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Recalling Miltown Malbays Last Mill
(from an article published in 1942)

Once upon a time five mills ground grain in a little Irish town, and gave that town its name - Miltown Malbay. Today (1942) only one remains - the 156-year-old mill at nearby Dough, the mill of Pat Terry McMahon, which is busier than ever before in its long histo​ry, a history in which it ground grain during the black days of the Famine and the dark days of the last war.
On the way to Pat Terry's mill you meet a cross-sec​tion of the people of the Banner County.
You pass a grim reminder of Famine times - a big gloomy building, one of the five auxiliary work-houses built around Miltown in those bad days; the holy well of St. Joseph (patron saint of

the parish), and there - a strong stone's throw way -powered by the Bealcluga River as it races to the sea at Spanish Point is the Dough mill.
Meet Pat Terry
Here's Pat Terry himself, the seventh generation of McMahon millers, fixing the sluice gate. Over eighty years, young is Pat. The son of Terence McMahon, he is in the local tradition of cata​loguing the populace, iden​tified as Pat "Terry", to dif​ferentiate his particular tribe from those of the mul​tiplicity of the other local McMahons - the Tom Pat's, the Tommy Tom Pat's, the Tom Marshal's and so on, who contribute so largely in
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making Miltown the place it is. In the typical country thatched cottage adjoining the mill, handed down to generation after generation, live the millers family - his wife and three sons; John, 28, Terry 35 and P.J., 40. Another son, Billy, known locally as Willie, is a noted

boxer in the Gardai.
Many are the local dra​mas this hospitable home has known - so hospitable in the days when the oldest in the town was young that Miss Emily Donnellan, a contemporary of Miller Pat, recalls in her earliest visits to it that it was "like a con​tinual wedding, with all the fine entertainment that was
 going on for people who kept on coming there from far and wide with grain".
In Famine times in this house there would gather those stern members of the Terries organisation - no connection of the McMa​hon family - who banded together against the Black Marketeers of '48 and '49, to fix the price of wheat against the extortionate prices of Famine hoarders. Many stories are recalled by local historian, Tom Fitzgerald, of the vengeance of the Terries' vendetta.
The Famine dies, but the parish, too, was dying with it, the parish of Kilfarboy (the grave of the Spaniards), named for those corpses of the Armada which were washed ashore from the wreck of

one   of   Queen   Isabella's hopes, at Spanish Point.
Whole thriving commu​nities, such as the famous little fishing village near Iveagh, were wiped out. Yet the Dough Mill ground on, though one by one its com​panions in other parts of the parish were stilled for​ever.
Textiles and Flour
Now the mill both clothed and fed the countryside, one of its wheels grinding corn, the other operating a textile mill, "tucking" the material, cloth and blankets brought there, and the Terry kitchen was colourful with country​men in brass-buttoned coats and tall "surgery" hats, who came there for the material for their frieze coats and , their womenfolk's' finery and blankets, as well as for their daily bread.
A flourishing business grew up around the mill at this time, and Miltown had as many weavers as could ever be packed into a town of its size, though it's popu​lation was then about twice what it is now.
