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DISCLAIMER 
This biography is a rough draft and a work-in-progress. 

The research has not been completed, so there may be errors and omissions. 
Please return to Tuscania1918.org in the future to see if a revised and 

finalized version is available. 
 

Abbreviations: 
b = born 
d = died 

F: = Find A Grave (www.findagrave.org) 
NOK = next-of-kin 

 
 

 
 
 

TUSCANIA 
 

Smith, Donald Abram 
1889 MI – 1937 IL 
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Donald Abram Smith - University of Michigan yearbook 1916, senior in engineering - 
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/468974213:1265 
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Donald Abram Smith – “Detroit Free Press” 9 Feb 1918 p 1 – as choirboy, photo taken about 1912 
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Emergency passport application 30 Jun 1919 at the US Embassy in London, England -  

https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-
content/view/2056737:1174?tid=117840868&pid=402273300111&queryId=19585d4889494fe818c

55965d6dc059a&_phsrc=hFB57144&_phstart=successSource 
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US passport application 10 Nov 1919 - https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-
content/view/539189:1174?tid=117840868&pid=402273300111&queryId=19585d4889494fe818c5
5965d6dc059a&_phsrc=hFB57143&_phstart=successSource 
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US passport application – 28/29 Oct 1920 - 
https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/1174/images/USM1490_1398-
0612?pId=600385453 
 
 

 
University of Michigan list of graduates 1920 - https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-
content/view/1347865:2207 

https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/1174/images/USM1490_1398-0612?pId=600385453
https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/1174/images/USM1490_1398-0612?pId=600385453
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https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/2375/images/40110_285453-
02092?pId=2001569 
 

https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/2375/images/40110_285453-02092?pId=2001569
https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/2375/images/40110_285453-02092?pId=2001569
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Obituary of Donald Abram Smith – “Port Huron (MI) Times-Herald” Thursday 21 Oct 1937 p 22 
 
 

 
https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/3:1:3Q9M-C3MW-CW8L-
V?mode=g&cc=2968245&personaUrl=%2Fark%3A%2F61903%2F1%3A1%3AW7LC-696Z 
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA 
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA  
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA 
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From “San Antonio (TX) Light” Sunday 24 Mar 1918 – courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA – 
not on Newspapers.com as of 10 Dec 2022 
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Apparently Donald Abram Smith from MI – a captain when he was discharged– “Los Angeles 

Evening Express” Tuesday 19 Feb 1918 p 10 - 
https://www.newspapers.com/image/legacy/608251653/?terms=richter%20tuscania&match=1 

 

https://www.newspapers.com/image/legacy/608251653/?terms=richter%20tuscania&match=1
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA 
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA 
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Courtesy of Steven Schwartz of Renton WA 

 
 

 
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/2666264:2542 
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Lt. DONALD A. SMITH 

Headquarters American Army in Ireland 
Victoria Barracks, Belfast, Ireland 

February 1918 
   
I am at the Officer’s Mess of the Thirteenth Irish Rifles. My work is 
clearing up now so that I hope to get a chance to write. 
  
Everybody is so kind to me here; it seems, as if I had been handed 
the keys to Belfast. There are several American women here whom 
have done wonders for our men. 
  
You probably guessed that I was on the Tuscania. As soon as I 
landed I cabled “safe.” It was rather fierce. Just twelve hours or so 
from Liverpool; we thought we were there. It was a great 
experience; one I would not care for again, but still experience. I 
learned many things. Torpedoed at 5:50, pitch dark, strong South 
wind xxxxxxx in Irish sea. I was looking at an Atlas at the time. Had 
just found our position. It was a xxxxxx of an explosion, right under 
where I was sitting. The 15,000-ton ship lifted and shook and the 
lights went out. My lifebelt, which I had carried to meals and to bed 
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and to everyplace, was at that moment below, so I had to go down 
to my cabin and get overcoat and life preserver. 
  
Confusion, of course, but no panic; the men were heroes. They 
stood at their stations and all they wanted were orders. Our 
bulkheads held and we stayed up three hours. But every minute of 
the hour and a half, I was aboard, I looked for her to take a plunge. 
  
We lost our men through faulty lowering of boats. The ship’s crew 
was supposed to do it, an officer and six men at each davit, but 
they showed up in, but one or two cases. Our men lowered the 
boats, and not knowing how, they were dropped any old way, 
invariably filled with water, often smashed, and to get one boat 
away the falls often were so fouled that they had to be cut, 
consequently putting the three boats yet to be lowered from that 
davit out of business. 
  
I saw one boat dropped onto a full boat in the water, square on. 
Another held at one end, and dropped at the other, the men in it 
rolled out, and the boat later took a dive among them. That was the 
way we lost our men; more were crushed than drowned. I watched 
all the boats get away and one destroyer loaded to capacity, and at 
7:15 when the Tuscania had been afloat fifteen minutes longer that 
her sistership, sunk last year in the Mediterranean stayed up when 
hit. I saw an empty boat, or rather a life raft, smashed in at both 
ends and full of water, but on account of her life-raft characteristics 
(air tight tanks); safe or sure to float at least. I was afraid that the 
Tuscania would go down, and in going down, drag us all. Three-
quarters were off and it was every man for himself. 
  
I had no troops to look after, and I thought I’d chance the water, so 
went down a rope and swam to this empty boat with two privates. 
It was some swim, and a damp spot to land. We floated, drifting 
with the ship, saw the second destroyer come up and get the rest, 
saw the Tuscania take fire and sink at 9:00 PM, leaving a film of 
burning oil on the surface for a time, a weird sight. 
  
At 12:00 Midnight by my watch, which kept going in spite of its 
bath, an armed trawler picked us up, just as we were expecting to 
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be thrown on the rocks of Islay. I found matches and struck a light 
in the boat just in time. 
  
Five hours on a raft, wet and shaking like I don’t know what! It was 
sure cold and disagreeable, to put it mildly. The trawler landed us at 
Larne, Ireland, at 8:00 AM, next morning, in a fairly run-down 
condition. 
  
I helped Captain Rochey, from the Liverpool office, to get the rolls 
of the men saved, and thereby worked myself into being left in 
Ireland, in charge of all the men unable to be sent at once to 
England. About 150 sick, here in Larne, Londonderry, Dublin, and 
Ballymena. I Had four medical officers left with me. I opened up 
“Headquarters American Army in Ireland” and your nephew is boss. 
Funny, isn’t it? 
  
1st Lt. Donald Abram Smith 
Commanding Officer 
Ireland Headquarters Post  

 

The American Legion publication, January 30, 1925 – Page 7 

Seven Years Ago: The Tuscania 

By Donald A. Smith 

There wasn’t anything very romantic about the embarkation at 
Hoboken on January 25, 1918, of some two thousand, two hundred 
American soldiers on the Anchor liner Tuscania. We got aboard, 
nearly all strangers to each other, and we sailed sometime after 
noon. We reached Halifax and imagined we might get frozen in. 
Then we found ourselves at sea in the middle of a convoy (a system 
newly inaugurated by the British) of nine beautiful ships. Leading 
the formation and seemingly defying everything less than the 
German High Seas Fleet was a British cruiser. 
  
It was a routine voyage,  full of gossip and the usual wonderings as 
to whither bound, with the bar closed to us but leaking at times, 
with a make-believe boat drill, with the company clerks typing 
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directories, with the landlubbers of the 20th Engineers getting 
seasick, with the old ivories working surreptitiously down below into 
the small hours of the morning – in fact, it was the same old 
crossing a couple of million of us experienced, but only up to a 
certain point. 
  
Seven destroyers met us on the morning of February 5th. They 
ranged themselves around us and we hoped they were American 
because it was rumored that we had a flotilla at Queenstown, but 
we were nearing the opposite end of Ireland (though we didn’t know 
it), and the fact became established that the destroyers were 
British. Before dark we could see Ireland on the right and Scotland 
on the left. The sole topic of conversation was whether we were 
headed for Liverpool or Glasgow – but at least we were safe. 
Lifebelts which had been ten-day companions were quietly 
forgotten. We might see a little war after all. 
  
I went on deck at about half past five and stood forward looking 
through a pitch black night at a light flashing three or four miles 
ahead. A figure appeared beside me.  “I wonder what that light is?” 
I said. “Rathlin Island,” replied the figure. “Subs are bad just here, 
as they lie on the sandy bottom during the day and come to the 
surface when they hear us coming along.” The speaker was a 
second officer, about to go on watch. 
  
I had never heard of Rathlin Island, so I went into the smoking 
room, where there was a big atlas and succeeded in finding the spot 
– a little dot in the middle of where the Atlantic Ocean keeps the 
Scotch and Irish apart. Just about there a ship had to decide 
whether she would head for Liverpool or Glasgow. The latest dope 
had it we would be in Liverpool at seven o’clock next morning. This 
talk of a Boche-infested sea must be all bosh. 
  
What’s the use of trying to describe what happened then? “There 
was a loud report” would be perfectly good English, but it wouldn’t 
convey any description of the sound. The ship seemed to lift and 
shake; the lights went out; men pushed by in the dark hunting for 
their discarded life preserver and overcoats – something must have 
happened, but no one was sure what it was. I daresay some of the 
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survivors still think we struck a mine. 
  
I went with the crowd in the dark two or three decks below and 
found my overcoat and lifebelt. Those men who had been carrying 
pocket searchlights deserve their reward for that night. When one is 
down below on a sinking ship the question of whether it were best 
to save the new thirty-five dollar boots, a tooth-brush, or the socks 
Aunt Maud had just knitted for you does not arise. I did a little 
hurrying, forgot all the things I had made sure I would take in such 
an eventuality, and made the deck to find the complement of my 
boat drawn up where they were supposed to be. Mind you, I hadn’t 
any position of command or particular responsibility in it and so 
didn’t have to hurry. 
  
There wasn’t much doubt that something had happened, for they 
were sending rockets up from the bridge every few seconds.  It was 
ten minutes before any lights went on. The second engineer, who 
was on duty at the time, happened to be picked up by the same 
trawler as myself, and he told me that the explosion (which 
occurred on the starboard side in the stokehold amidships) knocked 
him off his feet as he stood at the controls. He made for the ladder 
but was up to his waist in water before reaching it, and on reaching 
the deck he helped to start the emergency dynamo, a gas engine on 
deck aft. 
  
With what I am going to say next, two things must be remembered. 
First, the best men of the British mercantile marines were all by that 
time in the Navy; the crews were anything that could be picked up 
in Liverpool and Glasgow. Second, our men were woodsmen rather 
than sailors; the biggest unit on board was a battalion of the 20th 
Engineers. There is no need to dwell on the launching of the boats. 
A report of mine covering this is reposing somewhere in the 
archives of the War Department. Each pair of davits was supposed 
to launch four boats – the average was possibly one each. In front 
of me as I stood at my station I saw a boat dropped from the top 
deck onto a loaded one in the water. I saw a loaded one held at one 
end and dropped at the other while soldiers tumbled out like 
ninepins. 
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I was to go in the second boat, and the men just stood there in line 
waiting until it became evident that there weren’t going to be any 
more boats from that particular pair of davits. A fireman wanted to 
get into the first boat that came down from the hurricane deck. He 
assured me he was down for it, but his station was up above and I 
told him I would shoot him if he tried. I didn’t own a gun, but he 
disappeared quickly and I daresay, succeeded somewhere else. 
  
A well-known American writer for whom I have great admiration 
wrote afterward in a popular weekly of the men singing “Where do 
we go from here, boys?” He was on the S.S. Baltic, which had led us 
across the Atlantic only a hundred yards or so ahead. I sometimes 
doubt if, after his interrupted poker game, he really heard that 
song, because our comrade ships, our cruiser, and our destroyer 
convoy disappeared into the night. These were their orders. Our 
boys did sing; they sang some camp songs; they sang “Nearer, My 
God to Thee,” and they stood in their places and waited while the 
Tuscania listed farther and farther to starboard and sank farther and 
farther by the bow. They did this because they were unable to help 
with recalcitrant boats, and they realized that they could best help 
by standing fast. But when they sank, the Baltic must have been 
some fifteen miles away. 
  
There isn’t much fun on a sinking ship. Why the Tuscania should 
have remained afloat so long I do not know. I had been told that 
her sister ship, the Transylvania, went down in the Mediterranean 
forty minutes after being torpedoed. Forty minutes went by. Fifteen 
hundred men were still aboard not to mention two stewardesses. I 
went up on the hurricane deck and remember only one pair of 
davits, from which any hop remained of a boat being launched. It 
was getting time for her to take the plunge. 
  
All the while we had been wondering what had become of our 
destroyer escort. Suddenly a light appeared and circled around us, 
finally becoming distinguishable as a destroyer, which came to rest 
bow to bow on the port side. Discipline relaxed a little, although not 
too much. A thousand men got aboard that destroyer – she couldn’t 
take any more. It didn’t seem right fighting for a place and we 
didn’t know that the Tuscania would be afloat even if a second 
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destroyer were going to come up half an hour later and take off the 
rest. In fact we were expecting every second that the ship would 
take a plunge. So when a life raft, smashed up and full of water 
(because it had been literally thrown from the top deck), came 
within view, I asked two of the engineers standing near me if they 
could swim. We three went down a rope, hoping to get the raft 
alongside and a few men aboard. It was only a thirty or forty yard 
swim and we didn’t get anybody else on to our raft. But we saw 
those who had stayed onboard rescued and we saw the Tuscania 
sink at nine o’clock in a sea of burning oil. 
  
We were picked up by a trawler just at twelve o’clock midnight, only 
a few minutes before we would have been washed on the Mull of 
Oa, and after we had seen the cliffs looming above us and necessity 
had taught us how to light flares – but that is another story. 
  
A couple of thousand of us wanted that submarine sunk. Sorry, but 
she wasn’t. She was surrendered after the Armistice at Harwich and 
was broken up in England for scrap. 
  
The above clipping is reproduced from the London Times of 29 
December 1924. 
  
Mr. Smith, the author of the accompanying article, is adjutant of the 
London Post of the American Legion. He was onboard the Tuscania 
when she was torpedoed – the only troopship on which American 
lives were lost on the eastward passage during the war – and after 
the disaster, he was for six weeks in charge of those survivors who 
were landed in Ireland.  

 

Edward T. Lauer Collection 

Submitted by Tim Epps of Port Charlotte, Islay (2005) 

A LETTER TO MR. SMITH 

To: Mr. Donald A. Smith, Adjutant 
London Post, American Legion 
London, England 
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February 9th, 1925 

Dear Mr. Smith: 

I wish to express my appreciation of your article entitled: "SEVEN 
YEARS AGO: THE TUSCANIA" in the January 30th edition of the 
American Legion Weekly. Quite a number of us who were survivors 
of that ill-fated voyage were rather irritated over the article by 
Irving S. Cobb in the Saturday Evening Post a short time later, and 
to which you make reference. I am glad to see that you have at last 
given out the truth of the matter. 

This writer was a member of the 100th Aero Squadron at that time. 
We had given up our quarters to form a hospital section for the men 
suffering from the mumps and were ourselves quartered on the 
bottom deck at the time we were hit. I was out in the middle of the 
hatch on this bottom deck rolling up my blanket roll preparatory to 
landing the next morning. I certainly agree with you that the non-
coms who had electric flashlights were a wonderful help to us in 
finding those narrow stairways in the dark. 

I finally got to the boat station and into a life boat, which as you 
say, up-ended, spilling nearly everyone out. I fortunately grabbed a 
seat and stayed with it. Then, when we hadn't much more than 
reached the water, a loaded boat smashed down upon us. I don't 
know how it missed me. It tore part of one side off our boat. 
Anyway, I stayed with it, along with perhaps a dozen others, as I 
had failed to locate my life preserver in the darkness. We drifted 
away with one oar between us, and some two hours later we 
fortunately drifted into, and were rescued by the destroyer, "H.M.S. 
GRASSHOPPER" which landed us next morning at Londonderry. 

Would be very glad to hear from you some time. I know a Post 
Adjutant may have some spare time for personal correspondence. 
At any rate accept my best regards. 

Very sincerely yours, 

Warren K. McCarty 
805 N. Van Ness Avenue 
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Santa Ana, California 
Santa Ana Post #131 
American Legion 

https://freepages.rootsweb.com/~carmita/history/Regiment/news/OCR.html 
 
 

Newspapers: 
 

 
More likely he was in a lifeboat or life raft, not in the water – “Chicago Tribune” Friday 8 Feb 1918 p 

2 – this story appeared in newspapers across the country 
 
  
 

https://freepages.rootsweb.com/~carmita/history/Regiment/news/OCR.html
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[list continues] 

“Detroit Free Press” Saturday 9 Feb 1918 p 3 
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“L’Anse (MI) Sentinel” Saturday 16 Feb 1918 p 1 
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[list continues] 

“Newport News (VA) Daily Press” Saturday 18 May 1935 p 8 
 

 
“Columbus (GA) Ledger” Sunday 9 May 1935 p 3 
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“Port Huron (MI) Times-Herald” Wednesday 20 Oct 1937 p 12 

 
 
 
 
 

Wife Edna Millicent MacIntosh 
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https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/1:1:XLPX-97J 

 
 
 

https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/1:1:XLPX-97J
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https://www.familysearch.org/tree/person/sources/96Z7-M8Q 

 

https://www.familysearch.org/tree/person/sources/96Z7-M8Q
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Marriage in England 1925 - https://www.familysearch.org/tree/person/sources/96Z7-M8Q  

 

 
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui- 

https://www.familysearch.org/tree/person/sources/96Z7-M8Q
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-
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Border crossing 24 Aug 1932 from Canada to Detroit MI – form says her nationality Canada – her 

father resided in Canada - 
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content/view/572848:1070?tid=&pid=&queryId=2ba599e72a35a3dbbeafc62cb185b92a&_phsrc=h
FB57152&_phstart=successSource 

 

 
Naturalization - https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-

content/view/2799818:1192?tid=&pid=&queryId=b8bb7d48f9d34a02cd02d2c71cc7ab65&_phsrc=
hFB57157&_phstart=successSource 

 
 
 
 

https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/2799818:1192?tid=&pid=&queryId=b8bb7d48f9d34a02cd02d2c71cc7ab65&_phsrc=hFB57157&_phstart=successSource
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/2799818:1192?tid=&pid=&queryId=b8bb7d48f9d34a02cd02d2c71cc7ab65&_phsrc=hFB57157&_phstart=successSource
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/2799818:1192?tid=&pid=&queryId=b8bb7d48f9d34a02cd02d2c71cc7ab65&_phsrc=hFB57157&_phstart=successSource
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Edna’s application for naturalization in US District Court, Detroit MI on 13 May 1943 after Donald’s 

death - https://www.familysearch.org/ark:/61903/3:1:3Q9M-CS81-346D-
J?cc=2546149&personaUrl=%2Fark%3A%2F61903%2F1%3A1%3AHW35-KLZM 

 
Father: 
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Obituary of father John Abram Smith – died 19 Jan 1931 Detroit, Wayne MI – “Port Huron (MI) Times-

Herald” Wednesday 21 Jan 1931 p 12 - 
https://www.newspapers.com/image/209642885/?focus=0.27591762%2C0.3931782%2C0.39694

026%2C0.5474653&xid=3355 
 
 
 

https://www.newspapers.com/image/209642885/?focus=0.27591762%2C0.3931782%2C0.39694026%2C0.5474653&xid=3355
https://www.newspapers.com/image/209642885/?focus=0.27591762%2C0.3931782%2C0.39694026%2C0.5474653&xid=3355
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MI death record of father John Abram Smith - 

https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/60872/images/44471_354637-
02549?pId=841016 

 
Stepmother: 

 
 

https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/60872/images/44471_354637-02549?pId=841016
https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/60872/images/44471_354637-02549?pId=841016
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MI death record of stepmother Hattie M. Johnston Smith - 

https://www.ancestry.com/imageviewer/collections/60872/images/44471_355127-
00541?pId=1785794 

 
Siblings: 
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Obituary of sister Fidelia Burt Smith Marsden (1881-1967) – “Port Huron (MI) Times-Herald” 

Monday 20 Mar 1967 p 14 
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TX death record of brother Henry Christian Schnoor Smith (1883-1948) - 
https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/772422107:2272 

 

 

https://www.ancestry.com/discoveryui-content/view/772422107:2272
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MI birth record of brother Byron W. Smith (1892 - 1966) - https://www.ancestry.com/family-
tree/person/tree/109922202/person/422219772860/facts 

           
 
Name:  Donald Abram Smith 
Name variations:    
Military: 
On Tuscania: Officer Reserve Corps, Casuals – 1st lieutenant 
Serial number:  US Army officers were not assigned serial numbers in WWI 
Entered service from:  Detroit, Wayne MI 
Sailed on “Tuscania” as:  Donald Abram Smith 
Next-of-kin on “Tuscania”: father J.A. Smith, 646 Jefferson Ave., Detroit MI 
Returned from war on: as Donald A. Smith, listed on 1 manifest as returned on "Orizaba" leaving 
25 Oct 1919 arriving 3 Nov 1919, Civ. Ex. off.  NOK father John A. Smith, Hotel Normandie,Detroit MI 
- and on another manifest, as Donald A. Smith on the same ship "Orizaba" Oct 1919, NOK father 
John A. Smith, Hotel Chamberlain, Detroit MI (had served in England as Technical Rep. of the Corps 
of Engineers to the Purchasing Agent for Great Britain) (as civilian, ex-officer, ex-captain) 
Sailed on return ship as: 
Next-of-kin on return ship & rank: 
World War I draft registration (1917): as Donald Abram Smith - b. 21 Nov 1889 Algonac MI; 
res: 603 S. State, Ann Arbor, Washtenaw MI. Single. Student in civil engineering, U of MI class of 
1917. Medium height & build. 
 
Veterans Administration Military Index:  
Enlisted:  2 Sep 1917 
Discharged:  21 Oct 1919 
Address:  95 Piccadilly, London, England 
Rank/unit:   captain, Engineers  
 
Birth & death: 
Born:  21 Nov 1889 Algonac, Clay Twp, St. Clair MI  
Died: 17 Oct 1937 Hines., Cook Co. IL (Hines Veterans Hospital)    
Find A Grave record: 88627804 – presence on Tuscania indicated in text & flower 
Burial location:  Algonac, St. Clair MI 
Cemetery:  Oaklawn 
Tombstone: veteran tombstone: Michigan Captain 301 U.S.  Engrs 76 Div SOS  
 
Father:  John Abram Smith, Jul 1850 Algonac, St. Clair MI – 19 Jan 1931 Detroit, Wayne MI. 
Son of Abram Smith (1819-1910, F: 37156487) & Fidelia Burt (1819-1886, F: 54745499). 
His 2nd wife was Hattie M. Johnston, whom he married in 1913 in Canada. 
When Donald applied for a passport on 29 Oct 1920, his father John resided at 335 Cass 
Ave., Detroit MI. 
Buried in Flushing City Cemetery, Flushing, Genesee MI. 
Find A Grave:  21378243 
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Mother: Alvina Schnoor Smith, 1 Nov 1858 New Baltimore, Macomb MI – 21 Aug 1897. 
Daughter of Henry C. Schnoor (1835-1901, F: 113874617) & Louise Kruse (1838-1915, F: 
113388945). Buried in Oaklawn Cemetery, Algonac, St. Clair MI. 
Find A Grave:  108548250 
Parents’ marriage:  30 Nov 1880 New Baltimore, Macomb MI 
 
Stepmother: Hattie M. Johnston Smith, 26 Oct 1859 Venice, Shiawassee MI – 12 Dec 1939 
Flint, Genesee MI. Daughter of Robert L. Johnson & Helen Barbara Potter. Buried in 
Flushing City Cemetery, Flushing, Genesee MI. 
Stepmother’s Find A Grave: 21378207 
Stepmother’s marriage: 28 Mar 1913 in Essex, Ontario, Canada 
 
Spouse: Another wife? When Donald sailed on RMS “Niagara” from Sydney, Australia, on 2 
May 1920, arriving in Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, on 25 May 1920, he was listed 
as Donald A. Smith, age 36 (or 38? Hard to read), b. Algonoc [sic] MI on 21 Nov 1889, 
resident NY, NY, with wife listed on alien sheet [could not locate] 
 
Spouse: Edna Millicent MacIntosh Smith, 21 Oct 1883 Petrolia, Lambton, Ontario, Canada 
– 28 Nov 1971 Los Angeles Co. CA. Daughter of George Clayfield MacIntosh (F: 218998171) 
& Amelia Mitchell. 
In the 1910 census, Eda MacIntosh lived in Chicago, Cook IL, age 26, b. Canada, parents b. 
Canada. She was living with her uncle & aunt, John A. & Elma A.B. Lawson & was employed 
as a stenographer in an office. 
On 24 Sep 1912 Edna Millicent McIntosh, age 29, stenographer, single, nationality: 
Canada, ethnicity: Scotch, a resident of St. Catherines, Canada, crossed the border into 
the US at Port Huron MI. Her contact was a half-sister, Gertrude Poole, at 10 Bond St., St. 
Catherines, Ontario, Canada. Edna’s destination was Chicago IL. 
In the 1940 census, niece Edna M. Smith, 56 Canada, a widow, who in 1935 had lived in 
Indianapolis IN, lived with her uncle & aunt, John A. & Elma A. Lawson, in Chicago, Cook IL 
(as she had in 1910).  
Buried in Westwood Memorial Park, Westwood, Los Angeles CA. 
Spouse Find A Grave:  90237133 
Marriage: 7 Nov 1925, either St. Margaret’s Church, Westminster, England – or – St. 
George’s Church, Hanover Square, London, England  
 
Children: 
 
Siblings:  

• Fidelia Burt Smith Marsden, 21 Nov 1881 New Baltimore, Macomb MI – 2 Mar 1967. Wife of 
Charles E. Marsden (1868-1940, F: 116878312). Buried in Roselawn Cemetery, Algonac, St. 
Clair MI. F: 116877990 

• Henry Christian Schnoor (“H.C.S.”) Smith, 31 Oct 1883 Algonac, St. Clair MI – 8 Mar 1948 
San Antonio, Bexar TX. Husband of Alma E. Parker (1883-1959, F: 18270099). Buried in 
Mission Burial Park South, San Antonio, Bexar TX. F: 18270100 
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• Byron White Smith, 21 Jun 1892 Clay, St. Clair MI – 1966. Married 17 Mar 1925 in Sault Ste. 
Marie, Chippewa MI to Violet Rosalie (Vi) Benedict (1895-1977, F: 170269321). Resident of 
Blind River, Ontario, Canada in Oct 1937 when his brother Donald died. Buried in Hillside 
Cemetery, Blind River, Algoma District, Ontario, Canada. F; 170264099 

 
Notes:  
 
 
Pre-war: 
 
Wartime: 
 
"Port Huron [MI] Times Herald" 8 Feb 1918 p 1 - of Algonac, in water 3 hours with lifebelt, rescued 
by trawler. Nephew of Angus Smith of Algonac MI  
 
Post-war: 
 
1919 – sailed on “Orizaba” which departed Brest, France, on 25 Oct 1919 & arrived NYC 3 
Nov 1919. Listed as civilian (ex-officer), captain. Smith, Donald A., 29, male, single, Army 
dish, b. Agonac MI, resident Detroit MI, father John A. Smith, Hotel Chamberlain, Detroit MI 
 
When Donald sailed on RMS “Niagara” from Sydney, Australia, on 2 May 1920, arriving in 
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, on 25 May 1920, he was listed as Donald A. Smith, 
age 36 (or 38? Hard to read), b. Algonoc [sic] MI on 21 Nov 1889, resident NY, NY, with wife 
listed on alien sheet [could not locate] – but he married Edna MacIntosh in 1925 
 
1920 – sailed on SS “Kroonland” which departed Antwerp, Belgium, on 23 Jun 1920 & 
arrived in NYC. Listed as Smith, Don A., age 30, b. 21 Nov 1889 in Algonac MI. Passport 
137900. Home in Algonac MI. 
 
1921 - sailed on SS “George Washington” which departed Southampton, England, on 20 
Oct 1921 & arrived in NYC on [day of month illegible] Nov 1921. Listed as Smith, Donald, 
32, single, US address: McAlpine Hotel, NY. 
 
1930 – sailed from Auckland, New Zealand, on 29 Jul 1930, arriving in Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada 15 Aug 1930. Donald A. Smith, age 40, married, b. Agonas [sic] MI on 21 
Nov 1889. Address c/o General Motors Ltd., 1775 Broadway, NYC, NY. 
 
From the alumni files at the University of Michigan (obtained by Steven Schwartz of Renton 
WA): 
Resided in Liverpool, England, 23 Mar 1918 to 1 May 1918. 
Discharged from the US Army in Paris, France, on 21 Oct 1919. 
In 1920 resided at 95 Piccadilly, London, England. 
In 1928, he was employed by General Motors Corp. in Melbourne, Australia. 
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In 1929, a brief letter of his was published in the “Michigan Alumnus” magazine, which 
sent positive comments about the magazine.  
In 1930, he was employed by General Motors in New York City. 
In 1931, he worked for Charles H. Hills in Chicago IL, a firm that managed patents, 
trademarks & copyrights. 
In 1934 he was transferred to Indianapolis IN by Pontiac Motor Co. 
 
Obituary: 
 
"Detroit Free Press" 21 Oct 1937 p 25 - Army reserve officer. Member of American Legion, Tuscania 
survivor. He clung to a damaged lifeboat with 2 enlisted men before rescue by a trawler. Was 
stationed in England for the rest of the war. Adjutant to American Legion Post (London) & traveled 
extensively for export division of General Motors Corp. Was ill a long time before his death; 
was in the hospital for 6 months. Born 41 years ago in Algonac MI where his family was long 
prominent in lumber & shipbuilding. U of MI College of Engineering graduate 1917. Survived by wife 
Edna, sister, 2 brothers. 
 
"Port Huron (MI) Times Herald" 21 Oct 1937 p 22 - nephew of Angus M. Smith. Funeral services in 
Detroit MI with burial in Oaklawn Cemetery at Algonac MI under the auspices of the American 
Legion Algonac. Born 41 years ago at Algonac MI. U of MI College of Engineering graduate 1917. 
Clung to a damaged lifeboat for 5 hours. Survived by wife Edna, uncle Angus M. Smith, sister Mrs. 
Charles Marsden (Detroit), brothers Harry (TX) & Byron (Blind River, Ontario) & aunt Mrs. Alfred 
Marshall (Detroit)  
 
Social Security number: 386-01-3402 
 
Censuses: 
 
1900 Clay township, St. Clair Co. MI 
John A. Smith, 49 MI, Jul 1850, widowed, father b. MI, mother b. NY, [unintelligible] builder 
& children, both parents b. MI: 
Fidelia B., 18 MI, Nov 1881, at school 
Henry C.S., 16 MI, Oct 1883, at school 
Donald A., 10 MI, Nov 1889, at school 
Byron W., 7 MI, Jun 1892 
& servant Kathlyn Cattanach, 27 Canada, Oct 1872, father b. Scotland, mother b. Canada, 
single, emigrated 1898, in US for 2 years 
 
1910 Flushing, Genesee MI 
Donald Smith, 21 MI, single, parents b. MI, laborer, farm [head of household] 
 
1920 cannot locate – likely in England or France 
 
1930 cannot locate 
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