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Preface: The Same Manner to All Human Souls


He was a man of the people. He was zealous of the people’s welfare, and all the kindliness of his priestly soul asserted itself more strongly in his unceasing efforts for the betterment of their condition.

—DESCRIPTION OF FATHER MICHAEL MCGIVNEY, READ AT HIS FIRST MEMORIAL SERVICE (1890)






In 1998, when we were working together on a book for American Heritage, we took a break from a meeting and noticed an article in The New York Times about an obscure—to us, at least—priest from Connecticut who was under consideration for sainthood. Written by Frances Chamberlain and titled “Was There a Saint Born in Waterbury?” the piece described the life of Michael McGivney (1852–1890) and acknowledged that he met the general criteria for canonization.1

That New York Times article couldn’t have come along at a more fortuitous time for us. In the course of our discussions for the American Heritage book, The History of the United States, we marveled at the transition of Catholics in this country, from reviled victims of Know-Nothing violence in the mid-nineteenth of mainstream America only a few generations later. Father McGivney’s life spanned that era in U.S. history and even helped lead the successful search for a Catholic sense of belonging, through his creation of the fraternal group, the Knights of Columbus, in1882.

At the same time, the McGivney article reopened a continuing conversation we’d been having on the subject of the priesthood. We had both long been intrigued with the ideal and the reality of priestly life. Historically, priests represent a continuum of centuries, if not millennia. Other professions, or callings, are characterized by the ways in which they change with the times: the medical doctors of today would bedazzle their predecessors. The postmodern artists—well, they might perplex the masters of old. But priests are characterized most by those ways in which they have changed the least.

Father Michael McGivney seemed to meld these two seemingly disparate fascinations on our part. He was a priest—that historical constant—who lived in the midst of great change and even fomented some part of it. Intellectually, that is what drew us to learn more about Father McGivney, a compelling figure. Compassionate and lamblike by nature, he had to develop a tougher side, too, in order to fulfill his obligations as a priest. We were both delighted to find that he loved the sport of baseball his whole adult life. We couldn’t help but respect his unshakable faith in God. Although we are not theologians, we continued to delve into the life of Michael McGivney for the light it shed on his times and his calling.

Only a little later, in 2002, a year rocked by scandals revolving around child molestations perpetrated by Roman Catholic priests, we began to recognize that we felt personally conflicted. Like many others, we each counted at least a few priests among the most impressive people we had ever known. The idea of taking a new look at the priesthood in America through one of its most exemplary representatives was, the more we spoke about it, not merely intriguing but imperative. We decided to write a book about Father McGivney—on one hand, the man who had founded the largest Catholic men’s fraternal organization in the world, and on the other, just as important, the most unassuming of Catholic clerics.

In other words, we decided to write a McGivney biography largely because he was “just a parish priest.” Too often American Catholic history focuses on the Church hierarchy, much as general history focuses too often on royalty and presidents. Over the years, grand biographies have been written about famous bishops and cardinals. That’s fine, but the heart of Catholicism in the United States lies with the parish priests, who become so much a part of their parishioners’ regular lives. They celebrate Mass, baptize infants, visit the sick and dying, and preside at weddings and funerals. It’s the parish priest to whom many of America’s 65 million Catholics turn in times of personal crisis or if poverty strikes a family. They serve on the level of one human helping another. By writing about Father McGivney, we’re embracing that very obscurity and so honoring all parish priests—or, more than that, seeking to understand their calling just a little bit more clearly. Too often, their stories, if they are told at all, are buried in parish newsletters and local newspapers. Worse, due to those who are guilty of unconscionable crimes, parish priests in general have been smeared in the popular imagination. We hope an account of McGivney’s life will help to instigate fresh thinking on the priesthood and its manifest potential.



Taking on a serious biography of a parish priest was fraught with obstacles. Few of Father McGivney’s letters have survived and he didn’t keep a diary. He died when he was only thirty-eight years old. The paper trail was thin. But there was some encouraging news. The Knights of Columbus—headquartered in New Haven, just blocks from Yale University—kept detailed records on the early years of their organization. For years, the order has sought material related to Father McGivney, a process that has, if anything, gained momentum in recent years. Because Father McGivney is being considered for sainthood, Father Gabriel O’Donnell, postulator of his cause, has traveled widely in search of source material on the life of Michael McGivney. While all of this primary and secondary source material was useful, we found McGivney’s church records, in particular, extremely important in recounting the life and times of the hardworking priest. The bulk of the research, however, came with our perusal of every available local periodical for the span 1878 to 1890, McGivney’s working years. The final list included fourteen papers, most notably the New Haven Union and the Connecticut Catholic. We found these many periodicals at Yale University’s Sterling Memorial Library and at the Connecticut Historical Society in Hartford. Court records and other contemporary material filled in other gaps.

Calm, mild-mannered, and dutiful, Father McGivney was known in Catholic circles around New England as a pure-hearted reformer. There was, by all accounts, something both stoic and angelic about his nature. One of his goals was the promulgation of insurance for Catholics in the working classes. With that as a primary motivation, the Knights of Columbus was founded. Ever since Father McGivney created the group in the basement of St. Mary’s Church on Hillhouse Avenue in New Haven, the Knights of Columbus have flourished.

Only time will tell whether Father McGivney becomes the first American parish priest to achieve sainthood. His cause has already fulfilled some of the requirements. McGivney has been deceased for over five years, of course, and is the cause of popular devotions. “A miracle is necessary in order to achieve beatification—and the advocates of Father McGivney’s cause could wait decades for that to happen,” Frances Chamberlain wrote in the New York Times. “However, there have already been some claims of miracles which are being investigated.…Canonization, the next step, is recognition that this person is in heaven and can be called a saint. Another miracle is essential to move from beatification to canonization. Once the miracle is investigated and found to be true, the Pope…can declare that person a saint.”

It is not our purpose as historians to weigh in on whether Father Michael J. McGivney deserves sainthood. That is best left in the hands of the Roman Catholic Church. What we do know, however, is that McGivney has a place even beyond Catholic history. The day is not far off when books of general American history will carry his name in the index, with space devoted to his influence over the development of American values and character. A biography of this Connecticut man, this parish priest, has been long overdue.

Douglas Brinkley

New Orleans, Louisiana

Julie M. Fenster

DeWitt, New York
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A FRIEND OF THE FAMILY




Not that the state of Connecticut had anything against Catholics in the early 1800s—but they weren’t allowed to purchase land. If the issue was pressed, then special dispensation might be granted, but only through an act of the legislature. All the while, Catholics were expected to join with most of the rest of the populace in paying a tax for the support of the Congregational Church, the state’s official religion at the time.1 Episcopals, Baptists, and Quakers were all exempted, but not Catholics. It was no wonder that Connecticut, with almost 300,000 residents, counted its Catholic population in the dozens. Yet none of that stopped Michael and Bridget Downes from moving there.

Their previous homeland was far worse for Catholics, and little better for Protestants. Ireland in the early nineteenth century was a land of enforced poverty, where few farmers owned their own acreage and the landlords, most of them living in England or on the European continent, choked out all hope of improvement by charging unreasonably high rents. The Times of London, a conservative newspaper that traditionally spared little sympathy for the Irish, sent a correspondent to County Donegal and received a description of a typical rural landscape: “From one end of [the landlord’s] estate here to the other nothing is to be found but poverty, misery, wretched cultivation and infinite subdivision of land. There are no gentry, no middle class, all are poor, wretchedly poor. Every shilling the tenants can raise from their half-cultivated land is paid in rent, whilst the people subsist for the most part on potatoes and water.”2

Even before the potato blight of 1845 led to the Great Famine, alert Irishmen were facing such facts and the sad impossibility of being Irish. “The conviction that the country held no future existed as early as 1815,” William Forbes Adams wrote in his classic history Ireland and Irish Emigration to the New World.3 The Downes family escaped early on, sailing for America with their young son in 1827.4 Their specific destination was the state of Connecticut, where a few of their old neighbors had settled already.

For more than a dozen years, Michael Downes, known as Mikey, was a common laborer, probably finding work building canals or railroads, as did most of his countrymen. In 1832, he and Bridget moved to New Haven. By no coincidence, the city’s first Roman Catholic congregation was established there the same year, serving about three hundred people. It would be in keeping with the devout Downes family to settle within the embrace of a parish, once that option was available.

In another respect, too, New Haven was ripe territory for people such as the Downeses. Mikey and Bridget were dedicated to reading and education. New Haven, a manufacturing town and an active port, was influenced most of all by Yale University. Founded in 1701 as a rather rigid Puritan institution, Yale would loosen up considerably in the nineteenth century, combining high academic standards with a rebellious spirit. The campus took up one whole side of the flat, grassy Green that formed the hub of New Haven life. Rising tall, like a citadel in fieldstone, Yale took little notice of New Haven’s latest family of Irish immigrants. The Downeses were just a working-class couple trailing three young sons, William, Edward, and John, as they walked along the Green and looked up at the great university.

Mikey Downes started work in New Haven as a news hawk, selling one New Haven paper or another on the street. The work suited him and a short time later he was a full-time newsdealer—said to be the city’s very first—stocking an array of New Haven and New York papers in a corner kiosk.5 It was a major accomplishment for him at the time, but he wasn’t through. Like most of his countrymen, disenchanted with farming as they had known it in Ireland, he regarded storekeeping as the province of truly unlimited opportunity.

Only about 1 percent of first-generation Irish immigrants managed to fulfill the dream of opening a shop;6 Downes joined their ranks in the early 1840s, when he rented a space at the prime corner of Church and Chapel streets, on the Green looking diagonally across to Yale. Customers could buy papers or, for two cents, go in the back room and read as many of the New York papers as they wanted. Political debates with the proprietor were free of charge.

Mikey and Bridget also owned property—although by the time they bought a wood-frame house in 1843, the state legislature didn’t have to know about it. The law requiring special dispensation for land ownership by Catholics had been lifted ten years before. The days of official antagonism toward Catholics were over. Unofficial anti-Catholic fervor was surging to new peaks, though. To combat the image of immigrant Catholics, especially Irish ones, as disloyal and shiftless, the Downes family was intent on showing that they belonged in America.

In 1845, with the store making the Downes name famous in New Haven, Mikey died suddenly. His second son Edward, only sixteen, took over the family store. With his help, and the encouragement of Bridget, the youngest of the three Downes boys, John, graduated from Yale Medical School in 1854. Immediately popular in his practice, he died of tuberculosis at the age of just twenty-six. The oldest son, William, later graduated from Yale Law School. Extremely successful in his own right, he was pointed out as “New Haven’s only Catholic lawyer” until his own early death, also from tuberculosis.

Through the years, the store was left entirely to Edward, who continually expanded his small empire until, in the late 1860s, it was “Edward Downes, Stationer and Newsdealer, at Wholesale and Retail.”7 From art supplies to comic magazines, he sold anything pertaining to paper goods and watched over one of New Haven’s most thriving businesses. Edward Downes also presided over a family that would eventually include six children born to his first wife, two to his second, and six more to his third wife, Catherine. On Sunday mornings in the years before the youngest was born, fourteen of the fifteen members of the Downes family could be seen filing into St. Mary’s Church on Hillhouse Avenue. The fifteenth, Josephine, would already be there; she was the church organist.

Like any Catholic church, St. Mary’s attracted all kinds of people, but in New Haven, it had something of a corner on the energetic and ambitious set. In part, that may have been a result of its setting: an imposing stone structure, almost like an unofficial cathedral for the city, it sat on Hillhouse Avenue, New Haven’s most prestigious street. For all of its timeless stonework and hints of English Gothic architecture, St. Mary’s was the newest Catholic church in town, dedicated in 1874. By then, New Haven counted five parishes, but none was quite like St. Mary’s. The building itself satisfied something deep within local Catholic leaders like Edward Downes, but for those in his children’s generation, there was an even more appealing glow. They knew that inside, they had a friend, which is the quality that makes any church come to life.

In Father Michael McGivney, the youthful parishioners of St. Mary’s looked to a priest who could be one of them, not merely because he loved a good laugh as much as anyone else or a snappy play in baseball even more, but because he knew what it was to be “first generation” or “second generation.” He knew what it was to look for and find a place as both an American and a Roman Catholic. All of his parishioners were trying to do that same thing, along one course or another. Some, like Josephine Downes, would eventually follow him into a life in the Church. Others wanted to move forward amid the fast pace of life in America without falling out of step with the daily relevance of their religion. In either case, Father McGivney’s strong belief lay with the strength of the family. He was fascinated by the power derived there—not through need, but on the contrary, through being needed. The parents for each other and for the children, the children for one another and for the parents, too: obligations fulfilled. Therein lay the potential in aspects practical and spiritual. That was McGivney’s philosophy and it was already absolute within him when he was only in his twenties. Fortunately, his personal style was not nearly so staunch. Marked by laughter and empathy, his charm lay in the ability to align himself with people of any age group.

As Father McGivney came to know each of the Downeses—a process that admittedly took some time—he formed a particular friendship with Edward Downes Jr., the stationer’s son, who was also planning to serve the Church. A natural scholar, Edward Jr. was a student at St. Charles College near Ellicott City, Maryland, which he entered in 1876 at the age of sixteen. According to the school catalogue, St. Charles’s only object was to educate “Catholic youths who aspire to the holy priesthood.”8 Housed in a single, expansive building in the middle of the Maryland countryside, it was an independent institution, but one generally regarded as a prep school for St. Mary’s University and Theological Seminary of St. Sulpice, which was located in Baltimore. None of this was foreign to Father McGivney; he had received his own education at St. Mary’s Seminary.

St. Charles described itself as “strictly a preparatory ecclesiastical seminary,” with the emphasis, it seems, on the word “strictly.” The permission of the president was necessary for a student to correspond with anyone except his parents and pastor. That was not all. “To guard against the loss of time and danger to morals, incident to the reading of frivolous or bad books,”9 the boys weren’t allowed to read anything except material assigned by their professors. For a fellow like Edward Downes Jr., who had grown up surrounded by frivolous books (and no doubt more than a few bad ones among them), such constraints might have seemed downright unnatural—or, on the other hand, a welcome relief. However he felt about that rule, one thing is certain: he thrived in the atmosphere of St. Charles. In the spring of 1881, he graduated as salutatorian of his class.10 At twenty-one, he was ready to pursue his longstanding dream of entering the priesthood, making plans to enter St. Mary’s Seminary that fall. His younger brother Alfred, at eighteen, had plans, too; he was headed for Yale Law School.

For years, Edward Downes Sr. and his brood were regarded as “the oldest, richest and most respected Catholic family of New Haven.”11 Over most of those years, it was true enough, yet by 1881, anyone who was still saying it was just being kind. Or else they didn’t know the truth.

Edward Sr. had been caught off guard by the Panic of 1873, an economic downturn that stubbornly outlasted his ability to keep up with his creditors. Eventually, he lost the store, along with his portfolio of investments, mostly in the form of real estate. The family moved into a succession of smaller houses, until they were back in the Howe Street home in which Edward had grown up; it was not really large enough for his flock, but somehow they squeezed in. And somehow, Edward managed to keep up appearances in the business community. Before long, he had a new store in a downtown location, selling news and paper goods. He still had more debts than assets, though, unless one counted the family that, through it all, he managed to keep around him. He and Catherine were even expecting a new baby as 1881 drew to a close.

Edward Sr. had hope that he could rebuild his fortune, and at fifty-two, he had plenty of time, or so it seemed as he bustled off to his strangely smaller, quieter newsstand every day. Edward Sr. would not live to see out the year, though, dying of “brain fever” in late December. That may have been the coroner’s generalized term for malaria, or perhaps it was simply a way of saying that the disappointments of business had been deeper than Edward Sr. ever let on.

The Downeses had built their position, along with their wealth, over the course of almost fifty years after Michael and Bridget Downes arrived in New Haven in 1832.12 It only took a single day for it all to unravel. With the death of Edward Sr., the extent of the Downeses’ financial reversal became a matter of public record. But that was not the worst of it.

The hold that Edward had somehow been able to maintain on a bright future for his children collapsed, as the court loomed ready to take charge of their fates. Even that was not the worst of it, though. The final tragedy was that Edward’s widow, Catherine, didn’t know where to turn for help.

Edward Sr. didn’t leave any money. In the winter of 1882, Catherine slowly tried to get over grieving for her husband—but the weight of all that confronted her family was even more overwhelming. As each day dawned, she had to face the fact that she didn’t know who would provide for her children and stepchildren, and save the future for them. In fact, the County of New Haven in its official capacity wondered the same thing. When a family had no source of income, the Probate Court had the right to assign the children to public institutions. Although the law cast the ugly specter of breaking up families, it was actually in place to protect children from possible neglect. It was also meant to spare the community from the delinquency of ill-supervised teenagers. The Probate Court demanded proof from families like the Downeses that children left fatherless would not become vagrants. Catherine Downes was unable to provide that assurance.

Edward Jr. had no choice but to quit the seminary. He returned home to run the news counter.

During January, Edward Jr. made a convincing case that, young as he was, he could manage the store and provide for his widowed stepmother and the youngest of the children. The court turned its attention to the three teenaged boys: Alfred, nineteen; George, seventeen; and Joseph, fourteen. With no money available for education or apprenticeships, the judge ruled that guardians had to be found for each of them or else the court would intervene. The guardian had to be a person of good character, someone acceptable to the court. There were plenty of people who fit that description in the upstanding city of New Haven, most of them old friends of Edward Downes Sr. The guardian had to take full responsibility for the actions and well-being of the ward. That narrowed the list of volunteers considerably, even in regard to the well-reared Downes teenagers. A teenager could be a volatile entity in any era and in any family.

Finally, the guardian had to put up a bond of more than $1000. That pretty well emptied the list of potential guardians for the Downes teens, although relatives eventually banded together in order to vouch for the two younger ones, George and Joseph. On February 2, 1882, New Haven’s Probate Court accepted $2500 for each of them in the form of a bond from their new guardians. That left Alfred. The court set a price of $1500 on the privilege of becoming his guardian. His hearing was set for February 6.

For all of the powerful connections that the Downeses had in New Haven, in business circles, in politics, and in the leadership of the local Irish-American community, no one came forward. Edward Sr.’s many old friends disappeared, claiming that either they didn’t have time or they hadn’t the money to spare.

On the sixth, a Monday, people all over New Haven were complaining. They were also digging out, after winter storms over the weekend had made a particularly messy job of leaving a foot of snow on the ground. The trains were backed up, and even the steamboats taking passengers back and forth to New York City were running late.13 More to the point for New Haven residents with business downtown, the sidewalks were still piled with snow, as landlords, running late, too, neglected to shovel their sections.14

Only the New Haven Probate Court was running on time. Edward Jr. was there, in place of Catherine, who was in confinement, expecting her baby within two months. His younger brother Alfred answered a series of questions posed by the judge. Then the judge asked the court if anyone was present to enter into a guardianship for Alfred Downes. Alfred looked back at the gallery.

Michael McGivney stood up, a slightly built man with a smooth complexion made rosy by the brisk winter air. For some of the older people present, it was a surprise even to see a Catholic priest in a government building. Until Father McGivney’s generation, priests tended to remain on church property as much as possible, in emphasis of the greater glories to be found there. By the bustling 1880s, as the situation became less proscribed, priests did venture out regularly, whether or not they were on church business. Nonetheless, even the most worldly among them stopped short of actually seeking out a role in any other institution.

For Father McGivney, however, the New Haven Probate Court was exactly the right place for a parish priest on that February morning. A family was at stake. And so, when the judge asked whether anyone present would act as guardian for Alfred Downes, McGivney rose to his feet. If others in the court turned to stare at the youthful priest in his long black cassock, that couldn’t be helped. McGivney was no revolutionary, enjoying change for its own sake. Quite the opposite, in fact. But he was a man of action, born with an unresting sense of compassion, embraced by an entirely practical turn of mind.

Father McGivney didn’t have $1500 for the bond, but he did have the trust of a retired grocer named Patrick McKiernan. With the judge’s approval, McKiernan acted as surety, guaranteeing that if Father McGivney reneged on the guardianship, he would pay the “penal sum” of $1500. A bond was signed to that effect.15 Alfred had a guardian who believed in his future, in place of his late father.

Father McGivney left the Probate Court well satisfied at the outcome of the Downes case, but not at the prevalence of the same problem throughout the community and even the nation. Even though he was only a young man, he was filled with a lifetime of anger and frustration at the sense of doom that settled over nearly every family that lost its wage earner. Long before, he had watched firsthand, when it fell over his own family. On the afternoon of February 6, he was more determined than ever that what had happened to the Downes family need not happen to anyone else.

As Father McGivney walked home across the Green, dodging the snowdrifts along with everyone else, he prepared in his mind for a crucial meeting that evening at St. Mary’s, a meeting that would extend the sense of family within the laity of the Catholic Church. It would be a turning point, if he could carry his point with the men invited to be there. All of them were Catholics and most were men of action, ambitious for success. If they weren’t rich yet, they would be quick to point out that they also weren’t finished trying, just yet. In any case, they were busy men, which meant that they could get things done, if they wanted to badly enough. Of course, it also meant that they could say no in a dozen different ways or—even more ominously—say “maybe” in just one. Father McGivney knew all of that. But it was the echoing uncertainty of the afternoon session in Probate Court that made him walk a little faster.

The special strengths of Catholicism could be planted in men, he thought, especially husbands and fathers, to grow with them through their lives. And beyond, as well, with widows having a place to turn and children keeping hold of the future that their fathers intended. Michael McGivney had an understanding of them all: the fathers, the mothers, the children, an everyday trinity more fragile in modern life than anyone else seemed to realize.
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AN AMERICAN CHILD




Michael McGivney was raised in Waterbury, Connecticut, about twenty-five miles northwest of New Haven along the Naugatuck River. By the time he was born in 1852, Waterbury was already known as the Brass City for its steaming forges, and it was fast heading toward its later title of the Most Catholic City in America.1

Connecticut, the home of inventors and industrialists, set the pace for American manufacturing in the mid-nineteenth century. Burgeoning communities, especially in the southwestern part of the state, created new jobs by the thousands. It did not take much more than that to draw immigrants, many of whom were Catholic. Both aspects of Waterbury, its industry and growing church, were attractions for Michael’s father, Patrick McGivney, who arrived in America at the age of twenty-four in 1849, with that great influx of immigrants forced out of Ireland by famine and unrest.

Mary Lynch was part of the same wave in 1849, and like Patrick, she sprang from County Cavan in the Irish midland, although the two were from different towns and there is no reason to think that they were acquainted before settling in Waterbury. Mary was only fifteen when she arrived, nine years younger than Patrick.2 Yet one year later, at sixteen, she was a bride, wedded to Patrick McGivney in St. Peter’s Church, Waterbury.3 Both families had once been modestly prosperous in Ireland. Any of the relatives at the wedding supper could linger around the table and boast of decent farms back home or of ancestors important in the Church there. But in America, that was nothing but talk. In America, Patrick and Mary had to start all over. The famine had knocked them out of Ireland, but at least they were still alive.

Patrick McGivney had arrived in America without a trade. Under the same circumstances, most of his countrymen resorted to unskilled labor. McGivney, however, soon learned iron molding, creating the casts into which molten metal was poured to make machine parts or other objects. It was a good job, demanding concentration and finesse, but not every last bit of a man’s strength. And a molder received good wages, enough to keep his family well fed and in an attractive house. The same wasn’t always true of day laborers, who exhausted themselves digging dirt or hauling cargo and still lived in a state of poverty. Inside a foundry, however, the one thing that a molder never received was clean, fresh air.

In 1852, Patrick McGivney was working for a man named Merrit Nichols, an entrepreneur who had not only a brass factory but affordable houses to rent. One was a cottage on the Naugatuck River’s west bank, an area that was almost entirely undeveloped at the time. The McGivneys reveled in it. To reach the foundry, Patrick crossed the railroad tracks that ran alongside the river. Then he walked across a wire bridge that led over the water into Waterbury proper. He undoubtedly looked forward to the return trip every night. Forty-eight years later, a veteran reporter wrote of the McGivney place:


In those days it was a romantic spot and the few Irish people who lived [in Waterbury] at that time considered it a rare treat to call upon Mr. McGivney and his wife and spend an afternoon in their companionship beneath the shade of the dense foliage that surrounded the cottage, where the music of the river, the song of myriads of wild birds and an occasional shriek from a locomotive were the only things that broke the stillness of their rural home.4



On August 12, 1852, two years after the McGivneys were married, Mary gave birth to her first child, Michael Joseph, in the quaint cottage on the riverbank. Michael J. McGivney was baptized on August 19 by the Reverend Michael O’Neile, the burly priest who had brought the Catholic Church to Waterbury only a few years before.

Not long after arriving from Ireland himself, Father O’Neile had been assigned by the bishop of the Hartford Diocese, Bernard O’Reilly (another native Irishman), to serve as the Naugatuck Valley’s first resident pastor. Father O’Neile initially tried to start a church in the town of Derby, but without success.5 In 1847, Father O’Neile moved in with a sympathetic family in Waterbury and managed to open St. Peter’s Church in a building he purchased for $550 from the local Episcopal parish. The only stipulation was that the structure had to be moved from its original site. That didn’t stop
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