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BELDING, MICHIGAN - JUNE 1, 1941

At the request of several of my sons and daughters, I am making the humble attempt of 
setting in writing a family history and autobiography that I hope will be interesting for them 
to look back upon in the years to come.

I was born at Roundhill, Bandon, County Cork, Ireland on August 21, 1870, the youngest 
son of a family of six sons and four daughters.  My father was Jason Bird and my mother 
was Susan Bryan, daughter of John Bryan of Kippagh, Dunmanway.

The history of the Bird family gathered from occasional traditional stories dates back to the 
Cromwell invasion of Ireland, when three brothers came over in Cromwell's army and 
evidently fell in love with Irish girls and never returned to their homes in England.  One 
settled on the west coast of the County Cork near the town of Bantry.  Another settled near 
Bandon and engaged in the hatting business with such evident success that in the turbulent 
years of long ago a Bird hat was considered the best armor when taking part in a faction 
fight, the weapons being the shilaleigh, or black-thorn stick.  This was the tribe into which I 
was born.  The third Cromwellian Bird settled near the town of Kinsale on the eastern coast 
of County Cork. 

It would be interesting to digress here from personal history to note how the name Bird got 
its different spelling, some spelling it as I do, B_i_r_d, another B_y_r_d, and still another 
spelled it B_i_r_d_e.

The families of the Bantry settlement ... got up somewhat in social circles and on a 
distinctive ... adopted the B_y_r_d spelling, while number three families in Kinsale for 
perhaps similar reasons adopted the B_i_r_d_e spelling__and the Bandon tribe believing 
probably that the name should be as ... and unbreakable as the (Bird) hats, continued to use 
the simpler form of B_i_r_d.

The Byrd tribe (if I may use the word) reached higher social and professional levels that the 
most distinguished scions of that family would be that of the President Admiral and late 
governors of Virginia.

The Birde tribe were more active in business and mercantile industry and did not seem to 
spread around and multiply to the extent of the others, but were a very highly repected 
people in the vicinity of Kinsale, County Cork.

The Bird tribe of whom I have the honour to belong were originally makers of Bird hats 
and the more recent generations were engaged in farming around the town of Bandon, 



where they were quite a ...for industry and solid success in the more humble sphere of 
agriculture.  They were men and women of above average size, thought and strength, 
frequently going by the distinguishing ... of "Big George" and "Big Ed," while one of my 
brothers, William, at the age of 21, was the champion strong man in weight throwing in the 
County Cork.  Personally, I never weighed more than 175 lbs. and was always somewhat 
skinny by reason of which, and out of respect for the family pride, I used to be referred to 
as "The Runt."

My mother, as stated before, was a daughter of John Bryan and Mary, whose maiden name 
was Wolfe.  Her grandfather was a very notable man in his day, of such prowess that many 
stories have been handed down -- one was of an occasion when he was held up by the 
notorious highway man, Donoucha Dhuff (English: Dennis Duff).  He feigned 
drunkenness and after delivering his money, caught the two highway men off guard and 
with two swift blows of his leaden whip, he knocked them out and got back his own and a 
liberal supplement of what had been the money of other victims.  After that Donoucha  
Dhuff was his most loyal friend and protector up to that time, in the early 1800s, when he 
had the  penalty of his business by being the last criminal to be hung on Gallows Hill, 
Bandon.

My mother's mother was of the family of Wolfe amongst whom were some poets of some 
considerable merit, and a deep religious sentiment was their outstanding characteristic.   The 
Bryan family came under the influence of the preaching of John and Charles Wesley and 
many of that name were active in early Methodist days as local preachers and class leaders.   

My father was a staunch member of the Church of Ireland (Episcopal) and his union with 
Susan Bryan brought him in touch with some splendid men of the Wesleylan Methodist 
Church, so that all the younger members of the family had their religious affiliations in the 
latter church.  I can well remember an occasion of the visit to our home of that grand old 
man of Methodism, John Woods Ballard.  I was probably about 10 years of age and at the 
dinner table my father poured himself his usual glass of "grog," (whiskey and cold water) 
and, of course, offered the same to Reverend Ballard.  That started a profound conversation 
and argument on the Liquor question.  Mr. Ballard was then a young man and used to 
delight to tell how the great temperance pioneer, Father Matthew, once put his hand on his 
head and said he hoped he would be a soldier in the temperance cause.  He did become one 
of the earliest pioneers of temperance in the Methodist Church.  Anyway, to climax the 
argument, he challenged my father to sign the total abstinence pledge.  I can still almost hear 
the words of my father's reply, "I am in the habit of taking this glass of grog every day ... 
and if Queen Victoria asked me to discontinue, I would say, 'your most Gracious Majesty, 
I am your loyal subject, but this is strictly my affair.'"  Then he added, ". . .and if she 
commanded me to take another, I would not do it, either."

I have a very distinct recollection of my father's very able expositions of his political and 
religious convictions.  He used to say he was a man of one book and that was the Bible.  



He was more familiar with the philosophy and literature of the English Bible than any other 
man I have known and his fine command of the English language was altogether ...to his 
study and use of the fine literature of that period and all classics of the language.  

I can remember on Sabbath evenings neighbours -- Catholic and Protestant -- would call 
around to talk over religious matters and even the Catholic priests of Bandon would walk 
out to our place, usually three together, for a friendly argument with Jess Bird, and as a kid 
of less than 10 years, I have distinct recollections many times of seeing Dad as complete 
master of the situation.  He was a loyal member of the Episcopal Church (Church of 
Ireland) and always conducted family worship according to ritual, and I will never forget 
when his friend, Reverend J.W. Ballard, called on him at a neighbourhood prayer meeting 
to pray.  He got up from his knees, walked over to the preacher and said, "I could not do 
it!"  I think if I had been in his place I would have used the Episcopal ritual with which he 
was so familiar and trust to practice in the future so the crutch of formal prayer would give 
place to extemporaneous expression as the Spirit would give utterance.

I can also well remember the spirit of song in my Methodist mother as she went about her 
household duties with her favorite tune, "Oh May My Heart in Time be Found, Like 
David's Harp of Solemn Sound."  How glad I am that my parents had a faith in God and 
made His Word the study and rule of their lives.

Another incident might be mentioned here.  An older brother rushed in to his mother after 
hearing an argument between father and a Roman Catholic priest and he asked mother, 
"Was God a Roman or a Protestant?"  I can so well remember the studied answer, "God is 
a Spirit and they that worship Him must worship him in Spirit and in Truth."

II.  EARLY YEARS

My recollections of early years were those of a normal younger member of a large and 
robust family, six sons and four daughters.  Racing and jumping, wrestling, and the game 
of Rounders were the outdoor sports that seemed to be as natural as eating and drinking.  
That game of Rounders was the basis of our great American game of baseball.  The layout 
was exactly the same, the difference being that we used our hand for a bat and a softball 
instead of the regular baseball as we know it.   Handball and cricket were the games played 
in school years and our school had a cricket team known as the "united eleven."  Then 
football, the old rough rugby style, gradually grew into popularity and those who were not 
killed or injured usually grew into robust men.

For indoor sports, night after night it was Blind Man's Bluff, Forfeits and later dancing.  I 
remember at a party at our house, the carpet and center table was being removed for 
dancing, when two uncles came by, brothers of my mother.  They were two Methodist 
local preachers and a bit dubious of the sport of dancing.  Uncle Tom remarked in a 
generous but noncommittal way that "we read of David dancing to the glory of God" and, 



well, I do not remember the answer but the dance went on.

Visiting amongst the many relatives of Birds and Bryans was the general rule, and looking 
back upon it, I think we had a very healthy and wholesome period of youth.  A few 
instances of childhood experience occur to me that may merit a place in this record.

As the younger member of the household, it was often my painful lot to be left at home 
when the older boys and girls attended parties and other social events.  On one such 
occasion they were all in high glee getting ready to go.  Shoes were all polished and every 
one was getting on their best clothes while I sulked under the sentence of staying at home.  
I saw the glittering rows of freshly polished shoes and like ..., an idea came to me.  I picked 
up the shoes of my elder sister and hid them.  There was wild commotion when they were 
missed and after quite awhile she asked me if I knew anything about them and I did not 
readily answer.  I could not say no for there was a code of ethics in the family that 
demanded exact truth in all our dealings.  My silence seemed to fasten the suspicion of guilt 
on me and she took me by the back of the neck and demanded where they were.  After 
several good shakes I told her, "If you coax me right, I'll tell you."

An another occasion we were playing the game of Puckie on the flagged walk in front of 
the house -- that was a game where a chip was pushed by one foot while the other was off 
the ground.  My chip did not get to the place where I wanted it and while the others were 
not looking, I moved the chip by hand to where it would count more.  The tally was being 
counted and I was getting credit for the fraud, when my sisters voices came from an upper 
window saying, "Sam, you cheated.  I saw you."  How often in later life those words 
recurred to make me conscious of the all-seeing eyes of God who knoweth our downsitting 
and our uprising and is acquainted with all our ways.

On another occasion I was visiting for a week or more at an uncle's place and one Saturday 
when my uncle and aunt were at market all day and a young cousin a few years older than I 
was were left to amuse ourselves at home, we wrecked an old ...and used the material to 
build something according to our own ...  Neither of us were conscious of doing any harm, 
in fact, as I remember it more there was no real damage done.  But when uncle came home 
and saw it, I was upstairs in the house and he took his son to the scene of destruction and 
gave him an awful threshing.  I can still in memory hear those screams and I thought it was 
unjust.  I ran out and said to my uncle, "It was I did that."  He said to me, "No, Sam, Bill is 
older than you and he should know better."  Anyway, Billy bore the punishment for me 
and the incident stands out in memory as a beacon testifying to the great vicarious sacrifice 
of Him who bore my sins in his own Body on the tree, that I might stand acquitted.

III.   SCHOOL

It was the system in the family that no child was sent to school before reaching the age of 7.  
Mother saw to it that we learned our alphabet and simple spelling that would correspond to 



the primary grade and then we went into the first grade at school.

The schools in Ireland just then were evoluting from the system of private and other 
endowed schools into the national education system.  The older members of the family 
went to an endowment school presided over by a teacher named David German.  He ruled 
not so much by a "Rod of Iron" as by the ebony ruler and many a time the boys came home 
with lumps on their heads and other signs of harsh treatment.  There were many boys who 
went through that school who made good in later life, but I think it was a case of the 
survival of the fittest.

I had a horror of the prospect of going to school, as I though it was just one continual 
whipping, but I was pleasantly surprised when I was introduced to the teacher, Miss Lizzie 
Shorter.  She picked me up in her arms and kissed me and set all my apprehensive fears at 
rest, while her smiling, loving face became to me the symbol of all the virtues of 
womanhood.  I can clearly see the picture still of that devoted face, and thirty-three years 
later she said goodbye to me when I was about to leave for the U.S.  There were two big 
tears on her cheek as she shook hands with me and said, "Sam, hold fast that thou hast let 
no man take thy crown."    

Perhaps I might take a few pages here to picture educational connections in Ireland at this 
time and briefly trace the historical events that produced them.

It will be remembered that Ireland was known as the "land of saints and sages," from the 
fifth to the twelfth centuries.  Then, it was the bright "star of the west" where royalty and 
nobility of Europe sent their sons to be educated, and it might be appropro to inquire what 
caused the change from that bright picture to the appalling ignorance and illiteracy of the 
early nineteenth century.

About the beginning of the fifth century, that greatest of all apostles of Christianity, Sucat-
Sed-Patricemus, appeared in Ireland and won the hearts of the Irish people to the Gospel of 
Christ to an extent never equalled by any other Christian missionary.  He was a Scotchman 
and son of an elder of a little band of Christians, the product of Phoenician missionaries 
and his mother Conchessa, seems to be a woman who knew the Lord Jesus Christ even as 
Mary did.  Sucat -- later known as St. Patrick -- not only preached the Gospel of Christ, but 
through his mother's European influence brought teachers to follow up the Gospel until, 
within the century, practically every hamlet in Ireland was evangelized and teachers 
established to instruct in letters.  It is interesting to note that in the ninth century in the 
evolution of the English Bible, the first translation was from Gaelic.  

In the reign of Henry II of England which began in the year 1154 A.D., the pope of Rome 
issued a "bull" commanding Henry to invade Ireland and bring that bright land under his 
hierarchical dominion.  The King obeyed, Ireland was easily conquered for England and the 
leaders of Ireland accepted the first Papal Legate (?) and acknowledged the Church 



sovereign of Rome.  From then on, the star of learning paled, and the religion of St. Patrick 
gave place gradually to the empty ritual of Rome, while the Protestant Reformation in the 
16th Century made a radical change in England.  Ireland remained loyal to Rome.  So we 
find Ireland in the middle of the 19th century fallen from her once high literary position and 
England making school attendance compulsory.

By the time I started to school in 1877, most of the private and endowment schools had 
given way to the national system, and a country so largely Roman Catholic as Ireland, 
where any education was frowned on that was not completely controlled by the Church of 
Rome, was not easily satisfied with an educational plan.  Therefore, the system agreed upon 
was that in any community where a religious denomination or church had a sufficient 
number of children became automatically the manager, or as we call it here, the director.  
Thus, in the town of Bandon of about 3000 inhabitants, there were four Roman Catholic 
schools, one Episcopalian, one Methodist and one Presbyterian, all under the authority of 
the National Board of Education.  I went to that school under Methodist management, 
James Clalow being Principal of the Boys School and Miss Lizzie Shorter, Principal of the 
Girls.

One of the earliest instances of dissatisfaction that I remember was when another little boy 
-- his name was Mikey Gallaher -- and I got it into our heads that we were missing out on 
the thrilling experience of the chastening cane.  So, we deliberately broke some school law 
and were called on the carpet.  When Miss Shorter delivered her ladylike pat with the cane, 
I must have looked her straight in the face with the question mark in my eyes, "Is that all?"  
She beamed with a gracious smile and I do not ever remember getting another slap from 
her.  When I passed the second grade, I was ordered into the male teachers room.  There 
must have been some unwritten opinion at that time that a lady teacher could not control 
boys above the second grade.

I must have made a pretty good grade in the competition classes for on one occasion when I 
came out on top in spelling, she told me she expected to see me some day as Prime Minister 
of England.  I somehow missed out on that too.

When I was nine years old, a Miss Ballard offered to teach French and conducted a weekly 
class for any boys or girls that cared to take it.  An elder sister, Nannie, was in the Senior 
grades and took that course.  I used to hear her conjugating verbs and getting her French 
home lessons and I seemed to have picked up a bit of French.  So one day when Miss 
Ballard's class was in session, I was at my desk and could hear the questions she asked the 
class.  I thought the Master was out of sight and hearing, so I began to answer the 
questions she was asking.  The old School Master was behind his desk and cocked his ears 
to hear what I was saying and he found I was answering the questions correctly.  He came 
over, took me by the collar and the seat of my pants,  lifted me out of the desk and landed 
me down in Miss Ballard's class, explaining to her what he heard.  She greeted me kindly 
and gave me a place in her class.  The only favor I remember getting was that as I could not 



write down the questions for home study, she always handed me her copy.  I was a third 
grader and all the rest were seventh and eighth.  There was six months to go before the 
annual examination and when the records were read and prizes distributed at the great 
annual tea meeting, my sister and a chum of hers, Polly O'Hara, tied for first place in 
French, with 81% correct answering.  I came next with 79%.   It would not be fair to bask 
in the glow of that record without giving the result of the next year's test.  I got the idea I 
was smart and finished off my papers quickly and then stood by the John with my legs 
spread apart, looking at the big fellows plodding through when the records were read.  
While some made 85%, Miss Ballard just whispered mine, 28%.

After finishing the fourth grade, this Boys School was discontinued on account of 
insufficient pupils so I attended for one year an intermediate school in the same building.  I 
began the study of Euclid and the first task was to memorize the 48 Propositions of the 
Book I.  I could see no sense to it and stubbornly...................   My brother Jack, who was 
then in a school preparatory to entrance to the Royal University, heard of my troubles with 
Euclid and he took me between his knees and demonstrated Proposition No. 1:  to construct 
an equilateral triangle on a given straight line.  I saw the point of it and ever after Euclid 
was my favorite subject in school.  

I spent another year in the school of the lady teacher Miss Shorter and then attended the 
Episcopal School under the principalship of ....  I studied with a view to taking the civil 
service examinations.

At that time my oldest brother George had passed the civil service examination and passed 
as a candidate for the Excise, an office charged with the collection of Excise duties or taxes 
on all manufacturers of beer and liquor and on all such imported stuffs as were subject to 
tax.  He got 19th place on the list of one hundred vacancies competed for by boys over 19 
years all over England, Scotland and Ireland.

When I graduated from the 8th grade, or as we called the second stage of 6th, I attended for 
three months a civil service academy in the City of Cork conducted by G.D. Latchford, one 
of the greatest mathematicians of Ireland, and when the semester ended for a month's 
vacation, Mr. Latchford broke out in one of his drunken sprees and fell so low that the 
academy was never reopened.  I never went back to school except for three weeks when I 
got into my head the ambitious idea of becoming a lawyer.  The only subjects I was 
deficient in for entrance to Trinity College were those of Latin and Greek.  A close friend of 
mine, Herbert Northridge, offered to coach me in those subjects at his seaside home a few 
miles distant where he was spending the summer holidays.  We had only to walk across the 
road to a beautiful swimming hole in the broad Atlantic where we had at least two swims a 
day.  I stuck to my Latin and he gave all the help he could.  I think I got in more classics in 
those three weeks than I would under ordinary circumstances get in a year, but family 
matters so shaped up that I was obliged to give up my notions of law and stay at home 
farming.  It was a great disappointment to me and gave me somewhat of a thwarted 



complex as later psychologists would call it and considerably made me sour of life.  For 
years I plunged into sinful associations with an atheistic background.

My most intimate companion was Jack Bryan, an Episcopal ministry candidate who got 
drunk once too often at his theological college so he got expelled.  He was a very 
interesting companion and a very clever young man but generally despised for his drinking 
and immoral habits -- a master hand in card playing, an inveterate sportsman and a crack 
shot in the hunting of snipe and other game.  I can say that I was far too much in his 
company for my personal good.

FAMILY HISTORY IN THE 1880s

The decade of 1880-90 was quite a tragic one in the family.  My father died in 1881 from a 
stroke of paralysis.  He lived three weeks, with one side completely paralyzed.

Next year my brother John died of tuberculosis.  Some years before that when he attended 
the Queen's College as a medical student he roomed and boarded with a school chum who 
had tuberculosis, or consumption as it was called then.  He contracted the disease and on 
his deathbed was awarded his M.D. degree.

Next, my eldest sister Mary contracted TB while nursing and caring for brother John.  She 
was married to a good farmer named William Smith and lived only a few years and died at 
home where she came for better nursing care.

Before my father died, my second oldest brother William ran off from home and went to 
Australia.  He became the manager of a sugar plantation belonging to a cousin, William 
Good, and with a goodly sum of money traveled to Melbourne to buy an English imported 
registered shorthorn bull.  He was drugged in his hotel, robbed of his money and was 
found in the street of Melbourne, not able to give his name or any account of himself.  He 
contracted pneumonia and died in the hospital a few weeks later.  In the hospital, his 
memory recovered and his friends were notified, but he was not removed before he died.

Another sister, Elizabeth, contracted the fatal TB and the doctor ordered her to a warmer 
climate.   She sailed for Fiji and lived a joyous life for about a year and then came down
with what they called "galloping consumption" died & was buried in the Fiji Island.

Another brother, Jess, contracted Pneumonia & died in a few weeks. He was the heir to 
family home, according to Father's will & was a wonderfully capable young farmer.

About this time, 1887, the medical ideas of consumption were undergoing a scientific 
change & instead of it being considered a hereditary disease it was declared to be infectious. 
The old home got a thorough disinfecting. I remember how all the old feather beds were 
burned & every known precaution taken to prevent further infection & none of the family 



after contracted tuberculosis. It is comforting to recollect that all those members who died in 
those tragic years gave evidence of passing into the Great Beyond; in sure & certain hope 
of Eternal Life.  

The year my brother Jess died, in 1887, brother Dick came home from the U.S. where he 
had gone eight years before on the special invitation of an Aunt Hester who was married to 
a Dutch man named Christian Creafer (?).

Evidently Dick did not get on very well with the uncle in law and, after going through high 
school, made a visit home quite unexpectedly.  He arrived before the death of Jess and, of 
course, he remained at home as, according to my father's will, he was next heir to the home 
farm.

That left me more or less unresponsible and footloose and I spent a lot of time hunting and 
visiting distant relatives in the same county.

One day while we were digging potatoes, we got into an argument and he lost his temper 
and made a swipe at me with his spade.  I threw away mine and grabbed him.  He was 
older and much heavier than I but I got him down and held him till he promised to be good.  
I went home and got my hunting equipment and Irish setter dog and I didn't get home for 
over two weeks.  It was a time of complete abandon to our notion of a good time.  Jack 
Bryan was my companion and used to say he could never shoot snipe well until he had at 
least two bottles of beer and, of course, I had the same.  We stayed the night at his place, 
mostly saw our game in Clonakilty and played cards until turn-out time which was 11:00 
p.m.  Our average game bag per day out would be about ten snipe, some plover, a 
woodcock or two and pheasant and partridge in the season.  Snipe, however, was the main 
sport as you could always rely on finding them in the marshes of the county.  There was 
never afterwards an ill will between me and brother Dick.  He was very sorry for his 
outburst of temper and we cooperated loyally on the farm for a few years until in 1891 we 
took up another farm near the town of Fermoy, about 40 miles distant.  I got the job of 
managing that place and did so for three years.  When he did not get along very well with 
mother and Nannie and Francy and he blew in to me at Fermoy one day saying he wanted 
me to take the management at home and if I was willing he would assume responsibility for 
the Fermoy place.  I was agreeable and I drew up an agreement whereby he renounced his 
claim according to father's will and consideration of getting the Fermoy place and its 
equipment.  So he went to live at Fermoy and I returned to Roundhill, Bandon.  He married 
after a few years and had a nice family of seven daughters.  

I made the big mistake of completely omitting my own name and interest in that agreement.  
Had the agreement specifically stipulated that he renounced his claim in favor of me, a lot of 
after trouble and law costs would have been avoided.  As it stood, my mother became the 
complete legal owner and I never for a moment doubted that I would own the farm after 
mother passed away.



After the lapse of 7 or 8 years, I found out that some plans were being made whereby I was 
not to get the home place and that the interests of two sisters was to take priority to mine.  I 
found out that the only known copy of my father's will was destroyed before the agreement 
made by Dick was completed and then, when he had legally renounced his claim, every 
effort was made to get hold of the original will, but it was given up as lost.

The administrator of that will was a very close friend of my father's and he retained the 
original copy, but his lumber yard was burned down and it was assumed that the document 
was lost in the fire.  I consulted a young lawyer friend when I found that my home folks 
but their case in the hands of whom I considered a very unscrupulous lawyer.  I set up a 
very crude, homemade telephone, or rather such a contrivance that I could hear through a 
stone wall the private conversation around the kitchen fire.  You know that "necessity is the 
mother of invention" and my lawyer friend, John B. Deane, told me it was up to me to find 
out what was going on and I found out.

With that information, he took immediate legal action of having me apply for administration 
paper for a property that was in legal doubt.  I did so and when their lawyer found out, he 
was outwitted, what he said about me would not be mentioned in polite society.  Anyway, 
before this, my lawyer had written out a family agreement that I considered was completely 
fair to me and all concerned.  For a couple of years nothing was decided, but law costs 
were mounting and I had the legal upper hand.  Finally, an agreement was signed and 
approved by their lawyer, exactly according to my original terms, but with the proviso that I 
should bear all legal expenses.  The very day that agreement was signed and approved, the 
owner of the burned down and rebuilt lumber yard, Edwin Pope, a good friend of mine, 
explored some relics of the old mill and found an old burned out safe.  Cutting it open, in 
an inside pocket he found the original will of my father.  

He did not know what to do.  He knew the family row was on and he did what he thought 
was right -- he mailed notices to my mother and to her lawyer telling of the discovery.  
Next day, P.J. McCarthy (my folks' lawyer) called in to Johnny Dean's office and said he 
wanted to see that agreement.  He said he was so drunk last night that he did not know 
what he was doing when he signed and approved it.  Johnny Dean laughed at him and told 
him he knew why he wanted it but it was in his possession now and would remain so.

The agreement was deftly carried out and I assumed possession of Roundhill with what 
was considered then a staggering indebtedness.  I worked hard and made a lot of 
improvements in the old homestead to make it more habitable and convenient so that 
sometime I could invite some other man's daughter to share in the ownership.

It is rather amusing to recollect the interest a lot of people who had marriageable daughters 
all at once showed in me.  I was well known as a young man who did a lot of courtship and 
I was on friendly terms with quite a number of very fine girls and some who were not so 



fine.

Here, I might mention one most admirable young woman, Alice Mackin (sp?).  Three of 
my older brothers were paying attention to elder sisters and they sometimes took me along 
-- just to keep the younger boys and girls entertained so they would not tag along so close.  
When we went back to Ireland in 1926, I met the husband of this young woman he was 
visiting at the home of a mutual old friend, Tom Martin, and I noticed he had not his wife 
along.  A few questions brought out the fact that they didn't get along so well and I will 
only quote one remark of his:  "Many's the time, Sam, I wished to God that you had got 
her."

Those old romances were sometimes far afield.  One was in Scotland, where I was for 
three weeks on a visit to my brother George.  A rich uncle of this very esteemable young 
woman gave an expensive party at which I was guest of h onor at the Conservative Club in 
Glasgow.   She was a guest of brother George's, of course.  I offered to see her home.  We 
must not have taken the shortest route for we suddenly heard the midnight hour announced 
by one of the city's clocks and we headed for her home.  Of course I had to accompany her 
to explain our late hour and we spent another hour or more.  The next thing in that episode 
was a cordial invitation to a dinner at the Glasgow Conservative Club and other outings at 
the many lake resorts around Scotland.  Amongst the many adventures in romance, I think 
this was the nearest to an engagement, but after a year or more of correspondence, the 
storms of time blotted out all but the happy memories.  I once heard her father talking to my 
father and joking about his little girl Alice, then four years old who was out about the  farm 
(he owned 500 acres) coming to him and said she was in a hurry to get home for there was 
a little boy there and she was afraid he would be gone.  Sometimes she and one of her 
sisters would visit for a week at our place and I can remember Alice would come to call me 
up in the morning saying, "Where is my wandering boy tonight?"  And by the way she was 
a very fine...  All that family were the most musical folks I had known.  She and I were 
constant friends but some time before I became eligible, she and I had mutually agreed that 
it would be best not to marry (the reasons were good but I will not mention them here out 
of respect for her memory).  I will say one thing more about her, to her everlasting credit, it 
was she who had the house in order and everything ready when my wife and I returned 
from our wedding.

Another memory of that time along those lines was a message I got a few days after I had 
got possession of the farm.  It was from a young woman I knew very well and the message 
was that she was ready any time I asked her to assume the duties of wife and homemaker 
and would bring along a nice pocket book containing five thousand dollars.

That reminds of a visit a few years ago from Professor H.C. Moore of East Lansing  when 
he visited me at the Bird Farm some years ago.  He found me out in the yard and evidently 
in a reminiscent mood, so much so that I did not realize his presence till he spoke.  He told 
me that he thought he was entitled to be told what I was dreaming about and I told him I 



was reminiscing on all the fine dreams that forever remain unrealized.

THE DECADE OF THE 90s

It was about 1890 that we purchased a farm near Fermoy, about 40 miles distant from the 
home farm and it was then that I first got away from home and I was in charge of that 
place.  It was just on the outskirts of the town and our associations were very much in the 
city.  There was the unrestrained liberty from home control and with the association of 
young men, it was somewhat of a wild life.

I was well acquainted with many of the saloons of the town where we used to meet for card 
games and all the other attractions and temptations that youth is able to...at.

It was about 1893 that I made an exchange with my brother Dick and I went back to 
Bandon and assumed the work and management of the home farm.

One of the great experiences of my life was in the year 1895.  I was selected amongst 150 
other young men of Ireland of conservative politics, which meant we were against the 
popular clamour for Irish Home Rule.  It might be said here that the politics of the time 
were largely of a religious nature.  The Catholic element in Ireland had by this time become 
well educated, but the priesthood managed to control the thinking and pretty near all the 
business and political energies of their people, and our argument was that Home Rule 
would not be the government of and by the people but would mean nothing more than 
government from hierarchical Rome.

Well, I was solicited as one of those 150 who were sent to England to propagandize against 
Home Rule and I think we exercised a considerable influence at that general election for the 
Conservative party with Lord Salisbury for Premier won the greatest electoral votes in its 
history and it was fought largely on the question of Irish Home Rule.  Our work was in the 
home counties of Oxford and Berkshire and all the principal farmers were Conservatives 
and it used to be our plan to get acquainted with  the employees and usually we were 
invited to a breakfast at those farm homes and after, when they were gathered for work, we 
made our talks to them and usually had all our own way.  Occasionally we met with some 
political objections and it was here that I came to believe that apart from Irish Home Rule, 
we were fighting in the wrong camp.  I found that all the saloonkeepers, hotels, breweries 
and distilleries were of that political party.

The Liberal party was then headed by Lloyd George and was in favor as was W.E. 
Gladstone of Home Rule for Ireland and legislation to curb the activities of the liquor 
traffic, and I have often thought since that if the same opportunity occurred again, I would 
go in the interest of the Liberal party and I would have been proud to be instrumental in 



returning Lloyd George and the political power and I would submerge my own interests to 
the interests of the majority of my countrymen.  I am fully persuaded they were entitled to a 
government of, for and by themselves.

However, for the time I had a highly enjoyable time and learned something of the technique 
of public speaking.

JANUARY 1948

It is something like two years since I wrote anything in this diary and lest I grow so old that 
I cannot do it, I have resolved to try again.

The latter five years of the 19th century were the most important in my life from the 
standpoint of transition from the status of a rolling stone and irresponsibility to an ordered 
purpose in life; centered about a satisfying "anchor of the soul."

From early childhood, I had attended the Methodist Church and while my father was an 
Episcopalian, he encouraged association with Methodist influence in school and Sunday 
school.

I have a distinct recollection of the regular evening prayer and reading of the Bible as he 
used the Book of Common Prayer and he sure put meaning in those grand old church 
prayers.  I must say that such training is a splendid foundation on which to build the after 
structure of the soul.  But no home teaching or even heredity will avail anything in bringing 
to us the reality of soul life till we respond to the call of the Holy Spirit and by personal 
surrender of everything of self and mind and will.  We open the heart to the knocking 
Saviour and let Him reign "The Lord of Every Notion" there.

NOVEMBER 1945
To get my mind fixed on the important soul events of the late 1890s, I will recount some 
poems I wrote in a series of contributions to the "Cork Weekly News."   A prize was 
offered each week for the best poem containing three given words.  I won so many first 
prizes that I noticed I was not getting any more, but my poems were always published 
amongst the next best.  One week I decided to change my nom-de-plume which was 
"Birdie" and I wrote in the name of a boyfriend of mine named Eddie Bryan and signed the 
name "Brian-Bo-Ru."  I won first prize and he got the credit.  I will give a few that I 
remember, one was for a verse of lines containing the words, "beggarman," "fashionable," 
and "funeral."  Here it is:

I bethought a sad instance of fortune's decay
As a beggarman passed to his rest today
He lived for a time in fashionable state
But his funeral starts from the workhouse gate.



Another on "Sabbath Bells" written one Sunday morning when several were ringing:

Hark to the bells so loud and clear
Awakening memories old yet dear
Proclaiming rest the Sabbath morn
When the garb of peace should each adorn

The poem that I was most proud of for the reason that the best known poetess in Ireland at 
that time, Edith Coghlan, entered the competition and won second place.  The interesting 
thing about it was that she was the first to congratulate me and was for many years after 
one of my best personal friends.  The subject of the competition was An Epitaph for the 
Year 1898.  Now that year commemorated the 100th year after the great Irish Rebellion in 
1798.  It was also the year of the Spanish American War.  Here is mine:

In many things eventful, the Year of Ninety-Eight
Lies buried in the past with the dust of small and great
The advent was announced with the herald note of woe
That led our minds to think upon a hundred years ago
It saw our nation's troubled waters when diplomacy failed
The war-cloud's noisy burst, but right at last prevailed
These clouds are all dispersed, the peace flag wide unfurled
As Eighteen-Ninety-Eight expired and went the way of all the world

During those years there were some very effective evangelical campaigns conducted by the 
Wesleyan Methodist Church and many were savingly brought into the Kingdom of God.  
Amongst them was the case of an elderly retired sailor named Ed Mills.  He was the regular 
type of drunken carousing sailor, not by any means the criminal kind, but hopelessly 
surrendered to the revelries of drink.  He was always the life of any party, to sing a song or 
make a speech and was, by the way, the son of a Methodist local preacher.  Perhaps the 
prayers of a godly father were being answered; anyway, he yielded and went up to the alter 
rails and prostrated himself before the God of Life.
I saw him for years give a glorious testimony to the saving grace of God.  He had a 
mellow, pleasing voice and an incomparable command of the English language.  That was 
about the time William J. Bryan was electrifying

(missing lines here) 

Edward Mills used to be called the Silvery Orator and was in great demand at meetings of 
Total Abstinence Societies and general church gatherings.  Everybody had known him so 
well as a drunken sot.   His reclaimed respectability and fine Christian character, as well as 
his public testimony, was a powerful witness to the saving grace of Jesus Christ.



It was during the years of his active Christian life that I was brought to a conviction of sin 
and the enjoyment of salvation in the citizenship of the Kingdom of Heaven and so were 
quite a number of others whose life stories I will relate later, but while writing of Ed Mills, 
I must tell of his tragic fall from grace.

About 10 years after the event just mentioned, his wife died after a lingering illness during 
which he tenderly cared for her.  On the night before her funeral, I was with him up to 
about1 a.m. and we had a blessed time of spiritual communion.  Just after I left and he was 
alone, a "friend" came along with a gallon jar of whiskey and persuaded him, after a night 
of constant vigil, to take a little for his good.  He finally consented, as he said afterward, "I 
thought if ever I needed a stimulant, it was now."  And he swallowed a portion that his 
friend, Charlie Bevan, poured in a glass.  Then the demonic old desire asserted itself again 
and he reached for the gallon jar of whiskey and drank with a frenzied fury and before his 
friend could take it from him, he had so much of the foul stuff that he became a yelling 
madman.  Next day, as his wife's body was laid in the ground, he was still calling for more 
whiskey.

For days, Christian friends remained constantly with him night and day and finally got him 
calm and remorseful and, in agony for the shame he had caused, cried mightily to the God 
whom he had so dishonored.  He became a sober man again, but never after was the same 
as he had been.  His case surely was a solemn example of the evil of strong drink.

MY PERSONAL CONVERSION

It was some years before this sad event in the life of Brother Mills that I felt the strivings of 
the Spirit of God drawing me toward the brighter glories of the Kingdom of Heaven.   I 
loved the pleasures of sin, perhaps more than the average young man.

One young man, a distant cousin named Jack Bryan, was a very close companion.  He had 
been a candidate for the Episcopal Church ministry and within three weeks of his expected 
ordination he was expelled from a theological college for coming in too drunk one night.  
He and I used to hunt together in the season and spend the evenings in the local saloon 
playing cards and in all other sorts of revelry and not infrequently I would attend 
evangelistic services in the Methodist Church, a sort of compromise with an awakening 
conscience and as a practical offering to the same I took the total abstinence pledge.  I still 
continued to play cards and patronize the saloons and ribald dancing parties and here I will 
relate a story I never told before.

I was in our favorite pub in the town of Fermoy with my friend Jack Bryan and two others.       

(blank here)

THE LIGHTER SIDE OF SCHOOL LIFE



It would not be normal if a fairly boring school life had no romantic experiences, so I will 
touch on one that as usual went to show that the course of true love was never smooth.

I enjoyed the companionship of a very nice girl, perhaps a few years older than I was, as 
she kept an office for her father not far from my school.  She used to send some sweet 
notes to me in school by her younger brother and I would replly by the same route.  At 
picnics and parties we were considered rather steady.  It all went well till at one picnic after 
playing all the games and ...where she and I managed most of the time to be together.  I was 
calculating on a nice walk home in her company but lo and behold a dashing young 
policeman shining with brass buckles and spurs and fancy uniform, beat me to the date and 
walked home with my beloved.  I figured it was the uniform and spurs that gave him the 
precedence and right then resolved that some day I would be a policeman too.  Of course 
we met next day and she explained that he was no account anyway and the fellow students 
continued to rile me about my steady sweetheart.

Well a plot was started by another chum and I to get another of the gang in trouble.  We 
wrote anonymous letters, signed by undecipherable hieroglyphics, warning him of trouble 
if he did not keep away from another certain girl and that plot went so far that I had to 
confess the hoax to save him from doing violence to the supposed writer.  But, while this 
was going on, my co-conspirator had his sister write me in the name of my beloved and 
wrote another to her in my name, with the result that she passed me next time we met with 
her nose so high that if she followed, she'd sure get in the direction of Heaven.  That 
completely finished our juvenile romance and I think we never spoke to one another again.  
In later years when we boys who formed that gang would meet, it used to be great fun to 
recall some of those deep rooted plots.  One of those  boys was Dr. Thomas Smith, a 
successful medical doctor near the home town, another was Rev. Thomas Webster and 
another succeeded in winning the civil post of excise officer.

Amongst the many tricks and practical jokes that we perpetrated, none is so outstanding in 
my memory as the day in a neighboring threshing, we young fellows would be throwing 
sheaves of grain from stacks that sometimes had young nests of mice.  There was one man 
in the crowd who was a notorious beer drinker and we decided to do something.  We 
picked a young mouse without any hair on it and when the refreshment time came for the 
handing out of the beer, I was industrious and serving the crowd.  When it came time to 
serve this particular beer, I got a young mouse and slit it in half and slipped that half in the 
mug of beer.  He drank it clean and never noticed the mouse.  He confessed after that he 
thought he noticed a mote in it.

In those years my elder sisters Mary and Elizabeth were in their prime of life.  There were 
several eligible young men visiting with the object of matrimony and they used to ride good 
horses.  They would stable their mounts in the long summer evenings and as soon as they 
were occupied inside, we youngsters would take out their horses and ride for miles and 



they would wonder why their horses sweated so much in our stable.   Anyway, we had a 
good time and very probably they did too.


