
  
The next morning the children woke to 

the sound of carriages. They were all 

very excited. Eily looked in the food bag. 

There were three pears left so they each 

took one and headed back towards the 

shop with the blue and white shutters. 

Michael knocked on the door. There was 

no answer for a minute, then a plump 

old women with grey hair and an  apron 

covered in flour came to the door. “Is 

this the house of Nano and Lena?” 

asked Eily. “Yes! Why?”replied the 

woman. “Well, we think you are our 

grandaunts,” said Eily “What did you 

just say young lady,” the woman 

replied in a cross voice. “We think you 



are our grandaunts,” Michael piped up. 

“We want no beggars around here!”the 

woman said. “We are not beggars!” 

replied Michael in a sturdy voice “We 

think you know our Mother and Father, 

Margaret and John O’ Driscoll.” “Yes, 

we know Margaret and John,”replied 

the woman. “We are their children, Eily, 

Michael, and Peggy” said Michael. 

“Oh! Sorry! I’m Nano. Lena come here 

there are some visitors here for 

us!”shouted Nano. A tall, brown haired 

women with flour all over her hands 

came to the door. “Who are these fine 

young children?”asked Lena “These are 

Margaret and John O’ Driscoll 

children”, explained Nano. “Our 

Margaret’s children?” asked Lena 



excitedly.  “Yes!” said Peggy shyly. 

“Well come in, come in.”Lena said 

excitedly. The house smelled of pies and 

cakes. “Now children, sit down and tell 

us what happened?” said the 

grandaunts. Eily started “Well, as you 

know the Famine has spread all around 

Ireland. Our Father went to work on the 

roads. Mother got really worried 

because she had not heard from him for 

a while so she said she would go to find 

him. She left me in charge as the little 

mother. We were told by Tom Daly, our 

landlord that if Mother was not back 

soon we would have to go to the  work 

house. We didn’t think we had any other 

choice nd then we remembered you - the 

grandaunts. Mother had told us stories 



about you and how you made cakes so 

we decided to go and find you. Eily was 

nearly out of breath. “Come on, let’s get 

you all washed up and don’t worry 

about another thing. You can stay here 

with us”, said the grandaunts.  
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