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Note 
 

The original document that Don DeWitt authored was typed before the advent of 

computers and word processors.  My copy of this document was bound in a three ring 

loose leaf notebook and exceeded 235 pages in length.  In order to hopefully preserve this 

document for future generations, I have decided to re-type it using a word processor and 

to store it digitally on CD’s.  Consideration was given to OCR scanning the original 

document but upon a trial, it was determined that the number of errors generated were 

unsatisfactory.  Also considered, was image scanning of the document.  However the 

resultant size of the document would have been excessive and the document would have 

had to be stored as a series of large image files.   

Since the original document did not have a title page, I chose the title to be most 

representative of the subject of this document.  My copy of the document also contained a 

number of poor quality photo copied images.  I have scanned those images and included 

them in the appendix.  I have also occasionally added minor clarification to the text of 

this document.  These clarifications have been italicized and enclosed in parenthesis to 

distinguish them from the original document. 

Finally, the original document had a number of correction/replacement pages.  In 

this document, only the final (most recent) version of those pages was included. 
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FOREWORD 

 
 This story is true.  The names, dates, places and incidents are true to the best of 

my knowledge and belief.  The story is primarily that of my father and mother, Henry 

Arthur DeWitt and Annie Louse (Smithwick) DeWitt, and the early years of their 

marriage and their life together on a homestead in Western Nebraska. It is a story of 

unbelievable hardships and trials faced with courage and determination.  Together, they 

built a home from the bare, unyielding earth and sought to raise their children.  

Contemporary events, such as the “Battle of Wounded Knee”, will be known to 

most readers.  On that night, with the temperature at minus twenty degrees, Annie was 

alone with her baby in a sod house on open prairies only a few miles distant from the 

massacre, while Arthur was away cutting firewood, camped on the banks of the frozen 

Niobrara River.   

 I was born much later, when my parents were in their forties, and my memory of 

them is somewhat dimmed through the passage of time.  Some of the story came to me 

from my brother, Ashley.  I have gathered facts from other sources as well, traveling 

three times to my mother’s birthplace in Ireland and once to the homestead where two of 

my sisters lie buried.   

 I have written this story in hope of passing on to others, who live in less troubled 

times, knowledge of these two brave people who preceded us and who accomplished 

things which we, their descendants, may recall and point to with pride. 

 

 
 

Donald Robert Smithwick DeWitt 
 

Fullerton, California. 1981 
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Chapter 1 - Charleston, 1861 – 1865 

 
 The evening of April 11, 1861, Gabriel DeWitt was pacing the floor, aware that 

events of tremendous importance were unfolding.  Stopping occasionally, he’d pound his 

tightly clenched right fist into the palm of his left hand.  He was a man of a violent 

temper but not one given to profanity.  He’d spent most of the day with associates, all 

men with similar convictions.  Rebels, all of them, but none more than he, who’d walked 

the streets of Charleston that day, could be more firmly dedicated to the cause of the 

Sought.  Yes, he told himself, a man must know where he stood and be ready to risk his 

life and all his worldly wealth if necessary.  This was essential and Gabriel stood willing 

to make such sacrifices if only to see matters brought to a head and the issue settled. 

 Delegates from six southern states had assembled in Montgomery in February and 

adopted a provisional constitution.  North Carolina was the only state opposed.  North 

Carolina was for compromise.  There was no longer any room for compromise.  South 

Carolina had been the first state to secede, and Gabriel’d always be proud of that.  The 

time had arrived for those afraid to fight to get out of the Federation.  Let there be no 

weak links in the chain.  Our cause is right and if we stand together we’ll see a quick end 

to the war and victory ours.  General Beauregard, who’d taken command of the renegade 

forces in the Charleston area, had that very day called upon Major Anderson, the 

commander of the garrison of regular army solders within Fort Sumter, in Charleston 

Harbor, to surrender. 

 “Whatever happens, my dear, rest assured that Beauregard will do whatever is 

right.”  Gabriel was speaking to Euphrosine, his wife, who was getting their two-year-old 

son, Arthur, ready for bed. 

 “I’m sick of it all,” she wearily responded.  “There’s trouble everywhere in the 

world today.  Why must we have war?”  She was tired of Gabriel’s endless orations and 

she was worried.  She, more that Gabriel, sensed the risks in this rash demand of their 

general.  She knew how much their little family stood to lose. 

 “It had come.  We should rejoice,” Gabriel continued.  “If the Federalists wanted 

the slaves freed why didn’t they go about it in the right manner?  We’re reasonable 
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people.  We wouldn’t ask them to turn their horses free.  Let them buy the slaves, if they 

want them, and ship them back to Africa.  We’ve already agreed to stop further 

importations, but they wouldn’t accept that.  They’ve been utterly unreasonable in the 

matter.” 

 Euphrosine would say no more.  Gabriel was proud and always difficult.  It was 

useless to try to sway him.  After all, maybe he was right.   He was a native Southerner 

whose heritage was instilled deeply within him.  She, on the other hand, was a newcomer, 

a woman who’d arrived in America from France unable to speak more than a half-dozen 

words in English.  In the ten years of their marriage she’d come to doubt the wisdom of 

some of the things he’d done, but she owed him her loyalty, now, as his wife.  If war 

must come they must stand together.  Besides, what mattered her opinion or its effect on 

events now occurring?  She could do nothing to change the course of history.  Better, by 

far, that she do what she could to make life bearable for herself and little Arthur.  Gabriel 

was a man now thirty-seven years of age, a man who’d had his ups and downs.  He was a 

man of small physical stature who took strides like a giant, a man with an excellent 

vocabulary, fastidious in his dress.  An authoritarian, he was not to be questioned once he 

had made a decision.  Yet he seemed insecure, with an inner knowledge of weaknesses he 

could not face.  There was still time for him to recover from past misfortunes and rise to 

the position in life he believed was rightfully his.  These points had all been evident when 

he and Euphrosine first met.  She had accepted them.  He hadn’t changed, but she had. 

 Gabriel bas born on his father’s plantation about sixty miles outside of 

Charleston, on January 1, 1824, the only son of Martin DeWitt and Sarah Potts.  He was 

destined to take over the plantation.  Martin was a good businessman and under his 

management the plantation had prospered.  However, Martin and Sarah were both killed 

by lightning when Gabriel was five, leaving Gabriel and a sister, Bettsey, orphans.  The 

man Martin named in his will to serve as guardian was dishonest.  The boy was placed in 

a seminary to study for the ministry and remained there until he was twenty-one.  By that 

time the estate had all but vanished through misappropriation of funds and 

mismanagement.  Bettsey had been adopted by a family that had moved to Kentucky and 

was never heard from again. 
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 Gabriel had no desire to be a minister.  He was ambitious to rebuild the family 

fortune and be active in political life in the South.  He had thought his marriage to 

Euphrosine would further his progress toward these ends.   

 Euphrosine and a younger sister had come to America and opened a private 

school in Charleston.  Euphrosine was charmed by the manners of Gabriel and quickly 

accepted his proposal of marriage.  Her parents had come from Paris for the wedding, 

which was celebrated on Thursday, the 20th of November, 1851, in the cathedral of 

Charleston by the Rt. Rev. J. a. Reynolds, Bishop of the Dioceses of Charleston.  

Euphrosine was a devout Catholic, while Gabriel professed to have no religion.  “I have 

no use for churches,” he told Euphrosine.  “I had my fill of that sort of thing in the 

seminary.  I can live without them.” 

 With financial aid from Euphrosine’s family, Gabriel was now once again making 

headway toward his stated goals.  Euphrosine’s father was Rene’ Casimir Dutrieux, who, 

as a young man, had been an officer in Napoleon’s army.  He’d accompanied Napoleon 

on an expedition to Spain, and while there married Anne Du Vigneau.  It was her money 

that was now helping Gabriel to reestablish himself, with a home in an exclusive 

residential section of Charleston and slaves to do his bidding.  He did have extensive 

knowledge of linen and cotton fabrics and their manufacture, but his salary had never 

been enough to cover the upkeep of his home.  His wife often thought of her family and 

friends in France and wished she might return.    

 “It’s a shame the south doesn’t have a leader of the stature of Napoleon to call 

upon at a critical time like this,” she said, hesitantly. 

 “Hush up that kind of talk,” Gabriel warned her.  “We have such a man in our 

President, Jefferson Davis.  You’re an American now and need to be concerned with 

problems of this country, not think about France.” 

 “Indeed I am concerned.  A war now could destroy all we’ve built for ourselves in 

the past ten years...” 

 “This war!  Bah!  It’s nothing!  The North will collapse within a month.  The 

South will prosper as never before.  We could never succeed so long as we remained 

under the domination of a simpleton like Abraham Lincoln.  It’s better to have it out and 

over with.” 
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 At four-thirty the following morning Gabriel and his household were awakened 

by cannonading which continued intermittently until dawn and on into daylight hours.  

There was no question in anyone’s mind as to what was happening.  Beauregard had 

attacked Fort Sumter.  Wild cheering greeted Gabriel in the streets when he went to the 

harbor to gain a better view of the spectacle.  Two days later Major Anderson 

surrendered.  The long anticipated Civil War had begun. 

 President Lincoln called up troops immediately after the fall of Fort Sumter to put 

down the rebellion.  Virginia, Arkansas and Tennessee quickly joined forces with the 

South, and by the middle of May North Carolina had joined, too.  Col. Robert E. Lee, a 

West Point graduate and brilliant young military officer, resigned his commission in the 

Federal Army to become commander of Virginia troops.  Shortly thereafter he was made 

General of all the Confederate forces.  The early days of the war went exceedingly well 

for the South.  Gabriel’s prediction of a quick victory seemed about to come true.   

 At Euphrosine’s urging, Gabriel delayed joining the army.  “Let the younger men 

go first,” she said.  “You have many responsibilities here.”   

 Ten months later, when it still seemed that the South was winning, he enlisted as a 

private in Company H, Third South Carolina Cavalry.  Euphrosine was in her eighth 

month of pregnancy, but seemed perfectly safe in their home in Charleston.  Gabriel was 

sent immediately to reinforce Confederate forces in eastern Tennessee and never wrote 

home, even though he knew there was no money with which to pay the fighting men and 

that their wives were left to their own resources.  He had full confidence in her ability to 

handle affairs at home. 

 William, their second child, was born on April 2, 1862, the same day that Gabriel 

was wounded while engaged in a minor skirmish with a Northern scouting party at 

Pittsburg Landing, not far from Shilo Church.  He was not sent home.  The war was 

suddenly not going well for the South.  Southerners were falling back on all fronts and 

there was a growing fear in Charleston that the Federal Army would advance against 

Savannah from a beach-head they held at Port Royal.  Living was becoming more 

difficult for Euphrosine.  The South was now cut off from most overseas supplies and her 

parents could no longer provide the financial assistance they’d given in the past.  She 

kept all discouraging thoughts to herself in her frequent letters to Gabriel. 
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 “I’ve open a school in our home,” she wrote when Willie was but four months of 

age.  “There are many people here in Charleston who want their children to learn French.  

After the war we’ll have closer connections with France.  By having the school in our 

home I can keep the two children close at hand.  Arthur will be enrolled as one of the 

pupils.”  Arthur was now five years old.  She and the children were facing far greater 

dangers and privations than was Gabriel, who had been assigned to lighter duties during a 

convalescing period.  Months passed during which she had no word.  The Union Army, 

under General Sherman, advanced to cut the Confederacy into two parts and then began a 

further advance northward from Savannah toward Charleston. 

 On February 17, 1865, the order was given by President Davis that the city of 

Charleston be evacuated.  It was the day the state capitol, at Columbia, was burned by 

roisterous Union troops.  About nine in the morning of the following day, troops of Brig. 

Gen. Schimmelfennig entered the city of Charleston and the city was surrendered by its 

mayor. 

 A Northern report described Charleston that day as “a city of ruins, - silent, 

mournful, in deepest humiliation...  The band was playing ‘Hail, Columbia,’ and the 

strains floated through the desolate city, awakening wild enthusiasm in the hearts of the 

colored people...” 

 Euphrosine had taken the two boys and made her way to Savannah, leaving word 

for Gabriel, should he succeed in returning to his former home, that he would find her 

there. 

 Gabriel returned to Charleston a beaten man.  He wandered through the ruined 

city viewing wagons mired to their axles and abandoned in the muddy streets.  Stores had 

been looted.  Those citizens who remained were huddled in disease-infested, over-

crowded buildings.  The once proud Gabriel stood clothed now in rags, with frozen crusts 

of heavy snow matted in the creases of his coat.  He’d not shaved in weeks.  He watched, 

dazed, as a solder wasted ammunition trying to shoot down a portrait of Jefferson Davis 

that hung on the wall of an empty, deserted cafe.  He sought out the City Hall and found 

its corridors thick with smoke.  But he found there the message from his wife, 

Euphrosine. 
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 It was with difficulty that he made his way to the ruins of his home on a high 

point of land overlooking the Ashley River.   It had been burned to the ground. 

 Gabriel sold the home site and his former plantation for practically nothing and 

proceeded to Savannah to try to find Euphrosine.  She was living with their two boys in 

an abandoned boxcar. 

 “We’ve lost everything,” he told her.  “Charleston is in chaotic condition.  The 

carpetbaggers have arrived and taken over.  It’s unsafe for a lady to walk the streets of the 

city.” 

 “It’s the same here,” she told him.  “Yesterday I was pushed from the sidewalk 

into the gutter by a rowdy group of young Negroes.  They pushed Arthur into the mud.  I 

could do nothing but stand by until they passed.  There was nothing else I could do.” 

 “Niggers!  Dirty, stinking niggers!” Gabriel shouted.  “The niggers will take 

everything.  There’ll be no stopping them now.  I think it best that we leave the South.” 

 Euphrosine, for once, agreed. 
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Chapter 2 – Cottage Ballynillard, 1880 

 

 A cold, early winter rain was blowing in off the North Atlantic.  Not a heavy rain, 

but steady, without letup.  There’d been no break in the overcast skies for a week or 

longer.  It was the sort of weather to be expected at this time of the year and Annie 

Smithwick accepted it without complaint.  This was Ireland and Ireland was her home 

and birthplace.  She’d never been farther away than Killarney, where she’d gone to a 

girls’ finishing school.  The weather was milder there.  The school was inland a few miles 

from the coast and sheltered by hills that bordered a lake.  Old timers said the warmer 

waters of the Gulf Stream made the difference.  It’s a part of Ireland where it seldom 

snows and where the vegetation is lush and the wild fuchas grow six feet tall.  “Bleeding 

hearts,” the girls called them.  They’d probably be blooming there in another month or so. 

 Tipperary was not like that.  The wind here comes in off the Shannon Estuary and 

over the desolate, rocky hills of County Clare.  This was the homeland of the O’Dwyers 

and the McNamaras, the Burkes and the O’Hefferans.  A heartier breed of people, Annie 

had concluded.  These were people who could withstand the privations and hardships and 

still stand proud and firm.  They always had, through all the “troubles.”  Smithwick was 

not an Irish name and stamped her as a foreigner, but Annie was not one bit ashamed of 

it.  She did, in fact, take pride in the name.  Besides, the countryside all knew her mother 

as a Fennessy, a native Irish name and one of the best.  The Fennessys had been here 

from before the time of St. Patrick.  No one could know for sure about names and it 

shouldn’t be making that much difference anyway. 

 Annie wasn’t thinking this morning about the weather or about names.  Her mind 

was in turmoil over something else, something vastly more important for her, a turning 

point in her life.  Today was her birthday and a critical one.  It was Sunday.  She’d 

harnessed her pony to drive over the long twisted country road to early Mass in 

Mitchelstown.  She’d have preferred putting her fine new English riding saddle on this 

spirited animal and taking off across the hills and through the Glen of Aherlow to the 

church, but from today on she could no longer do such unladylike things.  An adult now, 

she must wear the rustling petticoats and black taffeta dresses that women wore, the high 

black leather button shoes, and, of course, a corset and a bustle.  She didn’t see the need  
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for all this, except that for Mass she knew her head must be covered.  A black knit shawl 

would take care of that and give a welcome measure of comfort in the cold stone church.  

Her own parish church was St. Michael’s, in Tipperary, and much closer, but today she 

had time to spare and wanted the longer drive.  It meant more time to compose her 

thoughts and how best to express them.  She’d left word that she wanted to talk with her 

mother after she returned from Mass. 

 The Smithwick household was unlike that of most Irish families in the south of 

Ireland in 1880.  It was unlike that of most of Annie’s friends and it was nothing like her 

mother’s family.  Robert Henry Smithwick, Esq., considered himself an Englishman.  He 

was not wealthy, but clung to a cast system that placed him comfortable above his Irish 

neighbors.  This was the way he’d been raised and this was the way he wanted it to 

remain.  There was no close relationship between children and parents.  Maria, Annie’s 

mother, was by nature a kindly person who found it best to submit to the many 

restrictions placed upon her by her husband.  She had, for example, never in the twenty-

five years of her married life so much as once set foot inside her own kitchen.  The 

children had been raised by servants.  As little folks, they’d learned there would be a few 

minutes each evening with their parents.  That would be all.  The reminder of the time 

was like being in a world without them. 

 Annie, the oldest of the girls, had helped raise the younger ones.  She was their 

other mother and accepted her responsibilities willingly.   

 Today, however, on her twenty-first birthday, she was paying a morning call upon 

her mother in the heavily draped, musty-smelling upper living room of the ancient stone 

house that had since her birth been her only home.  An aristocratic-appearing old lady 

with white hair, Maria sat crocheting before some smoldering embers in a large open 

hearth. 

 “Bless you child, and ‘tis glad I am you came this morning to see me.”  She set 

aside her needlework and looked intently at Annie, who’d seated herself on the floor with 

her back to the fire.  “Sure and I know what’s troublin’ y’ but let’s hear it said.  ‘Twill 

help clear your thoughts to express them.”   

“Aye, and ‘tis not troubled I am, Mother, but only to seek guidance.”   
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“I understand, and a brave lass ye are, Annie.  Your lot in life is not destined to be 

an easy one.  We live in troubled times.” 

“I’ve always known this day would come.  I am not afraid.” 

“Aye.  I understand.  A day that must come for all except one of my children.  

The tragedy of Ireland.  Your father has been uneasy about it for many months and 

mentioned it again just yesterday, asking if I knew your plans.” 

“Then you and Father have talked about it?” 

“Aye.  Many times.  Your father is more concerned about you, child, than you 

would ever know.  Would that he’d talk with you himself but ‘tis hard for himself to do 

that.  Rather he would convey his thoughts on the matter to you through myself, your 

mother.  The family has been through difficult time, child, and your father has many 

worries.  But now, at last, he has your dowry in hand and ‘twill be enough for your 

needs.” 

Annie hung her head in silence and waited for her mother to continue.  She rose 

and placed another slab of course, dry, hard-won peat on the fire and poked it to start it 

burning before returning to take a seat in a chair beside her mother. 

“What are your plans, Annie?  ‘Tis time the family knew.” 

“I hope to be able to emigrate to America with my brother, Dick.  He has told 

Father of his plans.  He’s already made inquiries and has excellent recommendations 

from his employer, who has advised him to go.  There is no future for him in Ireland.  If 

he’s to make anything of his education he must go to America.” 

“But it’s yourself, Annie, I want to hear about.  Sure and I know about your 

brother Dick and his plans.  I did not know that they affected Yourself.  This comes to me 

as a surprise.  A man can do many things, but you are a woman.  What could you do in 

America?” 

 “I would be his housekeeper, Mother.” 

 Maria Smithwick’s eyes filled with tears and she looked away, hoping that Annie 

did not see.  A housekeeper, work for the servant class.  What knowledge did her girls 

have for such a life?  But she must not speak disparagingly of any plan that Annie had in 

mind, because she realized only too well how few alternatives there were.  The boys of 

Annie’s age were marking time.  A few, the more fortunate ones, would inherit their 
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family’s land, while the others would emigrate or accept a life without a family.  Most 

would join the brotherhood of drinkers who gathered regularly at the village pub and thus 

wasted away their lives.  Ireland was filled with toothless old uncles and old maid aunts 

who never married but stayed to live on a dole of a few pennies a day, helping around the 

farm.  The strong departed and the weak remained.  If only there were some way she 

could hold her children with her a short time longer. 

 “Sure, and ‘tis nonsense, now, that the little ones be talking of going off to 

America, my girls, anyway.  Yourself and Georgie are the only two who’ve finished 

school.” 

 “Aye, Mother, and it’s many Irish girls no older than myself who’ve already 

married...” 

 “Aye, and settled down to a humdrum existence of starvation, them and their 

bairns, too!”  Her mother finished the sentence.  “Myself, I know.  I know, Annie, what 

life is for Irish girls.” 

 “That’s why I must go, Mother.  The chances for marriage will be better in 

America.” 

 “Perhaps so, but may I mention one possibility you may be forgetting?  Have you 

not looked poorly upon one of Ireland’s finest?  I’ve known for some time of one who’s 

interested.” 

 “No, Mother.  I’m not after marrying a cousin.  ‘Tis no live I have for him.” 

 “I hope and pray you’ve given full consideration to Edward.  He is heir to 

Ballybrood.  ‘Tis not many girls who’d turn down so good a man as himself, the eldest 

son of my eldest brother, the head of the house to be of the Fennessys.” 

 “Aye.  A fine man he is and a good wife he’ll find.” 

 “To put in a word for him is all I ask, Annie.  The decision   is yours to make.  It’s 

a sensible girl you are and always the little mother, helping your younger sisters in every 

way and now wanting to help Dick, your older brother.  But Dick has not himself left yet 

and ‘twill be some time before he needs you.  You must plan carefully.  I suggest you 

keep other alternatives in mind. 

 “What, Mother?  What are you suggesting?” 
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 “My brother, William.  He is a civil engineer, married and with bairns, now living 

in Avon, Illinois.  There are others of my family, all Roman Catholics, who will take you 

in and help you.  You have a cousin, Ernest, about your own age.  The last I heard Ernest 

was working in Brooklyn.  You could count on Ernest to assist you.  America is far away.  

You need know more about the country and its ways.  You’ve not known too much of my 

people but they’re every one of them willing to help you if you need help.  You must take 

more time.  You might even decide you want to remain in New York.  I want you to write 

to your cousin, Ernest.  You don’t know him, but you should.  Write to him at once and 

tell him of your plans.  You must not depend too much upon Dick.  He has his own life to 

look to and must not be burdened with a sister who knows nothing of housekeeping.  

Your schooling has trained you for other things.  You must be independent.” 

 “I’ll talk with Dick about what you’ve suggested, Mother.  I need time to think 

about all this.  I laid my plans around Dick because he’s the closest to me of anyone.  He 

welcomed my thought that we leave together, but I’d not want to be a hindrance.  I’d not 

thought of it as such, but clearly now I see we each have different problems.” 

 “Tis a sensible child you are, Annie, with good judgment.  I shall write at once to 

William and would urge that you write to Ernest.  I have his address if you’ll be needing 

it.” 

 “I will, Mother.  I’ll write today.”  She was inwardly jumping with excitement.  

“It was good we had this chance to talk.” 

 “God bless you and may the Lord continue to watch over you.  ‘Tis the cross a 

mother must bear to see her children go.  What a pity that Ireland has no place for its 

own, but with famine and crop failures there is no other way.  Sure and ‘tis God’s will 

and let us accept that which we can no change.” 

 “Aye, Mother.” 

 “My prayers you have to find happiness in America.  Be carrying on with your 

upbringing, Annie.  ‘Tis of good stock you come.  Take time and plan carefully but also 

to dream of a home and family someday of your own.  I’ll tell your father of your plans.” 

 Robert Henry Smithwick, Esq. was a descendant of Col. Henry Smithwich of 

Oliver Cromwell’s army that invaded Ireland in 1641 to crush a rebellion against King 

Charles I.  Cromwell had ruthlessly slaughtered the Irish, destroying their castles and 
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fortifications and confiscating properties in the name of the king.  He was a man of 

extraordinary religious zeal, fanatical in his desire to wreak vengeance upon roman 

Catholics.  Their properties he appropriated to give to his officers and men as 

compensation for their services.  Cromwell eventually usurped the power of his king, and 

in 1649 persuaded the Parliament of London to try the king for treason and order that he 

be beheaded, but not before the legalizing of the gifts of Irish lands to Cromwell’s 

followers.  By the time of Cromwell’s death, in 1658, the vast majority of the Irish, being 

those who had refused to renounce Catholicism, were living in poverty, exiled to the 

barren, rock-strewn Connemara Peninsula to the north of Galway Bay.  Throughout 

Ireland by this time Irishmen owned less than five percent of the land. 

 Col. Henry Smithwick is shown by the census of 1659 to have been at the time 

still in active command of an English regiment stationed in Drogheda.  He was in 

possession of land extending from Lough Derg across County Tipperary and into County 

Kilkenny, an area now functioning as a barony under the Cromwellian Settlement.  His 

son, also named Henry, was in 1665 a party to a transaction related to land in the area 

near Tipperary town.  He was also shown to have been twice appointed to a commission 

to carry out the disarming of Catholics and strip them effectively of all of their civil 

rights.  Following the defeat of Catholics in the Battle of the Boyne and thereafter, on 

into the 16th Century, descendents of Cromwell’s men continued to solidify their hold 

upon Irish lands and began to consider themselves a new breed of middle and upper class 

Irishmen faithful to the Royal Family and firmly Protestant.  They were the landed 

gentry, despised and hated by the native Irish.  The eldest son, destined to inherit the 

land, was obliged to remain Protestant.  As Catholics, the laws would have required that 

inherited lands be divided. 

 Robert Henry, the father of Annie, came into possession of Ballynilard in 1836, at 

the age of twenty-eight, through inheritance.  He was the eleventh son of John 

Smithwick, (known as Jack of Lackan,) who was himself the son of Thomas Smithwick 

of Barnlough.  Jack of Lackan married Anne Surenene on May 27, 1790 and died on 

September 7, 1836.  All but two of their twelve children proceeded their father in death.  

Robert, born on December 8, 1808, was the third son to be so named, the two who 

preceeded him having died in infancy.    
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 Ballynilard, the ancestral estate of the Smithwicks, lies astraddle the 

Mitchelstown road, its southly boundary being about three miles southwest of the 

Tipperary town center.  The road at this point parallels the River Ara, with the land 

sloping gently from the road toward the river.  Similar estates to the south of Ballynilard 

are known as Ballinvee and Ballynahow, while to the east lie Gortagolane and Clonpet.  

These estates contain numerous ancient church sites, holy wells and “fairy forts” of great 

antiquity. 

 The original Ballynilard cottage, across the road from limestone quarries from 

which came the materials for building many of the fine old homes of the gentry, lies 

about seven-tenths of a mile to the north of the house to which Robert took his bride, the 

former Marie Fennessy of Tralee, in 1854.  The newer house, which the family continued 

to call “Ballynilard Cottage” stands proudly on seven remaining crazy-quilt green-green 

pastures deliniated by whitehorn hedgerows or of walls of loosely-piled stones gathered 

in earlier days from the fields.  It is at the end of a long, winding, gravelled drive lined 

with giant lime trees on a site of about 34 acres.   

 The Great Famine of Ireland began in 1845, nine years before the wedding of 

Annie’s father and mother.  It began with a partial failure of the potato crop and reached 

its peak in ’47 with a total loss of the crop.  The sections of Ireland where potatoes 

constituted the principle—sometimes the only food crop—were the Counties of Mayo, 

Galway, Clare, Kerry, bordering on the Atlantic.  The famine was devastating, not only in 

these counties, but in all of Ireland. 

 Within a period of six years the population of the island dropped from nine 

million to less than five.  About a million people died, while others, more fortunate, fled 

to foreign lands.  Hundreds of little schooners sailed out from every little bay on the 

rugged west coast, weighted down with human cargo of which no record was ever kept. 

 Irish members of the British parliament begged the government for help.  They 

asked for an embargo to prevent the exportation of scarce grains and food crops to 

England.  Instead, Parliament passed a new Coercion Bill to protect English owners of 

Irish farms and the prices of grain were left in the hands of speculators.  During the worst 

of the famine years traders were speculating in Irish-grown corn, importing or exporting 

it to their best advantage in a wildly fluctuating market.  While tens of thousands of men, 
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women and children in Ireland were dropping dead for want of food, shiploads of Irish 

grain were crossing and re-crossing the sea in furtherance of greater profits.  One cargo of 

corn was shown to have crossed the Irish sea four times without once being unloaded. 

 America sent corn, as did France and other countries.  The Sultan of Turkey sent a 

shipload of grain and emergency supplies.  But the English-controlled exports of food 

from the island exceeded all imports by a ratio of four-to-one. 

 Farmers in the dairy counties of central Ireland, such as Tipperary, were forced to 

sell their products to pay inflated rents demanded by English landlords.  These farmers 

were thus unable to help the western counties.  Tenants unable to pay their rent were 

driven from the land and their home burned to insure against their return.  Such 

dispossessed peasants were then arrested and thrown into prison as vagrants under the 

terms of the newly enacted Coercion Bill. 

 Robert Smithwick was caught up in all this, as was also Maria and her family.  

Robert was a strong man, not given to compromise.  Having just come into possession of 

Ballynilard, he found himself compelled now through circumstances over which he had 

no control to sell much of his inheritance.  The economy of Ireland continued bad 

through the early years of his marriage and was only now beginning to improve.  His 

position was more exasperating because he was a Gentleman and restricted by the social 

system under which he lived.  He could not engage in trade, nor soil his hands with 

manual labor.  He was a man isolated within himself—solemn, moody and deliberate.  

Tall, slender and physically attractive, he carried himself with military bearing and 

groomed himself in the manner and style of Prince Albert, his contemporary as a young 

man and whom he in many was resembled.  He was extremely proud of his family’s coat 

of arms with its motto:  “Fortitudo et Fidelitas.”  Although possibly not in his presence, 

his associates called him “Smittick,” but otherwise addressed him as “Sir” a title to which 

he had no clear claim. 

 Sir Robert bred horses for both racing and hunting and managed tenant farms for 

Lord Normanton, an absentee English landlord.  Horses were a hallmark of the old 

Ascendency.  The Smithwicks had come to Ireland as conquerors and must maintain a 

martial bearing throughout.  He spent much of his time hunting on lands once a part of 

the family estate, wooded areas and pastures.  Occasionally he hunted through the barren, 
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rocky hills of County Clare or fished the Shannon for salmon, or for trout in the swift 

flowing streams of Galtee Mountain or slower flowing tributaries of River Suir, such as 

those in the Glen of Aherlow. 

 Sundays at Cottage were quiet days.  Most of the household attended church, but 

at all different times and places.  The older children went alone and the younger ones 

with their nursemaids to St. Michael’s Catholic church in Michelstown.  On occasion, 

when specially requested by their father to do so, they would accompany him to his 

church, the Church of Ireland, in Tipperary town.  This was also the church most often 

attended by John, the eldest son. 

 Annie wondered at the differences that seemed so important to her parents and 

why her mother would not go with the family to her father’s church.  The people there, it 

seemed, all hated the Pope, while at the Catholic church an equally intense hatred was 

directed against the king.  She concluded that if someone had to be head of things in a 

church, maybe it was better he be a Pope.  But it wasn’t all that important and no need for 

all the fighting about it. 

 All but the most essential work of caring for the animals was suspended on 

Sundays.  The day was given over to reading, writing letters, or to the enjoyment, by the 

girls, of such pass times as painting or needle work.  The men folk spent their time 

talking, in the stables or while caring for their guns and fishing tackle. 

 Two letters were written that Sunday from Cottage to member of the Fennessy 

family in America.  Maria penned a lengthy letter to her brother, William.  (She always 

called him Willie.)  With meticulous penmanship, she first covered a small sheet of fine 

stationery with lines written horizontally across the page.  Then, turning the sheet, she 

continued with lines that would appear vertical, (at right angles to the lines first written.)  

She never explained why she did this.  Perhaps it was fashionable in her day, but it made 

her letters most difficult to read.  To William she could speak her mind as a true daughter 

of Eire, knowing that William, like herself, hated the system that held Irishmen 

subservient to a foreign king.  Her talk with Annie had aroused her anger and she could 

lash out and express herself to her brother knowing that he would understand.  She wrote 

with indignation of conditions existing in Ireland, of seeing “respectable families thrown 
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out of their homes and the land lying idle.  And the grass so green you’d think it a trick 

being played by God on purpose.” 

 “There are eighty amendments attached to the Land Bill,” she wrote.  “If people 

were only allowed to purchase the land that supports them and be certain that no landlord 

could take them by the shoulder and walk them out for owing half a year’s rent, as they 

are doing now, the country would settle down and the people feel secure.” 

 Her long, rambling letter told of the need for her children to find new lives for 

themselves in America, that America was their greatest hope.  Annie and Dick would be 

the first to leave.  Both had now completed their education and Sir Robert could not 

continue to support them. 

 Annie, after her talk with her mother, had arranged with the upstairs maid to have 

a hip tub set in her room.  A cheerful blaze was soon crackling in her individual fireplace 

and the water heating for her bath.  The desperate weather, with fierce relentless winds 

and rain, which grew heavier as darkness approached, did not greatly dampen her 

enthusiasm.  She wanted to talk with Dick and would do so as soon as he returned home, 

but the letter to her cousin Ernest, in Brooklyn, she intended to write this very day. 

 It was a cautiously written letter.  She tried not to be too forward.  Maybe better 

not to say too much of her plans, or ask him to meet her in New York.  After all, this 

cousin was to her a stranger.  She must not take it for granted that he could free himself 

from his other obligations in order to help her.  Better to wait for his response.  She wrote 

mostly of Cottage and its traditions.  She told of the daffodils and crocus that came up 

each spring despite the cold, and of the fine show of white thorn that lined the fences and 

rock walls leading to the stables.  In a month or two the sweet brier would be blooming 

again along the split rail fencing.  To the rear of the house, and some distance away, were 

piles of stone which in ages past had been cleared from the fields and were now 

overgrown with bramble.  These were of immense importance.  They were “forts,” or elf-

mounds, inhabited by fairies and they must not be disturbed “on pain of death.”  She told 

of the folklore of her countrymen, stories she believed in and that were dear to her. 

 She wrote on, telling of an enchanted lake on a hill known as Cnoc Aine.  Every 

Saint John’s night the men gathered on the hill “from all quarters” and were formed in 

ranks by an old man named Quinlan, whose family lived on the hill.  Bunches of hay and 
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straw were tied on poles and lit, after which they were carried in procession round the hill 

and the little moat at the summit.  Afterwards the people ran through the cultivated fields 

and among the cattle, waiving their cliars (as they called their burning torches) to in this 

way bring luck to crops and beasts the following year.   

 But on one night, (she wrote as though it had happened but a short time before 

and to her own certain knowledge), one of the neighbors lay dead.  On this night the 

cliars were not lit by the hands of living men, for on this night such a procession of cliars 

marched round Cnoc Aine as was never seen before, and Aine herself was seen in the 

front, directing it and ordering it. 

 A number of girls stayed late on the hill, watching the cliars and joining in the 

games, until suddenly Aine appeared among them.  She thanked them for the honor they 

had done her but said she now wished them to go home, as “they” (the people of the 

underworld) wanted the hill to themselves.  To let them further understand whom she 

meant by “they”’ she called some of the girls by name and had them look through a ring, 

when behold, the hill appeared crowded with people before invisible. 

 Also in her letter to Ernest, Annie wrote of desperate conditions existing in 

Ireland that year.  From the tone of her letter it’s doubtful she fully understood the 

seriousness of that of which she wrote.  “Times have been bad.  Had it not been for the 

Duchess of Morlybarron’s Relief Fund the greater number of the poor would have died 

during the winter.  Relief works were gotten up in all the towns throughout Ireland to 

give men employment.” 

 Annie ended her letter with what certainly had been her main purpose in writing.  

“I hope to come to America,” she wrote.  “If I do, I will be in New York for several days, 

at least, and would most appreciate staying with you and your family.  I wonder, would it 

be possible for you to meet me when the ship arrives and help me through entry 

ceremonies which I may not understand?  I will anxiously await your reply.” 

 Annie discussed the critical portions of her letter with Georgie, her next youngest 

sister, then nineteen, and with Connie, who was eighteen, before posting it.  Aleck and 

Florrie, both too young to be considering their uncertain future, were never-the-less very 

interested.  All would be anxiously awaiting Ernest’s reply, which could not be expected 

in less than a month. 
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 The weeks passed rapidly.  Winter storms continued.  Annie went with a group of 

friends to a lake about eight miles from Cottage, where they skated on the frozen surface 

and built a fire on an island near the center of the lake and spent an entire day. 

 As the warmer spring days came on she participated in parties where the young 

people all went by horseback on what they termed a fishing picnic.  The young ladies 

took their books to read while the gentlemen fished.  Often times there’d be champagne, 

which they sipped before cooking mutton chops on an open fire and eating a lunch 

prepared for them by the cook at Cottage and delivered in heat-insulated containers.  

Tables, too, would be brought by cart by one or more of the household servants.  It was 

only a very few of the Irish families that could enjoy such luxuries; the peasant classes 

throughout Ireland were at this time facing starvation. 

 Dick Smithwick during this time was away, working as a civil engineer for the 

west Donegal Railway, but the work he was doing was nearing completion.  The time 

was drawing near for him to leave for America.   

 In June, Annie visited the Fennessys of County Cork and she remained with them 

for a fortnight.  Sir Robert judged her old enough now to be taking such holidays 

unaccompanied by other family members.  Since she’d be going soon to America she 

must learn to travel and be on her own.  She was impressed with the beauty of her 

cousins who lived in the seaside resort town of Kinsale. 

 Annie was not considered pretty, although her blue eyes had a merry twinkle and 

her conversation was witty.  Like her four sisters, she had sharp features, fair skin and 

dark brown, almost black, curly hair.  The girls kept their hair cut short and allowed 

bangs to cover their exceptionally high foreheads.  She was smaller than the other four 

girls, weighing no more than ninety five pounds and standing five feet tall.   She enjoyed 

the flattering things the boys said to her about her looks but she felt she knew the ways of 

Irish men.  It was all Blarney and meant nothing but fun, never the less. 

 Georgie and Connie were greatly thrilled with all that Annie had to tell them of 

her holiday in Kinsale and the recreational areas around Cork.   “Gentlemen were always 

near at hand,” she told them.  “Boating on the River Lee was lovely in the evenings, but 

all the men talked of was of going to America.  Everybody in the world must be going to 

America.” 
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 She continued to correspond with Ernest as her plans became more firm.  She sent 

him her photograph, (which she referred to as a “carte de visite,”) and asked that he send 

her one of himself in exchange.  In that way they’d be able to recognize one another on 

that great day she dreamed of when she’d arrive in New York.   

 A treasured going away gift from her mother was an album in which to retain 

souvenirs and the good wishes of her friends to be entered during the final days before 

her departure.  She’d been to many farewell parties and had almost a hundred entries in 

her album, all expressing good wishes and predicting a glorious life for her in America.  

The poems, for which Ireland is famous, were sentimental and thoughtfully written.  

Some were religious.  There were names and dates and places, good times to remember.  

She read them all again and again, even years later during those frightful days she was to 

live on the barren plains of Nebraska when Ireland was no longer real to her, but only a 

happy memory. 
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Chapter 3 – Aftermath of the War 

 
 In later years Arthur could remember almost nothing of the Civil War.  There was 

that one scene, when Gabriel found the two boys and their mother in Savannah.  He 

remembered that, and a little of their move north to Maryland.  On his deathbed, suffering 

from cancer, he recalled some of the earlier times of his life for the benefit of Sister Mary 

Victoria, I.H.M., his only daughter. 

 “I was afraid of my father,” he told her.  “He looked to terrible.  I’d forgotten 

what he’d looked like when we lived in the big house overlooking the river.  I loved that 

house, and Emolina, my colored mammy who’d always taken care of us.  I enjoyed 

having the neighborhood children come to our house to attend my mother’s school and I 

didn’t understand, at the time, why we had to leave.  Mother’d managed to gather 

together those few of our belongings we were able to take with us when Charleston was 

evacuated.  It is something more like a dream than anything that actually happened. 

 “Father seemed unable to make a decision.  He wanted to leave the South, but he 

also wanted to stay and fight.  He joined the Ku Klux Klan.  It was Mother, finally, who 

said that we should go to Baltimore.  It was raining when we left.  We were in a boxcar 

and the roof of the car was leaking.  I can remember my mother sitting on a bale of straw, 

a blanket around her and holding an umbrella over Willie and me.  Emolina and Isom, the 

two slaves who’d remained with us throughout the war, wanted to come with us but 

Father refused.  “The North is no place for darkies.  It’s no place for anybody.  It’s a 

shame anybody must live there, but the South is ruined.  It’s yours now.  You’re free. 

Lincoln set you free.  Go and do whatever you like.  You’re free, he said to them. 

 “Even then they didn’t want to go.  Emolina cried and so did my mother.  They 

didn’t have anyplace to go and didn’t know what to do.  Father was stern, as though it 

was for some reason their fault that we could not return to Charleston.  They were both 

standing by the railroad tracks, waving, as the train pulled out of Savannah.  We never 

saw or heard of them again.   

 “Times were awfully bad for us after that.  Father couldn’t find work for a long 

time.  He was sick.  He never laughed.  He finally got a job in a dry goods store where he 

sold percale sheets.  I think it was something like he’d done before, when we lived in 
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Charleston.  It wasn’t until years later that I learned that it was the money that Mother got 

from her family in France that paid for that big house.  Father was ashamed that he 

couldn’t earn enough for us to live on.” 

 The double disaster of an unscrupulous guardian who’d robbed him and a war that 

left him penniless, when he was past the age of forty-one, put Gabriel into a state of 

depression.  He dreamed of becoming a great inventor and spent funds the family could 

ill afford to lose trying to perfect a washing machine that he could never get to work. 

 It was Euphrosine who rose to the challenge and got the family back on its feet 

once more.  She opened a school in Baltimore.  Most of the people there wanted their 

children in a private school because the public schools at that time had the reputation of 

being poor.  She hired other women to teach and work with her.  The school included the 

first four elementary grades.  Arthur and Willie attended their mother’s school until 

they’d reached the fifth grade.  After that she sent them to a Catholic school run by the 

Christian Brothers.  Neither of the boys ever attended high school but Euphrosine did 

what she could to educate them.  Both were out on the streets of Baltimore selling 

newspapers by the time they were ten. 

 At the age of twelve Arthur was signed on as cabin boy on a fishing vessel 

operating on Chesapeake Bay.  Gabriel made arrangements with the owner of the boat 

that Arthur should work for no wages. 

 “You can learn a trade, “ Gabriel told him.  “You’ll learn to be a fisherman.  

You’ll have enough to eat and you’ll not be a burden on the family.” 

 Unknown to Gabriel, the boat was being used for poaching in the private oyster 

beds of the bay.  On Arthur’s first trip out the boat was fired upon by a U.S. Government 

cutter and nearly sunk.  It escaped capture only because of a dense fog.  When Arthur 

returned home and related to his parents what had happened Euphrosine insisted that he 

should not be sent back, although Gabriel was not sure. 

 “The cutter was a Yankee vessel.  Why don’t they tend to their own business and 

let people live in peace:  The oysters belong to everybody.  It’s just another example of 

Yankee inconsistency.  They wouldn’t let us keep our slaves but they allow private 

ownership of oysters which should belong to whoever gets them.” 
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 Two more children, Marie and Pauline, were born after the family moved to 

Baltimore.   

 The war had brought about severe economic problems in the North as well as in 

the South which continued for several years.  “Black Friday,” on Wall Street, on 

September 24, 1869, came as the result of an attempt by American speculators to corner 

the world’s supply of gold.  It affected everyone.  Many families were too hard pressed to 

pay the tuition necessary to keep their children in private schools.  Euphrosine”s school 

was forced to close.  The only work anywhere, for Gabriel or Arthur, was in the West 

where the Union Pacific had just completed the first transcontinental railway line. 

 Euphrosine was disheartened by events that were occurring in France.  Napoleon 

III had surrendered to Prussia.  “There was only one Napoleon worthy of the name,” she 

told her children.  “I want you all to always be proud of what Napoleon Bonapart did for 

his country.”  She purchased two volumes on the life of Napoleon and made the two boys 

read them.  She was deeply concerned about Arthur’s lack of a formal education but there 

was little now she felt she could do about it. 

 “For the sake of the two boys I think we should leave Baltimore and go 

somewhere where they’ll have a better chance in life,” she told her husband.  Gabriel was 

now but a phantom like image of the former proud Confederate cavalryman he had once 

been.  His color had faded to a sickly yellow and his skin hung in brittle folds above the 

full flowing grayish beard which seemed attached directly to his skull.  His spidery hands 

were always atremble, mottled with small, brownish spots of illness and age.  He was 

gaunt and tired but still vain.  So long as he had money for clothes he remained well 

groomed. 

 The family left Baltimore by train in March, 1876.  Gabriel’d chosen Columbus, 

Nebraska, as their destination, although for no good reason so far as Euphrosine knew.  

Columbus was the hub of a farming area on the Platte River and a station on the Union 

Pacific Railway.  It was the heart of Pawnee Indian country and many Indians were still 

about.  Gabriel with his family of six arrived in Columbus on Willie’s fourteenth birthday 

and took lodging in a boarding house while Gabriel made inquiries as to the possibilities 

for work.  He soon concluded there were none and returned to the boarding house to 

discuss with his wife what should be done.   
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 “We can’t afford to stay here long unless you and the two boys can find work,” 

she told him.  “We’ve very little money left and what little we have is going fast.  The 

girls should be in school.  We must settle down somewhere as soon as possible.  Maybe 

Omaha would be a better place for us.” 

 “No,” he retorted.  “We’ll try Oakdale first.  I talked with some men who’ve been 

there who told me that it’s the railhead of the C.B. & Q and if any work at all is to be had 

on the railway, that Oakdale is where it’s most apt to be.” 

 Oakdale was a tiny town with a permanent population of less than one hundred, 

located on the Elkhorn River, about seventy miles to the northwest of Columbus.   “We’ll 

need a team of horses and a wagon, which I can buy here.  We can drive to Oakdale and 

save the railway fare.  We’ll always have need for the team and wagon,” he told his wife. 

 Euphrosine had serious doubts as to the wisdom of this idea.  She’d sensed for 

some time that Gabriel was becoming incompetent.  She knew she must handle him with 

care lest he break down completely.   Euphrosine was instinctively thrifty, which Gabriel 

was not.  She’d gradually, over the years, taken over the management of family finances.  

In this instance, knowing so much depended upon holding the family together, she 

yielded to Gabriel’s poorly conceived plan and handed over to him the money he wanted 

to buy the team and wagon. 

 The roads were passable but in very bad condition.  A late winter snow was 

melting, leaving deep ruts through mud and slush.  The drive to Oakdale under such 

conditions would take three or four days.  Arthur drove most of the way, but for them all 

it was a tiring and most unpleasant trip.  Euphrosine was now forty-four years of age and 

overweight.  By the time they reached Oakdale she was worn out.   

 Oakdale held no promise for any of them.  There were no living accommodations 

except for a boarding house where they could put up for the night.  Euphrosine paid for 

the first week in advance and was grateful to have a roof over her head.  The boarding 

house was owned and operated by Jessie King, a widow, and her two teenage daughters, 

Sue and Mollie.  Arthur liked the looks of Sue, the older of the daughters. 

 “How in heaven’s name can we earn a living in a town like this?”  Euphrosine 

asked her husband after the end of the week.  She had already decided she would not 

stay.  “You and Arthur can stay if you like, but I most certainly will not.  I’ll take the 
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girls and Willie and go to Omaha, where at lease I know there will be some chance for 

me to find work as a teacher.  It’s important to get the younger children back into school.  

It was a mistake for us to have bought a wagon and the team of horses.  What is the need 

for them now?  Already we’re paying for their keep at the livery stable and we have no 

need for them at all.” 

 Gabriel spent another fruitless day or two trying to decide what he was to do.  He 

was unsuited, physically, for manual labor.  Work on the railroad, had he been able to 

find it, would be limited to clerical.  He had thought, vaguely, that he might be able to file 

for a homestead, or possibly buy out some discouraged homesteader with borrowed 

money.  He’d not expressed this hope to Euphrosine, knowing it was impractical and 

outlandish and that he’d be ridiculed.  Farming in Nebraska could never in any way be 

compared with managing a plantation in the South.  Defeated at every turn, he ended up 

selling the team and wagon and returning with Euphrosine to Omaha by train. 

 Neither of them knew anything about Omaha except for what they’d seen of the 

area around the railway station during a short stop while passing through the city on the 

trip west from Baltimore.  It had seemed prosperous enough in these hard times.  Omaha 

was headquarters for the Union Pacific and in addition to the railways there was still a 

considerable amount of shipping by barge and riverboats on the Missouri River.  The 

stockyards were flourishing.  Both Euphrosine and her husband felt sure they’d find some 

means of making a livelihood here. 

 Arthur, now eighteen and a strapping, robust boy for his age, was glad to see his 

family leave.  His chances for work in Oakdale seemed good.  He wanted to be on his 

own and free from domination by his parents.  Mrs. King boarding house, for the time 

being, met his needs quite well.  He could help out here, in the kitchen, and thus pay for 

his board.  He found the town exciting, with a distinctly Western flavor.  Sioux and 

Pawnee Indians loitered about the railway terminal or congregated on street corners, 

greatly outnumbering the whites.  They were sullen and depressed and a feeling of unrest 

was noticeable among Indians and poor whites alike.  A number of incidents had recently 

stirred up hatreds and suspicions which were to culminate within a month in a bloody 

massacre in which General George C. Custer and two hundred sixty four of his men 

would be killed.  Arthur felt no personal fear for the future. 
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 People passed through Oakdale but few stayed.  The rail line had reached this 

point and stopped.  Passengers en-route west disembarked here to board the overland 

stage to continue northwesterly into Wyoming Territory or beyond.  For the first sixty 

miles or so the stages followed the Elkhorn River, the same route the railroad would 

follow later. 

 To the west of Oakdale were the sand hills, barren of trees and for the most part 

open rolling prairies where the winds howled and dust storms blew.  The land was being 

staked out in homesteads by settlers hoping to grow rich with increasing land values as 

construction of the railroad proceeded.  The railroad could advance many miles in a 

single day when work was underway.  But when there was no money the work would 

stop for indefinite periods of time.  The future, people believed, was toward the west.  

That, at least, was the direction that people passing through Oakdale were heading.   

 To the north a few miles was the Missouri River and the Santee Indian 

Reservation.  This land to the north and to the east of Oakdale was much better quality 

than that to the west.  It had already been settled.  Rich farming land it was, suitable for 

corn and wheat and alfalfa.  Enough rain fell to permit successful dry farming.  

Windmills raised water in adequate quantities to provide for all domestic needs during 

hot, dry summer months.  Pastures were green and fenced.  Farmers had milk cows but 

not the herds of beef cattle that grazed the open ranges of the sand hills farther west.  

Fruit orchards were being planted and among the cottonwoods on the bottom lands along 

the Elkhorn there were black walnuts in profusion.   

 The people of Oakdale were Protestant, Republican and white.  They’d vigorously 

supported the North in the war between the States.  Although the town itself was small, it 

served a rural area around it that contained several thousand persons.  On Saturdays the 

farmers come into town in their wagons to do their weekly shopping.  Women grumbled 

about prices in the general store, while men might spend an hour or two waiting for a 

fifteen cent haircut at the one small barber shop, or discussing the events of the times at 

the livery stable.  The town had one small restaurant but no theater or no hotel. 

 On Sundays everything was closed.  A Methodist minister conducted a non-

denominational morning service in the one room school house and there was usually an 



 31

evening prayer meeting where everyone was welcome.  The townspeople were anxious to 

save sinners, providing they were white and their repentance sincere. 

 The leaders of the community were deeply concerned about the changes that were 

occurring as a result of the stoppage of work on the railroad.  There were too many idle 

men waiting about in anticipation of resumption of construction. 

 Jessie King’s boarding house accommodated eight roomers and twelve boarders 

and was filled to capacity.  During the one weeks stay of the DeWitt family they’d all had 

to take the sleeping porch, which was screened and equipped with roll down canvas flaps 

to ward off the chill of the night in this moderate spring weather. 

 Euphrosine had talked with Mrs. King before leaving.  She wanted an eye kept on 

Arthur.  She explained what Mrs. King already knew – that this was his first time away 

from his family.  Mrs. King understood.  She had daughters.  She didn’t trust some of her 

roomers and wished she had more gentlemanly young men like Arthur.  It was agreed 

that Arthur would work for his board and sleep on a folding canvas cot in the tool shed.  

He was not too much help to Mrs. King and her two girls in the kitchen, but there were 

numerous tasks that the women could not do and on these Arthur was a great help.  Also, 

she felt safer with a man to call upon, particularly now with the unrest of the Indians.  

The massacre of General Custer and his men was alarming to all the whites, who were 

fearful of a general uprising.  It was noted that the Indians were not staying on the 

reservation as they were supposed to do.  The Government had reinforced the garrison at 

Fort Niobrara and the townspeople all felt better after seeing the soldiers come in by train 

and leave immediately thereafter for the fort, moving cannons and heavy fighting 

equipment along with them. 

 As for protection for herself and her girls, Mrs. King had some misgivings as to 

Arthur’s adequacy.  She had asked him to kill four spring fryers for the Sunday dinner.  

“I can’t,” he protested.  “I’ve never wrung a chicken’s neck in my life.  You’ll have to get 

someone else to do it.” 

 He wasn’t like the farm boys.  He’d grown up in Baltimore and had never learned 

to hunt or fish or to go camping.  He knew nothing about guns, but, on the other hand, he 

did know how to handle horses and how to take care of them.  He didn’t drink or swear.  

He was extremely shy and he stuttered badly whenever he became excited.  He was 
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passively religious, which he’d learned from his French mother.  From Gabriel he’d 

inherited the conviction that all good men were Democrats.  Euphrosine warned him 

before she left that he’d not find himself accepted in Oakdale if he expressed himself too 

strongly on either of these two subjects.  He’d thought it over and concluded that since 

there was no Catholic church here anyway, he might just as well keep mum about his 

religion.  Otherwise he’d be associating mainly with the Mexicans.  He enjoyed being 

with Sue.  The two of them worked well together as they became better acquainted. 

 The weather in Oakdale was delightful in May and June.  Apple trees came into 

bloom and before the blossoms were gone there’d be little green apples he loved to eat.  

In the high grass near the river there were violets.  Sue was always pleased when he’d 

bring her a bunch of them.  Wild strawberries there were, too, if you could find them.  

Elderberries were in bloom and he thought they smelled sweeter than any thing he’d ever 

known.  Nights were warm, just like the days.  Rainstorms hit with sudden fierceness, 

splitting the ripening cherries and bending down the tall grasses and weeds in the vacant 

lots throughout the town.  Money was scarce but most people had enough for food.  

Arthur was well satisfied with his new surroundings. 

 Sue King had not discouraged Arthur when he began showing an interest in her.  

Mrs. King had noticed, too, but she was critical of it.  She knew they both were only 

eighteen, and although that might be old enough for Sue to be thinking of marriage, 

Arthur was much too immature.  She was shocked, therefore, when the two of them came 

to her and asked permission to get married. 

 “No! No!  I should say not!  Not for one moment will I consider giving my 

consent.  Arthur, you know nothing of life.  You have no job.  You could not support a 

wife.  No, you cannot get married.  Now get back to work and forget such silly talk.”  She 

sat down immediately and wrote to Euphrosine in Omaha. 

 “Mother may be right,” said Sue, “but there’s another way.  You could take up a 

homestead.  That’s what other boys around here have done.  We could go farther out, 

along the route of the railroad, and stake a claim.”   

 “I thought it was necessary that a person be twenty-one before they could stake a 

claim.  How did these other boys do it?  They were too young, weren’t they?  Didn’t 

anyone know how old they were?” 
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 “You don’t have to be twenty one, silly.  You just have to say you’re twenty-one.  

No one knows the difference.” 

 “You mean they lied about it?  But didn’t they have to swear before a judge or 

someone?”  

 “Sure they did.  They all do it.  There’d nothing wrong with it.”   

 “Well, it’s not for me.  I’d be the one to get caught.  If the Government ever found 

out we’d lied we’d not get to keep the land and all that time and effort would be wasted.” 

 Arthur had known about the Homestead Act even before the family had come 

west to Nebraska.  The law had become effective fourteen years previously; on the same 

day that president Lincoln had issued the Emancipation Proclamation.  Arthur had paid 

mind to what his father had had to say about it.  If Lincoln had had anything to do with it, 

it probably had a catch in it somewhere.  No one before had ever made it sound half so 

attractive as now when Sue proposed using it. 

 “At least we could raise our own food and live on the land until the work on the 

railway resumes,” she continued.  “How could we lose?  The land is ours for the asking.” 

 “How far away is the land you’re thinking about and what’s it like?” 

 “It’s all of Western Nebraska, clear on up into Dakota Territory.  It’s beautiful, 

fertile land, everyone says so.  And we wouldn’t need any money at all.  All we need is 

the guts to tell Mother to go to hell and we can take off.” 

 Arthur couldn’t believe his ears.  He’d never resisted parental control.  Sue was 

beautiful but cunning.  She was worldly wise and determined to free herself from the 

drudgery of the boarding house.  She’d given Arthur his first taste of love and he’d found 

her irresistible, but somehow he could not bring himself to run away like this and get 

married. 

 When Euphrosine received the letter from Jessie King she quickly settled the 

matter so far as Arthur was concerned.  She sent him money for a railway ticket and told 

him to rejoin the family in Omaha at once, which he did. 

 Arthur found that he was greatly needed by his family.  Euphrosine was teaching 

and making a home for Willie and the two girls.  Maria was very seriously ill with 

diphtheria, quarantined to her room.  Gabriel had rented some farm land near the town of 

Bellevue on the Missouri River, a few miles to the south of Omaha, but it was plainly 
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evident to all that he’d never be a success as a farmer.  He was not cut out for such a life 

and he was getting old.  He was cranky for anyone in the family to live with him. 

 Arthur moved in with his father and began looking for work.  After a few weeks 

he found a job in a brewery, working the night shift.  He tended the boilers, shoveling 

coal into the furnaces and hauling out hot ashes in a wheelbarrow.  His wages were all 

turned over to Euphrosine to meet household expenses. 

 Yet he thought constantly of the beautiful Sue with honeyed lips and the lovely 

soft body he had known.  He longed for the imagined bliss of life with her on a 

homestead waiting for him in Western Nebraska. 
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Chapter 4 – Ireland Looks Toward America 

 

 The fabric of this story must, of necessity, be thin in places.  The portions dealing 

with life of the Smithwick family in Ireland prior to 1885 are taken mainly from letters of 

Maria Smithwick to her brother, Willie, in America.  As for her husband, Sir Robert, 

nothing remains in his own words.  A few things may be learned of him by examining old 

ferrotypes, in several of which he bears a striking resemblance to Prince Albert, the 

consort of Queen Victoria who reigned over Ireland at that time.  He is shown seated 

comfortably upon his horse, in which he took great pride, a pack of hounds milling about, 

anxious to be off to the hunt.  In others he is shown with his family grouped about him.  

No one is smiling.  There is the feeling he has the respect of his children, but no feeling 

of love or warmth of a closely knit family.  He sought to perpetuate the family and 

preserve and protect the estate he had inherited from those who preceded him.  Sadly, he 

never had the satisfaction of seeing a solitary one of his eleven grandchildren or many 

great grandchildren, or the assurance that one of them would someday take over as 

master of Ballynillard. 

 Likewise as to John Barton, Sir Robert’s eldest son, we are indebted to Maria for 

letters from which we gain some limited knowledge of what kind of a person he was.  We 

are told that he was treated in a different manner than the other children.  It was assumed 

that he, and he alone, would inherit Cottage Ballynillard and he was trained by his father 

to take over the duties he must handle in the days to come.  He was sent to Belfast where 

he attended Queen’s College, Ireland’s finest university.  Upon graduating he returned to 

Cottage to assist his father in the management of the estate.  Maria writes that John was 

sickly, subject to frequent illnesses of a pulmonary type.  He was tall, like his father, and 

thin.  His dark, almost back curly hair was already beginning to recede, exposing a high, 

white forehead accentuated by heavy, dark eyebrows.  Like his father, he wore a walrus 

type mustache.  The lower portion of his face was tanned from outdoor life.  Despite poor 

health, he was accustomed to walking the slopes of Galtee for an entire day of shooting, 

unmindful of wind or weather, to bring in a bag of wildfowl.  Hunting was his favorite 
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recreation, particularly with the hounds, but he gave this up in large measure to take over 

the work of his father who was now, in 1880, in his seventy-second year.  Many of his 

friends from college came to Cottage to join in the fox hunts or to fish the streams of 

Galtee.  They sometimes stayed for a month or longer.  John had an abiding interest in 

horses and in the stud farm, which was the main source of family income. 

 Richard Henry, the second son of Robert and Maria, was two years younger than 

John and ten months older than Annie.  All those who came after the first born: Richard, 

Annie, Georgie, Connie, Aleck and Florrie, accepted without question that they must 

leave Cottage.  Richard might possibly remain, but that would only be in the event that 

John were to die prematurely.  He never counted on that.  He, like his brother John, had 

been given a good education and looked forward to life in far off America.  The girls, 

upon the completion of their education, could remain at home only by permission of their 

older brother and would enjoy a status hardly better than that of the household servants.  

So it was generally assumed that Annie, being the oldest, would leave Cottage first and 

after having established herself in America would prepare the way for those to follow. 

 “When I get to America it’s yourself I’ll be needing,” Dick told Annie upon his 

return from the work he’d been doing on railway construction in Western Ireland.  They 

were resting their horses on the top of the Rock of Cashel, looking out over the valley 

with Cottage Ballynillard visible in the distance.  “Forget what Mama told you.  

Engineers are well paid in America and I’ll be having a big house, bigger maybe than our 

home here in Ireland.  How would I manage without you?  We’ve always said we’d go 

together.” 

 “Aye, and sure I’ll be ready.  But Mama is right.  As a housekeeper ‘tis precious 

little help I’d be to you.  I know nothing about it.” 

 “Of little or no importance, that.  You’ll learn.  And once we’re there many things 

can happen.  You won’t be keeping house for me forever.  You can teach school or give 

music lessons, or paint and sell your work.  You’ll find a place for your self, no doubt 

about it.” 

 None of sir Robert’s daughters were educated to support themselves.  They 

planned vaguely on careers in nursing or teaching only until they found a husband.  

Marriage was their ultimate goal. 
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 “Are you sure you know what your life will be like, Dick?  I hear it’s a land of red 

Indians where a white man can be scalped.  A land that’s wild and rough.  ‘Twill be 

nothing at all like the work you’ve been doing on the West Donegal Line.” 

 “Mama has frightened you, Annie.  Sure and it’s all of America we’ll want to see, 

not to stay close by Avon and the Fennessys.  I’ll want to be going farther west, far 

beyond where Uncle William is working.  I can watch out for you and help you meet the 

right people.  “Tis better you live with me, your brother, than the Fennessys who are 

strangers.  Now let that be understood and say no more on the subject.”   

 Annie had no more to say.  “Come then.  We’ve talked long enough.  Let’s be 

back to Cottage and a game of tennis.  I have a new racket that Papa bought for me 

yesterday in Limerick.  ‘Tis a lucky girl I am, Dick, to have a brother like yourself.  I 

have no fear for the future.” 

 Dick returned to his job in Donegal, but not for long.  He received a letter from 

Uncle William advising him there was a surveying job for him on a branch line of the 

Burlington to Des Moines, Iowa.  “This will not be long duration, “William had written, 

“but it’ll get you started.  You can prove your worth here.  There’ll be other work to 

follow.” 

 Dick left hurriedly and it was a long time before any of his family in Ireland had 

any direct word from him. 

 The weeks and months passed rapidly for Annie.  With each passing day she saw 

the time of her departure drawing closer.  She was packing her trunk with the things 

she’d take.   

On St. Thomas’ Eve, in Mitchelstown, a party was given for her by two 

classmates from the finishing school she’d attended in Killarney.  The group was mostly 

boys and girls her own age from families of the landed gentry in the surrounding area.  

They mixed song and instrumental music to produce lively rhythms for the native folk 

dances.  All airs ended on one of four final notes, continuing from one verse to the next 

until all were exhausted.  The Haymaker’s Jig and the Turnpike Reel were two of the 

more popular dances of the day.  Some preferred square dances, such as the Siege of 

Ennis or the Walls of Limerick.  Her cousin Edward was there and as often as he could he 

sought out Annie for his partner.  Gayly colored Japanese lanterns, made of paper and lit 
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with candles, hung from wires strung between the trees.  There was no dance floor, a 

level area of turf was all that was needed. 

 The boys, striving to be looked upon as men, smoked thick, black cigars and 

drank the strong, native brewed whiskey in which Irishmen to this day take pride.  “None 

of that weak Scotch stuff for us” was the way they put it. 

 It was different for the ladies, it being unheard of at that time for respectable 

young women to smoke.  Occasionally the more daring of them, of which Annie was one, 

would discreetly sip from a glass of wine or enjoy a taste of champagne.   

 Forty of Annie’s closest friends attended the party given by Alice Adelaid and 

Hanna Tachlier.  They brought gifts and each of them wrote in her album, offering advice 

as to all she should do when she reached America.  Long after midnight, as Annie, 

Georgie and Connie drove home to Cottage in their buggy, they talked about the party 

and discussed the things their friends had said. 

 “’Tis not so sure I am now that I’d want to leave all my friends like this,” said 

Georgie.  “America’s too far away.  Suppose you don’t like it?  What’ll you do then?  

What if you never come back?” 

 “I can always come back, if I want to.” 

 “You’ve never been outside of Ireland.  You don’t know.  Maybe it’d be best, at 

first, to go no farther away than England, as Lady Normanton has suggested.  ‘Tis 

yourself she invited to come visit her before deciding.” 

 “M’ mind’s already made up.  I’ve already decided.” 

 “You’ll die of homesickness, Annie.  You know you will.” 

 “I may that, but if I’m homesick I’ll surely get over it.  I’m going and the two of 

you’ll be following soon.  Mind what I say.” 

 “The hardships of the West have no appeal for me.” 

 Connie’d not say what she was thinking, it was not her nature.  “I’m not just sure 

myself,” was all.  “’Twill be a few years more before I have the decision to make, but 

Georgie could be right.  England is a lot closer and Papa has relatives in England.” 

 “Aye, he has,” said Annie.  “We’ve Smithwicks living in New York, too, but who 

are they?  We don’t know them.  They’d be more strange to me than Mama’s people 

because they’re English and I’m Irish and I’m not at all sure I’d get along with them.” 
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 Georgie remained argumentative.  “Myself, I think we should try England first.  

We might be happy there.  If I had the chance you have, Annie, I’d stay right here and 

marry Cousin Edward.  You’ve never given him the least encouragement.” 

 “Who wants to marry a cousin?  ‘Tis not a family of halfwits I’m set on raising.  

Cousins shouldn’t marry.” 

 “Annie may be right about that,” said Connie, “but there’s something else.  How 

long can a girl wait not knowing?  Irish men take us for granted.  They say flattering 

things they don’t mean.  They’re in no hurry.  Irishmen don’t marry ‘till they’re old and 

it’s a nursemaid they need, too old to raise a family.” 

 Georgie ended the discussion.  “Well, I, for one, am not adverse to going to 

England.  I’ll not go anywhere just yet.  I won’t leave Cottage until I’m good and ready 

and I shall tell John just that.” 

 Fifteen years separated the oldest from the youngest of the seven Smithwick 

children.  The two youngest girls, Aleck and Florrie, were then just twelve and nine, 

respectively.  Both were excited by the talk of their older sisters but it would be years yet 

before either of them would be old enough to leave Ballynillard. 

 Florrie was described by her governess as a holy terror.  “Th’ Divil’s in that 

child,” she’d tell the other servants.  “’Tis the death of me she’ll be before she’s raised.  

Lord knows, she needs no help.  That’ne ‘ll be able to look out f’r ‘erself.  Sir Robert’ll 

be long in ‘is grave afore she’s gone.  ‘Tis ‘erself will pass all the others if yer askin’ me.  

There’ll be no peace in this ‘ouse till both the younger ones ‘re gone.” 

 Itinerant bands of tinkers, mostly of Eastern European descent, worked their way 

through the Irish countryside in the summer months.  It was a common practice for them 

to pull their carivans off the side of a rural road or onto a vacant piece of land and camp 

for several days at a time before moving on.  The women would wash bedding and 

clothing in the streams and spread them to dry on the thorny hedges that lined the narrow 

roads.  These people had a dialect quite their own and were distrusted by the Irish 

because of their thievery.  They usually had extra horses and were good traders.  The 

women went from door to door selling trinkets or to beg.  They were superstitious race 

and Annie was more superstitious than most of the others.  She was always anxious to 

talk to the Gypsy women and looked forward to their visits. 
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 One day shortly before Annie left a Gypsy woman rapped at a rear door of 

Cottage and Annie answered. 

 “Let me come in, child.  For a tuppence I’ll tell ye of a journey y’ll be makin’.”  

The woman’s male companion was closely observing Annie’s pony standing at the 

hitching post near the door.  “I’ll be tellin’ y’all, child, if y’ll be openin’ the door.” 

 “Who told you I’ll be making a journey?”  demanded Annie, pretending to scoff 

at the idea.  Her eyes told the woman she’d made a shrewd guess.   

 “Aye, and ‘tis the feys at the ‘our of midnight I’ve spoke with and been touched 

by th’ moon.  I foresee the future.  A penny I’ll make it, aye, and a cup of tay.  Allow me 

to enter and it’s all you want to know I’ll be tellin’ for jest a cup of tay and a single 

copper coin.  Open up!” 

 Annie dared not let her inside the house but she was anxious to hear more of what 

the woman promised to tell.  “Take a seat and I’ll be out,” she told the woman, pointing 

to a wicker chair beside a table alongside the door.  “I’ll be tending the tea.  

 John had some tinsmithing in need of being done and had called the woman’s 

husband to come to the stables.  With the quickness of a snake the woman snatched one 

or two articles of inconsequential value from the table and stuffed them into pockets in 

her voluminous skirts.  Annie returned with a pot of boiling water and two saucers and 

cups. 

 The woman ceremoniously brewed the tea and poured out a cupful for herself and 

another one for Annie.  She sipped her tea thoughtfully and with apparent enjoyment.  

After Annie’d finished drinking the woman took Annie’s cup and turned it slowly in her 

hands, examining the leaves at every turn and demonstrating by her facial expressions 

that she could see Annie’s future unfolding before her half closed eyes. 

 “Y’ll be leaving soon on a long, long journey, as I told ye.”  She squinted, 

appearing to be in a trance.  “I see a train at a station... a new station... different from any 

station I’ve ever seen before...”  The woman droned on, casting hurried glances to see 

how her words were being received.  She described a town, “... foreign... But first there is 

a ship ... a large ship.  You are leaving Ireland never to return.” 

 “Go on,” Annie implored. 

 “There’s a man...He loves you and does not want you to go.” 
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 Annie’s heart beat a little faster.  The gypsy woman continued.   

 “You think not of this man now at all...He has never told you of his love...There 

are others... Some do not wish to see you go...There are some who do...”  The woman 

frowned.  Her voice changed to one of mild alarm.  This was not the usual Gypsy fortune 

where everything was to one’s fancy.  The woman was leading into thoughts more 

somber, a forewarning.  She sat silently for some time before continuing.  “...A cloud 

obscures my vision.” 

 “Tell me.  There is something wrong?” 

 “Aye, my child...I see troubled time ahead...Ye must prepare for hardships such as 

y’ve never before known...”  A long silence as the cloud passed.  “I see five young girls 

...two but children...the other three young women.  Could these be sisters?” 

 “I have four sisters.”  Annie wondered if the woman had noticed all the petticoats 

drying on the line.  Undoubtedly she had. 

 “”Your four sisters will follow ye on this journey... But some not till many years 

have passed...”  At this point the Gypsy woman stopped once again, indicating that 

something disturbed her very much. 

 “Go on.  What else?” 

 “That I cannot say, child, except to warn you...The tay leaves do not tell 

everything...They could be wrong...If I were to tell—No, I cannot.  ‘Tis only necessary 

that ye be warned... of a certain woman.  And I see only five...it could be ...one of the 

five...” 

 Annie interrupted, angrily.  “I’ve nothing to fear from any of my sisters.  Here!  

Take the pence I promised you and be gone.  “Tis a dreadful thing to do, to be warning 

me about my sisters.  Not a word of it do I believe.  Anyone can see you’ve not the true 

gift of foresight and are but a faker.  And put back on the table that silver spoon you 

stole.  I saw you put it in your pocket!” 

 “Remember the warning, my child.  ‘Tis not because I said it that it will 

happen...” 

 “Be gone.  I’ve heard enough.” 

 “God bless,” the woman said and left. 
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 Annie was upset by the unhappy tone of the yarn the Gypsy woman had spun and 

wondered exactly what, if anything, it meant.  It troubled her but she decided she must 

forget it and would not mention it to anyone.  She could not put it out of mind.  As for the 

man, she could think of no one other than her cousin Edward, and himself being a cousin 

she could not think of him as a suitor. 

 It was now near the middle of April and the date for her departure had been fixed.  

Sir Robert called Annie to his study to have a talk about her future.  “You must know that 

the dowry I’m giving you will be ample for your needs,” he began.  “It has been a severe 

strain upon our family resources.  As you are well aware, it’s precious little money that 

anyone in Ireland has today.” 

 “Aye, Father.  I understand.  I’ll be frugal with it.” 

 “I know you will.  You’re a clear thinking girl.  Our prayers go with you, that you 

may find a position in life worthy of one who carries the name Smithwick.  May you 

always be proud of the name.” 

 “Aye, Father.  I understand.” 

 “One thing more.  Before you leave I want you to call upon Vicar Holmes to 

receive his blessing.” 

 Together they went to call upon the vicar at the manse in Tipperary.  The vicar 

offered spiritual advice and entered an inscription in her album.  The album was now 

nearly full. 

 On the morning of her departure Sir Robert and his wife joined the five girls for 

breakfast.  John was away, in Galway, on business.  Dick, in America, had not been heard 

from for many months.  Annie’d asked that the family not accompany her to the station in 

Limerick, since Edward had offered to take her and it was a long, tiresome trip by buggy.  

Edward had arrived at Cottage the evening before. 

 The sun rose warm and bright on this, the first day of May.  The yard around 

Cottage Ballynillard was alive with bright yellow daffodils and red and yellow tulips.  

Annie was excited and a little sad.  They had a hearty breakfast of kidneys, kippered 

herring, tea and cold toast on a rack.  After breakfast she went to the stables for a last 

look at her horse.  She talked to the horse like she’d talk to a person.  “Would that I could 

take you.  I shall miss you more than anybody.  Georgie will take good care of you.  You 
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are her horse now.”  She gave the horse a lump of sugar and petted him fondly before 

returning to the house.  

 There was the last minute check of her belongings, with the cook coming from the 

kitchen on a dead run carrying a basket of food packed for the trip.  At the final moment, 

after having kissed each member of her family one last time and taken her seat beside 

Edward in the buggy, a messenger boy arrived on a bicycle with an overseas letter.  The 

letter was from Dick, wishing her a happy voyage.  She was overjoyed that he’d 

remembered. 

 A final wave of her hand and, with everyone crying, she was at last on her way.   

 At Limerick Edward took her first to Ballybrood, the Fennessy home, where 

they’d wait until train time.  He then drove her to the station where he watched to see that 

her footlocker and her luggage were safely aboard.  She was to stay overnight at the 

Royal Hiberian Hotel in Doblin – it was the first time she’d ever been to Doblin – and 

sail the next morning on a small steamer across the choppy Irish Sea to Liverpool, where 

she’d board a giant Cunnard liner for New York. 

 At Ballybrood Edward took her album to inscribe his farewell: 

“To Annie – On her leaving Ireland. 

 

I saw thee on the breeze Lee 

I saw thee by the lonely grove 

Where sweetheart Nature flung to thee 

Her pleasant wreaths of song and love  

 Annie, will you leave her now? 

Her glorious gushing spring so near? 

When bank and bower and bird and bough 

Shall pour their spells on eye and ear. 

Why would’st thou go?  Those fairy fields 

Rich beauty to thy heart supplied 

And all the sweets that Nature yields  

Thy spirit with a hymn enjoyed. 

And are those scenes which largely gave 
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Thy life enchantment grown less fair? 

Or dost thou all their treasures leave 

For inspirations feast elsewhere? 

When Spring with emerald pencil come 

To touch Tipperary’s landscape with, 

Amid her myriad gushing blooms 

We’ll miss thee from loved Aherlow’s side. 

When burst the bud and hums the bee 

When Cottage Summer’s beauties wear, 

We’ll miss thee from the radiant Lee 

We’ll miss thee, fairest of the fair. 

On Galtee’s slop the floral cup 

Of Summer’s gems is poured by Spring 

And God calls all His sky birds up 

Around His gates of light to sing, 

You’ll not be here to join the choir  

You’ll not be here to love the flowers, 

To hear God’s universal eyes, 

To kiss the buds, to twine the bowers.” 

 

Edward B. Fennessy 

Ballybrood, Limerick, Ireland 
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Chapter 5 – Liverpool 

 

 A trunk containing the most important of Annie’s belongings had been shipped 

several weeks in advance of her departure.  Sir Robert consigned it to her in care of 

Ernest Fennessy in New York.  The trunk had belonged to Maria and was hand made of 

native hardwood, stoutly reinforced with iron straps and fitted with double locks.  Before 

shipping, it was wrapped with rope as an extra precaution.  Sir Robert had personally 

taken it to the port of Cobh and seen it safely loaded aboard a small transatlantic steamer.  

It contained the gold that constituted her dowry and other items what she herself had 

selected. 

 “Sure and it’s everything you’ll be needing you must take,” Maria advised as 

Annie selected items for the trip.  “There’s no telling what you’ll need should it be God’s 

will you go on beyond Avon.  Willie tells me it’s wild, desolate country, that, beyond the 

Mississippi.  Heathen savages there are, hiding behind every stone, with no civilized men 

anywhere about.  It’s yourself I’ll be praying for every minute.  Remember that, my 

child.” 

 Annie had her own ideas.  She’d packed the trunk over a period of time, taking 

two new tennis rackets, a pair of fine new English made ice skates, a new riding habit and 

many party dresses.  She also packed selected pieces of sterling silverware, given to her 

by Maria, and embossed with the Fennessy crest.  There was a quilted bedspread of black 

velvet design, with contrasting squares of red and yellow silk dress material.  The 

bedspread was the handiwork of her great grandmother.  A goodly supply of fine quality 

linen sheets and had embroidered pillow cases was included, and one of the final items 

added was her mother’s Irish lace wedding veil. 

 “’Tis my wish that you should have this, Annie – an heirloom, to be passed on, in 

time, to your daughters.  “Tis very old, but will last for many years.” 

 “Aye, and I’ll treasure it, forever.” 

 For her needs until she’d again have the truck in her possession she had a 

footlocker to take with her aboard ship.  In this she packed a supply of warm clothing for 

the cold weather expected in crossing the north Atlantic.  Two or three knit sweaters 

made from the hand-spun wool of their own sheep, bred and cared for by herself and her 
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younger sisters, were included.  She had books, periodicals, her rosary and missal, her 

sketching pads and water color paints.  She’d studied art at finishing school and loved to 

draw pen-and-ink caricatures of people, or to sketch scenes she found interesting.  Her 

hats, some with close fitting veils and others with ostrich plumes, were placed in 

cardboard had boxes for ease in carrying aboard ship.  She had a leather case for toilet 

articles and various medical supplies that Maria insisted she would need. 

 To all this had been added the lunch basket in which the cook had placed a small 

smoked ham, bread for sandwiches, four hard boiled eggs, and oranges enough to last for 

a week.  None of these would be needed once she was aboard the transatlantic liner but 

she didn’t know that, and she didn’t plan on spending any money that could be saved.  

Her chocolate supply was sufficient to last for months. 

 “Would that myself were going with you,” Edward sighed as he helped her aboard 

her train in Limerick.  “You’ll have difficulty managing all this.  Dreadful tales are told 

of people boarding the ships in Liverpool.  You must be very careful.” 

 “I’ll be all right.  Thank you for all you’ve done for me.  I’ll be writing to you 

when I get on board and mail it when I reach New York.” 

 With both his hands he tenderly lifted her face and gently pressed his lips to hers.  

“and I’ll be writing to you.  Some day, I pray to God, I shall see you once again. We’ll all 

miss you very much.” 

 The train consisted of a mail car and two, side-opening chair cars of timber 

construction, badly weathered, and pulled by a small, puffing, peat burning steam 

locomotive.  The train held to a leisurely schedule, stopping frequently when cattle 

wandered onto the tracks ahead, or whenever the train crew felt the urge to drop into a 

pub across from some small station along the line.  Other passengers were mostly 

peasants, heavily loaded with provisions or luggage of different kinds.  Some seemed 

fearful of travel, which was not widely practiced in Ireland.  It’s doubtful if anyone on the 

train had ever been on the continent, although a few may have been to England at one 

time or another for seasonal work.  The vast majority of Irishmen, excepting emigrants 

who left and were never seen again, had never ventured beyond the limits of their local 

parish.  To reach the railway station most of them walked. 
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 As the train moved slowly from the station, Annie, comfortably seated by a 

window, looked back and waved until Edward disappeared into the distance.  Then, 

remembering, she opened her album and read again the poem he’d written.  She felt a 

twinge of homesickness and her first feelings of doubt.  This was a daring thing for her to 

be doing, undertaking this long trip, alone, to America.  But then, hadn’t other girls 

before her done it?  Yes, she assured herself.  Irish young people from all walks of life 

were going to America.  Most were of the servant class, or had been facing starvation on 

the tenant farms, but there were some, like herself, from the aristocracy, the old, 

established families of Ireland.  She’d not be alone after her sisters followed.  She felt, 

instinctively, that she was leading the way for them.  And she could always come back.  

She refused to think that she’d never see her father or mother again, or John or Edward.  

The thought came back despite her attempts to repress it.  The Gypsy woman had told 

her.  This beautiful green countryside all bathed in a warm May sunshine and the 

profusion of spring flowers, could it be that she was seeing all this for the last time? 

 Dublin was a new world for her and a bit frightening.  Outside the Heuston 

Station and awaiting incoming trains there was a lineup of hacks operated by rooming 

houses and hotels.  An inexperienced traveler, unsure of where he intended to stay, might 

find his luggage taken in hand by an overly ambitious hack driver.  Annie’d been 

forewarned of this by her father.  She held tightly to her possessions and was careful to 

board a hack with a sign showing it went to the Royal Hibernian.  This was the best hotel 

in Dublin, where her room rent was prepaid for one night.  She’d have enjoyed seeing 

more of the city but there was no time for that. 

 Two others of the train’s passengers were also bound for the Royal Hibernian, 

which reassured her.  Otherwise, how was she to know where this treacherous looking 

hack driver might be taking her?  The ride in the hack was free.  After giving the matter 

due consideration, she tipped the driver a tuppence for carrying her luggage into the hotel 

lobby.  Her footlocker was left in the custody of the night clerk.  She took only the 

satchel, lunch basket and hatboxes to her room and gave the clerk instructions that he 

must, without fail, call her in time for the carriage which would take her the next morning 

to the steamer. 
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 Sailing time was seven, to take advantage of tidal currents in the Liffey River and 

again in the Mersey Estuary upon arrival on the west coast of England.  Crossing the Irish 

Sea took fifteen hours.  She slept fitfully through the night, worrying that she might miss 

connections and not arrive in Liverpool on time.  She’s memorized all the things she must 

do before boarding the ocean liner. 

 The Irish Sea is noted for its roughness and this day was no exception.  The little 

steamer was buffeted by giant waves and strong head winds and was barely able to 

maintain its eight knot top speed, essential if Annie and the other cabin passengers were 

to pick up their tickets by the appointed hour.  From the moment the tiny ship passed 

Howth Head, allowing Annie her last look at Ireland, she was confined to her cabin with 

seasickness, caring not one whit whether she ever reached Liverpool or not. 

 Sir Robert had insisted that she should have a first class cabin for the Atlantic 

crossing.  It was an extravagance that she had at first resented.  From the outset she was 

determined that her dowry not be squandered foolishly and this, to her, had seemed a 

waste of money.  She learned upon arriving at Liverpool, however, that her father had 

correctly foreseen the problems she’d have to face. 

 Liverpool, with a population at that time of approximately 375,000, was 

England’s second largest city.  It was almost three fourths the size of New York, and a 

wealthy city, with fine public buildings, more beautiful than London.  Albert Dock, 

where Annie landed, was constructed of granite as solid as the Galtee Mountains of 

Tipperary.  The city’s wealth had come from the slave trade, when, in years past, as many 

as 49,000 slaves had been shipped out in a single year.  It was now the port of 

embarkation for an equal number of emigrants in a peak year.  It had reached 100,000 per 

year in the years immediately following the potato famine.  The emigrant was plundered 

at every stage and every step from the moment he or she arrived.  Those of the lower 

classes were handled in a manner no better than the slaves had in former years been 

treated. 

 An average of sixty ships a day sailed up the Mersey River to discharge cargos of 

cotton, rice, tobacco and raw materials for England’s thriving industries and to take on 

English, Scotch and Irish emigrants for the return voyage to America.  Most of these 

ships were packets, of wooden construction, dependent upon their drab, oil soaked sails 
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for power.  These took as long as three weeks to make the crossing.  In growing numbers 

among them now were the steel hulled steamers, the Cunard Liners with their red funnels, 

or American ships of competing lines, making the crossing in half the time.  Emigrants 

generally chose the packets, which were cheaper.  These ships often had no regular 

schedule and remained at their dock until the brokers had scoured the city and booked the 

full limit of passengers permissible under the laws of Britain and the United States. 

 Passage in the steerage section of a steamer, all below deck, cost from four to five 

pounds, the equivalent of about ten dollars today.  This entitled the passenger to a berth, 

or in some cases to no more than ten square feet of floor space on which he might spread 

out his luggage and arrange to live and sleep for the duration of the voyage.  Single men 

and women were segregated.  Families combined their space allotments.  Food, most 

often, was served uncooked in stipulated amounts.  As a matter of practice the daily 

rations consisted of less than the passenger had paid for. 

 Most of the Irish emigrants arrived in Liverpool without reservations, very little 

money, and almost no experience with coping with the problems of travel.  They were set 

upon by men intent upon swindling them.  “Runners” represented boarding houses or 

cheap dockside warehouses made over into hostels where the emigrant would pay one 

shilling a day for a bed and three meals until his ship sailed.  A bed in these places did 

not include bedding and more often than not there were no facilities for bathing.  Those 

unwilling or unable to pay the shilling found cheaper quarters.  One survey found nearly 

5,000 cellars in use, with over 25,000 people, both men and women, sleeping on stone 

floors. 

 There were, of course, many wealthy persons who traveled, Americans returning 

to Europe to visit relatives or to attend universities.  Likewise, many Europeans came to 

the United States or to Canada on business and for pleasure and were able to afford the 

best that the steamship lines offered.  For these, a stateroom aft of the saloon, containing 

two berths, cost as much as twenty-one guineas per berth.  Cunard cabin passengers were 

protected against the unscrupulous Liverpool merchants who preyed upon the poorer 

passengers.  Annie’s ticket, which had been paid for in full in advance, entitled her to a 

berth in a three berth cabin and cost twenty five pounds sterling. 
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 Travelers with reservations but still owing money for their ticket were required to 

go to the Cunard office on Albert Dock the night before sailing to pay the balance due 

and pick up their ticket.  Here they were urged to exchange their English sovereigns for 

dollars, being given to understand that the gold coins would not be acceptable in 

America.  Annie avoided all of this because of the arrangements made by Sir Robert.  She 

boarded her ship, the S.S. City of Rome immediately upon arrival, where she me her 

cabin mate, Miss Louise Howell, an English girl of about 19.  “Miss Howell,” Annie 

noted in a small leather bound notebook she had purchased to use as a diary on the ocean 

voyage, “is going out to be married.  Her future husband is to come to meet her in New 

York.”  The third berth in their stateroom would be unused since there had been fewer 

saloon class passengers purchase tickets for the crossing than the ship’s owners had 

expected. 

 The 900 or more steerage passengers were not permitted to board the ship until an 

hour before sailing time.  Louise and Annie watched from an upper deck as these 

unfortunate people, men, women and children, carrying their belongings in boxes, hurried 

aboard and scrambled below to find their quarters.   

 “’Tis a pity they should be treated like this,” sighed Annie.  “Most of them from 

Ireland and I know what their life there has been.  Just look at them.  Cattle would be 

better treated.” 

 Men were trying to protect their wives while at the same time carrying their heavy 

boxes.  Some of the women had babies in their arms and dragging along other, older 

children, taking care not to be crowed off the gangplank and into the water. 

 “Look at the lad climbing the rope from the dock,” exclaimed Louise, pointing to 

a boy about 15 years of age.  “And the medical examination they were given was a farce.  

Someone said two doctors were all there were to examine the entire 900 and it only took 

them one hour. 

 “Sure and ‘twas but little time they gave,” agreed Annie.  “Stick out yer tongue.  

Do y’ feel all right?  Go aboard.  Y’re in fine health.”   

 The ship’s doctors, one of whom, Dr. Murphy, Annie was to know better before 

another day passed, were interested only in avoiding an outbreak of infectious disorders 

aboard ship.  They looked for any outward signs of typhus, cholera, or common 
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childhood diseases.  Tuberculosis was not considered dangerous.  Many of the below 

deck passengers were elderly and weak. 

 In the rush to get aboard it was impossible to check each person to make sure he 

or she had a ticket.  Some of them knew this and hoped to hide somewhere aboard and 

escape to America as stowaways.   

 The sailing of a large, ocean going vessel is impressive and in these Liverpool 

departures an emotional occasion.  Street musicians with hand organs, cymbals and 

fiddles created music of a sort on the dock in hopes of receiving a few coins.  Saloon 

passengers, who from the upper decks had a better view, waved to friends who had come 

to see them off.  Paper streamers trailed the ship as it eased out into the channel and 

began drifting slowly seaward, captured by the currents of the Mersey River. 

 Anchors were dropped as the ship reached midstream and a roll call of passengers 

taken.  Vendors who had come aboard with passengers to sell caps, sun glasses, shawls, 

pocket mirrors and such, were now put over the sides to return to shore in small boats, 

along with passengers who had been found to be without tickets.   

 Annie and her cabin mate proceeded to explore the ship, find their life boat 

stations, and get their table assignments.  Annie learned that she was to be seated next to 

Mr. Newsome, the purser, with a young American lad on her other side.  Passengers 

occupied themselves with such things as the ship moved slowly off down the Mersey 

towards the open sea.  Even with the lengthening days of this time of year it would be 

nightfall before the ship reached the Atlantic. 

 A fog set in as they passed the Isle of Man and the ship’s whistle blasted 

intermittently.  Annie and Louise donned their heaviest clothing and stayed on deck.  

Annie discovered that she had failed to pack her ulster with the clothing she intended to 

use aboard ship.  She was disappointed that they were unable to see land on either side as 

they passed through the straights that separated Ireland and Scotland.  There would be 

interesting days ahead and she was happy that she was, at last, on her way.  But even so, 

she already beginning to feel the nausea of oncoming seasickness. 
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Chapter 6 – Across The Atlantic 

 

 Morning of the second day out of Liverpool (Saturday) found the S.S. City of 

Rome lunging determinedly through heavy seas, facing gale force headwinds, rolling and 

pitching with green water breaking constantly over her bow.  Yet, miraculously, she 

righted herself and emerged from each giant wave to face yet another onslaught from an 

angry sea. 

 Annie and Louise were both dreadfully ill and unable to leave their berths.  All 

but the heartiest of passengers remained in their staterooms.  It was not until the third day 

that Annie again picked up her diary.  “I had never felt anything like it before,” she 

wrote.  “Could not stand up at all, but became better and slept well.  Stewardess very kind 

and Doctor Murphy has been here to see Miss Howell and myself.  Maybe, with just a 

cup of tea, I’d feel a wee bit better.” 

 On the following day she wrote, “I am writing in the orange grove room.  A lady 

is playing the piano.  There are, I am told, 200 saloon passengers.  Mostly young men 

from 20 to 30 years of age.  Some old men.  A few women and children.  It is very dull 

not knowing anyone and Louise has not yet come up.  I have not been to any meals yet.  

This room is very nice, with flowers and birds all about.  I am reading “Illustrious 

Fortune.”  It is a splendid story.” 

 Later that evening she added, “Ten o’clock tea.  I am going to bed.  Most of the 

ladies I left sitting in the saloon and most of the gentlemen had gone to the smoking room 

to play cards.  Very few people ill now.  Nearly all were last night.  I got “Cherry Ripe” 

to read.  I can read the other any time.” 

Tuesday morning: 

 “I am writing in bed.  It is about 10 o’clock.  I have just had my breakfast.  Miss 

H. and I are going to have a bath.  We are both very much better today.” 

Tuesday night: 

 “Got over this day very well.  Have been on deck all day.  Came down to dinner 

and made acquaintance of several.  Nearly all are Americans.  Can imagine myself an 

American already from listening to them talk.  (She was breaking herself of the habit of 

saying “aye” by saying “yes” instead, but her yes had a hissing sound like “yiss.”)  One 
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very nice older man is after leaving his daughter at school in Paris.  He has been across 

eight times.  I have been talking a good deal to him today.  He is with a large party going 

home to Nebraska after doing the Continent.  Their names are Swan.  The only Irish girl 

besides myself is Miss Holdings from County Meath.  She says she likes to talk to me 

because, like myself, she is alone.  I have also talked with a man who reminds me so 

much of Dr. Smythe.  His name is Tisdale and he said if no one is there to meet me in 

New York I must come stop with him and his wife.  He has a home there and is very 

rich.” 

Wednesday morning. 

 “While I feel well I must write in my diary.  I was sick again yesterday so I wrote 

hardly at all.  It was terribly rough but the sea splendid to look upon.  Sometimes we were 

on top of a mountain, then down we went, hundreds of feet.  I had to lie down most of the 

day in the ladies’ saloon.  It rained so heavy and blew to hard that few went outside, so I 

was speaking to no one but Miss H. and an old Englishman who is a bother as he talks so 

much.  But he knows so much, particularly about ships, I didn’t mind him.  He has been 

across seventeen times.” 

 Annie saw the lights of another liner, east bound, late one evening.  Otherwise, in 

all that vast ocean there were no signs of life except for the gulls that followed, hovering 

overhead, awaiting garbage and waste matter cast from the stern by the ship’s crew. 

Wednesday evening. 

 “I am writing in my berth, 10 o’clock, after having some tea.  My food since I 

started consists of tea, ice lemonade, and oranges.  I have become noticeably pale since 

coming aboard but I suppose I shall perk up on the double when we arrive.  I wish we 

were there now, but I am afraid on account of the high waves yesterday and last night we 

cannot get in until Monday.  Miss H. is very sick.  This berth rocks so that I am afraid 

every minute I shall find myself on the floor.  When it is this bad here in the first class 

section it must be terrible in steerage, ever so far down below decks in the ship.  Some 

day I must go down and see them.  Also the engines.  The furnaces burn ten tons of coal 

every hour.  Sometimes we have sails up and that makes the ship toss less.” 
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 “A bride and bridegroom have berths right opposite us, across a passageway.  

Their name is McCall.  I can see the bride having breakfast in bed in the mornings.  We 

must leave our doors open to get air – just draw curtains across our doors. 

Thursday night, in the Music Room.  10 o’clock. 

 “I have enjoyed this day more than any since I came on board.  Went on deck 

after breakfast for about two hours.  Had lunch there.  It was great fun.  So stormy I had 

to be tied to a rope.” 

 “We went a very bad pace yesterday, only eight miles an hour.  Today the wind is 

favorable and we are going ten miles an hour.  The gentlemen gamble a lot about the pace 

of the ship.  They call it a “pool.” 

 “Mr. Tisdale is about the nicest man I have met and such a splendid gentleman 

but he is always making fun of me for being Irish.” 

 She asked the American passengers about the land she was going to.  “And are 

there many Red Indians in your part of the country?” 

 “Oh, no.  Hardly ever do we see an Indian anymore.  I find it amusing that you 

Irish refer to them as “Red Indians.”  Why do you do that?” 

 “Sure and myself I’ve never seen a Red Indian, but I know that those from India 

are not the same.  ‘Tis many a picture of them I’ve seen with head feathers standing out 

like a strutting turkey, or braided hair hanging to their waists.  Now isn’t that how they 

look?” 

 “No.  Not anymore.  At least not around anywhere I have been.  It was like that 

once and still may be when you go farther west, but where I live they dress just like white 

people when they have money to buy clothes.” 

 “And the Mississippi, now?  Is it a large river, like the Shannon?” 

 “In some places not much wider, although I’ve never seen the Shannon.  It’s 

deeper because large riverboats go all the way up the river from New Orleans.” 

 “’Tis no large boats we have on the Shannon.  The Mississippi must be much 

larger, I’m sure.” 

 “Why do you come to America, Annie?  Have you a sweetheart who sent for 

you?” 
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 “No.  ‘Tis a brother I have who’s a civil engineer on railway construction and 

himself I will stay with once he gets settled.  Also others, in Illinois, and a cousin in 

Brooklin who promised to meet me at the dock when we arrive.  I’ve never met him but 

have his picture.” 

 Annie was conscious of her Irish brogue and quaint expressions and sensed that 

the American men liked her. 

Friday night, 11 o’clock. 

 “I went down to all meals today,” she wrote in her diary.  “After breakfast we 

played quoits on deck and all walked about for an hour there.  The purser, Mr. Newsome, 

took me and two gentlemen to see the engines.  It was a terrible place.  Down we went 

through steerage, down hundreds of feet by a narrow, winding staircase made of steel and 

all flowing with oil.  Then, when we got down there it was truly a sight worth seeing.  

Once in a lifetime.  I think it must be like being in a coal pit, but I’m afraid my poor dress 

suffered.  I have not yet had the courage to look at my gloves.  The other two went on to 

see the fires but I, having had quite enough, came up to the air and daylight.” 

 “The bride across the passageway, Mrs. McCall, and I have become thick friends.  

She is the finest looking person on board and so jolly.  She comes from Glasgow.  Mr. 

McCall, I think, is Scotch.  He is much older.  He is 28 and she 21.” 

 “We had a concert this evening from eight to one-half nine.  It was good but as I 

did not feel well (owing to the wind coming up in the evening and the ship rocking so.)  

Very few dressed for dinner.  It is just if you feel well enough.  Women wear their hats.  

When I feel up to it I put on my black dress and my hat with the ostrich plumes.  We dine 

at five o’clock.  Tea at eight.  Breakfast at eight.  Luncheon at one.  All our time seems 

taken up eating. 

 “The passengers are planning to give Miss H. a big wedding in New York on 

Monday.  Mr. Tisdale says he will get his wife to “give her away.”  That will be a real 

American welcome.” 

 “Three icebergs passed yesterday before we were up.” 

Saturday night, 8 o’clock. 

 “This has been a queer day.  Very fine morning, then thin fog.  We passed 

through what is called the gulf stream.  The sea was very rough then for about two hours 



 56

and frightfully cold.  Then it became hot to suffocation.  I have not felt so well since 

coming aboard as I did today and was hungry for dinner.  We will be in New York 

tomorrow night.  They are all singing so nicely I can not write.” 

Sunday morning. 

 “We had a rare treat last night and I spent the jolliest evening I have had in ages.  

Just as I finished writing some of us commenced dancing in the saloon – the Swans, the 

McCalls and one or two others.  We had such fun laughing over the different ways we 

danced – Scotch, Irish, American, English and Swedish.  I had a waltz with a little Swede 

who popped me half a yard high at every turn.  Then Mr. and Mrs. McCall, Mr. 

Newsome and myself went below to have a quiet little supper, after which Mr. McCall 

said we should go to their room and play whist.  So off we went, the four of us.  Mr. 

McCall and his wife are really the nicest people I have met for an age.  She is so jolly and 

so lady-like, and a picture in her brown new market and hard hat.  The purser, of course, 

is perfection.  Voted so by all the ladies on board.  He is a Londoner and a widower with 

five children.  He has the smuggest little den all hung with photographs.  We came away 

about one-half twelve.  The electric lights in passengers’ rooms are turned off at eleven, 

so I had to undress in the dark.  Mr. McCall bought me a song, “The Simpatico Orphans” 

(I don’t know what that means) and wrote on it, “To Annie in remembrance of a pleasant 

evening in the purser’s room, S.S. City of Rome, May 10, 1884.” 

 “I am writing in my berth, or stateroom as it is called.  There are prayers going on 

in the saloon but I came down here to read mine, so I must do so at once and finish 

writing tonight.  We are near the end of our voyage.  I cannot realize it.  I am sorry to 

leave the S.S. Rome.” 

 “I forgot to say I have been talking to the man who is on his way around the world 

in five months.  His name is Mr. Brett.  I like him the best of any of the men here but he 

is a little too quiet.  I am the only girl he walks with or speaks to, so I feel complimented.  

He is going to Ireland next summer and I gave him our address at Cottage, even though I 

will not be there.  He may call.” 

Sunday night 

 Late Sunday evening, under clear skies, the S.S. City of Rome slid silently into 

New York Harbor and dropped anchor, the twelfth day out of Liverpool.  As she rested, 
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like a greyhound after the chase, passengers were out on deck.  Directly ahead was the 

mouth of a mighty river, while to starboard was the Battery and Lower Manhattan, with 

an awe–inspiring view of a brand new Brooklyn Bridge.   

 “It is a heavenly moonlight night,” Annie wrote.  “I can see all the lights of the 

city.  The ship is to remain without motion and no one can go ashore until morning.  We 

have been celebrating our arrival all day, bidding farewell to friends with raised glasses 

of champagne.  I have never been happier, except that I have a fear that there may be no 

one on the dock to meet me.” 

 “Miss H. has promised me a book of remembrance of our twelve days together as 

roommates.  Tomorrow is her wedding day.” 

Monday, May 12, 1884. 

 With an early inspection completed the ship was cleared and proceeded to Castle 

Garden just offshore from the Battery.  Here all passengers passed through customs and 

immigrants were given an individual medical check.  Once again Annie had cause to be 

grateful for Sir Robert’s insistence that she travel first class.  She was treated with far 

more dignity and consideration than poorer immigrants. 

 Below deck passengers were all required to bathe after landing.  For this there 

were two large wash rooms, each fifty feet long by twenty feet wide, one for men and the 

other for women and children.  Each room had a tub large enough for 12 persons to enter 

at a time and a trough where 50 could stand and scrub.  Clean, dry towels were provided 

and possessions protected against theft.  Medical inspections were as superficial as those 

made when they had boarded in Liverpool.  Their hand baggage was checked and they 

were required to state how much money they had brought with them.  In reply most 

Irishmen, it was said, understated their wealth for fear of being robbed.  The English 

overstated, through vanity, and the Scotch were most truthful, offering to open their 

purses and prove how much money each one had.   

 Castle Garden was built as a fort, the walls 13 feet high.  Later it was converted to 

a cultural and entertainment center.  Its major building was an auditorium believed at that 

time to be larger than any other in America.  There were no beds nor other facilities for 

overnight accommodations, but food was sold and kitchens available for mothers with 

families.  Maps were given to new arrivals and assistance in purchasing train tickets or 
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paying fares on canal boats to take them out of the city.  As long as immigrants remained 

within Castle Garden’s walls they were protected from runners who waited ready to rob 

them once they stepped beyond its gates. 

 Annie was spared all of this unpleasantness because she had arrived as a first class 

passenger.  She walked with her shipboard friends firmly and happily in a waiting crowd, 

clutching the photograph of her cousin Ernest and confident she would find her brother 

Dick.  She was more excited than she could ever remember having been before.  But alas!  

There was no one from her family there to meet her! 

 Her diary tells us more: 

Monday night, 11 o’clock.  Fifth Avenue Hotel. 

 ‘Can this be I, seated here in my room in the finest hotel in New York?  America!  

Is this real?  Am I really here?  And after having been to the theater and seeing and 

hearing Miss Doughty!  But seeing and hearing nothing of Dick, or anyone else of my 

family!  Still feeling, if I feel at all, as happy as a prince.” 

 “But this can not go on.  I must decide what to do.  I must be out of this room in 

the morning.  It would smash me in a week.  I see no value in exchange for my precious 

gold.  I lived ten times as well aboard the Rome.  Tonight I could not get even a bit of 

cake with my tea.  My friends are gone.  I miss Mr. Newsome, the McBrides, Miss H. 

(now Mrs. Squires) and the others.  I didn’t know who was coming here.  I don’t know 

where many of them went.  I followed the crowd and with a few others ended up here.” 

 “That poor Mr. Brett has been with me since leaving the ship.  He is an angel.  He 

thinks nothing of running down to the post office, 13 blocks away, every couple of hours 

to inquire if any mail has arrived for me.  Then he returns and sends me up his “card.”  

(there are four of them on my dressing table.)  Nothing has arrived for me.  But today, to 

ease my anxiety, he took me to the theater.  Miss Doughty is divine as “Galatia.”  I have 

seen so much today and so much more to see tomorrow.  Mr. Brett says I should go to see 

Mrs. Smithwick at Brooklyn.  I wrote to her today to tell her this.”   

 “Miss Howell met her “Willie” (Squires is his name) but the wedding had to be 

private. I must call at their hotel tomorrow.” 

 “And now I must go to bed, although I am not tired. 

Tuesday evening.  Sinclair House, on Broadway, New York. 
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 “I have come here and am just after having arrived.  It is a far more comfortable 

hotel than where I stayed last night, and not half the price.  Mr. Brett dined with me this 

evening.  He has been very helpful.  He took me to see the wax works.  Not one word 

from Dick, nor my cousin Edward, nor do I know what has become of my steamer 

trunk.” 

 “I spent the morning with Mrs. McCall and some New York friends of hers.  

Driving about and shopping.  And now the McCalls are gone.” 

 “A lady, (a clergyman’s wife) is to come here to see me tomorrow.” 

 “The newlyweds, Miss H., (now Mrs. Willie Squires,) have left for her new home 

in Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin.  They invited me to come on a visit.” 

 “The Tisdales, who live here, I have not seen since leaving the ship.” 

 “The woman who keeps this hotel, (Mrs. Ashmore) is a great friend of the Burks, 

of Cashel.  Another Mr. Burk, who papa met, and his brother are to come here tomorrow 

to see me.” 

 “I can see all down Broadway, lighted with electric lights, as I write.” 

 “I must find some way to reach the Smithwicks in Brooklyn.  I am worried about 

the whereabouts of my steamer truck, with all my worldly possessions.  All that I have 

with me is my foot locker, hat boxes, and clothing I thought I would need aboard the 

ship. 

 

 Annie’s contact with her father’s family in Brooklyn was re-established as a result 

of the letter she wrote to Mrs. Smithwick after checking into her hotel on the first day 

following her arrival.  Ernest traced her to the Fifth Avenue address and thence to 

Sinclair House, and then took her to his home in Brooklyn.   

 “I’ll not be after wearing out my welcome, Ernest,” she told him.  “I will be going 

on to Avon as soon as my trunk arrives.  Is there any word yet on the trunk?” 

 “This very morning I enquired and it has not yet arrived.  We should wait a day or 

so and check again.  It will be safe.  Do not worry.” 

 She looked relieved.  “Cousin Edward sends his best to you all,” she said.   

 “Yes.  He has written, asking that I not neglect you.” 
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 Ernest and his mother had planned a dinner party in Annie’s honor.  There were 

relatives of hers there that she had never ever heard of before.  One, a J. G. Smithwick, 

Esq., and his wife, Gertrude.  The party was a happy one with everyone present adding a 

personal note of welcome in the album that her mother, Marie, had given her.  The diary 

she had kept on board ship was only two inches by three inches and much too small for 

asking friends to sign.  But between the pages of the larger album she tucked away a 

place card made for her that showed how she had been honored while a guest of the 

Smithwicks of Brooklyn. 

 Before leaving for Avon she penned a long letter home to Cottage, describing her 

voyage and all the friends she had made aboard ship.  She told in glowing phrases her 

impressions of America, but how anxious she was to be on her way to eventually rejoin 

her brother, Dick.   

 She wrote to Edward, as she had promised, telling him she would never see him 

again and wishing him a happy life in Ireland. 
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Chapter 7 – Adjusting 

 

 As a awe-struck, immature immigrant girl from rural Southern Ireland Annie was 

impressed with the elegance of life in America.  Her first real contact was with our 

modern transportation, where American ingenuity had made great advancements 

compared with similar trains in Ireland.  Coaches were gas lighted and there were 

sleeping cars on long runs, such as that from New York City to Chicago.  Trains had 

dining cars and coaches could be steam heated in inclement weather.  Travel by train was 

safer, also.  Airbrakes had recently come into widespread use, allowing higher speeds and 

operation with smaller train crews.  Such things as these had been pointed out to her by 

Dick, who’d worked on the Donegal Line in Galway and had a degree in engineering.  In 

Ireland, where hand brakes were used, it was customary to have a brakeman for each 

three cars, stationed along the length of the train.  These men applied or released brakes 

on individual cars upon signal from the locomotive engineer. 

 For her trip to Avon, which took three days, Annie chose her route and 

accommodations thoughtfully, knowing she must change trains at least three times.  She 

selected slower trains that made more frequent stops, and decided against a Pullman 

ticket which would have meant extra cost.  She could easily have afforded more luxury 

but was intent upon conserving funds.  Once again she brought food for the journey in a 

large basket.  When the train made stops where other passengers went into station 

lunchrooms for meals she got off and took short walks to see something of the towns.  

Her trunk and foot locker were shipped by freight to Avon.   

  Towns along the way all looked new and clean and prosperous.  Buildings were 

well painted.  Upon entering a town the train would slacken speed and she looked into 

back yards and figured out how people lived.  Most yards were enclosed with board 

fences and had vegetable gardens.  In some she observed chickens and goats, or horse 

and cow, and there were always lots of children and dogs. 

 Rural areas interested her more than towns.  She noted an absence of rock-walled 

fields and hedge-lined roads.  Fields were larger than in Ireland and many times no fences 

at all – only a strand or two of barbed wire.  Pastures lacked colorful yellow gorse to 

contrast with predominant shades of green, and farmhouse roofs were not of thatch.  She 
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took note of different breeds of horses, knowing that this would be of interest to her 

father.  At road crossings there’d be people standing, waiting for the train to pass, and 

children would wave.  She always waved back.  Wagons were mired deep in muck and 

horses wet with sweat, grateful, no doubt, for a short rest as the train clicked along.  Hers 

was by far the longest train she’d ever seen.  On long curves she could look back to the 

cub car with its observation platform, or ahead to engines puffing huge clouds of smoke 

and steam into the air and whistling for every grade crossing. 

 In Chicago she had to wait several hours for her train to Peoria.  Never once did 

she leave the station waiting room, she felt it necessary to keep an eye on her satchel and 

boxes at all times.  June weather was warmer here than she was accustomed to and her 

clothing much too heavy.  Despite the heat she enjoyed the trip, visiting with other 

passengers and quizzing them on everything that interested her.  American money 

puzzled her.  Not knowing equivalent values in English coins, she did not buy fruit and 

candy from the vendors who passed through the cars.  Water was good enough to drink 

and it was free. 

 From Chicago to Avon, a distance of less than two hundred miles, required 

several hours.  She’d not slept since leaving New York and was tired.  Her eyes watered 

from cinders that blew through open windows and soot soiled her clothing.  Her arrival in 

Avon was late evening.  She was met by Uncle William’s wife and little daughter, Effie.  

Effie it was who showed most pleasure in meeting her.  Her Aunt, she thought, was rather 

reserved. 

 “Now Effie, don’t be asking so many questions.  Annie be all the way from 

Ireland and is very tired.  “Tis not much luggage she has and three of us can carry it quite 

readily.   Her trunk and whatever can remain at the freight house until Willie picks it up 

tomorrow.” 

 Even tired as she was, the walk of a few blocks to her uncle’s home, brought new 

cause for wonderment:  the wooden sidewalks.  How nice, she thought.  Wood in Ireland 

was too scarce to be squandered for such uses as sidewalks.  The only place where shoes 

need be muddied was in crossing streets, where the mud was ankle deep.  Smallness of 

the town was a disappointment for her – hardly any larger than Mitchelstown – but huge 

elm tree lined streets gave the feeling of being at home.  The warm evening air had 
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brought out fireflies in profusion and this was something she’d never seen before.  A 

surge of homesickness overcame her and she cried.   

 Through the remainder of June and most of July Annie stayed with the Fennessys 

in Avon.  For much of this time William was away.  Summer was the time of year when 

construction work on railways reached its peak.  Shutdowns were to be expected in the 

fall.  From her aunt, Annie learned many things she’d not previously known about lives 

of families of engineers employed by the railways.  Railways were commonly being 

bui8lt by contractors who managed to go bankrupt just as their contracts were being 

completed.  The newly constructed rail lines would thus be taken over by railway owners 

at a fraction of their cost and contractors’ employees would have worked most of their 

summer without pay.  This, to Annie, appeared to be an out-and-out swindle, and such it 

truly was.  She wondered about Dick and hoped he’d not get cheated in such manner.   

 Uncle William’s house was small and Annie knew she could easily wear out her 

welcome.  Also, in Avon, there were few opportunities for work for her.  If she stayed 

here she’d gradually use up her resources, so in August she took once again to traveling, 

this time to Aurora.  Here she sought work but became greatly discouraged.  There was 

nothing she knew how to do.  It became ever more pressing that she join Dick, but he’d 

not yet told her to come.   

 1884 was a presidential election year and as the date for elections neared Annie 

found herself engrossed in American politics.  A Republican administration was blamed 

for hard times and she came reluctantly to the conclusion that comparative prosperity in 

the United States actually equated with depression she thought she’d left forever in 

Ireland.  A Wall Street panic that year brought financial ruin to Ulysses S. Grant., a 

former U. S. President and also a Republican.  Annie’s sympathies were with the 

Democrats, now and for the remainder of her life.  

 Dick wrote to tell her that his work was not stead; He was being shifted to many 

different points along the railway.  At times he’d be on surveys in Dakota territory while 

at other times at the railhead not far beyond Oakdale.  He did not think it safe for her to 

be alone in his dugout on his homestead near Gordon if he must be away so much of the 

time.   
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 He left Aurora and went to Peoria, closer to her Avon family and a larger town 

with better employment opportunities.  Sir Robert looked down upon “trades people,” a 

general classification for just about everyone who worked.  This prejudice was instilled in 

all his children.   

 Grover Cleveland, a Democrat, defeated James Blaine for the U.S. Presidency on 

the day Annie arrived in Peoria.  She took heart.  A new administration would be good, 

she thought.  She found lodgings in a boarding house and immediately set out through 

this town of forty thousand to find some means of earning her way.  She turned to art as 

most useful of any subject in which she’d been educated and found employment in a 

photographic studio retouching negatives.  Although work was promised her only on a 

part-time basis she remained there for over a year.   

 Some exceptional opes for travel came about in 1885 as a result of railway rate 

wars.  For one dollar a person could go by train from Omaha or from St. Louis to 

California – a rate offered by both Union Pacific and Santa Fe.  Annie was sorely 

tempted to join the thousands who took advantage of this unique situation, but she 

couldn’t quite convince herself she had a legitimate reason for going.  There’d be other 

expenses connected with such a trip, and, besides, she seemed always to be keeping track 

of her trunk.  She took other, shorter trips, however, and covered much of the Midwest. 

 Letters from home sustained her courage throughout those first two years.  Maria 

was most faithful in writing and told of Cottage and all that transpired there.  Sir Robert 

was in failing health but continued to operate the stud-farm and show his horses at county 

fairs.  Her four sisters were all busy and seemed to be going places and doing things that 

she herself had never done.  John had taken over one of Sir Robert’s farms near Ennis;  

managing Ballinagrana now as well as Ballynillard.  Mrs. Eaton, wife of a Manchester 

butter merchant, was taking Georgie to spend a week in Kilkee and later, after the races, 

the wo would be off to London.   

 A letter that brought her heart up into her throat was from her cousin Edward.  

Enclosed within a small cardboard box of dried seaweed that he’d picked up along the 

seashore of County Cork where together they’d spent many a pleasant hour was the 

following poem which he had written for her: 
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Annie, thy memory is to me  

Like some enchanted far off isle 

In some tumultuous sea 

Some ocean throbbing far and free 

With storms, but where meanwhile 

Serenest skies continually  

O’er just that one bright island smile. 

 

 She decided she could wait no longer – either she must go on and join Dick or 

return home to Ireland.  She wrote to Dick and told him she was coming.  He wrote back 

telling her he would drop everything and gave explicit instructions on how she was to 

reach him.  He’d pick her up at the end of the rail line, a treeless town of a few hundred 

inhabitants named for a fellow engineer and friend, James e. Ainsworth.  He gave her the 

date to be there. 

 A slow, round-about route she took to get there, going first to Lebanon, a tiny 

railroad junction near the Kansas border, where she remained for two days before going 

on to Hastings and from there to Omaha, where she boarded the Burlington for the final 

two hundred and fifty miles to Ainsworth.   

 As she waltzed gayly about on the station platform at Ainsworth Annie held up 

her taffeta skirts so they’d not sweep the rough board flooring.  It was just such a town as 

she’d pictured it.  In fact, the thought came to her that she’d been there before until she 

remembered the Gypsy woman who’d come to the door at Cottage and read the tea 

leaves.  The town was exactly as the woman had described it. 

 A joyous reunion for brother and sister – neither seemed to know what to talk of 

first.  Dick wanted to tell of his work and the railroad which was so important to the 

development of this new country.  Rail heads, such as this one at Ainsworth, rough and 

ready, supplying needs of the range county and Black Hills mining camps as well as 

serving needs of track laying crews.  Indians were everywhere about, as also were 

Chinese and Irish laborers hoping for work. 

 Now, however, with work on the railway shut down, survey headquarters at 

Gordon had not moved for some time.  Dick had completed minimum required 
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improvements to gain title to his claim, located a mile and one half north of Gordon on 

the road to Pine Ridge Indian Reservation in Dakota Territory, a mere twelve miles away.  

He’d built a house of the type he’d known in Ireland, although used there by only the 

poorest of farmers.  Usually dug into a side hell, the floors were dirt, a foot or two below 

natural ground level.  Outer walls, instead of being of being of rock as they would have 

been in Ireland, were of unbaked adobe.  There were no interior walls, but a bed sheet 

hung from a rafter provided privacy.  The roof was of sapling tree trunks covered with 

thickly matted soil. 

 “You’ll like it Annie.  It has the feel for me of something I’ve built with my won 

hands from nothing and it’s warm in winter and cool in summer.  It’s on a hundred and 

sixty acres of beautiful land and the land is mine.  It cost me only fourteen dollars and 

land around me is selling now for five dollars or more an acre.  I’m rich! 

 Annie was impressed by Dick’s enthusiasm but still just a bit horrified by the 

contrast of his present life with what he’d had before he’d left their four-hundred year old 

family home in Ireland.  She thought of her mother’s letters telling of John owning 

Ballynillard and now Ballinagrana as well.  She saw the injustice of Irish customs but 

resolved to say nothing that might cause envy or to belittle in any way the 

accomplishments of either of her two brothers. 

 They stayed overnight in a small, single-story hotel in Ainsworth and left early 

next morning for Dick’s homestead, holding close by the Niobrara River through desolate 

sand hills.  “The country’s dried up some since I came through just two days ago.  That’s 

the way with this sandy soil.  We can stop anywhere with settlers along the way.  Doors 

are always open.  That’s the way people are here, friendly.  They all know we need more 

people here for our safety against roving Indian bands.  But it’s not so much Indians 

anymore as the cattle ranchers.  They’re big and powerful and trying to run the settlers 

out.  It’s hard for you to understand what I’m telling you but you’ll know, in time.” 

 “It’s nothing like Ireland.  There aren’t any trees.” 

 “Green enough it is now – just beginning to turn brown.  At home there’s light 

rains falling the year around but it’s not like that here.  Here, when it rains, it’s like it’s 

never going to stop, with hail and thunder and lightning and tornados when everyone gets 

in their cellar.  Then awfully hot it gets and everything dries up and in the fall we have 
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hot dry winds from the south and prairie fires.  You’ll just have to wait and see, sure and 

I can’t describe them to you.  The grass gets dry and just suddenly seems to explode.  

Like gun powder. It’s happened so many times the trees never had a chance to grow 

except along bottom lands down near the river.  But all this will change, Annie.  “Tis a  

grand future this country has and it needs people like us to build it.  It’s glad I am that 

you’ve come.” 

 “Tell me the truth now, Dick.  What’s here in this barren land for the likes of me?  

‘Tis honest I’m asking you to be, for I’m not a housekeeper.  You very well know.  

Really never swept a floor or cooked a meal worth mentioning and I can’t see much sense 

in sweeping a floor that’s just dirt to begin with.” 

 “Oh, come now.  Worrying, and you haven’t even seen my place yet.  They say 

any woman stepping off a train in Ainsworth can be married before sundown if she’s a 

mind to.  There’s ads in Gordon paper every week, and Rushville, too.  Ten men for 

every woman and single bucks like me wanting to get married.  So there’s always that, 

but I’m warning you not to be hasty.  A mistake that could be, too, as I’ve heard of wives 

kept chained to keep them from running away.” 

 “Sure now and you’re making it sound great!  But stop teasing.  You know it’s 

too late now for me to go back.” 

 “Not all wives are treated like that.  Mostly they get pregnant and that settles it – 

they can’t leave.  But cheer up.  There’s that job teaching school in Hay Spings I wrote 

you about.  They’re holding it open, hoping you’ll come.  Let’s change the subject if you 

don’t mind.  We’ve talked so far only about Nebraska and its Ireland I want to hear 

about.  Cottage.  I guess I wouldn’t know Alec and Georgie and Connie and Florrie, I’ve 

been gone so long.  Start at the beginning and tell me all you know of Cottage. 

 “Myself, it’s two years, Dick, but I write home and you yourself do not.  ‘Tis no 

wonder you don’t hear.  Aye, I’ve many letters from Mama and I’ve brought them for 

you to read.  Papa is still with money problems and not a bit well.  Our tenants can’t pay 

their rents.  Georgie says she won’t come to America until she’s given her dowry.  Mama 

wanted her married to Cousin Edward, I think, but he wasn’t interested in that.  This I got 

from others who know.” 
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 “What, then, are her plans?  She knows they all must leave and she’s the next 

oldest after yourself.” 

 “Oh, I think she’ll come.  She’s just not in one bit of a hurry.  That’s what Connie 

tells me, and Connie – well, you know Connie.  She never tells anyone her plans, but 

Mama thinks Connie’s been looking into an English colony in Oregon.  A Mrs. Laws has 

written her about it.  Papa’s in favor but Mama’s not.  And Alex won a trophy sharp 

shooting.  She’s getting very good with guns.  Florrie draws pictures and sends them to 

me.  She wants them all put in my album.” 

 The two talked on, of Cottage and the stud – farm and events of their childhood.  

They talked of the grand old barn – Sir Robert’s pride – and how they’d carved their 

names in a door casing with Dick’s pocket knife.  They talked of a fine, high wheeled 

buggy with an embossed coat of arms on its side which only their father, and soon their 

brother John, might rightfully claim.  It bothered them not at all.  No resentment 

whatever.  They were here, now, in America and their whole lives lay ahead of them.  

Thus they jogged along, brother and sister, across the open prairie in Dick’s wagon to a 

homestead tucked into a hillside in the northeast corner of Sheridan County, only twelve 

miles from the border of Dakota Territory and an Indian Reservation that was so soon to 

enter into Annie’s life.   

 Annie was keeping close watch on her trunk, too, which was full of clothes she’d 

not yet had the opportunity to wear.  There was also that beautiful patchwork silk 

bedspread Marie had given her and Maria’s wedding veil.  But of ever growing 

importance to her, carefully hidden in a false bottom of the trunk, was twenty five 

hundred dollars in gold – a fortune in Nebraska in 1886.  She’d exchanged her English 

sovereigns for twenty dollar gold pieces before leaving New York.  She still had most of 

it. 
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Chapter 8 – Hard Choices 

 

 If the plight of Gabriel and Euphrosine DeWitt seemed desperate as they, in the 

spring of 1876, tried to reestablish their family in Omaha, they at least were no worse off 

than others who’d also come west to share in this so called “Golden Age of Nebraska.” 

 Industry in Nebraska was transportation – in other words, railways.  A man 

seeking employment had three choices, all of which were related to or dependent upon 

transportation.  First, he might try, as Gabriel and Arthur both tried, working directly for 

a railway company, where there were five men for every job.  If he had capital resources, 

which the DeWitts had not, there were businesses which the railways promoted, such as 

operating a grain elevator or a mill, buying from farmers and shipping produce out of the 

area.  Third, and that to which most turned, was small scale farming or cattle raising, 

again requiring capital, but both dependent upon favorable freight rates to make 

profitable the shipment of products to out of state markets. 

These inescapable facts were recognized by the government in Washington which 

heavily subsidized the building of railways, hoping thus to open up the Western plains to 

thousands of unemployed men and destitute families in Eastern cities.  Before and during 

the Civil War, pressure was placed on the railways by the government to push through 

their lines to the Pacific Coast.  A race had resulted with winners prizes provided by the 

government – a race that had been won by the Union Pacific Railway when it joined up 

with Central Pacific at promontory Point, Utah, in the spring of 1869.  For the following 

twenty years the Union Pacific was politically dominant in the newly admitted State of 

Nebraska and the driving economic force controlling thousands of acres of land and 

immense sums of money obtained from government grants and subsidies.  The name 

Union Pacific became synonymous with dishonesty following exposure of fraud where it 

was shown that promoters had devised a plan whereby contracts for construction were let 

by the railway company to dummies, which in turn took over in the guise of a holding 

company named Credit Mobilier.  Despite exposure, with influential members of 

Congress holding stock in Credit Mobilier, cash subsidies continued to be paid at the rate 

of $16,000 per mile across the plains, with payments made upon completion of each 

twenty mile section of track.  Cash thus collected was diverted to the pockets of 
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promoters, the railway company became possessor of the completed trackage and 

crooked contractors declared bankruptcy to avoid payment of wages due the workmen.   

But in order for the railways to operate profitably, pay dividends to their 

stockholders and repay debts, they were dependent upon traffic, the shipment of goods 

over their lines.  When the Burlington reached Denver, in 1882, control by the Union 

Pacific alone came to an end.  Numerous competing lines thereafter were under 

construction, building a vast network of rails across the state.  Built largely without plan 

and long in advance of actual need, it became necessary that the country be quickly 

settled.  Free land was advertised throughout the world and immigrants encouraged to 

come west and “take up land.” 

Omaha, as headquarters for Union Pacific and still the most important of the 

railway companies, became the focal point for railway related activities.  In a matter of 

fifteen years following the War, Omaha, from a small isolated village lacking contact 

with an outside world except by overland stage and barges which plied the shallow 

Missouri River, had grown to thirty thousand population. 

When the DeWitt family arrived in Omaha, in 1876, they found it a wide open 

frontier town where gambling joints flourished and prostitutes openly worked the streets.  

Unconscious drunks slumped in alleys or slept in darkened doorways, while from 

stockyards on the riverfront came orders of a great barnyard.  Stockyards, at first, were 

intended as watering and feeding pens for cattle en-route to packing houses in Chicago, 

but now there was talk of Armour and Swift and other large meat packers moving their 

plants to Omaha.  Smaller packing houses had been there since ’73.  Railroads opposed 

the growth of packing houses, preferring the longer rail haul to Chicago.  For a while 

some railroads refused to accept cattle shipments consigned to Omaha, but now, with ten 

railroads serving the city (seven operating in bankruptcy) resistance to packers was 

breaking down and cattle drives were a common sight on the streets of Omaha.   

Always a non union town, there were incentives for businesses allied with 

railroading to establish themselves no in Omaha.  Large eastern breweries and distilleries 

saw advantages in moving closer to their grain supply, plentiful water and abundant 

cheap labor. 
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Gabriel, now fifty two years of age, with a family of six, his wife unable for a 

while to find employment as a teacher in public schools, Willie just fourteen, Marie eight 

and seriously ill with diphtheria, and Polly, the youngest, only four, was himself unable 

to handle heavy labor and too old to find employment in merchandising such as he’d 

done in Baltimore. 

The collapse of a real estate boom in Omaha resulted in vast tracts of land in the 

city being returned to farm land.  In desperation he cut loose from the rest of his family, 

to be free from Euphrosine’s nagging and hoping to find time to perfect his dreamed of 

washing machine which would make him rich.  He moved to a shack on rented land on 

the outskirts of town where he raised corn, while Arthur, whom he took with him, found 

an unskilled laboring job in a brewery.  Little as Arthur’s wages were, they were the only 

income the family had. 

Arthur worked nights hauling hot ashes in a wheelbarrow from beneath the steam 

boilers and continued to dream of returning to Oakdale and Sue King.  This situation 

continued until the spring of 1882 when Euphrosine became concerned with the 

hopelessness of Arthur’s future.  Gabriel was too demanding, insisting he help with the 

farming although working a twelve hour night shift six days a week.  “You must break 

the chains that bind you or you’ll forever be a slave,” she told him.  Go!  Get away!  See 

what else you can find.”  Arthur took time off from his job and returned to Oakdale. 

Oakdale had changed considerably in the time he’d been away.  There were now 

five general stores, one hardware store, one harness shop and two hotels – the Central, 

started in the spring of 1880, and the Commercial, soon to be opened.  Population had 

grown  to 532 and children of school age numbered 175.  A weekly newspaper, the 

Oakdale Pen and Plow, was published by Mr. E. P. McCormick.  The paper was 

Republican in politics and zealously promoted the interests of Oakdale, which at that time 

was the county seat of Antelope County.  The towns people were attempting to control 

the sale of liquor.  There was one church edifice, built by the Methodists in 1881, and 

used by all denominations except Roman Catholics.  Work was underway on construction 

of a two story frame building to house a Presbyterian seminary. 



 72

Arthur called on the owner of the hardware store, F. H. Le due, who was a friend 

of Gabriel’s.  Le Due was from Charleston and had served two years in the Confederate 

Army.  Arthur had hoped there might be a job for him in the hardware store and tin shop. 

“I’d not advise you to remain in Oakdale,” Le due told him.  “Work is hard to find 

and Southerners are not trusted.” 

The railroad had still not progressed beyond the neighboring town of Neligh, but 

it had brought comparative prosperity to both Oakdale and Neligh.  Flour mills in both 

towns, powered by dams constructed in the Elkhorn River, were doing well. 

Unable to afford stopping at the hotel, Arthur once again looked up Jessie King 

and arranged to board with her for a few days.  To his great disappointment he learned 

that Sue had married and gone west with her husband to take up land.  However, he 

found that Mrs. King had another young boarder, an Irish lad named Richard Smithwick, 

who’d recently graduated from Queen’s College in Belfast, and who’d come to Nebraska 

in search of employment as a civil engineer on the railroads.  Dick, like Arthur, was 

twenty three and the two were very compatible.  Dick’s upbringing in his home in Ireland 

was that of a country gentleman, setting him apart from the rough element in Oakdale 

awaiting  resumption of work on the line planned for extension through Nebraska and on 

up into Dakota Territory.  Arthur, although lacking in formal education, had a gentleness 

of spirit and Southern good manners that appealed to Dick.  Both were strangely out of 

place in this frontier town of Oakdale.  Dick had found a friend in the person of Mary 

Fairchild, whose parents had set out fruit trees on their homestead in the hills to the north 

of the town.  He’d not yet, however, found work in his line and was becoming 

discouraged. 

The two boys decided to go west to the area Sue had told Arthur of five years 

before.  From Oakdale they took the stage to Gordon, a journey of about two hundred and 

fifty miles.  Indians in great numbers were everywhere about the town, which was about 

the size of Oakdale.  No overnight accommodations were available, but the livery stable, 

where they hired saddle horses, permitted them to spend the night in a hay shed.  They 

found good land on the outskirts of town.  Dick selected a quarter section on the east side 

of the road leading to Pine Ridge Reservation and proceeded to Rushville, the county 

seat, to file homestead papers.  Arthur was much impressed by another quarter of the 
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same section, but it had already been claimed by a woman, Frances M. Spafford.  Rather 

than file on another parcel he decided to wait.  The two boys returned the next day to 

Oakdale.  

Another two or three days passed during which Arthur continued to search for a 

job in the area around Neligh and Oakdale.  He had spent all of his money and reluctantly 

used his return trip ticket to Omaha to take up again the drudgery of his work in the 

brewery.  He and Dick kept in contact with each other during the following three years.  

Dick was living on his homestead and surveying for the railway line and kept telling 

Arthur of opportunities in the Gordon area. 

In one recent letter Dick had mentioned that his sister, Annie, had arrived from 

Ireland and was staying with him.  Annie’d taken Dick’s advice and filed a claim on an 

eighty acre parcel of land in neighboring Cherry County.  The land was well above the 

level of Niobrara Valley floor, extending into sand hills to the north, and designated by 

the government as a proposed tree farm, although there was not a tree in sight in any 

direction.  A woman, Dick thought, might be able to handle a tree claim, as less work 

would be involved. 

Arthur decided once again to break away from Omaha, which he had always 

detested.  The railway had by now been extended past Gordon, so it was no longer so 

difficult to travel.  Upon reaching Dick’s home he learned that Dick was farther out along 

the line.  His sister, too, was away, teaching school in Hay springs.  Arthur applied for 

seasonal work with the County assessor and was given temporary employment as a tax 

appraiser.  Encouraged now, he set out upon his new job walking from one homestead to 

the next across wind swept prairies filling out forms and taking physical inventory of 

taxable properties.  It was the best job he’d ever had, paying twenty two dollars per 

month.  

At his first opportunity, on Sunday morning following his arrival in Gordon, 

Arthur set out in a blustering sleet and rain storm to see his friend.  After tramping a mile 

and a half through ankle deep mud along the road to the Indian Reservation he reached 

Dick’s crudely constructed house and rejoiced to see smoke curling from the chimney.  

He hurried to the door and was welcomed in by Dick, who introduced him to his sister, 

Annie.  Arthur was invited to stay for dinner and remain until the storm subsided.  The 
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house was warm and comfortable despite the gale that blew outside.  In the evening, 

when the rain let up some, Dick took Arthur back to Gordon in his wagon. 

Arthur became a regular weekend caller.  He was charmed with Dick’s sister, 

finding her witty and fun loving.  He was fascinated by her peculiar old world 

expressions and tantalizing Irish accent.  It seemed impossible that a girl so young and 

attractive, so well educated and well bred, and from such a fine family, would be living ut 

here on the plains in so primitive a society.  He drew a parallel between her and his own 

mother, Euphrosine, who likewise, a generation before, had left the security of an 

honored Parisian home for an unknown future in America. 

Annie saw in Arthur a young man quite out of place in his present environment.  

City bred, but poor, he was sincere and purposeful – a dreamy eyed idealist, naive, 

thoroughly impractical yet truthful and dependable and most important of all, a Roman 

Catholic.  As a couple they were compatible and each had a need for the other.  In short 

order they found themselves deeply in love. 

Dick advised Annie not to divulge that she had a dowry, so she didn’t.  It 

would’ve made no difference.  He proposed marriage and she accepted. 

Annie was enthusiastic about her homestead.  Although as barren as hills on the 

moon, on an open prairie without a neighboring house for miles about, she could still 

truthfully say it was larger than her father’s grand estate in Ireland.  In her mind’s eye she 

saw it developed much in the manner the Cottage Ballynillard.  She took Arthur to see it 

and to him it had the potential of a Southern Plantation.  As soon as he learned that the 

adjoining quarter section was unclaimed he filed on it.  As spring advanced and the 

lupine and mustard came into bloom with the grass turned green on the sun drenched 

prairie it was indeed beautiful.  The young couple agreed they’d never seen land 

anywhere more lovely. 

 Dick told them that he and Mary Fairchild also planned to be married – something 

that Annie already suspected.  He was being considered for advancement by the railroad 

to a management position in Omaha.  He’d decided to take the job if it were offered and 

told Arthur and Annie they could live in his hose until they found other quarters. 

Arthur could accept any reasonably good solution to a problem by labeling it 

“temporary.”  Dick’s soddy was fine for their present needs.  He and Annie would 
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continue on their present jobs, at least until he had built a house for them on their own 

land.  Together they held claim to two hundred forty acres.  Not the slightest doubt did 

either of them have but that their farm would be tremendously successful. 

During the next week, while Annie was teaching in Hay Springs, Arthur procured 

the marriage license and on Sunday, when he called, he surprised her with it, suggesting 

that they be married immediately. 

“How soon?  How soon do you mean, Arthur?” 

“Right now.  Today.  Why not today?” 

“Well, that’s pretty sudden, isn’t it?  I don’t see how we could possibly be 

married today.  But tomorrow?  Wouldn’t tomorrow be soon enough, Arthur?” 

Annie explored the depths of her trunk to bring forth finery for her wedding day, 

utilizing the fine Irish linen veil that had been worn by Maria when she was married.  

Arthur had no problem.  He had but one suit – the one he was wearing – but it would do. 

Dick was with them when, at three the next morning, they hitched Annie’s pony 

to the cart and took off for Hay Springs where Annie was to teach that day and the 

remainder of the week.  They were married by father P. Brofly at the eight o’clock Mass 

on Monday, April 18, 1887. 
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Chapter 9 – Summer and Fall of 1887.  The Honeymoon 

 

If Gabriel, when he brought his family to Oakdale in 1876, had filed on the rich 

alluvium and loess lands still at that time open to homesteading, the chances of success 

for himself and his children would have been greatly enhanced.  Or had Arthur, six years 

later, when he helped Dick select a homestead near Gordon, taken up land such as that 

Dick filed upon, he in the end would have fared better. But neither Gabriel nor Arthur 

were experienced farmers; they knew practically nothing about land.   

Annie, more than any of the others, was best qualified to select a homestead site.  

Furthermore, her keen knowledge of conditions in Ireland made her cognizant of the 

advantages of land ownership.  Land, to her, was a commodity comparable with gold.  Its 

ownership gave a family stability and security – a foundation upon which to build.  Thus, 

soon after her arrival in Gordon she examined most carefully the lands still open to 

homesteading in the immediate area.  She looked for the dark clay loam, but found most 

of that already taken.  Buffalo grass native to the sand hills grew in but a few inches of 

topsoil.  When sod was broken the soil would blow, exposing worthless yellow sands, 

and winds would continue the age old process of drifting sand dunes.  In bottom lands the 

accumulation of rich organic soils reached a depth of eight feet or more.  She had taken 

what she believed was the best of that available, on the edge of the sand hills and 

extending southward to the upper shelf of the wide, level valley of the Niobrara.  She’d 

filed on eighty acres, being the east half of the southwest quarter of Section 33, Township 

33 North, Range 40 West, in Cherry County, located eight miles east of Gordon.    Four 

miles to the south, in a bed twenty feet below cliffs on either side, silently flowed the 

Niobrara, while an equal distance to the north, in the sand hills, workmen were 

completing a roadbed for a single track railway everyone thought would bring prosperity 

to all of Western Nebraska. 

“Soil that grows sunflowers will also grow corn,” was a common means of 

judging fertility of the land.  Perhaps it would also grow trees.  Annie’s was a tree claim, 

planned for cottonwoods, elders, maples and walnuts, six feet apart in rows to break the 

winds, used for firewood and what a woman developing the land alone would find 
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practical to won and care for.  On it she intended to build a house where she’d live as she 

continued to teach school. 

But now, with a husband to help and a family to plan on, it was a different 

situation.  They’d have to produce their own food and have yearly crops to harvest. 

Arthur’s job with the County Assessor came to an end sooner than the young 

couple expected.  He turned at once to developing their homesteads.  They continued to 

live with Dick, but knew they were required under the terms of the Homestead Act to 

build on their claims within a year and were anxious to get started.  One house would 

satisfy the requirement provided it was built astraddle the line that separated the two 

claims.  They selected a site at the base of a hill with a view of the valley and protection 

from prevaili9ng winds and where Annie, with the help of a forked branch from a willow 

tree, decided the well should be dug.   

“How do you know that?” Arthur asked.  The location did not appear to him to be 

one where water was likely to be found. 

“Sure and it’s faith you lack in my willow switch.  Good water and aplenty you’ll 

find, but a house we’ll be needing first.” 

Their thirty-foot-wide house, consisting of two rooms, extended twenty feet into 

the hillside.  Its walls were a foot thick, of adobe plastered with marl-a mixture of native 

lime, sand and clay.  The floor was a foot below ground level at the front of the building, 

which increased to four feet below at the rear.  Each of the rooms had an outside door to 

the front and there was one connecting door.  Arthur used soil turned up with a plow from 

heavily matted turf.  Roots helped bind loose soil particles to reduce erosion.  The roof 

was similar to the one on Dick’s house, being sod laid over cottonwood saplings. 

Annie continued until June to teach in her little one-room school in Hay Springs.  

Pay was small.  She collected her salary from parents of her pupils.  She could help 

Arthur with the building of their house only on weekends.  Working alone, Arthur’s 

progress was slow, but they were able to move in before her school term ended. 

She buried her gold in tin cans beneath the hard-packed dirt floor, taking careful 

note where each can was located.  There were a dozen cons in all, each containing two 

hundred dollars.  They were exceedingly wealthy by comparison with other settlers. 
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Their house provided comfort from the summer’s heat.  Their cooking they did 

outside, on a sheet metal stove; their fuel being twisted hay and cow chips, or wood if 

they had it.  Arthur did most of the cooking.  When cool weather came on in the fall the 

stove was moved inside, as it was their sole source of heat. 

Arthur hand-dug the well, bracing its sides with timber as he went deeper.  He 

built a ladder against one of the four walls, which proved to be a worthwhile precaution.  

When he broke through a stratum of hardpan at a depth of sixteen feet an artesian flow 

gushed in to flood the well.  It might have drowned him had he been unable to climb out.   

“You were right about striking water,” he said to Annie.  “I barely got out ahead 

of the flood.  I didn’t have much faith in that willow branch of yours but I guess you 

knew what you were doing.”  The well provided good quality water, always cold and 

clear.  Through the long hot summer their well did not run dry, as did so many of those of 

other settlers. 

As sparingly as possible, Annie drew upon her dowry for things they needed-

lumber for a barn and chicken coop, a wagon and sod plow, a team of horses, two pigs, a 

cow and a dozen laying hens.  A barn was of as much importance as a house but Arthur 

kept it small, only large enough for their three horses, with a lean-to on one side for their 

cow.  So small it was that when the manure pile grew in size he found it easier to move 

the barn then to move the manure. 

Another urgent early need was for a fence around the property-this in part to 

establish their property lines and protect them against cattle ranchers who protested 

homesteaders coming into the area, claiming grazing rights over lands now under 

homestead patents.  Barbed wire for the fences was a costly item that many of the settlers 

could not afford.  To Arthur’s dismay, upon arising in the morning they often found that 

during the night their fences had been cut and fence posts carted away. 

Neither of them had ever had to work as hard as the two of them did during that 

spring and summer of their honeymoon, but they did it with remarkably little 

complaining.  “Nothing is more gratifying at the end of a long day then to see a well-

plowed field,” Arthur would say.  “Look how straight I’ve plowed the furrows.” 

Unknowingly, he was making the same mistake that others, too, were making.  

No one had yet conceived the need for furrows to conform to the contours of the land and 
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prevent the loss of topsoil in the heavy rainstorms, or to conserve the rainfall rather than 

have it run off and be lost.  

“I’ll have a crop of corn yet this season,” he continued, “and there will be 

potatoes, too.  Next years, after the second plowing, I will sow wheat and oats.” 

Early in their marriage Annie took to calling her husband “Hub.”  His endearing 

term for her was “Hon.” 

“Indeed you’re right, Hub.  No truer words were ever spoken.  “Tis the finest land 

this side of Ireland.  And in our storm cellar we’ve stored turnips and rutabagas enough to 

see us through the winter.”  Her pronunciation of words with rich Irish accents never 

failed to please him. 

They preserved foodstuffs by salting and drying.  Canning would have required 

facilities they did not have. 

The summer of 1887 was unusually warm.  An obtuse mother-nature sent a 

continual blazing-hot wind across the prairies, sparing neither beasts nor humans, and 

often in a day’s time withering leaves of healthy young corn shoots until they were all but 

dead.  Then, in a sudden reversal of strategy, a dark thunderhead would roll in from over 

the western horizon and there’d be an electrical storm more intense than Annie’d ever 

before known.  Funnel shaped clouds would skip hit and miss over the country.  Where 

they touched down immense damage would be done.  She was more fearful of the 

lightning then the tornadoes.  She’d been told as a child that lightning was attracted by 

metal objects.  Much to Hub’s amusement, she would hide her scissors under the bed 

until the storm subsided.  She feared the lightning now for here baby more than for 

herself.  “Lightning is a devilish thing,” she’d say.  “It can cause our child to be born 

blind.” 

 During such storms the temperature would drop, giving a short period of relief 

from the stifling heat and time for people to seek shelter in their storm cellars.  As the 

blustering wind and dust would begin to die down there’d be heard and felt the first light 

patter of raindrops and the cellar door would be cautiously opened so that they might 

inhale the fragrant sage-scented air that rose with wisps of steam from the parched earth.  

Extensive areas would at times be peppered with hail stones, beating down the crops and 

doing great damage, but enough moisture would fall to settle the dust and keep the corn 
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alive.  Range grasses would miraculously survive and Hub would return to his work in 

the fields. 

Hub cut hay by hand and stacked it to cure.  When he had a wagon load he’d haul 

it into Gordon to the livery stable.  Seldom was money exchanged.  The livery stable was 

owned by the man who ran the store where they did their trading.  He’d credit them on 

his books for the value of the hay and Arthur’d bring back supplies that he and Annie 

needed. 

Whenever she could, Annie’d go with him on the eight-mile trip into town.  It 

helped break the monotony and they were both hungry for news of the outside world.  

Arthur’s concern was the growing unrest of Indians and the feud between cattlemen and 

settlers.  Cowboys from the cattle ranches sometimes harassed him while in town, taking 

him for a dude because he did not swear or frequent the saloons.  They surmised he might 

be unable to defend himself and perhaps they were correct.  He avoided confrontations 

and abided by habits he’d held to in the South. 

Their closest friends were the Coopers – Gerald and his wife, Vera.  Gerald 

Cooper was the editor of the Rushville Record, a weekly paper.  Annie greatly enjoyed 

Vera, who had been educated in England.  The two were different from so many of the 

other women of this frontier community.  They were young and gay.  The country had 

not yet robbed them of youthful figures and lovely soft skin and rosy complexions and 

they knew they had much in common in their interest. 

Vera confided to Annie that she, too, was pregnant.  Here first-born was expected 

in January.  Each was pleased to think that she was doing her part to populate the frontier 

and make it a better place to live.  Boys were needed to help on the farms.  Girls were 

needed to bring balance to an area where the number of men so greatly exceeded that of 

women and where there was so much work that both might share.  So Vera and Annie 

would sew and discuss life in the West, or Vera might show Annie stereopticon 

photographs of Niagara Falls and other American scenes, and the two never tired of 

talking of happy times in their younger days in Europe. 

Gerald told Arthur of discontent among the native red men and their squaws who 

loitered about Rushville and Gordon.  There were at that time about five thousand Indians 

on the Pine Ridge Reservation.  They’d been put there by the government nine years 
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earlier, with a promise of food and clothing and money for lands that had been taken 

from them.  The government was attempting, ineffectually, to teach them to be self-

sufficient.  Little visible progress had been made toward that end and the idle Indians 

were seen as a threat by the whites.  Gerald pointed out that there were tow sides to the 

argument about Indians and that whi9tes should be more tolerant. 

The Sioux tribes, at first, were friendly, but a change had occurred.  It stemmed 

from an incident where a cow was stolen by an Indian from a Mormon immigrant.  A 

young Army lieutenant had been sent with a company of twenty-five men to apprehend 

the thief.  The Indians offered to repay the offended immigrants by giving ponies of 

equivalent value, but this the young lieutenant refused to accept.  He fired into the Indian 

camp, killing their chief.  This so enraged the red men that they killed the lieutenant and 

his twenty nine men and destroyed their cannons.  They took the body of the dead chief, 

wrapped in traditional tribal robes, and placed it in a tree on the banks of the Niobrara.  

The Sioux were from that day on an enemy of the whites. 

The massacre of General Custer and his cavalry unit by the Sioux in the year 

Arthur and his family first arrived in Nebraska was fresh in the minds of settlers.  

Custer’s defeat was in an area now being settled.  These and other incidents caused a 

deeply rooted fear of the Indians to haunt the whites.  Indians were likewise fearful of 

whites and in their poverty had become a sullen lot. 

Saloon keepers would not sell liquor to an Indian, but those who wanted it usually 

got it, or were able to buy lemon extract and patent medicines of high alcoholic content 

with equally bad results. 

Settlers contended that they’d come to the Western Plains at the government’s 

invitation.  The government, they said, had given them their land – they didn’t question 

their governments right to give or the validity of a patent received upon completion of 

terms accepted by them.  True, the Indians for centuries had held the land, but under an 

entirely different concept of land ownership.  Theirs was a tribal form of social order;  

they were “savages” and had roamed the prairies with no thoughts as to “rights” except 

the right to hunt and fish.  Buffaloes were gone now.  The life style of the Indian was 

past.  He must learn now to live on his reservation. 
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“Cromwell took land from the Irish and gave it to Englishmen.  Sure and that’s 

how my family acquired Ballynillard.”  (Annie used logic in which she really didn’t 

believe.)  “’Tis the way things are – there are wars and one side wins.  The land belongs 

to the side that wins.” 

On their isolated homestead Arthur and Annie often had Indians call at their door 

to beg for food.  Communication was difficult as they didn’t understand English and to 

Annie their Siouan language was no more than a series of grunts.  Often, she suspected, 

they were in hopes of finding no one at home, whereupon they’d steal a chicken and 

return to their encampment on the river.  Unattached young bucks on horseback paid 

scant attention to Arthur’s protests that their horses were trampling on his corn.  Annie 

was particularly vulnerable to their mischief at times when Arthur was not at home.  A 

dog that Hub had bought, thinking it would give her protection, had mysteriously 

disappeared and Arthur was convinced it had been cooked and eaten by Indians.   

Fall came on early that first year.  The corn had not had time to mature.  The hay 

crop had been poor, there being hardly enough for their own livestock, with little left over 

to exchange for supplies in Gordon.  Annie’s dowry dribbled away, but they were doing 

what had to be done.  She reasoned that sol long as here dowry was being used on 

worthwhile projects it was not being squandered and always – next year would be better! 

Hub completed fencing their property.  He also enclosed a small coral.  A bit 

farther away, to the lee side of the house, he’d built a pig sty.  A split rail fence of poplar 

saplings formed a border for a tiny front yard which Annie visualized as someday having 

a lawn as lovely as that of Cottage Ballynillard.  She had not yet accepted the obvious 

fact that these western prairies had a chronic water shortage. 

Dick returned to Gordon in the fall, following a summer spent with survey crews 

farther to the northwest along the route of the railway.  He was tired and glad to be home 

again.  Someone had broken into his dugout while he was away; he assumed Indians, in 

search of food.  As soon as he had restored order he borrowed a saddle horse from his 

neighbor, Frances Spafford, to call on his sister and brother-in-law.  Arthur was delighted 

to lay aside his chores for awhile.  He brought cider from the root cellar and they sat on 

makeshift furniture in Arthur and Annie’s new soddy to discuss events of the summer. 
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“Well, here I am at the end of a season’s employment once again and no telling 

when I’ll be paid,” Dick began.  “But at least I have something.  I have my name on a 

map.  If the railroad ever gets built that far there’ll be a station called ‘Smithwick.’  It 

might even be a town someday.” 

Annie and Arthur already knew that the railway company was not meeting its 

payroll.  Just as in previous years, government subsidies were siphoned off by promoters, 

forcing construction contractors into bankruptcy before completion of their contracts.  

Dick’s salary of $115 a month had not been paid for three months. 

“That’s too bad, Dick, about the pay.  What’ll you do now?”  Arthur asked. 

“I’ve applied for a loan from Dakota Mortgage & Loan Co.  My place is clear 

now and I can borrow against it.  They’ve offered me three hundred dollars at three 

percent interest per month to tide me over until the company takes me on again in an 

office job in Omaha.  They say they’ll be needing me there by the first of the year.” 

“That’s an outrageous rate of interest,” Annie interjected.  “We can lend you the 

money if it’s for so short a time as that.  Three percent a month is thirty six percent a 

year.  And that’s for a hundred and sixty acres, fenced and with a house on it?  

Exorbitant!  No one can afford interest payments like that.  Don’t deal with them.” 

“I’d not think of borrowing from you, Annie – not as long as the mortgage 

company is ready to lend it.  But the truth is, Mary and I plan to be married and we’ve 

sort of set the date for December 14th.  That gives us two weeks to get to Omaha and get 

settled and the railway will give us passes and move our belongings without cost.” 

“Well, now.  That really is good news,” said Annie.  “Not that we haven’t been 

expecting it – we have.  But it’s still a bit of a surprise.  And that’s really grand about the 

name – a real honor and you should be proud.  I know Mama will be.  She’s always so 

proud of all you do.  She says she knows of towns in Nebraska better’n she knows those 

in Ireland.  Where is it, this station?” 

“Up across the border in Dakota, about eighty miles beyond Gordon.” 

 

Dick would not take the money Annie offered.  He did, however, ask if Arthur 

would enlist his father’s help in finding accommodations for himself and Mary in Omaha.  
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Gabriel’s response is interesting in that it gives an idea of living cost in Omaha in 

December, 1887: 

“…you can get furnished rooms from twelve to eighteen dollars…  There is a 

very nice one on this street near the old Brownell Hall for eighteen dollars per month 

with use of bathroom, cold and hot water, gas, and also heated by steam…  You could get 

meals at a restaurant;  the price is twenty-five cents per meal by buying tickets is about 

twenty two cents each, which would bring your board to thirty nine sixty per month and 

room at eighteen, making a total of fifty seven sixty per month.  I endeavored to find you 

what you wished (a sleeping room and kitchen) but nothing of the kind can be had; you 

will have to hire vacant rooms and furnish them yourself.  They cost from five to eight 

dollars according to location.   

“…Let me know when you arrive.  I will meet you and take you to some of the 

best rooms I may come across between this and then…” 

Resp. yours, 

/s/ Gabriel DeWitt 
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Chapter 10 – Crisis During A Snowstorm 

 

Earlier civilizations, for a thousand years, had done nothing to develop 

Nebraska’s sandhills.  Shifting dunes, with few streams or lakes, had until now been 

considered worthless or even dangerous for human habitation.  Needed were more white 

settlers who would come only with improved communication and transportation.  

Pioneers already here pinned hopes on early completion of a railway transversing the 

sandhills to an eventual outlet on the Pacific Ocean. 

Valentine, county seat of Cherry County, was founded in 1882, the year Dick 

Smithwick began work for the Fremont, Elkhorn and Missouri Valley Railway.  

Valentine had been selected as a station site to serve nearby Fort Niobrara.  From 

Valentine to Gordon, a distance of ninety miles, the survey line followed a route eight to 

ten miles north of the river through the heart of sandhill country – barren, treeless and 

desolate – avoided by homesteaders and taken over by cattle ranchers.  Grass covered in 

the spring, with blowouts exposing worthless yellow sand, hay crops could be harvested.  

Valleys were dotted with haystacks.  Houses were few and far between.   

As the surveys advanced engineers chose siding locations where trains on the 

single track line might pass.  Sidings were given names for purpose of identification.  For 

one such siding twenty miles west of Valentine, Dick chose the name Georgie, for one of 

his young sisters.  A village that developed here later changed the name to Kilgore.  

Another such site, twelve miles east of Gordon, he named Irwin.  Because of a few 

undrained hollows that became shallow lakes following spring rains, Irwin was promoted 

for awhile as a townsite.  It failed to develop and in time disappeared entirely from 

County maps. 

First roads in this area were laid out not by engineers but rather by pioneers in 

wagon trains whose object was to cross the country by as easy and safe a route as they 

could find.  They sought camp sites with water and grass for oxen and horses and water, 

fuel, and fish or game for food for themselves.  Such routes would avoid treacherous 

sandhills and hold closer to rivers.  In spring the Niobrara left its banks and often 

changed its course.  Between Gordon and Valentine the river drops a thousand feet in 

elevation, thus having a fairly rapid current, but too shallow to be used for navigation.  In 
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any event, at the time Arthur and Annie were building their home on the prairies, roads 

were the only practical means of travel and the ninety-mile trip to Valentine was not a 

pleasant one.  The road east from Gordon passed a mile north of their homestead.  When 

weather conditions were bad the road was axle-deep mud ruts where a wagon easily 

became mired, or frozen solid and blocked by snowdrifts – difficult even for a person on 

horseback. 

Annie’d never lived in such isolation as in this, her first home on the prairie.  Her 

nearest neighbors were J. S. and Harry Lawrie, two brothers, who lived across a draw and 

over the next ridge, about a mile away.  They were Scotch-Irish and solidly Protestant, 

about the same age a s Arthur.  Neighbors here had to work together and be able to 

depend upon one another in times of emergency.  Arthur felt reassured to have two such 

healthy and strong young men to count on.  A warm friendship soon developed. 

“Better ‘twould be to have another woman close by than two bachelors,” thought 

Annie.  “It’s a woman I’ll be needing when the baby arrives.”  She’d not yet been 

examined by a doctor and has much to learn of the manner in which a child is born.  

Maria was not one to discuss such matters, even after her children were grown.  Annie 

was in hopes Euphrosine could come to say with her when the baby was due, but no one 

knew exactly when that would be. 

With the arrival of fall Arthur began to lay in their winter’s supply of firewood, 

working cooperatively with the Lawries.  Wood must be cut and hauled from a grove 

some twenty miles distant on the banks of the Niobrara.  Three men with two teams and 

two wagons could cut far more than if each worked separately.  A round trip to the grove 

took two days and provided a break from the routine of daily chores.  The men planned 

such trips as enjoyable events.  Indian summer days were quite pleasant although the 

nights were cold.  The three men would set off early in the morning leaving Annie to 

handle the chores at both the homesteads.  You’ll be all right, won’t you?” Hub asked.  “I 

will, that.”  “Take care.  We’ll be gone no longer than necessary.”  “Be off with you and 

God bless.”  “We’ll not be burning chips when we have wood to burn.”  “What a blessing 

that’ll be.  Be off with y’ now and good luck.”   
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Annie’d complained more frequently of late about the rank odor of burning cow 

chips.  Their soddy was inadequately ventilated and the stench was making her sick.  

Mainly for this reason Arthur wanted wood.   

The men cut soft, fast burning cottonwood logs of lengths they could handle.  

Splitting to stove wood size would be done later after returning to their homesteads.  

After felling the trees and when both wagons were loaded they would make camp for the 

night.  If time permitted and weather was warm they’d peel off their cloths for a swim in 

the river, or dig a few earthworms for bait and cast lines into a deeper portion of the slow 

moving stream to hook a fish or two.  Bullheads and catfish were plentiful.  They usually 

caught enough to take a few home.  They’d cook their evening meal over an open fire and 

, after eating, would wrap themselves in blankets and sleep.  Long before dawn they’d 

arise to begin their long drive home.   

Roving bands of young Sioux braves frequently camped in clearings near the 

river.  The Indians moved noiselessly through the woods, watching from a distance.  The 

white men distrusted Indians, fearing they might make off with their horses.  Their horses 

always provided first warning of the presence of Indians.  No effort was made to 

communicate as neither group understood the other’s language.   

When the Lawries could not go with him, Hub would make the trip for wood 

along.  On one such trip, after reaching a hilltop near river’s edge and misjudging the 

steepness of the grade, he started down the far side only to find to his horror that his 

brakes would not hold.  His wagon careened crazily from side to side gaining speed until, 

finally, catching on a tree stump, it overturned.  Hub, fortunately, was thrown clear and 

was unhurt.  The horses kicked and tore wildly about, until, breaking loose from the 

wrecked wagon, they ran away.  The accident had disturbed a nest of hornets in the dead 

stump.  Hub abandoned his wagon and ran at top speed down the hillside to dive into the 

river to escape a swarm of hornets.  He walked the twenty miles home, arriving long after 

sundown and very angry.   

“Our horses came home,” Annie told him, breathlessly.  “K knew by their broken 

harnesses something had happened.  “’Twas a feelin’ I had as you left you’d be in trouble 

this trip – that you shouldn’t be going alone.” 
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 “You had your pony and cart.  You could have sent one of the Lawries.  How’d 

you know but what I ‘d been killed?” 

 “Indeed you could have been except that I knew you were not.  I’d never have 

found you had I started out.  Better that I wait.  I prayed.  I knew exactly when it 

happened.  A feelin’ came over me and that’s when I prayed.  I went to the Lawries’ but 

no one was home, so I just waited for you, knowing you were not hurt and would come 

home.” 

 Eighteen eighty eight began with two weeks of unseasonably warm weather – a 

warning to those more experienced than Arthur and Annie with the unpredictable 

Nebraska climate.  A sudden shift in the wind brought a light snow, which increased 

steadily throughout the day.  By noon, when Harry Lawrie stopped by on his way home 

from Gordon, the wind was from the northwest and blowing with greater force than 

they’d ever before known on the prairies. 

 “A bad blow’s on the way,” he yelled, the wind all but blowing his words away.  

“Trains stalled.  Nothin’ getting’ through.  Aye, an’ I was to the newspaper office.  Wires 

down and no reports reaching’ us a’tall.  Storm’s general all this side th’ Rockies.  

Probably’ll last several days.  Better get y’r horses to where they’ll be safe.” 

 “That so..?”  Arthur hollered back.  “Annie was just getting’ ready t’ plant some 

sweet peas she’s had a soakin’ back o’ th’ stove.  It’s been spring like the last few days.” 

 “Y’re apt to be snowed in f’r awhile, Arthur.  Ya got plenty of grub in y’r house?  

I’d lay in a good supply o’ firewood if I was you.  Y’sure Annie’ll be all right?  Might 

not be too late t’ get ‘er into town t’ stay with someone- to be on the safe side.” 

 “She’ll be all right.  There’d be no place to take her unless we went clear to 

Rushville.” 

 “Y’d never make it to Rushville.  I gotta be on my way.  Got a lot to do when I 

get home.” 

 “Thanks for stopping, Harry.  We’ll batten down and ride it out right here.  We’ll 

be fine.  Don’t worry about us.” 

 The sky outside had darkened to that they had to light their kerosene lamp.  Snow 

was sifting through every tiny crack and from under the eves, hissing it hit a sizzling hot 
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sheet metal stove.  Annie hung sheets over windows and doors to cut off icy drafts, while 

Hub set out to tend to outside chores. 

 The pony and horses he led inside before closing the barn up tight.  There wasn’t 

room inside for the milk cow but he protected her as best he could, piling bales of straw 

to enclose two open sides of her lean-to shelter.  For all the animals he put out feed and 

hay enough to last for several days.  Two steers were pastured in a draw affording 

protection from wind.  These he left alone, to fend for themselves.  There wasn’t much he 

could do about water for his stock.  Whatever he put out would be frozen solid in a matter 

of minutes.  His pigs, he decided, would be safe enough in their sty, which was partially 

underground.  They’d stay there if he left enough corn, but he opened a gate so’s they 

could get out and root for themselves if they had to.  At Annie’d urging, he brought in 

their hen and her nest of eggs, setting her box in a corner back of the stove.  She’d stay 

there and be no bother to them. 

 By midnight the temperature outside their door had dropped to thirty six degrees 

below zero.  That was as low as their thermometer registered; during the night it 

unquestionably was even colder.  Winds increased to an indescribable velocity without 

ever a letup, threatening with each gust to rip the roof from the house.  Hub felt they were 

reasonably safe so long as they could keep the fire going and remained inside, but it 

became necessary, from time to time, that he venture outside to replenish their firewood 

supply.  On each trip to the woodpile he’d tie a rope about his waist, with the other end 

made fast to the door.  In this way he could find his way back.   

 For three days they stayed inside, seeing nobody and knowing nothing of what 

was happening outside.  Wrapping themselves in blankets they prayed for the storm to 

end. 

 Early in the evening of the third day Annie felt her first sharp pain and knew that 

the birth of their baby was but a matter of hours. 

 “What in the world will we do?” Arthur asked, wringing his hands and very 

distraught.  “I dare not leave you now to go for help.” 

 “Sure, and where’d y’ be going?”  she was equally frightened but trying to keep a 

cool head. 
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 “To the Lawries.  I could make it there and back and maybe one of them ould go 

for a doctor.” 

 “Hub.  Be sensible.  You’d never make it.  You’d never make it to their place and 

back.  No, you must stay here.” 

 “But I have to go, Hon. Someone must go to Gordon and see if there’s a doctor or 

a midwife who can come.  We must have help.” 

 “No one could make it to Gordon on a night like this.  You’d be found dead 

somewhere along the way when this storm finally ends.  Nor will I allow you to risk your 

life going even to the Lawries.  We’ll handle this alone!  The two of us!  With God’s help 

we can do it.  Have faith.” 

 “Annie, I don’t have that kind of faith.  I’m afraid you are going to die.  I can’t 

stay here and watch you die!” 

 “Get out our medical book.  We’ll do whatever it says to do.  Put water to boil.  

Lots of it.  Use every pot and pan in the house.  We’re not the first tow people who ever 

faced this problem and we’re not alone.  God is watching us and all the angles in heaven.  

We’ll pray.” 

 Labor pains came more frequently and with increasing severity as the night wore 

on.  Outside the storm showed no signs of tapering off. 

 About seven the next morning Hub delivered their first-born child – a girl – 

breech birth.  She suffocated as Hub struggled to extract her, and Annie hemorrhaging 

dreadfully.  It was a miracle that she did not die in childbirth along with the baby.  God 

had seen to that. 

 “The baby must be baptized.”  Annie was insistent.  “Take her, quick, Arthur.  

We’ll name her Maud.  Pour water over her head and repeat with me the prayers I know 

need to be said.”  Maud was the name she had decided upon in case the baby was a girl, a 

family name and one acceptable to Hub, although Hub had never given up hoping their 

first born would be a boy. 

 With the coming of daylight the wind had died down to some extent but snow 

continued to fall.  When Arthur at last opened the door he found snow piled to roof 

height.  He dug his way out and cleared a path to the barn.  The milk cow was dead.  Two 

steers, which Arthur thought were toughened enough to cold weather to survive, were 
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gone, driven off by the winds and lost, never to be seen or heard of again.  His chickens, 

except for the hen he’d brought into the house, were dead.  The pony and team of work 

horses, however, were in good shape.   

 “I think I can make it to Gordon, if you’ll be all right here.  Do you think you’ll 

be all right, here alone?” 

 “Yes.  Go.  See if you can reach father Brofly.” 

 Annie was less concerned about herself than she was about the dead child.  

Although she was weak from loss of blood and should have remained in bed, she had 

bathed the tiny body, wrapped it in a blanket and placed it in the crib that had been ready.  

Arthur was in a depressed state of mind contemplating his livestock losses and the 

tragedy that had befallen them during the night.  It was with no enthusiasm whatever that 

he bundled himself in his heaviest clothing, and with the outdoor temperature standing at 

minus eighteen degrees, started out to seek help.  He took the pony and cart and protected 

himself against snow blindness by wearing a pair of sun glasses.  He found the road 

blocked by huge drifts, but the wind had swept the ground bare in enough places that he 

made his way around them. 

 Upon reaching Gordon he learned how severe and widespread the storm had been.  

Reports were coming in of fatalities running into hundreds, from an area extending from 

Canada to Texas.  Losses to cattlemen and farmers were into many millions of dollars.  

One of their neighbors, a young widow, had been frozed to death just outside her door 

when she’d gone for wood.  Her three children remained inside and survived. 

 Hub was unable to locate either a doctor or a priest.  The best he could do was to 

get his friend, Gerald, to agree to come the next day with his Bible to conduct a graveside 

service.  He hoped this would be enough to satisfy Annie.  He also, on his way back, 

stopped to inform the Lawries of the death and impending funeral. 

 The remainder of the day he spent digging a grave in the frozen ground to the rear 

of the dugout.  That evening he build a coffin from rough box lumber and Annie lined it 

with material from one of the dresses she’d brought from Ireland. 

 Next day, when Gerald arrived, Vera was with him.  Her own baby was due any 

time, but she told Annie that on so sad an occasion as this she could not bear to have 

Gerald come alone.  The Lawries, too, were there and after a few simple prayers the 
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coffin was placed in the grave and covered over.  Vera wanted to take Annie back with 

them to Gordon where she might receive medical care, but Annie’d have none of it.  “I’m 

better here with Hub,” she said.  So their friends left them alone in their sorrow. 

 The storm had struck so suddenly and with such intensity that throughout the state 

thousands of children and their teachers were trapped and forced to wait it out in their 

school houses.  “Think of all those young ones in my old school in Hay Springs!  Thank 

God none of them or their new teacher were lost,” said Annie.  In later years the storm 

became known as the “School Children’s blizzard” and loss of life was officially placed 

at two hundred thirty five.  Many deaths, such as that of Maud, were never counted. 

 Losses due to the storm had been serious for Arthur and Annie and Arthur had 

many urgent chores to attend to about the homestead.  Dead animals had to be dragged to 

a ravine and covered over.  Arthur made the serious mistake of trying to save the meat of 

their cow.  He quartered the carcass and hung it, still in its frozen state, in the cow shed.  

He cut pieces of meat and cooked them, the result being that both he and Annie became 

ill.  This, coming on top of her unattended childbirth, kept Annie confined to her bed for 

more than a week. 

 When Hub felt that Annie was well enough to be left alone he made another trip 

to town, this time with a load of hay to trade for a list of medical supplies.  He was also 

determined to buy meat, which he believed she most needed.  After some careful 

shopping he spent twenty-five cents for a good steak.  He laid the steak carefully on the 

seat beside him and drove home at dusk over frozen, snow covered ruts, with temperature 

so low that squeaking of snow being crushed beneath wagon wheels carried for miles 

over the silent prairie. 

 On arriving home he found his steak missing, having fallen off the wagon 

somewhere along the way.  He was so anxious to find it he walked the entire eight miles 

back to Gordon, carrying a lantern, but finding nothing.  Some half starved, flea bitten 

Nebraska coyote that night returned to his lair for once well fed. 
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Chapter 11 – Trying Times 

 
 Despite Dick Smithwick’s unbounded optimism as he brought Annie across the 

prairies by wagon from Ainsworth, he had come to recent months to question the 

opportunities offered people who left distant homes to make new homes on the Western 

Plains. 

 The Federal Government, as a result of the Civil War, was weak.  As evidence, he 

cited how the government had favored railway owners over their employees.  He saw the 

country as politically unstable with its people facing hardships, hard times, and much 

unemployment. 

 Unrest among the Indians, too, was more serious than most settlers realized and 

growing worse, no better. 

 Conflict between cattlemen and homesteaders was increasing, with open warfare 

threatened. Wire fences were being cut or ripped out, and fraudulent claims staked to foul 

legitimate patents already granted.  A Rushville lawyer in the spring of ’88 had been 

tarred and feathered by settlers for representing cattlemen against dry farmers. 

 Finally, he’d begun to doubt that the prairies were actually suited to farming.  

Was there enough rainfall?  Remembering Ireland, where year around the country was 

green, livestock raising had won out over farming.  Being able to obtain a loan of only 

three hundred dollars on his house and quarter section of fenced and well located land 

was perhaps a tip-off to its actual worth. 

 These thoughts he’d not repeated to Annie and Hub as he and Mary set out for 

Omaha following their wedding, but he doubted that he would ever again return to 

Western Nebraska. 

 Annie, too, just as had Euphrosine when she took her family to Omaha twelve 

years earlier, was beginning to question what these Western Plains held for her.  The 

land, it turned out, was not “free” as had generally been assumed.  Instead, a homesteader 

gambled that he could, within five years, make improvements in an amount of at least 

two hundred dollars.  If this proved impossible for him to do he stood to lose his house, 

his land, and all he’d put into it.  Thanks to Annie’s dowry, Hub and Annie were safe on 

this score.  Others were not.  Some homesteaders depended upon supplemental work.  

Wages expected to be earned on railroad construction were vital to many, and this year, 
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even though such work had begun once again, money and food among settlers were in 

even shorter supply than in preceding years. 

 Annie was not as robust as the typical women of the plains.  Her first year on the 

homestead and the birth of their fist child had taken its toll.  The soft white skin of her 

face was more tightly drawn.  Pink hues in her alabaster-like cheeks gave warning of a 

more serious illness that neither she nor Arthur suspected. 

 As she rested now and sought to regain strength she turned once again to her 

interest in painting.  On these western prairies, however, she encountered difficulties in 

obtaining materials she needed.  She chewed grass for its green coloring matter and 

crushed walnut husks for shades of brown.  Other colors were extracted from flowers and 

certain fruits or berries and mixed with a base of white lead house paint.  With such 

makeshift supplies she completed an oil painting of the homestead.  She rejoiced in the 

beauty of colorful sunsets and marveled at billowing white clouds that raced across the 

horizon or stood motionless, like ostrich plumes, above the distant Black Hills of Dakota.   

 “Look, Hub,” she called excitedly one early spring morning.  “We have roses 

growing out of our wall.” 

 Unknowingly, they’d embedded wild rose briars in their thick sod walls.  As 

spring came on roots sprouted and sent out green shoots.  Like the flowers of the field, 

crickets and lizards returned to life, crawling now from winter hiding places to rejuvenate 

in warm bands of sunlight that moved graciously across a carpet no thicker than canvas 

that covered their earthern floor.  Annie had ferns and geraniums growing in pots on the 

wide window sills inside their house, while outside she’d placed rocks to outline three 

flower beds.  Two on either side were diamond-shaped, while on in the center was round.  

In these she planted petunias, salvias and nasturtiums, using seed she bought in Gordon.  

Against outside walls she had hollyhocks and sweet peas, and she’d bought two bare-root 

cherry trees which Hub planted for her.  Buds on these were swelling now-soon to be 

mass of snowy-white blossoms.  In her garden she had radishes, lettuce, onions and 

tomatoes.  Scant heed had she paid to recommended planting times, being interested only 

in having things live and growing upon which she could lavish loving care.  She bore no 

resentment toward jack rabbits and cottontails that congregated each morning and 

evening in her garden.  The does, with their litters, were cute and she didn’t want Hub 



 95

shooting at them with his target pistol.  Hub was such a poor marksman he seldom hit one 

of them anyway. 

 Hub watched anxiously to see that she did not overdo.  He urged her to do more 

writing, which she enjoyed-write to her mother and younger sisters in Ireland, or to 

cousins in Brooklyn and Illinois.  She wrote regularly to Hub’s family, in Omaha, whom 

she’d not yet met. 

 From her mother’s letters she learned family news and other happenings in 

Ireland.  “John has recovered from ‘La Grippe’ after eight weeks,” Maria wrote.  “For a 

while we feared he might not live.”  And the, turning to political turmoil of the times:  “If 

things would only settle down and the struggle come to an end.  I cannot explain how bad 

it is.  But for ourselves the clouds are lifting and all will come right again.  We can 

breathe freely now, but the town and country are a blot upon civilization.  Seeing 

respectable families thrown out of their homes and land lying idle and grass so green 

you’d think it was on purpose.”   

 Turning again to family matters, her mother wrote:  “Cornelia was greatly pleased 

and thankful for your invitation to come to America and stay with you until she knows 

what she wants to do.  I think it not at all unlikely that she will come.  It is from 

observation that I say this.  She is so sensitive I could not bring myself to ask the question 

directly as it might be taken in a wrong sense.  You will understand, I know, for you 

understand your sisters.  She has been getting new clothes, but it is likely John has no 

available funds at present and won’t have until money comes in from the dairymen.  Our 

losses in cows were heavy this year, but God is good.  I’m glad, Annie, that you have 

always seen everything in a rosy light.  I’m happy to know my absent girl, who was 

always the sunshine of her own Irish home, has found a good Catholic husband and can 

live a happy, trouble-free life in a home of her own in America.” 

 With Dick now living in Omaha, Annie had no family member close at hand.  

Companionship of a large family was what she missed most.  She was homesick and re-

read many times her mother’s letters, which caused her to consider what her life was now 

compared to what it might have been had she remained in Ireland.  Maria wrote of trips 

her sisters were making that she, herself, had never made.  Georgie would be leaving in 

June for a month on the seacoast at Wexford…Alec invited to accompany Mrs. Eaton to 
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Warwickshire for a visit…”It will be a great thing for her to see country life in England,” 

Maria’d written.  She told of John making a trip to Cork and Kerry, where the air was so 

lively and cool.  “We’ve had rain every day for three weeks, with a great growth of grass 

promising a good season.”  It was certainly far from anything like that in Nebraska. 

 Maria’s letters never failed to mention her concern about “Red Indian” uprisings 

and fear for the safety of Annie and Hub, who lives so near to the reservation.  

Newspapers in Ireland gave coverage to this subject and the accounts were usually 

exaggerated. 

 In the late spring of ’88 Hub and Annie were dismayed on awakening one 

morning to see the sky black with grasshoppers-so thick they actually blotted out the sun.  

Like a black cloud rolling over the fields they came, settling over ripening grain and 

tender young corn.  In a matter of minutes nothing was left and swarms of them would 

rise into the air again.  The alfalfa field was tripped until only a few bare stems remained.  

Into the house they came, eating clothing and paper as Annie worked desperately to 

sweep them back and ending by gathering them in handfuls to dump in boiling water.  

They crawled.  They hopped.  They flew.  Everywhere she looked were grasshoppers.  

And when, at last, they’d done their damage and moved on the dead ones left behind Hub 

found piled in ditches and ravines to depths of three feet or more.   

 A disaster of major proportions it was, coming at a time when Hub and Annie 

could ill afford the losses.  Resources of the young couple suffered a deadly blow.  The 

plague of insects hit everyone.  Many became so discouraged they gave up- harnessed 

their half-starved horses and headed out of the country.  Anywhere to get away. 

 

 The disastrous spring was followed by an extremely hot, dry summer.  Because of 

the grasshopper invasion Hub had no crops to harvest.  “maybe this was a good year for 

the hoppers to come,” he rationalized.  “with this heat and no rainfall the crops couldn’t 

have amounted to much.”  He plowed and harrowed his soil in preparation for hoped-for 

fall rains and tried to improve Annie’s spirits by making minor improvements about the 

house.  He had time available and used it to bring in a larger supply of wood than he’d 

had during the cold winter before, although he had to go farther this year to find standing 

trees.   
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 Arthur, true to his Southern heritage, was a staunch Democrat and politics a 

subject he delighted in.  Men were the only persons supposed to be interested in 

governmental matters, since only they could vote, but Annie showed an unusual interest 

nd Arthur was quick to explain.  “Maybe it’s like in Ir4eland.  The Democrats are the 

people and the Republicans are the English.”  It’s not likely this argument carried much 

weight with her, but she sincerely wanted the party that could do the most for the people 

to win.  There surely could be no other choice, with Arthur so firm in his opinion.  He 

must be right. 

 This was a year for presidential elections with accelerated political activity.  A 

club of young Democrats was organized in Rushville and Arthur was among the first to 

join.  He attended a rally to which an aspiring young lawyer from Lincoln was invited as 

a speaker.  His name- William Jennings Bryan- was almost unknown at that time.   

 “There’s a man who can help us,” Arthur told Annie when he returned from the 

rally.  “We, in this area, have a stake in the Black Hills silver mines.  We don’t have gold.  

This man wants to fixed parity of sixteen to one in the values of silver and gold.  That 

would help us.  He’s a forceful man and the one the country needs to pull us out of these 

hard time.” 

 Arthur was bitterly disappointed later that fall when Benjamin Harrison, a 

Republican, defeated Grover Cleveland, a Democrat.  He was unable to explain to Annie 

how Harrison won, since Cleveland, though defeated, had polled more votes than his 

opponent.  “Your English ancestors would have known,” he told her.  That’s how they 

hold Ireland.” 

 They’d been married now for eighteen months and Annie’d not yet met Hub’s 

family.  She felt she knew them through letters that they’d exchanged, but now, in 

October, they were planning a trip to Omaha.  Hub asked the Lawrie boys to look after 

his livestock for a few days.  He was most anxious for his family to meet Annie, who was 

four months pregnant and emotionally upset.  He knew she’d been too closely confined 

on the homestead and it was time for a belated honeymoon. 

 Arthur’s sister, Marie, now twenty, was presently the only wage earner in her 

family-a secretary in Union Pacific’s Omaha offices.  His younger sister, Polly, was 

sixteen and studying music.  Willie, his brother, was away somewhere looking for work 
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of any kind and not finding it.  They never knew too much about Willie.  He spent too 

much of his time in saloons.  Gabriel had given up his rented farm, content now to live in 

dreams of past glories.  He visualized himself as a Southern gentleman and no such high 

personage as he should have to work anyway.  Euphrosine had passed the age where she 

could be accepted to teach in the public schools.  Being an immigrant herself and from an 

upper class French family, she took easily to her daughter-in-law. 

 “In March, when the baby arrives, I’ll come to Gordon to be with you,” she told 

Annie.  “It’ll not be like the first one.  With that awful storm I’d never have reached you, 

but with this next baby things will be different.” 

 Annie brought her album along and each of her in-laws signed it.  She was greatly 

pleased with messages they wrote in what was to become a treasured document covering 

her last months in her father’s home and the first years of her new life in America. 

 While in Omaha they called on Dick and Mary, whose first son, Robert, was less 

than a month old.  Dick was concerned that his house in Gordon was vacant and interest 

payments falling behind.  There’d been discussion between Annie and Arthur as to 

whether it might be advisable that Gabriel come to Gordon and live in Dick’s soddy if 

Dick and Mary found the plan acceptable.  Euphrosing was highly in favor and offered to 

keep up mortgage payments of nine dollars monthly, believing that Gabriel could be kept 

busy and able to produce food enough form his own use.  Thus it was that after a week, 

when the young couple returned to Gordon, they brought Gabriel with them.   

 “Just don’t be making more work for Annie,” Euphrosine cautioned him and they 

all laughed.  The old man was verging on senility and bound to be a burden upon family 

members living nearest to him. 

 Arthur, Annie and Gabriel returned to Gordon on the twenty-third of October to 

face another disaster-this time a prairie fire.  It was something Dick had warned his sister 

about as they’d driven across the plains from Ainsworth upon her arrival in Nebraska.  

The fire had started near Valentine, on the Niobrara River.  Fanned by a brisk, southerly 

wind, it swept across the prairies and into the sandhills faster than a horse could run, 

destroying everything in its path.  Thousands of acres of land were left blackened and 

smoldering-the winter range, or what grasshoppers had left of it-that cattlemen had 

counted on to feed their livestock through the winter.  So widespread it was and so 
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intense the heat that there was no way of stopping it.  It burned on up into the bad lands 

of Dakota until all that would burn had been consumed.   

 Dense smoke filled the air, blocking out the sun and creating lung-choking 

conditions affecting animals and people alike.  A light ash drifted like snow over the 

countryside ahead of the flames.  People thus warned of the advancing holocaust did 

whatever they could to save their lives and property. 

 Prior to leaving for Omaha, Arthur had plowed two fire breaks around his 

buildings and burned off dry grass between them.  He now herded his livestock into his 

protected circle.  Annie and Gabriel drew water from there well as rapidly as they could 

and passed buckets to Arthur who was wetting down the roof.  They kept this up until 

heat and smoke drove them to take refuge inside the house to wait for an all-consuming 

fire ball to roll over them.  A matter of two or three minutes and it was over.  They 

emerged unhurt from the safety of their sod house to see that almost everything was gone.  

The barn and cow shed had burned to the ground.  Chickens were dead.  Trees they’d 

planted were burned beyond hope of recovery.  Their team had broken free of tethers and 

raced blindly into the flames to be destroyed, but the pony and milk cow were safe within 

the protected area where they’d been tied.   

 “It was dreadful!” wailed Annie.  “Sure and Satan himself must’ve had a hand in 

it.  Years now it’ll take for the land to be green again and our fields productive.  We’ll 

have to begin all over.” 

 Arthur lapsed into a state of depression.  It seemed hardly worth the effort to 

rebuild, he told his wife.  And when, on top of all this, the Democrats lost the election, he 

went to bed complaining of a migraine and stayed in bed for two days. 

 It was Annie who realized they must face their problems and not give up.  “come 

now, Hub.  We’re not beaten yet.  We’ll make out all right if we have courage and keep 

trying.  We’ve food enough in our root cellar to last us through the winter.  Our money’s 

not yet gone.”  (she checked her notes as to contents of cans still buried.)  “We’ll rebuilt 

the barn and have enough left to buy a team.  The baby will arrive in March and I know 

it’ll be a boy, like you want so bad.  “Tis not myself you’re worryin’ about, now is it?  

Sure and I’m fine.  Our guardian angels were close by all through that terrible fire.  We 

both lived through it, and our father, too.  Come on now, get up.  We better see at once 
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how the place is in Gordon where Gabriel is to be living and there’s much for us to do 

here.  ‘Tis time we got started.” 

 She replanted trees that marked the tiny grave behind the house.  Stones she’d 

placed were still there.  She took flowers grown inside the house and put them in water in 

an earthen jar on the grave, then knelt to ask God that her next child be a boy- a boy that 

Arthur would need to help with the farm. 
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Chapter 12 – Resettlement 

 
 No daughter-in-law ever had more vexing problems to put up with than Annie had 

after their return from Omaha in the Fall of ’88.  Because of damage to both Dick’s 

homestead and their own, Arthur decided that Gabriel had best live with them, where he 

might be of some help in rebuilding destroyed buildings.  Accommodations in the two-

room house were inadequate at best, but now, with the old man restless and complaining, 

Annie in her third month of pregnancy, and Arthur moping about like a nervous wreck 

because of fire losses, the outlook was indeed bleak. 

 Annie was particularly disturbed by lack of privacy.  A sheet hung from the 

rafters separated the two beds, and her Victorian-age modesty was put to an acid test.  

“Let’s begin resettlement with a new outhouse,” she suggested.  “We need that more than 

anything else.  The barn can wait.” 

 Gabriel was fussy in his eating habits, having a preference for hot, spicy foods, 

heavily seasoned with lots of pepper.  Annie could not eat such food. 

 “Eh?  Howzat?”  His voice was shrill and loud, as is the case with so many people 

with poor hearing.  “I’ll do my own cooking.  You don’t know how to cook.”  He’d have 

it no other way.  Before long he was eating his meals separately as well.  Fastidious even 

in old age, he always dressed for dinner – coat and tie – with napkin tucked into his stiff 

celluloid collar and handkerchief neatly folded to protrude from breast pocket, he was 

carrying out traditions of his old home in the South. 

   By Christmas, however, they’d made Dick’s place livable and were able to get 

the old man settled there.  Close enough now, he could walk to town for groceries and to 

get a haircut.  He made a few friends.  Arthur checked in on him at least once a week to 

make sure he was all right, although the old man resented this, saying it was unnecessary 

and he could take care of himself.  Arthur suggested in a letter to Euphrosine that if 

Willie’d not yet found work that he come to Gordon to live with his father.  Arthur well 

knew, from his own experience, how trying this would be and that Willie’d not come of 

his own free will.  Willie did, however, agree to come.  His mother handled that. 

 “We must all help out where we can,” Euphrosine told him.  “Your father is old 

and cannot handle his farm alone.  The two of you can work the land together.”  She 
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enlisted Dick’s help, knowing he could obtain a pass on the railway, and soon after the 

start of 1889 Willie made his appearance in Gordon. 

 Arthur and Annie’d come into town on a Saturday morning to take care of routine 

business matters and to do their weekly shopping.  While Annie went to the bank to make 

a payment on Dick’s mortgage, Arthur decided to wander down to the railway station and 

await the arrival of the overnight train from Omaha – an event for which just about 

everyone in Gordon turned out if not otherwise engaged.  Townspeople were there to 

meet friends or relatives or curious to watch all that transpired. 

 Arthur had for weeks expected Willie to show up and vaguely hoped he might be 

on this train.  It’d been four years since the two had met.  When a dapper young man of 

twenty-seven, smartly dressed and looking for all the world like a purveyor of patent 

medicines or an advance agent for a traveling Chautauqua swung down onto the station 

platform, grip in hand, Arthur failed to recognize him.  Willie had the same general build 

and many of the characteristics of his father, always particular as to his dress and with an 

air of elegance about him.  He differed in import and respects, being a natural born 

gambler, a heavy drinker, and a frequenter of houses of prostitution.  He made friends 

easily and was usually broke.   

 “Arthur!” he called out, hurryi8ng to the side of his older brother.  “Glad to see 

you.  Didn’t know you’d be here to meet me.” 

 “Well, I’ll be dog done.  I was only here by chance.  Why didn’t you let us know 

you were coming?” 

 “Hardly knew myself, Arthur.  Mother handed me the pass and a couple of dollars 

and said to get on out here.” 

 “You’d a quite a walk if I hadn’t happened to be here.” 

 “I’da made it.  How’s the old man and where’s your wife?” 

 “Papa’s on his place, just up the road a bit.  Annie’s doing some shopping and 

will be along in a few minutes, then we’ll be stopping by to see him before we go home.  

We’ll take you to whichever place you want to go.”  Looking down the muddy road 

Arthur saw his wife making her way toward them.  “That’s her coming now,” he said, 

pointing her out to Willie.  Willie and Annie had never met. 



 103

 “Let’s surprise her,” said Willie, and before Arthur knew what he intended, 

Willie’d rushed through the crowd on the station platform, pulled Annie into his arms, 

and kissed her. 

 She responded by rapping him over the head with her parasol.  “How dare you, 

Sir!” She fairly screamed.  An inauspicious beginning for the years of loyal friendship 

that followed – years during which Annie was a staunch supporter of Willie during many 

family upheavals due to Willie’s wild behavior. 

 

 Annie’d counted on Euphrosine being with her for the birth of their second child, 

but Euphrosine became ill a few days before she was to leave Omaha and couldn’t come. 

Arthur tried vainly to find another woman to take here place.  Roads to the homestead 

became almost impassable due to an early thaw.  No doctor was found who’d come from 

Gordon to deliver the baby and so once again Arthur served as midwife.  The child, a girl, 

was born on St. Patrick’s Day, which fell that year on the third Sunday of March.  They 

named her Marie, after Annie’s mother and Arthur’s sister.  She lived only a few hours 

and died for lack of medical attention, but not before being baptized.  Once again Gerald 

Cooper and his wife came with their Bible and another tiny coffin was laid in a grave 

beside that of their first child.  Gabriel and Willie were present this time for prayers at 

graveside, in weather so raw that Arthur insisted that Annie remain inside.  She said her 

rosary from a sickbed, satisfied that heaven for her tow little girls had some advantages 

over life on the prairies of Western Nebraska. 

 When Annie became pregnant a third time, in September of ’89, following 

Marie’s death, she recalled something else that Dick had told her as they had driven over 

the prairies from Ainsworth.  “Life on the plains is hard on women.  I’ve heard of wives 

being kept in chains so that they’ll not run away, but mostly they just get pregnant and 

can’t leave.” 

  

A friendship that began when Euphrosine placed Arthur under the watchful eyes of Jessie 

King had continued through the years.  Jessie and her daughters on several occasions had 

visited Euphrosine and her family in Omaha.  Mrs. King took a motherly interest in 

Arthur and now, with Sue King’s marriage to one of the railroad workers not having 
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turned out well, she may possibly have regretted having broken up the affair between 

Arthur and Sue.  Mrs. King was now living alone in Oakdale.  She had suggested in a 

letter to Euphrosine that she would enjoy paying a visit to Arthur and his Irish bride of 

whom she had heard to much.  Euphrosine sent the letter on to Arthur.  Annie had not to 

that time met Jessie or either of the two daughters.  Arthur saw no harm in such a visit 

although he had reason to believe it would be difficult for Annie to entertain a stranger in 

their small home.  Annie had never liked the thought of Arthur having once been in love 

with another girl and Mrs. King would be a reminder of this.  Arthur discussed the matter 

with Annie and urged her to write to Jessie and invite her to come on Thanksgiving and 

spend a day or two with them on the homestead.  Arthur and Annie went to great lengths 

to prepare for the visit and to make sure that Jessie would be comfortable.  They also 

invited Gabriel and Willie. 

 Jessie King arrived on Thanksgiving morning.  Arthur drove in to Gordon to meet 

her at the train depot and to pick up his father and brother, while Annie remained at home 

to roast a chicken and make pies for a traditional Thanksgiving dinner.  She delved into 

her trunk to find Irish linens and a tablecloth she had not yet had occasion to use.  A far 

cry from Ballinillard, she thought, as she tidied up the house; another step in adjusting to 

her new surroundings. 

 Jessie seemed appreciative of all she saw.  She may have, perhaps, been aware 

that it was Annie’s dowry that had made many of the improvements on the homestead 

possible and she might have wished that her own girls had had as much to offer.  She 

probably also sensed that Annie was in the early weeks of her third pregnancy. 

 Everything went well with the dinner.  While Arthur drove Gabriel and Willie 

back to their soddy north of Gordon Annie and Jessie cleared off the table and visited.  

Jessie told Annie that she had a poem she wished to inscribe in Annie’s album.  This is 

what she wrote: 

“I was a laughing child and gaily dwelt 

Where murmuring brooks and dark blue waters rolled 

And shadowy trees outspread their silent arms 

To welcome all the weary to their rest. 

And there an antique castle raised its head. 
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There dwelt a fair and fairy girl, 

Perchance two summers she had seen beyond my years, 

And all she said or did was said and done 

With such a bright and airy sportiveness 

That I envied her, for I was poor and lowly, 

And to me her fate did seem fraught with certainty of happiness. 

Years passed, and she was wed against her will 

To one who sought her for the gold she brought 

And they did vex and wound her gentle spirit 

Till madness took the place of misery. 

And oft I heard her low, soft gentle song 

Breathing of early times with mournful sound 

Till I could weep to hear, and thought how sad 

The envied future of her life had proved.” 

Jessie King 

Gordon, Neb.  11/28/89 

 

 Annie did not show Arthur the entry Jessie had made in the album until many 

weeks later.  Annie never again invited Jessie King to her home. 

 

 Heavy runoff from the first rains caused severe flooding in the fall of ’89.  Many 

bridges across the Niobrara were washed away.  They had been of temporary 

construction, usually of logs with decking of sapling branches instead of milled lumber – 

flimsy but usable, but now gone and the settlers more isolated as a result. 

 As winter came on, a few more claims were abandoned – their disappointed 

owners joining other settlers returning from Oregon.  Caravans streamed eastward now 

through the country – people on their way back to earlier homes in Illinois, Ohio, 

Kentucky and elsewhere. 

 “We’ll not leave, Hub,” Annie said confidently.  There was no turning back for 

them because, in truth, there was no place else for them to go.  A miserable, cold winter it 

was, with rain leaking through the sod roof – although Arthur continually worked to 
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repair it.  Willie spent a sizable portion of the winter in the saloons of Gordon, while the 

old man fiddled away his time on a washing machine he hoped someday to get to work, 

confident always that the patent he talked of would make him rich.  He did little in the 

way of farming, other than to plant a garden of a few vegetables for his own use after the 

ground became warm again.  Arthur sowed larger areas to grain than he had in previous 

years and looked forward to what he believed would be a good year. 

 Annie declined Euphrosine’s offer to come to Gordon to be with her for the birth 

of their third child.  “Omaha is to far away and there are too many uncertainties,” she 

wrote.  “We’ve arranged for a young lady who teaches in Irwin to live with us when the 

time draws near.” 

 Their first son was born on Monday, June 2, 1890, and once again there was no 

doctor in attendance.  The young teacher, just nineteen, handled the situation well and 

there were no complications.  Arthur chose the name, taking that of the river that flowed 

past his boyhood home in Charleston.  “It’s all right, Hub.  I’d prefer he be named 

Arthur, but if you’d rather it be Ashley then Ashley he shall be.”  They baptized him at 

once for fear he might die. As had the two who proceeded him, and the name they gave 

him was Arthur Ashley.  In later years he was always called Ashley. 
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Chapter 13 – Wounded Knee 

 

 Eighteen ninety was an eventful year on Nebraska’s plains – a year that began 

routinely for the time, with floods followed by severe drought, - a year that aroused hopes 

followed by bitter disappointment, - a year that brought financial gain to a few but ruin to 

countless thousands.  It was a year of trial for Arthur and his family, but not without 

some joy, - a year that affected each family member differently.  And, finally, it was a 

year that ended with a tragic confrontation between Indians and U.S. Troops that shocked 

the entire world. 

 Spring floods on the Niobrara were usually destructive, with lowlands flooded 

and many of the sod houses swept away.  Hundreds of head of cattle drowned.  Ice jams 

swept the river clear of every remaining bridge in Cherry County.  Mail service was 

interrupted, with trains on the F.E. & M.V. unable to move for weeks. 

 In times of trouble people’s sense of values may be revised.  Dick and Annie, 

born and raised in a country where extraordinary importance was placed on land 

ownership, had come to Nebraska amazed at the abundance of land and how easily it 

could be attained.  With pride, Dick had written to his father that he owned land five 

times the size of Ballynillard, and now Annie and Arthur owned even more.  Both Annie 

and Dick felt that land was a basic measurement of wealth – the only one that could be 

counted on in times when currency fluctuations led to unstable conditions.  The country 

was drifting into a depression that bottomed out in the panic of 1893.  Both had now 

come to doubt that Nebraska’s land was to be held in the same esteem as that held by 

their family for the land in Ireland.  Annie, in a mentally depressed state due to her 

pregnancy and problems involving Gabriel and Willie now working Dick’s homestead, 

anguished in doubt as to her family’s future. 

 However, following Ashley’s birth in June, her spirits rose somewhat.  A Catholic 

church was being built in Rushville and she’d enjoyed a fair held that summer in Gordon.  

In her letters to her mother she reported that Arthur’s crops were doing well.  A new 

elevator built that spring in Gordon provided a market where farmers could now sell their 

grain.  Corn brought thirty cents a bushel – a good price, the settlers agreed.  Wheat sold 
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for fifty cents and oats for twenty-two.  After the railway returned to service potatoes 

could be shipped to Omaha where they were selling for thirty-six cents a bushel. 

 “If these prices hold ‘till our crops mature we’ll make out all right,” Arthur told 

her. 

 But Gabriel and Willie were not doing so well.  Gabriel’d not been able to put in 

crops and with his small garden had not made enough to meet the nine-dollar monthly 

mortgage payments which he’d agreed to pay Dick as rent for the land.  He’d fallen 

behind and on July 14th the mortgage holder had foreclosed and sold the property to 

Irving A. Witherbe who’d immediately told Gabriel and Willie to vacate the property. 

 Despite crowded conditions in her own home, and with a new baby, Annie 

extended Gabriel an invitation to live with them until it was decided what his next move 

should be.  Willie, of course, returned to Omaha. 

 Arthur had long been puzzled and disturbed that the quarter-section of land 

adjoining his on the east had not yet been taken.  He and his father now walked over this 

land and examined it carefully, together with other nearby lands still available, and in the 

end Arthur persuaded the old man to accompany him to Valentine where Gabriel filed for 

a homestead of his own.  Arthur paid the fourteen-dollar filing fee and agreed to assist in 

the building a house and making other required improvements.  Together with the eighty 

acres being acquired by Annie, they now had four hundred acres which Arthur would 

work as a single farm. 

 A warm June ended with scorching dry winds blowing over the plains from 

Kansas.  July passed with no rain and then August, with the homesteaders’ plight 

becoming desperate.  The corn died and fields were plowed under.  Hub cultivated deep, 

believing he could thus conserve whatever moisture remained in the soil and have the 

land ready to absorb late summer rains which he felt certain would come. 

 But no rains came.  On into September and still no rain.  The wheat did not head.  

Oats turned white and withered like the dry grass of the range lands.  Red-wing 

blackbirds came in swarms from cottonwood groves along the river bottom – something 

they’d never seen before and Annie took for an ill-omen.  Church people in Gordon and 

Rushville were holding prayer meetings, begging God to save them from the 

unprecedented drought. 
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 Settlers once again were leaving, loading whatever was worth taking onto their 

wagons, or abandoning whatever they could not sell in order to buy train fare to former 

homes.  In most cases the crisis came when interest payments on a mortgage could no 

longer be met, disclosing an inability to repay money they’d borrowed for seed they’d 

sown in the spring.  Three of the four banks in Rushville failed.  The price of land 

dropped to practically nothing.  A two hundred thousand dollar appropriation by the 

Nebraska State Legislature fell hopelessly short of meeting needs. 

 As each homesteader left, those remaining would tear down the house and 

outbuildings for doors, window frames, or anything else of value.  Salvaged lumber 

would sometimes be sawed and hauled away to be used for winter firewood. 

 Courageous leaders among them talked of a canal to take Niobrara water from 

Box Butte narrows above Hay Springs to be transported sixty some miles to parched table 

lands around Gordon.  Costly beyond reason, this could still not be done in time to help 

those now leaving.  It was held as a hope for next year and hope was all there was left for 

Arthur and his family. 

 From early childhood Annie had believed in a guardian angel who was always 

close by, ready to come with help in time of great need.  A governess who’d raised sir 

Robert’s children had told them as little tots seated around their nursery room table to 

always slide over and make room on the seat beside them for a little unseen friend.  The 

name of Annie’s angel was Bridget, and as she grew older she became more and more 

convinced an actual girl appeared in response to her prayers.  She told Arthur of Bridget 

but he didn’t take it seriously. 

 “It’s your imagination.  I’ve heard of guardian angels all my life but never of one 

who talked.” 

 “How else would you get a message?  Better they talk than write letters!  Of 

course they talk, but you have to listen.” 

 Annie had come to the conclusion that it was time they leave the homestead.  

Arthur was stubborn in his resistance.  She was more insistent now, continuing about the 

messages from her angel. 
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 “’Tis myself she talks to and if you’d just listenin’ you’d be after hearin’ her too.  

Yourself it is that should know, after her saving you while you were near to drowning in 

the well.” 

 Arthur laughed.  “I got myself out of that well.  There wasn’t time to discuss it 

with anyone.” 

 “You may laugh, but Bridget has talked to me many times, Arthur.  Yesterday, as 

I prayed by the graves of our two girls, I heard her voice again.  ‘Take Ashley and leave,’ 

she said.  “There’s danger and trouble ahead here. Leave now.” 

 “Bosh!  Nonsense!  We can’t leave now.  Where would we go?” 

 “Tis unimportant.  Have faith in God.” 

 “You Irish!  I’ll never understand you.  It would be better if you’d pray harder for 

rain to save our crops.  All we need is a couple of good years.  That’s all.  Just two good 

years and we can give it up and try something else.  We have two years yet before this 

land is ours.  If we leave now we’ll be giving up all we’ve put into it in the past three 

years.  All that work for nothing?  No!  We must stay.” 

 Arthur shrugged his shoulders and walked away, but he was troubled.  He knew 

the toll being taken by the hard life on the prairies.  Women grew old before their time, 

their skin drawn tight as leather across shrunken cheeks.  Bone-weary, himself, as each 

night he tossed and worried, unable to sleep – enduring endless winds and heat.  But still 

he kept on. 

 Annie nursed the baby as long as she could, thinking she’d be less likely to 

become pregnant again.  She was fearful, however, that her milk was not all her baby 

needed.  She had Hub bring lime from the lumberyard in Gordon.  This she mixed with 

water and let stand for a few days, then drained off the lime-water and drank it.  It was 

something she’s learned from her father.  On the stud farm Sir Robert bred horses with 

strong bones that would not break when a horse would fall during the hunt.   

 There was little else about the Nebraska panhandle that year to remind her of her 

home in Ireland. 

---------- 

 The drought brought suffering to the nearby Sioux, just as it did to whites.  

Crowded onto their reservation, they’d been reduced to a point close to starvation.  Their 
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crops and gardens were ruined.  Such hardships, plus the fact they’d always been 

dissatisfied with reservation life, prompted them now in increasing numbers to urge tribal 

leaders to lead them in open rebellion. 

 Annie’d not been truly concerned about her own safety and that of her family 

until an incident in the late summer of 1890.  Arthur had taken Gabriel into town to see 

about fitting him with a new pair of glasses.  As usual, he had a long list of items to be 

tended to while in town.  Annie decided not to accompany them, but instead to stay home 

and prepare supper to be ready when they returned in the late afternoon.  While busy 

about her work in the house she heard the clatter of horses’ hooves on the hard packed 

soil outside their door, and looking out she was dismayed to see a band of eight young 

Indian braves.  When their leader dismounted and came to the door she realized he’d 

been drinking.   

 “Go away!”  she shouted and shut and barred the door. 

 The Indians peered in the window and saw that she was unarmed and along.  They 

then proceeded to break down the door and come in, showing anger at having been 

refused entrance.  Grunting and nodding to one another, they seated themselves at the 

table and indicated by gestures that they wanted food. 

 Greatly frightened now, she took the baby and escaped from the house, leaving 

them inside.  The meal she’d been preparing was ready except for frying a mess of fish 

that Arthur had caught the previous day and which she and Arthur had looked forward to 

as a special treat.  The Indians fried the fish and ate it, devouring also the remainder of 

the supper she’d been preparing.  When they finished eating they searched the hose for 

further food, money and valuables – looking especially for liquor. 

 Annie hid in the barn until they left, then returned to find their house thoroughly 

ransacked and in disorder.  They’d broken into the trunk she’d brought from Ireland.  

Fortunately, they’d not discovered money in tin cans buried beneath the floor. 

 When Arthur and his father returned home they found Annie in tears and still 

badly shaken by the robbery.  Gabriel was all for taking out after the raiders.  Intolerant 

of Indians from the time of his first arrival in the West, he advocated treating them as 

he’d treated Negroes when he lived in the South. 
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 “Savages!” she shouted.  “Come Arthur.  We’ll get guns and a rope and organize 

a posse and run them down.  We’ll hang their leader to show them they can’t get away 

with this sort of thing.” 

 Arthur remained cool.  “You forget, Papa, that the Indians outnumber us whites 

ten to one.  We can’t fight them.  It’s the Army’s job to do that.” 

 Arthur drove back to Gordon immediately to report the robbery to the proper 

authorities.  They told him that this was a common occurrence with isolated homesteads 

such as his and there was no chance of apprehending the guilty parties.  The stolen goods 

were probably by now safely hidden on the reservation and the Indian chiefs would claim 

they knew nothing about what had happened. 

--------- 

 Rumors of Indian uprisings had been prevalent all through the summer and early 

fall and excitement high among residents of small towns and settlements along the 

railroad – also in areas bordering upon Pine Ridge Reservation.  Hub had discussed the 

situation with Gerald Cooper, who confirmed that the problem was serious.  Among the 

Sioux, Gerald tokd him, there’d been a man who preached that white men were devils 

and were to be driven from the land.  After that, he promised, buffalos that once had 

roamed by hundreds of thousands across the plains would return. 

 Eastern publishers dubbed it the “Messiah craze,” enlarging upon each incident 

and causing whie settlers to become even more alarmed.  Following the raid on the 

family homestead, Annie was urged by Euphrosine to come at once to Omaha and remain 

there until times were more settled.  Her cousins in Avon also wrote, begging her to get 

out “before you’re scalped.”  Her mother, too, was worried.  Settlers on the Western 

plains were from many different parts of the world and residents of foreign countries 

were following the daily news accounts of Indian troubles with keen interest.   

 Annie wrote back, assuring her family and friends that she was safe and that she 

would remain with Arthur so long as he stayed.  Another reason for her not going to 

Omaha was the prevalence there of diphtheria and she was fearful for the health of her 

young son, Ashley. 

 The Government rushed hundreds of solders into the troubled area as a show of 

strength and to reassure white settlers.  Rushville, being the nearest railway station to 
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Pine Reservation, became a staging point for troops.  By mid-October the town was filled 

with restless soldiers eager for action.  Among there numbers were many inexperienced 

raw recruits, but also a sprinkling of older veterans who had served in earlier Indian wars 

– men who would welcome an opportunity to avenge the death of General Custer.  There 

was likewise an over-supply of news hungry reporters, each seeking to outdo competitors 

from rival newspapers.  Undocumented gossip and idle rumors were picked up eagerly 

and transmitted over Western Union telegraph lines by way of the Rushville 

stationmaster, to be, in many cases, retracted only a few hours later.   

 On a Saturday night in mid-November U.S. Forces, apparently fearful of another 

surprise attack such as that suffered by General Custer, marched north on the Pine Ridge 

Agency road past Dick Smithwick’s old homestead to the border of the Pine Ridge 

Reservation.  Oglala tribesmen had been joined by other Siox warriers encamped near the 

agency headquarters.  As the soldiers advanced the more militant redmen withdrew to an 

isolated stronghold in the Dakota bad lands between the Cheyenne and White Rivers, 

there to continue their “ghost dancing” and await word from Lakota brother-tribesmen 

whom they felt would come to their support. 

 

 On the Cheyenne River Indian Reservation, 100 miles to the north, a Miniconjou 

tribal chieftan name Big Foot was leading his tribe once again in insurrection.  Big Foot 

was notorious in his younger days as a cunning and ruthless warrior, but now an old man 

and suffering from pneumonia, he sought only to protest against what he considered 

mistreatment of Indians confined on the reservations with little understanding and 

insufficient help forthcoming form authorities in Washington.  He’d led a band of about 

350 of his followers from the reservation.  He’d subsequently been tracked down by 

Army forces and was now encamped under guard by the Army and reported to be about 

to surrender – an action he knew was unacceptable to the younger braves of his tribe. 

 On Wednesday, December 24th, taking advantage of laxity on the part of whites in 

their anticipation of Christmas, Big Foot once again slipped out from under Army 

surveillance and during the night headed south in the direction of homesteads of settlers 

on the banks of the Niobrara.  The weather had been unseasonably warm, although on 
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this night light wisps of snow were carried on a gentle southerly breeze.  The escape was 

successful. 

 When, on Christmas Day, Big Foot’s disappearance was discovered, Army 

officers assumed he would try to join fellow – insurgents holded up in the Black hills bad 

lands.  Anxiety increased when Army scouts reported that Big Foot had not moved in the 

direction expected and had eluded pursuit by moving south and was now on the south 

bank of the White River. 

 Communication was poor among the settlers and Arthur and Annie were unaware 

that Big Foot and his band were again at large.  On Sunday, the 28th of December, 

following a relaxed Christmas in their sod house, Arthur and the two Lawrie brothers 

took off on a two day trip by wagon to cut firewood on the banks of the frozen Niobrara.  

Annie was left alone with her seven month old baby to for the livestock of both 

homesteads.  It was on this day too, and also unknown to Arthur, that Big Foot was 

overtaken by a small detachment of men of the U.S. Cavalry’s 7th regiment and forced by 

them to make camp on the banks of a creek called Wounded Knee, near a small Indian 

village and post office located about a dozen miles form the Pine Ridge headquarters.  

The officer in charge dispatched two of his scouts to report to agency headquarters and 

asked for reinforcements before attempting to disarm the Indians and force their 

surrender. 

 In a snowfall on the morning of the 29th, following the arrival of reinforcements, 

Col. George A. Forsyth demanded the Indians give up their weapons.  The Indians 

resisted.  A fight broke out and a shot was fired.  A battle ensured in which Col. Forsyth 

and 32 of his soldiers were killed, along with Big Foot and 156 Indians, including many 

women and children, and with many injuries.  It was a tragic day for redmen and whites 

alike.  

 Feelings ran high for many days thereafter, until the last of the insurgents 

surrendered and abandoned their stronghold in the Black Hills bad lands.  A few minor 

skirmishes occurred in the months following, but the Indians were now so greatly 

outnumbered and so thoroughly discouraged that they gave up in defeat and returned to 

their reservations.  The so-called “Battle of Wounded Knee” is generally accepted as the 

last attempt of redmen to dislodge the whites from the home of the Indian ancestors. 
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 Arthur and Annie were unaware of the battle until several days after it was 

concluded.  Maria, in Ireland, learned of the event before her daughter Annie. 
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Chapter 14 – Defeat 

 

 Drought that brought such suffering to the plains people in 1890 continued on into 

’91.  Arthur’s concern now was not only for his wife and young son but also for his 

father, Gabriel.  The old man lived alone on the land he’d filed on in October of ’90.  In 

the family’s opinion he was incapable of caring for himself, yet he was so vindictive and 

overbearing none of them wanted to live with him.  He spent much of his time in town, 

hanging around Gus Henderson’s livery stable, arguing politics with the town’s other old 

men.  The others, to a man, disagreed with him.   

 “Yer goin’ t’ hafta keep yer ol’ man away fr’m m’ place of business,” Gus warned 

Arthur.  “I can’t be puttin’ up with ‘im.  E’s ‘ere too mucha th’ time an’ causin’ trouble.” 

 “Yes.  I know.  I’ll take him back with me after I unload.  I’ll tell him he’s to stay 

home, but I can’t make him do it.” 

 “Well, y’ damn better finda way or I’ll be buyin’ m’ hay from someone else.  I’m 

not needin’ as much these days, anyhow.  People ‘round ‘ere ain’t got much money t’ 

spend and they’re damn sure go’na feed their kids afore they feed their critters.  I been 

thinkin’ fer some time now I’d hafta befin cuttin’ down on what y’ been bringin’ in each 

week.” 

 Arthur unloaded his hay and picked up supplies he’d come in for, taking them, as 

always, in exchange for his hay.  Then, getting Gabriel onto the wagon, they headed for 

home. 

 “Papa, you must stay on your own place and not go back into town,” he told the 

old man.  “You’re not welcome at the livery stable.  Find something to keep yourself 

busy.  Spring’ll be here soon.  Isn’t it about time to get busy planning your garden?  Or 

how about your invention?  Have you done any work on that lately?” 

 Gabriel’d dedicated his life to a washing machine he wanted to patent.  His idea 

was good, and years ahead of anything like it.  But he could never get the thing to work.   

 “I’ll get the confound contraption out and study it a bit, Son.  It still needs some 

workin’ on.  Don’t you worry about me, though.  I can take care of myself.  And if I feel 

like going back into town I’ll go, whether I’m welcome or not.  They’re holding it against 
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me I’m a Southerner.  I got rights in this country same as anyone else.  By God, I’ll show 

‘em.” 

 “Yes, Papa.  But Gus is my only customer.  If he stops buying from me the Lord 

only knows what’ll become of us.” 

 After Arthur had the old man safely home and settled down for awhile he drove 

on home to discuss the problem with Annie. 

 “The old man’s lonesome living there alone,” she said.  “Do you want to bring 

him here to live with us?” 

 “Good heavens, no!  He’d drive us crazy.” 

 “What, then?  Euphrosine can’t leave the girls and come out here to take care of 

him.  We can’t blame her for that – but how about Willie?” 

 “Now you might have something there.  Willie’s about the only one in the family 

that can get along with him.  I’ll write and see if he’ll come.” 

--------- 

 Willie came, but it didn’t solve anything.  The situation grew constantly worse.  

Arthur lost Gus, which he probably would have anyway, and he found no one else as a 

buyer for his hay. 

 One by one Annie dug up cans containing her dowry from beneath their floor.  

She and Arthur were concerned that people would become suspicious as to where they 

were getting gold coins, but Arthur used them to buy seed while Annie worried that 

there’d not be enough left for food.  Arthur worked hard, from sunup to sundown.  He 

was farming four hundred acres, which in that spring of ’91 he planted all to corn.   

 “Better ‘twould be to leave now, with what money we have left,” Annie pleaded.  

“I see no future for us on this land.  We’re putting good money after bad.  The longer we 

stay the more we lose.” 

 “But we can make it with just one good year.  Corn’s the crop that’s done best for 

us and at thirty cents a bushel we’ll make out.” 

 Both were deeply discouraged when, by July, it was evident that their corn crop 

once again had failed.  Their food now came mostly from Annie’s garden, which she 

watered a bucketful at a time, carrying water from the well.  Euphrosine wrote to Annie, 

urging her to bring the baby and come to Omaha.  Once again she was tempted to do it. 
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 “Annie, I’m the only person who’s not written in your album.”  Arthur was 

brooding over his failures.  “Here, let me have it.  There’s something I want to write.” 

 On July 3, 1891, Arthur wrote the following: 

“I would flood your path with sunshine, 

I would fence you from all ill, 

I would crown you with all blessings, 

If I could but have my will. 

Aye, but human love may err, dear, 

And a Power all-wise is near, 

So I only pray God bless you 

And keep you with me here.” 

 Annie read what he’d written and burst into tears.  “Of course I’ll stay, Hub.  I 

could never go to Omaha and leave you here alone.  Our money’s nearly gone but we’ll 

work hard and pray and trust in God.  I’m sure He will provide.  We’ll make it.  It just 

takes time.” 

------------- 

 Hunger and cold through the winter of 1891-92 were worse than anything any of 

them had ever previously known.  Not only on the plains but throughout the entire 

country conditions were bad.  The country was heading into a severe depression, in 

imminent danger of total financial collapse.  Railroad rates for grain and cattle increased 

to where the products of the plains could no longer be profitably shipped to market. 

 Arthur’s last hope, now, hung on obtaining patent to his land.  On June 21, 1892, 

a grant of clear title was signed by Benjamin Harrison, but it was six months later, after 

Harrison’s defeat by Grover Cleveland, before the papers were in Arthur’s hands and he 

was in a position to borrow against the property or sell it. 

 The Presidential election of 1892 was noted for a split in ranks of voters of both 

major parties.  A Peoples Party had emerged from among distressed citizens, returning 

Cleveland and the Democrats to power although their candidate, James Weaver, was 

easily defeated.  Arthur was pleased with the results, but hard pressed to answer some of 

Annie’s questions. 
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 “How is it that four years ago, when Mr. Cleveland received more votes than Mr. 

Harrison, Mr. Harrison became President?  Then, this year, when Mr. Cleveland received 

only 47% of the votes, he was elected?” 

 “Women just don’t understand politics,” Arthur retorted.  “It was the People’s 

Party that made the difference.  Even though Weaver received only 9% of the popular 

vote it counted for only twenty-two votes in the Electoral College.  Those votes were lost 

to Harrison which resulted in his defeat and victory for the Democrats.  For that we 

should be happy.” 

 Arthur, for six months, had made the rounds of banks in the area in hopes of 

finding a banker who would loan him money on his land when his claim was proven and 

recorded in Valentine.  Banks at the time were charging 10% interest on long-term loans, 

but they had no funds to loan.  Bankers foresaw the impending panic of 1893 and 

Arthur’s applications were all rejected.  Finally, in desperation, he located a private 

lender named Basil Webster, of Omaha, who was going about the county making short-

term loans at exceedingly high interest rates to homesteaders.  Mr. Webster offered to 

loan Arthur $250 for five years at 3% monthly – a loan similar to the one Dick 

Smithwick had taken from Dakota Mortgage Co. a few years before.  As security, Arthur 

was required to pledge his entire quarter section of land, including half the house.  Since 

the house had one room on each side of the common boundary separating his 

homesteaded land from Annie’s, it was, under homestead laws, considered to be two 

houses.  Annie’d not yet received papers on her eighty acres and therefore was unable 

legally to offer her land as additional security, but Webster insisted that she co-sign the 

mortgage.  As written, the mortgage encumbered all of Arthur’s land, their farm 

equipment and livestock – everything except personal possessions and clothing. 

 Optimistic, as always, Arthur saw little or no chance of eventual foreclosure.  He 

felt certain he’d have money to pay off the loan by harvest time.  On January 16 he and 

Annie signed the document before a notary and Webster took the document to Valentine 

where it was recorded at 9 AM on January 25, 1893. 

 “We’ll not have money even to meet interest payments, “Annie wailed.  “Those 

come to over twenty-two dollars each three months and our first payment will be due 

April 1st.  How will we pay it?” 
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 “Never worry, Hon. I now have money for seed, with enough left over to cover 

living cost for a while.  That’s what we had to have.  We can pay off any time and I’ll 

have it all paid off by fall.” 

 “With all my heart I hope you’re right, but I know times will not get better.  This 

drought will continue.  “Tis a famine we’re facing, such as we had in Ireland.  Bridget 

came to me again last night and told me we must leave.  Please, Hub, why can’t we take 

the $250 and go to Oklahoma, where it’s not so cold?  Dick and Mary will help us get 

settled.”  Dick was then City Engineer of Guthry, Oklahoma. 

 “No, Annie.  Our place is here.”  Arthur would not be swayed. 

------------- 

 Using Webster’s money to buy seed, Arthur resumed spring planting.  The 

drought continued, just as Annie had predicted.  Barely enough rain fell for seed to sprout 

and once again, by July, for the third successive year. They knew they were faced with 

another crop failure.  Their money was completely gone.  Arthur had defaulted on two 

interest payments and Mr. Webster had started proceedings for foreclose. 

 Arthur knew he’d have to take immediate steps to salvage anything at all from his 

land.  Annie’s title was due to be received in November.  Perhaps, he said, they might 

interest someone in buying their combined two hundred forty acres, at that time, for 

enough to pay off the mortgage held by Webster.  It seemed their only hope, and in the 

meantime they’d give up possession of their home and go to Omaha where they’d live 

with Euphrosine until they found some solution to their problems. 

 Gabriel and Willie, during this time, were living together in the dugout Arthur had 

built for his father.  Gabriel was intent upon perfecting claim to his quarter section 

adjoining Arthur’s, but he had two more years remaining before his five-year residency 

requirement was met.  Willie was supposedly seeking work on railway construction, even 

though there was no such work to be had.  He was spending most of his time in the 

saloons in Gordon, gaining an occasional odd job now and then.  The two were subsisting 

on monthly allotments of cash from Euphrosine – money that came principally from 

Marie’s secretarial job with the Union Pacific, in Omaha - money she was not too happy 

about giving.  Willie made Arthur a solemn promise to settle down and take care of their 

father and let Arthur know if things got out of hand.  Despite many misgivings as to how 
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the two would get along with himself and Annie gone, Arthur felt he had no other choice 

but to leave them.  Furniture, such as it was, was moved to Gabriel’s house and Arthur 

and Annie were ready to depart. 

 Arthur went to a nearby ranch and applied for a job where he might work his way 

to Omaha on a cattle train.  He was given the job, without pay, but with the understanding 

that Annie and the baby would be permitted to ride without cost in the Caboose.  Arthur’s 

duty was to walk the length of the train at each of its frequent stops and prod with a pole 

to rouse any animals that were down.   

 The Lawrie boys drove them with their luggage to Rushville, where the cattle 

were being loaded.  Gabriel and Willie went along to see them off.  The group was joined 

at the loading yard by Arthur’s friend, Gerald, and his wife, Vera.  Gerald had a gift for 

Annie – an Indian tomahawk, which he asked that she keep as a memento of Wounded 

Knee.  She placed it in her truck along with other souvenirs of times past – her tennis 

racquets, her ice skates and riding habit – things which she had brought with her from 

Ireland and never used.   Also, there was the velvet patchwork quilt hand made for her by 

her mother and her mother’s wedding veil.  The tomahawk was all she had to show for 

six desperate years on the god-forsaken sandhills of Western Nebraska. 

 Arthur was thirty-five on the day that he, Annie and the baby arrived at his 

mother’s home in Omaha.  They were penniless, but he was still hopeful.  Before they’d 

left Gordon he had contacted two men from Lincoln who’d shown an interest in buying 

Annie’s eighty acres when she received title in November. 
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Chapter 15 – New Start 

 

 Euphrosine, in the short time she’d known Annie, had grown to admire and 

respect her daughter in law.  Like Annie, she, too was foreign born – had come to 

America as an immigrant.  Both were devout Catholics from homes and from countries 

where religious prejudices prevailed.  Both, to, it seems, were the dominant partner in 

their marriages. 

 Annie could more easily have adjusted to living in her mother in law’s home had 

it not been for Arthur’s sister, Marie.  Marie was a strong willed girl of twenty-five, 

opinionated on any and all subjects, and she set the moral standards for everyone about 

her.  She, of course, very much disapproved of Willie and his ways and had practically 

cast him out of the family.  She was frustrated and worried now at finding herself the 

only wage earner, with so many dependent upon her. 

 The family had recently moved into a small furnished flat on Fortieth Street, in St. 

Cecilia’s parish.  Polly lived in the shadow of her elder sister.  She was the better looking 

of the two, fun loving, and with numerous gentlemen friends, none of whom enjoyed 

Marie’s approval.  Polly sang and gave piano lessons and for a meager salary played the 

organ for Sunday masses, weddings and funerals, providing her with a little money of her 

own.  Times were hard and music pupils scarce, so Polly, too, was grateful to the good 

Lord that Marie had survived an avalanche of layoffs following the declaration of 

bankruptcy by the Union Pacific Railway. 

 Marie was quick to get to the point with Arthur.  “What are your plans now, 

Arthur?  You know I can’t support this family alone.  And I hope you’ve learned by now 

you’re not cut out to be a farmer.” 

 Arthur was suffering one of his recurring migraines.  Characteristically, when he 

became nervous or depressed, he stuttered and was unable to express himself.  Besides, 

this was his thirty-fifth birthday, a turning point in many male lives.  At this crucial 

midpoint in life saw hopes fading and was keenly aware of a lack of significant 

achievements in his life thus far. 

 “No.  I’ll never go back to farming.  I’ll take anything else before that.” 

 “What, then?  That’s what I’m asking.” 
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 “Annie and I still have some assets in our land.  There are two gentlemen in 

Lincoln with whom I hope to do business.  I must get out of the clutches of that 

scoundrel, Webster.  I’m trusting in these two men in Lincoln to help me.” 

 “You’d better lose no time in getting down there.” 

 “I know, but I have no money.  And I can’t take Annie and the baby.  If you could 

give them a roof over their heads for just a few days, until I can get myself settled, I’ll be 

most grateful.” 

 Marie loaned him five dollars and, exercising her privilege as a railway company 

employee, obtained him a pass.  Arthur took the train the next day for Lincoln after 

having shined his shoes, put on a clean shirt with celluloid collar and a necktie – items he 

had to buy.  He still had a suit of cloths, the one he’d been married in.  It was a tight fit, 

after six years, but had hardly been worn.  Annie had renewed hope in seeing him dressed 

up for the first time in many months.  Before leaving he held Ashley in his arms and 

promised him if he were a good boy that he’d get a sack of marbles.  At the railway 

station he bought himself a White Owl cigar, spending five cents from his limited assets. 

 

 Arthur was a total stranger when he stepped off the Burlington in Lincoln.  He 

walked south on Tenth Street to “O” and thence east, sizing up the town.  It was a town in 

the depths of depression.  He looked hopefully in store windows for a help wanted sign.  

He saw none.  He was ready to take anything.  Restaurant work, if it were anything like 

Mrs. King’s boarding house, he might handle.  Something temporary.  The November 

elections would bring a change for the better.  Some of the strikes would surely be over 

by then.  Six hundred bank failures this year alone, and 194 railroad corporations 

operating in bankruptcy.  How could times be any worse?  He was uneasy about meeting 

the men he’d come to talk to about the property.  It put him in the position of a beggar 

and he had too much pride.   

 He’d postponed it as long as he could and finally asked directions of a stranger to 

the address he’d brought with him.  Two men.  Both lived in University Place, a 

community built up around Wesleyan University out beyond the north edge of town.  He 

spent another nickel for carfare. 
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 He called on each of the two men, Julius Nielsen and Soren Christenson, and by 

each was told essentially the same thing.  Come back later, after your wife has received 

patent to her land.  We might be interested then – not now. 

 “I can’t wait that long.  My need is now,” Arthur said to Nielsen.  “Isn’t there 

anything you can suggest that I might do right now?” 

 The man thought for a moment and said, “I’ll tell you what, I can give you an 

introduction to a friend in the wholesale grocery business in Lincoln.  Go and talk with 

him.  He could, possibly, offer some plan.” 

 With the name Simon Levy scrawled in pencil on the back of a card, Arthur took 

the streetcar back to Lincoln and into an industrial area south of the Burlington depot, in 

a run down part of the city. 

 Levy proved to be a sharp, practical businessman.  Following a short discussion in 

which Arthur laid bare his financial condition Levy made a proposal.  I’m a wholesale 

grocer, DeWitt.  I’m not interested in my money tied up in real estate.  However, I do 

sometimes accept real estate as collateral for a loan, provided the purpose of the loan is to 

stock a retail store.  Had you ever thought of going into the grocery business?” 

 “No, I hadn’t.”  Arthur thought for a moment and added, “But I’d be interested.” 

 “Good.  Then let me go on.  I will trade you 160 acres I now hold near Gordon for 

your 160 plus the 80 your wife is soon to own.  As soon as my present land is in your 

name, I will accept it as collateral for a new mortgage and will credit you with two 

thousand dollars for purchase of grocery items from my warehouse.” 

 Arthur’s mind was swirling with figures.  He was not sure he understood Mr. 

Levy’s proposal.  “You mean you’ll extend credit to start me in a store of my own?” 

 “Exactly.  You find a building in a good location and I’ll set you up in business.” 

 “A fair deal, Mr. Levy.  I accept your proposal.” 

 “I deal through third parties, DeWitt.  The man who sent you here will arrange the 

details.  My name will appear nowhere in the transactions.” 

 “How about the money I owe Webster?’ 

 “I’ll take your property subject to the existing mortgage.  I can handle Webster.” 

 “Just one thing more.  Where’s the land I’ll be receiving in exchange?  The land 

you now own?” 
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 To Arthur’s amazement Mr. Levy’s land adjoined the quarter section that Dick 

Swithwick had formerly owned – land that was next to worthless when Dick had lost it 

on a mortgage foreclosure. 

 Arthur resumed walking Lincoln’s streets, excited about the deal he had agreed to.  

He discovered a dilapidated store building near 24th and S Streets that’d been vacant for 

several years, with a dismal looking two room flat in back.  He could have immediate 

possession, with first month rent-free.  Mr. Levy inspected the property and gave it his 

approval. 

 Arthur hurried off a letter to Annie:  “I’ve had wonderful luck.  Come at once.  

We’re in the grocery business.” 

 Arthur, normally a slow moving person, moved fast when fast action became 

necessary.  He made his deal with Levy and took possession of the store building on 

Thursday, September 21st.  A dray load of grocery stock was delivered the following 

Monday, the same day that Annie was to arrive from Omaha with the baby and whatever 

else they’d salvaged from the shipwreck of their dreams of success on adjoining 

homestead.  He was without funds to buy shelving, counters and other items needed 

before stock could be arranged, or scales, paper sacks, pencils and all the myriad of little 

things for which there’d be instant need upon the arrival of his first customer.  Some of 

these he could take from inventory, but others he could not.  He planned on opening for 

business not later than the last Saturday in September.  By bartering groceries for 

services, he induced an itinerant sign painter to prepare an announcement of a grand 

opening sale.  A kindly landlord loaned a brush and a bucket of paint. 

 For his needs in furnishing the living quarters, Arthur called at the rectory of St. 

Teresa’s Church explaining to an Irish priest that he was soon to be a parishioner and 

telling of his needs.  He received work cloths.  Other parishioners came forward to donate 

a mattress, a baby bed, a few cooking utensils, a coal oil cook stove, oil lamps and other 

household items.  Wooden crates would serve as chairs and tables and could be arranged 

to store kitchen supplies and bedding.  He was anxious to have the store and living 

quarters looking as attractive as possible for Annie’s arrival.  By the time he left for the 

railway station to meet her he felt reasonably satisfied.  He knew the wooden floors, 

freshly mopped and oiled, would appeal to her.  She’d had nothing but thin carpeting 
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over dirt since their marriage.  The roof above them wouldn’t drip mud during a rain, nor 

harbor vermin, such as had the sod roof of their home on the prairies. 

 His landlord had obligingly loaned his horse and spring wagon to Arthur to bring 

his family and luggage from the station. 

 The train from Omaha pulled in and Annie rushed to Arthur’s outstretched arms. 

Ignoring for the moment their three-year old toddler who trailed along a step or two 

behind.  Nor did she show the slightest shock or lack of enthusiasm upon seeing the 

arrangements Arthur had provided.  She was yet to hear an account of the land trade and 

how all this had come about, but two points to her were obvious:  The family had a place 

to live and a store full of canned goods and staples – food for their immediate need and, 

of even greater importance, a potential means of earning a livelihood.  In all this she saw 

an answer to her prayers of the past and the handwork of Bridget, their guardian angel.   

 It was Ashley, the baby, who was disappointed.  “Where are my marbles?” he 

demanded.  Arthur, of course, had forgotten.  In the eyes of the young son he was a 

complete and utter failure. 

 Customers were their neighbors – for the most part good, solid, hard working 

people – Germans, Swedes and Irish.  The neighborhood wasn’t the best but it wasn’t too 

bad, either.  It would be necessary to extend credit.  Their prices were not the lowest but 

they gave excellent service.  Hub kept long hours, open from seven in the morning until 

eight at night and always willing to open again after regular hours to accommodate any of 

his regular customers.  At the end of a month the store was breaking even.  After the 

second month they were able to pay the five-dollar monthly rent, which included both the 

flat and the store building. 

 Official papers granting Annie title to her eighty acres arrived from Washington 

on November 10th and were recorded on November 23rd, at 3 PM, in the office of Cherry 

County Clerk A. T. White, in Valentine.  A warranty deed transferring her land to Soren 

C. Christianson, of University Place, drawn up and notarized two weeks earlier, was 

recorded simultaneously. 

 Title to Arthur’s one hundred sixty acres was transferred to Mr. Christianson and 

Mr. Neilsen on December 14th.  Thus after that date in 1893 none of the land Arthur and 
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Annie had so laboriously sought to acquire was any longer theirs.  Arthur did not receive 

title to the land promised him by Mr. levy until April 5th of the following year. 

 “I still don’t understand it, Arthur,” Annie had said when, at year’s end, they 

talked of changes that had come about during the year.  She feared there was something 

irregular about the deal Arthur had made.  “We’ve given two hundred forty acres, 

including a house and barn and all we owned.  All we have in exchange is a promise from 

Mr. Levy that you will be given a quarter-section already mortgage for more than it’s 

worth.  Why would he loan us so much more than Dick could borrow on the same size 

piece right next to it?” 

 “I don’t understand it either, Hon.  But let’s not worry.  We have a well-stocked 

store and we’re already paying off our debt to Levy.  We will get the deed.  I have trust in 

Mr. Levy.  We’re better off than we’ve ever been before.” 

 “I hope you’re right,” she sighed as she returned to the ledger of the store’s 

accounts.  She had a knack for handling money and Arthur left such matters to her.  She 

was thrifty and could save.  Customers, on payday, commonly paid their weekly account 

in gold coin.  In a closet at the rear of the store she’d loosened a board.  From time to 

time she’d slip into the closet, remove the board, and drop a coin into a coffee can.  In an 

equally surreptitious manner, when the contents of the can reached a certain amount, 

she’d move the coins to another can buried beneath the back porch steps.  These things 

she did without Arthur’s knowledge.  She had a paranoiac determination that her family 

should never again be without money in an emergency. 

 Arthur was pleased with the success of the store and attributed it to Grover 

Cleveland and the Democratic Party.  “I’ve never known a bad Democrat,” he’d say to 

Annie. 

 “Bryan’s a Democrat, too, and Bryan doesn’t go along with Cleveland on his hard 

money policy,” she retorted.  She could debate issues with her husband and yet not 

damage his self-esteem. 

 Every week or two throughout the winter Arthur shipped a box of provisions, 

which he took from the store’s stock, to Gabriel.  Willie and the old man were living on 

Gabriel’s homestead near Gordon. 
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 They kept in touch with Marie and Polly and learned that Marie was engaged to a 

young accountant named Harry Nye who worked with Marie in the Union Pacific offices.  

Marie was an early advocate of equal rights, an active suffragette, and an avid 

prohibitionist.  If for no other reason than to show Arthur and Garbiel her independence, 

she staunchly supported the Republican Party.  She was particularly pleased when her 

father wrote that the town of Gordon had voted in local prohibition. 

 “Willie won’t be wasting time and money in those dirty saloons,” she said.  But 

she didn’t know Willie.  No prohibition law ever for very long kept Willie away from 

liquor. 
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Chapter 16 – Decline of a Family 

 

 Maria and those of her children still living at home endured exceedingly trying 

times in the decade following Sir Robert’s death.  Ireland was in turmoil, sorely divided 

by a Tenant-Landlord dispute.  Peasant farmers, many literally facing starvation, refused 

to pay rent to foreign landlords for land they felt rightfully should belong to themselves.  

Sir Robert’s land holdings were not extensive enough, nor was his income from daries, 

his insurance business, or from other sources sufficient to sustain the family in the 

manner to which they’d grown accustomed.  A substantial portion of his income had 

come from his services as an agent for other landowners.  Before his death, he’d 

witnessed the destruction of a model farmhouse in a field directly across the road, owned 

by the Count and Countess Jarnac, of Thomastown Castle.  The complaint of rebellious 

farmers was that this tenant had paid his rent.  Furthermore, before his death, Sir Robert 

had borrowed heavily to meet family obligations and to provide dowries for four 

unmarried daughters.  He’d given Ballinagrana to John, who was also to inherit 

Ballynilard, but both were encumbered by mortgages.  Both, also, included adjoining 

acreages which they themselves rented and which were needed to make the two farms 

profitable. 

 Servants who’d been with the family all their lives were reduced in number in a 

few short years, mostly by attrition.  The old nurse, who’d raised all seven of the 

Smithwick children, died in January, 1887.  Their life long cook and her daughter, an 

upstairs maid, left soon after for lives with more promising futures in America.  Through 

necessity rather than with avarice, John urged his siblings to follow the example set by 

Dick and Annie and vacate the family home for new lives of their own making in new 

surroundings. 

 Connie left first, going to Kingstown as a governess for children of Mrs. Dalton, 

wife of Dublin’s Solicitor.  While so employed she met and Englishwoman named Laws 

who was on a tour of the British Isles seeking young ladies of English ancestry to join an 

English colony in Oregon.  There was an ill concealed hope in the minds of some that 

Oregon and Washington, (the latter not yet admitted as a State) might be induced to 

secede from the Union and become a part of the Province of British Columbia, in a 
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manner similar to the way the colonies of Victoria and British Columbia had joined 

together before entering the Confederation, in 1871.  Connie was more loyal to the 

British Crown than others of her family – certainly more than her mother, Maria. 

 Connie’d received an invitation from Annie, in Gordon, to visit but had difficulty 

making up her mind.  More timid than others, she at last decided to accept Mrs. Law’s 

offer to chaperon her as far as Nebraska and the two sailed from Cohb on the liner S.S. 

Baltic in the fall of 1890.  Her stopover at the DeWitt homestead was a traumatic 

experience for her.  She was frightened by Indian uprisings prevalent in the area during 

the winter of 1890-91 and saddened at the state of affairs of settlers, especially the rugged 

life faced by Annie and Arthur and now by a baby as well – the first baby to survive of 

the three born thus far.  Connie’s letters home were a revelation to her family, since 

Annie’d never described conditions on the plains as being as bleak and inhospitable as 

Connie perceived them to be.  After a very short stay in Gordon she hurried on to Oregon 

to take over as governess in Mrs. Law’s household.  In 1892 she married Guy Laws, the 

eldest son of her employer.  The Laws were well to do, owning cattle ranches and a pig 

farm in the area around Eugene.  Connie’s life from that point on, for the next few years, 

had few problems.  She had three children: Cuthbert, born in 1893; Harold, in 1895; and 

Maud, in 1897.  She lived to age 84 and died in Gurneville, California, in 1946. 

  

 Georgie, the next oldest after Annie of the girls, and Florence, the youngest, were 

next to leave.  Georgie had gone to England where she’d learned nursing.  Mrs. Laws, on 

a return trip to England in 1894, sought out Georgie as a sister of her new daughter in law 

and prevailed upon her to return with her to America.  Florence learned of the plans and 

begged to accompany them.  Mrs. Laws spent a few weeks with the Smithwicks at 

Ballynilard before agreeing to take Florence.  Then, with John and Aleck, who went with 

them to dockside, the three women went to Queenstown to board a steamer for New 

York.  Florence and Mrs. Laws continued across the continent to Portland and thence to 

Eugene.  Dick Smithwick and his wife, Mary, were at that time living in Portland.  Their 

eldest son, Robert, was six, Olive was two and Carleton one.  Mary was pregnant 

awaiting the birth of their fourth child, Richard Allen. 
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 Georgie, who’d left Florence and Mrs. Laws in Omaha, went on alone to Lincoln 

where her sister Annie was now living.  Georgie was of an entirely different temperament 

than the other girls of her family.  She had a sharp tongue and little tact.  She envisioned 

herself as being upper class, entitled by right to the best.  She made little effort to conceal 

her dislike of Arthur and belittled him, in private, before Annie.  To find Annie living in a 

two room flat back of a grocery store was for her humiliating and soon after her arrival 

she broke out in a tirade of wrath. 

 “’Tis dismayed I am, Annie, to see you in this hovel.  ‘Tis your self and the baby 

I’m sorrowing for, to think you’ve sunk so low.  What kink of a conniving, deceitful, 

black hearted brute would bring you to this pigsty – living like a person with no standing 

whatever?  Shame I feel for you, happy to know the disgrace of it is spared our dear, dead 

father.”  Lowering her eyes and in hushed voice she reverently added, “May his soul and 

the souls of all the faithful departed rest in peace,” doubtless wondering all the while how 

Arthur’d managed to squander Annie’s dowry.  She continued on, making uncharitable 

remarks as to Arthur’s social status as a “tradesman” – a word with bad connotations in 

their heritage – that galled and chafed – “a common grocery clerk, haggling with 

customers over the price of a sack of potatoes.”  Annie was thankful the remarks were not 

made in Arthur’s presence.   

 Treasured keepsakes from Ballynilard – belated wedding gifts from Maria to 

Annie – were brought by Georgie, including several exquisite pieces of sterling 

silverware, a half dozen sterling rat tailed teaspoons, a silver punch ladle and a silver 

snuff box, all engraved with the Fennessy coat-of-arms.  Annie put them all away as 

heirlooms to be cherished in later years by her children.  The snuff box alone she left on 

display to bring back sweet memories of a protected childhood on the family estate in her 

beloved Tipperary. 

 Arthur seemed totally unaware of Georgie’s aloofness toward him.  He regarded 

her as an attractive, aristocratic, European type young lady uncommon in Nebraska and 

unused to American ways.  He was fascinated by her rich Gaelic brogue, remembering 

how Annie herself had spoken when he’d first known her. 

 Annie was finding other interest in Lincoln.  She had time now for painting and 

was selling a few of her pictures.  She’d formed some friendships that were to endure for 
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years, and saw to it that Georgie made some good contacts.  One of these led to Georgie 

being accepted for nurses training at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital where she remained to 

graduation and thereafter becoming a registered professional nurse.  She left in 1895 for a 

better paying position in Aspen, Colorado.  During the Spanish American War, when 

Commodore Dewey destroyed the Spanish fleet and occupied Cavite, Georgie 

volunteered and was accepted with a commission in the Army Nurse Corps.  Returning in 

1901 from Manila, she was aboard a troop ship that was disabled en-route to Honolulu.  

She eventually was discharged from the service, but dropped contacts with Annie and her 

other sisters as she traveled throughout the world.   

 In Ireland, meanwhile, Smithwick family fortunes had taken a turn for the better.  

John, now forty seven, had at last decided to marry and in 1903 had taken as his bride 

Josephine Heffernan, a wealthy lady who began at once to regain for Cottage Ballynilard 

some of its former glory.  The stables were rebuilt and stock of the stud farm improved.  

Although John and Josephine remained together until her death in 1921, there were no 

children born of their marriage.  Maria retired to an upstairs suite of rooms within the old 

mansion to live a life of her own liking, retaining the distinction of having never set foot 

inside of her own kitchen while a resident of Ballynilard. 

 Aleck, no longer needed, decided to come to America to make her home with 

Arthur and Annie. 
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Chapter 17 – Five Dollars Was a Lot of Money 

 

 Marie (DeWitt, one of Arthur DeWitt Sr. sister’s), in Omaha, had planned a lovely 

wedding.  Harry’s (Nye) socially prominent mother, widow of Clement Drew Nye, whose 

every ancestor could be traced to pre-Revolutionary War days, was to be there.  The 

ceremony was to be held in St. Cecilia’s Church on Walnut Hill at high noon on 

Wednesday, February 8, 1893.  Marie sent a pass for Gabriel to come to give away the 

bride.  Willie (DeWitt, - brother of Arthur DeWitt St.) came with him.  Arthur, to his 

everlasting disappointment, was too short of funds to make the trip to Omaha, so he and 

Annie were unable to attend.  Many of the employees from Union Pacific, where the 

young couple worked, were invited.  It was the first wedding in the DeWitt family in six 

years and Euphrosine was anxious to make a favorable impression upon Harry’s mother, 

who was Protestant and well-to-do.  There’d been just the slightest hint that Harry might 

be marrying beneath his social and intellectual level. 

 On the morning of the great event Marie gave Willie five dollars and sent him to 

the bakery to pick up a cake which she’d ordered.  Willie, who was one of the easiest-

going guys who ever lived, had been worn out running errands during the day or two 

preceding the wedding.  He’d for years been buffeted about between a bossy, high-strung, 

younger sister and a tyrannical father now approaching senility.  He felt he’d about had it.  

Resentment surging within him reached a peak just as he happened to be passing a saloon 

on his way for the cake.  He stopped in for a “quick one” and, as sometimes happens, 

stayed for a few more.  The reception was held without Willie and without a cake. 

 Marie was mortified beyond words.  “He ruined my wedding,” she wailed.  “He’s 

used my money to go on a toot and he’s probably sleeping it off in jail.”  Euphrosine was 

trying to quiet her but she’d have none of it.  “He’s a drunken bum and I don’t care if he 

never comes back.” 

 Willie didn’t come back.  After a day or so the family grew alarmed and notified 

the police who made an investigation, but he’d disappeared without leaving a trace.  No 

one in the family was to see or hear anything of him for twenty-two years.  His mother 

died broken-hearted, praying he would return.  Gabriel, in old age, called continually for 

him, grieving for him as his “lost boy,” and praising him as the most outstanding man of 
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the family – the only one to flaunt convention and live a life of his own choosing.  Annie, 

also, was never to see him again, although it was she who’d championed his cause and 

defended his conduct throughout his stormy days before leaving.  It was not until 1915 

that he turned up – in a skid-row hotel on Folsom Street in San Francisco. 

 In the course of his travels he’d been to the Klondyke in search of gold.  He’d 

traveled with a circus through Europe, been shanghaied once aboard a tramp freighter to 

Singapore, and at yet another time had driven a stage on a regular run between Pocatello 

and Umatilla when that area was still the old Wild West.  He’d achieved limited 

recognition as a reporter for the Portland Oregonian with an eye-witness account of the 

San Francisco earthquake.  He never married.  In his plea for forgiveness he swore he’d 

given up liquor and was gainfully employed as a salesman for a rubber stamp firm.  He 

still had a weakness for horse racing and hinted at knowing the location of a hidden gold 

mine in Arizona he’d develop just as soon as he acquired a modest grubstake. 

 Willie’s return in 1915 was like a ghost emerging from a tomb.  It came about 

through a letter forwarded from an old family friend.  If people had been as sensitive to 

such problems in those days as they are today, Willie’d have been considered an amnesia 

victim.  Instead, he was looked upon merely as a black sheep seeking to return to the fold. 

 Marie called a meeting to decide what to do about this newest of Willie’s 

shenanigans.  The decision was made to delegate Arthur to go to San Francisco with his 

two children who’d never even heard of an Uncle Willie and see if this were the real 

person he claimed to be and, if so, were he sufficiently rehabilitated to be accepted back 

into the family.  The children were delighted with the endless stories Willie had to tell.  

Arthur was easily moved to forgive and before leaving, slipped Willie a few dollars 

which he desperately needed. 

 From her youth, when she was an exceedingly straight-laced and very religious 

girl, until maturity, when she was a high-principled but domineering woman, Marie was a 

tragic figure.  Her life ended violently one warm, moonlet evening in June, 1929, when 

she was killed by a car while she and Polly (Pauline DeWitt – the other sister of Arthur 

DeWitt Sr.) were crossing Vermont Avenue in Los Angeles to attend a movie.  She was 

62. 
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 Misfortune plagued her from her wedding day.  Her bridegroom was suffering 

from tuberculosis, which his mother attributed to malnutrition as a child.  He’d been born 

in Canton, China, of missionary parents.  Mrs. Nye, his mother, returned with her son to 

her family home in New Bedford.  Even after his wedding (he was an only child) his 

mother was able to provide money for Marie to take him to various parts of the country to 

search of a better climate. 

 Following the wedding Harry and Marie had come to live with Marie’s mother 

and sister, Polly, in Omaha.  During the winter Euphrosine, then 78, had slipped and 

fallen on an icy sidewalk and sustained a broken hip.  Marie was pregnant, but decided to 

move anyway;  she’d take the family to Fort Worth, Texas, where she hoped for warmer 

weather which would be beneficial for both her mother and Harry.  Euphrosine did not 

recover; she died as a result of her injuries on Sunday, January 28, 1894 – the passing of 

a grand, courageous Frenchwoman who’d borne nine children and witnessed the deaths 

of five and the mysterious disappearance of a sixth.  Two weeks later Marie gave birth to 

her first son, Clement DeWitt Nye, the only one of three sons destined to live to 

adulthood. 

 From Fort Worth, she moved her family to Portland, Oregon, where she renewed 

ties with Dick Smithwick and his family.  Polly served as a witness when Dick applied 

for American citizenship on February 20, 1896.  Polly made friends easily and enjoyed 

Annie’s brother and family, as well as Connie and Florence whom she met frequently.  

The friendship between Marie and Mary Smithwick was strained, however, as both were 

militantly religious and of different faiths – Marie a Catholic and Mary a Seventh Day 

Adventist. 

 Marie’s second son, Henry Arthur, born while the Nye family was in Portland, 

was killed eight years later, in Omaha, under the wheels of a streetcar while on a sled.  

Yet another son, Arthur, born in 1899, died of scarlet fever in 1911, and Harry, her 

husband, died of tuberculosis in Los Angeles on June 10, 1914. 

 Polly spent her life raising Marie’s children and in time became totally dependent 

upon her older sister.  The shock of Marie’s violent death was too much for Polly’s gentle 

nature.  She never got over it and died in a California State mental hospital six years later. 
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 Gabriel, following his daughter’s wedding, returned alone to Gordon.  There 

seemed no other choice at the time.  Marie and Arthur agreed, between them, to keep him 

supplied with food and money enough to meet his needs for two more years of residency 

to acquire title to his homestead.  He wanted to manage his own life.  On the day his 

certificate of title arrived he signed a ten-year mortgage for twenty dollars with the 

Maverik Bank of Gordon, asking Arthur’s friend, Gerald Cooper, to witness his 

signature.  It was too late for Gerald to prevent the loan being recorded, but Gerald wrote 

Arthur immediately to tell him what his father had done.  The old man was obviously 

incompetent.   

 “Twenty dollars!” Arthur cried upon reading the letter.  “He works five years for 

the land and mortgages it for twenty dollars!  He’s crazy!  My father’s gone completely 

mad!  He can’t even pay interest.  It’s just like the skinflint banker.  He plans to foreclose 

and take the place away from him.  A hundred and sixty acres with a house and he’s 

getting thirteen cents an acre.  I’m going to see that banker ridden out of town on a rail – 

tarred and feathered.  Why did Gerald let him do it?” 

 Gerald was in no way at fault.  At Arthur’s insistence, however, Gerald prevailed 

upon the bank to accept twenty dollars which Arthur sent to him and consider the matter 

closed. 

 Gabriel immediately found another lender, Horace G. Lyon, who made a forty 

dollar loan, so once again the land had a mortgage on it. 

 “There’s no use allowing this to go on any longer,” Annie advised.  “You’d better 

get on the train and get up there.  Bring your father here to live with us.  We’ll just let the 

mortgage ride and pay it off when it comes due.  Perhaps we can arrange a sale of both 

his and ours in the five years that mortgage is to run.”   
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Chapter 18 – A New Century 

 

 “It’s greatful we are, Hub, for God’s many blessings since we left Gordon, but 

wouldn’t it be grand, now, if we could buy a house somewhere nearby?” 

 Five years had passed; it was now 1898.  They’d had Georgie (Smithwick – 

Annie’s sister) with them in their cramped quarters until she’d moved to a hospital 

dormitory.  After that, it’d been Gabriel.  His presence as a family member had proven 

most disrupting, but Annie had not complained.  Through luck, which she said was the 

work of an angel, Annie’d formed an acquaintanceship with one of the store’s customers, 

a kindly old gentleman named Benadom, who purchased Gabriel’s land in western 

Nebraska as an investment.  He’d paid a thousand dollars.  Forty dollars was taken from 

this to pay off Lyon’s mortgage.  There’d been many uses for the rest, since Arthur was 

now straddled with all of his father’s living expenses.  It had not bothered Annie that 

they’d sold the land for more than it was worth.  Benadom had made it quite clear to her 

that he had ample funds, and the money enabled them to expand their store by adding a 

meat counter.  Arthur’s butchering ability had improved considerably since his disastrous 

experience with the cow that had frozen to death in a blizzard.  Annie’d known, even 

before Georgie’s condemnation, that the two rooms behind the store were not suitable as 

a home.  Ashley was eight now, in third grade, and it was a long walk to his school.  She 

knew, too, that she’d have to prod Arthur to get him to move.   

 “Our business is growing now,” she went on.  “These rooms could be made over 

for use as a stock room.  Maybe we could expand further to include grain and chicken 

feed, like you said you’d like to do.” 

 Arthur’d not lived in a house he could be proud of since he was a boy in 

Charleston.  He’d ignored Georgie’s criticism, but was disturbed now to see that Annie 

was unhappy with their living quarters.  She’d told Maria in one of her letters how she’d 

never in all her life suffered so with the intense cold as she had here in Lincoln.  They’d 

had to keep fires burning all night in the store to keep from freezing. 
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 “This is only temporary, Hon. I always planned to someday we’d have a house, 

after the business is well established.” 

 “True.  And ‘tis not complaining I am – just thinking.” 

 “Of what?  Have you some plan?” 

 “Well, yes – now that y’ve brought the matter to me mind, I do.  Indeed, it could 

only have been Saint Patrick himself put the thought in Sean McGillicuddy’s mind to 

mention to me when himself was in our store this very morning.  ‘Tis ‘is own place is for 

sale.  A perfectly grand little cottage on Holdrege Street, not far away.  McGillicuddy is a 

Cork man and not one who’d cheat us.  I thought we ought to have a look at it.  Wouldn’t 

hurt a thing to look, now would it?  Here’s his address.  I told him we might be by to see 

it.” 

 The following day Arthur and Annie called on Mr. McGillicuddy.  Annie loved 

the place immediately.  Painted white, it was a frame construction, with a high ridged 

roof of cedar shingles.  A honeysuckle covered trellis enclosed the front porch and 

extended along one outside wall.  A woodstove heated the kitchen and a coal burning 

base burner the front room.  Four rooms in all, plus a summer kitchen, screen enclosed, a 

coal and woodshed, an outhouse and a large red barn.   

 “May the saints be praised we found it,” Annie whispered.  “Just look at that 

lovely woodstove.  I’m so tired of cooking on a kerosene burner.”  Her eyes were 

sparkling. 

 “I thought you liked your kerosene burner.  Remember telling me how you hated 

cooking with cow chips?” 

 For a moment their thoughts digressed to the sod house on the prairies they’d 

abandoned five years before.  But Arthur saw advantages to the house, too, especially a 

hammock that hung invitingly on the front porch.  He tried it out. 

 “I’ll throw that in as part of the deal,” said McGillicuddy.   

 Ashley’d climbed into the haymow and explored the stable.  He’d decided where 

his dog, lassie, would sleep. 

 “Buy it, Hub,” Annie urged. 

 “What’s your rock-bottom price, complete as she stands?”  Arthur’s voice 

quivered. 
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 “Two hundred fifty, cash,” said McGullicuddy.  “and a better bargain you’ll never 

find.  ‘Tis only because herself’s from Tipperary that I’d consider selling at such a 

ridiculously low price.” 

 “We’ll take it,” Annie spoke up to Arthur’s dismay. 

 “But Hon!” Arthur protested.  “We can’t afford to take that much money out of 

the business and Mr. McGillicuddy said ‘cash.”  We haven’t got it.” 

 Annie took him aside.  “The whole nut of the situation is we do have the cash, 

Arthur.  She told him of her hoarded gold.  She’d saved the amount needed, unknown to 

him, and had it in her tin can buried under the back steps. 

 “By Gosh!” 

 Arthur was astounded.  He pushed his derby to the back of his head and regarded 

his wife with admiration.  “I didn’t know I was married to a rich woman.” 

 

 Their move to 2432 Holdrege led to other improvements in their life as well.  The 

next two years saw their fortunes turn decidedly to the better.  They paid off the last of 

their debt to Levy and they sold their land in Gordon.  Annie had wisely decided that part 

of the money Gabriel received from the sale of his place be used to reduce their debts.  

Their customers were more prosperous, for a change, and paying their grocery bills more 

promptly.  They now had a wagon and provided delivery service.  Arthur called upon his 

regular customers early each morning to take orders and would deliver during slack times 

in midday.  They used the delivery wagon to ride back and forth between the house and 

store.  On coldest days, when snow swirled and piled high on the streets in drifts, they 

suspended deliveries.  On these days they left the horse in his stable and took a streetcar. 

 They were doing so well, in fact, that Arthur suggested taking the family to 

Europe to the opening of an International Exposition in Paris, on April 15, 1900.  

Railway and steamship lines offered amazingly low excursion rates.  Arthur’d never been 

outside the United States and he longed to see more of the world.  Annie heard from Dick 

that he, too, was hoping to take Mary and the children to visit Maria, in Tipperary.  Annie 

found the idea fascinating.  At Arthur’s urging, she wrote Maria telling her they were 

coming.  Maria and John (Smithwick) made plans for their visit, expecting them to remain 

for as long as a month, but they never came.  Most likely the idea was another example of 
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Arthur’s unbounded optimism.  He had always a tendency toward lavish and unwarranted 

spending whenever he had a little prosperity.  Annie, as usual, was practical and had 

another plan in mind.  She foresaw a larger and better store located closer to their home. 

 Admirably suited for such purpose was a vacant building on the northwest corner 

of Twenty Seventh and Holdrege, just two blocks down the street from where they lived.  

She saw it as a good business site, since it was a transfer point for cars on the Municipal 

Railway system.  The building was owned by their friend and benefactor, S. P. Benadom, 

the man who’d purchased Gabriel’s land in Cherry County.  Benadom lived in a ground 

floor apartment to the rear of the building.  The upper floor was a meeting hall used by 

lodges and for neighborhood social events. 

 Benadom was well known in Lincoln because of a nephew, Jim Jefferies, who 

held the heavyweight boxing championship of the world from 1899 to 1905.  Whenever 

Jefferies was in town he’d call on his elderly uncle – an event of extraordinary interest to 

his many fans.  Benadom was definitely eccentric.  He was not dependant upon income 

from his building and would rent it only to someone of whom he approved. 

 Annie spoke to him about moving their business.  “Sure.  Go right ahead, use it.  

I’ll not ask any rent.  Glad to help you out,” was his reply.  Once again she thought she 

saw the hand of Bridget working in their behalf. 

 They moved their store to the Benadom building in 1901 and it was tremendously 

successful. 

------- 

 During the summer of 1900, Annie was paid a visit by Florence, who came by 

train from Portland to spend a few weeks.  The two sisters had not met since leaving 

Ireland. 

 Gabriel and Ashley waited at home, anxious to meet their house guest, while 

Arthur drove Annie to the station in the buggy to pick her up. 

 Gabriel, always until the end particular about his manners and appearance, 

dressed in his Sunday clothes and awaited their return in the front room.  He was now 

seventy-eight, almost totally deaf, and his eyesight was failing.  Ashley dressed in some 

of Annie’s clothes (a long, full skirt and bussle, a tight fitting green jacket, a wide 

brimmed straw hat with floral decorations, and a heavy veil) slipped out through a back 
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window and appeared at the front door, introducing himself (to Gabriel) as “Cousin 

Flossy from Ireland.”  He came in and sat down.  

 “Eh?  Howzat?  Miss Flossy, you say?” the old man began.  “This is indeed a 

surprise.  My son must have missed you.  He and your sister have gone to the station to 

meet you.” 

 “Oh, how silly of them.  Sure and don’t they know I’m able to walk?”  Ashley 

was a good mimic.  He could imitate a woman’s voice. 

 Gabriel was stumped for words.  “The train?  Were you on an early train?  Was it 

not on schedule?” 

 “Schedule?  Sure and ‘tis the work of a leprechaun.  May God and His Holy 

Angels help us!  The leprechauns are up to their tricks in America just as in the Old 

Country.  America’s so strange.  Have you much trouble with leprechauns?” 

 “Leprechauns?”  The old man had never heard of them. 

 “The same.  In Ireland they’re always interferin’ with train schedules.  ‘Tis a sad 

state of affairs.  Quite a nuisance they are.” 

 “I’m sure it’s nothing like that, Miss Flossy.  Tell me, how did you get here?  I 

don’t understand.” 

 “’Twas but a short walk.  I often walk much farther.  Would y’ be havin’ a bottle 

of stout about?  ‘Tis a bit warm I am and not used to this heat.” 

 Gabriel, a tetotaller, never touched liquor.  “No,” he said.  “We have nothing like 

that in this house.  May I get you some water?” 

 “I never touch water.  Whiskey and water, now, I’d be happy with. Just enough of 

the former to kill the germs in the latter.” 

 “This is most irregular, Miss Flossy.  And you have no luggage?  Not even a 

gripsack?  I must send my grandson to look for Arthur.” 

 “My luggage!  Heaven help us.  I must’ve left it on the station platform.  How 

careless.  Would you like to see me dance an Irish jib?” 

 Ashley was leaning close now, hollering into a horn that Gabriel clutched tightly 

to his ear.  His hand rested lightly on Gabriel’s knee. 
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 “Dance?  You’re asking if I want to dance?”  Gabriel stroked his long, white 

beard as he peered despairingly over the tops of gold rimmed glasses and waited.  When 

was Arthur coming to put an end to all this. 

 “That I will, since you’ve requested.”  With that Ashley lifted his skirt above his 

knees, climbed to the back of the safa where he’d been sitting and jumped from there to 

the dinning room table.  “Do you ever play games?” he asked.  “Let me show you some 

of the games we play in Ireland.” 

 “Ashley, you scoundrel,” the old grandfather shouted, realizing he’d been tricked.  

“You impish young scalawag.  I’ll thrash you with in an inch of your life once I get my 

hands on you.”  He was chasing Ashley around the table, brandishing his cane, when the 

front door opened and in walked Arthur and Annie with their house guest.   

 Florence turned to Annie.  “This is your son, Ashley?”  she asked.  “And Arthur’s 

father?” 
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Chapter 19 – Progress 

 

 Annie remembered Alexandria as a timid teenager interested in such things as 

hunting and fishing.  She could ride and hunt like a man and had won medals for 

marksmanship at County Tipperary Fair.  Her life in recent years had been devoted to 

caring for her mother.  She was thirty-six when she arrived in Nebraska to make her 

home with Arthur and Annie.  Happy she was as she bounded down the steps of the chair 

car, loaded down with boxes and bundles and a cheap woven straw suitcase, ending a 

four day cross country trip. 

 “I’m glad to be here,” were her first words.  “It’s hot.”  Then, after kissing her 

sister she turned to meet her brother in law.  “Sure and ‘tis yourself I already know from 

Annie’s letters.  Could I have a bit of assistance in congregatin’ m’ luggage?  M’ trunk 

‘tis I refer to.  It’s in the baggage car and I’d not like to have the train go off with it.”  It 

contained all her worldly possessions.  She had no dowry. 

 Small, like the others, she was almost elfish, with a long, thin face, thin lips, and 

pointed nose.  Her skin, creamy white like a lily petal, had a sprinkling of freckles in 

keeping with auburn hair worn in a loose knot on the top of her head.  A small black 

straw sailor trimmed with black ribbon and two over sized milliner’s cherries rested 

precariously above it all, held in place by foot long hatpins and a next to invisible black 

veil.  Noting that the high lace collar of detachable white cuffs were clean, Annie 

surmised they’d been stored away in her suitcase until this morning.  A cameo broach she 

recognized as one of their mother’s.  Her jacket, not new and in need of pressing, was 

black and tight fitting, with long sleeves – snug as the waist (over a corset) and 

generously padded at the shoulders.  A black taffeta skirt drooped loosely over a small 

bustle.  It was so long she nearly tripped over it as she swished along.  The outfit was 

totally unsuited for traveling. 

 Annie had a feeling of accomplishment at seeing Aleck, the last of her four 

sisters, safely in America.  She’d fulfilled the promise she had made to her father.  Aleck 
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was not flighty, like Florence, nor did she have delusions of grandeur, like Georgie.  She 

caused no discord in the family and set about immediately to train herself for office work.  

After attending business college in Lincoln, she took her first job as a salesgirl at Miller 

and Paine, a leading department store.  From that she went to a saving and lending 

institution where she became office manager, being transferred later to a similar position 

with the same firm in Cheyene, Wyoming.  She acquired property in the Sacramento area 

and at the time of her death, in 1931, was fairly well off.  She never married.   

 The impending problem in Arthur’s household was his father.  The store, in its 

new location, was developing better than they had expected, although Arthur had worked 

very hard, putting in long hours. 

 “We’re going to have to do something about the old man,” he said to Annie as he 

arrived home tired after a trying day.  “We must find a way to keep him out of the store.  

He’d been there most of this afternoon, picking fights with the customers.” 

 “He’s old, Hub.  Surely they can make allowances for him.  He doesn’t mean 

what he says.” 

 “He does, and that’s why people get mad.  He argues with Union Vets, old men 

like himself.  Knows them all and knows when they’ll get their pension checks and that’s 

when she shows up, waiting by the cash drawer when they come in.  “I’m as much 

entitled to a pension as you are” he will say.  “The South never should have lost.  We 

were right and you know it.  And another thing, my grandfather fought the British.  

Southerners won that war.  If they hadn’t there wouldn’t be a United States.  You 

confounded Yankees forgot what the South did for this country.”  They go through the 

same arguments every time.” 

 “They’re not harming anyone.  Overlook it.” 

 “I did at first but it’s getting more serious.  George Reidell was in today.  Said his 

old man’d been insulted.  George is hot headed himself about slavery and all that.  I know 

if this keeps up the pensioners will be going somewhere else to cash their checks and buy 

groceries.  I just can’t put up with the old man any longer.” 

 “A pity he’s not living with his own kind.  He’s been lost ever since Euphrosine 

died.” 

 “He’ll have to keep his opinions to himself in my store.” 
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 “He’ll never do that, Hub.  Not at his age.” 

 “The truth is, he enjoys fighting.  He’d not be happy around men who agree with 

him.  The greatest battles the South ever won were right there by my cash drawer.  

They’re winning battles now that were lost before.  Any day, now, General Grant may 

surrender.  Gabriel won the war single handed and had victory snatched away.” 

 “Now Hub – you are upset.  Come, sit down, dinner’s about ready.  The poor 

fellow has nowhere else to go.  It’s our duty to make a home for him in his remaining 

years.  We’re doing that.  What else can we do?” 

 “Annie, you’re an angel if there ever was one.  You’ve borne the brunt of the 

problem, having him here in our home.” 

 The old man no longer ate his meals with the family.  Annie had to prepare them 

to his liking and she carried them into his room on a tray. 

 

------ 

 Arthur’s success had not gone unnoticed.  His store was threatened now with 

competition.  Diagonally across the intersection, on the southeast corner, were six lots.  

Three, on the corner, were vacant.  On the rear of the next three there stood a two story 

building.  The property was being sold to settle an estate and Arthur learned that George 

Reidell intended to buy it and build a grocery store.  Arthur’d had several tussles with 

George over political issues. 

 “George will ruin us,” Arthur wailed.  “That’s a better corner.  People get off the 

cars on that side of the street.  He’ll take half our trade away.”  Hub was getting one of 

his sick headaches. 

 “Well, I can’t truthfully say you’re not right, hub.  He’ll be after coaxing away 

those with feelings for the North.  That Southern accent of yours rubs some of our 

neighbors the wrong way.  Bigoted men, like Reidell.  But let’s do something about it?” 

 “Like what?  What can we do?” 

 “Go talk with Levy.  Himself it was who helped you when we needed it most.  

Talk with him again.” 

 Simon Levy understood perfectly.  “How much will it take to buy the property?” 

he asked. 
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 “I’d say fifty dollars apiece for the lots – that’s three hundred.  Building about 

another hundred.” 

 “All right, say four hundred.  Another hundred to move and remodel the building.  

That’s five hundred.  I can let you have five hundred at eight percent and take whatever 

time you need to repay.” 

 “Agreed.  Four hundred for the land and another hundred to spend on the 

building, but I want no misunderstanding.  Can I go a little above on the lots if I have to?  

Suppose Reidell should come up with four hundred?  Can I used part of the extra hundred 

to top him?” 

 “Go no further than four fifty.  Anything above that and either of you buying the 

property are paying too much.” 

 

 The auction was held on a hot afternoon in late September.  Fifty or so were 

present, although obviously most had no thought of buying.  The feud between Arthur 

and George Reidell was known throughout the neighborhood.  Some of those present 

favored George.  “A good, solid, Republican,” one whispered.  “That DeWitt feller’s just 

like his old man about the South.”  Heads would nod.  “I know for a fact he voted for 

Bryan in the last election.” 

 Bidding began at two hundred, with three bidders.  One of these was a shill, 

representing the trustee and determined to keep bidding open until a minimum acceptable 

price had been reached.  Arthur and Annie stood back where they could watch the other 

bidders.  Arthur cautioned Annie not to appear anxious, remembering how she’d been 

when they bought their house.  However, this was an entirely different situation for her.  

Her roll here was to cool off Arthur in his intense desire to acquire the property.  Buy it 

as cheap as possible – let Reidell take the lead in bidding. 

 The price inched upward in ten-dollar increments until it reached three fifty.  

George bid three fifty five.  Arthur went to three sixty.  On up, slowly, until George bid 

four hundred.  Arthur hesitated, talked quietly with Annie, then bid four twenty.   A big 

jump.  He’d beat George out and bought the property. 

 Never in his life had he felt more exuberant, but Annie was afraid they’d paid too 

much.  Her thoughts were of the long, hard road ahead to pay off this new debt. 
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---- 

 In late November Annie gave birth to Raymond, their fourth child.  For once there 

was a doctor in attendance and delivery normal, but the boy was sickly from birth.  He 

contracted a respiratory disease known as croup and died in Arthur’s arms as his parents 

worked frantically with coal oil and home remedies to keep him breathing.  Ashley was 

sent during the night for Dr. Stevens, but by the time he arrived the baby was dead.  Age: 

three months and twenty-eight days. 

 Raymond’s death came on a clear, calm night in mind numbing cold.  By morning 

the temperature had begun to rise but with a chill wind.  The sky became overcast and a 

light snowfall soon turned into a raging blizzard.  Frigid weather continued until the day 

of burial.  Father Bradley, from St. Theresa’s, came to the house the evening before and 

said the rosary.  Annie spent the night in the front room where candles burned beside the 

coffin.   She asked that none but herself, Ashley and Arthur brave the vile weather to 

make the trip to the cemetery. 

 Ashley, then twelve, recalled in later years how his mother wrapped him in a 

buffalo robe and that his father sat erect, but crying, in the horse drawn hack with a tiny 

white coffin on his lap.  They waited while a workman cleared the grave of snow that had 

blown into it during the night.  An overwhelming sadness gripped them as they stood 

silently and watched the coffin sink slowly into the grave.  Ashley was once again their 

only child.   

------ 

 With the coming of spring Arthur was busy moving the old building to its new 

location and remodeling it as a grocery store.  The second floor was converted to flats 

and to one of these he moved Gabriel.  Despite his grumbling, the old man was 

reasonably contented with the arrangement.  Arthur made sure the family gave him 

enough attention that he’d stay out of the store.  Ashley enjoyed the companionship of his 

grandfather.  Together they’d cook meals of highly seasoned foods, which Gabriel liked, 

and afterwards play checkers.  Fro countless hours the old Rebel told of terrible things the 

war had done to the South. “…Those infernal carpetbaggers – that was the worst.  

Disgraceful!  Niggers running wild all over everything and worthless whites urging them 

on.  We always got along with niggers before the war, until they got stirred up…” 
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 The old man’s prejudices became deeply ingrained in the boy.  Arthur tried to 

explain to his son.  “the war ruined your grandfather.  He was a great man once, when I 

was your age.  He’s bitter now, and defeated.  I know how he feels.  But we have to keep 

him from saying those things he says to you.  We must get along with people living 

around us.  Let him talk but be sure he stays upstairs.” 

 In its new building the Star Grocery prospered as never before.  Arthur expanded 

the business to include grain and chicken feed.  Most of the neighbors had a horse or a 

cow and all had chickens.  Arthur paid his debt to Levy.  He gave dependable service, 

handled quality merchandise and made free deliveries.  He extended credit to all who 

requested it.  However, the concept of chin stores was developing.  Whereas prices in 

Arthur’s store were in multiples of five cents, a new chain store, known as Market 

Basket, at Twenty-seventh and W Street, priced items in odd pennies.  Instead of a nickel 

for a loaf of bread, they’d offer a smaller loaf for four cents.  Arthur sensed the trend and 

decided to sell the Star and deal exclusively in grain, feed and hay.  He bought half a 

block of land on the southwest corner of Twenty-seventh and Y Streets.  Timing was 

right, both for his sale of the Star and the purchase of the land.  He built not only a feed 

store and grain elevator but a large new, two story house, as well. 

 For business, the location was excellent.  A coal yard on one side, a planning mill 

on the other, and a lumberyard across the Missouri Pacific tracks which bordered the site 

on the south. 

 “You’ll never be bothered by noise from the trains, Hon, after the elevator and 

warehouse are finished.”  He was wrong.  Trains shook the house every time they passed.  

There were other tracks, too, all around them.  Along Y Street, which was unpaved, an 

interurban ran once-an-hour between downtown and Bethany, a suburb.  The line was 

planned for eventual extension to Omaha, a venture doomed to failure.  Its promoters had 

confidently erected a station on the corner of Twenty-seventh which had become, with 

the passing of years, a snack shop and hangout for neighborhood idlers. 

 Car lines on Twenty-seventh Street carried the highest volume of traffic of any 

line of the Municipal Railway system.  Pavement on this street ended at Y.  Passing 

tracks here were only one block long, extending from Y to the Missouri Pacific tracks.  A 

streetcar was always waiting here for another car to pass.  Y was the end of the line for 
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some cars and on these a conductor would hop off, pull the trolley and swing it around to 

the rear of the car before placing it again on the overhead trolley wire.  The read fender 

would be lifted and one on the front banged down, all with much noise and loud talk – a 

ritual that persisted through much of the night.  Trains whistled for the streetcar crossing.  

Arthur set his watch each night by the ten-forty-five overnight express bound for Kansas 

City. 

 Despite its somewhat dubious location as a residential property, Annie was elated 

with her new house.  It was modern with conveniences unknown to Cottage Ballynilard.  

A bathroom with a tub, but not a toilet.  (That was something to be installed later.)  

Bathing in the tub still meant heating water in a teakettle and carrying it upstairs to pour 

into the tub.  Until city water lines were laid a hand pump at the kitchen sink drew water 

from a cistern.  A privy sufficed for the first few years, until sewers were built.  Annie 

took pride in her gas lighting fixtures (there was no electricity), particularly in a 

multicolored glass dome with its fringe of glass beads that hung from the dining room 

ceiling.  Also, and truly unique for homes in this period, this house had a telephone.  

They were on a party line and the telephone rang continually.  For this reason it was 

placed on a wall of the entry hall – a large room at the foot of the stairs that had no other 

use, anyway.  The largest hand most useless room in the house was a front parlor, where 

shades were always drawn to protect the carpet from fading.   

 The house was heated by a basement furnace – a blessing – and the coal bin was 

large enough to hold a full year’s supply.  Late each fall the coal wagons would arrive, 

cutting deep into the lawns on the sides of the house, and discharge their loads by means 

of a chute to the basement.  Annie sealed off doors and windows at the time, for the 

resulting coal dust seemed to penetrate every crack and seep into the house.  A gas cook 

stove in the kitchen helped heat the house but made the kitchen too hot in summer.  A 

screened porch served as the summer kitchen, with a kerosene stove.  This same porch, in 

winter, was like a icebox and was used to hang a dressed half steer, frozen and preserved 

by natural refrigeration until needed. 

 Annie described her house in exaggerated terms in letters to her mother.  When 

she wrote to Georgie she took pains to point out Arthur’s many accomplishments, 
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remembering the contempt Georgie’d shown when she first came to Lincoln and found 

them living in two rooms behind a store. 

 Annie no longer worked in the business.  Her place was taken by Ashley, who 

now quit high school after but two years to work for his father.  Annie enrolled in art 

courses at Wesleyan University, under Professor Bagley.  She had a hired girl to do the 

housework.  Girls off the farms welcomed an opportunity to work in town and attend city 

schools.  Arthur had three or four men working for him now in the feed store and paid 

them thirty dollars monthly – a good living wage for a working man at this time in 

Nebraska. 

 The family’d been only a month in the new house when, on January 25, 1904, 

Annie had her fifth child, Donald (the author of this document).  Once again the 

temperature was far below zero and a full-scale blizzard blowing.  Dr. Stevens came to 

deliver the baby but seemed more concerned about his horse. 

 “Take care of my wife, Doctor.  I’ll care for the horse.”  Arthur took a blanket 

from a bed and used it to cover the horse.  It was a difficult birth and the doctor remained 

throughout the night.  Arthur spent most of the night in the basement shoveling coal.  He 

was determined to do whatever he could to make certain this baby lived.  His work right 

now was to keep the house warm – a job that lasted throughout that winter. 

 Ashley was delegated to assist in firing the furnace.  While in the basement he 

discovered a barrel of piccalilli that the purchaser of the Star Grocery had refused to 

accept as part of the inventory.  In later years Ashley remembered the piccalilli more 

vividly than the birth of his brother.  “If I live to a hundred,” he said, “I swear I’ll never 

taste another spoonful of piccalilli.” 
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Chapter 20 – Golden Years 

 

 Arthur, at fifty, had achieved his major goals.  He was proud.  He’d done well for 

a man without a formal education.  Like Gabriel in his day, Arthur was now meticulous 

in his dress and personal habits.  He was seldom seen in public without coat and tie, a 

clean white shirt with starched front and cuffs and a stiff celluloid collar.  A brown or 

black derby completed his attire.  He smoked meerschaum pipes and sported a flowing 

walrus mustache which he rubbed daily with a black walnut husk to erase a troublesome 

streak of grey.  Tinges of grey beginning to appear in his thinning hair caused him some 

concern and Annie annoyed him by reminding him of a bald spot.  He’d largely 

overcome his stuttering.  He was robust but not athletic.  He had no hobbies.  He’d never, 

at heart, been a farmer and was happy now to be earning a comfortable living at work that 

he enjoyed. 

 This was a period in history when the world was at peace.  Teddy Roosevelt, in 

the White House, personified what would later be dubbed the good old days.  Wilbur 

Wright had built a machine that could fly but, as yet, the people of Lincoln had not seen 

one.  It was not that anyone doubted the veracity of the claim, but balloon ascensions at 

Capital Beach each Sunday were enough.  Most everyone turned out to help hold that 

balloon while it filled with smoke, then watch in awe as the balloonist hung by his knees 

from a bar as the balloon shot up into the air and later drop in a parachute.  There was 

clearly no need for a flying machine.  Henry Ford was developing his idea of assembly 

lines and mass production.  He’d announced that his factory would henceforth 

concentrate exclusively on the “tin Lizzy.”  There’d be one color – black – and no frills, 

(such as self starters.)  Ford was meeting with competition from back-yard workshops all 

over the country.  Arthur scoffed at the suggestion that horses would ever be replaced by 

automobiles, but to show his progressive thinking he startled the neighbors one day by 

engaging a car and driver to take the family for an automobile ride.  The car was a four-

passenger, open model Brush with chain drive.  Annie sat rigidly in the back seat, holding 

Donald on her lap.  Arthur rode in front with the driver.  They toured the length of 

Twenty-seventh Street, venturing beyond the end of the hard road to a hilltop where the 

driver stopped to let them enjoy a view of the town.  Horses reared up in fright at the 



 152

noise and smoke of this odd contraption.  The trip was deemed a great experience and 

well worth the dollar it cost. 

 Gabriel had become utterly impossible to live with.  He continually lost his 

temper over matters where his hearing prevented understanding of something that had 

been said.  He’d shout and become abusive, then, frustrated and retire to his room.  

Sometimes he’d return later with an ancient leather bag in hand to dramatically announce 

in a solemn voice that he was leaving.  “Don’t come after me,” he’d say.  “I shall never 

darken this door again.”  With that he’d hobble down the front steps and out into the 

night, slamming the door behind him. 

 “Go after him,” Annie would plead.  “He won’t come back unless you do.  He’ll 

get lost.” 

 After a few minutes Ashley would start looking for the old man, usually finding 

him on some neighbor’s porch, waiting for someone to come.  Ashley’d bring him home 

and see that he was soothed and put to bed. 

 Eventually, they found that Gabriel could manage fairly well when left to himself.  

Arthur bought a small house nearby, where the family could keep tab on him and assure 

themselves he was all right.  Here, for a while, the old Rebel found contentment free to 

live his own life style and reminisce to heart’s content about old days in the South. 

 There’d been no word from Willie since the day of Marie’s wedding.  He was 

assumed to be dead by all except Gabriel.  Marie was nursing a consumptive husband and 

making a home for Polly, who’d never married.  Marie’s son, Clement, fifteen, was the 

only Nye boy remaining.  There had been two others.  Arthur had died of smallpox and 

Henry crushed by a streetcar while sliding down a hill on a sled. 

 Polly was enjoying prime years.  She was director of a choral group that won a 

award at the World’s Fair, in St. Louis. 

 Ashley, now eighteen, was a partner with his father in the business.  The name 

was changed first to Arthur DeWitt and Son.  Ashley didn’t like this, so it became the 

DeWitt Grain Company.  Words were important.  The original building had been 

enlarged several times.  In addition to a feed store and elevator, it now had a hay storage 

shed and a warehouse stacked to the ceiling with flour. 
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 Wheat purchased in bulk by the wagonload from farmers was dirty.  Before 

shipment to flour mills in Minneapolis it was put through a makeshift fanning mill.  Dirt 

and chaff were blown into the open air, to settle throughout the neighborhood.  This led 

to complaints from housewives.  Ashley arranged to store the dust and other impurities in 

one of the elevator bins.  “We paid for this.  I’ll find a way to sell it,” he said.  He 

formulated a mixture of chicken feed that was widely advertised and sold under a brand 

name: ADCO Scratch Feed.  It consisted of cracked corn, wheat, rat droppings, milo 

maize, oyster shell, floor sweepings, and a lot of just plain dirt.  Arthur didn’t think it was 

entirely honest but let Ashley go ahead.  It sold surprisingly well and ended the problem 

of what to do with the dirt. 

 Annie continued her art courses under Professor Bagley, at Weslyan University.  

She joined the Lincoln Women’s Club, where she exhibited and sold her paintings.  At 

church bazaars she manned a booth to read palms and tell fortunes.  It was more than a 

hobby; she believed in it.  The Irish, she contended, are closer to the supernatural than 

others. 

 Maria, in Ireland, was now seventy-nine.  Annie wrote to her often, giving news 

of the Smithwicks in America.  Annie was proud of Georgie, now in Panama, working as 

Supervisor of Nurses in a hospital at Ancon.  Georgie’d received a commendation from 

Colonel Goethals for her part in stamping out yellow fever in the Canal Zone.  Georgie’s 

letters to Annie depicted her dazzling social life and close contacts with important people.  

She received an excellent salary and travel allowance and spent her vacations in exotic 

places.  “It sounds to me it’s herself who’s building the canal,” Annie commented to her 

son, who was burning to travel and see the places Georgie mentioned in her letters. 

 “Aw, come on, Mama,” he retorted.  “She’s just a plain old nurse with a fancy 

title.  She’s lucky she didn’t catch the fever herself.  Don’t let’r fool ya.” 

 

------- 

 

 Arthur’s grandiose but thoroughly impractical plan of some eight years earlier to 

take the family to Europe for the opening of the International Exposition in Paris had 

excited Ashley, who at that time was only nine.  His desire to see his mother’s home in 
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Tipperary grew through the intervening years and now, in the spring of 1908, at 

seventeen, he announced to his parents his intention to make a trip to Ireland alone and 

on his own. 

 “Where’ll you get the money?” his father asked. 

 “I already have it,” he replied.  “I’ve saved it from what I’ve earned in the store.  I 

have almost two hundred dollars.” 

 The Union Pacific Railway at that time was offering a round trip excursion fare 

from Lincoln to New York City for fifty-six dollars, and Ashley had learned that for as 

little as thirty dollars he could make it across the Atlantic to Liverpool and return. 

 At first Annie was hesitant about giving her approval for such a trip, but Arthur 

saw the boy’s earnestness and convinced her they should allow him to go. 

 “He’s heard you tell about that elf-mound in the pasture back of the barn and he’s 

bound and determined to see it.  It’s natural for him to want to go.  Besides, your mother 

is seventy-nine now, and has never seen any of her grandchildren.  It’s time she should.  

She may not have too many more years to live.” 

 “You’re right, Hub,” Annie agreed, after thinking it over for some time.  

“Mother’s children are all grown and gone now except for John.  I know she’d love to see 

Ashley.  I’ll write to John and see what he thinks of the idea.  Ashley is capable for his 

age.  He seems so young to be doing something like this but is so anxious to do it.  John 

would look out for him once he got there.” 

 Ashley reached Cottage ahead of Annie’s letter.  He had retraced the route 

followed by his mother when she left Ireland twenty-four years before.  His arrival in 

Limerick was on the evening train from Dublin, after landing at Dun Loaghaire on the 

ferry from Holyhead, Wales.  No one was there to meet him, of course, so, with valice in 

hand, he started out to walk to his uncle’s home. 

 The roads were poorly marked, narrow, and lined with rock walls or high thorn 

hedges.  Had he not soon been offered a ride in a milk cart by a friendly dairyman en-

route home, he could hardly have walked the twenty-three miles to Tipperary before 

morning.  From Tipperary to Ballynillard was still another three miles. Along the 

Mitchelstown road.  The night was now inky-black and Ashley stumbled his way along 

the rutted mud roadway following the directions he had received from the dairyman who 
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had befriended him.  He recognized Ballynillard when he arrived there by brands he saw 

painted on sheep in a corral near the side of the road. 

 He decided it better not to try to arouse the household at this hour, so he stretched 

out on a stone porch outside the front door and slept through the remainder of the night. 

 His Aunt Georgie, who had arrived home unexpectedly on leave from her work in 

the Canal Zone, was the first member of the household to go to the front door the 

following morning.  She ran back screaming in fright.   

 “Load, spare up!  A disaster has befallen Annie and her family in America!” she 

gasped, reaching for her Rosery to kiss the crucifix. 

 “What … What is it … What has happened…?”  demanded John, who, with his 

mother and sister had quietly been enjoying an early morning cup of strong Irish tea with 

toast and marmalade while seated at the breakfast table. 

 “It’s the ghost of Annie’s boy, Ashley.  He’s at the front door.  He’s laid out pale 

and death-like.  His head on a valise.  It’s not my imagination.  I’d know him anywhere.  

It’s himself.” 

 John ran to the door.  “Who are you?” he demanded. 

 Ashley, awakening slowly and still weary from his long journey followed by the 

walk through the night, was slow to answer.  “I’m Ashley DeWitt.  Isn’t this the home of 

my mother, Annie Smithwick?” 

 John had first to convince himself that Georgie was not right – that this was, or 

was not, a ghost.  He hesitated, not knowing whether to invite this boy into the house or 

not. 

 “It’s himself,” chimed in Georgie.  “Let him in.” 

 Ashley’s stay with his mother’s family was brief.  He was homesick.  He showed 

little interest in anything other than exploring the elf-mound, which he learned was 

actually on the adjoining Ballynahow estate, close to the banks of the River Ara.  Much 

as he pleaded, neither his uncle John nor the neighboring landowner would permit him to 

dig into the mound with his uncle’s shovel.  To have done so would have brought sure 

death.  He had ample time to visit with his grandmother, Maria, and endeared himself 

with her by installing a battery-operated buzzer by which she could summon servants 

from the kitchen without leaving her upstairs room.  He had no remaining funds for even 
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the barest of his personal needs and was too proud to discuss his dire financial situation 

with family members, whom, had they known, could have helped him.  His only letter 

home to be saved by Annie and preserved in her album consisted of three pages, in 

pencil, on his grandmother’s embossed stationery: 

 “7:00 Tuesday (July 28, 1908) Dear Father:- Just received your two letters.  If I 

have the trouble which I spoke of in the letter I wrote two hours ago, and have to stay two 

weeks longer, will go on to Paris and London.  But if I can get away now I will not go.  

The cost, &8.13.11, really upsets me.  I never saw so much money before.  If I go you 

can be assured that I will do everything as well as possible.  I’m sorry I did not write 

enough letters to suit you.  Tell Mama that if I go I am able to take care of myself.  Your 

son, A. DeWitt.” 

 Ashley’s transportation cost had been paid in advance; he had only his food to 

buy on the return by ship and train to his home in Lincoln.  On board ship, where his fare 

included meals, he judiciously discarded clothing and personal belongings from his valise 

to make room for food he was able to take from the ships tables for use on the four-day 

cross-country trip by train form New York.  He saw nothing of the city of New Your 

except that which could be seen as he walked from the wharf, where he disembarked, to 

Grand Central Railway Station.  His parents met him at the railway station when he 

arrived in Lincoln, without money and having existed on candy bars for two days. 

 “Why did you come back without seeing London?” they asked. 

 “All I wanted to see was you two and to be home.  On leaving home I was 

homesick before the train even got to Omaha.” 

 

------- 

 

 Summers in Lincoln were hot.  Entertainment on a sultry evening consisted of 

sitting in the porch swing watching neighbors stroll by.  Donald caught fireflies and kept 

them alive in a mason jar.  Annie burnt incense to drive away mosquitoes. 

 Lincoln was a blue-law town, with theaters closed on Sundays.  Liquor sales were 

by local option and there were no saloons.  By contrast, Havelock, with its Burlington 

Railway Shops, was wide open.  Streetcars to Havelock traveled along Twenty-seventh 
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Street.  Interest on Sunday evenings focused on drunks returning from Havelock aboard 

the streetcars.  Sometimes ladies would be shocked to see men urinating from the rear 

platform of the crowded cars, or engaging in violent fist fights, or being forcefully ejected 

from the cars. 

 An evening for the DeWitts would end with a walk a few blocks down Twenty-

seventh Street to Pinkerton’s Drug Store for a soda or a dish of vanilla ice cream topped 

with a maraschino cherry.  For the adults there was always time to visit.  Mr. Pinkerton, a 

great conversationalist, knew the ills of everyone in the neighborhood. 

  

-------- 

 

 The only time anyone ever remembered Arthur losing his cool was over an 

incident that occurred on a streetcar bringing Annie home from town.  The conductor 

made a remark which she overheard and considered insulting.  She told Arthur about it. 

 “Why!  That scoundrel!”  Hub fairly shouted, using the strongest word in his 

limited vocabulary of expletives.  “He should be horsewhipped for saying something like 

that in a lady’s presence.” 

 “It wasn’t that bad, Hub.”  Annie sought to calm him.  “I’d not have told you if 

I’d known you’d get so worked up.” 

 “Makes no difference.  He shouldn’t have said it.  That bounder needs a thrashing 

and I intend to give it to him.” 

 Arthur strode out of the house onto the street, where he waited for the car to 

return from the end of its run.  He announced intention was to punch the conductor on the 

nose.  Fortunately he regained his composure before the car returned.  Arthur would not 

have done too well in a fist fight. 

 

------ 

 

 On Sunday afternoon, August 16, 1908, Annie started into labor, heralding the 

birth of her sixth child.  Arthur called Dr. Stevens, then set off for St. Elizabeth’s 
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Hospital – not with Annie but with Gabriel.  The infant would be born at home.  Gabriel 

was being taken to the hospital because he was dying. 

 The baby, Gladys (later know as Sister Mary Victoria), was born about noon on 

Monday.  Annie was forty-nine and seriously ill with tuberculosis, although Dr. Stevens 

has not yet made the diagnosis. 

 Gabriel died two weeks later.  Despite her weakened condition, Annie asked to be 

taken to his bedside for a final visit.  Gabriel in his last years had been demanding of 

everyone about him.  He’d been particularly difficult for Annie, who had borne the heavy 

burden of his care.  Their last moments together, on Sunday, August 30, 1908, were long 

remembered.  Annie had picked a bouquet of summer flowers from her garden which she 

carried as she, Arthur and Donald entered the hospital room where the old man lay dying. 

 “Take those goddam flowers out of here!” he cried, flaying in intense anger.  

“What are you trying to do, kill me?  You know I can’t stand honeysuckle.  Out with 

them!  I won’t have them in this room!”  And thus the old tyrant died, fighting to the end. 

 The undertaker brought the corpse to Arthur’s home where it remained for two 

days until the funeral.  A near-catastrophe occurred when Donald climbed up onto the 

casket to have a last look at his grandfather.  Burial was in Wyuka Cemetery, beyond 

sight on the hallowed ground reserved for Union Army veterans.  Arthur had the 

tombstone engraved with Gabriel’s name and rank and the words, “Confederate Army 

Veteran.” 

 ‘He’d have liked that,” said Annie. 

 

--------- 

 

 The events of late August that year were wearying for Annie.  Dr. Stevens 

prescribed more rest and suggested that a change of climate might be of benefit in 

bringing about a recovery. 

 “I don’t see how I can get away right now,” Hub told her.  “But there’s no 

obstacle any longer to you going wherever you’d like to go.  We have money now for 

travel.  Why don’t you take the baby and visit your sister, Florence, in Oklahoma?” 

 “Why?  I’m sure I’d rest much better right here.” 
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 “I have confidence in Florence, since she’s a nurse.  She might have some idea as 

to why your recovery is so slow.  You’ve never met her husband, Ed.  They’ve asked you 

several times to come.  The trip will do you good.”  

 “How’ll you manage without me, Hub?” 

 “No problem.  I’ll have Hattie.  She’ll look after making the beds and tending to 

Donald.  I can cook.  Hattie can get supper started each evening before she leaves.”  

Hattie was Russian, from a migrant workers’ camp on Salt Creek north of town. 

 The trip to Enid was made later that fall, when Annie was feeling stronger.  

Florence welcomed her but was completely inept in helping with the baby. 

 “I’ve never been around babies,” she said.  “I never liked them, anyway.  I don’t 

intend to have any and I think Arthur’s a brute that you’ve had so many.  You’re too old 

to have had this one.  You’ll not live to see her grown.”  Florence had married Ed when 

she was already past thirty-five.  Ed was handsome and she seemed afraid of losing him.  

She devoted her life to pampering him.  Of an evening, when the three of them whiled 

away time with cards, Florence would play for Ed to win, hoping this would please him.  

The two sisters had drifted apart in their interests and Annie found her stay in Enid 

neither relaxing nor restful. 

 

------ 

 

 Annie wanted to return to Gordon to find the bodies of her two babies buried 

there and have them moved to a cemetery.  Now that they could afford it she would put it 

off no longer.  Arthur agreed.  They planned a trip for the following summer, to be 

combined with a visit to Dick and Mary and their family, in Spokane, Washington.  With 

all the paraphernalia needed for the baby packed in a trunk in the baggage car and a well-

filled lunch basket they set out.  Gladys, who was a year old, took sick with summer 

complaint, causing a three-day unscheduled stopover in Denver.  A second attack 

occurred as they reached Salt Lake City.  Arthur wired Dick, telling him of their delays.  

Dick replied that he and the family would proceed to Walla Walla, to attend a Seventh 

Day Adventist camp meeting.  He invited Arthur and his family to join them there.  They 

did. 
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 Annie and the baby were both sick and unable to continue on to Seattle to the 

Yukon Exposition.  She and the two children stayed with Mary’s parents on a fruit farm 

in nearby College Place.  Annie was much improved when the men returned.  Together 

once more, the family took off for home via Billings, Montana.  Passenger service had 

been discontinued over the rail line Dick had surveyed in the eighties.  Through Dick’s 

influence, they were privileged to ride in the caboose of a freight train that took them 

through the town of Smithwick, South Dakota.   

 Annie was disappointed.  “Why, ‘tis only a railway siding,” she exclaimed.  

“There’s no town here at all.”  The train stopped only long enough to take on water. 

 On arriving at Gordon they were met by Gerald and Vera.  Gerald, still editor of 

the weekly paper, was an influential man in town.  Their short stay with the Coopers 

brought back memories of long-forgotten times.  Vera, worried about Annie’s health, 

urged that Annie not accompany the men to the old home site.  “The day is beastly hot,” 

she said. 

 “Indeed, I’ll not come this far and fail to go the rest of the way.  The location of 

the graves is indelibly imprinted in my mind.  The men may be unable to find them.” 

 It was planned that when the graves were found they’d be marked, so that Gerald 

could return with the local undertaker, who also owned the furniture store, to exhume the 

bodies for shipment to Lincoln for burial alongside that of  Raymond.  Arthur, at the time 

of Raymond’s death, had purchased a family plot containing six burial spaces in Calvary 

Cemetery, which had cost him forty-five dollars. 

 Ashley, of course, was anxious to see his birthplace, so he was with Arthur, Annie 

and Gerald as the four set off in Gerald’s buggy.  No trace remained of the house.  The 

well had been filled and likewise could not be found.  Annie had hoped that trees she’d 

planted might have survived, but they, too, were gone.  Nothing, except an outline, in 

rocks of tow flower beds, remained to indicate that this was where, for six desperate 

years, they’d fought off starvation and in the end been forced to leave. 

 The sky above was cloudless.  A hot sun beat down upon them while a gusty wind 

from the south seared their faces like heat from a raging forest fire.  The wind created 

whirling columns of dust that rose in momentary fury to scamper about, then dissipate 

and be lost in shimmering heat waves that blurred the view of an endless prairie.  
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Somewhere, close by, were the bodies of their two little girls.  They would remain there 

forever, abandoned once more to the mercy of the elements, the endless winds, the 

ghastly loneliness of the prairie with its Arctic winter blasts, its torrid heat of rancid 

summers, its recurring droughts, and grass fires, and plagues of grasshoppers.  Once 

again they experienced the heartbreak of leaving behind them these graves.  Not even so 

much as a frail marker stood to catch and hold for a while the restless tumbleweeds. 

 Arthur and Annie knelt and prayed in silence as Gerald and Ashley walked back 

toward the buggy. 
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Chapter 21 – Rose Petals in a Jar 

 

 Annie died during the night of May 11, 1914. 

 Donald had risen, dressed, then helped his little sister get dressed.  He’d looked in 

on his mother and concluded she was asleep.  She’d not rung the bell even once during 

the night.  Maybe she was better!  The children had an apple for breakfast, then skipped 

off down a dusty country road to school.  They’d come with their mother to San Diego 

for their mother’s health.  Donald, age ten, was the man of the house.   

 Annie’d grown worse since the summer of ’09 when they’d returned from 

Gordon.  Arthur watched helplessly as she steadily declined.  Her voice failed till she 

only spoke in a whisper.  She had uncontrollable coughing spells, choking and spitting 

blood.  Her weight dropped to a bare eighty-five pounds.  She was taking emulsified cod 

liver oil and wine tonic as prescribed by Dr. Stevens, but he’d not yet diagnosed her 

illness. 

 Arthur, in his bumbling way, had done everything possible to make her life easier.  

An extensive plumbing project had provided heated water throughout the house and there 

was now a flush toilet in the upstairs bathroom.  The living room had been extended with 

a bay window where Annie spent most of her day amid her prized ferns and geraniums 

and to watch her children at play in the yard.  In the beginning, while she was still strong 

enough to travel, he’d taken the family on several trips.  They’d gone, in 1910, to San 

Francisco, where Connie’d met them.  The Law’s home was in Gurneville, a summer 

resort on the Russian River eighty miles north and reached by train after crossing the bay 

by ferry to Sausalito.  Annie was unable to make the journey to Gurneville, so the two 

sisters met instead in San Francisco.  Arthur hired a high-wheeled phaeton with attendant 

for a drive through Golden Gate Park.  Annie’d not seen Connie since Connie had visited 

her on the homestead – a shy, Irish immigrant girl fearful of her future in America.  

Connie, still very shy, was the mother of three teenagers.  Her husband, Guy, owned a 

pool hall in Gurneville. 

 The next year Annie’s interests were directed toward the marriage of their son to 

Nellie Moran, of Havelock.  Arthur and Annie were relieved to see Ashley marry and 

settle down.  The business was doing well and could support two families.  Arthur 
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willingly turned over most of its management to his junior partner.  They’d replaced their 

delivery wagons with a truck – one of a very few of its kind ever built.  They’d seen it 

demonstrated at the fair.  Every day, for a week, Arthur watched the truck climb a 

wooden ramp and be let down again by block and tackle.  At the end of the week, when 

the fair closed, Arthur bought it. 

 The unique feature of the truck was that it had two bodies; it was also a passenger 

car.  On Saturdays, after the last delivery, the truck body would be lifted off and replaced 

with a passenger car body – the latter being covered with dust from having swung on 

ropes above the stables all week.  Ashley’d wash it, to be ready next morning for the trip 

to St. Theresa’s for nine o’clock Mass.  Its solid rubber tires and heavy springs left 

something to be desired as to comfort, but the car gratified an intense sense of pride.  In 

the afternoon, it favorable weather, they’d use the car for a picnic at Peck’s Grove, or 

head for Capital Beach to swim and watch the balloon ascension and stay for fireworks.  

An acetylene tank on the running board provided gas for brilliant headlamps.  Other cars 

had flickering kerosene lamps, like those on carriages.  There was a top to be raised when 

it rained. 

 Nellie, a delightfully naïve young lady, proud of her Irish ancestry, established a 

good relationship with her mother-in-law.  The two conferred often that first year over 

some of the young couple’s domestic problems.  On one occasion, late at night, Nellie 

came in tears to say that Ashley insisted on keeping his guinea pigs in the house.  She’d 

simply not stand for it.  He had squirrels and rabbits and pigeons and owls.  She didn’t 

mind all these, but those guinea pigs had to go. 

 “I know I’ve spoiled him,” said Annie.  “We’ve let him do whatever he wanted.  

It was because of the three that died.” 

 Arthur and Annie rejoiced when their first grandson, Robert, was born.  Robert 

was a year old at the time of his grandmother’s death. 

 

------ 

 

 Arthur and Marie (Arthur’s sister) were drawn closer together because of similar 

illnesses of their respective spouses.  Marie was now in her forties.  She was short, heavy 
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set, had unlimited vitality and was deeply religious.  Too bossy, but a woman who took 

over and managed when Harry (Marie’s husband) could not.  Annie was ill at ease on 

those occasions when she and Arthur would go to Omaha for a day or two to visit Marie 

and Harry Nye.  Harry, they knew, had consumption and spent his days in a wicker 

reclining chair on a screened porch – such a gentle soul, so resigned to the hand that fate 

had dealt him.  The house reeked with the smell of Lysol.  Marie scrubbed the floors 

daily with a disinfectant, like in a hospital.  His dishes and glassware were washed 

separately and his tableware marked so that no one else would use them.  Annie 

shuddered as Marie would burn the sputum-soiled tissues in the fireplace, being careful to 

see that no one else touched them.  With financial assistance from Harry’s mother she’d 

taken her family to Fort Worth, then to Portland and finally to Denver seeking a climate 

where Harry might regain his health. 

 In Omaha on Easter Sunday, 1912, when a tornado hit the city killing a hundred 

people and doing extensive damage, Marie felt she’d had enough.  She gathered her 

family’s resources together and left for Los Angles.  Polly, (Arthur’s other sister) who’d  

shared their home and helped raise the children, went with them – leaving behind the 

only man she’d ever loved.  They were engaged to be married, but after leaving Omaha 

she never saw him again.  Marie offered an opinion that it was better that way – an 

opinion that brought but slight consolation to Polly.  The children thought that Polly’d 

made a mistake. 

 Marie was enthusiastic about California and urged Arthur to move to the coast.  It 

might help Annie, she reasoned.  Arthur decided to come out for the summer and see how 

his family liked it.  He rented an apartment on the strand at Long Beach.  Annie rested 

under an umbrella on the sand with her paint brush while the children played with their 

buckets at water’s edge.  Polly and Marie came often to see them and Annie seemed to 

show some temporary improvement.  In looking back, a few months later, Arthur 

wondered why, with so much attention focused on Harry, no one realized that Annie was 

nearer to death than he.  It was that she was supposedly still recovering from the birth of 

Gladys.   

 Although Annie’s sisters were all living in California, none of them came that 

summer to see her.  Florence was nursing in a veterans’ hospital in San Diego.  Georgie 
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was taking private nursing cases and living with Aleck on a ranch near Fair Oaks and 

Connie, too shy to leave her house in comfort, was in Gurneville. 

 

------ 

 

 Only after the family returned to Lincoln did Dr. Stevens begin to show concern.  

Four years of Scott’s Emulsion and wine tonic had not brought about his patient’s 

recovery.  Arthur sought advice from Florence and during the raw, cold, wintry days 

following Christmas received a reply to his letter.  “Nebraska’s now place for Annie at 

this time of year.  Send her to me.  I can give her the kind of care she needs.”  Dr. Stevens 

agreed that the San Diego climate would be a great help. 

 Arthur’d come with his wife and children and remained to see them comfortably 

settled.  He’d rented a small, unfurnished house in a sparsely populated neighborhood for 

out from the central city, beyond the end of the longest streetcar line.  Arthur’d bought 

what furniture they’d need, which was very little.  Florence and Ed lived directly across 

the road.  Florence had agreed to take care of cooking and housework, although she had 

yet to master the cardinal principles of cooking and was an astoundingly poor 

housekeeper.  The children were admonished never to make any noise because Florence 

feared it might be disturbing to Ed.  Annie’d sunk to a state of total helplessness. 

 Florence assumed an impersonal and detached attitude upon discovering that 

Annie was dead.  She was a professional; she’d seen many of her cases terminated in 

death – it was no time to become emotional.  She called a priest, then send a telegram to 

Arthur.  Ed, who was at work, was called and asked to pick up the children.  Ed took a 

streetcar to Emerson school and, after explaining about their mother, took the children to 

the Ostrich Farm to spend the day.  While Ed did this Florence gathered Annie’s bedding, 

clothing and belongings and burned them.  Among items she destroyed was Maria’s 

velvet patchwork quilt that Annie’d brought from Ireland. 

 A smoldering bonfire in the weed-filled back yard of their rented house was the 

only evidence of their mother that the children saw that evening upon returning form the 

Ostrich Farm.  They understood little of what had happened except that they’d not be 

going back to Emerson School.  They’d not be listening any longer for the little silver 



 166

bell their mother kept at her bedside to call them when they were needed.  They’d be 

going back to Lincoln when their father arrived. 

 “Annie’s death has been a terrible shock to Harry,” Marie told Arthur when he 

arrived. 

 The funeral was held in Los Angeles.  Florence and Ed did not attend.  “I just 

can’t afford to take any more time off from work,” Florence explained.  The only 

mourners at graveside were Arthur, his son Donald and his two sisters.  Arthur was 

devastated with grief as he watched the silver-colored coffin lowered into the grave.  

Marie brought back from the cemetery a florist’s bouquet of red roses wired from Lincoln 

with a card from Ashley.   

 

-------- 

 

 Harry Nye died three weeks later.  Marie accompanied his body to Omaha for 

burial beside those of their youngest sons.  Arthur went to Omaha for the funeral and 

insisted that Marie return with him to Lincoln to spend some time recuperating before 

returning to Los Angeles.  Both she and Arthur had readjustments to make in their lives 

and each could help the other. 

 Marie brought with her a jar filled with rose petals.  “These are from the floral 

piece that Ashley and his wife sent for Annie’s funeral.  I dried them.  You might want to 

keep them.” 

 “I will.  They’ll have meaning for me in the weeks ahead.” 

 “The weeks and months ahead will be hard, Arthur.  You can’t raise the children.  

Why can’t I take Gladys – for a few months or longer?  I always wanted a daughter.” 

 “No.  She’ll be better off with me.” 

 He kept returning to a thought that bothered him greatly.  “Annie wanted to talk to 

me about how I might be faced with raising the children and I wouldn’t listen.  She said it 

was shown in our lifelines – the palms of our hands.  I couldn’t believe she’d be gone.  

She was so much sicker than I realized.  Why didn’t Dr. Stevens know?  Why didn’t he 

warn us?  He never did.  I’d never have left her in San Diego if I had known. 
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Chapter 22 – Adrift 

 

 There was sorrow in Arthur’s home.  Marie remained throughout the summer and 

into dismal days of fall.  They commiserated over their losses.  Numbed.  Stunned.  

Undecided.  Like ships adrift in shoal waters.  Neither of them ordinarily used alcohol.  

Marie was vehemently opposed to its use.  But that summer and fall they found solace in 

a case of French wine.  They’d been suddenly relieved of heavy burdens, willingly borne.  

Life’s directions had abruptly changed.  Each had decisions to make – problems to 

resolve.  Marie faced returning to California and a lonely home, her consolation being her 

twenty-year old son, Clement, a student at U.S.C.  Marie was a resolute woman, 

accustomed to managing her affairs.  And she had Polly; they would face old age 

together.  Arthur’s problems seemed more difficult.  He was left with two young children 

in need of a mother’s love and guidance. 

 For Arthur, the first winter without Annie brought a succession of hired girls.  

Some fair.  Others mediocre.  None entirely satisfactory.  Hattie, who came to live-in 

after Annie died, was twenty-five and mentally retarded.  She wore men’s shoes.  Her 

hair, in thick, heavy, braids, wound around her head and she babbled an Ukrainean 

dialect none of them understood.  Arthur never thought of her as endangering his children 

until, on Halloween, when she appeared in a mandarin coat and went out to join in pranks 

with neighborhood children.  Teased by some older boys, she fought them like a tiger, 

bloodying some noses and rolling in mud in a thoroughly unladylike manner.  The coat, 

which had been treasured for years by Annie, was ruined.  Arthur couldn’t put up with 

that.  She’d not worked out well, anyway.  The heavy Russian food she cooked was 

greasy and the kitchen not kept clean. 

 Others, too, had come and gone.  Some stayed for a week or so and left.  When a 

watch, or a piece of the Fennessy sterling silverware would be noticed missing, there’d be 

no way of knowing when it disappeared or who took it.  Most of the girls had too much 

school work and not enough time for housework.  All lacked the experience necessary to 

manage a home, plan meals, and do the shopping. 

 Arthur no longer found a freshly laundered shirt laid out each day, nor a clean 

handkerchief.  His suits went un-pressed.  He returned to the careless ways of bachelor 
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days, sometime forgetting to shave, or clean dirt from beneath his nails.  A corncob pipe 

replaced the meerschaum.  He remained longer at the office and was tired coming home, 

forgetting that often there’d been no supper unless he himself cooked it. 

 His reaction, at first, to the changed circumstances was one of disassociation.  

Life was unreal.  Even though Annie’d been ill she’d managed to spare him these 

problems.  He grew more disheartened each day. 

 Nellie, who lived nearby, was anxious to help.  She determined that there was 

need for an older, more experienced woman, to manage the house.  She called upon a 

distant relative – an elderly widow by the name of McGriggen – to come to Lincoln and 

talk with Arthur.  Bridget McGriggen lived in Wymore, on the Big Blue River, forty-five 

miles to the south.  She’d never had children and professed not to understand them.  

Nellie persuaded her to come as housekeeper for Arthur and to see what she could do for 

his children.  “Auntie” McGriggen was seventy years of age, slightly built, and her face a 

mass of wrinkles – as Irish as an Irish potato and as ugly.  Her critical appraisal of the 

children was that they were heathens possessed of the devil.  She took firm command and 

immediately started them into catechism classes, much to their dislike.  She started them 

picking up their clothes from the bathroom floor after bathing – unheard of until that 

time.  Their lackadaisical father had been far too lenient, she decided. 

 Gladys, now six, was her father’s favorite and badly spoiled.  Auntie would hike 

up her skirts and hold a squirming Gladys in a vice like grip between her boney knees.  

She’d proceed to pull a comb through Glady’s long, thick, tangled hair – equivalent to 

breaking-in a wild bronco.  Gladys would pound on Auntie’s legs and yell till the whole 

neighborhood became alarmed.  For a woman her age Auntie’s endurance was 

remarkable.  The workout with Gladys was carried out each morning as the children were 

made ready for school, and again on Sunday when they all went to church.  On 

Saturdays, before the kids were sent to confession, Auntie made a list of sins they’d do 

well to consider in their examination of conscience.  There might be some doubt how 

they’d fare in this world but she’d see that their souls were saved for the next. 

 Auntie McGriggen soon developed a new goal;  She set her mind and her heart on 

capturing Arthur.  She should’ve known she was wasting her time.  It wasn’t that Arthur 

wasn’t thinking along these lines – he just wasn’t thinking about Auntie. 
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------- 

 

 Annie, from the time she left Ireland until her death, had carried on an active 

correspondence with Georgie.  Georgie’s letters told of an interesting, active life.  

Annie’d told of her home and family.  She’d given more color and excitement, perhaps, 

than the facts justified, and for a reason.  She’d not forgotten how Georgie’d belittled 

Arthur’s accomplishments, nor quite forgiven her for it.  When she and Arthur had, at 

last, built a big new home and were able to travel and have a few luxuries, she expounded 

upon their successes in glowing terms.  For his part, Arthur’d never taken Georgie’s 

criticism to heart.  The Irish say things they don’t really mean.  He imagined her to be 

very much like Annie once anyone come to know her. 

 Georgie was considered the prettiest of the Smithwick girls.  She had never had a 

serious suitor.  No one knew why.  She was stand-offish and cold.  Until now she’d had 

exactly the kind of like she wanted.  But now, with the completion of the Panama Canal, 

she’d seen some of it come to an end.  She was fifty-four and tired of nursing.  Her last 

case, a long one, had been Jack London, the author.  She doubted if there’d be many 

more cases as interesting as that one.  Following London’s death she’d gone to Fair Oaks 

to live with Aleck (Annie and Georgie’s sister) on a ranch they’d jointly purchased. 

 “You’ll never believe this!”  Georgie held a letter in her hand.  She was talking 

with Aleck.  “A letter from Arthur DeWitt.  Read it!” 

 Aleck read it and handed it back.  “Well!  That’s the last thing I ever expected.  

Do you think he means it?” 

 “I don’t know.  I don’t know what to think.” 

 Aleck read it again, carefully.  “He means it.  He’d never have written it if he 

didn’t.  it’s a plain business proposition.  You’ll have to give him an answer.” 

 “I’ll have to think about it.  At least, I find it flattering.  I can say that much.  Not 

too much I could lose.” 

 “I find it very exciting.  Very.  I’m shaken by it.” 

 “I’ll have to sleep on it.  Not answer immediately.  It’s time to weigh the pros and 

cons…think it out…examine my alternatives.  Yes, I’ll sleep on it.” 
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 Arthur had proposed marriage, making it sound as attractive as possible.  Life 

with him in Nebraska would be like in the Garden of Eden.  She’d be taking over all that 

Annie had held most dear.  In some ways the letter was vague.  He was not specific as to 

details on things she wanted to know about.  He’d said there’d be no financial worries.  

That could mean anything.  He’d not said he loved her, but rather that he could, in time.  

They’d not seen each other in fifteen years.  It would have been ridiculous to’ve said he 

loved her, unless he meant platonic love, like that a man has for a sister-in-law.  The 

question bothered her.  And why had he asked that she reply using a post office box 

number?  Could this mean that Ashley was going to oppose his father’s remarriage?  Her 

last meeting with Ashley had not been pleasant.  They were natural enemies.  She labored 

with the answer she must give.  At one time it would be no and at another time yes.  Life 

on her ranch was not what she wanted.  She detested being addressed as Miss Smithwick.  

She found it demeaning – a reminder of having been passed over in the marriage market.  

She hated the term old maid, but that’s what she was.  There’d be few such opportunities 

as this in the future.  She had extravagant tastes, and as a result had saved little of past 

salaries when she might have saved.  In time, she knew, she’d be eligible for pension, but 

it would amount to a mere twenty dollars a month.  So, exhausted and still uncertain, she 

wrote to Arthur.  The answer was yes. 

 

-------- 

 

 Arthur had the ability to be very secretive.  He found an excuse to absent himself 

from home for a few days without arousing any suspicions.  Without the slightest hint to 

anyone of his plans, and leaving Auntie McGriggen, he took off for Sacramento.  He and 

Georgie sought out her parish priest and requested a quiet wedding.  Perhaps they were 

both unaware of an ecclesiastical law applying to Roman Catholics that a man may not 

marry a sister of his deceased wife without a special dispensation.  Perhaps the priest did 

not inquire.  It became an important point years later, but they were married on Sunday, 

July 16, 1916.   
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 From their wedding day Arthur knew something was wrong.  “I’m not ready to 

return to Lincoln with you.”  He couldn’t believe it.  “I’m frightened…and nervous.  It’s 

so strange…being married.  It will take a little while.  I’ll get a hold of myself.  I’ll come 

later…I promise.” 

 What id it mean?  “No girl is ever sure, Dear.”  He tried to be reasonable.  “I 

understand your feeling.  It’s all right.  There’s no reason for being afraid.”  He could see 

her trembling. 

 Aleck had invited a few of Georgie’s friends in for a reception.  Arthur beamed 

with pleasure.  He made quite a favorable impression as he acknowledged toasts raised to 

the couple’s happiness, but he was aware of how Georgie withdrew from him—her lack 

of warmth—the stiffness with which she responded.  Her reticence to show affection was 

even more apparent after the guests left.  Arthur had planned to leave early the next 

morning. 

 “I’ll call the railway office and change the reservation to a single.  It breaks my 

heart that we cannot return together, but it’s all right.  We can have one night with each 

other at the hotel before I leave…” 

 “No, Arthur.  We can’t.  I’m sorry.” 

 So!  That was it!  Aleck left them and they spent the evening discussing matters 

that should have been discussed before.  Too late now.  Arthur left alone, deeply 

frustrated.  They were not even to have breakfast together in the morning.  “She’s a high-

strung woman,” he told himself on his way back to the hotel.  “I took too much for 

granted.  But I’m sure love will grow as her thinking adjusts to it.  Everything will be all 

right.”  Arthur was the eternal optimist. 

 He returned to Lincoln and set about preparing for Georgie’s arrival. The sunny, 

south bedroom, he thought, would be best.  He had the room repainted and papered and 

new carpets laid.  Then he bought furniture, the best he could afford – all to the 

puzzlement and consternation of Auntie McGriggen, who wondered what it was all 

about.  He wrote Georgie every day, telling of his love, how the children needed her and 

how they would welcome her as a step-mother.  While in Sacramento he’d opened a joint 

checking account and told her to use it for whatever she needed. 
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 Georgie finally made up her mind to come.  She sent a telegram giving her arrival 

time and expecting him to meet her.  Only then did he tell Ashley and the two younger 

children that their Aunt Georgie was their step-mother.  None of them responded as he 

expected. 

 Ashley was told first.  “Why’d you do that!” he blurted out.  “She has no love for 

you.  She’s always been mean and hateful…treating you like dirt under her feet.  You 

ought to have your head examined.” 

 Donald began crying.  “Papa, when you go to heaven and meet mama, what will 

you say to her?  Who will be your wife then?” 

 Arthur brought Georgie into the house that had meant so much to Annie.  She was 

shocked.  She’d been lead to believe it would be much more elegant.  They went into the 

room Arthur’d refurnished with such care.  She hurried to a window and opened it.  “It’s 

stuffy,” she said.  “Smells like a furniture store.” 

 “It’s the nicest room in the house,” Arthur explained.  “It gets more sun…” 

 “It’s in the back, with a view of an ugly back yard.  I don’t like it.  I’d prefer a 

front room.” 

 “Take you choice of any, Dear.  We have five.  We’ll fix up any one you want.  

But please, take this for now.” 

 “Yes.  No need to make an immediate change.  This will do.  I’m very tired.  I’ll 

rest awhile.  Call me when the children return from school.” 

 Auntie McGriggen, also, had only that morning been told of the marriage.  She’d 

abruptly taken off to spend a few days in Wymore.  Arthur didn’t know whether Georgie 

would want Auntie to continue on or if she’d want someone younger.  Bridget 

McGreggen had already settled that point.  She just hadn’t told Arthur yet. 

 While his wife rested Arthur began preparing the evening meal.  The children 

returned from school and appeared either embarrassed or unconcerned over their new 

mother, Arthur wasn’t sure which.  They preferred to call her Aunt Georgie.  This suited 

her, so that’s what she was called. 

 Following supper and after the children had gone to bed, Georgie and Arthur 

talked for awhile and then they, too, were ready for bed.  Arthur followed her up the 
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stairs and to the door of their room and was about to enter.  She turned, blocking the 

door, then closing it said, “I’ve always slept alone.” 

 Arthur slept that night with Donald. 
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Chapter 23 – Another War 

 

 From day-one of her arrival Georgie talked about returning to Sacramento.  

Nothing pleased her.  Arthur bored her.  She accused him of misrepresenting his wealth.  

It upset her to see a black family living across the street.  She was wary of Ashley – just 

as he was of her.  An uneasy truce appeared likely to break out into open hostility at any 

time.  Arthur failed in every effort to improve relations. 

 She considered his children spoiled and lacking in proper training.  “You shall not 

leave the dinner table until excused,” she said sternly to Donald a few days after her 

arrival in Lincoln.  He had jumped from his chair and run from the house because he’d 

heard an airplane.  

 “But Aunt Georgie, there was an airplane!  Really!  Right over our house!  I saw 

it!”  He’d never seen an airplane before, nor had any of the others at the table.  This was 

an usual event.   

 “Yes, Donald, I know,” she went on calmly.  “There’s an airplane engaged to fly 

at the Fair.  It will be here all week.  But that does not excuse your behavior.  We shall 

have discipline in this house.  You are not to leave the table until excused – for any 

reason.  Do you understand?” 

 He didn’t.  Neither did Gladys, who was seeing restraints on her tomboy ways.  

Furthermore, she was hurt.  She was sharing her father’s love with this unwelcome 

woman who’d moved into their home and she didn’t like it.  “She’s a worse old crab than 

Auntie McGriggen,” she whispered to Donald.  “I hate her.” 

 The children were shocked to see their new mother using cigarettes, even though 

it was done most discreetly and in the privacy of her room.  They’d never seen a lady 

smoke before.  They felt there was something wicked about it.  A woman just couldn’t do 

a thing like that and still be very nice.  Neither Arthur nor the children were at liberty to 

enter Georgie’s room uninvited, although occasionally she’d ask Donald in to explore his 

mind and perhaps better understand some of his childish fantasies.  He was fascinated 

with airplanes and spent long hours at a neighborhood library poring over Popular 

Mechanics’ magazine.  Other kids were out doing things.  He was introversive.  He 

dreamed of building a glider and planned to jump off the roof in it.   
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 “A hill would be better, wouldn’t it?  Run down a hill and into the wind, then 

jump?” 

 “Yes, but there are no hills.  I wish we had a hill.” 

 “”There are hills in California.  I have a nice hill on my ranch.  Would you like to 

come home with me to my ranch in California?” 

 “Could I have a glider?” 

 “Yes.  And a parrot that I brought from Panama.  Your Aunt Aleck is taking care 

of it.  You’d like to live there, yes?” 

 “Well, I don’t know. We went to Long Beach once.  I liked that.  Is there a beach 

in Sacramento?” 

 

----------- 

 

 Ashley, cat-like, had been watching developments.  He believed his father was 

either too naïve or too blind to see that this marriage was on the rocks.  He decided it was 

time that he took action.  “She’s not like Mama. You made a mistake.  She married you 

to better herself.  She doesn’t love you.  She never did and never will.  She’s planning on 

skinning you before she leaves.”  To confirm his suspicions, he had steamed open a letter 

to Georgie from Aleck and showed it to Arthur.  In the letter, Aleck had advised Georgie 

to “take everything you can get and come home.”  Arthur had to admit that his son was 

right.  The letter reached Georgie without her knowing it had been opened. 

 At breakfast next morning Georgie announced her intention to return immediately 

to Sacramento, surprising Arthur only by asking him if she could take Donald.  “The boy 

has Tuberculosis,” she said.  “I would be happy to adopt him.  I’d place him in a 

sanatarium where he can be cured.” 

 “Bosh!  He’s all right.  You may return to California whenever you’re ready but 

you’ll certainly not take Donald.”   

 The conversation between their parents was most disturbing to the children, who 

rose from the table and left the room in tears.  “You’re gonna die, Donald,” Gladys 

whispered.  She was a robust little kid, unlike her brother.  He’d seen his mother die and 

was frightened.  He went outside and stood glumly in the weak rays of an early 
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September morning sun.  He’d lost a year in school.  “Walking typhoid,” Dr. Stevens had 

called it.  Maybe Aunt Georgie was right about what she’d said.  It was months before he 

stopped worrying about it. 

 Arthur, of course, had a greater hurt: rejection.  He was being deserted by his wife 

of only a few months.  He agreed now to Georgie filing for divorce using whatever 

grounds she chose to divulge to the Court.  He asked that she file the case in California in 

order to avoid unwanted publicity in Lincoln papers.  He begged her to join him in a 

request for an annulment, which would require an affidavit from her testifying to the fact 

that they’d never lived together as man and wife.  She refused. 

 Georgie’d been accepted into Annie’s circle of friends in Lincoln.  Mrs. Tullis 

and Mrs. Johnson had both entertained in her honor.  The marriage had seemed most 

appropriate to them.  She seemed the logical person to step in and take over in this 

motherless household.  They were stunned when she abruptly left, without explanation.  

Arthur wouldn’t discuss the matter with anyone. Including his children.  He withdrew 

within a shell of secrecy. 

 Georgie returned to her ranch but not for long.  She applied for and was accepted 

once more in the Army Nurse Corps where she regained her former commission.  She 

served for the duration of the war. (WWI) 

 

---------- 

 

 It was a time when news hawkers roamed the city day and night screaming 

“Wuxtra!  Wuxtra!” and residents scrambled out of their homes with three cents to buy 

the latest edition.  Germans swept across the fields of Beligium and brought Paris within 

range of “Big Bertha.”  The French forced them back to Aisne, where a stalemate 

developed and the troops dug in.  Maps were prepared daily to show minor advancements 

or withdrawals.  The British repulsed Germans at Ypres, bombarded Dardanelles forts 

and annexed Cyprus.  World War I had become a desperate battle of attrition on land and 

sea.  The United States defied a submarine blockade of Britain and was hurtling headlong 

into a holocaust that now had all of Europe aflame. 
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 Just as the family of Gabriel and Euphrosine had been turned topsy-turvy a half-

century before, so was this war affecting lives of their descendants.  Two of their three 

grandsons were of military age.  Clement Nye (son of Arthur’s sister Marie) while still 

attending U.S.C., enrolled in Reserve Officers Training Corps, (R.O.T.C.), and upon 

graduation received a commission as Second Lieutenant in the Army.  Clement had 

grown up in a household where leanings were strongly toward the right.  His sympathies 

were with the homeland of his French grandmother (Marie Euphrosine, Gabriel’s wife).  

Marie, his mother, was sick with worry.  Ashley, with three children all below the age of 

five, was determined not to be drawn into the fighting.  Prejudices acquired from his 

grandfather caused him to lean toward the left.  Stories told him by his mother made him 

distrustful of the English.  He applauded the Easter Sunday Irish uprising.  He had a 

selfish interest in wishing to see America remain neutral.  American wheat was feeding 

the Allies and grain merchants were prospering as never before.  American railways were 

taxed to capacity with shipments of grain to Atlantic ports, there to be loaded aboard 

ships bound for Europe. 

 

------------- 

 

 Xenia Ellen Cooper (Arthur DeWitt’s third wife and mother of Henry Arthur 

DeWitt Jr.), in her early thirties, was a plain woman of limited education, hard-working, 

honest, puritanical and a Methodist.  She’d worked for many hours as a linotype operator 

for a weekly paper (The Republican record) in Carrollton, Missouri.  Hearing now of 

well-paying, war-related jobs for women in the Burlington ships in Havelock, she quit 

her job with the newspaper and headed for Nebraska.  She was not the type of person 

suited to work in a railroad repair shop and was not hired.  Discouraged now, without 

funds, in desperation she took work temporarily as a mother’s helper in the home of 

Ashley DeWitt.  She loved his children and also those of Arthur, who spent much of their 

time in Ashley’s home, but she did not get along well with Nellie.  Xenia’d never before 

been away from her close-knit family.  She was lonesome and homesick and cried often.  

Arthur was sorry for her and on Sundays, when he’d be taking a carload of neighborhood 

children to the woods with their gunny sacks to gather black walnuts, he’d invite Xenia to 
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go along. While the children scattered in all directions, kicking through deep-piled leaves 

or looking in the tree tops for nut-filled squirrel nests, Xenia sat with Arthur on a fallen 

log alongside the river and visited.  And, although he was twice her age, they fell in love.  

He wrote to the Catholic Arch Bishop of Sacramento requesting an annulment of his 

marriage.  He was refused.  Unsure of herself and despising the secrecy of Arthur’s 

courtship and his unwillingness to marry outside of his church, she return to Missouri. 

 The nutting parties had been a joy for Arthur, who was burdened with too much 

business.  He and Ashley were making huge profits buying and selling grain in multi-

carload lots.  Often times it was merely paper-shuffling, buying shipments en-route to 

certain Eastern Seaboard ports and diverting them to another for a better price.  

Sometimes the grain they bought and sold had not yet been harvested.  Sometimes they 

could bring some of it to their own warehouse where it was in big demand for chicken 

feed.  Ashley was away from home most of the time and Arthur was pressed to keep 

abreast of much-hated paper work. 

 On the night of December 6, 1917, the French steamer Mont Blanc, carrying three 

thousand tons of T.N.T., exploded in Halifax Harbor, Nova Scotia, after being rammed 

by the Belgian relief steamer Imo, outward bound with her holds filled with wheat.  

Sixteen hundred died and thousands were injured in a blast which devastated the city.  

Ashley joined in an effort to salvage the water-soaked cargo of wheat.  A cofferdam was 

built arund the sunken Imo and Ashley shipped wheat back to Nebraska to fill the 

elevator and warehouse.  No longer usable for human consumption, the wheat could still 

be used for chicken feed.  It was soon found to be heating.  It was passed through a 

fanning mill.  Sacks of wheat were stacked to permit air circulation and moved often, but 

Arthur and his men could not move it fast enough.  Temperatures due to oxidation led to 

spontaneous combustion.  The elevator and warehouse burned to the ground, along with 

an adjoining lumber yard, a coal yard, a planning mill and several houses.  Arthur had 

insurance protection, so for him it was not a disaster.  He saw it more as an opportunity to 

end the business and retire with his two children to California. 

 Ashley would not have it that way.  “With the insurance money we can rebuild.  

We’ll have a bigger warehouse, a more modern elevator.”  He insisted and Arthur 

reluctantly went along.   
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 And so, for the next couple of years, until the newsboys late one night walked 

through the neighborhood wakening the citizens with their premature pronouncement that 

an armistice had been signed, Arthur’s household returned to a plan tried once before and 

never found satisfactory.  Farm girls come in to work for board and room while attending 

school.  Ashley and his wife bought the house next door, where Nellie could help keep 

watch on Arthur’s children as well as her own.  Arthur again slipped into slovenly habits.  

Donald had several serious illnesses but always survived.  When winter set in Arthur had 

his frail son fitted with a made-to-order flannel vest, chamois-skin lined, and sewn on, 

not to be removed until spring.  Ring, Donald’s fox terrier dog, had one too.  The two 

slept together in Donald’s bed.  The largest of the upstairs bedrooms was given over to 

electric trains.  Gladys had the room that had been Georgie’s.  Beds were no longer made 

each day; covers were thrown back to “air out.”  The children took baths only when they 

felt like it, which wasn’t very often.  Arthur cooked supper of steak and rice each evening 

after his day in the office.  There were no salads, no frills.  Sometimes Donald made a 

jello desert.  On Sundays, after late Mass, they had dinner out – at the Linden Hotel, or 

were invited by Nellie to eat with her family. 

 With the end of the war, Ashley agreed to dissolve the partnership and Arthur left, 

with ten thousand dollars, to make permanent residency in Long Beach.  Gladys was 

placed in a convent of the Sisters of the Immaculate Heart of Mary.  Donald and his dog 

boarded with a French family.  Arthur returned at once to Carrollton, where he and Xenia 

(Cooper) were married by a Methodist minister. 

 From this marriage Arthur became the father of Henry Arthur, Jr., born 

September 30, 1920.  Ashley was furious at what he called his father’s folly in old age.  

He’d not acknowledge Xenia as his step-mother and for several years ignored his half-

brother (confirmed by Henry A. DeWitt Jr.). 

 Gladys remained with the nuns, graduating from Immaculate heart College and 

thereafter entering the novitiate preparatory to becoming a sister.  As of this writing, she 

has been a member of the Immaculate Heart of Mary order for over fifty years. 

 A cancer on Arthur’s lower lip was attributed to heat and irritation from a corn-

cob pipe he smoked in later years.  To the last an optimist, he delayed medical treatment 

until too late, then lingered on for months in indescribable pain, gasping for every last 
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breath of life – the lower half of his face eaten away, a huge, massive, running sore.  On 

September 30th, a month before his death, he was granted a final wish.  It came through 

the intercession of Sr. Mary Victoria, his only daughter, who obtained the annulment he 

himself had been unable to obtain.  Father Francis C. Ott, of Holy Innocents Parish, stood 

by his bedside and Xenia and Arthur received the sacrament of marriage of the Roman 

Catholic Church, with Donald and a nurse as witnesses.  He died on Halloween evening, 

1927, at age sixty-nine.  His final illness wiped out the last of the family’s savings.  His 

life insurance paid off a home mortgage.  Xenia and her son returned to Carrollton, where 

she died in 1932. 

 Georgie died of Banti’s disease and malnutrition, at her home in Sacramento, on 

June 9, 1937, at age seventy-seven.  She left money for the care of a dog and a parrot.  

Her sister, Florence, had the dog disposed of by a veterinarian.  
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Chapter 24 – A Forgotten Generation 

 

 Silence in the vast, vault-like room was broken only by an occasional sloshing of 

a mop in a mop bucket as the old man washed the floors.  A trace of incense, very faint, 

wafted through stale air, an accumulation from many long-past burial ceremonies.  

Through stained glass windows a cold, wintry morning sun cast slanting rays that created 

shadow patterns which inched their way slowly down white stone walls.  Flowers 

withering in vases on a few of the crypts gave testimony of recent visitors but were now 

no more than an annoyance for the custodian who’d failed to remove them.  Dates, 

chiseled in stone, were of a forgotten generation. 

 A short, dumpy woman, bent over and withered – as withered as the faded flowers 

– sat alone on a marble bench, her cane in hand.  It was Florrie (Florence Smithwick – the 

youngest sister of Annie Smithwick – Arthur’s 1st wife) The story of Arthur and Annie 

cannot be ended without telling of Florrie.  Years and years before, Florence had made 

her own funeral arrangements, selected a casket, paid in advance for undertaking services 

and purchased her crypt.  Because it was cheaper, she’d taken one on the top row, twelve 

feet above the floor.  All were too expensive, she thought, but the dreaded being put 

under the ground.  She was now ninety-two, losing her eyesight, and forgetful of all 

except events of long ago.  Her husband, Ed, had left her and died later, alone.  She 

wondered at times where he was buried.  She’d have liked being near him – it would have 

righted some of the wrongs of the past.  As she sat here now, she was confused and 

disturbed.  Here was where her worn-out body was soon to be placed…to remain, among 

strangers, forever. 

 “Young man,” she called to the old man mopping the floor.  “Would you call Mr. 

O’Leary?  I would speak with him.” 

 “Yes, M’am.  I’ll see ‘f I c’n find ‘m.”  He shuffled off down a corridore and 

around a corner.  Mr. O’Leary, the manager, was in his office enjoying his morning 

coffee. 

 “Th’ old lady wants t’ see ya.” 

 Setting down his cup the manager turned to face the custodian.  He was irritated.  

“What this time?  Did she say what she wants?” 
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 “No.” 

 “A cushion on the bench, most likely.” 

 “she didn’t say.” 

 “Well, make sure she doesn’t fall on a wet floor.  Get started on the west wing.  

You can finish later where you were working. Tell her I’m coming.” 

 The manager was an old man, fussy and exacting.  He’d worked here since the 

place was new, and although he’d never consciously thought of it, he expected to be here 

until the last.  He work was perpetual. 

 “He’s a comin’ Mam,” the custodian reported as he retrieved his mop and bucket.  

“Said f’r ya to wait.” 

 The manager arrived smiling and exuberant, the epitome of friendliness, prepared 

for any problem.  “Ah!  Good morning, Mrs. Kyle.  So good to see you again.  You’re 

looking well.  And what brings you here so early this wintry morning?” 

 “To talk.  I want to talk to you about my crypt.” 

 “Yes?  What is it?  You know which one it is, don’t you?” 

 “Yes.  I want to exchange it.  I want a lower one, nearer the floor.” 

 Mr. O’Leary’s face showed surprise.  He hesitated.  “An unusual request…yes, 

and I’m afraid totally impossible.  There are no others available.  All have been sold – 

most already occupied.” 

 It occurred to him that possibly here was a chance to sell a new crypt.  There was 

a new building, just completed, and sales were slow.  “If you’d be interested,” he 

continued, reassuringly, “We have something in our new building.  Everything there is 

new and very nice.  A triffle more expensive, of course.  Costs have gone up since you 

bought here you know.” 

 “No, not that.  I’ll not pay any more.  I thought you might have another one here.” 

 “Too bad.  I’m very sorry.  There’d nothing wrong with the one you already have, 

however.  What is there about it you don’t like?” 

 “It’s too high.  It’s clear up at the top, next to the ceiling.” 

 “Well, now, that’s all right, isn’t it?” 
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 “No, it’s not.  You forget I’m an old woman.  I was younger when I bought this 

crypt.  I’m all alone…and I’m afraid.  I’m afraid on the Last Day that I’ll not be able to 

get down.” 

 Mr. O’Leary reacted nervously, inclined at first to laugh.  He’d never before faced 

such a question and didn’t know how to answer her.   

 Intent upon what she was saying, she was unaware of his momentary 

embarrassment.  She’d already made up her mind what she wanted in case she failed to 

make the exchange.  “Then I’ll have to have a ladder.  Something permanent and steady, 

that’ll be here when I need it.  I will pay for it.  How much will it cost?” 

 He suddenly grasped the seriousness of what she’d said – her utter confidence that 

someday she’d be leaving that crypt.  She was waiting now for his answer.  Se sat down 

on the bench beside her, hoping to comfort her.  “Look up, Mrs. Kyle.”  He pointed.  

“See the crypt next to yours, on the right?  That’s Father O’Connor.  He was a young man 

when he died, only thirty-seven.  He’ll be here.  You remember him – the assistant pastor 

at St. Michael’s – the kind of a man you can depend upon.  He will help your.” 

 She looked up but her eyesight was too far gone to read the inscription.  “Yes.  

That’s right,” she said.  “I an see now, everything will be all right.” 

 She rose to leave, satisfied that she’d accomplished the task she had set out to do.  

She was ready, now, to go.  The little girl who, three-quarters of a century before, had bid 

her sister Annie goodbye as Annie set out for America.  The others had all followed.  

Annie had gone before and Annie, she knew, would be waiting for her now, on the other 

side of death.  Florence Roberta (Smithwick) Kyle died in San Diego, California, on June 

14, 1963, at age ninety-two.  She had outlived all others of her generation.   

 Some time about 1924 or 1925, (time is not that important to the Irish), John 

(Smithwick – Annie’s brother) married Eleanor, his housekeeper for many years.  He did 

not bestow upon her, however, her rightful social status as wife of the master of the 

manor, treating her much as he treated other household servants until he died on May 17, 

1937, at eighty-one.  In his will he named Eleanor and his solicitor, Mr. O’Donnel, as co-

executors, with Cottage Ballynilard to become the property of Eleanor.  Bequests of 

money, in relatively insignificant amounts, were made to his sisters and a niece in 

America.  He designated a certain sum for a cemetery monument to mark the graves of 
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himself and Josephine in St. Michael’s Catholic Cemetery north of Tipperary town.  The 

monument was never placed. 

 Eleanor continued to live in the manor, alone except for servants, for about eight 

years.  Her life was made miserable by another long-time family servant who claimed he 

was due something for his years of service to the family.  He said John had promised to 

remember him in his will.  He came to the house one night, drunk, breaking windows and 

threatening the lives of Eleanor and other servants.  Eleanor decided to sell the house at a 

public auction held on December 15, 1945.  She left for Dublin where she is reported to 

have died on a street from a heart attack some years later. 

 There are no longer any descendants of Sir Robert and his wife, Maria, living in 

their beloved Ireland. 

 

---------------- 
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Appendix A – Birth, Marriage and Death Records 

 

Gabriel DeWitt, son of Martin and Sarah (Potts), born Jan. 1, 1824 in Charleston, S.C.; 
married Euphrosine Dutrieux on Nov. 20, 1851; served in Co. H, 3rd S.C. Cav., 
Confederate Army: 2/28/1862 to 12/1864; died Lincoln, Neb., Aug. 31, 1908; age 84. 

Euphrosine Dutrieux, daughter of Casimir, born 1825 in Paris, France; died in Ft. 
Worth, Tex., Jan. 28, 1894; age 69. 

Children of Gabriel and Euphrosine:  all baptized Roman Catholic: 

 Given Name   Born   Died  Age 

1.  Gabriel Dutrieux  Fed. 28, 1853  June 11, 1853  3 Mo. 
2.  John Martin  Mar. 26, 1855  June 13, 1856  1 Yr. 
3.  Sarah Virginia  Mar. 17, 1857  Oct. 14, 1860  3 Yrs. 
4.  Henry Arthur  Sep. 19, 1858  Oct. 31, 1927  69 Yrs. 
5.  Geo. Wm. Ashley  Apr. 2, 1862  Feb. 17, 1948  86 Yrs. 
6.  Mary Rose   Feb. 14, 1865  Feb. 21, 1865  6 Da. 
7.  Marie Euphrosine  May 26, 1867  June 21, 1929  62 Yrs. 
8.  Casimir   N/A   N/A   1 Da. 
9.  Pauline Lynda  Feb. 13, 1871  Nov. 26, 1935  64 Yrs. 
 
Robert Henry Smithwick, son of Jack of Laken and Anne (Surenene) born Dec. 14, 
1808 in Templebredin, Pallasgreen, Eire;  married Maria Fennessy in 1854; died in 
Cottage Ballynilard, Tipperary, Dec. 24, 1887; age 79. 

Maria Fennessy, born ca 1829 on Isle of Man (?); died in Cottage Ballinylard, Eire, in 
1901; age 80. 

Children of Robert and Maria:  all baptized Roman Catholic: 

 Given Name   Born   Died  Age 

1.  John Barton  Feb. 26, 1856  May 17, 1937  81 Yrs. 
2.  Richard Henry  Jul. 26, 1858  Jul. 5, 1934  76 Yrs. 
3.  Annie Louise  Dec. 16, 1858  May 11, 1914  56 Yrs. 
4.  Georgie Ines  Nov. 20, 1860  Jun. 9, 1937  77 Yrs. 
5.  Cornelia Wilhelmina Nov. 6, 1862  Sep. 23, 1946  84 Yrs. 
6.  Alexandria   May 13, 1868  Jan.  1931  63 Yrs. 
7.  Florence Roberta  Jun. 11, 1871  Jun. 13, 1963  92 Yrs. 
 
Henry Arthur DeWitt, son of Gabriel DeWitt and Euphrosine Dutrieux, born Sep. 19, 
1858 in Charleston, S. C.;  married Annie Louise Smithwick in Hay Springs, Neb., Apr. 
18, 1887.  Died on Oct. 31, 1927 in Long Beach, California. 
 
Annie Louise Smithwick, daughter of Robert Henry Smithwick and Maria Fennessy, 
born Dec. 16, 1858.  Died on May 11, 1914 in San Diego California.  
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Children of Henry and Annie:  all baptized Roman Catholic: 

 Given Name   Born   Died  Age 

1.  Maud   Jan. 20, 1888  Jan. 20, 1888  1 Da. 
2.  Marie   Mar. 17, 1889  Mar. 17, 1889  1 Da. 
3.  Arthur Ashley  Jun. 2, 1890  Dec. 29, 1975  85 Yrs. 
4.  Raymond Robert  Oct. 30. 1902  Feb. 27, 1903  4 Mo. 
5.  Donald Rob. Smithwk. Jan. 25, 1904 
6.  Gladys Louise  Aug. 17, 1908 
 
Henry Arthur DeWitt and Geogie Ines Smithwick married in Sacramento California, 
July 16, 1916.  No Children. 
 
Henry Arthur DeWitt and Xenia Ellen Cooper married in Carrollton, Mo. 12/31/1919.  
One son, Henry Arthur, Jr., born Sept. 30, 1920. 
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Appendix B – Descendants of  Rene Casimir Dutrieux 

 

 

Note – This appendix is also available as a stand alone document in the Master Sources 
and is titled “Descendants of Rene’ Casimir Dutrieux” by Donald DeWitt 12/1947 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


