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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in 
front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath  
made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
The Storyteller Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly

NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in 
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry 
Connelly in 1918 and was widowed while still a 
relatively young woman. Despite the hardships she 
faced, she remained the heart of  a close-knit family 
whose children and grandchildren never doubted 
they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality 
with a spark that naturally drew people to her. She 
loved family gatherings, delighted in telling stories, 
and enjoyed the little stage they provided. Whether 
sharing a family memory, delivering a well-timed 
remark, or simply making others laugh, she brought 
warmth, humor, and energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, 
in Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that 
allowed her to remain closely connected to her 
family rather than living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she 
was at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, 
her hair carefully done, and she carried herself  with 
quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing 
and genuinely enjoyed having an audience. 
Family gatherings became her little stage, where 
stories, memories, and playful observations 
brought everyone together. Every now and then 
she would make an innocent-sounding remark—
usually directed toward one of  her daughters-in-
law—that stirred the conversation just enough 
to keep everyone smiling. Somehow, she always 
managed to smile her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her 
personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she 
quietly asked for some bread. Looking into 
the basket she said, “I’ll be okay with eating 
the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat 
only the crust. Someone immediately went into 
the kitchen and returned with a fresh basket of  
bread. She knew exactly how to get everyone’s 
attention without ever asking directly. It was 
vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part actress, and 
completely charming.
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front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath  
made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
The Storyteller Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly

NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in 
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry 
Connelly in 1918 and was widowed while still a 
relatively young woman. Despite the hardships she 
faced, she remained the heart of  a close-knit family 
whose children and grandchildren never doubted 
they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality 
with a spark that naturally drew people to her. She 
loved family gatherings, delighted in telling stories, 
and enjoyed the little stage they provided. Whether 
sharing a family memory, delivering a well-timed 
remark, or simply making others laugh, she brought 
warmth, humor, and energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, 
in Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that 
allowed her to remain closely connected to her 
family rather than living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she 
was at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, 
her hair carefully done, and she carried herself  with 
quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing 
and genuinely enjoyed having an audience. 
Family gatherings became her little stage, where 
stories, memories, and playful observations 
brought everyone together. Every now and then 
she would make an innocent-sounding remark—
usually directed toward one of  her daughters-in-
law—that stirred the conversation just enough 
to keep everyone smiling. Somehow, she always 
managed to smile her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her 
personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she 
quietly asked for some bread. Looking into 
the basket she said, “I’ll be okay with eating 
the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat 
only the crust. Someone immediately went into 
the kitchen and returned with a fresh basket of  
bread. She knew exactly how to get everyone’s 
attention without ever asking directly. It was 
vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part actress, and 
completely charming.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn Mawr, 
Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young woman. 
Despite the hardships she faced, she remained the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and grandchildren 
never doubted they were loved.

An original held document of  Alice Josephine Kerrigan’s Baptism 
from December 13, 1897

Alice Kerrigan Connelly with three of  her grandchildren— 
Matt, Mariann, and Marge—at Aunt Eleanor’s house.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with 
a spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved 
family gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and 

enjoyed the little stage they provided. Whether sharing a 
family memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and energy 
wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and Aunt 
Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She also spent 
time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in Ridgefield. It was 
a wonderful arrangement that allowed her to remain closely 
connected to her family rather than living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was at home 
or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair carefully done, 
and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. Looking back, she 
always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who loved 
the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and genuinely 
enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings became her 
little stage, where stories, memories, and playful observations 
brought everyone together. Every now and then she would 
make an innocent-sounding remark—usually directed toward 
one of  her daughters-in-law—that stirred the conversation 
just enough to keep everyone smiling. Somehow, she always 
managed to smile her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.
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When the breadbasket was nearly empty, 
she quietly asked for some bread. 
Looking into the basket she said, “I’ll be 

okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.

Later in life, when Nanny wanted a different living 
arrangement, my father worked together with his 
brothers and sister to establish her in a one-bedroom 
apartment in Harleysville, Pennsylvania. Living there 
placed her just down the street from her son Jack and 
close to her sons Ted and Bill. Each of  her children 
contributed fifty dollars every month toward her 
apartment. It was a beautiful expression of  gratitude 
from children who never forgot everything their mother 
had done for them.

Her apartment quickly became another gathering place 
for the family.

There always seemed to be a pot of  fresh coffee 
brewing and bacon already cooked if  my father 
happened to stop by. She loved to bake, and one of  
our family favorites was her orange cake, a recipe that 
became part of  our family’s traditions.

Many of  her recipes lived on through my 
mother. Shirley made Nanny’s mashed 
potatoes and coleslaw exactly the way she 

had been taught, preserving flavors that connected one 
generation to the next.

Anyone visiting Nanny’s apartment immediately 
noticed the bowl of  butter mints sitting on the coffee 
table. They were always there, waiting for visitors, 
especially grandchildren.

Her faith was an important part of  her life. Hanging 
in her bedroom was a familiar picture of  Jesus whose 
eyes seemed to follow you wherever you stood in the 
room. Like many children and grandchildren, I quietly 
noticed that picture every time I visited.

Nanny remained especially close to her slightly older 
sister, Grace. Alice was the youngest of  her family, and 
by later life nearly all of  her brothers and sisters had 
passed away except Grace. Their lifelong bond was 
something our family always admired.

One of  the simplest—and most memorable—treats she 
made for her grandchildren was a slice of  fresh white 
bread spread generously with soft butter and sprinkled 
with sugar. Today it sounds unusual, but at the time 
it was simply “Nanny’s snack.” Looking back, it was 
probably a tradition born during the Depression years, 
when simple ingredients became cherished comforts.

262 Lives Reflecting Upwards Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly

Four Generations Remembered

When I think of  Nanny today, I don’t first 
remember census records or dates.

I remember walking through her door.

There was coffee brewing, bacon waiting in the kitchen, 
butter mints on the table, stories ready to be told, and a 
grandmother whose warmth made every visit feel special.

She possessed a rare gift. She made people feel welcome. 
Whether through a story, a smile, a slice of  orange cake, or a 
simple piece of  bread with butter and sugar, she created an 
atmosphere where family gathered naturally and laughter 
came easily.

That is the legacy she left—not simply that she lived 
from 1897 to 1981, but that she created a family culture 
of  warmth, kindness, humor, hospitality, and belonging 
that continues through her children, grandchildren, and 
generations yet to come.

Alice Kerrigan Connelly’s obituary connects several generations of  the family. It 
recalls her parents, William and Hannah Kerrigan, and their Bryn Mawr livery 
business, which delivered coal to Bryn Mawr College and Bryn Mawr Hospital. 
It also names her great-grandfather Patrick Kerrigan, Kerrigan Lane, and the 
children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who continued the family story.

C A R R Y  A W AY There is never a bad time to have a good cup of  coffee at the kitchen table. It’s 
an opportunity to relax, talk, and spend time together. And if  someone asks, 
“Do you want a slice of  cake with your coffee?” say yes. It’s a winning move 
for everyone.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn Mawr, 
Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young woman. 
Despite the hardships she faced, she remained the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and grandchildren 
never doubted they were loved.
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An original held document of Alice Josephine Kerrigan’s Baptism
from December 13, 1897

Alice Kerrigan Connelly with three of her grandchildren— Matt,
Mariann, and Marge—at Aunt Eleanor’s house.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She also
spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was at
home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair
carefully done, and she carried herself with quiet dignity.
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who loved
the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and genuinely
enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings became
her little stage, where stories, memories, and playful
observations brought everyone together. Every now and
then she would make an innocent-sounding
remark—usually directed toward one of her
daughters-in-law—that stirred the conversation just
enough to keep everyone smiling. Somehow, she always
managed to smile her way out of it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.

p.260 Lives Reflecting Upwards ALICE JOSEPHINE KERRIGAN CONNELLY

Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.
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When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.

Later in life, when Nanny wanted a different living 
arrangement, my father worked together with his 
brothers and sister to establish her in a one-bedroom 
apartment in Harleysville, Pennsylvania. Living there 
placed her just down the street from her son Jack and 
close to her sons Ted and Bill. Each of  her children 
contributed fifty dollars every month toward her 
apartment. It was a beautiful expression of  gratitude 
from children who never forgot everything their mother 
had done for them.

Her apartment quickly became another gathering place 
for the family.

There always seemed to be a pot of  fresh coffee 
brewing and bacon already cooked if  my father 
happened to stop by. She loved to bake, and one of  
our family favorites was her orange cake, a recipe that 
became part of  our family’s traditions.

Many of  her recipes lived on through my mother. 
Shirley made Nanny’s mashed potatoes and coleslaw 
exactly the way she had been taught, preserving flavors 
that connected one generation to the next.

Anyone visiting Nanny’s apartment immediately 
noticed the bowl of  butter mints sitting on the coffee 
table. They were always there, waiting for visitors, 
especially grandchildren.

Her faith was an important part of  her life. Hanging 
in her bedroom was a familiar picture of  Jesus whose 
eyes seemed to follow you wherever you stood in the 
room. Like many children and grandchildren, I quietly 
noticed that picture every time I visited.

Nanny remained especially close to her slightly older 
sister, Grace. Alice was the youngest of  her family, and 
by later life nearly all of  her brothers and sisters had 
passed away except Grace. Their lifelong bond was 
something our family always admired.

One of  the simplest—and most memorable—treats she 
made for her grandchildren was a slice of  fresh white 
bread spread generously with soft butter and sprinkled 
with sugar. Today it sounds unusual, but at the time 
it was simply “Nanny’s snack.” Looking back, it was 
probably a tradition born during the Depression years, 
when simple ingredients became cherished comforts.

Four Generations Remembered

When I think of  Nanny today, I don’t first remember census 
records or dates.

I remember walking through her door.

There was coffee brewing, bacon waiting in the kitchen, 
butter mints on the table, stories ready to be told, and a 
grandmother whose warmth made every visit feel special.

She possessed a rare gift. She made people feel welcome. 
Whether through a story, a smile, a slice of  orange cake, or a 
simple piece of  bread with butter and sugar, she created an 
atmosphere where family gathered naturally and laughter 
came easily.

That is the legacy she left—not simply that she lived 
from 1897 to 1981, but that she created a family culture 
of  warmth, kindness, humor, hospitality, and belonging 
that continues through her children, grandchildren, and 
generations yet to come.

Alice Kerrigan Connelly’s obituary connects several generations of  the family. It 
recalls her parents, William and Hannah Kerrigan, and their Bryn Mawr livery 
business, which delivered coal to Bryn Mawr College and Bryn Mawr Hospital. 
It also names her great-grandfather Patrick Kerrigan, Kerrigan Lane, and the 
children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who continued the family story.

C A R R Y  A W AY There is never a bad time to have a good cup of  coffee at the kitchen table. It’s 
an opportunity to relax, talk, and spend time together. And if  someone asks, 
“Do you want a slice of  cake with your coffee?” say yes. It’s a winning move 
for everyone.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K”  
in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory 
wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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alice josephine kerrigan connelly Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller

The Storyteller

Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to 
her grandchildren, was born on November 
7, 1897, in Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. She 
married John Henry Connelly in 1918 and 
was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she 
remained the heart of  a close-knit family 
whose children and grandchildren never 
doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing 
personality with a spark that naturally drew 
people to her. She loved family gatherings, 
delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing 
a family memory, delivering a well-timed 
remark, or simply making others laugh, she 
brought warmth, humor, and energy wherever 
she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle 
Charlie and Aunt Pat in their home in 
Montvale, New Jersey. She also spent time 
visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement 
that allowed her to remain closely connected 
to her family rather than living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether 
she was at home or visiting family, her dress 
was neat, her hair carefully done, and she 
carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer 
who loved the spotlight. She had an instinct 
for timing and genuinely enjoyed having an 
audience. Family gatherings became her little 
stage, where stories, memories, and playful 
observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-
sounding remark—usually directed toward 
one of  her daughters-in-law—that stirred the 
conversation just enough to keep everyone 
smiling. Somehow, she always managed to 
smile her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her 
personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she 
quietly asked for some bread. Looking into 
the basket she said, “I’ll be okay with eating 
the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny 
eat only the crust. Someone immediately 
went into the kitchen and returned 
with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew 
exactly how to get everyone’s attention 
without ever asking directly. It was vintage 
Nanny—part storyteller, part actress, and 
completely charming.
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An original held document of  Alice Josephine Kerrigan’s Baptism 
from December 13, 1897

Alice Kerrigan Connelly with three of  her grandchildren— 
Matt, Mariann, and Marge—at Aunt Eleanor’s house.

Later in life, when Nanny wanted a different living 
arrangement, my father worked together with his brothers 
and sister to establish her in a one-bedroom apartment in 
Harleysville, Pennsylvania. Living there placed her just down 
the street from her son Jack and close to her sons Ted and 
Bill. Each of  her children contributed fifty dollars every 
month toward her apartment. It was a beautiful expression 
of  gratitude from children who never forgot everything their 
mother had done for them.

Her apartment quickly became another gathering place for 
the family.

There always seemed to be a pot of  fresh coffee brewing and 
bacon already cooked if  my father happened to stop by. She 
loved to bake, and one of  our family favorites was her orange 
cake, a recipe that became part of  our family’s traditions.

Many of  her recipes lived on through my mother. Shirley 
made Nanny’s mashed potatoes and coleslaw exactly the way 
she had been taught, preserving flavors that connected one 
generation to the next.

Anyone visiting Nanny’s apartment immediately 
noticed the bowl of  butter mints sitting on the coffee 
table. They were always there, waiting for visitors, 
especially grandchildren.

Her faith was an important part of  her life. Hanging 
in her bedroom was a familiar picture of  Jesus 
whose eyes seemed to follow you wherever you stood 
in the room. Like many children and grandchildren, 
I quietly noticed that picture every time I visited.

Nanny remained especially close to her slightly older 
sister, Grace. Alice was the youngest of  her family, 
and by later life nearly all of  her brothers and sisters 
had passed away except Grace. Their lifelong bond 
was something our family always admired.

One of  the simplest—and most memorable—treats 
she made for her grandchildren was a slice of  fresh 
white bread spread generously with soft butter and 
sprinkled with sugar. Today it sounds unusual, but 
at the time it was simply “Nanny’s snack.” Looking 
back, it was probably a tradition born during the 
Depression years, when simple ingredients became 
cherished comforts.

When I think of  Nanny today, I don’t first 
remember census records or dates.

I remember walking through her door.

There was coffee brewing, bacon waiting in the 
kitchen, butter mints on the table, stories ready to 
be told, and a grandmother whose warmth made 
every visit feel special.

She possessed a rare gift. She made people feel 
welcome. Whether through a story, a smile, a slice 
of  orange cake, or a simple piece of  bread with 
butter and sugar, she created an atmosphere where 
family gathered naturally and laughter came easily.

That is the legacy she left—not simply that she 
lived from 1897 to 1981, but that she created 
a family culture of  warmth, kindness, humor, 
hospitality, and belonging that continues through 
her children, grandchildren, and generations yet 
to come.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of  her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.
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An original held document of Alice Josephine Kerrigan’s Baptism from
December 13, 1897

Later in life, when Nanny wanted a different
living arrangement, my father worked
together with his brothers and sister to
establish her in a one-bedroom apartment in
Harleysville, Pennsylvania. Living there
placed her just down the street from her son
Jack and close to her sons Ted and Bill. Each
of her children contributed fifty dollars every
month toward her apartment. It was a
beautiful expression of gratitude from
children who never forgot everything their
mother had done for them.

Her apartment quickly became another
gathering place for the family.

There always seemed to be a pot of fresh
coffee brewing and bacon already cooked if
my father happened to stop by. She loved to
bake, and one of our family favorites was her
orange cake, a recipe that became part of
our family’s traditions.

Many of her recipes lived on through my
mother. Shirley made Nanny’s mashed
potatoes and coleslaw exactly the way she
had been taught, preserving flavors that
connected one generation to the next.

Anyone visiting Nanny’s apartment immediately
noticed the bowl of butter mints sitting on the
coffee table. They were always there, waiting for
visitors, especially grandchildren.

Her faith was an important part of her life.
Hanging in her bedroom was a familiar picture of
Jesus whose eyes seemed to follow you wherever
you stood in the room. Like many children and
grandchildren, I quietly noticed that picture every
time I visited.

Nanny remained especially close to her slightly
older sister, Grace. Alice was the youngest of her
family, and by later life nearly all of her brothers
and sisters had passed away except Grace. Their
lifelong bond was something our family
always admired.

One of the simplest—and most
memorable—treats she made for her
grandchildren was a slice of fresh white bread
spread generously with soft butter and sprinkled
with sugar. Today it sounds unusual, but at the
time it was simply “Nanny’s snack.” Looking
back, it was probably a tradition born during the
Depression years, when simple ingredients
became cherished comforts.

When I think of Nanny today, I don’t first
remember census records or dates.

I remember walking through her door.

There was coffee brewing, bacon waiting in the
kitchen, butter mints on the table, stories ready to be
told, and a grandmother whose warmth made every
visit feel special.

She possessed a rare gift. She made people feel
welcome. Whether through a story, a smile, a slice of
orange cake, or a simple piece of bread with butter
and sugar, she created an atmosphere where family
gathered naturally and laughter came easily.

That is the legacy she left—not simply that she lived
from 1897 to 1981, but that she created a family
culture of warmth, kindness, humor, hospitality, and
belonging that continues through her children,
grandchildren, and generations yet to come.

Alice Kerrigan Connelly with three of her grandchildren— Matt, Mariann, and
Marge—at Aunt Eleanor’s house.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.

{   K E R R I G A N CONNELLY  }I R I S H  S I D E p.263

Alice | Concept D / Portrait and facing narrative 

ALICE  |  REVIEW PAGE 9 OF 13ALICE  |  REVIEW PAGE 6 OF 12

Portrait Study 4

Concept D / Charcoal and Cream / Portrait and Facing Narrative

ALICE  |  REVIEW PAGE 6 OF 11ALICE  |  REVIEW PAGE 9 OF 11



Concept D - Charcoal and cream

Alice | Concept D / Portrait-left alternative / Carry Away

LIVES REFLECTING UPWARDS | CONCEPT D

Alice | Concept D

Portrait-left alternative / Carry Away

D | Review page 13 of 25

Four Generations Remembered

Alice Kerrigan Connelly’s obituary connects several 
generations of  the family. It recalls her parents, William 
and Hannah Kerrigan, and their Bryn Mawr livery 
business, which delivered coal to Bryn Mawr College 
and Bryn Mawr Hospital. It also names her great-
grandfather Patrick Kerrigan, Kerrigan Lane, and the 
children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who 
continued the family story.

C A R R Y  A W AY

There is never a bad time to have a good 
cup of  coffee at the kitchen table. It’s an 
opportunity to relax, talk, and spend time 
together. And if  someone asks, “Do you 
want a slice of  cake with your coffee?” say 
yes. It’s a winning move for everyone.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

The Storyteller
Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her 
grandchildren, was born on November 7, 1897, in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry Connelly 
in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young 
woman. Despite the hardships she faced, she remained 
the heart of  a close-knit family whose children and 
grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a 
spark that naturally drew people to her. She loved family 
gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and enjoyed the 
little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family 
memory, delivering a well-timed remark, or simply 
making others laugh, she brought warmth, humor, and 
energy wherever she went.

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.

She was always impeccably dressed. Whether she was 
at home or visiting family, her dress was neat, her hair 
carefully done, and she carried herself  with quiet dignity. 
Looking back, she always seemed put together.

Nanny was a gifted storyteller, an entertainer who 
loved the spotlight. She had an instinct for timing and 
genuinely enjoyed having an audience. Family gatherings 
became her little stage, where stories, memories, and 
playful observations brought everyone together. Every 
now and then she would make an innocent-sounding 
remark—usually directed toward one of  her daughters-
in-law—that stirred the conversation just enough to keep 
everyone smiling. Somehow, she always managed to smile 
her way out of  it.

One family dinner captured her personality perfectly.

When the breadbasket was nearly empty, she quietly 
asked for some bread. Looking into the basket she said, 
“I’ll be okay with eating the crust.”

Of  course, no one was about to let Nanny eat only the 
crust. Someone immediately went into the kitchen and 
returned with a fresh basket of  bread. She knew exactly 
how to get everyone’s attention without ever asking 
directly. It was vintage Nanny—part storyteller, part 
actress, and completely charming.
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The Storyteller

For many years, Nanny lived with Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Pat in their home in Montvale, New Jersey. She 
also spent time visiting her daughter, Aunt Eleanor, in 
Ridgefield. It was a wonderful arrangement that allowed 
her to remain closely connected to her family rather than 
living alone.
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Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly
NOVEMBER 7, 1897 – MAY 16, 1981  /  GRANDMOTHER

Alice Connelly, known simply as “Nanny” to her grandchildren, was born on
November 7, 1897, in Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. She married John Henry
Connelly in 1918 and was widowed while still a relatively young woman. Despite
the hardships she faced, she remained the heart of a close-knit family whose
children and grandchildren never doubted they were loved.

Nanny possessed a warm, outgoing personality with a spark that naturally drew
people to her. She loved family gatherings, delighted in telling stories, and
enjoyed the little stage they provided. Whether sharing a family memory,
delivering a well-timed remark, or simply making others laugh, she brought
warmth, humor, and energy wherever she went.

Alice Josephine Kerrigan Connelly “Alice K” in front of her door, behind her was a Victory wreath made by her son, John E. Connelly.
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