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AUNT SUSAN’'S
OWN STORY OF HER LIFE.

CIHAPTER L

HER CHILDHOQOD, STRUGGLES WITH A CATHOLIC
MOTHER AND IER CONYERSION.

My father, Daniel McDonengh, was born in Ireland;
his mother and he came to this country when he was
eighteen years old; heresided in New York until he
married my motheér, when he was twenty-two. He
waa 4 ladies’ shoemaker-—kept shooe store there until
one year after his martisge. He met my mother ont
at an evening company, a&nd came home with her,
About eix months after that they were married.

They were both Catholica. My mother, Susanna
Jacoby wae her name, was brought up in New York,
of German parents. One year after they were mar-
ried they came to Philadelphia and settled there,
down on Front street, just below Brown, and kept a
ghoe store for many years.

Here in Philadelphia were born fo them seven
children: James, William, Daniel, 8imon, Mary Ann,
Busan and Henry. I was born on the sixtecnth day
of February, 1814, in Northern Liberties, Philadel-
phia. My father died when I was gix years old, and
waa buried in Philadelphia. Two years after his
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death we moved to the forks of Fourth and German-
town road, and lived there for seven years. Our
house was a frome one, and had six rooms. My
mother supported the fumily by sewing and geing
out to work., As the boys grew up they helped her,
and we were alwaye comfortable.

T'wo yoars before my father died he lost all he had
throngh the “Banefit of the Act,” or going security
for one of hia friends. After that wo were left in &
destifute condition, because he was two years sick,
and nine moniha stone blind, and died of & nervons
fever.

When my brother William was twenty-five he tock
a shop; and when | was nine years old 1 hegan towork
for him—wound yoarn. And thers, among these
Irishmnen—oursin’ and swearin'—eet me to thinkin’;
for they were all Catholice, you Enow; well, then I
began to think there was a betier way to live—even
at that carly age—and 1 wnsed to cry from morning
till night, and my mother vsed to say, “What in the
world i the matier with you#” an’ I would eay, “I
don't know, I don't know,” and she’d say, “What
in the world can I get for you thai’ll meke you stop
ervin'# and 1 pay, “I don’t want anything; I don’t
know whet's the matter with melP” “Well,” she =aid,
“if I didn’t etop eryin’ she’d have to whip me® Now,
I began to go out in the back lane, and cit down on s
stone—a place to get up in the wagon with—and I
nged to set there to see people go by that I thought
were so beautiful. These were the Methodist people
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goin” over to the old brick ehurch; and T guess T must
have went there every Sunday morning for over three
months—for these people didnt go by there any
other time. So then T bogan to fret move than ever,
becanse these people looked mo good, and it was all
“brother and sister,” “brother and sister,” and 1 uzed
to wonder who in the world their father was I
thought ho must havo a lot of children.  Awnd it wor-
ried me & great deal to find out who their father and
mother was that bad se many children—~£or they
talked so beautiful, one 1o another. And one Sun-
- day morning, when I set there, a sister from Cohoe-
gink Methodist Church camc to me and aaid, “Dar-
lin’, will you tie auntie’s shoef” and T said, “¥es,
ma'em; I will do it And I never felt so highly
honored in my life as I did when she asked me.
And T told her to put her foot up on my knee, but
she eaid, “No; not at gll, that wouldn’t do™ My
idea wos 1o get her juet as close to me as T conld, yom
know. She just lifted it on the comner of the stone,
and T tied it. After I tied it sho sid, “Darlin’, where
do you go to Babbath-school?” I says, “I go down
Fourth street to 3f. Augustine’s Church.” She saya,
“Dio you go often?” and I said, “No, ma'am; 1 can’t,
it's too far. She says to me—just this way—"Teity,
we have a Sunday-school nup ot Cohockeink village;
will you come?" she saya. And then I bursted out a
eryin’; she says, “What is the matter, dear?” and I
says, “Oh, I can't tell ye, T know mother’ll not let
me come” She put her hand on my shouider and
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said so kindly, “Den’t ery, the Lord’ll help you” 1
thought them was the loveliest words T ever heard tell
of.  And I looked at her so innecently and said,
“Will e’ and she suye, “Yes, He will.® And then
and there T made up my mind that somebody would
have tronble if T esuldw’t go 1o that Sunday-school.
I eouldn't have been much more than nine years old
then; and it worried me for wecks.

Oue day my mother was in o pretty good mood
and pleasani; and I risked f{o say to her, T would
love to go to that Bunday-school up at Cohocksink.”
When is when my troubls commenced. Bhe says,
“Well, you can’t do that, you ean go to yer own”
That was the first salutafion. I had to be very cau-
tious what I said {o her. Then I began to fret and
worry agein, becanse I didn’t git to go, you know.
But oot onto the stone 1 went again on Sunday
morning, to see these beautiful crentures—F thought
they was so nice, you kuow.

I am now getting desperate to go fo this SBabbath-
school—hadn’t  bit of peacs, day nor night; couldn’™
elecp at all, and 1 knowed nothing abeut prayin’ to
help myself. I made up my mnind that T would go al
her agin 1o let me go to that Sunday-school, and this
must have been the middls of the week, and T begun
at her. I says, “Mother, if Tl be a right goed girl,
and work real hard, will you let me go to that Bon-
day-school?™  And all the satisfaction I got was,
“Well, we'll see about it.” Well, I settled on that
with great joy, that it would eome to pass, And I
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eays to her, “Who are they—who nre these people
that goes across the back lane—who is thetr father?
They are all brothers and sisters.” And she says,
“Why they just eall themselves brothers and sisters
—they are Methodists up here.” “Well, [ must know
who they are. 1 must see them—they look eo eweet.”
Then my worry came on agin fer to go to the Bun-
day-school, and I bepan to worry more and more,
and became very unhappy; eould neither eat ner
gleep. And if I bad a knowed how to pray I sup-
posed that would have relicved me, but I dido’t, you
know. Then I began to ery aguin—now, this was the
gecond heat T had at it. T was selting in the dining-
room and mother came in, says, “Are you cryin’
again? I eays, “Yes, ma'am;"” she says, “If you
don't stop cryin' I shall not give you thal new dress
I promised you, and T shall whip you, and maybe that
will put an end {0 il. “Neo, it wont; no, it won’t!”
“Well, then what will®™ ghe says. I says, “T van tell
you what will stop it; if you will let me go to that
Bunday-school op in Cobkockzink.” “Well,” she says,
“stop your eryin’ and I will let you go on next Sun-
day, but you sught to go to yer own” “Oh, it's so
fer,” 1 says, “I can’t go there. “Very well, I'll let
you go if you'll get up real early and get the break-
fast ready.” T was #o happy I hardly knowed what to
do with myself; I stopped eryin’; 1 had to do that.
On Sunday morning I got up ot five o'clock—mno
one ever got up with as light a heart as I had—and I
was young, too, you see. I got the breakfast ready,



