OBITUARY _ ,
! My father, Thomas Anglim,was born in Clonmel, County
T;pperarg, Ireland in May 1865. There was discussion hetween him
and his Bister Nellle as to the accuracy of this date, but no con-
clusion was ever reached. The early history of my father in Ire-
land before he emigrated to thils Country is little known now, and
cqhsisted mostly of oft-told tales; heard at wakes and weddings,
or| when he mellowed in his cups. 0ld football matches; brushes with
thle Peelers ( the LAW to you ). Evictions, and various other mecasurc
taken by the Imglish to try to subdue the Irish. A long and bitter
'Ee, the memory of which is now rapidly being forgotten. He came

| this Country in early 1888. A man of little education, New York
copld offer him little in the way of employment, except the usual
jobs that were available to donkeys, as they were called. Micks

wg's another name that could start a fight in those days. Digging
ditches, carrying the "Hod", or longshore work were some of the ways
the Irish made a living in those days. My Pop was a longshoreman

f?r years after he and my mother were married in 1893, Ie had moved
' & bit and had gotten himself g jobas a packer with a dry goods
ncern, H.B. Claflin Co. when he first appears in my memory. That
1uld be back in 1902. A memory of the night.we moved into a tene-
nt at 163 Varick St. We had moved out offidther place to this one
cause 1t was cheaper. Up four flights of&stairs; three rooms;

ving room, or parlor as we airlily called it, with two windows
olking out to the street, Then a kiltchen with a window on an® air-
afte Then a bedroom - no window-. The kitchen had a hole in the

11 for the flue from your own stove. Also a sinlt with one tap,

1d naturallye. I remember the gas had not been turned on so we

und our way about wilth keresene lamps, Gloomy and strange. I cried
but Pop was wonderful, He comforted me. Our family then had only
three kids. Four more were born in that place, and I mean th§ were
rn in that airless little bedroom, not in a hospital. Pop always
icd to be cheerful, to look on the bright side, though, loolking
ck,it took some doing. Our expanding family with no increcasc in
come, made 1t rough on my mother, who had the job of managing

1s menagee. If, at times she lashed out at the unfairness of 1llfe,
who could blame here We stayed out of her way when she was in a
shing mood, Jobs were hard to get in those days, and just as hard
to| keep. Bosses were tyrants and had to be buttered up. They had

the power of life or death. A man losing his job in those days was
in real trouble. No unlons, no unemployment insurance, no minimun
wage, no nothing. McKinley was consldered a kindly man because one

ofl his campaign slogans was "The Full Dinner Pail'. Sure, feed the
h¢rses good; they'll work better., The Republicans were in full con-
t#pl of the country and building up their tremendous fortunes.,

Any kind of sickness was trouble, but a major siclmess was disaster.
I iremember my father having to go to the hospital a couple of

times, and then we found out what good neighbors were for. Our 9unts
d uncles did what they could, but most of the time they were in
tHe same trouble themselves. I remember our Jewish butcher, loe,

ran our meat bill up to $19. a tremendous sum in those days. Never
bﬁthered her and kept bringing the meat. Of course he got paid )
o§?, but in dribs and drabs.All the memories of those times are noc
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bitter, There were some nice times too. I remember a few Saturday
nights when the family exchequer could stand it, I was allowed to
a#bompany my rop to the saloon over on Hudson St, where they had
abetter grade of beer and a generous bartender who would squecze
aklittle more beer into the can. On the way to the saloon we would
sfpp off at a fish place and order an oyster fry, picking ip up

on the way baclte I have eaten In some pretty fancy places since
then and had some pretty fancy food, but NOTHING could taste any
better than that oyster fry. The {idh man would give ug some oyater
crackers and a pickle. The other kids were asleep. To be;allow?g
to go out with my father at night and participate in a treat lile
=w_+ 1g something I'11l never forget.
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Other nice memories of my father: He had a treémendous S
ﬁp rts. Baseball he knew not, but football snd other figigrggsrig
e |knew well, He used %o organize racing events among the k%ds on
thq;block;'once around the bloclk and even handmcapniﬂﬁ us aécording
to his estlmate'of our abllities. I won my share of tﬁese évents
h pleased him very much, It wag rough going on the cobblestones
| of our streets were paved with then. His main interecst was Foot-
| bal! - gaelic football - a game similar to soccer and which he played
| anazplayed.well for many years in his youth. He was a member of g
f championship team that played exhibitions in the olg Garden, He had
| & Season pass to o0ld Celtic Park out in ueens, a place devoted to
; }rl@h Football matches and other sports in the afternoon, and drink-
; ingjdancing and fighting in the evening. When I was a little oldep
abopnt eight or nine, he would take me over for the afternoon snortg,
' notiithe evening ones, if he could afford the extra fare. He was nice
be with. He knew most of the sports figures of that day. Tommy
Conneff, who held the World's Mile recopd for many years around the
of the Century. He once introduce \to Tom Kiely, a glant of a
who, Pop said was at that time "All Around " champ of TIreland.
r nice memories: The walks with rop after lass on Sunday morning,
1 Mom told him to take the older kids out of the house so that
could get the Sunday dinner ready. It was served around two or
ge in the afternoon and if times were good, 1t was a good one.
walks usually took us around the neighborhood, sometimes along
waterfront, pointing out places where he used to work, and tell-
us about the ships that were docked there., He once pointed out
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the||ship that brought him to this country, the Cunarder "Etrurta',
andjla rusty old hulk she was by that time. After dinner on Sunday
~aftgrnoon, he took his nap in the parlor; on the couch; called couch
in hhe daytimee. At night it was a bed, full of kids. The newspaper
oven his face meant Do Not Disturb. We wouldn't think of 1t. He had

a dgep respect and yearning for education, especially for his kilds.
He gncouraged us continuously, and he even offered to help with our

what the lack of education forced him to do for a living. His
gilon was Catholice. Unequivocally and simply, Catholic. He was
fe~long member of the Holy Name Sociebty, attended thelr meetings

xid
rel

ihom%’work, and he could,with the 3 R's., He often pointed out to his

a 1
andﬁwent to Communion with them on the appointed Sundays. He was im-

- per
- and

- put
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éthey,were good ones, even if they

rious to the winds that were even then blowing about New Thought
(New Ideas about God., I think his feeling about God and religion
canjfibest be summed up in this story he told many times. I know it
wel% and have probably told it a few times myself, but I am going to
11t on paper for the first time. It seems that the Catholic priest
1the Protestant minister of some 1little town in Ireland were en-
baining a vislting fireman, a Jewlsh Rabbi (this could be true?).
They were discussing theology with emphagis,no doubt,on the varlous
soints on which the three of them differed. Along came Fooley Smi?h
a2 local character who whistled as he wente. He was reputed to bg miss-
tng a few buttons, but had native shrewdness. The Protestant minister
proposed that they put the question to Fooley. The Priest warned the

! coley might come up with a good answer, but ?he min-
et ahon 211 pwhich one of us do you think is

igter went ahead. Tell me Fooley ' .
right2 Your Catholic priest, me,’a Protestant minister or thils J§w1sh
Y tched his head for a bit and said: Well, 1if

b fooley scra
3@232 %ﬁgg;tPcZieydown to earth, the good father here is r?ﬁht: Ir
hejdidn't come dovmn to earth, them this Jewish rabbi here 1s righte.
3ut, let him come or stay, you're wrong anywaye

IS In politics too, he was simplicity itself, Democratic
11 the way. He read the old New York Lvening World, a habit I formed
chen and continued till the papei ﬁ&&fwas goig to Scrigpigngowgig ;n
the ' Tw ut he forme is own opin s
‘e Twenties ( God Help Us )e B he formed his omm %ooley. an

tfit, The Ijuron Club., He was

el the local Democratic ou :
onged to lways atte gd the Annual Outing

et o e

cotthful in his voting dutles and a
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the Club. By excursion steamer up the East River to Co

Point, Tpe usual thing; three legged races, potato racescaiieggorts
offthat ilke Plenty to eat, music by a brass band, a ball or two

an oceans.of beers Pop got his full share of all these things aﬁd
ceme home in the late evening glowing and full of good cheer, Oc-
caglons of this kind wers the only times I ever say my Pop even ap-
proach a state of intoxication. He liked a drink and no doubt if he
had more free money he would have drank more than he dide But, he
ply could not afford it, and rather than cadge it or spend’money
that belonged to his family, he mostly did without. A pint of beer
wilh supper, which he shared with his wife and even any of the kids,
I {as a frequent recipient of his largesse. God knows it was little
engugh relaxation for a man who had put in an arduous day of grind-
ing labor at a stinking job in a dusty, dirty stinking place, and
faged the prospect of getting up in the morning and doing the same
thing all over agalne The tenement was crowded and belng on the top
floor was hot in the S8ummer and cold in the Winter. Maybe one of the
kils was sick during the night; he walked the floor uncomplainingly,
humming " 0 believe me if all these endearing young charms " until
the kid dropped off to sleepe. He was unfallingly gentle and com-
fortinge I copled that lullaby and used it on my kids. I wonder if
eilther of you remember it, My Pop was a man of great courage. Year
afffer year of dull stupid labor, with only the hope of a better 1life
forr his kids in the future to sustain him; no hope for a reprieve

v, except to Calvary Cemetery. No hope for more money, better Job,
nofhing. The Congressional Medal of Honor would be 1little enough
men such as hee And he was not alone. Thousands of Irishmen

e himself, Jews on the Iast Side, Germans in Yorkville, Itallans
om Little Italy, were doing the same thing. And now the Porto

can is M running into the same battle for a foothold; bias,dls-
imination, contempt, and even hatred are thrown at them. No man

c
who saw the things that happened to the Irish, or any descendant of
e who did, should particlpate 1ln any activity degigned to gﬁny
ritshel

rights to anybody. My father saw a slgn on Broadway -
nted - No Irish -. They cant put up signs like that eny more, but
ore are other ways to show discrimination, and it 1s a source of
'bp hurt to me when I see my beloved Irish practicing those waySe
| In 1910 my father moved his family to 117 Varick St.
e family now had seven kids and desperately needed more I'OOnls The
fw place didntt have more rooms but welwere ggo%igidatggwf;gzgs
3 n the new placee o
ence ot a four room fiav ® evegtually and eased the situ-

get the extra room, but it cam o :
bl B this time my older brother and I were
Lo o hgine 1 ks, He had gotten a job after

in d bringing in a few buc : .
'ggolgwggh the %belisk Laundry, run,iy of all th ings,by an %résh—
\n by the name of Mike Crowley, & real doll of ®m a man% %? hz 9in
5 got a job with the Edison Co. turning on the & stree{ bg uzated

(o ovening and turning them off again In the morninge. I% % cat
he laundry Jjob Uo me. In 1911 when I was fourteen 1 wen ou-t;1
Nt g full time Jjob - office boy, four bucks a veek —o % monOut
agter T got the job the boss came to me and after balling me

PoPd adggo

"
=

Sy

8

: i hose
omething I did or didn't do, sald: You're Fired. In €

§a§sstgey dign!t beat about Ehetbugg.aggeﬁhzgegiéiie%ogfuéogguold
were fired NOW, I went home in tea nat night rop, E000 04
POp, took charge. Ie tolq me he wouldlsgiins - ;nd Llar e et
He did, and I was an office boy for Cla . Db s
, 6. Mre Millar repeated those fate v ’
%Zu?§§e§i§gé?gxt$§§ ;tunned and went looking for Pop. He gnig hose
211 .about it and why I was fired. ( The grapevine wasi%?oGo o th
days. ) He just put his arm across my shoulder and ga : Go b
bhov: Itll take care of ite Ahd he did. That night when he g .
ot ‘ ¢laflins wasy

T i to work in the morninge

" home he just saids Go back 3 Pop used o
h vacations and M )

+00 bad for those timese. They gave 1o weelse A Tenksgiving

worle them and getb paid double for
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théy gave out turkeys to the married men. The size of the turkey
degended on the sige of the famlly. Larpe familles were not un-

uslal'in those days and there were larger families than ours, but

meet Pop and help him carry the turkey home. Pop used to carry
bird up and put it on the kitchen floor, and it was a sign of

on{|the kitchen table. Christmas was a happy time, but simple, We
hung our stockings over the coal stove in the ltitchen, and invar-

ly found a lump of coal, an orange, an applyg and a few pleces
candye We never had a tree, Even if we could have afforded to

one and decorate 1t, we had no room for one. We made much of
risit from Mrse. Madigan, a friend of the family, who always brought
an enormous striped peppermint cane. A couple of times when we

e very young, my Pcp let his optomistic good nature run wild by
organizing a trip to Coney. Island of a Sundaye. Plans wore laid long
injadvance. O'Connell the shoe store man, provided cnough empty shoe
b-ges, and Saturday Evenlng was spent in making sandwiches and other
preparations, Interspersed with prayers for a fine day Sunday. Came
the dawn, and after breakfast and Mass, we all traipsed down to

the Brooklyn Brldge. There must have been four or five of us kids
Including the youngest one which my father carried. Knowing what
hgppened in ouw family after that, my mother,no doubt, was carrying
anbther one, but we ltids didn't know thate In addition, one or

mdybe two of the neighbor kids came along. At Brooklyn Bridge e

faught our way on to the Smith St. Trolley, burdened down with our
lynch boxes and other paraphernalia. What a problem in logistics.
Afiter the usual discussion with the conductor about; "How old is
this one " or " How old 1s that onc ", we were on our way without

tde much damage to our slender resources. I can still remember the
ti:g of the salt alr as we appr&bhed our destination and the wild
scramble when the trolley reached Coney, for the water. Bath houses
w%-e no problem. The Klds just book ofl thelr shoes and their outer
garments and presto « Bathing Suits -« The younger kids just got
eir feet wet, and none of the rest of us could swim then. Pop

ept an eye on us and kept us herded within reach, by the use of
nils famous whistle - it could be heard for blocks, and we all knew
its blast-, In a short time we were ravenously hungry and the shoe
boxes were opened and the food was devoured without mercy. The

long afternoon passed with the kids getting themselves good and

red and good and sunburnede. Then the long trelk to the trolley
ation, fight our way on the trolley, the usual discusslon about
es, and the long weary ride to the Brooklyb Bridge. Then the long
ow walk to Varick St, Pop usually with a kid asleep on each arm

d the rest of us tagging along bone weary. It toolk a lot of gu?s
r Pop and Mom to organize a safari like that,‘But the fresh air

d the"wather'"were good for the kids, they sald. .

‘ : Tn the early teens our family had ceasezd expanding,

t and I were making a bit more money and even Pop Wgs.doing

wo were eatins higher on the hog. Woodrow Wilson was

C the Buropean Nations who had been

gome tilme, finally went to war.

. 3o
vwho carede Those guys over there were alwvays flghing each other,

‘ lghty wide : ! he Administra-
' tlentic Ocean was mighty wide.But, in'l9 6 E-
igntggoﬁ a long look at the size of our Piddling 1i3yle army, and
Eing the excuse of some trouble with a Mexlcan Panle by thghname
af Pancho Villa, mohililized our National Guard zn Tefis o?d re

i} ' Pat, who was 10 months olde

Mexi Border. My older brobther, rat, |
fiﬁ;czg and some of his wild young friends, under tge mgfﬁgigio&
of a wa;e of patriﬁism then sweeping the country, and, I

' tha as
> th Regiment popularly lmovm 1
D o Dot jOined”Lhzngliaizoff tg Philé —~ T mean Texas, 1in the
b

" The Dirty Dozen i pesldes cutting odr in-
ings it did for us, : 6
morning, 000 %, theiihgiie my other brother John and me MOT

come =2 1issle was;
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<~oom inthe boy's beds In April of 1917 we found ourselves involved in

IME the Great War, and when the National Guard was Federglized, Pat was
automatlically in. Mom immediately started the pressure on me to stay out
un?il I was drafted, - But # One evening I met Pop on Hudson Street and
sald to him: How aboub a beer, Pop ? He must have been surprised, but he dicm
not show 1t, One of his kids grown enough to buy Pop a beer; but, after

all, I was twenty, and had been buylng beers in other places for quite a
while, "Fine", he sald., So, we went into Dever's plgce, at Spring and Hud-
sone After a few, I sald:"Pop, I'M going to enlist, and I'm telling you
Tirst, so that you can straighteh it out with Mom,"Don't worry) he sald, I'LL
take care of Mom, and if I were your age I would do the same thing, In 1919
after I had returned from France he had me In the kitchen one day and point-
ing to two papers on the table sald: " Sign one of those papers, Boy. 'what
are they", said I. "Ehls 1s an applicgtion for the Police Dept, and that is
an applicabion for the Fire Deptes Now, I always had a feeling that entering
Civil Service was agurrender; a confession that you could not compete in

the race to the top, and I told that to Pop and said I thought I could do
better. "Boy'", he sald, "it's a good steady job with a fine pinsion". He
helped get my two brothers in, One in the Fire Dept., and the other in the
Police Depte. Nelther one of them ever got a dollar of the'pinsion", both
dying in the Job. Pop was farseeing and had great wisdom, but I am not

sorry I did not go into the JOBe . I didn't do any better outside, but I am
glad I made the effort. During the early Twentiles the family was going
through a period of rapid disintegration, My oldedt sister, Marge got mar-
1920 and went off to Brooklyn to live with her new husband, Bill

ried in
Fraser, a fireman. In early 1923 my brother Pat married Irene Becker. XX
on June 16th 1923 Bould Din and the beauteous Peg approached the Altar, and

after a short honeymoon, (shortened by short money) took up their abode in
Bay Ridges In the next two years my other gisters ahso got marrled and pro-
ceeded to Brooklyn as per schedule. That left the family with just three,
lMom, Pop and John, and everybody was sleeping more comfortably, anyway.

John showed no inclination to get married.In 1925 Pop reached 60 and while
he was still working as a packer for a dry goods firm, James A. Dunham, he
wag noticably slowlng downe He was still cheerful, though, and although he
wasn't much for vislting, he was a delight to have when he did come. £k
About 1929 Dunham laid him off and 1t looked like the end of Pop's working
career. By this time John was a Tirst grade policempn, pnd it looked like

he would be a permanent member of the family, so, the family bought a little
house out in Rosedale. Pop still tried to stay in the labor market, getting
1little jobs here . and there; temporary jobs, night watchman; you lmow the
kind that are offered to men of that agee But, his new and real interest

was the new house. He was the "oubslide man", in charge of the grounds, and
he had a "green thumb". He planted prodigiously and some of the things he
planted are still growing as far as I know. Two trees he planted in the front
were huge when I saw them lasts. He named them "Tommy and Maggie'. He kept
the place scrupulously clean and neat. The cellar was hils alone; he stoked
~the fire and brought out the asheg, and kept his crocks for making "Home
Brew"o,down theree. He made home brew incessantly and he made it well, and
was very generous with it. Wine he wouldntt bother with, but whiskey or
"Poteen" as he called it was another matter. Wine wggefor the Eyetalians or
such, but an Irishman should have a dollop or two o%lcrayﬁnur.l wont X say
it was a good product, He had all the proper materlals, and even had a
charged keg for aging the mess. Bubt, what the distilling iIndustry considered
proper aging and what Yop thought were miles, or sho uld I say years, aparte
A week or mgbe two, should take most of the fusel oil out of it, and any-
body who couldn't drink it then was a sissy anyhow. Offer Pop a drink and
ask him if he wanted a chgggr he'd say: Sure therds enough wather in it
now", Pop was happy herems,Thank God, he had a few years of it. Along
about the end of 1933 or eaﬁiy 3l he began to complain of pains in his

stomach, which he atributed to "ga8" .3 took home remedies for. Cancer is
s body clean, his

foul thing. My father was always clean and neat. Kept hi 2
ir combed ( he had hair ) and his moustache trlumed. IHe vas nice lOOnL%g
snd you could be proud to be seen with hime. I always was. Ve had'tg b 4 ta%;“
i o thehospital around May 13t and he was operated on in a few dayse.
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2 sn3 memorv: watching a nice guy being dOSbOVed.bY
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. foul thing. My father was always clean and neat. Kept his body clean, his
atir combed ( he had hair ) and his mousbtache tpimned. He was nice looking

T always was. We had o k take

and you could be proud to be seen with him.
him to thehospital around May lst and he was operated on in a few dayse In-

tostinal cancer. A sad memory: watching a nice guy being desboyed by a
filthy, insidious thing. ve all gathered; dild what we could, but it was

inevitable.
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on May [28th) 193], £1s i
. lay | ;) I Tive'daughters were born to a French-Canadi
iamilg'in:northern Ontarlo. The Dionne Quintuplets. The news g;fqgﬁin
?eadllnes with a crash, and stayed there for a long time as the fight
vO save their lives was broadcast all over the world., The Dionne quin-
tupletg agg st1ll headline news.

n the same day, May 28th 193l, Tommy Anglim died at Jamai 108D~
itals I was with him at the time, ;ﬁd he dzed as he had livgg?aégiegisp
and uncomplainingly. There were no headlines, nothing but a death notice
in the New York Journal. But, his large family and many friends gathered
from far apd near to pay their last respects at the old-fashioned walte
an.Irish ritual which was even then going out of style. Critics of the’
Irish, and the "STHRANGERS", ridiculed this custom, saying it was dis-
respectful of the dead and. even repeated some terrible lies that were to
about the things that went on at some of them. Ten thousand nuts to them.
There was no disrespect. shown., Death, tothe Irish, was just as much a
part of our physical life as birth.As birth was the bepginning of it, so
death wasgthe:end of it, and 1f a man was known to have a stfong pogsi-
bility of Ireaching Heaven in ‘the hereafter, there was no reason for any
immoderate or hypocritical mourning. Two days before the funeral ther
started to arrive. Uncle Tim,my mother's oldest brother with his wife
Bridget, was first. He was thesame age as my father, but the two of them
had a long-standing feud goinge. Only a few years before, I had to tear
the two of them apart. They were trying to kill each with their fists.
They were 65 at the time and wmmx the war was over something that hap-
pened in NINUXHWEN the Nineteenth Century. I don't Jnow what, and
cared less. Uncle Ned, my mothers second oldest brother; a quiet man,
sucking his pipe and grabbing a ball as they went by. Uncle Din, my
mothert!s younger brother, a Cop, and one of the wittiest men I ever Incw.
Aunt Marge, hils wife was with hime She was a doll, a former school teachc

who sang well and played the plano we#zl; was still in love with her hus-
band. Even she thought he wasg witty, and that's something. Uncle Tom
%' 5" and wide enough to take the jamb with himef

Xelly, a large man ¢
when he came through. the dooy He had a laugh that could blow dovn a wall,

and a sweet memory of him comes through from my kild days. Meeting hin
coming out of the 'place’ on the corner; greeting him with a hug; his
clothes smelled of.cigar smike; the blg hand in his pocket, and a nickle
for me. Unforgettable, My father's younger brother, Pat Anglim, a jovial
rian, full of fun. All the aunts and cousling available; old friends and
neighbors from Wew York; even some of the minor political wheels from
Battery Dan's District. There was lots of room. My brother and threc
sisters had.homes within. short walking distance for some of the older
relatives. The " 0ld Guard " ,would have none of this, however, lloybe
towards morning, we could "con" some of them into lying down ona couch
for a minute or two, and if they dogzed off, slip their shoes off. The
two neighborhood taverns did a land office business with the overflow,
nd managéd‘to accomodate all comers even after closing time. After One

4.M. when,the strollers and the lids; the older women and the sick and
rd " had gathered in the kitchen and on

cisabled had left, the " 01d. Gua .
the back porch. The "crayther'" was flowing a little faster‘now?-tge _
tongues were loosened and the. stories and "Lies" were flowing fasterxyig
2od help the poor misguidﬁd Vnarrngack” who dared to cross tonpues wi
thi o array of "Donkeys e ‘

e fpggégﬁg;third gay, Pop'ts gody wag taken to St. Clare's Chgrch, a
Zizh Mass, was sung; there was a long procession to Ca%vary Cemebgryi
and rop was buried in the family plot. May God rest his waliant Soul.
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L 'y Dpin lay 27th 1962,



