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It’s many years since we heard of the

journeymen. Their occupation was a tai-

lor, cobbler and a servant boy as he was

called. They were a very strange kind of

workman because they were always on

the move, they found it hard to settle

down, the cause could be broken homes,

drink or some misfortune.

The journeyman never committed him-

self to a year’s employment like the 

servant boy who was hired out in January

until the following January, their wages

was small, fifteen pounds a year, not all

of that did they get at one time, there

was always money owed to them, they

could not leave until their term ended.

And maybe they were not wanted at

home, as they came from large families,

and the money they earned they sent

home to help them to survive.

The journeyman never took a week’s

wages, at the end of his day’s work he

would get around two shillings, when

night came he was free, and went to the

pub, drink was cheap at that time, and

he had a good night on his day’s wages,

that was his usual pattern.

While he was with the farmer he was an

excellent worker, but after a few months

he would get unsettled and move on to

another farmer. Having travelled through-

out the country, he had wide experience

of the gentlemen farmers and their

wives, they were treated like slaves, the

food was of poor quality, at dinner the

potatoes were thrown out on a big

wooden table, plenty of cabbage or

turnips put out on an enamel plate that

had seen many years of abuse. 

A big bone was put on the plate with a

small piece of meat on it. When the jour-

neyman complained to the farmer about

the big bone and the small piece of

meat, the farmer said: ‘the nearer the

bone the sweeter the meat’. He went

back to his work but not too happy.

When evening came the farmer told him

to put the horse in a special field, so he

did, he tied him to a big stone. When the

farmer came out in the morning he found

the horse tied to a big stone, when he

came back he was like a lion and asked

why he did it, The journeyman said: ‘the

nearer the stone the sweeter the grass’. 

They were very witty and would tell tales

and lies to the farmers. This lad used to

tell about another farmer who had a very

sick cow. She could not stand up. The

farmer asked the lad if he could do any-

thing for her. He told him to get the vet.

No he says, the neighbours would go to

the four corners of the earth to find out

what was wrong. There was a big woolly

sheepdog and the woman of the house

used come out and stand at the cow-

house door with this big dog and ask did

she get up yet. The journeyman getting

fed up listening to her, he took the dog

and threw him at the cow’s head. The

cow got such a fright she jumped up and

walked out. There was the journeyman

tailor; he would drop in to where there

was a tailoring business. He had his

trade learned and had no problem get-

ting a job. Tailoring was a big business

then as there were no readymade suits.

All men got their suits tailored. 

After some time he would get unsettled

and go. These young men never lived

rough and were always well dressed.

There was the cobbler; he would walk

miles to find a vacant house. I remember

one of these men set up in a vacant

house not far from our home. He was

well advanced in years and he was lame.

He was called the ‘Jurr McKiernan” and

was very good at repairing shoes. People

gave him plenty of work and like the rest

of the journeymen he would go after

three or four months. He always had the

repairs done before he went. He travelled

light; all he had was a few small tools

that would fit in a handbag.

After the journey came another kind of

travelling people. There was an old man

came into our area, he did general farm-

work. All he wanted was a bit to eat and

a place to sleep. People were good to

him but he too would get unsettled and

go.

I remember an old woman who came to

our area twice a year. She was some kind

of travelling lady, her name was Molly

Ganley and she carried a big basket with

all kinds of colourful material. My

mother would buy a piece of material.

There was no measuring; they must have

been remnants that the shop gave her.

She would give small pieces to my

mother and say: ‘let the children make

rag dolls out of them’.

All those people who suffered cold and

hardship, and travelled the lonely roads

of Ireland have long gone. Their memory

is all that is left.     
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Odie Clyne, a ‘homeboy’ in the Aughavas/
Gortletteragh area in the 1940s & 50s nursing

a young Aughavas boy.


