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Foreword

The title of this little book has changed slightly since I originally set it 
down.  Because the small title change has to capture a larger change in 

perspective.
I originally titled it “Looking for James and Ellen: a personal genealogical 
journey.”  What I wanted the reader to know was that this was not a “big” 

book, not “Roots” by any means.  It was just my own personal search.
Except,

of course it wasn’t.  
It wasn’t just me.  Maryann Flaherty was with me almost every step of the 
way–and I do wish she could have sat in Dublin with me in “the heel of the 

hunt.”  Larry Arsenault–as only Larry can–raised questions, posited doubts, 
proposed theories, without which the journey might have gone off in the 

wrong direction more than once.
And Marie Young, delighted to have found other Bulgers (having been part of 
a small sept of the clan isolated in Pennsylvania), sent me information and 

photos, some of which are in this book.
Also, mention must be made of Dennis and Dru (Bulger) Breton.  While Dru 
hails from the Michael “branch” and doesn’t have a direct interest in James 

and Ellen, Dennis and Dru are fine genealogists and helped and encouraged me 
many times along the journey.

And finally, Eleanor (El) who put up with my “digging up the ancestors,” as she 
calls it and was in the vicinity when I found James and Ellen
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Looking for James and Ellen:

a genealogical journey

Beginning

I certainly know the day (and the hour) on which  I “found” James Bulger and 
Ellen Ruane.  It was April 25, 2005, at approximately 1:20 p.m., GMT.   I was using 
a microfilm reader at the National Library of Ireland in Dublin, looking at parish 
records on film P4200, and I found the record of their marriage on May 6, 1838, 
at Luggacurren, County Laois (Queen’s) Ireland.  My find was the result of a 
series of accidents, but that part comes toward the end.

I’m a good deal less clear on when and where I started looking for them.  And, in 
the beginning, I didn’t know that it was James Bulger and Ellen Ruane I was 
looking for.  I thought his name was “John James” and that her name was “Jennie 
Rouen.”  (In fact, when I entered this information in the Family Bible we got for 
Christmas in the mid-1970's, it was definitely recorded as “Jennie Rouen.”)  From 
the spelling of the surname, I originally thought that she might be French.

I do recall developing an interest in origins when I first moved to Prince Edward 
Island in 1967.  That summer, I had come to the Island with my parents.  My father 
was trying to find his godmother, his Aunt Agatha (Bulger) Evans.  I had to try to 
locate housing for El, Jean and myself, since I was starting work at St. 
Dunstan’s in September of that year.

We did manage to find Aunt Agatha (and I did locate a place to live), and for me 
that started a relationship that continued for another fourteen years, until 
Agatha died in 1981.  My own grandmother Bulger had died when I was not quite a 
year old and in some respects, ‘Gatha filled that gap in the warp and weave of my 
family.  And I think that she probably got me thinking about origins.  After all, 
she had grown up on the Murray Road, and certainly knew most of the second 
generation of Bulgers–both her siblings and her cousins–along with those 
members of the first generation who had stayed on the Island.

I quizzed her about the original ancestors.  (I must have still thought that Ellen 
was “Jennie” because this was nearly a decade before I put “Jennie Rouen” into 
the Family Bible).  “Gatha told me three things: first, she said that when one of 
her brothers (or maybe an uncle) had wanted to join an Irish organization in the 
U.S.–maybe the Ancient Order of Hibernians–he wrote home asking for 
information as to his grandparents’ (parents’) places of birth; ‘Gatha said, “And it 
was determined that he was born in Queen’s County (Laois) and she was born in 
King’s (Offaly).”  (I have always remembered this because of the switch of 
gender–he Queen’s, she King’s.  As late as the middle 1980's, as a result, I 



remember remarking to my siblings that if any of us ever made it to Ireland, we 
should search for our ancestors along the border between Queen’ and King’s 
counties.)

Second, she told me that they had come fleeing the Irish potato famine.  Third, 
that they had been shipwrecked off Malpeque Bay.

Of these three things, the second is almost certainly correct and the third is 
extremely unlikely–though there may be an explanation for it.  As to the first, it 
is likely that both James and Ellen were born in Queen’s county, though, since 
we only come upon them at the time of their wedding in 1838, it is possible that 
she was born in King’s and moved with her parents to Queen’s, and there is no 
record of his birth either, so even in his case, the birth might have been 
elsewhere.  But, in the absence of records, we can assume Queen’s county.

Another influence from those “early” days was my great-aunt Rita.  She lived in 
Dedham, Massachusetts, but both she and her husband, Art MacDougall, were 
from the Island, and they maintained a summer place at Cascumpecque (the place 
of his rearing).  I took ‘Gatha up to visit Rita in the Fall of 1967.  Rita was six or 
seven years younger than ‘Gatha, so even more removed in time from the 
ancestors.  Even so, I picked her brain as well.  And learned two things.  First, I 
learned that James and Ellen were buried in Cascumpecque.  She told me that I 
wouldn’t be able to find the cemetery, though, since I’d have to walk along the 
shore, through brush, etc., etc.  (In later years, I discovered that you don’t have 
to walk along the shore, that “Cemetery” road goes right down to the cemetery.)

The second thing was her nominee as a possible place of origin in Ireland.  The 
difficulty was that I didn’t remember what she had said.  I had intended to look it 
up in an Atlas at the university when I got back to town, but we had car trouble 
on the way home and dealing with that drove the information completely out of 
my mind.  However, if Aunt Rita was the source of certain mis-information that 
appears in Clinton Morrison’s book, Along the North Shore (which I suspect she may 
have been, since there is no other likely candidate), looking up the place name 
she gave me wouldn’t have done any good anyway.

The ongoing influence in all this is my cousin, John A. Bulger, Jr. (Red).  When my 
grandfather, Pius James Bulger, died in 1957, he had a number of photographs 
among his effects.  Over the years, Red has catalogued these, added others to 
them, and produced a huge scrapbook of information on those descendants of 
James and Ellen with whom he has contact.  Most of the material comes from the 
descendants of John “R” Bulger, the eldest son of James and Ellen, but there 
are items from other “branches” as well.

Red is the keeper of the soul of the family.  And, of course, our patriarch.



The Dubliners

Don’t be misled by this.  We do not hail from Dublin.  But a group of Dubliners, 
namely Dermot Richardson, his brother, Liam, and assorted relatives and 
hangers-on, are an important element in the story.  As is my former colleague, 
John Joseph Fitzpatrick Kennedy.  

I fell in with this pack of Dubliners when I landed in Toronto in the early 1980's. 
They recognized “Bulger” as a variant of “Bolger” and they wanted to know 
where my family was from in Ireland.  Part of this is pure Irish curiosity about 
native places, but, in this case, Dermot and Liam may have wanted to know if 
there might be any connection with a certain Paddy Bolger, who had been their 
father’s best friend.

I had to tell them that I didn’t know with any certainty where my family was 
from.  And it got me thinking.  I thought that, if it were humanly possible, I 
should at least try to find out where we came from.  Partly to answer the 
Richardsons’ question, partly for my own satisfaction.  I had no idea, when I 
started, that it was likely to take me the better part of twenty years to find the 
answer.  And, as I say, but for a couple of accidents, I’d still be looking.

Part of the reason for this is the state of Irish records.  If you haven’t seen the 
film, “Michael Collins,” it’s worth a look just because it’s a good film.  But there 
are two moments in the film–and when I first saw it in the theater, I leaned over 
to El and whispered “there goes our history” at those moments–that explain the 
dearth of records.  During the Rebellion phase between 1916 and 1921, the IRA 
managed to blow up the Customs House on the Dublin waterfront.  What went up 
in smoke on that occasion was a huge amount of government records, most 
particularly, census records–for which, apparently, there were no copies in 
England.  So, for example, if you wanted to try to locate James Bulger in the 
1841 census, you haven’t a prayer.  Long since turned to ashes. 

The second moment is during “The Troubles”–the period in 1921–22, when the IRA 
split into the Free Staters (who accepted the treaty with Britain) and the IRA 
itself. The IRA took over the Four Courts in Dublin.  That’s the main courthouse 
for all of Ireland, and stored there were thousands of records having to do 
with land transactions, including leases of land.  The IRA had planted a huge 
bomb in the basement, where the records were kept, and when the Free Staters 
opened fire on them, they detonated the bomb.  So, if you wanted to know if 
James Bulger had leased land in Luggacurren in 1838, or, even more important, 
if an older generation of Bulgers had leased land there around 1800, you’re 
probably out of luck.



By and large, what we’re left with are church records.  Now it must be kept in 
mind that the Roman Catholic Church was an illegal organization (technically 
until 1829, though there was some thawing prior to that.)  At one point in time, 
prior to the late 1700's, there were no Catholic churches–Mass was said in 
hedgerows, “hedge priest” is a term from that period.  Later, Catholic “Chapels” 
were tolerated (there is a ruined chapel near Luggacurren) but the keeping of 
records during the 1700's was spotty at best and mainly non-existent. 
Consequently, a great many sets of records begin in the year 1820 (when 
emancipation was on the horizon), and this is true of the records we end up being 
interested in.  Since James Bulger was born sometime between 1801 and 1816–
according the 1861 P.E.I. census–we have no baptismal record for him.  Likewise 
for Ellen, even though she was younger, born between 1816 and 1820.

If the information you are seeking doesn’t exist in church records, there’s an 
excellent chance that it doesn’t exist–though, there is a kind of “last gasp” 
possibility, namely, private estate records, which I’ll talk about later–but, by 
the year 2005, I had pretty much conceded that the information I wanted didn’t 
exist.  It didn’t mean that there weren’t things to learn along the way, however.

Clinton Morrison and the Bulgers of Lot 11: Information and Disinformation

Sometime in the mid-1980's, I first encountered Clinton Morrison’s book, Along the 
North Shore: A Social History of Township 11.  The original publication was the size of 
a telephone book for a large city.  (It has since been reprinted as two volumes.) 
What contributes to the size of the volume is a set of extensive genealogical 
studies of the families who lived in Lot 11, including, of course, the Bulgers.

Morrison lists three Bulger families, which can be identified as the “John,”  
“Michael” and “James” families.  John Bulger and his wife, Margaret Pickett (though 
the name may actually be Piggot–there are Piggots in Luggacurren), were among 
the first group of settlers in the 1820's.  There was a minor famine in Ireland in 
the 1820's, and this may have spurred the recruiting of people to settle the Lot, 
which was owned by the Walsh family of Ballykilcavan, near the town of 
Stradbally, Queen’s County, Ireland.  John Bulger is said to have come from the 
parish of Ballyadams, Queen’s, which is also near Stradbally.  

Now, there is a kind of technical consideration in this.  The term “parish” can 
mean a minor civil division, something larger than a township, but smaller than a 
barony.  Or it can mean a religious parish.  Ballyadams is both a civil parish and a 
religious parish of the Roman Catholic Church.   And to confuse things, the 
religious parish of Ballyadams extends beyond the boundaries of the civil parish 
of Ballyadams.  So, was John Bulger from the civil parish, the religious parish 
or both?  Likely the religious parish, as will be seen.  I’ll call this the “John”  
family.



The second Bulger into the Lot, in the 1830's, was Michael Bulger.  Michael 
Bulger is the ancestor of a good many of the Bulgers who moved to Rumford, 
Maine (and, of course, not all of them were named Bulger, since some were 
women.  So, the names McInnis, Burns, Blackmore, Durant and Goodwin are found 
among Michael’s Rumford descendants.)  Morrison states that Michael was born 
in Queen’s County, though his informants were not able to provide a specific 
townland, parish or barony.  (On the other hand, Morrison gives Michael’s 
mother’s maiden name as McKay.  This is possible, but McKay is usually Scottish. 
McKey (McKie) is Irish, and there were McKeys in Luggacurren.)   This will be the 
“Michael” family.

The third Bulger, in the 1840's, was James –of whom much more shortly–and his 
wife Ellen.  This will be, of course, the “James” family.

One question which arises: were these men related?  There seem to be denials of 
relatedness in Morrison.  Where, for example, census records (which I’ll look at 
more closely later) show a Timothy Bulger living in the household of John 
Bulger, Jr. and Catherine Bulger–John being a member of the “John” family and 
Timothy the son of James and Ellen–Morrison’s information says “Timothy Bulger 
was a son of another Bulger family which lived at Murray Road, Lot 11 and was 
no relation to John and Catherine Bulger.”

In other places, though, this kind of statement is “softened” somewhat.  Bulgers 
from other families are said to be “not closely related”.

For years, I have held to the view that they were definitely related.  In more or 
less the order in which I either encountered or proposed the arguments, there 
are several which point to a relationship.  First off, Agatha Evans told me, forty 
odd years ago, that the original three were “cousins to one another.”  This was 
echoed by Ivan Bulger (John) in later years, when I asked him point blank if we 
were related.  His answer was that it was like the relationship between himself 
and his wife, Frances (Michael), namely, that there was a common ancestor, but a 
good way back, in Ireland.

Second, in many respects, even though it is our ancestral place, Lot 11, P.E.I., is 
the back of beyond.  Since John was actively recruited in 1823, we can 
understand why he’s there.  But why does Michael show up in the next decade? 
With all of Canada to choose from, someone with the same surname just happens 
to show up in the same small part of the world?  

James is even more interesting, from this perspective.  If he was fleeing the 
famine, and if he was poor–which he seems to have been–then he would have 
travelled on a “British ship” (which he did–those with money were able to book 



passage on American ships).  “British,” of course, includes “Canadian”–often 
vessels which had carried timber to England and had no cargo for the return 
trip.  There were two places in which people fleeing the famine ordinarily landed 
in Canada, Quebec and St. John, New Brunswick (though there were some Irish 
who landed in Halifax, and ships bound for Quebec were often diverted to 
Miramichi by storms or equipment problems.)  In the late spring, summer and fall, 
most “British” emigrant ships entered the Gulf of St. Lawrence, bound for 
Quebec and Montreal.  Those carrying Irish immigrants had to stop at the 
quarantine station at Grosse Isle, just downstream from Quebec (ordinarily–
though, if the station was crowded and the ship was bound for Montreal, it was 
sometimes allowed to proceed, with the passengers going into quarantine at 
Montreal.)  Those who survived quarantine–and thousands did not–went ashore 
at Quebec, creating Irish communities at St. Foy (near Quebec City) and Point St. 
Charles (at Montreal).  Many kept moving up the St. Lawrence Valley into 
Ontario.  (At least one, a man named John Ford, simply kept moving until he 
reached the St. Clair river, between Ontario and Michigan, crossed the river, 
carved out a farm at Dearborn, where his son, Henry, was born.)  So, if James 
and Ellen had landed at Grosse Isle, it is extremely unlikely that they would 
have gone back down the St. Lawrence–unless they had a good reason to.  But 
they probably didn’t land there anyway.

A smaller number of ships put in at St. John, New Brunswick, where the 
quarantine station was at Partridge Island.  While the number was smaller, St. 
John became the major port during the winter, when the Gulf of St. Lawrence 
was icebound.  Morrison’s account of James Bulger has him settling in New 
Brunswick before moving on to P.E.I. and Lot 11.  This “settling” is probably 
another inaccuracy in the account, but it may disclose a grain of truth, namely, 
a winter crossing of the Atlantic, with a landing at St. John.  However, the Irish 
who landed at St. John tended to stay in the area, either in St. John itself or 
along the Fundy coast, (so that a Loyalist settlement, like St. George, also has a 
substantial Irish population.)  There would have been no reason for James pick 
up and move over to the Island, unless that was where he really intended to go.

The more plausible explanation is that both Michael and James Bulger settled in 
that relatively remote part of Prince Edward Island because they had relatives 
there.

Third, there are small indicators.  For example, when Elizabeth Bulger (James) 
was baptized in 1847, the sponsors were James Bulger and Mary Bulger, the 
eldest son and daughter of John.  Likewise, John “R” Bulger’s godmother was a 
Bridget Bulger, who may have been a sister of Michael.

Fourth–and the piece of evidence I always considered most telling, until 2009–
James Bulger made a will in April of 1865 (probably the time of his death, even 



though Morrison puts it at 1873–these people didn’t make wills unless they were 
at death’s door.)  Since James was illiterate, the will was drafted–using a 
standard form that circulated around in those days–by another James Bulger, 
the son of the first John, and the eldest member of the “John” family, his father 
having died in 1860.

Now, it may be wondered how I know that the other James Bulger drafted the 
will.  I didn’t for a long time.  It was only when I was going over a photocopy of 
the actual will itself–not the probate copy I had used originally–that I realized 
this.  James is one of the subscribing witnesses to the will and every letter in 
his signature matches up with the same letters in the will itself.  

So, one of the witnesses to the will is the eldest male in the “John” family.  The 
other witness is the eldest male in the “Michael” family, namely, Michael himself. 
Now, in the days of horses and buggies, both of these men have travelled some 
distance to get there.  James, by the shortest route then available, would have 
come four and one-half miles and Michael about two and one-half.  Even if James 
was necessary–a literate person to draft the will–there are other people 
closer to serve as witnesses, for example, Patrick Murphy and Michael 
Callaghan, who live within hailing distance.  Not far away is Phillip Gain, Jr., 
whose son, Patrick, is married to James’ daughter, Mary.  So, why, particularly, 
does Michael have to be there?

Again, the most likely answer is the simplest: James and Michael are “family,” and 
succession of property is family business.

On April 15, 2009, the question of relationship between James and Michael was 
settled.   But that comes near the end of this narrative, so it will have to wait 
until then.

The relationship between the three Bulger families is of genealogical interest, 
but the “no relationship,” “no close relationship” misinformation also 
demonstrates the extent to which Clinton Morrison was dependent upon his 
informants.  What he prints is what he was told, and it is as accurate as the 
telling.  (And one of the reasons that the informants were being “cagey” about 
the family relationships may have been intermarriage, where people weren’t sure 
about possibly being too closely related.  Hence, no “close relationship” keeps 
church and state away from the door.)

Morrison tells us the following about James Bulger, Sr.:
￢ he was born in County Clare, between 1801 and 1816
￢ he fled the potato famine of the mid-1840's
￢ he arrived first in New Brunswick and later settled on P.E.I.
￢ he was shipwrecked off Malpeque



￢ he came to Cascumpecque first
￢ because his wife, Helen Mary Rowan, was a native of Cascumpecque
￢ he died in 1873

Most of this information turns out to be incorrect, though some of it is 
plausible.  My guess is that my Great-Aunt Rita is the source of much of it, 
especially the Cascumpecque stuff, because her summer place was in 
Cascumpecque and, as already mentioned, James and Ellen are buried there.  

What is correct?
￢ he was probably born in Laois, between 1801 and 1816 (the dates come 

from the 1861 Canadian census)
￢ he likely fled the famine, because his daughter, Catherine, whose 

birth/baptism does not appear in Island records, states in the 1881 and 
1891 censuses that she was born in Ireland, and the age she gives places 
her birth in 1844 or 1846 or 1847.  We know that the family was on the 
Island by June of 1847–Elizabeth Bulger’s baptism at St. Anthony’s, 
Cascumpecque, and what happens between 1845 and 1847 is the beginning 
of the famine–which didn’t actually hit Queen’s county until 1846

￢ arrival in New Brunswick might not mean settling there–there is an 
excellent chance that James and family made a winter crossing in 1846-47 
and landed at Partridge Island, going directly from there to P.E.I. in mid-
winter

￢ the shipwreck story is very durable, I have heard it from many relatives–
my cousin John A. Bulger, Jr. can even name the vessel, “the Dudley”–but 
there is no record whatsoever of a shipwreck off Malpeque–or anywhere 
else in the area–in the 1840's, with the exception of one sinking in St. 
Peter’s Bay in the year 1840 itself.  I suspect that the shipwreck story 
stems from two influences.  First, I have heard that Patrick Murphy, who 
lived just down the road from James and Ellen, was shipwrecked off 
Newfoundland, before coming to P.E.I.  And, marvel of marvels, the name 
of the ship was “The Dudley.”  I can imagine children doing the things that 
children always do.  “My daddy was shipwrecked,” chant the Murphys.  “My 
daddy was shipwrecked too,” chant the Bulgers back at them.  “My daddy 
was shipwrecked on the Dudley,” counter the Murphys.  “My daddy was on 
the Dudley too,” reply the Bulgers.   And as the children grew, the story 
became the “truth.”   And what may have added some credence to this is 
the following possibility: if James Bulger and his family did land at New 
Brunswick in the winter of 1846-47, and if they tried to make their way 
directly to the Island, then they would have had to cross the 
Northumberland Strait in “iceboats”.  These were oar powered dories 
which came equipped with iron runners on the bottom.  They were rowed 
over patches of open water, then pushed on their runners over the ice. 
The process would be repeated again and again until the shore was 



eventually reached.  James and Ellen’s girls were very little.  If there 
was a shipwreck story that circulated in the neighbourhood, it wouldn’t 
take much for them to convert the iceboat crossing into their own 
shipwreck

￢ the Cascumpecque story is simply wrong.  It probably stems from a 
combination of things.  There was a family named “Rowe” in Cascumpecque–
it might be thought that “Rowe” is a contraction of “Rowan.”  Second, 
James and Ellen are buried there, so it might be thought that they are 
buried in her family plot.  Third, as I say, Cascumpecque figured large in 
Rita MacDougall’s world, and I think she is the informant here.  

￢ Ellen was likely from Laois, but certainly from Ireland.  They are buried 
in Cascumpecque for the simple reason that Cascumpecque was where St. 
Anthony’s Church was at the time.  Until Lot 11 got its own church, St. 
Brigid’s, in 1868, that was their parish.  In the St. Anthony’s records, 
James is shown as owing a plot in the cemetery

￢ died in 1873 is probably wrong.  As already mentioned, these people didn’t 
draw up wills until they were at death’s door.  (My great-grandfather, 
Nolan, from Lot 9, drew up his will in 1897, and we know that he died in 
1897.)  James very likely died in April of 1865.  The 1873 date is the date 
of the will’s probate.  However, in the will, James grants a life estate to 
his wife, Ellen, with the land to go to his sons John and James upon her 
death.  The 1873 date is probably associated with Ellen’s death.  (Indeed, 
she may be the “blank” Bulger whose burial at Cascumpecque is recorded 
in the St. Anthony’s records in 1872, for the simple reason that, by 1872, 
the Lot 11 people were being buried at Foxley River and the burial of one 
at Cascumpecque is likely that of a spouse of someone already buried 
there.  Furthermore Clinton Morrison doesn’t list any other Bulger 
person dying in 1872 or 1873.)  The real necessity of probate, as pointed 
out by our cousin, Larry Arsenault, arose when the land had to pass to 
the boys.

The information in Clinton Morrison’s book, whatever defects it may have in 
accuracy, did provide a place to start.  This is especially true of the later 
generations, where the account is better.

Thus, Morrison states that James and Ellen had at least the following children:
￢ Mary, married Patrick Gain, died 1879
￢ Bridget, married Moses Hughes in 1859, later moved to New York State
￢ Catherine (1845-1896), married John MacGregor, resided at Lot 7
￢ Elizabeth (1847-1925), married Michael O’Meara, resided along the Dock 

Road
￢ John R (1849-ca1934), married Julie Ann MacDonald, resided at Murray 

Road
￢ Margaret (1851)



￢ Ann (1852-1953), married John Kilbride, resided at Port Hill
￢ Ellen (1853)
￢ James J. (1855-1945), married Agnes Blanchard, resided at Murray Road
￢ Timothy (1857), later married and settled in Pennsylvania
￢ Margaret Ellen (1859), believed to have married a Mr. Crosscup (1) and a 

Mr. Lynch (2), resided in Mass
￢ and Peter (1861), married, settled in New York State

This is substantially correct, and gives us the “branches” of the James and Ellen 
family.  Some comments: 
￢ Bridget is older than Mary, as we will see, and should come before her. 

Bridget and Moses Hughes moved to Miramichi and then to Jersey City, New 
Jersey.  

￢ Elizabeth and Michael O’Meara lived most of their married lives in 
Brooklyn, N.Y., returning to the Island only in retirement. 

￢ John R. married Ann MacDonald–there is no record of a “Julie” in her 
name, though her mother was named “Julia.”  John R. died in 1935

￢ Timothy did settle in Lock Haven, Pennsylvania, married Margaret Louney, 
and died in 1936.

￢ Margaret Ellen married Ronald Grosscup and then Bernard Lynch.  She 
died in Dorchester, Massachusetts in 1913.

￢ It can be assumed that both “Margaret” (1851) and “Ellen” (1853) died in 
childhood, and their names were both given to “Margaret Ellen.” 
However, I have not been able to find a baptismal record for “Ann,” born 
in 1852.  The possibility exists that the Ellen born in 1853 is actually 
Ann.  It was not uncommon for priests to mix up names, and he may have 
confused the mother’s name with the name of the child.

￢ Finally, there is one more child, of whose existence I only became aware 
in 2008.  But more on that later.

(At the eleventh hour–in fact, well past the eleventh hour–as this document was just about  
finalized and going to “press,” Clinton Morrison appeared once more.  He has just published A 
Century of Farewells: A Biographical Dictionary of Prince Edward Island 
Immigrants, 1800-1900.  This is essentially a collection of obituaries and there is one for our  
James.  It does affect some of what appears above.  However, I have decided to leave 
everything as is for a couple of reasons.  First, part of the purpose in writing this has been to  
show how the journey develops–including the mis-steps.  Second, the outline of this little book 
is intended to be mainly chronological, and this is the latest event.  Since I have been 
somewhat critical of Morrison’s information in Along the North Shore, I have decided that  
both chronology and fairness dictate that he get the “last word” which will come at the end.)

JJFK 



In 1987, which is around the time that I first discovered Clinton Morrison’s book 
(and the time that I first had actual documentary history as a result of a visit to 
the Island that summer) Centennial College, where I used to work, hired John 
Joseph Fitzpatrick Kennedy as Chairperson of Liberal Studies.  (I was supposed to 
apply for the job, but I knew better.  The big union honcho was part of that 
department, and I could foresee nothing but a whole universe of grief trying to 
manage him and it.)  However, because I had been the Chair of the now defunct 
Humanities Department (and partly because I felt sorry for John), instead of 
returning to teaching, I spent the fall of 1987 helping him to adjust to our mini 
insane asylum.

We became good friends.  John had just completed his Ph.D. in philosophy when 
we hired him.  He was an accomplished heraldry expert, and, subsequent to the 
time I knew him, he became a Knight of the Order of St. John of Rhodes and 
Malta, and is now the regional VP for Ontario.  While he was born and raised in 
New York, he took his B.A. at St. Thomas University in New Brunswick.  

But, and this is probably providential, John’s parents were both born in County 
Galway, and his knowledge of Irish genealogy is extensive.  Either from John 
directly, or from sources to which he directed me, I managed to put together 
information about the Bulger/Bolger clan, together with some more specific 
information.  His note accompanying the materials he gave me is dated February 
13, 1989.  So, clearly, by then, I was fully geared up for the search.

Let’s start with the clan itself.  The foremost authority on Irish names is Edward 
MacLysacht.

￢ Edward MacLysacht, M.A., D.Litt., M.R.I.A., More Irish Families, Irish Academic 
Press, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, 1982.  p. 37

  (O) BOLGER  Bolger is one of those Irish surnames which, in spite of its very un-Irish appearance 
in this anglicized form, presents no difficulty as to its origin.  The name itself--O Bolguidhir in Irish--
is certainly well disguised: the practice in modern English speech of pronouncing the G of Bolger soft 
adds to this; had it been written Bolgar the 
distortion would not have been so marked.  Up to the end of the sixteenth century O'Bulgire was the 
usual form, though O'Boulger occurs at Ferns in 1541.  Woulfe's derivation of O 
Bolguidhir from bolg odhar (yellow belly) seems not unreasonable, though it is not unquestioned.
  The name Bolger is closely associated with south-east Leinster and is rarely found elsewhere.  It is 
that of a sept which supplied many physicians to the chiefs in that area.  There are frequent references 
to the name in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, to tenants, jurors and clergy as well as medical 
men, mainly in Co. Kilkenny; in the 1659 census it is recorded as a principal Irish name in three 
baronies of Co. Kilkenny, two of Co. Carlow and two of Co. Wexford.  In the seventeenth century, 
they are more prominent in Co. Wexford than elsewhere, as is the case today.  Brassell and Dermot 
O'Bolger, both of Ballywalter, were among the chief gentlemen of the barony of Ballagheen in 1608, 
and in 1570 O'Bolgirs were of sufficient importance to be consulted by the Lord Deputy and Council 
on a matter relating to ancient rights, especially of the Colcloughs, in Co. Wexford.  The family was 



well represented in James II's Irish army and, after the Jacobite defeat, in the Irish Brigade in France.
  Although it is safe to say that almost all Bolgers in Ireland are of O Bolguidhir stock, it is possible 
that the soft G referred to above is to some extent attributable to the existence of the English surname 
Bolger or Boulger, which is derived from the Old-French word boulgier (maker of leather bags).  It is 
of interest to note that in most (but not all) cases where the name Bolger appears in the sixteenth 
century it has no terminal R so the accepted derivation may be erroneous.

One of the things I’ve always found fascinating is the possibility that the name 
may have come from bolg odhar, meaning yellow belly.  The clan is thought to have 
originated in Wexford and “yellow belly” is a nickname for a Wexford person. 
Now, admittedly, the history of the term has it originating in the 17th century–
the result of a pure accident, actually–but it might be older.

Other “Clan” information:

￢ Irish Pedigrees   page 838
  Families of the Ancient Kingdom of Leinster
  Ancient Families of Hy-Kinselagh
 
  15. O'Kinsellagh, O'Cahill, O'Doyle, O'Bulger and MacCoskley were powerful clans and had large 
possessions in the counties of Wexford and Carlow.   O'Brien of MacBrien and O'Moore, were also 
respectable families in Wexford.

￢ Sir Robert E. Matheson, LL.D., Barrister at Law,  Registrar General of Ireland, 
Special Report on Surnames in Ireland with Notes as to Numerical Strength, Derivation,  
Ethnology and Distribution.  Dublin, H.M.S.O., 1909

  In the 1169-1600 period, the surname O'Bolger was principally found in counties Carlow and 
Kilkenny.   p. 39

  Table showing the Surnames in Ireland having Five Entries and upwards in the Birth Indexes of 
1890, together with the Number in each Registration Province, and the Registration Counties in which 
these names are principally found...

Names   Ireland  Leinster  Munster  Ulster  Connaught
*Bolger   70       64        2        1        2

       Counties in which principally found: Wexford,  Kildare and Wicklow.

* indicates that there are variant spellings, e.g. Bulger, Boulger, Bolgar.

So, what does all this tell us?  First off, the origins of the clan are in the 
province of Leinster, the most southeast of the four provinces of Ireland 
(Leinster, Munster, Connaught and Ulster).  Again, Wexford is thought to be the 
place of origin.



Second, we are one of the clans associated with the royal house of Leinster, 
the MacMurragh-Kavanaughs.

Third, we were probably not members of the Gaelic nobility, however important 
Dermot and Brassell O’Bolger were in the 16th and 17th centuries.  As John 
Kennedy informs me, the key is MacLysacht’s “It is that of a sept which supplied many 
physicians to the chiefs in that area.”  As John puts it, the Bolgers would have 
developed expertise in whatever healing methods existed at the time, both for 
people and for animals.  They would have kept their craft a closely guarded 
secret, passed on from father to son.  As chiefs throughout Leinster from time 
to time required a house physician–veterinarian, the sons would be sent out to 
those households.  This, according to John, explains the dispersal of the name 
throughout the province–but may also explain why it isn’t found elsewhere.

Fourth, even though, in 1890, the name was found principally in Wexford, 
Wicklow and Kildare, other sources indicate that there are four main branches 
of the clan: Wexford, Waterford, Kilkenny and Carlow.  (There are a large 
number of Bulger families in Newfoundland, and the Newfoundland Irish, by and 
large, hail from Waterford.)

We are very likely from the Carlow Branch of the clan.  I’m going to reproduce a 
map of the various civil parishes of County Laois, in which I found the names 
Bolger (Bulger) and Rowan in the “Householders Index” (about which more 
shortly).  Notice that the distribution of names “vectors” on the southeast 
corner of the county.  Just beyond the county line, at that point, lies the city of 
Carlow.

Wills

John had an index of Irish Wills, from which he extracted entries which came 
from the dioceses of Leinster.  The entry that is probably of most interest is the 
one from the Diocese of Leighlin.

Diocese of Leighlin 1652-1800

Bolger, Honora, Cloonmore, Carlow      1662 (Entry in book only)
  "    Matthew, Coolrae, Carlow       1790 (Receipt for original will only)
  "    Stephen, Ballykenan, Carlow    1763  
Bulger, Murtagh, Ballycarney, Carlow   1775
Bulger, Nicholas, Cappolugg, Queen's    1747

I have put the last entry in bold for a reason.  Cappolug is adjacent to the 
current town of Ballickmoyler.  According to Google Earth, Ballickmoyler is 16 
k, or 10 miles, by road, south from the village of Luggacurren.  The will is dated 



1747.  If this is the probate date, then Nicholas died more than fifty years 
before James Bulger was born.  It is certainly possible that a couple of 
generations might have intervened between these dates, and also possible that 
Nicholas is an ancestor.

And there is an interesting side-light to this.  When I first read about Nicholas 
Bulger, I went looking for Cappolugg.  I made a note to myself at the time–or 
shortly after–which went like this:

“John turned up the record of the probate of a will of one Nicholas 
Bulger of Cappolugg, Co. Laois.  I have not been able to find Cappolugg on 
any map (John warns me that it may be the name of a single farm), but I 
have found a place called Luggacurren which is located close to the 
parish of Ballyadams.”

I wrote that twenty years ago, and sixteen years before Luggacurren became 
significant in our family history.  Little did I know.  Oh, and of course, 
Luggacurren is actually in the parish of Ballyadams–the religious parish of 
Ballyadams, not the civil one.  

(On the map below, Ballickmoyler is slightly up from the bottom, almost on the 
centre line.  Follow the highway northwest and you will see Luggacurren.)

There were two other things that John Kennedy taught me about.  The first is 
the Tithe Applotment Index of 1828.  Even though the Gaelic Irish were, by and 
large, Roman Catholic, until 1829 they were required to pay tithes to the 
Anglican Church of Ireland.  The tithes were based on landholding, so the Index 
gives a kind of picture of who was holding–ordinarily on leases–what parcels of 
land in Ireland as of that date.  The difficulty is that much land-holding was in 
the form of sub-lets, so the names that would turn up would be the first in 
what might actually be a chain of sub-leases.  Consequently, if the name 
“Bulger” doesn’t turn up in the Village of Luggacurren in the Index–and it 
doesn’t–that doesn’t meant that they weren’t there.

The other is Griffith’s Valuation.  This was a grand tax assessment done in the wake 
of the potato famine.  It is far more detailed than the Index.  The difficulty is 
that it was done in the late 1840's and early 1850's, so, in theory, someone who 
may have left in 1846-47, wouldn’t be in it.  John pointed out, however, that 
Griffith counted the last tenant to hold the property, so, even if the person 
were long gone, he might turn up in the Valuation.  This was useful, but, as it 
turns out, led me on a major, but interesting, wild goose chase.

The other piece of advice I got from John was this–and it applies to any 



genealogical search–the place you have to start is with the Mormons.

The Mormons and False Starts

The place to start is always with the Mormons.  Apparently, and I have never 
troubled myself to look it up, one of the tenets of the Mormon religion is the 
possibility of baptizing their ancestors–or maybe anybody’s ancestors, I’m not 
sure–into the Mormon faith.  (Your shade can be dragged kicking and screaming 
into Mormonism, I guess, though I expect they’d say that, once you’ve passed on, 
you’ll know that Mormonism is the true faith, so you’ll be desperate to be 
baptized.  Sort of a combination of Limbo and Purgatory rolled into one.)

The kicker is, again as I understand it, that they have to have a name.  You can’t 
just waltz in and say: I baptize all my ancestors.  You have to be able to name 
them.  The net effect of this genealogy writ large.  For generations, the 
Mormons have been collecting genealogical information from all over the 
planet, and storing it at Salt Lake City.

I had been to the Mormon Temple in Toronto sometime in February of 1989, 
probably after John Kennedy had provided me with the information mentioned 
above.  The reason I know this is the fact that I have a letter dated March 1, 
1989, from the person in Salt Lake City who was responsible for British Isles 
records.  I had been given his name as a contact when I visited the Family History 
centre at the Temple.  They didn’t have church records for Stradbally or 
Ballyadams at the centre–two of the place names that turn up in Clinton 
Morrison’s book–so I wanted to know if they had them at all.

Their collection of Irish Catholic records is “checkered” at best.  The Mormons 
are basically salespersons, and their approach in Ireland, as I understand it, 
went like this: “Look what happened to the Customs House and the Four Courts. 
If you let us make copies of your records, those copies will be safe in our 
fireproof, air-conditioned vaults” (or words to that effect).  Some dioceses 
signed on, some didn’t.  Some parishes signed on, some didn’t.  If I search James 
Bulger (or Bolger) on their website, with a marriage date of 1838, the only 
thing that comes up is a James Bolger who married a Margaret Moore in the 
Diocese of Ossory (western Laois–not our part of the universe).  

They don’t have our records.  They didn’t then, and they still don’t.  Our 
ancestral diocese didn’t “sign on.”

So, for this search, the Mormons weren’t much help.  They did turn out to be the 
source of a kind of hindrance, though, and the pitfalls are as important as the 
successes.  



At their Family History Centre, they start you with something called “The 
Householders Index.”  This is an index of all the names found in the Tithe  
Applotment Book and Griffith’s Valuation mentioned above.  I painstakingly wrote down 
all the references for Bolger and Rowan in Clare (because of Morrison), 
Queen’s and King’s counties.  Nothing jumped out, though, sixteen years later, I 
would realize that I had made a note of two Bolgers who might well be related 
to us.

I had thought that the name O’Bolguidhir would always be anglicized as “Bolger” 
in Ireland.  However, at the end of a long afternoon, I wondered if there might 
be references for “Bulger.”  And there were.  All in King’s County (Offaly).

Among those Bulgers, there was one named James–in Griffith’s.  It turned out that 
the Mormons didn’t have the microfilms of Griffith’s Valuation, but the Metropolitan 
Toronto Library did.  So, at the earliest opportunity, I hied myself off to the 
Library.  

Now, I must be forthright and admit that I looked for Bulgers in County Clare. 
For one thing, I already knew there actually were Bulgers there.  I used to 
teach with a man named Gerard Crotty–a former priest–who was from the town 
of Kilrush, in Clare.  He told me that he had grown up with Bulgers there.  And 
for sure, I found one family of Bulgers there, a widow (I think), Mary Bulger, 
and her son.  (John told me that there had been a migration of people, like his 
own Fitzpatrick ancestors, to Clare and Galway from the “midlands”–that 
includes Offaly and Laois–in the 1700's.) But these Bulgers had money–they 
appeared, in Griffith’s, to be buying up the property of people displaced by the 
famine–and, in my bones, I have always felt that we came from poverty.  So, I 
tended to discount these Bulgers

And then I struck gold.  Or thought I did.

I found James Bulger.  In the town of Clara (!)  Aha, thinks I, he wasn’t born in 
County Clare, as Morrison’s informant would have it, but in the town of Clara, in 
County King’s.  Which is in the civil parish of “Kilbride”, a name connected with 
our clan on the Island.  What was more, there were Bulgers and Rowens in 
Geashill, just south of Clara.  ‘Gatha may have been half right, but maybe it was 
the wrong half.  Maybe James and Ellen were both born in King’s.  On the other 
hand, the distances aren’t great.  The distance from Clara to Portlaoise, in 
Laois, is about 30 miles.  So, maybe he was born in Queen’s (Laois), and maybe I had 
the migration pattern reversed, having assumed that Ellen was born in King’s and 
somehow made her way to Queen’s.  Maybe it was the opposite.

(It’s worth noting that Clara is on the N80 route, as is Tullamore, Portlaoise, 
Stradbally and Ballickmoyler.  Luggacurren lies about five miles off the N80. 



Contemporary roads in Ireland tend to follow ancient routes–as one discovers 
when the road narrows between ancient hedgerows which are never going to be 
removed.  While the Bulgers in King’s aren’t “our” Bulgers, as it turns out, that 
doesn’t mean that they aren’t related.  On the contrary, they are probably 
people who, like us, had their origins in Carlow and wandered north along the 
route which is now the N80.)

I really thought I had it.  But having reached this point, in the spring of 1989, I 
didn’t really get any further.  

Until 1991.  And that’s when our cousin, Maryann Flaherty, entered the picture.

Maryann Flaherty

What finally came about almost certainly wouldn’t have happened without the 
persistence of Maryann Flaherty–and the solid common sense of Larry 
Arsenault, but I’ll get to him in a moment.  In the winter of 1991, I got a letter 
in the mail which had a return address of Quincy, Massachusetts.  Now, I didn’t 
know anyone in Quincy, Massachusetts, but my father’s uncle Ronnie had lived in 
Braintree (not far away), and his sons had children.  So, it was possible that this 
was one of those kids.

When I opened the letter, I recall the words “I’m a Bulger, too” stood out on the 
page.  Now, over the years, there have been other communications from people 
named Bulger.  For example, I have a letter in my file folder from a woman who 
wrote to Red inquiring about her Bulger ancestry.  He passed it on to me, and I 
was able to write back to her to tell her that we weren’t related.  That 
woman’s family comes from the Acadian peninsula of New Brunswick, around the 
town of Shippegan.  When I was originally “testing” Clinton Morrison’s 
information, I went to the provincial archives at Fredericton, N.B., looking for 
any record of James Bulger’s having lived in New Brunswick.  Among other 
things,  I looked at land grants, and found two Bulger brothers who, around 
1800, applied for grants in that area.  They stated that they were from 
Newfoundland.  That they had been frightened by the appearance of a French 
fleet off the coast of Newfoundland, so they had fled, and since they had given 
up their homes there, and since they were loyal subjects, would the King 
graciously grant them 200 acres each?  The King would and did, though people I 
know from that area tell me that there are very few Bulgers left there now.

But Maryann is the real thing.  She is the great-granddaughter of Margaret 
Ellen Bulger and Bernard Lynch.  She traces her ancestry through her father, 
Robert Carroll and his mother, Mary Lynch.   She had been doing the family 
history for both her own ancestry and that of her husband, Bill, with a certain 
amount of success in some respects, and none at all as far as the Bulgers were 



concerned.  Maryann doesn’t take blockades lightly.

So, though I had pretty much put the whole Bulger search on the back burner, 
Maryann got me moving again.  In particular, she got me moving on the James 
Bulger–Clara connection.  But more on that in a moment.

I have saved most of the letters I had from her over the years.  They would 
probably make a book on their own.  What they detail most clearly is starts, 
false starts, starting again, and a whole host of frustrations–I’ll provide 
excerpts later.  So, it will come as no surprise that, when I finally got to a 
computer terminal at Shannon airport, on April 28th, 2005–three days after my 
discovery in Dublin–the first person I contacted was Maryann.  The next person I 
wanted to contact–though it would have to wait until I got to the Island, was 
Larry Arsenault.

Larry Arsenault

Almost exactly a year after I “met” Maryann in 1991, Larry Arsenault entered my 
life.  Like Maryann–and Tom Bulger, of Avon, Maine–Larry is one of my favourite 
cousins.  What’s fascinating is the fact that all of them are third cousins, so, if 
it should transpire that our ancestor, James, was a third cousin of the original 
John Bulger and Michael Bulger, that doesn’t necessarily mean that there was 
“no close relationship.”

Larry appeared thanks to Maryann.  She had contacted Clinton Morrison 
regarding his sources for Along the North Shore.  One of those had been our cousin, 
Vivian Milligan (grand-daughter of James, Jr.)  So, Maryann wrote to her.  Now 
Viv and her late husband, Jack, didn’t quite know what to make of the letter. 
Jack was of the view that Maryann was making inquiries in order to possibly 
pursue a claim on the Bulger property on the Murray Road, which Vivian owned 
(“She’s after the land,” was Jack’s comment).  Vivian decided that three heads 
were better than two, so she called in Larry Arsenault, her nephew.  

Larry is a very bright guy.  His education and skills are mechanical–he holds a 
Canada-wide welding licence–but his intelligence is such that he could easily be 
teaching economics or practicing law.  If it sounds like I am biased, I am.  Larry is 
one of my best friends–but I stand by my assessment.

Larry quickly summed up the situation for Viv and Jack (Maryann wasn’t “after 
the land”),  but he was intrigued by the appearance of this long-lost cousin, so 
he contacted her.  In the course of conversation, the fact came out that I–
another long-lost cousin–had relocated to the Island the previous summer.  So, 
in due course, I got a phone call from Larry.  



I knew who he was, because Maryann had mentioned him in a letter.  I got the 
call in the morning, told El there was no time like the present, and went over to 
see him that afternoon.  He was on unemployment at the time–which meant that 
he was working in his garage when I got there.  (I’ll say no more. ) He knocked 
off and we went into the house.  He went off, ostensibly to wash his hands–
which he did–but when he came back, he was carrying an 8 x 10 framed picture.

“Do you know any of these people?”  He asked me.

What could I say?  I knew all of them.  It was a formal photo of my grandfather 
and grandmother, and all their children, taken about 1935.  It had been in a 
trunk of things that Larry had inherited from one of his aunts upon her death. 
Not that there was any doubt that we were related, of course, but this 
cemented it.

Since Larry was collecting unemployment, and since I was only teaching one 
course–which came to an end in April–we did some roaming around in the spring. 
Larry lived on the Murray Road until he was ten, so he knows all the 
inhabitants–and much of their history.  In our trips “up west,” he introduced me 
to Viv and Jack Milligan, their son, Wayne, and his wife, Jean.  

By chance, on one of those trips, as we were leaving Viv’s, another Milligan, 
Foster, pulled in.  Foster is, by any stretch, a character.  In fact, we had just 
been at Wayne’s, where he and Larry had been chuckling over some of Foster’s 
exploits.  I had been half listening, because I thought that Foster was one of 
Wayne’s relatives through the Milligans.  He is.  What I didn’t realize was the 
fact that Foster was related to me, through the Bulgers. as well.  He is.  In 
fact, when we met at Viv’s that afternoon, Foster described my grandfather to a 
tee.

So, through Larry, I was fully introduced to Lot 11 and the Murray Road.  And 
there are a couple of stories that go along with this.  In 1965, just after we 
were married, my parents took El and myself to Halifax, so that I could start my 
final year in university.  On the way, we spent an afternoon, a night, and a good 
chunk of the next day on the Island.  It was one of my father’s attempts to 
locate his aunt Agatha.  It failed that year.  But we did end up in Freeland, which 
my father knew to be the townland his father had come from.

We stopped at the Freeland store.  My father went in to make inquiries about 
our relatives.  When he came out, he said that we were to return in the 
direction we had come, turn left at the house with “all the flowers” around it, 
and go up about a mile, and there would be a white farmhouse on the left.  The 
woman who lived in the farmhouse would be a relative of ours.



Now, I was 21, and, of course, smarter than God.  I knew that there certainly 
would be a white farmhouse and a woman.  But how would some backwoods 
storekeeper know that she was a relative of ours?  Ridiculous. 

She was, though.  She was Mary Ellen (Bulger) Arsenault–always known as 
“Nell”.  She was the sister of James Edward Bulger (Ed), who lived in Rumford. 
Both were children of James Bulger, Jr., and, of course, my grandfather’s first 
cousins.  Twenty-six and one-half years later (or maybe a little earlier), I would 
meet Nell’s grandson, Larry.

This was my first introduction to the Murray Road–that’s the route you’re on 
when you turn at the house with all the flowers.  We had “tea” in the kitchen 
(an Island tea, read “lunch”).  And afterward, my father put the question: 
“Where, exactly, did the Bulgers come from?  Where was my father born?”

“Stand up,” said Nell, “and come to the window.”

“There,” she said, and pointed across the road.  Across the road, was the plot of 
land James Bulger, Sr., landed on, probably in the spring of 1847.  The place of 
our origins in North America–about which more shortly.

After El and I moved to the Island in the fall of 1967, we went to the Murray 
Road once or twice.  Nell and her husband, Ernest, only lived in the farmhouse 
in the summer.  Once fall came, they returned to a seniors’ apartment in 
Miscouche.  So, I didn’t see her again in Lot 11.  And in 1968-1969, we didn’t go up 
at all.

When we returned to the Island from 1976 to 1982, we made a few trips to the 
Murray Road.   One of the things we’d usually do was take a trip down to the 
shore along what I now know to be the Mickey’s Shore road.  At the end of the 
road, there is a narrow beach, which extends in both directions.  (If you walk far 
enough to the right, you’re on land which James Bulger, Sr. owned.)  

The first time we went to Mickey’s Shore was in the summer of 1976.  When I 
walked out onto the beach, I had one of those experiences that are always 
unsettling.  When I was a child, (500 miles away, in Rumford, Maine–never having 
been to the Island) I had the flu one summer, with a high fever.  Just before my 
fever broke, I had a dream.  I remember it clearly, because it was so vivid–a fever 
dream–and it was just before I woke.  In my dream, I was on a beach, with a 
relatively narrow expanse of greenish seawater between me and dunes on the 
other side.

And that’s exactly what you see from Mickey’s Shore.  Spooky.



To add to this, one last story.  Every time we went down to Mickey’s Shore, we 
were a bit nervous, because there were a couple of cottages down there.  We 
were afraid that the beach might be private property and we would be 
trespassing.   That is part of the explanation for what happened on our first trip 
there when we returned to the Island in the summer of 1991.

We went down to Mickey’s shore, El and I.  As usual, there was no one around, 
except for some people in a boat.  Well, four people were in the boat, and one 
was wading in toward shore and pulling it behind him.  The person pulling the 
boat reminded me of someone.  He was a pretty big built guy, with a mop of dark 
hair (and it was only when I was driving home later that I realized he reminded 
me of Tom Bulger’s brother, Joey.)  There was a smaller built man in the boat, 
along with three young boys.

Now, I was nervous, because I didn’t know whether or not we were trespassing. 
And I thought that maybe these were the people who owned the cottages.  So, I 
wasn’t planning to hang around.  I do recall that the man towing the boat spoke 
to us, and I do remember what he said: “We’re just looking for a few oysters.”

Years later, Larry told me that he and his family had been staying up at Lot 11 in 
the summer of 1991 in a trailer he had in those days.  I remember the trailer, 
because it was parked near where Nellie Arsenault’s house used to be.  (The 
house was gone–there was a mini-home on the site).  One day, he, his three sons 
and Wayne Milligan went out in a dory Wayne had–or borrowed–looking for 
oysters.  As they were coming in to shore, they saw a couple of people standing 
on the beach.  Apparently, there was a new oyster warden in the area, somebody 
Wayne didn’t know.  And, of course, the taking of oysters without a licence is 
illegal.  That’s why there are wardens.  Wayne figured that, if this was the 
warden, he’d better own up to what they were doing.  

On the other hand, since I was concerned about trespassing, we very quickly 
left.  No introductions, no further chit-chat.  And I would guess that, given the 
oyster picking, they were glad to see us leave.

So, did I meet Larry before I met him?  I think so.  When I met Wayne in the spring 
of 1992, his hair was more trimmed than that of the boat-towing person I had 
seen the summer before, but he still really reminded me of Joey Bulger (who 
would be, of course, a second cousin.)  Larry is a small-built man, and, as I say, 
he has three sons.  So, I think it was Wayne, Larry and the boys who were coming 
into Mickey’s Shore on that summer day.

The Land

Because he spent part of his childhood on the Murray Road, Larry steered me 



toward a study of the history of the land where the Bulgers landed and lived. 
Years before, at the Archives, I had copied down James Bulger, Sr.’s will.  Larry 
introduced me to the Registry Office, where other records were located.  And I 
went back to the Archives for still more.

In James Bulger, Sr.’s will, he states: 

First I give and bequeath to Ellen my dearly beloved wife my farm of land consisting of 88 
acres during her life and after her death the said 88 acres of land shall be possessed by my two 
sons namely John Bulger and James Bulger...

Now, 88 acres may not seem like much, in the grand scheme of things.  And 
certainly, it was a bit of a come down from the 100 acres originally awarded to 
James by the Government of Prince Edward Island in 1856, but, in the intervening 
years, it had become obvious that James was never going to be able to pay off 
the cost of 100 acres, so the parcel was reduced in size.

However reduced in size it may have been, in Ireland, 88 acres would have been a 
huge estate.  Experts on the famine point out that anyone who leased fewer 
than five acres of land was unlikely to have survived (which was another 
reason why I thought that the James Bulger in Clara might be our James.  He had 
two acres only.)  So, it was not uncommon for the Irish to farm fewer than ten 
acres.  Ten times that amount was only for the wealthy.  Though James was far 
from wealthy, it must have been a matter of considerable pride for him to leave 
an 88 acre farm to his heirs.

But the fact that he owned 88 acres of land at all is something of a small 
miracle, for two reasons.  First, until the 1870's, townships (Lots) on P.E.I. were 
owned by large landholders–most of whom were absentees–so that most farmers 
were merely leaseholders and paid rent.  One exceptional case was Lot 11, 
owned by the Walsh family of Ballykilcavan, County Queens, Ireland.  In 1856, 
they sold their holdings–presumably at a bargain price, or the government would 
not have been able to buy the Lot–to the colony of Prince Edward Island. 
Morrison points to the tireless efforts of James Warburton, the Walsh’s agent, 
in achieving this.  But my own suspicion is that the Walsh family was open to 
letting the land go cheaply for the benefit of the inhabitants, because the head 
of the family at that time was the Reverend Raphael Walsh, a Church of Ireland 
priest.

Second, in the case of James, it isn’t entirely clear that he was leasing anything 
from the Walshs.  If one studies the land grants of 1857, most read something 
like, “land previously leased...”  But not in the case of James.  The very first 
entry reads:



Feby 14 To purchase 50 acres of land in his occupation on Lot 11 @ 8/ per acre
596

The phrase “land in his occupation” sounds very much like what lawyers would 
call “possessory title,” namely, he had a bare possession of the land, without 
other legal claim.  In other words, he was squatting.

It’s certainly possible.  The Murray Road, and in particular the area of those 88 
acres, is sort of the back of beyond.    I’ve reproduced part of the map of Lot 11, 
taken from the Meacham Atlas of 1880.  The John Bulger farm (James) is located 
at the right of the map, at the shoreline, in line with the “N” in “Narrows”.
The main road into the area, in those days, was the Luke Road which came 
directly from Foxley river.  So even though James’ farm was close to where the 
Murray Road joins the Lot 11 road, this part of the Murray Road wouldn’t have 
been heavily travelled, since the real centre of the Lot was at Foxley River. 
So, it may have been possible to effectively hide from Warburton.

On the other hand, it may have been done with Warburton’s connivance.  He 
himself was Irish, from King’s county.  By 1847, the famine was proving itself 
one of the truly great tragedies of Ireland.  James Bulger and family may have 
landed in Lot 11 with literally nothing more than the clothes on their backs–
and their lives.  When these destitute people appeared in the Lot, Warburton 
may simply have told them to find an empty plot and start to farm.

In any event, I think James was squatting, and by the grace of God–or fortune–
he was “in occupation” of land when the Walshs decided to sell it to the 
government, and the government, in turn, sold it–on time payments–to the 
people farming it.  From potato famine destitution, in less than ten years, James 
had become a landowner.

He purchased 50 acres, at 8 shillings an acre, in 1857.  (This was subsequently 
reduced to 6 shillings in May of 1864, by Order in Council).  He added another 
50 acres in 1858.  He made payments in 1857, 1858 and 1859.  Then there was 
nothing until 1864 (probably after the reduction in price).  Earlier in the year, 
in February, the acreage was reduced to 86 acres from 100, probably reflecting 
the difficulty in paying off the debt.

Then the record goes silent until February of 1873, when, apparently, interest 
owing was forgiven.  In March of 1873, the Will of James Bulger, Sr. was taken 
to Probate, and a deed to “100 acres” is requested by John Bulger.

Now, in these transactions, there may be shenanigans.  Ten days before the 
request for the deed, John “R” had purchased his brother, James’, share of the 
property for the sum of $13–a bill of sale was drawn up to that effect by the 



other “James Bulger”, same James Bulger who had drawn up the Will.  Whether 
John was unable to come up with the $13 or not will never be known.  What is 
clear is that, on March 24, John “R” thought he owned 100 acres.  

(John “R” wasn’t born with the “R”.  He had no middle name.  He gave himself the 
“R” in order to distinguish himself from other John Bulgers in Lot 11.)

In light of what came later, what may have happened is this: if John “R” was 
unable to come up with the $13, what he certainly managed to do was switch his 
inheritance from the north side of the property to the south, which was 
supposed to have been James’.  What is significant is that the south side of the 
property was where the house stood, so, whatever the state of ownership, John 
“R” made sure that he got the house.

And he may always have thought that he owned 100 acres, whereas the actual 
parcel was 86 (not the 88 acres James, Sr. thought he had).  On the map 
reproduced earlier, the original 100 acre parcel is represented as a rectangle 
(dotted line), divided almost in half by the Murray Road.  The actual 86 acres is 
the triangle, of which the bulk is east of the road.  

This is the best interpretation that can be placed on what happened later. 
When James, Jr. got married, in 1883, he wanted his own house (he had lived 
with John and Annie–he’s part of the household in the 1881 census.)  So, one 
can almost see John “R” pointing across the road and saying, why don’t you build 
over there?  That’s what James did–the white house in which we found Nellie in 
1965.  If John “R” still thought he and his brother owned 100 acres, and if he 
thought that the 100 acres was the original rectangle, then “over there” 
would have been on James’ northern part of the property (the two parts having 
been switched.)  The problem was that the location of James’ house was just 
above the actual property line, the triangular side slicing from Northeast to 
Southwest.

In 1883, that property was unoccupied.  Twenty years later, it was part of a 
parcel purchased by Joshua Henderson.  In 1903, James discovered that he didn’t 
own the land on which his house sat.  Henderson was willing to sell James the 
property, but in order to buy “his” land, James had to take out a mortgage for 
$110–a sum he was never able to pay off for the rest of his life.  Only upon his 
death, in 1945, did Nellie Arsenault make the final payments, joining her 
father’s acres to property she and Ern already owned.

But even trying to put things in the best of all possible lights, John “R” doesn’t 
come out looking all that good.  He managed things so that he got the part of 
the property his father had willed to James.  And even if he innocently thought 
that James could safely build his house across the road, it was James who ended 



up on the short end things.  It was said, in the family, that James and John did 
not speak to one another for the last thirty years of John’s life–and that 
would pretty much be from 1903 to 1935.

And he may have been a rogue.  John “R” was illiterate, but he was no fool. 
Morrison recounts the following story:

Perhaps the greatest debater within the Lot was John R. Bulger, known locally as “Irish  
Johnny.”  He was a remarkable man for his wit and impromptu humour and, although he 
possessed very little education, he came to be known far and wide for his oratorical  
skill.   His parents had settled at Murray Road during the mid-1800's, having fled from 
Ireland during the potato famine; although he was born within the Lot, he had a 
distinctive Irish brogue and hence his nickname.  About 1910 he participated in a  
debating session at Freeland Hall; the topic for debate was “Which is greater, the work  
of art or the work of nature?”  One of his competitors was a young man by the name of  
Ira Banks.  Ira occupied the stage first and skillfully expounded upon the beauty of great  
works of art, mentioning in the course of his talk the grandeur and beauty of the female 
form cast in marble for future generations to marvel over.  When it came to “Irish  
Johnny’s” turn he methodically and artfully explained in wonderful detail the beauty of the 
works of nature as opposed to works of art.  He adamantly opposed young Ira’s point of  
view and to prove his point he summarized his discourse by asking the young man 
several questions which proved his downfall and won for “Irish Johnny” the thunderous  
approval of the audience: “Irish Johnny”: “Did you ever take a girl out, Ira?”  Ira: “Yes,  
Mr. Bulger.”  “Irish Johnny”: “Did you ever put your arm around her?”  Ira (sheepishly):  
“Yes, sir.”  “Irish Johnny”: “Well, then, which do you think is greater, art or nature?”

Whatever the case, John “R”’s finagling would eventually catch up with him.  In 
1911, he decided to leave the Island, with his wife, Annie (MacDonald), to live in 
the U.S. (Probably rent free with each of his children in turn.)  He reconveyed 
the property to himself and his son, Frank, as joint tenants.  Frank’s part of the 
bargain was to provide “Irish Johnny” with income while he was sojourning 
amongst the American branches of his family.

This arrangement lasted until 1926/27.  In December of 1926, Frank sold his 
interest back to John “R” for the princely sum of $1 (which may have literally 
been the case, though deeds on Prince Edward Island always recited a selling 
price of $1, regardless of the actual amount).  In January of 1927, John “R” sold 
the property to Ernest Arsenault, the husband of his niece Nellie.

My interpretation of this “sale” goes like this.  At the time of the sale, Ern 
Arsenault was living in Kenogami (now Jonquiere) in Quebec.  John “R” had, 
apparently, separated from Annie.  He intended to live on the Murray Road 
property, but he needed money.  So, he tried a variation on the scheme he had 
worked with Frank in 1911.  He knew that Ern wasn’t going to enter into a joint 



tenancy arrangement, but he probably assumed that Ern was going to continue 
to live and work in the paper mill in Kenogami, and was simply buying the land 
for his future retirement.  In the meantime, John “R”, who was approaching his 
80th birthday, figured that he could go on living there until he passed on to his 
eternal reward.

Not so.  Ern and Nellie Arsenault wanted to come home.  And to his shock, John 
“R” discovered that they wanted him to vacate the farm.  Apparently, he resisted 
at first.  Then he hung around the Lot for a number of years, living with Bessie 
(Doyle) Moran for a while (his living room set left the Island in the possession 
of one of Bessie’s children who moved to Hampton, N.B.).  Eventually, his 
daughter, Agatha (Bulger) Evans came and collected him, and took him to live 
with her and her family in St. Theresa’s, P.E.I.  And when he became too senile to 
handle, she placed him in the Sacred Heart Home in Charlottetown, where he 
died on January 28, 1935, at the age of 86.

As I’ve already mentioned, Nellie paid off the mortgage on James’ property when 
he died in 1945.  Either Nellie and family had been living with James, or they 
took over the property upon his death.  Whatever the case, on May 16, 1946, the 
88 acres James Bulger, Sr., had–one assumes with some pride–willed to his sons, 
was sold by Ern Arsenault to Ilo Thompson, and passed out of the family.

Maryann comes to the Island–and we find other Bulgers 

In June of 1992, Maryann Flaherty came to P.E.I., for a brief visit.  The high point 
of the visit was a trip “up west” to Lot 11.  We went down to Mickey’s shore and 
walked along the beach until we could be reasonably certain that we were on 
land owned by James Bulger, Sr.  Then we returned to Wayne Milligan’s mini-
home (see photo), which was built just south of where James Bulger, Jr. had 
built the white farmhouse in which I met Nellie in 1965.

Maryann was particularly interested in locating a rhubarb plant on the old 
Bulger property.  A tale passed down in her branch of the family says that Ellen 
Ruane Bulger planted the rhubarb when she first lived on the Murray Road. 
Well, for certain, there was a rhubarb plant–there is a photo of Maryann with 
it.  Is it the same one?  All I know is this: the rhubarb plants we have on our 
property come up year after year in the same location, whether or not they are 
actually harvested.  They require no care that I can see, so it’s certainly 
possible that rhubarb planted in the summer of 1847 could still be there in 
1992, provided it wasn’t dug up in the meantime.  And the location of the plant is 
in a garden patch, which could well have been in use continually over the years.

The other highlight of the trip was a visit with Vivian Milligan.  Viv is one of the 
nicest people on God’s green earth.  But Maryann was nervous about meeting 



her–we’d told her about Jack’s “She’s after the land” hypothesis.  We let 
Maryann stew, knowing full well how delighted Viv would be to meet her. 
Which, of course, she was.

We had tea.  And after that, Viv got out a box of old photos that had belonged 
to her mother, Nellie.  There were a number of them that caught our attention. 
For example, there was one of a “Tansey Hughes”.  James and Ellen’s daughter, 
Bridget, had married Moses Hughes, in 1859, and–according to Morrison–“later 
moved to New York State” (actually, New Jersey, as we learned.)  Also, Morrison 
had Peter Bulger, the youngest of James and Ellen’s children, settling in New 
York.  And Timothy, the third from the youngest, “later married and settled in 
Pennsylvania.”

I think it was this experience that planted the notion that we should try to find 
the other “branches” of James and Ellen’s family, if we could.  (As it is, we have 
contacts with six of the ten branches–and, in reality, it should be six of nine, 
since Elizabeth Bulger had no children.)  That process started that afternoon.

We found two photographs taken around the year 1900, judging from the styles 
of the clothing.  Both were formal, in cardboard frames.  One was of a man and 
two small boys.  There was a note on the back identifying the boys, but not the 
man.  However, the frame or mat had the photographer’s address–Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Given Morrison’s information, we wondered if this might be Peter Bulger. 
Brooklyn narrowed it down, because it was in New York.

The second photograph was of four small children.  This had no note or 
identification, but, again, the photographer’s address was on the frame: Lock 
Haven City, PA.  The only person with any Pennsylvania connection, according to 
Morrison, was Timothy Bulger.  Could these be his children?

We came back from “up west” determined to follow up what we’d learned.  We 
started with something I had, up to then, considered largely a waste of money.  It 
was a publication called The World Book of Bulgers, which was produced by 
searching telephone directories from all over the world.  So, it provided names 
and addresses, but not much more.

But in this case, it turned out to be a gem.  We found a Lorena Bulger in Lock 
Haven, Pennsylvania.  And I very quickly sent off a letter to the address in the 
book.  

Time passed.  I heard nothing back.  I contacted Maryann, told her about the lack 
of progress.  She went to work on the problem, and here is her letter of 
October 23, 1992, detailing the results of her incredible persistence.



We found Lorena.  Almost four years too late, but you’ll see that all is not lost.  The 
State of Pennsylvania won’t give a death certificate to anyone unless it is the next of kin,  
the attorney or the executor.  I was going to pose as the next of kin until I received the 
death notice.  Where she was the assistant town clerk, I was afraid that everyone would 
know her and know that I was an imposter.  The death notice was pretty informative.  I  
don’t know how much more the death certificate would tell us.  I called information and 
asked for her nieces numbers.  There were no Youngs in New Milford (according to the  
operator who was obviously not hired because he had mastered the English language).  
He said there were “lots” of Shoemakers in Williamsport.  I should have figured–there is  
a large German population in Pennsylvania.  He was only giving out one number at a  
time, so I took any Shoemaker in Williamsport.  It wasn’t the right one and that  
Shoemaker didn’t know Rita.  It took a while, but I got to the Boston Public Library.  
They have phone books for everywhere in the world.  There were a lot of Shoemakers  
so I copied down all the numbers and started calling them all.  (I’ll have to hide the  
phone bill again.)  I was at the bottom of the list and getting very discouraged when I  
called a number that had an answering machine.  “Hello, Ron and Rita cannot come to  
the phone now...”  I didn’t leave a message because it would take more than 30 
seconds to explain who I was, why I was calling and how I found Rita Shoemaker.  It  
took a few days, but Rita finally answered.   She was a wonderful lady, and had she  
received your letter to Lorena, she would surely have answered.  She was very  
interested in the family and had been to P.E.I.  She attempted to find James Bulger’s  
grave... She said that her daughter was very interested in the family history... She did  
tell me that Timothy died about 1935 or 1936.  He had four children–the ones that are 
in your picture.  John was the oldest and he was her father.  We know about Annie  
(Lorena).  Mary died about 20 years ago (I didn’t ask if she had married) and William 
who was the baby in the picture.  He died very young.  She suggested that I call her  
sister Marie who she said had done more research.  I called Marie and Marie  
didn’t seem surprised to hear from me.  Marie had just seen the 60 Minutes piece on 
Senate President William Bulger and she had written to him to see if she was related.  
She thought I was an answer to the letter.  After we got who I was straightened out, I  
assured her that we were not related to the infamous Bulger boys.  I was about to start  
asking her some questions when she started asking me.  She immediately wanted to 
know Helen’s maiden name.  I knew right away that we were far ahead of her on 
research.  I was a little disappointed.  I was hoping that she would be able to tell me 
quite a bit.  She could only tell me that Timothy taught roller skating on P.E.I. and that  
he was a woodsman, a clay miner and a folk singer.  She knew that James was born in  
Ireland but thought that Helen was Acadian.  I didn’t ask her how she knew James was 
born in Ireland–if Timothy had told her (she remembers him vividly) or if she had since  
found it out doing her research.



I wrote to Marie, and we’ve maintained regular contact ever since.  She sent me 
information on her family.  Timothy and Margaret had six children, but only 
three survived, namely, John L., Anna Lorena and Mary E.  Lorena and Mary never 
married.  John had the two daughters already mentioned, Marie (actually 
Margaret Marie) and Rita.  Marie married Clair Young and they had one son, John, 
who married Marina Murphy.  They have a daughter, Mariel, and a son, Paul.

Rita married Ron Shoemaker, and they have four children, Ronald, Christina, 
Frances and Michael.

We’ve visited with Marie on four occasions, in 1999, 2001, 2007 and, most 
recently, on April 28, 2009.  She and Clair had lived in New Milford, PA for 57 
years.  Clair died in the fall of 2007, and in January of 2009, Marie moved into a 
seniors’ residence in Johnson City, NY.  We had hoped to visit Rita when we 
passed through Williamsport in April of 2007, but we arrived late and had to be 
content with just a telephone call.

The other photograph mentioned earlier was, indeed, a portrait of Peter Bulger 
and his sons, Wesley and Charles.  Charles and his wife had no children.  Wesley 
had a son, at least according to the 1920 census, named Gerard, but we have not 
been able to locate him.  So, this is a branch with which we have no contact.

Belle Lutrell and the McGregors

There are always breakthrough moments in this kind of search.  When such a 
moment happens, it is like a shaft of light has broken through.  One of the 
original puzzles had been the statement in Clinton Morrison’s book that Ellen 
Rowan (Ruane) was a native of Cascumpecque.  We (Larry Arsenault and I) didn’t 
think that was correct–and even Morrison tends to contradict this when he 
points (above) out that “Irish Johnny” got his brogue from his parents who had 
fled Ireland during the famine.  But it remained a problematic point.

In the spring of 1992, I recalled that, in the 1891 census, people had to state 
their parents’ places of birth.  So, I got the microfilm for Lot 11 and found that, 
sure enough, “Irish Johnny” stated that the place of birth for both father and 
mother was Ireland.  His brother, James, was the next entry on the page, and he, 
likewise, stated that father and mother were born in Ireland.

That settled that issue, as far as I was concerned.  However, as I sat there 
looking at the projected image of the page, I suddenly realized what should have 
been obvious to me all along: they also stated their own places of birth.  And 
this galvanized me into action.



The first of James and Ellen’s children to be baptized on PEI was Elizabeth, in 
June of 1847.  There were no records of the baptisms of Bridget, Mary or 
Catherine–at least on PEI.  The assumption, based upon the legend of James and 
Ellen fleeing the famine, was that they were born in Ireland.

When I realized that John “R” and James had provided their own places of birth 
for the census, it struck me that Catherine McGregor, who also lived on PEI in 
1891, would also have provided her place of birth.  I dashed to the microfilm 
storage drawers to get the reel for Lot 7.  Threaded it onto the machine, and 
then suffered a major disappointment: she wasn’t there.

I went through the forms from beginning to end and couldn’t see any McGregors. 
But I persisted, and then I saw it.  The census taker had started to write “John 
McGregor”, but had scratched it out, because John had flown the coop by this 
point in time.  In the very small space left, he had written “Mrs. McGregor.”  It 
was very hard to make out, but worth the effort.

In the space for place of birth, Catherine McGregor states that she had been 
born in “Ireland”.  She gives her age as 47 years, so her date of birth would have 
been 1846 (or possibly 1845).  If she had been born in Ireland in 1846 or 1845, 
and her sister Elizabeth was baptized on PEI in 1847, the intervening event that 
explains the move from Ireland to the Island is the famine.

We were unable to find a record of Catherine’s baptism in Ireland.  The family 
may have left Luggacurren, or the baptism record may be unreadable in the 
ledger.  Some of the entries at tops or bottoms of pages are simply too smudged 
or faded to be decipherable.  However, I think that a person would know where 
he or she was born.  It would have been the thing which distinguished Catherine 
from her younger siblings, all of whom record PEI as their birthplace in census 
records.  So, I think we can trust her statements.

That summer, I went looking for the McGregors.  I knew that Catherine was 
buried at St. Mark’s cemetery, Lot 7.  So, I went to the cemetery first and after 
some looking, found her stone.  It stands almost by itself in the north east 
corner of the cemetery.  (I didn’t realize, at the time, that Elizabeth O’Meara was 
also buried in that cemetery.  I learned that later.)

In those days, there was still a parish priest resident at St. Mark’s, so, after I 
had paid my respects to Catherine, we went over to the rectory.  The priest 
directed us to Geraldine McGregor’s house.  It wasn’t difficult to provide 
directions.  He merely had to stand on the front step and point.

We had a pleasant visit with Geraldine, and learned a good deal about her own 
family.  However, Geraldine was a McGregor by marriage.  She thought that we 



should talk to Belle Luttrell, who was a McGregor by descent.  I’ll never 
forget the directions Geraldine gave us, telling us that once we passed the 
Roseville sign, we should look for a house that looked almost perfectly square. 
And so it did.

Belle was the only person home that afternoon.  In recent years, her son Frank 
has retired and is home a good deal of the time.  Since there were no vehicles in 
the yard, I hesitated about knocking, but Belle answered the door.  My first 
impression was that she reminded me a great deal of my aunt Agatha.  Not so 
much in looks, Belle is a good deal taller than Agatha was, but she has the same 
determined glint in her eyes.  

We went back to see Belle a number of times.  We try to see her once a year, 
though, as of this writing, she is almost 94 years of age–I had the pleasure of 
attending her 90th birthday party in 2005–so it’s hard to predict how many years 
of visiting are left.  She is sharp as a tack, though, and might well make her 
century.

From Belle, I got a very complete history of the McGregors.  Eventually, I would 
meet her sons, Frank, George, Bernard and Gary.  (I see Frank often at ceilidh’s 
and George from time to time.)  In Maine, I would meet Bill Anderson, grandson of 
Agnes McGregor, whose company I enjoyed until his death in 2006.  Also, I was 
briefly introduced to Fr. Harold Moreshead, another grandson, who is a retired 
priest of the Diocese of Portland.  I had one visit with June Howard, daughter of 
Ernest and Geraldine McGregor, before her untimely death from cancer.  And I 
have met her brother, Frank, briefly, at Geraldine’s 90th birthday party.

Other Bulgers

In roughly the same time period, I met Lorne Kilbride.  He is the son of Percy 
James Kilbride who, in turn, was the son of Ann Bulger and John Kilbride.  Lorne 
still lives on the Kilbride property at Bayfield, near Grand River P.E.I.  His 
sister, Anna, married Robert Banks, the son of that same Ira David Banks who ran 
afoul of “Irish Johnny” in the debate about Art and Nature.  Robert Banks ran a 
service station in Summerside, P.E.I.  Robert and Anna had one son, Timothy, who 
has achieved considerable fame as one of P.E.I.’s land developers and a politico 
of sorts.

Lorne’s aunt, Maud Florence, married Marshall MacLellan.  They had four 
children, Thomas, Angus, Margaret and Louisa.  Thomas is the Reverend Thomas 
MacLellan, Ph.D., St.D., a retired priest of the diocese of Charlottetown and a 
former professor of philosophy and religious studies at the University of Prince 
Edward Island.  (He was my first boss.)  Louisa is Sr. Louisa MacLellan of the 
Sisters of St. Martha.  In recent years, she has been mainly a housekeeper for 



Fr. Thomas.

Lorne wasn’t able to provide a great deal of genealogical information.  I know, 
from other sources, that some of the Kilbrides may have settled in and around 
Lincoln, Maine, and worked in the paper mills there, but beyond that, this is a 
part of the history that still needs some filling in.

The Census

While I’ve tried to keep to a chronological order in this memoir, there are some 
things that are on-going.  One of these is the census, which still remains a 
reference source.

I’ve already mentioned the “breakthrough” that occurred when I finally located 
Catherine McGregor in the 1891 census.  She stated that she was born in Ireland 
(the same information is in the 1881 census), and, depending on what she says her 
age is, she was born in 1844 or 1846 or 1847.  

On the other hand, the census led me astray as well.  At one point, I had 
concluded that James Bulger and family had been in Newfoundland in May of 
1847, before arriving on P.E.I. by the time of Elizabeth’s baptism in June of that 
year.  (Her baptism record also provides a May date of birth).

The census led me to this absolutely mistaken conclusion.  I found Michael 
O’Meara in the 1881 or 1891 census.  He was certainly married to Elizabeth, and 
Elizabeth’s place of birth was Newfoundland.  It never occurred to me that 
there might be more than one Michael O’Meara and that, heaven help us, another 
Michael O’Meara might have been married to a woman named Elizabeth 
(Broderick), born in Newfoundland.  Church records and the U.S. census 
corrected the mistake.

Throughout the search, Maryann and I used the Canadian and US census records. 
Even though the information is sketchy in places, there are things that can be 
learned.  For example, in the 1861 P.E.I. census, the only name that appears is 
James Bulger.  The names of other members of the household were not recorded. 
Even James’ age is not directly set down, but he has to be the “male between the 
ages of 45 and 60" in the household (hence the conclusion that he was born 
between 1801 and 1816.)  Likewise, Ellen must be the “female between the ages 
of 21 and 45” (born between 1816 and 1840–but more likely 1820, since there 
would be a baptismal record if she were born after, and there is none.) 
According to the census, there were six children living in the household. 
Presumably, Peter had not been born at the time, and Bridget married Moses 



Hughes in 1858 and had moved out.  That should leave eight children, not six. 
The boys are easy to identify.  The “male under 5" is Timothy, the “males between 
5 and 16" are James and John “R”.  With the girls, it becomes a bit more difficult. 
The “female under 5" is Margaret Ellen, and the “female between 5 and 16" must 
be Ann.  The other child is a “female between 16 and 21.”  Most likely, this is 
Elizabeth and there is an error as to her age (she would have been 14 in 1861), 
but it could also have been either Catherine or Mary.  It may have been that 
James simply lost count, or became confused.  Or, it may be that the girls had 
been “farmed out” as domestics in other households.

The 1871 census, the last done before P.E.I. joined Confederation in 1873, was 
destroyed (by fire or water damage, I don’t remember which.)  If names had been 
recorded, this might have told us if Ellen (or even James) was still alive. 
Likewise, it might have provided some information about Mary Bulger (who died in 
1879, two years before the 1881 census.)  But it is simply a gap in the 
information sources.

The 1880 U.S. census and the 1881 Canadian census provide useful information. 
Moses and Bridget Bulger Hughes appear in the 1861 P.E.I. census, and baptism 
records place them in Lot 11 until 1871.  But they are not there in 1881. 
Because they had relocated to Jersey City, New Jersey, as Maryann discovered in 
the 1880 U.S. Census.  Moses was a “Ship Carpenter”.  At that time, they had the 
following family: Frank J. (20), Lizzie (19), John (16), James (14), Lawrence (13), 
Mary Ann (10), Peter (8), Sebastian (3) and Leo (1).  There are baptism records on 
P.E.I. for Lizzie (Helene Elizabeth), James, Lawrence, Mary Ann and Peter, but 
not, apparently for Frank and John (though Morrison must have seen some 
record of Frank–whom he identifies as “Joseph Francis”–because he puts his date 
of birth at 1860, which accords with the census.)  According to the census, 
Sebastian and Leo were born in New Brunswick, so the family was there from at 
least 1877 to 1879.

This may not have been the whole Hughes family.  In the 1900 U.S. census, 
Elizabeth Bulger and Michael O’Meara are living in Brooklyn.  Michael is a “Ship 
Carpenter.”  Again, they had no children of their own, but living with them are a 
niece, Mary Kilbride (27), the eldest child of Ann Bulger and John Kilbride, and 
two nephews, Michael Hughes (18) and William Hughes (8).  

William’s date of birth, March 1892, creates a puzzle.  Bridget was born on 
March 19, 1840.  This would have made her 52 at the time of William’s birth.  This 
seems unlikely, but, apparently, it isn’t impossible.  If it is the case, Bridget may 
have died in childbearing, because neither she nor Moses appear in the 1900 US 
census (nor in the 1901 Canadian census.)  Seemingly, the childless O’Mearas had 
taken in Bridget’s two youngest.



In the 1881 Canadian census, Timothy Bulger is shown as a farm labourer in the 
household of John Bulger, Jr. (son of the first John Bulger to settle in Lot 11), 
and, according to Morrison, “no relation” to John.  The same census shows Peter 
Bulger living with his sister, Ann Kilbride, in Lot 1 (that’s the Tignish area of 
P.E.I.)  Likewise, James, Jr., still unmarried, is shown living with John “R” on the 
Murray Road. 

The 1900 U.S. census shows Peter Bulger living in the household of a Peter 
“Mara” (O’Meara).  Peter is identified as “son-in-law”.  Both Peter and his father-
in-law are “Ship Carpenters.”  Peter’s sons, Charles and Wesley live with him. 
Charles was born in May, 1892 and Wesley was born in December 1896.  Both 
boys were born in New Jersey.

The 1920 U.S. census is interesting.  Both Timothy and Peter are shaving years 
off their age (Timothy says he is 59, when in fact, he is 63, and Peter says he’s 
54, when he’s actually 59).  But the 1920 census also tells us exactly when 
Peter entered the U.S.  He came in 1884 and was naturalized in 1892.  His son, 
Charles still lives at home, and it looks as though Peter has remarried, since 
the census records a “Mary”, age 51, who had been born in Ireland.  Wesley lives 
at 371 State Street in Brooklyn, with his wife, Dorothy, and their son, Gerard, 
who is 4 and ½ years old.

One final comment about the census.  The Canadian census for 1881, 1891, 1901 
and 1911 is freely available on-line via the Statistics Canada website.  While 
some parts of the U.S. census used to be freely accessible on-line, it appears 
that census records can now only be accessed through commercial agencies, like 
Ancestry.com.  This reflects a fundamental difference between the two 
countries.  Canada believes that public records should be publicly accessible. 
The U.S., unfortunately, believes that anything should be an opportunity to 
make money.

Letters

Along with the census, the other thing that was on-going was an exchange of 
letters.  The bulk of these were letters between Maryann and me (and, as I have 
said, I have a stack of those).  But there are exchanges with people in Ireland, 
which are also interesting.

Maryann

I’ve selected a number of letters from Maryann which show the mis-steps, false 
starts and frustrations of our search.



May 16, 1991

Dear David,

The reply from Ireland finally arrived today, but the answer is not good.  It’s all enclosed.
I’m beginning to get discouraged.  I hope you have some more ideas.  There’s a few longshots  
that I’m going to try.  If they don’t work, I think we may be at a dead end.
  
July 25, 1992

There are four census records enclosed.  The 1880 census for Moses and Bridget Hughes,  
the 1900 census for Peter Bulger, the 1900 census for Timothy Bulger and the 1900 census  
for Michael and Elizabeth O’Meara.  After you look it over, you’ll see that so much of the  
information is inconclusive.  Bridget lists her place of birth, as well as her parents’, as Ireland.  
Peter lists his parents’ place of birth as Ireland.  Elizabeth and Timothy list it as Canada.

August 11, 1992

I haven’t heard from Fr. Fleming in Ballyadams yet.  I wrote to him only July 15.  I received an 
answer from Ireland once in three weeks, so I now expect super service.  I also received an  
answer once in 14 months.  I’ve been waiting since March 15th for an answer from Cork.  I  
hope Fr. Fleming doesn’t keep us waiting that long.

September 22, 1992

The day I went to the National Archives, the micro-film printer was broken, so I couldn’t make  
copies of the census records that I found.  The machine is in constant use when it is working,  
so I don’t know why they don’t have two of them...  I figured that, at 25 cents a copy, they  
could make about $500 a week, if it were properly maintained.  One of the grossly overpaid 
clerks told me that the machine had been broken for a week...  The next time I go there, I’ll  
make copies of the actual census sheets for you.  Unfortunately, it’s very little.  In addition to  
what you see, I also checked for the Hughes.  I checked the 1900 and 1920 census for all of  
the Hughes in New Jersey, New York and Pennsylvania.  It is very strange that I didn’t find any  
of them.  It is more than likely that Bridget and Moses were dead by 1900, but where did the  
children go?...
Now as for our two old ladies, since my phone wasn’t broken, I made a few phone calls.  I  
finally caught Mrs. Dorothy Bulger at home.  She is definitely not related.  When I told my 
brother Paul about the conversation, he had a good laugh.  He said that there is no one left in  
the Bronx that could be related to us... Now for Lorena.  I called information, and there was no 
Lorena Bulger, or any Bulger at all in the Lock Haven area...
I haven’t heard from Rev. Fleming yet.  He needs a nudge.  It’s time to write to another parish,  



but I’m giving my check book a rest.

October 23, 1992

I gave Fr. Fleming a “nudge.”  It occurred to me after I left the library that I should have looked 
up the address of the diocesan office for Ossory.  If we had that we could check with them to 
see if they have church records.  If they don’t (and probably not) they could at least supply us  
with an up to date list of the local parish priests and their addresses.  I tried that in Cork and  
the addresses that they sent me were quite different from the addresses that I got from that  
book I told you about.  You have copies of the Queens/Kings pages that pertain to us.  Before I  
pick up the phone and call Rev. Fleming–something I am very tempted to do–I am going to try  
another parish.  Portarlington would be my next choice but you mentioned that you would be  
giving that one a shot and there’s no point in both of us going in the same direction.  The civil  
parish of Agahboe looks promising.  Aghaboe is the name of the civil as well as the Roman 
Catholic parish.  It is in Portlaoise.  I wanted to try parishes in Offaly first, since the marriage  
probably took place in Helen’s parish, but it looks like the Family History Society got all the  
ones along the border for Offaly anyway.  So consider Agahboe done.

November 27, 1992

The answers from Fr. Carrigan in Portlaoise are enclosed.  I sent my second letter to Fr.  
Fleming back in September.  We are obviously not his priority.  When I gave up on him, I sent a  
letter to the Offaly Historical Society to see if they may have updated their parish registers.  
That letter was sent Nov 6.  If that doesn’t work, I’ll try the diocesan office.  I’m sure they don’t  
have the authority to beat Fr. Fleming over the head, but they may just give him a phone call if I  
give them a little monetary persuasion.  I supposed I could give him a call myself if it’s just a  
case of money.  Perhaps I’ll look into the international phone rates.  If it only costs about $10,  
it’s worth it...  I think I’m developing a vendetta against Fr. Fleming.  Fr. Carrigan confirmed he’s  
there and I don’t like being ignored.

February 22, 1993

The Heritage Center in Offaly finally replied.  There are no new revelations from them.  I’ve  
been trying to get to the Mormon library since Christmas.  Their hours are very limited.  March 
19th is the feast of St. Joseph and it’s also a Friday–one of the few days that the Mormon 
library is open.  The teenager across the street goes to a high school run by St. Joseph nuns 
(my alma mater), so she will have the day off.  I’m going to try to get her to babysit that day...  
So–barring any snowstorms or illnesses, I’ll make it to the library on the 19th.

June 9, 1994



Regarding our “ongoing problem.”  The records that we want are not indexed.  There are four  
potential solutions.  1) The Offaly historical society will eventually index them.  (They haven’t as  
of August 93).  2) The Mormons will eventually index them.  (They will probably index them at  
the same time as the historical society because it’s probably a problem with the bishop not  
giving permission to index.) Fr. Flemming won’t be the local parish priest forever, and the next  
priest couldn’t possibly be as uncooperative as Fr. Fleming.  4) A trip to Ireland.  Number 4 is  
my personal favorite, but it would require quite a wait.

September 27, 1994

The possibility that the Ballyadams church records may have been destroyed was 
disappointing.  I immediately sent a letter to the historical society in Offaly asking them about  
the fire.  My question was quite clear.  Was there a fire that destroyed those records?  
Evidently a politician answered my letter, because they never addressed the issue of the fire.  If  
the records exist at the National Library as they say, then why don’t the Mormons have them 
micro-filmed?  I thought that the Mormons went to the National Library to do their micro-filming.  
It seems unlikely that the Mormons drove around Ireland and went to each parish and set up a  
micro-film camera.  But then again someone had to.  From the letter, I would guess the records 
are in Dublin.  I have heard of several research places in Ireland that will not reply to mail or  
phone inquiries.  All research has to be done in person.  I don’t know if the National Library is  
one of those places...  If there was a fire, it probably was after the records were filmed.  If  
there wasn’t a fire, Fr. Flemming gave Darren Bulger quite a story.  Anyway, I’m still looking into  
it...
Your idea about Bridget Bulger Hughes naturalization record is a long shot but we’re not going 
to “leave a stone unturned.”  There are two reasons why it’s a long shot.  The first reason why 
is because of the fact that she’s female.  The main reason why anyone would become a citizen 
would be to vote... The other reason is that the spot on the naturalization forms that provide 
for an entry for the exact town of origin, in the exact county of origin, in the country of origin  
was rarely used.

Letters from Ireland

We wrote letters to Ireland, as is apparent in the passages above.  Maryann’s 
frustration with Fr. Flemming is obvious.  By the year 2000, he had been sent to 
Clonegal in County Carlow, replaced at Ballyadams by the Very Rev. James Doyle 
(who, in turn, was succeeded by the Very Rev. Daniel Dunn.)  But by 2000, we 
had, to a large extent, run out of steam.  

Maryann concentrated on parishes in Laois.  Starting in 1989, I began a 
correspondence with Fr. James Deignan at Clara, County Offaly.  I had found a 
James Bulger in Clara in Griffith’s.  I had thought that Morrison’s assigning “Clare” 
as James Bulger’s place of origin in Ireland might have stemmed from a mistaking, 



over the years, of the town “Clara” for the county, “Clare.”  This made so much 
sense to me that I convinced myself it had to be the case.  So much for logic.

Fr. Deignan’s first reply was on May 10, 1989

Dear David,
          Thanks for your letter, and your queries about the Bulger ancestry.  We have three Record 
Books:- I). Marriages (dates back to 1821)- contains no reference to Bulger; 2). Deaths (dates back to 
1825) - no reference;  3). Baptisms (dates back to 1845).  In this the name Bolgar appears (note the 
O).  Ellen Bolgar baptized in 1846 - father James, mother S. McGrain.  That is the only reference I 
can find, and it doesnt look too promising.  Sorry to be of so little help.
          We will be happy to meet you if you are passing this way.

Sincerely Yours,

James Deignan P.P.

I didn’t get around to replying immediately.  It wasn’t until 1992 that I followed 
up on this (probably the influence of Maryann Flaherty).  On July 1st, 1992, Fr. 
Deignan sent me an extract from the parish record which showed that a baby 
named Ellen had been baptized in August of 1846, the daughter of James Bolgar 
and S. McGrain.

I still wasn’t ready to give up on Clara.  I’d had a fair amount of experience with 
illegible writing in records, by that time.  The baby’s name was Ellen.  Our James’ 
wife’s name was Ellen.  I thought that maybe someone looking at what was 
actually a scribble of “Ellen Ruane” (which is only one letter more than “S. 
McGrain”) had misread it.  I even wrote “Ellen Ruane” out by hand.  A capital E 
could be mistaken for an S, the capital M could be a double L, etc.  Amazing what 
illusions despair can produce.  Another letter went (with yet another donation), 
and this produced an actual photocopy of the register itself (which has somehow 
managed to get lost).  While the handwriting was, indeed, hard to read, I pretty 
much had to concede that the mother’s name was “S. McGrain.”

Maryann makes reference to writing to a Fr. Carrigan.  She received replies 
dated November 2, 1992 and November 16, 1992

Parochial House
Ballacolla
Portlaoise

Dear Mrs. Flaherty,
I received your letter and your offering, 20 dollars.  I am very thankful to you.  I got out  

the Old Register 1825-1852.  I went through it and I regret that I did not find any James Bulger.  



That name is spelled Bolger in this parish.  If I can be of any help to you in the future please 
contact me.

Yours faithfully,
Fr. James Carrigan P.P.

Parochial House
Ballacolla
Portlaoise

Dear Mrs. Flaherty,
I received your letter and offering for which I am thankful.  I am sorry you cannot trace  

your relatives.  Fr. Fleming is parish priest of Ballyadams.  Fr. Sean Kelly is P.P. in Stradbally.  
If you need further help the Bishop’s Secretary is Mrs. Mary Sheehy, Bishop’s Sec, Bishop’s  
House, Dublin Road, Carlow.

Yours sincerely,
Fr. James Carrigan P.P.

In addition to writing to parish priests, Maryann had contacted the Offaly 
Historical Society, with no results, and the Wexford Heritage Research Centre. 
Letter dated 26th May 1994:

Dear Ms. Flaherty,

We regret that to date we have still been unable to find any information regarding your enquiry–
James Bolger/Bulger and Helen Rowen?

We have searched all computerized records to date and conducted a manual search of  
Ballygarrett (parish bordering Gorey).  To present date, we have not yet been granted access 
to Gorey records, but are still hopeful that this will change in the near future.

Please accept our sincere apologies for the very long delay, but we are constantly checking 
our computers (updated on a daily basis) and will inform you immediately of any viable  
information and will conduct a manual search of Gorey records as soon as they arrive at our  
centre.

Thanking you.

Yours sincerely,

Patrick N. Stafford



The Heel of the Hunt

(I’ve borrowed the phrase from Thomas Flannigan.  He uses it frequently in his 
books, The Tenants of Time and The End of the Hunt.)

The “heavy” activity in the search occurred in the early 1990's.  The excerpts 
from Maryann’s letters will document the frustrations that we experienced 
again and again.  And, I think, by the middle 1990's, we had reached a stage of 
“quiet desperation.”  We continued to write back and forth, managed the odd 
visit, and, from time to time, turned our attention to the missing branches of the 
family.  About which, more at the end.

Probably a barometer of the depths to which we had sunk was an article which 
Maryann sent me from the publication “Tiara” (The Irish Ancestral Research 
Association, Sudbury, MA) Volume 13, Number 4, Fall 1996:

Estate Records

Many Irish genealogists hit a wall around 1800, when the Catholic church registers begin.  
Their ancestors were too poor to have wills or deeds.  But the landlords did keep records of  
rental rolls, maps, etc. of their estates.  Many of these estate records go back into the 18th 

century, but they are held in a variety of places.  Some are still in local custody, others are in  
county libraries and archives, while others are in the National Archives and the National Library.  
There is a comprehensive listing in a book called Manuscript Sources for the Study of 
Irish Civilization by Richard J. Hayes, and a copy of this book is located in the main reading  
room of the National Library.  But remember that those landlords leased land to middlemen,  
who would then sublet the land to tenants at will.  Access to these records depends on 
knowing the landlord’s name, and Griffith’s gives only the immediate lessor. 

In other words, if all else fails, the landlord might have kept a record of the 
leasehold.

I remembered this about nine years later.  El and I were planning the “trip of a 
lifetime,” a week in Ireland and part of a week in Scotland.  (It was supposed to 
have been a one time thing, but we couldn’t stay away.  We went back for three 
weeks in the Spring of 2008.)  The fourth of Maryann’s solutions to our “ongoing 
problem” was “a trip to Ireland.”  It would have been great if we could have 
coordinated a trip with her, but that wasn’t possible.  And we weren’t going to 
wait much longer.  When you pass the age of 60, you begin to think that time may 
be growing short.

One of the things I had planned was a kind of “last ditch” effort to find James 
and Ellen.  And, as part of that, I recalled the “last ditch” appeal to estate 



records.  I thought that the most likely estate would be that of the Walsh 
family of Ballykilcavan, Stradbally.  My assumption–wrong, as it turns out–was 
that the Bulgers had been Walsh tenants in Ireland, that the Walshs were 
encouraging tenants on their Irish properties to emigrate to their P.E.I. 
properties at Lot 11.

I found the National Library website on-line.  They did, indeed, have an index of 
estate records held by them, but the Walsh estate was not among them.  Since 
holdings of that sort are being constantly added to, I wrote to the National 
Library to inquire.  The response confirmed that the Walsh records were not 
held there.

The search of the National Library website wasn’t a total loss, however.  For 
example, I learned the times that the Reading Room was open.  And, most 
important, I discovered an on-line index of parish records held at the National 
Library.  And further discovered that parishes I might have been interested in, 
Stradbally, Ballyadams, etc., were definitely among the holdings.  I downloaded 
the index, made a list of the parishes I wanted to study, and planned to be on the 
doorstep at 10 a.m., when the Reading Room opened and stay there until it 
closed–or until I found James and Ellen, whichever came first.

But my back-up was still the Walsh estate records, if I could locate them.  

As I said at the beginning, finding James and Ellen came about largely by 
accident.  This is the accident.

I wrote to the Offaly Historical Society–by then Offaly-Laois Historical Society–
to ask if, by chance, they held the Walsh estate records.  In my e-mail, I did 
explain why I wanted to access the records, and did include the names of the 
people I was looking for, James, Ellen, Bridget, Mary and Catherine.

I no longer have the text of the reply (one of the downsides of using something 
like AOL, if you change providers, you lose your e-mails).  But I remember it 
almost word for word.  They told me that, no, they did not hold the Walsh 
estate records, that, as far as they knew, the records were still in private 
hands.  They did provide me with a name (the family was now Walsh-Kemmis) and a 
phone number in Ballykilcavan.  Then, almost as an afterthought, they added: 
“There is a record of a marriage between James Bulger and Ellen Ruane in a 
southern Laois parish in 1838.”

I had two reactions.  First, I was frustrated because this was a clear money-grab. 
For 180 Euros, they would provide me with the full information.  I wasn’t going 
to pay it, of course, because I already had money invested in a trip to Ireland, 
and I had a day set aside for research.  Second, I was frustrated because I was 



certain that Maryann had written to these people once, and they certainly didn’t 
have any information like this at the time.

But when I went back to her letters, I saw that the Offaly Historical Society 
hadn’t indexed a number of parishes, including Ballyadams.  (Hence, the need for 
trying to get a response from the uncooperative Fr. Fleming.)  So, of course, in 
1993 or 1994, they hadn’t had this information.  If they had it now, then 
Maryann’s first solution to our “ongoing problem” (1) The Offaly historical society will  
eventually index them) might have come to pass.

Whether or not the entry was from the Ballyadams records, this much was 
clear: in 1993, there had been no record of a marriage between James Bulger 
and Ellen Ruane in the Offaly Historical Society and now there was.  So, 
somewhere there was a record and it could be found.  Also, it was a southern 
Laois parish, which meant that I could jettison the microfilm numbers for 
parishes elsewhere in Laois (and in Offaly–since that option had to remain open 
until I knew the answer was to be found in Laois).  While I still anticipated a 
long day at the National Library, the accident of contacting the Offaly-Laois 
Historical Society about estate records, had produced a definite narrowing of 
the ground to be covered, and an assurance that there was definitely a record 
to be found.

We flew out of Logan on Aer Lingus on Tuesday evening, April 19, 2005.  We 
landed at Shannon sometime around 6 a.m., GMT.  We hung around the airport for 
a while, had a coffee, got some cash out of a bank machine, and so forth.  We had 
a reservation at the Great Southern Shannon Hotel, which is directly across 
from the air terminal, but it was for that evening, and we’d been told that we 
wouldn’t be able to check in until afternoon.  (I didn’t want to have my first 
Irish “driving lesson” when I was half-asleep and jet-lagged, so we had our car 
and cottage reserved for the next day.)

So, the plan was to take our luggage over there and ask if it could be stored 
until we came back.  Then we were going to take the bus to Limerick for the 
morning, returning by 2 to check in.  There was a lovely Irish lady at the desk.  I 
asked about the luggage, and she said two absolutely wonderful things.  “I think 
I have a room available... I do... so if you would like to check in now, we would 
be delighted to receive you.”  And the second thing, always dear to my heart, 
“They are still serving breakfast in the dining room.”  (And what a breakfast.)

We rented a cottage at Puckaune in northern Tipperary (near the town of 
Nenagh).  It was a great place, with a pub right across the road.  (We rented a 
cottage from the same company in West Cork in 2008, nowhere near as nice–and 
there were problems–so I don’t recommend...)  We did some travelling around, 
including, on the Saturday of that week, a trip down to Stradbally and the civil 



parish of Ballyadams.  On Sunday, we went to Cong, the town where John Ford 
filmed “The Quiet Man.”  Monday was reserved for Dublin.

There was no way I was going to drive in Dublin.  Not that I was having a problem 
with driving on the left.  I was used to it by then (the only remaining problem 
being the gear shift, which you have to “pull” toward yourself, rather than 
“push” away.)  I just try to avoid driving in cities as a matter of principle.

So, we were going to take the train.  Which was how we met the phantom ticket 
agent of Ballybrophy.  Ballybrophy was the nearest train station to our 
cottage.  On the Saturday, on our way to Ballyadams, we pulled in to the station 
with the intent of buying tickets for Monday.  No ticket agent.  We thought he 
might be at lunch, so we waited.  Still no ticket agent.  So, we decided that we’d 
just have to get off early on Monday morning, so that we could get our tickets 
in plenty of time.

As many of my friends and relatives know, I am not an early riser.  But that 
Monday morning, I was awake at 5 a.m.  I heard the Aer Lingus flight from Boston 
making its turn over Loch Dergh, for the approach into Shannon.  So, we were up 
and on the road at what, for me, was an un-Godly hour.

Good thing.  The ticket agent at Ballybrophy was still a ghost (we learned, in 
2008, that there is no ticket agent at Ballybrophy).  I thought that, by that 
hour on Monday morning, he or she ought to be there.  But we couldn’t hang 
around on the chance, because the next station toward Dublin was Portlaoise, 
and that was a bit of a run down the line.  So, off we went.

And actually managed to find parking at Portlaoise, which is a miracle.  

The train was packed.  The only free seats we could find were in a club car, and 
to occupy them, we had to order breakfast (we’d already eaten at the cottage.) 
By that time, though, with the Ballybrophy adventure behind us and the 
additional miles, the toast and coffee actually hit the spot.

The train was due at Heuston station a little after ten.  The Reading Room was 
supposed to open at ten, so I’d be losing a few minutes of the research day.  But 
we figured that, if we took a cab, we’d probably be there between ten-thirty and 
eleven.

Which we were.  And discovered that the Reading Room wasn’t open.  Apparently 
they were doing renovations, and the Reading Room hours had been shortened. 
It would open at one p.m.  (We could have taken a later–and maybe less crowded–
train.)  It was frustrating, but I was able to use the time.  There is a “genealogy” 
office, to which you are directed if you’re doing family history.  The importance 



of it is that it is the place where you get the forms for micro-film orders.  

The two people in the office were busy with another couple when I arrived, but I 
could tell, from the way the conversation was going, that a large part of the 
“spiel” had to do with things I already knew (like you’d have to know the 
townland your ancestor was from, etc., etc.)  I managed to catch the eye of one 
of them, and she came over.  “I just want some micro-film order forms,” I said. 
“How many?”  “How about fifteen?”  (Hoping that would cover the parishes I 
wanted to see.)

I filled in the forms in the lobby, El and I went for a stroll along Grafton 
Street.  She decided to stay and look at the stores.  I went back in plenty of time 
to be first in line when they opened the Reading Room at one p.m.  

I have used archives in Toronto, Halifax and Charlottetown.  You can usually 
check out all the materials you want and look at them at your leisure in those 
archives.  Not so in Dublin.  The clerks would only take three forms at a time. 
So, faced with that limit, I handed over Ballyadams, Stradbally, and one other 
parish I thought might have been likely, I don’t remember which.  Then I was told 
to go and get a reader, come back and tell them the number on the reader.

I did those things.  And discovered that they would bring only one reel at a time. 
Which one did I want?  It had to be Ballyadams.  The first John Bulger had come 
from Ballyadams.  Ballyadams had not been indexed by the Offaly Historical 
Society in 1993.  It had to be Ballyadams.

So, I went to the reader and discovered that the light was weak.  But there were 
empty readers on either side, and the light on one of them was better.  So, I 
waited at my “chosen” reader for the clerk, but when his back was turned, I 
shifted to the better one.  I had crossed an ocean for this.  I wasn’t going to be 
frustrated by images that weren’t bright enough.

I was very anxious once I got the film on.  I was hoping that I was about to find 
something I’d been looking for over a period of twenty years or better.  So, my 
nerves weren’t the best.  And, when I started looking at the records, I just had a 
feeling that these weren’t the right ones.  There are several parishes on that 
particular reel, and I just had a feeling that what I was looking at wasn’t 
Ballyadams.

I have a technique for dealing with micro-film.  It isn’t infallible, but it works 
more often than it doesn’t.  If you are fast-forwarding (or reversing) a micro-
film, the documents are a blur of white.  Then, suddenly, everything goes black 
for a split second.  More often than not, the black signals a new set of records. 
I fast forwarded the reel, there was a black break, so I stopped the fast-



forward.

I was already into the next set of records when I got the film stopped.  Again, I 
had no idea if these were the Ballyadams records, but, as it happened, the place 
where the film stopped was a section devoted to marriages.  The entries I was 
looking at were from the early 1830's, so, I thought, may as well look at these. 
If this isn’t Ballyadams, I’ll just have to move on later.

So, I reeled slowly forward.  And then I saw it:

May 6th, 1838
Luggacurren James Bulger to Ellen Ruan (Ruane)
Witnesses Peter Lyons and Mary Conniford (Comeford)

I admit to being “emotional.”  It is an Irish characteristic.  (One of the “putdowns” 
heaped upon us by our Anglo-Saxon conquerors.)  For a long moment, my eyes 
refused to focus, mainly because they were tearing up.  The record was there. 
In far less time than I had expected, I had found James and Ellen.  It was 
approximately 1:20 p.m., GMT, and the search of better than twenty years was, at 
last, done.

And there was an element of regret in those tears, because, in the best of all 
possible worlds, Maryann should have been sitting there beside me.  But, the 
hunt was over.

I left the film on the projector and went down to the lobby.  El was waiting for 
me there.  I told her what I had found, but that I wanted to go through the 
records thoroughly, so I was going to need some more time.  We agreed to meet 
again in the lobby at 3 p.m. and I went back to the microfilm.

When I got back, I shifted my search to baptisms.  James and Ellen had three 
daughters born in Ireland (actually four, but that comes later).  Now, even 
though my heart told me that this was “my” James and Ellen, my head told me 
that it would only be confirmed if there were records of the girls’ baptisms.

I started in 1838 and went to 1847.  And I worked back from 1847 to 1838.  I had 
hoped to find all three, but I only found one.  That one was enough, however, 
because it was Mary, the “middle” girl (actually the third girl, but I didn’t know 
that then.)

Luggacurren
1842
September 16

Mary of James Bolger and Ellen Rowan



Witnesses Rick Rowan and Bridget Comeford

I missed Bridget completely.  And, as far as I know, there is no record of 
Catherine at Luggacurren–which is unfortunate, since it would give us a definite 
date when they were still in Ireland, prior to the appearance of the family on 
P.E.I. in 1847 .

Bridget’s record was there.  I missed it.  There was another record I might have 
found, but didn’t.  In my defence, I have to plead two things.  First, I guess I 
hadn’t completely recovered from the emotion of the discovery, so my powers of 
concentration might not have been the best.   Second, the records are hard to 
read.  I have studied records from Island parishes.  Because the population is 
small, there are a few entries on each page.  The population of Ireland, in the 
1840's, was huge (one of the reasons why the famine was so devastating.)  The 
priests tried to cram as many entries as possible onto a single page.  The 
handwriting is cramped, there are ink blotches, and in some places the top or 
bottom edges of pages have been worn away or are faded.

But finding Mary was confirmation enough.  The change in the spelling of the 
names is not significant, of course, since those are simply variations.  For those 
of us who carry the name, it’s probably worth noting that the spelling “Bulger” 
is the form used in the marriage record.

I used the rest of my hour and a half to look more broadly at the records.  I was 
looking for anything that might have been of use to other people, for example, 
Dru Bulger Breton (of the Michael Bulger family).  But, again, the quality of 
the image and my emotional state intervened.  I know that I missed one entry 
which might have related to Dru.

The things I did find that were of interest were these:

John of Michael Bulger and Catherine Kelly
Witnesses James Bulger

(didn’t get the date)

1826
Mary of John Ruan and Mary Ramsbottom

This may have been a younger sister of Ellen.  If Ellen was born between 1816 
and 1820, then she could easily have had a sister ten or fewer years younger. 
Ellen’s first son was named “John”.  The Irish tradition is  to name the first son 
after the grandfather (paternal).  It would, of course, have killed two birds 
with one stone if both grandfathers had been named “John.”  Or, perhaps Ellen 
had prevailed and named her son after her own father–that would solve a 



number of problems with people having the same name in Lot 11.

The other thing I discovered was that names found in Lot 11 are also found in 
Luggacurren: Kilbride, Kelly, Hughes.  Kilbride, in particular, is significant, 
since John Kilbride, who was part of the initial group of Irish settlers in Lot 11, 
along with John Bulger, is said to have come from the “parish of Stradbally.” 
That is certainly possible, but, as I pointed out earlier, names like Stradbally 
can mean a religious parish, a civil parish or a barony.  Stradbally is a barony as 
well as a civil parish, and the village of Luggacurren is located in the barony of 
Stradbally.

I met El at 3.  We walked up to the Liffey and along it as far as the Four Courts. 
We had supper at a pub around the corner from the Four Courts, called, not 
surprisingly, the “Legal Eagle.”  I eavesdropped on a group which had gathered at 
the bar.  It was three solicitors from Cork (a senior, who made a point of 
showing the others a 500 Euro note he had, and two juniors) and their 
barrister, a young woman we saw later on the train out of Dublin.  Irish lawyers 
look pretty much like lawyers everywhere.

When we got to the pub at Puckaune later that evening, I allowed myself a 
Paddy whiskey to go with my nightly Guinness.  It had been a day of victory and I 
was entitled to celebrate.  I had found James and Ellen.

The following day, we drove to Luggacurren.  The morning was brilliant, clear 
sky, a few clouds.  As we wandered around Stradbally (looking for directions to 
Luggacurren), the sun shone brightly.  But as we started south, the clouds 
began to roll in.  By the time we got to Luggacurren, it was raining–the only 
rain we had during our week in Ireland.  Maybe the rain kept people indoors, but 
the only people around were a couple of women working in the church hall.  We 
had a brief conversation (no Bulgers in the area, but there were Ruanes just 
down the road.)  As I observed to Fr. Dan Dunne, in 2008, Luggacurren has to be 
just about the only village in Ireland without a pub.

By the time we got to the old cemetery up on the hillside, the rain had really 
whipped itself up.  As I tramped through the grounds, looking for any trace of 
the name Bulger–Kilbride was much in evidence–I got drenched.  Dru Breton 
probably provided the best interpretation of the weather: the ancestors wanted 
me to know just how terrible being wrenched from that pleasant valley had 
been.

Afterward

Strictly speaking, “Looking for James and Ellen” should end here.  But the 
genealogical looking never really stops.  There are still the “missing” branches 



of the family, and there may be some progress to report there.  There has been a 
significant development in the question of whether or not we are related to the 
other Bulgers in Lot 11, and we have a definitive answer about one of the 
families.

And we went back to Ireland in 2008.   We were there from the 17th of April to 
the 25th.  For that period of time, we rented a cottage in Cork (where we think 
El’s Hurley ancestors came from.)  We flew to Scotland on the 25th and rented a 
cottage on the Isle of Lewis (where we know that El’s MacRae ancestors came 
from) until the 2nd of May (when we flew from Lewis to Glasgow, took the train 
to Prestwick, flew from Prestwick to Shannon, picked up our rental car and 
drove to Coolbally, Laois.)  We were in Laois until the 9th, when we drove to 
Shannon, flew to Boston, took the bus to Portland, and drove to Rumford.

While we were in Laois, we returned to Luggacurren.  This is how I described it 
to Maryann in a letter (copied to Marie Young) shortly after we returned:

Anyway, there is a tale to be told.  Our cousin, Tom Bulger, of Avon, Maine, talks about “Irish ESP,” 
meaning by it that the Irish seem to have a direct line into a world of the spirit.  This tale tends to fall 
into that category.  It may “touch” your Celtic soul–it certainly does mine, so here goes.  
We left West Cork on a Friday morning, April 25th.  The day before, Thursday, was essentially set 
aside for doing laundry and packing.  But El had a problem with one of the washing machines at the 
cottage complex.  It wouldn’t spin off.  Also, the drier wasn’t very good.  So there we were, on 
Thursday afternoon, with all these wet clothes which were going to have to be packed.

We went into Glengariff, which was the nearest town.  El thought that there was a laundromat there.  I 
didn’t think there was–or, at least, I was pretty sure that what she thought was a laundromat actually 
was a laundry.  Which is what it turned out to be.  But we could leave the clothes to be dried, which, 
under the circumstances, we pretty much had to.

I went back to get them–El was cooking supper–at 5 p.m.  I did my best not to flinch at the price, but 
as we were settling up, the woman said to me: “Mr. Bulger, you must have roots in Ireland.”  “I do.” 
“Whereabouts?”  “Laois.”  “Oh,” she said, “I’m from Laois.”

Now, the Irish don’t move about all that much.  There are no Bulgers or Bolgers in the Cork phone 
book, for example.  So, it was a wee bit out of the ordinary for someone from Laois to be living in 
West Cork.  But it gets better.

“Whereabouts in Laois?” she asked.  “Luggacurren.” I said, “My great-great-grandparents were 
married there 170 years ago.”  “You’re kidding–I’m from Luggacurren.  I was married in the church 
there 41 years ago.  Do you know Fr. Dan Dunne?”

I had tried to reach Fr. (actually “Monsignor”) Dan Dunne by e-mail to see if I could arrange to have 
a look at the church records, but never got a reply.  (I think my sympatico e-mail account doesn’t 
work very well overseas.  I’m sure that some messages I sent inquiring about cottages, for example, 
either never reached the recipients or their replies never got back to me–in the case of Fr. Dan, I’m 



sure he never got my messages.)

“My name,” she said, “is Anne Donovan–I was Anne Knowles.  My first cousin is married to Fr. 
Dan’s brother.  I have Fr. Dan’s mobile number right here.”

Well, the phone number wasn’t going to do me much good–I didn’t have a phone.  And, besides, we 
were off to Scotland in the morning.  However, the grand plan had always been to “get Mass,” as the 
Irish would say, at Luggacurren on the Saturday evening, May 3rd, when we returned to Ireland.

Which we did.  But not without difficulty.  I had decided to come into Luggacurren from Wolfhill to 
the south–seemingly easier from where we were staying–and got hopelessly lost.  To this day, I have 
no idea where we were.  I’ve looked at my Ordinance Atlas, and I still can’t figure it out.  I was on the 
verge of giving up on the idea of Mass, when we struck a major road which I recognized, and we did 
make it Luggacurren with ten minutes to spare.

When the Mass began, Fr. Dan announced that the intention was for “Billy and Margaret Knowles.” 
Anne’s parents?  I wondered, that would be too coincidental. 

Now, I’m not good at “accosting people.”  However, I had worked myself up to hanging back when 
the congregation exited, assuming that, like many priests these days, he’d go to the door of the church 
to shake hands with those leaving.  I figured that he’d mark us for strangers and ask us who we were 
and where we were from, and that would allow me to mention the connection... But he didn’t.  He 
went straight back into the sacristy.  And this rattled me, since I’d have to intrude.

So, I hemmed and hawed and we hung around, and I finally worked up enough courage to go into the 
sacristy, only to see him leaving by another door.  We left the church.  Thank God for the crushed 
stone on the walkway, because we came out behind him, and he turned at the sound.  And, indeed, 
marked us for strangers.  So, we fell into conversation.  I mentioned Anne Knowles and told him that 
she spoke warmly of him.  “Well,” he said, “she should.  Her first cousin is married to my brother. 
The Mass tonight was for her parents.”   Spooky.  Irish ESP.

Then I told him about James Bulger and Ellen Ruan and the fact that they had been married at 
Luggacurren on May 6, 1838–I assumed in the old church up by the cemetery on the hillside.  (He 
thought that might be the case.)  I also explained that, though I hadn’t realized it when I planned the 
trip, the following Tuesday, May 6, 2008, would be the exact 170th anniversary of that wedding.  I 
said that I believed that there would be morning Mass that day–there would be, he said–so I was 
planning to attend.  

He gave us a better route back to our cottage, and we followed him out as far as Stradbally.

On Tuesday morning, we arrived just before Fr. Dan.  He got out of his car and came over to us.  “I 
looked them up in the records,” he said, “James Bulger and Ellen Ruan, married on May 6, 1838, 170 
years ago today.”  Then, for some reason, he wanted our names.  And as soon as Mass began, the 
reason was obvious: “We are celebrating the Mass this morning, for the memory of James Bulger and 
Ellen Ruan who were married in this Church on May 6, 1838, 170 years ago.  Their great-grandson, 
David Bulger and his wife Eleanor are with us this morning.”



I nearly lost it.  As a matter of fact, even recalling it now brings the tears to my eyes.  After Mass, the 
few people who were in the Church came up and spoke to us–about which more shortly–but I wanted 
to go back to the sacristy to make an offering for the Mass intention.  But when I tried to do that, Fr. 
Dan’s response was: “Not a bit of it.  I was just delighted to be able to do it.”

So, when we came out of the sacristy, we found El talking to Mary Kelly–she’s the tall, spare lady 
who appears in the videos and the photos I’m sending along with this.  As we came out of the sacristy, 
she said:

“I was just telling Mrs. Bulger, Father, that I live in Dan Bulger’s house.”  I nearly lost it again.  Of 
course, we do have the records that place the Bulgers there, but this was something physical–a 
physical connection.  The house was just across the road from the Church and down the hill a little. 
(The yellow house in the videos and photos.)  Dan Bulger and his wife, who was Mrs. Kelly’s 
husband’s aunt, had no children, so Mrs. Kelly’s husband, James, had inherited the house when his 
aunt died.  He had also inherited Dan Bulger’s job, when Dan had died in the 1940's or 1950's.  Dan 
Bulger had been the postmaster.  In fact, said Mrs. Kelly, the Bulgers had always been the 
postmasters.  (Dan Bulger’s house is the yellow house in the photos and videos.  I’ve outlined the 
property on the Google Earth photo of Luggacurren which is included.)

Then Fr. Dan asked if I had seen the records.  I mentioned that I had seen them at the National Library 
three years before, and was planning to look at them again the next day, when we went to Dublin. 
“Would you like to look at the actual thing?”  He asked.  So, we were off to the rectory for coffee and 
a look at the actual records.  And I learned the following:

￢ James and Ellen were married in Holy Rosary church–the same church we had been to Mass 
in, not the ruined church on the hill.  I’m enclosing a photocopy of the history of the church 
which indicates that it was built around 1825–hard to believe looking at the photos.

￢ Ellen, I’m afraid, was very pregnant at the time of the wedding, since their first child, Sarah, 
was baptized less than a month later, on June 2, 1838.  Sarah, of course, doesn’t appear in 
any of the known family histories, so, presumably, she died in childhood.

￢ Bridget, or “Biddy,” as the records have it, was baptized March 19, 1840, and Mary on 
September 14, 1842.  Unfortunately, there was no record for Catherine.  It’s too bad, because 
this would have located them definitely in 1844 or 1845, but Catherine states that she was 
born in Ireland in both the 1881 and 1891 censuses, and there’s no reason to doubt this. 
Clearly, she would have known that she was born in Ireland, and that this made her like her 
older sisters and different from her younger siblings, in that respect.

It was very satisfying.  When I left Ireland three years ago, I felt that there was more to know, and, of 
course, I had found nothing in Luggacurren which provided any evidence that “we” had been there. 
Now, we have everything the records can tell us.  Also, we have “Dan Bulger’s house,” which gives 
us a kind of physical connection to Luggacurren.  But truly, none of this would have come about, I 



think, had the washer not failed in West Cork.  We would have had no reason to go to the laundry in 
Glengariff.  I would not have met Anne Knowles Donovan.  Because I had her name to mention, I got 
up enough courage to talk to Fr. Dan–I really am very shy about such things–and all these good things 
came of it.  When you throw into the mix the fact that the Saturday evening Mass had been for Anne’s 
parents, it becomes a very Celtic story indeed–a spiritual dimension only the Celts truly appreciate.  

The photographs mentioned are included in this text.  The Google Earth image 
can be accessed by typing “Luggacurren, Co. Laois, Ireland.”  When the image 
comes up, the church appears near the top of the frame as a bright cross-shaped 
object.  If one zooms in, takes a line along the “crossbar” of the church to the 
other side of the road, and then moves left, Dan Bulger’s house is the third 
along the road–or the one that shows up brightest in the current image.

Aside from the experience of being there, of making real physical contact with 
the place, the main discovery was Sarah Bulger, born less than a month after 
her parents were married (this was not all that unusual–a fair number of brides, 
in the marriages of James and Ellen’s children, went to the altar pregnant.) 
There is no other record of Sarah.  She would have been under the age of ten at 
the time of emigration, so the likelihood is that she died in childhood.

DNA

Almost simultaneously, I received e-mails from Maryann and Dennis Breton, both 
dealing with DNA.  Dennis had been to a lecture by a member of his mother’s clan, 
the Rodericks, or Roderiques, or Roderigues.  DNA testing had allowed the 
tracing of the family back to France, but further back to Spain and Portugal, 
and way back to the area of the Dead Sea in Israel.  There was a good possibility 
that the Roderick’s were, originally, Sephardic Jews who had settled in Iberia 
and became Catholics.

Maryann, who has a solid background in science, was interested in what DNA 
might tell her about her family background.  She had samples from her father 
sent to Famliy Tree DNA (FTDNA) Inc., for testing an analysis.  More on those 
results shortly.

Anyone who lived through the 20th century watched scientific and technological 
development beyond the imaginings of people who had lived only a century 
before.  My grandmother was born before the Wright brothers flew at Kitty 
Hawk and died fifteen years after the first moon landing.

One of the major scientific breakthroughs was Watson and Crick’s discovery of 
the now famous “double helix,” the DNA which is the building block of life and 
the carrier of genetic information.  While DNA research promises many grand 
things, one of the minor uses to which it has been put is genealogy.  DNA can 



tell us something about our ancestors and something about our relatives.

It has its limits.  There are two tests.  One tests DNA on the “Y” chromosome, the 
carrier of genetic information from father to son.  Only males carry this 
chromosome, so only males can be tested.  This can be useful, though, since 
family names normally travel through history with the males.

The other test is mitochondrial.  This test focuses on women and both males and 
females can be tested for mitochondrial DNA.  A person who is tested, will show 
a mitochondrial line from him or her, to the mother, to her mother’s mother, and 
so forth.  The difficulty with this is the fact that, as our culture is laid out, you 
are constantly changing family names.  This isn’t to say that it isn’t useful. 
Maryann had her father’s DNA tested for both “Y” and “mitochondria.”  Since she 
knew that her grandmother and great-grandmother were in a direct line from 
Ellen Ruane, she was able to establish Ellen Ruane’s mitochondrial haplogroup, 
which is Haplogroup H. 

H - Mitochondrial haplogroup H is a predominantly European 
haplogroup that participated in a population expansion beginning 
approximately 20,000 years ago. Today, about 40% of all 
mitochondrial lineages in Europe are classified as haplogroup H. It is 
rather uniformly distributed throughout Europe suggesting a major 
role in the peopling of Europe, and descendant lineages of the 
original haplogroup H appear in the Near East as a result of 
migration. Future work will better resolve the distribution and 
historical characteristics of this haplogroup.

One of the vexing questions, mentioned at the beginning, has been the 
relationship between the three Bulger families in Lot 11.  Tom Bulger’s 
grandmother, the renowned “Lizzie Dan,” stated that “all the Bulgers fell out 
of the same tree.”  Unfortunately, that view wasn’t shared by people here on the 
Island.  In fact, a number of years ago, when the Michael Bulger family was 
having a reunion here, Dru Bulger Breton, who descends from Michael, 
mentioned my name to one of the organizers, and suggested that I be invited as a 
“member” of the larger Bulger clan.  This was resisted.  Indeed, I spoke to the 
woman and she was extremely skeptical.  I trotted out the arguments I had at the 
time, but she didn’t find them convincing.  She was virtually certain there was no 
relationship.

That question has been settled.  In March 2009, DNA samples were submitted to 
Ancestry.com for analysis.  One was a sample provided by Frank Bulger of 
Rumford (Michael) and the other was provided by me (James).  Comparative 
findings show identical values for 43 out of 46 markers tested (for the other 
three there was either no testing or there were no data.)  The Ancestry.com 



website projects a common ancestor 1 generation (25 years) back, on the basis 
of the tests.  We know, of course, that the common ancestor is much further 
back than that, but the strength of the evidence clearly indicates that James 
and Michael were related.  This increases the likelihood that both were also 
related to John.

Which means that both Agatha Evans and “Lizzie Dan” (Bridget Elizabeth) Bulger 
were right.  ‘Gatha said that the original Bulger, John, Michael and James, were 
all “cousins” to one another.  And of course, “Lizzie Dan” turns out to be right: 
we all fell out of the same tree. 

Our Y-DNA Haplogroup is R1b.   Ancestry.com calls this group “The Artisans.” 
They arrived in Europe 35,000 to 40,000 years ago.  The group is found today in 
Spain, Portugal, Wales, Scotland and, of course, Ireland.  It is a DNA pattern 
closely associated with the Celts.

At the End (almost)

James and Ellen were found.  And we know a good deal more about them than 
some people ever manage to discover about their ancestors.  We were lucky, 
considering the chain of accidents that put me in front of that micro-film viewer 
on April 25, 2005.

In the years when it looked as though we were never going to find them, one of 
the things I told myself was this: in setting out to look for James and Ellen, I 
found quite a number of very fine people along the way.  And they were all 
people to whom I was related.  Maryann, of course, and my dear friend Larry 
Arsenault.  His aunts, Vivian and Thelma.  Foster Milligan.  Belle Luttrell and 
Frank and George.  Marie and Clair Young.  June Howard–even though our 
meeting was brief.  Bill Anderson and Judy Anderson.  Rita Shoemaker, even 
though we have only met over the phone and by e-mail.  Had James and Ellen 
always eluded discovery, knowing these people would have been enough of a 
reward for setting out on the quest.

So, in a sense, it doesn’t entirely end.  There are other cousins out there. 
People who descend from Moses and Bridget Hughes.  Descendants of Mary and 
Patrick Gain.  People who descend from Gerard and Robert Bulger, the only 
grandchildren of Peter Bulger and Flora O’Meara.

As I set out to record this journey, my thoughts turned once more to them.  I 
once more tried to find inquiries about Bridget Hughes on New Jersey 
genealogical forums.  And, in the process of going back over Morrison, I noticed 
something I hadn’t paid adequate attention to previously.



Mary and Patrick Gain had a son named Peter.  According to Morrison, Peter Gain 
settled in the Newcastle - Bathurst area in New Brunswick.  I have used the New 
Brunswick Archives on-line for years for other purposes (my maternal 
grandmother was born in Chatham).  I never thought to look for Peter Gain until 
I re-read that note in Morrison.

I checked the Births, Marriages and Deaths database.  There was no Peter Gain. 
There was, however, a Peter “Gahan,” who married an Annie MacKinnon at 
Newcastle in 1899.  Gain is said to be a variant of Gahan.  And this Peter named 
four of his children after his siblings, namely Bernard Mathias, Agnes, James 
Aloysius and Leo Patrick.  Furthermore, a later check of the 1901 census shows 
Peter as “Peter Gain” and gives his place of birth as P.E.I.  I think one would be 
safe in concluding that this Peter is Mary Bulger’s son.

I did a 411 search of Miramichi, NB (which is an amalgamated municipality made up 
of Newcastle and Chatham).  I found only one Gahan, a Raymond Gahan on 
Chaplin Island Road.  I wrote to him in hopes that he was a descendant of Peter 
Gahan.  The letter came back marked “deceased.”  I checked for an obituary and 
kicked myself for not acting sooner.  Raymond Pallen Gahan died in November of 
2008, less than six months earlier.

I’m certain he was a descendant.  The clue is his middle name, “Pallen.”  One of 
Peter’s daughters, Sarah Elizabeth, married a Pallen, and so did her brother, 
Leo Patrick.  There’s an excellent chance that Raymond Pallen is a descendant 
of Leo Patrick.

There were children, but one son, who lives in St. Stephen, doesn’t have a 
published phone number, and the other was listed simply as Raymond Gahan “of 
Ontario.”  I did find one Raymond Gahan–and only one–in Ontario, sent a letter 
and heard nothing back.  The other two children were daughters and do not 
have telephone numbers in their own names.

I haven’t given up on this.  I have friends in the Miramichi area, and I’m going to 
contact them re the Gahans and Pallens.  Maybe they can turn up something.

The other line I followed out–with the help of Maryann–as I was writing this was 
Gerard Bulger.  Gerard is not a given name one runs into often in the Bulger 
clan, so it came as no surprise that the Social Security Death Index produced 
only one entry.  It was a Gerard Bulger whose last address was Sicklervill, NJ. 
His date of birth was 1916.  Now this looked promising, because, on the 1920 
census, Wesley Bulger gives Gerard’s age as four and a half.  

Also promising, because a 411 search turned up a Gerard Bulger in Sicklerville, 



with two other people living at the same address, an Elizabeth Bulger and a 
Girard Bulger.  Since I had not had much luck writing to people, Maryann called 
the number.  She spoke to a woman who sounded about 400 years old, and who 
was no help at all.

But I suspect that we’ll go on looking, not for James and Ellen now, but for 
their descendants.  We do have contact with six of the nine possible branches of 
James and Ellen’s family.  If we could add cousins from the other three 
branches, it would round out our searching.  But whatever the case, we had the 
good fortune to find James and Ellen.  And that was worth it. 

Afterword

As I’ve suggested, the genealogical journey never quite comes to an end.  Even as 
I thought I had finished this little work–as I mentioned earlier–Clinton Morrison 
reappeared.  On July 12, 2009, El and I went over to Larry Arsenault’s for 
dinner.  He asked me if I was aware of Clinton Morrison’s latest book (a two 
volume set, entitled A Century of Farewells: A Biographical Dictionary of Prince Edward 
Island Immigrants, 1800-1900. ) I said that I was, because the book launch had been 
covered in The Guardian (the Charlottetown paper).  Larry said that he had been 
at the launch, had spoken with Morrison and had bought a copy of the book.  I 
asked him if there was anything about our James in it, and he said that there was.

The book is very much like Along the North Shore, that is, it contains introductory 
historical discussion, but the bulk of it is made up of obituaries taken from 
Island newspapers.  Several years ago, when Dennis and Dru Breton found an 
1864 obituary for Daniel Bulger (father of Michael) in a newspaper called the 
Vindicator, I was excited because I was convinced that James had died in 1865, 
which was only a year later, and that, if Daniel’s obit was there, James’ might be 
as well.  It would have been only a year later.  However, the Vindicator ceased 
publishing in 1864.  So, I didn’t follow up.

And in that there is a lesson.  In any genealogical search, it is useful to know 
your territory, and I didn’t know mine well enough.  The Charlottetown Herald 
started publishing just after the Vindicator stopped–in October of 1864.  For 
good reason.  The Herald was started by the same people who had published the 
Vindicator.  And both papers were directed to a Catholic audience, especially to 
Irish Catholics.  This would be the reason why the obits of relatively poor and 
unimportant people, like Daniel and James Bulger, appeared in those papers.

Morrison’s entry for James Bulger (taken from the Charlottetown Herald, 10 
May 1865) is as follows:

Bulger, James.  d. Lot 11, 1 May 1865, aged 64th year.  He was a native of 
Queen’s County Ireland and emigrated to this Island in 1843 with a wife 



and three small children.  He settled in the locality and was survived by 
his wife and ten children.  By 1861 he and his wife, Helen Rowen (or 
Rowan) were residing in Lot 11, along Murray Road.

This is not the obit.  It is Morrison’s reworking of it with information taken from 
his Along the North Shore.  It’s a bit irritating because, in 2005, I wrote to Morrison 
giving him the information I had acquired in Ireland, especially Ellen’s correct 
name.  But in 2009, he’s still calling her “Helen Rowen (or Rowan)”.

The actual obituary reads as follows:

Died

At Lot 11, on Monday, the 1st inst., after a long and painful illness which 
he bore with Christian fortitude to the divine will of his Heavenly Father, 
Mr. James Bulger, in the 64th year of his age.  He was a native of Queen’s 
County, Ireland, and emigrated to this Island in 1843, with a wife and three 
small children.  The deceased settled in this locality, where he was ever 
ready to fulfil the duties of a neighbor and a Christian; and by the many 
good qualities which he possessed, he gained for himself the good will of 
all who had the pleasure of his acquaintance.  He was a kind father and a 
loving husband; he left a wife and ten children to lament his loss.  May he 
rest in peace.

Certain things are confirmed by this obituary, some of which were issues raised 
by Morrison’s Along the North Shore.  First off, Larry Arsenault is clearly correct. 
The 1873 date given for James’ death is wrong and, again, is probably associated 
with Ellen’s passing.  James died four days after his will was executed on April 
27th.

Second, we know that James Bulger came from Queen’s County (Laois), not Clare. 
This confirms that he was born there.  Likewise, we have always assumed that he 
had ten children who survived him, and this is confirmed as well.  

He is said to be in his 64th year, which would put his birth in 1801.  This accords 
with the 1861 census records, but these people were rarely completely sure of 
their ages.

The arrival in 1843 now raises questions.  If this date is correct, then the family 
tradition which has James and Ellen fleeing the famine is simply wrong.  The 
famine did not begin until 1845, and, as already mentioned, did not reach the 
midland counties until 1846.  If they arrived in 1843, they could not have been 
fleeing the famine.  If they were fleeing the famine, they could not have arrived 
in 1843.



The phrase “three young children” doesn’t help.  Prior to our 2008 trip, I would 
have said that these three were clearly Bridget, Mary and Catherine.  However, 
as we now know, there was a Sarah, born in 1838, who could have been one of 
“three young children”.

1843 may be wrong.  As with ages, these people played fast and loose with dates. 
Again, the key may lie with Catherine McGregor.  In both the 1881 and 1891 
censuses, she states that she was born in Ireland.  As I suggested earlier, one 
would tend to know one’s birthplace even more than one’s birth year.  Especially 
since birth in Ireland would distinguish Catherine from her younger siblings.

If this is correct, then the year of her birth becomes important.  It could have 
been 1843.  Mary was baptized in September of 1842, so it is possible that there 
may have been a child born sometime in the following year.  (My great-uncle Gus 
was born in 1880 and my grandfather was born in 1881.)  However, the pattern 
which tends to repeat itself appears to be a two-year interval between births. 
Whether this means that there is something to the old-wives’ tale of “no 
conception during lactation” or whether for some other reason, I can’t guess, 
obviously.  But anything like “Irish twins” seems to be highly exceptional.

In the 1881 census, Catherine states that she is 35 years of age.  Now, again, 
ages and dates were not these people’s strong suits, so she could be mistaken. 
In 1891, her age increases by two years–she says she is 47.  Further, in the 
Roman Catholic Church census of 1890, Catherine puts her age at 43.  So, 
variously, she could have been born in 1844, 1846 or 1847.  Again, this doesn’t 
exclude a possible birth date of 1843, but it does at least allow for the 
possibility that the 1843 date is wrong.  Coupled with the family tradition–and 
family traditions can be shaky–we have to at least concede the possibility that 
James and Ellen came “fleeing the famine” and the most likely date for that 
flight is 1846-47.

On the next page, I’m going to reproduce the actual obituary.  The main 
international news of the day was the capture and killing of John Wilkes Booth. 
There are other civil war items on this page which may be of interest.  

The descendants of James Bulger and Ellen Ruane have not, by and large, 
been celebrated.  George Bulger of Rumford made it into Who’s Who by virtue of 
the fact that he had been President of the New England Fire Chiefs’ Association, 
but otherwise we have been ordinary folks.  With one exception, namely Chester 
(“Chet”) Bulger, whose obituary, below, was carried by the New York Times. 



Chet Bulger, 91; Helped Cardinals Win the N.F.L. Title

  
By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS
Published: February 22, 2009

Chet Bulger, a top lineman on the only Cardinals team to win the N.F.L. 
championship, died Thursday. He was 91.

His death was confirmed by the De La Salle Institute, the school in Chicago 
where he coached and taught for three decades.

Bulger played in the N.F.L. from 1942 to 1950, starting with the Chicago 
Cardinals and spending his final season with the Detroit Lions.

In 1947, he helped the Cardinals beat the Philadelphia Eagles, 28-21, for the 
N.F.L. championship. The Cardinals lost the 1948 title game to the Eagles, 7-0, 
then did not play for the championship again until reaching this year's Super 
Bowl.

''I'm still a Cardinal, always a Cardinal,'' Bulger told The Associated Press in a 
telephone interview a few days before the Super Bowl. ''I can't see too well 
anymore, but I'm going to get up real close to the TV to watch that game. Maybe 
we'll win that Super Bowl. Wouldn't that be something?''

The Arizona Cardinals lost to the Pittsburgh Steelers, 27-23.

Bulger was born in Maine and went to Auburn as a track star. He walked on to 
the university's football team and later joined the Cardinals.

In 1944, the Cardinals and the Steelers merged their franchises for one year, 
splitting home games in Chicago and Pittsburgh. The combined team went 0-10, 
and drew the nickname the Car-Pitts -- as in, every opponent walked on them.

''We were terrible,'' Bulger said last month. ''You'd get beat so bad, you'd cry.''

Bulger scored 7 points in his N.F.L. career, kicking an extra point in 1943 and 
returning a fumble for a touchdown in 1945.

Bulger stayed in Chicago after his playing days and taught and coached at De La 
Salle, where he stayed through 1982. He became the athletic director, and the 
school named its main athletic field for him. In later years, he helped raise 



money for De La Salle. 



                                        Descendants of James Bulger                                              
28 Jun 2009
========================================================================
==============================================
1. James Bulger (d.1865)
sp: Ellen Ruane (m.1838 d.1872)
 |-2. Sarah Bulger (a.1838)
 |-2. Bridget Bulger (a.1840)
 | sp: Moses Hughes (b.1840 m.1859)
 |  |-3. Joseph Francis Hughes (b.1860)
 |  |-3. Helene Elizabeth Hughes Hughes (b.1862)
 |  |-3. James Hughes (b.1866)
 |  |-3. Lawrence Patrick Hughes (b.1868)
 |  |-3. Mary Ann Hughes (b.1870)
 |  |-3. Peter William Hughes (b.1871)
 |  |-3. Sebastian Hughes (b.1877)
 |  |-3. Leo Hughes (b.1879)
 |  |-3. Michael Hughes (b.1881)
 |  +-3. William Hughes (b.1892)
 |-2. Mary Bulger (a.1842 d.1879)
 | sp: Patrick Gain (b.1843 m.1866)
 |  |-3. Agnes Gain (b.1866)
 |  |-3. James A. Gain (b.1869 d.1911)
 |  |-3. Matthias Gain (b.1870 d.1940)
 |  |-3. Peter Gahan (b.1873)
 |  | sp: Annie MacKinnon (m.1899)
 |  |  |-4. Mathias Bernard Gahan (b.1900)
 |  |  | sp: Mary Winifred Dobson (m.1932)
 |  |  |-4. Mark Gahan (b.1902)
 |  |  | sp: Katherine Rubina Williston (m.1930)
 |  |  |-4. Agnes Estella Gahan (b.1905 d.1905)
 |  |  |-4. Leo Patrick Gahan (b.1906)
 |  |  | sp: Mary Pallen (m.1929)
 |  |  |-4. William Francis Gahan (b.1908)
 |  |  |-4. James Aloysius Gahan (b.1909)
 |  |  | sp: Edith Gallant (m.1940)
 |  |  |-4. Agnes Cecilia Gahan (b.1911 d.1947)
 |  |  | sp: Fred Arnold Hyslop (m.1932)
 |  |  +-4. Sarah Elizabeth Gahan (b.1913 d.2004)
 |  |    sp: John Nicholas Pallen (m.1931)
 |  +-3. Patrick Pius Gain (b.1877)
 |-2. Catherine Bulger (b.1845 d.1896)
 | sp: John McGregor (m.1869)
 |  |-3. James McGregor (b.1869)
 |  |-3. Margaret McGregor (b.1870)
 |  |-3. John Ernest McGregor (b.1872 d.1953)



 |  | sp: Bridget Dalton
 |  |  |-4. E. Melvin McGregor
 |  |  | sp: Geraldine Corcoran
 |  |  |  |-5. Bobby McGregor
 |  |  |  |-5. Frank McGregor
 |  |  |  |-5. Mary Clement McGregor
 |  |  |  +-5. June McGregor
 |  |  |-4. Harold McGregor
 |  |  | sp: Yvonne Corcoran
 |  |  |  |-5. Joseph McGregor
 |  |  |  +-5. Bonnie McGregor
 |  |  |-4. Mae McGregor
 |  |  | sp: James Riley
 |  |  |  |-5. Martha Riley
 |  |  |  |-5. Melvin Riley
 |  |  |  +-5. Marjory Riley
 |  |  |-4. Ethel McGregor
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  +-5. Dorothy Lacey
 |  |  |-4. Bernice McGregor
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Danny Rogers
 |  |  |  |-5. Eva Rogers
 |  |  |  +-5. Shirley Rogers
 |  |  +-4. Eva McGregor
 |  |      sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |     +-5. Jackie Ryan
 |  |-3. Charles McGregor (b.1874)
 |  |-3. Bridget Truphena McGregor (b.1876 d.1957)
 |  | sp: Joseph Griffin
 |  |  |-4. Belle Griffin
 |  |  | sp: Albert Luttrell
 |  |  |  |-5. George Luttrell
 |  |  |  |-5. Bernard Luttrell
 |  |  |  |-5. Frank Luttrell
 |  |  |  +-5. Gary Luttrell
 |  |  +-4. Helen Griffin
 |  |    sp: George O'Neil
 |  |-3. Jane McGregor (b.1878)
 |  |-3. Emilia McGregor (b.1879)
 |  |-3. George Colman McGregor (b.1880)
 |  |-3. Elizabeth McGregor (b.1882)
 |  | sp: John Albert Griffin
 |  |  +-4. Jackie Griffin
 |  |-3. Mary Anne McGregor (b.1883)
 |  |-3. Louisa McGregor (b.1885)



 |  +-3. Agnes McGregor (b.1888)
 |    sp: Richard Moreshead
 |     |-4. Elizabeth Moreshead
 |     |-4. Dick Moreshead
 |     |-4. G. David Moreshead (b.1911 d.2002)
 |     |-4. Gordon Moreshead
 |     +-4. Bobby Moreshead
 |-2. Elizabeth Bulger (b.1847 d.1925)
 | sp: Michael O'Meara (m.1872)
 |-2. John R. Bulger (b.1849 d.1935)
 | sp: Ann MacDonald (b.1858 m.1879 d.1934)
 |  |-3. Augustine Patrick Bulger (b.1880 d.1961)
 |  | sp: Gertrude Sharkey (b.1875 m.1905 d.1961)
 |  |  |-4. Albion Francis Bulger (b.1907 d.1970)
 |  |  | sp: Emma J. McCormic (b.1911)
 |  |  |  |-5. Rev Albion Francis Bulger (b.1930)
 |  |  |  +-5. Jean Bulger (b.1931)
 |  |  |    sp: Duncan O'Brien
 |  |  |     |-6. Vicki Jean O'Brien
 |  |  |     | sp: Stephen Locke
 |  |  |     |  |-7. Rachel Locke
 |  |  |     |  +-7. Anthony Locke
 |  |  |     +-6. Duncan James O'Brien
 |  |  |-4. Bennet Bulger (b.1910 d.1964)
 |  |  | sp: Roberta Hopper (b.1911)
 |  |  |  |-5. Winfred Bulger (b.1938)
 |  |  |  |-5. Thomas A. Bulger (b.1939)
 |  |  |  +-5. Anna Belle Bulger (b.1951)
 |  |  +-4. Mary Bulger (b.1911)
 |  |    sp: Donald DiCecco (d.1985)
 |  |-3. Pius James Bulger (b.1881 d.1957)
 |  | sp: Emma Jane Nolan (b.1884 m.1906 d.1945)
 |  |  |-4. John Augustine Bulger (b.1907 d.1980)
 |  |  | sp: Margaret E. Stevens (b.1910 d.1978)
 |  |  |  |-5. John Augustine Bulger Jr. (b.1930)
 |  |  |  | sp: Colleen M. Blanchard (b.1929 m.1951)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Gary A. Bulger (b.1953)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Joyce Schlemmer (b.1953)
 |  |  |  |  |  |-7. Hope A. Bulger (b.1984)
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Amanda Bulger (b.1987)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Gregory John Bulger (b.1955)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Michael Wilfred Bulger (b.1960)
 |  |  |  |-5. Beverly Jean Bulger (b.1931 d.2009)
 |  |  |  | sp: George Godin (b.1929)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Joseph Godin (b.1956)
 |  |  |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN



 |  |  |  |  |  |-7. Melissa K. Godin
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Michelle Godin
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Daniel Godin (b.1958)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Joyce Godin (b.1961)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Donna Godin (b.1964)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Sharon Godin (b.1966)
 |  |  |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Dana Gross
 |  |  |  | sp: Lawrence McKenna
 |  |  |  +-5. Margaret Louise Bulger (b.1935 d.2008)
 |  |  |    sp: Howard G. Thurston (b.1931)
 |  |  |     |-6. Howard G. Thurston Jr. (b.1954)
 |  |  |     | sp: Janet Anli Fei
 |  |  |     |-6. Mark Leo Thurston (b.1956)
 |  |  |     |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |     |  |-7. Shannon Allen Thurston (b.1976)
 |  |  |     |  +-7. Mark Leo Thurston Jr. (b.1979)
 |  |  |     +-6. Scott Ashley Thurston (b.1963)
 |  |  |       sp: April E. Marcue
 |  |  |        +-7. Scotty Thurston (b.1986)
 |  |  |-4. Agnes Serena Mary Bulger (b.1909 d.1973)
 |  |  | sp: Joseph Tierney (b.1903)
 |  |  |  |-5. Katheryn Mae Tierney (b.1942)
 |  |  |  | sp: Major
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Marlene Mae Major (b.1965)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Maureen Ann Major (b.1966)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Mark Robert Major (b.1971)
 |  |  |  |-5. Michael James Tierney (b.1943)
 |  |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Michael J. Tierney Jr. (b.1974)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Michaelle Tierney (b.1975)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Karen Tierney (b.1978)
 |  |  |  +-5. Patricia Ann Tierney (b.1946)
 |  |  |    sp: Donald R. Guy (b.1940)
 |  |  |     |-6. Donald Guy Jr. (b.1969)
 |  |  |     |-6. Chery Ann Guy (b.1971)
 |  |  |     +-6. Mary Ellen Guy (b.1974)
 |  |  |-4. James Leroy Bulger (b.1910 d.1968)
 |  |  | sp: Marion P. Stevens (b.1912 d.1991)
 |  |  |  |-5. Patricia Ann Bulger (b.1930)
 |  |  |  | sp: Fred Rullman
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Deborah Rullman (b.1953)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Kingvey
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Thomas Jeff Kingvey (b.1980)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Jeff Rullman (b.1956)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Steven Rullman (b.1960)



 |  |  |  |-5. Maurice David Bulger (b.1932 d.1977)
 |  |  |  | sp: Barbara Presby (b.1934)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Lisa Ann Bulger (b.1958)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Terry Horne
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Christopher Lee Horne (b.1979)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Lurie J. Bulger (b.1959)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: David Blake
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Erin Elizabeth Blake (b.1980)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. David E. Bulger (b.1960)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Andrew Bulger (b.1964)
 |  |  |  +-5. Shirley Mae Bulger (b.1933 d.1963)
 |  |  |    sp: Walter Bagster
 |  |  |     |-6. Barbara Bagster (b.1948)
 |  |  |     | sp: Arthur Conran
 |  |  |     |  |-7. Arthur Conran Jr. (b.1966)
 |  |  |     |  +-7. Amanda J. Conran
 |  |  |     |-6. Karan Ann Bagster (b.1950)
 |  |  |     | sp: Alan Ricker
 |  |  |     +-6. Susan Colleen Bagster (b.1952)
 |  |  |       sp: Jacob Charezenko
 |  |  |        |-7. Katyra Mae Charezenko (b.1981)
 |  |  |        +-7. Joshua Charezenko (b.1984)
 |  |  |-4. Evelyn Bulger (b.1912 d.1965)
 |  |  | sp: Arnold Dunn
 |  |  |  +-5. James Dunn (b.1938)
 |  |  |-4. Frederick Bulger (b.1914 d.1982)
 |  |  | sp: Helen Holleron
 |  |  |  |-5. Terrance F. Bulger (b.1947)
 |  |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Cherelyn Bulger
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Thomas Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Marylin Bulger (b.1952)
 |  |  |  +-5. Kevin Bulger (b.1957)
 |  |  |-4. Clara Bernice Bulger (b.1916 d.1997)
 |  |  | sp: John Gannon (b.1915 d.1968)
 |  |  |  |-5. Charlotte Gannon (b.1941 d.2002)
 |  |  |  | sp: Thomas Dayton
 |  |  |  |-5. M. Louise Gannon (b.1943)
 |  |  |  | sp: Robert Clark
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Amy Clark
 |  |  |  |-5. John Nolan Gannon (b.1945 d.1984)
 |  |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Joanne Gannon
 |  |  |  +-5. Thomas Gannon (b.1948 d.2001)
 |  |  |-4. George Arnold Bulger (b.1919 d.1999)
 |  |  | sp: Marguerite Esther Coombs (b.1918 m.1940 d.1989)



 |  |  |  |-5. David Michael Bulger (b.1944)
 |  |  |  | sp: Eleanor Jean Hurley (b.1944 m.1965)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Jean Marie Bulger (b.1966)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Donald Shortreed (m.1990)
 |  |  |  |  |  |-7. Conor James Shortreed (b.1997)
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Emma Jane Shortreed (b.1999)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Maureen Margaret Bulger (b.1968)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Jason Kinder (m.2001)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Michael George Edward Bulger (b.1972)
 |  |  |  |    sp: Denise Gallant (m.1999)
 |  |  |  |     |-7. Meaghan Kathleen Bulger (b.2001)
 |  |  |  |     +-7. Grace Marguerite Bulger (b.2004)
 |  |  |  |-5. Thomas James Bulger (b.1947)
 |  |  |  | sp: Cindy Wright (m.1966(div))
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Jacqueline Elaine Bulger (b.1969)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Gary Child (m.(nm))
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Kathryn Leigh Child (b.1991)
 |  |  |  | sp: Marta Orth (m.(div))
 |  |  |  |-5. Stephen Andrew Bulger (b.1950)
 |  |  |  | sp: Linda Luz (m.(div))
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Lisa Dawn Bulger (b.1971)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Shannon April Bulger (b.1974)
 |  |  |  | sp: Sharion 
 |  |  |  | sp: Debbie Minor (m.2000)
 |  |  |  |-5. Martha Jane Bulger (b.1952)
 |  |  |  | sp: R. Daniel O'Leary (b.1948 m.1969)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Stacey Lynn O'Leary (b.1970)
 |  |  |  |  | sp: Kevin T. Michaud (m.1991)
 |  |  |  |  |  +-7. Jacob Daniel Michaud (b.1997)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Heather Nolan O'Leary (b.1972)
 |  |  |  |    sp: Todd Barter (m.2001)
 |  |  |  |     +-7. Hali O'Leary (b.1996)
 |  |  |  +-5. Timothy Joseph Bulger (b.1958)
 |  |  |    sp: Nanette Haskins (m.1985)
 |  |  |     |-6. Kristen Marguerite Bulger (b.1989)
 |  |  |     +-6. Shauna Anderson Bulger
 |  |  +-4. Richard Howard Bulger (b.1930 d.1965)
 |  |    sp: Vivian Sassi (b.1933 m.1953)
 |  |     |-5. Richard Howard Bulger Jr. (b.1954)
 |  |     |-5. Bruce Bulger (b.1956)
 |  |     | sp: Brenda Zadakis
 |  |     |  |-6. Ryan Bulger
 |  |     |  |-6. Alicia Bulger
 |  |     |  +-6. Desiree Bulger (b.1991)
 |  |     +-5. Linda Jean Bulger (b.1960)
 |  |       sp: John Gaskill



 |  |-3. Mary Gertrude Bulger (b.1883 d.1949)
 |  | sp: William J. Foran (b.1872 d.1948)
 |  |  |-4. James P. Foran (b.1902)
 |  |  |-4. Lena M. Foran (b.1903 d.1983)
 |  |  | sp: John H. Marston (b.1898)
 |  |  |  |-5. John E. Marston (b.1933)
 |  |  |  |-5. Joan M. Marston (b.1938)
 |  |  |  +-5. William H. Marston (b.1943)
 |  |  |-4. Thelma A. Foran (b.1908 d.1984)
 |  |  | sp: Albert E. LeVesso (b.1911 d.1944)
 |  |  |  |-5. William A. LeVesso (b.1933 d.1990)
 |  |  |  |-5. James C. LeVesso (b.1934 d.1943)
 |  |  | sp: James Robinson (b.1904 d.1981)
 |  |  |-4. Patrick E. Foran (b.1911 d.1961)
 |  |  |-4. Ann Claraetta Foran (b.1913)
 |  |  | sp: John J. Boyle (b.1904 d.1943)
 |  |  |  +-5. John R. Boyle (b.1934)
 |  |  |-4. George Allen Foran (b.1915)
 |  |  | sp: Hazel Fletcher (b.1914 d.1986)
 |  |  |  +-5. Patricia Ann Foran (b.1943)
 |  |  |    sp: O'Dette
 |  |  |     +-6. Joe Michael Foran (b.1960)
 |  |  |       sp: Barbara McManus
 |  |  |        |-7. Valerie A. Foran (b.1987)
 |  |  |        +-7. Lorraine C. Foran (b.1988)
 |  |  +-4. Dorothy Jeannette Foran (b.1922 d.1985)
 |  |    sp: Louis V. Toghayelli (b.1919)
 |  |-3. Annie Laura Bulger (b.1885 d.1968)
 |  | sp: John C. Dowick (b.1883 d.1941)
 |  |-3. Clarinda Bulger (b.1887)
 |  | sp: Edward James Morey (b.1888)
 |  |  |-4. Arletta Agnes Morey (b.1908)
 |  |  | sp: George W. Skanes (b.1898 m.1927)
 |  |  |  |-5. Fletcher Skanes (b.1928)
 |  |  |  |-5. Robert James Skanes (b.1929)
 |  |  |  |-5. Jack E. Skanes (b.1931)
 |  |  |  |-5. Jean E. Skanes
 |  |  |  +-5. George T. Skanes (b.1943)
 |  |  |-4. Dorothy C. Morey (b.1910)
 |  |  | sp: Walter Grassman (b.1906 m.1929)
 |  |  |  |-5. Gale Jean Grassman (b.1934)
 |  |  |  |-5. Michael Joseph Grassman (b.1938)
 |  |  |  +-5. Daniel James Grassman (b.1945)
 |  |  |-4. Marilla Ann Morey (b.1915)
 |  |  | sp: William J. Handley
 |  |  |  |-5. Thomas Joseph Handley (b.1931)



 |  |  | sp: Benjamin Tipton
 |  |  |  |-5. Patricia Ann Tipton (b.1941)
 |  |  |  +-5. Charles Tipton
 |  |  +-4. Harriet Kathleen Morey (b.1922)
 |  |    sp: Andrew L. Simonson (b.1914 m.1944)
 |  |     |-5. Kathleen Ann Simonson (b.1946)
 |  |     |-5. Barbara Clare Simonson (b.1947)
 |  |     +-5. Donna Jean Simonson (b.1948)
 |  |-3. Minnie Alice Bulger (b.1888 d.1928)
 |  | sp: Edmund G. Billings (b.1890)
 |  |  +-4. Natalie Mae Billings (b.1912)
 |  |-3. Francis Guy Bulger (b.1890 d.1983)
 |  | sp: Nancy Green (d.1977)
 |  |-3. John Archibald Bulger (b.1891)
 |  | sp: Teresa  (m.1922)
 |  |-3. Timothy William Bulger (b.1893 d.1950)
 |  | sp: Emma Moyes (b.1918)
 |  |-3. Sophia Bulger (b.1895 d.1964)
 |  | sp: Dougal Gillis (b.1883 m.1920)
 |  |-3. Jarvis Wilfred Bulger (b.1897 d.1971)
 |  | sp: Mary Margaret Loriy (b.1903 m.1923)
 |  |  +-4. Frances Louise Bulger (b.1924)
 |  |    sp: Robert Cruzan (b.1922)
 |  |     |-5. Karen Lynn Cruzan (b.1947)
 |  |     | sp: Barry Silvenis (b.1947 m.1973)
 |  |     |  +-6. Sara Silvenis (b.1978)
 |  |     +-5. Kathleen Louise Cruzan (b.1949)
 |  |       sp: Don Taylar (b.1949 m.1972)
 |  |        |-6. Gabriel Michael Taylar (b.1977)
 |  |        +-6. Matthew Robert Taylar (b.1980)
 |  |-3. Agatha Ann Bulger (b.1898 d.1981)
 |  | sp: Thomas Evans (m.1921)
 |  |  |-4. Dr. Francis Joseph Evans (b.1922)
 |  |  | sp: Rita McIntyre (m.1945)
 |  |  |  +-5. Mary Kathleen Evans
 |  |  |-4. John Irvin Evans (b.1944 d.1944)
 |  |  |-4. Mary Alice Evans (b.1925)
 |  |  | sp: John James McDonald (m.1947)
 |  |  |  |-5. Kathleen M. McDonald (b.1948)
 |  |  |  |-5. Rose Marie McDonald (b.1950)
 |  |  |  |-5. John W. McDonald (b.1956)
 |  |  |  +-5. Teresa Ann McDonald (b.1958)
 |  |  |-4. Laura Jean Evans (b.1927)
 |  |  | sp: Charles McGeoghan (m.1949)
 |  |  |-4. William Thomas Evans (b.1928)
 |  |  | sp: Anita Owen



 |  |  |  |-5. Maureen Evans
 |  |  |  |-5. Gary Evans (b.1960)
 |  |  |  |-5. Brian Evans
 |  |  |  +-5. John Evans
 |  |  |-4. Leo Patrick Evans (b.1930)
 |  |  |-4. Gerald Basil Evans (b.1932)
 |  |  | sp: Esther Tallis
 |  |  |  |-5. Joan Evans
 |  |  |  |-5. Barry Evans
 |  |  |  |-5. Dr. Michael Evans
 |  |  |  +-5. Marilyn Evans (b.1970)
 |  |  |-4. Peter Roy Evans (b.1933)
 |  |  | sp: Reine Arsenault
 |  |  |  +-5. Lynne Evans
 |  |  |-4. Agatha Ann Evans (b.1936)
 |  |  | sp: Gerald Clarkin (m.(div))
 |  |  |  |-5. Geraldine Clarkin
 |  |  |  |-5. Ann Marie Clarkin
 |  |  |  |-5. Mary Clarkin
 |  |  |  |-5. James Clarkin
 |  |  |  +-5. Robert Clarkin
 |  |  +-4. Rita Kathleen Evans (b.1940 d.1947)
 |  |-3. Margaret Helena Bulger (b.1900 d.1975)
 |  | sp: Cyril M. Bulger (b.1899 d.1968)
 |  |  |-4. Alice Bulger
 |  |  | sp: Campana
 |  |  |-4. Eileen Bulger
 |  |  | sp: O'Neil
 |  |  +-4. Helen Bulger
 |  |    sp: Lawson
 |  |-3. Rita Celia Bulger (b.1902 d.1991)
 |  | sp: Arthur MacDougal (b.1898 m.1942 d.1980)
 |  |  +-4. Judith Ann MacDougal (b.1943)
 |  |    sp: John Pagliuca (m.1964)
 |  |     |-5. Stephen John Pagliuca (b.1967)
 |  |     +-5. David Vincent Pagliuca (b.1972)
 |  +-3. Ronald S. Bulger (b.1905 d.1970)
 |    sp: Mary Cantwell (b.1895 d.1955)
 |     |-4. Ronald Edward Bulger (b.1930 d.1992)
 |     | sp: Nellie 
 |     |  +-5. Stephen Bulger (b.1975)
 |     |-4. Robert Bulger (b.1932)
 |     |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |     |  |-5. Edward Bulger
 |     |  |-5. Mary Ann Bulger
 |     |  |-5. Geraldine Bulger



 |     |  |-5. Susan Bulger
 |     |  |-5. Karen Bulger
 |     |  +-5. Amy Bulger
 |     +-4. James Bulger (b.1933)
 |         sp: UNKNOWN
 |        |-5. Judith Bulger
 |        +-5. Mary Beth Bulger
 |-2. Margaret Bulger (b.1851)
 |-2. Ann Bulger (b.1852 d.1953)
 | sp: John Kilbride (m.1873)
 |  |-3. Margaret Ann Kilbride (b.1873)
 |  |-3. Louisa Jane Kilbride (b.1875)
 |  |-3. Agnes Josephie Kilbride (b.1881)
 |  |-3. Margaret Louella Kilbride (b.1884)
 |  |-3. Thomas Leo Kilbride (b.1886)
 |  |-3. Maud Florence Kilbride (b.1888 d.1976)
 |  | sp: Marshall MacLellan
 |  |  |-4. Rev. Thomas MacLellan
 |  |  |-4. Angus MacLellan
 |  |  |-4. Margaret MacLellan
 |  |  +-4. Sr. Louisa MacLellan
 |  |-3. Percy James Kilbride (b.1890)
 |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |-4. Lorne Kilbride
 |  |  +-4. Anna Kilbride
 |  |    sp: Robert Banks
 |  |     +-5. Timothy Banks
 |  |-3. Lillian Josina Kilbride (b.1893 d.1979)
 |  | sp: Herman MacIntyre
 |  |-3. Ernest Raymond Kilbride (b.1896)
 |  +-3. Mary Evelyn Kilbride (b.1900)
 |-2. Ellen Bulger (b.1853)
 |-2. James Bulger (b.1855 d.1945)
 | sp: Agnes Blanchard (m.1883 d.1944)
 |  |-3. Josephine Bulger (b.1883)
 |  | sp: Phillip Gain
 |  |  |-4. Mary Gain (b.1902)
 |  |  | sp: Frank Hogan
 |  |  |  |-5. Phillip Hogan (b.1925)
 |  |  |  |-5. Clifford Hogan (b.1926)
 |  |  |  |-5. Willard Hogan (b.1929)
 |  |  |  |-5. Pauline Hogan (b.1931)
 |  |  |  |-5. Kevin Hogan (b.1933)
 |  |  |  |-5. Marina Hogan (b.1935)
 |  |  |  |-5. Gerard Hogan (b.1939)
 |  |  | sp: James Dowling



 |  |  |  +-5. Patricia Dowling (b.1944)
 |  |  |-4. Lillian Gain (b.1905)
 |  |  | sp: William Milligan
 |  |  |  |-5. Foster Milligan (b.1924)
 |  |  |  | sp: Etta Smith
 |  |  |  |-5. Bernice Milligan (b.1925)
 |  |  |  | sp: Ernest Ramsay
 |  |  |  |-5. Sterling Milligan (b.1927)
 |  |  |  | sp: Jean Wagner
 |  |  |  |-5. Elmer Milligan (b.1929)
 |  |  |  | sp: Shirley Grigg
 |  |  |  |-5. Wyman Milligan (b.1930)
 |  |  |  | sp: Valda Smith
 |  |  |  |-5. Charles Milligan (b.1932)
 |  |  |  | sp: Edna MacKinnon
 |  |  |  |-5. Frank Milligan (b.1938)
 |  |  |  | sp: Josephine Doyle
 |  |  |  +-5. Joyce Milligan (b.1940)
 |  |  |    sp: Reginald MacKinnon
 |  |  |-4. Clara Gain (b.1907 d.1981)
 |  |  | sp: Joseph P. Smith
 |  |  |-4. James Gain (b.1910)
 |  |  | sp: Dorothy Malone (b.1919)
 |  |  |  |-5. Thomas J. Gain
 |  |  |  |-5. Helen J. Gain
 |  |  |  +-5. Anthony P. Gain
 |  |  |-4. Pius Gain (b.1912 d.1943)
 |  |  |-4. Joseph C. Gain (b.1914)
 |  |  |-4. Joseph L. Gain (b.1915)
 |  |  | sp: Helen Walsh
 |  |  |-4. Thomas Gain (b.1918 d.1944)
 |  |  |-4. A. Bernice Gain (b.1922 d.1971)
 |  |  | sp: Ernest A. Bennett
 |  |  +-4. Laughlin Gain
 |  |-3. Mary Ellen Bulger (b.1884 d.1971)
 |  | sp: Ernest Arsenault (b.1882 d.1972)
 |  |  |-4. Eileen Arsenault (b.1905 d.1991)
 |  |  | sp: Roy Blackbird
 |  |  |  |-5. Ernest Blackbird
 |  |  |  +-5. Evelyn Blackbird
 |  |  |-4. Bernard Arsenault (b.1906)
 |  |  | sp: Kilda Gauthier
 |  |  |  |-5. Vivian Arsenault (b.1940)
 |  |  |  |-5. Kenneth Arsenault (b.1942)
 |  |  |  |-5. Patsy Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Estella Arsenault



 |  |  |  |-5. Janette Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Nancy Arsenault
 |  |  |  +-5. Ann Arsenault
 |  |  |-4. Thelma Arsenault (b.1908)
 |  |  | sp: James MacNeil
 |  |  |  +-5. Kenneth Arsenault
 |  |  |-4. Josephine Arsenault (b.1910 d.1990)
 |  |  | sp: Edward Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Ronald Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Irene Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Doreen Arsenault
 |  |  |  |-5. Patricia Arsenault
 |  |  |  +-5. Jean Arsenault
 |  |  |-4. Francis Sylvair Arsenault (b.1913 d.1993)
 |  |  | sp: Margaret Hayne
 |  |  |  |-5. Larry Arsenault (b.1952)
 |  |  |  | sp: Mary Henniger (b.1955)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Ernest Arsenault (b.1975)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Larry Wayne Arsenault (b.1977)
 |  |  |  |  +-6. James Arsenault (b.1982)
 |  |  |  +-5. James Arsenault (b.1954)
 |  |  |      sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |     +-6. Charity Arsenault
 |  |  |-4. Leo J. Arsenault (b.1916 d.1976)
 |  |  |-4. Helen Arsenault (b.1922)
 |  |  | sp: Harold Davidson
 |  |  +-4. Vivian Arsenault (b.1924)
 |  |    sp: Jack Milligan (b.1919 m.1943)
 |  |     +-5. John Wayne Milligan
 |  |-3. Annie Lucilla Bulger (b.1889 d.1993)
 |  | sp: Joseph Pineau
 |  |  |-4. Stanley Pineau (b.1914)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Stanley Paul Pineau (b.1943)
 |  |  |  |-5. Mary Jeannine Pineau (b.1946)
 |  |  |  |-5. Anthony Pineau
 |  |  |  |-5. James Pineau
 |  |  |  |-5. Maureen Pineau
 |  |  |  |-5. Mary Anne Pineau
 |  |  |  +-5. Daniel Pineau
 |  |  |-4. Larry Pineau (b.1916)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Kit Pineau
 |  |  |  |-5. Larry Pineau
 |  |  |  |-5. Michael Pineau
 |  |  |  +-5. Margot Pineau



 |  |  |-4. Vivian Pineau (d.1981)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Jeffrey Effnert
 |  |  |  |-5. Shelley Effnert
 |  |  |  +-5. Jocelyn Effnert
 |  |  |-4. Joseph Pineau (b.1920)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Joseph Pineau (b.1942)
 |  |  |  +-5. Lorraine Pineau
 |  |  |-4. Lillian Pineau
 |  |  | sp: Biloski
 |  |  |  |-5. Bruce Biloski
 |  |  |  |-5. Brian Biloski
 |  |  |  |-5. Catherine Biloski
 |  |  |  +-5. Timothy Biloski
 |  |  +-4. Jean Pineau
 |  |    sp: Kelly
 |  |     |-5. Betty Jo Kelly
 |  |     |-5. Randy Kelly
 |  |     |-5. Richard Kelly
 |  |     +-5. Colleen Kelly
 |  |-3. James Edward Bulger (b.1891)
 |  | sp: Bridget Elizabeth Bulger (b.1889)
 |  |  |-4. Agnes Bulger
 |  |  | sp: FNU Thurston
 |  |  |  |-5. Frances Thurston
 |  |  |  +-5. James Thurston
 |  |  |-4. Chester Bulger
 |  |  | sp: Harriet Cutter
 |  |  |  |-5. Dana Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Gordon Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Cathy Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Wendy Bulger
 |  |  |  +-5. Kevin Bulger
 |  |  |-4. Marjorie Bulger (d.2000)
 |  |  | sp: FNU Fergola
 |  |  |  |-5. Paula Fergola
 |  |  |  |-5. Gregory Fergola
 |  |  |  +-5. Victor Fergola
 |  |  |-4. Raymond Bulger (d.2001)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Patricia Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Ernest Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Jean Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. Daniel Bulger
 |  |  |  +-5. Marjorie Bulger



 |  |  |-4. Edward Bulger (d.2001)
 |  |  | sp: Mary Lawlor
 |  |  |  |-5. Jean Marie Bulger (b.1942)
 |  |  |  |-5. Lois Ann Bulger (b.1944)
 |  |  |  |-5. Thomas Edward Bulger (b.1948)
 |  |  |  | sp: Linda Hebert (b.1950)
 |  |  |  |  |-6. David Bulger
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Luke Bulger
 |  |  |  |-5. James Gregory Bulger (b.1950)
 |  |  |  |-5. Robert Stephen Bulger (b.1954)
 |  |  |  |-5. Harry Timothy Bulger (b.1956)
 |  |  |  |-5. Edward Douglas Bulger (b.1958)
 |  |  |  +-5. Joseph Patrick Bulger (b.1960)
 |  |  |-4. Frances Bulger
 |  |  | sp: Robert Miller
 |  |  |  |-5. Brian Miller
 |  |  |  |-5. Barry Miller
 |  |  |  |-5. Barbara Jean Miller
 |  |  |  |-5. Bruce Miller
 |  |  |  +-5. Bennett Miller
 |  |  +-4. Charles Bulger
 |  |      sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |     |-5. Donna Bulger
 |  |     |-5. Cathy Bulger
 |  |     +-5. Karen Bulger
 |  |-3. Michael Austen Bulger (b.1894)
 |  |-3. Charles Bulger (b.1899 d.1924)
 |  | sp: Amy MacPherson
 |  +-3. Peter Ernest Bulger (b.1902 d.1973)
 |    sp: Florence Gallant
 |     |-4. Bruce J. Bulger
 |     |-4. Linda S. Bulger
 |     +-4. Lou Ann Bulger
 |-2. Timothy Bulger (b.1857 d.1936)
 | sp: Margaret Louney (b.1866 m.1892 d.1955)
 |  |-3. John L. Bulger (b.1894 d.1988)
 |  | sp: Elizabeth Rohe (b.1891 m.1919 d.1973)
 |  |  |-4. Margaret Marie Bulger (b.1924)
 |  |  | sp: Clair Young (m.1949)
 |  |  |  +-5. John W. Young (b.1951)
 |  |  |    sp: Marina Murphy
 |  |  |     |-6. Mariel Young (b.1983)
 |  |  |     +-6. Paul W. Young (b.1989)
 |  |  +-4. Rita J. Bulger (b.1933)
 |  |    sp: Ronald T. Shoemaker (b.1934)
 |  |     |-5. Ronald Terrance Shoemaker (b.1956)



 |  |     | sp: Melody Lane
 |  |     |-5. Christina M.. Shoemaker (b.1957)
 |  |     | sp: Jack Magasko Jr.
 |  |     |  |-6. Brian Magasko (b.1987)
 |  |     |  +-6. Loren Magasko (b.1989)
 |  |     |-5. Frances A. Shoemaker (b.1959)
 |  |     | sp: Joseph Ciccone
 |  |     +-5. Michael Shoemaker (b.1960)
 |  |       sp: Debbie Megan
 |  |-3. Anna Lorena Bulger (b.1896 d.1989)
 |  |-3. Mary E. Bulger (b.1899 d.1967)
 |  |-3. Willie Bulger
 |  |-3. Rosella Bulger
 |  +-3. Francis Bulger
 |-2. Margaret Ellen Bulger (b.1859 d.1913)
 | sp: Ronald Grosscup
 |  |-3. Ronald Grosscup (b.1887 d.1893)
 |  |-3. Mary Grosscup (b.1889 d.1889)
 |  |-3. Margaret Theresa Grosscup (b.1890 d.1974)
 | sp: Bernard Lynch (b.1865)
 |  |-3. Mary Lynch (b.1894 d.1937)
 |  | sp: Edward Carroll (b.1890 d.1959)
 |  |  |-4. Edward Carroll (b.1925)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Gregory Carroll (b.1956)
 |  |  |  +-5. Kathleen Carroll (b.1959)
 |  |  |-4. Robert Carroll (b.1928)
 |  |  | sp: Mary McCormick (b.1928 d.1991)
 |  |  |  |-5. Maryann Carroll (b.1953)
 |  |  |  | sp: William Flaherty
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Kathleen Flaherty
 |  |  |  |  |-6. Mary Flaherty
 |  |  |  |  +-6. Matthew Flaherty
 |  |  |  |-5. Elizabeth Carroll (b.1955)
 |  |  |  |-5. Robert Carroll (b.1958)
 |  |  |  +-5. Paul Carroll (b.1960)
 |  |  |-4. Donald Carroll (b.1931 d.1985)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  |-5. Stephen Carroll (b.1964)
 |  |  |  |-5. Michael Carroll (b.1964)
 |  |  |  +-5. John Carroll (b.1968)
 |  |  +-4. Charles Carroll (b.1934)
 |  |      sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |     |-5. Edward Carroll (b.1959)
 |  |     +-5. Lorraine Carroll (b.1961)
 |  |-3. Bernard Lynch (b.1895 d.1973)



 |  | sp: Marion Kiernan
 |  |  |-4. Bernard Lynch (b.1916)
 |  |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  |  +-5. Bernard Lynch (b.1940)
 |  |  |-4. Alma Lynch (b.1919)
 |  |  +-4. Virginia Lynch (b.1921)
 |  |      sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |     +-5. M. Kiley
 |  |-3. Thomas Lynch (b.1897 d.1899)
 |  |-3. Francis Lynch (b.1899 d.1972)
 |  |   sp: UNKNOWN
 |  |  +-4. Robert Lynch (b.1944)
 |  |-3. Helen Lynch (b.1901 d.1960)
 |  +-3. George Lynch (b.1904)
 |    sp: Edna Morrill
 |     +-4. Patricia Lynch (b.1940)
 +-2. Peter Bulger (b.1861)
   sp: Flora O'Meara (b.1872)
    |-3. Charles Bulger (b.1892)
    +-3. Wesley Bulger (b.1896)
      sp: Dorothy  (b.1899)
       |-4. Gerard Bulger (b.1916 d.1986)
       +-4. Robert Bulger
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


