Hello Tom:  

I am John Kavanaugh, Paul Kavanaugh’s youngest son.

I had e-mailed our cousin, Jim Bresette, with regard to some family history.  We came to the realization that you probably know more than we do because, as I recall, your Dad showed more interest than my father or Aunt Alice.  

Jim gave me your e-mail address, and when that did not work, your street address.  

I put together the “E-mail” below and sent it to you, Jim, and his brother Joe.  Jim and I figure that you must have dropped your e-mail service.  

Anyway, I am snail mailing the item to you.  

Our family stopped to visit your family when I was young enough so that I do not have vivid memories of yourself or Maryann.  But, I was fascinated by your Dad’s record of Caruso singing and by your Dad’s story about Joe McCarthy.  

My best to you, Elaine, and your children.  Your 2nd cousin,  

John Kavanaugh  

135 Hazelwood Street

Detroit, Michigan 48202

(313) 873-6793  

OUR BRANCH OF THE KAVANAUGH CLAN: MAYBE WE CAN POOL WHAT WE KNOW:
Wed, February 10, 2010 6:32:21 PM 
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Hi Jim, Joe, and Tom:  
 

I asked Jim about the possibility of making contact with all of you so that I could ask a few questions about our family:  
 

I would like to know what town in Ireland our family came from.  I would like to know the names of the first members of our branch of the family that came to the States.  I would also like to know which year they emigrated to the United States and the port of entry.  And, I would like to know whether they came to Wisconsin immediately or after spending some time somewhere else in the United States.  
 

I know that is a tall order.  And, it would not surprise me if none of us has any information beyond Appleton.  But, it should not hurt to ask.  
 

I have done a bit of speculation on "Why our family came.":  
 

They came at the time of the Potato Famine unless I am mistaken.  However, that does not necessarily mean that the family was poor.  What confuses me a bit on that front is that they did not "act poor."  
 

One of the common misunderstandings is that at the time of the Potato Famine there was very little or no food in Ireland.  That wasn't true.  There was a fair amount of food.  There were even some potatoes.  The trouble was that the food was so expensive that the poorest people in the country could not afford "even potatoes" which were still the cheapest food available.  
 

One history book noted that a million and a half Irish poor died while the English argued back and forth as to whether it would be encouraging laziness to send aid.  And, once the decision was made, another million and a half died while the English putz-ed around in getting the aid there.  
 

This is total speculation:  I base it on the impression that we did not act poor.  I take that, along with the "K" spelling (There was no "K" in the Gaelic alphabet.), to suggest that we may have been part of the Middle Class while we were still in Ireland.  That would seem to indicate two reasons for leaving:  The high cost of living (especially with regard to food) and the vision of America as a "Land of Opportunity".  
 

Unless I am in error:  My recollection from my readings in history is that Ireland exported food during the Potato Famine.       
  
What Dad told me about our ancestors was very sparse:  
 

He once mentioned that either his grandfather or great grandfather had married a Spanish woman.  He said that she was from Spain rather than from Latin America.  
 

Dad said that when he was born the doctor placed him in the oven of their stove in order to incubate him.  I gathered from that information that he was either as Preemie or underweight.  
 

[A sad after thought and confession: Dad's money had not lasted until he died.  So, Dad died on Medicaid!  That meant that he did not have a private room when he died.  There was another man dying in the same room.  I felt it would be wrong for me to stay in the room with Dad because I did not want to disturb the other gentleman's passing.  I tried to sleep in a room next to the room that Dad was in.  And, I arranged for a priest to come to administer the last rites.  
 

Today I am convinced that I was wrong!  At the time, I made a decision that was asinine.  Had I stayed in the room with Dad I could probably have given comfort to the other gentleman as well.  
 

Nothing embarrasses me as much as to have a feeling that somehow I failed my father in his hour of death.
 

As was: Two old men died alone in the same room.  
 

If there is any change I would make to our Health Insurance system, it would be to allow poor old folk and their families a room in which to say good bye.  
 

Dad came into the world alone--in that oven--and went out of the world alone!  
 

Dad's father died when Dad was two.  Dad said that he could remember his father picking him up once.  And, he said that his father and another man owned a hotel.  Dad said the other man absconded with the money and that his father spent the last years of his life making sure to pay back every cent.  However, the hard work weakened his father and when he was thrown by a horse it killed him.  
 

Dad told me that his mother sang in the choir at the Cathedral in Milwaukee.  
 

He also said that he was a rascal!: 
 

Indeed, he said that a neighbor lady told his mother about him:  "Don't worry!  He'll live to be hung!"  
 

When Dad wanted to have fun he would claim that we were descended from a long line of horse thieves. 

 

Dad's mother died when he was ten years old.  Dad's parents and Dad lived with a Spinster lady, Bridget O'Brien, who died when Dad was twelve.  
 

Bridget was a character!:  
 

Bridget was superstitious!  Every year on New Years Morning, Bridget would crawl out onto the roof of their front porch and wait until a man entered the house.  It was considered bad luck if a woman entered the house first.  
 

Dad described his mother and Bridget taking a toy wagon to a bank and withdrawing (he said) $10,000 in a bag with markings on it that indicated that it contained money.  
 

At some point after his mother died, Dad had a job delivering groceries by way of horse and wagon.  He couldn't have been older than twelve at the time.  There was an accident and either the horse or the wagon was damaged.  The man who owned the company refused to pay Dad his wages because of the damage. 
 

Dad said that Bridget took her umbrella and beat the owner over his head until the man paid Dad what he owed him.  
 

After Bridget died Dad was placed with some of his mother's family.  His mother's maiden name was Shay.  
 

I am not sure what year it was that Dad was taken to Antigo and placed under the care of your Grandfather.  I do know that Dad adored Uncle Tom.  And, I also know that Dad always referred to and felt of Ed, Jim, Alice, and Cathy as his brothers and sisters.  
 

There are a few other stories Dad told me of the years in Antigo:  
 

He dated one of his teachers while he was in high school.  He was the head of the high school paper which was called "The Scrap Heap".  Dad said that he was fired from that job and expelled from school (he was not allowed to attend the graduation ceremony) because he left the "S" off the name of the paper.  
 

Dad said that he went out West (rode the rails in a box car) to work on a ranch one summer.  Some men who claimed to belong to the International Workers of the World (IWW or "Wobblies") tried to organize the men who were in the box car and Dad refused so that there was a fight.  
 

Dad served in the Navy during World War I and was a boxer in the navy.  However, a trainer told Dad that he would never make it as a boxer because he did not have a killer instinct.  
 

After the navy, Dad entered the University of Wisconsin at Madison.  
 

That was where Dad met Mother:  She had dated Dad's roommate and Dad had seen her, knew her name, and knew that she lived in one of the Sorority Houses that lined one of the streets near the campus.  
 

Dad went from Soroity House to Soroity House asking for Marian Hilles until he got to the right house.  They were married while they were still at the University.  Indeed, Dad said that one of his professors graded one of Dad's papers as (A for Dad for the paper.  And, A for Mrs. Kavanaugh for typing.)  Dad asked the teacher about it.  The teacher asked Dad, "Are you going to claim that RPM means 'Resolutions' per minute?"  
 

After graduation Dad and Mother moved to Schenectady, New York:  Dad had signed up to study under Charles Steinmetz at the General Electric lab.  Steinmetz died before Dad got there.  But, it was still an enriching experience for Dad.  He was trained on the most advanced equipment of that day.  
 

What Dad lost in terms of the wages he could have earned by starting a working career immediately he more than made up for in the long run by preparing himself to work in major installations.  
 

Mother had TB!  The doctor said that the climate in New York was bad for her health.  They had two offers of jobs:  One in Cuba and another at Consumers Power in Jackson, Michigan.  They chose Jackson.  
 

A few years later, Dad noticed that Consumers Power had a habit of firing older men before they could reach retirement age so that they could avoid paying them pensions.  And, hiring younger men to replace the older men.  
 

Six months before the Depression Dad came to Detroit and signed up to work at Detroit Edison Company.  He had a job throughout the Depression.  A number of his friends in Jackson were out of work throughout the Depression because Consumers Powers job policies.  
 

Dad only dealt with large institutions:  Factories, hospitals, department stores; and, the power grid itself.  The first time that the entire East Coast went out of power Dad told me, "That shouldn't happen in Detroit!"  When I asked him why, Dad said, "The East Coast power companies built huge power stations.  When one went out it dragged down all of the others in a domino effect.  When we designed Detroit's power grid we purposefully made the substations small so that if one went out it would not drag down the whole system.  
 

The Detroit Edison system worked fine until Ronald Reagan messed it up:  When Reagan deregulated the Electrical Industry he left the lines between the different companies without any effective control.  The companies were supposed to "voluntarily" take care of the lines that connected the different companies.  
 

That would cost money without making money!  
 

The companies did not take care of the lines connecting them!  When the company that covers Cleveland had a problem it was compounded by taking down the entire Midwest (including Detroit) and was threatening the East Coast before it could be stopped.  
 

Dad was proud that the Edison Company had a policy of always using the best equipment and parts and other supplies.  I asked my brother Jim (he worked for Edison) if they still had that policy.  He said, "Yes! But 'the best' isn't as good as it used to be."  
 

When Dad retired the first thing he and Mother did was to take a trip to Antigo.  It was during that trip that Mother took sick and was hospitalized.  It was then that it was discovered that Mother had Cancer.
 

I took a train to Antigo to see Mother.  It was during the leaf change.  The scenery was beautiful.  But, of course, the reason for the trip wasn't.  
 

A couple of years later the Brothers turned me down for Final Vows.  I was a round peg for their square community.  
 

I was able to be at home for Mother's last year or so:  It was sad but beautiful watching the ways my parents love for each other showed by the ways they did and couldn't care for each other.  
 

Your (technically 2nd) cousin,  
 

John
 
PS:  My oldest brother, Michael's, oldest son died last Saturday morning.  I would have written sooner, but some of us old men are slow at getting things done. jk
 

 

