announced that I was going 
elsewhere early in the evening, there was an uproar about leaving the family on Christmas night. 
Well the die was already cast. I took the bus to Jersey City to pick up my new best friend and 
another bus back to Bayonne. It was a wonderful evening. There were about fifty of us, all 
friends. We talked and ate, and talked some more, and in the course of the evening, the great 
Jimmy Byrne took to the piano and we sang every song that we knew including every Christmas 
Carol and Irish song we could think of.  

It turned out to be a fabulous evening. In Irish, the term for a good time is, “good craic.” Well 
this was the best of craic. Years later, whenever my friend Karen and I talked, we would 
remember those great days. We were both blessed to find each other at that time of our lives. I 
also made the rocky road a lot smoother for my brothers. 



The Irish culture was pervasive. We were imbued in it. It was basically by song and story. I 
remember my mother taking with one of our native Irish neighbors and asking, “Are you going 
home (meaning Ireland) this summer?” The woman responded, “Ah, sure , why would I be doing 
that? This is my home now.” 

We learned something from the generation ahead of us. They came to this country and built a 
great life for themselves, and a great life for us, the next generation to build on. We were the 
ones who had the opportunity to go to great schools and universities. I was the first in my family 
to graduate from a four-year high school. If I have any courage and daring, I owe that to my 
grandfather. I admit I was very impressed to discover how well he was known and how respected 
he was throughout Hoboken. My grandfather had lived on an island in Southwest Cork, 
Reengaroga. He told me how he sat at the top of a cliff overlooking the ocean to watch ships 
coming from Cobh across the south of Ireland on their way to the shipping lanes. He longed to 
be on one of those ships. Years later I sat on the edge of the same cliff, watching ships sailing out 
to the shipping lanes. 

I have another Christmas story to tell. I was in college at the time, a freshman.  Seton Hall had a 
Christmas creche with live animals. These live animals had to be guarded. There was a lottery 
and all of our names had to be in a hat.  I won the only lottery of my life, so far. I had to guard 
the stable with three other guys at 9:00 AM on Christmas morning. The night before, after 
Christmas Midnight Mass, I went to a party at the home of another one of my friends. I had 
always been very careful about drinking alcohol. This night, I crossed the line in the sand. I left 
the party in the early morning and took the Boulevard bus to Jersey City. I then transferred to a 
bus that took me to Newark. In Newark, I took a Public Service bus to Seton Hall. It would be an 
understatement to say that those bus rides were simply painful. I had a two-hour shift beginning 
at 9:00 AM. It was now 7:45 and I went to my dorm room to get some sleep. After a restless nap, 
I went down to the stable. One of the guys, bless him, bought coffee for the four of us. The day 
was bitter cold with the temperature in the teens. There was a wind, so it was even colder. My 
head felt as if someone split it with an axe. I wished that I could at least get sick or just simply 
die surrounded by the animals in the creche. The punishment, or should I say torture, of those 
two hours in the bitter cold taught me a great lesson. Beware of that line in the sand. 

My family was a drinking family. I decided that day that there was no pleasure in anything that 
cost what I had to pay that day. Fortunately, I maintained that temperance. Now I take two 
medications with big labels on the bottles that say, ”don’t drink alcohol with this medication.“ 

So, this ends my Irish American Christmas story. My children, third generation Irish are starting 
to form their own traditions. I can feel the wind shifting. My wife and I are the same 
octogenarian age and grew up around the corner from each other. We shared the same friends, 
the same values, and the same traditions. Now we watch our children shaping theirs. One of my 
daughters is adopted and is Colombian by birth. She married a native of Uganda of Portuguese 
and Indian descent. They have four beautiful and magnificent children. They are all part of our 
Irish American tradition. Another daughter-in-law is of Cherokee Indian descent. The children 
and their spouses and our seven grandchildren are all friends. Assimilating into America, in the 
third generation, we have become the all-American family. And I love it.  



Irish Sports Trivia 

The All Ireland Senior Football Championship is held for a trophy named 

after whom?  
Sam Maguire.  

Who is the legendary Irish jockey who won the Grand National at his 

fifteenth attempt?  
A.P. McCoy  

Roddy Doyle's "The Van" is set against the background of which sporting 

event?  

The 1990 World Cup (Italia 

90).  

Which jockey was most closely associated with racehorse Arkle 

throughout his career?  
Pat Taaffe  

What record did Irish bobsledder Aoife Hoey set at the 2010 Olympics?  
She was the tallest woman 

competitor (6' 4").  

Who was Ireland's goalie in Italia 90 whose fantastic save against 

Romania put them into the quarter finals?  
Packie Bonner  

Belfast's City airport is named after which Irish sports person?  George Best.  

What sport did Irishman Alex 'Hurricane' Higgins play?  Snooker.  

Which Irish snooker player beat Steve Davis to become world champion in 

1985?  
Dennis Taylor  

Which Irish boxer of Traveller heritage became a hero in the 1996 

Olympics?  
Francie Barrett  

Which soccer club was Roy Keane most closely associated with as a 

player?  
Manchester United  

Which boxer styled himself 'The Celtic Warrior?'  Steve Collins  

Who was the first manager of legendary boxer Barry McGuigan  Barney Eastwood  

Tommy, Paul, Philip, Nina. Which Irish racing family?  The Carberrys  

Which Irish racehorse trainer won the Cheltenham Glenfarclas cross-

country race three years in a row?  
Enda Bolger  

Which Irish athlete was the women's 5000m world champion in 1995  Sonia O'Sullivan  

Ireland won the Six Nations Championship in 2009 in what sport?  Rugby Union  

 



On This Day in Irish History - January 

 
1st 1801 - Legislative Union of the Ireland and Great Britain in the United Kingdom. 

1926 - Irish Free State broadcasting service 2RN is opened. 
1957 - Two IRA men are killed in an attack on an RUC base in Brookeborough. 
1973 - Ireland joins the EEC along with Denmark and Britain. 
1974 - First day in office for the Northern Ireland Executive. 
1990 - The Northern Ireland Fair Employment Act becomes law. 

2nd 1922 - Anti-Treaty Republicans publish the newspaper Poblacht na hÉireann. 
1941 - Three Carlow women are killed in a bombing raid. 

3rd 1935 - Anglo-Irish Coal-Cattle pact signed. 

4th 1906 - Irish Parliamentary Party MP William O'Brien calls on nationalists to extract maximum concessions for Ireland from each British 
government. 
1969 - Loyalists attack civil rights demonstrators in Derry. 

5th 1907 - Ireland's first motor show opens in Dublin. 
1911 - Protestant church leaders condemn the Catholic ne Temere decree. 
1922 - De Valera offers to resign after the terms of the Anglo-Irish Treaty are published. 

6th 1955 - National Farmers' Assocation is formed. 
1961 - Seán Mac Eoin leaves Ireland to serve as General Commanding Officer of the United Nations. 
1991 - Irish EC Presidency launched. 

7th 1922 - The Dáil Éireann votes narrowly to accept the Anglo-Irish Treaty. 

8th 1902 - The Great National Convention takes place in Dublin. 
1952 - Peig Sayers travels to Dublin for the first time at age 81. 
1968 - Northern Ireland PM Terence O'Neill and Taoiseach Jack Lynch meet in Dublin. 
1979 - Betelgeuse tanker disaster. 

9th 1967 - Demonstrations by the National Farmers' Association block the roads. 

10th 1922 - Arthur Griffith is elected President of the Provisional Government. De Valera and supporters walk out of the Dáil Éireann. 
1952 - An Aer Lingus plane crashes in Wales with the loss of twenty lives. 
1970 - Huge anti-Apartheid demonstrations in Ireland as Ireland plays South Africa at rugby. 

11th 1954 - The Irish Council of the European Union is formed in Dublin. 
1970 - Sinn Féin splits into Official and Provisional wings. 
1988 - John Hume and Gerry Adams meet in Belfast. 

13th 1847 - Irish Confedation established. 
1923 - The residence of President W.T. Cosgrave is set on fire. 



14th 1965 - The Taoiseach Seán Lemass arrives in Belfast for a historic meeting with its Prime Minister Terence O'Neill. 

16th 1881 - Lowest temperature ever recorded in Ireland (-19.1C, at Markree, County Sligo). 
1900 - Three lion cubs raised by an Irish red setter go on show at Dublin zoo. 
1960 - A 103-year old shipping service between Cork and Glasgow comes to an end. 

17th 1914 - Sir Edward Carson inspects a parade of the East Belfast Regiment of the UVF. 

18th 1953 - Sinn Féin decides to contest all twelve constituencies in Northern Ireland. 
1978 - Britain is found guilty in the European Court of Human Rights of inhuman and degrading treatment of internees in Northern Ireland. 

20th 1992 - Peter Brooke offers to resign as Secretary of State for Northern Ireland after singing on The Late Late Show only hours after an IRA 
bombing. 

21st 1919 - First meeting of the Dáil Éireann at the Mansion House in Dublin, where an independent Irish Republic is declared. The Anglo-Irish 
War begins with the shooting of two policement in Tipperary. 
1946 - Work starts on a comprehensive English-Irish dictionary. 

22nd 1923 - Irish becomes a subject for examination in the Civil Service. 
1972 - Jack Lynch and Patrick Hillery sign the Treaty of Accession to the European Communities. 

24th 1957 - Sir Alfred Chester Beatty becomes the first honorary Irish citizen. 

26th 1907 - The performance of The Playboy of the Western World in Dublin triggers a week of rioting. 
1944 - W. T. Cosgrave resigns as leader of Fine Gael. 
1996 -  'The Mitchell principles' are proposed as conditions for talks in Northern Ireland. 

27th 1995 - First formal discussions between the Taoiseach John Bruton and Gerry Adams. 

29th 1887 - Pro-Unionist newspaper The Union founded in Dublin. 
1932 - Ten years of Cumann na nGaedhael rule come to an end. 

30th 1913 - House of Lords rejects the Home Rule Bill. 
1972 - Bloody Sunday - 13 demonstrators killed by British paratroopers in Northern Ireland. 
1992 - Charles Haughey resigns as Taoiseach and leader of Fianna Fáil. 

31st 1984 - Teenager Ann Lovett dies after giving birth in a religious grotto. 
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