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THE STORY BEHIND GALWAY'S NAME CHANGE 
According to W. Bronson Taylor, who wrote a history of Galway, the first 

settlement here was in 1774  by  ten  families  who  came from Galloway, 

Scotland.  

It is not 

surprising 

then that 

they called 

the place 

"Galloway" 

after their 

place of 

origin, as 

can be 

seen from 

the photo 

here. 

"Galloway" was being used fifteen years 

later in 1789 when the Second Baptist 

Church of Galloway was formed. 

  

So how did the change to "Galway" come 

about? The story is that an Irish clerk is to 

blame.  He entered "Galway," which is the 

name of an Irish city, into an official 

document and it has been Galway ever 

since. How is that for the luck of the 

Irish? 

 

       Good news for you to peruse  

Free – take one 



ABOUT Life in Galway 

 

Hi! I am Wayne Brandow. My wife, Martha, and I have 

lived in Galway for 33 years.  We came in 1977 when I 

accepted the call to the Bible Baptist Church of 

Galway at the age of 25!  Our two oldest daughters are 

31 and 29. Being so young, I am amazed that the 

church called me. 

 

We love Galway. Its quaint setting, good neighbors, and friendly 

residents made it a great place to raise a family. We have three 

daughters. Two are now married and live in South Carolina and the 

youngest, still at home, just graduated with an Associate's Degree and is 

working in the field that she loves.     

 

Church, family, the pursuit of a graduate degree in the 90s, plus working 

in the Post Office to supplement my church salary have all kept us very 

busy. Now that child rearing is past we'd like to get to know you better.  

As a pastor, I'd like to be of help not only to the church, but to you as 

well. It is for this reason that I decided to write Life in Galway. 

 

In Life in Galway, I would like to celebrate 

the good people of Galway and the special 

quality of life in our small town as well as 

reach out to you as a friend and a pastor. 

Maybe it should have been called, People 

and Stories of Galway. I will let you decide. 

If you have a Galway item of interest (story 

of a person or event), please contact me at 

882-6387. 
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I just walked down to the corner store to get creamer 

for coffee. On the Methodist Church billboard: 

Forecast Today: God reigns and the Son shines!   
                                                   life in Galway, May 10, 2010 



A GOOD NEIGHBOR 
It wasn't long after our arrival in Galway that a storm passed through. As 

sometimes happens, the power went out, and in the darkness Martha 

and I heard a knock on the door. There, with lit kerosene lamp in hand, 

was our neighbor, Everett Hartman.  He had brought the lamp over to us 

for our use. I will never forget his thoughtfulness.  

 

This was but the beginning of his kindness to us. Over the years, if 

something wasn't working quite right (the furnace, the water heater, the 

water pump, bats flying in the house) Martha or the girls would say, "Why 

don't you ask Mr. Hartman."   

 

Over would come Ev, with his store of Yankee know-how. There wasn't 

anything that he didn't know something about. He was a lot like my 

grandfather, not only handy around the house, but full of homespun 

sayings. He would quip that he was a "jack of all trades but master of 

none."   

 

The first winter here it got remarkably warm in February and being tired 

of the cold, I asked him if winter was about over. Ev just laughed.  We 

had such good times of conversation when the weather would break and 

we'd just be standing out in the yard talking and being neighborly.  

 

Here are a few of his sayings. Whenever the snow failed to arrive in 

December, he said, "Green Christmas, full hospital."  He told me many 

times with a twinkle in his eye, "The Good Lord loves fools and little 

children, and you know that I'm not a child."   His house was between the  

Methodist  and Baptist parsonages, so he'd have ministers on both sides. 

His comment on this was, "I'm a rose between two thorns."  

 

In addition to sayings, Ev loved poetry. One time he quoted a whimsical 

poem to me he had learned when he was young. I couldn't believe how 

long it was.  
 

Everett Hartman was of German descent. He grew up in Schenectady. 

He'd tell me tales of horse drawn wagons and working beside his father 

as a  carpenter.  He  served his country during  the Korean War,  building  
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airstrips in the service. After his military tour of duty, he married a 

beautiful Italian girl, Connie. Together they had two boys: Bill and Bob, 

and a daughter, Lisa. We came to Galway when Lisa, their youngest 

child, was in her last years of Galway High School. What a family! The 

children all adore their parents. It is a close knit family.  

 

During the course of his life, Ev 

was a policeman and afterward 

worked at GE.  Upon retirement, 

he used his woodworking skills 

to make beautiful wooden 

pictures. The craft is called 

marquetry. Hanging in my study 

is a marquetry picture of the 

Bible Baptist Church that he 

made in 1993. 

 

Ev was known community wide for coaching baseball. I asked him if he 

played ball in high school. He said no! He had not played ball.  I asked, 

"How did you become a coach?" He responded that one day while 

painting 

his house, 

a person 

who was 

coaching 

his son's 

baseball 

team said 

Galway 

was going 

to have to 

forfeit the 

game 

because it 

did not 

have an umpire. When asked if he would umpire, Ev said that he had 

never umpired in his life. Being talked into the task,  Ev umpired that day 
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Coach Hartman, 1995 

 



and he loved it so much he that over the years he went from being an 

umpire to being a coach. Hundreds of boys in Galway can be grateful for 

the day Ev was asked to leave his painting for baseball. 

 

As my parents lived in Florida, one of my daughters, Heather, the 

tomboy of our girls, enjoyed hanging out with Mr. Hartman when he was 

working in the garden. He became like a grandfather to her. I'll never 

forget the day when Heather was chasing her older sister, Joy with a 

worm or bug of some sort from Mr. Hartman's garden. I can still hear the 

laughter, and the screaming. O the joys of little children! 

 

Another great memory was made the day I officiated at the wedding of 

Ev and Connie's son, Bill. The wedding took place at dawn on 

Sacandaga Lake in a large paddlewheel boat.  We set out while it was 

still dark. As the sun was rising the vows were exchanged. Then the boat 

scurried back to the dock to drop me off as I had to go to work in the 

Post Office. I am also a letter carrier in Schenectady.  I went up to the 

bridge and changed out of my suit and tie and put on my postal uniform. I 

felt like Clark Kent running into a telephone booth only to emerge as 

Superman.  It was definitely a funny moment! Everyone laughed at the 

transformation. After dropping me off, the boat went back out on the lake.  

 

Everett has survived many hardships in his life: a heart attack, cancer, 

and a car accident that nearly took Connie and his life on Sacandaga 

Road south of Route 67. It wasn't long after the car accident that the 

Hartmans sold their house and in moved a delightful young couple, Mark 

and Kelly Boudreau. The Hartmans moved to Greens Corners Road. 

Their children, now all married, live in the area.  

 

Ev is now at Maplewood Manor and is facing one more challenge, 

Parkinson's disease. He has got to be one of the most memorable 

persons that I've ever known. I'm glad this little booklet is now introducing 

you to one of Galway's finest. 

 

 

The only way to have a friend is to be one. 
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SUMMER DELIGHT!  

 

One of the long awaited moments 

of summer is the day Hume J. 

Donnan, drops of a bag of freshly 

picked corn at the parsonage. 

From that morning on, we know 

that its corn season, and we can 

pick up more at Galway Market 

while the season lasts until the last of the corn is picked.  Hugh picks 

fresh corn every morning and takes it to the market. Any left-over corn is 

taken home to feed the animals. It has got to be the best sweet corn we 

have ever eaten. This is definitely a summer treat you do not 

want to miss!  

 

A GLIMPSE OF THE PAST . . . The Donnans, August 1, 1986  
 

 

Courtesy of The Daily Gazette (Schenectady) 
 

Page six 



NO PLACE LIKE HOME 
 

"How long have you lived in 

Galway?" I recently asked 

David Sherman. He told 

me, "Sixty-three years!" 

"No. kidding," I responded.  

I then asked, "How old are 

you?"  He smiled, as usual, and said "Sixty-three years!"  If you don't 

know Dave, he can usually be found at Galway Market in the morning 

with a cup of coffee in his hand.  

 

There are those who are the real "locals" of Galway, that is, families who 

have lived here for generations; the Donnans, the McChesneys, etc. 

However, many, like myself, have come to Galway from other places. A 

few live and work within the town, but there are an increasing number 

who work in the surrounding cities, who commute to work and who live in 

Galway.  This is making for a change in village life. Some have labeled 

the change that is taking place, "rurban," discarding the term rural for one 

that combines the words "rural" and "urban."  

 

Maybe you have heard of city-slickers who have moved to the country for 

its beauty and serenity, who have taken offense at the barnyard smells of 

farmers spreading manure on their fields. Thankfully, I haven't heard of 

such a complaint here. Maybe, it is because there are so few farms. 

Urban expectations do, however, bring about changes in rural life.  If a 

person looks at their home as the perfect get-away from the demands of 

the work week, it makes it easier to be disconnected from community, 

unlike other days when both work and home were in the same place. 

 

Bumping into "Dusty" Rhodes at the post office the other day, we got to 

talking about this trend towards "rurban," and he shared with me an 

interesting fact about how many new folks moving in get to know their 

neighbors through many of Galway's volunteer organizations. 

 

There are many ways for Galway residents to connect. Young families 

tend to meet each other through their children's  school activities. There 

are other ways, such as volunteer organizations ( Lions Club, Lionesses,  
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Galway Fire Department, Galway Ambulance, Galway Players, Galway 

Library, Galway Preservation Society, Senior Citizens, etc) and churches 

(of which there are many for such a small town). To counter this 

tendency to be disconnected is one of the aims of this booklet. Hopefully, 

if you are a new resident, you will get to know some of your neighbors 

and interesting facts about Galway. 

 

Let's get back to the topic 

of home, as you have 

made Galway your home. 

Martha and I have raised 

three daughters here. 

Our greatest riches are 

not found in the few items 

we have managed to 

purchase over the years. 

These tend to wear out 

and get discarded. Our 

greatest treasures are to 

be found in our memories of good times with family and friends here in 

Galway. One of the best things about living in the same place is that our 

children can come home, home to their memories! The same picture of 

Jonathan Edwards hangs over the fireplace mantel that was there when 

they played with their toys on the living room floor. The same backyard 

(missing a swing set) is there to greet them. The same sub or pizza can 

be purchased at Galway Market. Like your family, we Brandows, have 

our own Christmas traditions that make the holiday distinctively ours. 

Coming home is to reconnect the past with the present.  

 

Galway, to me, has this special quality. It is what you might call the   

"historical present". Our house was built in the 1830s. The molding and  

the wide plank floors give us a connection with days gone by. When I 

stand behind the pulpit to preach and look over the congregation, 

knowing that the church is 221 years old and the building itself pre-dates 

the American Civil war by twenty years, I can't help but think of those 

farmers and merchants who lived here in Galway and the preachers who 

opened up God's word to them in the past.  There is such a connection 

to the past here. 
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~Alv''' 

  

At home in Galway! What does that mean for me? It is the inner calm 

that comes from the familiar. Life here is like a row boat safely moored to 

a dock in Galway Lake. The waves gently lap at its side, but the boat isn't 

going anywhere, as it is securely tied.  There can be chaotic times, but 

for the most part, each day dawns and sets with tranquil regularity. It is  

easy after a busy day of work on a summer day, to just relax on the 

rockers on the front porch and say, "This is really living, this life in 

Galway. Ahh, there is no place like home!" 

 

The longing that we all have for belonging and our 

desire to be tied to a place, to have a place to call 

home . . . and the desire to have a sense of inner 

peace in which everything is working the way it 

should be, is what the Hebrew word "Shalom" is all about. It is a God 

given desire that only He can meet. 

 

You may be like us. We've been in Galway for a long time. Our roots 

have had time to grow deep. We haven't been transplanted often like 

military families who move every few years. But even Galway, with all its 

fond memories, will not be our home forever. Our life here in this world is 

temporary. We are all as seasonal as this year's crop. If I lived my entire 

life here in Galway, there will come a day when I leave it. This is the way 

it is. People have come and gone from Galway since the days of its first 

settlement. Generations have come and gone. Many venerable Galway 

houses have seen this turn-over. People in Galway have lived and died, 

and if stories of their lives were not written down or passed down to their 

offspring, their memories of Galway, would have died with them. 

 

Such is life.  The Bible says. 'What is your life? You are a mist that 

appears for a little while and then vanishes." (James 4:14 b).  Life's span 

in the big picture of things, is like your breath made visible on a cold 

winter's morning. In this world we have no abiding address. One day our 

correspondence will be returned and marked "deceased." One day we 

will live here no longer.  Are you ready for the movers?  That moment 

may occur at any time.  

 
Jesus, on the eve before His death, told His disciples not to be troubled. 

Although He would depart from them through death, Jesus told them that  
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prepare a place for them. They were going to have a new home with him 

in heaven. Dear Reader, Jesus is the ONLY way to get there! 

 

John 14:1-6 1 "Let not your hearts be troubled. Believe in God; believe also in 

me. 2 In my Father's house are many rooms. If it were not so, would I have told 

you that I go to prepare a place for you? 3 And if I go and prepare a place for 

you,  I will come again  and will take you to myself, that  where  I am you  may be  

also. 4 And you know the way to where I am going." 5 Thomas said to him, "Lord,  

we do not know where you are going. How can we know the way?" 6 Jesus said 

to him, "I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father 

except through me. (English Standard Version) 

 

Jesus spoke these words on the eve of His departure from this world. He 

came from heaven and to heaven He was returning. Why did He come in 

the first place?  Here it is in this text! Jesus came on a benevolent 

mission. He came to prepare a way for us. What was the way? It was the 

way back to heaven and favor with God.  

 

We have all strayed from God. Our willful defiance posed a problem to 

the Holiness of God. Justice must be carried out. The soul that sins shall 

die. The amazing grace of God is this that God would become man, live 

a sinless life, and die in our place. At the cross justice and mercy kiss! As 

a result of Christ's coming, living, and dying for us, the standard of God 

was not lowered and the love of God was extended.   

 

That God would take an interest in you and I and seek to rescue us is 

truly amazing. It is amazing grace! Have you thought that God was 

against you?  I have Good News, there is no one who cares for you more 

than God. He can untangle the messes we get into in this life, and there 

is nothing to compare with the welcome that will be found in heaven, the 

home that He has prepared. Why push God away any longer?  Hear the 

invitation of Jesus, " Come to me, all who labor and are heavy laden, and 

I will give you rest.  Take my yoke upon you, and learn from me, for I am 

gentle and lowly in heart, and you will find rest for your souls.  For my 

yoke is easy, and my burden is light." (Mat 11:28-30). 
 

Amazing Grace, How Sweet the Sound! 
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IN THE NEXT ISSUE 
 

 Another Galway resident will be highlighted 
 More interesting articles about Galway 
 A new feature "From the Pastor's Study" an exposition of a 

passage from the Bible.  
 
Originally I had planned to carry "From the Pastor's Study" in this 

issue and it was in my first draft.  A fellow postal employee read 

it and said that it was her favorite article.  She had read Jesus'  

Parable of the Sower before, but now it made sense. 
                       
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
AN INVITATION 

We would be delighted to have you as 

a guest.  Sunday morning worship is at  

11 AM. It is a quiet, reverent service with 

traditional hymns, Scripture reading, 

prayer, and preaching from the Bible.  

 

Can I help you in any way?   

Please give me a call  (518) 882-6387, 

E-mail me at wrbrandow@yahoo.com  or 

write to: Pastor Wayne Brandow 

             Bible Baptist Church of Galway                   

             PO Box 112 

             Galway, NY 12074 

 

Church website: www.galwaybaptist,com 
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                       Life in Galway 
 

 

 

Would you like to comment? The articles in this paper can be found in 

the blog http://lifeingalway.wordpress.com .  I am  looking for stories and 

photos of Galway's people and events.  Do you know an interesting fact 

of a Galway individual?  For example: A Galway resident who witnessed 

first-hand the flash from an atomic bomb blast? A person who was an 

instructor at the Naval Academy? (There are Galway residents who have 

actually had these experiences. Maybe, I can get them to share them 

with you) If so, let me know.   

 

Please know that it It is okay to challenge or question an article in the 

blog, but no comments will be posted that use profanity, or denigrate 

another person.  This site seeks to be wholesome, uplifting, and positive. 

The goal is to see the best in others and reminisce about the good.    

 

Please note: Being a pastor, this site will also touch upon Christian 

themes, as I endeavor to live to please my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 

If we differ, I am sure that you will show good breeding and a measure of 

tolerance to me your Christian neighbor, as I bear no ill will to those 

whom I differ with. Having said all this, let us get on with the business of 

celebrating our shared sense of community and get to know and 

appreciate each other in our Life in Galway.  

 

 Sincerely yours. 

Wayne R. Brandow, editor, and your neighbor 

 

 

Hopefully, Life in Galway will be published quarterly. The Fall issue will 

be out soon! 
 

Good news for you to peruse  

http://lifeingalway.wordpress.com/

