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PRELIMINARY EVENTS
CHAPTER 1
1353 - 1862

On a memorable day in 1846, Cornelia Connelly, our beloved Mother Foundress,
knelt at the feet of the Sovereign Pontiff, Gregory the XVI, and heard him de-
clare that she was called, not to join any existing religious order in the Church
but to establish an educational institution in England. She sacrificed her own
personal desires and submitted whole-heartedly to his decision. Her beautiful
spirit of faith, strengthened in the crucible of suffering, enabled her to accept her
burden from the hand of God—and her children know how heroically she carried
it. The Holy Father, knowing that her thoughts had turned to her native country
as the probable scene of her personal labors, said perhaps in a spirit of prophecy,
perhaps to cheer and encourage her, “From England, let your efforts reach
America.” Consequently, although the first date in the Annals of the S.H.C.J.
in America is 1862, we are happy in the knowledge that the desire to have a
foundation in her native land was strong in the heart of our Mother from the be-
ginning of her religious life. We are also thankful that the work of the Society
was marked out and blessed in its origin by the Viear of Christ.

Our first Sisters have left on record that through all the joys and sorrows of
the early days, our Mother constantly heard these words of Pope Gregory ringing
in her heart, and her prayers and aspirations were never satisfied until her
children crossed the Atlantic and founded the Society in the United States.

The first record we have of her efforts in that direction, is in letters from her
brother, Mr. John Bowen of San Antonio, who offered her three hundred acres in
Texas, and from Bishop Odin of Galveston, cordially inviting her to send her
daughters to his mission. This was in 1854 and 1855. John Bowen wrote to the
Bishop, “It rarely happens that a bare-faced Unitarian offers to cooperate in
this way in the sacred work!” Our Mother's extraordinary grasp of business
details is evidenced in the questions she put to her brother regarding the site of
the proposed convent. In the letter just referred to he answers fourteen such
questions. They bear on the location with regard to the sea, mountains and rail-
ways, on the healthfulness of the climate, the soil, products, sources of revenue,
clientele, etc. Some years later, Mother Foundress, in a letter to Dr. Grant,
referred to this offer and that of another American Bishop: “We were invited
four or five years ago by two of our American bishops, when my brother offered

us 300 acres of land, but we were not then strong encugh to undertake more than
we had in hand.”

An offer from Archbishop Kenrick came in July, 1861, when our Mother’s
niece, Kate Duval, visited him and told him that she had a deed of land near
Baltimore made out to the Society. He replied that already the Visitation nuns
were in many places in the archdiocese, and also the Sisters of Charity, and that
the condition of the country, owing to the war going on between the States, was
such that he did not feel that even the convents already established were sure of
survival. He added that if peace should come, there was a good opening at Anna-
polis where the Redemptorist fathers had a beautiful Church and a mnoviceship
and were desirous of having a good female school. The Archbishop ended his
letter graciously by saying that he would welcome the Sisters into any part of
his diocese that was not already occupied. The Redemptorists had received the
property in Annapolis from I.ady Wellesley, the sister of the Duchess of Leeds.

The Duchess of Leeds first met Reverend Mother Foundress when she with her
invalid sister, Lady Stafford visited St. Leonard’s-on-Sea in 1860. The four Caton
heiresses, grand-daughters of Charles Carroll of Carrollton, were remarkable for
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their charm and beauty. The three who married English peers were called “The
Three Graces,” Mary Anne became Marchioness of Wellesley, Elizabeth, Lady Staf-
ford and Louisa, Duchess of Leeds, while Emily married Mr. McTavish and re-
mained in her native land. Almost all the property of these generous women was
given, in one form or another, to the Church. Their names were enrolled on
the list of benefactors by Jesuits, Redemptorists, Franciscans, Sisters of Charity,
priests and bishops. The Sisters of the Holy Child Jesus owe their Mother House
in England, as well as the foundation in America, to Louisa, Duchess of Leeds.

During her stay at Hastings, the Duchess became an ardent admirer of Mother
Foundress, whose unusual story had interested her from the first. She learned of our
Mother’s desire for an American foundation and generously offered to contribute land
for the purpose. Lady Stafford and the Duchess made a gift of adjoining lots near
Baltimore, on the Caton estate, next to the lot given to the Sisters of Charity, and
on which St. Agnes’ Hospital now stands. This property consisted of twenty acres
and is referred to by Bishop Kenrick in the letter quoted above. Later, the Society
sold this land. not being able to\mgke a foundation there. Nothing daunted, the
Duchess gave the Society two thousand acres in Lycoming County, Pennsylvania.
She wrote to Dr. Wood, the Bishop of Philadelphia, acquainting him with the fact,
and asking information as to the legal form of such deeds. Lady Stafford had already
given to Bishop Wood her share of the Carroll estate in Lycoming County, for the
Seminary of Saint Charles Borromeo. Bishop Wood was much interested. He
wrote a gracious letter to Mother Connelly, in which he made inquiries regarding
her method of conducting training schools for teachers, and offering a house and
school for that purpose. Later, he wrote that so unsettled was the state of the
country, owing to the war, that the present time was unpropitious for a new
foundation. .

To this letter Mother Connelly replied in the following characteristic words:

Your present determination is quite what we might have expected; but,
at the same time, we are filled with apprehensions the most sad at hearing
of your fears for the state of the country. It seems almost impossible to realize
this sudden change from prosperity to utter ruin. . . We shall pray more than
ever that our Mother Immaculate may make her seat in the very
center of the land and bring ‘“peace on earth to men of good will.” We shall
say our Rosary of the Seven Dolours for your intention daily. We give up all
intentions of going to America until the war is over, and then we shall hope
that we may labour in your diocese with every prospect of good to souls
and increase of faith in the neighborhood that shall be agreeable to you. Exist-
ing feeling is, that I being an American, and having devoted myself to works
of our vocation in England, America ought to be the desire of our hearts be-
fore any other place out of England. The Bishop of Melbourne has asked us
to send out a colony to Australia, which now, they fear, must be first..

In the meantime, negotiations were going on, and many letters exchanged be-
tween the Duchess and Mr. Ward, her agent in America, between Mr. Ward and
Mother Connelly and between Mother Connelly and the Duchess. These letters—
they bear dates from July, 1861 to the Spring of 1862—give us the only real
data we have for conditions previous to the coming of the Sisters to America. Mr.
Ward was living in Towanda, Bradford County, Pennsylvania, and had the
management of all the Duchess’ estate. From his letters, one gets the impression
that he is a gentleman, and a careful steward. In a letter to the Duchess, dated
July 18, 1861, Mr. Ward assured her that! the house on the property he had se-
lected for a school could easily be renovated and altered, and that much of the
work could be done by theose indebted to her. After the house had been made
ready, he continued it could be presented by her to the “Superior of the Jesuits
in the United States, or to the Bishop of Philadelphia, or to the Sisterhood, as
Your Grace might think fit.”
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In a letter to Reverend Mother Foundress, on October third of the same year,
‘Mr. Ward described the house and garden and a barn, and repeated what he had
written to the Duchess. He remarked, however, that it would be much better
for the Sisters if the Duchess would give all the Bradford property to them,
instead of giving them part of it and part of the Lycoming land. His reason was
that the Bradford property could be made “immediately productive,” it being farm
land having plenty of tenants, while the Lycoming lands, not suited for agriculture,
depended wholly on contracts for the timber it bore, for although rich in minerals,
it would be years before any profit could be gained from them. In the same

letter, Mr. Ward cautioned Reverend Mother Foundress not to expect immediate
results:

This country, though beauntiful, is new, and the people, especially the
Catholic portion, are not rich. The beginning of an establishment will re-
quire patience and perserverance, and to Sisters accustomed to refinement
and luxurious surroundings, there must come privations, very many of them,
at the outset. I will render all the aid in my power, and see that any who
come shall be comfortably placed when they reach here, and until their own

domicile can be made comfortable. s

There is no doubt that the Duchess of Leeds promised financial support, as
the following extract from Mother Connelly’s letter to Mr. Ward will show.
In the meantime he had offered to have the house at Towanda prepared for the
reception of the Sisters. Our Mother replied as follows:

“I have to thank you for your proposal to have the garden put in good order
and planted for kitchen use. Pray have it done. And I also beg of you to have
any little repairs that you may find necessary made in the house before the ar-
rival of our Sisters, such as window glass and broken locks, ete., ete. It will not be
desirable to have any papering or painting done,as they may require certain altera-
tions or divisions in the rooms which you could not direct. You see, I am accepting
your kind offer as soon as it is made!

Will you also have the kindness to order about $50 worth of timber to be on
the premises and dry, so as to be fit for use at the time of the arrival of our
Sisters. They will require desks, ete.

I shall be glad to know whether you have received the first 500 pounds on the
contract for the Lycoming lands ...”

In a letter to Dr. Grant, Bishop of Southwark, Mother Connelly said: “The agent
in America is having the convent repaired and the first immediate furniture
ordered.” '

The first colony of Sisters set cut from England with the expectation thus ex-
pressed by our Mother. What they found will be told in its due place.

In these first steps towards the American foundation, we find our Mother had
to suffer opposition and delay caused by her religious superiors. Those who are
familiar with her life will not be surprised. To her certain conscience and strong
will, nothing was more trying than the lack of these qualites in those to whom
she owed obedience and fidelity. Her unfailing submission, coupled with frank
expression of her views, is an object lesson for her children. Dr. Grant refused a
petition made by our Mother when Miss Duval offered to pay all their expenses if
two of the Sisters would accompany her to America in order to study the situa-
tion both in Baltimore and in Pennsylvania. The war in America came, and with
it! Dr. Wood’s hesitation. And then at the very end when their “boxes were already
packed” and they “ready to go at a day’s notice”, Dr. Grant hesitated to give his
permission. He could not take the responsibility of the departure of the Sisters.
He required Bishop Wood to sign the following paper found in the Archives:

I cordially consent to a branch of the Mother House of the Sisters of the Holy
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Child Jesus at St. Leonard’s-on-Sea, being established in my Diocese. And I
consent to their accompanying me on their journey provided they have the cordial
consent of their Bishop, Dr. Grant.
+ James Wood,
Bp. of Philada.
St. Leonard’s-on-Sea,
July 22nd, 1862.

Dr. Grant also obliged each Sister who was going to America to sign a state-
ment that she was willing to go and to remain there. If possible parents or
guardians were required to do the same.

It is interesting to read the papers written by each of the first band of mis-
sionaries.

I desire to go to America and I am quite ready to remain there or to be sent
where my superiors shall think proper at future times to send me. I am 34
years of age and quite beyond the control of guardians.

July 28th, 1862. Eliza Noble (Sister M. Xavier)

I desire to go to America and I am quite ready to remain there or be sent
where my superiors shall think proper to send me at future times. I am 24
years of age and quite beyond the control of guardians and my parents have
willingly consented to my wishes.

July 28th, 1862
Sr. Lucy Ignatia
Ellen Newsham

I am very anxious to go to America and I am quite ready to remain there or
to be sent where my Superior shall think proper to send me at future times. I am
29 years of age and quite beyond the control of guardians. My parents are in
America.

Sister Josephine Mary Kearn
July 28th, 1862

I am very desirous to go to America, and to remain there or to be sent wherever
my superiors may please to send me at future times. I am 27 years of age, my
mother is dead, and I have not heard from my father for some years. I know
he is willing that I should go tb whatever part of the world my superiors think
proper to send me.

Sister Agatha Ellen Deacy

July 28th, 1862

I am very desirous to go to America and I am quite ready to remain there or
to be where my superiors shall think proper at any future time to send me. I am
36 years of age. My father is dead and my mother consents to my wishes.

Sister Aloysia M. A. Walker

July 28th, 1862
Even the postulant who accompanied the Sisters on their journey was required
to write a statement.

I wish to go to America with the Sisters of the Holy Child Jesus. My parents
are dead and I have no guardian. My uncle lives in America and I have a sister
there. Another aunt lives in England but she has no communication with me and I
wish to enter the Order there rather than remain here.

July 28th, 1862 Marion MacKay
Sister Lucy Ignatia’ parents gave this statement:

We are quite willing that our daughter, Sr. Lucy Ignatia in religion, should go
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with the Community to America as it is her wish to go.

Richard Newsham
Alice Newsham
July 27th, 1862

In reading these statements, one is suprised at the youthfulness of the members
of the party. Three out of five were between twenty-four and twenty-nine, and the
Superior, thirty-four. Yet Mother Connelly wrote to the Bishop: “I have chosen
the elder among the Sisters who are professed.”

A note, characteristic both of Dr. Grant and of our Mother is to be found in
the Archives. It was written at the time a later band was leaving for America,
in the autumn of 1866.

Oct. 15, 1866
Dear M. Supr.,

All nuns write so much alike that one hand-writing is mistaken for another. Sr.
M. Walburga’s writing is so like that of another Sister that I am afraid to say

that the enclosed is her own. If their letters are written by themselves I bless
their voyage.

Yours respectfully
-4 Thomas Grant

On the same page in Mother Foundress’ hand-writing is found:
Returned the writing saying

I certify that this is the writing of the Sister who signed it.
Cornelia Connelly

Thereafter, each Sister’s statement was witnessed by the signature of another.
All difficulties being finally overcome, the little band accompanied by Mother
Foundress, left St. Leonard’s on the Feast of Saint Ignatius, 1862. Mother Agatha’s

account is best given in her own words.

“We arrived in London about six, where we remained all night in our convent
in Harley Street, and started early the next morning for Liverpool accompanied
by Rev. Mother General, Mother Theresa, the Superior of the London House and
Mother Gertrude of the Convent at Blackpool. Arriving at Liverpool at about two
o’clock in the afternoon, we went to the Washington Hotel (as we have no convent in
Liverpool) where we remained until the following morning. After hearing Holy Mass
at the Church of St. Nicholas and receiving Holy Communion, we left the hotel and
went on board the tender which was to convey us some distance down the Mersey
where the Scotia, a beautiful steamer of the Cunard Lines was riding at anchor. Be-
sides those mentioned above, as accompanying the American-bound Sisters, were
Mother Lucy and Mother Alphonsus from the convents of Preston. All went on board
the Scotia, and took possession of the staterooms. Our beloved Mother, seeing that
the hour for saying goodbye had almost come, gave us beautiful advice on many
points of great importance. Then having embraced each and whispered words of
consolation and encouragement, gave us her blessing and was obliged to leave us.
The vessel sailed about eleven o’clock and at twelve we said our Office sitting on
deck with our faces turned toward England. Nothing of importance happened
until Sunday morning when the Scotia, at about eight, entered the harbour of
Queenstown, and finding that she must remain there until about four in the after-
noon, Mother Mary Xavier decided that we should go ashore for Mass.

The following was sent from Queenstown by Sister Lucy Ignatia:
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No. 245 and 246 Cabin, Scotia
Dearest, dearest Reverend Mother,

At last we are in our cabins and almost stupefied at finding ourselves in such
excellent spirits. We watched the “tender” as far as possible and then said the
Litany and Laudate three times in thanksgiving. Just as we were finishing almost
simultaneously we all exclaimed “Now, don’t you find yourself ready for work?”
We went down stairs, took our seidlitz powders, and as some felt rather squeamish,
Mother Mary Xavier told us to lie down. The stewardess, Mrs. Duncan, such a
kind, nice woman, came in and said, “Ladies, now mind, whatever you want,
ask for, and I will see that you have it.” She arranged for up to have our meals
as nearly like the convent as possible. Breakfast, 8; dinner, 1; Tea, 6; and re-
fection at 8. She told us that when last in New York the number of wounded
sel generally stays 16 or 18 days there and the same in Liverpool. She has been on

the sea about twenty years and makes the same reflection every time she returns,
that every one ought to be able to love God and admire His wonderful works.
We are now passing the north of Wales and the view is perfectly lovely. We have
just had luncheon at one and a half. The stewardess says the doctor does not rec-
ommend soup when just sailing, but iced water and dry biscuits. It is now quite
cold. Everybody is wrapped up and walking about to keep themselves warm.

2 o’clock. A Protestant American gentleman has just introduced himself to us
from New York and wishes to know if he can be of any service to us. This is
his eighteenth voyage. He appears liberal and is a great friend of convents. We
did not ask his name. That Dr. Brann who spoke tb you on the Tender was a
student from the American College and the first ordained. He is going to the
next diocese to us, New Jersey, and says that we are starting work together, and
he hopes to be of some assistance sometimes. Some large sea gulls have been
hovering over the vessel for more than an hour. I hope we are not going to have
a storm. The sailors are lowering the sails, as the tide is against us, though the
sea is beautifully calm. I feel just as if I were with you, saying this. So little has
happened that Sr. Agatha is anxious for us to be sick, and have something to say
in her letter. We have just come in to the cabin for dinner.

..4 o’clock- Just had dinner; going on deck for spiritual reading. M . M. Xavier
is better and coming with us. Lovely view of Holyhead and Menai Mountains, top
of Snowdon. Passed the American steamer “Tuscaris”—bells rang, flags were
hoisted in Scotia and lowered in other steamer. A gentleman told us that there was
a man on board going the sixty-first time! Think of that. We feel already quite
at home in the thought of returning and the communications between us so easy.

1.30 A.M. Could not sleep, just turned out of my berth to write to you. Last
night went on deck to say our Office, and I think I scarcely felt happier in my
life. The sea was so calm and we said it aloud. This reminded us rather of the
Fathers on their way to Rome reciting their Office, in Mr. Wilberforce’s letter.
The strangest thing in human reason is to find ourselves happy, without the least
fear of death or anything of the kind. . .

Mother Agatha’s letter:

J.M.J.
The Scotia

Mid Atlantic
Feast of the Transfiguration

Ever dearest Rev’d. Mother,
The glowing accounts of the state of our health, dispatched from Queenstown,

may have prevented some good prayers which under other circumstances would have
been poured forth in our behalf—but if you could only have seen us since Sun-
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day evening you would indeed have pitied us. KEven at thig present moment dear
Mother Mary Xavier is lying on the couch almost more dead than alive—but now
for my journal.

Sunday. Beautiful weather—entered the Harbour at about eight o’clock in the
morning and were told that we could go ashore before twelve o'clock, which we did
in the tender from Queenstown with Dr. Brann—yocu remember the small priest
who spoke to you on board. Of course we found our way to the Church, were
taken up into the gallery and shown into a pew just large enough to hold Mother
M. Xavier, Sr. L. Ignatia and myself. We had not been there long, when two
great great big men pushed in between us and took possession of our kneelers
without the least ceremony. I have not yet recovered! And to think they were
Irishmen. One went out after having been almost pulled out by someone at the
back, but the other would not suffer his friend to be forced to quit the field, so
he called after him: “John, come here ” Thereupon John returned to the attack
and remained master of one end of the pew and, during the sermon, of half of Sr.
L. Ignatia’s lap. I never felt less at home in a Catholic Church before. It was
the general feeling with us all. When we returned to the tender at half past one,
there was Dr. Wood who could hardly believe his senses. He had seen us in the
street,and was told we were Sisters of Mercy. He had no idea we should really
come so soon. Then Dr. Purcell came up and gave us his blessing in such a
fatherly way. We thought he was Dr. Hughes, and in the afternoon Mth. M.
Xavier said. “I wonder when we shall see Dr. Purcell.” “You have seen him, I
thought you had taken possession of him altogether as your Bishop!” Dr. Wood de-
seribed Dr. Hughes as follows: “He is something like me but a good deal slder and
not so handsome.” He is so kind and fatherly. Sunday evening about half past
six, Mth. Mary Xavier and two or three more of us were on deck with Bishop
Wood. He was speaking of a Miss Seton who is on board, the granddaughter of
the famous Mrs. Seton who first brought the Sisters of Charity into the United
States. Mth. M. Xavier asked where she was. The Bishop looked around the
ship a moment and then said: “She is working away with that little officer over
there. She has just left a convent in France and does not appear to be overburdened
with sense.”

Mth. M. Xavier was the first who felt the seasickness. We feel the motion of the
vessel more in the berths than in any other part of the ship, and still we have the
best part for air and light, the middle part. They have candles burning in the
berths all day and the air is quite nasty and bad. Poor M.M.X. was very sick
while we were eating our supper, which when finished we all felt the worse for,
each of us took to our own berth and began to be sick in good earnest. I was
one of the worst, although I tried to keep it quiet, only saying that sailing on the
Atlantic was very different from sailing on the English Channel. I shall never
boast again of not being sick. Marion was very ill and we were helpless.

Monday. Sick still. Dr. Wood came to ask how we were and to see if any of us
could go up on deck to see the Great Eastern which was in sight. Sisters Aloysia,
Josephine, and myself managed to get outy but Sr. L. Ignatia said she would rather
die than go so far. His Lordship brought us glasses to see the Great Eastern
through; and while we were looking we shipped a heavy sea, over the bow of the
vessel. Everyone began to run, the sailors stooped to let it pass over them, but
one poor fellow who was so taken up with the Great Eastern, did not perceive
the sea till it was too late and had a complete shower bath, for the water poured
down on him till he was thoroughly washed off the steps. I would have enjoyed
it another time, but sea-sickness banishes mirth just while it lasts. We only stayed
on deck about five minutes and when we came down we were all sick again. I,
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without any ceremony, using Marion’s basin and then getting into my berth.

Tuesday. The same entry as far as sickness is concerned. M.M. Xavier and 1

are still in the cabin. The others got up today. The two Bishops Wood and
Purcell came to sit awhile with M.M.X., so kind and fatherly. We were not un-
dressed. There was no actual storm but we were suffering from the effects of a
previous one which had left the waters of the Atlantic very agitated so that the
ship dipped furiously and shipped heavy seas without number. M.M. Xavier was
rather afraid, I was too sick to care. We said our Office Saturday and Sunday
but not since. Dr. Wood says the best prayer is, “Lord, I am glad to be sea-sick.”
He said he did not feel at all inclined to say his Office, but as he was not sick
he was obliged to say it. Dr. McCloskey was very sick and looks as serious as it is
possible to look.

Wednesday. All much better and able to get on deck except poor M.M. Xavier
who has taken possession of the couch in her stateroom where she lives day and
night. She is really so weak, Sr. Ignatia got a bottle of wine which she takes
at intervals. She is very cheerful and so are we all. What would Mother Ignatia
say to being waited on by a steward—who emptics the basins, etec. We were only
saying this morning how she would exclaim, “My dearest Rev. Mother, only
fancy such a thing!” He is so attentive that even after we have made our bed,
he will go in and turn the mattresses again. You will remember, dearest Reverend
Mother, our staterooms were not together. The Bishop did not like the arrange-
ment, and had Dr. Brann change his stateroom and Sister Aloysia is now there.
It is really much more comfortable under the present circumstances. The Bishop,
Dr. Wood, gave us each a medal of the martyrs of Japan blessed by the Pope,
the likeness of His Holiness and a picture of Our. Blessed Lady. He makes very
kind inquiries about the Mother’s health as he always call M.M. Xavier. He
counted up for us ten convents in Philadelphia and said we made the eleventh,
so he quite counts upon our staying in Philadelphia. He laughs at Towanda.
No one seems to know anything about it. He wants us to hem some handkerchiefs
for him when we are quite well, not before, for we should make such big stitches
when sick! The handkerchiefs cost him the modest sum of one and a half dollars
each, in Paris. Of course he has not made a vow of poverty.

Thursday. All as lively as kittens, thanks to our Blessed Lord! M.M. Xavier
is much better too. We shall have our breakfast together for the first time since
Sunday. M.M. Xavier is laughing at this moment about Mother Agnes saying once,
to a gentleman who was passing her the London News, “I can’t read, but I can
look at the pictures.” Being dressed as a secular at the time made it more amus-
ing. ... Two whales were seen this afternoon.

Friday. A lovely morning. M.M.Xavier on deck for the first time since Sunday.
She is so much better. Dr Wood came to us just when we were quite settled
making scapulars and brought us a beautiful medal which had been presented to
him by the Pope, representing on one gide the Holy Father and on the other St.
Paul's in Rome. He also brought his pocket handkerchiefs to be hemmed and
marked. He could not decide for a long time as to the marking. However, after
various propositions, he fixed on + Wood as we interpreted it, a wooden cross. We
sewed on deck until twelve o’clock. Then we went below. Before we left the deck,
however, his Lordship told M. M. Xavier that she was to eat meat and any one else
who could not eat much was to do the same, without scruple, but as we were quite
ready for our dinner, we found it easy to observe the abstinence. We are all so
well, thank God, and in good spirits.

Friday still. We have just found when we went down to dinner five or six whales
were visible. A very disagreeable announcement especially for Sr. L. Ignatia who
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has been on the lookout for monsters. However, we have had one little change in
the shape of an iceberg which came in sight this evening. A gentleman came down
and told us. Sr. Josephine who has been doing her best to eat, on principle, ever
since we have been on board put her head out of the cabin and said, “A nice what?”
thinking of course it was a nice supper. She says as we have paid so much for
our passage, we ought to eat as much as possible in order to be strong when we
land. Well, we went on deck and by the time we reached it, Sr. Josephine had
formed her opinion that we were going up to see an ice bird, and was looking into
the sky to catch a glimpse of the wings. She had never heard of any such thing
in her life before. When Bishop Wood asked Marion if she could see the white
bear, she answered “yes”, although there was no such thing to be seen. His Lord-
ship said, “You can’t see the eyes yet, I suppose.” Sr. Josephine, I believe would.
She has heard of birds and bogs, but what did she know of bergs?

Saturday. A regular persecution from Bishop Purcell regarding the singing
of Vespers and English hymns to come off tomorrow. Dr. Wood came over to us
in the afterncon and said, “I did not know I possessed such a treasure, you are
going to sing Mass tomorrow, 1 hear.” Mth. M.X. said, “How like the three black
crows, we have only been asked to sing, and we are not going to do so; we are
not fond of notoriety.” The stewards are so kind to us. We have all that we
can want. We have all our meals at different times from the other passengers.
The chief steward brought’ down to us a large plate of grapes the other day and
we were so glad for M.M. Xavier really wanted them. We only hope that the other
Sisters that may come after us may be as well treated and they will be if
they come on board the Scotia. I wonder, dearest Reverend Mother, if we shall
really see you next year.

Sunday. Wet and foggy and as dull as possible. We went. on deck notwithstand-
ing the rain. Dr. Wood saw us and came cver looking quite quizzical and said,
“I remember an old priest who preached a sermon on the Ten Virgins. He said,
“The kingdom of heaven is likened to ten virgins, five of whom were wise and
five otherwise!” We told him it would not apply to us because we were six. He
stopped then and sat down with us a good while. All day dull.

Monday. A lovely day. The waters of the Atlantic like a sheet of glass—not a
ripple. We have been up on deck the best part of the day. Dr. Wood was sick
in the night. M.M. Xavier is lying down. The rest of us are still on deck. Sr.
L. Ignatia is reading to us and the rest making scapulars. We have almost lived
on deck. . .. Office, spiritual reading, meditation, all on deck. The moon rose this
evening gloriously from the Atlantic. We watched it until after eight o’clock and
the waters of the ocean looked like silver in the place immediately under her
beams. How like Our Lady it looked, watching over the world and over us in
particular! Dr. Hughes had a very nice talk with us just a little while since and
during the conversation, sharks and whales without number were to be seen, but
as usual we missed them. I hope, dearest Reverend Mother, you will make ex-
cuses for the letters at the end of certain words, for it is almost impossible to fin-
ish off without a flourish. The ship takes care of that. In many parts I have
writen one where I meant to put on and so forth. We have had many a god laugh
about our boxes and their contents. Sr. L. Ignatia’s clothes, old blankets, old
knives and forks, and spoons; Srs. Agatha’s and Aloysia’s clothes; some altar
cloths, old books. If anyone found the foregoing inventory, they would suppose
we were about to set up a rag and bone establishment in the New World.

Tuesday. Up very early and on deck to see the entrance of New York Harbour.
It is quite impossible to write on deck with the wind and spray, so we came be-
low where we had our breakfast in a vapour bath. We have just received an elec-
tric shock. All quite silent; “Popl” went a cannon, and before we could recover
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from the first we had to undergo a second and are in readiness now for a third.
How glad we shall all be to land. I wish we were settled. M.M. Xavier has of
course told you what Dr Hughes says of Towanda so I shall only say the farther
north the better if this heat is to go on increasing.

And now, dearest Reverend Mother, as we are just going ashore and there is
nothing else to say, I must finish. :

With best love to yourself and all the Sisters in England, and begging a frequent
blessing,

Your unworthy child,
Agatha.

The following are extracts from M.M. Xavier’s diary on board the Scotia.

“Thursday :—Dr. Wood is very patronizing and kind, but I don’t quite know what
he meant by saying what he did to Sr. Lucy Ignatia about the Sisters of the Christian
Retreat. He said they belonged to the Diocese, were like us, the Bishop was their
superior. Sr. L. I. stared at him and he burst out laughing and said no more—
trust him for keeping his episcopal authority! Dr. McClasky has been speaking of
our system of education (inspite of his sickness, poor man) and nice, dear, old
old Bishop Purcell says it will be odd if one sister supercedes the other, meaning
of course, you, dear Reverend Mother, and the Sacre Coeur. Dr. Wood in his
business-like way looks forward to the competition we shall be the cause of. . . .

“Half-past four Thursday afternoon:—The Sisters going on deck. I will not
venture till tomorrow. . .. The weather is beautiful now; we are going, I suppose,
about sixteen miles an hour. The next Sisters who come will do well, I think, to
secure these berths for the sake of air and light, the most desirable things, but
we get more pitching here than nearer the middle of the boat, I think, however,
being ill with less air than we had would be unendurable.

Friday afternoon—about three o’clock:—Our time is growing very different from
yours. All are getting on well. The weather is beautiful. Here we are scribbling
in our cabin with the port-hole open and the sun shining in quite cheerily, after
a very good dinner, for poor sinners just risen from sea-sickness. The Bishop made
me a heretic saying I must eat meat. Dr. Wood had a nice talk with M.L.I. and
me about our proceedings after we land; of counse he advises us to go to Towanda,
but he wants us to rest in Philadelphia until after Sunday;- Thursday, he says,

you will want to go to confession; Friday, the Assumption; Saturday and Sunday

rest. Monday, go to Towanda. He seems to want us to go to Towanda first,
he thinks the Duchess will be better pleased. When I proposed beginning in
Philadelphia, he said in his laughing way, “Better finish there.”

I don’t know where we shall be lodged at first. He spoke of a nice catholic lady
that he knew, who would be glad to receive us, he thought, but her husband is a
Protestant. Then he spoke of staying with some community, but we quietly ob-
jected—then he mentioned the Hospital, but it is difficult to know sometimes
whether he is in earnest. But I think the Hospital would be very nice, certainly
infinitely preferable to a community; a room to ourselves we should have, could
hear Mass there and be, I suppose, quite private, and we should flatter ourselves
we were a little bit more Jesuitical. Our first Communion after landing will be
on the Assumption, the day the first six made and renewed their vows at Mont
Martre, the day after our clothing day, and Sister Agatha’s profession day.
We have been well enough to have our first talk today of the future and what we
must try to do for the Society. I am |sure, Reverend Mother dear, we shall be
blessed if we are only faithful to you; and Our Lord, I hope, sees that we are
determined to be that. . . . Dr. Wood says he will change our money for us and
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that we shall gain by the exchange at the rate of eighteen pounds for every hun-
dred, so for our forty pounds we shall gain seven pounds four shillings. Is that
not well to know? Bank of England notes would be of equal worth, but gold is
easier to change. He says he will always take care of us and see that we don’t
starve whilst we remain in his diocese. .

Saturday:—The Bishop came on deck to find out if we had promised Bishop
Purcell that we would sing tomorrow at some kind of service the Catholics are
having. No Mass, our things are in the hold and we can’t get to them. Of course
we had not promised and never intended to sing, but this illustrates Dr. Wood a
good deal. . . . “Never commit yourself” might be taken as his motto. I feel that
he wishes us to go to Towanda first, that is to settle there first. He is such a
cool philosopher—he has weighed his points by now, and come to that conclusion,
I feel sure. I am glad of it myself, I feel sure that we can quickly show ourselves
at Towanda and then with a good reputation, and a wider opening, begin in Phila-
delphia or the neighborhood. He has given us a Catholic Register for the Diocese
of Philadelphia. Towanda appears to be the only place in Bradford County with
a resident priest. Academy of the Sacred Heart, Eden Hall, near Holmesburg,
Philadelphia, terms: board and tuition per annum, $180. Number of religious: 33,
pupils: 46, Convent of St. Joseph’s, commenced 1858, contains now professed sis-
ters: 12, novices: 6, postulants: 8, pupils: 21. Academy of the Holy Cross, 3 pro-
fessed wisters and 40 pupils, ete. In the parochial schools are generally 5, 6, 7, and in
one, 11 sisters for each school—the old-fashioned Dames, I suppose, with each a
class. . . . Dr. Purcell hag just been down to see if we can have Mass, tomorrow,
but the things are in so many different boxes, I don’t think we can. . ..

Monday morning:—It is about half-past nine. The sun is shining on the blue
sea, and all of us sitting in a cosy corner on deck. Yesterday we were in the
Gulf Stream, surrounded by fog, the steam whistling for a warning to any vessels
that might be in the way. Good little Dr. Purcell has been chatting with us just
now. He is sorry he could not go to St. Leonard’s. He wishes us to give you his
very kind regards. It is such a comfort to meet anyone who knows you, dearest
Reverend Mother. We expeet to be in port tomorrow at this time, but we half
dread getting there with our fourteen packages, and ot knowing where we shall
lodge.

Tuesday morning, about half-past six:. They told us last night we should be
THERE by now, but I have not seen land yet. We already feel the heat, although
the sea breezes help us to bear it. We had such a nice satisfying talk with Dr.
Hughes yesterday. It was such a comfort to hear a decided opinion from one
who seems well able to judge. He advises us to wettle in Towanda in preference
to Philadelphia or any large city. He says there are numbers of children that
would come to us. There, we would soon surround ourselves with families, though
the place is by no means thinly inhabited, but traveling three hundred miles would
be as nothing to send their children to us. I really think we shall go there and be
very glad. If you only knew the difficulty under which I am writing, you would
perhaps find some excuse for the appearance of this letter. I cannot bear the
sight of it. We are in sight of land—we came in on account of the wind blowing
the paper, and now are dissolving in the cabin. Dr. Wood is on the whole very
fatherly, but he won't give his opinion plainly. If we show ourselves willing to
stay in Philadelphia, he seems to shirk that; if we propose going to Towanda,
then he does not wish us to hurry from Philadelphia. He has made out where
we all come from and considering his own origin, I think he is pretty well satisfied
to find two of us from Lancashire. He was talking to us last night about his own
family and spoke so very nicely of his mother who lives in Cincinnati, eighty-two
years old, a thorough English woman. . . .

Extracts from Mother Lucy Ignatia’s diary:
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This is Wednesday afternoon and the first time I have been able to sit up since
Sunday. . . . the tender conveyed us to Queenstown to hear Mass which began at
twelve. Taken up into a gallery in the church and M.M. Xavier, Sr. Agatha and
myself placed in a pew with kneeling places at every side but one where there
was a bench. In the body of the church there were no benches, but hundreds of
poor people round the altar who stared at us with the greatest astonishment for
several minutes. . . . Mass lasted till nearly two o’clock and we hurried to the
tender which was to leave the harbour at one-thirty. We saw three priests behind
us bound for the same place as ourselves. We were on the tender about five minutes
when Dr. Wood made his appearance and, looking around quickly, spied us. He
immediately came over to us and we got his blessing. Then he returned the mitre
into our charge. He said if he had been certain of meeting with us so soon again,
he would have left his mitre at St. Leonard’s to have saved himself the trouble
of carrying it all over Ireland. He had come on deck two hours earlier to see if we
were there and to find out if we were comfortably lodged. After admiring the per-
serverance of the nuns of the H. C. Jesus and condemning the bad judgement of Dr.
Grant in parting with us, he introduced us to a great number of his friends, Irish
ladies and three priests from Queenstown, but I don’t remember their names.
Everyone appeared astonished at seeing us so happy on leaving England. When we
arrived at the Scotia, Dr. Wood came down to our cabins and you remember one
cabin between Sr. Aloysia’s and Sr. Agatha’s that you thought it better not to take
on account of the stairs? This had been occupied by two priests, Dr. Brann and
Mgr. Steinger. The Bishop did mot like the idea of us being separated at all so he
asked the priests to change cabins with us, which they willingly agreed to do. . . .
When we were standing' in the tender a dear old saintly bishop came over to us and
said, “Welcome to America, my children!” We got his blessing, then he chatted for
about ten minutes, but the whole time we were under the impression it was Bishop
Hughes and did not find out our mistake until late in the evening, that we had been
speaking to Bishop Purcell. I assure you, dear Reverend Mother, we might have
known him for years, he was so kind and fatherly.

Sunday evening, 6 o’clock—Went on deck, but had not been there more than five
minutes when Dr. Wood came over to us and told us all about Philadelphia. There
are 600,000 inhabitants, of these only 125,000 are Catholics and there are ten
religious orders and we make the eleventh. He appears fully determined to have
us there but always says, “Go up to Towanda and judge for yourselves,” and has
a good laugh. Dear Reverend Mother, do you remember Mr. Hilton of Cinecinnati?
Well, he said often of him, “He had more beard than brains.” He is awfully sharp
but most interesting and amusing.

Tuesday morning: We were all lying in our berths, in our habits, for we never
undressed for two nights and three days, because we were up every ten minutes,
and so many come to see us. We heard a gentle knock and a voice asking admis-
sion. Who should it be but Bishop Purcell. He sat on the couch and laughed and
talked for about half an hour and raised our spirits wonderfully. I told him the
only thing M.M. Xavier said was, “O who would do this for anybody but God!”
And he told a story of a novice in his diocese belonging to the discalced Carmelites
who, when she walked down stairs on a cold winter morning with her fingers quite
frozen, knocked them against the banisters saying, “I wouldn’t do this for any-
body but thee, my God!” Among other things he said that good Bishop MecClosky
had been praising our institute and said that our sytem of education was far
superior to any he had seen in America or any part of Europe. Poor Bishop! We
have not exchanged words with him yet, he is so awfully sick, sits on deck amid-
ships and looks neither to right' nor left, He told Bishop Purcell how disappointed
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you would be not to see him and he said it would have been the greatest pleasure
for him, but he really had not time. Last Friday he had been through the training
college at Liverpool and appeared highly delighted with the Notre Dame Nuns—but
he has an immense number in his diocese. He then gave us his blessing and hoped
Our Blessed Lady ad Nives would intercede and do something for us. ... Dr. Pur-
cell told us that Dr. Wood is quite concerned at the thought of our going so far
away from him, and that he particularly wished us in Philadelphia as there was
plenty of work for all orders, and nothing like competition for bringing out all the
power that lay hidden within. ... None of the gentlemen on deck call the Bishop
“my Lord” but only “Sir”. . .. Dr. Brann came and inquired how “the Mother”
was, and afterwards said he hoped not to lose sight of us, and that some day we
must conre to his mission in New Jersey near New York; ... . Dr. Wood is aw-
fully sharp and advised us when at Towanda to say nothing, but listen, act slowly
and surely . ... He said, “You need never fear; as long as you are in my diocese and
do not run away from me, you shall never starve.” He then asked how much
luggage we had and we told him 14 boxes. ‘“Ah, but how do you know the contents
of each and which to open?” “They are numbered, my Lord, and we have a
list of each.” “Would you mind letting me see the list?” I gave him our book and
in one list was mentioned “Things for Philadelphia.” “What, a King for Phila-
delphia!” It was as legibly written as possible, but he wanted to find out what
it meant. . . . We were saying the other day when on deck how much attention and
respect God’s servants receive in this world, even from Protestants, for there is
not a lady on board has had a quarter of the kindness shown to her that we have
experienced. Directly we make our appearance on deck, passengers arise from their
seats to make place for us (in fact sometimes it is quite painful) and if anything is
vigible, telescopes are immediately handed to us. The head steward, Mr. McGovern,
sends every day to inquire what we would like for dinner, and it is cooked specially
for us at one o’clock, because the other passengers dine at four. Even the officers
are astonished at this, as it is a privilege that has never before been granted to
anyone. Before the green fruit is sent to the salon he selects some for us and
has even brought it himself. It is one of the greatest blessings, though, to have
the bishops on board as this makes the people more upon their guard in speaking
to us. Still, we have made friends with several. Last evening, Dr. Purcell came
and talked tlo Sister Agatha and some of the other sisters and asked if they knew
St. Anthony’s in Liverpool, and where Mr. Newsham, a friend of his, was now liv-
ing as he had always stayed with him when in England. They told him and then
I was introduced and we have been great friends ever since.

Saturday: To our great delight we came in sight of land, Cape Race in New-
foundland. We were not a quarter of a mile distant and the only object visible
in the way of a building was the telegraph office. The captain threw overboard the
dispatches in a round tin can, sealed, with a flag at the top, and the officer
from the office in a light skiff with five men rowing, made for the little box which
was picked up in about five minutes, and then they all shouted at the top of their
voices, “Hurra! hurra! hurra!” waving their caps and this was immediately an-
swered by all the gentlemen on the steamer. It was quite delicious to see some
more faces. About twelve o’clock we lost sight of land.

Evening: Passed the City of Baltimore. Both steamers saluted each other by
firing rockets. Do you know, dear Rev. Mother, Dr Wood tries to catch us in every
way. He told us we should have to pass the city of Baltimore before we should
arrive in New York. Fortunately we knew that the steamer was steering in a
northerly direction, and that Baltimore is south of New York, so we were able
to give him his answer. This morning he came to me with a very serious face, on
deck, and said, “Well, I did not think we should so soon have seen Greenland.” Of
course it was Newfoundland, but I answered him quite quietly, that I thought he
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had made a mistake in saying one word for another. He then laughed heartily, but
he delights in catching people so that it is a perfect strain to talk to him. You
are obligated to be all attention and think twice before you answer him. He is
a great favorite with the passengers, as he makes himself quite at home . . .we
even saw him smoking a cigar with another gentleman last night. No doubt
he makes himself all in all to everyone. .. .One thing I must tell you, he does not
like Gothic architecture nor Gothic vestments. . . . Dr Hughes came and talked to
us about Towanda, as until recently it was in his diocese. Towanda is increasing
rapidly, he said, and at first we will get children who call themselves ladies but are
rude and untrained. They will be able to pay well and in two years when they
leave us, if they are very much improved our school will be crowded. He par-
ticularly wished us to stay in New York for a few days in a convent of the Sisters
of Mercy, about three minutes walk from the Bishop’s Palace and invited Dr. Wood
to stay there also. As the latter did not wish it, we thanked Bishop Hughes very
much for his kindness, alleging for our excuse that we were anxious to reach our
destination. He quite agreed with us, and has promised to come to see us if he is
ever in the neighborhood. . . . He also told us the best and cheapest place to get
school books and apparatus in New York. In twelve hours we could receive any-
thing from this city. About eight, Dr. Wood came to us on deck and talked until
about half-past nine, chiefly about his own family. He appears devoted to them.
He has not a single relative a Catholic, and is the only son, and has five married
sisters. He and Dr. Purcel visited his mother just before they went to Rome
and she amused them with singing that catch, “Hark the Merry Christ Church Belis”,
although she is eighty-two.

Tuesday morning: Nearly broiled with the heat. Sr. Aloysia is packing. We
are now in New York Harbour. Dr. Brann is going to mail these letters for us
and has promised to say Masses for us. . . . We hall have another budget ready
next week. Begging your blessing and prayers for us which I am sure we have
already,

Believe me your loving and grateful child.
Lucy Ig.

The following letters describe vividly the arrival of the first band in Jersey City,

and their experiences in New York and Philadelphia.

J.M.J.
Philadelphia,
August 17th, 1862,

Ever dearest Revd. Mother,

I cannot realize the fact that I am writing to you from Philadelphia, but, as it
is, M.M. Xavier has told me to describe our arrival. Sr. L. Ignatia is to take an-
other epoch, and M.M. Xavier herself will do the rest.

On Tuesday the 12th, we entered New York, or rather we entered the Bay and
were forced to wait till eight and perhaps nine o’clock for a tender to take us to
Jersey City. A special boat was brought for the Bishop and when it came along-
side, the heads of at least half a dozen priests were visible, one the living image
of Miss Smith in an indigo Planter’'s straw hat. If I could draw you would have
a specimen of it. (There are about a dozen little boys at this moment outside the
window of the room in which M.M. Xavier and myself are writing, betting a cent
that this is a school). Well, we were taken on board the special tender by Bishop
Wood in the broiling hot sun with our faces like full moons, as red and hot as they
could possibly look and as you will suppose, not very clean, and introduvced to
priest after priest—but this was only the beginning! In due time we arrived at
the landing stage, the sun becoming hotter and hotter, and were conducted by the
Bishop (who was as hot as ourselves) to the Customs House—an immense wooden
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building, more than twice the size of the School Hall at home, so filthy and smell-
ing so bad that it would have made us all sea-sick if we hand not been sea-sick so
lately. Then there were all the other passengers from the Scotia waiting for their
luggage—and as for ours, it seemed as if it would never come. . . . We remained
in this predicament for three hours, first one of our boxes appearing and then
another, until the fourteen made their appearance. Every one’s luggage was
examined except the Bishop’s and ours, the Custom House officer granting this
privilege to the Bishop. . . . M.M. Xavier’s cap and collar were wet through until,
without any exaggeration, you would have thought her head had been dipped in
a bucket of water. I never saw anything like it before. I was really afraid she
might faint, but Our dear Lord sustained her. Only fancy! Three hours standing
in such a place! As we missed the half past twelve train for Philadelphia, the
Bishop said we had better go over to New York, to the Convent of the Sisters of
Charity and rest until the half past five train. You will know, my dearest Reve-
rend Mother, how we relished it untidy as we were. We were all put in a large car-
riage, something like a bed, and kept sitting with the sunbeams pouring through
the windows for about a quarter of an hour, until we almost melted and we might
be there ncw only that M.M. Xavier exerted all her strength, put her head out of
the window and announced to the cabman that if he did not drive us away quickly,
she would not pay him half his fare. The words had a marvelous effect on the
man and after various stops, we arrived at the Convent where the Bishop was ready
to receive us. More introductions and of course, owing to our griminess, more
humiliations. They came upon us like flocks of snowflakes in winter, only not with
the same cooling effect. The Bishop soon left us, saying that the cabs would be
there for us a little after five. We went to dinner in the Sister’s refectory, after
which they took us up to the dormitory where we washed in water and lay dowr
on the bed. I must add that the sticks did not fit the caps and we looked like
old Irish women with full borders. M.M. Xavier has the worst—we had no other
to change; fortunately I found the night cap she had worn while on board, which if
it was not very clean, was at least dry and stickable. She put this on when she
got up and took her collar off altogether and put her black silk tie around her
neck. If you had only seen us all! The superior took us into the school which was in
the basement of the Church and of which I shall say nothing, Sr. Lucy Ignatia hav-
ing chosen to describe the places of intruction—I can’t call them schools. We were
just seated at tea when the Bishop was announced—but what a change! His figure
was enveloped in a white linen blouse, above which appeared the purple collar so
out of keeping with the rest of his apparel. What would M.M. Ignatius have said?
Two of the priests were with him, Dr. O’Hara and Dr. Cantwell, the latter looking
like Dr. Cooper, both arrayed in white blouses. We arrived at length at the
station, each one carrying her own carpet bag, the Bishop and Dr. O’Hara leading
the way, until we came to the carriage for Philadelphia. The Bishop went for the
tickets himself and to M.M. Xavier’s dismay, back with the tickets and an armful of
oranges which he divided among us, the carriage being almost full of passengers
and it would hold thirty or thirty-six. I feel almost as bad when I write as I did
then. I only wonder Mother M. Xavier survived it. We did not know where we
were going to stay for the night until we were halfway to Philadelphia, (I have
crossed my track!) when Mother M. Xavier said to the Bishop, “My Lord, can
you tell us where we are to stay tonight?” “Yes,my child, you shall all take sup-
per at the Bishop’s house and then go to the convent which is close to it.” What
an announcement! We pictured the number of priests at the table to meet His Lord-
ship—the six untidy nuns getting out of the carriage—but enough of this for the
present. I must not anticipate. We arrived in Philadelphia at about half-past
nine and while crossing the river His Lordship and the priests changed their coats
from white to black. We had nothing to change except looks of dismay with
each other. Mth. M. Xavier, Sr. Lucy Ignatia, Sr. Aloysia and myself got into
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one cab; His Lordship, Sr. Josephine, and Marion in the other. Sr. Josephine said,
“TI am so glad you have come, my Lord; I was hoping you would.” (Only fancy such
a speech!) She is quite taken with him. Indeed, he is very kind. The Bishop’s
cab went a short cut and got home first, with Marion and Sister Josephine. We
were grinning to ourselves in the cab. The number of students (from the college)
waiting to meet His Lordship were curious to find out who were the six sweeps
(for we looked like sweeps by that time!) whom he had brought from Europe.
We camie to a halt at length and got out of the cab in front of a large house bril-
liantly illuminated, with six or eight black figures standing in the hall. We
ascended the steps, bags in hand, — nobody asked us in, so there we stood in despair
saying we should wait until the Bishop came, not knowing that he had arrived before
us. At last, one of the priests said, “Will you walk into the room? The Bishop
is there,” and we did walk into an apartment, nicely furnished, dazzling with light,
in which we found His Lordship, five or six gentlemen, and seated in state, Sister
Josephine and Marion. I do not know what happened the first few moments. . . .
I dared not look at anybody for fear of laughing. I only know that M.M. Xavier
sat in mute despair—Sr. L. Ignatia on the brink of laughing— and I must have
screamed only that the Bishop’s dog eame in and sat just in front of me, and not-
withstanding my little relish for dogs, I played with it. After a little while, the
Bishop went out of the room and sent for the gentlemen, and we were alone but we
dared not speak. The Bishop returned in a short time with a bottle of wine, some
of which he poured into six glasses, as he said the ice water wak too cold for us
fo drink alone. Supper was yet to come (Oh dear!). It did come or rather we went
to it, headed by His Lordship who took the top of the table, Mth. M. Xavier and
Sr. L. Ignatia the bottom, and the remainder on either side. He asked us whether
we would take ham or chicken or tongue. Most of us took tongue, although it did
not succeed in making us talk any more. After a few minutes of silence, a band
struck up Home Sweet Home to welcome the Bigshop. It was not on purpose for
this occasion. We all looked so dull the Bishop said he was very sorry they played
it as it made the Sisters sad. He little know that it was the sense of our condition
that made us so gloomy. We were tired and sick and some of us tried to taik but
it was of no use. Oh! the horrors of that day and night! At last the supper
wahk finished and the Bishop, after securing our luggage, (except the one box we
wanted) in his own office, took us to the convent. It must have been eleven c’clock
at least. The door was opened by a little nun, Sr M. Ignatius, who had everything
ready for us. The Bishop had sent a telegram from New York saying we should
arrive in the evening, etc. He is their superior so he gave stirring ordems about
having everything we might want, hot or cold bath or anything. I suppose he saw
we needed it! He might have guessed from his own feelings. Then he gave us
his blessing and went home, while we made a short visit to the Blessed Sacrament
and retired to our dormiteries. I forgot to say that before he went His Lordship
asked us at what time we should like to have Mass. He fixed upon half past seven
and added, “I shall either isend a Priest to hear your confessions or go into the
confessional myself at seven.” Just what we dreaded. M.M. Xavier said, “My
Lord, don’t trouble yourself, any priest will do—without your getting up so early.”
We had a strong hope that he would not come; morning told us a different tale.
We had some nice hot water in which we bathed and felt quite refreshed. In the
morning we appeared quite different people—new habits, clean caps and collars,
in a word, renovated. While we were kneeling in the choir one of the priests
came up and said, “The Bishop will be in his confessional in a few moments.”
We walked down the Church and prepared in good earnest for confession.
Presently His Lordship appeared in purple cassock and cape, rochet and cross,
and entered the confessional. All hope was gone. I received a message to go in,
first, which of course I did. The Bishop said Mass and we all went to Com-
munion for the first time in nearly a fornight. His Lordship sent for us after breakfast
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and spent nearly the whole morning in showing us his house and cathedral. He
introduced us to every priest who came to welcome him—we did not care now,
because we were ciean. The Sisters of Charity were there, and they could
not help admiring our dress, even to the Bishop who said, “Yes, these Sisters
are satisfied with wearing black veils, not like you who wear so much white about
the head.” I shall describe in my next letter the Orphanage and the orphans at
St. Vincent’s Home. It would make this letter too long. I never valued my vo-
cation S.H.C.J. so much as I do now.

Some extracts from M. M. Xavier’s letter of the same date are interesting.

“Today, Mother dear, Sr. L. I. and T went in search of Mrs. Montgomery for
we knew you would be pleased if we could see her. We found 219 Spruce Street,
but no Mrs. Montgomery lived there. We were told that the numbers of the houses
had been changed and no one knew which was the house. At last we passed an
old book store. I saw a directory, seized upon it, and found a Mrs. Austin Mont-
gomery, 1902 Pine Street. We made for there, and found the house closed and
another name on the door. We continued to inquire, and were tbld at last that
a Mrs. Montgomery lived in such a house. For a venture we went there and found
a Mrs. James Montgomery lived there. She was delighted to ee us, hear all about
you, wanted us to stay there and take tea with her, asked us everything about
you and seemed delighted to hear us speak of you. It was an equal treat for us
to see her, she was the first and only lady we have seen except a friend who came
in while we were there. She is really a charming, elegant woman. Mrs. Austin
Montgomery is out of town at present, but Mrs. J.M. said she would send your
Jetter to her. Her direction is 719 Spruce Street, not 219.—We went to the house on
Friday to sce Miss Cotter with whom she koards, but Miss C. was not at home so
we could find no particulars to write you except what Mrs. J. Montgomery told
us, viz., she is very well, but seems to have lost her memory a good deal, and still
mourns for Mr. Montgomery. We have seen Mr. Carter also, who wished us to
come over to America some time ago. He said he made inquiries about our Society
from Mrs. Montgomery who told him she believed we were cloistered, which was not
what he wanted. He has altered his opinion by now, or I am mistaken. He has
expressed himelf plainly, showing that he feels the want of system of education.
He admires the simplicity of our habit. This morning the Bishop came in to make
arrangements about our journey to Towanda tomorrow. He is really very kind.
After telling us the route and the line, he asked Sr. L.I. and myself to go to his
house where we could speak privately; he told us candidly, for the sake of being
candid and sincere, not to dismay us, that he had really given his consent for us
to come to America in spite of himself on account of the perseverance that was
shown, he thought that perhaps it showed the will of God, but he has no opinion
of Towanda, he does not trust Mr. Ward and the Lycoming property is only worth
price of the timber; but he wishes us to judge and act according to our own judment.
He would like to go with us, but cannot spare the time. He said he would try and get
Mr. Carter to go, who is a man of good judgment—Harrisburg is the place the
Bishop harps upon as being the best suited for us—a beautiful place, he says, and
no one to compete with—but he will make no decision for us of course, we must
judge for ourselves. He gave us to understand very kindly and delicately, that if
we found that we could not succeed in Towanda we were not to hesitate ta ack-
nowledge it and come to him for assistance. “For,” he said, “it will not be your fault
if you find the place has been misrepresented to you.? He evidently doubts Mr.
Ward very much. I shall be glad to have Mr. Carter with us; 1st for the benefit of
his judgment, 2nd to secure his interest in us which is already quite alive. The
Bishop does not wish us in Philadelphia yet, neither do I. From what I can hear,
Germantown would be a very good place, but perhaps Harrisburg better. However,
as the Bishop constantly says, prayer is the chief thing now. .

Page 17



“Mother Ignatius, the Superioress here, is a very good religious and extremely kind
and nice to us. She quite longs to see you, Revd. Mother dear. Sr. L. Ignatia will
tell you about the schools, I can’t. The Bishop has an idea of what a low standard
they are. He cannot judge as he has sven no others at work, and he is not a man to
be convinced by words, he must see results, which I hope he soon will, in our
system. . . .V

Unfortunately, we have not Sr. Lucy Ignatia’s letter, with the exception of one
page in which she says nothing net found in the two letters quoted.

The hospitality the Sisters of St. Joaseph extended to the first band of S.H.C.J.
that came to Philadelphia has been a by-word in the Society. Mother Agatha
wrote, “So far we have met with very great kindness, but now we are experienc-
ing the essence of this virtue. . . . They are as kind and thoughtful for us as if
they were our own sisters. We have two large rooms, with three beds in each,
and I need not.say that after night prayers and a short visit to the Blessed Sacra-
ment, we are more than glad to retire to rest without being ‘rocked in the Cradle
of the Deep’.”

While M. M. Xavier and Sr. L. Ignatia were looking for Mrs. Montgomery’s
house, as related in Mother M. Xavier’s letter, Father Carter called to see the
Sisters and was interviewed by Sr. Agatha. In her graphic way she thus described
his visit:

“To say that he asked questions about the Society, its object and aim, in fact
its everything, would not be enough. He literally showered us with questions,
without any answers seeming to be required. After about an hour’s interview, he
left saying he would be glad if the Superioress would call to see him the next day
at the Church of the Assumption.” When Mother Mary Xavier returned and heard
all that had taken place in her abscnce, she said she felt that God had raised up
this good priest to be a benefactor to our Society in America, and that instead of
waiting until the next day, she would go that afternoon. Sister L. Ignatia and
Sr. Agatha accompanied her. It is needless to say the Reverend Father received
us most kindly—asked over the same questions he had asked in the morning, and
feeling settled on some points, on which he had doubted before, said he would
like to show us his Church and school. The Church is a pretty Gothic one. We
made our three requests, and said a Memorare before Our Lady’s Altar that if
it was God’s Will, we might be in Philadelphia this day year. From the Church
Father Carter took us to the parish school, which from its arrangement appears
less important than the English poor schools. There were no children, of course,
as this is holiday time. The Sisters of Mercy live in the convent; they are in Retreat
but the Superior and one other Sister came down to see the strangers and were
very nice to us.

“On the 18th of August, Father Carter accompanied M.M. Xavier and Mother
Lucy Ignatia to Towanda, and we are to wait here until we hear from them.”
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CHAPTER II
FIRST YEAR AT TOWANDA
1862 - 1863

We have Mother Agatha’s Annals and some notes written by her and Mother
Ignatius’ notes as our only record of the first days in Towanda*

According to Mother Agatha:

On Sunday, the 17th, the Bishop sent for Mother Mary Xavier and Mother Lucy
Ignatia and told them he was sorry not to be able to go to Towanda with them,
but he had asked Father Carter to go for him as he had great faith in his
judgment—then if they found the place unsuited for a convent to return to Phila-
delphia where he would take care of them himself. This was unthought of and un-
looked for kindness. And so they both felt.

On Monday morning after Mass and Holy Communion, and after receiving the
Bishop’s blessing, the two mothers left Philadelphia on the 7:30 train, accompanied
by good Father Carter—the other four sisters remaining with the Sisters of St.
Joseph until the place of residence should be decided, and it is needless to say how
hard they prayed for God’s Will in the matter, and at the same time how lonely
they felt. The mothers were received by Mr. Ward who sent his carriage to Troy
to meet them, for in those days that was the nearest station to Towanda, being 20
miles from it,—and such a road! Corduroy, it is called, there, because it is so
full of ruts and ridges, like that material, though on a large scale. Mr. Ward
received Father Carter (whom, by the way he called Doctor) very kindly indeed—
his house was like a palace and the grounds laid out with good taste. After break-
fast Mr. Ward and Father Carter and our dear mother went to the future con-
vent, and a disheartening place it looked after the residence they had left.

It was a small wooden building, falling into decay, the paper hanging in festoons
from the walls, the paint covered with dirt, or else not existing at all—certainly
the rats and spiders, not to speak of other inhabitants, had enjoyed themselves
there for many a year. There was a pretty little grove at one end of the grounds,
and as it was summer, it looked very cool and inviting.

It is needless to say that the mothers did not feel encouraged at the prospeet
before them, but rather than be a burden to the good Bishop, they determined to
settle in Towanda as it belonged to the Society, and remain there until there was
an opportunity of going elsewhere. Father Carter agreed to this, for he had it
in his mind to bring the Society to Philadelphia as soon as possible. Then after
remaining two days there, he returned to Philadelphia on Thursday evening,
and came to the Sisters of St. Joseph's Convent to see the four orphans and tell
them all about Towanda, when they were to start, etc. He brought with him the
following letter from dear Mother Mary Xavier.

Dear Sister Agatha,

“We are agreeably disappointed with our convent here, and have decided to re-
main. Therefore you and the other sisters must come up as soon as possible, but
I fear that Monday will be the earliest you can leave Philadelphia, as it' is a two
days’ journey and Sunday would be an inconvenient day to travel. Father Carter
has kindly offered to see you safely from Philadelphia and he will give you any
instructions necessary regarding the journey as far as Troy, where you will have
to remain for the night. But some one will meet you there and tell you where
to go, and how to get there.”

“T shall not attempt to describe the place to you in any way, but will leave every-

*There are letters of Father Carter, and M.M. Xavier which are listed in the Bibliog-
raphy at end of Chapter.
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thing to make its own impression. We have plenty of adventures to recount. I
long for us to be altogether again, comparing notes. You must ask the Bishop
to be kind enough to consecrate the chalice before you leave, and the paten. The
altar stone Father Carter has kindly promised to send by you. Pay all your debts.”

“T will write to the Bishop and tell him of our decision, but Father Carter will ex-
plain all to him. He has been a true friend to us, thank Our Lord! and his decided
opinion is in favor of this place.”

“More when I meet you which I hope will be soon. Kindest regards to all the
sisters who are, I hope, in good spirits. Remember me most kindly to dear Mother
Ignatius and the other sisters and say how grateful we shall always be for their
kindness and they must always consider our convents open to them whenever they
need a home.”

“Pray, pray, pray very much-—the work is difficult and we are only beginning.”

Youy affectionate sister,
M. Xavier.

Convent of the S.H.C.J.
Towanda, Wednesday, Aug. 20th, 1862.”

To continue Mother Agatha’s narrative:

Father Carter then said he would seec the sisters off on Monday morning, which,
by the way, they thought would never come, so anxious were they to be with our
dear mothers again. It did come at last, and after Mass and Holy Communion, they
said goodbye to the dear, kind Sisters of Saint Joseph, and left for the station, Mother
Ignatius going with them. The Bishop had given them his blessing the evening be-
fore and sent the same to the mothers in the North. Father Carter met the sisters
at the train and gave them a large package of peaches which they found very re-
freshing on the way as it was a remarkably warm day—he also gave $100 for
Mother Mary Xavier, which he said would be useful, and of course it was, as no
one will doubt. Then he gave his blessing and sent his kindest regards to M. M.
Xavier, and M.L. Ignatia. The sisters said good-bye to dear Mother Ignatius, thanked
her again for all her kindness, and the train started. The travellers arrived at Troy,
20 miles from Towanda at about ten o'clock in the evening, where a buggy was wait-
ing to take them to Burlington about 12 miles from Troy. And what they suffered
on that awful road after a day of sickness in the train cannot be written—it was
worse than the seasickness of the Atlantic Ocean—however, they arrived at Bur-
lington and went to bed although without undressing, as they had to begin their
travels again at daylight. They had no breakfast, and arrived at Towanda at 8
o’clock, while our dear mothers were at Mass. The sisters were taken to Mr. Ward’s
house, where they washed and were ready to meet the mothers—when they came
from church, —in the library. Then after the greeting, they went to breakfast with
the family. After that they had a good time to talk and tell what had happened on
both sides.

Mr. Ward went with them up to the convent! Well! Such a place! But they had
come to America, not to enjoy themselves, but to work and there was plenty to
do in a material way, before they could do anything in the form of a schcol. The
house must be described just as it presented itself to them on that day—a wooden
building consisting of a ground floor, and one story with an attic, of course, the
drawing room of the rats and spiders that had held possession for many years and
which were now about to he disturbed, as it would have to be turned into a dormitory
for the sisters. On the ground floor, was a parlor—behind that a large room which
had been used as a kitchen by the former inhabitants. Then a small room which was
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to be the refectory for the present. A long passage led to an out house and a stable.
Upstairs—and here must be remarked-—about 14 steps took one to the first floor
where there was a little room in which were two trestle beds with a straw matting
on each—this was to be M.M. Xavier’s and M.L. Ignatia’s cell prepared by them
the day before we came to be ready for us to see. Then a room for a chapel, a pus-
age room and a large dormitory. This is called large because it is the only room to
hold five beds, the largest room upstairs. In this room were two large bedsteads,
having on each a tick filled with straw, and quite round, so that if one turned at
night she found herself rolling on the slats of the bedsteads. There was also a kind
of sofa on which Sr. M. Cornelia slept, but she could not change her position with-
out rolling on the floor. Behind this room was a little one afterwards used as a com-
munity room, and another small one—a dormitory for the children when we had
boarders. Up the steps the attic, but stoop or you will break your head, except in
the center! This was the Convent of the Holy Child Jesus in Towanda!

The sisters set to work at once to unpack the 14 trunks they had brought with
them, and take out the household linen, ete. After a while when they cpuld get iron
bedsteads they returned the ticks, ete. they had borrowed from Mr. Ward. Sister
Josephine was amazed, for she thought that M.M. Xavier had found them m the
house.

All the community was so united that they did not mind the privations of every kind
by which they were surrounded, and many and hearty were the laughs afforded by
Sister Josephine who lived in a state of wonder from morning till night, at least
for the first few months. She never could learn the names of the people she came
in contact with, but christened them herself as “that Catholic person,” or “that rich
person,” ete.

Why Mr. Ward’s premise to have things in readiness was not kept may be ex-
plained by the fact that the sisters, in the end, left England sooner than Mother
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