
Celebrating and Remembering March, 2022, New London, Wisconsin 

By Ellen McLaughlin Harford 

Every March since the early 1980s, New London, Wisconsin changes its name to New Dublin.  

The small town, about forty miles southwest of Green Bay Packer Country, celebrates March 

17th in grand style. The community plans a St. Paddy’s Day parade along with a variety of 

activities to honor their Irish citizens, many of whom were early settlers in the Town of 

Lebanon, just outside of New London.   

In March 2022, the New London Historical Society hosted a St. Patrick’s Day event in the city’s 

historic village. The guest speaker for the event was my first cousin, Donna Gitter Haack. Donna 

spoke about the journey of our great-grandparents, Patrick and Mary (Cassin) McLaughlin to 

Lebanon, Wisconsin.  Patrick’s journey began in Co. Sligo, Ireland, while Mary was born near 

Quebec City, Canada. After their 1867 marriage in Valcartier, Canada, Patrick purchased farm 

land the following year in the Town of Lebanon. The family lived in a small log house on the 

property with their family of six children.  Today, Donna’s brother, Larry, great-grandson of 

Patrick and Mary, is steward of the land. Over the years, Patrick’s and Mary’s log house was 

repurposed to serve as storeroom, tool shed, and play house until Larry donated the structure 

to the New London Historical Society.  In 1996, volunteers reconstructed the cabin in New 

London’s Historic Village Park.  

After Donna’s presentation, a small group toured the log cabin. The group included five of 

Patrick’s great-grandchildren: Siblings Donna, Dan, and Larry who grew-up on the farm, Therese 

McLaughlin Riedel who grew-up on a nearby farm, and me, Ellen McLaughlin Harford. I watched 

Donna and her brothers, Dan and Larry, as they entered the cabin.  

Dan Gitter asked, “Was the staircase over in that corner? Remember it was a winding staircase 

that led to second floor bedrooms.”   

“Possibly, Donna responded.  And there was a bed upstairs that we used to jump on.”   

The structure lost its second floor during the reconstruction, but the main floor was smartly 

outfitted in trappings of by-gone years.   

“I brought Aunt Grace here years ago,” commented Dan. “She sat in that rocker and took in the 

view.”   

After exploring the interior of the log house, Larry said, “Come on, let’s go outside and see if we 

can find the spot where I carved my mark for posterity.” We were all curious about the carving 

Larry wanted to locate.  



In the spring of 1974, while Donna’s parents helped her move from a campus dorm, a bored 

little brother looked for a bit of mischief back on the farm. Larry surveyed the old log house, 

found the perfect log, and carved “Larry V. Gitter, May 11, 1974, Age 11.” His missive 

weathered the years.  

Before we left the log house, the cousins gathered for a photo. The Gitter siblings stood in the 

middle while Therese and I flanked the sides.  I looked over at Therese and smiled remembering 

an old family photo from around 1913. Our grandparents, Mary and Michael, stood in front of 

the log house with their first three children Alice, Gerald, and Baby John.  John was Therese’s 

dad.  History does live with us!  

Over the years, Donna and I have ruminated about our great-grandparents and shared family 

tree discoveries from our research. Pat Balkcom’s website, The Genealogy of the Families of 

Valcartier, added a depth of information to our basic facts.   

Patrick had six siblings who immigrated from Co. Sligo, Ireland to Valcartier, Quebec, Canada.  

Two of his siblings remained in Valcartier, a village near Quebec City, while others moved to 

farms near St. John, New Brunswick.  None of them journeyed to Wisconsin except Patrick.  

On occasion, I’ve wondered what prompted Patrick’s moved to Wisconsin. Patrick’s brother-in-

law, Michael Cassin and his wife Elizabeth Corrigan Cassin, ventured to the state prior to 

Patrick’s 1868 land purchase. According to data from Wisconsin’s 1860 census, the Michael 

Cassin family resided in Ozaukee County, in the southeastern part of the state.  Two of 

Elizabeth’s Corrigan brothers lived near-by.  

Michael Cassin and his family later relocated a hundred miles north to a farm in the Town of 

Lebanon close to Patrick and Mary’s farm.  Elizabeth and Michael Cassin are named as my 

grandfather’s sponsors on his 1879 baptismal record.  Perhaps, Michael T. McLaughlin was 

named for his uncle, Michael Cassin.  

Today, though, there are no traces left of the Cassin homestead in Lebanon.  Two of Michael 

McLaughlin’s grandchildren have foggy recollections of Grandpa’s newsy conversations about 

visits with his cousin Clare Cassin in Oshkosh, Wisconsin.  Other grandchildren have vague 

memories of long ago visits with Cassins in Wausau, Wisconsin. 

An Irish Proverb professes that we live within the shelter of others.  It’s understandable that 

after leaving their Canadian home for an unknown territory, the McLaughlins and Cassins would 

settle near each other.   

Lebanon, however, attracted a large number of Irish families—Egans, Kelleys, Murphys, and 

Flanagans to name a few.  “It is believed that the rolling hills, lowlands, and swamps” in this 



rural community, “reminded settlers of their home in Ireland.”  Lebanon also provided another 

reminder of parts of Ireland. The land was strewn with rocks.  Before they could plant crops, 

settlers had to clear the fields.   

In a 1971 New London Press article, my grandfather, Michael McLaughlin recalled his father, 

Patrick, explaining how stones were removed.  “Most of the small stones were picked up by 

hand and thrown on a stone boat, a flat wheel-less conveyance pulled by a horse.  Bigger stones 

were removed by a team of horses and a stone puller. Other stones were dynamited.”  The 

stones were used in foundations and stone fences on the land. In 1933, when a fire badly 

burned St. Patrick’s Church, Lebanon farmers donated stone for a beautiful, new country 

church. Sadly by the 1970s, most of the stone fences had been bulldozed to widen the country 

roads, but St. Patrick’s Church still stands strong and handsome among the corn fields.  

There are few clues to tell me how history actually played out for Patrick and Mary but I sense 

their life in Lebanon was an ordinary, good life.  According to Donna’s research, in 1902 Patrick 

and Mary deeded their land to their youngest son, Michael.  In 1905, Mary Cassin McLaughlin 

joined her brother Michael Cassin (1898) and his wife, Elizabeth (1902) at St. Patrick’s 

Cemetery—a short distance from her log house.   

In 1907, Michael McLaughlin married a local girl, Mary Flanagan. The two lived with Patrick in 

the log house, and continued to farm the land Patrick owned since 1868. Before his death, 

Patrick saw the birth of two of Michael and Mary’s children as well as the construction of a 

large two-story house on the property.  Michael wrote, “Father (Patrick) died 4:40 p.m. March 

12, 1912 and was buried March 15.” Patrick was buried next to his wife, Mary Cassin in a small, 

country cemetery thousands of miles from County Sligo but just a wee bit down the road from 

his American home.  

 Michael and Mary filled the new house with nine more children.  Donna’s Mom, Bernice, was 

number seven in birth order, and Daniel, my Dad, was number nine   

As Donna shared the journey of our great-grandparents, Patrick McLaughlin and Mary Cassin 

McLaughlin, many of those gathered with ties to Lebanon Township, nodded with 

understanding. They related to the story—it’s a common story-- the story in our bones that’s 

part of our identity and begs to be shared because it enriches the lives of future generations.   

The following pages include a brief visual chronicle of the family and land across 

the decades  

 



 

March, 2022, New London, Wisconsin, Historic Village Park 

Five of Patrick’s and Mary’s (Cassin) great-grandchildren gather in front of the McLaughlin’s log 

house. The five cousins are all grandchildren of Patrick’s youngest son, Michael. Michael and 

Mary (Flanagan) McLaughlin had eleven children. From left to right --Ellen McLaughlin Harford, 

daughter of Number Nine, Daniel McLaughlin, siblings Larry, Dan, and Donna, children of 

Number Seven, Bernice McLaughlin Gitter, and Therese McLaughlin Riedel, daughter of Number 

Three, John McLaughlin. Therese’s Dad is pictured in a 1913 snapshot in front of the log house 

with his parents and his two older siblings.  



 

Michael and Mary McLaughlin in front of the log house with their first three children: Alice, Gerald, and 

Baby John.  Patrick died in March of 1912 and John was born in October of that year.  Patrick lived to see 

construction on the new house.  The photo below with the family by the new house just a short distance 

from the cabin may have been taken on the same day.  

 

 



 

Donna’s Mom, Bernice McLaughlin, Circa WWII.  A service banner with four stars hangs in the window. 

Brothers John, Daniel, David, and Michael served in WWII.  

 

 

Grandma Mary is seated on the side porch with her six daughters and first granddaughter, Ellen. Circa 

1950 



 

 

This picture of Grandpa Mike by the log house is from 

an August, 1971, article in the New London Press. In 

the article, Mike talked about the stone fences of 

Lebanon. Mike was 92 when this picture was taken. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Patrick McLaughlin’s grandson,  
Michael McLaughlin’s son,  
and my dad, Dan, inspects the log 
cabin after it was moved.  
               Circa 1996 
  



Patrick’s great-

granddaughter, Ellen 

McLaughlin Harford 

and great-great 

granddaughters, 

Allison and Kathryn 

Harford visit the log 

house in the summer 

of 2000.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

             

St. Patrick’s of Lebanon. Stone from surrounding farms was used in the construction of the church.   


