
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Introduction by Current Principal ς Eugene Mullan 

 



 
 
 
Friday 14th October 2022 

What a privilege to be the principal of this great rural school which is steeped in so much history 

and held in such high regard by the people of the local area. Having been appointed to the role of 

Principal at Crossroads Primary School in September 2017, I could quickly sense the unique ethos of 

community, togetherness, and pride throughout the school community. The school is blessed with 

a community with great loyalty and who care deeply about it and who are prepared to get involved 

and contribute towards making it a hub of learning and enjoyment for pupils to grow and develop.  

 

The provision of high-quality experiences for the pupils of our school is a team effort. We all do our 

best to remember the three key words in our school mission statement; Nurture and Inspire the 

children and they will Flourish. 

 

As a school we have always been blessed to have staff who truly care for our pupils as though they 

were family. I wish to thank them all for their hard work and commitment to all aspects of school 

life as we have seen major developments and improvements over the past few years. The rich 

history of the school over the past 100 years reminds us that as a school community, we are the 

ŎŀǊŜǘŀƪŜǊǎΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΣ ǿŜ Řƻ our best to make 

ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǊŜΦ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

experiences and development of pupils are influenced most by the attention, diligence, and 

enthusiasm of those caring for them. For many years the staff and pupils of Crossroads PS have been 

forced to shift from one mobile classroom to another. Never once was there a complaint from a 

pupil about their classrooms which often had patches of damp and leaky rooves. Such is their 

resilience and acceptance; their focus was always on the enjoyment of friendships and learning; Just 

as it should be. 

 

Fortunately, after many years of waiting and after combined effort of the leadership, Staff, Board of 

Governors and parents and wider school community, the pupils of 2022-23 are finally able to enjoy 

brand new classrooms. All our pupils under one roof, with first class facilities that will hopefully 

serve this school community for many, many years to come.  

 



 
 
 

Tonight, is a time for thanksgiving. We are thankful for everyone who has been involved in 

Crossroads PS throughout its history. There are far too many to mention. Luckily all those who have 

been involved over the years did not give their time and effort for acknowledgement, they have 

done so for the bŜƴŜŦƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǇƛƭǎΦ ΨLǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦΩ bŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǘǊǳŜǊ ǿƻǊŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ 

Like every school ours relies on the support and collaboration between our parents, grandparents, 

ǎǘŀŦŦΣ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƻǊǎΣ tŜŀǊǎŜǎ D!/Σ ƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎ {ǘ /ƻƭǳƳōŀΩǎ ŀƴŘ {ǘ /ƻƴƻǊΩǎ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǊƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ 

local businesses. They all make important contributions to school life. We also remember all those 

members of our school community who have passed away and who would have loved to have 

witnessed this occasion, most recently Brian Calvert, Marcella McWilliams and Father Cargan. 

Thank you to all who have been involved and enhanced our mass this evening. You have all played 

an important role in representing the wider school community. Thank you to Father Harkin and to 

Father Crowley for their great contributions to this special occasion.  

 

9ŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ aǊǎ aŀǊȅ /ƻƴǾŜǊȅΣ ǿƘƻ LΩƳ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭȅ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

oldest member of our school family at 95 years. Mrs Convery taught in Crossroads and held the role 

of principal for many years. At 91 years of a difference in age, we were delighted that she was able 

to join with our two youngest pupils, Orlaith Mooney and Harry Birch, in cutting the ribbon to 

officially open the renovation of the existing building and the extension of five beautiful new 

classrooms. 

We hope that you will join us in coming back to school for some refreshments and a walk around 

the school. There will be no guided tours, please feel free to walk around and see all the classrooms 

and the work that has been done. Perhaps take a seat in one of the classes and catch up with old 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅǎ ƻŦ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎŀŘŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩƳ 

sure will bring back memories for a lot of people.  As you walk through the front doors, you will see 

the painting which Father Cargan had purchased for the school to mark this very occasion, prior to 

his passing. Now a treasured gift which holds great sentiment. 

I hope that you all enjoy seeing the physical improvements to the school this evening. On behalf of 

Crossroads Primary School, Kilrea, thank you all for your contributions to our school. I hope that you 

will continue to show the great support, loyalty and generosity so that the school can prosper and 

serve the community for the next 100 years.  

Eugene Mullan (2017-present) 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Compilation of Memoires and 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ŦǊƻƳ !ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ 5ŜŎŀŘŜǎΧ 

 

These memoires have been written by past pupils, 

staff and members of the wider school 

community. Some contributions are already many 

years old and those who have written them have 

passed away. We will ensure that these memoires 

are preserved to be read and enjoyed by future 

generations. 



 
 
 

  



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

¢ŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ Ŏǳǘ ǎǘƛŎƪǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǘ ǇǳǇƛƭǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƘŀǾŜΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

know their sums and spellings.  

Jim Oliver (1935-1949) 

 

There used to be four Parochial Houses on Bridge Street in Kilrea. One, where the SDLP office is now, 

two for the curates and one for Master Kelly. He cycled from the town every day out to Crossroads. 

There were only two teachers. Master Kelly had the older children up to age 16. Miss Connor taught 

the younger children from about age 4-10. A partition separated the two classrooms and there was 

a fire in each one. The two chimneys are still there now. We had to bring turf on a Monday. I 

remember bringing two turf with string around them. There was no electricity.  

Children walked from Lisnagrot to CrossroadsΦ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƴƛƴŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ aŀǎǘŜǊ YŜƭƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

be out on the road down at the range wall with a whistle telling them to hurry up! Master Kelly had 

a vegetable garden where the current school kitchen is. There was rhubarb, potatoes, scallions, 

lettuce and flowers. Children were sent out to weed it. The sloped ground made an unofficial lake 

ƛƴ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǊŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǇƭŀȅǘƛƳŜΗ 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ hƴ Ƴȅ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŀȅΦ L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƭǳƴŎh, then escaped, ran across the 

road and up the lane to my mother! During the war I can remember soldiers outside the school and 

being very afraid looking out at them. 

Fr Chapman and Fr Rooney visited the school to do the religious exams. Dr Farrell was the Bishop 

for Confirmation. We had to say the rosary every morning at school.  

Gerald Etherson Sr (1941) 

 

I remember having to bring turf to school every week for the fire to heat the classroom. No turf, no 

heat. I remember the Monday penny where we had to bring in a penny every Monday to pay for 

stamps, stationary etc. 

We had to walk to school unless you were lucky enough to have a bicycle, which meant we carried 

the turf to school. Also, there were no toilets, we all used a bucket. There were only two teachers 

Master Kelly and Miss Connor. 

Vincent McAteer   1945 ς 1954 



 
 
 

There was no electricity or heating in school it was coal fires. There were no flush toilets, had to go 

outside to outside toilet. There were no dinners, each pupil had to bring their lunch. During my time 

ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎƳŀƭƭ ōƻǘǘƭŜǎ ƻŦ Ƴƛƭƪ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ aƛǎǎ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŀƴŘ aǊ YŜƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ 

rosary was said daily. There was no school uniform. There were two days per week in the afternoon, 

needlework and cookery classes. The boys were sent out to do gardening. Mr Kelly had a garden 

and the boys looked after it.  

Margaret Darragh (nee Oliver) 1940-1954 

 

I remember starting school and having to walk three and a half miles to get there. We never had a 

ŎŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ aƛǎǎ hΩ /ƻƴƴƻǊ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ мΣ нΣ 

3 and 4! Then you went in to Master Kelly and he taught until you left at fourteen. We were there 

from 9:15am until 3:00pm. At lunchtime we played racing, skipping, chestnuts and marbles. The 

priest called regularly to school and every year we had a religious exam. The school had only two 

classrooms separated by a pŀǊǘƛǘƛƻƴΦ aƛǎǎ ƻΩ /ƻƴƴƻǊΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ǊŀƴƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ 

she would heat the bottle of milk as they were frosted sometimes. They had no central heating and 

no canteen, you brought your own lunch. There was no such thing as school trips. It was a very basic 

school. All I remember was maths, English and reading. I also learned how to knit and sew. All I 

remember about it was sixty years ago. 

Maureen Mc Killen (1946) 

 

My father John McGill was a pupil at the school at the chapel (The National School?) but moved to 

Crossroads when it opened in 1921, aged 9. He left school to work on the family farm aged 12, when 

his father died. I began Crossroads in 1949 (aged 5) and left the Christmas I turned 15. There were 

only 2 teachers in the school when I ǿŀǎ ŀǘ /ǊƻǎǎǊƻŀŘǎΣ aŀǎǘŜǊ YŜƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ aƛǎǎ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΦ aƛǎǎ 

hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦŀƴǘǎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ wŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ 

big deal with lots of preparation! We also did reading, writing and composition. Pupils were often 

slapped for giving the wrong answers. The school had a garden and every class got a turn to work in 

it. Because we lived close to the school, my brother Sean tended the garden over the summer. The 

school was heated by open fires for which we had to bring in turf. If Master Kelly saw my father 

bringing home a load of turf, he would ask us to bring some into school the next day. I brought a 

lunch to school each day and all children got a free bottle of milk. At lunch time we played games 

like tig, skipping and ring a rosies.    Mary Doherty (McGill) 1949-1959 



 
 
 

Mr Kelly the Principal took the 11 Plus pupils every Saturday morning for 2 hours to tutor them. I 

had to walk over one mile every day to school and walk home again. The pupils had to take in two 

turf each, every week, for the fire. We had to take in 1p every Monday for the black babies in Africa. 

²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŘƛƴƴŜǊǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ѻ ōƻǘǘƭŜ Ƴƛƭƪ ŀǘ мм ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

м ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻƴŘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛde of the school. We would weed 

the vegetables and eat some of the strawberries. My father drew the first load of stones, to build 

Crossroads school, by horse and cart. All the way from the Round Rocks quarry. 

James McAleese (1949) 

 

I remember Mrs McGrath cycled from Rasharkin every day. 

There was no uniform as such. My mother made us short trousers on her sewing machine with 

pedals (there was no electricity). It was normal to have patches on the elbows of your shirt and the 

collar wore through! 

9ǾŜǊȅ aƻƴŘŀȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ΨaƻƴŘŀȅ ǇŜƴƴƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ōŀōƛŜǎΦΩ 

 Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ слǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ΨōǳǊȅ ƻǊ ōǳǊƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǊǳōōƛǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ōƛƴ ƭƻǊǊȅΦ hƭŘ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ 

scrap paper would be put in a pile outside. If they got wet, I would have to dig a hole in the garden 

to bury them. If they were dry, I was given matches to burn them. 

School closed for a week in October to allow everyone to go pratai digging on their farms. 

tǊƛŜǎǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ wŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎΦ Lƴ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Fr McLaughlin, Fr Howton, Fr 

McSorley, Fr Kane, Fr Mullan and Fr Devine. 

I remember PJ Kelly locked my brother Patsy in the coal house and the commotion in the senior 

class when Master Kelly realised, and he jumped up on the window sill to shout in at Patsy to see if 

he was ok. 

With only two teachers for the whole school, it was hard to keep up with the work and the teachers 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƻ ǘƻ ŀ ǎŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ L 

shared with Sean McLaughlin. 

Harry Etherson   1953 

 



 
 
 

 

I remember about twenty of us from Lisnagrot area walked the 3.5 mile to get to school. We walked 

ƻǾŜǊ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǎǎΣ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƭǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ 9ǘƘŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŜΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘǳǊŦ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ 

newspaper and tied with string for the fire. 

BriƎƛŘ hΩbŜƛƭƭ όƴŜŜ aŎYƛƭƭŜƴύ мфрлǎ 

 

 

When I was at Crossroads, we only had three teachers; Mrs Convery, Miss McGill and Miss 

McEldowney.  There were only three classrooms. The teachers had to put coal on the fire as there 

was no oil heating.  We never got away on school trips and we had a mobile dentist who would 

come to the school every so often and if you needed dental work done he would do it in the dental 

van and then you would have to go back to class and finish your school work. 

The nurse would come too and give injections when needed and check eyesight etc. 

Kevin McAleese 1963 

 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ΨǘƘŜ ǘǳƴƴŜƭΩ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƛƴ aǊǎ /ƻƴǾŜǊȅΩǎ ŎƭŀǎǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ǘŜŀƳǎ 

for break and lunch by creeping on our bellies up the tunnel to pass notes back and forth. You were 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ƻŦ aǊǎ /ƻƴǾŜǊȅΩǎ ƳŜǘǊŜ ǊǳƭŜǊ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΗ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ 

football ended in a row. I remember one day the row continued on the walk home. I threw Kevin 

Darragh and Martin McWilliams over the hedge at the end of the Drumard Road! Sorry lads! I 

remember the grey dentist van getting towed into the yard. Word would quickly spread that it was 

there, and you sat quaking until your name was called to go. I can still remember the smell of it! I 

remember a boy Sweeney getting told off by Mrs Convery, so he climbed up on the window, used 

his two hands to slide open the sash window and he jumped out and walked home! I delivered the 

milk and drank any leftovers. 

Angela McKay (nee Darragh)   

 



 
 
 

I Remember when I was in p6 my teacher used to give us sums to do each morning while she got 

herself organised. She would call out £4.17.6 (old money) multiplied by 89, 72, 63 and so on, about 

10 sums to keep us busy. At the end she asked us to call out the answers.  

One day she liŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ aŀƛǊŜ aŎ/ƻǘǘŜǊΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦ ŎƻǇȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ 

working out done for each sumΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴΗ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ 

that she gave us the same sums everyday so we knew the same answers! I still know that £4.17.6 x 

89 is £433.17.6 

hƴŜ Řŀȅ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ aŀƛǊŜ aŎ/ƻǘǘŜǊ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƪ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

want to tell the teacher Mrs Convery in case she got into trouble, so I went out to the toilet to get 

some soap. We put some soap ƻƴ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǿƻƭƭŜƴ ǳǇΦ 9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΗ {ƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǇǳǇƛƭ ǳǇ 

the road to her house to get a saw and then he had to cut the wooden desk to release her finger. It 

was a very frightening experience as she was scared he was going to cut her finger off! She should 

have been more scared of the punishment she would get later!! 

Siobhan Quigg (McAleese)  

 

One of my earliest memories of Crossroads was the day I bit Avril McShane! We were in the infant 

room, seated beside the partition which was far away from the heat of the stove. Presumably, it 

was in an attempt to keep warm that we were puffing on our hands. "Give me your wee hand" I said 

kindly, and poor Avril agreed. When she gave me her hand I just couldn't stop myself from sinking 

my teeth in her!! Her squeals would have been heard at Moran's Crossroads. 

Our teacher, Mrs Tohill, dragged me, kicking and screaming, to the senior room to face the wrath of 

the principal. I won't mention her name as I'm needing a fill of oil at the minute, but she was a force 

to be reckoned with. I got six slaps with the metre rule (an innocent sounding name for a lethal 

weapon!). The principal declared that I was a cannibal and made me stand with my face to the wall 

for the rest of the morning. A short time after this incident, the McShane family moved to England. 

To this day, I hope it was not because of my cannibalistic tendencies! Walking home from school 

was an adventure and there were landmarks all along the way. First were the bridges, the small 

bridge on the right and the big bridge on the left which had steps going down to the river. Next was 

Armstrong's, the big, mysterious, white house hidden behind high hedges. We never saw the 



 
 
 

occupants but often dared each other to run up the lane and around the corner to the front of the 

house. Anyone brave enough to do so returned at great speed pursued by some very angry geese. 

Having passed Bloomfield's cottages, you had to tread carefully past the end of the Lower 

Town lane and Eddie Wallace's cottage. Quinten McGill, the Alsatian, lived on the Lower Town lane 

and was nearly as scary as Eddie Wallace. But not quite! The bend in the road known as the round 

rocks held The Whins and Nancy's Plums. The plum trees were all that remained of the home of 

Nancy Doherty. We would eat copious amounts often with dire consequences! The Whins provided 

a short cut to Larkin's Road and were the scene of several battles. These battles usually ended with 

someone in a headlock while their assailant roared "Say submit" (pronounced sum-mit). The 

recommended reply was a hasty "I submit" before your head was ripped off. Between Billy 

Dempsey's Road and Oliver's, the road was concrete rather than tar which was a source of wonder 

and excitement (remember this was before the days of Xboxes and the like). Then came the Gaelic 

pitch known in those days as Rushy Park because of its proximity to the moss. There was another 

wee river to explore at the end of the Swatragh Road, it was a great place to paddle and catch 

sticklebacks. The final leg of our journey involved a long chat at the end of the Gortmacrane Road 

before heading home. LǘΩǎ ǎŀŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ no chance of locating most of the above places 

on your Sat Nav in 2022, but, thankfully, former pupils of Crossroads hold them fondly in their 

memories.  

The fact that I have stronger memories of outside than inside school maybe says a lot about my 

work ethic! I just loved break and dinner time and all our playground games. Several of these 

involved a race to the finish line - One, Two,Three, Red Lights, Giant Steps and What Time is it Mr 

Fox. Or we might borrow the big skipping ropes and sing along as we skipped 

 

" Cinderella, dressed in yella' 

Went upstairs to see her fella' 

How many kisses did she get?" 

 

Some of us were lucky if we got a couple of kisses before tripping over the rope! We played corners 

in the kitchen canopy and hopscotch in the playground if we could steal some chalk to mark out the 

grid. On a really good day, the boys would let us play football, usually we just got to be the 

goalposts!! Our star player was a younger girl, Rosa Diamond whose hero was Johnny Giles of Leeds 

United. 



 
 
 

 

Walking to and from school brought many adventures, the most notable of these involved Eddie 

Wallace also known as 'Snib'. Eddie was probably a very nice man but he put the fear of God in us. 

One fateful day, as we dandered past, we spotted Eddie proudly putting new concrete balls on top 

of his pillars. One boy who shall remain nameless - your secret's safe with me Rum - ran back and 

knocked one off before it had time to set. We thought it was bad enough that day when Eddie came 

charging down the road after us, roaring his head off. But the next day ...... he had a GUN. Yes siree, 

there he was, old Snib, leaning over his ball-less pillar brandishing a shotgun!! The pupils of 

Crossroads scattered in all directions, most of us back in the direction of school. We had to take an 

alternate route home, up Etherson's lane and down the old railway to the safety of the Moneysallin 

Road. When I told my mother why I was late that day, she gave me a clip around the ear for annoying 

the neighbours. Life was very different back in the Sixties! 

aŀƛǊŜ hΩIŀƎŀƴ όƴŜŜ aŎ/ƻǘǘŜǊύ мфсм ς 1969 
 

I remember my school day at crossroads started early. I was the first to be collected by taxi, driven 

by Francis Cassidy, there was no school bus. When I arrived at school, Lizzy McGill had the stoves lit 

in each classroom, that was the only form of heating. In winter the crates of milk were put beside 

the stove to warm the milk. 

There were 3 classrooms, infants with Mrs Mullan, Juniors with Miss McGill and seniors with Mrs 

Convery and a staffroom and toilets. The dinner ladies were Mrs McKenna and Mrs Irwin. The 

subjects taught were maths, English, reading, spellings, tables and geography, sometimes we 

listened to stories or music on the radio. There were no calculators, computers or iPads. There were 

no school uniforms and no school trips. I now have grandchildren at the school, and I am so glad to 

see the new building taking it into the future. 

Carmel Quigg nee Burke (1965 -1972) 

I remember we used to play rounders and football. We liked saying prayers. I liked using sharp things 

that cut paper. It sounded like the starship enterprise doors closing.  I liked sitting beside the fire 

when it was cold. I liked skating over ice on the football pitch when it was frozen over in winter. Mrs 

McKenna was a great cook; I loved her jam and coconut sponge. We were allowed to walk to school. 

The police stopped us one day and told us we were on the wrong side of the road. There were only 

3 rooms. 

Jerome McGill 1969-1976 



 
 
 

I remember the custard was so nice. I loved the nature table, one time I bought a branch in off the 

monkey puzzle tree. We loved sitting beside the stove when it got red hot. One day I was sick and 

Mrs McGill let me go home early. One day there was a tin of sweets brought into school and they 

threw them into the air and we got to catch them 

Jackie McGill 1970 ς 1977 

 

I remember there was only the big fires (stoves) we all stood around in the morning to keep warm. 

In primary 7, it was my job to leave class 5 minutes early at break time and lunchtime to make the 

tea for the teachers, and then ring the bell by hand to let all the classes out. Mrs Convery was the 

best principal. 

Sharon Larkin nee McAteer 1974 

 

Having stories read by Mrs A McGill, possibly p3. Being enchanted by her ability to make the book 

come alive. The open fire in the classroom possibly p6 and p7, were the milk bottles came in 

sometimes frozen and sat beside the fire to defrost. By the time we got to drink them they would 

have a layer of cream on them (I didn't really like this). The dentist calling in a van at the side of the 

road for check-ups and sometimes treatment! I enjoyed playing rounders in the yard and using the 

pole to run around outside Mrs McKenna's kitchen. My final months were spent with great 

excitement and anticipation moving equipment into our new mobile. The smell of the old books in 

the store is a smell I will never forget! Miss McQuillan gave me a prayer in P1 which I still have to 

this day :) 

Joanne Kearns (Darragh) (1973-1980) 

 

I remember Mrs Mc Cusker the taxi driver, red Cortina with black vinyl top. There were 5 children 

in the back seat and 3 in the front. She let me change gears as she drove. I remember the hole in 

the hedge that we used to jump through. I remember Mrs Mc Flynn breaking a ruler over Martin 

Mc Erleans hand. I remember having to do all the sums Mrs Convery left on the blackboard from 

the night before in the morning while we waited on her coming in.    

Cormac Mc Ateer  (1975-1982) 

 



 
 
 

 

I remember Miss Annie Mc Gill giving out sweets when we got our spellings correct. I had to go out 

to the coal shed to bring in coal to put on the fire that was in the classroom. I recall Miss Mc Gill 

asking me to take the blackboard duster outside and back it off the wall to clean it. I remember 

going on a school trip and putting 10p in the slot machine, it got stuck so I hit the machine to move 

it and the alarm went off!! 

I took a golf ball to school one day and I was bouncing it off the wall, it went through the window 

ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ aǊǎ /ƻƴǾŜǊȅΩǎ ŎǳǎǘŀǊŘΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ ƳƛǎǎƛƭŜ 

thrower! 

Martin Oliver (1980-1987) 

 

I remember my time at Crossroads being great, the principal was Miss Mc Gill. My favourite teacher 

was Miss Mc Gill. I remember us gathering around the stove to keep warm in winter. 

Myself and Sean Madden would have delivered the milk to the classrooms every Friday. 

aȅǎŜƭŦΣ {Ŝŀƴ aŀŘŘŜƴΣ aƛŎƪŜȅ hΩ .ƻȅƭŜΣ 9ƻƛƴ hΩ YŀƴŜΣ aŀǊǘƛƴ aŀŘŘŜn, Dermot Law and Gerald 

Dempsey always brought in conkers and played to see who was King of conkers. We also had a hut 

in the corner of the playing field. We had great fun playing games. Sports day was great. Everyone 

got involved and I won most of the throwing competitions. 

At dinner time we would help the dinner ladies serve out the food to the younger children. The 

other teachers I remember are Mrs Mc Quillan, Mrs Mc Flynn and Mrs Mc Allister. 

Nicholas Mc Kee (1980-1987) 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

I remember my first classroom in Crossroads after I was appointed in 1975. It was one half of what 

is now the hall. I taught p1 and p2 and Annie McGill taught p3and p4 on the other part with a 

ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǇŀǊǘƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴΦ aŀƴȅΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘǘŜǊ !ƴƴƛŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊΦ  

There were no radiators or running water in the classrooms but each classroom was heated by a 

potbellied stove with a surrounding protective guard. The caretaker lit the stoves in the morning 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΩǎ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ aŀƴȅ times, I forgot to do this and we 

all had to suffer the cold for the rest of the day. When lit they radiated great heat, so much so that 

I managed to melt several small plastic chairs if I placed them too near the screen!! 

I also remember the p4/p5 children doing a history project and dressing up in 1940/50 clothes and 

ƎƻƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ΨƻƭŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΩ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DƛŀƴǘΩǎ /ŀǳǎŜǿŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ /ǊƻǎǎǊƻŀŘǎΗ DŀǾŜ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƴŜǿ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƻ ΨƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΩΦ 

 

I remember in 1976 we were so excited when we took possession of our first new mobile classroom 

(little did we know it would be the first of many down through the years). This followed the 

appointment of Mrs McFlynn (formerly Dillon) 

Staff and children stood out to see it being winched into position. Fr McNally PP at the time, arrived 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ΨǘƘŜ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǾŜŎƻǘŜύΦΗΗ 

 

I remember doing a farm project with the p1 and p2s.We all travelled down to John and Claire 

hΩYŀƴŜΩǎ ŦŀǊƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ Řŀȅ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǇƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǘǊŀƛƭŜǊ ŦƻǊ 

a spin around the farm. Meanwhile Claire and Mary had organised lunch for all and finished off with 

ice cream before we left. No visits to open farms later lived up to that day. A great memory. 

I remember the children only had a small area of tarmac for playing. 

However, we had lots of greenspaces around the school. 

The children ran, jumped and played on the grass. They made dens in the hedges, hid in bushes and 

climbed trees. Some even brought items from home to furnish the dens. Structured play before its 

time!! 

And then one day along came a very officious man with a clipboard and said, no more dens, no more 

playing in the trees and bushes. Health and Safety had arrived in Crossroads!! 

Moira McQuillan (Teacher appointed 1975) 



 
 
 

I remember going on a school trip to water world Portrush and my sister Patricia who was in the car 

leaving me to school that morning. Annie McGill asked my mum would Patricia go with us on the 

bus as a helping hand and to supervise the children, and she agreed. I never was fond of water and 

always liked my feet firmly on the bottom of the pool, my friends all were going on the big slide so 

I was talked in to going on the slide. As I got to the bottom and hit the water I could not swim and 

almost drowned only for the life guard lifting me out and to this day my sister can remember it as 

she saw the pool attendant saving my life.  

Jerome McGoldrick 1982- June 1989 

 

I used to be allowed to go home for my lunch everyday. Mrs McAllister would help me across the 

ǊƻŀŘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ Ψ¢ƘŜ .ǊŜŀŘƳŀƴΩ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜ ƻŦ IƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ !ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ 

neighbours. It was a fight everyday between James Donaghy, Eamon McCloskey and James Dempsey 

as to who would be allowed to come home with me! I remember my dog Sheila was a frequent 

visitor in the playground. She loved all the attention she got. I remember being in Annie McGills P7 

class. When I was acting the gipe she always sent me down to Ms aŎvǳƛƭƭŀƴΩǎ P1 classroom for my 

ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΦ aǊǎ aŎvǳƛƭƭŀƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ Ψtŀǳƭ 9ǘƘŜǊǎƻƴΣ ǿƘȅ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ȅƻǳΚΩ 

¸ƻǳƴƎ .ǊƻƴŀƎƘ aŎ!ƭŜŜǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tм Ŏƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ΨLΩƳ 

going to marry that ōƻȅ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀȅΗΩ [h[  

Paul Etherson 1984 

 

I remember always getting the school bus to the school and Johnny driving it. I remember making 

my Holy Communion and my veil kept falling off me. I loved Fridays because we always got chips for 

dinner. I loved the jam sponge and custard pudding. I had to repeat primary 6 twice because of the 

way my birthday fell. I had Annie Mc Gill and I loved her as a teacher. I remember one time eating a 

rice krispie cake. The rice krispie stuck in my tooth and I was crying with the pain. Mrs McQuillan 

looked after me. 

I remember going to Maghera school to the swimming pool. Annie Mc Gill always said to mammy 

that my big brother Nicholas Mc Aleese was always protective over me. I remember the teachers 

Miss Mc Quillan, Mrs Mc Flynn and Mrs Mc Allister. 

Emma Watton (1984-1991) 



 
 
 

I remember I got a lift to school every morning with the caretaker, Patsy McWilliams and I would 

have helped her clean the fires out and bring the coal in. I also set mouse traps and collected the 

dead mice froƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀǇǎ L ƘŀŘ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŘŀȅΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊΗ 

James Dempsey   1984 -1991 

 

I started crossroads when I was 4 years old. There were 4 girls and 4 boys in my class, my P1 teacher 

was Miss McQuillan. The P1s and P2s were in the same classroom, it was the hall divided in two with 

p3s on the other side. There were four teachers, Miss McQuillan, Mrs McAllister, Mrs McFlynn and 

Miss McGill. I remember at break and lunch time a pupil walked around the school ringing the bell 

at the start and the end of break. Dinner and lunch was served in the classroom and the tables were 

set and cleared by the pupils. Also the P7s served the younger pupils their dinner, once you had 

finished eating you could go out and play. There was only one mobile and all the other 3 classrooms 

were in the school. There was a small bottle of milk each day for the pupils, these sat in crates at 

ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǿŀǊƳ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŀǊƳΧΦȅǳŎƪΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜǎ 

on really cold days the top of the bottles were frozen. I remember there being stoves for heating in 

the classrooms and the senior boys brought the coal around the classrooms in the mornings. The 

school uniform was white shirt, navy and yellow ties and grey pinafore. The year I finished the school 

changed to the current navy and green uniform. I made my communion in P3 as this was the age 

that Holy Communion was made. Sports was football for the boys and the girls played uni-hoc. Mr 

Cranny came to Crossroads in 1991 when I was in Primary 7, when Annie McGill retired. I have 

wonderful memories of my time at Crossroads. I am very grateful for the foundation I received in 

my education here and I am privileged that myself and my children are past and current pupils.  

Gemma McGilligan (McKay) (1985-1992) 

 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ΨƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŘƎŜΩ ŀǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǘƛƳŜǎΗ 9ƭƭƛŜ 9ǘƘŜǊǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ 

our playground adult, the nicest lady. I used to love walking around at playtime holding her hand. 

Mr. Cranny taking me to a public speaking competition in Belfast, I think I was in P6/P7. I came home 

with an award!! (it was Road Safety) Mrs. McFlynn was probably my favourite teacher lol! I 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ wƻǊȅΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ƻŦ tм Χ ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ .ŀǊǊȅ .ǳǊƪŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜΗΗ !ƴƴƛŜ .ǊŀŘƭŜȅ 

was our school cook, another lovely lady, always so kind and smiling. 

Rowena Cassidy 1986 ς 1993 



 
 
 

hƴŎŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΧΧΧΧ 

Of course you would expect a story about children to begin like this, but not today. 

I graduated in 1980 and moved to teach P5 in Mullaghbawn, then to Cloughogue in 1982 to teach 

P6/7 followed by an appointment to the post of Principal in Ballyhackett in 1983 teaching P4,5,6 & 

7 all at the same time ( a bit of plate spinning required!).  When I had time I looked out my office 

window viewing Mussenden Temple and on a clear day to Jura in Scotland.  

Then came the summer of 1991 and my appointment to Crossroads, this lasted until August 2017, 

ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ 

many memories over a career spent largely in rural primary schools and particularly in Kilrea. 

LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƻǎŜΩ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƳƻǊƻǳǎ ǘŀƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ Ƴŀƴȅ 

stories about staff, governors, parents and pupils in the main humorous, but not always so! 

I always came home with a story that made me smile, after all there is no oint in not enjoying your 

work. 

Working with children every day of your life is a privilege and most rewarding.   

As Principal people trusted me and so today, on this special occasion, all your secrets are safe with 

ƳŜ ǎƻ ƴƻ ŜȄǇƻǎŜΩ ōǳǘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ƛts best.  Everyone knows those moments of humour and they were 

many as Crossroads is a happy family unit at the heart of the local community. 

Today is a very special day for School, parish and Community.  Along with many others I played a 

ǊƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ Ƙappy event, the product of belief, hard work and persistence.  There have been so 

many of us who have played a role in this one hundred year journey.  Especially we must remember 

those who are no longer with us, but are so much part of today, without a past we have no future. 

Turning the key to the new Crossroads has been a one hundred year dream, for over 26 years, mine.  

As I retired the last thing I did was to sign along with our great supporter Fr. Cargan (R.I.P.) to release 

payment for the build. 

The next phase was undertaken by Mr Eugene Mullan, staff, governors and parents and what a 

tumultuous time; meeting upon meeting, upheaval, swinging crane as part of your daily routine not 

to mention COVID which hurt our community like so many others. 

It has all been worth it because the dream is now reality, the future of Crossroads is now secured.  

It still will rely on being supported by all our local community, as in the past.  I look forward to seeing 

the school grow and further develop its facilities which ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŜƴƘŀƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ 

 

LΩƳ ǇǊƻǳŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ /ǊƻǎǎǊƻŀŘǎΦ 

 

Mr Paul Cranny 

 

 



 
 
 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ōǳǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƛƭŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘǊŜŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

make our own tiles from clay and make a nice design on them. They were then displayed on a 

wooden sculpture of the tree where the carpark now is. It stayed there for years and I always 

thought it was great taking part in making something so special. 

Geraldine McCotter (1993) 

 

Some of the best days involved sword fights in the playground with lengths of cow parsley freshly 

pulled out by the root. If the fight or duel got a bit too serious the root end of the cow parsley would 

have been rattled off your backside! John Lowery was a fierce adversary lol. In the bad weather 

when the sod was soft we would have made mud slides. Endless amounts of fun. Ann McAleese was 

never too impressed when I got home though clabbered in muck. Mrs McGill came out of retirement 

to teach us on Fridays. Every Friday she brought us in bars of chocolate. A fine woman. Great 

memories.  

 Barry McAleese 

 

 

Mrs Dougan in P2 always rewarded good behaviour with flumps! Every sports day Gusty and 

Veronica McCotter would bring the shop in the back of their estate car-wham bars, black jacks, iron 

ōǊǳΣ ƘƛƎƘƭŀƴŘ ǘƻŦŦŜŜǎΣ ǇƻǎǘƳŀƴ ǇŀǘǎΧΧΦΦ5ƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊǳŎŎŀ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŀǘ aǊǎ .ŜŀǘƛŜǎ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ Ŏƭŀǎǎ 

ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎƻŎƪΦ Lƴ aǊǎ aŎCƭȅƴƴǎ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ŀ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ 

on Flax and Linen and got a day trip to Clarkes factory in Upperlands.  

Bronagh Etherson (McAleese) (1992-1999) 

 

I remember Mrs MCAllister in p4, I fell asleep on a bean bag in the reading corner. Every Friday Mrs 

MCAllister brought out her tin of sweets (tea bag tin full of dolly mixtures) and everyone got one. 

Johnny the bus driver ς he used to stop down the road, take out his false teeth and do a dance then 

get back into the driving seat! 

The bell- someone got to run around the school with a wee brown bell at break and lunch time. 

Taking turns to do the milk round (in the glass bottles in the green crates) 

Eimear Dooey (1994- 2000) 



 
 
 

I remember getting on the school bus every morning to a big smile from Johnny the bus driver. He 

kept us entertained the whole way to school  singing at the top of his lungs! I remember my P1-P3 

Ms. McQuillan welcoming us every morning with a big smile. I was able to present Ms. McQuillan 

ǿƛǘƘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ Ǉƭŀȅ όǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ {ƘŜǇŀǊŘΧ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΗΗύ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŀƴƎŜ 

of roles in our Christmas play but my favourite was playing the lost sheep in our p2 Christmas play 

and having to scream at the ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ άōŀŀ ōŀŀ ōŀŀΣ LΩǾŜ lost my ƳŀƳŀ Ƴŀ ƳŀέΦ aȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ 

memory of Crossroads is playing Red Rover boys against girls at break and lunch, especially when 

the girls won! 

Niamh McAteer 2000 

 

I remember when Gail burnt the toast she made our class and set the fire alarm off. Every teacher I 

had made primary school the best memories I haveΦ aŜΣ !ƴƴŀ hΩbŜƛƭƭΣ [ƻǳƛǎ ŀƴŘ !ƴǘƘƻƴȅ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

track and field race as a team. Being a friendship buddy. A typical day at school came with prizes or 

gaining points for our house colour or table (purple was the best). Mr Mullan becoming my new 

Principal and Primary 7 teacher. A sad memory was Mr Cranny leaving but we wished him all the 

best. We had the best classroom assistants. Our classroom assistant was Jane Carey but when we 

were leaving P7 she was leaving to become a teacher and went to England.  

Katie Hamilton 2013-2018  

 

When I was at crossroads, I had a blast. The staff was brilliant with us, spoiling us with treats and 

days out. I think my favourite memory was my residential there was only the 14 of us and we went 

to the jungle and had a blast, then when we came back, we seen this massive bouncy castle which 

we stayed out for hours, I remember having a championship match against Steelstown and it was 

the first time we beat Steelstown which was class. I think my favourite day of the week was a 

Thursday as we had pe and I was always helping out cause we would have English up until break 

ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀǘƘǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǇŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ƻǊ ŀǊǘ  and design. I remember when I 

was in p5 that my brother Ryan (who was the captain) lead the team to a football final and they 

won, so he was offered to come to my school and show the trophy and I had never ever been a 

prouder sister that I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ Ǌŀƴting about it for weeks. I think by now everyone will understand 

what I loved about Crossroads. 

Grainne Oliver (2014-2021) 



 
 
 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ²ƻƻŘƘŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǇтŀƴŘ L Ƙƛǘ ŀƴ ŀǊǊƻǿ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪȅŀǊŘΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 

when I played in the castle cup in P5. I remember our leavers trip to the jungle in P7. I remember 

winning the credit union quiz in P6.  

Eoin Walsh (2014-2021) 

 

The Senior classes of Crossroads travelled weekly to Maghera High School to participate in the 

swimming lessons on offer there.  As our outing overlapped break-time it was customary for the 

pupils to bring their own snack with them and eat it on the journey.    

One day I was accompanying my P5 class to the swimming class when Aine Bradley, seated directly 

opposite me on the bus, opened her lunch box, removed two red, round objects from within and 

offered one of them to me.  Ψ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ .ŀōȅōŜƭƭΣ aƛǎǎΚΩ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

.ŀōȅōŜƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƴŜǿ ŎƻƳƳƻŘƛǘȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƴƻǊ ŜŀǘŜƴ 

one.  I gratefully accepted but as I sampled the unfamiliar offering I thought it a very unsavoury bite 

for a child to want to eat or anyone else for that matter.  Maybe it was an acquired taste.  Meanwhile 

Aine eyed me with intrigue.  Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΣ aƛǎǎΚΩ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀn approval.  Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ aƛǎǎΗΩ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ  Rather than spit out the contents of 

my mouth or admit my lack of knowledge of Babybells I swallowed the offending substance and 

ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƪƛƴ ƻƴΗΩ  Aine seemed surprised with my 

response.  Later, when Aine was engaged in conversation with the classmate beside her I got the 

opportunity to gingerly worm the remainder of the Babybell into my pocket.  Upon closer inspection 

and out of AƛƴŜΩǎ ǊŀŘŀǊ L ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŜŀǘŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƪŜƴ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΣ ǿŀȄ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΗ  

  

Crossroads Primary School was a great place to work in and I have a wealth of happy memories of 

my 39 years teaching there.    

  

As a young, novice teacher in 1977 I was busy teaching English when the classroom door opened 

and in stepped Mrs Convery, the Principal, with a very tall, elegant lady whom she proceeded to 

introduce as Mrs Henderson, the needle-work inspector.  Mrs Convery conveyed that the inspector 

was kŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǇƛƭǎΩ ƘŀƴŘƛǿƻǊƪΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ tр ǇǳǇƛƭǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ƻƴ 

Ψ/ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ !ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘΩ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜǎ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 

was my intention that we would all make stuffed models and dress them in national costumes.  The 



 
 
 

children had been given fabric cut-outs which were to be hand sewn with running stitch, turned 

inside out, stuffed and various fabrics and embellishments then added to create their models.     

 

I reluctantly instructed the children to take out their samples, for I was well aware that they were 

in no fit state for inspection.  Most were still at the stage of sewing the cut-outs with the running 

stitches and none had reached the stage of adding costumes to their models.  Out came naked dolls 

with puckered edges, some with bulges of cotton wool protruding from their bodies, some with 

stuffing escaping from their seams and some had crumbs of biscuits and crisps and boiled sweets 

attached, the results of secret nibbling under desks.  All in all, they were a tardy lot and Mrs 

Henderson seemed to take a dim view of our efforts.  Her facial expression told it all.  She requested 

the help of three strong boys to help her carry some boxes from her car.    

  

With the boxes safely ŘŜǇƻǎƛǘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎΩ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜƭǾŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ 

our exhibit after exhibit of wonderful handiwork.  There were felted lions with luscious manes, fabric 

giraffes with long slender necks (not a bulge in sight), ladybirds embellished with spots, stripy snakes 

complete with red-forked tongues and many more wonderful creations.    

  

!ǎ ŜŀŎƘ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇǳǇƛƭǎ ΨƻƻƻƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀŀŀƘŜŘΩ ƛƴ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪΦ  I tried 

glaring down the classroom in an effort to curb their enthusiasm but all to no avail.  It was obvious 

they were well impressed with this work from the pupils of other schools and I felt that I had fallen 

short in delivering the skills required to produce work of the standard on display here.  The last 

exhibit was a clown with a leering smile that seemed to add insult to our experience.  Even he could 

ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƴŜŜŘƭŜŎǊŀŦǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘΗ    

Upon instruction the boys carried her boxes of creativity back to the car and when she bade farewell 

I breathed a sigh of relief.  She did say that she would call again to assess the progress we had made 

ƛƴ ΨƴŜŜŘƭŜŎǊŀŦǘΩ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘΗ   

 

Mrs Mc Flynn (1976 ς 2015)  

 

 



 
 
 

Without giving away my age, I have been in Crossroads for nearly half of my life. 27 Years with Four 

Children going through the school and all being well a few of my own grandchildren will too. I hope 

to be here to see them and their classmates come through as well.  

²ŜΩǾŜ ŦŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΤ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎŜŜƛƴg 

grandchildren of children who we provided dinners to, we might hang up the apron. Unfortunately, 

we have still the same kitchen, it is small but we got a new dishwasher in 2021 and it makes our day 

a little easier. We provide tasty break and all our food is fresh from our kitchen - we are waiting on 

our Michelin Star.   

Geraldine and I are like Batman and Robin, working together for 26 years and now the wonderful 

Patricia who has joined us, we have a great laugh and enjoy working together for such amazing 

children and staff, and we look forward to many more happy years in our wonderful, long overdue 

new build school.  

Margaret McGilligan, Geraldine McCloy and Patricia Draine  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


