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FOREWORD

CASTING about for a suitable foreword with which to
introduce the tenth volume of my Historical Series, an
easy way out occurred to me. Perhaps I could not do better
than reprint what I said at the commencement exercises of
Ottawa University when accepting an LL.D. with which
that institution honoured me.

The report in The Montreal Gazette of 20th June,
1938, was as follows:

In acknowledging the conferring of the degree, Mr.
Perkins Bull said that there was no seat of learning
from which he would prefer to receive such an honour
[LL.D.], which coincidentally marked the fiftieth an-
niversary of his entry upon college life. His first two
degrees had taken respectively four and five years in
their acquirement, The new one came after a further
forty-five years of more interesting study and experi-
ment than those of his undergraduate days.

“The more one delves into the past,” said Mr. Bull,
“the more one is impressed with the indebtedness of the
present-day world to the organization of which this
institution is so important a part. During the Dark
Ages and before, you collected and preserved the re-
cords of civilization as the Western World knew it.
Your archives are laden with documents and memor-
abilia of undoubted authenticity, assembled during the
centuries when the bloom of the mint was still on
them. You represent an institution historic in itself,
and with the longest unbroken history of any organi-
zation with which I am acquainted. It is the source
from which you sprang that brought religion and
learning to this continent. Its emissaries were also the
great explorers who, without money and without price,
charted our wilderness and named lakes and rivers.

Maps on the walls of Broddytown, the lictle country
school which I attended in the 1870’s, were published
by a man after whose name there appeared the cabal-
istic letters LL.D. Idid not know then just what they
stood for, but they looked good to me and, although
even today I might find difficulty in explaining them,
still I am proud to have a set of my own. Thus it is
that, through the kindness of this University, one of
the fondest dreams of my boyhood days has been real-
ized.
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Now that I am actually confronted with the honor,
however, I feel less certain of my own worthiness. In
the course of historical research, may I hope merely
that your new Doctor of Laws is not a patcher-up of
outworn shibboleths, but an understanding diagnosti-
cian of the principles governing the relations of groups
and individuals which made our ancestors what they
were and which control us today.”

Such is the background of the spirit or frame of mind
in which I have sought to write From Macdonell to Mc-
Guigan.

WM. PERKINS BULL
Lorne Hall,
Toronto.




THE ANGLE OF APPROACH

IN His series of historical volumes, Dr. Perkins Bull has
shed abundant light upon the importance and the signifi-
cance of local history, as it works itself out in county and
township. But he has done something more than that.

In his different histories of institutions—Spadunk,
From Strachan to Owen, From the Boyne to Brampton—
and now in his latest volume, From Macdonell to McGuigan,
he shows how important and how far-reaching in influence
upon the community is the history of institutions. Men who
come together in the name of a common interest, though it
be only commercial or material, and much more if it be
spiritual and intangible, are bound to act and react upon one
another and to bring about profound, if gradual, changes in
the thought and the spirit of the community.

While the value of political history, both general and
local, cannot be denied, it must be admitted at the same time
that the institutions described in the above-mentioned
books are much closer to the lives of the people than is
politics in the strict sense. As J. R. Green the historian has
pointed out in his Short History of the English People,
history is made less by wars and treaties and the birth and
death of kings than by the social progress of the people.
What men are doing on their farms, in their towns, their
villages and their markets, their way of spending their
leisure, and the beliefs and aspirations of their serious hours,
is vastly more important in moulding human destiny than
legislation or enactment imposed by government. “Give me
the songs of a people and I care not who makes its laws.”
The same holds true for all social institutions.

Elections occur only once every three or four years,
laws are repealed when they become unpopular, legislatures
meet but a few weeks or months in the course of the year.
The individual attends his church or his lodge every week,
or more or less frequently. He plays games or watches others
play, he strives to improve his conditions of life and work,
he reads and works at his own particular hobby. Therefore,
we might reasonably expect historians to devote more pages
to those occupations that absorb most of the individual’s
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time and interest.

Heretofore Church History has been written largely
by theologians who, perhaps unconsciously, write with the
idea that it is their bounden duty to emphasize the devo-
tional or spiritual, rather than to portray the historical. One
of the best lifes of Lincoln was written by an Englishman,
and within the last three years we have seen a study of the
Reverend Dr. John Wesley written by a French Franciscan
friar. We should, therefore, expect an unbiased account
from a History of the Roman Catholic Church by an
Orangeman of very high degree.

In this volume the author has followed the precedents
set in his earlier histories of religious institutions, and has in-
cluded a recital of facts which, technically, are not part of
the history of the institutions but which, if they were left
out, would produce a narrative devoid of many of the cir-
cumstances which lie at the foundation of the development
to be portrayed. The wakes he so fully describes were not
religious functions, but it cannot be denied that their flow-
ering in Peel was solely due to the large numbers of Irish
Roman Catholic immigrants who settled in that county.

Similarly the life story of Father McSpiritt could not
have been told if the author had omitted to give, in some
detail, his uncompromising and unceasing advocacy of total
abstinence, nor his miracles, which made him one of the
most sought out of the priesthood of his time.

In From Macdonell to McGuigan Dr. Bull has per-
formed a great service to the Roman Catholic history of
Canada and has brought to life many individuals, such as
McVean, Baldwin and McSpiritt, who were scarcely more
than names in the history of Canada as it has been written
before today. It is unnecessary to say more. The following
pages speak for themselves.

JAMES JOHN TALMAN

Toronto, Ontario.



CHAPTER XVI
THE MIRACLE WORKER

In Hoc Signo Vinces,
—The motto of Constantine

RANCIS McSPIRITT, a farmer’s son, was born at Temple-

port, County Cavan. Although his primary education
was obtained in Ireland at St. Augustine’s Seminary,, he does
not seem to have had any immediate intention of entering
the priesthood.

At the age of twenty-four he, his sister Ann and
brother John emigrated to New York. After a brief stay
he and Ann came on to Toronto where another sister, Mrs.
Kauffman, had settled., Within a year Francis enrolled at
St. Michael’s, as a student of philosophy, and while there

seems to have definitely made up his mind to become 2

priest, and to have begun the study of theology. After a
course at the Grand Seminary he returned to Toronto and
was ordained in the Cathedral by Archbishop Lynch, who
sent him to Wildfield as curate.

Erect and broad-shouldered, he stood about five feet
eight. Thick, dark curly hair crowned a square and ruddy
face and a broad, high forehead. Father O’Connor and his
parishioners looked the young Irish priest over, wondering
just what sort of a man the newcomer might be. The
author recalls the piercing gaze of his bright black eyes.
Honest folk found them friendly, if at times disturbingly
ironical; but when they detected fraud or meanness their
blaze was terrifying.

is voice was strong and resonant, and his usual
manner, though rather abrupt, was easily adapted to the
occasion. Children were drawn to him at sight; his attitude
towards evil-doers was harsh and uncompromising. To the
afflicted he was tender and compassionate, to the honest,
inspiring, and to decent folk invariably cordial.

When Caledon parish was created Father Mac, as he
was already affectionately called, became its first resident
priest,; and soon earned the respect and support of those to
whom he ministered. The presbytery was at Silver Creek,
and stations were scattered throughout northern Peel and
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the Townships of Adjala and Mono. The priest soon learned
his way along trails, over hills and through swamps, for
there were as yet few improved roadways in his extensive
parish.

After five busy and fruitful years he was transferred
to St. Patrick’s, Niagara Falls, where his small congregation
consisted principally of poor and struggling families. Par-
ishioners had little cash and paid church dues in pork, veal,
mutton, butter, milk, vegetables, wool, maple sugar and
cordwood. His needs were few and simple, and he did not
require all the farm produce given him. Instead of selling
the surplus, he sent it direct to the public committee at the
town depot for distribution among newly-arrived, penni-
less immigrant families. Father Mac ignored a few bigots
who charged him with proselytizing, and carried on as he
thought best.,

It was at Niagara Falls that he began to establish a
reputation as a miracle worker, although this self-effacing
clergyman was already aware of his wonderful endowment.
Once, when a mere lad, he slipped and sprained his ankle.
For a time he lay powerless; no one was within call of this
lonely spot. Tentatively he rubbed the injured limb and
prayed for help. The pain went and he rose and walked to
the house without discomfort. Often he lamented that he
had not realized that he had this God-given power in time
to prolong the life of his beloved mother.;

Having, soon after hisarrival at Niagara Falls, restored
sight to an American citizen and cured a Canadian girl of
St. Vitus’s dance, Father Mac’s fame in both countries
spread like prairie fire., He did not, however, treat co-re-
ligionists only, but seems to have been as ready to cure
Protestants as he was to restore to health members of the
Church of Rome.;

Always ready to receive callers, regardless of their reli-
gion, Father Mac was careful to point out that none but
adherents of the Church of Rome could receive the full
benefit of his ministrations. Outsiders came of their own
free will and he promised them nothing, although he once
said he had treated more Protestants than he had Catholics.;

When tales of Father Mac’s remarkable cures reached
Archbishop Lynch, that ever diplomatic and wary prelate
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earnestly besought him to give no further “thaumaturgic
exhibitions”., But in vain did the Archbishop tell him that
a charge of charlatanry might be brought against him.
Father Mac was not to be turned aside. He regarded him-
self as a divine instrument and under command from the
‘Master to use his gift for the alleviation of human misery.
To the ever-recurring question, how he worked his miracles,
his simple reply was, “It is between the afflicted and God;
I know nothing of it.”;

Perhaps the Archbishop thought it wise to remove a
man such as Father Mac from a centre like Niagara Falls
where he was bound to arouse comment, and possibly ridi-
cule or hostility. Accordingly, the Carmelite Fathers were
installed at Niagara Falls. Greatly regretted by his flock
and many Protestants,, Father Mac was sent in 1875 to the
paexillsh of Adjala, to work with people he already knew
well.,

He was happy there among his Irish parishioners. He
understood and liked them. Old folk who remember him
describe him as “a lovely man”. He was simple and un-
assuming, and never advertised himself nor his healing gift.

In Adjala, as at Niagara, he was besieged by suppli-
ants. Only once is he known to have refused assistance. A
group of young people came to him from Niagara Falls.
Turning to one girl whom he had confirmed, he said, “Well,
well, Mary, and what can I do for you?”

“Father,” she replied, “I still have the epileptic fits,
but they are getting so bad I don’t think you can help me.”

The priest simply responded, “Well, since you have no
faith, I won’t try. Good-bye Mary."”s

Susanna Pallister, widow of John Doran,, an Albion
township parishioner, although ninety-five is still hale and
alert and has given the author much information.

The Doran children sometimes played with a crippled
child, Mary Elizabeth Parr, who periodically suffered in-
tense pain which the doctors had been unable to relieve.
Mrs. Doran believed in Father Mac, but plead though she
might the child’s father, an active Orangeman, would have
nothing to do with the priest.

Time passed. The Dorans moved away. One day Doran
met Parr on the road, and learned from the anguished
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father that the little girl could not live much longer. To
Doran’s amazement Parr asked, “Do you think Father Mac
can do anything for her?” Doran answered, “Sure he can,”
and it was arranged that he and his wife should call for
Mary the following Sunday and take her to Adjala. But
when the Dorans arrived they found Mrs. Parr full of
doubts, and it was only after considerable time and much
talk that the five set out over the rough roads to see Father
Mac. 3
They were late for Mass, and as Father Mac had gone
on to another station they sat on the presbytery stoop t 3
await his return. ™
Father Mac listened to Doran’s description of the
child’s ailment, and how it came about that she was broug -»
to him. “Why didn’t the Parrs take this little girl to their
own pastor?” he asked gruffly. “Ican do nothing for them.”
While John Doran and his wife pleaded with the
priest, Mrs. Parr’s reluctance was fast returning and they
saw that their trip was likely to prove in vain. Finally,
Father Mac said challengingly, “And if this little girl is
cured, will her father promise to become a Catholic?”
“I will do anything to help my poor child,” Parr
replied. 4
Father Mac then took the two women into his study
where Mary lay on a couch. After gazing at her for some
time he asked, “Do you really believe, my little girl, that I
can cure you?” )
“Oh, yes, I know you can, Father,” she unhesitatingly
replied. -
“And if you grow well and strong, will you be a good
Catholic when you grow up?” e
“Oh yes, Father, I surely will.” il
The priest knelt at her side in prayer, and on rising.
told them to “Take Mary home.” As they drove back to
Albion she laughed and sang, happy and free from pain,
and within a short time was romping about with her
playmates.,, )
The news of the Parr cure spread quickly; more and
more Protestants made the long journey over the rutty
roads. Father Mac always asked why they had not been
cured by their own pastors. But he did not always insist
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that suppliants should change their religion for favours
anticipated or received. Once, when he asked a pilgrim
why he had not sought help from his own minister, the
reply was, “They say you have some power of witchcraft.”
- “Get down on your knees,” Father Mac ordered. “Make
‘with me the Sign of the Cross. Now, go home and tell your
friends it was by the Sign of the Cross you were cured.”,,
~ There were, however, Protestants who were not at one
with the Roman Catholics. Such was John Crisp;. of Bally-
croy, son of a prominent Palgrave Orangeman. John’s
Catholic wife, Bridget Morrison, fell ill and asked for
Father Mac. Her husband, enraged, threatened bodily harm
to the priest if he dared enter the house. Regardless of this,
a Catholic neighbour set out for Father Mac. Nenghbours,
i:;.mg for their beloved pastor’s life, hastened to intercept
~ “John will not harm me,” Father Mac assured them.
- He was right. There was no unpleasantness when he
reached the Crisp home. Mrs. Crisp recovered and her hus-
band, to the utter disgust of his Orange relatives, went over
to the Church of Rome.,s

Father Mac had no set ritual in performing a cure,

though he always used the Sign of the Cross and generally
offered up a short audible prayer.
- Records of Father Mac’s cures of epilepsy abound. A
son of the Protestant Bradleys,, of Palgrave developed the
disease. His parents reluctantly overcame their scruples and
took the boy to Father Mac. After about fifteen minutes
alone with the afflicted child, Father Mac told the anxious
parents, “He will probably have one more fit, but none
after that.”

Bradley inquired diffidently what he owed.

Father Mac smiled and shook his head. “Nothing,
nothing at all. But it would please me if your wife would
abstain from eating meat on Fridays, as a reminder to you
both of God’s mercy. But you, Bradley, need strength for
your labour, and would only suffer if you went without.”

- Bradley worried as to how to thank their benefactor.
Finally one moonless night, knowing the priest to be out,
he dumped a load of oats in the rectory stable bin.

As for the little boy, he had a fit on the way home,
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but from that time until his death from diphtheria he was
free of the dread disease. Throughout her life the grateful
mother kept faith with Father Mac and ate no meat
Fridays. J

The clergyman’s penances were seldom burdensome.
Often Catholics were told to refrain from eatmg
on Saturdays and Wednesdays, in addition to their v
abstinence on Fridays. Occasionally he asked them to tef
from amusement and labour on Sundays., At times wo!
were asked not to comb their hair on Fridays, and s
men were requested to abstain from strong drink; othes
might be allowed a couple of drinks a day, or perchance be
forbidden to shave on the Sabbath.,; It is puzzhng, 101
to understand why he sometimes gave ten cents to a pat
with the injunction not to buy “bulls’-eyes”. e

His penances frequently hit at pet foibles and w
nesses. One Niagara youth, William Waters, tho‘lsht it
fun to break up service at the Free Methodist church., This
boy, an epileptic, was finally taken to Father Mac. The
priest told him that if he would never again annoy or
bother the Free Methodists he would recover. He promised,
and while he kept his word all went well. But one

a
1
r°"

into a fit, and was subject to attacks until his death s
years later.q

When Mrs. John Doran’s doctor advised an operation
she said, “I am not going under the knife of any medical
doctor, all I want is Father Mac. If he can’t help me,l will
die as I am.’

Her distracted husband at once drove away t
Father Mac. The priest, greeting him, asked, "Wcll C
what’s the matter?” '_

“The wife’s sick, Father, and she thinks you are the
only doctor who can hel her.”

“Maybe I am. What s the trouble? Put your ho se in
the barn and feed him, and then go you into the kitc
and get something to eat,” Father Mac directed.

John shook his head, “No Father, she’s too s
couldn’t do that.”

“Go on, John, and obey me. Be sure you eat
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dinner, and when your horse has finished his oats, hitch up

-+

ind drive home, but don’t speak a word to a living soul
until you are in your own kitchen.”
- As he was about to pull out the priest added, “Now
John, I am not putting any penance on your wife. I am
going to put it on you. You can keep a bottle in the house
and take two drinks a day, any time you like, but no more
than two a day. But if you break this promise, trouble will
come back to your wife.” Such then were John’s penances.
When he reached home his wife was sitting up in bed knit-
L _-him SOCkS.;o

" Father Mac knew full well how dearly Doran loved to
gossip with whomever he met along the road, so that once

:
[peve
'SESRN

¢ set out there was no knowing when he would get home.
Next to idle talk, or perhaps before it, John loved his bottle.
Jut so great was Father Mac’s influence, that *“John kept his
pledge for many years, and during his total abstinence
periods, as after his death, his wife enjoyed good health.”;,
~ Although the priest might punish John Doran for
liking to chat along the roadside, there were few things
Father Mac himself enjoyed more than gossip.

~ Isabella Dwyer,;, who married John Finnerty’s son

21Mon says:

“One day 1 was striding along barefooted, my skirt kilted above my
inees, as farmers’ daughters wore them when herding cows. Just as I
d a corner, I saw ‘old Grey Charlie’ drawing a rickety buggy with
n in a shabby cassock and a stovepipe hat, followed by the old
grel dog ‘Sturdy’. Hastily pulling my skirt down, I dived into the
~ *“*Whoa!” cried out Father Mac, ‘You there, behind that bush, come
out here. I know what you’re doing. Isaw those shins when you couldn’t
wal. - on. them.'

- "Of course I had to come out, and for about an hour Father Mac
questioned me about who were sick or in trouble, and what courting was
g on in the parish; he wanted to know how some of the wild fellows
were behaving. Satisfied at last that he was in full knowledge of what
all his people were doing and saying, he blessed the cows and set Grey

coras

Charlie jogging along.”

Among northern Peel Catholics the McCarty family
was outstanding. Back in 1832 Dennis purchased land
north of Caledon East. He took a prominent part in the
qf ding of St. Cornelius’s church. His son James,;; one of
the earliest students at St. Michael’s, later attended the first
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business college in Toronto. After a few years in the city
he returned to the homestead and married Mary McLaugh
lin,, s grand-daughter of both Cornelius Murphy and Francis
McLaughlin, and thus a sister of Mrs. Michael Dwrygt,
Father Mac was wont to drop in on James at odc
hours. On a certain afternoon, when the clergymam-
into the yard, it was empty save for a Dwyer girl standing
at the pump. She mistook the shabbily dressed priest fo
cattle drover she knew. So, when he ordered her to
the hired man to attend to his horse, she replied flippantly
“If you want your horse put away, unhitch it yourself.
I'm not your hired girl.” L i
She quailed before Father Mac’s withering gaze.
McCarty bustled out of the house full of apologies, ar
trembling niece, realizing the mistake, began to cry.
priest patted the sobbing girl and put her at ease.;s
Soon after he came to Ad;ala Father Mac 1 \
English orphan, Willie White, into his home. Wulhe;
lived at the presbytery almost eighteen years, delighte w‘ ,
chatting with the author about his master’s home lif ‘ ;:j
habits. He said: '

“Father Mac was more than a father to me; he was cermn!ydl
father I knew. He was very good to his help. When he went to
he always brought some treat back, frequently oranges or frah

for the housekeeper and myself. His own food was very simple,
more than a potato and plenty of bread and butter, but he would
sit quietly and enjoy a meal. Out he would come to the ht:hgn
that we were eating enough. Sometimes, when he didn’t think w
he would pile up our dishes and even cut up the food, standing
until we ate it all.”

Father Mac’s charity was all embracing; he did »
quire too closely into the antecedents of those he a
Called to one home, he found a large family of small chﬂ
in dire want, and promptly supplied food and clothing
the whole household. On the way home the well-to-do
ishioner who had brought him remarked “Well, Fa ner
a fine thing to be charitable, but you’re making a mistake.
This man is simply lazy; if I had taken life as easy as he does,
my family would be in want too.” |

Father Mac’s characterwtlc retort was: “Don’t you see

that Almighty God did not give this man the capacncy to be
prosperous, and don’t you forget that if He had not g
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you, you would not have succeeded either.”,;
He held it his duty to relieve misery wherever he found
bm: he could not easily be imposed upon. He had a grim
way with glib talkers, and would ruthlssly expose a sham.
A similar measure of sincere, unfaltering uprightness
characterized his spiritual life. Deeply pious, he wasted
her breath nor time on trivialities;; he was filled with a
burning zeal for all that was worthy and godly, and was
r teously indignant with idle foolishness.; In the pulpit he
dtdactxc, rather than persuasive, hammering home in
ef trenchant sentences his views on death, judgment, hell

heaven 1

- While Father Mac ministered indefatigably to his flock,
took no care of himself; though indifferent as to his
rsonal appearance and comfort, he was scrupulously
'.’ lean.,; His weather-worn “stove-pipe”, alleged to have
’,’ een brought from Ireland,; was an impressive ruin, and his
sock was of the shabbiest; his buggy rattled and creaked;

lxvmg quarters were bareand comfortless, and he would
doubtless have frozen to death if somebody had not seen to
it that he had a woodpile and kept the fire burning.

- He ate sparingly of the plainest fare; and often, unless
reminded, would go without. Parishioners organized an in-
formal committee to look after him, but he was difficult. In

),

tormy weather, even when ill, he insisted on making his
usual parochial calls. When age disqualified Grey Charlie he
bought a young mare, “Red Kitty”. He also bought a new
b gg‘); but that was for the curate. Father Mac drove Grey
e and Red Kitty alternately, and unfailingly accom-
d Willie White to the stable at nights to hold the
lantern while the lad unharnessed the horse, and saw to it
th tthe mangers were full and the stalls clean and that there
was plenty of hay and bedding.:s
- There had been other ascetic priests in County Peel, but
er one quite like Father Mac. The author recalls the
uncheon hours during his Brampton High School days,
ﬂlen the thaumaturgic Father’s miracles were subjects of
discussion.  Sons of Orangemen and students who hoped
some day to become medical doctors argued against Father
Mac’s faith cures; Catholic students defended them with
ardour; while others now took one side, now the other. But
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through it all Father Mac was never referred to as a faker or
a quack. T
At fifty, though the parish priest was still at their ser-
vice day and night, evidences of his failing health worried his
flock. When Father Mac came to Adjala it was a struggling
parish, but now its folk thought the church was too s
and worn out. Pilgrims from afar brought money w
they came appealing for the priest’s blessing, and so with
prosperity there arose a demand for a finer and larger
church. T
Father Mac felt unequal to the task, and his thoughts
turned to St. Patrick’s Wildfield, the scene of his first
pastoral labours and home of his earliest Canadian
His old church was fallen from its high estate; its parish
boundaries had been narrowed, and the agricultural coll
closed. An aging priest could now tend it alone, so in 1887
he again took up quarters in Wildfield presbytery., =
Afflicted folk from far and near continued to find their
way to his door. Willie White remembers a British nobleman
who crossed the Atlantic for treatment, and gave him a
sovereign for holding his horse. Folk arrived afoot, on horse-
back, in carts, buck-boards, buggies, carriages, waggons and
rigs of all sorts. The four daily trains brought pilgrims
Kleinburg, six miles from Wildfield, and as many sup:
ants were folk of substance it was a real harvest for hack
OWners. s "'i ‘
But there were others not so affluent. An Amierican
couple, too poor to hire a cab, carried their five-year-old
crippled boy from the station to the priest’s house. Return:
ing hot and weary, they fell asleep near the station while
waiting for the home-bound train, and were awakened by
the shouts of their hitherto helpless child coming to tell them
that the train was in sight..,
But the parish priest seldom permitted pilgrims to g0
home tired. If the beds and couches in the rectory were al
taken he would make other provision for them. Miss Anna

Doherty of Niagara Falls told the author: o

“Ever since I was a little girl I had the most awful headaches. Atlast:
I went to Wildfield, in the full belief that Father Mac alone could cure
me. Just think! The only thing he did was to make the Sign of the Cross,
and say a short prayer, and I haven’t had a headache since. My only
penance was never to comb my hair on Friday, but that is easy.” '

B
]
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. “After supper, Father Mac said ‘There is no train back to Niagara
‘tonight’. Then he told Willie to take my sister and me over to Michael
. Murphy's.,, Turning to us, he said, ‘Michael is one of my most faithful
‘parishioners, and you will be well cared for there. No, don’t think it will
put him out; it’s all arranged.” ”

He liked to see well-fed folk about him, and would not
allow anyone to go away hungry. As a consequence, the
housekeeper was ever busy preparing meals for strangers
‘who dropped in at all hours of the day and night. The seem-
ingly end{:s stream of suppliants and the priest’s uncertain
moods made the presbytery hard to run, and housekeepers
were continually arriving and departing.

At Silver Creek rectory Ann McSpiritt kept house for
her brother, but when he was sent to Niagara Falls, she
opened a boarding-house in Toronto. Father Mac, though
gentle, liked to have his own way, and complained that his
sisters “tried to run things”.;

Mrs. Quinlan of Adjala and Miss Kate Gaffney.. of The
Gore of Toronto were among his Adjala housekeepers. A
new crop came on the scene at Wildfield. From one of them,
Mrs. Patrick Keenahan.; of Albion, the author has learnt
much concerning the last few years of Father Mac’s life. She

avers:
& “He was severe with men, women and children, and with priests too,
if he thought they were careless or acting foolishly. “The devil’s in the
women today!’, he shouted one morning when some trifling was going on
in the kitchen.”

The priest slept on the ground floor to be within call if
needed. One night Michael Kennedy., tapped on the win-
‘dow and said his wife had just given birth to twins and was
very sick. “Go home,” quoth Father Mac, “she will be all
right. I will be around in the morning.” But there was no
mention of a penance, and Michael, on reaching home,
found things as the priest had said.,,

Samuel Beamish,.; an Orangeman, lived on the farm
adjoining St. Patrick’s on the south. Medical aid having
failed to restore his bed-ridden son, Sam in despair sought
Father Mac’s help. In a short time the invalid was up and
back at work. Willie White is not sure which, but either
Samuel or his son was forbidden to attend Lodge.

Monsignor Treacy, in conversation with the author,
recalled his first meeting with Father McSpiritt. A woman
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had asked him to take her crippled husband to Wildfield.
With a cold eye Father Mac looked the young priest over anc
said, “Father Treacy, if you had any faith, you’d cure hin
yourself.” i
Then Father Mac took the cripple alone into his study
In about an hour the man, his face flushed and his eyes star-
ing, came walking unsteadily out of the room, his cr
left on the study table, and, unaided, climbed into the
Later he told Dr. Treacy that after making confession, he
had been commanded to abstain thenceforth from intoxi-
cants.
Father Mac, though stern with evil-doers, was never
pitiless. A Malton man who enjoyed the reputation of over-
charging visiting pilgrims whom he drove from the loca
Grand Trunk station to Wildfield, one day came compl:
ing of “a bad eye”. % |
“I know you have,” the thaumaturgist grimly replied,
and then proceeded to tell him exactly why. Upon receiy
ing professions of contrition, he sent the man joyfully
away.q, 1
Journeying around his parish Father Mac in a low voice
would recite the Litany of the Blessed Virgin. If he had a
companion he expected the responses. He had a great devo
tion for the Blessed Virgin,, and each night at eight o’c!
he would assemble his household in the kitchen and r
“Our Father” and “Hail Mary”, while they joined in the
responses.; ' 1Y
Parochial visits and interviews with suppliants prei ty
well consumed his time. But no matter how busy, he devoted
an undisturbed period every day to meditation and devo-
tional reading.; Newspapers and mundane affairs intere ed
him but little unless they concerned his ever-beloved Ireland
He liked a pipe with special friends, and while he gen-
erally introduced the topics he did not monopolize the con
versation. Few could match him in argument. If mere fri
lv<>lity or low talk was persisted in, he would get up and
eave. L
Mrs. Keenahan says: .
‘He was death on waltzing, but didn’t mind any other kind of
dancing. He did not like socials or other secular entertai in

connection with his church, and in his time even the famous Wildfie
picnics were stepped down a bit.” '
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- On the twenty-fifth anniversary of his ordination
Father Michael V. Kelly,.; a descendant of the pioneer Mc-
Laughlins of Mono Mills, went to congratulate him and was
surprised to find the priest alone in his study enjoying a
smoke.
- “Oh yes,” the old parish priest replied casually, “two
or three men calling themselves a committee did notify me
that a purse had been collected, and that the priests would be
here today. I told them to give their money back and tell
‘them to stay at home. I will be in purgatory long enough
without giving in to the vanity of having addresses and pres-
entations made to me.”;,
~ With advancing years he had grown somewhat testy
and short-tempered, and though never angry long his wrath
was devastating. One of his last entries in St. Patrick’s
Register of Deaths reads:
~ "Julia . . . One Julia was quite enough in a province, quite enough
in a century, and one too many in the Catholic Church for a whole
continent; socially and religiously a nonentity, 1 believe she possessed
ne moral virtue that outtriumphed her other defects in the divine bal-
ance. May she rest in peace. . . .”
b - During the later years of his life, every time he drove
into his own yard he would find folk waiting his return.
Once, at the close of a strenuous day, over a dozen rigs were
lined up. “Look at that!”, he said to Willie White. “Well,
too bad, but I cannot handle so many to-night.”
~ Hespoke sharply to the crowd, and the people began to
disperse. One woman, however, declared she would stay over
and pay her board until she was granted an audience. Two
others, encouraged by this spirit, also refused to go. In the
end he asked all three to stay for dinner.,;

Usually very gentle, Father Mac could on occasion use
physical force to good effect. One evening as the McDevitts’
chore boy was bringing home the cows, Father Mac’s sudden
nce scared them. The boy rounded the cattle up,
only to have them scatter again.
~ “You're having a hard time with the cows, my boy,”
said he, kindly.

“If you’d get to hell out of the road I wouldn’t have
such a hard time,” snapped the youth.

~ Without a word Father Mac stood aside. The next day
he called at the school and had the lad sent out; just what
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transpired between them is not recorded, but years later the
boy confessed that he never again used that expression.
Once, at least, he undertook to chastise an adult. A
painter from Claireville, while at work outside the priest’s
window, was horrified to see Father Mac pummellin
stranger in a quite professional manner. As a rule Fa
Mac was not one to explain his actions, but in this case h
told the painter, “The devil was in that man as big as a hound
dog, and when I couldn’t talk it out of him, I just beat it out.
of him.”;, .
Again and again stories told refer to Father Mac’s love
for children. One Niagara Falls man said, “If he had wante
to, he could have taken a school and run right away with
it.”, Sometimes, though, despite their affection for him,
children were inwardly terrified by his unceremonious
Ways.1o ' |
The Wildfield rectory boasted a good orchard to which'
Father Mac devoted much time. It was the best in the ne
bourhood. When the apples began to ripen boys, as a ma
of course, began to steal. No child with an orchard ath
was allowed fruit from the church farm, but when the fruit
was ripe Father Mac threw the orchard open to poor chil-
dren, Protestant and Catholic alike. =
He loved to have young people about. He brought up
two or three boys, treating them with affection and consid-
eration, practically adopting them. If one of these was not
at hand to accompany him on parochial visits, he would
borrow a boy from one or other of his parishioners.
John Doran’s son Eddy was at times a companion.
When the lad was only ten Father Mac had scolded him or
not knowing his catechism, so Eddy ran and hid any time he
saw the priest coming. One Sunday during a terrible storm
Eddy, sighting Father Mac’s old buggy nearing the house,
promptly made off. Father Mac asked for him, but it was
not until Mrs. Doran had called several times that the fugi-
tive appeared, all in a tremor. Father Mac took him by the
arm, “Now Eddy, come along and see me over the bad hills,”
he said, making no mention of the catechism. |
Off they went through the rain and mud. When they
reached the top of a particularly bad hill Eddy unhite f
the horse, led it down to the bottom, and then went back
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irst for the buggy and afterwards for Father Mac. When at
last they reached the presbytery Father Mac, slipping a piece
of silver into Eddy’s hand, said kindly, “You’ve been a good
‘boy, Eddy. Just be sure you don’t forget that catechism.”
When Eddy reached home and gave his mother the money,
‘he remarked, ““That Father isn’t nearly as cross as he pre-
tends to be.”,,
~ The priest loved to go fishing. Trout were plentiful,
; and he knew all the best grounds. In later years his favourite
haunt was Milburn’s Creek, just north of Centreville. Here
 threw off all his cares—it was his holiday. Nearly always
he was accompanied by a buggy full of small boys with
-‘ he laughed and joked. When they reached the spot
‘decided on, he would shout, “A shilling to the first boy to
‘catch a fish.” At once, the lads would strip and plunge into
the water, splashing and shouting. To Father Mac and his
‘urchins this was grand fun.
- But when he really wanted to catch fish he would take
‘Willie White or John Wallace,,; or perhaps wander off alone.
Seldom did he come back without a good string. Monsignor
Treacy, then a young man, would often come up from Dixie
for a day’s fishing or other outing with his fellow Irishman.
It was a more or less known practice, then as now, for
“anglers to take with them some strong refreshment. But in-
ﬁmperance was Father Mac’s pet aversion, and there was no
“cessation in his campaign against it. There were many dis-
’reputable little taverns stranded by the advent of the rail-
‘road. Once these pubs had been regular places of call for
long lines of horses and oxen hauling cordwood and farm
uce to market. Now they depended almost wholly on
1l callers, and had become for the most part mere drink-
ung dives. Father Mac put the fear of the Lord into the inn-
l'lwbpers and those who aroused his displeasure soon left the
ict.
The author’s father, president of the local prohibition
‘association, and Father Mac were close friends in temper-
ance work.
~ Father Mac had left Adjala largely because he had felt
‘unequal to  undertaking the building of a new church. Now
a similar situation confronted him at Wildfield.,, Money
_'.'ponred in freely in his declining years, and although he gave
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full vent to his charitable inclinations he still had enough
and to spare. St. Patrick’s, old and dilapidated, could not
accommodate the parishioners and the throngs of visitors
who resorted to it on Sundays. A new and larger church was
necessary. g
It was decided to raze the old building, and Father
worried about how to get the steeple down. The local black=
smith volunteered to “fell it exactly where the priest would
have it drop”. §
When the time for action came Father Mac retired into
the presbytery, unwilling to witness the demolition of
beloved church. However, Willie White stood around to
watch and says that just as he opened wide the cemetery
gate the steeple crashed on the selected spot; the fragments
of the shattered cross lay on what is now Father Mac’s shr:
Willie rushed indoors to tell the priest. Father A
ordered that every splinter, however small, be carefully
picked up and brought to him. In a short time Willie re-
turned with arms full of bits of wood. Father Mac took e
fragment separately, kissed it and, setting it aside, mur-
mured a sort of requiem something like: “You stood all the
curses and blasphemies while on the spire, you survived them
all, and had to be knocked down; you didn’t fall.”,, |
The section of the cross here illustrated was loaned to
the author by Father Mac’s last housekeeper who declared,
“It is my most sacred relic, for Father Mac himself b essed it
and put it in my hands.”; - }'_
The priest chose to build the new church a little further
south, on a knoll from which the ground falls steeply away
on three sides. Thus the tall spire of the new St. Patrick’s
can be seen for miles. . -
This church was opened free of debt. Willie White was
under the impression that the priest put a good deal of s
own money into it. As was customary, everyone helped.
Willie assisted by carrying water, stone and brick; besides e
kept a record of quantities of materials used in the foun-
dation. _'
When, in 1895, it was thought that Father Mac was
dying, people flocked to the presbytery, asking anxiously
what they would do when he was gone. He told them, “A
bit of earth from my grave will do ye. Say a little p
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for the repose of my soul when you take
ic.”

To his grieving household he said, “I
can cure others but not myself. Do not
fret. I have served my time here.”;

During those long summer days,
though confined to bed he seemed to
know what was going on outside, and
often surprised Willie White and Mrs.
Keenahan with remarks about neigh-
bours or recent happenings in the parish.;

At nightfall his nephews John Henry
and Eddie Kauffman, together with
Willie White, would go to his room to
keep him company. If they grew bored
and sleepy, Father Mac would poke them
lv;i;h the fishing-rod he kept beside his

15

At this time his brother John, a tall,
dark man with a smooth face, made his
first journey from New York to see him.
The brothers discussed where the priest
was to be buried. John McSpiritt said it
should be under St. Patrick’s, the church
he had built. But Father Mac would have
none of it, insisting that his body should
lie in the churchyard among the people
he had served and loved.,;

Dr. McKenna came from Toronto
to see the dying man, and suggested that
a few days in St. Joseph’s Hospital might
be of some benefit. While waiting for a
cab from the city Father Mac, turning to
Willie White, said quietly, “I will not live
after the fifteenth of August.”

Many stops were made along the road
to Toronto to say farewell to parishioners
whose homes they passed. The cab driver
grew impatient and undertook to tell
Father Mac to hurry.

“Don’t be in such a rush,” the priest
told him. “We don’t know if we’ll even
live to reach Toronto.”

At Wildfield the household anxiously
watched the calendar. To keep his mind
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from too much worry, Willie White suggested to Father
Whitney, the curate, that it would be nice to have the bell
properly hung in the church so that as a surprise it could
greet their beloved pastor upon his return. The curate
agreed, and undertook to have the opening in the belfry ad-
justed. For weeks after the church was opened Willie ad
pestered Father Mac about this, but he was too sick to be
interested. He had finished with the church, and now his
anxiety was to be at peace with his Maker.,; i
On 14th August Father Mac breathed his last. His body
was brought back and placed in St. Patrick’s close to the
sanctuary railing so that his flock might look upon his face
once more. e
There was neither drinking nor smoking at his wake.
Wildfield never saw such a funeral. The entire count:r’ ide
was there. The church bell, carefully installed to welcome
him home a well man, instead now tolled him to his last rest-
ing-place. .
His will provided a surprise. He left $8,870.13, out
which, after debts, funerary and testamentary expenses had
been paid, he directed that $160 be expended for his tomb-
stone and bequeathed $1,000 to his brother, $500 to his
nephew John McSpiritt Jr., and $600 each to another
nephew, John Henry Kauffman, and Willie White. To
Father Treacv he left his library, to Justin McC
“Home Rule Fund”, to the Separate School Board of The
Gore of Toronto, for Masses for the repose of his soul, and t¢
his sister Ann, $300 each..« 0.
One thousand dollars was bequeathed to Archbis 10p.
Walsh for the poor and destitute, $700 to the Sisters of St.
Joseph, and $1,000 to the House of Providence, Toron l‘
with a proviso that if his sister Ann wished to make her home
there, she could do so on payment of six dollarsamonth.
Willie White says that Ann was enraged, and declared
she “would break the spurious will”. She calmed down,
however, and entered the House of Providence in 1897.;:
As for Willie, he went to Toronto with Father McEntee.
Almost before Father Mac’s grave was filled in, people
began to carry away earth from it, and since then it has bee
refilled again and again. §-
Many cures have been ascribed to it; John Doran’s

.
.
I
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grand-daughter Marie,, got part of a pin-feather in her eye.
Her mother tried in vain to get it out, but soon something
like a cataract formed. Mrs. Horan was unable to take Marie
to Toronto for treatment, so she rubbed the child’s eye with
earth from Father Mac’s grave. Three days later a visiting
Protestant neighbour, taking little Marie on her knee and
looking carefully into the injured eye, was astonished to see
itentirely healed.

 The mother told what she had done, adding now what
she had forgotten, that when Father Mac had spoken of the
earth’s healing powers he had said that a cure would not be
apparent for three days. The neighbour listened amazed.
Marie grew up and throve free of any eye ailment.

~ There is, perhaps, another side to some of these stories.
A physician practising in the district had a matter-of-fact
explanation. He said that sick people were easily alarmed,
and either sent for a doctor or pinned their faith to some-
thing reputed to have curative powers. Most of them got
well, as doubtless they would have done in any case, but the
tendency was to give credit for their recovery either to the
doctor or tothe miraculous, such as earth from a holy man’s
grave.
~ Be that as it may, both this doctor and another prac-
titioner in the same district bore ungrudging witness to the
great hold that Father Mac had on the imagination of all who
knew him, Catholics and Protestants alike. There are plenty
of worthy and saintly priests to whom their parishioners
aseribe no miraculous powers, and to whom neighbouring
Protestants remain indifferent. No one thinks of making a
pilgrimage to their graves after they are dead.

Although Father McSpiritt has been dead forty-four
years, the reverence of his memory and the belief in the
efficacy of earth from his grave seem to be ever on the in-
crease. Indeed, as this volume goes to press word comes of
e completion, at his grave, of a shrine erected by a grateful

suppliant.
Many visitors, some to pay homage and some to regain

health, come to the secluded little village of Wildfield.
Eathe;ilzr{ncSpiritt’s body may be dust, but his good deeds live

" Sincerity was the touchstone he applied to all, but not
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everyone could stand the test. His influence was fe

men of whatever faith, the example of his sanm:ly,
the moral tone of the community. His own peoplc
to him to confess, to ask advice and to be s h
against temptation. The sick and dying begge ed for hi
assistance. He did remarkable things, but the man was

ways bigger than his work. r

|
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G”M. M. P. P. for Peel 1861-7; M. P, for Peel 1867-76; prof. law Trinity Clg.;

e Chapter V.
). 1810-71; lived on pt. lot 13, con. 11 N. D,, G. of T.; br. NEY; lots 14 & 17,
con, 10, 1859 & 1860; m. Margaret, dtr. Thos. Smyth (See Chapter IX). (Registey
Brmen.; Register 8 Cmiry. Records, St. Patrick’s Wildfield)
. 'x as. Cox (1823-96); s. Jas. Aikins & Ann Cox who emgr. Co. Monaghan & settled
‘ ’. con. z No Do s.. T' "pu C. 1320. m. ley Bo J- (lsl,",)| dt'o J“o-
Somerset, T.; 8 chldn.: J. Somerset, Winnipeg; Sir Jas. A. M. (1851-1929),
Winnipeg; Dr. W. H. B. (1858-1924); Helena, m. Rev. Donald C. Sutherland;
Emma; Clara; Mary Jane, m. Dr. J. E. Graham; Frances, m. J. W. L. Forster;
. Vic:onl Clg., Cobonrg. M. P. for Peel 1854-61; mbr. Legislative Council 1862;
- 1867; privy councillor 1869-82; Scy. of Suu 1869-73, 1878-80; Mnstr.
!nhudnnmm 1880-82; Lt.-Gov. Man. 1882-8; closely identified with prohibition

33, Twp. clerk, G. of T., 1860; m., 2nd, Maria (1830-94), dtr. Thos. Burrell & Ann
Standerlin, Stanley Mills. (Inf. Mrs. J. P. Thurston; Minute Book, G. of T.)

4. Mirror, 11 Oct., 1861.

5. See Cluput X, note 26.
“hf P. J Dwyer.

Freeman, 11 Nov., 1869,

Inf. Herbert Bracken, Jos. Kelly & Mrs. L. McKinnon.
Church of England Magazine, Mar., 183 8.
Inf. Mrs. L. McKinnon.

(1309-;0); b. Co. Mayo; bt. W, lot 15, con. 2 W., T. twp., 1864;
s Brmtn. with w. Ellen (1826-1916). See Chapter XII, note 35.
. Brmtn.; St. Mary's Brmin, Cmiry. Records)

B. Kclly
CHAPTER XVI1
1 Inf. JLP. T.
2. St. Michael's Clg. Alumni Assn., T., records Francis McSpiritt of N. Y. city en-

~ rolled 1861-2.
Canadian

ynn.
Inf. Mrs. Elizabeth Keenahan.
6. Wm. Hazzard, Orangeman & Free Mason, long Asst. Station Master, T., was crippled
Vidl rheumatism, Went to Niagara Falls & after short conference with Fr. Mc-
rtd. T. In short time recovered completely & went back to work. (Inf.
N J. Hoey)
7 Mrwlor 7 Sept., 1933,
Inf. Mrs. Annie Flynn.
9, 1849-1920; 5. Jos. Doran & Bridget Morgan; m. dtr. Thos, Pallister & Mary Green,
‘Woodstock & Cldn. E.; lived on farms Albn., Cldn. & Trafalgar twps.; 14 chldn.:
’W- m. J. Mc&chcm. Espanola; Jos., Camanon. Alta.; Jno., Mich.; Wm.
Pnneu. Islington; Sarah Ann, m. Geo. Dean, Dundalk; Geo. Sylvester, d. Much
Elizabeth, m. Jos. Horan (see Chapter X, note 59); Susanna Catherine, m. F
: , New T.; Alice, m. Matthew O'Halloran, Haileybury; Daniel, B.C.; David,
"l’. ‘(lnf. Mrs. Jno. Doran)
0. Inf. Mrs, Jno. Doran.
1. Catholic Register 8 Canadian Extension, 11 Jan., 1933.
2. D. 1935; 5. Robt. Crisp & Catherine Morrissey, Palgrave; worked with fr. & bro.
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Thos. on Can. Pacific Railway in Albn.; station agent Bolton & Brmtn.; mo
(Cmiry. Records & Register, St. John's Albn.)

13. Inf. Thos. Wallace.

14. Edmond Bradley, b. Co. Knlkcnny. & w. Elizabeth Clark; s., Jno, J
fr. in R.C.-Protestant fracas in Ire.; br. W% lot 24, con. 7 Albn.
try Office, Brmtn.)

15. Inf. Wm. White.

16. See Chapter X, notes 26 & 65.

17. 1838-1928; s. Dennis McCarty (1798-1870) & Mary Walsh (1794
con. 6 E. Cldn.; J.P.; brd. St. John's with w. (See Chapter X, note
Simon Finnerty; S¢. ]olm’: Albn, Cmtry. Records; Registry Office, B

18. Conservator, 5 July, 1928.

19. Inf. Mrs. Simon Finnerty.

20. Inf. Daniel Pendergast.

21. 1829-1906; 5. of Jno. Murphy (See Chapter XIII, note 46);
der. Patk. Madigan, G. of T.; lived lot 16, con. 6 N.D., G. of T.; p
1862; magistrate leunore 1877. (Inf. Jno. A. Harkins)

22. B. 1848; dtr. Wm. Gaffney & Catherine Davis.

23. Mary Elizabeth (b. 1866), dtr. Jno. O'Donnell & Mary Houn.los
Gb.ozl’{ m. Patk. (1868-1922), 5. Michael Keenahan (b. King's Co,
( n.).

24. S. Robt. Kennedy & Maria Dennis, Albn.; m. Elizabeth (IO“-”),; 5;’, .
Maher & Elizabeth Archibald. (Register, St. Patrick’s Vﬂdﬁd‘g

25. S. Saml. & Jane Beamish who bt. lot 16, con. 10 N.D., G. of 1! ?
Office, Brmtn.)

26, See Apndx. I B.

27. Jno. Francis, s. Jno. Wallace & Margaret Garrity, lot 24, con. 3 A

28. Inf. A. H. Milner. P

29. M. Andrew, s. Andrew Rossney & Hannah Carroll; lives Swift Current, Sask

l

CHAPTER XVII

See Apndx. I A,

. Catbolic Register 8 Canadian Extension, Oct., 1935. ‘
. S. of Alfred Tracy, whose bro. Thos. bt. lot 4, con. 1 W., T. twp., |
lived in Cooksville; m. Charlotte, dtr, Jos. Haines & Anme'lm,’_
dtr. Chas. Haines, founder of Cheltenham; 5 chldn.; Prof. Go«hn,

Panemm.QnmuUKmpwaProf.Clmu,U t:
Alta. (Inf. Dora Royce; Haines Genealogy; TmﬂonmT
1937)
5. Among many pamphlets from the pen of Msgr. J. P. Treacy, pub. by ’
Truth Society, Toronto, are: i
1. Nationalism The Enemy
2. The Nordics or Calvinism and Capitalism
3. The Priesthood and Sacrifice
4. The Christian Priesthood
. Socialism or Christ
6. Theresa Neumann and Modern Science
7. Theresa of Ahumada (Spain)
8. ’l'eaching Catechism
9. St. Peter in Rome
10. Labor and Money
11. The Golden anllu of Pius XI and Catholic Loyalty (The R
6. Globe, 16 Aug., 1932; Evening Telegram, 16 Aug., 1932.

CHAPTER XVl

1. Archbp. McNeil d. 25 May, 1934, (Ontario Catholic Year Book 8 T
2. A bro., Fr. Peter D. McGuigan, 1 of best-known ps. in Charlottetown

Rev. J. A. O'Sullivan, Bp. of Charlottetown) $
3. 2 bros. & innumerable nephews ps. (15id.)

e B
.



