
Journey’s End 

The next morning when the children woke up they walked to the 

shop again. Once more they knocked on the door. Again there was 

no reply. They tried once more but still the door remained shut. They 

looked through one of the small windows and saw an array of cakes, 

buns and everything there wildest minds could conjure. After about 

half an hour they decided that they would explore their possible new 

home. The first place they went to was that fantastic hotel they had 

passed that other day. They thought that they would meet the same 

solider that they had encountered the previous day but another 

solider had taken his place. A wave of excitement washed over them 

but as they tried to sneak in the soldier shooed them off. For the rest 

of their exploration they wandered the streets of Castletaggart 

passing shops, houses and even a library. After about two and a half 

hours they returned to their supposed great aunts cake shop. With 

eager excitement they knocked on the door. A twinkle of light 

flickered in Peggy’s big brown eyes. For a moment everything was 

silent but then they heard the sound of footsteps coming down a 

flight of stairs. As the footsteps became louder the tension became 

bitterly unbearable. The doorknob turned and a figure appeared in 

the doorway but it was not what they had expected. A young fair 

haired woman looked down at the three children. Immediately she 

said “Come in ye poor things. I’ll give ye something to help ye on 

your way.’ Peggy looked curiously at the woman. A man came into 

the room also. Amazed at these three beggars in his kitchen and 

before a word could emerge from his mouth Peggy impatiently asked 

“Do you two work for two old women named Nano and Leno? They 

are our great aunts. “No, my husband and I own this shop but I think 

two elderly women owned this shop before us,’ the woman replied. 

“Where do they live now? Peggy immediately asked. “Just a minute’s 



walk from Castletaggart’ replied the man. As they were going out the 

door the woman gave them each a bun. It was very stale but was one 

of the tastiest treats that had ever graced their mouths. When the 

children reached their new destination their expectations were 

matched. The cottage had a little red door and two small sash 

windows at either side of the door. Their garden was a little over 

grown but with a little hard work and some TLC it would be the 

prettiest garden in all of Ireland. As we walked up the little stone 

path I felt as if I would pass out from all of the excitement but as we 

walked closer that feeling had turned to a horrible regret thinking of 

every possible thing that could go wrong. Maybe mother had told us 

about two women that she knew in Castletaggart who owned a cake 

shop so that we could imagine a better life for us in a wonderful 

place or maybe the women would not want us to stay with them? 

Michael decided that he would knock on the door. Just as well, Peggy 

couldn’t reach and I could barely move. As the door opened we all 

held our breath. A fragile old woman with rosy cheeks came to the 

door. For a moment it was completely silent. The woman then said 

“Come in children. I’ll give ye something to eat. Ye are all skin and 

bone. Before we went in I asked “Do you know a woman named 

Margaret O’ Driscoll?” “Yes, I do!’’ she replied. “We are her 

children,” Peggy shouted. “Are you Nano or Lena?” Michael asked. “I 

am Leno but Nano has been dead for several years. Come in now.” 

she finished. For the next twelve years they all lived happily until 

Lena died. The O’ Driscoll children had a good happy life for the rest 

of their years.  

By Louis Casey. 


