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Mary Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell was my 
great-grandmother and the maternal grandmother of my 
mother, Laura Louise Moore Hendee.   When I was an 
infant, she held me on her lap, as shown in a photo I 
cherish.   Mother loved her very much, always speaking 
so fondly of her dear grandmother.  
 
 
Laura Louise and Mary  
              1930       

                 Mary in  1931 

          
According to documents, Mary was known as "Lou" by her husband, Robert Emmett Holwell, and as "Louisa" 
by her sister, Alice (pronounced Lou-eye'-za). 
      

Mary had lived on the 
Holwell family farm 
outside Adrian in 
Bates County, 
Missouri until after 
Robert died.  
Eventually, she came 
out to Colorado 
Springs to live near 
her daughter, Sallie 
Marie Holwell 
Moore, my great-aunt and step grandmother.  Her 
own mother, Mary Louisa Desdemona White 
Holwell Jenkins, also came out, dying in 1930.  

 
 
 
 
Laura Louise, Sallie, Percy, Mary 

holding her great-granddaughter, 
Cynthia  
     Colorado Springs     1944 
 
 
When Sallie and Percy Moore 
moved to Denver in 1945, 
following Mother’s marriage 
and move there in 1942, 
Mary went with them.                                
      Sallie, Mary, Laura Louise 



Mary was born in Warrensburg, Missouri and died at Lamb Hospital in Denver at 80 years, 9 months and 7 
days.  She was buried in Fairmount Cemetery in Denver.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                               from Find-A-Grave   memorial # 98800821 

 
It was with pleasure that I came across her lovely funeral program, the service being held at the Hofmann 
Mortuary in Denver on October 24, 1945.   
 
A string trio played “A Perfect Day,” and the vocal selections were “No Night There” and “Rock of Ages.”  
 
The pallbearers were:  Vern Schmoll,  K. W. Dumars, Joe L. Davis, Louis A. Garbarino, F. H. Jenkins and E. R. 
Holmes.  Joe Davis was the husband of a dear friend of the family in Colorado Springs, Maude Davis.  E. R. 
Holmes was Ed Holmes, who worked for Daddy (Frank Chester Hendee) in his CPA office in downtown 
Denver where Grandpa (Percy Lee Moore) later worked.  I do not know the others.  
 
The ceremony was by the Reverend 
Gerald Fitzgerald and the Reverend 
Seamans.  Here is a photo of the latter 
with his wife and Mary at the home of 
Sallie and Percy at 645 Clarkson in 
Denver.  
 
At the end is a poem, "Crossing the 
Bar," an “1889 poem by Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson that is traditionally the last 
poem in collections of his work. It is 
thought that Tennyson wrote it in 
elegy, as the poem has a tone of 
finality about it. The narrator uses an extended metaphor to compare death to crossing the ‘sandbar’ between the 
tide or river of life, with its outgoing ‘flood,’ and the ocean that lies beyond death, the ‘boundless deep,’ to 
which we return. The extended metaphor of ‘crossing the bar’ represents travelling serenely and securely from 
life through death.  It was put to music by Sir Charles Hubert Hastings Parry, who died in 1918."  
 
It is interesting to see the priorities of a family in such choices.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Here are two obituaries for Mary.  The first is from one of the Denver newspapers, which reads: 
 
"HOLWELL     The funeral of Mary L. Holwell, 645 
Clarkson, mother of Sallie Moore, Raymond V. 
Holwell (Sr.), Willard H. Holwell, grandmother of S.-
Sgt. Raymond V. Holwell Jr., Capt. Robert E. Holwell, 
Seaman Robert C. Holwell, and Mrs. Laura Louise 
Hendee, also survived by 6 great-grandchildren, will be 
held from Hofmanns Wednesday, 2:30 p.m. 
Fairmount."  
 
Raymond, Jr. and Robert E. were the sons of Raymond, Sr.; Robert (Bobby) C. Holwell was the adopted son of 
Willard and his first wife, Versa.  Here are pictures of Mary with some of those mentioned.  

 

 
        Mary with Willard at wedding of his 2nd wife 

   Raymond, Sr., Mary, Maxine  
        (Raymond's 2nd wife)        

           Mary with Raymond, Sr, Raymond, Jr. and Jimmy  
                                   by Raymond, Jr.'s 1st wife  
        a four-generation picture  

 

            Robert (Bobby) C. and wife, Pearlie, with Willard and Mary  
           
 
               

                Mary, Sallie, Ray, Jr., Laura Louise 



The second obituary is from Mary's hometown, printed by The Journal in Adrian, Bates County, Missouri, as it 
is identified in the article.   
 

It reads:  "Mrs. R. E. Holwell Dead     written for The Journal    Mary Louisa 
Holwell, daughter of Mary E. and James Holwell, was born near Warrensburg, Mo., 
January 15, 1865.  She was the last survivor of eleven children.  Mrs. Holwell was 
united in marriage to Robert E. Holwell at Clinton, Mo., Feb. 17, 1882.  To this 
union, several children were born, Raymond V. of Creighton, Mo., Mrs. P. L. 
Moore and Willard H. of Denver, Colorado.  Mary, Minnie N. Moore, James and 
Gertrude are deceased.  Her husband preceded her in death December 5, 1926.  
Besides three children, she is survived by four grandchildren, Mrs. F. C. Hendee of 
Denver Colorado, Sgt. Raymond Holwell of Los Angeles, California (now in the 
southwest Pacific), Capt. Robert Holwell of Detroit Michigan, and Seaman 1/c 
Bobby Holwell of San Francisco, California, who is now in the Philippines, and 
also six great-grandchildren.  Mrs. Holwell united with the church very early in life 
and remained an arduous and meaningful member all her life.  At the time of her 
passing, she was a member of the Westminster Presbyterian Church of Colorado 
Springs, where she has a multitude of loving and devoted friends.  Rarely is it given 
in life to know a person who so cherished and loved her church relationships and 
activities as did Mother Holwell.  Throughout her entire life, she surmounted all 
obstacles and handicaps to participate in Christian services.  Mrs. Holwell spent 
most of the active years of her life with her family in Bates County, where she was 
known and loved by many friends.   After the death of her husband, she moved to 
Colorado Springs to be near her children and care for her mother.  After the death of 
her mother in 1929 (actually 1930), she made her home with her daughter and son-
in-law, Mr. and Mrs. P. L. Moore.  About three months ago, she moved with Mr. 
and Mrs. Moore to Denver.  She had been in frail health for the past few years, but 
always sustained a vigorous fight for life to the very end, which came October 22, 
1945, at the Lamb Hospital in Denver.  Interment was made in the Fairmount 
Cemetery at Denver Colorado."  
 
Of Mary's children who preceded her in death, three (Mary, 
Gertrude and James) died at birth or in infancy.  Minnie 
Nadine died of tuberculosis in 1926, about 9 months prior to 

her father, Robert.  She was my birth grandmother.  Sallie, her sister, was my great-aunt 
and step grandmother who then married my grandfather, Percy Lee Moore.  
 
For anyone interested in Bates County history, here is the back of the obituary.  Of note 
is that the flower fund of the Altona Club had 51 cents and that one could obtain your 
driver's license at The Journal office.  
 
 

 

The cemetery is an open space among the ruins, covered 

in winter with violets and daisies. It might make one in 

love with death to think that one should be buried in so 

sweet a place.  

      Percy Bysshe Shelley  



Here are photos of people in this obituary not previously pictured.  I don’t have any photos of Mary's father, 
James Holwell.  Mary and Robert were first cousins, hence her double Holwell surname; their fathers (James 
and Patrick Holwell) were brothers, emigrating from Roscommon, Ireland in the mid-1850s.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                   Mary's mother                     Mary's husband, Robert Emmett Holwell  
Mary Louisa Desdemona White Holwell Jenkins  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                    Mary's daughter, Minnie Nadine Holwell Moore                              Mary's nephew, Robert Edward Holwell  

 
I end this account of the passing of my great-grandmother with a poem saved by 
Grandma, a newspaper clipping from the Adrian Journal.  From a date on the back 
(Saturday, November 19), it was from either 1898, 1927 (the year after the death of 
my mother's mother, Minnie), or 1949 (four years after the death of her own 
mother).   
 
It was printed in Good Housekeeping, Vol. 26, January 1898 - June 1898, a 
compilation of the monthly magazines of that timeframe.  Since it looks quite old, 
it could have been saved from a printing in the newspaper when it first came out in 
1898 when Grandma was about 7 and clipped by an adult to whom it meant 
something.  Whatever, it was meaningful to Grandma and surely commemorated 
her own mother, even if from an earlier date.    
 
It is transcribed on the next page.  



Since Mother Went Away 
 

This old home’s mighty lonesome now—it ain’t what one would call 
A home, just like it used to be, ‘fore Mother died last fall; 

Though knowing she is better off, somehow I ain’t content, 
For things about the old place here have changed so since she went.  

 
There’s nothin’ like it used to be about the dear old place, 
An’ life is lackin’ flavor of her old-time love an’ grace. 

For though I’ve lived here fifty years—just fifty to a day, 
It doesn’t seem like home no more, since Mother went away. 

 
I am the only one that’s left, now old and feeble grown, 

Left here in my declinin’ years to struggle on alone. 
The children all are scattered far abroad o’er land and sea 

An’ everything’s so changed about from what it used to be. 
 

The old house is so silent now, where none but me remain, 
The last unbroken link of what was once a perfect chain; 
There are none left to comfort me or give encouragement 

A long life’s solitary way since dear old Mother went. 
 

Yes, home is mighty lonesome now, deserted, sad an’ drear, 
Bereft of half a century of wifely love an’ cheer; 

The sweetness of the long ago, the brightness of the May 
To wintry gloom has been transferred –since Mother went away. 

 
                                                                      Sidney Warren Mase  

 
I am so glad I was held by Mary, my great-grandmother and that she was able to meet me! 
 
 


