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It was not the story 

that was in it. Not the 

story really at all, but 

the idea you were 

passing your time with 

others. ‘Twas like mass, 

you see, because we 

went to the chapel for 

the same reason. 

           Anon. Seanchaí 

 

 

Stories help us. 

They are teachers. 

They are medicine. 

They keep us connected 

to what matters.  

They keep us awake. 

This has always been true. 

          Mark Nepo 

 

My story begins this way… 

Eamon Kelly, Seanchaí 

I sat at her lace covered dining table pulling the plastic grapes from their stems and 
crying. Through tears I eyed the artificial fruit centerpiece. The plums would be 
next. My grandmother sat across from me telling me at great length why I could not 
and would not be an actress. That world being dirty and filled with dirty people. 
My being smart but not beautiful, and too fat. As I dismantled her fruit, she 
dismantled my dream. 
 
However she was not successful. No, I’m not the movie actress I had hoped for long 
ago, but I understand now that wasn’t really my dream. I had been enchanted by 
the passion, power and pathway of movies. Telling stories was the dream.  
 
Echoes of a bardic tradition live in many of us. An archetype with ancient roots. A 
call to find and shape meaning from life events. A call to hold fast ancestor wisdom 
of right relationship with the sacred, the Earth, and community. 
 
In early Ireland this was the purview of Druids who’s chief poets were able to recite 
from memory 400 poems and songs. Later it was the Seanchaí (shawn-key) who 
travelled from home to home, hearth to hearth telling stories that could last for 
hours. Guardians of history and culture, they connected people to the truth and 
possibility of their heritage. Although the Seanchaí tradition died out with the 
coming of radio and television, storytelling remains a vibrant thread woven in the 
very fabric of the Irish people. 
 
This is the thread I claim for that young girl at her grandmother’s table. This is the 
thread I weave for my people.  
 
So, now. That’s my story. How would your story begin? 

It should be like a song, 

that the words fit together. 

Seán Murphy, Seanchaí 

 


