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The first generation thinks about survival; the ones that follow tell the stories.


—Hua Hsu, Stay True
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Introduction



HOW HAD HE fallen so far, so fast? Thomas D. Norris must surely have asked himself that question as he stood in Battery Park at the southern tip of Manhattan, probably in his dark blue woolen Civil War uniform, beseeching passersby to purchase an apple so he could support himself and his four children. Only a few years earlier, Norris had been an officer in the United States Army, commanding a company of nearly one hundred Irish American soldiers, whose uniforms and weapons he had paid for out of his own pocket. Norris had been able to do so because he was the proprietor of two successful lower Manhattan clothing shops. That he had managed to open those establishments less than a decade after fleeing Ireland’s Great Potato Famine was even more remarkable. Yet now, Norris was hawking apples in rain and snow, heat and cold, just two blocks from the very spot where he had presided over his flagship retail location on South Street until the beginning of the war.


In his first decade in New York, Norris had been the very personification of the American Dream. Born in 1827 in Killarney, a town of seven thousand residents in mountainous southwest Ireland, Norris learned the tailor’s trade in his teens and managed to survive four years of Famine before immigrating to the United States at age twenty-four in 1851. By that point, New York was already the garment manufacturing capital of the Americas, and Norris quickly found work for one of the city’s hundreds of clothing wholesalers or retailers. Not long after his arrival, Norris married Ann Hannon, who had also emigrated from Ireland in 1851. They had three children, two girls and then a boy, over the course of the next few years, and a fourth in 1863.


Norris could have continued working indefinitely for wages as a “journeyman” tailor in New York. Even though that job did not pay well by American standards, he and Ann would have been far better off than they had been in Ireland, where employment was never reliable and Catholics like the Norrises had few political rights. But Thomas was too ambitious to settle for the backbreaking, poorly paid life of a journeyman tailor. Instead, he and Ann scrimped and saved, and by 1855 they had accumulated enough capital to open their own clothing shop in Ward Nine on West Street at West Tenth Street, facing the northernmost, least-used Hudson River piers. Perhaps seeking more foot traffic, Norris soon moved the shop to 7 South Street, facing the southernmost East River docks and two busy ferry landings. This shop did so well that Thomas, now calling himself a “clothier” rather than a tailor, opened a second shop a few blocks away in 1858. Both were still operating when the Civil War broke out in the spring of 1861.


After the Confederate attack on Fort Sumter, Norris felt obliged to defend his adopted homeland and enlisted in one of the regiments that constituted New York’s Irish Brigade, a unit made up of several thousand Irish immigrants. Norris fought at Bull Run a few months later and while he escaped that famous encounter unscathed, several of his friends were wounded, and the unit’s commanding officer, Colonel Michael Corcoran, was captured. Having expected a quick war and easy victory, Norris and most of his comrades had been allowed to enlist for only three months, so immediately after Bull Run, Norris returned home to Ann, the children, and his clothing business.


Yet Thomas soon came to feel ashamed for having abandoned the Union cause and his Irish American compatriots who remained in the army. So in 1862, he sold his shops and used the proceeds to outfit a company of one hundred soldiers for Corcoran’s Legion, a new Irish American infantry unit to be led by Corcoran, who had been released by the Confederates after several months captivity in Richmond. Norris, now a captain, played a prominent leadership role in the new unit and promoted the Irish contribution to the war effort by sending “letters from the front” for publication in New York’s most widely read immigrant newspaper, the Irish-American.


Norris’s first two years as an officer were relatively uneventful, but that all changed in 1864, when General Ulysses S. Grant took control of all the Union forces in the east and began aggressively pursuing General Robert E. Lee’s Army of Northern Virginia. Norris’s unit fought bravely at Spotsylvania Court House, North Anna, and in the assault on Lee’s forces surrounding Petersburg, where Norris was wounded in the right shoulder and left thigh on June 16, 1864. Norris’s regiment was present at Appomattox Courthouse when Lee surrendered there ten months later.
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Captain Thomas D. Norris photographed when he was an officer in Corcoran’s Legion, most likely in 1862, when his regiment was organized.








Although the Union victory must have filled Norris with pride, the end of the war was more bitter than sweet for the Irishman. According to the New York Tribune, Norris “returned home to find that he had lost his wife through worse than death,” an apparent reference to infidelity. Thomas and Ann quickly divorced (something exceedingly rare in that era), and the court awarded him sole custody of their four children. But his attempts to reenter business failed. Rather than go back to his needle and thread, Norris tried to parlay his military renown into a career as a saloonkeeper, opening the Corcoran Legion House in 1865 at 362 Cherry Street in the seedy East River waterfront neighborhood known as Corlears Hook. Yet a year later the business went belly-up. Norris had apparently put every penny he had into the bar because soon, the Tribune recounted, “he had not a cent in the world.”


It was at this point that Norris turned to peddling apples from a stand outside Castle Garden in Battery Park, “and with the pennies he made,” reported the Tribune, “he managed to secure bread” for himself and his children. Due to the lingering effects of his wartime wounds, strenuous work like day labor on construction sites was not an option. By 1870, Norris had moved his family from New York City to Morrisania, located just across the Harlem River from Manhattan in what is now the south Bronx but was then Westchester County. There, where rents were far cheaper than in Manhattan, he worked as a lowly “paper dealer,” a euphemism for someone who rooted through other people’s garbage collecting discarded paper and rags to be sold to paper manufacturers. Norris’s seventeen-year-old daughter, Mary Anne, cared for her three younger siblings and cooked the family meals.


Slowly, however, Norris improved his circumstances. He became active in the local Democratic Party organization and eventually began working as a real estate agent. He was doing well enough by 1875 that he ventured to lower Manhattan to open an account at the Emigrant Savings Bank. That Norris chose this bank, located many miles from his home, much farther from Morrisania than other banks he could have chosen, indicates the degree of loyalty many Famine immigrants felt toward this institution created by and for Irish Americans. A year later, he left the real estate business and began selling insurance. However, these commission sales jobs did not give Norris the income or job security he desired.


Ironically, it was getting arrested in 1879 that set Norris back on the path to prosperity. That summer, a “revenue officer” detained Norris for buying untaxed cigars from a street peddler. When brought before a magistrate, Norris pleaded for leniency, describing how he had sacrificed his body, his business, and his marriage for the cause of the Union and been unable since the war to find steady work due to his continuing medical issues. Norris even produced for the court a letter of reference from 1865 written by Horace Greeley, publisher of the Tribune and one of the most famous men in America back then, recommending Norris for a government clerkship because his injuries rendered him incapable of doing more strenuous work. Yet with thousands of disabled veterans seeking such posts, Norris had been unable to secure such a position.


All that changed after his court appearance. Reporters from both the Tribune and the Herald published accounts of Norris’s woeful tale. Suddenly, he was offered a job in the New York County Clerk’s office, a prize patronage plum that paid a whopping $1,500 per year. This abrupt change in fortune apparently emboldened Norris to seek a more active role in New York’s Irish American community. In the fall of 1880, he began making appearances at the New York Philo-Celtic School, which taught Irish language classes on weeknights and Saturdays at its headquarters on the Bowery. Soon he joined its board and became its corresponding secretary.


Norris also started visiting schools with large numbers of Irish American students and singing to the children in Irish, then commonly referred to as Gaelic. He began contributing regular columns to the Irish-American as well, written in both English and Irish, to help Irish-born New Yorkers learn or improve their ability to read and write in their native tongue. He became so renowned in this regard that at Grover Cleveland’s inauguration as president in 1885, Norris delivered a congratulatory address in Irish to the new president on behalf of New York City’s Democrats. Meanwhile, Norris had also become active in the Irish Land League (which raised money to empower tenant farmers in Ireland and provide famine relief) and in New York’s Civil War veterans’ organizations. And in 1892, the sixty-five-year-old Norris finally remarried, wedding a New York–born daughter of Irish immigrants, Anna O’Sullivan, who at twenty-nine years of age was younger than all four of Thomas’s children.


At various points, as the mayoralty changed hands, the new chief magistrates tried to replace Norris with their own favorites, but the Irish American press would kick up a fuss, condemning the “ingratitude” of those who would turn out “our gallant and patriotic friend.” As a result, he would manage to win reinstatement. Norris eventually moved to a federal position as “storekeeper” (at $1,400 per year) in the custom service’s bonded warehouse at 40 Water Street, just around the corner from where he had operated his clothing shop on South Street nearly forty years earlier.






[image: image]

Norris in 1894, near the end of his life.








In 1897, just a few months shy of his seventieth birthday, Norris lost his custom house position when Republicans took control of the White House. Norris decided to retire and moved to the eastern edge of Brooklyn. A few years later his health began to fail, and he died in January 1900 at age seventy-two of heart disease at a Greenwich, Connecticut, “sanitarium.” Anna must have at least been happy to tell Thomas, shortly before he passed away, that she was pregnant. But six months later the baby, a little girl and the first she had managed to carry to term, died from “asphyxia” during delivery.


While Anna was grieving this loss, she was forced to fight with her stepchildren over Thomas’s estate. That was because he bequeathed thousands of dollars to Anna but left just five dollars to his eldest daughter, Mary Anne, who had run their household as a teenager while he was in such dire straits and was now a widow herself and, she claimed, utterly “destitute.” Mary Anne did not win any more of her father’s estate in court, but she probably got some satisfaction by reporting Anna to the authorities when she learned that her stepmother was continuing to collect Thomas’s Civil War pension after his death, even though she was not entitled to do so.


While all this family acrimony would have undoubtedly pained Thomas, who was known for his congeniality, he would have been pleased with the glowing tributes that appeared in New York’s Irish press (and even in a few newspapers in Ireland) at the time of his death. They praised his brave and patriotic service to his adopted homeland during the Civil War and his extraordinary efforts to preserve the Irish language in the years since. “His simplicity and good nature endeared him to all,” noted the Irish World, while the Irish-American offered perhaps the highest praise possible. “He was,” wrote its editors, “a true Irishman in every respect.”
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Hundreds of thousands of struggling Irish Famine refugees like Thomas D. Norris managed to overcome incredible hardships to create comfortable middle-class lives for themselves in America. Yet anyone familiar with the typical depiction of the Famine immigrants would imagine that Norris’s story must be an anomaly. From the time of the Famine all the way to recent Hollywood blockbusters like Gangs of New York, popular culture has presented these immigrants as locked in abject poverty, which they could escape only through larceny, violence, political corruption, or some combination of the three. Whether depicted by late-nineteenth-century novelists or by Leonardo DiCaprio and Cameron Diaz, the Famine immigrants had little money, even less education, and no opportunity to advance unless they were ferocious fighters or crafty criminals. About the only “honest” jobs that might provide a path out of privation in these portrayals were those of policeman and saloonkeeper. The Famine immigrants’ dearest hope, according to the prevailing view, was that their American-born children would stay in school and out of trouble so they might have the opportunities that their parents lacked.


Typically, academics take issue with Hollywood depictions of history. In the case of the Famine immigrants, however, historians have actually bolstered the popular stereotype. One of the founders of the field of American immigration history, Oscar Handlin of Harvard University, was among the first to study the Famine immigrants. Handlin concluded that in Boston “the absence of other opportunities forced the vast majority into the ranks of an unemployed resourceless proletariat.… It is difficult to know precisely how they managed to exist.” An “exceptional Irishman,” Handlin admitted, might find “satisfactory employment,” but that “failed to mitigate the abject circumstances of the group as a whole.”


Handlin’s book is eighty years old, but modern historical scholarship on the Famine Irish has emphasized the same themes. Kerby Miller, the most respected and widely cited contemporary historian of the Irish diaspora in America, echoed Handlin’s conclusions. “The great majority of Famine emigrants—semi- and unskilled laborers and servants—seldom rose from the bottom of American urban society,” he wrote. According to Miller, prejudice and a lack of education and capital meant that “upward occupational mobility” for the Famine Irish “was usually slight, even for those who remained settled in one locale for several decades, and the frequent necessity of sending children to work at early ages often precluded their chances to advance much beyond their parents’ status.” Overall, Miller concluded, the Famine immigrants led “gloomy” lives “of poverty and hardship or, at best, gradual and painfully achieved improvement.”


These and other accounts have suggested that the Irish had hardly any control over their destinies. Their lack of education was irreparable. Their dearth of capital was insoluble. The prejudice they faced was insurmountable. They lacked virtually any agency whatsoever. The inevitability of the Famine immigrants’ supposedly sorry fate suffuses the literature of Irish American history. “In the two decades before the Civil War,” noted a scholar summarizing the prevailing view among historians, “the success of German and English immigrants stood in stark contrast with the dire poverty of the famine Irish.”


That is the story of the Famine immigrants we’ve been told for generations. But why is it, then, that so many Irish immigrants’ own accounts of their lives in America paint such a different picture? Every meal in America, they bragged, was like Christmas dinner in Ireland. “The worst table in New York is as good as the general run of tables of the Irish gentry,” wrote one. “Any man or woman,” argued another, “are fools that would not venture and Come to this plentyful Country where no man or woman ever Hungered or ever will and where you will not be Seen Naked,” a reference to the embarrassing lack of clothing for so many in Ireland. The United States was, they mostly agreed, “the best country in the world.”


These are not the words of gloomy people, and the stories they tell are not ones of “deprivation” or “helplessness.” What accounts for the disparity between our impression of the Famine immigrants and their own view of themselves? If they could narrate their own stories, what tales would they tell?
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Some of the difference between our image of the Famine immigrants and the accounts in their letters relates to the preconceived notions historians bring to their work: exploited, downtrodden immigrants are what they expect to find. Some of the contrast also results from a desire of Irish Americans to convince others that their forebearers suffered just as much as (or even more than) other immigrant groups. But probably the biggest reason that the Famine immigrants have been portrayed this way, despite their optimistic letters, is that it has been impossible to reliably trace the life stories of enough of them to determine which viewpoint is more accurate.


Say you wanted to discover what became of Peter Lynch, who you know stepped ashore in New York in 1846 in the first year of the Famine. Until recently, the task was simply impossible. The records that would answer the question were spread across fifty states. It would take years of travel and searching to examine the lives of all the Peter Lynches, and even then, there would be no way of knowing which Peter was the right one. That’s because you would have found 123 natives of Ireland named Peter Lynch living in the United States in 1860, and dozens of them were born in about the same year as the Peter Lynch in question. And one couldn’t narrow the possibilities any further by considering only the several Peter Lynches who were exactly fourteen years older in 1860 than the age stated on Peter’s ship manifest in 1846, because census enumerators in the mid-nineteenth century were permitted to approximate ages, and the harried first mates who drew up the ship manifests usually guessed at their passengers’ ages as well. The task was therefore impossible—and even more so if you were looking for a Murphy or a Sullivan or a Kelly.


Impossible, that is, until now.


There were two prerequisites for turning the dream of tracing the lives of the Famine immigrants into a reality—the digital revolution and a fortuitous crossing of the corner of Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street in New York. The importance of the digital revolution is probably self-evident. Once those millions of pages of census records were digitized, the Internet made them easily accessible to almost any American. Thanks to affiliates of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, the half billion entries in those records were soon indexed. Websites like Ancestry.com, which made the records available to the public, were so popular with amateur genealogists that soon the companies that ran them agreed to digitize more federal and state records in return for the right to sell access to them. As a result, not only are federal census records available online, but also state censuses, naturalization documents, military records, wills, and ship manifests. So, too, are nongovernmental records like old newspapers and city directories.


These websites are a godsend for anyone who wants to search backward in time to fill in blank spaces on their family trees. If you know your grandparents’ names, you can find records showing them as youngsters with their parents and thus learn the names of your great-grandparents. Find those ancestors when they were young, and you’ve uncovered the names of your great-great grandparents, and so on.


Yet these sites aren’t nearly as useful for following people from the mid-nineteenth century forward in time. Give even a professional genealogist a Famine-immigrant ship manifest, which includes the name and approximate age of each newcomer, and the genealogist would be hard-pressed to tell you where 5 percent of them were living or what jobs they had twenty years later. Thus, even with the digital revolution, tracing the lives of the Famine immigrants would not have been possible but for one bank’s incredibly obsessive recordkeeping—and that fateful trip across Fifth Avenue.






[image: image]








When Thomas Norris patronized the Emigrant Savings Bank, it was located behind New York’s City Hall at 51 Chambers Street. The bank had been founded in 1850 by the Irish Emigrant Society to encourage Famine refugees to save money in their adopted homeland, and many of these immigrants leaped at the chance to open accounts at a bank run by and for Irish Americans. In the bank’s first twenty-five years of operation (when it was located in the portion of lower Manhattan most heavily populated by Irish immigrants), more than 110,000 accounts were opened. But in the twentieth century, with the locus of New York City life moving inexorably uptown, the bank relocated its headquarters to the northeast corner of Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street, in the heart of Midtown Manhattan.


The Emigrant Bank required customers such as Norris to provide an unusual amount of biographical information to its clerks when opening an account. In that era, banks typically asked for only three pieces of information from their customers: name, address, and occupation. Yet the Emigrant Bank also required depositors to disclose their precise birth town, parish, and county in Ireland, the name of the ship that brought them to America and the date that it landed, the names and whereabouts of their parents (including their mother’s maiden name), and the names and locations of their siblings and children. The bank periodically updated this information, noting new addresses and occupations, spousal deaths, remarriages, and the like. Bank clerks logged all this information in large leather-bound volumes known as “test books,” so called because they used them to ask “test” questions meant to expose (in an era before the invention of government-issued photo identification) thieves trying to impersonate depositors. In fact, the Emigrant Savings Bank was apparently the first business ever to use the maiden names of customers’ mothers as a security question.
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Depositors’ names and occupations in the Emigrant Savings Bank test books.








Most American banks eventually discarded their century-old records to save space, not stopping to wonder if historians might find them valuable. As late as the 1960s, depositor records for what had been the biggest savings bank in mid-nineteenth-century New York, the New York Bank for Savings, were still housed in its headquarters. But after that bank changed hands several times during the savings and loan crisis, its old records disappeared. They are probably moldering deep below the surface of some city landfill.


Luckily, the Emigrant Savings Bank remained solvent during the savings and loan crisis, and the historical significance of its test books remained part of its institutional lore. So, when it came time for the Emigrant Bank to move from its expensive Midtown location and dispose of no-longer-needed old records, the bank’s executives knew not to toss the old ledgers into a dumpster. Instead, in 1995, bank staff took them diagonally across the street from the northeast to the southwest corner of Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street, up the steps past the marble lions, and into the New York Public Library Special Collections department.






[image: image]








Most Irish Americans with ancestors who immigrated to America during the Great Famine don’t know from where in Ireland those forebearers came. As family stories were passed down from generation to generation, such details were lost. The Emigrant Savings Bank records are thus a gold mine for Irish Americans whose precise ancestral home is uncertain and whose ancestors spent at least a little while in New York City. The usually quiet manuscripts reading room at the New York Public Library was soon overrun with Irish Americans hoping to discover their exact Irish origins. It wasn’t long before the harried librarians decided to allow Ancestry.com to digitize and index the collection and place it online to meet the demand.


The information in the Emigrant Savings Bank test books enables historians to track the Famine immigrants to an extent never before possible. That is why virtually every immigrant whose story is recounted in the chapters that follow was at some point a customer of the bank. Each test book entry is a historical skeleton key, unlocking stories—unprecedented in their texture and detail—that might otherwise have remained hidden forever, or at best known to only a dwindling number of family members.


Take day laborer Peter Lynch, whose trail went cold after his arrival in New York because there were too many Peter Lynches for a researcher to choose from. In the Emigrant Bank test book entry for the account he opened in 1851, Lynch listed his brother as James and his sisters, from oldest to youngest, as Ann, Mary, Jane, and Ellen. While there are dozens of Peter Lynches of about the right age from this era in census records, there is only one who lived with siblings James, Ann, Mary, Jane, and Ellen Lynch, and that is the Peter Lynch found in the town of Faxon, Minnesota, in that state’s 1885 census. That clue led to additional research which confirmed that he was, in fact, the same Peter Lynch who landed in America in 1846 and opened a bank account in New York in 1851. He had moved to Minnesota in 1857, bought eighty acres of land for a hundred dollars, and farmed there until his death in 1891. Peter’s probate records are online too, showing that he died a prosperous farmer with plenty of assets and not a single outstanding debt.
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Biographical details on the life of Thomas D. Norris from his entry in the Emigrant Savings Bank test books.








Without the digitization of so many genealogical records and the deposit of the Emigrant Savings Bank test books at the New York Public Library, there would be no way to know that Peter the lowly day laborer in New York had become Peter the prosperous prairie farmer in Minnesota. When the thread of Peter Lynch’s story is woven together with hundreds of others discovered in the same manner, they create the rich tapestry that is the Famine Irish saga in America.
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The unparalleled detail of the immigrants’ stories in this book makes it unique among accounts of the Famine Irish. Another unique feature is how the story is organized. From the moment they arrived in the United States, the Famine immigrants were obsessed with work. After all, unemployment and underemployment had been a defining feature for so many of them in Ireland. Consequently, as soon as they arrived in America, the immigrants immediately sought a job. For most of the men, this meant becoming laborers, longshoremen, porters, gardeners, carpenters, tailors, or shoemakers. Unmarried women primarily took jobs as domestic servants, but many married women worked for pay too, as seamstresses, laundresses, or taking in boarders.


That’s where the typical history of the Famine immigrants’ working lives ends. But the newcomers were determined to move up the American socioeconomic ladder, and huge numbers of them, like Thomas D. Norris and Peter Lynch, managed to climb to higher rungs of that ladder. Plentiful Country is organized to highlight this previously unrecognized part of the Famine immigrants’ story. After a short opening section that explores what the immigrants’ lives had been like before they left Ireland and began the process of settling in New York City, Part II mimics a climb up the socioeconomic ladder that the newcomers worked so hard to ascend. We start on the bottom rung with day laborers and domestics, then move one rung higher to look at peddlers and street vendors, and then another step up to examine tradesmen like carpenters and shoemakers, and so on until we reach the highest realistic goal for the Famine immigrants—the rung occupied by saloonkeepers. Doctors, lawyers, and priests stood at the pinnacle of the Irish American hierarchy, but so few of the Famine Irish could reach that lofty level that their stories are sprinkled throughout the other chapters rather than being given one of their own.


Several important themes unify these stories of ambition and striving. First, despite the common depiction of the Famine Irish as immigrants locked in gloomy lives of poverty, they actually found—or made—many opportunities for socioeconomic advancement. For example, 41 percent of the male Famine immigrants who began their lives in America in unskilled occupations like day laborer and were tracked for ten or more years finished their careers higher up the socioeconomic ladder. In fact, nearly half of all male Famine immigrants who came to the United States as adults ended their lives in white-collar occupations—many as clerical workers or civil servants, many more as saloonkeepers, grocers, and other kinds of shopkeepers, and a few (two out of every one hundred) as doctors and lawyers. Two-thirds of the immigrants who eventually ran businesses started out in the United States doing sweaty, dirty work that today would be called blue collar. Thus, the prevailing belief that the Famine immigrants “seldom rose from the bottom of American urban society” is simply not true. Only a quarter of the male Famine immigrants tracked for ten years or more spent their whole lives in America on the bottom rung of the socioeconomic ladder.


A second theme that recurs in these newly recovered stories is the avid entrepreneurship of many Famine immigrants. Leaving aside those who died in their first years in America, about one out of every three Famine immigrants in New York ended his career operating a business (mostly small) of one kind or another, and about half as many more tried doing so before returning to wage work. Others with an entrepreneurial bent supported themselves (as Norris did for a while) as peddlers, whose savings accounts reveal that peddling was a very profitable vocation. Many Irish entrepreneurs purchased income-generating real estate with their profits, supporting themselves late in life as landlords, another line of work that contradicts the prevailing impression of them as hapless, helpless victims of poverty and prejudice.


Third, the striving of the Famine Irish in New York profoundly shaped all of Irish America. Of the 1.3 million Irish immigrants who came to the United States in the decade after the onset of the potato blight in 1845, some 960,000 of them landed in New York. On many of the ships carrying the immigrants to New York, the mate compiling the passenger manifest asked each newcomer exactly where in the United States they planned to settle, and about half of the Irish said New York City. Yet by 1860, only about 200,000 Irish immigrants were living there. Many of the Famine immigrants had died before that date, but it seems that for every Irish New Yorker remaining in the city in 1860, another had decided that they could do better elsewhere in the United States. Those ex–New Yorkers, such as Peter Lynch, took what they had learned in their months and years in Manhattan—about networking, saving money, starting a business, and so on—and applied those lessons in every corner of the United States.


Finally, in New York and elsewhere, the Famine migration to the United States fundamentally changed how Americans viewed immigrants and the American Dream. Before the Great Famine, few immigrants to the United States were fleeing lives of poverty. Only those with significant savings or assistance could afford the ship ticket, the large supply of food one had to bring on board for the five-week journey, and the several months of unemployment that could not be avoided in the transoceanic immigration process. The Famine changed all that. Many of its refugees were part of Ireland’s lower middle class, but hundreds of thousands more had been impoverished by the catastrophe, and they comprised America’s first “poor… huddled masses yearning to breathe free.” Americans steeped in the Protestant work ethic believed that the Famine refugees couldn’t possibly succeed in America—the newcomers were supposedly too uneducated, too unskilled, too poor, too Catholic, and too unaccustomed to hard work. They would inevitably become dependent on government handouts for support.


Some of the Famine Irish did struggle, of course, as had Thomas Norris. But overall, the Famine immigrants proved the naysayers wrong, demonstrating that the nation could uplift newcomers no matter how poor and uneducated they might be, and that such immigrants would eventually make the country a better place—stronger, wealthier, freer. The Famine immigrants showed that any group could succeed in America, and in doing so they transformed how Americans defined both their nation and its lofty ideals.













PART I














CHAPTER ONE



“Enough to Sicken the Heart”


Ireland, Famine, Flight


AS HE TRUDGED down the gangplank from the sailing ship West Point and first set foot in New York in March 1851, Cornelius Sullivan must have felt a combination of exhaustion, exhilaration, and disorientation. Until a few weeks earlier, when he left his birthplace of Tuosist in the southwest corner of Ireland, the forty-seven-year-old had probably never seen a town of 5,000, much less one of 500,000 like New York. Cornelius, his wife, Honora (nicknamed Norry), and their four children (seventeen-year-old Mary, fifteen-year-old Timothy, ten-year-old Norry, and seven-year-old Daniel) had probably spent their entire lives in the vicinity of Tuosist, a remote, bucolic parish of green mountain peaks in County Kerry. There, the Sullivans had eked out a livelihood on the estate of an English landlord, the Marquis of Lansdowne, whose twelve thousand tenants were—even before the onset in 1845 of the potato blight that led to the Great Irish Famine—some of the most destitute, ill-clad, and decrepitly housed residents of Ireland.


Lansdowne rarely set foot in Ireland to see how his lessees lived on his 105-square-mile property. He divided his time between his palatial country estate in southwest England and his art-filled home in London, where he held a succession of high-profile positions in the British government, including stints as home secretary and chancellor of the exchequer. An Englishman who did visit Lansdowne’s Irish estate a few years before the Famine, however, reported that Lansdowne’s tenants “are nearly half naked, and are but half fed.” Reverend John O’Sullivan, Catholic archdeacon of the estate’s only town, Kenmare (pop. 1,300 in 1841), called his parishioners “the most wretched people upon the face of the globe.”


The Famine made the already miserable conditions on the Lansdowne estate truly catastrophic. “Nothing more usual than to find four or five bodies in the street every morning” in Kenmare, wrote O’Sullivan in his diary in 1847. “The cries of starving hundreds that besiege me” are so incessant, he told a government official in London, that they “ring in my ears during the night.” The situation was especially bad in isolated Tuosist. As the death toll there rose, and thousands of others were reduced by malnutrition to walking skeletons, a journalist characterized the parish as a “living tomb.”


The British government sought to pass the responsibility for helping the Famine’s victims to local Irish taxpayers. This meant that the cost of emergency food imports, public works programs, soup kitchens, and the operation of the poorhouse in Kenmare fell primarily on the shoulders of local farmers and landlords, and especially on Lansdowne as the area’s primary landowner. The fiscal burden of the unprecedented crisis was too much for taxpayers other than Lansdowne, and soon the local relief board that arranged assistance to the poor and ran the Kenmare almshouse was on the verge of bankruptcy, as were its counterparts all across Ireland. As a consequence, assistance for those affected by the Famine was grossly inadequate.


At least a thousand of Lansdowne’s tenants died of starvation or starvation-related diseases from 1847 to 1850—collapsing on the roads, in their one-room, mud-walled huts, and in Kenmare’s overcrowded and disease-ridden poorhouse. Lansdowne’s tenants therefore rejoiced when his estate agent announced, at the end of 1850, that the marquis would pay for the emigration of nearly two thousand of his poorest tenants. That winter, Sullivan and his wife and children, along with hundreds of other Lansdowne tenants, were taken to Cork, where they boarded steam-powered ferries to England and then transatlantic sailing vessels for the monthlong voyage to New York.
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This replica of a Famine-era cabin, photographed in 2019, sits in the parish of Tuosist, where Cornelius Sullivan was born and lived until the Marquis of Lansdowne paid for him and his family to immigrate to New York in 1851. This black-and-white rendering makes the area look dry and barren, but in fact the landscape is composed of countless different shades of green.
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Superficially at least, Sullivan’s birthplace and his newly adopted home shared some characteristics on the eve of the Famine. The inhabitants of both Ireland and the United States lived overwhelmingly in rural areas or small towns. What little industry each country had was concentrated in the northeast, while the south and west were more rustic and isolated. And in every region of both Ireland and the United States, the vast majority of breadwinners worked on farms.


The biggest cities of the two countries also had some common features. New York and Dublin were each more than twice as populous as their closest domestic rivals and prospered both as financial centers and by collecting finished goods and raw materials produced in the hinterlands and shipping them to buyers across the sea. Both cities also contained shocking contrasts of wealth and poverty. Leading merchants, bankers, and lawyers in Dublin and New York ostentatiously displayed their wealth by building pricey mansions in the best neighborhoods, while a middle class of clerks and small shopkeepers aspired to join their ranks. Each city also had a large Irish-born underclass—of day laborers and longshoremen, scullery maids and seamstresses—often just scraping by but striving to save enough money to improve their lives and no longer worry about how they would pay the rent or feed their families.


Those surface similarities, however, were far outweighed by the nations’ stark contrasts. The twenty-six United States in 1840 covered about 900,000 square miles (1.7 million square miles if one includes American territory that had not yet become states), but by the height of the Famine in 1847, it had grown to 2.9 million square miles. Ireland, in contrast, at 32,000 square miles, is only about the size of South Carolina or Maine. Yet Ireland was far more densely populated (at 262 people per square mile) than the United States or any of its individual states—five times more densely populated than New York State, three times more than Massachusetts, and two and a half times more than Rhode Island, the most crowded American state of that era. In fact, Ireland in 1841 had half the population of the twenty-six United States in just one-fortieth the space. The United States still had plenty of room to grow, while Ireland was bursting at the seams.


In the realm of politics, too, the status of the typical Irishman and American could not have been more different. While women in both countries were disenfranchised, all white men in the United States enjoyed the right to vote and all other political and civil privileges as well. In Ireland, however, the majority of men could not vote because they lacked the property that qualified them to do so. The disenfranchised Irish resented their lack of a political voice and their colonial status within the United Kingdom, whose leaders wielded ultimate control of their political destinies. Americans, in contrast, relished their freedom, independence, and political autonomy.



Ireland in the Era of the Great Famine
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The economies of the United States and Ireland were also a study in contrasts. In the early nineteenth century, the American economy was a dynamo. Opportunity abounded, especially in the west, and as a result median family income in the United States was the highest of any nation in the world. Ireland’s economy, however, was fairly stagnant other than in the northeast, which was undergoing an industrial revolution similar to that taking place in the northeastern United States. In most of Ireland, the contrast between well-to-do farmers and the rest of the rural population was shocking. A member of a surveying team sent northwest of Dublin in 1836 to County Meath, one of the wealthier farming districts in Ireland at the time, reported that “you see rich meadows and luxuriant fields of potatoes[,] wheat and oats in every direction and still the people are starving—‘starving’ they say ‘in the midst of plenty.’”


Ireland’s colonial status played a major role in hampering its economic growth. Absentee landlords, some of them English, owned a huge proportion of Irish real estate and were content to send their agents to collect rent payments from their tenants rather than make investments to improve their properties to stimulate economic activity. The rental income was often spent in Britain or elsewhere in Ireland, draining capital from the Irish countryside and further retarding growth. As a result, perhaps half the Irish population lived in abject poverty.


Tourists in Ireland, constantly accosted by beggars, were shocked at the widespread destitution. Johann Kohl, a German who had visited Bosnians and Serbs, Hungarians and Russians, Latvians and Lithuanians, and even American Indians, insisted that none of those groups was worse off than the Irish. “Greater physical privations are endured by the Irish, than by the people of any other country,” Kohl reported in 1844. “Look in whatever direction we may for a comparison, the Irishman stands alone, and his misery is without an equal.” A Frenchman named Gustave de Beaumont, visiting Ireland a few years earlier, used strikingly similar terms. “Misery, naked and famishing, that misery which is vagrant, idle, and mendicant, covers the entire country,” wrote de Beaumont. “[I]t shows itself everywhere, and at every hour of the day; it is the first thing you see when you land on the Irish coast, and from that moment it ceases not to be present to your view; sometimes under the aspect of the diseased displaying his sores, sometimes under the form of the pauper scarcely covered by his rags; it follows you everywhere, and besieges you incessantly; you hear its groans and cries in the distance; and if the voice does not excite profound pity, it importunes and terrifies you.”


The Irish poor did not view their situation all that differently. “We are worked harder and worse treated than the slaves in the colonies,” testified James McMahon in County Clare in remote southwest Ireland before a committee investigating “the destitute classes” in the mid-1830s. “I understand that they are taken care of by their masters when they are sick or old. When we are sick, we must die on the road, if the neighbours do not help us. When we are old, we must go out to beg, if the young ones cannot help us, and that will soon happen with us all; we are getting worse and worse every day.” White Americans, even those on the bottom rungs of the socioeconomic ladder, were typically full of optimism about the future, but Irishmen like McMahon dreaded what the years ahead might bring.
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A closer look at life in Ireland in the first half of the nineteenth century reveals why that pessimism was so pervasive. In the United States, especially in rural areas, landownership was fairly widespread, and most farms were owned by the men and women who cultivated them. In Ireland, however, half the country was owned by just 750 wealthy families—many of them viscounts, marquises, and nobility of other ranks who lived primarily in England. Other large landowners (some whose real estate portfolios placed them among those 750, others with slightly smaller holdings) were members of what might be called the Anglo-Irish aristocracy. These were Irishmen (usually Protestants) whose ancestors had been granted land by English monarchs in the seventeenth century as a reward for loyal service to the crown, often rendered in the conquest of Ireland itself. Some of these landlords lived in England too, but most remained in Ireland, sometimes living in big cities like Dublin, but in other cases inhabiting grand residences on their Irish estates. Even if members of the Anglo-Irish elite could not boast noble titles like Ireland’s biggest landowners, members of both groups could enjoy lives of leisure, supporting themselves in grand style solely on the rents they collected from those who leased plots on their vast, inherited estates.


The rung below these wealthy landowners in the rural Irish social hierarchy was occupied by “middlemen” and prosperous farmers (typically, those who owned roughly fifty or more acres of good land). Middlemen were residents of Ireland who supported themselves primarily by renting large tracts from the richest landowners and then subdividing and subleasing that property to farmers. Some of these middlemen collected the rent (usually due twice a year) themselves, while others were absentees and hired agents to do so. In some cases, middlemen held leases that ran for ninety-nine years, while others ran for two or three “lives” (those of the original leaseholder and perhaps two of his children). In such cases, middlemen could become fairly wealthy themselves, paying a relatively low rent to the landowner and then charging a much higher price to the farmers to whom they sublet acreage as the population boom in Ireland drove rental prices much higher during the first half of the nineteenth century. Farmers lucky enough to have acquired leases to relatively large tracts of property often functioned as de facto middlemen too, farming some of the land themselves while subletting portions of their holdings to less fortunate folk who, as the century progressed, had to bid higher and higher sums in order to secure enough farmland to feed their families. By the 1830s, middlemen and large farmers in Cork could sublet their land for two to as much as twelve times what they were paying for it.


One level lower on the farming hierarchy were middling farmers, who occupied from five to twenty or thirty acres of land that was arable or good for grazing. They could grow enough to feed their families, sell a portion of their crop to pay their rent, and (if they had more than five or six acres) use the proceeds from the sale of the rest of their harvests to set aside some savings. Like the larger farmers, they tended to own livestock or pigs as well. Sometimes farmers would sell their cows’ milk, while in other instances they would churn it to create firkins of Ireland’s famous butter to be consumed in urban areas or in England. These farmers also sold steers to cattle traders who shipped them live to Britain for slaughter. Middling farmers acted as middlemen of sorts too. They typically rented small pieces of their land to agricultural laborers, who paid them not in cash but by working several days per week for the farmer, the number of days varying depending on the amount of land being rented and whether or not the farmer supplied manure from his animals to fertilize the plot.


These agricultural laborers, along with “small farmers” (also known as “smallholders”) who tilled plots of less than five acres, comprised the bottom rungs of the rural Irish socioeconomic ladder. These were very crowded rungs. The large and middling farmers and their families made up only about 15 percent of 5.25 million men, women, and children who resided on farmland in pre-Famine Ireland. The remaining 85 percent were these smallholders and farm laborers.


In the United States, the distinction between a farmer and a farm laborer was clear—a farmer invariably worked land that he owned, while a farm laborer was a farmer’s hired hand who typically toiled in return for room, board, and a monthly wage. In Ireland, however, those lines blurred. A smallholder with a wife and four children who leased only four acres could not, after selling a portion of his crop to pay his rent, feed his family on the yield of his remaining acreage. He likely had to hire himself out as a laborer to a large farmer or a road construction crew as well, and due to the oversupply of such workers he would earn just pennies a day, though he could make two to three times the normal rate in harvest season. Sometimes he might find such employment in the surrounding countryside, but in other cases he might tramp ten, twenty, or one hundred miles away—or even to England—to secure such work, typically doing so in the period between the date in the spring when his potato crop was planted and the date in late summer when it was time to begin the harvest. The agricultural laborer, in turn, usually could not adequately feed his family with the potatoes he grew on the plot he got from the farmer for whom he agreed to labor, so he too would rent additional pieces of arable land from other farmers to grow more potatoes. Thus, both smallholders and agricultural laborers supported themselves through a combination of raising crops for their families to eat and laboring for others.


Men were not the only ones doing farmwork in these families. Women toiled in the fields at planting- and harvesttime. The Times of London reported that in the west of Ireland, it was common to see barefooted women carrying “sea weed and shell-sand… in hampers on their backs great distances” to fertilize their potato plots. Women also contributed to the family income of smallholders and laborers by taking charge of feeding or grazing the family pig or cow and also, particularly in the north, spinning flax into linen, though this textile work was disappearing in the 1840s as manufacturers came to prefer machine-made linen to homespun.
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This photo of women planting potatoes in northeast Ireland dates from the late nineteenth century rather than the Famine era, but it conveys a sense of the work involved.
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In the mid-1830s, when Parliament decided to investigate the living conditions of the poor in Ireland, commissioners convened hearings around the country and asked local leaders how smallholders and laborers lived. When the questioning turned to housing, the witnesses used one word more than any other to describe these homes: “wretched.” The laborers’ cabins are “of the most wretched description,” the investigators were told in Galway, Kildare, and Kilkenny. “Wretched beyond description” came the response in Meath. “Wretched beyond imagination” in Clare. “Most wretched” in Mayo and Longford. “Very poor and wretched” in County Sligo. “Indescribably wretched” in County Limerick, and “universally wretched” in County Cork. Only in the northeast and in the area around Dublin was this not the common refrain.


What made these cabins so terrible? They had just one room, mud and stone walls, and dirt floors that were always damp and often muddy. Many cabins had no windows at all; others had a tiny hole in the wall (perhaps one foot square) where a window might go, but there was rarely glass in that opening. The doorway, likewise, seldom contained a door. Cabins had no ceilings and “the thatch [of the roof] is in general very bad, and in heavy rain hardly ever keeps out the wet, which often pours through in twenty places; it is usually of straw, though often, in the most miserable, of sods, rushes, or potato stalks; and the rafters are bent, broken, and propped up in all directions.” Most cabins did at least have stone hearths with chimneys above them, but they often did a poor job venting the smoke from the laborers’ turf fires. As a result, smoke was commonly “seen rolling in volumes through the door.” Forty-four percent of rural Irish families lived in such “fourth-class” cabins in 1841, but that proportion grew to as high as 75 or even 85 percent in the poorest parts of western Ireland.


The contents of a poor Irishman’s home were no better than the cabin itself. “To speak of furniture is almost ridiculous,” reported a wealthy Catholic landowner of the situation in Meath, while observers elsewhere agreed that what the typical laborer called “furniture”—consisting of “a stool, a pot, a sort of table,” and nothing more—was “so wretched as not to deserve the name.” This situation created unpleasant living conditions by day, but truly miserable ones at night. “Comfortable bedding, it is a thing almost unknown in a labourer’s cabin,” testified a priest in west Cork. Few laborers and smallholders had beds at all. The family typically slept on straw or hay on the wet dirt floor, though most placed “a few sticks, by way of bedstead, to keep the straw from the ground,” usually “in the corner next [to] the fire.” Cabin dwellers wore to bed the clothing that had covered them during the day, because they didn’t have much else with which to cover themselves. “Blankets very scarce,” ran a typical report, and “bed-clothes” (what Americans today would call sheets), if they had any at all, were “wretched and squalid.” To cap it all off, the family pig slept in the same corner of the cabin as the rest of the family. “It is enough,” concluded that wealthy Meath landowner, “to sicken the heart.”


The diets of rural laborers and smallholders were just as inadequate as their housing and bedding. As the Irish poor were forced to feed themselves from crops grown on ever smaller plots, they came to rely more and more upon the potato as the centerpiece of their diet, because an acre of potatoes could feed one for many more days than an acre of oats, corn, wheat, or vegetables. And unlike those other foods, potatoes alone could sustain a person indefinitely. If an Irishman ate enough potatoes, he could get all the vitamin B and C he needed, as well as plenty of iron, potassium, and magnesium. Potatoes provided sufficient carbohydrates for a day working in the fields and, in adequate quantities, even enough calcium. With arable land at such a premium, millions of Irishmen, including a large majority of laborers and smallholders, had little to eat by the 1830s but potatoes. “Labourers never, and small farmers but very seldom, consume meat, eggs, or fish,” read a typical report. Exceptions were made for Christmas and Easter, when even the poorest family would try to buy a cheap cut of meat for the holiday meal. But otherwise, they ate potatoes for breakfast, potatoes for dinner (the midday meal), and potatoes for supper, day after day after day. “It is historically unique,” notes one expert, “that a single foodstuff, other than a storable grain, should dominate the diet of a people living in a temperate climate.” But the extraordinary poverty found in Ireland forced its inhabitants to extraordinary measures.


The potatoes the Irish ate were not the envy of gourmets—no fingerlings or Yukon golds. Many grew and ate “the very worst” Irish potato, a mealy, coarse variety known as the “lumper,” chosen for its high yield per acre. Nor could laborers or smallholders vary the way in which they cooked them—ovens were an unthinkable luxury, as was oil or animal fat for frying. If these country folk were lucky enough to have a cow, they boiled their potatoes in buttermilk, the slightly milky water left over after milk was churned into butter. If buttermilk was not available, they might cook the potatoes in sour milk given to them by the farmer for whom they worked. Otherwise, they would have to boil their potatoes in water, though in some places roasting them over a fire was more common. The only seasoning widely available to add flavor to the potatoes was salt.


While a poor Irishman’s diet might have been unimaginably monotonous, it was at least filling. When potatoes were plentiful, the typical laborer ate one stone (fourteen pounds) of potatoes per day. “It was agreed on all hands,” wrote a visitor examining the Irish dependence on the potato, “that a man could not subsist upon less than one stone of potatoes in the day.” Women and children ate less, but the average Irish family of six still needed thirty-five to forty pounds of potatoes per day—even more if the children were teenagers. But by midsummer, typical laborers and small farmers began to run out of potatoes. July and August were known in Ireland as the “hungry months” or the “waiting months” as the poor awaited the first potatoes of the new crop to be ready to consume. If they had money, they might buy corn or cabbage, or collect nettles or seaweed to supplement their dwindling potato supply, and the cook of the family would serve only two meals a day, and in dire situations only one. As a result, by the 1830s a large proportion of the rural Irish population experienced terrible hunger each and every summer.


Not everyone in the Irish countryside suffered this way. There was much more poverty in the west of Ireland than the east. In the northeast and southeast, Ireland’s “oatmeal zones,” even many of the poor would have eaten oatmeal for breakfast much of the year. And middling and large farmers, who lived in comfortable housing with multiple rooms and well-stocked kitchens, would have eaten eggs, milk, oatmeal, bread, butter, and meat or fish every day. But even these relatively well-off people, notes a historian of Irish foodways, ate “a diet with a strong potato profile.” As the population of the Irish countryside skyrocketed over the course of the early nineteenth century, the middling farmers were forced to pay ever higher rents to their landlords, cutting severely into their profit margins and pushing them to eat more potatoes to stay afloat. They had less to eat each July and August as well.


The rhythm of life in Ireland’s large towns and cities differed from that of the countryside, but even in urban areas poverty was widespread. The inhabitants of Irish towns, like their counterparts in the United States, ran the gamut from well-to-do doctors, lawyers, bankers, merchants, and small retailers to unskilled and underemployed day laborers. But the pay for the unskilled in Ireland was just a fraction of that in the United States, especially outside of planting- and harvesttime. In those periods of slack rural employment, laborers from the countryside might walk to urban areas and compete for such jobs with townsfolk. Artisans could do well if they had a specialty such as watchmaking or cabinetry that was in short supply, but those in other trades, such as carpentry, shoemaking, and tailoring, might not earn a whole lot more than rural laborers. These poor city dwellers were nearly as dependent on cheap potatoes to feed their families as were agricultural laborers and smallholders. Some rented land just outside of town to grow potatoes for their families; others had to use their meager incomes to buy them. It was harder than in the past for their wives to contribute to the family finances because textile industry jobs in Ireland were becoming scarce and the domestic service positions that were so abundant in America were much harder to find in Irish towns. Housing conditions for the urban poor could be just as bad as those in the countryside. In Dublin, landlords converted what had once been single-family homes into tenements housing four, six, or eight families in squalid conditions. In many smaller Irish cities, poor families lived in alleyways in windowless mud-walled huts with dirt floors similar to those in rural areas. The main difference was that dozens of these cabins might be crammed into a city block or two, meaning that their residents suffered all the housing problems that plagued rural residents plus the noise and unsanitary conditions that resulted from squeezing together so many homes that lacked toilet facilities of any kind. With so many town and country folk alike living in such terrible conditions, no wonder Ireland struck de Beaumont as “an entire nation of paupers.”


Given these conditions, it is hardly surprising that in the decades after the Napoleonic Wars concluded in 1815, tens of thousands of Irishmen and -women chose to emigrate, and their preferred destination was the United States. Already by this point, “America” had gained renown in Ireland as a land of unprecedented economic opportunity. “The young men of Ireland who wish to be free and happy should leave it and come here as soon as possible,” wrote one satisfied immigrant, for “there is no place in the world where a man meets so rich a reward for good conduct and industry as in America.” Irish immigration to the United States also increased in these years because Irish Catholics were more willing to move there once it was no longer a British colony. By going to war with and defeating their English oppressors, Americans took on an exalted status in the eyes of Irish Catholics. One who became a schoolteacher in New York City described his adopted home as “a land of peace and plenty” and “a happy asylum for the banished children of oppression.” This widower was paid so much better in New York than in northern Ireland, he boasted to his Irish parish priest, that he had saved “a handsome fortune for each of my children.”


Such letters inspired additional emigration. Remittances sent by those who had already moved to the United States enabled still more Irishmen and -women to depart for America, as each successive immigrant would save to fund the migration of several more. As a result, emigration from Ireland to the United States increased sixfold from the early 1820s to the early 1830s and threefold more from the early thirties to the early forties, when, according to official data, it reached an average of about thirty-three thousand per year. The true number was probably about a third higher. Many Irish emigrants bought the cheaper tickets to British North America (as Canada was then known), worked in New Brunswick, Quebec, or Ontario for a while to accumulate savings, and then used that cash to buy transportation to the United States. Those who settled in the United States after living in Canada, no matter where they originated, were rarely counted in the official immigration records of this period.
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For the millions of men and women remaining in Ireland and living in poverty, even a small reduction in their meager supply of food was bound to cause terrible hardship. So when a blight devastated the Irish potato crop in 1845, and continued to do so for several years thereafter, the result was a famine of historic proportions. The disease that destroyed so much of Ireland’s potato crop was caused by a fungus-like organism that infested the tiny “seed potatoes” that farmers planted to grow their crops. That organism probably originated in the Andes and may have traveled to the United States in the Peruvian guano that American farmers used to fertilize their potato crops. When Americans sold their seed potatoes to Europeans, the organism made the trip across the Atlantic with them. North Americans barely noticed the disease on their potato crops—it did not thrive in America’s hot, relatively dry summers. But Ireland’s cool, cloudy, damp climate was a perfect breeding ground for the infestation. Just before harvesttime in 1845, seemingly healthy potato plants suddenly began to wither and die across Ireland. The damage varied from place to place, ranging from about 30 percent crop loss in some counties, like Cork in the south, to about 50 percent in Clare in the west.


Given the utter dependence of so much of the Irish population on the potato, any decrease in the harvest was sure to be catastrophic. In response to the crisis, the British government purchased thousands of tons of American cornmeal, which it then resold to the needy in Ireland. In May 1846 alone, the government depot in the city of Cork dispensed three hundred tons of cornmeal per week and the depot in the city of Limerick sold five hundred tons per week, even though no one customer was allowed to buy more than seven pounds in any seven-day period. One pound of cornmeal was hardly an adequate substitute for fourteen pounds of potatoes, and getting even that one pound of cornmeal was difficult for those who lived far from the cities where it was sold. By the summer of 1846, therefore, remote County Tyrone in the north of Ireland was “in a great state of destitution,” according to a relief official there. Similar reports emanated from much of Ireland. Yet between the government assistance and help from better-off friends, family, and neighbors, most people managed to scrape by. Nonetheless, everyone anxiously awaited the end of the summer of 1846, when the next crop of potatoes would be ready for harvest and those teetering on the brink of starvation might finally have enough to eat.


Throughout that summer, the Irish potato crop appeared healthy and bountiful. Father Theobald Mathew, famous for his efforts to get the Irish to give up alcohol, rode across southeast Ireland from Cork to Dublin on July 27 and found, along the entire 150-mile route, fields of potatoes blooming “in all the luxuriance of an abundant harvest.” Right around August 1, however, farmers began reporting a sickening “stench” emanating from their potato fields. A day or two later, the leaves of the potato plants turned dry and gray. The stalks did so a day or two after that, sure signs that the “potato cholera” had returned. Traveling the same road back to Cork on August 3, Mathew now found “one wide waste of putrefying vegetation.” Farmers rushed to take the potatoes out of the ground, hoping they might not rot if separated from the diseased stalks and leaves. But the blight had already infected the tubers, and within a few days they too began to decay, quickly becoming “so putrefied and rotten” that even pigs refused to eat them.


Over the next two weeks of that late summer of 1846, the blight spread from one Irish valley and mountainside to the next until potato crops in nearly every corner of the country had been devastated. From the far north in County Donegal came reports of a “general and total failure of the potato crop”; it was wiped out in “every field and garden.” From the far south came similarly dire news. “The state of the potato crops is throughout my district now fearfully awful,” wrote a constable in County Kerry. Twenty miles away, a newspaper correspondent sent word that “the potato fields in this locality are a scene of desolation.” The news was the same wherever in Ireland one turned. “No man now living ever witnessed such a sight,” said one Kerry resident. “A nation’s food is lost.”


Further cornmeal sales could not alleviate a crisis of this magnitude. The government sold it at market price, but that rate skyrocketed with the failure of the potato crop. Besides, those most in need had no money left after the potato shortages from the 1845 harvest, so they could not buy cornmeal no matter the price. Not knowing where their next meal might come from, hundreds of thousands of Irish men, women, and children sought admission in the country’s workhouses, set up a decade earlier as a last resort for the indigent who could not support themselves or feed their families. The Edenderry workhouse in King’s County (now known as County Offaly) in central Ireland, built to hold 600 inmates, took in 1,800 “wretched souls.” In County Cork, the Fermoy and Kanturk workhouses, designed to house 800, each also eventually held 1,800, while the one farther west in Skibbereen, also built to hold 800, contained 2,800. For every starving individual that officials accommodated, they turned away many more.


Those who ran Ireland’s workhouses purposely underfed their “inmates” in order to discourage the poor from partaking of their services. As a result of this policy, and because so many of the new workhouse inmates were already sick or malnourished, thousands of those lucky enough to secure refuge in a workhouse nonetheless died there soon after arriving. A Catholic priest in County Leitrim in north central Ireland condemned the heartlessness of this policy, complaining that “the mortality in the poor house… was allowed to increase until the house literally emptied itself into the graveyard.” In the city of Cork, a priest visiting the workhouse was likewise shocked to find dozens at death’s door. “As rapidly as I could I gave Absolution and anointed these poor creatures before they died.”


Every workhouse had a sick ward, but these infirmaries did not have enough space for all the ill inmates, who were sometimes forced to share beds with men, women, and children who had not yet become sick. Fearing they would succumb to their bedmates’ diseases (many of which were spread by body lice or diarrhea), and coming to believe they might obtain more food begging or gleaning, thousands eventually chose to give up their coveted places in the workhouses. Others, having lost all hope, volunteered to leave because, as a relief official in Donegal observed, they preferred “to die in their own hovels rather than in the poor house.” Tens of thousands suffered tragic, needless deaths in Ireland’s workhouses during the Famine.


Knowing that the Irish workhouse system could not handle all those who needed help, and believing it was necessary to make the indigent work for their assistance, even in a time of crisis, the British government set up a massive public works program as the main strategy for averting famine. Beginning in October 1846, hundreds of thousands of starving Irishmen were hired to build or improve roads and carry out drainage projects to prevent flooding in the perpetually rainy nation. At its peak in March 1847, public works employed 714,000 Irishmen. Because each worker, on average, supported four or five family members, about half the Irish population was being sustained at that point by this public works program.


While the huge public works scheme, to that point one of the biggest ever instituted for unemployment relief, provided income that helped many families survive the crisis, the aid was too little and too late for hundreds of thousands more. In order to discourage the Irish from taking these temporary jobs if private-sector employment was available, the government set the pay well below the prevailing rate, which itself had fallen to rock-bottom levels because of the crisis. So with food prices skyrocketing due to the potato shortage, the eight pence a day typically paid to the public works employees would not buy enough food to keep them and their already famished wives and children alive. As a result, many of those employed by the public works got thinner, weaker, and sicker each week they held those jobs. In Leitrim, a father of seven ate just one meal every other day so that he could give more to his children.


As autumn turned to winter, the situation deteriorated, and continual undernourishment took its gruesome toll. “On one road, on which I have 300 men employed, the deaths are three each day,” reported an official in Kenmare in February 1847 about the neighboring parish of Tuosist, Cornelius Sullivan’s birthplace. The dependents whom these workers struggled to support were suffering too. In Leitrim, their children were “worn to skeletons, their features sharpened with hunger, and their limbs wasted almost to the bone.” They were dying as well but did so hidden in their cabins rather than out on the roads. Thousands of Irishmen, and thousands more of their family members, perished from malnutrition, diseases brought on by malnutrition, or starvation itself while employed at public works jobs meant to save their lives.


To make matters worse, the winter of 1846–47 was unusually cold and harsh. Snow was usually rare in Ireland, but not that winter. “The snow falling thick and the wind blowing strong at daylight,” reported one relief official in late November. Two weeks later, “snow… falling and now upwards of six inches deep and in many places much more.” Snow closed public works sites across much of Ireland at various points that winter, and government officials, following the letter of the law, did not pay their starving employees if they did not work. As a resident of Kerry’s Dingle Peninsula put it in a letter to a local paper, “with the price of provisions so high, the rate of wages so low, and the weather so bad… what are we to do?”


The situation was even more desperate for those unlucky souls who could not get a public works job, lost one they already had, or were too sick to take or keep one. Starving Irishmen had pawned or sold their coats and other decent clothing in order to buy food, and as a result they were not properly dressed to work outdoors during a particularly cold and snowy winter. “The poor people go literally half naked to their work,” reported a doctor in County Clare, “and sleep at night without changing their clothes, having no other night covering.” In some locales, those too ill to continue working were told they could stay home and receive half pay, but with their families already starving, few were willing to accept a pay cut, so these unfortunates actually worked themselves to death trying to earn a few extra pence for their families. As the winter wore on and the death toll mounted, some localities announced that their relief budgets were running out and that they would have to cut their workforces. At a jobsite in County Cavan in south Ulster, lots were drawn to decide which famished workers would lose their positions. “The wretched creatures on whom the lots fell raised a cry that still rings in my ears,” wrote their supervisor. “It was like a death sentence to them.”


By the middle of that winter of 1846–47, men, women, and children all over Ireland were dying each week by the thousands of hunger or hunger-related diseases. While Ulster in the northeast suffered the least, the situation there was still grim. “Famine, disease and premature death” were “prevailing in some degree everywhere,” reported a Belfast newspaper. “Accounts multiply of destitution and suffering and death in their most appalling forms.” The elderly and the infirm were said to be suffering the most. In County Armagh, for example, children were discovered “so emaciated as to be unable to either stand or move a limb.” A teenaged boy was found in a cabin there “without a single vestige of clothing, the eyes sunk, the mouth wide open, the flesh shrivelled up, the bones all visible, so small around the waist that I could span him with my hand.” A relief official in the far north of County Antrim called it “a famine unparalled [sic] in the annals of human suffering.”


The crisis was even worse in west Ulster, especially in southwest Donegal. The inhabitants there were so poor, even before the potato blight broke out, that according to a Derry newspaper report in 1844, “there is scarcely a parish in which there are not hundreds of families who are writhing in the agonies of famine.” In and around the fishing village of Killybegs (pop. 800), in particular, “the acme of misery has been reached.” After the blight struck for a second time, in 1846, the situation there became still worse. “At least 10,000 people have no provisions at all,” wrote a local land agent late in 1846 of the parishes around the seaport. “The potatoes are entirely gone.” By February 1847, a visitor to Killybegs found that “the destitution is frightful; two or three funerals pass by my window every morning, arising of course from want of food, which produces, first, diarrhoea, then prostration, low typhus fever, and death.” A few months later, wrote a local Catholic priest, the death toll was accelerating: “Every day adds new horrors to the scene around us—we are hourly sinking into a deeper abyss of misery.”


In central Ireland, the Famine was just as deadly as in the north. “Our town is becoming one entire Bazaar of Beggars,” stated a newspaper correspondent in Kells, County Meath. “Scores of famished women and children [are] prowling about from morning until night, from door to door shivering with cold—attacking every individual that may chance to come into the town on any business whatever, with wailings for relief to save them from perishing.” Farther west in County Leitrim, “fever is very prevalent and the poor are dying every day,” stated a minister. “The dead are buried by the dying.” In neighboring County Roscommon, “deaths by famine are so prevalent that whole families who retire at night are corpses in the morning.” By the time these Famine victims could be discovered, hungry dogs and rats had often gnawed their bodies, sometimes severing and dragging off whole limbs. Such was the scale of the catastrophe, wrote one observer in King’s County in central Ireland, “that even the crows have been reduced to skeletons.”


Bad as things were in the Irish midlands, they were even worse on the west coast. When the British government assessed the severity of the Famine in each part of Ireland to determine which districts needed extra funding for relief programs, every district that qualified for such aid lay in the western half of Ireland, and nearly all of them were on the Atlantic coast. In Mayo, the only county in which every parish was deemed “distressed,” an English visitor found countless dying Famine victims “moaning piteously” in their hovels, “pale and ghastly,” a “heart-rending spectacle.” In County Clare, the Famine was just as severe. In December 1846, a relief official reported to his superiors that “although a man not easily moved, I confess myself unmanned by the extent and intensity of suffering that I witnessed, more especially amongst the women and little children, crowds of whom were to be seen scattered over the turnip fields, like a flock of famishing crows, devouring the raw turnips, mothers half naked, shivering in the snow and sleet, uttering exclamations of despair, whilst their children were screaming with hunger.” Just south of there, in north Kerry, the situation was no better. “Hourly destitution is becoming—not more extensive, for that is impossible—but more tortuous, more fatal,” reported a newspaper in Tralee. “Hundreds are dying and the living are but crawling skeletons.”


An English Quaker who made deliveries of emergency food supplies up and down the west coast of Ireland in 1847 wrote that terrible as the suffering might be in the northwest counties, it got “worse as you travel south,” and that in far western County Cork “the very climax of misery finds its resting place.” The locale in southwest Cork that became internationally synonymous with Famine suffering was Skibbereen, a market town of about forty-seven hundred inhabitants forty-five miles southwest of the city of Cork. A sketch artist sent there by the Illustrated London News imagined that the initial horrific reports from the town had to be exaggerations, but witnessing the scene himself, he insisted that “neither pen nor pencil ever could portray the misery and horror.” An American visiting the poorest part of the town was repulsed by “the wretchedness of this little mud city.… In every hovel we entered, we found the dying or the dead.” All around him he saw signs of famine edema (what contemporaries called dropsy), in which the starving, with emaciated, skeletal limbs, had grossly swollen bellies due to the pooling of bodily fluids that would be evenly distributed in those who were healthy. About a quarter of the inhabitants of Skibbereen and many of the towns farther west died in just the first few months of 1847 alone. As a result of this calamitous death toll, in west Cork and all over Ireland, this year became known in Irish history as “Black ’47.”
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A Victorian sense of propriety and the inadequacy of woodcut illustration technology prevented the world from seeing realistic images of the Irish Famine’s victims. Compare the woodcut on the left of boys near Skibbereen by the sketch artist of the Illustrated London News, who admitted that “neither pen nor pencil ever could portray the misery and horror” of the Famine’s victims, to the photo on the right from a famine in another British colony, India, in 1877. These are the “walking skeletons” that aid workers described in their efforts to convey the horrors of the Irish Famine to the outside world.








The situation in Irish cities was somewhat better than in the countryside. In Dublin, the relatively small number of Famine deaths occurred primarily among famished people who had come to town from the surrounding countryside looking for work, charity, or a place in the city’s workhouses. In Belfast, where the linen industry was suffering a severe recession, destitution and suffering were more common but starvation was still rare. Cities in the south and west, however, faced greater challenges. An American ship captain who arrived in Cork in April 1847 with a cargo hold full of cornmeal toured the city and in one of its impoverished quarters saw “the valley of death and pestilence itself!” A Galway newspaper in February likewise detailed “the ghastly suffering of the poor destitutes of this city. On every side nothing but cries of destitution and starvation are heard. The poor are literally dropping on the public highways from hunger.” In these places, too, the most critically ill were often desperate residents of the countryside who had walked to these cities in a last-ditch attempt to fend off starvation.
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Why did the British government not do more to prevent the Famine that all observers knew was inevitable after the crop failure of 1846? The inadequate English response resulted in part from prejudice. Many in Great Britain believed that the Irish were habitually lazy and that too much Famine aid would make them even more indolent. A brush with starvation, however, might induce Catholic Ireland to adopt a Protestant work ethic. The English officials tasked with Famine relief were also excessively concerned that their efforts might harm “private enterprise.” As a result, they sold emergency food supplies rather than giving them away and set the price too high for many Famine victims to afford. Such overzealous (and selective) adherence to the tenets of laissez-faire economics enraged the Irish. “Can it be that our countrymen are indeed to be reduced to living skeletons, rather than that our statesmen should swerve from their stern principles of so-called political economy,” asked a newspaper in County Clare. “Surely it is disgraceful to a powerful empire like Great Britain to have recourse to such a mean, niggardly system of relief.”


Part of the problem was that many British leaders doubted that they ought to be helping the Irish at all. These Englishmen thought Ireland was overpopulated and that the Famine was how “an all-wise Providence” had decided to remedy the situation. Besides, wrote Charles Trevelyan, the British official in charge of Famine relief, “it forms no part of the functions of government to provide supplies of food” to the hungry. The Famine was part of God’s plan, he believed, and he hoped that “we may rightly perform our part and not turn into a curse what was intended for a blessing.” With that kind of attitude, no wonder Famine relief fell so miserably short. Many Irishmen were not surprised by the government’s inadequate response. Who could expect more from the English, wrote an Irish nationalist, given that England had spent the previous several centuries “robbing, ravishing, murdering, exterminating, exiling, torturing, starving, and brutalizing the Irish.”


Nonetheless, international indignation as the Famine death toll rose finally forced the British to do more. In February 1847, Parliament authorized the creation of government-financed soup kitchens to feed the hungry, and in the months that followed they began operation. By July, three million individuals were receiving daily rations of soup—in some locales in the south and west as much as 80 or 90 percent of the population was fed each day. Still, the obsessive fear that the Irish would become lazy if they received too much aid shaped even the soup kitchen program. Each quart, the daily allotment, contained just a half ounce of meat, one ounce each of barley and flour, and three ounces of onion. An American who sampled the soup insisted that it “would be refused by well bred pigs” in the United States. But the desperate Irish did not refuse it. People poured in from the surrounding countryside to the towns where the government located the soup kitchens. The relief station in little Castlegregory (pop. 500) on the Dingle Peninsula in Kerry, for example, distributed 498,000 quarts of soup in the six months after it opened. With the advent of the soup kitchen program, starvation in Ireland came to a halt. It was enough to keep the indigent alive, albeit just barely.


By this point, after two disastrous potato harvests and the government’s callous response, many Irishmen concluded that emigration was the best means of escaping the Famine. “In the memory of the oldest inhabitant in this part of the country,” reported the Meath Herald late in 1846, “the spirit of emigration was never known to have arrived at the height it is at present. Numbers who can muster sufficient funds are wending their way towards the shipping ports for America.” News that the populace was “flying to America” emanated from across Ireland. “Emigration from all parts of this country is now taking place to a most unprecedented extent,” announced the Clare Journal in March 1847, while in County Cork it was said that “any persons fortunate enough to have reserved a little means, are making preparations to emigrate by the spring ships.” Customs reports from the emigrants’ destinations substantiated these observations. The number of Irish emigrants arriving at American ports nearly doubled from 1845 to 1847, reaching 107,000 in the latter year. About the same number landed in Canada (a ticket there was cheaper than one to the United States in 1847), and perhaps twice as many (those who could not afford the fare to North America) migrated to England.


Most of those emigrating were not at death’s door. The steerage fare to the United States was £4 to £5 (equal to roughly $750 to $1,000 today), and most passengers also had to bring their own food onboard for the five-week journey. The famished thus could not afford to immigrate to America—they were spending any money they had on food to keep themselves alive. Instead, it was members of the lower-middle ranks—not the long-term poor—who were filling the steerage compartments of ships headed for the United States. The emigrants from Galway, according to a newspaper there, were “well-dressed, healthful, and, we may add, cheerful.” Most of the emigrants from Leitrim, too, “are comfortable farmers,” stated a paper there. Irish Americans recognized this trend as well. “The pith and marrow of Ireland, with money and value,” were the ones who had been coming to America over the past two years, noted the New York Irish-American in 1849. That the Irish who immigrated to America during the Famine were disproportionately middle class is also reflected in the fact that adult Irish immigrants in New York in the 1850s were three times more likely to be able to read and write than the adult population of Ireland.


Why would Irishmen who could dip into their savings to pay the rent due on their farmsteads and buy food for their families leave for America? Some did so from “dread of fever,” worrying they would catch the Famine-related diseases that had stricken their starving neighbors. But most emigrated because they worried that with successive years of potato blight and no apparent remedy on the horizon, they might eventually exhaust their savings and join the ranks of the starving. They left while they could still afford to do so. They did not want to suffer the fate of one minister’s starving parishioners in County Cork, who did not have the money for emigration to the New World and so instead undertook, as he put it, “emigration to the Next World.”


Those who decided to emigrate might indeed have joined their countrymen in the “Next World” had they stayed in Ireland—because the Famine did not end in 1847. There were not many reports of blight in the fall of that year, but so few Irishmen had had the means to buy seed potatoes or confidence that planting them was worth the investment that the potato harvest yielded only a tiny fraction (in some places as little as 10 percent) of pre-Famine levels. Yet seeing no blighted potatoes, the government closed most of its soup kitchens, and as a result, reports of starvation, which had all but ceased once the soup stations opened, began to appear once again. In the meantime, the British had instituted a new system under which Irish landowners would be taxed to support those who could not adequately feed themselves. But with so many of their tenants unable to pay their rents, many landlords did not pay the new tax, and as a result relief measures once again fell short. “Imagination can scarcely conceive the state of our poor,” wrote a priest in northwest Kerry in the spring of 1848. “They have neither employment, nor clothing nor food. At almost every step one meets on the roads the hideous spectacle of human beings in the agony of hunger, walking in a living death.”


With the potato disease apparently waning, farmers planted them in abundance in 1848, yet the mysterious blight again destroyed almost the entire crop in the south and west, as well as in several counties elsewhere, such as Cavan. News dispatches coming from the poorest parts of Ireland in the winter and spring of 1849 soon began to resemble those from Black ’47. “Human tongue and human pen are utterly inadequate to convey an idea of the horrors which abound,” insisted the Cork Examiner, while a minister in coastal Mayo reported that “the sandbanks around me are studded with bodies of the dead.”


The more isolated and impoverished the locale, the more likely its residents were to suffer grievously as the Famine entered its third and fourth years. One such place was Lansdowne’s estate in southwest Kerry, birthplace of Cornelius and Honora Sullivan. Already renowned for its poverty before the Famine, the property became especially notorious for its grisly death toll once the potato blight struck. “I was shocked in Skibbereen, Dunmanway, Bantry,” wrote a visitor to Kenmare in early 1849 who had just come from those infamously destitute west Cork towns, “but they were as nothing to what was now before me.… Bad as the Bantry paupers were they were ‘pampered rogues’ in comparison to these poor creatures.… Spectres from the grave could not present a more ghastly, unearthly appearance.… The very thought of them to this moment sickens me.” By the end of 1849, between a thousand and seventeen hundred of Lansdowne’s twelve thousand tenants had died during the Famine of starvation or related diseases. Thousands more were barely hanging on.


In Kerry and elsewhere, those with relatives in the United States wrote letters to their kin begging them to send passage money so they too could escape the Famine. Very few of these letters survive, but those that do convey the continuing hardships of the later Famine years. A Mrs. Nolan in County Kilkenny wrote to her son Pat in Rhode Island that she could no longer attend church because she had pawned her coat and petticoat in order to buy food. She had also pawned her bed, blankets, and her shoes. She and “little dickey” (either her son or an orphaned nephew) had been periodically homeless until they got the thirty shillings (about $7.50) Pat had sent by mail. But that money had all been spent and now “we are without a bit to eat and I wood Be Dead long go only for two Nebours that ofen gives me a Bit” of sustenance. Mrs. Nolan believed that Pat would be sending more assistance but for “Mary,” probably Pat’s wife. “Tell Mary that this is the poorest prospect of a winter that ever I had sence I began the world… without house Nor home… fire Nor candlelight… freind Nor fellow No[r] a Bit of food to eat.… So tell her thats my prosspects.” In case reason was not getting her point across, Mrs. Nolan tried guilt as well. “For god Sake,” she declared, “you promised to [send money to] take me and little dickey out” of Ireland.


What Mrs. Nolan had been promised was that Pat and Mary would engage in a favorite Irish practice now known as “chain migration.” Under this immigration strategy, a family that could afford only (or had received only) a single transatlantic fare would send to America the person thought to have the best chance to quickly land a job and save money. That person would economize obsessively and save every penny until they could afford to buy a ship ticket for a second family member. The first immigrant would help the second find work, and the two of them would then pool their savings until they could purchase a ship ticket for another kinsman. The process would be repeated until everyone in the family who wanted to emigrate had done so. Then, if the kinsmen were so inclined, they might finance the emigration of a niece, nephew, or cousin, and the whole process would begin again. In this manner, a remittance that was only large enough to finance one ticket might serve as a springboard to enable an entire family of six or more to eventually emigrate.


The Cain family from Ardstraw parish in County Tyrone was one of many that employed chain migration to finance its emigration. Jane left first, at age nineteen at the very beginning of the crop failures, and most likely worked in New York as a domestic. Not until 1850 had she saved enough to bring over brother John, a twenty-six-year-old bricklayer. A year later came another brother, seventeen-year-old James, a wheelwright, and then in 1853 sixteen-year-old Bernard, another bricklayer. Finally, in 1854, the siblings brought over their seventy-one-year-old father, Patrick. It did not usually take Irish families so many years and so many voyages to reunite in America, but stories like the Cains’ were not uncommon.


“Each American mail brings remittances to a large amount of persons in this neighborhood” intending to emigrate, reported the Leitrim Journal in commenting on the popularity of chain migration, which it called “sibling emigration.” “Never before… have so many left this neighborhood for the land of the Stars and Stripes.” Yet for those who were starving—who had been reduced to skin and bones and nothing more—the wait for the next remittance from across the sea seemed interminable. Their pleas are heartbreaking even 175 years later. “For God’s sake,” wrote Mary Rush from County Sligo, “take us out of poverty, and don’t let us die of the hunger.”







OEBPS/images/Art_P27.jpg
DONEGAL

Kil.lybegs

Bodoney
Lower Parish

LIMERICK

Castlegregory WATERFORD

Lansdowne
Estate






OEBPS/images/Art_P25.jpg





OEBPS/images/publisher-logo.png
LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY





OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pix.jpg
86th Street — Street
Ward Boundary

Blackwells
Island

5th Avenue

40th Street

Greenpoint

14th Street

u20qOoH

)
.
=
<
=

Emigrant Brm;klyn
Savings Bank Nav}‘*Yard

Brooklyn






OEBPS/images/Art_P8.jpg
CAPTAIN T. D. NORRIS.





OEBPS/images/Art_P5.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P17.jpg
(/ZE/ /zm%é /{/%afm 5//44@/ %/
O/MAD

//lLW o TR sl 3 Vi A





OEBPS/images/Art_P15.jpg
e 4@”/
Blukft.

/@ Wk

il
Q@/ ,
W/é/w//ﬁa ,
i





OEBPS/images/Art_P33.jpg
%

o S e e
; ! iy ; :
K, SEEDPUTATOES, BREAKING ELUDS WITH & PADE, - RLENSHESK, LU, ANTRIM, RW. I164. ~

22






OEBPS/images/9780316564823.jpg
GOUNTRY

The Great Potato Famine
and the Making of

IRISH
NEW YORK

H






OEBPS/images/Art_P47a.jpg
BOY AND GIRL AT CAHERA.





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
PLENTIFUL
GOUNTRY

The Great Potato Famine
and the Making of Irish New York

TYLER ANBINDER

(LI(E)

LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY

New York Boston London





OEBPS/images/Art_P47b.jpg





