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NDA = No birth or death dates available

This history begins in Ireland.

Philip O’Reilly
NDA

Anastasia Murphy
   “

            Thomas
   “

            Anty

   “


John

   “


William
   “


Patrick

   “


Mary

   “


Miles

   “


James

   2-29-1818
7-8-1904

Thomas, Anty, and Mary lived in Ireland all their lives.

John and Miles came to America but nothing more is known of them.

Patrick was a sailor and died when he and another crewman were swept off the ship in a storm along the coast of Newfoundland.

William came to America and married Marie Ryan in Michigan.  One son, Willie, was a soldier in the U.S. Army during the Civil War.  Died a prisoner of war in Tennessee.  There were three other children but all track of them is lost.

James came to America and married Bridget Lawlor, July 22, 1854, in Michigan.

John Lawler

NDA

Sarah Conroy

   “


Michael
   “

Sarah

   “


William
   “


Winifred
   “


Bridget

   2---1828
3-24-1917

Sarah and Winifred lived in Ireland all their lives.

Michael was a school teacher, and taught in Ireland and Canada.  He died in Ireland.  Was never married.  When I was in Ireland in 1969, I saw the schoolhouse where he taught.  It is not used now and a new one was built beside it.  The “new” one looked pretty old to me.

William came to America, married Catherine Carr.  There were three children but all track of them has been lost.

Bridget came to America.

James O’Reilly

Bridget Lawlor
Married July 22, 1854


Anastasia (Annie)
7-31-1855
12-26-1938


Sarah

   
6-7-1857(MI)
6-21-1954 (6-3-1954?, Ray, ND) (Buried

6-26 1954, St Francis Cemetery, Benson, MN)

Housekeeper


John

  
2-27-1859
6-13-1943


Mary

  
5-22-1861(MN)11-21-1951(MT?)


James (Jim)
  
2-12-1863
2-2-1950


Joseph

 
2-14-1865
7-28-1941


Catherine (Kate) 
2-16-1868
6-18-1956


Teresa
(Tress or



 Dodgie)
7-22-1869
9-18-1958


Bridget (Bea)
   
1-22-1872
3-13-1963

Anastasia O’Reilly

Henry W. Daley


9 children

    They lived in Pine City, Minnesota.

Sarah O’Reilly

Daniel McGowan (Catholic; Farmer/Butcher) (Born 4-5-1857, Underhill, Chittenden Co., VT; Died 3 December, 1935, Benson, Swift Co., MN; Buried St. Francis cemetery, Benson, MN)

    
6 children:


Hugh James (Jim) McGowan


William D. McGowan


Elizabeth S. McGowan


Emmet F. McGowan


Alice A. McGowan


Teresa McGowan

They lived in Michigan, Virginia and Minnesota.

John O’Reilly


Married but I do not know her name.  They had one child, Philip.  He died when three years old.  His wife died two years later.  He never remarried.  He lived in pine City, Minnesota.  John’s wife’s name was Maggie Galaher (furnished to us by Rose McGowan (daughter-in-law to Sarah and Daniel McGowan 2/9/78)

Mary O’Reilly

Terence McGowan (Catholic; Farmer) (Born about 1849, VT; Died 8-1-1923; Buried 8-3-1923; Redstone, Sheridan Co., MT) (“Listed as Lawrence on 1860 census; name spelled Terns on 1850 census; after leaving benson, MN, lived in Grey Eagle Township, Todd Co., MN for some time before moving to MT”) 


7 children:


Margaret J. McGowan


Terrence P. McGowan (Terence?) Died in France in World War I, 9-17-1918.


Mary E. McGowan


Bridget R. McGowan


James Wallace McGowan


John D. McGowan


Clara McGowan

They lived in Minnesota and Montana.

James O’Reilly

Elizabeth Vaughan (Lyd)


Philip

   1908

1910


John

   1910


Jane

   1912

1933


Ronald

   1915


Mary

   1918

    Jim homesteaded in 1906 at Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, and the family lived there until about 1925 when he sold the farm and they moved to town.

John O’Reilly)

Helen Shuetz )

Live in Coeur d’Alene, Idaho

    No children

Ronald O’Reilly)

Lorraine Bovial )
Live in Kellogg, Idaho

    James Michael

    Timothy Patrick

    Ronald George

Mary O’Reilly      )

Walter Bergstrom )
Live in Spokane, Washington

    Robert

Joseph O’Reilly

    Never married.  Went to Alaska in 1905 and died there in 1941.

Catherine O’Reilly

William Daley

    
Mary Clare
   5-4-1898



Joseph Philip
         -1899
1971 (about)


Edward Henry
   4-21-1908

    They lived in pine City, Minnesota

Teresa O’Reilly

Thomas Ryan

    No children

    They lived on the farm Tom had homesteaded.  It was near Fortuna, North Dakota.  She was a school teacher for many years, before she married Tom in 1915.  When he died in 1945 she went to live with Bea in Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, where she died in 1958.

Bridget O’Reilly

Thomas John Spain

    For the rest of the Bridget O’Reilly and Thomas Spain family see the Spain history.


James O’Reilly was born in New Ross, County Wexford.  They had a large farm for those times, and adjoins the one owned by President Kennedy’s ancestors.  Now the Kennedy place is owned by the Department of Agriculture and is an experimental farm.


The Tom Larkin family now live on the old O’Reilly farm, direct descendents of Philip O’Reilly.  Anty O’Reilly married James Larkin, and Tom is their grandson.  Tom and his wife, Kathleen, have three sons, Mathew, 20, Thomas, 19, James, 16, and a daughter, Anastasia, 17.


I visited them in 1969, with Mary Clare Daley.  It is a two-story stone house, with a wall around it.  I asked them when the house was built but they didn’t know (or cared either).  The old kitchen fireplace has been taken out and they have an oil range.  They call them “cookers” in Ireland.  Otherwise it was the same as when James left it.  I correspond with Kathleen and she said they hoped to have electricity soon,  They are very pleasant people and surely hospitable.


James was a shoemaker, apprenticed to a shoemaker for seven years.  It sounds to us like some kind of graft to keep a boy working out his training for so many years.  But that was how it was in the “good old days.”  Apparently he never worked at it when he left home.  (I do not know when he came to America.)  He went to Michigan and for awhile was a commercial fisherman on Lake Superior.  The company consisted of himself and a partner with their own rowboat.  He said his partner never got lost on the lake no matter how stormy or how dark the night.


James was a very handsome man, but was sort of a loner.  He did not care for many people but never objected to the uproar of the big family and their many friends that came to their house.  He would find a quiet corner and ignore the racket around him.  Actually I never heard very much about him.  There was one story of the time he was a member of the school board and he had charge of the books, which he kept at home, of course.  The house caught fire in the kitchen one afternoon but he did not get excited - he took the books from where he kept them and went to the front room, sat down, put the books beside him and returned to his newspaper.  The fire was put out with no help from James, but at least he didn’t get in anyone’s way.


Bridget Lawlor was born in Queen’s County, now called in the Gaelic language, Laois.  The family must have been a little better off than many others.  She had gone to a convent school, and as noted, her brother, Michael, was a teacher.


She used to speak of her grandmother who lived to be 100 years old.  She lived with them and in good weather she went out in the garden to say her rosary.  One day when someone went to see if she was all right, they found her dead, her rosary half finished.


Bridget started her journey to America March 25, 1850, during the potato famine, although their crops were not affected as badly as in other places, and they always had enough to eat.  She came with a family who had three daughters.  They ran into storms on the ocean and it was six weeks before they reached Ellis island.  The ship’s water supply was very low in the last several days, and was rationed to a pint a day per person, and it must have been pretty awful to drink.  However, the sailor who brought the water around each morning thought one of Bridget’s friends was so sweet they all got a little more.  She didn’t discourage him.


Bridget’s first job was keeping house for an old couple in New York.  The man had lost a leg in the battle of Bunker Hill, which is going quite a long time in the past.  When the old man died and his wife went to live with relatives, Bridget went to work for another family, who moved to Michigan and she went with them.  That was where she met James O’Reilly.  (I never knew how James got so far west.)  They were married in Detroit, Michigan.


After they were married they farmed awhile in Michigan.  I never heard much of that venture except that the ague was very widespread.  Bridget was ill most of the time with it, and Annie was actually born with it.  So they went to southern Minnesota and took up a homestead.  It was, and still is, a beautiful part of the state, and at that time was forested and had many small lakes.  James built a log cabin on the edge of a lake and, of course, had to clear some of the land for crops.  Bea was born in that cabin.


The Chippawa Indians were living there and outwardly were very friendly.  They would walk unannounced into the house to get a handout or coal from the fireplace to light their pipes.  One day a brave went in while Bridget was outside but Annie, about five years old, was in the house alone.  He picked up a piece of shingle to take a coal from the fire and she was not about to let him take anything when her mother wasn’t there.  He ignored her but she grabbed his hand and shook it, yelling at him all the time.  So he gave up and went away.  The next day he came back and told Bridget that the little pappose wouldn’t let him take the coal of fire.  He thought it was very funny.


When the Civil War started the Indians thought it was a good time to drive out the whites.  All the tribes were to start at the same time.  The Sioux sent messengers to the Chippawas and the date was set.  But a mistake in the date was made and the Sioux started a week before the Chippawas were ready.  It was the only thing that saved those people.  All the able-bodied men (including James) enlisted in the Army to put down the Indians, and the women and children went to Fort St. Peter, ten miles from where the O’Reillys lived.  Because of the late start there were comparatively few casualties in that area but there were some.  It was a time of terror as news, true and false, came in to the fort.


Before long the Indians were pushed back west and the whites went home.  A few Indians escaped and there were rumors every little while that a band of them were about to attack the settlement.  When that happened the people would spend a night or two in the woods.  To safeguard the settlement a few old fellows were named as a Home Guard, and were given guns by the Army.  They were scattered all around the neighborhood and, of course, were no protection at all.  I don’t know why the women didn’t have guns; maybe the men took them when they drove out the Indians, but it would seem the Army would provide weapons.  Perhaps it was considered “unwomanly” to protect their homes and children.  Anyway, Bridget’s cabin had a trapdoor to the cellar right in front of the cabin door so she would leave the trapdoor open at night, and keep the axe beside her bed.  She thought if Indians rushed in they would fall into the cellar and she could kill them with the axe.  Fortunately, she never had to find out.  Most of the men, including James, were gone from two to three years, while the women did the farming and kept body and soul together.


In 1878, the family moved to the prairie in central Minnesota and took up a homestead.  The people in southern Minnesota who had lived there so long did not have title to their land.  They were squatters, and it was understood the land was theirs.  I do not know why it was handled in that way.  In 1877 everything was set up to validate the property titles but one could change and file on another piece if he wanted to do so.  The land office was in Mankato and it was first come, first served.  One of the O’Reilly neighbors decided he liked their place better than his own, got to the Land Office first, and when James got there he found that he and his family had no home.  It was a bad blow especially since they were quite poor, but they pulled things together somehow and went north to the central part of the state, on the prairie - about 12 miles from the Spain farm.  Several neighbors went with them.  I don’t know why and they were all poor, but perhaps the same thing happened to them.


Poor Bridget nearly died of homesickness.  She missed the trees, the lakes, and the prairie winds nearly drove her wild.  It was a time of terrible winters--three day blizzards when they would have to put up a rope from the house to the barn, so they wouldn’t get lost.  When the storm was over it would turn cold--20 and 30 below zero.  Some people died in these blizzards, but Bea said it was a wonder there were not more.  But they were using sleds which would not get stuck very easily.  They always had straw in the sled, blankets, usually a buffalo robe or two, and warm clothes.  And those were not mountain roads --there was not much danger even if they did get off the road.


One winter evening James walked over to see their nearest neighbor, about a mile, and while he was there a blizzard came up without warning.  It looked as if it was going to be pretty bad and his friends asked him to stay all night, but he wouldn’t do that.  I suppose he didn’t want to be “beholden” to them.  He hadn’t gone far when he wished he had accepted their hospitality.  The family was worried but hoped he had stayed where he was. Bridget was praying.  Finally he came in.  They all asked him why he tried to walk home in such a storm.  “Well”, he said, “I soon wished I hadn’t.  I would never have made it if one of you hadn’t hung out a lantern.  Someone took it in when I got into the yard.”  They all said no one had put out a lantern -- what good would it have been?  “Well,” he said, “someone hung out a light for me.”


They went to Clontarf or Morris to Church, either town ten or twelve miles away.  They, as most of the other settlers, only had oxen at first, so it was really a full day.  Bea said when it was time for Mass to start the old French priest at Clontarf would go outside and look for any other would-be worshipers who might be coming, and as he could see five miles in every direction, he often spotted someone.  So the early comers had to wait for them.  On the way home the younger men liked to have races.  A snap of the whip started them off--no lines to control them as with horses, no way to guide them except yelling gee and haw.  Oxen can run pretty fast and it must have been thrilling racing over the rough prairie, no roads, and in a lumber wagon.


I don’t think they all went to church every Sunday and they probably didn’t go very often in the winter.  No Sunday school, no Sisters, no CCD.  Bridget taught them all their catechism herself, and it apparently stuck with them.


One time when the family was grown up they went to Morris to Mass on a very cold day.  At the back of the church was a red hot heater (the only heat in the building), a large earthen jar of holy water, and various other things.  Also the boys, including Joe, always hung around the back.  A couple of girls came in nearly frozen after a long ride and stood near the stove to thaw out.  One had a tortoise shell comb in her hair and she moved too near the stove and the comb caught fire.  She panicked and started to run outdoors, but Joe picked her up and stuck her head into the jar of holy water.  Her hair had hardly time to be singed.


Joe was a happy-go-lucky in his young days, and he had a friend, Billy, who was of the same disposition.  One spring day Joe and Billy were fanning wheat before sowing in order to shake the weed seeds out of the grain.  They had a sizeable pile, when they saw their neighbors going to town.  They were a little better off than most and smart, smug, and arrogant.  Naturally they were not popular.  Joe and Billy looked at them and then at the pile of weed seed.  It was instant mind reading.  There were many eastern people going through there in covered wagons to the West, so the boys put the seed in a sack, labeled it Kentucky bluegrass, dreamed up a name and address in Dakota or somewhere, and left it where the neighbors turned off from the main road to their home.  The idea was that they would think it had fallen from an emigrant’s wagon.  It worked.  One of them went to town next day, told everyone about his uncle in Kentucky sending them a sack of Kentucky bluegrass.  It was very choice grass and he took a lot of orders to be delivered when it was ripe.  While he was doing that his brothers were sowing the seed.  Soon the shoots came up and it was very evident it was not Kentucky bluegrass--more like Jim Hill mustard, Russian thistle, etc.


In 1903 James and Bridget sold the farm and retired in Pine City, Minnesota, where Annie, John and Kate lived.  He died in 1904 and then Bridget lived with Kate until she died in 1917. 
