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HARVEST-TIME
HRIST Himself called it the harvest—the glorious fruit of years 
of labor and sacrifice by the missionary priests and Sisters. The 
field is the world; the seed is Faith; the fruit is souls; the husband­

man is the missionary. The rain of united prayer and support, and the 
blessing of the Master giveth the increase.

JESUIT MISSIONS tells you how you can participate in the 
golden work of saving souls. It is written for you personally.

JESUIT MISSIONS
A MAGAZINE OF APOSTOLIC ENDEAVOR 
Gramercy Park Bldg., 257 Fourth Ave.

New York, N. Y.



Catholic Eskimos of Nome, Alaska

Amidst the gloom, desolation and depressing cold of our Alaskan possessions, the 
fifteen Jesuit mission posts diffuse the light and warmth of Christ's abiding love. 
Here under the leadership of Bishop Joseph R. Crimonl, S.J., twenty-one Jesuit 
priests and ten Lay-brothers are working for the salvation of Eskimo and Indian.



Teaching Missioners Qhristly Healing
D. J. WILLMANN, M.A.

1 mean a charity like unto that shown by Christ. It 
is a divine gift to be practised by the successors of Christ 
and the preachers of His Gospel. It is a meaningful 
term pregnant with wisdom and love. It is the keynote 
of the Catholic Church and the sacred latch-key to un­
loose the doors of pagandom and ignorance. As Christ, 
the first Missionary, healed, so too is the missionary of 
the twentieth century called upon to heal. But how is 
he, not God, but man, to cure the ailments of his suffer­
ing spiritual children who are ignorant of all save their 
aching limbs and disease-racked bodies? How is he, 
mortal man, assigned to far-flung, isolated mission sec­
tions unknown to the scientific world, to become physician 
of the body as well as physician of the soul, protector 
andphysicalguardianofhissickfiock? (Turn to page 212)

first read the immor­
tal story of Ben Hur.
I was a child at the 
time, filled with en- 
over the descriptive 

chapters of the chariot races, 
sentimentally alert to the nicer passages of age-old ro­
mance, and torn with the heart-rending accounts of the be­
ginnings of Christendom. Yet there is one scene that has 
always stood out in clear and consoling relief against the 
myriad colorful and fast-moving events which that historic 
drama relates.

In triumphal procession the Nazarene is hailed, 
“Blessed is the King of Israel that cometh in the name of 
the Lord!” Thousands of His companions and followers, 
waving green palm branches aloft, shouting and chanting, 
applaud the humble Master. The air trembles with the 
din of their tumultuous applause, but “the cries of the 
poor lepers were not more than the twittering of dazed 
sparrows.” Mother and daughter they were, both af­
flicted with the horrible and dread disease that made men 
run from them crying, “Unclean, unclean!” The mother 
pushed closer to the crowd, her ghastly hands up-raised. 
The people saw her—saw her hideous face and stopped 
awe-struck.

“The lepers! The lepers! Stone them! The accursed 
of God! Kill them!”

Thus were interrupted the hosannas sung to the King 

questioned their approach with 
benignant purpose.

“Believest thou that I am 
able to do this—to cleanse, to 

heal?” His eyes were expectant, sympathetic.
And the Mother answered:
“Thou art He of whom the prophets spake. Thou 

art the Messiah!”
And He healed them.

of Kings. But the Messiah 
rode up to the “accursed of God”



Fifty - Fifty

And I did—one way.
Next morning, I went out to look the machine over. 

I thought I would start with a part I knew something 
about, so I blew up the tires. Next, I pulled a few wires 
to see where they led to, and after turning my attention to 
the spark plugs and the gas tank, I got the engine started 
off popping like a four hundred horse power Liberty 
motor.

A high-flying leap brought me into the saddle, and we 
were off. Down the street we sped, a street so narrow in 
places that I instinctively pulled in my elbows to avoid 
rubbing off the “firewood" from the sides of the buildings.

T took me out. I took it back. That is fifty­
fifty, isn’t it? What? Oh, just an old motor 
cycle. I was in Bettiah, a hundred miles north 
of Patna, India, and the Ganges, visiting the 
stations of the mission. On the back porch 

stood a motor cycle resting on its flat tires. The dirt and 
dust made it look as if it had belonged to the last century. 
At supper, I inquired about the “relic” and was told that 
the machine was spasmodic.

“Ah,” said I, “I taught physics; therefore I’ll make

ON about the second or third time round the block, I 
spied a bright pair of pliers right in the middle of the 

road. Lucky, thought I, as I dismounted and walked 
back to the spot to pick them up. They looked so much 
like my own pair that I ran my hand down into my 
pocket to bring them out and compare. Needless to say, 
my pocket was empty. I smiled to myself as I went back 
to the cycle. The very next round I picked up a screw­
driver just like mine, and a few turns later another pair 

of my “broncho,” and with my camera strapped on my 
back, headed for Chuhari, a small village seven and a half 
miles north of Bettiah. The riding was fine, at least 
where the dust was not too deep. Such dust! Three to 
four inches covered the road for long stretches. Ordinar­
ily, not a drop of water falls here from the middle of 
October till the following July.

It made me think that I was riding a broncho for cer­
tain when I turned off the main road six miles from 
town; my steed balked on the turn and simply refused 
to go across the country towards the mission. I thought 
I would humor him a little and sat down under a tree 
while he was free to graze on the grass. It worked. In 
ten minutes I was over a mile down the road. I figured 

of Chuhari, but I couldn’t see a sign of it. Ahead on my 
left was a large scattering of trees and jungle, but I 
couldn’t see any sign of habitation.

The road had dwindled to a cow path in a few minutes 
and I stopped to ask, Chuhari kahan hai? The laborer 
who was working in his field gave a wave of his arm 
back in the direction from which I had come. It quite 
puzzled me that I had passed the village without knowing 
it, but I judged that he knew what he was saying.

SOON I saw a neat little church tower just behind the 
clump of trees that had looked to me from the other 

side like a jungle and I knew that I was at my destina­
tion. Chuhari, you see, is just a jungly town and they 
keep as many trees around as possible to keep off the 



stool for the celebrant of a High 
Mass. But I am ahead of my story.

I had hardly stopped at the gate

can give him to carry on his noble

are the minds and hearts which he 
has turned towards the higher life.

sputter, spop,” stopped. Then I 
discovered that the air pump was 
missing. Well, it was so large that

rushed out to take the cycle. All 
wanted to push and guide more or 
less at the same time. After park­
ing it safely inside, some of the 
smaller lads characteristically put 
in a plea for mitai (candy) and I 
was sorry I had not supplied my­
self with a penny's worth in Bettiah.

of the Sisters of Mercy 
of the Holy Cross. Of 
course, these orphans 
only form a small part 
of the number of the 
school children who 
come from the villages.

The result of my in­
spection was decidedly 
favorable. The outstand­
ing impression made on 
me was the brightness 
and cheeriness depicted 
on the faces of all the 
children. The differ­
ence between them and 
the wild faced, scantily 
clad pagan children I 
had seen in the nearby

burning heats of summer. The 
church which was built by our pred­
ecessors, the Capuchins, is really a 
fine building. In architecture, it 
resembles more the adobe churches 
of Mexico than our churches in 
America, although its thick walls 
are made of red bricks plastered 
over and whitewashed. The wide 
verandas necessary in this climate 
made the church look twice as spa­
cious as it was found to be. There

needed no further proof of the civil­
izing effects of the Catholic religion.

I must call attention especially to 
the brilliant faces of Father For­
ster’s apostolics. The fostering of 

PIE morning was spent in visiting and photographing 
Father Forster’s various classes. The neat new 
buildings of his middle English school made one wonder 

who the generous donors must have been, for it was 
evident that the resources of the mission were scanty. 
It was noon, and I watched the orphans collecting on 
the campus for their meal. When one sees the little 
mountain of rice that they can stow away at one sitting, 
one marvels that the mission can continue to support so 
many. Father Forster told me that these thirty orphan 
boys ate 100 rupies’ worth of rice last year. In addi- 

the road so I decided to return and 
look for it, though unluckily, as the sequence proved. 
After turning around, my motor went well till I was back 
a-ain only a mile or so from Chuhari, when it uncere­
moniously “died.” I looked around for some obliging 
coolie to walk up with the missing pump, but in yam; 
and in vain did I struggle with that motor for two long, 
hot hours. Pushing a motor cycle in gear is not just the 
lightest kind of work under an Indian sun, and to say the 
least, my clothes were wringing wet with perspiration.

It was now four o’clock. Twenty minutes later found 
me at the main road, when along came three ox carts 
going in the direction of Bettiah. I (Turn to page 214)



At School with Iroquois and Ojibway

culties had been springing up on all sides, 

startle you and bring the question asked me one day by an 
unexpected tourist:

The Jesuits and the devoted Daugh­
ters of Mary were to be the guardians of 
many an Indian lad and lassie. As the 
schools progressed, they made of the In­
dians good workers, farmers, carpenters, 
shoemakers, and real housewives who knew 
how to use a brush as well as a needle. 
Trials came, of course, as they come to 
every new enterprise, but the schools went 
on winning the highest encomiums from 
the Department of Indian Affairs. Each 
year a few Iroquois units joined both 
schools.

In 1911 the girls’ convent burned to the 
ground, and although rebuilding was 
started almost at once, it ceased just as 
abruptly; for a general strike had been 

the United States in 1863 to help us. The 
education of the Indian is our aim; a re­
ligious, elementary, and practical educa­
tion. If we make of them good Catholics 
with enough instruction and manual train­
ing to earn a decent living, we feel that 
we are well rewarded."

“Wonderful, indeed; but your work is 
not known; if it were, help would come.”

When I gazed upon it from King’s Highway I could not 
help coming for information.”

“Well sir,” I answered him as I welcomed him to 
our school, “this is the Spanish Catholic 
Residential School for Indians, under 
Jesuit management and government su­
pervision. Of the 116 boys, staring at you 
(and stare they did—it was dinner time) 
half are Ojibways of Manitoulin Island 
and Ontario, and the others are Iroquois 
from Caughnawaga and the St. Regis Re­
serves. Across the road is a like institution 
for Indian girls under the direction of the 
Daughters of the Heart of Mary, who 

•TER visiting the classrooms, 
infirmary, dormitory and ward­

robe, wondering often how we could feed and dress our 
boys from head to foot on a yearly allowance of one 
hundred and forty dollars per boy, the interested in­
quirer left, most favorably impressed with the Jesuits 
and Catholicism. And he saw to it that help did come: 
two large boxes of clothes, underwear and shoes.

Since the second arrival of the Jesuits on Manitoulin 
Island in July, 1844, a boarding school for Indians had 
been dreamed of as a headquarters for the Ontario Indian 
Catholic Missions. It took some time to realize that 
dream and it was only in 1878 that the Wikwemikong 

school became an industrial school with

[THIN a mile of the station, JOSEPH O. P. ALLAIRE, S.J. 
on the banks of the North
Channel at the mouth of the Spanish River, 
Canada, is an Indian settlement. In the 
midst of this rocky country, you will find two 
-story buildings, windmills, barns, a silo, a



since it was the easiest thing in the world for a pupil to 
play truant on the island, since intrusion by the Indians 
in the school management and games was of almost daily 
occurrence, efficient work was rendered most difficult. 
The strike finally settled everything. Wikwemikong was 
abandoned and Spanish was chosen as the site for the 
new school. Happy days were at hand at last with the 
coming of 1920. The area of tilled land increased from 
year to year; a dynamo was installed to provide electric­
ity for both institutions; brick work became a reality in 
1925; and the schools are now filled to capacity. The 
staff in the boys’ school numbers fifteen members of the 
Society of Jesus and two lay teachers, while twenty 
Daughters of Mary carry on the work in the girls’ school.

/~\UR boys are of Algonquin and Iroquois stock. The 
former are less intelligent but far more sensible and 

docile, whilst the latter are quick and enterprising but 

From that day on he kept far away and only came when 
called for.

Pride got the better once of a fourth grade boy, when 
an impatient dentist called him a squaw. His only reply 
was to jump off the chair and stubbornly refuse treatment. 
All that I could do was to warn the dentist to be more 
polite if he wished to send a good heavy bill to the de­
partment in Ottawa.

“By gosh, I can do it!”
And the toilsome work that disgusted him at first sight 

is quickly done.
Once, to get rid of a tattler and busy-body, irony served 

me to good purpose.
"James,” said I, “you are my pet.” I wish you had 

seen his eyes flash with indignation.
“No,” he yelled, “I’m notl”
“Yes, you are,” I continued, “you are always following

proud and troublesome. Indians, in general, are change­
able, and lazy. Sulking and pouting is also of common 
occurrence among them. Such are characteristics of some 
boys when they reach Spanish, addicted to bad habits and 
unwilling at first to part with them. They soon, however, 
yield to good example and to the disinterested counsel of 
their elders, and within a year turn out to be boys of 
whom we are justly proud. There are even sparkling gems 
among them, whose daily Communions, absolute trust­
worthiness, manly demeanor and readiness to work make 
them model students and excellent characters. One 
t>oy, Aloysius Smith, is probably the first Algonquin to 
enter religious life. He took his religious vows as a Lay- 
brother on Christmas Day, 1927.

Mow let us see a few traits that characterize the vast 
majority of the Indian boys. Contradiction provokes 

them to action and results are sometimes funny.
“Ben or Walter,” one will say, “you can’t do thatl” 
And forthwith the seven year old stocky lad replies:

STOICISM against painful suffering is a characteristic 
of older boys. Angus Rice walked from the mill to 

the infirmary, holding a wrist broken in four places, with­
out so much as crying. Jimmie Mayou had six stitches put 
in his forehead with hardly a tear in his eyes. Henry Cad- 
ron only moaned when tortured by a severe attack of 
peritonitis.

I had been told before leaving Montreal, “Win your 
authority; no one will stand by you. Indians prize phys­
ical strength. Show yours by all means.” Warned be­
forehand, I started at once on my arrival to handle hun­
dred-pound boxes of bread, the daily ration of the school, 
and soon heard the welcome note: “Tow strong, that fel­
lowl ” which means “terribly strong.” The word “fellow” 
did not offend me; it is used for all kinds of things or 
persons.

ONE evening, Father Superior spied a bustard near the 
wharf and suggested that I take a shot at it. I 

readily accepted, prayed for success (Turn to page 215)



Mindanao’s Misty -Mountain Tops
Shepherding the Flock Joseph l. Lucas, sj.

"And gathering together four horsemen ... I essayed the narrow winding trail."

UST a week of years more than a century ago, 
a few Spanish Augustinian Friars sailed 
around the east coast of Misamis in the Island 

aan. To us of another generation, Jasaan 
would seem to be the least desirable place on the whole 
strip of sea coast in which to found a mission. But in 
the mountains which rise boldly from the sea, rugged and 
massive, and unimaginably beautiful in their natural 
grandeur, were numerous souls living a wild life, to whom 
Christ's gospel of love had never been preached. Here 
indeed was a soul project worthy of warrior hearts and 
giant courage: first to reach these children of the jungle; 
then to win their 

tain torrents, the path of hidden menace through the 
jungle, all made up the winding trail leading to the land 
of dreams, through Misamis, up into Bukidnon, and down 
into Lanao, where dwelt the Moro tribes.

A week of years less than half a century ago, the
Spanish Jesuits succeeded the Augustinian Friars at 
Jasaan, and the evangelization of the mountain section 
was zealously forwarded. So true was this, that towards 
the end of last century a new mountain mission was 
started at Sumilao, and the Jasaan Mission divided into 
eight vast mission sectors, most of them much greater 
than the present Jasaan Mission. Today, after more 
than a century of heroic missionary labors, Jasaan can 

boast no road lead- 
hearts, and bring 
them, loving cap­
tives, to the feet 
of Christ. Nothing 
could deter these 
Friars, giants of 
love. Thirsting for 
souls, they could at­
tend only to the 
fact that Jasaan 
was the golden door 
leading to the vast 
mountain stretches 
with their priceless 
hidden treasure. The 
frowning cliffs, the 
treacherous moun-

ing to the six moun­
tain stations that re­
main; yet with the 
courage and confi­
dence of the Friars 
who had blazed the 
trail, no obstacle 
could deter the new 
harvesters of Christ. 
No mountains were 
too lofty for them 
to scale, no forests 
too dense for them 
to traverse, no diffi­
culties could re­
press their ardor, no 
sacrifices or labors



salvation has shifted 
from the altars of 
the church to the 
schools of the church; 
and, given another 

altars; but even a 
brief residence in 
Mindanao is suffi­
cient to show that 

days in each barrio. The only thing that distinguished 
a church from an ordinary dilapidated bam was the 
presence of a battered statue of the Patron Saint. It was 
necessary to drive out the pigs and goats that find the 
open-work churches a convenient shelter. Turning artist, 
sculptor, and painter, I managed to have the churches 
swept and garnished. The altars and statues were 
painted; clean altar linens and vestments were provided. 
Finally a few leaves and flowers as decorations trans­
formed rude barns into the King's palaces. We slept in 
nipa huts and abandoned shacks; were dripping wet for 
eleven straight days; and outside of fruit which was 
plentiful, we enjoyed three meagre meals during the ex­
pedition. Despite all the difficulties, and they were le­
gion, we were cheered by one hundred and fifteen bap­
tisms and thirteen marriages.

It would seem that the first duty of the new pastor 
was to devise ways 
and means of repair­

of public school train­
ing such as the chil­
dren have been re­
ceiving,. there would 
be little need of 
churches when the 
rising generation 
reached the atheistic 
manhood and woman­
hood so ominously 
threatening. The 
public school has 

been made a fetish which closed the eyes of simple un­
educated Catholic parents to the manifest danger of a 
godless education, while lack of resources kept those who 
realized the danger from successfully combating it. 
American Protestants, many of them ministers and mis­
sionaries, held the highest school offices. Natives who 
had bartered their Faith for an education at the highly 
endowed Protestant Silliman Institute, became principals 
and teachers in the schools.

could quench their zeal. Onward and upward they 
toiled, and gradually pagan superstitions vanished; the 
wild tribes bowed under the sweet yoke of Christ; and 
men and women lived not only wholesome, but holy lives.

heartbreaking to lis­
ten to the fervent ap­
peals for aid towards

connected the 
coast mission __
tions, but his con­
stant visits and 
priestly ministrations 
kept the people lov­
ingly loyal to the 
Faith of Christ.

When the Spanish 
Jesuits vacated the 
Misamis section in 
favor of the Amer­
ican Jesuits, I was 
dispatched to the Jas- 
aan Mission. I found 
the churches along 
the coast in a most 
dilapidated state and 
in utter poverty. To

1 I ‘HEN came the Revolution of 1895-1896 in which 
A many of the priests were driven out and the con­

vents sacked. Subsequently the Islands passed under 
the sovereignty of the United States. Only a single 
Spanish Jesuit could be spared to return and take charge 
of the Jasaan Mission. Hitherto the Spanish Govern­
ment had materially helped the Fathers in their spiritual 
ministrations. Now all material aid ceased, and, amidst 
poverty incredible and hardships stupendous, the lone 
Spanish Jesuit labored heroically to save this people to 
the Faith. How well he succeeded may be attested by 
the fact that no Protestant or Aglipayan teaching ever 
gained a foothold in 
the whole vast mis­
sion. Until a few

take account of stock—no, of damages. There was no 
stock worth mentioning. How did I travel? Well, Jas­
aan, with its absolute absence of roads, would break the 
mechanical heart even of Detroit’s famous auto product.

W. aiu luwaius repairing and adorning the church 
in each barrio. But if the coast churches were in wretched 
plight, the mountain churches were even worse. Lament­
ing and repining would never remedy matters; so I de-

The humblest and lowliest “Lizzie” absolutely must 
have some kind of road for the wheels. In these primi­
tive surroundings the horse must be my auto, so taking 
out an accident insurance policy on our new four-legged 
taxi service, and gathering together four horsemen—a 
guide, an interpreter, and two chanters—I essayed the 
narrow winding trail.

Despite the fact that only four of the six mountain 
barrios have what are called churches, we stayed three 

IT can scarcely be estimated what ruin to the Faith of 
the rising generation has issued from this source. As 

early as 1898 the Chairman of the U. S. Philippine Com­
mission reported, “The Island of Mindanao is a more 
promising field for missionaries to begin their work. The 
influence of the Catholic Church has not been extended 
to Mindanao, and the simple natives would more read­
ily accept the type of Faith (Turn to page 215)
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October Mission Intention
Success of Mission Sunday

the mission question would be explained, the zeal of laity 
and clergy would be stimulated and the works of the So­
ciety for the Propagation of the Faith would be helped by 
the enrolment of new members and by the alms of the 
faithful. Not the least present was the thought that this 
day might be made a holy crusade of prayer without which 
all missionary work will languish. In addition to the ap­
pointment of a day for Mission Sunday, Cardinal Van Ros- 
sum, Prefect of the Sacred Congregation for the Propaga­
tion of the Faith, sent a special letter to the superiors of 
religious orders asking them to promote Mission Sunday 
zealously. The Very Reverend Father General of the 
Society of Jesus addressed himself to all the Provincials, 
asking them to see to it that Mission Day be celebrated 
with all care in all the Jesuit churches and schools.

It is quite evident that those who are guiding the mis­
sion activities of the Church feel that the proper celebra­
tion of Mission Sunday will have tremendous weight in the 
promotion of Catholic Missions the world over. Our read­
ers are asked, therefore, to commend this important inten­
tion in their prayers during the month of October, and to 
cooperate by their best efforts to make it a success.

IN the beginning of the year 1927, a rescript of the 
I Sacred Congregation of Rites was published, assigning 
the second last Sunday in October as Mission Sunday to be 
dedicated to prayer and activity for the mission cause. 
The rescript was the answer to a request of the Supreme 
General Council of the Pontifical' Society for the Propa­
gation of the Faith which had urged the great advantages 
that might be expected from the proper celebration of such 
a day. By this means it was thought that, on one day 

Hail and Farewell!

WE have reproduced in this issue of Jesuit Missions 
pictures of many of the priests and scholastics 

who in the last few months have departed for the mission 

pressive departure ceremonies have been held. “Hail and

fields of North American Jesuits. The pictures do not 
complete the list of all those Jesuits who at this time have 
journeyed forth from our land to the four quarters of the 
globe in literal fulfilment of the command of Christ: “Go 
ye into the whole world, and preach the gospel to every

his native hearth and heath; die to sweet companioning 
with friend and relative; die to self in a thousand unsus­
pected ways; die as the grain of wheat falling into the 
ground dies that the harvest may flourish. By their lives 
as by their mystical deaths our missionaries are bringing 
to millions of pagan souls the seed of that life of which 
Christ spoke when He said: “I am come that they may 
have life and have it more abundantly” (St. John x, 10).

the missionaries, but equally on the lips and in the hearts 
of the devoted faithful who speeded them on their distant 
way with prayer, benediction and financial help.

When the gladiators of imperial Rome were about to 
begin their deadly contests in the arena, assembling before 
the box of the emperor, they saluted him with the cry, 
"Morituri, te salutamusl" “We, who are about to die, salute 
thee! ” They went to a merely temporal death. In a mys­
tical and infinitely more exalted sense, our missioners have 
presented themselves before the throne of Christ, the King, 
and have cried out Morituri, tc salutamusl Their cry is 
another way of proclaiming a great principle of the Master 
which He set forth in the words: “Amen, amen, I say to 
you, unless the grain of wheat, falling into the ground, die, 
itself remaineth alone. But if it die, it bringeth forth much 
fruit. He that loveth his life shall lose it; and he that 
hateth his life in this world keepeth it unto life eternal” 
(St. John xii, 24-25).

for the alleviation of every human ill. This is the back­
ground of the movement, daily gaining new impetus in 
American mission circles, called “Medical Missions.” The 
natives to whom our Catholic missionaries preach need 
doctors, nurses, hospitals. Pagans are by these means 
made more willing listeners to the message of Christ.

The Catholic Medical Mission Board, announces as 
Medical Mission Day, October 18, the feast of Saint 
Luke, the physician. On that day we are asked to hear 
Mass and receive Holy Communion for the cause, and 
not to forget the material needs of the board in its efforts 
to supply the missions with medical helps.

Medical Mission Day

JESUS CHRIST brought a new commandment into the 
world, the commandment of neighborly love. Our Lord 

went about doing good; every human physical ill was 
cured: the blind saw, the lepers were cleansed, the lame 
walked, the deaf heard, and the dumb spoke. Above all, 
the poor had the gospel preached to them.

From the commandment and the example of Christ, 
the virtue of Christian charity grew and flourished with 
the progress of the Church. It was a rare and radiant 
flower in a world of paganism. For twenty centuries since, 
wherever Christ has been preached, there have sprung up 



— All the living that she had.

IF, when reading the letter boxed off on this page, a fur- 
* five tear comes to your eye and you find it hard to 
swallow, then you have caught a glimpse not only of the 
pathos of the figure enshrined in this letter, but also of 
the Faith and the Hope and the Charity of those who love 
Jesus Christ dearly and without reserve. By the same 
token many of us will gain a piercing, if fleeting, glimpse 
at the narrow selfishness of our own lives, overgrown, per­
haps, with the rankest weeds of perpetual self-interest. 
Here is one who has left all for Christ, given all to Christ, 
looks for nothing except Christ. Such a life may be un­
sung in the annals of man; it may blush like the violet 
unseen by human eye; but its perfume goes forth into this 
sordid world and makes it better and brighter for man to 
live in. Christ refused to let a similar act go unheralded. 
It has come down through the centuries. “And looking 
on, he saw the rich men cast their gifts into the treasury. 
And he saw also a certain poor widow casting in two brass 
mites. And he said: “Verily I say to you, that this poor 
widow hath cast in more than they all: for all these have

A Remarkable Letter

Dear Father Editor:
I am enclosing a check for $75.00 which 

was sent to me by a poor servant woman. 
It is her entire savings for a year, I believe, 
and with it she wishes to educate a native 
priest in the mission field. This, she said, 
is the required amount for a year, and she 
hopes to continue paying this yearly tuition 
until the young man is ordained. Such, 
Father, is the faith of a convert, who is 
alone in the world, a cripple with rheuma­
tism, and who looks forward to the Little 
Sisters of the Poor as her refuge in old age.

of their abundance cast into the offerings of God: but 
she of her want, hath cast in all the living that she had” 
(St. Luke xxi, 1-5).
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Driving for Souls Christ Feeds Fiv

The precipitous fall of the franc in recent years struck with double 
force on these Spaniards. Their poverty soon became desperate.

box-cars, the attics of the poorest houses, rude shacks built of strips 
of wood. Frequently there was but a single room for a whole family 
of from six to twelve members. Moreover, these Spaniards, poorly 
instructed spiritually, neglected their Sunday Mass and other religious 
duties; many, too poor to pay the price required to obtain marriage 

. documents, were living openly in concubinage; so that with Commu­
nism offering the only ray of hope, thousands were and still are in a 
pitiable condition.

8 - j] Today there are about one million five hundred thousand 
Spaniards in the country, approximately twenty-five thousand of whom 
are concentrated around the city of Lyons. They cultivate vegetable

1HE lure of high wages during the World War brought into 
1 France thousands and thousands of Spanish workmen. 
I These were followed later by an army of malcontents who

QUDDENLY a new hope began to dawn. A community of exiled 
Jesuits returned from England to Lyons in the fall of 1926. 

Among them was a zealous young priest, Father Fernandez, from 
Colombia, South America, who began immediately to get into touch 
with these poor people. With the hearty cooperation of Cardinal 
Maurin, the Primate of Gaul, he succeeded in establishing a Sunday

JAMES F.the most anti-clerical, were so de­
lighted to be accosted by a priest of 
their own country, that before they realized what had 
happened they had given their names and addresses 
and promised to come to Mass on the following Sun­
day. They usually came.

VARIOUS communistic pamphlets began to- appear 
against these two missionaries personally, and 

against the clergy in general; the old accusations, that

"The crowning event . . . was a general pit*

from Spanish tyranny, they were being followed into 
France by the enslavers. The priests parried with an 
offensive stroke, worthy of a Xavier, one which took 
their communistic friends completely by surprise. 
Copies of the hostile pamphlets were forwarded to the

that the Church for centuries has been intent on keep­
ing the workmen in slavery; that though these par-

for the dissemination of social information, accom­
panied by suggestions for action. The bureau at 
once sent the pamphlets, with unexpectedly felicitous 
results, to Cardinal Peter Segura, Primate of Spain.

When the Cardinal received the plea for help from

took action at once. That very day he wrote an en­
cyclical letter to the clergy of Spain asking for volun­
teer missionaries to go to France and do something 
for these poor Spanish exiles. The next day he dis­
patched a special emissary, a Jesuit, to find out in



Thousand More A Cardinal as ^Missionary

SNEY, SJ. precisely what centers missions 
be given in Southern France, 

taaany missionaries would be required, and what 
arrrangements should be made.

'TWENTY or thirty years ago, there was founded in 
Spain a congregation of Sisters wearing no official 

babbit, and known as Damas Catequistas. Twenty-

Hlouse-to-house visits were made, during which they 
weon the confidence of the poor exiles by showing a 
imncere interest in the family and the children. Then 
ttee mission was announced for the coming week, and 
thfce children invited to assemble daily at the mission 
ceenter during the first week, so that they might learn 
hy.ymns for the mission and receive preliminary cate- 
rbhetical instruction. The men were asked to come to

similar congregation, the Institution Teresiana, con- 
seecrated to Christianize public education. These cate-

froom Spain, and a local Spanish matron.
■ The work of these catechists was one of the most 

retmarkable features of the plan. They went in pairs, 
eaich pair attached to a mission for two weeks. The

tuice mission hymns. They came with extraordinary 
innterest. As a result, when the missionary came to 
bregin his work, the ground was already thoroughly

prepared. During the mission the Sisters kept up their visits by day 
to those who had promised to come and failed, or had discontinued 
coming, or had not yet been invited. At night they formed a reception 
committee at the church-door, welcoming new arrivals, seating them, 
and directing the singing. Unbaptized children were properly cared 
for, and also all adults who had not yet made their First Communion. 
Moreover, documents necessary to fix up irregular marriages were se-

instruction from the Sisters, and continued their catechetical lessons.

o'clock. The cooperation between catechists and priests worked won­
ders, and the Spanish confessionals were packed in all parts of the 
city, for the missions were going on simultaneously.

rFHE band of missionary priests sent by the Cardinal consisted of 
twelve Jesuits, two Lazarists, two Franciscans and two secular 

priests. Many of these preached, two, three, or even four missions in 
various parts of Southern France. At five o’clock in the evening the

IXHilLE the work was in full blast, the dramatic event of the whole 
” enterprise took place; the Cardinal himself appeared on the scene. 

For three weeks he traveled through all the south of France, spend­
ing at least one day in every mission. Each night he preached a ser­
mon and gave his episcopal benediction. On the following morning 
he spent an hour hearing Confessions in the same church, from five 
o'clock to six, and said Mass there at sue At one place after his com­
ing had been announced, all the arrangements were made to have him 
celebrate a Solemn

the workmen."

High Mass to which 
the dignitaries of the 
town were invited. 
Upon arriving, his first 
question was:

“At what hour will 
this Mass be?"

“Eight o’clock,” was 
the answer.

“But, will the work­
men be able to come to 
the Mass?"

“No; they will have 
to be in the factories 
before that time.”

“Then I cannot say 
the Mass,” replied the 
Cardinal. “Some other 
priest must take my

SPECIAL orders had 
been sent by the 

King of Spain to the 
Spanish consul at 
Lyons to assure a fit­
ting reception for the 
Cardinal when he ar­
rived there. But the 
Car- (T»ni to page 215) Peter Cardinal Segura, Primale oj



is a frontier cavalry camp for boys 
from twelve to eighteen years of age 
who come to the mission from all 
over the country during the months 
of July and August.

About the middle of August the 
annual ceremony of adopting the 
boys into the Sioux Tribe takes 
place. Chief Little-Hawk, the son 
of Chief Two-Strike and a former 
Indian warrior and army scout, sol­
emnly confers an Indian name on 
each of his camp friends, and adopts 
them into the historic Sioux family. 
The event is quite thrilling for the 
white boys from the eastern cities. 
The boys, too, hear many a story of 
olden days, for the survivors of the 
famous Custer engagement are still 
to be found near the mission, as well 
as many who fought in the battle of 
Wounded Knee, one of the last stands 
of the Indians against the whites.

on the Rosebud Reser­
vation of the Brule Sioux, St. Fran­
cis Mission in charge of the Jesuits 
in South Dakota, also conducts a 
“dude ranch” during the summer.

American Indians
It is a little-known 

fact that besides edu- 
eating over 500 Indian

Messrs. F. T. Dietz, S.J., and J. 
V. Fallon, S.J., and Brother Joseph 
Parry, S.J., have gone to St. Francis 
Mission for work among the Indians.

Brother Albert Schell, S.J., left 
St. Francis Mission for St. Louis for 
extended medical treatment. While
he is away the boys’ band is left

The entire mission is hoping and 
praying for the speedy return of the 
good Brother.

The Jesuit missionaries at Holy 
Rosary Mission, Pine Ridge, South 
Dakota, are trying hard to meet two
crying needs: more catechists and 
more meeting-houses.
necessary at every Chapel. On Sun­
days when the priest is not present, 

the catechist instructs the people and
prays with them. He visits the sick 
and keeps the missionary informed 
if any of his people are in danger of 
death. How happy a missionary was
some time ago, when called to visit a 
sick person, to find the catechist at 

Father S. E. McNamara, S.J., has 
returned to work among the Indians 
after an absence from Dakota of

Fathers Joseph Keel, S.J., and 
Joseph Lannon, S.J., of St. Ste­
phen’s Mission, Wyoming, were hosts 
to the secular clergy of Cheyenne in 
July on the occasion of their annual

Bishop Patrick McGovern of Chey­
enne. The retreat was conducted by 
Archbishop Edward Hanna of San 
Francisco.

At the close of the retreat, the 
corner-stone of the new chapel was 
laid by His Grace, the Archbishop. 
The erection of a new chapel and of 
a new class-room building was ren- 

hand praying with the sick Indian!
The meeting-houses are almost as 

necessary as the catechists. The In­
dians live ten to fourteen miles from 
the nearest chapel. They drive in 
wagons in the hot sun or face the 
winter cold in order to attend Mass. 
If they were to start on Sunday, they 
would be too late. They must come 
on Saturday and stay over night in 
a big log house called the “meeting­
house.” Most of those who come to 
stay over night go to Confession and 
receive Holy Communion. In places 
where there is no meeting-house, the 
crowd for Mass is small, and few re­
ceive Holy Communion.

which swept over St. Stephen’s Mis­
sion last January. Since the first 
breaking of ground on March 17th, 
the work of construction has pro­
gressed rapidly under the supervision 
of Brother Andrew Hartman, S.J., 
who with Brother George Stearn, 
S.J., and a force of some twenty-five 
Indian laborers from the reservation 
is responsible for every foot of con-



naugh, SJ., who with Father J. Preuss, SJ., departed for the mission of British Honduras.

Writing in a humorous vein, 
Father W. Marquard, S.J., de­
scribes life at Chuhari where he and 
Father Forster, S.J., are at work.

to be exact. We can expect rain every 

lightful season. Everything gets nice and 

night and lie down on damp sheets; you 
get up in the rooming and put on your 
clothes which are now wetter. You try 
to write with pen and ink, and the ink 
spreads all over the paper. You try to 
open an envelope and find it is stuck 
shut; you try to stick another shut and 
find that the glue does not stick. You 
try to smoke your pipe, and, if you are 
able to light the match, find that the to- 
your trunk and find that the moths have 

eaten the moth-balls. You try to 

‘Patna
Mission

Apostolic Administrator of the 
Diocese of Patna. He suc­
ceeds Bishop Louis Van Hoeck, 
S.J., who has been appointed

Crete laid and every nail driven 
into the new edifice. Without 
the aid of these two skilful mis­
sionary Brothers, the work 
could not have been rendered 
possible with the limited funds 
available.

Bernard J.
Sullivan, S. 
J., has been

that the bats are trying to see how 
close they can come to your head 
without touching. They fail soroe-
to the church and kncel-quietly- for 
a minute, after which the perspira­
tion pours oil you and the mosqui­
toes make too much noise for you
praying. You retire finally and are 
lulled to sleep by the fog-horn sym­
phony of the frogs. But it isn’t 
as bad as it sounds. Yesterday the

suade myself that it is cool enough 
in spite of the humidity.

read at night and employ your time 
in shooing away a million bugs
three-engine bombing plane. You 
go outside to walk up and down

Bishop of Ranchi. The American 
Jesuits have been in charge of Patna 
Mission since 1921. Father Sullivan 
is the first American Jesuit to be 
given full spiritual care of the vast 
mission in the heart of a pagan 
country inhabited by 25,000,000 
Hindus and Mohammedans.

The Patna Mission has six new 
postulants for the congregation of 
native nuns, the Baltins of the Sa­
cred Heart, whose novitiate is in Bet- 
tiah, and two new lay-Brother nov­
ices for the Society of Jesus. The 
fact that vocations are manifesting 
themselves in the mission speaks well 
for the fine spirit of piety and devo­
tion that must be evident in Catho­
lic life there.

In Patna Mission. Seated (left to right), Very Rev. ll'm. J. Eline, SJ., Superior; 
Archbishop Edward d. Mooney, Apostolic Delegate; Rt. Rev. Louis I'rrn Hoech, SJ., of 
Ranchi; Father Mangan.Standing (left to right). Brother Stanislaus, SJ., Father 11'. Marquard, SJ., Mr. J. 
R. Gibbons, SJ., Father R. Mullen, SJ., Rl. Rev. B. J. Sullivan, SJ., newly appointed 
Apostolic Administrator of Patna and Father P. L. Frank, SJ.
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Jesuit missionaries who completed the Medical Mission Course.
Left lo right: R. R. Goggin, SJ. (formerly of Manila), W. J. Devlin, SJ. (for Patna), W. J. Hamilton, SJ. (formerly of Manila), 

A. G. Garcia, SJ. (for China), A. Willebrand, SJ. (for Alaska), A. F. Kienle, SJ. (for Mindanao), L. Foster. SJ. (for Patna), T. F. 
Gallagher, SJ. (for Mindanao), M. J. O'Shaughnessy, SJ. (for Mindanao), J. A. Pollock, SJ., J. E. O’Neil, SJ. (for Mindanao), 

T. J. Murray, SJ. (for Mindanao), A. Acdrraga, SJ. (for Manila).

‘Philippine 
Islands

teaching ability.
‘ The three native nuns here have been 
conducting a dormitory for girl students 
of the public high school. That is a good 
work, though these three arc not avail­
able (or school work in a school com­
peting with the public system. Father

The schools opened today. St. Augus­
tine's (new) parochial school had about 
fifty children present. There are about 
seventy names enrolled. The first two 
grades only will be conducted this year
chance for this latter activity in such a 
town as Cagayan. The school is in a 
rented building across the plaza from the
lary barracks, and put into good shape 
since it was vacated. The rent will be 
among the regular monthly expenses of 
the school which will have to be met by

duced when we get these youngsters at­
tending Sunday Mass in a body, and sing­
ing Visayan hymns to tunes that are old 
and familiar to us.

penses. We hope the American Sisters 
will come soon; meanwhite we continue to 
cultivate patience. One new Beatcrio 
(Filipino) nun arrived today, young, Eng- 

Father Patrick Raf­
ferty, S.J., writes from 
Mindanao, P. I., in a let­
ter dated June 11, 1928.

givc the Sisters room for about forty 
boarders. Last year they had about eight­
een girls. They were a good example in 
their attendance at Mass and Communion 
on Sundays and Holy Days. So far there 
are about twenty-five girl boarders re­
ceived—not enough, and we hope more 
will come this week. We hear that the 
Protestant dormitory for girls has about 
fifty and is filled up. It is directed by 
two American Protestant women with 
American Protestant missionary funds, 
and it looks as if they had been doing 
team work with other Protestants on the 
west coast of the Province from Oro- 
quieta to Misamis. Those girls are not al­
lowed to go to Mass, and will have Prot­
estantism talked into them. Pray for

Scholastics off for the Aleneo de Manila.
Top row, left to right: T. B. Cannon, SJ., J. A. Marlin, SJ.

Bottom row: J. J. Conniff, SJ., Jost Rosauro, SJ., John Trinidad, SJ.,



An advertisement appeared in the 
Cagayan weekly Aug Katarungan, an­
nouncing a dormitory for boy students 
would be opened with the help of Amer­
ican Protestant money. They should not 
have advertised. Father Hayes read the 
advertisement and didn’t like it. In two 
days he had a big house rented and a man 
engaged to conduct “St. Augustine's Dor­
mitory for Boys." About twenty-five 
boys are there already and there will be 
over thirty. About sixteen teachers of 
public schools here for a brief normal 
course are there temporarily. There ought 
to be about forty boys to cover running 
expenses, and it took a good sum to out­
fit the place. It is worth spending money 
to bring these boys under Catholic in­
fluence, and it is worthy of all charitable 
help and the greatest sacrifices.

Father James G. Daly, S.J., 
writes from Jiminez, Mindanao, P. I.

I have almost forgotten that mountain 
trip which I promised to tell you about. 
Yet some of the details I still remember. 
How could I forget my arrival at the 
mountain town in the darkness of night

some Catholics called at the Jiminez rec­
tory to invite me to attend the fiesta at 
the mountain town on the morrow. I 
must go, they told me, for this is the 
first time in fifteen years that this town 
has invited the Catholic priest. Hereto­
fore the town has followed the Aglipayan 
church, but now all the townsfolk wish to 
return to the Catholic Church. By three

ters that I could take this unexpected ex­
cursion. We went as far as the Ford 
would dare, and then managed after an 
hour’s search to round up some horses 
to scale the heights. The next day I voted

yet a rough rider. In daylight we saw 
the beautiful scenery hidden from view 
in our climb the night before. Added to 
other thrills in climbing to a town that 
you have not visited before, is that of dis­
covering, when you have reached one 
mountain top, that you’ must descend 
again into the next valley and start the 
climb all over again. But finally you 
reach your destination greeted by explod­
ing bombs, decorated houses and cordial 
hospitality. We surely relished the supper 
served us, and I enjoyed a good night’s 
rest, even though all the family and guests, 
a dozen in all, shared the same room with 
me. Here in Mindanao it is very common 
for the people to take their night's rest on 
mats placed on the floor. But in this 
mountain town a bed had been prepared 
for the Father. The next morning after 
blessing the chapel, since it had been used 
by the Aglipayans, Mass was said and then 
the congregation, about one hundred in all, 
marched in the procession in honor of the 
Holy Cross, the feast that the town was 
celebrating. It was a great comfort to me.

ABIDING AT THE BAGGAGE

SAINT FRANCIS XAVIER more often expressed gratitude by the 
gracious air of his letters than by any formality of words. He 

seemed to be able to convey to friends and benefactors his overflowing 
appreciation and thankfulness while telling them the commonplaces of the 
day and of his experience and successes among the missions. Sometimes 
he did entrust his gratitude to words; they were always sincere, heartfelt,

“I have often known that in many dangers of soul and body, your prayers

with me all your names, as they are written by your own hands as signatures 
to your letters to me. I give thanks first of all, as is right, to God and then 
to you, my dearest fathers and brothers."—May, 1546.

“If. we did not, by daily prayers and sacrifices, do wbat lies in our poor 
power towards trying to repay the very great desserts of those who so signally 
distinguished themselves before God by helping and supporting us for His 
divine sen ice, we should really contract a very serious fault and should be 
ignominiously branded with the foul disgrace of extreme ingratitude.”—March,

Give and It Shall be Given
Xavier knew that gratitude for charity is more effectively ex­

pressed by Him in whose Name the charity is done than by any 
human agency. He knew that the glorious harvest of souls did 
not sprout entirely from his sowings; but from that prolific seed 
of the combined charity of faithful friends, his own labors, and, 
supremely, the grace and blessing of Christ.

No help is given to the missionaries for which Christ does not 
say the "Thank you.” Not a whisper of a prayer or a lowly 
farthing goes unrequited; and the splendor of the reward far out­
does the generosity of the donor.

What We CanDo!
With reference to a warfare different from that for souls, David 

long ago said;
“Equal shall be the portion of him that went down to battle and of him 

that abode at the baggage, and they shall divide alike."—II Kings xxx, 24.

courage and strengthen the soldiers on the line. Lacking perhaps

We lesser folks who are nt 
ing squad of our Faith—not

gage.” Isn’t there consolation and encouragement in this thought?
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LICE CRANDON, nine years old, sat with 
her mother at lunch in the Crandon home. It 
was the hour between the morning and after­
noon school classes, usually very much en­
joyed by Mrs. Crandon, who liked to listen to

Alice’s chatter over the little events of the morning. To­
day, however, Alice had somehow strayed into the zone 
of quiet, was looking decidedly preoccupied, ate solemnly 
and said nothing. Mrs. Crandon, who knew something 
about children, followed Alice’s mood and also kept 
quiet. She had six children of whom Alice was the 
youngest. Maternal experience had taught her the value 
of tact. So beyond soliloquizing at intervals, wondering 
why Ted was late for his lunch, she refrained from break­
ing into the meditations of her little daughter. Finally 
Alice paused in her meal, looked at her mother and said: 

“Mother, I’ve been thinking.” 
“Yes,” said mother, “I see you have.”
“And I’ve made up my mind what I’m going to be.” 
“That’s very nice,” said Mrs. Crandon, “not many 

girls find out so young.”
“And do you know what it is?” continued Alice. 

“I’m going to be a missionary, an Indian missionary.”
“Well!” said Mrs. Crandon, slightly showing surprise 

in her voice, “where did you get that idea?”
“I didn’t exactly get it,” said Alice. “It seems 

something like that’s been in me for a long time. But it 
came right out today when Father Connelly—you know, 
the one that’s giving the mission in our church—came 
into the class on a visit and told us all about the Indian 
missions. He’s been there often, away out on the plains; 
and he told stories about the big chiefs and the squaws 
and the papooses; and the rugs they make and the pot­
tery; and how funny they dress in all colors, and their 
queer blankets, and—”

HERE Ted rushed in at sixty miles an hour.
“Excuse me, mother, I couldn’t get home. Had a 

delay. I’ll have to hustle to get back for Latin class. 
Anything hot left over?”

Mrs. Crandon set his dinner before him, and Ted sat 
down beside her, opposite Alice.

“What’s that bump over your eye, Ted?” said Alice, 
after a rather deliberate survey of her brother.

“You have a bump there, Ted,” said his mother ob­
serving him. “What was the accident?”

“The accident was that I got my face in front of an­
other fellow’s fist.”

“That’s handsome of you, Ted, getting trained in 
school how to behave and practising it by fighting on the 
way home.”

“It’s going to be a big black one, too,” said Alice.
“All right,” said Ted. “The other fellow’ll have three 

or four of ’em.”

stuff?”

“I guess the Indians couldn’t be any worse than that, 
could they, mother?” said Alice.

“Who started it?” asked his mother.
“Well, it was about even. This fellow came up to 

me and said I owed him a dollar. I hardly know the 
bully, let alone borrowing money off him. When I said 
I didn’t, he let fly for this bump; but I saw his coming 
and landed on both his eyes at once and gave him one 
back of the jaw that put him on the mailing list. The 
last I saw of him was sitting up against the ‘For Sale’ 
sign on Dorsey Avenue, with another fellow fanning him.

“Alice will tell you,” said Mrs. Crandon.
"I’m going out to be a missionary to the Indians, 

Ted,” said Alice, who always told Ted her plans.
“What!” said Ted. “You’re trying to stop my meal. 

They don’t want any girls out there. What could you 
do? That’s men’s work.”

“Is that so?” said Alice. “I guess they have Sisters 
out there teaching the little papooses and bringing them 
up to be good.”

“Papooses!” snorted Ted. “That’s a word you 
picked up.”

There wasn’t time for more talk, so Ted ate.



I was travelling leisurely 
through India, following by­
paths and peeking in at odd 
places that do not usually come 
to the eyes of the ordinary tour­
ist. I journeyed almost aim­
lessly from village to village 
studying the quaint customs of 
the people and gathering rare 
relics for my museum at home. 
One day I happened upon a vil­
lage so remote that I thought 
that here, at least, an American 

Next day at lunch hour Alice came home weeping. 
She told her mother all her trouble.

“I went to the parish house this morning and told 
Father Connelly I was allowed to go with him, and I was 
all ready. He looked kind of funny at first and then said 
it would be all right, and to give his best regards to you 
and daddy, and to tell you he thought you were both fine 
Catholics. And then he asked me for our telephone num­
ber. And when I went back just now to ask him about 
my trunk, they told me he had left town, and wouldn't

TED dashed off to school feeling only half-fed and 
with the lump over his eye doing just what Alice 

said it would do. But in the back of his head he kept 
wondering about Alice and the papooses.

That night at dinner the subject came up again. 
Alice was tenaciously following the chase.

“Ten of us girls went into the parish house after 
school,” said Alice, “and we found Father Connelly with 
the other priests in the parlor and we all offered ourselves 
for the Indian missions.”

"I’m afraid you’re bothering the Fathers,” said Mrs. 
Crandon.

“Well, what did he say?” asked Mr. Crandon.
“He laughed first and they all laughed. But then he 

got serious and told us to go to 
the church and pray to the 
Blessed Virgin and ask her to 
help us. And then, if we thought 
we ought to do it, to go home 
and tell our parents and get their 
permission. When we came out 
of church, only four said they 
would ask their parents. And 
I’m one of them, and if you’ll 
let me go, I’ll get ready right 
away, because Father Connelly 
is leaving in two days and I’m 
going along.”

“Sure, I’ll let you go,” said 
Mr. Crandon, wondering on 
whom the joke was to be finally. 
‘That is, if mother is willing.” 

Father edward Cran­
don, formerly known as 

Ted, told me this tale of many 
years gone. And he also finished

had the thought flashed across 
my mind, when my eye caught 
the sight of a little cross on the 
top of a small Catholic chapel. 
I entered to pray for a few 

moments and as I came out I was face to face with my old 
schoolboy friend, Ned Crandon, clothed in the white 
soutane of the Catholic missionary. Joy was written all 
over Ned’s face as he clasped me close with both arms. 
At supper that night we told anew the stories of our boy­
hood pranks. We laughed as he reminded me of the noon 
hour when he left me with two black eyes, trying to re­
cover my equilibrium. Then came the story of his lunch 
following that fight and Alice’s girlish determination.

“You know where Alice is now?” he said. “She’s a 
Sister of Charity in China. And she did more than that. 
That answer I kept giving her, ‘That’s men’s work, that’s 
men’s work, and Alice’s question, why don’t you do it 
yourself?’ stuck in my mind and made me think of it till I 
finally saw that Alice was telling mewhat God wished me to

And Alice wept out loud.
“She drove him out of town,” said Mr. Crandon, when 

Mrs. Crandon told him the story at night.
“No,” said Mrs. Crandon, 

laughing; “he told me over the 
phone that he was going any­
way, but just in the nick of time. 
Alice was the most determined 
lassie he had ever met.”

get ready,” said Mrs. Crandon.
“But I’ve got' everything now,” 

cried Alice.
“Yes, but you’ll have to go 

and say goodbye to your broth­
ers and sisters and that’ll take 
at least two days,” said Mrs. 
Crandon who had two sons and 
two daughters married.

“I’ll send them a card,” said 
Alice.

“Say,” broke in Ted, “she’s
dreaming. That’s all men’s work, that mission business. 
There’s nothing for her out there, just a baby!”

“It is not all men’s work,” said Alice. “Lots of Sis­
ters are doing it. And if it is men’s work, why don’t you 
<io it yourself?”

“Nine years old. Nobody to take care of her. What 
can she do?” said Ted.

If you were out there,” said Alice, “you’d take care 
of me. And I won’t get a black eye out there, anyway.”

“That’ll do, Alice,” said Mrs. Crandon. “Yes, if Fa­
ther Connelly will take you, your father and I will let you 
go. So don’t worry about it any more.”

Oh, aren’t you lovely, both of you!” said Alice. “I’ll 
start to get ready right away.”

Finish your dinner first,” said mother, “you will be 
hungry long enough on the missions.” 

“Our lai? of
Our Lady of October!



for they are going to sections 
that are entirely different 
from those to which they are 
accustomed. Before they can 
become acclimated they must 
run the gamut of peculiarities 
of diet, of tropical heat or 
frigid cold, of unhygienic liv- 

in the footsteps of Christ that nine professors of the 
Medical School offer their professorial services to teach 
all that they can, in the short space allotted to them, to 
safeguard these precious lives.

Now the first class is opened. Dr. Joseph P. Madigan, 
Professor of Anatomy and Physiology, with the aid of 
skeleton and manikin shows the frame-work of the hu­
man body and follows the main arteries of the circulatory 

IT is to this purpose that the Catholic Medical Mission
Board, with national headquarters at 25 West Broad­

way, New York City, inaugurated a Medical Training 
Course for Missionaries three years ago; and why now, 
through the Board, the Regent and Faculty of George­
town University School of Medicine arrange a six weeks’ 
intensive course in first aid, tropical hygiene and other 
branches of fundamental and necessary medicine. It is 
to aid in this great work that the mission-loving Sisters 
who direct the Georgetown Hospital open their doors and 
extend hospitality through Father Summers to the thirty- 
four missionaries who attend the classes. It is to en­
courage and help these missionaries who are following 

mission posts in Alaska, 
China, India, Korea, Oceania, 
the Philippines or Porto Rico. 
But before they go, they are 
sent by their superiors to

neophytes that it isn’t such 
a hard job to jab that little 
instrument into exactly the 
right locality.

study for in that important tract the tropical bacteria 
seem to make themselves perfectly at home without even 
a “by-your-leave.” Synchronous with the teaching of the 
fundamentals of anatomy and physiology run the classes 
of Dr. James R. Costello and Dr. Charles I. Griffith. 
Their subjects, chemistry and toxicology, materia medica 
and therapeutics, are made vital through the sin-

They urge on the 

modern sanitation and sewage 
accommodations; they must 
learn how to shun malarial 
germs and prevent tropical 
bugs from lodging in their 
food, houses, and bodies; they 
must realize that a good mis­

well, but one, too, who can 
care for his own physical wel­
fare and guide his faltering fellow-worker through a siege 
of tropical fever. One, too, who can show to those to 
whom he would preach, a practical example of the charity 
of Christ Whose doctrine he would promulgate.

CONSTRUCTIVE
CHRISTIANITY

and, after they practise on each other a few times, the 
missionaries become quite competent in the intrigues of 
neat and effective strappings.

As soon as Doctor Mollari begins his work in Tropical 
Medicine we realize that his is no mere book learning 
but is bred of actual experience in the tropics. The valu­
able little hints of preventive medicine, too, tell of actual 
happenings in the Orient. His slides, personally made, are 
valuable illustrations for his talk-. We are shown, among 
other things, the insidious workings of the malarial mos­
quito. The doctor's talk is strong and full of warnings. 
We overhear, though we are not (Turn to page 216)

to “play” with bandages and 
adhesive tape. But as soon as 
the missionaries, accustomed 
to sit in class and listen, are 

put to the practical test of strapping imaginarily dislocated 
ribs there is really much fun over the perverse adhesive 
that will not behave as it did with Doctor Moran. The 
elusive bandages act very much like the old maid’s ball 
of twine with the exception that the little fluffy pussy-cat 

TEACHING MISSIONERS CHRISTLY HEALING
(Continued from page 195)

Enter with me the inviting portals of the George­
town Hospital in Washington, D. C. Do not glance at 
your calendar for you have eluded the present and live 
once again on the eighteenth of June of this year. We 
walk through the corridors and follow the line of priests, 
Sisters and Brothers who now gather in a large pleasant 
classroom.- We take places in the rear of the room in 
which are met members of nine communities of the 
Church. Do you wonder why they are congregated here 
as if ready to learn again their A-B-Cs? Listen! That 
is Rev. Walter G. Summers, S.J., the Regent of the 
Georgetown Medical School. He is about to speak.

We hear that these priests, Sisters and Brothers are 
missionaries who are about to embark for or return to 

of vaccination and inocula­
tions, and the constant ne­
cessity for precautionary 
measures against preventable 
diseases. The actual prac­
tice in administering “the 
needle” on one of the mis­
sionaries, who suffers from 
hay-fever, is a worth while 
demonstration for it shows 

5 Doctor Robert E.
Moran, the First Aid 

and Surgery instructor begins 
his practical teaching he im- 

□



The Story of Nobile’s Chaplain

■ of Science, declared himself ready to

On Saturday, March 31st, the 
Holy Father received General Nobile 
in a private audience. The General 
came to obtain the Apostolic bless­
ing for his venture to the North. 
The Holy Father had only words of 
praise, encouragement and blessing 
for the General himself and for all 
the members of the expedition. He 
said that he would entrust a cross to 
the explorers to be planted at the pole 
for an act of consecration of the 
whole world to Jesus Christ, the Re-

A FTER General Nobile had or- 
ganized his expedition to the 

pole he determined to have a priest 
join the flight as chaplain. Accord­
ingly he asked the Very Reverend 
Father General of the Society of 

.Jesus, for a Father. Father Gian­
franceschi, S.J., the rector of the 
Pontifical Gregorian University and 

His Holiness added that he was 
aware of Father Gianfranceschi’s ap­
pointment as chaplain and that he 
gladly approved the choice made.

King’s Bay lies at seventy-nine de­
grees of latitude and is about 1,200 
kilometers from the North Pole. As 
far as is known no Catholic priest 
has ever reached and offered the Holy 
Sacrifice as far north as the seventy­
ninth degree of latitude. In fact, at 
no point above the seventieth degree 
is any Catholic church known to ex­
ist In view of this, the chaplain of 
the polar expedition was appreciative­
ly conscious of his privileged position 
in being able to offer the Sacrifice of 
the Mass as far north as the seventy­

ninth degree and as near as 1,200 
kilometers to the pole.

According to plans, Father Gian- 
franceschi was to have joined the 
crew in the Italia for the flight to 
the pole in order that he might as­
sist at the planting of the cross with

befitting religious ceremony. At the 
very last moment, however, plans 
had to be modified, for it was found 

allow of any additional passengers 
being taken on. Wherefore, the 
chaplain remained behind. From 
this resulted the new arrangement 
that at the very moment the dirigible 
began to maneuver for the planting 
of the cross, General Nobile should 
flash the fact by radio to Father 
Gianfranceschi who should in turn 
relay the news to the Sovereign Pon­
tiff and at the same time from on 
board the Citta de Milano should 
address to God the prayers that had 
been originally planned for the cere­
monies at the pole itself.

General Nobile is placing on the pole 
the cross blessed by your Holiness— 
standard and auspicious triumph of 
Christ's reign over all nations."

Then clad with a stole, the chap­
lain stepped out upon the command­

o’clock after midnight on May 24th, 
General Nobile flashed this message 
to Father Gianfranceschi:

“We have been hovering over the 
pole for half an hour. At half past 
one we shall drop the cross.” The 
extremity of the cross being weighted 
at its base with a sharp metal wedge, 
it would fix itself in position on 
reaching the ground. Father Gian­
franceschi on his part sent this greet­
ing to the Holy Father:

with face turned toward the North 
and towards the sun which at that 
moment shone at a small distance 
from the meridian, and solemnly re­
cited the prayers that had been pre­
pared for the occasion and which 
were partly taken from the Mass of 
Christ, the King.

On the very same day, Pope Pius 
sent back acknowledgment to both 
messages in these words: “Father 
Gianfranceschi:—With keen joy have 
we received the news of your splen­
did achievement and returned thanks 
to Almighty God for it. May the 
symbol of Redemption, through the 
zeal of General Nobile and his val­
iant companions and the aid of Di­
vine Providence, ever sanctify these 
hitherto unexplored regions. In con­
fident hope of new conquests for Faith 
and science, His Holiness with fa­
therly affection renews his Apostolic 
Benediction. Cardinal Gasparn.

The cross blessed by the Sovereign 
Pontiff and planted upon the eartn s 
pole is the standard of Christ s r 
over all nations, the augury of one 
fold and one shepherd the mvi 



FIFTY-FIFTY 

ganized and given by Father John 

agers of well-known 
periodicals, and one

physician, one elec­
trical engineer, two 

half human shrieks 
was wild enough to 
harbor almost any 

to be harmless, but 
it struck me that a 

At 5:50 P. M., just before we 
reached the three mile post, the ox­

cart turned off on a by-road. I was 
so exasperated that I gave the cart 

despair that is in the cr 
ing slowly murdered. I took as much 
comfort as I could from the fact that 

working on the machine that I didn’t 
want to use the last remaining 
strength in my system in trying to 
start the motor again. The sun had 
set an hour before (4:50) and I had 
no light. There was nothing to do 
but push from one side and then 
from the other. The air was lovely 
and the clear stars above entrancing, 
but the palate of my mouth felt dry 
enough to strike a match, on. I 
hadn't had a drink since noon.

motor on top of the load, and I 
couldn’t blame them. However, I 
saw a rope dangling from the back of 
the last cart and immediately got an 
idea. As soon as this was tied to the 
handle bars, off we went. Do not get 
a startling idea of speed; the ordinary 
rate of travel with ox carts is just 
two miles per hour, rather less than

and literally pushed on towards Bet- 
tiah with the cycle. Every joint in 

from home, along came an auto:
“Want a lift?” called out the 

driver.
Luckily he could not read the ex-

But I did want one about four hours 
ago!

All the same, I shouted: “Cer­
tainly!” and climbed on the cycle 

ities in the interest 
of colored people. 
The retreat was for 
professional men.

Shepherd, Christ, and the visible 
shepherd, the Vicar of Christ on

didn’t 
physical . „ ,

couldn’t keep the

have the

they simply 
wheels under it. I tried to teach 
them, but gave up after a quarter of 
a mile and tried a different trick. I 
had one of them push from the rear 
while I guided. Just when the coolie 
was getting to understand the push- 

tion augurs well for the development 
of the mission. The first Mass was 
celebrated on Easter Sunday and was 
attended by three thousand friends.

The sub-deacon of the Mass was 
M. Aloysius Ogihara, S.J., also a 
native Japanese.

The German Jesuits assumed 
charge of the new Vicariate Apos­
tolic of Hiroshima in 1921. This 
vicariate comprises the five provinces 
of Hiroshima, Shimane, Yamagueli, 
Totori and Okayama which were de­
tached from the diocese of Osaka.

were passing and 
my watch said 6:40 
by the time I 
reached the last 
mile post. At this 
juncture, three stur- 
dy-looking Indians 
came up behind me. 
I turned the cycle 
over to them to 

(Continued from page 197) 

hailed them, but being loaded with

HAVE you ever heard that truly 
weird cry of the roving jackal? 

Likely not. It was lucky for me that 
I had experienced the sensation only 
a night or two before this trip. On 

the creatures, wolf-like in size and 
appearance. The moon was bright 
enough for me to be able to see them 
now and then, dodging in and out 
among the reeds, avoiding the dark 
shadows of the palms. But oh, that 
unearthly, ungodly whine! It has in 

Father Jo­
seph shibu-

TANI, the first na­
tive priest of the 
Vicariate Apostolic 

PR the first time in the history 
of the United States, as far as 
is known, a group of colored men 

made in common the Spiritual Exer­
cises of St. Ignatius. The closed re­
treat lasting for three full days took 
place from August 3rd to August 
7th, at St. Anthony’s Mission 
House, Tenafly, N. J., under the 
auspices of the Fathers of the Af- 

ordained last March 
at the Jesuit Semi­
nary, Innsbruck, 
Austria. Here he 
has been a student for the last three 
years. As the German Jesuits have 
only been at work in the Hiroshima 

of them together 
couldn’t push it I



(it was quite dark) and broke the 
bird’s wing. The boys had watched 
me in silence from afar, but yelled 

our zeal and care. To develop the 
latent resources of these souls is the 
aim and end of the school at Span­
ish. Naturally enough the methods 
of instruction are not those of the 

children require a method especially 
adapted to their own particular in­
tellectual needs and development.

all, but a scoundrel masking in Car­
dinal’s robes.

Clearly, then, these Indian chil- 
• dren, despite certain prevailing prej- 

i ing food roamed near Spanish. One 
• day, after dinner, the boys saw a bear 
i leaping over the fences and heading 
: straight for our barn. Leaving an- 

these innocent, winsome, and love­
able children so dear to the Sacred 
Heart, relapse, not into the simple 
paganism from which they were 
saved by a century of consummate 
toil and sacrifice, but into an edu­
cated paganism far more dangerous 
to the principles upon which Church 
and State are founded.

truth, and not entirely immune from 
active Protestant influence and prop­
aganda. Without parochial schools 
that can equal or surpass the public 
schools, we must stand by and see 

Hence, the urgent need of Catholic 
schools, even while the long neglected 
churches fall into ruin.

Depending only upon the offerings 
of friends, a great sympathy for the 
truly sweet and loveable children, 
and a great faith in God, two schools 
were started at Jasaan upon the 
foundations laid by the Spanish Fa­
thers. As yet they do not fulfil the 
requirements for government recog­
nition, but the results in a single 
year have been most gratifying. 
They have not only held the young 
people to the Faith, but their influ­
ence has made the people loyal and 
fervent Catholics. Gratifying, yes, 
but only a scratch on the surface. 
Unless more spiritual strength is in­
jected into the life-blood of these 
simple folks, one wonders with alarm 
what will be the outcome, especially 
for the younger generation educated 

l the interest and help that can be ex- 
l tended to them. Their souls are
1 prized as much as any other souls by 
i the Sacred Heart of Jesus, and they 
lhave therefore an inalienable right to 

We made good progress in spite of 
the fact that the streets were crowded 
with people and our only street 
lamps were the open oil burners in 
the thousand and one dingy shops.

Presently we were at the church. 
Home at last! It wasn’t long before 
I was enjoying a good supper with 
Father Pettit and telling him of the 
experiences of the trip.

AT SCHOOL WITH IROQUOIS 
AND OJIBWAY

spite of the Superior's warning and 
orders, nothing could stop them. The 
hunting spirit had got hold of them. 
They rushed over, under, and through 
the barbed wire fence in order to

the Spanish congregation. Within a 
period of nine days he visited eleven 
missions which were in progress, say­
ing Mass in different churches each 
day. The poor Spaniards could 
hardly believe what their senses told 
them,- that the Primate of Spain 
had come all this distance simply 
for love of them. It marked an im­
portant epoch in their lives. In 
fact, the Communists took advan­
tage of the extraordinary circum­
stance to spread the report that it 

Tom pants, coats, and stockings were 
of no matter. “Tow good shooter, 
that fellow.” Yes, but the Superior 
never offered me another shot.

Did you ever hear of boys madly 
I pursuing a wild bear cub! I saw it 
’ with my own eyes. First I feared for 
• the boys, but then I laughed in right 
■ earnest. It was in autumn. The 

which overlooks the city of Lyons. 
On Sunday afternoon, May 13th, the 
pilgrims from every Spanish quarter 
of Lyons and its environs gathered, 
each group around its own parish 
standard, in front of the historic 
Cathedral of St. John. Two thou­
sand strong and admirably organized 
they were there; smiling children 
dressed in their Sunday best; poor 
mothers with black veils twisted 
about their head and shoulders, 
many carrying babies in their arms; 
young men, and grizzled old men, 
with toil-worn hands and beaming 
faces which told how Christ had 
come back into their lives to give 
them new hope and strength. All

; gun. The boys yelled: “Bear! 
’Bear!" A mad rush ensued; they
• would have charged an army of bears. 
‘Through fences again they dashed 
sand over rough fields after master
• cub as he hastily retreated to the 
! forest. When they came back, they 
ssaid: “Tow much afraid, that fel- 
1 low.” It never struck them that Mr. 
. Bear could have charged and maimed 
: a dozen of them. When killed later 
lhe weighed twenty-five pounds and

MINDANAO’S MISTY 
MOUNTAIN TOPS

(Continued from page 201) 
which the Americans could teach 
them. We have no adequate idea 
how confusing to the simple minds 
of an uncivilized people the different 
forms of our Protestant faith ap­
pear.” Therefore he urges them to 
unite before starting the work of 
Protestant evangelization. Even 
with an almost absolute control of 
the schools, the Protestant dormi­
tories and Silliman Institute, which 
has expended more than $3,000,000 
and to which the most likely boys 
are sent, have succeeded, not as they 
fondly hoped, in making Protestants, 
but in making indifferentists or 
worse, of many who by every right

CHRIST FEEDS FIVE 
THOUSAND MORE

(Continued from page 205) 
dinal wasted very little time on 
ceremony. One hour after he had 
reached the Jesuit scholasticate at 
Fourviire, which he made his head­
quarters during his sojourn at 
Lyons, he was in the pulpit at one 

THE crowning event of this won­
derful mission was a general 

pilgrimage to the Basilica of Notre 
Dame de Fourviere, the famous 



the Ave! Ave! chant of Lourdes.
The doors of the Basilica had 

been barred to keep all out until the 
pilgrims were seated, and only then 

marched in procession up the wind­
ing wall-lined roadway. As they 
neared the Basilica, the chimes com­
menced from the tower of Fourviere, 
and the deep bass bell from the ca­
thedral far below boomed out its 

de Fourviire was as much for them

were they thrown open to the pub­
lic. The Spanish Cardinal was al­
ready in the sanctuary, assisted by 
the canons of the Basilica and the 
regular boys’ choir. Under the in­
spiring leadership of a Franciscan 
missionary from the commanding 
height of the pulpit, 2,000 Span­
iards, the vast majority of whom 
two weeks previously were very far 
from all thought of religion, joined 
in a mighty hymn to the Blessed 
Virgin. The Cardinal was then con­
ducted to the pulpit. He spoke as 
one having authority. His words 
were brief but powerful, Espana par 
Maria! Maria par I’Espana! was 
the simple theme, illustrated by 
Spanish history from the beginning 
of Christianity to the present day. 
He concluded by saying that the 
Spaniards in France must not for­
get Mary, and that Mary would 

supposed to, one of the missionaries

The one thing above all others is to 

that comes within hailing distance.” 

TEACHING MISSIONERS
CHRISTLY HEALING

of Doctor Kennedy, leave nothing to 
be desired except the wish that the 
course in the dispensary should be 
lengthened. Having covered now the 
high lights in diseases of the eye and 
dermatology, we listen to Doctor 
Cogan on the diseases of the mouth 
and teeth. Doctor Lynch helps, and 
invites the students to the dental 
clinic where they may witness the 
actual work of pulling teeth and fill­
ing them. No longer do ths intrica­
cies of the molars and bicuspids af­
fright the class. They are made more 
courageous to face the dental diffi­
culties that will meet them when they

the wily insect from perpetrating its 
venomous work!

The clinical and dispensary work, 

AND now the course draws to a 
close at the termination of six 

weeks. We follow the group of 

that the medical missionary outlook 
is beginning to brighten.

Franciscans, Jesuits, Passionists, 
Maryknoll Sisters, Redemptorists, 
Marists, Vincentians and the repre­
sentatives of the Society of the 
Atonement and Society of the Divine 
Word to the farewell luncheon. The 
professors of the courses are also 
guests of the University Hospital. 
Sister Donata, the Superioress of the 
hospital, who has extended so many 

S.J., represents the President of the 
University, Rev. Charles E. Lyons, 
S.J. The spirit of festivity, the 
camaraderie of the students and pro­
fessors, the interest of the mission­
aries of one community for the wel­

happy during their stay in Washing­
ton, and Doctor Frank E. Duehring, 
the superintendent of the staff, are 
also there. The Catholic Medical 
Mission Board, we see, is also repre­
sented by its national director, Rev.



Will the Missionary Know?
a-8-B

Sunday, October 21,
is

MISSION SUNDAY
h-s-h

JESUIT MISSIONS gladly transmits 
money gifts and Mass stipends to the 
Jesuit Missionaries throughout the world.

May we send a gift for you ?

JESUIT MISSION PRESS, INC. 
257 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

S'tainpii (Slaaa Blinbouis 
3famz llUujiT nf fHunirij, 3nr. 

1220-1222 Woohnortli ^uilhing, X'® Uork

AN ADMIRABLE VOCATION

An Outlaw of Christ
(A translation from the Spanish)

<J The full story of the ruthless execution in Mexico 
City of Father Pro, S.J., and companions is now 
available in pamphlet form (illustrated).

<J A shocking indictment of a so-called civilized Gov­
ernment.

Single copies, 10c. Per 100, $7.00. $60.00 per 1000

THE AMERICA PRESS
461 Eighth Ave. New York, N. Y.

Father Walter Elliott of the Pauiist Fathers Wrote:—
STAMPS for the MISSIONS

Q. " I have some already collected; 
'where shall I send them :

<4. “ They will be gratefully received 
at the Mission Stamp Bureau, 
Weston College (A Jesuit Sem­
inary), Weston, Mass.”



THE CATHOLIC ENCYCLOPEDIA
The handsomest edition ever published

17 Volumes include Analytical Index 
and Supplement

363 Full Page Illustrations in Half Tones, 
66 Maps, 2,377 Text Illustrations

NEW EDITION —NO OTHER LIKE IT

narrows their scope.

ional, canon, com-

3. Great universities and teachers of the Middle 
Ages, scholastic institutions of our day, educators, theo­
ries, methods, systems.

4. Masterpieces in every art, biographies of cele- 

This Encyclopedia is called Catholic; it might just 
as properly be called Christian. It is both, in the sense 
that both are universal, and embrace all that is best in 
civilization.

Ordinarily encyclopedias bearing a religious title treat 
only the Bible, creeds, confessions, ceremonials, doctrine, 

during the Christian era with biographies of men who 
made history; exploration, discovery, colonization, mi­
gration, nationalities.

2. The history of every continent, country, province 
and other geographical division, their races and inhabit-

6. Literature, ancient, medieval and modern; of every 
nation; great authors, academies, books, libraries, lit­
erary movements.

7. The sciences, scientists and their discoveries; phi­
losophy in all its divisions and the world’s leading 
philosophers.

8. Religions, heresies, schisms, theologies, rituals, 
vexed questions between church and church, rationalism 
and revelation, believer and non-believer, religion and

9. Every social and political question, property, land 
tenure, labor, usury, capital, arbitration, wages, boycott, 
strikes, socialism, syndicalism, communism, collectivism, 
soviet, bolshevism, poverty, pauperism, war, peace, 
philanthropy, care of the poor, charities, hospitals/ 
asylums, birth-control, eugenics.

10. Government in every form, empire, monarchy, 
republic, oligarchy, hierarchy and democracy; political 
and economical theories, international arbitration, con­
gresses, leagues, statesmen, revolutionaries, men of

A few words about the New Edition of The Catholic Encyclopedia. The publishers have applied their wide experi­
ence with several previous editions to make this new one, which will commend itself to everybody. The paper is me­
dium weight, overcoming the disadvantages of India paper, and yet not so cumbersome as the original issue. The 
printing is as near to perfection as the most up-to-date printing machinery can make it. The plates are all worthy of 
being framed, and there are hundreds of them. The bindings are both handsome and durable.

Every adult reader should apply for a copy of the prospectus which gives many actual specimen pages of articles, 
illustrations, and representative color plates.
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