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f^aint errands Xavier

(Crusader

for

^ouls
‘They laid him down sick unto death in a little shack that 

laced the China Sea!"

false of St. Francis Xavier, crusader

ANCTITY is self-made. A 
hero of God is beaten out 

BPaiS and moulded on a thousand 
XTt'X[ interior battlefields; else he 
rSF?] is not an hero nor yet a 

Saint. It is a common 
■ '“1 thought that Saints arc born, 

The College Boy

nobility of Navarre, to the University 

teen. He was young, he was proud, 
he was passionate. He came to a Uni- 

sisted, stimulate all these weaknesses 
.to the ruination of himself. In its fifty 
colleges were gathered youth from all 
nations and it was not unknown that 
master and pupil joined in unholy riot­
ous revel. Here the strongest virtue 
might well quail before the incessant 
incentives to sin. The pagan revival 
of learning added fuel to the flame 
with its rejuvenation of pagan ideals. 
Besides this the minds of men were 
disturbed and fired by the opening up 

there were fierce questionings of the 
fundamentals of Christianity as here­
sies gained headway on all sides.

The Call to Battle

Xavier was only a youth amidst all 
this swirling of false ideals and false 
learning. He probably early conquered 
temptations of the grosser sort, but his 
brilliant talents and the applause they 
merited might easily have wrecked 
his career for God. It was here that 
the influence of a great friend helped The siren call of the world was sweet 

That friend was the knightly Ignatius 
of Loyola, who. though he had won 
glory on the battlefield, had fought 
a more significant battle. And so it 
was that Ignatius hovered like a min­
istering angel about Xavier and had a

the simple question: "Francis, what 
doth it profit a man, if he gain the 
whole world and lose his own soul?”

whole nations to the cause of 
Christ. Read this apprecia­
tion of his life and perhaps 
you will understand better 
why he has been chosen Heav­
enly patron of all missionary 
enterprise, why during the 
Novena of Grace every year 
the churches are not big 
enough to hold the hundreds 
of thousands who invoke his 
intercession, and why the No­
vena reaps a heaped-up har­
vest of answered prayers. St. 
Francis Xavier, inflame the 
hearts of all of us with sparks 
of your zeal and make us all 
apostles for the conversion of 
the pagan world to the cause 
of Christ!

T T was like unleashing a 
■* thunderbolt of God, when 
ignatius sent Francis Xavier 
to the Far East. Since the 
days of St. Paul there had been 
nothing like Xavier, in watch­
ings, in tong journeyings, in 
shipwrecks, in high-vaulting

Page 43

youth, pride, passion and environment, 
and had he failed to answer the insist- 

bud and kingdoms were unconqucred 
to the cause of Christ. Yet louder 
than the call of the world there 
drummed in the brain of Xavier the 
eternal question: "What doth it profit

A Crusader’s Answer

Big men never do things by half and 

ier answered the question correctly 
that it profiteth nothing to gain the 
whole world and lose one’s own soul, 
he did not wince at the practical de-

the question: "What doth it profit?” 
the small man would answer that it

cced to mould his life as if it profiteth

Xavier was a big man, big in mind 
and big in heart. He was too sincere, 
too honest, to let his intellect go one 
way and his conduct the other. He 

The Crusader’s Cross

The erstwhile soldier. Ignatius, had 
gathered about him other knights of 
God. Then on a thrice memorable 
a?™"., the feast of the Assumption. 
1534, in a little underground chapel at 
Montmartre in Paris, the holy moun; 
of martyrs. Ignatius and Xavier and 
five others took the vows that made 
them God s crusaders. Whilst Europe 
and Paris slept they took their vows 
there, these heroic seven, a small band
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struck for Christ and the true Church.

liveth. wheresoever my King shall be.

and he pledged himself to the King's 

but a mighty force. Soon all Europe 

make us God's men-at-arms.

itation on the Kingdom of Christ and 
the one on the Two Standards. The 

be brought back to Christ and Christ 
must be brought to the millions sit­
ting in the shadows of paganism.

full panoplied knight of Christ.

man. in the cause of Christ; the second 
and .His opponent. Satan. In these 

King's cause and the King’s campaign 
and the plan and methods that alone 

mortification, self-annihilation, the 
emptying of self to be clothed with 

Spiritual Exercises was invaluable.

charist, in audience with the King,

mishes. The major engagements are 
few; the skirmishes many, but in the 
latter the soldier is hammered out and 
on him depends the outcome of the 
campaign and the fate of nations. 
Xavier found his skirmishes in Italy.

Venice of the hundred isles first felt 

tured at Paris before applauding 

his broken Italian, drank in his burn-

Before Pope Paul III
Rome, majestic on her seven hills, 

next welcomed Francis. The Pope, 

Paul HI. was pleased with the humil­
ity and the intellectual acumen of this 
new knight of God, as Xavier disputed 
before him on questions of philosophy 
and theology. It was Bologna, the 
proud university town, that next rec-

The poor and the rich, the learned 
and the ignorant, listened spellbound

ognized the fact that a new power had 
arisen in the Church of God. Here in 
the streets and in the hospitals, in the 
churches and in the university court-

A soldier is no greater than his mo- 

the altar.

Mass will be his secret talisman of 
strength. Wherever possible, his few 
short hours of rest will be snatched 

spiration. On shipboard amidst the 
ocean’s wastes, in the jungles of In­
dia, amidst the weird strange sights

Voices of the East
In Italy it was only skirmishing.

was on the anvil, the Saint and the 
events were brewing. The King of 
Portugal called on Ignatius to supply 
missionaries for his new possessions 
in the Indies. The mystic East was 
calling. Ignatius heard the voices of 
the East and watched and prayed. 
The voices of the East grew louder.
Xavier go? All the soldier blood of 
the old nobility of Navarre, all the 
Christly crusader’s blood of the new­
born Saint throbbed in his veins. Cava­
lier and knight of the cross, Xavier's 
answer was never in doubt, as the 
words flashed to his smiling lips:

"Forward! Here I am!" On these 
words depended the fate of India and 
the Far East. The skirmishes are 
gone; in the future is a major offen- 

quest of the East.
Eastward Hol

Service means sacrifice; God's serv­
ice means the highest sacrifice. God 
demands the complete subordination 
of our wishes to His will. Xavier in 
accepting the call of Ignatius to go to 
India, sacrificed Ignatius, the friend 
he loved, his beloved Europe, and the 
intellectual life so dear to his heart. 
On the seventh of April, 1541, the sac­
rifice began. All Lisbon was abustle

The people could never witness the 

his journey, before he reached the

invests the task with greatness by his 
personality. Xavier did not pass over 

teen months' trip to India. It was 
with such that the polite and polished

He mingled in their games, played 
cards and swapped stories with them, 
made himself all things to all men 
with the single dominant purpose of 
leading all men to Christ. The fleet 
lay becalmed for weeks beneath the 

tugal, Diaz, Vasco da Gama, Albu­
querque. These were great names

fierce southern storms. Fever broke 
out, the food putrefied, the water 
crawled. The galleons of Portugal 
became infernos of misery. Xavier 
was an angel of mercy. Sick himself, 
he converted his cabin into an hos- 

months of that painful and perilous 
journey to the East. At last the fleet 
dropped anchor in the bay of Goa, 
the Venice of the East, and the greedy 
eyes of Xavier fed on India, the land 
of his dreams. Here was India at last; 
India with its mysterious rites and 
grotesque temples and its . hideous
touched by the redeeming Blood of 
Christ. Xavier had reached his desti­
nation, but even if that had never 

crusader for souls. The great are al­
ways great. Their greatness is inde­
pendent of. their tasks. The spirit 

Xavier, crusader for souls.
A Hell-ship and a Saint

The journey was no Sunday school 
picnic. Idlers and pleasure-seekers 
did not go to India those days. Ad­
venturers, pardoned criminals, knights- 
errant, unscrupulous merchants, men 
careless of speech and lax of morals, 

encouraged the we'll.
Great Heart

Xavier’s great heart never broke 
down. He changed a hell-ship into a 
Christian community. Xavier was 

Battlefields of India
No battlefields of the world are 

(Conllniied on page 55)



^Heroic ^(others and

"Mighty in Death"
Grave at Gabriel G. Bachner, SJ.

Qold (§tar

^ons

MARTIN I. CARRABINE, SJ.

cnce and beyond:

ism. amidst a host of slaves made free. 
Comes then a multitudinous, thousand*

American hearts, old as well as young. 
For a moment Jack stands cxulting-

With their country’s flag in the lead, 
and with school colors flying, they ad­
vance through the auditorium. With 

From the audience, then, a march 
begins that sets even old and stolid 
hearts atingle. The youth of America 
advances. From work and play and 
ily, American-wise, with American

the challenge! Youth of America,

THE closing scene of the 
| “Giant-killer." that splendid 

mission masque written and

eagerness to enlist in Christ’s cause 
against the foe and to spread Christ’s 
Kingdom abroad.

Just Symbolism
Thus far the pageant.
"Beautiful symbolism, very nice 

sentiment,’’ may be the comment of

1 Lord, S.J., for the St. Louis

dies: it stalks the world.

unspeakably more sublime.

of short missionary serv­
ice mere members of the St. 
Louis Conference of Mission 
Crusaders. A blessed mist will 
veil your eyes as you read this 

flee, ending in death, made by 
two Jesuit Scholastics and 
their heroic mothers. The 
final parting between Jesus 
and Mary was made through 
a mist of tears which 
have sanctified all the tears 
shed through the Christian 
centuries by mothc'rs giving 
up their children to God’s 
service and by heroic youth 
sacrificing the world and its 
dreams, self and its ambitions, 
life even in its springtide, all, 
for the cause of Christ. Of 
old they sang that to die for 
one’s country is glory. Cath­
olics have died for country in 
untold numbers, but they 
know that to work, to suffer.

But there is a symbol there on the 

like so many of the group on the 

ter gleam two soft golden stars. Each 
star stands a mute sign of a sacred 
fact, each betokens a person, most 

hind the group, behind the cross that 
draws them there, floats a service flag. 
Red stars arc on it more numerous 

of an opera seat, "but sentiment is 
frothy stuff. And symbolism! It's
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again often, and He shall gain re-

stage, just an American youth, who 
heard the King and has heeded His 

in these last Sacraments.

The gold stars interested me most. 
They gleamed for two young men of 
the St. Louts Conference of Mission 

ing there was no pageantry—none, at 
least, that human eye discerned.
change the scene. But mark, this is 
reality! Let the setting be a rough, 
unfinished room in a very poor Cen-

He was known once intimately by the 
hundreds who watched the pageantry 
of Jack, the new crusader. Viaticum 

A True Crusader
The young man is Mr. William P.

mother who still lives, to become a

in its chapel he had heard God's call 
to a higher service. In its philosophy 
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three cases of dread yellow fever ap- 

lege. Many a story-book tells with flag for such unknown and

ic of it was in the College and threat- Dreaming for God

crossing the Gulf of Mexico.

Mr. W’m. P. Gormaly, S.J.

It is hard for youth to die, hard 

for the spread of Christ's Kingdom in 

what's hard,” he confided to a brother

But even this hard thing he over­

felt he must offer himself.scene of his apostolic labors that his 
The American Way

motives more than accomplishment.

The Mother of a Giant-killer

can method—nonchalantly.

Mr. Gabriel G. Bachner, S.J.

— t

ago that Mr. Bachner and I stood on 
the wharf at New Orleans and looked 
over the good ship "Coppename" that 

coin of sacrifice that hurts, was fast 
becoming his. Then one day, exactly 

rifice of a younger mail whose apos- 

month and two days. And again the 
scene, the work, the conquest, is at 
St. John's College, Belize, in the Mis­
sion of British Honduras. The cru­
sader is Mr. Gabriel G. Bachner, S.J.

had been a defect in the clinic ther­
mometer that had been placed in his

to make his annual retreat, 
and to enjoy a hurried visit 
of three days with his 
widowed mother. Just three 

ailment developed, and with a sudden­
ness that was alarming to his breth-

voluminous notes left behind showed 

such intimacies.
This journey to Belize, I 

learned, meant for him the 
work for God, that had par­
tially emerged into alluring

lofty, and Mr. Gormaly's aims soared 
high. He had nourished high ambi­

render of his own glowing plans for 
God's work. He must have learned 

normal.
(Continued on page 58)

only sonl And then she 
gave him back to God and 
to the work of God, miles, 
long miles away. Some 
day and somewhere there 

ing day. The Central American boys 
have an almost constitutional anti­
pathy to all "Gringoes.” Yet they 
capitulated completely to the hearty 
laugh, delicate sympathy and virile 
ways of this new ''Gringo” prefect. 
Mr. Bachner was a success in his 
work from the very start.

Bachner registered a temperature of 
102 degrees—a bad sign. He smiled 
incredulously and protested he did not 
feel ill. Developments later that eve­
ning showed how reasonable were his

its terrors and progress, and its com­
forts—for there were these,—would 
be a story in themselves. With the 
first sign of the disease the Govern­
ment took the situation in hand, and 
efficiently.

By a weird coincidence, on the very

Only three weeks before he 
had returned from Spain 
where he had made the last 
two years of his philosophy 
course. In the interval 

“Father Provincial 
cepted me at once."

There was the old smile,

Gabriel Bachner nursed no 
thrill of anticipation in his 

there were so many aboard 
ship, as our slow old fruit­
steamer reeled off its mo­
notonous twelve knots per 
hour, we joined the threads 
of a score of common inter­
ests we had known in no- 

and juniorate days. Much

Yellow Fever!
The solid unfailing joy that always 

scat forgive me, if I boast.
We arrived in Belize on 

August 8, 1921, and Mr. 
Bachner was in the midst 
of his work on the follow-

year. He had put the 
dream aside and volun­
teered for Belize. He said

that he said revealed finer and holier 
dreams than I had ever suspected, 
though I had long before conceived 
a holy esteem for this man with 
whom God’s blessed Providence had 

1

knowledge of Spanish a



Father Sullivan learns Bisayan tram the children.

Jirom

(College
Stalls

To 
(^ocoanut 
Qroves

DANIEL H. SULLIVAN, 
S.J.

WO years ago when as Dean

farther, I should find myself on the 

ther, mother, brothers and sisters, my 
radio plans, and all the interests that 
afforded me such abundant natural
nines which Paul, Luke, John and 
Peter had, to merit the hundredfold

Wheeler's 
splendid efforts to assist the 

assistance which he was giving so 
whole-heartedly to others. Such, how­
ever, is the fact. Here I am in Min- 

I little thought that in so 
short a time the opportunity would

A Mission of Three Hundred Square 

suburbs as we call them in the States.

altar, the impression of a big barn is

tion of the Island of Mindanao. It 
miles and includes 18,000 Catholics, 
2,000 of whom dwell in Tagaloan. The 

finished church. From the outside it 

cross were removed. On the inside. Holy Cross!

Al OT so long ago the author 
of this article was teach­

ing in the Jesuit College 
at Worcester, Massachusetts. 
Suddenly hailed to the other 
side of the globe, with a new 
orientation, he realized better 
than ever that the Holy Cross 
Mission Crusade Unit was a 
bigger thing than the famous 
Holy Cross baseball team. 
Needing an automobile to mul­
tiply his efforts, he wrote this 
account to stimulate the Holy 
Cross boys to make the desired 
gift. Not that they needed 
much stimulation. Under the 
dynamic leadership of Father 
John D. Wheeler, S.J., the Holy 
Cross Mission Crusade has al­
ready contributed four auto­
mobiles to missionaries, and 
what is more, is contributing 
and distributing every year 
S'i.000 for mission needs. By 
the generosity of Holy Cross 
boys, Father Sullivan's auto­
mobile is already speeding 
across the Pacific. JESUIT 
MISSIONS owes a debt of grat­
itude also to the Unit for its 
successful aid in a drive for 
subscriptions. A Catholic Edu­
cation shot through with such 
Christian Charity will save the 
world and no other will. May 
all Catholic Colleges in Amer-

"And They Laid Him in a Manger”

complete. There are no pews to meet

Mass, nevertheless, Sundays and Holy- 
days the people assemble there to 
tight candles before the faded pictures 
of the Blessed Mother.

In each of the eleven Barrios there 
is a chapel, old, dilapidated and falling
are so open and unprotected that ani­
mals, for the most part goats, make a 
stable of them, befouling the floor, 
whilst numerous bats, nestling above 
the altars, soil the Holy Table itself. 
My first impression on seeing these 

suit to God to offer in them the Holy 
Sacrifice. Although the priest can

Four Eggs for Rosario

meet them on the street. One after­
noon recently about thirty-five sur­
rounded me on the road and asked in

Protestant missionaries have had 
some success in sections of the Island 
that have been without a priest for 
many years. Simplicity stands out in 
the children. Outside of my window 
is a crowd of children on their way to 
school. Winsomely they ask:

"Padre, give me Rosario?” 
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“There is a chapel, old, dilapidated and /ailing lo ruin."

terested crowd will be attracted and 

Primitive Life

one stops to take a picture, an appre­
ciative gathering will assemble with 
nothing else in mind seemingly than

The people are also fun-loving. Let 
some youngsters gather and play a 
scrub game of basketball. In less 

This is ten cents in American
"Padre, you take four eggs for Ro­

sario?"

spiralion. but it was the kind that

I said to them:
"How can I give you Rosario? Ro­

sario cost money. I have no money."
Looking up to me with touching 

earnestness, they pleaded:

five. Their homes are mostly nipa 
huts raised up on bamboo poles and 
reached by wide bamboo ladders. For 

sit on. a suspended oil lamp, and a sort 
of straw mat which when unrolled on 
the floor serves as a bed. In some of 
the huts a partition is built of nipa to 
provide a separate compartment for 

coanuts. rice, maize, fruits grow in 
abundance. We do not have ice, 
though it is made at Cagayan and 
peddled here. We cannot afford that 
yet. It never came home to me bc-

bathe themselves and wash their 
clothes in the river. They carry their 
drinking water from the river in five- 
gallon Standard Oil cans and many 

means io De Wltnout ice, 
especially in warm weather, which is 
with us always here. It. means eating 
out of tin cans to begin with and then 
it means a lack of variety. Whatever 
is on hand must be served at every 
meal until it is consumed. Let me 
illustrate. Some pungent Chinese
sausages were on hand for breakfast 
one morning. I could not cat them. 
Again they appeared at dinner time. 
Again I avoided them. When they 
greeted me at supper, the next meal, 
I was forced to eat them from sheer 
hunger.

No Style-plus Clothes
The question of clothes is not a 

problem for the people. They dress 
so lightly that, as I am told, ten dol- 

On Sundays they come to Mass in 
their native costume, which is pretty 
and seems to last a lifetime. Shoes, 
stockings, hats, handkerchiefs are rare­
ly seen. However, the American 
school system is operating throughout 
the Island and as a result in the larger 
towns American dress is beginning to 
be adopted.

for the- year. The men on week days 
wear what we call in America a run­
ning suit, though not so well made. 
On Sundays a long-pants suit of white 
duck is their raiment. The women

Non-Support

From what has been said you will 

the Padre support himself mainly.

cents; for a funeral, four dollars. The 

lives are not accustomed to contribute 
lainly not as we understand the term 
at home. There is no such thing as a 
Sunday collection. From fees for 

way what I thought might be of in­

latter includes the burial plot and sup­
poses that the relatives of the de­
ceased have the four dollars. If it 
were not for assistance sent from 
home, I do not know how the priest 
would make out. Nothing in what I 
have said should suggest a note of 
complaint or discouragement. I am 

drone of the youngsters repeating 

from which in bountiful seasons a 
revenue of three hundred dollars is de­
rived. Out of this sum also the paro-

of the natives, and English, which is 
quite unintelligible, tries one’s patience 
beyond the telling. I can look down 
through the spaces in the floor and 

teachers receive ten dollars a month. 
The school is supported from a cocoa- 
nut grove in my backyard, wherein 
there is not even a path on which I 
might walk and say my Office. There 
arc in the garden one hundred and 

loan is my residence. It is a wooden 
structure two stories high. On ac­
count of the dampness from the fre-

Hcnce my room is on the second floor. 
Rough sawed boards constitute the 
floor and the partitions. The spaces 
between the boards in the floor catch 
one’s toes.  In the partitions wide 

neath my room is the Parochial 
School. Nearly eighty boys are 
crowded in the big cellar where the 
pastor and two lay teachers convey 
knowledge by the chorus method.

Studying the Language

turc, which is most uncomfortable.,  -i i... rr r

and a half's duration in the native lan­
guage, Bisayan. It is wholly unlike 

and its acquisition is not easy. Fre­
quently I interrupt study to mop my 
face and neck with a bath towel. Here 
one perspires continually. Except at 

oil lamp, I would be quickly routed by 
bats, moths, and flying cockroaches 
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makes a cold shiver run down one's 
back.

Two famous Jesuit ''Bishops in the ^tates

Filipino Rapid Transit

On Saturdays and Sundays I am cn-
either here or in one of the Barrios. 
In each of the latter there is a nipa 

by pony. You will note that I do not 
say by horse. The horse in the Philip­
pines is about the size of the Amer­
ican pony. When the Spanish Padre 
whom I am succeeding saw me and 
my two hundred and twenty pounds.
mation which meant. “Where shall we 
get an animal to carry the American 
Padre?” I am not discouraged. The 
pony carries my altar equipment, bed­
ding and food. I can keep my muscles

rios which can only be reached by 
pony or on foot are from twelve to 
thirty kilometers away.

pcctation that next year paths, not 
roads, will be cut through the cocoa- 
nut groves which will make it pos­
sible to approach more Barrios by 

A Ford Multiplies the Priest

times as many as are now able to re-

pervise them, visiting one or two dif­
ferent ’ones every Sunday. I want to 
be able to give Extreme Unction to 

are now able to receive this saving 
Sacrament. That is why I feel that 
my first and most important need is 
needs important enough but all these 
must wait. The big need is to bring 

only one Mass here and every Sunday 
to say another Mass in another Bar­
rio. I want to start Sunday Schools 

EoiTon’s Note—Father John I). 
Wheeler, S.J., acting for the Holy 
Cross College Mission Unit, immedi­
ately sent the Ford to Father Sulli­
van. Doubtless by this time it has 
been instrumental in bringing sal­
vation Io some neglected souls, as 
happened on the first trip of an 
automobile sent by Holy Cross stu­
dents Io Jamaica, B. W. I.

rpHE almost simultaneous arrival of
“ two prominent Jesuit Bishops in

Both Bishops are natives of the coun­

exercised. The family of Bishop Tsu 
was converted in China by Jesuit mis­
Bishop Diaz is an American of Amer­
icans, being on his mother's side a 

the Bishops are storm centers in in­
ternational politics today and arc in
is hurrying back to China, in which 
there are anti-foreign disturbances.
native land, because of his fearless de­
fence of the rights of the Church

A Happy Event

foreign movement in China. Bishop 

knoll, all of whom are dedicated to 
the work of the conversion of China. 
In the following days the Bishop 
made hurried trips to Boston, to the

was one of the six Chinese Bishops 
recently consecrated by the Holy Fa­
ther himself, an event that marked the
China. How happy and opportune 
this event proves itself to be is mani- 

Maryland. Thence he departed for 

nary 22, accompanied by Father Mor-

destined for the Chinese mission.
On Sunday, January 23, Bishop Tsu 

Bishop Tsu hopes to celebrate the 
cariate of Hai-men, China.

“The Mercier .of Mexico"

Bishop Pascual Diaz, S.J., was 

1. In a sermon at the Pontifical Mass, 
celebrated by the Bishop the follow­
ing Sunday at the Church of St. Fran-

that the Church will arise triumphant 
from the conflict.

and the Mexican officials reached a 
climax when the clear and convincing

Catholic American investigating com­
mittee were published in American 

because he puts the' rights of con­
science and of Church above the de­

Scott, S.J., greeted the Bishop as a 
"Martyr of Christ.” How true were 
his- words is evident to all those who 
have followed the activities of the 
powers of government in Mexico in 
defiance of essential human rights. 
Bishop Diaz was secretary and 
spokesman of the Mexican Episcopate 
and has withstood President . Calles 

roic Christian fortitude, but with a 

terviews given by the "Exile of 
Christ” to the New York papers are 
remarkable for a Christian absence of 
anything like bitterness towards the

‘These chapels are so open . . . that animals stable them­
selves in them."
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The modest memoirs of Father J. Cataldo, S.J.,

moment he enters the novitiate. It makes no dififer- 

of the classroom or face to face with the difficulties 

Other 
Xaviers

Crusaders 
for Souls

He lived, toiled, traveled like Xavier, and his lonely 
death in the wilds of American forests was similar in 
minute details to the death of his patron. You will be 
touched by the story of the two Scholastics, who, 
though their missionary career was short, died in 
British Honduras after having made as Xavier did 
the sacrifice of loved ones and country for Christ.

Xaviers

and hardships now confronting Father Daniel Sulli­
van, S.J., and his confreres on the Mindanao mission; 
it is the spirit of Xavier which leads the way and cov­
ers the drabness of daily monotonous tasks with the 
glory of deeds done for Christ. Examine the activ­
ities of Bishop Tsu or Bishop Diaz or of hundreds 
of Jesuit missionaries throughout the world and you 
will find in an untold diversity of tasks a similarity 
of performance that is due to the spirit of Xavier 
drawn in with almost every breath in the precious 
days of the novitiate, where the cadets of Christ are 
formed to the mould of future crusaders.

sions are in a very true sense like the Blessed Mother, 
Queen of the Apostles. Zealous souls who turn the 
thoughts of youth towards mission fields and foster 
mission vocations are participating in and perpetuat­
ing the spirit of Xavier.

For those who are seeking a way to reduce to prac­
tice the spirit of the approaching Lent, we recommend 
the offering up to God of numerous little acts of self­
denial for the advancement of the missions. A zeal­
ous, though not over rich, Catholic once brought to a 
priest friend a fairly large-sized box filled with silver 
coins and dollar bills.

"This, Father, is for the missions.”
"But you can’t afford all that,” exclaimed the priest.
“Father," replied the zealous Catholic, "the dimes 

represent cigars unpurchased; the dollar bills are 
symbolic of unoccupied theatre seats; the other coins 
are signs of luxuries foregone.”

The zealous Catholic has shown to all of us how to 
combine the spirit of Lent with very substantial help 
for the missions.

modem Catholic missionaries. They are 
all crusaders for souls, toiling, suffering, praying and 
dying that the Kingdom of Christ, the King, may 
embrace all peoples of every clime.

This spirit of Xavier is not confined to those whose 
whole lives are consecrated to the missionary ideal.

Amongst the first means suggested by 
T His Holiness, Pius XI, for the spread of

the Faith stands forth prayer. All can 
join in the crusade of prayer for souls. 

Only let the prayer be specific. Let us join in prayer 
for all Catholic missionaries at the front and then for 
a Pentecostal increase of mission vocations amongst 
our boys and girls. Those will make the best mis­
sionaries who desire from the very first days of youth 
with an ardent longing to carry the Faith to far dis­
tant lands. We can all encourage mission vocations 
by seeing to it that mission literature falls into the 
hands of the young. Such literature will prove an 
effective antidote to much of the reading matter that 
is presented to the youth of our day. Heroic moth- 

To the gentle and loving St. Francis Xavier, Apos­
tle of the Indies and Heavenly Patron of all Catholic 

missions, this issue is affectionately dedi­

ety of Jesus, of which, with St. Ignatius, Xavier was 
the co-founder, will be evident to anyone 

“ who reads carefully the pages of this is­
sue of JESUIT MISSIONS. Herein is 
unfolded another chapter in the life of 

that explorer for Christ, Pere Marquette, who made

each succeeding instalment, disclose in 
The Spirit the long journeys and conquests for 
of Xavier Christ which they narrate that spirit of 

Xavier which is the precious heritage 

Jesuit tjtfissions
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(A)-'' June 17, 1673, Father James Marquette, S.J., with Louis Joliet and their five woodsmen reached the Missis- 
sippi. They came upon some villages of friendly Peorias. Red Calumet, the Great Captain of the Peorias, gave 

the Blackrobe a small slave boy. Now in the two birchbark canoes the expedition had voyaged for days down the 
silent banked Father of Wafers. Then—but go on with the story from here.

PART HI

Thunder Bird

mcnsely tiny against 
high bluff that sheered

the
up

two canoes had been sweep­
ing by these bluffs for sev­

as Indians and Father Marquette in 
the bow was watching the opening 

as he resumed his paddle, "guide me 
to the new nations that live along 
these strange shores and put on my 
lips words that will make these, your 
other children, know and love your

He repeated his favorite prayer:
"O Mary Immaculate, Mother of 

God, Mother of Grace, remember me 
—and them."

The Blackrobe glanced back and 
saw that Crow Dog had tired of fon­
dling No Flesh. Now he was crouch­
ing down between the bags of Indian 
corn. He had the expedition's com­
pass before him and he was in the act 
of sprinkling a handful of tobacco on 
it. The slave boy looked up.

"Blackrobe, great Manitou in there. 
Crow Dog offers him tobacco that he 
will be friendly to you white men.”

The Blackrobe smiled with pity on 
the little pagan.

"That is no Manitou, Crow Dog.
approaching expedition.

cuscd on the bluff. There on the sheer 
side, seemingly accessible only to an

The Manitou who is friendly to all of 
us is up there." 

wound about the green-scaled body 
and passing over the head in a great 
loop showed again between the legs, 
where it terminated in a fish's tail. 
Fearsome, in reds and greens and 
blacks, this monster, that some ancient 

Without a word the red-sashed 
woodsmen gazed in awe, as the cur­
rent carried the canoes along and the 
figure grew larger. AU could make it 
out now. It had a long squat body, 
covered with scales; square-shouldered 
wings, also scaled. The face was that 
of a man. The eyes were red. It had 
the horns of a deer and was bearded 

by a shout from Crow Dog. No Flesh 
barked at the sudden cry. Jean and 

pointed to the" sheer side of the bluff

"Look up. Master, for the Great De­
mon himself looks down on us. We 

"This river gets more dangerous. It 

no man ever saw before to hungry live 
ones. Before all Heaven. I declare I 
wish I was back on the island of

down beside the hound in the bottom 
of the canoe. Something of his fear 
had communicated itself to the yel- 

Marquette looked back to note the
details of the painted monster and
then he happened to notice his cower-

Colorcd paint and carved stone
never yet hurt anybody."

Very reluctantly the slave boy 
raised his head and peered fearfully 
over the side of the canoe at the sheer 
bluff they were skirting. Reassured 
by the fact that the painted monster 
was behind them, the boy grinned.

"No Flesh, master's dog, was trem­
bling so at the sight of that—that—"

He paused and the Blackrobe good- 
naturedly catching the lad's humor, 

'Thunder Bird.” 

a startled glance over his left shoul­
der. "In the cabins of Red Calumet 
I have heard the squaws tell their bad 
chtldrcn they would call the Thunder 
thci" ThS ch'l<Ircn wouto be good

The boy cast another glance back at
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Thunder Bird from an old Fottawat-

"This is what the chief told me." 

great council and deliberated. Some 

er men of the council were silent. He 
claimed Sun had sent him this plan in 

unafraid go with him to the nest of 
the Thunder Bird when the monster 

“Many children and squaws and 
warriors this Thunder Bird caught 
and their cabins knew them no more.

in the bluffs over the Great Water. 
This was the Thunder Bird. It would 
fly to the north and the south. It 
would fly to the east and the west.

out of a black cloud and in its claws 

before the rocky cave and hide near­
by. When the Thunder Bird returned 
and saw the victim, it would swoop 
down. Theh let them shoot their ar­
rows with poison tips: a whole cloud 
of them, into the body of the monster 
and kill him.

"When the great council heard this

and fleeing beyond the flight of the 
Thunder Bird."

"Speak louder, my Father," inter­

forward till he was right behind the 
Blackrobc.

“He said many, many moons ago, 
when the first Illinois tribe came to 

path, many captives came with him. 
Rows of enemies' scalp locks hung in 
his cabin. He was young, but his ex­
ploits had already made him a captain.

"But this captain," the Blackrobe 
continued, "bade the squaws stop their 

Mourning Song. For they thought

ing it was true he would be dead, but 
the poisoned arrows would quickly 
make the Thunder Bird follow him.

“A night and almost a day they 

Found in the Grass

was raiding to the north. They tied 
this captain with his arms free and his 

hid behind rocks and trees and in the 
underbrush that was before the mon­

ster greater than the Thunder Bird; 
one who feeds, not on the frail pass­
ing bodies, but the everlasting souls." 

of this other Great Captain some 
time?" hopefully inquired Crow Dog.

"That I will," promised the Black-

ter. Then, like a startled young buck, 
he hurled himself backward into the 
brush to disappear over the bank.

“Crow Dog, what is this mighty 
noise that I hear over here between 

black speck in the northern skies.
"When the Thunder Bird saw the 

fresh figure of the young captain 
stretched out before the entrance to 
its cave, it dropped like a minnow 
darts and fastened its claws in the 
body. The captain grasped the cruel 
claws with his hands and held the 

“Master,” added Crow Dog, "in Red 
Calumet's cabin I have heard a sor­
cerer tell that it is the custom when a 
warrior passed this place he should 
shoot a poison arrow at the Thunder

"And we did not do so," commented 
Jean, who had been listening attentive-

Father Marquette was silent for a 
while and then he seemed to speak his 
thoughts aloud:

“That ancient young captain, who 
sacrificed himself for his people, re­
minds me of our own Great Captain. 
He also gave His life for His people 

ing party was camped downstream, 
and the buffaloes were plentiful only 
a league away. It was decided that 
Joliet and the woodsmen should hunt 
buffaloes, as the expedition’s supply of 
meat was low. The Indian father for 
a present of beads volunteered to go

"This Found in the Grass is out on 
his first buffalo hunt. His father has 
taken him. Listen, master, Found in 
the Grass will tell you what he did

and arrow after arrow buried itself in 
the struggling two.

"All the tribes came to honor the 
young captain in his funeral. After 
they had sung and bound his body in 
a tree a mighty council was held. The 
chiefs decided to make a painting to 
remember the bravery of this young 
captain. And that painting is what 

Joliet in the other craft. “Where 
there is a. boy fishing, there must be

Jean dropped the sail and paddled 
the canoe quickly into the yellow eddy 
under the bank. As the boat swung 
about, Marquette and Crow Dog 
caught an overhanging limb and 
brought the canoe up sharply.

in the two canoes swept down upon 

same tongue and Marquette learned 
these were a Tuscarora father and son 
out hunting. On the Blackrobe’s in­
vitation the two hunters came down 
to the bank. The Indian told the 

it. More than that even.
"He Hurls a Good Spear loosened 

(Continued on page 57)

wooded grove up the narrow valley 
and in the middle distance the copper-

who was bending over a fire cooking 
his meal. When the older Indian saw 
Marquette, he checked the speeding 
boy and grabbing up his bow started 
to run forward. The Blackrobe 
stopped, and raising his right hand in 
the peace gesture, awaited the man’s 
approach. At once the Indian halted.

"We come in peace," the Blackrobe 
shouted in Illinois.

Crow Dog shouted in Illinois. No 
Flesh barked excitedly. The strange 
fisher boy leaped up. He hooked a 
string of glistening fish out of the wa-

he discovered Crow Dog and the 
Tuscarora lad talking at a great 
streak. Both had lines in the river

Blackrobe drew near and sitting on 

first to sight the small figure that sat 
on the low bank, not more than sev­
eral hundred feet from the approach­

boy with but an amulet on his breast 
and he was fishing. He still sat 

"White man, I left the main hunting 
party yesterday morning while it was 
very dark. He Hurls a Good Spear, 
who Is my father, took me. We 
walked while the sun climbed high in 
the skies. Then we came to a small 
ridge and beyond were the buffaloes, 
like the whitecaps on the Great River
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PART III

mountains.

companion.

cannot go. Y< 
the Spokanes.”

you will furnish me with snowshoes 
and a companion." 

ground. The Father told the Indians 
that it was his intention to push on 
the next morning to the Mission, but 
they sought to dissuade him, saying 
that it was impossible because of the 
roads. Some of them who had been 

customcd to them.”
"Do you mean to say that a few 

short trips of one hour or so have

"You cannot attempt the trip on 
snowshoes: you are too delicate. 
Your Spokane name S'chiluese (Dry 
or Lean Salmon) is perfectly true; 
you arc altogether too delicate, too 
thin; you cannot stand the trip, you 
will die on the way."

"No,” said Father Cataldo. "I will 

sion. When he reached the 
main camp of the Coeur d’Alene In­

1867. when Father Cataldo 
left his mission among the 
Spokanes to obey his Su­
perior's bidding and return

Courage Wins
The missionary maintained that he 

must go to the Mission, and the In- 

on the way. Father Cataldo then said 
courage to accompany him, he would

I will be your companion."

mendous influence he has ex­
ercised over the Indians of the

This autobiography ivritten in 
the third person is charming 
in its simplicity and uncon­
sciously reveals a soul-great­
ness truly inspiring.

company him. The younger men of 

cil among themselves. They con­
cluded that three companions would 
be needed for the Father, two to pre­

TlfHAT mould you do if a 
rr whole tribe of Indians 
told you lhal death mas the 
only prospect in the attempt 
to cross a mountain-divide 
which lay buried in five feet 
of snow? Father Joseph Ca­
taldo, S.J., tells us in this third 
instalment of his memoirs 
what he did and unwittingly

young ---- ----- — ••....."You will come along also. I do 
not think we need a third one. One 
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Laid Low
Immediately a young Indian said:

The next morning the Blackrobe 
and his two companions set out for 
the mission. For the first few miles 
there was no trouble; then, in order to 
shorten the journey, instead of follow- 

which was frozen solidly. Here the 
difficulties began for Father Cataldo.

hard to keep his footing with the 
snowshoes. After a few minutes, find­
ing that he did not fall, the Father 
confidently increased his pace to keep 
up with the Indians. Suddenly his 

"Lut tagog (He is not dead).” 
With joy they helped their Black-

back of his head struck the ice. He 
lay stunned. The Indian behind him 

. in dismay cried out to his companion:
"Tagog (He is dead)."

A Blanket of Snow

the lake and turned again to the 
becoming deeper and deeper. The 
Father fell frequently and the Indians 
were forced to stop and help him to 
his feet. Night came upon them and 
after a light supper they went to bed, 
a blanket on the snow and a buffalo 
robe for covering. The next morn­
ing the Indians, after having prepared 
the breakfast called Father Cataldo, 
who, when he tried to rise, found ho 
was not able.
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"There is nothing the matter. Only

Mission, and greatly astonished the 
Fathers there, who never imagined 
that Father Cataldo would return 
through so much snow.

“What is the matter?" he said.

Father Cataldo reported to his Su-

Indians and their earnest petition for

be made now in seven hours.

Montana.
Spring to attempt such a long trip, 

dians and half-breeds passed through 
the Spokane Mission on its way to 
Montana. A fellow Jesuit from the 
Colville Mission, Father Van Gorp, 
was amongst them; so Father Cataldo 
immediately joined them. It took 
them seventeen days to reach St.

perior allowed Father Cataldo to re­
turn to his first mission at Easter

Hurt on a Sick Call

dian were wounded. The Indian was 

a young Indian to accompany him to 

currcd. They started off at a gallop.

called from St. Ignatius Mission but it 
was feared that the man would die be­

son’s Falls, an Indian met the party 
and told them that some whites going 
to the mines had quarreled with a 
band of Indians. There had been some 

being very tired, stumbled and fell, 
and Father Cataldo hurt his foot 
somewhat. He mounted again, and at 
length reached the camp and the dy-

Broken Leg

When the Blackrobe rejoined his 
party, they saw that he was limping 
and immediately gave him the name 
"Kaushin" (Broken Leg). This name 
was thoroughly confirmed a little more 

the party met Father Tosi, S.J., com­
ing from St. Ignatius Mission to as­
sist the dying Indian. They directed

Superior of the Missions. Father 
Grassi, S.J., was surprised to see 
Father Cataldo. The letter which had
summoned Father Cataldo, had been 
intended for another missionary, but 
had been addressed to Father Cataldo 
by mistake.

“However,” said Father Grassi, “it 
is good you arc here, because I must 
travel; so you can stay and take 
charge of the Mission.”

Another Jesuit was sent to the mis­
sion among the spokanes.

Failure

who had previously tested the dispo­
sition of the Indians, advised him to 
remain in Lewiston, as the chiefs were 
not then disposed to receive him. The 
source of the opposition to a priest 
taking charge of the school came from 
an old chief called by the Canadian 
traders L'Avocat, because he was a 
great talker. This L'Avocat, by tell­
ing the Indians that the priest would 

these Indians from the Coeur d’Alene 
Mission, but with very poor results. 
In October, 1867, the Jesuit Superior, 
in reply to the request of Bishop 

poverty, stirred such feeling that 
those of the tribe who were favorable 
to Father Cataldo were forced to 
yield in silence. Father Cataldo lived 
in Lewiston, visiting a few nearby In­
dian camps on the Clearwater River 
and administering to the Catholic 
miners and traders of the town.

About this time Father Grassi re­
ceived an urgent request from Right 
Reverend Bishop Blanchet, of Nes- 
qually, and from his Vicar General, 
Father Brouillet, that a Jesuit father

the Nez Perce Indians in Central 

miles southeast of Lewiston, there to 
take charge of a small Government 
day school for Indians and thus to 
begin missionary work. On Father 

Forcing Through

In January, 1868, he decided to build 
a school without the sanction of 

condition that the log cabin would not 
cost anything either to himself or the 

school was on the land of Stuptupnin 
(Hair-cut-short) generally called 

be offered.

A New Obstacle

which failed to protect them. These 

the Nez Perce War.

future church and school. When the 
four walls were built, the difficulty 

the Nez Perce Indians who bitterly 
resented the encroachments of the 
whites on their reservations, and of 

and covered it with a piece of white 
calico; this was the altar on which 

, In spite of all his efforts to estab­
lish a mission among the Nez Perce 
and to bring them into the church, 
Father Cataldo met with failure. He 
studied the language without books or 
manuscripts from the lips of Stuptup, 
with the Flathead language, which 
both knew, serving as a medium. He 

Catholic, though he was not baptized, 
and who wished to have the priest re-

ernment?" 

not equal to the task and suggested 
that the agent might lend a few head 
of oxen. After some risistance the 
agent gave two yoke of oxen, and so 

to cover this poor little temple of the 
great living God. The cabin when 
finished measured twenty by eighteen 

but we can't be, on account of our diffi­
culty with the Government. What 

of the catechism into Nez Perce. 
When he felt sure that the transla­
tions were correct he began to teach 
them to the Indians, especially to the 
children. But when many of them 

After a short delay, Father Cataldo 
obtained the services of three Catholic 
miners and began the work for his 
cabin. When the logs were .Cut, he 
asked the Indians for their ponies to 
drag them to Stuptup’s place. The 

ferred to the roof. Where could he 
get shingles? After an extensive 
search a number of boards were 
found; these served as a foundation 

positively refused him. As a reason 
they said that it was useless to be 
baptized, as long as they were ad­
dicted to superstition and not yet re­
solved to become Catholics, and good 
Catholics. Back of this was another 
reason. One chief told the mission- 
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this restless adventurer!

ing blows.

Italy, Marengo, Rome, Austerlitz, 
Jena, the pyramids of Egypt, Moscow, 
Waterloo, what memories they sum­

battlefields of Napoleon do not rank 
with the battlefields of India which 
marked the progress of Xavier, cru­
sader for souls. Compare Xavier and 
Napoleon as you will in natural qual-

of execution, in rapidity of motion, in 

greatness of soul in face of discour­
agement, and Xavier will not suffer 
by the comparison. After all, Napo­
leon headed the best trained troops in

and poorly led, he only conquered 
men's bodies.

Xavier was only one man. and this 
soul of a continent for Christ. One 
knows not whether to marvel most at 
the difficulties he conquered single- 
handed, or his untold ambition, or the 

ST. FRANCIS XAVIER 
CRUSADER FOR SOULS 
(Continued from page W 

filled with more dramatic or tragic 
aspects than those which mark the 
Napoleonic era. Here was one man, 
inspired by untold ambitions, aiming 
to subject to himself a continent. The 
magnitude of his schemes was only 
equaled by their lightninglike execu­
tion. Paris was the center and out

Conquering a Continent

the Church the unpromising material 

a farce. The so-called Christians out- 
paganed the sensual East in their life 
and manners. Pride, lust, venality, 
were so many cancerous growths eat­
ing out the heart of the community. 
Xavier aimed to convert the Chris- 

With few exceptions almost 
ig was against him. The

success with which Xavier did his 
work. He was only ten years in the 
East. From Goa to Cape Comorin, 
the fishery coast is six hundred miles. 
Xavier accomplished that distance 
either through jungle or in open boat 
thirteen times in ten years, a distance 
of eight thousand miles. Then one 
finds him at Malacca, sixteen hundred 
miles from Ceylon, where he had been 
a short time before. Then he is two 
thousand miles further east at the

quest. It has been calculated that he 
traveled 75,000 miles in those years. 
All this time he was subject to lurk­
ing disease and death. Goa, Ormuz, 
Comorin, Ceylon, Calcutta, Borneo, 
Sumatra, Singapore, the Moluccas, 
what memories they summon up of 
the battlefields of India!

He longed like a child

And in all this Xavier showed the 
organizing power of a Caesar or a 
Napoleon. He established hospitals,

friends he loved. He carried their 
names about his neck and doubtless 
they were poured out in prayer be­
neath the starlit eastern skies or as he 
journeyed by day the monotonous

And all this time he was Xavier the 
man. He smiled, he was gracious, he 
sang. Men either loved or hated him, 
but they were not indifferent. Mostly 

Lisbon. He flayed the existing vices, 
public and private. He rang his bell 
and gathered the children about him 
and sang to them of God, of Heaven, 
and of Christ the King. He would 
baptize as many as ten thousand in a

The Conquest of Japan

its chivalrous warlike people held a 

Tornado-swept Seas

We are told that when Alexander 
heard the theory of other worlds he 
wept, because he had not yet con­
quered one: when Xavier heard of the

St. Paul, always kept to the trade 
routes of the sea. In his ceaseless 

resolution was made to win this land 
and this people for Christ. There is 
something boylike in the eagerness 
and enthusiasm with which he entered 
his holy crusade against the Land of 
the Rising Sun.

But for all that he planned long and 
carefully. He knew that the task he 
had set himself was one for a giant 
and he did not quail. Japanese cus­
toms and language were studied; the 
mental notions were translated into 
this unwonted tongue. Then armed 

the land, Xavier started off in a lum- 

and unknown people.

At the Japanese Versailles

The junk landed on the southermost

Xavier aimed higher. The Emperor 

island further north. Thither Xavier 
hurried through many dangers. For 

view with the Emperor which never 
came. He was forced to return to his 
base. Here he changed his tactics; 
decked himself out as the Ambassador 
of Goa, which indeed he was, strutted 
about in golden state and beneath the

Tilting with the Bonzes 

tacked the intellectual basis of Chris­
tianity with all their eastern cunning. 
Here we see the crusader in a new 

own game. All the intellectual skill 
gained in many a bloodless battle in

over two hundred years after the dc- 

they found the Faith that had appar- 

thousands.

brought to play, and the wise men of 
Japan quailed before this intellectual

For two years Xavier labored and 
the harvest was only two thousand 
souls when he was compelled to hurry 
back to India. But his converts were 
of the most tenacious.

regions of Japan. When, three cen- 

Aiming at China

The complete conquest of Japan

°--- - - J *>e Key to tne
conquest of the East was China, 
th'e of°Xh C na bc the obiec- 

coolness witn which this one man 
single-handed planned such a gigantic 
undertak.ng simply takes our breath

, ..... nom me k-ninese
whom they looked upon as their mas­
ters and their superiors. "If Chris­
tianity is true,” said the Japanese.
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since the days of St. Paul.

sand miles to Malacca and to Goa.

was raised over him, imparting the

of battle.

foot in China.

Sanchan

It was on the little island of San­

in imitation of Xavier. From the six- 
shores of China and the heart of Xav- 

inspired and led the ever-increasing 

worn body did. The gates of China 

dare all in the crusade for Christ.

Editor’s Note—This appreciation M. 13 . phila . Pa . Fr Lucas

To Father Lavoie ....

Cochin, shifts his men from one point 
of the threatened field to another and

Jesuits heard and were crucified on 
the flaming bluffs of Nagasaki in 

gain entrance into the land of his de­
sire. All his efforts failed. He prom­

$3500 
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look over the battlefield of India over

muz, the Malabar Coast, and after 
that the stretches of the China sea

were opening. They laid him down 
sick unto death in a little shack that 
faced the China sea. Only a Chinese

with us and here in America is kind­
ling apostolic fires in the hearts of 

granted to all who will go to Holy 
Communion on that Sunday and pray 
for the conversion of infidels.

and Ormuz. These were busy organ-

The announcement of this new 
manifestation of interest on the part 
of the Holy See in the mission work 
of the Church is made in the latest 
number of the “Acta Apostolicae ■

written with no intention of publi­
cation. In its preparation the au­
thor availed himself freely of many 
splendid pamphlets, the titles of 
which have been long forgotten. 
The author is sorry that he cannot 
give full credit for many excerpts 
which have been incorporated in 
this little study. He recalls, how­
ever, a special indebtedness to the 
inspiring booklet on St. Francis 
Xavier by John C. Seville, S.J. 

friend, appointed ambassador to China. 
He would accompany the embassy.

been declared by Mother Church the 
Heavenly patron of all missionary ac­
tivity. The unquenchable flame that 

died butchered by savage Iroquois. 
Marquette heard and preached Christ 

the morning of December 3, 1552. 
Xavier, stirred and looked out on the 
quiet sea which was lapping the near­

leaving it to the prudent judgment of 
the Bishops how to carry them out.

tober is designated as a day of prayer 
and missionary propaganda through­
out the whole Catholic world.

2d. On that Sunday the prayer 

All Europe was soon telling the 
story of Xavier. The crusader’s life 
and the crusader’s death were on 

pointed arrived and the boat did not 
appear. But though the courage of 

of Pope Paul III. He excommuni­
cates the commandant, prays for his

for the conquest of China.

The Holy Father’s action is in re­
sponse to an appeal made by the Su­
perior General Council of the Pontifi­
cal Work of the Propagation of the 
Faith. The letter addressed by the 

full. In it they pay tribute to the 
Apostolic solicitude of His Holiness 
for mission works in all parts of the 
world. The Holy Father has ap- 

Propagation of the Faith, and urging 
the faithful to join.

4th. A Plenary Indulgence applica- 

morc powerful than in his passing. 
His deeds were a trumpet-tongued 
summons to follow in his footsteps 
for the cause of the King. The name 
of Xavier became a battle-cry. His 
brother Jesuit, John de Britto, heard 
and became the apostle of the Brah­
mins. The Jesuits, Ricci and Verbi- 
est, heard and penetrated to the Em­
peror’s palace at Pekin and unfurled

cited at all Masses.
3d. The sermon

six. His eyes fell on the forbidden

ders.” For himself he reserves the 

The Holy Father 
Appoints a Mission 

Sunday

For the Siichow Mission in China
J. J. Joubert. Limited .............. 25.00
N, Charest .............................. 5.00
Anonymous .............................. 5.00
Business Women’s Sacred Heart

Retreat Association .............. 5.00
Mass Stipends

OUR Holy Father, Pope Pius XI, 
has just appointed the second last 

Sunday of October to be celebrated 
throughout the world as Mission Sun-

9 Grateful c/lcknowledgmenn ® 
M. C. Chicago

21.00
5.00

Fr Daly

Dead on the Field of Battle
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'aoou opear signieu <■ .
It had no sense, for it was grazing too 

edge of the herd, never showing our- 

bull, which was eating grass and had 

a foolish thing to fill our bellies.
“We crept nearer and my father 

sent me to go beyond the young

give the cry of the duck twice, I was 
to stand up and show myself to the 
young buffalo. • I crept around so si-

Then I heard the cry of the duck 
buffalo winded me and he twitched his 

behind the shoulder of the buffalo.
“The bull wheeled to charge, as 

they do when wounded, but my father 
had disappeared in the grass. The 
young buffalo did not go more than 
five times his length, when his knees 
gave out and his shaggy head sank 
down to the earth.

"Before it reached the prairie grass, 
my father glided to the buffalo's side 
and struck with his knife. It was 
done so quickly that the rest of the 
herd, grazing not so far away, went 
on grazing. The buffaloes have no 
sense, whiteman.

"When I came creeping up to He 

MISSISSIPPI’S BLACKROBE 
(Continued from page 52) 

his hunting bow and I loosened mine. 
We both crept like two snakes, a big 
one and a little one, through the 
grass. The wind was blowing from 
the herd towards us, which is right.

“When we had come within the 
flight of an arrow from a grazing 
buffalo, my father whispered, 'No, let 

continued:“Then my turn came. I had never 
hunted a buffalo before and 1 was 
very anxious to kill one. We glidcc 
through the grass till He Hurls a z-. . , r- ■ ,u.—l - knir.<rrowil call.

hidden. I advanced closer and the 
young buffalo moved faster. When 
he came within easy arrow flight, my

motion let fly his first arrow. As 
quickly as the wild cat strikes, my 
father shot another and another and 
another arrow. They all clustered 

begun to cut out the tongue. The 
young buffalo was lean, so we did not 
take any more meat from him.’’

Here Crow Dog got a bite and in 
triumph landed a three pound catfish 
As it flopped on the wet bank, Found 
in the Grass struck it expertly and the 
fish lay still. The Tuscarora boy

and my father let the calf see him.

So I ran on and plunged my bone 

left shoulder, that the palm of my 

"Found in the Grass, there is your 

calf called its mother and the old

"I should have dropped into the 
grass, but this was my first buffalo 
and I did not wish to lose my first 
kill. All the boys in my village would 
jeer at me, if He Hurls a Good Spear 
told them I had missed. For I am

"He Hurls a Good Spear said I had 
no sense, but when we went back to 

and my father glided around as softly 
as a breath of wind. I watched 
through the opening between two 
stones till the calf twitched its tail.

headfirst.
"I felt the ground tremble and 

heard the old squaw breathing heavily. 
Then the breathing stopped and my 
father was beside me. He helped me

"There with its head close up to 
the prairie dog’s hole lay the squaw 

"Some of the calf's excitement got 
into me. I stood watching and for­
got to drop into the grass. That was 

bone hilt of my knife sticking out, he 
said I had a little sense. I did not 
mind what my father said; for I had 

, killed my first buffalo.
“This morning I killed another 

young calf and my four arrows all 
struck right. This, white man, is what 

"He Hurls a Good Spear has taught 
you well," complimented the Black­

stone-tipped heads had entered the 
buffalo's side. My hunting amulet 

"Then 1 heard the squaw buffalo 

buffalo could run so fast. I started to 
But just then my flying legs caught 

dashing near where I lay. I rose up 
and shot my arrows. But the first 
hit the calf in the flank. The second 
and third were nearer the shoulder, 
but too low. One was good though, 

cottonwood is your mark. Show 
Crow Dog and me a sample of your 

He reached out and touched a torn

dogs will come to get a drink. The

The Blackrobe and the two boys 

“And if the squaw catch a boy?" in­

shoot an arrow up into a tree till it 
lodges there. Then the others shoot 
at this arrow and the one who knocks 
it down gets all the arrows.

to the cottonwood. So close were 
they that Crow Dog with difficulty 
inserted his index finger between the 
three heads. Father Marquette went 

three boys shoot arrows. A warrior 

arrows in the air at once wins all the

“Among the Sioux, when I was with 

shoulder.
“White man, have your slave touch 

the spot where the arrows should
Crow Dog dropped his lines and

They howl and run away. But sorne- 

"Thc boys in my village," Found in 
with the bow and arrow. That is 

At the words, Found in the Grass 
fitted an arrow, the bow twanged, and 
as swiftly as a snake strikes, the boy 
reached back for another arrow and 
sped it on its way. Then another.

valley. they spun about ahd saw 
Peter, the woodsman. Behind him 
appeared Rene and Francis. They 
were loaded down with buffalo steaks.

duck him. That is a way to punish 
the boys.”

“Then I know the boys in those 
villages are more obedient in winter

Found in the Grass, “tell me where 
I must stand."

tumn that I liked.
"What was that?" the Blackrobe
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{Continued from page 46)
The Blow Falls HENRY WINSTON BOLTZ

Born May 28, 1865, at Washington, 

Have You Kept Yours?

with him again, as we journeyed to- ln This Issue:

47

58work in British Honduras, hallowed

Crusaders of Christ.

mission stations where, on a table or 
box or perhaps on so many boards 

showed itself most of all in work, of 
which he had more than his customary 

Catholic Students' Mission Crusade. 
They arc symbols of the faith and sac-

That night he admitted that he was 
not feeling fit. A clinic thermometer, 

ulty had been ordered to bed. It was 
imperative to keep the boys occupied

that was among us. In the effort to 
accomplish this the new prefect put 
forth all the energy of his athletic

temperature as higher than 102. For 
two days the doctor and his brethren

belief that he suffered only from in­
fluenza, a number of cases of which

day the signs were too plainly evident.

Viaticum and Extreme Unction on 
September 7, but his great strength 
ebbed daily until the end which came 
in the quiet evening hours of Septem-

tar, he would offer up the Holy Sacri­
fice. Frequently Mass had to be said 
out of doors and on one of these occa­
sions he turned to me as he unvested 

achievement for the Church here in 
Alabama that would be difficult to 
match. According to his last wish, 
may God grant in the South an in­
crease of vocations to the Altar so 
that there may be a priest in every 
hamlet and at all our crossroads!

comfortable hospital, the classrooms 
of the first floor. Natural remedies

to break the news of his death, con-

"Our loss is Heaven’s gain.” 

49
50

every town and hamlet.”
Father Stagg was particularly fitted 

for the work he had to do in Alabama.

HEROIC MOTHERS AND 
GOLD STAR SONS

studies at St. Charles College, Grand 
Coteau, La. In 1889, at the age of 

ulty of being able to interest himself 
in the things closest to the hearts of 
his people. But above all he had 
great humility. And God blessed his 
work, for out of small beginnings and 

means sufficient to do it. But God's 

ish Honduras. Other young crusad­
ers are "carrying on,” stimulated and 

parked. Much has been done among 
the natives in the "Bush" and in the 
school at Belize. Much more could 

of Jesus at Macon, Ga„ and was or­
dained a quarter of a century ago at 
Woodstock College, Maryland, by the 
late Cardinal Gibbons. After his ordi­
nation he returned to the South and 
his life since then has been a record 
of faithful service. 

as a missionary in the Diocese of Mo­
bile, I do so because it is here that his 
best and most needed work was done. 
As the Director of the Alabama 
Catholic Truth Society, I cheerfully 
bear testimony to all this organiza­
tion owes him. Father Stagg wrote 
its Constitution and was until his 
death its Chaplain. It was through 

Three. Neil Boyton, S.J.
Autobiography of Kauilks 

Metatcopnin. Joseph M. 
Cataldo, S.J

The Holy Father Appoints 
a Mission Sunday

Acknowledgments
Death of Southern Jesuit 

Missionary. Henry Win­
ston Boltz 

Saint Francis Xavier, Cru­
sader for Souls 

Heroic Mothers and Gold 
Star Sons. Martin I. Car- 
rabine, S.J

From College Halls to Co­
coanut Groves. Daniel H. 
Sullivan, S.J

Two Famous Jesuit Bishops 
in the States

Editorial

never pierced me. But that night it

Mighty in Death
Thus it was that the two gold stars 

found their place on the service flag

faithful souls watching and waiting 
for the "good Father.” As I knelt at 
his deathbed in Selma and prayed that 
God might spare him to us, he clasped 
my hand and gave me his last blessing 
for the missions.

"Tell them,” he said as his breath 
came with difficulty, "that I love them 
and that I will pray God when I reach 
Him for an increase of vocations to* 
the priesthood in the South, so that

TJEATH claimed a zealous mission­
ary in the person of the Rev.

Louis H. Stagg, S.J., on January 4, at 
Selma, Ala. For twelve years he had 
labored in the missions of Central 
Alabama and no one but God will ever 
know what he had to endure from the 
loneliness and the privations which

“I feel as if I were officiating in 
some vast Cathedral. Isn't it wonder­
ful to say Mass in the open with the 
sky as canopy for the altar?”

His mission field, embracing eleven 
counties, included forty stations and 
stretched from the coal fields near • 
Birmingham to within a short run of 
Mobile. At each of these mission 

T^eat/i of a Southern Jesuit fJfissionary
"I Will Tray for ^Vocations”
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It Is Nearly Four Hundred Years Since

ST. FRANCIS XAVIER

Wrote from the Far East to His Superiors at Rome:

" There are now in these parts vast numbers of persons 
who have only one reason for not becoming Christians, and 
that is that there is no one to make them Christians! ”

Each year the Society of Jesus is Sending to Foreign Lands 
Missionaries imbued with the spirit of the

Apostle of the Indies
But their numbers are still limited: their activities are all too circumscribed. 

Only 2,200 Jesuits among 200,000,000 infidels!
Help to increase their forces ! Assist them by your prayers!
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