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Preface

You will find written within these pages a history of two

families and the search that was conducted in order to find

them. Little did I know or realize when my search began that I would

also find new meaning and values in my own life. It is my wish and

hope that my story will be generally appreciated and that the reader

can identify with some of life’s treasures that I have attempted to con-

vey. For these reasons, I would be grateful if this book found greater

acceptance beyond my own family domain.

Thomas J. Crane
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“But God hath chosen the foolish things of

the world to confound the wise; and God

hath chosen the weak things of the world

to confound the things which are mighty”

(I Corinthians Chap. 1:27).
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Introduction

When I first started to search for my family history I

never realized that it would take me so long or that it

would take me so far. Today, I have gathered enough information to

publish a written record for future generations. I hope that they will

appreciate it as it is something that I never had. The material that I

have obtained is the result of a concentrated effort on my part and the

demands placed upon me in obtaining it were many and great.

Regardless, I enjoyed every minute of my search because of the

rewards that I have gained. It has been the most fulfilling venture of

my life.

The episodes that I have experienced during the course of my

search have provided me with the basis for a story. I felt that it had to

be told because of a need that was within me. In addition, I felt

obliged to write a sequel to my Irish essay for those who had read it

and were looking for a conclusion. I must say that my story is with-

out end, however, because it is the story of life. So long as mankind

continues to endure, there will be a story to tell.  I have experienced

many marked changes in my life over the years. I felt as though my

fortunes have risen to some great heights and on the other extreme, I

have experienced some very low ebbs. As you read this story you will

bear witness to some of the things that I have seen and heard and

often felt. It comes from the heart and I would hope that is all that

matters.
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The story that you are about to read in great measure involves

the struggle for survival. There are winners and losers in every game

and life is not an easy game to play. There are some rest stops along

the path of life if we can find them. They exist in the form of people

whose purpose and mission in life is to help others. They also exist in

the faith and belief that you have in yourself. There is an old saying

about life and that is, “It does not matter whether you win or lose, but

rather on how well you played the game.” I have faith that the good

will always triumph in the end.

Written within these pages is a story of human want and suf-

fering. Whether this was caused by human frailty or the greed of oth-

ers is difficult to say. I have many faults and failures and I too will

someday have to face the final judgement. My parents always stressed

the idea of letting your conscience be your guide. There is a difference

between right and wrong and if you have developed a moral code

within yourself, you will recognize the difference when the time

comes.

The history of man’s inhumanity towards man has been well

documented. The record comes down to us through the ages in a well

known book that is otherwise known as the Bible. Whether or not

you accept the teachings that are in that book, you will, by reading it,

at least be made aware of the fact that every sin known to man has

already been recorded. “there is an evil which I have seen under the

sun and it is common among men....."  (Ecclesiastes Chapter 6). Sins

never change. The only thing that changes are the excuses that man

makes in order to justify the sins that he has committed. Mankind is



12

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

somewhat unique in this regard. He can find a multitude of justifica-

tions to explain his faults to others. The only problem is that he has

to convince himself. There is a truth to the saying that you are your

own best judge.

It is within mankind’s human nature to compete against others

for the spoils that exist. This is otherwise known as the law of survival.

Some men often exploit the weakness of others to their own advan-

tage. I make no excuses for the weak when they have become victims

of themselves. What I do take issue with is when the dominant forces

utilize the weak in order to satisfy their own greed. The question then

arises, does the individual suffer from inherent weakness or is that

weakness brought about by the vices that exist in society and to which

the oppressed eventually succumb because of ’ the pressures that oth-

ers have placed upon them.

Where the laws of society are concerned, you will sometimes

find that there are those who will take advantage of the system in

order to manipulate those laws to meet their own needs. Because we

must live in a structured society, a certain amount of socialization or

regimentation must take place. Society is corrupted when individuals

take it upon themselves to change those laws in order to discriminate

between those who will have and those who will have not. If people

are prevented from enjoying the fruits of their labors due to corrup-

tion, then something is intrinsically wrong with the system by which

they are governed.

As you read these pages, you will notice that I have not only

read about the disadvantaged and have written about the disadvan-
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taged I, myself, have at times learned to live in the fashion of my

fathers. I hope that you can appreciate the universal theme that is

written within this story. Mine is not an isolated event. I also hope

that you will find some merit in what I have said and will enjoy the

manner in which it was done. If I have touched your spirit ever so

slightly, I will feel as though I have achieved my goal.

Lastly, it was not my intent to write this book for the purpose

of having it serve as a scholarly text in social or political science or

philosophy. Granted, I have made numerous comments that relate to

these matters in the course of my story. My comments are based upon

my own experiences in addition to what I have learned and observed.

I realize that the academic community appreciates the use of reference

material as a means of substantiating or legitimatizing any conclu-

sions that one has drawn in the course of any investigative work. In

this instance, I can only refer the more critical reader to the extensive

subject matter that already exists on the shelves of any local or uni-

versity library. The uses and abuses of mankind through the ages has

already been well documented.

I have made use of a number of biblical references or quota-

tions. Since the Bible is based upon some of the earliest known writ-

ten records of man, I felt that I was on safe and solid ground when-

ever I sought to add emphasis or value to whatever comment or obser-

vation I might have made. Not only is the Good Book the Greatest

Story Ever Told, its social value has been well tried and tested.
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What Genealogy Means To Me

During the course of my search, I was often asked the ques-

tion, “What is it that you are searching for?” My response

has been that Genealogy means more to me than just filling in names

on a chart. It is a living history. It is the recognition and appreciation

of a life that has been lived. It is our way of acknowledging the sacri-

fices that our ancestors made in order for us to live. There comes a

time in our life when we cease to receive and in turn must learn to

give. The direction changes from an inward self to an awareness to

what is around us, both past and present. Genealogy also serves the

purpose of preserving a value system that was passed on to us by our

ancestors. Without an appreciation of the past, we do not have any

guidelines by which to base our own lives upon. Also, without this

appreciation, traditions and time honored memorials are easily cast

aside.

I was overwhelmed at the response that my original essay had

received. I felt honored and priviledged that I was able to strike a

common chord with the rest of humanity. The lesson that I learned

was that each and everyone of us is involved in life’s drama and that

we are all in some way connected with one another. As far as I was

able to determine, it did not matter whether I had written about the

Crane family or any other family. What mattered most was the man-

ner in which it was presented and the ideas that it conveyed. In that
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regard, one could say that we are all at one time or another upon a

stage and the play is called, “Life.” We bear witness to one another

knowing that at some point in time our act will follow. It involves us

all and it is the same the world over. I hope that this will provide an

answer to those who might be tempted to question what it matters to

them what I have to say about my family. By bearing witness to what

I have seen or heard is to share with me in my life’s drama. I have tried

as best as I am able to catch a glimpse of the individual in order to

dramatize the role that they might have played while they walked this

good earth. In many cases the process that lead me to the individual

involved quite a bit of investigative work. Then again, I have no con-

ceivable explanation as to how or why I found what I did. There are

those of us who may owe it to a matter of coincidence or mere chance

or the fact that I happened to be in the right place at the right time.

I like to believe otherwise. As my story unfolds, I will leave you with

a thought to keep in mind while you are reading it and that is, “Faith

is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen”

(Hebrews 11:1).



Reinhard P. March. "Gone but not forgotten"



17

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

What Was Revealed To Me

By delving into the past, I gained a greater understanding of

myself. I now find that I am better able to face the future

whether my eventual fate be one of failure or success. Life is what you

make it and it is best served when you can share something with your

fellow man. I have visited many cemeteries and I have walked among

many graves during the course of my search. The tombstones as well

as the occupants of those graves have all been acted upon in the same

manner by the decay that time brings. It did not matter how great

that person was in life or whether their tomb was large or small. The

fact is, many of the people that those tombstones represented have

eventually been forgotten. In reading some of the inscriptions that

were written on those stones, I could detect the care and concern of

those who laid their loved ones to rest. In time, they too occupied the

same ground. An entire age with all that had been involved in that age

had past away. As I write this, I am reminded of the tombstone that

belonged to one of my distant relatives who had died and was buried

as a result of wounds that he had suffered in the American Civil War.

My March cousins and I had spent a great deal of time searching

among the graves for his final resting place in a cemetary near

Norristown, Pennsylvania. After considerable effort, we finally locat-

ed the grave. The tombstone had fallen over and had sunk part way
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into the ground. It was cracked and covered with moss. I doubt

whether anyone had visited his grave in over 100 years. We were bare-

ly able to read his name and when I cleared away the growth at the

bottom of the stone, we were able to read the inscription that said,

“Gone But Not Forgotten.” We of today are destined to suffer the

same fate. The question is what will we leave behind? This work that

includes memories from the past is what I hope to leave for the future.

It is my message to those across the light-years of space who have yet

to be born. It was written by a human being who now walks the very

ground that some future generation will someday follow. I direct

myself to that future generation when I say that I hope that my story

will not become what we, ourselves, are destined to become and that

is, so much dust in the wind.
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Background and Contents

Istarted my search soon after my father died January 6, 1979,

in New Orleans, Louisana. He died rather suddenly follow-

ing a brief period of congestive heart failure. My mother had pro-

ceeded him in death some seven months previous. She died June 30,

1978, after having suffered with cancer for more than a year. Her suf-

fering had been shared by the entire family and the sudden loss of my

father caused further remorse.

After my parents were gone, I suddenly realized that I repre-

sented the next generation. I had no knowledge of the past and I felt

as though future generations would be denied the history behind

their name. They would have no idea where they had originated from.

All links with the past would have been broken. It is said that we plant

trees for future generations to enjoy. I had planted no trees until my

search began. The only legacy that I could provide were the examples

that had been established for me by my parents.. As far as riches were

concerned I, like my parents, had none. If there had been any wealth

or nobility within my family, it was buried long ago in the far distant

past. My goal in tracing my roots was to find some purpose or mean-

ing in my own life other than the daily concerns that plague us all. I

felt obliged to leave something behind after I die. This story is the

common thread by which we are all bound. My words then become



20

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

my legacy for the future.

I address myself to the future when I say, “I hope that you will

find this sufficient and spend it well because it is all that I have to

offer to you.”

I have included a copy of my Irish Essay at the end of this book

for reference and continuity, especially where the Crane Family is

concerned. As indicated, I had written to the Irish American Heritage

Club in November of 1982. This essay provided me with an all-

expense paid trip to Ireland in the Summer of 1983. This should leave

you with the thought that there is power in words. The only problem

is to find a way to best use them.

My whole story revolves around both of my parents who I hold

close and dear to my heart. Without them this writing would not be.

I am obliged, therefore, to pay homage to them by providing a

description of the kind of people that they were and the manner in

which they lived. Like any son or daughter, parents have a direct

influence on a child’s viewpoint of the world. Parents provide all of

the inherent qualities that we possess. Without certain qualities, I

would not have had the will nor the inclination to write. I am what

they made me to be. I hope that I can do justice to their will.

I have also included some poems that are my own creation.

They help to highlight the story or subject at hand.
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What I Had to Work With

The Facts At Hand

Iam amazed at how far I have gotten in my search with the

little information I had when I began. Where my father’s

family was concerned, all that I had was the names of my grandpar-

ents and the fact that my grandfather, John Crane, had been born in

Terre Haute, Indiana. In addition, my father had given me the names

of my great-aunts and great-uncles. That is, John Crane’s brothers and

sisters. My father did not know the first names of his grandparents. If

he had, he never told me. Only the fact that his grandfather was Irish

and came from Tipperary and that his grandmother’s maiden name

was Cudahy and she came from Kilkenny. The nicknames for the

people who came from these counties in Ireland had been passed on

to my father. They were, “The Tipperary Stone Throwers” and “The

Kilkenny Kats.” I later found out that the “Kilkenny Kats” was

derived from the fact that Kilkenny City had at one time been divid-

ed between English and Irish. Where the women of the City were

concerned, they continually spat and fussed at one another and thus,

“Kilkenny Kats.” Where the “Tipperary Stone Throwers” were con-

cerned, we thought that it meant that when the men from Tipperary
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came through town you had to board up your windows. This was not

the case as you will read later on. My father also provided me a few

anecdotes that had been passed on to him through the family over the

years. If there is one thing that can be said about the Irish, it is that

they are accurate and strong in their oral history and traditions. My

investigations into some of the things that my father told me proved

this point.  Some of the details of the stories might become somewhat

twisted with time, but they are essentially based upon fact. The only

piece of physical evidence that I had in my possession was a broken

locket that had once belonged to my great-aunt, Bridget. It had two

pictures inside of it. One was thought to be that of herself and the

other my grandfather, John Crane. The last and most important was

that my father was most emphatic in making the point that the Crane

name was buried deep in Irish tradition. His voice would boom as he

would say, “Dammit, the name is Irish and always will be no matter

what anyone says it is and it has always been spelled, CRANE!” After

that response, I knew better than to doubt my father’s words or tor-

ment him as to the origin ever again.

Where my mother was concerned, all that she knew

about her family was that she came to Chicago with the entire fami-

ly from Chester, Pennsylvania, when she was just 4 years old. She

remembered that her fathers farm had been destroyed in a fire. She

recalled having watched the glow from the fire as she stood in her

bedroom window in the middle of the night and heard the shouts and

yells from the men as they struggled to free the trapped horses from

the burning barn. It was said that the fire was caused by a bolt of



23

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

lightening that came in the midst of a bad storm. Her father left what

remained of the farm to his older sons who had been born by his first

wife who had died. She did not know the names of these sons or even

how many there were. She knew that the sons had a sister by the name

of Eva. According to my mother, my grandfather left the farm after

receiving word from his sister, Aunt Beck, that she had found a job

for him in Chicago. The year was 1908. Aunt Beck had married a

man by the name of Williams and had already been living in Chicago

at the time. The job that my grandfather obtained was that of a jani-

tor in a building that included an apartment as part of the wages. My

grandfather died in 1913 only 5 years after the family moved to

Chicago. My mother said that his death was caused by a broken heart

because he had been forced to leave the farm.

According to my mother, her mother, my grandmother, Annie

Graham Duff March, was born in Toronto, Canada, and came to

Pennsylvania with her first born, my aunt, Florence Duff. My grand-

mother’s maiden name was Graham and she had been married to a

man by the name of Duff who had died. Duff had been a magistrate

in the Canadian Court System. My grandmother had met my grand-

father, Jesse Evans March, through his daughter, Eva. Annie and Eva

had attended nursing school together and Eva had at one time

brought my grandmother home in order to introduce her to my

grandfather. Eva had played matchmaker and it worked. Annie was

some years younger than Jesse as you might have been able to gather.

Because of the Canadian influence, my mother made claim to

being English. I think that she thought it spoke for refinement or at
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best countered my father’s Irish. Whatever the case may be, the

English and the Irish were always at odds. If not on a global scale, at

least where our household was concerned. To my mother, my father

was that “Mad Irishman” with the violent temper. My mother said

that her father was “Pennsylvania Dutch,” but as far as she was con-

cerned, there was no basis for his ancestry. Just, “Pennsylvania

Dutch.”

The only written document that I had regarding my mother

was a copy of her birth certificate that was given to me by my sister

after my mother had died. The birth certificate listed the names of her

parents and the County and Township in Pennsylvania where she had

been born.
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To The Future

To those of you who I never met,

Your sun does shine as mine did set.

The footsteps you follow though washed away,

Have no fear as I am with you today.

Faith is believing you are not alone;

Look for the way and it will be shown.

As I was led through the journey of ages,

So too will you as you read these pages.

Have faith in God with each step you take;

Though the winds blow and the heavens shake.

The passage of life is a difficult story,

The tougher the task the greater the glory.

There is a place beyond the storm,

The hearts that glow help keep it warm.

Though earthly possessions you may have none,

If you have kept the faith your welcome is won.



PART 1

THE CRANE FAMILY
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My Father’s Name

This, my dear father, is my tribute to you;

I carry your name, that much is true.

Though I have gathered no riches nor achieved great fame,

All that I found were the treasures in a name.

No man needs more than you have given to me,

Where once I was blind, now I can see.

Your spirit travels with me, that much I know,

Like a star it shines with a heavenly glow.

Names are memories of people we knew,

Sometimes forgotten when the living is through.

What a folly it is to be proud though great,

Lowly hangs the head before the judgement gate.

Friends, gather near and hear my tale,

How we sometimes win and often fail.

The brighter side of this whole story,

Is that by being humble, Patrick won his glory.
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My Father – Patrick James Crane (1900- 1979)

The Measure of a Man

Iam probably no different than any other son when I say that

my father was the most influential man that I have ever

known or will have known in my life. He is the measure by which I

guage myself as well as other men. Some men may come close, but in

my eyes they will never be his equal. And yet, he was not perfect.

Nobody is, except for the Saints in Heaven. If an accumulation of

wealth is the measure by which you guage others, then in all proba-

bility, you would consider him a failure. For the fact is, he left noth-

ing in the way of material wealth when he died. He had already told

me beforehand that he would spare me any ill feeling towards others as

he would leave nothing for anyone to fight over. On the other hand, the

riches that he left for me cannot be measured nor can they be weighed.

What he left behind were memories. Many, many warm memories.

My father was the type of man that could make something from

nothing, or when you thought that you had nothing, he could make you

believe that you did, indeed, have something. To him, if you were simply

able to breathe the fresh air, then you were able to take delight in God’s

good earth. The happiness of life was what you made of it.
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My father was not only my friend, he was my companion. He

was the type of friend that you could always trust and could depend

upon in time of need. He always offered hope for the future with the

dawning of each new day. If there was no hope, he made you believe

that everything had a purpose in God’s plan. His philosophy was that

in spite of ourselves, life would go on. He had a spirit and a force for

living and he was atuned to nature. He knew people and when I say

this, I mean that he knew them from the inside out. People that knew

him were quick to recognize that fact. I, myself, could never determine

in advance how he would gauge or measure another person. He had a

manner of drawing out the sometimes hidden and good qualities from

the most improbable of human beings. His own good qualities made

him at ease with people from all levels and walks of life. He could hold

a conversation with anyone no matter who they were or what their sta-

tion in life might be. A person’s situation in life, however, was no guar-

antee that he would either accept or reject them. Likewise, he never

looked down upon anyone because of their outward apperance.

One of my father’s greatest attributes was in dealing with peo-

ple who might have suffered from some physical impairment or dis-

ability. So long as they did not draw attention to their affliction, my

father accepted them for what they were. No matter if they were

engaged with him in some everyday conversation or performing some

task, my father caused those people to bask in the glory of their

accomplishments and to be recognized and accepted as fellow human

beings. Many a time he would say to me after having met such a per-

son and we were by ourselves, “Consider yourself fortunate that you
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do not suffer from the problems that those people have in life.”

At the same time, woe be to the person who tried to play upon

my father’s sympathy. When I say this, an incident comes to my mind

that involved a so-called deaf mute that had lived in my father’s

neighborhood. This man had taken it upon himself never to speak

again due to an argument that had taken place in his family many

years before. He went around passing notes to people whenever he

had a message to convey. My father had accepted his impairment at

face value until one day he found out from a neighbor that the man

could speak if he wanted to. Not too long afterwards, the man

approached my father with a note. He looked at the man and said,

“Don’t hand me that, you son-of-a-bitch, if you have something to

tell me, then say it.” That man turned and walked away and a short

time afterwards he started to talk to people again. My father’s gruff

psychology had shocked that man back to reality and he was a better

person because of it. Needless to say, that man never thanked my

father for his remarkable cure.

I could go on and give hundreds of examples of how my father

strengthened the will and the resolve of others and that includes

myself. He was a man’s man and the world knew it. My father was a

rugged individualist. Still, he never rejected anyone because of their

beliefs whether those beliefs concerned God or Country. If rejection

came, it was because he judged that person to be less than what my

father thought a human being should be. I do not mean that my

father rejected people because of any worldly deficiencies. He reject-

ed them because of a deficiency in their hearts as well as their souls.
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Patrick’s Childhood and Family Background

My father’s father had been a coal miner as was his father

before him. Patrick was the second of four children that

were born to John Crane (1877-1946) and Elizabeth (Lizzie) Wilson

Malloy (1882-1961). In the order of their births, the children’s names

were:  Marguerite (1898-      ), Patrick (1900-1979), Thomas (1903-

1962) and Eleanor (1904-1984). John Crane married Lizzie Wilson

Malloy on January 4, 1898, in Spring Valley, Illinois. They were mar-

ried in the Immaculate Conception Church by Father John Powers.

Lizzie was listed as being the daughter of Peter and Caroline Malloy.

The fact is that Lizzie Wilson had been sent West on what was known

as an Orphan Train and she had been taken in by the Malloy family.

Supposedly, Lizzie’s parents had died from a plague that had

swept through New York City. The over-crowded conditions, espe-

cially among the slums of the city, caused the spread of disease. Many

children roamed through the streets because of neglect that was often

caused by the death of one or both parents. Whatever the case may

be, Lizzie and her brother were taken in by one of the children’s

homes and arrangements were made to send both of them to the

West. A mechanism had been established whereby the Children’s Aid

Society and the Catholic Charities acted on the children’s behalf in

order to take them off of the streets of the city. Children had often
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been left to roam and to forage about the city like lost animals. The

arrangements had been made through the various church groups that

were located along the routes that the trains took on their western

journey. The churches acted as adoption agents for the families who

were among the congregation to take children off of the trains as they

passed through the towns. The new parents knew nothing about the

background of the children that they were to adopt. If they were

interested in taking in a child, they merely specified, boy or girl, and

how many of each. This program went on from the late 1800’s until

the early part of the 20th Century. Roughly 100,000 children had

been adopted in this manner. A book was written and published by

James Magnuson and Dorothy Petrie in 1979 and titled, “Orphan

Train,” and deals with the subject.

Lizzie was taken into the home of Peter and Caroline Malloy in

Braidwood, Illinois. Braidwood was one of the many mining towns

that had been built in Illinois. Lizzie was about 4 years old at the time

that she was adopted and the only recollection that she had of her

brother, who had accompanied her on the train, was that he was

about 10 years old. She remembered that when she got off of the

train, she had taken her brother’s shoes with her by mistake. The

thought of what he would do without his shoes had bothered my

grandmother for the rest of her life. The train had continued on its

way West and she never saw her brother again.

Eventually, the Malloy family moved to Spring Valley, Illinois,

where my grandmother met my grandfather and they were married.

Peter Malloy died sometime during the years and Caroline was left to
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take care of herself. Caroline Malloy owned a small store in Spring

Valley and a poem was written about the store in one of the Town’s

Centennial Newspapers. My father told me that Mrs. Malloy had

worked for years to pay the mortgage on the store that also served as

her home. When the happy day arrived that she made her final pay-

ment, the mortgage holders told her that she now owned the build-

ing, but the land still belonged to them and they could do with it as

they saw fit. She never knew until that time that such a provision had

been written into her contract. A book about the tyranny of the mine

owners and the mining towns that they also owned and built was

written by Henry Demarest Lloyd in 1890. It is titled, “A Strike of

Millionaires Against Miners or the Story of Spring Valley.” Mr. Lloyd

was a newspaper writer and he was a champion for worker’s rights.

Mr. Lloyd spent a great deal of his career revealing the corrupt prac-

tices that the mine owners employed against the miners.

The harsh life caused many hardships within my father’s fami-

ly and as a consequence, my grandmother left John Crane. She moved

her children back to her adopted mother’s home and she went to

Chicago in order to seek work. My father followed at a later date. As

it came to pass, Mrs. Malloy also moved to Chicago where she lived

with my father and grandmother. The other children were scattered

about the Country. Mrs. Malloy died October 1, 1920, and is buried

in an unmarked grave in Mt. Olivet Cemetery in Chicago, Illinois.
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Patrick the Man

My father attended school off and on and, I believe he

once told me that he had made it through the 3rd

grade. Fishing in the Indian Creek or swimming in the Illinois River

demanded greater attention. His lack of a formal education was in no

way indictive of the immensity of his mind. He was self-taught. He

was versed in the history of the Greco-Roman Empire and could tell

you the names of the Greek and Roman generals and all the battles

that they had fought. He could complete arithmetic computations in

his head before a person could calculate them by using pencil and

paper. He had a good command of the English language and could

write with a steady hand. For thirty-five years he applied his trade as

a roofer where he climbed ladders and worked at dangerous heights.

His body bore the scars of having been burnt by hot tar and pitch. He

had at one time been somewhat of a professional card player and the

game of pinochle had been his favorite game. At one time during the

1920’s he played in a tournament in Chicago for the three-cushion

billiard championship and he won second place having lost to the title

holder. And yet, concerning myself, as a child, he wanted to ensure

that I would experience the finer things in life. He took the time to

take me to the museums of arts and sciences and often counselled me

regarding the proper use of the English language. He once told me
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that swearing was the mark of an ignorant man. He said, An ignorant

man swears because he does not know of any better words to use.”

While he valued an education, he also taught me the merits of an

honest day’s work.

While my father’s outward appearance and manners might have

at times appeared to be coarse, he was beneath it all, a humble human

being. My mother once told me that he had mellowed with age. He

loved his family. More than once he provided aid and comfort to

those who were strangers whether they be man or beast. I recall the

time when I was just a boy and my dog went swimming in the river.

The dog suddenly started swimming downstream with the current.

My father sensed that something was wrong and that the animal was

about to drown. He dove into the water and swam after him. Once

he caught up with the dog, he headed him towards the shore. As my

father staggered up the river bank, I suddenly realized that he had

come close to losing his own life in order to save that dog. All that he

said to me was, “A dog like a man must learn to swim against the cur-

rent. If he flows with the current, he will swim until he eventually

tires and drowns.” Years later, I realized how appropriate that remark

was to life in general.

My father had a keen sense of nature and he knew and appre-

ciated the forces that were at work within it. As far as physical size was

concerned, he was not a huge man, but he was powerful and strong.

He was able to face the world and look straight into the eyes of any-

one that ever challenged or threatened him. As far as I knew, he never

backed away from anyone person or thing.
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The Author and his dog Rusty
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When my father had his fill of roofing, he went into a succes-

sion of businesses. After witnessing the manner in which he conduct-

ed himself and operated those businesses, I became convinced that if

he would have had the benefit of a formal education, he would have

been the equal to any professional person in our present day society.

When it came time for him to retire, my father moved to New

Orleans, Louisiana, with my step-mother, Bernice. New Orleans was

the place where my step-mother had been born and raised. The

responsibilities of raising my family and working on my job kept us

apart, but my thoughts were always with him. My father spent the

rest of his life fishing in the Great Mississippi River, making friends

among the shrimp fishermen that lived in the bayous, talking with

sea-captains from the world over whose ships were docked in the Port

of New Orleans or else sharing a drink with some of the artists who

displayed their works in the French Quarter. He exchanged many a

greeting with some of the more noteable jazz musicians who per-

formed in the New Orleans music halls. When it came time for him

to die, he sensed that the end was near and he told my step-mother

that everything would have to be done right. His final act came as he

prepared to leave his house in order to go and get a haircut in prepa-

ration for his own funeral. He got within the car that my step-moth-

ers cousin was to drive him in and, as he sat down, he put his head

on her shoulder and died. In keeping within his character, my father

had stared death in the face and not until his soul had left his body

did he lay himself down. He was a man to the very end and in the

true sense of the word. My father was buried in the sancity of the
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Church and he now rests in St. Louis Cemetery Number 3, New

Orleans, Louisiana, in a crypt that would do justice to a nobleman.

Lesson Taught - Lessons Learned

Some men aspire to greatness and no matter how hard they

try, they never quite find it. In my eyes, my father achieved

greatness simply by the manner in which he lived. He was a legend

among those who knew him and the stories that I could tell about him

could go on without end. While he, himself, sought no special recog-

nition, he affected the lives of all he knew and enjoyed knowing.

Where history is concerned, there may have been more noteable and

distinguished men, but their goal in life might have been much differ-

ent. Their claim to fame might have been through their ability to

achieve power or acquire wealth or even to sway other men’s minds.

My father’s goal was simply to live and love those who were a part of

his life.

If there is one thing that has impressed me in the course of my

search that is, that the life of the individual is quickly forgotten with

the passage of time. Those of the living are too pre-occupied with sat-

isfying their everyday needs to give much thought to the past. All of

our lives are just a brief moment in the annals of time. Our lives are

like a song that is played but once and in the minds of others, the
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melody quickly fades. If I, through my efforts in writing this history,

can preserve just a part of my father’s song, I will have achieved my

purpose.

Returning now to the question of what in fact did my father

really leave me, I offer this summary. First of all, he left me with the

measure of what a man ought to be. He established a code of ethics by

which I should live. He provided me with the insight to living and,

yes, even dying when that time comes. My father once told me that

dying is an inescapable part of life. He said, “No one wants to die, nor

do we like to see others die, but no one has ever figured out a better

way.”

My father knew and understood the struggle that it took to sur-

vive. Whenever the pressures of life became too great or overwhelm-

ing, I knew that I could always depend upon him to offer some reas-

surance or explanation as to why things had to be as they were. The

most important quality that my father possessed, and is often over-

looked in our present day society of seekers and doers, is the fact that

he had a real, honest- to- goodness heart. He would never turn his

back on anyone no matter what the price. He would never sacrifice

someone else for his own personal gain. If the opportunity ever pre-

sented itself, he would be quick to turn it down. His expression was,

“How could a person ever be happy with something once they had it

knowing how it was gained?” He could always put things in their

proper perspective and thereby make the problem at hand more bear-

able. Even today, when it appears that the pressures of life become

overwhelming, I can draw upon the many thoughts or ideas that he
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would impart and that help me to go on. He manifested strength and

the strength of his spirit carries on. I am grateful that he shared his

qualities and gifts with me and that I had the pleasure of knowing the

man. My father could cause the sun to shine at the height of the storm.

I may be in error as to the source of his strength, but it is my opinion

that he possessed qualities that are particular to the Irish people. I am

convinced that the Irish possess an indomitable spirit that no matter

how difficult life may be, better days are ahead.

My success in life will be determined by how well I hold to the

principles that my father tried to instill within me. He was a truthful

man and whenever he made a pronouncement about life in general, I

could never prove him wrong. One of the follies of youth is to chal-

lenge age. My best attempts at finding some fault or error in my

father’s thinking or judgement only provoked a loving smile or laugh.

He never used my mistakes against me. If he ever reminded me of my

mistakes, it was for the purpose of correcting any future problems that

might arise because of them. Other than that, he made my life a learn-

ing experience. I take refuge in the thought that even if I do fail in life,

he will be waiting somewhere with forgiveness in his heart. I can

almost predict what his words might be. He would say,"Don’t worry,

Boy. You can bet that no one is perfect and at least you gave it one hell

of a try."

My father once told me that you could tell whether or not you

would enjoy the company of fishing with a man the minute that man

first steps foot into the boat. I am proud to say, and not just as a son,

but as a friend, that my father took pleasure in fishing with me as well.
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After he died, I realized that he symbolized for me, the Irish peo-

ple. I was determined that sometime during my life I would see the

Land from where my father’s people had come and perhaps, find the

blood that had caused my father to be the kind of man that he was. I

was sure that once I reached Ireland, I would find others like him, but

I was wrong. He was unique. I did find traces of him everywhere, but

what I really found was that Ireland was more than just a Land or even

a people. Ireland was a place in my father’s heart.
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The author as a child with his father Patrick J. Crane
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Childhood Past

Tales of old he would often tell,

Caught was I as though cast in a spell.

Like a giant oak that stretches on high,

He had once been a sapling such as I.

His past to me was so far away,

I could not imagine beyond today.

He spoke of a time when he was just a boy,

Stories that were filled with childhood joy.

No longer did he tower over me,

Gone were my days upon his knee.

I stood as a man and met his eye,

Quickly came the time that he would die.

Days gone by I carry with me now,

I think of him and wonder how;

Did his years fade ever so fast,

When I was a boy and he spoke of the past?
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My Irish Odyssey

Setting the Stage

Iwas born in 1933 at the height of the Great Depression and

I was raised on the South Side of Chicago among the many

apartment buildings that filled the neighborhoods in which I lived.

There was no television, nor air-conditioning and the suburbs did not

exist. With the exception of the weekends when my father took us to

the country, my playground was the streets and back alleys of the city.

I am telling you this in order to provide you with some contrast to the

world as we know it today. We lived our life at a much slower pace.

We took nothing for granted and if we wished for something, it usu-

ally never happened, or if it did, it took a long time coming. If we

were disappointed in not having our wish come true, we simply over-

came the problem by wishing for something else. One had to have a

vivid imagination to compensate for the realities of the time. We took

nothing for granted.

From my perspective, winning a trip to Ireland was a miracle in

itself. To resurrect a family from the vestiges of time was one thing.

To walk within my dreams was yet another. I had imagined that I

would be surrounded by the spirits of those that I had sought to find.

To me, it would be like going home. Ireland was the Land of the
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dreams of my youth aided by all the stories that my father would

often tell. When I was still a young man, I had asked my father why

he made such an occasion out of St. Patrick’s Day and why he thought

it was so important to tell everyone that he was Irish. His response to

me was, “The Irish have traveled the world over and everywhere that

they have gone, they have made friends. If you tell people that you are

Irish, you will never be without friends.” I was not disappointed when

I got to Ireland. It not only speaks for friendship, it is a Land that

speaks of the past. The countryside is full of places that time has for-

gotten. It is dotted with castles that are centuries old. If you are even

remotely Irish, you cannot escape the feeling of the past as it takes

hold. One need only to climb the castle towers and suddenly you are

surrounded by a mighty army and the sound of battle is all around.

I have avoided giving a physical description of Ireland other

than to say that it is really green. The purpose of my trip was to seek

the past and to gain an appreciation of the people and to try to cap-

ture some of the spirit that dwells within. I do not think that I could

do justice in trying to produce a travelog equal to those who are

experts in the field and who travel throughout the world for that par-

ticular purpose. If someone were to question me regarding the best

places to eat or drink or what sights to see, my answer would proba-

bly be such that they might even doubt that I had ever been there. I

will say that I did enjoy a fish dinner in Ireland the likes of which I

will probably never have the pleasure of eating again. One of the

experiences that I am sorry that I missed was not stopping to talk with

some of the many Tinkers that travel through the countryside and can
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be seen camped at the edge of every big town. I am of the opinion

that these people probably possess a knowledge and a history of

Ireland that goes beyond any that some of the Irish who live in the

cities might even have. I am sure that if my father had been there, it

would not have been any time at all before he would have been sit-

ting next to their campfires and listening to their stories of old. I

regret not having seen the Lakes of Killarney or Galway Bay. Some

other places of interest that I missed were the Abbey Theater in

Dublin or browsing through the National Library. If I ever return,

these places would surely be on my list. I did, however, shop in many

of the stores that were along my route and I purchased a few hand-

crafted items that I will treasure for a long time to come.

My journey took a path from the South West where my plane

had landed at Shannon Airport, down through the heartland of

Tipperary and Kilkenny that is otherwise known as the Golden Vale,

and then on to the lower East Coast by way of Waterford and

Wexford. From there I traveled up the coast to Dublin. When I left

Dublin, I drove on a diagonal course to Shannon where I had origi-

nally started. I covered over 500 miles in the car that was leased for

me during the two weeks that I was there.



Irish Houses
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Ireland Revisited

Spirits rise and fairy wings gently stir the air,

From Fethard Town to Mullinahone they knew that he was there.

He had no doubt as they cast about and echoed his return,

The flame of love within his heart had never ceased to burn.

“Now tell me lad do you not feel that I am with you now,

From Slievenamon to Old Tip Town and back to Knocknagow?”

The answer was clear as the spirit drew near;

For as he followed the path he started to laugh as he had no fear.

“This is the place where we danced to the fiddle,

To where you were led as you solved the riddle.”

“Now we are one as you are our son and a son you will always be;”

So with a smile, he said, “Linger awhile before you cross that sea.”
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My First Reactions In Ireland

For me, to be standing in Ireland was almost too much to

comprehend. Suddendly, all of the stories that I had ever

heard and all of the books that I had ever read and all of the movies

that I had ever seen, about Ireland, were revolving around me all at

once. As my father had often said, “They came from Tipperary and

Kilkenny.” His voice echoed in my mind as I looked down at the dust

that was on my shoes and the road signs that directed my way. During

my drive through Tipperary, I turned off of the road and stopped the

car within a rest area. I got out of the car and sat down upon a tree

stump that was next to a pond and I watched some ducks as they

swam by. I was surrounded by tall pine trees and the sky was blue with

puffs of white. I was isolated from the world and there was a stillness

in the air. It was then that I realized for the first time exactly where I

was and could feel the emotions of what I had gained. I had returned

to a land that my great- grandfather had left and had never seen again.

It had taken one hundred and seventeen years for his blood to return.

I looked up at the sky and said, “Dad, I am here at last.” As if he did

not already know.
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The Joseph Kennedy Family

Iproceeded to drive on to Callan in Kilkenny and visit the

Kennedy Farm. The farm was actually a short distance from

Callan and on the road that leads to Mullinahone. As I approached

the farm, it was all that I had previously imagined that it would be. I

hope that you can appreciate the fact that I was about to meet a man

who I had never known and had found by way of a newspaper adver-

tisement and had corresponded with by letter for the past year. He

was the only one in all of Ireland who had answered my plea for help

in the search for my past. The Kennedy family had been expecting me

because I had written ahead and had shared the good news about win-

ning my trip. I was greeted by Joe’s wife, Liz and two of their three

children. Liz told me that Joe was in the pasture with his tractor and

their oldest son, Stephan, gathering hay for the cows. I decided that I

would walk down the road and meet him. I walked in the direction

from where I knew he would come and as I did, a tractor was slowly

making its way toward me. A moment was about to happen that I

never believed would become a reality. Where once we had commu-

nicated over a great ocean, we soon stood face to face and shook each

other’s hand.

I rode the tractor back to the farm and within a short time, I

was helping Joe and Stephen load the hay into the barn. After we fin-
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ished the work, Joe took me to the house and introduced me to the

rest of the family. I am convinced that Joe’s father and mother make

Ireland the land that it is. I admire them greatly. Joe then told me that

he was going to walk down the boreen and bring the cows home. As

I turned to walk with him, Joe’s father handed me his own guiding

stick for the cows. It was a simple gesture, but it meant something

personal to me of great magnitude. It signified his way of life and he

had shared it with me. I was no longer a stranger. I had been accept-

ed as one of their own. As Joe and I walked along the path and drove

the cows home, I felt as if I had, indeed, returned to a place that I had

once known.

Later in the evening, as I sat with Joe and his family in their

parlour, I showed Joe a book that I had borrowed from Dr. John

Fennessy. Dr. Fennessy had purchased the book in a used book store

in the Hyde Park neighborhood near the University of Chicago. The

book was published in 1876 and was a directory of all of the Irish

Catholic priests who were assigned to the various parishes in Ireland.

It was titled, “The Irish Catholic Directory.” Dr. Fennessys wife,

Anne, had read through the book and had noticed the name, Rev.

Patrick Crane, Prior, Augustinian, Grantstown, Bannow. That entry

caused me to experience one of the most profound and revealing

episodes of my whole trip. Dr. Fennessy had been born in Clonmel,

County Tipperary, and Anne had been born in Dublin. They had

even contacted their relatives in Ireland before I had left home in

order that I might have some place to stay if I should desire to do so.

Anne Fennessy had told me that I must follow the book’s lead and
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visit Bannow while I was in Ireland. I will be forever thankful that I

followed her advice.

Joe’s response to the entry in the book was to walk over to his

bookcase and remove a book titled, “The Augustinians in Callan,

1467-1977.” It was written by Fr. Thomas C. Butler, O.S.A. (O.S.A.

meaning the Order of Saint Augustine). There is a quote on the title

page of this book that I think is most appropriate to insert at this

time.  It reads:

The Past and Present here unite

Beneath time’s flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook

But seen on either side

H. W. Longfellow

Once again the name of Father Patrick Crane, 0. S. A. appeared

in Joe’s book. In addition, there were the additional names of Bishop

Martin Crane, O.S.A. and Father Philip Crane, O.S.A. I told Joe that

if possible, I would like to obtain a copy of the book that he owned.

He promised me that the next day we would go to Callan and visit

the abbey where I might be able to get one.

The day that I had arrived at Joe Kennedy’s farm was August

15th, the Feast of the Assumption. The family had already planned to

go to Mass that evening and as a result, I rode to Church with Joe

Kennedy’s father and mother in their car. We all attended Mass
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together. While there is a certain amount of uniformity throughout

the world in the Order of the Mass within the Catholic Church, the

experience of listening to that young Irish priest deliver his sermon

was rather unique. The fact that I sat with the Kennedy family made

it all the more meaningful to me.

We finished our evening by visiting a pub in Callan where we

shared a few glasses of Guinness Beer. I sat in a place that was just two

doors from a store that had at one time carried the name of Cudahy

over its entrance. The storefront had been captured in a photograph

that I had seen in Michael Cudahy’s Marquette Electronics Company

Headquarters in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, the year before. To me, the

events that were happening transcended all the laws that governed

both time and place. I had no idea what was yet to come.

The next day Joe and I visited Kilkenny City and saw some of

the sights in and around that city. We then went to the Church in

Callan where I was fortunate enough to obtain a copy of the book

that Joe had shown to me at his house. As he handed it to me, the

priest told me that the man who had written the book, Father

Thomas C. Butler, O.S.A., was still alive and well and serving the

faith. Fr. Butler was assigned to the Parish at Grantstown Priory,

Wellington Bridge, Bannow, County Wexford. The very place where

Fr. Patrick Crane, O.S.A. had once served! There was no longer any

doubt in my mind that I would go there.

It was with extreme sadness that I had to leave Joe Kennedy’s

farm. I had come a long way and under extraordinary circumstances

to meet the man and his family. Joe told me that he felt obliged to set
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me free within the land. I think that he felt the same way that I did

and his words were spoken in a manner that we both understood. I

could have spent the rest of my time on his farm, but the road was

beckoning me to be on my way. Our final words of parting were

exchanged over a wall that had once been a part of the house where

Patrick Cudahy of the Cudahy Meatpacking Company once lived.

Patrick Cudahy and his family had left that house and traveled to

America in 1849. I will always cherish the memory of Joe Kennedy

and his family. I had bid them my final farewell.

The Name Kickham

It was rather late in the day when I left Joe Kennedy’s farm. I

still had plenty of time left before me in Ireland and there

were places that I still wanted to visit within the Tipperary/Kilkenny

area before I proceeded on to Bannow. Of immediate concern was

finding a place for me to stay for the night. My destination was an inn

that was located in the town of Carrick-On-Suir in County Tipperary.

It was raining rather heavy when I got there and as luck would have

it, there was no room available. The innkeeper was kind, however, in

that she told me that she would phone around and help me to locate

a place to stay. She succeeded in locating a room in an inn near

Cashel, County Tipperary. The name of the inn was, “Kickham’s

Tourist Accomodation.” The name “Kickham” would stay with me
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throughout my entire trip in Ireland and even after I returned home.

It was another one of those Providential signs that at first I did not

recognize, but later learned to appreciate. What one must learn to

expect in reading my story is that people and places and things have

a habit of recurring until their true meaning or significance is finally

revealed. I am somewhat dismayed by those who have often coun-

tered my interpretation of my experiences with the expression, “My,

what a coincidence.” In order to gain the full value of what life’s forces

have to offer, one must first be atuned to or at least have an awareness

of what is taking place in any given situation or event at hand. To

merely go through life reacting to external stimulus without develop-

ing any semblance of thought as to why some things happen as they

sometimes do, is to place one’s self on a lower level of development. I

find it most difficult to relate to those type of people. They do not

have the introspection by which to sense that there is a greater realm

or purpose of design in the universe besides one’s own selfish

instincts. They have no imagination about life outside of their own

little world. I pity those who have never gazed up on a starry night

and have never experienced the thought that they are never really

alone. One individual very graphically described those type of people

for me. “Tom,” he said, “Those type of people are spiritually dead.”

In essence, if life has no meaning for a person other than the

material world, the disappointments both with people and things can

be many, indeed. If one can overlook their own material wants or

needs and the everyday stresses and strains in life, there is a higher

order of things that one can aspire to. There are those who, as they
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read these words might question what it is that I am trying to say. It

takes a certain amount of vision to grasp the meaning of my words

and I do not mean vision in the literal sense. Oftentimes our eyes

deceive us. Our interpretation of life is often made according to our

own viewpoint and we all tend to view things differently. Some peo-

ple have said that I was “lucky” to have won my trip to Ireland. My

feeling is that if I had not had a vision of Ireland in my mind, then

Ireland would never have been.

As I came to find out, the Kickham Tourist Accomodation was

not named after the man who owned the inn. The significance of the

name was yet to come. The inn was just a short distance from

Fethard, County Tipperary. Fethard was the ancestral home of my

branch of the Crane family. It was the place where my great-grandfa-

ther, Patrick Crean, was born and baptized.

Joe Kennedy had a vision and it led him to Holy Trinity

Church in Fethard. He told me in one of his letters that he suddenly

had a thought that came to him as he and his wife, Liz, were return-

ing home after having taken their son, Stephen, to summer camp.

They had stopped to eat lunch near the town of Fethard and whether

by impulse or deductive reasoning, he made the statement to Liz that

Fethard is where Tom Crane’s people are from. Based upon the fami-

ly names that I had provided to him, he was able to secure a copy of

my great-grandfather’s Baptismal Certificate. There is no doubt in his

mind nor in mine that the certificate is authentic. Every detail that I

had provided as to date and family members have been verified. What

led Joe Kennedy to find what he did, only he can answer.
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Celtic Crosses in Churchyard
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Holy Trinity Church, Fethard, County Tipperary

Patrick Crean had been baptized in Holy Trinity Church on

January 9, 1844. (As a side note of interest, my father,

Patrick J. Crane, died January 6, 1979, and was buried on January

9th). Patricks parents names were Michael Crean and Mary Shea. The

witnesses to the event were Thomas Coady and Catherine Shea. My

visit to Holy Trinity Church was momumental, to say the least. One

of the most dramatic moments came for me as I stood before the very

altar where on a cold day in January many years ago, a priest poured

water over a new born baby’s head and welcomed his soul into God’s

realm. Three generations would live their lives before the fruit of that

baby’s tree would return to stand in front of that very altar and pay

tribute to that act of consecration.

As I turned to leave the Church, an old man came up to me. He

told me that he often assisted the priest at Mass. He asked me if I want-

ed to see the priest’s vestments and when I responded that I did, he led

me to the sacristy behind the altar. There he showed me all of the various

vestments that were used in the Church services. He asked me if I did not

think that they were beautiful. My response was that I thought that they

certainly were. This stranger had shared something of great personal

interest with me. I was destined to find out within a few days time the

significance of what those priestly vestments really meant to me.
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Jim Crean
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Jim Crean of Fethard

Fethard was also the home of Jim Crean who Joe Kennedy

had also found for me. Jim was the son of Michael Crean

and Bridget Hackett. Michael was in turn the son of John Crean and

Elizabeth Gleason. John was the brother of my great-grandfather,

Patrick Crean. Jim Crean was my cousin.

My visit with Jim Crean had been a warm one. We sat within

his kitchen where we shared dark Irish bread and tea. We exchanged

our impressions of America and he told me of his life in Ireland and

of the time when he had fought with the Irish Republican Army in

1921 during the struggle for independence. Later on he drove me to

Red City Cemetery where the bones of our ancestors now lay. We

stood before those who had already returned to dust and whose blood

now coursed through our own veins. On the way back from the

cemetery, we stopped by the Augustinian Abbey in Fethard where he

introduced me to one of the priests. Jim was a very kind and gracious

man and simple in his ways. I later learned from his son’s wife, Marie

Crean, that Jim had passed away on December 27, 1983. He was 81

years old. He now occupies the same ground where we had both

stood and paid our respects to those who had passed before us.

The City of Fethard left a lasting memory with me. I had visit-

ed the Holy Trinity Church, the Augustinian Abbey, Jim Crean and
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even the very pub where Joe Kennedy and Liz had stopped for a drink

the previous year. The remarkable thing was that the pub owner knew

who I was after I identified myself. He remembered Joe and Liz hav-

ing talked about myself in America and he was the very person who

had directed them to Jim Crean when they had inquired as to

whether or not there were any Crane or Crean families living in the

area. I somehow felt as though my path had been prepared for me

even before I arrived in Ireland. I had no idea where it would take me,

but I knew that I would have to continue on.

As I prepared to leave Fethard, I paid one last visit to the

Augustinian Abbey where Jim Crean had introduced me to the priest.

The original ruins of that abbey date back to about the llth Century.

A newer Church was built next to the old walls during the 1700’s. I

took the time to go inside where I could sit and think for a short

while. Many thoughts were passing through my mind when they were

interrupted by the sound of ’ footsteps drawing closer to me. As I

watched, an old woman approached the altar to light a candle. She

was accompanied by an old, black dog. As she knelt to say her prayers,

the dog rested his head by placing it upon the seat of the pew next to

me. The dog and I looked into each other’s eyes. I thought to myself,

how much more simpler could life be? Here I was sitting in an old

abbey in Ireland and accompanied by an old woman with her dog and

sharing our time with God. The Creator must have appreciated the

scene.
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Clonmel and Other Cities

My next few days were rather uneventful as far as finding

any new information regarding the Crane family. I

spent one night in the home of Dr. Fennessy’s brother, Ciernan, and

his wife, Brid, that is located in the City of ’ Clonmel. They were

quite kind and hospitable towards me. I slept in a room whose win-

dow looked out upon a field where the Irish troops of that City gave

the English conqueror, Cromwell, one of the toughest battles of his

Irish campaign. The walls of the fortress are still standing in some

places. I was very grateful for the treatment that the Fennessy family

of Clonmel had given to me.

I wanted to visit the City of Thurles because that is where the

newspaper is published that carried my advertisement which resulted

in my finding Joe Kennedy. After spending a night in the City of

Cashel, I traveled back up through Tipperary and saw the Mountains

of Slievenamon. It was difficult for me to cast off the haste that one

is accustomed to in America. On my way to Thurles, I drove past a

very impressive Church. As kind of an afterthought, I stopped the car

and turned it around. The name of the Church was Holy Cross

Abbey. The Church was in the process of undergoing reconstruction.

This was the very Church that had been built for the purpose of erect-

ing a shrine to house the remains of the True Cross. I had attended
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Holy Cross Grammer School in Chicago, Illinois, and it was interest-

ing for me to see the Church that the school that I had attended was

named after.

A Ghost From the Past

My journey through the heartland of Ireland had taken

me about four days time. I made one last stop at the

Kennedy farm before continuing on my way towards the eastern

coast. It was nice to see them once again even if the visit was so brief.

As I left the town of Callan, I passed what Joe Kennedy had previ-

ously told me was an abandoned work house that dated back to the

era of the Great Famine. Its dark grey color and gaunt windows cast

a haunting spell over the land. Joe had told me that millions of peo-

ple had disappeared after having been admitted to the work houses

that had at one time been built throughout Ireland. Supposedly, they

had been erected to house the hungry and homeless, but in reality

they were the 19th Century answer to Hitler’s death camps. I was

made to reflect upon how my family was able to survive through

those terrible and desperate times. Patrick Crean had been born in

1844 just 3 years before the famine had struck. Somehow Patrick

managed to survive and as a consequence, I was now able to look

upon a structure that now symbolized the price in lost lives that

Ireland had to pay during the course of her sad history.
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Bannow At Last

My journey to Bannow had taken me through Waterford

where the famous Irish crystal of the same name is

made. I stopped briefly in the City of New Ross which is the ances-

tral home of President John F. Kennedy. My destination that day was

the Grantstown Priory. I was anxious to meet Father Thomas C.

Butler, O.S.A., who had written about the Augustinians in Callan in

hopes that he could tell me something about Father Patrick Crane. I

had traveled a long way from the Fennessy home in Chicago where

Anne Fennessy had first shown me Patrick Crane’s entry in the 1876

Directory of Irish priests. After I had knocked on the door and the

housekeeper told Fr. Butler who I was, he welcomed me into his

study. After a brief conversation during which I explained to him the

purpose of my visit, Fr. Butler left the room and within a short time

returned with yet another book in his hand. He handed the book to

me and I looked at the title. It read, “The Augustinians in New Ross

and Clonmines.” Fr. Butler had written this book also. A whole chap-

ter of this book had been devoted to the priestly Crane Family includ-

ing pictures and a family tree. There were also numerous references

made to the Cranes throughout the book. The Crane family of

Wexford County had devoted over 30 of their sons and daughters to

the Church dating back to the year 1690. Ten of the priests had been
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Augustinians including Father Patrick Crane. Bishop Martin Crane,

O.S.A.., had been the first Catholic Bishop that was assigned to

Australia. Two of the priests, Fathers Peter and Mark, went to

America where they served as Pastors at Old St. Augustine’s Church

in Philadelphia. I asked Fr. Butler if I might purchase a copy of the

book and he told me that he did not have any more at hand. He said

that I would have to write to the Augustinian Archives in Ballyboden

if I wanted to obtain a copy. Father Butler told me that he was the his-

torian for the Augustinian Order in Ireland. He had, in fact, written

a whole series of books detailing the history of the Augustinian Order

in Callan, Fethard, New Ross and Clonmines and John’s Lane in

Dublin. The significance of these locations was to be pointed out to

me later. Father Butler went on to say that a number of the priests

were buried in Kilcavan Cemetery which was just a couple of miles

away from the Grantstown Priory. The day was growing short and I

knew that I would not have the time to get there. I decided that I

would find a place to stay the night and visit the cemetery the next

day. Father Butler then invited me to have supper with him. We

shared a light meal of egg, bread and tea. The meal was rather simple,

but I felt honored to be in the company of a man such as he.  The

information that he had given to me was so extensive and so over-

whelming that it made it difficult for me to comprehend what it was

that I had entered upon. I was having difficulty trying to relate the

family in Fethard with the one in Wexford. It took considerable time

for my thoughts to settle down. As my search had progressed, I felt as

though I was literally being brought before the Almighty. I was



66

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

amazed to think that my family name had been so closely associated

with the Church. I began to reflect upon my own life and I wondered

what meaning all of this held for me. I came to Ireland completely

unprepared for what had transpired. I could not even begin to

describe the state of mind that I was in at the time. I was somewhat

befuddled and as I tried to put the pieces together, I began to wonder

what impact this might eventually have upon me. I thought about

how this might influence my direction and purpose in life. I had

sought for the past based upon the love that I held for my parents, but

I had no idea that this is what I would find. Father Butler went on to

say, amidst my thoughts, that the Wexford Crane family had become

so closely wedded to the Church that it had brought that branch of

the family close to extinction. They had sacrificed their family name

and all that went with it in order to serve their God and there was I,

a Crane, wondering what it was that they were trying to tell me. As I

would soon discover, their message would continue as my travels in

went on.

I spent the night at an inn that was not too far away. The next

day I drove to Kilcavan Cemetery. The cemetery is located within the

ruins of an old abbey. As a child, I had played in the ruins of old

buildings in the City of Chicago that might have been something that

I considered old at the time. The ruins of the abbey dated back to

about the 15th Century. The tombstones were sunk within the

ground and some of them had become twisted and turned and cov-

ered with brush.

I tripped and stumbled more than once as I walked among the
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graves in search of the priests’ headstones. My task was made more

difficult as I was continually bothered by bees that were flying all

around me. It was an exhausting search and I was not having much

success. The graves were not to be found. After awhile, I just stood

there not knowing what to do. It was then, after all was quiet, that I

heard the sound of voices in the distance. Since I was not able to find

them on my own, I thought to myself, “Maybe if I ask the people

from where the voices came, they would direct me to the graves.” I

walked down the road in the direction of the voices and I came upon

two men and a boy who happened to be standing and talking in the

road. After I had asked my question, one of the two men responded,

“Why sure, I can show you right where the graves are. I was the care-

taker for the cemetery for many years and I know where each one of

them is buried.” He led me back to the cemetery and as I walked

behind him through the rows of graves, he suddenly stopped and bent

and moved some brush away. Very proudly he said, “There they are.”

Standing before me were three headstones bearing all of the priests’

names. There was more than one name recorded on each stone

because the graves served as a common family burial plot. I read the

inscriptions very closely and took a series of photographs. After I had

paid my respects and thanked the man for his efforts, I turned to walk

away. That is when he said, “If you are a Crane, then you surely would

want to visit Peter Crane, who lives not far from here.” He pointed in

the direction and said, “His house is up that road and over the hill

about 2 or 3 miles away.” A real, live Crane: I jumped at the chance

as once more my path was being paved.
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Peter Crane (1892-1983)

With some little difficulty and after having asked direc-

tions along the way, I finally found Peter Crane’s house.

I drove through a wooded area and parked the car in front of an old

swinging iron gate. I walked along a wooded path and found the

house set within a clearing. The house was rather typical of the Irish

countryside. The cement walls were painted white and it had a tin

roof. I later learned that the house was over 300 years old and that

Peter had replaced the thatch with tin. My knock on the door was

answered by Margaret Neville, Peter’s niece. Margaret served Peter as

nurse, companion and caretaker. I told her the purpose of my visit

and she replied that she would ask Peter if he would be willing and

able to see me. I sat within a waiting area for what seemed like an

indeterminable amount of time. I could hear their voices as they dis-

cussed my presence. I was hoping that Peter would grant my request.

I had come so far and after getting so close, I would not know what

to do if I had been turned away. I prayed that the Good Lord would

cause Peter to have it in his heart to see me. I could feel that some-

thing was close at hand and I did not want it to slip away. I said to

myself, “Please Peter, see me now, if just for a little while.” Finally,

Margaret came back into the room where I had been waiting and told

me that Peter would accept my visit. She forewarned me that Peter



69

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

was old and weak. Peter was confined to bed after having fallen and

broken his hip two years previous. He spent his time between his bed

and his wheelchair. In recent months, he had been mostly confined to

his bed. He was 91 years old and his days were numbered. Peter could

not hear very well and since I was not accustomed to shouting in

another man’s house, Margaret acted as an interpreter by relaying my

words. It was a difficult conversation as it was also compounded by

the fact that it took the old man a while to digest the thoughts that

my words brought and in return, he could only give a very weakened

response. It was very difficult for me and I sat on the edge of my chair

and listened to each and every word that he said. The topic of con-

versation was whether we had any relatives in common and if so,

could we establish a link between our families. Names and places were

exchanged and I tried as best as I could to find a connection. The

unfortunate problem was that Peter’s memory had faded with age and

his words were difficult to come by. He told me that there had been

a Patrick Crane in the family and that Patrick had gone to America a

long time ago in order to search for gold. Nobody ever heard from

Patrick again, but the story came back from America that he had been

murdered for a hunk of gold that he had found that was, “As big as

my head.” I told Peter that maybe it was pride that turned Patrick’s

coal into gold and this same pride caused Patrick to hide his failure in

life by never being heard from again.

In his younger days, Peter had spent some time in a logging

camp in Canada and therefore, he had some idea what America was

like. I could feel a bond begin to build between us as my visit went
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on. There came a point in our conversation when Peter reached up

and grasped my hands and said, “You are mine, you are mine.” I was

overcome by Peter’s expression of acceptance and all that I could do

was sit in silence in the chair that was next to his bed. It suddenly

occured to me that I had the true test at my command. The idea came

to me in a whimsical moment and I asked Margaret to ask Peter if his

name was Irish or English in origin. When she did, Peter roared and

hollered and pounded the bed and during that time he yelled, “Its

Irish, dammit, its Irish.” Shades of my father, if Peter did not have the

same blood, he at least had the same temper. When I explained the

reason why I had asked the question, we all had a good Irish laugh

and we were drawn even closer together.

Margaret left the room and the Old Man and I shared many

deep thoughts. The sun was shining through the window on what was

in Ireland, an Autumn day. The stillness of the air was broken only by

the hum of a fly or mosquito. I was in a rather remote part of Ireland

and there was no outside noise to break the quiet around us. I had

come a long way for these few brief moments and I was going to hold

onto them as long as I was able. I had built a kinship and I wanted it

to last.

Margaret returned to the room and asked me if I wanted some

cake and tea. I replied that I did and then she asked me if I would care

to see the castle out back while she was making the tea. I told her that

I did not even know that there was a castle, but if there was, I surely

did want to see it. Her reply was, “There is a castle called Danescastle

that is in the field in back of the house.” With that news, I did not
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hesitate. The castle was hidden by a group of trees and once I walked

through them, there stood the castle in all of its splendor and glory.

It was square and wider at the base as it sloped and narrowed as it

neared the top. It was in perfect condition and looked as though it

had been built only yesterday even though it was centuries old.

I returned to the house and it was while I was sitting in the

kitchen having my cake and tea that Margaret looked at me and said,

“I had a dream the other night that I would be talking to an American

and you are he.” She told me that she had once worked in an inn near

Shannon Airport as a maid and had met a lot of Americans during

that time. She said that I was the first one, however, to ever visit her’s

and Peter’s home.

As I bid my farewell to Peter and Margaret, I bent and kissed

Peter’s forehead and shook his hand. A few months later I sent Peter

a Christmas card and in return, I received a letter from Margaret

telling me that Peter was dead. She also told me in her letter that the

last words that Peter had spoken before he died was that he had

received a Christmas card from Tom Crane in America. I suddenly

realized that I had won a free trip to Ireland and found my way to

Peter based upon an entry in a book that was purchased by someone

else in a used bookstore in Chicago and, as if that were not enough, I

was led to him by voices that I had heard from a graveyard. The

crowning glory was for me to have been the last person that Peter had

spoken about in all of his 91 years.

After I had traveled to Dublin and went to the Augustinian

Archives in Ballyboden and obtained a copy of Fr. Thomas C. Butler’s
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book, “The Augustinians in New Ross and Clonmines,” I read the

footnote at the end of the chapter that dealt with the priestly Crane

family. It was then and only then, that I had noticed the entry.  It said,

“The last remaining descendant of the Slovey Crane family is Peter

Crane who lives at Danescastle in County Wexford.” Peter had been

the last living male of that branch of the Crane family that had

spawned all of those priests and nuns dating back to the year 1690. I

will leave it to posterity to interpret the significance of this event.

Patrick J. Crane of Enniscorthy

This next episode is interesting from the standpoint of just

meeting people. When I had stayed at the Fennessy home

in Clonmel, County Tipperary, I had written down a list of Crane

families and their telephone numbers as listed in the telephone direc-

tory throughout the Southern part of Ireland. I had taken special

notice of a Patrick J. Crane, Photographer, who lived in Enniscorthy.

I left Wexford County with intention of traveling up the East Coast

to Dublin. Enniscorthy was along this route. I located the street in

Enniscorthy where Patrick Crane’s shop was listed as being. I parked

the car and walked along the street looking for the shop. I then saw a

sign hanging above the window that read, “Patrick J. Crane,

Photographer.” Just at that moment a man was rolling up the awning

that was over the window. I walked up to him and introduced myself
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and inquired if he might not be Patrick J. Crane. He said, “Indeed I

am,” and then he shook my hand. At the same time he said, “Hello,

Tom Crane from America.” When I told him what my purpose was

in Ireland, he said that he was sorry because he could be of no help to

me. He told me that his people had come to Ireland from England a

few hundred years before. They had been shipbuilders in the City of

Bath. He could not, therefore, make any connection with the Irish

Cranes. When all was said and done, it turned out to be a very pleas-

ant visit with a very pleasant man. I certainly enjoyed our brief con-

versation although I was disappointed that I could not establish any

connection between our families.

After I reached Dublin, I tried to contact another Patrick Crane

that I had found listed as living there. He was not home when I called

and the family baby sitter took down the message. Unbeknowing to

myself, Patrick Crane had tried to contact me the next day after I had

already left Dublin for the purpose of making my way back to

Shannon Airport and then on to home. After I was home for a few

weeks, I thought that I should write to Patrick in the event that he did

try to reach me. Besides, he might have had some information to

offer. I was pleased to receive his reply. He told me in his letter that

he had made an extra effort to try and contact me as he had phoned

some likely places that I might stay along my route to Shannon. Of

course, his efforts were to no avail as he had not been able to inter-

cept me. The next thing that he said in his letter came as a complete

surprise and a shock. After telling me something of his family and

background, he said, “Of course you have already met my father.”
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The photographs that he enclosed said it all. His father was Patrick J.

Crane, Photographer, of Enniscorthy. The ways of the world are

strange, indeed.

Dublin

Ihad finally reached Dublin as I had planned. I was fortunate

in having chosen a house at which to stay that was somewhat

removed from the main part of the City. As previously arranged, I

called John O’Sullivan, Anne Fennessy’s brother, on the telephone

and the result was that he and his fiance, Delores, paid a visit to where

I had been staying in order to ensure that I was comfortable. They

even took the time to drive me around the City in order to show me

some of the sights. It was during one of our evenings out on the town

and when we were relaxing in a pub, that Delores told me that a man

had written a history of Tipperary called, “Knocknagow.” The

author’s name was Charles Kickham. His name was with me once

again.

During the time that I was in Dublin, I walked the many side

streets and boulevards and saw the sights that one would normally

associate with that City. I walked over one of the many bridges that

cross the River Liffey and I visited the Custom House where all of the
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Civil Records are kept. Unfortunately, none of the records for either

the Cranes/Creans or Cuddys/Cudahys could be found. They simply

did not exist. The Irish Civil War had caused the destruction of many

of the records through fire and bombs. Hopefully, some day, I will

return and go back into the countryside and visit the many Parishes

where the original records are still kept.

As I walked through the streets of Dublin, I visited some of the

many stores and shops and captured some of the sights and sounds

that had inspired the Irish writers both past and present. I enjoyed

every moment of my stay. Dublin is a fine old City and I am sorry

that I could not have stayed longer in order to see some of the things

that I had missed. It is unfortunate that time and circumstance is

beyond our control. I especially appreciated the people and the cour-

tesy that they had bestowed upon me. They were very thoughtful and

kind.

Ballyboden, Dublin

My primary concern while I was in Dublin was to visit the

Augustinian Archives that are located in Ballyboden,

Dublin, for the purpose of obtaining a copy of Fr. Butlers book.

Happily, I was able to do just that and, as before, the unexpected

occured. I was introduced to Father Patrick Duffnex, O.S.A., who is

in charge of the Archives. He was very kind and gracious towards me.
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He led me up to the room where all of the files and records are kept

on the Augustinian Order in Ireland. He not only provided me with

a copy of the book that I had sought, he also allowed me to scan the

file that is kept on the Crane priests. As I sat next to Fr. Duffner at

his work table, he reviewed the material that I had brought with me.

As he looked at my papers, his head began to slowly move back and

forth. My heart fell. I immediately interpreted this as a negative reac-

tion that a connection did not exist. I asked him, “What is the mat-

ter, Father, do you find some disagreement with what I have shown

to you?” His reply was, “On the contrary, I am astounded by the

information that you have shown to me and I have no doubt that

there is a connection between the families. This family is part of your

own.” He went on to explain to me that wherever the Augustinians

had established their abbeys, the Crane family could also be found.

“It had been a common practice for the families of the priests to live

near the abbeys in order for them to receive the sancity and protec-

tion of the Church,” he said. “It was much like the people in times of

old who had sought the protection of the castles around which they

often lived,” he told me. To have heard it from Fr. Duffner was twice

the blessing.

Before I left, Fr. Duffner removed a box that had been stored

on a shelf and he slowly took out and unwrapped a number of silver

chalices that had at one time belonged to various priests who had used

them to say Mass throughout Ireland. Some of those chalices were

centuries old. He read to me the inscriptions of the priests names that

were written in Latin and the years that they had been inscribed. He
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told me that the chalices had been gathered by different people from

all over Ireland during the course of time. They had been found hid-

den under the floors and in the ceilings of houses in order to escape

the detection of the men who had persecuted the priests during the

dark days of the Penal Times. Why the individual priests never

returned to retrieve them was not known. Some of them had proba-

bly been put to death or were forced to flee for their lives or had even

rotted to death in some prison. They had paid the ultimate price for

their faith. “Lives had been lost to protect these, “ he said. I felt as if

Fr. Duffner had shared something with me that very few men have

had the privilege or honor to enjoy. I was deeply touched. The spiri-

tual nature of my trip was something that I could not overlook.

Everywhere that I turned, a message was being given to me. I could

not escape from the implications of all that I had seen and heard. My

question was simply, “Why?”

Carrig, Wexford County

As I close the story of my Irish journey, I am reminded of

the visit that I had made to Carrig in County Wexford

after I had left Peter Crane’s house. Carrig was just a few miles dis-

tance from where Peter had lived. I went there for the purpose of

checking the Parish records for any information that they might con-

tain regarding the Crane family. As it turned out, there were no
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records, but my visit was one of the most profound as it summarized

all that I had experienced in Ireland.

I was received at the Parish door by Father Henry Sinnott,

O.S.A. Fr. Sinnott was a handsome, young Irish priest with a rich

brogue. Later, during the course of our conversation, he told me that

he knew what it was to do a hard day’s work. The strength of his

hands showed it. I told him my name and that I had just visit-

ed with Peter Crane. He told me that he knew Peter quite well and he

remarked what a fine man he was. Because of my name, I do believe

that the good priest held some empathy for me as the Crane family

had been so well represented in his Order. Fr. Sinnott welcomed me

into his study and as he sat down, he removed the Parish records from

the file. The records started shortly before 1844. As he turned the

pages of those records in search of my family name, he recounted the

names of other families that he knew and that still could be found liv-

ing in the Parish. As he paged through the years, he recalled the his-

tory of Ireland and the hardships that the people had known and suf-

fered and what it took for them to survive. He told me how those

people had been persecuted over the years through the tyranny of the

invaders and how the priests worked and were also persecuted for

their efforts to keep the culture and the history and the faith of

Ireland alive. While he related this history to me, his words flowed

like poetry in his rich Irish brogue. In speaking of the priests, he made

reference to the Crane’s when he directed his words to me and said,

“Your people kept the Augustinian Order from becoming extinct in

Ireland by devoting their sons to the priesthood during those harsh
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times.” For him to associate me with such a distinguished family

made me feel very humbled and honored. I did not know what to say.

He went on to express his recognition of people like myself who are

working to keep the memory of the past alive. He said, “Too often the

people of this Parish take their ancestry for granted because it is so

close to them. It is people like yourself who have been denied this

closeness who give great meaning and effort to seeking their past.”

This good priest had made everything that I did seem so much more

worthwhile. As I bid farewell, I half jokingly said to him, “Father,

keep the faith.” He laughed and smiled and said, “That is what I keep

telling them.”

And so ended what I came to consider as my pilgrimage

through Ire land and the emergence of a somewhat different view-

point towards life. I left Dublin and traveled towards Shannon

Airport with thoughts of going home. I stopped over for two days at

the City of Nenagh which is located near a lake by the name of Lough

Derg. I used my last days in Ireland in order to stroll through the City

and reflect upon what I had accomplished. It is very seldom in life

that a person can complete what they have set out to do and I believe

that I went beyond my point of expectations. If I had suddenly been

awakened from a dream, I would not have been the least bit surprised.

This had not been a dream, however, it had been reality. One of the

last items that I purchased before I boarded the plane that was to

carry me home, was a copy of a book that I had seen at one of the gift

shops near the airport. The book was titled, “Knocknagow” or “The

Homes of Tipperary” by Charles Kickham.
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An Irish Roof Thatcher
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Did You Ever See Ireland

Did you ever stand on the River Suir and

see the fish as they swim below ?

Did you ever stand on the Golden Hills and

watch the fields as they grow?

Did you ever stand on a moonlit night and

listen as the voices blow ?

Did you ever stand in the morning mist and

see the mountains as the clouds hang low?

. . . I Did
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Back Home

Reflections

Icould never be described as being a very religious person. I believe in

God, but the practice of any one faith on my part had been somewhat

remiss. I think that you will understand why this was so after you read the next few

sentences. My father’s side of my family was Irish Catholic. My mother’s side of the

family was Protestant or Baptist and even Luthern or Quaker as I later found out.

The differences in religious beliefs within my family caused me to maintain two

separate loyalities. I attended Catholic schools during the first 12 years of my edu-

cation, but I was baptized a Baptist and attended Sunday school at the local Baptist

Church. Strange as it may seem, I attended the Catholic schools due to my moth-

er’s insistence. It was her opinion that the Catholic schools provided a more thor-

ough education. And yet, it was her mother, Anne March, who insisted that I

should be baptized a Baptist. There came a time when this schism created some

doubt in my mind as to whether or not I should hold to any particular belief or

faith at all. I remember a couple of episodes that involved my father that enabled

me to stabilize the situation somewhat. When I had at one time expressed doubt as

to why anyone would want to follow a particular religion, my father simply said,
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“You should envy the person who has something to believe in.  Faith in something

is better than no faith at all.” On another occasion I expressed my dilemma as to

how I should act whenever I am among those who profess or practice a particular

faith. His answer was, “When in Rome, do as Romans do.” The last episode jarred

my conscience. My father and I had been working together one day and I went off

by myself to eat lunch. The day was Good Friday; the Day that our Lord had died.

I had lost any special recognition of that particular day because I was somewhat

older and no longer in school. When I returned from lunch, my father had asked

me what I had eaten. My response was, “A hamburger.” His rage lasted for only a

brief moment, but during that time he hollered, “Even the weakest Protestant does

not eat meat on Good Friday.”

Faith Is Recognized

To journey through Ireland as I had done and not recognize that some-

thing of significance had taken place would be for me to act the part

of a fool. I felt a special guidance with every step that I had taken. Something was

stirring within me and I felt that it was, perhaps, my last call for salvation. Whatever

it was, it was very profound. I experienced a new direction and purpose in my life.

My will was strengthened. I would soon discover that my newly found faith would

be put to the test.
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And the Famine Came

Soon after my return from Ireland, I was given word on my job that my

employment there had ended. I was just a few months short of com-

pleting 25 years of service when I received notice. The famine would soon be upon me.

I knew that I must keep my faith and trust in God no matter what life might bring. I

knew that I must rise above the mere maneuverings of man. There is a Greater Power

to be reckoned with. When I recalled my loyality, my years of service and my faith in

the institution where I had worked, I thought about the fate that had been suffered by

another Man and the thought of His ordeal brought me strength. I am referring to

Jesus Christ. When He fed the multitudes, cured the sick and raised the dead, people

flocked to Him as their Savior. After He had been betrayed and condemned, He was

ridiculed and spat upon. As He hung upon the cross, the only excuse that He could

offer to God as an explanation for the people who had put Him there was when He

said, “Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do” (Luke 23:34). Far be it

for me as a mere mortal to explain the workings of other men’s minds when Christ,

Himself, could not provide a reasonable explanation other than mankind’s own igno-

rance. My only concern was that my family would not suffer because of what had hap-

pened to me. I was sure that time would right all wrongs and that I would sustain

myself. That is when another thought had crossed my mind; “For what is a man prof-

ited if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?” (Matthew 16:26).
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The Career That Ended

In order to gain some appreciation as to the extent of my loss, you should

know that 25 years reflected half of my lifetime. Also, I had been born

and raised within the shadow of the University where I had worked. In effect, my

association with that institution had covered a lifetime. Members of my family were

born at the medical center where I had worked. Others, including myself, had

received treatment there and some had even died there. In addition, a great amount

of my family research had been done at the University library. I learned very quick-

ly that, as with my forefathers, the laws that governed the management of the min-

ing camps still prevailed. Economics knew no distinction even if it involved a major

institution of higher learning.

There are times when friendship is truly tested. Adversity, as it applies to

yourself, is the measure of true friendship. You will know who your real friends are

as your fortunes rise and fall. My dear friend, Tom Falvey, summed it up so beauti-

fully when he said, “God had prepared you for what was to happen by making your

trip to Ireland a reality.” I have no reason to doubt Tom’s words. I face the future

with the hope and faith that my father often expressed in that there will always be

a better tomorrow. Sister Marion had said to me, “Nothing bad ever really happens

to us. Everything always works out for the good.” As my father would often say, “It

is a good life if you don’t weaken.”
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Faith Defined

Herein lies the basis for my whole story. If one were to assume that I

had merely been engaged in a hobby or a pastime that was genealog-

ical in nature, that part of my life would have quickly ended as I struggled to main-

tain a livelihood. To make that assumption is to miss the point of all that I have

been trying to say. The word, “Genealogy,” distorts the perspective of my story

because it is defined in very limited terms. It evokes an image of dusty shelves, old

books and family charts. I will now seek to escape from that image by telling you

that my journey through the past resulted in the restoration of a faith that was

oftentimes overlooked or even forgotten. Yes, I did use genealogical resources in

order to place myself on the path of discovery, but what I found along that path

helped to rekindle a faith that had flickered with a very low flame. Success in any

venture builds self-confidence. I not only experienced success, I was placed in situ-

ations and I met people, both past and present, that gave me cause to believe that

life is not as haphazard as one would normally think. Life follows a definite plan

and if you can reach out from within yourself, you will gain a greater appreciation

of that plan. You will gather a greater strength by knowing that you are no longer

alone in your trials as well as your triumphs. Guidance is there if you will seek it;

hope is there if you believe it. Have faith in yourself and those you love, both past

and present, as well as faith in God no matter what the circumstances might hap-
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pen to be. Some of the greatest achievements in the history of man were gained

under extreme hardship and adversity. To hold to a truth in the face of defeat is to

make that truth more valuable to yourself as well as to others. The extremes of my

fortunes dramatize that fact even more. These words have been written to you

under less than ideal circumstances and yet, I still believe that the events that I have

witnessed all have a meaning and a purpose in God’s plan. There is a simple fact

that should not be overlooked and that is, if I had not lost my job, this book might

never have been written. Life is a series of tests and we dare not think of failure. In

spite of all, we must continue to do the best we can, no matter what the situation,

until the time comes when we are finally called to a greater glory.
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John Crane - The Minor

Life was rough in that old shack,

He’d stagger home and fall on his back.

What did he know beyond that shaft,

From the age of ten they taught him the craft.

A miner’s life was really rotten,

The next best thing was picking cotton.

John, your clothes were dirty and smelly,

The kids all hollered with an empty belly.

The rent not paid and the bills overdue,

God only knows what you went through.

They left that home for life in the city,

You were left alone, there was no pity.

Now that I have found you, I understand,

The evil were those who owned the land.

You are forgiven, you did not fail,

It was the sins of others that made life so frail.

I am the blood of your dear son,

Because of him the battle was won.

We’ll stand together and face tomorrow,

To hell with those who cause life’s sorrow.
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The Search Continues

John Crane (1877-1946)

After having been granted unexpected freedom from my job, I found

that I had gained a luxury that I had not enjoyed for many years. That

luxury was time. I was able to devote more time to my search and do things that I

ordinarily would not have had the opportunity to do. While my primary concern

was to find another job, I tried as best as I was able to take advantage of the situa-

tion. The result was that I found the final resting place of my grandfather, John

Crane.

John’s Background

As I had stated in my Irish essay, my father had left his home in Spring

Valley, Illinois, in 1913, when he was just 13 years old. The family had

endured many hardships and my father sought to escape from the same fate that my

grandfather had suffered. Living with my grandfather had not been easy. John

Crane’s life-long work within the coal mines had reduced him to the point where

he spent all of his free time and the little money that he had earned drinking in the
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local saloons. Where he was concerned, there was no way out of his life’s situation

expect for the dreams that were hidden in a bottle. Onetime, during the early

1920’s, my father had returned to Spring Valley in hopes of seeking some reconcil-

iation with the father that he had never really known. John Crane was the only

member of the family that was left living in that town. My father’s meeting with my

grandfather only caused further anguish and pain. My father turned and left and

never saw his father again. John Crane was lost to the world as far as his family was

concerned. So long as he lived, he would not be seen nor heard from again.

Knowing my father and the truth that he always spoke, it would have been

easy for me to condemn John Crane. My father had always worked to protect his

own children from the hardships that he had experienced as a child. For this rea-

son, I was able to look upon John Crane with a greater degree of impartiality. Also,

the more that I learned about the life that he was forced to live, the more that I

appreciated the struggle that he had to endure. John Crane eventually became a

beaten and broken man. He did not commit a crime. He was a victim of the times

in which he lived. He had carried the burden of trying to raise his family while

fighting a struggle for survival in an economic system where it was predestined that

he could only lose. In order to understand John Crane, you would have to know

what a coal miner’s life was really all about. For this reason and as a tribute to my

grandfather for the struggle that he had waged, I have included a description of

what I have learned about the coal mining industry during the time of John Crane’s

life.
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The Life of a Coal Miner

Originally, coal mining had been done on a very small scale. Coal

found greater useage as industry grew. There were a few independent

coal mine owners who mined the coal that happened to be discovered and was

located within the boundries of their own land. As homes converted from wood to

coal-fired furnaces, the demands for coal became even greater. Eventually, the

Captains of Industry would also come to depend upon coal for the operation of

their steel mills and railroads. This caused these industrialists to seek and develop

their own source of supply. All of the industries were in some way linked together.

Very often, the railroad owners and their financiers would buy a parcel of land and

erect a town for the express purpose of mining coal. At times the owners used var-

ious names so as not to reveal their true identities. The reason this was done was to

hide the fact that a small number of men had almost complete control over so much

of industry in the early years of the industrial age. Their interests and influence was

pervasive throughout the world. They sought to expand their empire and at the

same time limit their members to a select few. The industrialists owned everything

in the towns that they had built with the possible exception of the churches that

would become established there in order to serve the working class. A coal miner

lived in a company house, he shopped in a company store and when he died, he was

probably buried in a company cemetery. All that the miner owned in life were the

clothes on his back and the tools of his trade. In many cases, he did not even own

these as they were more than likely bought on credit at the company store.

As the demands for cheap labor grew, the poor masses of Europe provided a

ready supply. Agents from the companies were sent to various countries in Europe
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where they set up offices for the purpose of recruiting laborers directly from with-

in their own land. Sometimes these agents offered free passage, but in most cases

the passage was paid for in advance or borrowed against future wages. The people

were desperate to escape from centuries of sub-standard living conditions that were

caused by any number of problems under the old, ruling aristocracy. America

offered new hope and opportunity. If one survived the passage in what was known

as “Coffin Ships,” there was a chance that their dreams might be fulfilled. In some

cases this was true as evidenced by the names that were added to the ever-increas-

ing social registers of the newly established affluent society. On the other hand, the

vast majority of peasants simply traded their servitude. Where they had once been

domiated by a nobility that was sustained according to blood lines and a landed

gentry that controlled the land upon which they worked and lived, they now faced

a new breed of master. Unbridled capitalism as practiced by the opportunists

ensured that the working class poor would be at their disposal. As the wave of immi-

gration increased, the jobs that were available became more difficult to find and

thus, the pendulum that is governed by the law of supply and demand swung back

and forth just as we know and have experienced in our own time.

The early coal mines must have seemed to the miner as being one step

closer to hell. A miner learned to work along side of fear as he never knew when or

how death might come. It was always damp and dark and they worked deep with-

in the ground. There was no modern machinery to speak about. Light was pro-

duced by carbide lamps. The coal cars were either pushed by young children or

drawn by mules. Once they were placed within the coal mines, some of those mules

never again saw light of day. The work day started at 7:00 o’clock in the morning

and ended at either 5:00 or 7:00 at night. The work week was six days long. If you

were late for work and missed the cage that took the men down into the mine, you
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did not work that day. The cage was only sent down after the shift had started in

order to bring supplies or to carry the men back up after their day’s work.

A coal miner was really a construction engineer. He had to know what he

was doing for his own safety as well as the other miners. He performed a number

of jobs. The coal vein might have been very thick or then again, it might have been

very thin. After the main shafts were sunk, the horizontal corridors or tunnels were

dug and the men were each assigned a “place” or room in which to dig. These rooms

were dug on either side of the shaft and, after a time, so many tunnels and places

were dug that the area beneath the ground resembled a honeycomb. The men were

paid only for the actual coal that they had dug. They were not paid for any rock or

clay or any other material that might have accompanied the coal. That meant that

any work space that a miner had to dig in order to work the coal vein was dug on

his own time and at his own expense. The owners ran the coal over a screen and any

of the finer coal that fell through the screen was not accepted for payment to the

miner. The coal was sent up to the surface in cars that the miners marked with their

own numbers and they had to trust that it was properly screened and weighed by

the Weigh Master as they were still working below. The miner had to cut timbers

and build supports for the ceiling and walls that were around him. This work was

also done on his own time. He had to drill holes and place dynamite charges in

order to blast his way through the rock and coal. The dynamite, the blasting caps

and the fuses were paid for at the miner’s own expense. If a man misjudged the

amount of dynamite that was needed, he could kill himself as well as those work-

ing around him. The ever present curse in the form of methane gas was always lurk-

ing around him.  Methane gas was the natural by-product of the decay of the veg-

etation from which the coal had been formed and, as a consequence, it could not

be avoided. If the gas replaced the air, a man could suffocate. If it ignited from the
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least little spark, it could blow up the mine.

A miner had to be continually on guard for falling rock. He had to be wary

of the unseen coal car that might come rushing out of the darkness to crush him

against another. He stooped or squatted on his hands and knees and chipped away

at the seam ever mindful that disaster could strike at any moment. Just to the South

of Spring Valley, Illinois, the Diamond Mine Disaster of February 16, 1883,

claimed the lives of 74 miners. The mine had suddenly flooded when water broke

through the surface of the mine due to the runoff of the springtime melt that

occured in the fields. The men were drowned in the darkness of the tunnels below.

To the North of Spring Valley, the mine at Cherry caught fire on November 13,

1909, and 259 miners perished. They did not die all at once. The owners sealed the

shaft in hopes that the lack of oxygen would smother the flames. The mine

remained sealed for a week while the relatives and friends of the trapped miners

stood their vigil and waited at the entrance. They begged and pleaded that the mine

be opened in order that a rescue attempt might be made. After the mine was final-

ly opened, the rescue teams found letters that some of the men had written to their

loved ones while they waited as their lights and lives slowly flickered out. The dead

miners left behind 151 widows and 607 dependents at a time when there was no

such thing as insurance. The widows and children were left to manage as best as

they were able.

As a footnote to the Cherry Mine Disaster, I remember, as a young boy, my

father took me on a visit to the Cherry Cemetery. It was the only time that I had

ever accompanied my father to Spring Valley, the place of his birth. We had stopped

at Cherry on the way as that town was only a short distance from Spring Valley. I

was about 13 years old at the time. As we walked among the graves and read the

names of the dead miners that had perished in the disaster, my father told me that
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he vividly recalled sitting on the front steps of his home when the alarm was first

sounded. People had come running and yelling that the mine was on fire. It was a

terrible time for the people of Cherry as well as Spring Valley. Some of the Spring

Valley miners had worked at Cherry and many of them helped with the rescue

operations.

A young boy was usually introduced to work in the mines by his father. His

father made the decision as to whether or not his son had received enough school-

ing and the age at which he thought he should learn a trade. The decision was prob-

ably helped by the fact that the extra income would be useful for the family. The

boy started to work as early as the age of 10 or 11. His first job would be to open

and close the various trap doors that were located throughout the mine and thus

came the title, “Trapper Boy.” The boy would work his way up to mule driver or he

might even have pushed the coal cars himself. Eventually he learned the trade that

his father knew. By the time he reached adulthood, his lungs would be filled with

coal dust and if he escaped the mine accidents and lived to an older age, he would

cough and wheeze until he spit blood and literally suffocated to death. This disease

came to be known as the “Black Lung” for obvious reasons.

The overall safety of the mine was bad at best. Before the days of automat-

ic braking devices, many a cage fell to the bottom of the shaft with miners aboard.

Before the advent of electricity to run the ventilation fans, air was brought into the

mines in a rather unique manner. A fire was lit at the base of a shaft that went up

to the surface where it exhausted all of the smoke and fumes. Another shaft had also

been dug at the opposite end of the tunnel and fresh air was drawn down this shaft

to feed the fire at the other end. While this method worked in order to supply fresh

air for the mine, the dangers of such a system are readily apparent.

If a miner was killed or injured, he was often carried to his home by the
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other miners. He would be taken in by his wife or loved one and if the miners were

lucky enough to have a doctor in town, he came and visited the miner at home. The

care that he received was minimal at best. It was said that the mine mules received

better care because a miner could always be replaced while the mule cost money.

There was no such thing as workman’s compensation or sick benefits. The support

and survival of the family depended upon the generosity of the other miners. No

wonder the miners often banded together in what we would generally refer to as a

clan.

As the uses and production of coal increased, so too did the abuses of the

miners increase. The owners were out to make a profit and they did it in a number

of ways. They could control production or output or keep down the miner’s wage.

In either case, the miner suffered. It was not uncommon for the miner to start for

work in the morning only to find that the mine was locked. The only thing that he

could do was to go back home and wait for the mine to re-open. His only hope was

that the lockout did not last too long. If he were locked out for very long, all that

he could do was pack his belongings and move to another location.

At the turn of the Century, the miners made about 90 cents per ton for

screened coal. If the mine owner sought to reduce wages, he simply made the

announcement. The miners could react in a number of ways. They could go on

strike in which case the mine owner simply brought in other miners who were will-

ing to work for lower wages. If the striking miners protested or became violent, the

owners would hire a private army to protect the mine. Very often the state militia

was called in to perform the same duty and any breach of the law resulted in the

miners being jailed. Before the advent of the miner’s union, the miners often

enforced the strike rules themselves and woe be to the man that crossed them. No

matter how long it took, the will of the miners to resist was eventually broken. In
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the end, they faced forced eviction from their company homes and quite often their

names were placed on a black list that was circulated among the mine owners. There

was a chance that the miner whose name appeared on that list would never work as

a miner again.

John’s Struggle

It was within this enviornment that John Crane tried to earn

a living and support his family. Coal mining was the only

trade that he knew. He had no other education or skills that he could

apply. He learned to live with the anguished cry of a baby in hunger.

Somehow a baby’s stomach did not quite understand the economics

of why food was being denied. All that a baby knew was that it should

cry out for the food that sometimes never came. The wages that John

Crane earned were gained at the expense of what his body could

endure. Even if he were willing and able, he could only work when

someone else determined how much profit could be made off of him.

Eventually, the shadow of despair crept over him as his value to the

mine owners declined. It is unfortunate that John Crane’s family had

to suffer because of his failures. He as well as all of the other miners

of his time surely deserve credit towards having already served their

time in hell.
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John Crane Is Finally Found

Ihad spent almost 2 years writing letters to Spring Valley and

the neighboring towns in search of any record that might be

on file that could lead me to John Crane. I made inquiries regarding

all of the county records and made contact with the city clerks offices,

churches, cemeteries and even individuals who were living in the area

with similar names in hopes that they might even be long, lost rela-

tives. I checked with some of the local hospitals regarding possible

medical records and I even wrote to the Selective Service Board in

hopes that John might have registered for the World War I Military

Draft. I even repeated the same search in and around the Terre Haute,

Indiana, area as that is where my father said John had been born. It

was my thought that he might have even returned there. There was

no record to be found on him. It was as if he had never lived or died.

This caused me no end of frustration wondering what had ever hap-

pened to the man.  I was determined to find him and I would not rest

until I did.

I had given considerable thought to the matter and I decided

that I would make another trip to Springfield, Illinois. I had it in my

mind that maybe something could be found there. If you have read

my essay, you would know that the Crane family had been listed on

the 1880 U.S. Census as living in Springfield. Michael had been
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killed south of that City on October l4, 1901. There was something

about Springfield that continually called the Crane’s back to what had

once been their home. I was no exception for I too, was a Crane. My

intuition or Guiding Light was very strong and I sensed that some

sort of discovery was about to be made.

It was on March 17, 1984, which was my mother’s birthday as

well as St. Patrick’s Day, that I visited the Springfield Library,

Sangamon Valley Collection, and opened the City Directory for the

year 1928. I found, “John Crane, Miner.” He was listed as living at

419 1/2 E. Jefferson. I was not able to locate him in any of the other

City Directories. My next stop was the Springfield City Hall and,

after a brief check of the Death Records, I found his death recorded

on April 8, 1946. He died when I was just 13 years old. This was just

about the time that my father had taken me on our trip to Spring

Valley. I have no doubt that something had been stirring in my

father’s soul at that time. Whatever it was, it had caused him to take

his own son back to the place of his birth. Perhaps he sensed that a

part of him had passed away and he wished to share that past with

me. 

John Crane’s final days were spent in agony as he died of can-

cer in St. John’s Hospital in Springfield. He was buried in Calvary

Cemetery.

The cemetery worker led me down the path to a row of graves.

He counted off 35 graves from the marker and stopped. He then

turned to me and pointed at the ground. “This,” he said, “is the grave

of John Crane.”
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Six feet of earth separated me from the remains of a man who

I had never met, but who, none the less, I was a part of. Someday I

hope to place a marker on his grave because, to me, he died a martyr

in life’s struggles. I would not want him to think that he had been for-

gotten. The grandson that he never knew felt proud that John Crane

had fathered the best man that I have ever known.

The Railroad Spike

While I was in Springfield, Illinois, in search of my fam-

ily’s past, I stopped at the end of the street where my

great-grandfather, Patrick Crane, had lived in 1880. I was parked in

the car next to a set of railroad tracks that ran through the City. Next

to those tracks I saw a railroad spike lying on the ground. I got out of

the car and picked it up and looked at it. The spike had been ham-

mered and bent and had rusted with age. How old it was, I did not

know, nor did it matter. What mattered to me was that it was the only

memento that I had of my family who at one time lived not far away.

The houses on that street had all been torn down and rebuilt at least

twice over since the time that they had lived there. As I looked at that

spike thoughts of the past were running through my mind.

If objects could capture sounds, I wondered if that piece of

metal might have trapped within it the voice of a child calling to its

mother. Maybe it held the laughter of that child at play or maybe its

cry from some hurt it had suffered or request that had been denied.
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If it did not capture sounds, it surely rang with the sound of a

train’s wheels as it passed over it. Did a child lay in its bed and listen

to the sound of that train as it passed on some distant night? What

dreams or wishes or thoughts of far away places that child had on that

night, I do not know. I do know that as time passed, that child as well

as that railroad spike absorbed many sights and sounds that are no

longer there. As that child grew to become a man and the dreams

faded that he had on that distant night, his life was lived and he is no

more. One of the remembrances that he left in life is now writing

these words. The only remembrance that I have of my grandfather is

the grave that I found and the railroad spike that held the track where

the train had passed in the night.

A Wonderous Disclosure - The Richard Close Family

Ihad mentioned in my original Irish essay what I had found

in the way of information regarding the death of my great-

uncle, Michael Crane, in Springfield, Illinois. Michael had been

killed south of the Springfield Junction of the Chicago and Alton

Railroad. It had been speculated that he had tried to flip aboard a

train that was traveling in the opposite direction from where he had

lived in Virden, Illinois. Michael was killed October 14, 1901. The

gruesome facts were that it was either a piece of the clothing that he

wore or the wooden leg that he had, that somehow was caught by the
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train as it sped by. In either case, Michael was dragged down the

tracks and his body was torn to shreds. His head lay seperated some

distance from where his body was found. Initially, Michael was iden-

tified as being Richard Close of Pontiac, Illinois. This was based upon

the fact that for some reason, Michael had been wearing Richard

Close’s clothes and he also bore letters of identification that had been

addressed to Richard Close. It was later determined that the original

identification had been made in error and that the body was in fact

that of Michael Crane. I must assume that Michael and Richard were

close friends and they worked together in Virden. Michael had prob-

ably borrowed a better suit of clothes in order to have a night on the

town. His “night of drinking and carousing” as the newspaper had

put it, proved to be his undoing.

I had been interested in seeking out the Close family of Pontiac,

Illinois, in hopes that they might be able to provide me with further

information regarding Michael Crane. I got no further than the 1900

U.S. Census where I did identify the Close family, but I was not able

to pursue the matter beyond that point.

During the course of my search, I had often repeated some of

my stories among the people where I had been previously employed.

Some of those people were astonished by what I had found. Others

chided me somewhat because, according to them, I probably made

more out of them than what they seemed. In any case, I was often

referred to, and with tongue in cheek, as the local authority on Irish

history. While that remark belabored the point somewhat, it made for

introductions and it provided for a topic of conversation. I was eager



103

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

to share my stories and accepted those remarks for what they were

worth. Whatever, it helped me to make many friends and I was able

to share thoughts with many people. This was the case with a man

who often brought his father to the hospital on a routine basis. I had

seen this man in the hospital from time to time over a period of a year

and a half. He enjoyed my stories about Ireland because he had an

Irish name.

As luck would have it, I walked into the hospital cafeteria one

day for the purpose of having lunch, when I saw this man sitting with

the people who had originally introduced me to him. As usual, these

people made reference to my stories and asked what story I might

have to tell on that particular day. I let the remark pass and looked at

the man who had been paying the hospital a visit and asked him to

confirm what I already knew about him from a previous conversation.

That was, did he and his father own and operate a stone quarry in

Pontiac, Illinois. He acknowledged that bit of information and then

I asked him if he ever had heard of the Close family. He seemed sur-

prised and inquired as to what it was that I wanted to know. I told

him about Michael Crane’s death and the fact that he was killed wear-

ing Richard Close’s clothes. That is when he told me that he and his

father rented land to the Close family and he had also gone to school

with one of the younger generation Close daughters. He very kindly

gave me her telephone number and told me to tell her when I called

that I knew him and that this would serve as an introduction.

The outcome of this story is that I did call the lady to whom I

had been referred. She gave me her address and I sent her a copy of
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the newspaper article that told of Michael’s death. When I called

some weeks later, she told me that she did not recognize any of the

information, so she passed it on to her older aunt. Similarly, her aunt

did not recognize anything and she in turn passed it on to the first

lady’s great-aunt. After reading the information that I had provided,

the great-aunt vividly recalled the time when she was just a child and

the telegram arrived one night and it had informed the family that

“Uncle Dick” had been killed. Of course, the family later found out

that the telegram had been sent in error and that someone else had

been killed instead of Uncle Dick. Who that someone else was, they

never knew until I had told them. It took more than 80 years to bring

this story to a “Close.”

Bridget Crane (1874-193?)

Iquickly decided during the course of my search that it would

be most difficult to trace the where-a-bouts of Bridget

Crane. I had scanned the U.S. Census of 1900 and 1910 for Bridget’s

name and I could not find any trace of her. Sometime during the

1930’s, my father had received word from one of the local banks in

Chicago that his aunt Bridget had died. She had given his name to

the bank as the relative that they should contact in the event that any-

thing should happen to her. Since I did have the approximate date of

her death, however, I tried to secure a copy of her death certificate
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from the County Clerk’s Office. No record for Bridget Crane could

be found.

Returning now to my father, he went to the bank as he had

been instructed and since he was listed as her only heir, the bank off-

icals opened her safety deposit box. All that she had left in life was a

few dollars and an old change purse plus the broken locket that I now

have in my possession. The money was quickly spent and with it went

all trace or memory of Bridget Crane. Supposedly, she had married

and had been living under a different name. Her husband had died

some years before. Since I had started my search after my father had

died, I had no hope of learning her married name as he was the only

one that would have known. I trust that she is now in good keeping

with the Lord.

Mary Crane (l864-????)

My search for Mary provoked a few questions and pro-

duced some interesting possibilities. It was said that

Mary had eventually married a man by the name of Berry and that

they had lived somewhere in Chicago.

As my search progressed, I came to depend more and more

upon my speculative reasoning. More often than not, my deductions

proved to be correct as witnessed by the success that I have had in my

search. Very often someone would ask how a person would go about
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tracing their roots. Forget about using any sophisticated computer,

you are about to receive my answer.

As I grew within my search, I began to speculate as to why certain

events, associations or things took place. As an example, it is rather like

a horse that always stops at a certain place in the road. We do not know

why he stops, but the horse knows. Because the horse cannot commu-

nicate, we can only speculate as to what might have happened in his life

that could cause him to do this. That might have been the place where

something frightened him or where someone would always greet him

with an apple and now that person has since gone away. The memory or

the association of the person or event is always there, but to the observ-

er, there does not appear to be any basis for what goes on.

If one hopes to delve into genealogy or any other type of inves-

tigative work for that matter, speculation becomes a part of it. One

must find the basis for the association or the connection as to why a

particular event or circumstance took place. In other words, one has

to have a limited amount of imagination otherwise the avenues that

one can explore are quickly narrowed down. Facts can always be

established afterwards, but one must explore all possibilities in order

to obtain the facts that are often hidden from view. The essense of dis-

covery is to venture into the unknown and oftentimes equipped with

nothing more than a desire and an imagination to go on.

In tracing the path of the Crane family, I noticed that they

always seemed to associate themselves with some river. My father had

chosen a place next to the Kankakee River where we often sought

refuge from city life. In later years, my father sought peace of mind
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on the Mighty Mississippi where it ran its course through New

Orleans. He had been born in Spring Valley and that town is located

on the Illinois River. My grandfather, John, was born in Terre Haute,

Indiana, and that town is located on the Wabash River. Later on in

this story you will read that I located my greatgrandfather, Patrick

Crane, where he had lived his final years in Boonville, Missouri,

which is situated next to the Missouri River. Lastly, the family was

located in Springfield, Illinois, in 1880 and that town is located next

to the Sangamon River. It was as if some primeval spirit had always

called them back to a place where the forces of nature were more read-

ily accessible and appearent. In my mind, I could almost draw a direct

line from them to the River Suir as it runs its course through the

southern part of Ireland.

Of course, the coal industry, and the Crane’s were coal miners,

had to have ready access to a mode of transportation in order to get

the coal to market. This would be the case whether the coal was

shipped by barge on the river or over land by rail. Where the Crane’s

were concerned, the railroads served as a mode of transportation

between job locations whether their ride was legitimate or not.

Unfortunately for Michael, the railroads proved to be his downfall.

Regardless, it is my opinion that for my family, the railroads served

for purposes of practicality; the river spoke for tranquility where one

might seek refuge in order for the spirit of man to communicate more

closely with nature. In spite of life’s hardships, the Crane’s were not

only robust and rebellious, they were also romantics. They were,

afterall, Irish.
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Returning to Mary Crane, I was sure that I had found her list-

ed on the 1900 Census. Her age and birthplace matched the infor-

mation that I already had at hand. That is, that she was born in 1864

in Ireland. Her address was given as 1123 North 48th Court in the

City of Chicago. After the change in street names and numbers took

place in 1909, her address became 2052 North LaCross. That address

is situated on the near Northwest Side of Chicago. The Census also

showed that Mary Crane had owned and operated a boarding house

and the list of boarders names were given. Sometime later, I searched

the City of Chicago Street Directories and I could not find her name

listed. I then proceeded to check all of the other Crane names and I

found a Michael Crane listed as, Head of Household, and the same

address was given, 1123 North 48th Court. The year of this listing

was 1900. My immediate thought was that this ruled out the Mary

Crane that I had found in the 1900 Census. The reason being that

Mary would have had to have gone through a name change by way of

marriage in order to be living with Michael. Or, so I thought That is

when my imagination and investigative processes had to go to work.

I found that Michael was listed in the City Directories living at

1123 North 48th Court during the years 1897, 1898, 1899 and

1900. A Michael Crane was listed on the Census of 1900, but not at

48th Court. He had been listed as an inmate of the County Insane

Asylum located in Harwood Heights, Illinois. Today, that institution

is known as the Chicago Read Mental Health Center. Mary Crane

was then listed as the Head of Household in the City Directories from

1901 and up to the year 1907. Still, this did not eliminate the possi-
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bility that Michael and Mary were husband and wife.

My next step was to go to the City Hall and check the proper-

ty records. They were most revealing. Michael did not purchase the

property in 1897, Mary did!  It was purchased by Mary and sold by

her in 1907. I can only assume that Mary used Michael’s name as

Head of Household in the City Directories because it did not speak

well for a woman in those lays to live alone and take in boarders. The

assumption by others would have been all too obvious. In order to

maintain her respectability and still maintain control over her prop-

erty, Mary had used Michael’s name in the City Directories. The only

assumption that I can make is that Michael was not Mary’s husband,

he was her brother!

But, what about Michael? Why would he have been admitted

to the insane asylum? One need only appreciate the fact that he had

a leg torn off by a train in a day and age when doctors and anethetics

were few and far between. What a horrible ordeal he must have gone

through. Both Mary and Michael were the oldest children. Could not

a bond existed between them because of this? Could not Mary have

looked after her brother and given him a place of refuge to where he

came and went between jobs in the coal mines? The house on North

LaCrosse was just a short distance from a cluster of railroad lines. The

railroad allowed for ready access for Michael to come and go as he

pleased.

My research into the history of the Harwood Heights Hospital

revealed that during the time of Michael’s admission, it served three

functions. It was first of all a general hospital, then a mental institu-
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tion and finally a TB sanitarium. Whatever function it served for

Michael, he did not stay there long. He died at the Springfield

Junction while wearing another man’s clothes and carrying that mans

identification. It makes one wonder why and leaves many questions

unanswered. At this point in time, one can only speculate. After

numerous letters and appeals, I could not obtain the medical record

of Michael Crane. It is stored somewhere in the basement of the

Chicago Read Mental Health Center doing nothing more than gath-

ering dust and decaying with time.

According to the records in City Hall, Mary sold her house and

I believe the price was $450.00. It must have been shortly after she

sold the house that she married the man named Berry and disap-

peared into the city. I visited the house because as of this day, it still

stands. Whatever secrets it may hold, it will never tell. Mary had

escaped as my father had escaped from the dreadful and dreary life of

living in a mining town. Mary may still prove to be a key element in

my search. I have yet to establish her exact place of birth in Ireland.

When I do, I will have also established the place where the marriage

union took place between Patrick Crane and Mary Cuddy.

A footnote to this story is that my aunt Marguerite told me that

she was sure that it was Mary who would often send money to her

mother, that is, my great- grand mother, Mary Cuddy Crane, when

she lived with my grandfather and his family in Spring Valley. I can

only assume that once her house was sold and Mary was married, the

money no longer came. John Crane was already over-burdened with

all the problems that he had trying to support my father and the rest
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of the family. As my father had told me, he vividly recalled the day

when, as a small boy, he had watched the men come in a buggy and

take his grandmother away. He said that it was something that he

could never forget. As a child, he did not know the reason why. It

took me, as a man, to learn why that scene had always lived within

my father’s memory.

The Cuddys (1810-????)

My search for the various members of the Crane family

began to narrow down. Based upon the list of names

that my father had given to me and the confirmation of the names

and birth dates that I had found listed on the Census of 1880, four

of those members were still not accounted for. After an exhaustive

effort on my part, my search in and around the area of Springfield,

Illinois, convinced me that the Cuddy’s would never be found.

Knowing their situation in life, I can assume that it was almost pre-

destined that the Cuddys would eventually seek refuge in the poor-

house. Dennis and Arm Cuddy had both been born in Ireland in

1810. I could not see them living much beyond the year 1885. That

would mean that they would have died within 5 years of my having

discovered the family living in Springfield. I doubt that they would

have traveled very far from the area, especially at their advanced age.

I guess something positive could be said for our society in those days
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in that the poor houses were available to the masses of the homeless.

I cannot speak for the conditions within those houses, but according

to what I heard about the work houses in Ireland at that time, the

Cuddys were probably better off than if they had stayed in Ireland.

A Thought

Oftentimes I would be involved in my search and cross

paths with someone who had similiar interests.

Whenever I expressed some of the difficulty that I was having in my

search, some people would try to be helpful and make suggestions as

to where I might look for additional information in the form of

records or other resource material. As an example, they might have

suggested that I try looking at land grants, titles and deeds, wills or

maybe even tax records. My usual response was that in this case, that

type of material just would not apply. “My people wound up in the

poor house,” I would say. Most people were quite gracious in reac-

tions. There were others, however, whose facial expressions were

enough to betray their thoughts. One lady even responded to me with

the remark, “Then why on earth are you searching?” I find it sad that

some people still draw the line on the living as well as the dead based

upon material wealth.

My people might not have owned title or deed to the land that

they worked, but the land that was traded or sold was very often
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soaked with their blood, sweat and tears. Those are not tangible items

that can be bought or sold. Will Rogers, who was a great American

Humorist and claimed to be part American Indian, was quoted as

having once said, “My people did not come over on the Mayflower,

they met the boat.” I think that he best captured all that I have been

trying to say. This book is not intended to lay claim to any one mark

of distinction. It is my written record of the birthright to the human

drama of which we are proudly all are part of and when it comes time

for our call to glory, we will all be able to stand just as proud next to

anyone whether they be king or nobleman.

A Toast
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Paddy and Me

“Paddy, my boy, now think of your mother,

For where ere you go you won’t have another.”

Strong was his back as well as his grip,

As he left that Land and boarded that ship.

Over the seas he traveled the Lord knows where;

In search of a dream, he had not a care.

The master followed, though he did not know,

His fate was sealed as he was cast below.

Though he sweated and toiled, his spirit was free,

And he said to the man, "You won’t keep me."

He left those pits and started to roam,

Where he hung his hat he called his home.

Someday I will find him, I know I will,

Because the blood of his sons my veins did fill.

We’ll drink a toast and I’ll shake his hand,

And together we will travel to our Irish Land.
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Patrick Crane (1844-1919)

Patrick was my patriarch. Where had he gone? Many ques-

tions had entered my mind. Was he the unknown miner

that they had sung about in the song that told the story of how he had

held up the timbers of the collapsing mine shaft until the other min-

ers had fled to safety? The story is that, that miner still lies buried

beneath tons of coal and rock in that abandoned mine. Was he the

Patrick that Peter Crane of Danescastle had told me about when he

said, “lie was killed for a lump of gold as big as your head.” Or did

Patrick simply die as another unknown and is buried in yet another

unmarked grave? Patrick caused me no end of speculation and con-

cern. It was as if he simply vanished from the face of the earth.

I had spent literally hours checking the microfilms for any trace

of Patrick Crane. Anyone familiar with the study of Genealogy will

tell you that the 1890 Census was destroyed in a fire except for a few

isolated counties in certain states. That left me with a 20 year period.

That is, from 1880 to 1900. Patrick could have gone anywhere in that

length of time. Since he had been born in 1844, he would have been

only 56 years old in 1900. For all that I knew, he could have returned

to the land of his birth. I was able to trace Patrick’s moves back and

forth across the Country during the early years according to when and

where his children were listed as being born on the 1880 Census.
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Mary had been born in Ireland in 1864. Michael had been born in

Missouri in 1868. James (1872) and Bridget (1874) had both been

born in New York. Lastly, John, my grandfather, was born in Indiana

in 1877.

I had started my search in New York and worked my way back

across the Country by way of the microfilm. Suddenly, I realized that

I had found him. He was living in Missouri in 1900. Why I had

missed him so many times, I do not know. Perhaps, it was meant for

some reason that he should remain obscure until the proper time.

Whatever the case may be, I was certain that I had found him.

The Census read, “Patrick Crane, born 1844, Ireland,

Widower.” His occupation was listed as, “Housepainter.” I was not

surprised nor deterred from my conclusions by seeing him listed as

“Widower.” My grandfather, John, had been declared the same on his

death certificate even though his wife, my grandmother, Lizzie, was

still alive when John died in 1946. Lizzie did not die until 1961. An

Irish Catholic did not divorce or separate in those days. If the spouse

was missing, what better way was there to account for their absence?

As far as they were concerned, their spouse was no longer a part of

their lives and so long as they did not try to re-marry or live with

someone else in a state of sin; God and Country would be satisfied.

Patrick had returned to Missouri, the place of his first-born son.

Missouri must have been where he first went to after he had arrived

in America. He must have been longing for it ever since and it took

him 32 years to return. Somehow, he had escaped from the coal mines

and he took up the trade of a housepainter. He had chosen a town
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that had served as a major stop on the riverboat route along the

Missouri River. After an exchange of correspondence with the local

City Hall and historical societies, I received his death certificate and

it stated that he died in the County Home. He is buried in Walnut

Grove Cemetery in the Town of Boonville, Missouri. My persistence

in letter writing helped me to secure a copy of his death notice that

appeared on the front page of the”Boonville Weekly Advertisertt on

October 3, 1919.

Patrick’s death notice read as follows:

Pat Crane Dead

For many years Pat Crane was a familiar figure in Boonville. He

was of a geneial kindly disposition, harmless as a child and strictly

honest. Several weeks ago he made application to the County Court

to be sent to the County Home. He died there Friday of last week.

His son who lives in New Franklin provided a burial place for

the old man in Walnut Grove Cemetery and there his remains were

laid to rest Monday.

The only son who that could have been was Jim. Michael was

already dead and John was still working in Spring Valley. I have writ-

ten a number of letters to people by the name of Crane and who are

presently living in the area. Those that have responded have said that

they do not have any family connection. I intend to visit Boonville

someday as I have already visited Patrick’s home in Ireland. The path
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has been a long one, but not hard as I have enjoyed every minute of

it. I have walked in Patrick’s footsteps and I have transcended time. I

am grateful for the journey that Patrick has taken me on.

James Crane (1872- ????)

Jim has remained somewhat of an enigma to me. Between

Michael and himself, I would judge Jim to be the more set-

tled of the two. John was pre-occupied with looking after his family

and it was his two brothers who were foot-loose and fancy free. Jim

always seemed to be in the background, but very elusive, like he was

not there. As I stated before, I suspect that it was Jim who must have

been living in New Franklin when Patrick died. I found a listing for

a James Crane in the 1910 Census and I am sure that it was him. He

was listed as living in Illinois and just a short distance Northeast of St.

Louis. It appeared as though he kept within reach of his father if he

were ever needed. There is a possibility that Jim might have married

and if so, there might be more family out there somewhere. Only

time and further searching will ever tell.
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Tell Me Priest

How did it happen that you came to be,

Were you not born the same as me?

Loved as a son like all the rest,

Different from us because you were blessed.

The sins of the world your cross to bear,

Committed by others with hardly a care.

Now you are ashes and your soul is free,

At the right hand of God through eternity.

Oh, tell me priest what was it worth,

To miss the pleasures of this lowly earth?

Though others may follow a different path,

You sought to save them from the Devil’s wrath.

The night bird calls and the wind blows soft,

Your battle is waged within your lonely loft.

Your armor the cloth that you chose to wear,

God’s word the shield from the temptress so fair.
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The sword you carry fashioned from a cross,

From where He was hung by those who were lost.

No medals of honor for the battles you won,

Just heavenly praise from the Creator’s own Son.

Scorned by others who were lesser men,

Still you prayed that they be saved from sin.

Though beaten and shackled for carrying the word,

Many were saved for having heard.

Placed in the ground with others like you,

Those who are called are seldom and few.

Tell me priest is there no hope for me?

I pray to God that you will hear my plea.



Petri & Marci Crane’s Burial Crypt
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Petri (1834-1904) and Marci (1831-1871)

It was in October of 1984, that I accompanied my cousin,

Jerry March, on a trip to Pennsylvania. The primary purpose

of the trip will be revealed in the section of this book that concerns

my search for my mother’s side of my family. I took the opportunity

of this trip to visit Philadelphia where Villinova University and Old

St. Augustine’s Church are both located. The reason being that Father

Butler had provided me with the names and addresses of people that

he thought that I might wish to write concerning the Wexford Crane’s

when I had visited with him in Ireland. One of the addresses

belonged to a lady whose mother had been a Crane and who was

related to the Wexford Crane family. This lady had very kindly pro-

vided me with a wealth of material on Bishop Martin Crane, 0.S.A.,

of Wexford, who had served as the first Catholic Bishop to Australia.

She also reiterated what I had already read in Fr. Butler’s book, “The

Augustinians in New Ross and Clonmines.” That was that two of

Bishop Martin’s brothers, Fathers Peter and Mark, were buried at Old

St. Augustine’s Church in Philadelphia. Both Peter and Mark had

served as Pastors at that Church. Peter having served from 1871 to

1890 and Mark from 1860 to 1871. Old St. Augustine's Church was

built in 1796 and is today classified as a historic shrine. In addition,

Villinova University was purchased by the Augustinian Order in
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America. Peter and Mark had also spent some time at Villinova and I

thought that their archives might yield some additional information

on both of them. I was still unemployed at the time and my cousin

thought that the trip would be good food for the soul. He was right.

It was.

My first stop was Villinova University where I met Father

Joseph Grifferty, O.S.A. Fr. Grifferty was very receptive and kind and

he arranged to send me whatever materials he could find regarding

Fathers Peter and Mark. My visit took place in a building on the

University Campus that served as a home for retired priests. It was a

strange feeling for me as I walked the halls and saw some of those

priests. I never pictured a priest as growing old and needing someone

else’s care. Their mortality is the same as ours, but their struggle of

faith must be much greater. Faith and prayer must be a very powerful

tool that allows these men to complete their lifelong walk with Christ.

Petri and Marci, as their names were inscribed, were buried in

a common crypt along with some of the other priests who had also

served as Pastors of Old St. Augustine’s Church. The crypt was locat-

ed in a yard that was along side of the Church. I gazed upon the

graves of men who were the great-uncles of Peter Crane who had since

died and who I had visited at Danescastle the previous year when I

was in Ireland. Their pictures were in the book that I had and with all

the other information I possessed, I felt that I knew them well.

Whether or not I will ever be able to draw a direct line of

descent to them on some family chart is of no consequence to me.

The feeling that I had within me caused me to believe that they are
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mine. I still remembered when Peter grasped my hands and said, “You

are mine, you are mine.” That three hundred year old cottage in

Ireland was a long way from where I stood with Peter and Mark and

yet, Peter’s words echoed in my ears. I felt as if Peter stood with me as

we paid homage to the Crane priests who carried our family name.



Nicholas Crane Fireman



126

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

Nicholas Crane (1874—1910)

It was early in the morning on December 22, 1910, when the first fire

alarm was sounded. The exact time was 4:20 a.m. Fire Brigade 18 was

one of the first units that arrived on the scene. Within the hour, at exactly 5:10

a.m., Nicholas Crane would lay buried beneath the rubble of what once was the

Morris Packing Plant that was located at 44th and Loomis Boulevard in Chicago,

Illinois. The Morris Plant was located in the area that was known as the Chicago

Stockyards. Nicholas Crane was killed along with 22 of his fellow firemen includ-

ing the Fire Chief, James Horan. It was a dark day for their families as well as for

the City of Chicago. Thoughts had already been directed towards the Christmas

Holidays that were just 3 days away. Now, instead of celebrating Christmas, they

would be burying their dead. How I came upon this story and the meaning that

Nicholas Crane would have for me in my search for the Crane family is most

remarkable. Through his death and the records that were established because of the

way in which he died, Nicholas provided me with a direct link to the Fethard Crean

family.

During the course of my correspondence with Jim Crean and

his daughter-in-law, Marie Crean, as well as with Marie Crean of New

York City, I had been told that Nicholas Crane had lived in Chicago

and had worked as a City Fireman. I was also told that he had been
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killed in a big fire along with some other firemen. The exact date of

his death was unknown. I had carried this information with me for

quite some time before I decided that I should pursue the matter.

When I finally started searching, I had no idea how close Nicholas

would touch me. Just when I had begun to think that I had exhaust-

ed all of the leads that had been given to me, Nicholas’ discovery

would turn out to be one of the most thought-provoking episodes

that I had experienced.

“Who,” might you ask, “was Nicholas Crane?” He was a

Fethard, Tipperary man. He was the son of John Crean and Elizabeth

Gleason. Patrick Crean, my great-grandfather was Nicholas’ uncle.

Nicholas was born in Fethard on February 9, 1874. He came to

America in 1890 and settled in Chicago, Illinois, where he married

his wife, Agnes. They did not have any children. After his death,

Agnes later married a man by the name of Michael Walsh. Nicholas

had joined the Chicago Fire Department on July 4, 1899. He was a

Truckman in Fire Brigade #18 and his badge was #321. Nicholas and

Agnes lived at 4803 South Union Avenue. He was buried on

Christmas Day in the year 1910.

Since I did not have an exact date for Nicholas’ death, my ini-

tial search was met with considerable difficulty. What made matters

even more difficult was the fact that the City of Chicago Fire

Department Personnel Division did not have any record in their files

on Nicholas Crane. I began to question in my mind whether the

information that I had been given was correct. Could Nicholas have

died in some other city such as New York? I did not know. I really did
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not have much information to start with. I called a lady who worked

at one of the local historical socities and I had asked if she would be

so kind as to check the Chicago City Directories for a possible listing

on a Nicholas Crane or Crean covering the years 1913 to 1917. She

could not find any listing for him. After spending a few days think-

ing about it, I decided to go to the historical society and check the

directories for myself.  I had not visited this particular society for at

least 3 years. The first directory that I opened was for the year 1900

and immediately I found Nicholas’ name. He was listed at the address

that I have already given and his occupation was shown as Fireman. I

then proceeded to check each succeeding directory up to and includ-

ing the year 1909. He was listed in everyone of them. I could not

check the years 1910 or 1911 as those directories were missing from

the file. I checked the 1912 directory and he was no longer listed. I

then made the assumption that Nicholas must have been killed in

1910 or 1911.

I mentioned the matter of the missing directories to the lady

who happened to be on duty at the society at that time. It was only

her second day working there and she expressed doubt about herself

regarding her ability to really be of help to anyone. She claimed that

she was not very knowledgeable in genealogical matters. After I told

her about my search for Nicholas and the manner in which it was said

that he had died, she suggested that I try calling Mt. Olivet Cemetery

in Chicago. She told me that a lot of Irish Catholic Firemen were

buried there who had been killed in the line of duty. It was her

thought that the City had erected a number of memorials to those
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fireman. I thanked her for the information and I went upon my way.

Little did she or I know what value she had really been to me.

After a few days, I called the Mt. Olivet Cemetery and gave the

lady who answered the telephone the little information that I had.

She left me waiting on the phone while she went and checked the

files. Within a short time, she returned to the telephone and told me,

“Yes, Nicholas Crane is buried here along with some other members

of a family by the name of Walsh.” I was astounded. I then asked her

to confirm the spelling of his last name and she replied, “CRANE.” I

was overjoyed upon hearing the spelling of his name.

As I stood before Nicholas’ grave, his tombstone glared back at

me. It was an imposing structure. A stone replica of his helmet was at

rest on the top of the stone. His name was spelled in big block letters,

“CRANE.” The last doubt had been erased from my mind. For here

was another Fethard CREAN who had lived and died in America

under the spelling of the name that I was born under and knew all my

life. My father had always insisted that the name was Irish and had

always been spelled as he and I both knew it. He had been correct in

his prouncement as to the name being Irish, but he did not account

for the transition of the spelling as the CREANS entered America nor

was he aware of the fact that the English had anglicized the name back

in its home in Ireland. Peter Crane was, by the way, buried under the

spelling of the name as, “CREANE.”

A lady had said to me one time that she liked the spelling of my

name because it is pronounced as it is spelled. The English translation

of the name reverts back to its Gaelic origins as follows: CRANE to
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CREAN to O’CREHANE or O’CRAHANE to O’CRETHAN.

Though the name had changed with regards to spelling, its Irish ori-

gins had not been corrupted. I now had no doubt that the Fethard,

Tipperary, Crean family was mine. I had traveled a great distance

under rather unusual circumstances to meet the man, Jim Crean, who

was the nephew of Nicholas and whose grave was now before me.

The irony of this particular story is that I had once lived just a

short distance from where Nicholas had lived and where he had died.

My son, Patrick J. Crane, was born April 17, 1959, while we were liv-

ing at 5409 South Bishop Street. Bishop St. is just one-half block

from Loomis Boulevard. Just 10 blocks North on Loomis was the site

of the Morris Packing House. I had often passed the location where

Nicholas was killed and just as often traveled down the street where

he had once lived. Nicholas’ wife, Agnes (Crane) Walsh was buried

from Visitation Church on June 3, 1959. That Church was just a mile

west of Loomis Blvd. and on 55th Street. It was on the route that I

took everyday to and from my place of work. I now ask myself, could

I and my wife and our new born son have taken that route and passed

that Church at the very moment that Agnes’ soul was being prayed

for? If so, one generation had witnessed the passing of another and we

did not know it. We had, at one time, lived under the very shadow of

that generation and not until this time was I led to know and to

appreciate it.

After I had visited the cemetery, I called the lady at the histor-

ical society who had originally led me to Nicholas’ grave. When I told

her what I had found and described his tombstone, she suddenly real-
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ized that it was Nicholas’ very grave that she had been referring to

when she had mentioned the firemen’s memorials. Nicholas’ tomb-

stone is approximately six rolls back from the road that passes in front

of the cemetery office. Anyone going in and out of that office can eas-

ily see his grave. My inquiry had stirred her subconscious mind to

direct me to the very place where Nicholas was buried.  

I had asked my daughter, Deborah Ann, to check the microfilm

files for copies of old Chicago newspapers that are stored at the place

where she is employed. I had asked her to check specifically for the

date, December 23, 1910. She was astonished by what she had found.

The story of the fire had occupied the major portion of that day’s edi-

tion and for the week that followed. The newspaper gave a very vivid

accounting of the fire and the tragedy that had occured. The newspa-

per went on to say that the Morris Packing Plant had been situated

directly across the street from the Philip Armour Plant and at one

time during the course of the fire, that Plant had been threatened

with destruction also. Philip Armour and Michael Cudahy had

become partners in the meatpacking business in 1875. Nicholas

Crane had been killed in helping to contain a fire that had threatened

the property of a man whose family had come from the very farm that

I had visited in Ireland. I had stood and bid farewell to Joe (Cudahy)

Kennedy next to a wall that had been part of Michael Cudahy’s

father’s home.

Michael Cudahy, the Meatpacker, died in 1910. Mary Cuddy

Crane died at the County Poor Farm in Princeton, Illinois, on March

15, 1910. Nicholas Crane was killed December 23, 1910. The year
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1910, was a very ominous year where these people were concerned.

Whether or not they were united by blood, they were united by

death. Caroline Malloy, my grandmother’s foster mother, was buried

in Mt. Olivet Cemetery on October 1, 1920. I now wonder whether

or not my father had seen Nicholas’ grave as my father often visited

that cemetery. If he did see Nicholas’ grave, he never told me.
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Welcome Home

Fethard and Marie Crean

Ihad written Jim Crean a letter and sent him a Christmas card

shortly after my return from Ireland. There was no response.

I thought that Jim’s advanced years might have interfered with his

ability to correspond. I finally received word from Marie Crean of

Fethard that Jim had died. I had also received word from Margaret

Neville, Peter Crane’s niece, that he too had passed away. Jim Crean

died on December 27, 1983 and Peter Crane died on December 30,

1983. Just 3 days had seperated their deaths. I could not help but view

this with some degree of significance. It was as if something had caused

me to be led to Ireland and meet with them before they took leave of

this earth. With all that was happening around me with regards to my

own life, news of their deaths made me wonder if my search might not

be coming to an end. Little did I know what was yet to come.

I am deeply indepted to Marie Crean for all that she has done in

helping me to establish my birthright in Ireland. She saw it within her

heart to keep on with our written correspondence and eventually she pro-

vided me with the information that I was, indeed, related to the Fethard,

Tipperary, Crean family. In addition, she helped to reveal the significance
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of the name that had continually appeared before me throughout my

trip in Ireland. That name was Charles J. Kickham (1828-1882).

Marie Crean constructed a family chart with the help of Mrs.

Shiela (Fitzgerald) Hurley of Dublin, Ireland. Mrs. Hurley is related

to the Crean family by way of Bridget Gleason Crean Connelly. Shiela

confirmed the fact that John Crean had a brother by the name of

Patrick, my great-grandfather. Their parents names were Michael

Crean and Mary Shea. Jim Crean and Marie are living today on land

that had at one time belonged to the Shea family. In addition to the

family chart, Marie also sent me family photographs and it is gener-

ally agreed that the family likeness is there between the Fethard

Creans and myself.

Joe Kennedy had been correct in all that he had said regarding

the Fethard connection. I had in fact visited my ancestral home in

Ireland. It was a momentous occasion in my life. I think that it is

appropriate at this time to enter a quotation that I hope future gen-

erations will carry with them in all that they will ever seek to do.

"Ask, and it shall be given you;

seek, and ye shall find; knock,

and it shall be opened unto

you” (Matthew 7:7).

The one thing that impressed me the most was when Marie

Crean spoke for the family and welcomed me back home. I will

always carry the memory of Fethard in my heart where ever I may go.
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William Crahane’s Tombstone
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The Creans of Clonmel

Marie Crean had also enclosed some other information in

her letters that proved to be of interest. Among her let-

ters was a copy of an article that was taken from one of the newspa-

pers that is published in Clonmel, County Tipperary, Ireland. The

article concerns itself with the contributions that the Crean family

have made by way of their work and industry towards the growth of

the City of Clonmel.

Within the newspaper article, reference is made to Charles J.

Kickham. As I mentioned before, he wrote the Irish classic novel,

“Knocknagow or The Homes of Tipperary.” The article went on to

say that one of the characters in the novel is based upon the life of

Charles Kickham’s cousin, Dr. Thomas Crean, Senior (1834- 1923).

The character portrayed in the book under the name of Arthur

O’Connor is patterned after the life of Dr. Thomas Crane, Sr.! Dr.

Crane was married to Clara Kickham. It is interesting to note that this

same Dr. Crean had a cousin by the name of Richard Crean (1835-

1877), who had been married to a Kate Hackett. If you may recall,

Jim Crean’s mother’s maiden name was Bridget Hackett.
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Within the Holy Trinity Churchyard in Fethard are two tomb-

stones that stand side by side and read as follows:

In Memory of Richard Crean In Memory Of

of Knockkelly Dr. William H. Crean

Who died Dec 27th 1876 Who died 9 July 1918

Also His Wife at Ringville, Dungarvan

Ellen (nee Kickham) Where He had been

Their Children Medical Officer for 20 Years

and Grandchildren Erected by His Wife

Erected by Their Daughter Minnie Crean

Anna Naughton

As you already know, Holy Trinity Church is where my great-

grandfather, Patrick Crane, was baptized. The Town of Fethard is just

9 miles from Clonmel. Michael Crean (1872-1931) and Bridget

Hackett (1866-1917) were the parents of Jim Crean and are buried in

Red City Cemetery which is located just outside the Town of Fethard.
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Charles J. Kickham (1828-1882)

Charles J. Kickham was born in Mullinahone, Tipperary,

which is located just 10 miles distance from Fethard. It is

said that the tree still stands in Mullinahone where Kickham sat

beneath and wrote some of his most famous novels and poems. In

addition to his much celebrated novel Knocknagow, Kickham also

wrote for the Irish People Newspaper. That newspaper served to pro-

mote the cause of the Fenians. The Fenians were also known as the

Irish Revolutionary Brotherhood. The I.R.B. evolved into the Clan

na Gael which in turn grew to become the Irish Republican Army.

The fight for Irish independence has always been their primary objec-

tive. For his involvement, Charles J. Kickham was arrested and con-

victed and sent to prison in Dublin.  It was during his stay in prison

that Kickham was given a bible by Dr. Thomas Crean. Dr. Crean and

others helped to support Kickham as his resources had been depleted.

The Creans of Knockelly and Clonmel were cousins of Charles

Kickham. Most of the information that I have obtained about

Charles Kickham was taken from a book that was written by Mr. R.V.

Comerford. The book is titled, “Charles J. Kickham, A Study in Irish

Nationalism and Literature.”
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Some Notes of Interest

The newspaper article that I made reference to in a previ-

ous paragraph also stated that the patriarch of the

Clonmel Creans was Richard Crean who was born on a farm at

Gurtaskough, Fethard. Richard Crean was born under the shadow of

the Slievenamon Mountains in the year 1757. According to Marie

Crean, Gurtaskough is a field next to the farm where Marie and her

husband, Jimmie, now live. This is the farm that Jimmie and Marie

Mary Crean’s Tombstone
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inherited by way of the Shea family.

Within the Crean burial plot that is located in Red City

Cemetery, Fethard, are some tombstones that are worthy of mention.

They read as follows:

1 William Crahane, Age 92 years, 1775. 

Also his son, William Crahane, 1776, aged 56 years.

2 John Crahane, Aged 60 years, 1781.

3 Erected by Thomas Crean of Gurtaskough in memory of

his wife Mary Crean who departed this life Jan 27, 1797,

Aged 48 years. Also of their son  John Crean,

Pepperstown. Died April 12, 1805. Aged 31 years.

4- Bridget Crean, April 3, 1917. Aged 51 years. Her hus-

band Michael, Jan 17, 1931, Aged 59 years. There chil-

dren, Alice, May 9, 1923, Aged 20 years. John Joseph,

April 28, 1924, Aged 24 years.

This is the very same cemetery that Jim Crean and I visited in

August of 1983. Jim Crean now rests in the same burial plot. Jim’s

parents, Bridget and Michael Crean were among those listed on the

tombstones listed above.

In the book titled, “History of Clonmel,” by Rev. William P.

Burke, which was published in 1907, I found the following articles

that were in turn taken from an old newspaper titled, “The Hibernian

Gazett,” and dated July 8, 1776.

“The two horses stolen from Cloneen demesne were were
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found in possession of    John Crehane, poundkeeper, Fethard, and

we cannot omit appending that said poundkeeper was an accomplice

in the above act.”

“A curious instance of this is set forth in some law pleadings of

1331. Henry Tykenham sued Richard Ocrethan (O’Crehan) and oth-

ers. Now the plantiff his men and servants in boats with merchandise

passing through the middle of the water which leads from Clonmel

to Waterford and from Waterford to Clonmel, just as if the merchan-

dise had passed through the middle of the town of Carrick to be sold

there which they were not, were greviously destroyed and manifoldly

aggrieved by said Richard 0’Crehan and others being the men of

Carrick, to the great damage of said Henry and against the prohibi-

tion of the Land of the King, etc....”

The Stone Thrower

Charles Kickham had written a book titled, “Tales of Tipperary.”

Within that book is a chapter titled, “Annie O’Brien.” The chapter

includes a story of a hurling match that is to take place. I include a few sentences

that I have taken from that chapter.

“The picked men of the two parishes were to hurl that day....
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A crowd was collected in one place to witness a trial of prowess

between two of the greatest stone-throwers of the county. With chest

and throat exposed, and arms bare to the shoulders, these men were

models of herculean strength and symmetary. There was a grace, too,

in the manner in which they planted the left foot at the stand, and

swung the heavy stone round their heads, slowly wheeling round till

the back was turned towards the point to which the stone was to be

cast-then back to the original position, while the body was bent back-

wards, the arm extended in the same direction till the hand nearly

touched the ground-the body was then thrown forward, every muscle

from the foot to the tips of the fingers strained-and the huge stone

was hurled with a force that reminded one of the battering machines

of ancient warfare....”

How wonderful that I should find written in one of Charles

Kickham’s books a description of the art of “stone-throwing.” As I

read this tale, the memory of my fathers words echoed in my mind.

“Your great-grandfather came from Tipperary where they were known

as the, Tipperary Stone Throwers.”

As I read the description of a Tipperary Stone Thrower, I won-

dered if on a certain day many years ago, a young Charles Kickham

might have been sitting on the village green in Mullinahone and

describing another young man by the name of Pat Crane as he

stepped forward and took his turn at throwing the stone. Could he

have in fact been watching a youth who, one day, would apply his

muscles and strength to digging coal in a far away place by the name

of Springfield, Illinois?
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Life

Dreams all gone and head so weary,

As one grows old, life can get dreary.

It need not be and I will tell you why,

Laugh at the Devil and he will pass you by.

The days of youth all filled with mirth,

Senses so sharp, smell the good earth.

Be brave little one and live your story,

God made you to bask in His glory.

Filled with laughter and spirit so free,

Doomed by life’s shackles if you let it be.

Reach for the stars so far above,

Hold to the joy of your childhood love.

It does not matter who you are,

Believe in yourself, it will carry you far.

Cast a cold eye on lies that are told,

Keep to the truth and forever be bold.

Let no one destroy the hopes that you had,

Life is for living so always be glad.

Look to the dawn as another fresh start,

But most of all, never lose heart!
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A Closing Thought

The early history of the Crane family in America was not a

happy one. They had sought to escape from the specter of

doom that had hung over them in Ireland. So many lives had been

twisted and torn through famine and want. They had been oppressed

for centuries and yet, somehow, they managed to survive. Not until

the time of my father did the Crane family begin to crawl out from

the shadow that had hung over them. Where I am concerned, it

remains to be seen what my eventual fate will be. That is of little con-

sequence now that I have written the Crane Legacy. I had gone

through a difficult time after the loss of my mother and father, but I

no longer feel alone in this world. I do believe that there are spirits

that walk among us as our lives are not limited to a single dimension.

You have to be atuned to those spirits. They become more pro-

nounced within your solitude. As you retreat from the worldliness

that is about you and seek refuge in nature, you will feel their close-

ness. They are with you in the twilight of your dreams and the soft

ripple of the brooks and the gentle rustle of the leaves.

Your journey with me has sometimes taken you through places

of darkness. Have no fear. Death is an inescapable part of life. It is the

process by which each generation restores itself and is literally born

again. Keep this in mind when you consider what it is that you wish
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to leave to your future generations.

I am grateful to the Almighty for what I have found in Ireland.

As one Irishman said to me when I was there, “You could have drank

your way through Ireland as so many of the tourists have done, but

you had a different path to follow.” My destination was revealed ever

so clearly by my discovery of the priestly Crane family. I was drawn

to them for a purpose and a reason. The Good Fathers will always be

with me so long as my memory of Peter Crane of Danescastle will

last.

It is upon these words that I take leave of the Crane family and

lead you into the story of my search for my mother’s family. I think

that the March story is as every bit as interesting as my father’s was

and still is.



PART 2

THE MARCH FAMILY

See Reference in Appendix III

for the Derivation

of the March Name



The Author’s Mother & Sister (circa 1926)
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Mother’s Child

Ever so softly her soul did creep,

The body she had worn so fast asleep.

Homeward bound, the heavens on high,

Mother she was, her heart did sigh.

“Hush, my child, for you must not waken,

The woman that you were left old and shaken.

Return once again to those joyful years,

When life brought laughter and very few tears.”

“Bright eyes shining and face all aglow,

We watched from on high as you did grow.

Life made full by the babes that you bore,

The struggle of life is yours no more.”

“Step softly now and take my hand,

Return with me to that Promised Land.

Those that you loved that are left behind,

Soon to be joined if in life they be kind.”

Mother sleeps but the child is free,

She laughs and loves through eternity.

Her path to follow if we heed her word,

In the stillness of night her voice can be heard.
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Dorothy Agnes March (Crane) Suether

(1904 - 1978)

Faith to Live; Faith to Die

My mother’s dying had taken me through a long, dark

journey where I truly believe that I witnessed the tor-

ments of Satan, himself. What impressed me the most was the fact

that never once did my mother relinquish her faith and trust in God.

Never once did she cry out for His mercy. The episodes that I experi-

enced in her death left a lasting mark upon me.

The first episode occured when I was forced to tell her that her

cancer was found to be inoperable and it had already begun to spread.

Her fate had been sealed. It was not within my character to deceive

her into thinking that there was hope when hope did not exist. I felt

that it was best for her to know that she was going to die. It would

allow her time to prepare herself for what was to come and it would

spare me the agony of watching her struggle to survive from a fate

from which she could not escape. I hope that you can appreciate the
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helplessness that a person feels when they have condemned the clos-

est human being that they have known in life, to death. Her response

to me was such that it not only relieved my conscience; it relieved my

soul. She said that her only hope was that God would not allow her

to suffer too much. As far as forgiveness was concerned, she told me

that if she were to hear the bad news from anyone, she would rather

have heard it from her own son.

The next episode occured when, by chance, I happened to be

visiting her in the hospital when the local Pastor stopped by to pay

her a visit. I stood at the foot of her bed as the Pastor led her in prayer.

What I witnessed was an innocence and a belief that she expressed

that was not unlike that of a child. Her prayers were simple and pure

and came from the heart. Her’s was not a role or an act that she

played. Her game was for keeps and she was seeking the strength that

her soul would need in order to wage the battle that she knew would

have to be fought.

My last experience occured the day before she died. By that

time my mother had lapsed into a coma from which she would not

return and she drempt the dreams of the lost. She must have been in

acute pain and it was only held back by the medication that she

received and God’s mercy in bringing numbness to her senses. I sat

next to her bed and I suffered the ordeal with her as she patted her

stomach and coaxed her unborn child to pass from her womb. The

agony of her cancer was transformed into the blissfulness of child-

birth that a woman suffers when they bring a new life into the world.

What better way could God have chosen for her to die. Rather than
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be facing death, she was bringing forth new life.

It was a rare privilege that she shared with me as I witnessed her

struggle for my birth that she now relived. I realized what she must

have endured in order to bring me into the world. It caused me to

appreciate the price that she had paid for my life. It is something that

can never be repaid or returned. It is the price that a woman pays for

her child. It was only then that I realized the dept that I had owed.

My only hope was that I had made her feel that her pain was worth

it and that some of the debt had been paid along the way.

My mother’s trust and belief in God had caused Satan to be

deceived and defeated. Through her death my own faith was reborn.

“Nichodemus saith unto Him, How can a man be born when he is

old? can he enter the second time into his mother’s womb, and be

born?” (St. John 3:4)

Nichodemus’ question had been answered!

My father’s death would follow seven months later and after a

long and difficult struggle, this book was also born.
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Mother

If I were to sing you a song,

it would have to be;

How sweet and loving,

you were to me.

Warm was your heart,

and gentle your touch;

My only wish,

that I loved you as much.

To laugh and love,

was your refrain;

Those endless days,

there was no rain.
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The pity of youth,

is always tomorrow;

Comes the dawn,

and life’s sweet sorrow.

You trusted God,

on that final day;

Left below, to hope and pray —

I seek the heavens,

far above;

To be with you,

and know your love.
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The March Family of Chicago, Illinois

My mother’s family ran the full range of the social and

economic scale. There was hardship and want on one

end and there were those of more abundance on the other. If there is

a common thread that binds my mother’s family together, that is, that

they have always kept their faith and trust in God. Their children

were all raised with a degree of respect for their parents that is often

lacking in some of the other people’s more modern day homes.

Whatever pleasures or success the March family enjoyed in life was

won through hard work and they never took anything for granted.

Some members of my mother’s family have distinguished themselves

in the fields of medicine, education, science and industry. Some of

them have served their Country on the fields of battle and they have

kept faith with their Country’s beliefs.

My early childhood brought me into most of their homes and

as I loved them, so too was I loved in return. Many of the older gen-

eration that I knew have passed on and some of the younger ones, I

have never met. Regardless, we all share a common bond between us

and that is our name as well as our life’s blood.

I can take pride in the fact that I have laid the groundwork for

those members of the family who might be interested in tracing their

family roots to the primary source. The March history is one that I
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believe the family can justly take pride in. The early history of the

family in America was lost within the past two generations. It is my

hope that this written account will never allow that history to become

lost again.
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Some Basic Information

My mother’s maiden name was Dorothy Agnes March.

She was born March 17, 1904, in Uwchlan Township,

Chester County, Pennsylvania. She was 4 years old when her father,

Jesse Evans March, moved the entire family to Chicago for reasons as

already stated in the beginning of this book.

My mother’s family consisted of the following members:

Name Date of Birth Date of Death
Jesse Evans March Mar. 29, 1849 Mar. 9, 1913

Anna Sarah Graham Feb. 18, 1864 Feb. 2, 1943
Florance (Duff ) Sept. 30, 1891 Sept. 19, 1969

Jesse Grace Elizabeth Feb. 15, 1898 May 10, 1944
Clarance Edger Robert Feb. 11, 1900 Aug. 5, 1965

Percivel Earl Jan. 8, 1902 Feb. 15, 1961
Dorothy Agnes Mar. 17, 1904 Jun. 30, 1978

Anna Leita (Marie) Feb. 14, 1907 ----

My grandfather died suddenly on March 9, 1913, from a cere-

bral hemorrhage. The family was left shocked and destitute with no

where else to go. My grandmother had to take in laundry and rented

rooms to boarders in order to make ends meet. Somehow, they man-
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aged to survive. My mother graduated from grade school and not too

many years later, she went to work. Her first job was with the Bell

Telephone Company as a switchboard operator. After she met my

father, she settled down to life as a housewife. My parents were mar-

ried June 13, 1923. My father had been introduced to my mother by

her brother Clarence Edger who also carried the nickname, Bub. My

father and Uncle Bub were very close friends. During the lean years,

they often traveled together between Chicago and the East Coast in

search of jobs. Their usual mode of transportation was flipping freight

trains which was otherwise known as, “riding the rods.” The early

years were carefree years and as long as there was work to be had, my

father and Uncle Bub enjoyed themselves. Once my father married

my mother, the traveling came to an end and my father settled down

to married life. My sister, Dorothy Patricia, was born on April 27,

1926. I was born on August 4, 1933. It was not too long after I was

born that my parents seperated and eventually they were divorced.

My mother was pure of heart and she was filled with love. Her

love of babies was without end. She would almost squeeze the breath

out of them as she hugged them and pressed them close to her own

cheek. Her ways were simple, but wise, and at times, she, herself,

reminded me of a child. She provided me with many pleasures as we

often laughed and joked at some of the peculiarities of life. As her son,

she was always quite proud of me and no matter how old I grew in

life, she always thought of me as her little boy. She loved her family

and in that regard, she was not only generous with her love; she

always provided assistance in time of need. If there was ever any ques-
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tion about cooking or taking care of babies or any other need that was

required in the home, she was always near at hand and would make

herself available. It was indeed unfortunate that she and my father

were so extremely opposite and strong-willed towards one another.

Try as they might, they could not live together. After they were

divorced, I lived with my mother and yet, my father was a frequent

visitor to our home for purposes of taking care of my sister and me.

This was especially true during Christmas when he would come to

our house and help us set up the tree that he always purchased. He

would wait until we had gone to bed and then he would go out and

bring the presents back in. He always made sure to return in the

morning when we all opened our gifts. Ours was a very complex

Christmas, as far as living arrangements were concerned, but it was

always filled with joy.

I have to admit that there were times when I took my mother’s

love for granted and it was my father who often counseled me on the

duty that a son owes to his mother. The feelings that my parents both

held for one another were best expressed a few months before my

mother died. Her body was filled with cancer and between her days

in the hospital, she stayed at my home for a short time. My father and

my step-mother, Bernice, paid us a visit for what my father knew

would be the last time. They reminisced about old times and as he got

ready to leave, he bent and kissed her goodbye. She looked up at him

and said, “That is the first time that you have done that in 40 years.”

We all knew that as he walked out that door, he would never see her

alive again. This had been my father’s final farewell. He had bid
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farewell not only to my mother, but to me also. Strange, but I think

that he knew that he too was destined to die within a very short time.

And this, Dear Friends, is how courage is defined.
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The Difficult Years

After my parents had separated, my mother was forced to return to

work and she would face some very trying times. She, like her moth-

er had done before her, took boarders in our home in order to help pay the rent.

My mother worked for a man by the name of Sam Gordan who had owned food

and beverage concessions in some of the more popular dance halls during the era of

the big dance bands.

My Early Childhood and People Who Influenced My Life

Sam Gordan

Sam deserves particular attention because he was one of

those people outside of the family who had a direct influ-

ence on my life. My recognition of Sam is my way of expressing my

gratitude to him for all that he had done for me and my family. Sam

Gordan was somewhat of a protector and provider for our family. In

addition to my mother, some of my aunts and uncles and even

cousins, worked for Sam Gordan. He was of German-Jewish descent

and he had come directly from Europe as he spoke with a Yiddish

accent. He had been most generous and kind to my family. Sam

always remembered us at Christmas time when my mother would
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take me to visit him at his office. It was a standard ritual that was

repeated year after year. He would always ask me if I had been a good

boy and that was a question that I could never nor would I ever

answer otherwise to a person such as he. After he was thoroughly con-

vinced that I had been a good boy, he would hand me my Christmas

present.

When I contracted pneumonia before the advent of penicillin

and people were cared for in their homes, Sam Gordan helped my

mother to pay the doctors and nurses for the care that I had received.

I was only 3 years old at the time and I still carry the memory of that

illness with me. I had laid in a coma for one week and it was not cer-

tain whether I would live or die. It took me many years to recover

from the effects that that illness had upon me.

Because of his generosity and the friendship that he bestowed upon me and

my family, I will always remember Sam Gordan. He died in his sleep at home in

bed sometime during the close of the Second World War. Sam had escaped from

the holocaust that many of his people in Europe had suffered because they were

nothing more than the same kind of people that he was.

Mrs. Venetta Torrence (1860-1943)

Another person that I am obliged to mention is Mrs.

Venetta Torrence. Mrs. Torrence was one of the boarders

that my mother took into our home. She was a kindly old lady who

cared for me when my mother was working. She was like a grand-

mother to me. Mrs. Torrence had at one time been moderately
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wealthy. She claimed that her husband had been an important man

before he had died. Mr. and Mrs. Torrence had also owned and oper-

ated a boarding house. Their home had been in Decatur, Illinois.

After I became knowledgeable in tracing roots, I found out that Mr.

Torrence had been the Superintendent for the Decatur Park District

and that there is a park named after him in that City. I might men-

tion, that it is a strange thing about searching for roots because added

interest is given to things from the past that at one time did not seem

important. Once you do start searching, people and events from the

past gain new relevance.

Mr. Torrence died sometime during the 1920’s. After the death

of her husband, Mrs Torrence moved to Chicago and her fortunes

deteriorated. I believe that she once told my mother that she lost

everything in the Stock Market Crash of 1929. Whatever the case

might have been, when we knew her, she was reduced to living on a

Public Aid Pension from the State. Sometime, during the 1930’s,

Mrs. Torrence took a room as a boarder in my mother’s home. Her

years of experience in owning and operating a rooming house pro-

vided her with a skill in cooking that was beyond compare. I grew up

smelling the aroma of home cooking in every manner, shape and

form. I would watch her as she made everything from the basic ingre-

dients in our kitchen. She made home-baked bread, apple pie, fresh

cranberry sauce, baked apples with cinnamon, chicken dumpling

soup, turkey and dressing and on and on. She sifted the flour, rolled

the dough, peeled the apples, mashed and strained the cranberries,

pulled the feathers from the turkeys and and singed them over the
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stove. Our house was made all the better because Mrs. Torrence had

chosen to live with us.

Mrs. Torrence provided me with an early history of Chicago

from the time when the City Limits stopped at 35th Street.

“Everything after that was swampland,” she said. She had given me a

glimpse of what life was like before the turn of the Century.

Mrs. Torrence died in our home in her sleep and I can still

remember when the undertaker came and took her away. Her only

possessions were the clothes that she wore plus a few extra items that

she had stored in her dresser drawer. She died in 1943 and as a con-

sequence, she never witnessed the end of the war that she had hoped

would soon be over. Many a time I had sat and listened with her to

the voice of President Franklin D. Roosevelt who, to her, was a

National hero. Her body was transported to Decatur, Illinois, where

she now lies at rest next to her husband. My childhood was quickly

drawing to an end and I did not realize it. Neither did I realize that I

would never again taste the likes of her cooking and I would carry the

hunger for it until this very day.
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Alfred A. Suether (1897-1954)

Al Suether was a gruff German who spoke with a twisted interpretation

of the English language. He came to America in 1929, in order to

begin a new life. Upon his arrival in Chicago, he settled into a German speaking

neighborhood. He learned his English from other Germans and the children at play

in the city streets.

My mother had met Al Suether through family friends. After

Al had known my mother for awhile, he proposed marriage to her

and she accepted. As she explained to me, she needed someone to care

and watch over her. The death of Sam Gordan had caused a problem

in that my mother found it difficult to obtain another job. She was

getting older and her skills were limited in the work place. I was not

very accepting of the idea of my mother’s remarriage and it was my

very own father who convinced me that it was all for the good. “Al

would help to take care of her,” he said. Once I knew that her mar-
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riage had my father’s blessing, I no longer rebelled. Al was tolerated,

if not welcomed, into our home.

Al Suether was self-employed as a painter and decorator and he

worked long and hard to pay our bills. Al liked his Schnapps and he

introduced a whole array of foreign if not strange foods into our

home. I never knew when I opened the refrigerator door or lifted the

lid on a pot that was cooking on the stove exactly what I would find.

Even my mother rebelled the day that he said that he was thinking

about bringing home some eel for supper. At least where food was

concerned, there was never a dull moment in our house after Al

Suether arrived.

In addition to his strange foods, Al represented something more

alien to me. He was the dreaded Hun that I had always heard about.

I had grown up between both World Wars and I had listened to sto-

ries and witnessed events as they had happened that involved our

Country’s fight with the Germans. Whether it was stories about the

trench warfare in Flanders Fields during the First World War or the

Battle of the Bulge in the Second World War, I learned that the

German soldier was something to be dreaded if not feared. Al Suether

had been a German soldier in the First World War.

Alfred Suether was born in Essen, Germany, in 1897. He was

born of peasant stock and lived on a small farm with many brothers

and sisters. Al was just at the right age and he came from the proper

enviornment to be drafted into the German Army during the First

World War. It is often said, and with some element of truth, that it is

the poor man’s sons who fight the rich man’s wars. Al fought on the
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Western Front for 3 years against the French Army. His chest was cov-

ered with a huge German eagle that had been tattooed from his shoul-

ders to his stomach. He also had a jagged and torn scar that went clear

through from his shoulder to his back. He told me how he had got-

ten that scar, but I could not until recent years appreciate the terror

that he must have felt when he received it. He was only 18 years old

when he stood in the trench as the bullets streamed by and carried

their message of death and the bombs burst that caused the earth and

pieces of bodies to be cast into the air. Amidst the screams and the

yells and the shouts, the French Army had advanced towards him and

at the same time they too, experienced the same agony and death that

Al’s comrades had felt. Suddenly, there appeared before him a French

soldier with a gleaming bayonet and before he could duck down, that

Frenchman drove the blade so deep into his shoulder that it pinned

Al to the dirt wall of the trench. The only reason that Al was able to

survive from repeated thrusts of that bayonet was that he was able to

use his other hand to draw his pistol and shoot that Frenchman dead.

That frightened German youth had struggled to stay alive. His life

was all that mattered to him. Any cause or reason for his being there

had long since been forgotten. So much for the glory of war and the

dreaded German Hun.

Al Suether had set his sights on starting a new life in America

and he looked forward to the day that it would come. How that man

had managed to survive and adjust to the world after what he went

through, I only learned to appreciate as I grew older. When I received

word that I was to be drafted into the Army, Al wept. I could not
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understand at that time. I thought that he may have been reminded

what he went through, but I realized afterwards that Al had really

loved me as a son. Al once had a placard that he hung in our home

that had been translated from the German. It read,”We get too soon

old and too late smart.” Al was so, so right.

Al Suether died while I was away in the Army. I was allowed to

return home for his funeral. He had died from cancer of the lung and

the disease had taken him fast. He is buried in Cedar Park Cemetery

in Chicago, Illinois. As the years past, I began to appreciate that man

and all that he had done for my mother. I am only sorry that I did

not get to know him better while he was still alive. The irony of the

story is that Al Suether meant something more to me that I only

learned about in recent years. He represented a race of people that I

discovered were part of my own ancestry. My knowledge and obser-

vations of Al Suether was my introduction as to how my ancestors

had lived. I never realized, nor did my mother, how much German

blood ran through our veins. “Judge not, that ye be not judged” (St.

Matthew 7:1).
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The Later Years

The death of Al Suether placed additional hardship on my

mother. Soon after I returned from the service, I married.

I worked in order to support a growing family and I attended night

school for many years in order to try to better my own and my fam-

ily’s situation in life. I felt fortunate just to be able to pay the rent and

keep food on our table. My mother was left to live alone. No one in

our family had a house big enough to support a grandmother as

might be the case in some of the other more affluent families. All that

I could do was watch my mother from a distance as she grew old.



My Mother Dorothy Agnes March (Crane) Suether
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Seasons With Mother

Spring, the dawn of my life;

Loved was I, even in strife.

You nutured me through endless ills;

Summer days, your songbird fills.

Summer, the start of my dreams;

Your son, a mother’s heart gleams.

Proud you were, my family growing;

Fall, the babies loved, you all knowing.

Fall, the shadow creeps over me;

You gaze, but cannot see.

Sad the heart when we parted;

Winter comes as yours had started.

Earthbound am I, the changing seasons;

We seek and search for all the reasons.

Life beyond an eternal bliss;

Greeted with a mother’s kiss.
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The Search Begins

After having listened to and remembering my mother’s

story about her father, I was not very hopeful of finding

much of anything in his background that would be of any conse-

quence. He had been a farmer and that was all. To compound the sit-

uation, I was not even sure of his nationality. My mother had told me

that she came from Chester, Pennsylvania. It took a great deal of time

for me to discover that she was born in the County and not the City

of the same name. I really had no place to start other than her birth

certificate. My search began to define itself with my purchase of a

number of books that told how to trace family history. I began by tak-

ing special note of the various historical societies that were listed with-

in those books. A long period of letter writing began and I experi-

enced many negative results. As luck would have it, I sent a letter of

inquiry to the Chester County Historical Society in West Chester,

Pennsylvania. It was the Fall of 1980. In response to my letter, I in

turn received a brief letter and a copy of a page of old newspaper clip-

pings. It was within these clippings that I noticed the announcement

of the death of a Jesse March in Chicago, Illinois, The newspaper clip-

ping read as follows:

In Chicago on Sunday Jesse E. March died, and he will be

buried there tomorrow. He leaves a widow and eight children, three
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of them are in this section of the country. Harry O. March of West

Town Boarding School, and Horace and Eva March of Philadelphia.

The article was dated March 11, 1913. I suddenly realized that

I was reading the death notice of my grandfather. Furthermore, I saw

for the very first time the names of his children by his first wife. A

major lead had been established for me. I now had a base from where

I could work.

The U.S. Census of 1900 was of no initial value to me. Jesse

and Anna(Jesse’s second wife) were already married at that time and

they lived at 84th and Grovers Street that was just outside of

Philadelphia. Jesse’s occupation was shown as “Farmer” and the

names of his children by his wife Anna were given. It led me back into

a circle. All that I knew was where they had lived before they came to

Chicago in 1908.

As I stated before, the 1890 Census had been destroyed in a fire

in the Federal Archives. On the basis of the children’s names that were

given in Jesse’s death notice, I started a search of the 1880 Census.

After spending considerable time searching the microfilms, I finally

found Jesse listed along with the names of his children and his first

wife, Kate. Their occupations were recorded as “Farmhand” arid

“Dairy Maid.” My immediate reaction upon seeing their occupations

was one of emptiness. As anyone would agree, this was hardly the type

of background that would lead to greatness. Still, I felt obliged for the

sake of my mother to continue on with my search. Quite honestly, I

was not very enthusiastic about finding anything of significance that

I could take pride in. The history of the world is already written about
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great men who not only had power, they also had wealth. It was at

this stage of my journey into the past that I had not as yet defined

what it was that was guiding me in my search. In spite of any nega-

tive feelings that I might have had regarding the worthiness of the

information that I had at hand, I was caused to continue on. I did not

know it then, but I was at the threshold of what I was to consider a

great discovery. As yet, I had not opened the door. What caused me

to be driven on regardless of what I had already found is something

that I will reflect upon over and over again as the years go by.

I hope that you can appreciate what it was that I have written

in the previous paragraph. My frustrations were brought to the sur-

face and felt each time that a person would ask me what it was that I

was searching for. These same frustrations were also felt each time that

I tried to explain to the skeptic what it was that I felt burning within

me and I was not in the proper frame of mind to try and define.

Today I am now equipped to provide that explanation and that is,

“For where your treasure is, there will be your heart also” (St.

Matthew 6:21).

Something was waiting for me that I knew must be there and I

was determined to find it. Jesse and Kate represented something more

than just “Farmhand” and “Dairymaid.” Their humble roles in life

did not speak for what they trully represented. My own mother had

been a very humble, but sincere human being. Her heart was pure

and she possessed an over-abundance of love. Her love could not have

been bought at any price, for she gave it freely. Hers was a love that

many seek, but never find. The treasures that I sought were not earth-
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ly treasures. I sought for the source of her love. I knew that wherever

I would be guided, I would be guided by her love. While my story

concerns itself with the search for my past, it is basically the story of

the love that I had shared with both of my parents. If you have never

experienced love, then you will never know the power that love

brings. “He that loveth not knoweth not God; for God is love” (I

John 4:8).

After I had received the copy of the newspaper clipping that

gave notice of Jesse March’s death, I knew that there must be others

of similar importance or nature that would help me in my search. The

subsequent letter that I sent requesting that the historical society send

me any and all newspaper clippings that they might have regarding

the March family brought me a totally unexpected wealth of materi-

al. In addition, I received a list of tombstone inscriptions of March

family members who were buried in the cemetery at St. Paul’s United

Church of Christ in Lionville, Pennsylvania. My search for the March

family in Chester County, Pennsylvania, suddenly had taken me

towards new dimensions. I proceeded to use the newspaper clippings

as one would use the pieces in a crossword puzzle. By making use of

all of the marriage, birth and death announcements, I was able to

construct a family chart. Most surprisingly, I found the names and

burial place of my great-grandparents, George (1815-1886) and

Elizabeth (1819-1890) March. I was also able to trace the current day

descendants of Harry 0. and Horace E. March, who were the sons of

Jesse March by his first wife, Kate Walton. Not too long afterwards

and through use of the Telephone Company’s Directory Assistance, I
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was soon talking to my long lost cousins, John and Horace March. It

would be only a short matter of time until I was traveling back to my

mother’s and her father, Jesse’s, home. I would soon be involved with

a family that was the very fabric upon Chester County had been

woven.

The March Mansion Pennsylvania
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Pennsylvania

Lost you were for so many years,

Thoughts of home brought grandfather tears.

Land that he loved so far away,

Blue were the hills, gold the hay.

I stood among the fields where he had toiled,

He came to the city and his hands were soiled.

“Farmer boy, why did you roam?

You left that family without a home.”

Life was a struggle in that awful city,

I looked at the land, what a pity

What I saw made my heart ache,

The land that he knew and did not take.

Hope is, that I did return;

I found the land that made him yearn.

Lost no more it will not be,

It is in our hearts for eternity.
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Pennsylvania I

It was in March of 1981 that I left on my first visit to

Pennsylvania. After I had established contact, the March

family of Malvern had invited me to come and visit and stay at their

home. My cousins’ names were Horace March and his wife, Marion,

and Horace’s sister, Betty. This trip would allow me to actually see for

the first time all that I had discovered in Chester County that related

to the March family. I would also experlence what it was that Jesse

had so loved about that land. My trip to Ireland would not take place

for at least two more years and this would be my first trip of substance

into the past.

I had visited Spring Valley the previous Summer. The only

other time that I had been there was when I was a youth and my

father had taken me with him. As I walked through that town, I saw

what my father had seen as a child. I saw the trees where he had once

picked apples and I saw the street that ran down the hill where he had

once rode on his sled in the winter time. As I retraced his steps, I felt

his shadow pass over me. My trip to Pennsylvania would offer me

something more, however, as would my future trip to Ireland. The

reason being that my journey into the past was taking me further back
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into antiquity. My father had often returned to the town in which he

was born because he had locked within his memory all of his child-

hood years, both good and bad. No matter how close my father was

attached to the memory of Spring Valley, it was not our ancestral

home. In reality, it was just one of the many towns in which the

Cranes had settled in order to apply their trade as miners. My search

was taking me to the places where our family units had, for the most

part, remained intact and the value system that my parents had passed

on to me was established. We are today, what our ancestors made us

to be. If at all possible, I was determined to catch a glimpse of my

ancestors in order that I might know and understand myself a little

bit better. By so doing, I felt that it would lend substance to myself as

a human being.

Because of the ebb and flow of big city life and the transitory

nature by which a person is forced to live, a sense of community spir-

it or pride is often short lived. I believe that a sense of community

lends substance to a person’s life and to the nation in which that per-

son lives. Because I was born and raised in the city, that sense of

community had escaped me. My trip to Pennsylvania restored my

sense of belonging. My journey to Ireland would reinforce that feel-

ing even more.
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A Mythical Mansion

My journey to Pennsylvania was not unlike visiting a

mansion that has been set upon a hill and overlooks all

that is around it. Have you ever seen such a mansion? Have you ever

gazed up at those windows and wondered what the rooms might look

like from the inside? If so, it is almost as if you can visualize the set-

ting of each and every room. Can you imagine what a pleasure it must

be to stand in one of those windows and look out upon the scene that

is below? You begin to wonder how the people in that house must live

and how they must enjoy the pleasure of being there. For one who

had no roots, I passed that house many times. I had often wondered

how my ancestors had lived. After I discovered my roots, I walked

through the door of that mansion. I began to explore each and every

room of that house and in the course of doing so, I met with a few

surprises. What I had imagined to be in there was not necessarily

there, or if it was, it was somewhat different than what I had expect-

ed. I was not made any richer for my experience, but I had the pleas-

ure of knowing that part of that mansion was now mine.
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The March Family of Malvern, Pa.

Upon my arrival at their home in Malvern, my cousins immediately

greeted me and accepted me as one of their own. They were very gra-

cious and kind. They made sure that my visit would be a success and that I would

enjoy all the comforts of my own home. Just a few months previous we did not

know that either of us existed and then all at once, a new family was born. We had

passed through the void that had separated us since the beginning of our time.

When I traveled to Ireland, I carried a passport that identified me as an American

citizen. When I traveled to Pennsylvania, my passport was my mother’s name. Any

apprehension that I might have had as to our meeting had been quickly dispelled

when I first saw the March name hanging from a lamp-post that was next to the

driveway in front of their home. It was as if my mother had spoken to me and

assured me that everything would be fine. “The Malvern March family was part of

your own," I said to myself and not really knowing whether that thought was

entirely mine.

My trip to Pennsylvania had taken me two days and I had suf-

ficient time to reflect upon all that I had learned before I finally

arrived. I had spent many hours in the library reading about the his-

tory of Chester County and researching the March name. I had

already formed some idea in my mind as to what I might find when

I arrived there, but I was not prepared as to the extent of what I would

find or the effect that those discoveries would have upon me.
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Places to Visit

Besides meeting and. visiting with my cousins, I had two

other objectives already set in my mind even before I got

there. One was to visit the historical society where most of my March

family information had come from. The other was to visit St. Paul’s

United Church of Christ in Lionville. My visit to the historical soci-

ety would be for the purpose of examining their records. My visit to

St. Paul’s would be for the spiritual value that it would hold.

When I finally arrived at the historical society, I found it inter-

esting to see the place where I had directed my inquires and in return

received my answers. The people were very friendly towards me. My

visit to the Society did not, at that time, provide me with much in the

way of additional information. The reason was that there was such a

wealth of material and it was all new to me and came all at once. The

problem was that I found that I really was not all that informed about

the March family. I had no idea that the name was so extensive and

pervasive throughout the history of Chester and the neighboring

counties. On the other hand, my visit to St. Paul’s proved to be not

only rewarding in the way of providing additional information; it

provided me the spiritual regeneration that I had sought. I will relate

my experience at St. Paul’s later in this story. In the meantime, I

thought that it would serve a good purpose if I provided a brief his-
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tory of Chester County as I have come to know it. It might help to

provide some background material for anyone who is not totally

familiar with the area. It was within this background that the March

family grew and their history was recorded.

Chester County - The Early Beginnings

Chester County was one of the three original counties that

were established in Pennsylvania. They were founded by

William Penn in 1682. William Penn was an Englishman who had

converted to the Quaker faith. As history records it, the English

Crown had owed a considerable amount of money to William Penn’s

father. As a way of settling the debt, King Charles II granted a tract

of land in Pennsylvania to William Penn for the purpose of establish-

ing a Quaker colony or refuge. The Quakers, as well as William Penn,

himself, were continually persecuted for practicing their beliefs when

they were in England. The early Quakers who settled in Pennsylvania

were, however, of Welsh extraction.

William Penn established his colony on the principal of reli-

gious freedom and democratic ideals. He came to America with the

first group of Quakers and settled in an area that was just a short dis-

tance from the present day City of Philadelphia. The area that these

people first settled was known as the Welsh Tract. Over the course of
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time, the Welsh Tract was enlarged as the Quaker immigration grew.

The early Welsh immigrants sought to establish a government where-

by they would keep their religion and their traditions intact. Marriage

outside of the faith was strictly prohibited and the rules were enforced

by the threat of expulsion from the Quaker society. The Quakers were

able to maintain and enforce their rules until William Penn carried

his crusade through Europe and started to attract more immigrants

with different nationalities and religious beliefs.

William Penn started to lecture and to teach in Germany. There

was an area in Germany that was known as the Palatinate and the

people living in the Palatinate were called Palatines. They were com-

posed of a very diverse group that followed various religious beliefs.

The Palatinate was defined by an area that was in the western part of

Germany in close proximity to Alsace on the French and German

border. Switzerland was bordered on the southwest and Italy was

directly to the south. The people who lived in this area had suffered

through many wars. Their land and whatever else they owned and

sometimes, even themselves, became the spoils of war whenever they

were conquered by the different warring German princes and the

French. They were continually persecuted because of the practice of

their religious beliefs. These various religions included the Quakers,

the Pietists, who later became known as the Mennonites, the

Lutherans and any number of spin off religions. William Penn prom-

ised them freedom and a new way of life and as a consequence, they

flocked to his colonies in the New World. The immigrant Germans

moved into some of the areas that were already occupied by the Welsh
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and over the course of time, they became assimilated. The various

religions were allowed to flourish side by side. It is interesting to note

that some of the Palatines migrated to Tipperary in Ireland and estab-

lished a colony there in the area of the City of ’ Clonmel.

The Palatines were a hardy people and since many of them had

been farmers in Europe, they knew how to work the land. The early

years in America were difficult years as the land that they settled was

still untamed and they suffered many hardships both from nature and

the people that they had displaced namely, the Indians. Eventually,

they would establish themselves, but in the meantime, when all else

failed, they relied upon the one instrument that they knew that they

could depend upon. That instrument was their German Bibles that

they made sure that they had brought with them from the Old World.

They built many churches. Individual churches might have even

served two separate congregations. This often occured when the par-

ent church split between Lutheran and Reformed. If another church

was built to serve the separated congregation, it was often built close

enough in order that they might both share the same cemetery.

The German Palatines eventually became known as the

Pennsylvania Dutch. This occured during the American

Revolutionary War in order that the original German settlers could

distinguish themselves from the Hessian soldiers who had served as

mercenaries under the British. Many of these Hessian solders were

very young and they often had been sold into servitude by the

German princes who had ruled over their European domain. Often

times these Hessian soldiers came from the same area in Germany



185

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

that the Palatines had come from. During the war, the blood that was

spilled on either side was often mixed with that of their own.

And so you have it. The scene had now been set that I was des-

tined to walk within. The spirit of the past would make itself known

and the March name would surface in almost every place that I would

turn to look. I came a long way from the streets of Chicago where the

only history that I knew was in the books that I had read and the

places that I had heard about. For me, history was something that

happened to other people and other families. I had no appreciation of

the past because I had no feeling or sense that my ancestors had lived

it. The Farm Hand and Dairy Maid were about to take me on a most

interesting and rewarding journey.
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A Family Tour

My cousins were very kind by sharing their time and

effort in taking me to places that I would not have oth-

erwise found. It was during this tour that a picture of the March fam-

ily and especially my grandfather, Jesse, began to emerge. It was a pic-

ture that I never knew existed and the effects that it had upon me will

be felt for a long time to come.

St. Paul’s United Church of Christ

The first place that we visited was St. Paul’s United Church

of Christ. The Church was built in 1838 and is said to be

the finest example of miniture Gothic architecture in the United

States. My great-grandparents, George(1815-1886) and Elizabeth

Davis(1837- 1890) are buried in the church cemetery. I had traced

them to St. Paul’s from my home in Chicago which was nearly 800

miles away. Buried next to George and Elizabeth is their son, George

S. March(1852-l877). My mother’s knowledge of her family had

ended with her father, Jesse Evans March. As far as grandparents were
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concerned, I had known each of my grandmothers, Anna Graham

March and Elizabeth (Lizzie) Crane. I did not know either of my

grandfathers. Jessie had died in 1913, and John had seperated from

his family and disappeared. I felt that I had achieved a minor miracle

by discovering my great-grandparents graves. The fact that they were

buried side by side and with so many other March family members

buried around them caused me to view that as a sign of unity. Unity

was something that the Crane family was never allowed to know.

What I also saw before me was a family that had lived together, they

worshipped together, they worked together and they even died

together. All of that spoke for tradition.

The day that we paid our visit to St. Paul’s, the church door was

locked and the caretaker was not at home. We had to satisfy ourselves

with our visit to the cemetery. I knew that I would return. In the

meantime, our tour continued.

Escape To the Past

To know or experience Chester County is to know the his-

tory of the United States. Its roads are dotted with covered

bridges and the landscape was enough to inspire a great American

artist by the name of Andrew Wyeth whose home is still there. The
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roads will take you to places of historic interest. Paloi, Brandywine,

Chadds Ford and Valley Forge are just a few of those places. The

March family had lived in a township that is known as West Pikeland.

The township is approximately two and one half miles square.

Situated almost in the middle of West Pikeland is a place called

Chester or Yellow Springs. This village had served as a resort or spa

because of the pallative effects of its mineral waters. Today, that vil-

lage still sleeps. A large wooden building along with its annexes had

served in succession as a resort hotel, a hospital for George

Washington’s troops and as an orphans home for the children of sol-

diers who had been killed in the Civil War.

If you use your imagination and stand next to the road and off

to one side, you can almost hear the sound of hoof beats as the stage-

coach draws near in order to deliver the most recent arrival of guests

to the hotel. If you can bear to wait long enough, you might even hear

the muffled sounds of the wounded and dying soldiers as they strag-

gled or were carried back from the defeat that they had suffered at the

hands of the British on the field of battle at Brandywine on September

11, 1777. The trees that surround those buildings seem to carry the

laughter of children at play. Hidden within that laughter might even

be heard the soft cry of a child as it weeps for its parents who have gone

away never more to return. And so it is with Chester Springs. It is

today what it was during the time that my ancestors knew so long ago.
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A Visit With Jesse and Kate

Jesse had been raised and taught to work in the tradition of

his fathers. Farming was all that he knew. He came from a

large family, which was common among farmers, because it was

benefical for all to have extra hands to help with the work. Jesse had

nine brothers and sisters. There came a time, however, when Jesse was

reduced to the point of leasing or managing land for others in order

to carry on with his profession. Large families might be an advantage

when it comes to helping with the work; it becomes a problem when

the parents die and the property and family belongings must be

divided. There is a limit to the resources that a family can acquire and

the distribution of those resources leaves but little for everyone. The

European tradition of the eldest son taking control of the entire fam-

ily holdings has its good merits because the family fortunes and the

land that they owned are kept intact.

One of the farms that Jesse managed was owned by the West

Town Boarding School. The farm was situated on a large tract of land

and it and the school were owned by the Quakers. Jesse’s son, Harry

O., had worked as a maintenance man for the school for 39 years.

I stood on a hill that ran next to the house where Jesse had once

lived when he was married to his first wife, Kate Walton (1855-

1872). I could see into the windows and all was quiet because no one

was at home. I looked in upon rooms whose walls had at one time
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echoed with the sound of Jesse’s and Kate’s voices. Horace and Harry

and Eva must have enjoyed running through those rooms as children

sometimes do. I could almost imagine a Thanksgiving Day of long

ago with the aroma of turkey and dressing cooking on the stove and

everyone scurrying about in preparation for the wonderful feast that

would soon follow.

The view from that house stretched for miles over the

Pennsylvania hills. While that house symbolized a part of my family

that I had only recently began to know, I could sense the closeness of

an inner spirit that dwelled within. I knew, however, that no matter

how close that spirit was to me, had I knocked on the door of that

beautiful little cottage, Jesse and Kate would not be at home.

The next place that we visited was another farm where Jesse and

Kate had also once lived. The farm included a house that spoke of a

grandeur of long ago. That house would have rivaled any mansion

that one would find in the Old Plantation South. The main section

of that house was three stories high and it had a wing on either side

that were each two stories high. It had three huge chimneys that

served each part of that house and they seemed to reach up and touch

the very sky. There was a long curving driveway that ran up to the

front of the house and either side of the driveway was lined with giant

trees. In the back of the house there stood attached a large glass enclo-

sure that in days past might have served as a greenhouse. Decay of

that house had already began to set in, but it did not take too much

imagination to picture how beautiful that house must have been.

Jesse must have had many fond memories of that house as he
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stoked the furnace and emptied the garbage of that building in

Chicago where he had worked and lived. I wondered if he had ever

looked upon that little girl who was to become my mother and

thought how he would have enjoyed seeing her play in the big house

where he once lived. My mother had said that her father had died of

a broken heart for having left his home in Pennsylvania. I wondered

if he could have been thinking thoughts of home when he suffered his

fateful stroke and died. Jesse became a forgotten man in the eyes of

the world because, in truth, the world does not care. Whatever bur-

dens we carry in life, we carry alone. I hope that wherever Jesse may

be, he is pleased with the the thought that the grandson that he never

knew took the time to take note of the life that he once lived and that

I cared enough to catch a glimpse of his past.

The next visit that we made was to the United Methodist

Church in West Chester, Pennsylvania. I had traced Jesse and Kate

back to the date that they were married there on December 25, 1871.

Jesse was living in Charleston and Kate had lived in East Bradford at

the time. Jesse was 22 years old and Kate was just 16. What a happy

day that must have been. They must have shared all the dreams and

plans for the future that any young married couple must have. It is

easy for us as we look back to the past and quickly glance over the life

that someone else has lived. It becomes for us just a brief pause of

reflection in our own lives. As we look to the future, we do not know

what that future might bring. The path to the future seems so long

and so far away. So it was with Jesse and Kate as they stood within

that church and exchanged vows and looked to their own future and
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hoped for the happiness that it might bring.

Kate was just 38 years old when she died of cancer in 1893.

Jesse was destined to repeat those same marriage vows over again with

my grandmother, Anna Graham, and a totally new family era would

begin. “Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what

is your life? It is even a vapor, that appeareth for a little time, and then

vanisheth away” (James 4:14).

Valley Forge

Our next visit was to Valley Forge State Park. The March

families had lived just 12 miles away. Valley Forge was

where General George Washington had encamped his ragged and

beaten army during the Winter of 1777- 1778. His army had already

been defeated at the Battle of Brandywine and the American cause

looked like it was lost. General Washington’s plan was to try to hold

together whatever army he had left until Springtime. This would

allow the Army to regroup and gather strength in order for him to go

on the offensive. The long bitter winter of the encampment took a

heavy toll. Many soldiers died from the cold and disease that had

swept through the camp. Many others could not withstand the severe

hardships and they deserted. It was said that the cold was so bitter

that the feet of the men who walked sentry duty became so badly
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frozen that as they walked, they left blood in the footprints that were

left in the snow. The only thing that held that army together besides

the courage of those loyal soldiers was the will of their Commander

and the support that was given by the local citizens many of whom

were farmers. Somehow, that Army managed to survive and today we

are the benefactors of what they had endured.

It was during this visit that I began to appreciate the history

that lay in the fields that I looked out upon. I began to recall some of

the history that I had read as a child. I never realized or appreciated

the fact that someday I would find that my family was a part of that

history. As a child, history was something that dealt with the past and

the past held no meaning for me. My dreams were of the future. It

was only after I began to read the history of Chester County that I

realized that the March family was a part of that history.

The March family has devoted her sons to most every war that

America has fought in order to protect our Country’s interests and

ideals. My mother’s family did not merely occupy the land in which

they lived. The March family has established a legacy in America

because they were a part of the very foundation upon which the

Nation was built. No matter what my situation or station in life

might be, I can take pride in the fact that whatever freedoms or

advantages others might enjoy, they were obtained with the help of

those who carried the March name.
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The Door Is Opened

My visit to Chester County had been quickly drawing to

a close. I spent the last day by taking one last tour of the

area on my own. I made a final stop at the Historical Society in hopes

that I might find some additional information. It was a fruitless effort

as it appeared to my uninformed mind that there was no additional

information to be found. This assumption proved to be in error based

upon what I was to discover later on. I decided that I would also give

St. Paul’s Church one last try.

As I drove up to St. Paul’s, it had all the appearances of being

deserted as it was the previous time when my cousins and I were

there. No matter, I walked up the steps and knocked on the door.

There was no answer. I waited a short while and then I reached for

the door and turned the knob. The door opened. As I looked inside,

a gentleman stepped from one of the rooms into the hall. I briefly told

him who I was and the purpose for my visit. It was then that he invit-

ed me inside and introduced himself to me as Reverand Paul A.

Marmon. He was the Pastor of the Church.

Pastor Marmon led me into the church sanctuary and for the

very first time, I really felt as if I was in the presence of the March

family that had past. As I looked around the church, I saw names that

were written beneath each stained glass window that had only recent-

ly been made familiar. In addition to the March name, there were
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others who had shared a familial relationship with the March family.

I was overcome with what I had found. This Church had served as a

sanctuary for my ancestors’ souls and it had been their beacon of light

and hope that had guided them to a better place in the great beyond.

I could feel their presence around me. While the church was empty

except for the Pastor and myself, it felt as if it was filled to overflow-

ing with the prayers that had been offered in years past. Many vigils

had been held and many ceremonies had been conducted for and by

my ancestors since the time that the church was first built. I won-

dered if my mother might not have been looking down upon me as I

stood in our family’s church. I was visibly shaken and so much so,

that the Pastor had noticed it. He remarked to me that he too would

be a bit over-awed if he had stood in a church where his ancestors had

once worshipped almost 150 years ago.

As I prepared to leave, Pastor Marmon provided me with two

pieces of information. The first was a book titled, “A History of St.

Paul’s United Church of Christ, 1838-1963.” On page seven of that

book is a list of the First Communicants and I will quote that para-

graph in its entirity:
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First Communicants

“The Sacrament of the Lord’s Supper was

administered for the first time in

St. Paul’s Church on May 6, 1839, to

twenty communicants: Jacob Acker,

George March, Sr., George March, Jr.,

John Davis, John Labough, Nicholas

March, Samuel March, Eve Henry,

Margaret Labough, Eve Fisher, Maria

Davis, Maria Stiteler, Rebecca March,

Catherine Smith, Ellen March,

Catherine March, Mary March, Rebecca

Davis, Ann March, James R. Douglas.”

Pastor Marmon then followed with a recommendation that I

pay a visit or at least make contact with a Mrs. Frances D. Matthews.

I told the good Pastor that plans had been made for me to have a

farewell dinner with the family that evening and I was already run-

ning a little late, he countered my excuse with the pronouncement, “I

strongly recommend that you visit Mrs. Matthews if you can possibly

do so.” I decided to follow his recommendation.
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Mrs. Frances D. Matthews

As I left St. Paul’s Church, I proceeded to follow Pastor

Marmon’s directions to Mrs. Matthews’ house. After some

little difficulty, I finally found the farm where she lived. As chance

would have it, I happened to drive up in my car just as she was return-

ing from the store. After I told her who I was and the purpose for my

visit, she invited me into her home. Initially, Mrs. Matthews had con-

fused my grandfather, Jesse Evans March, with one of his nephews

who had the same name. The nephew, Jesse Evans March, was the son

of Lafayette March (1856-1927) and Emma S. Everhart (1860-

1938). My grandfather and Lafayette were brothers. The Jesse Evans

that Mrs. Matthews had known was my uncle. Mrs. Matthews had

met my uncle when he had been in the lumber business. Jesse had

provided the Matthews family with a piece of cherrywood that they

had used to make a coffee table. The table still occupies a place in

their living room. The day that Jesse had delivered the wood, he had

supper in their home. My uncle Jesse died on December 20, 1960.

Based upon her initial impression, Mrs. Matthews had asked

me if I had ever heard of the name, Micajah Posey. I told her that his

name meant nothing to me. With that, Mrs. Matthews left the room

in order to secure some papers from her files. As I would soon learn,

Mrs. Matthews is head of the local chapter of the Daughters of the
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American Revolution. She also serves as the historian for St. Paul’s

United Church of Christ. In previous years, she had been the County

Tax Assesor and at the time that I visited her, her son was one of the

Town Managers. In addition to all of these duties, Mrs. Matthews

and her husband operate a farm. As of this writing, Mrs. Matthews is

79 years young.

The papers that Mrs. Matthews laid before me came as quite a

shock. Micajah Posey had been a Major in the Continental Army dur-

ing the Revolutionary War. Micajah’s daughter, Rachel Peck Posey,

had also distinguished herself during that same war. Sad to say, but I

could not make direct claim to them as my ancestors. My uncle’s

blood line was traced to Micajah Posey through Jesse’s mother, Emma

S. Everhart.

As a matter of historical interest, I have included a record of

Micajah’s and Rachaels service to our Country. While I can not make

claim to them as being one of their descendants, I am proud to say

that a branch of the March family was, indeed, related to them.
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Micajah Posey

“He was mustered into volunteer service in Chester County, Pa. in

1776, Company commanded by Jacob Hetherling under Lieut. Ccl.

Thomas Bull. He fought in the battles of Brandywine, Valley Forge,

and Bunker Hill, was taken prisoner by the British at the site of Fort

Washington. He remained a prisoner until his exchange in January

1777. He then enlisted under Capt. Sampson Thomas in the 7th

Regiment, commanded by Col. Harmer of the Pennsylvania Line with

whom he served nine months and a half, when he was

honorably discharged.”

Rachel Peck Posey

“She aided in establishing American Independence by knitting stockings

for poor soldiers. Distributed bread and butter that her mother made to

the tired and hungry soldiers as they passed her father’s house on their

way to the Battle of Brandywine, a short distance away.”

“Rachel Peck Posey’ s name is listed on one Of the plaques in the

entrance to the Carillon at Valley Forge, under Revolutionary War

Heroes. The plaque reads as follows:

‘Rachael P. Posey, Patriot, Pa.’
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A Parting Thought

As I prepared to leave Pennsylvania for what I thought

would be the last time, I made one final visit to St. Paul’s

United Church of Christ. The Church was directly on the route that

I was to take on my journey back home. My thought was to share a

final moment with the ancestors that I had found and my mother

never knew. It was what I thought would be my final farewell to

them. I had spent a great deal of time and effort to find them. I had

won a great personal victory and yet, there was sorrow in my heart. I

was sorry that my mother never had the opportunity to live the life

that these people must have lived. As I stood and looked out upon

those rolling hills, I thought about how the beauty of that landscape

contrasted with the life in the city that my mother and I had both

known. It was a matter of circumstance that had placed her beneath

the elevated tracks rather than under the shadows of the trees that

stood before me. I thought about my mother’s passing  and the graves

of our ancestors were the only witness to my sorrow. It was then that

I remembered that my mother had a philosophy about life and she

often expressed it with the simple, but profound statement, “What

will be, will be.” I began to realize that she would have accepted her

fate as part of the uncertainity of life. To her way of thinking, love

conquered all. If you did not have love, there was was no meaning or
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value to life anyhow. My mother had her love with the family that she

had known and not with the family of the past. Love was her precious

jewel and it sparkled like the brightest star in the heavens above.

As I turned to leave and start my trip back home, it suddenly

occured to me that, perhaps, I could possibly provide her with a

remembrance from the land and the people that she never knew.

Since she could never visit Pennsylvania, I would bring Pennsylvania

to her. I gathered a piece of the soil and grass from both George and

Elizabeth March’s graves. She would know what it was like to sleep

under the same earth. The dust that they had become would blend

with the dust that she now was and they would become one among

themselves. My mother now sleeps under that dust and somehow I

feel that I have made her very happy for what I have done. Sleep well,

sweet Mother, sleep well. Your son has not forgotten you.
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Home Again

Ileft Pennsylvania with a sense of pride in what I had accom-

plished. I had re-united a family connection that had been

broken for at least 75 years. My roots were now more firmly estab-

lished and I was proud for what the March name represented. The

Malvern March family had accepted me as one of their own and I was

grateful to them because they made it possible for me to travel with-

in Chester County and satisfy my curiosity as to all that I had previ-

ously read. My visit to places of historic significance provoked an

awareness that history is not written about nor is created by a chosen

few. My people were a part of that history and now it belonged to me

too. My visit to St. Paul’s United Church of Christ re-awakened my

spiritual values. Last, but not least, I had the good fortune to find

Mrs. Frances D. Matthews who not only proved to be a very kind and

gracious lady, she proved to be of invaluable assistance in my contin-

uing search for the origins of the March family. All in all, I had rea-

son to feel that my trip had been a complete success and I was grate-

ful for it.

After I returned home and over the course of the next two

years, Mrs. Matthews provided me with a steady stream of family

documents that never seemed to end. It was through use of these doc-

uments that I was able to establish that my great-grandfather’s own
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father was named, John “Conrad” March. He had used his middle

name, Conrad, as his first name and in various documents, the name

was given an alternative spelling as Conard. John Conrad March was

born in Chester County on March 22, 1783 and he was baptized on

May 18, 1783, at Kimberton, Pennsylvania. He died on October 15,

1857, and is buried at St. Peter’s Church in Chester Springs,

Pennsylvania. Conrad married Catharina Synder who was the daugh-

ter of George Schneider. Catharina was born on February 24, 1788,

and died July 31, 1849. She is also buried at St. Peter’s Church in

Chester Springs. Conrad and Catharina followed in the tradition of

the March family in that they had a large family that included 12

children.

Try as I could, I was not able to determine who Conrad’s father

might have been. This information was to come at a later date and in

a most remarkable way. In the meantime, I was able to build a most

impressive accumulation of March family material. Through Mrs.

Matthews’ initiative, I was able to obtain family photographs that

included my great-grandparents, George and Elizabeth. Mrs.

Matthews obtained these from St. Paul’s Church organist, Mrs.

Muriel Geiger Lewis. Mrs. Lewis can trace her family connection to

the March family by way of Rachel March Stiteler (1827-1913). I

hope that it can be appreciated what it meant for me to see the pho-

tographs of people whose graves I visited, but who I had never

known.

Mrs. Matthews also provided me with a copy of a booklet that

she re-assembled. The title is, “A History of the Reformed Churches
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In Chester County.” The book had been compiled and edited by J.

Lewis Fluck who had been Pastor of St. Matthew’s and St. Paul’s

Reformed Churches in Anselma, Pennsylvania. The original was pub-

lished in Norristown, Pa. in 1892. The passages that I have enclosed

dramatize the extent of the March family involvement in St. Paul’s

Church.

“On December 25, 1838, a meeting was held for the purpose of organ-

izing the Reformed congregation. John Stiteler and Samuel Fetters were

chosen as trustees, George March and Nicholas March as elders and

John Davis and Samuel March as deacons.”

“The following members were appointed as a building committee to

take the matter in hand. John Fetters, Daniel B. Lacy, Jerome March,

Frederick Rhodewalt and I.F. Synder.”

“The main audience room is on the second floor, lighted by thirteen

rolled cathedral glass windows, which have been donated by the follow-

ing parties: B. and C. Peterman, D.B. and C. Lacy, John and

Elizabeth Fetters, Jerome March, Mrs. Malinda Acker, Mrs. Ann Davis

and family (in memory of Madison Davis), the Stiteler family (in

memory of their parents, John and Maria Stiteler), Geo. W. Stine and

I.F. Snyder.”
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One of the books that Mrs. Matthews helped me to obtain was,

“History of West Pikeland Township,” by Clifton Lisle. Included in

that book is a survey map that was made of West Pikeland Township

in 1873. The following farms and estates have been located on that

map: Samuel March, Israel March, Lafayette March and Isaiah T.

March. These farms are all in close proximity to one another and just

a short distance from Chester Springs. I now realized that my moth-

er’s family had established a time-honored tradition in Chester

County. The question was, who were the March’s and where did they

come from? I had to wait until the Fall of 1983 to receive my answer.

No amount of searching on my part had revealed the answer.
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A Surprise Telephone Call

It was in the Fall of 1983, that I received a surprise telephone

call. The call came shortly after I had returned from my very

wonderful trip to Ireland and also after I had received word at my for-

mer place of employment that my position there had been terminat-

ed. The call came at a time when I most needed it. It was very uplift-

ing for my spirits. Nothing new in the way of additional discoveries

or information regarding the March family had taken place for over a

year. The caller identified himself as Jerry March. Jerry was one of my

long lost cousins from the Chester County branch of the March fam-

ily. He had returned to Chester County for the same purpose that I

had done and that was, to seek out his roots. Jerry had also been guid-

ed to Mrs. Frances Matthews and in the course of his conversation

with her, they both determined that I was related to Jerry. Mrs.

Matthews than shared with Jerry the correspondence that I had writ-

ten to her. It was on the basis of that correspondence that Jerry was

able to contact me. Pastor Marmon’s recommendation that I should

visit Mrs. Frances Matthews had been a correct one and I am grateful

that I followed his advice.

Jerry March was one of nine children that had been born to

William Franklin March (1889-l913) and Elizabeth F.C. McGarvey

(1899-1975). William was in turn the son of Lafayette March (1856-
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1927) and Emma Silvilla Everhart (1860-1938). Lafayette was my

grandfather’s brother. Jerry had been born and raised in Chester

County. In recent years, he moved to Florida where he still resides.

The irony of the story is that after talking to him, we discovered that

his home in Florida was just 15 minutes traveling time from where

my aunt Anna Leita (Maria) March Jackson resided. My aunt Marie

was my mother’s youngest sister and the last surviving child of Jesse

Evans March.

As fate would have it, Jerry took a temporary job assignment in

Rolling Meadows, Illinois, the following spring and I had the good

fortune to meet him. Jerry revealed to me the one piece of informa-

tion that had evaded me for so long and that was, the name and ori-

gin of the man who had first brought the March name to America.

His name was Johannes Mertz. Johannes was born in the Palatinate in

Germany on February 10, 1735. He had married Catharina

Schneider (Snyder), who was born April 17, l747 and died May 30,

1831. Catharina was the daughter of Thomas Schneider, who was

born August 6, 1716, and died December 8, 1782. Both Johannes

Mertz (John March) and Catharina as well as Thomas Schneider

(Synder) are buried in the East Vincent Reformed Church cemetery

that is located near Kimberton, Pennsylvania. A very fine history of

the East Vincent Church is written in “The Pennsylvania Magazine of

History and Biography,” Volumn XXXIV. The magazine was pub-

lished by the Historical Society of Pennsylvania in 1910. The man

who wrote the history was Frederick Sheeder (1777-1865). The

graves of Johannes Mertz (John March) and Thomas Schneider
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(Synder) are mentioned in that article.

Johannes Mertz (John March) has established the March lega-

cy in America by having served in the Revolutionary War. The fol-

lowing description of John March’s service has been filed with the

Daughters of the American Revolution:

‘Johannes Mertz (John March) served in the Revolutionary War as a

Third Class soldier under Captain Ryric’s Command. His company was

from Pikeland Township. His grave (inscribed in German) is in the

East Vincent Reformed Church graveyard (Row 8, Section A) and is

marked with a Revolutionary soldier’s reef, buried next to his wife,

Catharina.”

As an additional note of information, the East Vincent Evangelical and

Reformed Church was built in 1733. It served as a hospital for General

Washington’s troops during the Revolution. A history of the Church has

been written by Anna IVI. Funk in 1956 and titled, “Two Hundred

Years and More: A History of the East Vincent Evangelical and

Reformed Church.”
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Pennsylvania II

It was in October of 1984, that Jerry suggested that I accom-

pany him on a return visit to Pennsylvania. It had been over

three years since the time of my first visit. Jerry said that he would

show me some of the things that I had missed the first time that I had

traveled there. It was a golden opportunity and I quickly took advan-

tage of his offer.

Once again, our cousins, Horace and Marion and Betty react-

ed with kindness and welcomed both Jerry and I back into their

home. If it had not been for my cousins, I might not have ever been

able to return. A trip to the East was the least thought on my mind at

that time. As it turned out, I considered the trip to be a complete suc-

cess. It was during this trip that my search for the March family in

America was brought to a final and triumphant conclusion.
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St. Paul’s Once Again

It was during this second visit that I attended church services

with my cousin, Jerry, at St. Paul’s. The way had already been

prepared as I had informed Mrs. Matthews of our coming and she in

turn made the announcement to the Pastor and some of the other

church members.

To take part in a religious service in a church where my ances-

tors had once sat in attendance some one hundred and forty-six years

ago was enough to cause some self-reflection. It took the death of my

parents to motivate me in order for me to be there. My search could

have taken me anywhere, but it led me to this very church. I sat

among people who were direct descendants of my relatives and

friends of my relatives. The service that I was a part of had been

repeated without interruption over and over again since the year

1838. The March family had celebrated the Holy Days of the Church

and had gone through baptisms, weddings and even burial cere-

monies within those very walls. They had known laughter and joy,

grief and sorrow, and anguish and pain and perhaps, even forgiveness

and salvation. I had returned to witness all of the emotions that they

had experienced in that Church over the years. I had no doubt that

my family was well pleased and I was meant to be there.

The Pastor preached a sermon that included the idea of conti-



211

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

nuity, regeneration and the propagation of the faith. After his sermon

had ended, he introduced Jerry and myself to the congregation. It was

then that I had the opportunity to acknowledge his introduction by

saying a few words of my own. It had brought me great pleasure and

honor to stand before God and the spirits of the past and address that

congregation. I made reference to what the Pastor had said in his ser-

mon as I interprted it and as I thought that it applied to the March

family. My words were to the effect that Jerry and I had returned to

witness the past and all those who had gone before us. Those of the

past as well as the present must have been truly proud that we carried

on with their religious convictions and traditions. We were spiritual-

ly united and for that moment, time had no meaning. We were past,

present and future all at once. It was then that I began to grasp some

idea of what eternity really meant. “That whosoever believeth in Him

should not perish, but have eternal life” (St. John 3:15).
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A Final Look – A Final Thought

Saint Peter’s Lutheran Church-Pikeland Township

The view from St. Peter’s Lutheran Church in Pikeland

Township is quite inspiring. I stood next to a church that

had been consecrated in 1771. Most of Johannes Mertz’s second gen-

eration are buried there as that church became the primary place of

worship for the March family after the East Vincent Church. Many

of the other family names connected with the March family can also

be found there.

As one looks off into the distance, they can see the steeples of

other churches as they rise majestically towards the sky. The early set-

tlers had planned it that way. They made certain that they built all of

their churches on hilltops so as to be closer to heaven and to God.

The hills rise in such a pattern as to make it appear that all of the

churches are in a row.. It is very difficult to escape the feeling of reli-

gious dominance or fervor that shaped and influenced the lives of our

ancestors as a person looks out over those hills. Other than the town

hall or meeting place, the church was the only other organized body

that the people knew. Often the church served a dual purpose as it
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was also used as the meeting place. Most of the people who attended

those churches were farmers. Because they were farmers, they pos-

sessed a knowledge of nature and the land as it was governed by God.

Modern technology and all of the miraculous wonders that it brought

with it were yet to come. For the time being, the only forces that those

early settlers recognized and accepted came to them through the ele-

ments of nature. Men were bound to other men by their word and

trust in one another as well as their trust in God. So long as they were

bound together, it worked to their mutual advantage to help one

another to deal with and to cope with the unknown. To betray their

trust was to risk being ostracized by the community as a whole. The

reason being that betrayal of that trust threatened all who were in that

society. If one person suffered because of betrayal, others might suffer

as well. With trust came honor and a person was recognized by the

value of their word as well as their deed. Neighbor helped neighbor

and by so doing, the community prospered. In reality, there was little

alternative because without help in those days, a person and a com-

munity might not survive.

Only after society became more sophisticated did modern man

discover that it might work to his or her advantage to betray their

trust and, therefore, honor was cast aside for personal gain. Honor

became a twisted and sometimes forgotten word as others sought to

gain the rewards that resulted from the betrayal of their fellow human

beings. And so, today, many of our more successful business leaders

and political achievers are born. Their only thought being to establish

their own heaven on earth. Still, and in contrary to the present day
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morality, I still hold to the truth that my mother and father often

preached and that is, “A good name is rather to be chosen than great

riches, and loving favor rather than silver and gold” (Proverbs 22:1).

I looked out upon fields where Johannes Mertz had stood

among the rest of those ragged farmers and faced the most powerful

army on earth of their time. Those farmers had escaped from the

tyranny that they had known and lived under in Europe and they

said, “Never again.” Johannes is gone from this life as are all the oth-

ers, but I found new meaning and purpose in my life that came to me

through the spirit that issued forth from his grave. Through their sac-

rifice, my ancestors purchased my birthright as well as all the others

who carry the March name. That birthright is something that can

never be denied or taken away so long as we bring honor to the name.

Whether or not we hold deed to the land upon which we stand, we,

as March family members, are still a part of that land because our her-

itage, as past on to us by our ancestors, helped to make that land what

it is today.

I have climbed the high mountain and I have looked out upon

the Green Valleys and the Blue Hills. What I have seen is beyond my

ability to describe for it exists in my mind's eye only. Each and every-

one has their own private mountain to climb and there are no short-

cuts to the top. For if there were, they would know it within their own

mind and within their own heart, and their victory would be hollow

at best.

Each individual’s mountain may come in various shapes and

sizes and it all depends upon what it is that a person seeks to conquer
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or to possess. Their victory may bring fortune or fame and then again,

they may stand alone within the crowd and receive no recognition

other than what they feel within themselves. What matters most is

how they reached the top. If the cost of their quest was paid for by the

misery and misfortune that they brought to others, then their view

from their mountain will not be the same as mine. What I have seen

is peace and harmony for as the sheep had said about the Shepherd,

“.....He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: He leadeth me

beside still waters.....” (Psalm 23).

My search had taken me nearly 6 years to complete and like a

ship without a rudder that was cast in a storm, I was washed upon

many shores. My future remains as uncertain today as it was yesterday,

but in view of what I have found, it no longer matters. Take heed and

take heart, for faith is the beacon that will guide the way. I leave you

now, Dear Future, a better man than when my search first started.
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The End

Dear Friends:

The song has been sung,

The story has been told.

It came from the heart,

It is purer than gold.

You were the chorus,

That helped with the play;

And closed the curtain,

At the end of the day.

Friends, we will gather,

In some distant place;

Where the souls I found,

Will stand face to face.

There you will meet,

The ones that I sought.

The love we share,

Could never be bought.
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Dear Mother and Father,

I have fought the good fight,

I have finished the race,

I have kept the faith

(2 Timothy 4:7)



APPENDIX
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Appendix 1

(Copy of My Irish Essay)
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THOMAS 3. CRANE

1354 Hirsch Street

Calumet City, IL 60409

November 17, 1982

Irish-American Heritage Club

Suite 350

1621 Connecticut Avenue N.W.

Washington, D.C. 20009

Dear Sirs:

“I want to enter the Irish Heritage Search Contest because........

My destiny demands that I do.” Your opportunity comes at a

very critical time in my search for my Irish ancestors. I have been

involved with my project for the past three years. I had hoped to

make this letter brief, but at the same time I felt obliged to relate to

you the events as they have actually occured. Where these events will

lead is left to Devine Providence to finally determine.

My father, Patrick James Crane, passed away suddenly on

January 6, 1979 in New Orleans, Louisiana. My mother, Dorothy

March Crane, preceded him in death seven months earlier on June

30, 1978, after a year long bout with cancer. They had separated and

divorced when I was very young and over the course of the years, they



221

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

both had remarried. Even so, my sister and I served as a common

bond that caused them to maintain contact with one another over the

ensuing years. The loss of both of my parents in such a brief period

had been a very traumatic experience for me . While they were not of

any great financial means, they had been a guiding light for both me

and my family, and in time of want, they were always there to lend a

hand. I have the distinct feeling that they are watching over me now

as they attempt to provide me with meaning and guidance in life.

And so, this leads me to the story of how I got started in trac-

ing my family roots. There may not be any greatness to be found. If

anything, the story is marked by trial and tears and the struggle that

was made in order to survive. Still, it is a wonderful thing to be able

to take a step back and find out where it all started. As it is with any-

one, whether they be big or small, life has many ups and downs. It is

most re-assuring to discover generations of ancestors and to develop

the sense that you are no longer alone to face life’s challenge.  They

are the foundation from whence we have all sprung and to know

them is to appreciate them all the more. No longer do we tread the

path of life alone. Rather, we lead a procession made up of our fore-

bears. We lead that procession until it is time for us to step aside and

let the next generation take its turn. In this way the process and the

tradition is carried along. To lose sight or interest in the procession is

to be left with a life that, even though one may achieve greatness,

becomes, in the course of time, an isolated event that is lost from pos-

terity forevermore.

While the subject of this letter has to do with the search f or my
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father’s side of my family, I will, of necessity, have to leave my moth-

er’s story for another time and place. Since this Land of ours is known

as the Great Melting Pot of humanity, it was only natural that my

Irish forebears would eventually blend and mix with the rest of soci-

ety. Needless to say, I have come to find that my mother was of Welsh

and German extraction and her family roots, while unbeknown to her

when she was alive, went back some 250 years to include the early set-

tlement of Chester County, Pennsylvania. So with my mother’s bless-

ing and the hope that she would not feel denied, I will continue on

with my father’s story.

It was during the next to last telephone conversation that I had

with my father in New Orleans that he told me once again the fami-

ly history as he knew it to be. It was rather prophetic and at the same

time fortuitous because within the matter of a couple of months he

would be dead. What he told me was that my grandfather’s name was

John and that he was born in Terre Haute, Indiana. John had two

brothers named Jim and Mike. Both Jim and Mike were roust-a-

bouts and Mike had lost a leg in Indiana while trying to flip aboard a

train. John also had two sisters by the names of Mary Ann and

Bridget. Their father, my great-grandfather, was definitely Irish as he

came from Tipperary, Ireland where the people were known as the

“Tipperary Stone Throwers.” My great-grandmother’s name was

Cudahy, and she came from Kilkenny where the people were known

as the “Kilkenny Kats.” My grandfather, John, was a coal-miner and

due to the rough life that the family led, my father left the town where

he was born and went to work in Chicago when he was thirteen years
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old. My grandmother, Elizabeth, later joined him and they both

stayed in Chicago during the greater parts of their lives. Chicago, by

the way was where I was born. Some years later, my great-aunt

Bridget came to Chicago where she died under a different name.

Where the rest of the family was concerned, they became lost with

time.

My father told me about an event that he witnessed as a young

boy that stayed in his memory for the rest of his life. He recalled for

me the time that men came in a horse and wagon and lifted his grand-

mother Cudahy up in her chair and took her away to the County

Poor Farm.

About three months after my father died, I received a mailing

that was addressed to him and re-routed to me by way of my step-

mother in New Orleans. It was an invitation to join the “Crane

Family Newsletter” that was published in Minnesota. After having

had attempted a very crude and amateurish job at tracing my family,

this newsletter put me in touch with people who would place me on

the proper course.

Within the matter of a few months, I found myself at the local

branch of the Federal Archives. Having found my grandfather, John

and the rest of the family listed on the Federal Census of 1900, I was

guided, for some uncanny reason, to search back even further. It was

then that I was provided with my first stroke of good fortune. As I

neared the end of what was the last of all the possible microfilm reels

that I could search, my great-grandfather and all the members of the

family sprang right out at me. Whereas my father had been born in
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Spring Valley, Illinois in 1900, and he often made reference to my

grandfather’s birth in Terre Haute, Indiana, the original family was

listed on the United States Census of 1880 in Springfield, Illinois!

With some minor alterations that includes additional informa-

tion that I have since obtained, the Census of 1880 provided me with

the following:

Name Relationship Year Born Birth Place Year Died Occupation

Patrick Crane Father 1844 Ireland ? Coal-Miner

Mary Crane Wife 846 Ireland 1910 Housewife/ / Teacher

Mary Ann Crane Daughter 1865 Ireland ? Unknown

Michael Crane Son 1867 Mo./U.S. 1901 Coal-Miner

James Crane Son 1872 NY/U.S. ? Unknown

Bridget Crane Daughter 1874 NY/U.S. 1930 Unknown

John Crane Son 1877 Ind/U.S. ? Coal-Miner

The dates indicate that Patrick and Mary married in 1864 and

migrated to America from Ireland in 1866.

Because no one lives in a vacuum and one is obligated to meet

those responsibilities in life that are cast upon him, events were hap-

pening in and around me that caused me much concern. For the past

24 years I have been employed at the University of Chicago Hospitals

and Clinics. It was a short time after I found the 1880 family Census

and I was employed in my previous position at the University that a

young lady presented herself to me as a sales representative for a

microscope firm. After having made her presentation, she proceeded
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to tell me a little bit of her personal background. I was astounded to

learn that she had been born and raised in Spring Valley, Illinois, my

father’s hometown. I immediately gave her the family information

that I had obtained. After having visited her mother a few weeks later,

she brought back information that I should contact Mrs. Cyril (Sam)

Sweeney. As it turned out my father and Sam had been of the same

age and had spent their childhood together. The fact is that my father

had paid a number of visits back to Spring Valley and always made

sure that he visited the Sweeneys. This was all new to me as I had only

visited the area once when I was quite young. As a follow-up to the

information,  the saleslady gave me Mrs. Sweeney’s address and phone

number and told me that I was more than welcome to phone her and

pay her a visit anytime.

It was not long after that I paid Mrs. Sweeney a visit. Spring

Valley had ceased its coal-mining operations during the 1920’s and at

the present time it is a small manufacturing community consisting of

5,800 souls. It is almost due west of Chicago, about one-hundred

miles. While visiting with Mrs. Sweeney I learned that she is a mem-

ber of the Illinois Historical Society, and consequently, is very

informed on the history of the area. It was on a subsequent visit that

I learned that the County Poor Farm that is located in Bureau County

still functions, but is now known as Prairie View Farm. I am jumping

ahead a bit in the sequence of events, but in order to maintain some

cohesion to the story, I will relate the following episode.

After an exchange of correspondence with the Administrators

of the Home, Mr. and Mrs. Maupin, I established the fact that my
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great-grandmother, Mary Crane, was admitted to the Home in 1908,

and died in 1910 of what was determined to be “dropsy.” She had

been the mother of ten (10) children, four of whom still survived at

the time. Within a short time after receiving this information, I visit-

ed the Home and found myself standing before the burial plot where

the gravestones had been weathered and washed away. People are not

buried there any longer, but there is a common marker dedicated to

the inhabitants of the Home already at rest. And so it came to be that

Mary Crane had found her final resting place in the Promised Land.

She died alone and without any fanfare and it was years later that the

product of her seed now gazed down upon her. Her occupation had

been listed as “teacher” and one could only imagine her instructing

the sons and daughters of the poor miners who otherwise would not

have received any education at all. Mary was destined to die in a land

far from her own in a place near one of the many mining camps

where the men of her family had worked and toiled. If not for the

Grace of God, the brief moment that I enjoyed for having found her

would never have been.

Eventually, I was to make a change in the position I held at the

University. I was appointed Manager of the Adult Cardiology

Laboratories. The irony of it all is that the office that I now occupy

was once the room that I occupied as a patient some forty years ago,

when I had broken my arm. My window view looks out about one

quarter of a mile to the place where my home for the first three years

of my life once stood. I had grown up in the neighborhood and my

family moved away some years before. I then returned as an employ-
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ee of the University. The Medical Director of the Cardiology

Laboratories is Dr. Roderick (Rory) Childers who is a world-

renowned Cardiologist and Professor of Medicine. His father was

Erskine Childers who was President of Ireland in 1973- 74.

In order to expand my search and with the knowledge of the

facts that I now had at hand, I reached across the ocean by way of an

advertisement in “The Tipperary Star” Newspaper. I received an

immediate response from a Mr. Joseph Kennedy of County Kilkenny.

The thing that attracted him was the mention I had made of the

name Cudahy. Joe Kennedy’s mother’s maiden name was Cudahy. In

the course of a year he and I have established a very warm and friend-

ly relationship. He has taken a few trips to Tipperary and has helped

considerably by his research of the name “Crane.” Joe has recently

been elected as Secretary for the local branch of the Irish

Archaeological Society. He maintains the family farm that has been in

the family for centuries. In one of his letters he had laid claim to the

fact that his family was related to the Cudahy Meat Packers of

Milwaukee, Wisconsin. That Cudahy branch had migrated from

Callan, County Kilkenny, in the middle of the last Century.

This now leads us to the most startling episode to date. In April

of this year I had bought a pound of Cudahy bacon with the express

purpose of obtaining the Cudahy address in order to write an inquiry

regarding the possibility of the family making available any of their

genealogy that they might happen to have on hand. While back on

the job we were currently in the process of interviewing manufactur-

ers of Cardiology equipment in order to upgrade the operations of
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our laboratory. It was in June and I had not as yet written my Cudahy

letter, when it happened.

I had located a book on the “Life of Patrick Cudahy” at the

University Library and sent excerpts of it to Joe Kennedy. He received

the material at 11:00 a.m. and read it through. At 7:00 p.m. his

brother came to the house with the announcement that they had vis-

itors from America. As it turned out, the visitor was a direct descen-

dant of the original Cudahys and she was from California. Joe

Kennedy was startled to say the least. The lady had a fine visit and Joe

even brought her to the very house where the Cudahys had left for

their trip to America.

Dr. Childers read the copy of the letter and he was amazed. The

very next day we received representatives from Marquette Electronics,

Inc. from Milwaukee, Wisconsin, who gave us a presentation of their

equipment, in hopes that we would purchase it as part of our upgrad-

ing program. After the presentation, we exchanged some general

information and it was at that time that Dr. Childers inquired as to

who the owner might be. Lo and behold, the name was given as

Michael Cudahy, son of John Cudahy who had been Ambassador to

Ireland during the era of President Eamon DeValera.

Within the matter of a few days I was awe-stricken as I stood

face to face with Michael Cudahy. He is to say the least, a very kind

and considerate gentleman. He took me to his house and I explored

his library and there I experienced an even greator shock Hanging on

the wall was a picture of Michael Cuddihy who died at “Moonarch”

in 1900. The very same place where I had been writing to Joe
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Kennedy! My subsequent letter and copy of the picture that I sent to

Joe Kennedy was answered by him in the following manner, “Thanks

for the picture of my great-grandfather, Tom. That picture was taken

from my mother’s house and sent to Dublin many years before, and

eventually made its way to America.” Since that time, Joe Kennedy

has made discoveries for me that were just as startling, but are too

much to elaborate on here. He did locate a Jim Crean of Fethard for

me and I am still waiting for his written reply at this very time. The

experiences we have had we both feel are most unique and we often

wonder what forces are at hand. We both trust in God that someday,

somewhere we might find meaning to it all

This past August I took the family on vacation and drove to

New Orleans to visit with my stepmother at my father’s home. On

the way I stopped at Springfield, Illinois as I had previously planned.

I had established written communication with Mr. Edward Russo of

the Lincoln Library regarding the 1880 Census. He had sent me a

map and City Directories that located the exact place where my great-

grandparents had lived. I had hoped that I might obtain some addi-

tional information by making a brief stop and checking the material

first hand. During the course of my visit, Mr. Russo suggested that I

check the Obituary Index File. I did not expect to find anything, but

gave it a try. Imagine my surprise to find a listing on Michael Crane,

who was killed as a result of trying to board a train at the South

Junction of the Chicago and Alton Railroad. The date was October

14, 1901. I then checked the microfilm of the Springfield Journal

Newspaper and there laid out for me was the story of Michael’s grue-
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some death. The description more than confirmed that he was, in

fact, my great- uncle. He was described as having only one leg (the

previous accident), about thirty years of age, and was not married. His

home was listed as Virden, Illinois which is about twenty-five miles

southwest of Springfield. My letter to the parish priest, Rev. Klink,

resulted in the receipt of a Death Certificate confirming the fact that

Michael was ours. Of the seven people listed on the 1880 Census, I

had located the final resting place of two of them within three months

time.

You might ask why I wish to return to the land of my forefa-

thers. As you can already see, I have devoted considerable time and

effort in order to re-construct a family that was torn apart by the

social conditions under which they were forced to live. Anyone famil-

iar with the history of Ireland knows what the Irish people have

endured over the centuries. Until most recent times, the immigrant

Irish were by and large a poorly lot who had to struggle for upward

mobility in their new found land. Unfortunately, during the course of

their struggle, many of them were lost and absorbed and soon for-

gotten. In the introduction to the book I read on the “Life of Patrick

Cudahy” I found a statement that goes something like this, “the poor

find little time for writing, and thus, they leave very little in the way

of written record.” It is fortunate for me that I have the opportunity

to work in the shadow of greatness. While the work and atmosphere

might be stimulating to the mind, the financial rewards are not often

that great. For the better part of my life I have worked to support a

family and the opportunity to afford an excursion to satisfy a person-
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al quest does not receive the highest priority. It would be most

rewarding to my soul to grasp the feel and sense of the land where the

people whose blood I carry once lived. We dream of the past, but

given the opportunity, would probably not exchange it for the pres-

ent. Still, it would be an experience never to be forgotten. That is to

meet the people that I presently communicate with, and then to walk

the hills and the vales and to try and recapture the thoughts and

ambitions that Patrick Crane once had before he set sail and disap-

peared in that faraway land. As William Shakespeare once said, 

“Examine Well Thy Blood”....

God Bless,
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Appenxix II

The Derivation of Family Names

In the course of reading this work, you will have noticed var-

ious spellings of family names. This was due primarily to the

impact that the British Empire had in bringing about uniformity to

the English language. This is what is meant when it is said that the

English anglicized a nation’s original language or mother tongue. In

addition, the names underwent additional changes as individual fam-

ilies or septs, as they are known in Ireland, broke off from the main

family nucleus. In Ireland, some of the variations in spelling are asso-

ciated with the county where that particular family was or is most pre-

dominant.
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Crane

The name Crane can be found in its original form in England,

however, as applied to Ireland, the name went through various

changes until it found its English counterpart. Where my family

name is concerned, the name is Irish in origin and can be traced back

to antiquity in Ireland. According to Edward IVlactysaght in his book

titled, “The Surnames of Ireland,” Crane is a variant of Crean.

O’Crean also takes the form Creaghan and Crehan. The names are in

turn variations of the name O’Croidheain (croidhe means heart).

In another book titled, “Irish Families,” also written by Edward

MacLysaght, he makes the following statement:

“O’ Crean, Crehan (Cregan)

According to MacFirbis, O’Crean and

O’Cregan are synonymous, Crehan again

being a variant of Crean. In Irish,

Crean and Crehan are O’Croidheain (spelt

O’Craidhen by the Four Masters) and

Creegan or Cregan is O’Croidheagain.

These families formed a minor sept of the

Cineal Eoghan belonging to Donegal, with

a branch in the neighboring County of Sligo.”
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MacLysaght’s description of the Crean Crest is, “Argent a wolf

rampant sable between three human hearts gules. Crest: A demi-wolf

rampant sable holding between the paws a human heart or. The

motto beneath the Crest is, ‘Cor Mundum Crea in Me Deus.”’ I am

told that as translated from the Latin, the motto reads in English,

“Create in me O God A Pure Heart.”

Cuddy

Once again referring to Edward Maclysaght’s book titled, “The

Surnames of Ireland,” we find the following entry:

“(O)Cuddihy, Cuddy, Quiddihy: O’Cuidighthigh (cuidightheach, helper).”

According to the book titled, “History and Antiquities of

Kilkenny,” that was written by Rev. William Healy, P.P., we find the

following reference:

“The Archdeacons belong to the MacGillicuddy branch of the

O’Sullivan family, the common ancestor was Gille Machodh.”

The same author goes on to state:

“-some respectable branches anglicised the name Mac-Gillicuddy to

Archdeacon, and again this latter became MacOdo from Machodh or

MacOdh, one of the ancestors, and lastly MacCody or Cody-”
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March

Names of German origin were anglicized as the new immi-

grants arrived within an American Port of Entry or when the immi-

grant boarded an English vessel for passage to the New World. The

transition of the German names, Marz or Mertz to March was dis-

covered by my good cousin, Jerry March. The name can be traced and

verified through numerous documents such as, birth records, mar-

riage records, passenger lists, etc.

As with the Irish Cranes, there are some original March fami-

lies found in England, but they should not be confused with the

March families of German origin. Often the names March and Marsh

are used as alternative spellings. There is no connection between the

two names, however, as I did not find any evidence that they relate to

a common root.

The study of names and their derivations can become quite

involved and extensive. As various peoples migrated or as nations

were conquered, the family names took some peculiar turns and

twists in spelling and pronunciation. In summary, if one attempts to

do family research, they must be certain as to the family’s country of

origin and work from there.
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Appendix III

The following is a family chart as it relates directly to my

branch of the March family. Each of the March males

who were my direct ancestors had a number of brothers and sisters

and they also produced many offspring. The fact is, the family is so

extensive it becomes difficult to list or even trace all of the family

members. I have in my possession a more complete family listing,

however, for those who are interested, most of the March family

information can be found already on file at the Chester County

Historical Society in Westchester, Pennsylvania. Other sources of

information are the Churches that I have mentioned in my story.

As my writing was drawing to a close, one of my cousins, Mr.

Theodore Lewis, provided me with some additional information

regarding the Graham and Duff families of Canada. Ted told me that

both of these families originated in Scotland and migrated to Nova

Scotia. The Graham family was “Lowland Scottish” and the Duff s

came from the “Highlands.” The Grahams were known as

“Border’ers” as they had lived on the border between England and

Scotland.



237

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

My March Family Line of Descent

(*) Denotes My Direct Ancestor

*Johannes March (Mertz/Martz/Marz).

B.  10 Feb. 1735 Palatinate, Germany

D.  8 Nov.  1806 Buried East Vincent Church,

Kimberton, Pa.

Married:  Approx. 1768 Catharina Schneider, daughter

of Thomas Schneider/Synder.

B.  17 Mar 1747 Baptized, East Vincent Church,

11 Apr 1747.

D.  30 May 1831 Buried, East Vincent Church,

Kimberton, Pa.

Children: Thomas(1768-?), Catherine (1770-?), Elizabeth (1772-?),

Johannes(1774-?), Barbara(1776-1843), Peter (1779-1847), John

(1779-?), Maria (1781-?), *John Conrad (1783-1857), Nicholas

(1785-1834), Henry (1788-1865).
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*John Conrad March

B.  22 Mar 1783 Baptized, 18 May 1783,

East Vincent Church, Kimberton, 

D.  15 Oct 1857 Pa. Buried, St. Peter’s Church,

Chester Springs.

Married:  ? Catharina Synder daughter

George Synder.

B.  24 Feb 1788 

D.  31 July 1849 Buried, St. Peter’s Church, 

Chester Springs, Pa.

Children: Maria (l812-1857), Israel (l813-1878), *George (1815-

1886), Jesse (1816-1835), Isaiah (1817- 1899), Catherine(l8l9-l891),

Johannes (l82l-1889), Elizabeth (1823-l844), Rachael (1828-1853),

Anna(l831-1851), Lafayette(?), Barbara (?).



239

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

*George March

B.  20 July 1815 Baptized, 18 May 1816,

St. Peter’s Church, Chester Springs.

D.  14 Aug 1886 Buried, St. Paul’s, Lionville, Pa.

Married:  1 Sept 1837 Elizabeth Davis

B. 4 Feb 1819 Baptized, 5 May 1839,

St. Peter’s Church, Chester Springs, Pa.

D.  11 Jan 1890 Buried, St. Paul’s Church,

Lionville, Pa.

Children:  Mary Ann (1839-1898), Sarah (1841-l9l9), John Davis

(l845-1905), Anna Elizabeth(1847-l918),*Jesse Evans (l849-l913),

George S.(l85l-l851), George Washington(1852- 1877), Conrad(l854-

?), Lafayette (1856-1927), Rebecca (1860-?).
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*Jesse Evans March

B. 23 Mar 1849 West Goshen, Pa. 

D. 9 Mar 1913 Buried, Mt. Hope Cemetery, 

Chicago, Ill.

First Marriage:

25 Dec. 1871 Kate Walton, East Bradford, Pa.

B. 1855

D. 22 Nov 1893

Children:  Harry O.(1872-1934), Horace E. (?), Eva(?).

Second Marriage: (?) Anna Sarah Graham, Quaker from

Canada.

B.18 Feb 1864

D. 2 Feb 1943 Buried, Mt. Hope Cemetery, 

Chicago, Ill.

Note: Anna Sarah Graham was previously married to a man named

Duff who died of pneumonia in Canada.

Children:  Florence Duff (189l-l969), Jesse Grace Elizabeth (1898-

1944), Clarence Edger   Robert (1900-1965), Percivel Earl (l902-

l96l), *Dorothy Agnes (l904- 1978),  Anna Leita Marie (l907- ).
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*Dorothy Agnes March (Crane) Suether.

B.  17 Mar 1904 Uwchlan Township, Chester County,

Pa.

D.  30 Jun 1978 Buried, Mt. Hope Cemetery, 

Chicago, Ill.

Married:  13 Jun 1923 *Patrick James Crane

B.  29 Jan 1900 Spring Valley, Ill.

D.  6 Jan 1979 Buried, St. Louis Cemetery #3,

New Orleans, La.

Children:  Dorothy Patricia(l926- ), Thomas John(1933- ).
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Epilogue

Ifelt obliged to write this epilogue for two reasons. The first

was that I had committed an error in one of the deductions

that I had made in the course of one of my searches and I knew that

it must be corrected. Secondly, it was only recently that I made a

major discovery that not only compensated for my error; it provided

a totally new and fitting climax to my story and for that reason, above

all else, it begged to be told. The reader will witness within the next

few pages the disappointment that I had felt when I suddenly realized

that I had allowed myself to be led astray by some of the information

that I had gathered and then, how, after almost eight years of search-

ing, the most significant piece of information was suddenly and quite

unexpectedly revealed to me. It is my opinion that these two episodes

dramatize the two extremes that we all must experience from time to

time during the course of our lives. Given enough time along with

hope and perseverance, one may not only be able to salvage some-

thing from their mistakes; they might even be able to obtain a greater

reward than that which was lost.
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A Leprechaun’s Lesson

The rainbow bent towards the base of the hill,

Hurrah, hurrah, I’ll soon have my fill.

I scrambled and scurried as fast as I could,

The laughter followed as I raced through the wood.

Onward I stumbled toward that pot of gold,

I knew that I would have it before the spell took hold.

I could see it now as it sparkled and shined,

“Ah, ha, you Demon, I’ll pay you no mind.”

My arms stretched before me as I reached and grasped,

I flung myself forward as the vision slipped past.

Gone, gone, it had vanished away,

Oh why, oh why, do dreams never stay?

The laughter so loud that it split my head,

“I’ll get you, you begger; you’ll wish you were dead.”

He hopped and jumped and scampered about,

I swung and kicked till my strength gave out.
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“Now hold your temper,” he said to me,

“You sought for a treasure that could not be.”

“A Leprechaun’s life is a difficult one,

To deceive you mortals is not always fun.”

“I’ll show you the likes of what you never did see,

For riches are nothing if the soul is not free.

That pot of gold could bring life’s ruin,

Enjoy what you have, for I’m not always foolin’.”

I lay there and rested and listened awhile,

And heavens above, I started to smile

The beauty before me that gold could not buy,

And suddenly he vanished in the blink of an eye.

The lesson I learned on that wonderous day - 

Is that the dreams we have often fade away.

If gloom anchors down the head to sorrow,

Never will it be lifted for the joys of tomorrow.

(c)  Copyright 1986

Thomas J. Crane
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Spring, 1987

“To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose 

under the heaven” (Eccl. 3:1).

Two years have now passed since the time that I first start-

ed to write my book and the treadmill of life has contin-

ued to run on. Thoughts that I had only recently addressed to the liv-

ing are, even now, carried into eternity by those who have joined the

ranks of the dead. I had hoped that once my book was finished, my

life would take on a new purpose or meaning and my future would

be less clouded and more established and secure. I can only say that

the Good Lord must have had other plans. As far as employment is

concerned, I am still doing much the same as I did before. This might

not be at all pleasing to me, but it has certainly allowed me to add to

what I had at one time thought was my completed book.

Circumstances are such that I am once again able to devote some time

and energy towards collecting my thoughts. This does not mean that

I am not concerned with what the future might bring; nor have I

given up on the idea of trying to better my lot in life. What it does

say is that while I do not have much control over my present situa-

tion, I might just as well make the best of my time and write while I
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am still able.

My major regret is that I was not able to delay writing my book

until such time that all of the information had been gathered. Aside

of the fact that there is no sure way to determine when and if all of

the information has been sought out and placed at hand, time and

circumstance often dictate each of our movements and above all else,

time is of the essence. The daily stresses and strains of living have a

direct influence on our thoughts and ambitions and as situations

demand it of us, we must direct our energies and efforts to those that

demand the highest priority. All things considered, I am pleased that

I was able to accomplish all that I have done and only these few pages

need be added.

My main concern is that should any new information make

itself known once these additions are made, the process will have a

tendency to perpetuate itself. My experience has been such that as I

delved deeper into the past, new and quite unexpected pieces of infor-

mation had a way of filtering through. A great deal depends upon

how one interprets this information and the manner in which one

decides to fit it into the overall scheme. What made it difficult for me

was the fact that some of the information was spread over several gen-

erations and in fact, another country or land. In any attempt to trace

through someone else’s past life, one has only to consider the various

twists and turns that one’s own life has taken in order to appreciate

the magnitude of the task that they are about to encounter.

It is with these thoughts in mind that I have reached the con-

clusion that should any new information be made available to me
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after this epilogue is written, the story that surrounds it will more

than likely be left untold. I will leave it to posterity to determine if

their effort is worthwhile and if so, they might wish to continue

where I have left off. There comes a time when we all must answer the

trumpet’s final call and in that instance the only history that matters

is the manner in which we all have chosen to lead our earthly lives.

Destination, Boonville

It was during the second week of November, 1986, that I was

able to realize my ambition to make a trip to Boonville,

Missouri. Making the trip was a goal that I had established about two

years previous when I had first discovered that my great-grandfather,

Patrick Crane, had spent his remaining days living there. As a matter

of location, Boonville is situated about 150 miles due west of St.

Louis, Missouri. The total distance from my home was about 450

miles. In order to drive there, I had already determined that I would

also have to pass through Springfield, Illinois, and as a consequence,

I also hoped to satisfy a quest that I was forced to abandon in March

of 1984. It was at that time that I had traveled to Springfield for the

purpose of tracing my grandfather, John Crane. A previous account-

ing told how that search had been brought to a successfull conclusion.

While in Springfield at that time, I had also hoped to travel just a few
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miles further south to the town of Virden where I had already dis-

covered that my great-uncle, Michael Crane, had been buried in the

year 1901. Unfortunately, I had to abandon my journey to Virden as

I had run out of time and to compound the situation, the weather

had turned quite severe. The fact of the matter is that I was hardly

able to make it back home. The roads had become very treacherous

as they were covered with ice and snow. As I recall, driving had been

most difficult and there was a moment when I thought that I would

have to delay my return and find some place to stay along the way

until the traveling conditions had improved. Fortunately, I can say

that I weathered the storm and made it back, but only after consider-

able difficulty along the way. For all intent and purposes, my most

recent trip went according to the way in which I had planned. I must

say, however, that I was not prepared to accept some of the informa-

tion that would eventually be revealed to me. I had proceeded with a

pre-conceived notion as to what I would find and when the truth was

finally made known to me, my reaction was one of total dismay and

disappointment. This had caused me to lose some faith in all that I

had done and I wondered how I could reconcile the blunder or at

least restore some of the faith that had been lost.

After having made arrangements to spend the evening in

Springfield, Illinois, I made my way to the Lincoln Library,

Sangamon Valley Collection, in order to check and see what new or

additional information, if any, I might happen to find there. While

searching through the stacks of books and periodicals, I came across

a copy of my own book that I had sent to the library the previous year



VIII

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

and which the staff had so graciously accepted and placed on file in

the library collection. The reader may wish to know that copies of this

book have already been placed on file in the Tipperary County

Library in Ireland that is located in the City of Thurles. It has also

been placed in the Archives of the Augustinian Province that is locat-

ed at Villanova University in Pennsylvania and in addition, with var-

ious other historical societies and private individuals. I view this as

quite an achievement in spite of the fact that it has brought me noth-

ing in the way of material gain. Quite to the contrary, it was produced

at great expense to myself and to my family and especially at a time

when we probably could least afford it. Regardless, I find the sacrifice

as something that is worthwhile as the book will preserve the memo-

ry of those who I have loved long after I have been reduced to dust.

Last but not least, I hope that it will serve as an inspiration for oth-

ers, whether they are part of my family or not, during those times

when they may be faced with uncertainty or doubt.

While I was at the Lincoln Library, I was able to learn that the

records for the County Home were only recently discovered rotting

away in the attic of somebody’s home. I became interested in those

records because I thought that there might be a possibility that my

great-grandparents on my maternal side, that is, the Cuddy’s, might

have spent the remaining years of their lives living there. The home

was situated due west of Springfield in a town by the name of Buffalo.

As luck would have it, the records were in such bad shape that they

demanded special care in handling. As a consequence, they were in

the process of being restored. The process would take about two years
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and even after the work was finished, the actual documents would not

be made directly available to the general public. Rather, a list of the

inmates names would be made and compiled and kept on file for

public use. I mention this only for the sake that someone in the future

besides myself might wish to explore them. All in all, my stay in

Springfield was rather uneventful and I began to look ahead to my

journey to Virden and the final resting place of my great-uncle,

Michael Crane.

Virden

My arrival in Virden took place on a cold and windy day

and I could see storm clouds gathering to the north in

the direction from where I had traveled. I suddenly realized that win-

ter was swiftly coming upon me. As with all of my searches, I always

gathered maps and materials whenever possible for the places that I

had hoped or was destined to visit. This has helped me to visualize the

scene or setting ahead of time and for this reason, Virden came as no

surprise. The town was just as I had pictured it to be in my mind. The

only exception being that I had to ask directions to the cemetery.

Upon my arrival at the cemetery, I was greeted with a sense of

bleakness and isolation and that is when I asked myself what it was

that had caused me to be driven there. Surely, there was much to be

offered by many of the other places that I could have chosen to visit,
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but instead, I found myself looking out upon row after row of tomb-

stones and graves. The only other people in the cemetery besides

myself were two grave-diggers who were busily engaged in their task

of digging a fresh grave. As it so happened, I was fortunate that they

were there because I could not find any marker to locate the miner’s

plot which was where Michael was buried. After some discussion, it

was finally determined that the United Mine Worker’s graves were in

a plot that was located near the entrance and to the west of the road

that led to the gate. I proceeded to walk in the direction that they had

given and when I had reached the location, I saw nothing before me

but green grass to mark Michael’s final resting place. It was then that

I sought for some meaning or purpose for why I was there and the fol-

lowing words came into my mind.

My Soliloquy For Michael

“Michael the renegade; Michael the restless one. Until now, you

were nothing more that an entry on a page and a story that was passed

on to me about yourself by my father. At this moment, we both share

just a few feet of space out of all that exists within the universe.”

“Years have past, but not much has changed as far as this

ground is concerned since the day that you were laid to rest. I breathe

the same air; I see the same sky and I feel much about myself since
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the time that you walked this good earth so many years ago. Was my

trip worth it?’ you might ask. I think so, Michael. Because now, you

are made real for me. I had built an image of you according to my

father’s words without realizing that some day his voice would cease.

His memory is now as close to me as is the memory that he had left

me of you and as far as eternity is concerned, we are all one within the

universe. There was a time when you did not know that I would ever

exist, but we are strangers no more. Although you have already

returned to the same dust from which you were made, I now carry the

same blood that once coursed through your veins and for this

moment in time, we share the same spirit of thought.

“Did you not know that your brother’s son would some day be

responsible for bringing me into the world? I, a being, who would one

day find you here in this place. That child, who you might have taken

for granted and, perhaps, gave a passing glance or bounced upon your

knee, would, one day, be responsible for my being here. He was given

the name, Patrick, after your father as was my son named, Patrick,

after mine.”

“Michael, I too watched you grow as did the family that knew

you best. If not in the flesh, I at least held an image of you as I traced

the entries that were made about you on paper during the course of

your life and yes, even your death. I saw you as a child in Missouri;

the first born son of my great-grandparents. They came from Ireland

and you represented for them the first native son of their newly-found

land. I saw you in Springfield, Illinois, as you took up the trade of a

coal-miner as your father had done so many years before. I watched
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you as you learned to share in the hardships that a miner had to

endure and the only pleasures that you enjoyed were those that you,

yourself, had forced from life. As with all those who were made to live

and work within your social class, life represented nothing more than a

struggle to survive. You were only as free as your spirit would allow you

and by all accounts, you had a lust for life. I am sorry about your acci-

dent, Michael, and the manner in which you died. Your days had ended

at the prime of your life and you left no family other than those to

which you were born. I can only imagine the grief that they must have

felt in their hearts when they learned the news of your tragic death.”

“Michael, there is a chill in the air as winter is approaching and

I must soon travel on. Before I leave, I will offer a prayer for you just

as they must have prayed for you on this very ground so long ago.

As I stood and prayed before Michael, I could feel a presence

about me and if not in body, at least in spirit, I knew that they must be

there. It was as if I had been within the midst of those who witnessed

the sad occasion on the day that their Dear Michael was laid to rest.

For while the bells still toll for those whose footsteps can still be

heard, I believe that there were those who had slipped beyond the

boundry of time and walked in silence as they rejoiced in knowing

that I had been there. To those spirits I can only say that I was pleased

for having shared those few brief moments with Michael and I only

ask that whatever forces act around us please provide me with guid-

ance and protection during the rest of my journey through life. Until

the day comes that I meet Michael face to face, I bid him fond

farewell and may his soul forever rest in peace.
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Back In Town

After I left the cemetery, I drove back to town for the pur-

pose of making a brief visit. My point of reference was the

Virden Library where I had previously exchanged a few letters. The

lady at the information desk was quite gracious and it was during the

course of our conversation that I was prompted to inquire if any of

the old Virden newspapers were kept on file. She told me that with

the exception of the more recent ones, the older papers were kept on

microfilm and stored in the Old State Capital Building in Springfield.

I made up my mind that I would stop there on my return trip back

home.

When I returned to my car and was about to drive away, I

noticed a small shop that had a sign in the window that advertised,

“Coal-Miner’s Collectables.” The shop featured such items as lapel

buttons, belt buckles, and statues that were made from pressed coal,

among other things, and directed towards the interest of the men and,

in more recent times, women who work within the coal-mines. There

are today, within the vicinity of Virden, two very active and produc-

tive coal-mines. The man who waited on me, after I had taken in all

of the items that were on display, turned out to be a miner who was

a recent victim of a lay-off at one of the mines. Because of his experi-

ence and background, he expressed an appreciation of the brief histo-
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ry that I gave him about my family as they related to the mining

industry. It was from that shop that I was able to purchase a lasting

memento that for me is representative of the life and, labors of my

family as they were associated with the coal-mines. It is a pewter belt

buckle that has cast upon it the figure of a miner holding a pick as he

stands out from the scene of a mining camp that is placed behind

him. It is, for me, a fitting tribute to my family as I would imagine

them to have been. As of this day, it stands proudly displayed on a

shelf in my home. As I left the shop with my special purchase, I was

pleased that I had noticed it and that I had taken the time to go

inside. It had provided me with a glimpse of the past as my ancestors

must have lived it.

On To Boonville

It was late in the evening when I finally arrived in Boonville.

I hardly had time to find a place to stay and to eat before it

was time to bed down for the night. There had been very little oppor-

tunity for me to reflect upon where it was that I had traveled or to

envelop myself in the atmosphere and the surroundings that my

great-grandfather had lived within or had experienced. No matter,

because I had intended to stay over for the next two days and nights

and I knew that I would have plenty of time to accomplish all that I

had planned. As I had stated in a previous section, Boonville is a
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rather small town that is situated on the Missouri River and the pop-

ulation numbers around 5000. Because of its size, I knew that it

would not place too much demand upon me to visit all of the places

that were already on my list.

The next day, I began to find my way around the town and it

was not too long before I began to sense a recollection of Ireland all

over again. The area was not much different from many of the places

that I had seen in Ireland and I began to appreciate why a native of

Ireland would choose this place to live. It probably provided the most

reasonable substitute that an Irish man or woman could find outside

of their native land. I had little doubt in my mind that this was the

reason why Patrick had chosen Boonville to live out his remaining

days. Rather than the flatlands of southwestern Illinois, the Boonville

landscape consisted of trees and rolling hills and, of course, the

Missouri River, that one could look down upon from many of the

high vantage points that the countryside had to offer. It was truly, a

beautiful place for me to have been and it added something of value

to my entire trip. As I proceeded to visit many of the locations where

Patrick had lived and worked, I tried to imagine what he must have

sensed or felt and even went so far as to try to see the world through

his eyes. As I went about my visitations, I also tried to imagine that

wherever I was at the time, that he was at my side. Eventually, I found

myself standing before his grave at the Walnut Grove Cemetery. I

thought to myself that at long last I had finally reached my impossi-

ble dream because I had found the remains of the man who was

responsible for the procreation of my entire Crane family line in
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America as I had discovered it to be. If God had been willing, I would

have reached out to Patrick and clasped him to me and would have

given thanks that my long journey was now at an end.

Little did I know or realize at the time that the footsteps that I

had followed were made by a man who, so far as I know, was a

stranger to me. The Patrick Crane that I had tried so hard to love and

to understand was not the great-grandfather that I had sought. I had

been in the company of a stranger and it was through my own self-

deception that I had placed myself at his side. Though the visit had

been a pleasant one, never-the-less, I was sadly disappointed when I

learned the awful truth. Later on, when I discovered my error, I

reflected upon the waste of time and expense and I sought for some

sort of consolation to fill the emptiness that I felt within my heart.

Just when I began to think that there could never be any escape from

the damage that had been done, my father’s voice echoed in my mind.

What he said was, “You had a nice vacation, didn’t you?” “So what the

hell are you complaining about?” Those words brought a smile upon

my face and I had no recourse other than to agree. It was then that I

thought about Boonville and the Patrick Crane that I had visited and

I hoped that he enjoyed the pleasure of my company. Perhaps, during

the many years since he had been buried, no one had given him the

slightest thought or remembrance and maybe, just maybe, that was

what my visit had been all about. “Fare-thee-well, Patrick.” “At least

one individual on God’s earth knows that you are there.”
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How The Error Was Made

It was only a few months after I had returned from Boonville

that I visited the Federal Archieves in Chicago and made the

bitter discovery that I had traced the wrong Patrick Crane. I do not

know what caused me to re-trace my steps other than the fact that I

felt that something was left unsettled in my mind. In any case, a

search of the microfilm records for the Census of 1880 and 1870

revealed that there had been, in fact, two Patrick Cranes. While they

had both been born in Ireland in the year 1844, one had been born

in January and the other had been born in May. The Patrick Crane

that I had traced to Boonville was the one that had been born in May.

Only a matter of four months time had placed two separate and dis-

tinct human beings on this earth and while they had started out on a

similar path, they were, as a matter of fact, a lifetime apart.

Patrick Crane of Boonville had lived in the Boonville/New

Franklin area for a number of years. He was listed in the 1880 Census

as having a son Michael, aged 7, and his occupation was given as,

Farm Hand. He was also listed in the Census of 1870 as a Farm

Hand, but with a wife by the name of Margaret, aged 27, and a son,

Thomas, aged 1. Both Patrick and Margaret were both shown to have
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been born in Ireland. The Census was taken in Franklin Township

that was located in the County of Howard. There was little doubt in

my mind that this was the same Patrick Crane who later moved to

Boonville from New Franklin which is only nine miles away.

According to the death notice that had been posted in the October 3,

1919, edition of the Boonville Weekly Advertiser, Michael must have

been the son who had lived in New Franklin and had been responsi-

ble for providing a “proper” burial for his father, Patrick Crane. I can

only surmise that both Patrick’s wife, Margaret, and his son, Thomas,

must have gone off somewhere or had died by the time that the 1880

Census was taken.

Aside of any disappointment that I might have felt, I was con-

cerned that my error might cause some future generation to be led

astray. Figuratively speaking, I had drawn a map and that map led to

a person and a place that, as far as my family was concerned, did not

even exist. Once my error had been discovered, I realized that a void

had now been regenerated as to the eventual fate of my great-grand-

father, Patrick Crane. Perhaps, as I had originally surmised, he might

have died in a mining accident or from some dread disease. No mat-

ter what the cause, his honor had been restored as there is no hint or

trace of his ever having deserted his family as I had previously specu-

lated and had written. My only hope is that I have his forgiveness for

having made such a supposition.
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A Vision From The Past

His face was reflected as he stared at the mirror,

The vision he saw brought him nothing but fear.

Old and wrinkled and his hair all grey,

How could it happen that he could age in a day?

“I have no time for the likes of you,

You poor begger, your living is through.

Don't bother me about things of the past,

I live for today as if it were the last.”

“Keep your pious wisdom and dusty old stories,

I’ll climb higher and seek greater glories.

You had your day and for you I’ll not worry,

I have no time as I am off in a hurry.”

As he started to turn and leave through the door,

A tear from the vision rolled down to the floor.

His body trembled and his legs grew weak,

The air blew cold as the vision did speak.

“There were lessons to learn from the life that I led,

You acted the fool and ignored me instead.

My vision from the past is now yours to keep,

The tears that flow are from your eyes that weep.”
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On The Way Home

As I made my way back home from Boonville, I stopped

once again in Springfield in order to search through the

microfilms that the lady in Virden had told me were stored in the Old

State Capital Building. After having visited Boonville and still not

knowing that the Patrick Crane who had once lived there was not

related to me, my excursion in Springfield seemed rather anticlimac-

tic at the time. As I later learned, this part of my trip along with my

visit with Michael turned out to be the most meaningful part of my

entire journey once the error was revealed to me.

My interest in the Virden newspapers was to obtain whatever

additional information might exist concerning Michael Crane’s

death. My interest and efforts were not in vain. As I had hoped, I

found an article written in the October 18, 1901, edition of The

Virden Reporter. The article read as follows:
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Killed By A Train

Michael Crane, a miner living in this city, was found dead

on the C&A track, near Springfield Junction, Sunday

morning. There is no telling how he met his death, but the supposi-

tion is that he attempted to get off the train and that in stepping off

his clothing became caught in some way and he was dragged. His

head was badly mangled. The jury returned a verdict that he came to

his death by being struck by a southbound C&A train about 5:40

o’clock.

The remains were brought to Virden Monday afternoon. The

funeral was held at St. Catherine’s Church Tuesday morning at 9:00

o’clock, and the remains were interred in the Virden cemetery.

Mr. Crane was single, aged about 30 years, and leaves a moth-

er and two brothers in this city and two sisters in Chicago.

I found the discovery of this article and the information that it

contained to be most significant; not the least of which the fact that

I was probably the first member of my family to have read it since the

accident occured over 86 years ago. What intrigued me the most was

the last paragraph and the reason being, that it placed the locations of

some of the various family members. There are a number of observa-

tions that can be made from it. First of all, it is quite obvious that my

great-grandfather, Patrick Crane, was no longer, and for whatever rea-
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son, a member of the basic family unit. Secondly, the article placed

Michael’s two sisters in Chicago and, as I had theorized upon some of

the previous documentation that I had obtained, Mary, who was one

of those sisters, played a key role in Michael’s life. As I had previous-

ly written, I determined that Michael had lived with Mary in Chicago

during the time of his admission into the Harwood Heights Insane

Asylum. It was from that asylum that he had fled or was taken to

Virden, Illinois. Thirdly, since the article stated that Michael had two

brothers living in Virden; one being my great-uncle, Jim, and the

other my grandfather, John, it meant that my grandmother, Lizzie,

had been left alone in Spring Valley, Illinois, to care for my father and

my aunt, Marguerite. For whatever reason, John had seen the need to

be away from his family in order to pursue his livelihood which was,

mining coal.

Because of the publication and my discovery of the articles that

were written about Michael’s death, I developed a special closeness to

him. The most recent article even established the exact time of his

death and that was, 5:40 O’clock, Sunday morning. The only ques-

tion that remains in my mind is why my father had known about the

train accident that had resulted in the loss of one of Michael’s legs,

but he did not know that a train was also responsible for his death.

Perhaps, that was a secret that was kept among the senior members of

the family and it was never passed on to the succeeding generation.

The most poignant observation that can be made about this

article is that it bears witness to the disintegration of what had once

been a very close-knit family. It was probably just a short time later
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that my grandfather took responsibility for the care of his mother and

they returned to his home and family in Spring Valley.

It was in Spring Valley, that my father had spent his childhood

and as he grew, he witnessed the deterioration of his father as he slow-

ly succumbed to the stresses and strains of his dreary and burdensome

life. In turn, my father’s own experiences would have a direct influ-

ence upon the manner in which I was raised. I recall the time when I

was just a child and my father took me to shop for a Christmas tree.

As we went along looking at the various trees that were on display, I

asked him one of the many questions that a child would normally ask

of their father and this particular time I asked him what kind of a

Christmas tree he had in his home when he was a boy. His answer

was, “We never had a Christmas tree in our home because my father

never had any money. He went on to say that he vowed when he was

a boy that if he ever had any children of his own, he would always

make sure that they would have a Christmas tree even if he had to go

out and chop one down. Needless to say, he was true to his word,

because no matter whether the times were good or bad in our home,

my sister and I always had a Christmas tree.

Through God’s will, I have been allowed the good fortune to

look back beyond my father’s own time and find answers to questions

that he never knew. Because of that opportunity, I have also been

made a more appreciative human being and if misfortune should pass

my way, I feel better equipped to understand and to accept it.

Surely, within the vast reaches of this universe, there must be an

answer to explain why I was guided to find what I did. Perhaps, it was
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my mother’s and my father’s way of letting me know that they were

always near at hand. I believe that if a person were to think deeply

enough upon the matter, that person would surely appreciate or at

least wonder about some of the experiences that I have encountered

during the course of my search. For those readers who remain skepti-

cal or question whatever point it is that I am trying to make, I refer

them to the story that I am about to tell concerning the City of

Nenagh and that will soon unfold as they read over the next few

pages.

Mother Jones

As I leave the story of my most recent search that took place

within the State of Illinois, I feel obliged to write a few

words about an article that only recently appeared in one of our local

newspapers. The article was written about a lady called, Mother

Jones. I have included the article for two reasons; first of all, to pay

tribute to a person who I consider was a great lady and secondly,

because the area in which she was involved offers the possibility for

future exploration where the search for the final resting place of my

great-grandfather, Patrick Crane, is concerned.

According to the article, Mother Jones was an Irish immigrant

who was born under the name of Mary Harris to an Irish peasant

family and whose grandfather was hanged for fighting for Irish inde-



Irish Countryside



XXVI

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

pendence from England. After having fled from Ireland, her family

settled in Toronto, Canada. She later moved to Chicago where she

worked as a dressmaker and then she moved to Memphis, where she

met and married a man by the name of George Jones who worked as

an iron molder. Eventually, “A plague of yellow fever swept through

Memphis in 1867, and Mother Jones lost her husband, her son and

three daughters.”

The article went on to tell how she progressed to become a paid

“organizer and an agitator” for worker’s rights. She was 41 years old

when she started her crusade and, “She weighed less than 100 pounds

and stood only 5 feet tall.” Her speeches were often studded with pro-

fanity and she, “often chided her boys for being too timid.” She was

quoted to have said that, "I’m not a humanitarian, I’m a hell raiser.”

She would tell the crowds, “Fight like hell ‘til you go to heaven.”

“Her fiery speeches and the rowdy demonstrations she organized

made her one of the most famous women of the l890s.” To the union

members she was known as a “Saint.” The industrialists called her a

“Fiend.” Among the many groups that she helped to support were the

United Mine Workers of America.

It was the following two paragraphs that really caught my atten-

tion:

“Mother Jones was in Washington, D.C., when seven miners

and five guards were killed and 44 others injured in an 1898 melee

resulting from a miner’s lockout at the Chicago-Virden Coal Co. Four

of the dead miners were from Mount Olive.

“The local church labeled them “murderers” and refused them
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burial, so the United Mine Workers bought an acre of land and estab-

lished the Union Miners Cemetery.”

That information caused me to contact the man who was

responsible for providing the information for the article and who is

trying to revive interest in her “now tarnished monument” and to pre-

serve the memory of Mother Jones. I asked him, “How many miners

are buried in the Union Miners Cemetery?” He said, “Hundreds.” He

went on to tell me that miners from all over had requested that when

they died that they be buried in that cemetery. I asked if there was a

list of the miner’s names and he told me that as far as he knew, “There

isn’t any.” He told me that the only way to find out if my great-grand-

father is buried there is to walk through the cemetery and check the

monuments. He then went on to say that if he ever found anything,

then he would surely let me know. In the meantime, if the opportu-

nity ever presents itself, I may just go there and see for myself.

As a final note, Mother Jones died at the age of 100 on

November 30, 1930, in Silver Springs, Maryland. According to her

instructions, her body was shipped to Mount Olive, Illinois, as she

wanted to be buried in the nation’s only union-owned cemetery in

order to be with, “My boys."

Although the cemetery may never offer a clue to my great-

grandfather’s whereabouts, I am of the opinion that the article helped

to provide some dignity to the manner of men that my ancestors were

and is a fitting tribute to their memory as well as to Mother Jones. At

the same time, their memory gives me cause to say that having been

born to their class, I stand among the ranks of those who were and
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those who are presently dedicated to advancing the cause of the work-

ing class against any form of oppression no matter where in the world

that oppression might happen to exist.
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Nenagh

She sang me a song as she rocked me to sleep,

Pressed to her bosom and safe in her keep.

The star dust sparkled like jewels in her hair,

To me, my Nenagh, was the fairest of fair.

She sang a song of years gone by,

As I looked at her, I saw a tear in her eye.

She held a vision that I could not see, 

“Oh please, Dear Nenagh, will you not share it with me?”

“I weep for those who have lost their past,

Happy am I that you are home at last.”

Slowly she faded as did the words she spoke,

My dream had ended for with the dawn I awoke.

I had left my Nenagh to return no more,

My memory had faded until I opened that door.

The Nenagh that held me had once been my home,

Her vision I now carry wherever I roam.
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Nenagh Revisited

The memory of Nenagh had been kept in my mind because

it was there that I had captured my last remaining impres-

sions of Ireland. It was in Nenagh that I began to collect my thoughts

as I prepared for my journey back to my home. I had developed a

sense of leisure about me as I could go where I wanted to go and I

could see what I wanted to see without any pressure as to time or

place. My next stop would be Shannon Airport from where I would

depart and I knew that my departure would be one of permanence

and I could never look back. My short stay in Nenagh would be my

last opportunity to grasp the substance that was Ireland and I intend-

ed to make the most of it. I knew that I would carry those memories

with me for the rest of my life.

As far as sight-seeing was concerned, I had climbed the steps of

a narrowing staircase that had been set within the walls of a tower that

had once been a part of an ancient Irish castle. I visited a number of

shops and purchased a few items that I could bring back home for

myself and my family. In the evening, I had dinner at one of the local

restaurants where I could sit back and listen to the conversations of

the townspeople as they talked about their everyday lives as they lived

them in Nenagh.

During one of my other excursions, I visited Lough Derg which
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was a picturesque lake that was fed at either end by the River

Shannon. I sat on the shore and took note of the boats as they came

and went and watched the people as they went about enjoying what

was to them, their holiday of fun. Towards evening, I had dinner at

one of the local yacht clubs and once again observed the people as

they moved around me and I felt quite comfortable in their presence.

I was very much at ease in enjoying what I did.

During my travels in and around the area of Nenagh, I drove

past a signpost any number of times and each time that I did, it

caught my eye. The sign had read, “Silvermines - 9 miles” and an

arrow pointed in the direction. I had been tempted to follow it, but

decided otherwise. I remember that I had thought to myself,

“Wouldn’t it be strange if Patrick Crane had, at one time, worked

there?” I recall that I had smiled to myself and thought, “Now, Tom,

you are really letting your imagination get carried away with you.” It

was only a thought, but the idea, no matter how far-fetched, seemed

rather intriguing at the time. Nenagh and Silvermines were, afterall,

only two of the many places in Ireland that I had visited during the

course of my trip.

It was on the very last day of my stay in Nenagh and in Ireland,

for that matter, that I expressed my concern to the lady that ran the

inn where I had stayed, about my impending flight home. Deep

down within, I felt that I had been given one last look at my ances-

tral home and now the Piper would have his due. The innkeeper sug-

gested that I should stop at the store and pick up a, “Little bottle of

Paddy to drink along the way in order to settle your nerves.” I did as
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she suggested, but I never opened the bottle as I found that between

the bar that was at the airport and the drinks that were served on the

airplane, I had forgotten my worries until we were well over the

Atlantic Ocean. As for the bottle of Paddy, it was saved for those spe-

cial occasions and then, only drunk very sparingly in order that it

would last.

The day that I left Nenagh on my drive to Shannon Airport, I

recall parking the car on the side of the road and taking one last look

at those rolling hills. My wish at that time was that my eyes would

burn a lasting impression in my mind in order that I might carry it

with me for as long as I might live. It was with complete and utter

sadness that I bid my final farewell.
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February, 1987

It had been almost two years since the time that I had visited

the historical society where I had obtained the information

that led me to Nicholas Crane. I decided that I would pay the socie-

ty a cursory visit primarily for the purpose of saying hello to some of

the people who worked there. I did not expect nor did I anticipate

finding anything of importance that would add to my search as I had

already concluded that, for all practical purposes, my search had

ended. Besides, my book had already been written and if there was

any detail to be added, it would be a bit too late. The only real con-

cern that I had regarding my book was the question of how I would

be able to reconcile the error that I had made regarding my great-

grandfather, Patrick Crane. A number of copies of my book had been

reproduced and I had circulated all of them with the exception of one,

not including the original. The problem that confronted me weighed

heavily on my mind.

Where the book was concerned, one does not simply

go about notifying all of the recipients that a mistake had been made.

In addition to those individuals who I had sent copies, the book had

already become a matter of record in various libraries including the

Library of Congress and I did not have the least notion of how I

would go about correcting that record. Also, there was the matter of
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credibility. No matter how much I had accomplished, that one error,

as far as I was concerned, detracted from all of it. In a situation such

as this, one does not simply turn one’s back on the problem and walk

away. This was an internal problem and therefore, one cannot escape

from one’s own self. If left unresolved, it could become the type of

burden that one is oftentimes forced to carry for the rest of their life.

No amount of consolation or understanding on the part of others

could ease the burden that I was forced to bear.

As I entered the door of the society, I said hello to some of the

people that I knew and as I did so, I began to take note of some of

the changes that had been made since the last time that I had visited

there. One lady, who I came to know quite well during the course of

my visits, started to point out to me some of the recent additions and

as she did so, I took special note of the newly acquired cabinet that

contained the microfilms of the records that are kept on file by the

Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, otherwise known as the

Mormons, at their headquarters in Salt lake City, Utah. I had made

use of those records on previous occasions at one of the Mormon

branch offices and, as a consequence, I was already acquainted with

them. Since I did not find anything else to be of particular interest to

me, I thought that I would quickly scan the microfilms one more

time. What I did not know, until after I had started, was that the

microfilms had been updated since the last time that I had used them.

The most recent update was 1984 and this represented one whole

year since the time I had returned from Ireland.

I had chosen the microfilm for the British Isles and after hav-
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ing placed the film in the viewer, I began to scan the lists for my fam-

ily name. I slowly worked down through the list of names until I

reached one name that caused me to stop. At first, I could not com-

prehend what it was that I saw until I felt a sudden euphoria start to

take hold of me. As I began to appreciate what that discovery meant

to me, my mind slowly began to search back and assemble all that had

gone on before me in the past. It was then that I began to realize the

magnitude of what I had found. As I began to reflect back some three

and one-half years to my trip to Ireland and my stay in the City of

Nenagh, I began to wonder if some sort of mystical joke had been

played on me. Only after I had given it more thought, did I begin to

appreciate the beauty of what I had been given. If there had ever been

any doubt in my mind as to whether or not I had been blessed with

a unique experience, that doubt was now surely erased. Furthermore,

this new discovery surpassed and overshadowed any concern that I

might have had over the error that I had made. It reinforced my faith

in myself and all that I had come to believe. Whereas my book had

become a testament of faith because of what I had previously found,

this newest discovery became the gold that gilded the pages.

It gives me great pleasure to direct the reader’s attention to the

information that I have extracted from the documents that I have

since received and have included in the succeeding pages. What you

will see is a copy of the record of the birth of my great-aunt, Mary

Crehan, in Nenagh, County Tipperary, Ireland. In addition, you will

also find the record of the marriage of my greatgrandparents, Patrick

Crehan and Mary Cuddihy, that took place in the Parish of
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Silvermines, County Tipperary, Ireland. It is interesting to note that

Patrick’s occupation was listed as that of a, “Miner.”

1865 Births Registered in the District of Nenagh in the 
Union of Nenagh in the County of Tipperary

Date and Place of Birth Name Sex
Third January 1865 Mary Female

Garrymore

Name and Surname and Name and Surname and
Dwelling Place of Father Maiden Surname of Mother

Patrick Crehan Mary Crehan
Garrymore formerly Cuddihy

Rank or Profession of Signature, Qualification, and
Father Residence of Informant
Miner Anne Cuddihy

(occupies his * mark)
Garrymore

When Registered Signature Registrar
Seventh January (Signed)

1865 ... Cahalan

(A Record Of The Birth Of My Great- Aunt, May Crehan)
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A Record of Marriage
As provided by

The Nenagh District Heritage Society
for

My Great-Grandparents
Patrick Crehan and Mary Cuddihy

Parish: Silvermines

Date Husband's Name Wife's Name Witnesses
& Address & Address 

24 Dec. Patrick Crehan Mary Cuddihy Patrick 
Shaughnessy

1863 Silvermines Mary Gleeson



XXXVIII

GREEN IS THE VALLEY — BLUE ARE THE HILLS                                                                   by  THOMAS J. CRANE

At the End of a Rainbow

Unbeknowing to myself, as I passed through Nenagh, I had

experienced the dawn of my life as was witnessed by my

ancestors long before I was born. For it was in Nenagh, that Patrick

and Mary had made the bond that would eventually result in my

being able to trace their very steps through an age that was far beyond

their own time.

As I sought for some meaning or purpose in my own life, I was

led to follow my rainbow in search for whatever treasures I might find

there. I had basked in the light of its glow never realizing that the

treasure that I sought was all around me. How often do we go

through life seeking something that is beyond our grasp or control

and at the same time overlooking the treasures that surround us?

Oftentimes, we do not know what those treasures are until they are

taken away from us or until their discovery is too late to enjoy.

Fortunately for me, I made my discovery at a time when it was still

able to do me some good. I now look for that rainbow that is said to

appear after the passing of each of life’s many storms and I pray that

I will have the vision to appreciate the many wonders that its light

reveals as it shines upon me.

To those of you who have taken the time and found some inter-

est in what I have written, I leave you with the following words:



“Finally, brethren, farewell. Be perfect, be of 

good comfort, be of one mind, live in peace; 

and the God of love and peace shall be with you”

(II Corinthians Chap. 13:11).



***  A Memorial  ***

At the very time that the epilogue to my book was being set to type, 

I received word that my Aunt Marie had died. Aunt Marie was my

mother’s youngest sister and she represented the last of the children that

were born to my grandparent’s, Jesse Evans March and Anna Sarah

Graham. And so, the last of a generation has slipped away

leaving us to carry on their memory.

Rest In Peace

Anna Leita (Marie) Jackson (1907 - 1987)






