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MISSIONS OF THE

The PHILIPPINE ISLANDS, a foreign-home 
mission: a large portion of the Island of Mindanao, 
the leper colonies of Culion and Cebu, and educa­
tional work in Manila; and MISSIONS IN SOUTH­
ERN MARYLAND for Negroes are entrusted to the 
Jesuits of the Maryland-New York Province which 
comprises the Middle Atlantic States. The Province 
Mission Procurator is

Rev. George J. Willmann, S.J.
51 East 83rd St., New York, N. Y.

JAMAICA, B.W.I., is the field of foreign mission­
ary labors of the Jesuits of the New England Prov­
ince of the Society of Jesus. The Province Mission 
Procurator is

Rev. William A. Lynch, S.J.
Bellarmine House, Margin St., Cohasset, Mass.

AMERICAN JESUITS

PATNA is the foreign mission in Northern India 
administered by the Jesuits of the Chicago Province, 
which is made up of the States of Illinois (northern 
part), Indiana, Kentucky, Michigan and Ohio. The 
Province Mission Procurator is

Rev. Leon A. Foster, S.J.
1076 W. Roosevelt Road, Chicago, Ill.

The SOUTHERN STATES MISSIONS are 
home missions in the rural districts of these States. 
The Jesuits of the New Orleans Province, which 
embraces the Southern States, are tilling these 
fields. The Province Mission Procurator is

Rev. Patrick A. Ryan, S.J.
Church of the Immaculate Conception,

118 N. Campbell St., El Paso, Texas

North American Indians in V 
Indians and Caribs in British Hon 
in or near St. Louis, Missouri,

Vyoming and South Dakota; Maya 
iduras, Central America; and Negroes 
and in Omaha, Nebraska, for their 
spiritual needs look to the Jesuits of 
the Missouri Province of the Society 
of Jesus which comprises the States 
of Colorado, Iowa, Illinois (southern 
part), Kansas, Minnesota, Missouri, 
Nebraska, North and South Dakota, 
Oklahoma, Wisconsin and Wyoming.

REV. WILLIAM J. WALLACE, S.J.

The Province Mission Procurator is

, 221 N. Grand Blvd., St. Louis, Mo.

SUCHOW MISSION, China; and CANADIAN 
INDIAN MISSIONS at Caughnawaga, the Iroquois 
Mission near Montreal, are in charge of the Jesuits 
of Lower Canada. The Province Mission Procurator 
is

Rev. Louis J. Lavoie, S.J.
653 Chemin Ste-Foy, Quebec, Canada

CANADIAN INDIAN MISSIONS along Lake 
Huron and Georgian Bay, those north of Lake 
Superior, and those along the Albany River are 
cared for by the Jesuits of Upper Canada. The 
Province Mission Procurator is

Rev. Joseph Leahy, S.J.
160 Wellesley Crescent, Toronto, Canada

The CHINA MISSIONS of the Jesuits of the 
California Province which comprises the States of 
California, Nevada, Utah and Arizona are in Nan­
king, Shanghai and other sections of China. The 
Province Mission Procurator is

Rev. Hugh C. Donavon, S.J.
University of Santa Clara, Santa Clara, Calif.

Missions among the Indians of ALASKA and 
AMERICAN INDIAN MISSIONS in Washington, 
Idaho, Oregon and Montana are served by the 
Jesuits of the Oregon Province which is co-extensive 
with these States. The Province Mission Procurator

Rev. Francis B. Prance, S.J.
2440 Interlaken Boulevard, Seattle, Wash.

Educational work at BAGHDAD, ‘IRAQ, is entrusted to Jesuits from each of the American Provinces. 
This work is administered by the New England Province of the Society of Jesus.

Contribution* for «ny of these missions may he sent to the respective Province ission rocurators or to

JESUIT MISSION PRESS 257 FOURTH AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y.
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The ‘White
urse Edgar

Dowd, S.J

Recently front the east. Sister was thoroughly and

of a somewhat boisterous nature. But this thought was 
quickly dispelled when Isaac began emphatically to an­
nounce unmistakable mayhem, impolite mayhem too, see­
ing that he was stabbed in the back!

A nurse's instinct overruling pedagogic devotion. 
Sister left the classroom and rushed to the rescue. On 
the way out of the house, she telephoned Father d’Aste,

ISTER JOHN GABRIEL from her class­
room window saw the entire tragedy. There 
was old Isaac, upright and kind, persuading 
a “lowing herd to wind slowly" down the 
street, when two burly, burlap-complexioned

s, galloped up behind him, stabbed him'in the back

immediately to attend the spiritual needs of Isaac, who 
still lay in the mud. The doctor, however, replied that 
he was busy, and that furthermore, Sister shouldn’t 
worry about the affair, for the Indian would be dead

A CIRCLE of indifferent, idle onlookers were view­
ing the scene, evincing mild curiosity and offering

no help.
“Get your hands from your pockets, and take this 

poor man to his tepee!” stormed Sister Gabriel.
There were men at work, immediately.
Isaac, wrapped in a blanket, was laid prone in the 

middle of his tent. Sister thought of bringing a mat­
tress, but, as Isaac was a full-blooded Indian, that would
kill him. The government doctor nowhere in sight.
Sister began an examination, which revealed, besides the 
dorsal carving, three broken ribs and a pair of eyes
well-clogged with alkali mud.

The garage, or surgery for all these damaged parts 
was primitive: the blanketed ground, the operating table; 
the feeble light struggling through the tepee’s vent, the

after numerous interroga

powerful, shadow-less searchlights; the great blue basin 
of the heavens dripping cleansing rain, the goose-necked 
faucets. But these conditions, though increasing labor, 
did not deter Sister from administering salutary first 
aid: strapping the broken ribs, dressing the gash, and 
irrigating the eyes, clogged with alkali. Surprising, per­
haps, but this last service presented most difficulty and 
consumed most time. The right eye was fine, well

left eye, a girl interpreter volunteered the exasperating

Mrs. Isaac, having no bridge parties to endure or sew-

prise or anxiety at her husband’s horizontal home-com­
ing. But once he was comforted and settled, she squatted 
near the head of his buffalo-rug bed, where with a hawk’s 
wing, she fanned away all insects, including the tribe’s 
medicine man.

However, fearing that low caste charlatan, Sister gave 
orders that no one should give Isaac anything. Mrs. 
Isaac nodded; Sister departed.

THE next morning found the victim torrid with 
fever, his jowls flushed with continuous up and 

down movements for moisture. But old Isaac wasn't 
sick; he was just thirsty. “Why in the world didn’t you 
give him a drink?” But the answer came back in a fish­
eyed look that made Sister remember her own orders 
that no one should give Isaac anything!

A drink of water from a well bent tin cup put Mr. 
Isaac on the proverbial road to recovery. Every morn­
ing Sister visited him and noted his continuous improve­
ment. However, before coming to Isaac’s tent, it was 
etiquette to shake hands with the chief, who stood be­
fore his canvas roundhouse, waiting to shake the hand 
of the “White Nurse,” as she was called.

One day the chief wasn't in (Turn to page 26)



like our own fourth of July, 
fireworks being the principal 
way of showing joy for the 
festive season.

To folks born and brought 
up in the seasonable weather 
of New England, Christmas 
is a kind of disappointment 
if it is not a white one, so 
that first Christmas in Ja­

this and borrowed about 
forty benches from the school. 
These were put out of doors 

around the church, where the visitors could stay un­
disturbed,—for they have a fear they would be put out 
if they should come inside. Here they sat and watched 
and listened in the balm of a tropical night, so famous 
for its moonlight and jasmin. The Pocomanians, a queer 
exotic sect, holding services across the gully from the 
church,—where nightly they sing their jazzy, moody 
hymns, rested Christmas eve to attend Mass at Our 
Lady, Star of the Sea. The real congregation comes in 
freshly starched gingham dresses,—white dresses, white 
shoes, white souls, images of God in ebony. The men, 
too, are in white,—most of them in suits made of flour 

bag material. After Mass, 
Benediction, and then the 
popular celebration begins.

first Christmas in Jamaica came on a Sun­
fl MM day. The day before the usual market day 
Jjlll «as unusually busy. I got up on Saturday 

’ about four in the morning, awakened by the 
rain dripping through the roof on to me, read 

my Breviary, opened the cash box to get the usual supply 
of farthings and half-pennies for the poor, who come 
constantly throughout the day, and then it was time for 
Mass. The rain had stopped and Mass on this particular 
Saturday was said with a choir of cacophonous cackles 
from the hens left in baskets outside the church door by 
their owners. Occasionally, mangy dogs would come in 
and sniff about for their 
masters, but “Wooly,” my 
heirloom dog, would escort 
them out promptly by en­
couragement or, if necessary, 
in his own canine way put 
them out

Confessions before High 
Mass at midnight began 
about ten in the evening, giv­
ing uninterrupted work until 
nearly twelve-fifteen. Christ­
mas and Good Friday are 
events in Jamaica, and in the 
country places especially, all 



mountains and through rivers.

old car, the last model of that

have shock absorbers, would

spectacle on the Birthday

SONG OF THE SHEPHERDS 
WILLIAM A. DONA6HY. SJ.

years old up to eighty were visiting it when I made my 
rounds of inspection that night. I hope that the dear 
Babe of Bethlehem and His Mother will bless us and

parade starts down the main street of the town. Of 
course, the natives have to get out of the way of an

later when I returned to the 
same mission there was not the 
semblance of a horse, for the 
vultures, John Crows, as the 
natives called them, had dis­
posed of him nicely.) This 

maica,—where those with leisure can swim, play a few 
sets of tennis, or a game of soccer before dinner, is 
stripped of all the traditions that make for homelike 
feeling. Yet, peoples all over the world have the same

shake and dance in a fashion 
for a coin. They were dressed 
in clothes of brilliant patch-

started for my second station 
where another High Mass was 
to be sung at five o’clock. Al­
though only seven miles away, 
it took me nearly two and a 

on shorts, and were.carrying 
jingling tin ornaments, tri-

most bewitched elders, but this is what we have to con­
tend with. Occasionally, one or another would break 
from the ranks and, continuing the hideous dance, would 
extend a begging paw for a recompense.

But we came home to our new Crib,—the only real 
one in my whole parish of two hundred and forty-nine 

at seven-thirty and the other at nine, saw us on our way 
to the last place for another High Mass, Confessions and 
Benediction. Here the little touch that was added, again 
had to do with the Crib. When I came into the sacristy, 
there on the vestment case was one lonely egg. After 
inquiry from the sacristan, I was informed that “Fad­

cows, horses, and devils, while 
some of the men were dressed 
as women. Altogether, with 
their lascivious dances and mo­
tions, they presented a sorry

ON the way I had to stop 
for a distinctive Christ­

mas touch: professional beg­
ging parties, called Masque­
raders. Of course, I did not 
know what I was letting my­
self in for. These begging ex­
peditions savor very much of 
the barbaric. To the squeal­
ing sounds of homemade reed 
pipes and goat skins stretched 
across hoops for drums, these

about fifteen Baptisms. The devil seemed to make a very 
difficult exit, for the commotion caused by the Black 
babies being turned white inside was boisterous in the 
extreme. Breakfast at 4 p.m., followed, and then off 

to home, a welcome prospect

sometimes wheel deep, in the 
mud of the mountains. Event­
ually, it had to be abandoned 
for a “beast,”—a horse who in 
turn sank so deep in the marl 
that he broke his leg in an ef­
fort to get out. He had to be 

table with a bamboo nailed to 
each corner, a few pieces 
across, the top like the frame 
of a roof, the side and the top 
covered with newspaper, and 
inside, a little celluloid doll about four inches long, a 
statue of the Immaculate Conception, and not being pos­
sessed of a statue of St. Joseph, the only other available 
one was put in to complete the group,—that of St. 
Francis Xavier. The whole was illuminated by a lighted 
candle put inside. One other little feature offered some 
grounds for meditation. Just as in the original, the black 

. boards were moist with the breath of cattle to keep 
warm the little Body that imprisoned the majesty of 
God, so a friendly cat curled up in the crib to add a 
little life to the poor tableau. Again, Benediction, and 
we’re off for another station.

Indian nose-ringed oxen,

BY now some loyal friends,—coolies, as they are 
known in Jamaica, but more politely, East Indians, 

on my business. Of course, that meant a “tip,” so some 
of the collection was disbursed, but it was worth it. 
Benediction and a sermon at two different stations, one 

bring closer to themselves all these images of God, 
whether they be in ebony or ivory. It is for this end 
especially, that our Jesuits of the New England 
Province, through the efforts of His Lordship, Bishop 
Emmet, SJ., and Very Rev. Charles F. Arnold, S.J., 
are endeavoring to create interest in Jamaica.



-(Jn the ‘Bush
of f Honduras

Allan A. Stevenson, S.J.
Dear Father Editor:

runs and narrow passages in the picturesque river.
One item of interest was a blockade of the river by 

fallen trees and rubbish after a recent flood. This might 
be something quite exciting; here it is nothing. This 
‘‘Missouri” is a sugar farm and cattle ranch. As there 
is no church here, the Padre has to take the "Catholic 
Church" along with him. Only a few families here, 
three of them validated as such on the last visit by Father 
Tenk. Folks don’t come down to Punta Gorda, so the 
Father has to run after them. “If the mountain does not 
come to Mahomet, Mahomet has to come to the moun- 

^^♦■ISSOURI FARM, July 22, 1933. No, this 
JJLI isn’t on the Missouri, but on the Rio Grande; 'JJTTI and it isn’t the Rio Grande which separates 
• “ • Uncle Sam from his Mexican neighbor on 

the southwest, but little romantic Rio Grande 
in British Honduras, entering the Carribean Sea about 
six miles northeast of Punta Gorda where I am stationed.

I left Punta Gorda this morning at about eleven o’clock 
in a little motor doiy, and reached the “Farm Bank”

confessional is a screened window with the priest sit­
ting inside the house and the penitent kneeling outside 
on the veranda. Fifteen confessions. The people? They 
are Ladinos, that is, natives with the colors of the whilom 
German flag in their blood: black, white, red; a mix­
ture of Negro, Spanish and Indian.

BIG FALI__ Rio Grande, July 23, 1933. Two hours
further up the river. The Fall isn’t big at all, but 

it has the name anyhow. Have a look at the photo and 
see how my men are pulling’the dory through and up 
the "Fall.”

There are to be two marriages here; again of couplesProgram at night: Rosary, sermon, confessions. The
that might and should have mar­
ried years ago by going to Punta 
Gorda or to the Indian village San 
Pedro Colombia, where I am bound 
for. So- you see how we have to 
pick up the big fish in the bush. 
This is no village either, just a few 
bush houses along the river. Small 
planters. How small you may 
judge from the sugar factory 
snapped by one of the natives with 
my camera with the Padre admir- 

"The Fall isn't biff at all, but it has the 
name anyhow. Have a look at the photo 
and see how my men are pulling the 

dory Ihrotlffh and itp the 'Fall.'"



ing it (not the camera, but the sugar factory, which con­
sists of two sticks and a board, with a pan below to catch 
the juice).

Just as I am writing this there comes a third marriage

any number of people in this Colony who don’t live in 
towns or villages, nor near them either, but one or sev­
eral days away from them as traveling goes here. They 
live “in the bush,” and very frequently not in settled

age, hasn’t made his First Communion yet (though he
fixed homes, but as long or as short a time as circum­
stances warrant. "Siempre asi andando en los monies"

was confirmed as a baby in his native Guatemala); so 
please excuse me; I’ll have something more important 
to do now than write a bush'diary.

10 P.M. same day. Everything O.K. and more: a 
fourth couple

(always so roaming in the bush) is their answer when

What will you do? In such cases you must seize the 
opportunity by the forelock if you want to save souls.

Well, I am now

though it is pitch

—to get ready to

II P.M. I had

stick,” that is, 
nothing but sticks 
without windows.

many windows as 
there are sticks or 
rather slits be­
tween the sticks. 
The roofs are of 
palm leaves, to be

Indian village of 
San Pedro and 
get instruction

village of the reg­
ular bush pastoral 
round — with 
church, school. 
Padre’s house and 
teacher’s house. 
Everything bush

their First Com­
munion! Came 
also from Guate­
mala. They are

in San Pedro Co­
lombia. It took 
us six hours hard

when the couple 
came back from 
the river: they

guages spoken in the place. Besides Keckchi, there is

Big Fall. This

all; they wanted 
to fix up every­
thing here. So I 
threw in an extra 
hour and just got through with instructing them and 
hearing their first confession. Now they stay here with 
their padrinos, that is, witnesses for marriage. Good

five or six years. 
The village (in­
habitants about 
two hundred and 
thirty) is chiefly

Keckchi Indian—a branch of the great Maya family of

forty. Neither he

SAN PEDRO, Colombia, July 24, 1933. So we really 
had four marriages this morning at Big Fall. The 

:fifteen feet square and perhaps the most crowded 
‘“church” I ever had services in. When making genu- 
iflections at the improvised altar, I had to take care not 
tto kick the newly-weds behind me. The people, scat- 
ttered along the river in this neighborhood, promised to 
Ibuild a little church. And I am sure they will do so 
mow. But in order to get that far, I first had to run 
after these stray sheep in the wilderness. I merely men- 
ttion this, because some good people don’t believe in this 
Ikind of pastoral work, and talk about concentration in 
tthe regular stations. But the trouble is that there are 

cause that is confined to the teacher’s family, and they in 
the present case all know English. These Caribs furnish 
most of our elementary school teachers in the out-sta- 

the other races, especially the Indian.
July 26, 1933. The people here are up in arms against 

the worm pest, which is threatening their milpas (planta­
tions) with ruin. These worms eat up com, beans, 
plantains, everything. So the mayordomos, the care­
takers of the church, got up a collection among all the 
planters to have a High Mass sung tomorrow “against 
the worms.” Now your Indian has some additional 
ritual for such occasions beside the one- provided in the 
Missal. But we’ll tell you about that next month.



-"As kittle
Phl1 flwM Raymond 
f ll'bl/U'l VlL Oliver, S.J

3NDEED they are as little children, these far- 
scattered sons and daughters of the forests of 
Canada. Father Couture, whose apostolic zeal is 
backed by a real appreciation of the practical 

plane to reach all his little ones.
Longlac is his chief rendezvous and we shall stop for 

a moment in the tiny church for night prayers. First 
comes the recitation of the Rosary, a daily devotion of 
these simple people. The prayers to the Kitchitiva Marie 
are, after all, the same the world over. But here you 
have hearts untrammeled by any of the cares that weigh 
upon their brethren in less humble stations; here you 
have an innocence that shows itself in the unquestioning 
faith of the child.

THE beads over, either the good Father or a helper 
preaches a few words on the truths of the Faith.

listen for hours to the stories of 
Bethlehem, of Nazareth, and will 
be made silent and sad by the 
story of Him who died on Cal­
vary for children such as they. 
Preaching to them is easy indeed.

At the conclusion there is a 
hymn. This church at Longlac, 
you should remember, is one of 
the cathedrals of Father Cou­
ture's vast mission, for it con­
tains an organ, and boasts an 
organist of no mean talent. She 
has been taught all the hymns in 
the little book which is her treas-

sical, one must admit, only to those who love these chil- | 
dren of the forest very dearly. To the missionary, the 
hymn spells many hours of hard-spent work, for these 
children do not learn easily. But it means also that an- I 

other chord of praise has been 
sounded in God's honor from our , 
earth, another group of souls >s 
worshipping its true God, and the . 
little children, so peaceful and 
happy in this life, are winning . 
their way to God’s Heart with the 
innocent boldness so characteris-

No long proofs of God’s existence or of Mary’s merits. 
Everything around them speaks to them of God. Their 
forefathers, indeed, made it their duty to appease the 
wrath of gods that were false, but now that they have 
accepted the true Faith there is no more doubting. As 
little children they listen to their Father’s words. He 
tells them what is bad, what must be avoided, encourages 
them to do good, and can guide their whole lives with 
but a few simple precepts.

Children they were in the time of our Holy Martyrs, 
children in the very way they first embraced or rejected 
the Faith. Children they were with the cruelty of wicked 
children who are led astray and do not see what is right. 
In those days they stared in awe 
at the little clock which an­
nounced the hours. Even now 
the simplest trinkets delight them.

ure, and if she be not too shy she will play them all 
for you.

THE hymn is strange to hear. No matter what be 
the time the music calls for, or the range it de­

mands, these choristers of ours adjust it to their own 
manner of singing. Nothing must be done quickly, and 
so the "Ambe Madjada," the Ojibway hymn, is ren- 

dom of Heaven.



JAVA
Gerard Aben, S.J.

HE Dutch East In- £1^ dies is the collective 
name for the islands

tralia: “An emerald-girdle 
winding round the equa­
tor." This epithet was first 
used by the noted Dutch 
novelist, Eduard Douwes 
Dekker, whose fame is in­
separably bound to the 
modern history of the 
colony, and whose book, 
with nearly a similar ten­

terrace to terrace, climbs out of the valley to the top: 

In Central Java, the Soosoohoonan of Solo and the 
Sultan of Djocja, behind the white-washed walls that

of mud. Dutch hydraulic engineers are in charge of the 
irrigation system, but the natives themselves look after 
their dikes and keep their terraced gardens in good re- 

tremendous mountain blocks. Mankind, however, builds 
its home and tills the soil above the hidden fire that may

gold and silver. Well, he also was mistaken! Java sup­
plies no gold at all; no mining concern is winning any 

which the missionaries discovered the golden treasures.
So Java is a land of contradiction; moreover, it is a 

land of contrasts. The primitive lives on here in im­
mediate contact with modern life,—most times untouched 
by it. Motor trucks thunder down to the docks, but also 
grobaks, native carts, drawn by slow-moving yoked oxen, 
are used for the transport of goods. The machines of 
a sugar factory are humming their modern song of ef­
ficiency and speed, while nearby in the villages one sees 
the women crush the juice from the sugar cane with

life that age-old tradition has consecrated. One of the 
Soosoohoonan’s sons, however, is an officer in the army 
of the Netherlands East Indies; another occupies a seat 
in the I'olksraad—the People’s Council—an incipient 
form of Parliament.

Most of our principal mission stations also encircle 
the Merapi, a volcano still active,—and where the cone 
remains unbroken, serious eruption is always a possibility. 
It is heavenly optimism that reaps the benefit of that 
fertility of the soil, inherent in the layers of volcanic 
matter. And we don’t fear, for at every earthquake 
earth itself will tremble more than we!

Java, our dear island, beckons the traveler with its 
wealth of tropical scenery, with its (Turn to page 26)

perated by the amount of manual labor involved. It 
is, however, a picture of our missionaries’ work: God— 
the Great Engineer—provides the wholesome water; as 
to the missionaries: they retain and scatter it in patience 
over the arid, sterile spirits of Hinduism and Moham­
medanism, and . . . their work reflects the cerulean

dency as “Uncle Tom’s '‘Grobaks," native carts, drawi 
Cabin,” produced quite a
revolution in the thoughts of men. In English the is­
lands are known as the Malayan Archipelago or the 
Netherlands East Indies. The total area covered by all 
the islands equals half the surface of the U. S. A.

The most important of these islands is without doubt 
Java, of about the same size as the State of New York; 
its total native population is estimated at forty million. 
The first European who reached Java was Fra Odericus 
da Pordenone, about 1330, six centuries ago. He was 
the first also to penetrate into Lhasa, the inaccessible 
capital of Tibet. He has been canonized since, but he 
made a mistake: he called Sumatra “Java-Minor,” and 
Java itself “Java-Major.” Java, however, as to the size, 
is the smallest of the Greater Sunda Isles. Was it a 
prophetic foresight that told him the future greatness 
of Java from an economical and political point of view, 
and . . . perhaps the leadership of the Greater Sunda 
Isles in the conversion of its inhabitants?

BUT, as one stands at the edge of a crater, looking 
into its tumultuous depths, the scenic beauty of Java 

changes from loveliness to austere grandeur, and one 



EVEN AS TODAY
WORD had gone about among the new Christians 

of Jerusalem that Peter had been seen entering 
the home of an uncircumcised Gentile, that he 
had actually eaten food with the man and his 

family. It was the front-page scandal of the hour; for 
the Jews despised all unbelievers and felt it sinful even

“Yes,” he answered quietly, but those, who knew him 
well, might have noted a familiar, stubborn glint in his 
eyes. “And I will tell you more. All of us will soon set 
out for the lands of the Gentiles to lead them to accept 
the word of Christ.?

That was a bombshell.

among the unclean?”

ploded the spokesman, j

ciousness he could

while I stayed in Joppa.

prominent members of 
the new Church erupted

rally.
Something must be 

done about it at once. 
And so it was that an

angry. I, too, once felt i 
as do you now. And 
so did all my compan- : 
ions among the Apos- . 
ties. But God sent me 
a vision to correct my |

"Welcome, brethren I” 
he said rather gruffly, 
“I don’t suppose you 
realize that you have 
just intruded on a 
very serious consulta-

“But,” hastily put in 
St. John, coming to the 
rescue of his blunt- 
spoken friend, “Peter

I Peter gently, "or , 
rather—you were. And 
for that reason, among : 
you the Messiah first i 
appeared. But now He : 
would gather all the . 
people of the earth into ■ 
His Kingdom. Be not ■

of an important con­
sultation among the 
Apostles. A trifle im­
patient of the interrup­
tion, Peter greeted them 
without rising, with

Gentile 1”
That was rank heresy 

to their ears.
“Are we not His ,

had broken bread with 
an unbeliever 1 They 
were as shocked as 
Catholics would be to­
day, were they to see 
our Holy Father beat­
ing the drum at a Salva-

leader,—Peter, the head of the Church,—Peter, the 
Chief of the Apos­

in quiet protest.
“I do not like that 

word 1 God is no re­
specter of persons. Be­
fore Him there is no 
longer circumcised or

"Abraham ! Isaac I Jacob 1” shouted the spokesman. 
"This is unheard of! You will associate openly with 

the Gentiles 1 You will 
make them equal to the 
people of Israel? You

and all of us will glad­
ly postpone any other business to attend to the wishes

In prayer there, I saw 
a vessel let down from Heaven to me; and in that vessel

of the Faithful.”

A LONG bearded Jew, who had evidently been 
2 *■ chosen spokesman, took courage from the friend­
ly smile of John, and Peter’s sheepish grin.

“Is it true what we hear?” he blurted out.
"And what do you hear?” asked Peter.
“That you enter the homes of the uncircumcised and

cat with them—with Gentiles.” 
word and Peter winced.

He spat out the last

were animals and fowl and creeping things of earth that 
it has always been sinful for a Jew to eat. And a voice 
said to me: ‘Arise, Peter! Kill and eat!' But I drew 
back and I said: 'Not so. Lord—for nothing common 
or unclean has ever passed my lips.’ But the voice 
answered: 'What God has made clean, do not thou make

“That too God taught me. For scarcely had the



men waited at the door for me. And they were uncir­
cumcised, and I would have had nothing to do with 
them, but the Spirit told me to go with them. And I 
went and we entered the house of Cornelius of Caesarea 
—a Gentile, you would call him. And yet, an Angel 
from Heaven had appeared to him and bid him summon 
me to his house. And I spoke to him of the Master, 
and to all his household. And, as I spoke, the Holy 
Ghost descended upon them as upon us in the begin-

are lucky, among the heathens, and you will accomplish
nothing."

PETER’S eyes were almost misty as he answered 
slowly:

“All this is possible. The Master promised us that.” 
“Then why will you go?” the spokesman pressed his 

point. “Here you will have a long life—among friends 
—and you will do great good, and the people will flock 
to you—and the Church of Jerusalem will be glorious—

of the voice of the Master, when He walked among

silence that followed, “is what we 
have been discussing.
among us were at fin- 
find fault with Peter; but now we 
understand that God would have us 
teach the Gospel of the Kingdom to 
all peoples—and we must go!”

Church does not need me, nor the 
rest of the Apostles, nor any man.

His wisdom, far beyond the wisdom of man. ‘Going, 
therefore, into the whole world, teach the gospel to every

ing motionless, staring fixedly be- 
ore him. His eyes were on his 
isitors, but it was evident that he 
id not see them. Something more

tested the spokesman, more quietly 
this time. “The Church of Jeru­
salem has too much need of you.”

“But how will you go? You have no money, no in-

another, assiduously munching on a sprig of garlic. In 
those days etiquette did not forbid such familiar form 
of sustenance in public conference.

John smiled.
“A real Jew,” he chided the speaker. "Surely you 

don't think that all the world outside Jerusalem is a 
foodless desert? There must be cooks in Rome and 
Greece who can cook the garlic.”

Peter laughed and the other Apostles with him.
“But you will be drowned at sea,” urged the spokes­

man. "You will meet hatred and dangers and persecu-

care for it. ‘I shall be with you .... ,
“But what business is this?" asked one of the dele­

gation with tablets and a money bag under his arm. “I 
should know business. I carry on trade with all ports

pETER paused and stretched forth his hands appeal- 
1 ingly:

“My friends, if God gave them the same graces as to 
us, who was I to

And almost to himself Matthew spoke:
“Going, therefore, teach ye all nations, baptising them 

in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the 
Holy Ghost."

"But what shall become of us?” asked the spokesman 
in despair.

“We leave you," answered Peter, "in the hands of 
God, and of those we shall appoint over you. Have no 
fear. For from now until the end of time, no nation 
shall be less rich for the missionaries she sends to teach 
the heathen. No priesthood but shall increase in pro­
portion as missionaries give up their home and loved 
ones for the conversion of the pagan. For the blessing 
of God is upon generosity and sacrifice."

"And yourselves," persisted (Turn to page 26)

before I pass to another.........- .—,,  ----- -- o
ness and the shekels roll in. That is the wise thing to 
do, the only thing. . . .”

“It may be,” answered Peter, and even John marveled 
at his persistent gentleness with all these objections. 
“It may be the wise human thing to do, but it is not the 
will of the Master. It is not the wisdom of the Master,

fflX/T Y friends," he said ever so gently, "now per- 
1’1 haps you cannot understand; nor do we our­

selves. Only this we know—that Christ, our Lord, has

must have filled his vision at that 
all days . . .’ " moment, and his eyes grew wide with wonder, and a new 

' •’ • ’ brilliance was in them and the fire of conquest, and all
about him were awed into silence. Now, at last, he rose

and you will be honored like the high priest—and your 
influence will move the people to virtue. . . .”

“And after that,” said another before Peter could 
answer, "you may go to evangelize the heathens."

“Or,” added the spokeman hastily, “you could send 
some other priests who are not so important, so neces­
sary as you leaders are . . . .”

"Or if you must travel,'” sug­
gested the merchant, "there is all 
Judea yet to hear the word of God 
and to be baptised. . . .”

"Home missions we could call 
them,” said the spokesman—a real 
stroke of genius, he thought. "Is 
that not solid business organization,

His friend, the merchant nodded.



1833-1933

1833 to 1933,

The present Consular

Mission

Such was the judgment 
spontaneously tendered

A Chinese 
Tarsicius

Among these, are the 
Congo Eucharistic Con­
gress success that was 
sponsored by Father

and even Hindus, who 
Catholics into the room

First Congo 
Eucharistic 
Congress

Out of the 
Mouth of

vice, noticed that Father Law, at one 
time of the Royal Navy, was growing 
weaker and about to fall to the ground. 
He lashed the priest to the rock on which 
he was saying Mass and thus sustained 
his ebbing strength. A few minutes later, 
Father Law died in a miserable hut and 
the Brother, burning with fever himself, 
had to pass the night driving away the 
rats which came to devour the corpse. 
Brother Hedley was a brother of Bishop 
Joseph Cuthbert Hedley, O.S.B., Bishop 
of Newport, well known as a writer.

poldville, Belgian Congo, August 13, 14, 
15. Careful planning and generous coop­
eration of civil and commercial interests 
made this first Eucharistic Congress of 
the Belgian Congo a splendid success. 
The Holy See was represented by the 
Apostolic Delegate, Archbishop Delle- 
piane, while Belgium was represented by 
the Vice-Governor General of the Congo- 
Kasai Province, General Ermens and his 
wife The Congo Railway Company ran 
special trains and special reduced fares. 
Over 16,000 native men gathered from 
throughout the Lower Congo, and were 
housed in fourteen enormous hangars. 
There were 114 missionary bishops and 
priests present, and marvelously impos­
ing was the Mass and the procession on 
the feast of the Assumption.

Himalayas, former habitat of tigers now 
exploited for tea; blessing of new St 
Xavier’s College by Archbishop of Cal­
cutta; golden jubilee of Fathers E. Goety, 
J. Erhart, J. Kendal, J. Apel and J- 
Moreau of the English Province, who 
arc laboring in South Rhodesia, and of 
Father Leopold Bernard, S.J., of the

In addition to the 
epochal achievements of 
our Jesuit missionaries 
during the century of 

----— ——, which stood out in glowing 
relief from the pages of our December 
editorial, there are innumerable others 
which will enable our readers to recall 
■’the first preaching of the Gospel

phant manner by the Apostles,” upon 
which His Holiness wishes the Chris­
tians to meditate during the Holy Year.

ments of our Jesuit missionaries 
throughout the world will remain as a 
memorial of praise and honor and bene­
diction and thanksgiving and power and 
glory forever and forever.

Paolo, Brazil, asked 
Father del Toro, S.J., 
to suggest a school for 

The Conservatory of thehis daughter. *.«. —
Canonesscs of St Augustine was rec­
ommended and in due time the child, 
charmed by the life she saw, asked her 
father for permission to become a Catho­
lic. "My child does nothing but weep," 
the father said. “She wants to be a 
Catholic. She tells me that the most 
beautiful gift I can give her for her

■ feast would be to let her be baptized. I 
have consented. I admire very much the 
Catholics. I am proud to have known 
at Warsaw, Monsignor Ratti, who is now 
your Pope."

On June 16, Father del Toro baptized 
the young lady, who took as first name, 
Maria, and as second Pia, out of regard 
for the Vicar of Christ,

No Man Hath by Protestants, Parsees

crowded with Uie mum 
where Father J. Gonsalves, S.J., died at 
Belgaum, India, within a few weeks of 
his ninetieth birthday. All wanted to see 
him, to come near him, to touch his 
hands, and to apply pictures, medals, 
rosaries, handkerchiefs and so forth. 
School children crowded around him as 
they had done when he was alive, not 
in the least afraid. Mothers raised their 
babes onto his face and made them kiss 
him, whispering to them a prayer, which 
the little ones repeated, gazing in wonder 
at the calm and peaceful face which 
seemed asleep. When the coffin was 
uncovered at the cemetery in the rain, 
for the last prayers, there was a rush. 
Stolid faced soldiers and young men knelt 
in the mud to kiss his hand, and it was 
touching to see the loving solicitude with 
which each one tried to shelter the cof­
fin, while he lay uncovered in the rain. 
When the remains had been lowered into 
the grave, soldiers’ bugles gave him the 
last salute. Father Gonsalves was born 
in Portugal in 1843, and came out to 
Goa in 1889. He had preached in almost 
every corner of India and had won the 
love of all.

Pathos was woven into 
The Last of this tapestry of events, 
the Pioneers »----’-

ty-three years in India.
From Letters And No­
tices of the English 
Province, comes the 
story of a Chinese ser­

vant who secretly carried Holy Com­
munion to Father Esteban who belonged 
to the Vicariate of Wuhu and was cap­
tured by the Reds in December, 1931.

“The servant, supplying himself with 
medicine which passed as the excuse for 
his visit, gained entry to Father Este­
ban, and lived with him for three days, 
always under surveillance. On the third 
day, finding himself ior the first time 
alone with the priest, he tore open his 
shirt, in which was concealed a single 
Host. Hurriedly, in a transport of joy, 
for the first time for so many months, 
the priest received the Blessed Sacra­
ment. A guard came, the dull-faced ser­
vant took his simple leave, and departed 
with the message of the bandits demand­
ing 20,000 piastres for the release of their 
victim. It reads like St. Tarsicius in the 
Early Church."

when Brother Joseph 
Hedley, S.J., last sur­

viving member of the band of pioneers 
who left Grahamstown, Cape Colony, in 
1878, to found the Zambesi Mission in 
South Central Africa, died at St. Asaph, 
North Wales, October 11. Brother Hed­
ley often recalled the last Mass of Father 
Law. The natives had abandoned them, 
and Father Law had contracted fever, 
from which he was failing fast. Brother 
Hedley, formerly of the Merchant Ser-

Twenty-one candidates 
in five-month old Jesuit 
Novitiate, Hazaribagh, 
North India; Silver 

Jubilee of St. Mary’s Jesuit High School, 
Trichinopoly, India,—School grew from 
70 to 1,000 pupils;—Uncle of famous 
Bengalee poet, Rabindranath Tagore, 
presented the Jesuits of Calcutta with 
original Guido Reni, "The Madonna in 
Prayer;" Jesuits open new mission among 
the gardens of Terai at the foot of the



Thunder

upon them, and poison is used for murder. That it was 

They were found by other peasants, after the storm 
had passed. Manifestly the wrath of the Thunder God 
had punished them. The two, father and son, had they 
not been on their way to murder the older man’s mother- 

So the story spread and assumed ever growing pro­
portions in the minds of the pagans near Zose. It reached 
the Buddhist monks in the city of Sungkiang, ten miles 
away. Quickly they added to the story a bit of legend 
that whispered of miraculous cures taking place at the 
spot where the Thunder God’s visitation had occurred. 
Then they despatched a monk to the spot to reap pos­
sible benefits.

roll of thunder, swelling into an awful crescendo and 
reaching a climax in an explosion that shattered the 
universe overhead.

Fear struck at the hearts of the two boatmen. They 
were Chinese peasants and pagans. The "Thunder God” 
was striking close.

By the side of the canal stood a thatch covered lean-to, 
a shelter for a water wheel. They moored the sampan 
to the bank and took refuge under the thatch roof. Per­
haps, the Thunder God would not see them here. There 
they huddled, glancing fearfully out upon the crackling, 
roaring skies. The Thunder God found them out and 
left their crisped bodies flung there on the muddy floor

HE two men glanced at the ominously 
lowering sky and bent to their task 
with increased fervor. The huge oar 
shuttled back and forth swiftly in the 
muddy waters of the canal, the sam­

pan picking up speed with every stroke. Less 
than a mile ahead loomed the hills of Zose, 
crowned with the Jesuit Observatory and the 

GeorzeH 
KJJ O O/ O Dunne, S.J.

THIS all happened in June. A month later, when 
the Jesuit Scholastics of Zi-ka-wei went to Zose 

for their vacation, they watched from their windows on 
the hillside, or strolled down the path along the canal 
to watch at closer hand, evidences of the deep hold super­
stition has upon pagan minds in China.

From morning to evening there flowed a steady stream 
of people. They came from as far as twenty miles away. 
There where the Thunder God had flung the bodies of 
his two victims, the monk, squatting on the ground, kept 
his small fire burning throughout the day. There the 
pilgrims knelt, knocking their heads a dozen times upon 
the ground, while their incense burned.

It was sad to see them there, often almost two hun­
dred at a time, rubbing mud on their bodies, washing in 
the canal, and filling their bottles and teapots with its 

muddy waters to be carried home to drink, 
for such was the prescription for the heal­
ing of all ills.

“Well, it will soon die out,” thought the 
Scholastics, as they left Zose to return to 
Zi-ka-wei.

I was back at Zose a month later. It 
had not died out. Some days during that 
month, I was told, pilgrims had come in 
thousands. The legends of miraculous cures 
had grown. The monk was no longer there.

He caught cholera, 
sleeping there through 
the nights on the damp 
ground, lest pilgrims of

Suddenly a flash of

Is not a mother-in-law the most likely person one would 
There was no room for doubt.



Every Santa! house has a mud ledge around it, and here 
the people sit or squat Io listen to the village gossip—after 

all, so little different from folks the world over.

"OPPOSING your interests in Patna as broad as 
ever, I shall tell you something of Narainpur 
Mission, which I inherited from the late Father 
Conway, and in which I have been acquiring ex­

perience since Christmas, 1932. The Mission is a sec­

in the sacristy of a neat, sun-baked mud-walled church 
at the village of Narainpur. I also inherited two hun­
dred widely scattered baptized Santals.

My work is not at the church, but is almost all on 
the road, week after week. On Monday or Tuesday, I

Among the Sari

for Baptism.

start our for one side or comer of the district, to say Mass and ex* 
plain the Faith in promising centers where my catechists think the-j 
have prospects ready for Baptism. Two men carry the Mass botj 
bedding, and the supply of rice for the week. My route is by round' 
about ways through many villages, in all of which there are numerou] 
opportunities in a day to explain the Faith to groups of villagers 
The subject needs no introduction at all, for the minds of the Sants'

mand for dressing sores and treating fevers.
At night, when the destined village is reached and I find the hous 

where my carriers and I are to be guests, we sit around, and wit 
the catechist explain catechetical charts to the group of curious fol 
and children that assembles, sing the nice Santali hymns, and try t

Christian women could step into a ladies’ meeting and quickly pleas 
everyone with their easy dignified bearing, free ready smile, an 
pleasant reserved conversation.

These good qualities are near the surface in all the Santals, but a 
human nature goes, the crowd lets little faults blur the surface, an 
consequently the faults of childishness and ignorance generally giv 
the missionary a test of patience. He must not lose his smile, muc 
less frown "audibly,” no matter how many grinning pagan faces bloc 
his windows to observe his actions by the hour. Any remonstrant 

cause the Father is unkind.”
But I. was telling you about the daily work of proposing the Fait 

in a new village. Late at night, my carriers prepare a meal, and m 
host finds a suitable corner and spreads straw on the floor for it

IT is a bit difficult to give you the correct idea of the nature o 
these people. You are apt to imagine them too different from th 

people you know. No, they are quite like the simple people we knot 
and talk to at home. God has wonderfully preserved them in hones 
human naturalness, the virtue which makes anybody attractive. The; 
are just ordinary plain "folks.” Some of the Christian men amoii 
them might, I think, sit on the bench with the plain honest farmer 
of most any land, and discuss the weather and crops, and in the dad

bed. In the morning I f 
through the village ar 
visit most every • Sant 
house to invite the peop 
to come and see the wo 
ship of' the true God (thi 
know'-only a half-serio' 
worship of the devil) at 
to hear the talk. They ; 
say, “Yes, yes, we’ll come 
and a good number do, 
come. We have Mass 
the open yard,—every Sq 
tai house has a neat, squa

These Santals "are quite like 
the simple people we knovj
has wonderfully preserved 
them in honest human Ml- 
uralness, the virtue which 
makes anybody attractive.1*



Ils of Narainpur
George A. Dertinger, S.J.

uirt-yard inclosed by a group of buildings. The finest lace and linen 
htave goes on to the altar, and undoubtedly the people are impressed 

the dignity and solemnity of the Sacrifice which they do not yet 
.dierstand. The catechist and I explain a bit before and during Mass, 
dl talk to the people at length after Mass. Frequently there is a 
iiptism of a family or of an individual before or after Mass, a 
rremony of great interest to the villagers, for, no doubt, in many 
sses they are wondering when they too will have the nerve to take

By the time all ailments get a little medicine, and lunch “is served," 
its past noon and time to start out for the next stopping place, five 

sue miles further on, and there, on the following day, about the 
tme program will be repeated, always with varying interesting 
ihsodes, ranging from losing the way, to a last-minute death-bed 
iiptism.

"A N Friday or Saturday I land back at my central supply station, 
-J dust off the khaki cassock, remove all straw from the beard, 
k<e on new supplies, and arrange a similar trip for next week in an­
il ler corner of the district. This work is soon due to become less 
rcenuous, once the best centers for Mass have been determined, 
were are already two good mud-walled churches in my section, one 
ithem named St. Raymond to commemorate the builder. Father R. 
■Conway, S.J., and now a third church is just being completed. I 

ucerely hope to see six built by the end of another year. These, at 
leervals of about six or seven miles, will about serve the district. A 
rrmanent serviceable building, Santal style, with those heavy stucco 
iHls, and bamboo and straw roof costs about seventy-five dollars; 
es capacity is for one hundred to two hundred people. A verandah 
i the church serves for a school, where one is needed.
TThese churches assure the missioner of a fixed and decent place 
nest at night. True, the adventure of each night seeking a safe spot 
: stretch out on will go, but anyway, that is not so romantic after 

e: first month. The church also provides a safe place to say Mass, 
uere the sun and weather can’t catch one about the middle of the 
[•vices, as they often manage to do in the more picturesque open- 
: Mass. On one occasion last month a tame pigeon flew low over 

large a factor in the success of the Narainpnr and other 
Santal missions.

final advantage is to encourage and unite the new Chris-

(Tum to page 28)

TP in the last month. As far as I have observed, none 
of them were people I had tried to preach to; they are 
coming in by a different route, and I believe it will in­
terest you to know just what that route is. I’ll tell you 
what happened in one village, and the process of bring­
ing good Santals to the Faith ,

ee outdoor altar, and with 

mdle and blew all the 
sts from the corporal.

I;.y obvious to the mis- 
»ner: Our Lord is in the 
icdst of missionary incon- 
miences, always taking

are of the unseemly dr­

ain are . the little rubs

xout; but that subject 
muld take pages by itself.

was speaking of the 
uurch buildings. Their

Santal pagans taking part in 
a wedding dance.



VOLUME VHt, No. 1

257 FOURTH AVENUE

ihie to Thy wfj. who lives: and ntignest God forever

awing is the list of intentions far each day

Feast of St. Peter's Chair at Rente.

trarv it: Rem of Oriental Separatists to w.-

and other continental

Anglicans to the au-

Fatlier, in Me, and I in Thee; that they also may be 
one in Us, that the world may believe that Thou hast 
sent Me." St. John xvfi, 21.

The Church Unity Octave
A LL of our Catholic people are asked to join in recit- 

mg the special prayers of the Church Unity Octave 
during January. The form of prayer prescribed for

During the centuries since then, many Jews who have 
taken the time to study the life of Christ and His teach­
ings (as found in the New Testament), have been obliged 
to acknowledge that He was Divine, as He claimed, and 
to ask for Baptism in the Church which He founded— 
the Catholic Church.

"While there is yet time, we implore you, dear Chil­
dren of Israel, to take advantage of the opportunity God 
gives you to consider this all-important matter. Christ 
has said: 'Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and 
you shall find; knock, and it shall be opened to you.’ 
(Matt, vii, 7, 8)

"Christ did not come to destroy the Old Law, but to 
fulfill it. Just as the Jews who listened to the Prophet 
Isaias had to give up nothing they learned from Moses, 
but only increased their former knowledge by additional 
truth, so the convert from Judaism in listening to the 
revelations of Christ in the New Testament gives up 
nothing that is in the Old Testament. On the contrary, 
he finds in the New Testament the fulfillment of the 
prophecies in the Old.”

For the Jewish People

THE Holy Father asks our prayers this entire month 
of January for the conversion of the Jewish people.

Then. too. during the Church Unity Octave, a special 
day is given to this same intention. In placing the cause 
before you. we feel we can do no better titan quote the 
words of one writer, a zealous convert to the Catholic 
Church from Judaism—Miss Rosalie Marie Levy. She 
is the aether of “The Heavenly Road,” "Why lews 

JANUARY, 1934

JESUIT MISSIONS
MAGAZINE OF APOSTOUC ENDEAVOR

O Lord Jesus Christ, who saidst unto Thine Apostle



®fje d®ItS8ton intention

cry, “Crucify Him, crucify Him! His Blood be upon 
us and upon our children!” must have groaned in an­
guished acquiescence, “Amen, Amen, may My Blood fall 
upon you indeed, bringing you salvation and eternal life.” 

Today, sixteen million Jews are dispersed throughout 
the world, laboring in all careers and in all conditions of 
existence: motley masses, congregated in the ghettos of 
Russia, Poland and Morocco, persecuting and persecuted, 
some, masters of international finance, others, in squalor, 
some, still retaining their belief in the God of Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob, others, propounding, from college and 
university bemas, their principles of atheism and ma- 

JESUS CHRIST died for all men, the Jews not ex­
cepted. Scripture has portrayed few more master­

fully touching scenes than that of Jesus, seated lonely on 
a hilltop, weeping over the people and the city which 
would not be saved. These tears were wrung from the 
same Heart that prayed, “Father forgive them, for they 

of the Gospel and the Cross, yet souls for whom Christ 
died. The Church of Christ has never repudiated her 
commission to convert all nations. Her attitude towards 
the Jews may be summed up in the words of St. Paul 
to the Romans (xi, 1, 2): "I say then: Hath God 
cast away His people? God forbid. For I also am an 
Israelite of the seed of Abraham, of the tribe of Benj­
amin. God hath not cast away His people, which He 
foreknew.”

On the other hand, when the conversion of the 
Jews will be realized, God alone knows. Yet, that the 
dismembered branches of Israel should be grafted back 
into the Tree of Life, is the Will of God and of His 
Church, as explained centuries ago by St. Paul, in his 
Epistle to the Romans (xi, 24): “For if thou (the 
Gentiles) wert cut out of the wild olive tree, which is 
natural to thee; and, contrary to nature, were grafted 
into the good olive tree; how much more shall they that 
are the natural branches (the Jews), be grafted into their 
own olive tree?”

of transubstantiation.”
It is the blessing of this mystery of transubstantiation, 

that the priest now invokes, calling on the Holy Spirit. 
For, as once by the power of the Holy Spirit the Son 
of God became incarnate of the Virgin Mary, so, by 
that same power, shall the bread and wine become in­
carnate in the consecration of the Mass.

Come Holy Ghost When the Archangel Gabriel 
announced to the Virgin Mary 

that she was to be the Mother of God, the Mother of the 
Victim of the Sacrifice, our Lady asked him: "How shall 
this be done?” And the angel, answering, said to her: 
“The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee, the power of the 
most High shall overshadow thee.” And now we ask: 
“How shall the bread become the Body of Christ and the 
wine mingled with water become the Blood of Christ?" 
The answer is that of the angel: "The Holy Ghost shall 

J-Hass of tfje fFItioStonS
In the Spirit of Yet all these are, as it were.
Humility (Continued) sacrifices merely 0£ the fruit of

the tree. There is a higher sac­
rifice, a nobler holocaust, that of the tree itself. Such 
is the sacrifice, such the holocaust of the Religious life: 
the offering of the vows. Of this offering. Saint Au­
gustine says, “The man who in God’s name consecrates 
himself wholly to God is a sacrifice, in so far as he dies 
to the world, to live to Godand Saint Thomas, “The 
Religious state is a kind of holocaust, through which one 
offers entirely to God, himself and all his possessions.” 
Of the unbloody sacrifice of Christ’s life, from the crib 
of rock to the prie-dieu of rock beneath the olive trees 
that lined the Brook of Cedron, the unbloody sacrifice 
of the Religious life is the closest imitation upon earth.

The Washing of From the days of the Apostles 
the Hands until eieventh century, there

was always a procession as the 
priest recited the antiphon now called the Offertorium. 
And during this procession, those who intended to re­
ceive Communion offered gifts of bread and wine, from 

which the materials for the sacrifice were 
selected. Other gifts were also offered, not
only for the maintenance of divine service,
but also for the sustenance of the clergy and

milk, honey, wax and oil. For these dona­
tions, money, except where it was at a pre­
mium, was later substituted. Needless to 
say, the priest, in receiving these gifts, un­
avoidably soiled his hands. Therefore, we 
have today, as a relic of those other days 
and other ways, the ceremony of the wash­

bail,„„ for the ‘“8 o£.the hands- In reality.
Mass of the mis- the priest now merely rinses 
sions in a neg- the tips of his consecrated 
wr' American thumbs and forefingers, thus

Southland. indicating his eagerness to
be purified from the tiniest 

imperfection whether of hand or of heart.



THANK YOU!
—for the financial support, which, during the year 

1933, you gave to the American Jesuit missionaries.

—for the 2,838 Mass stipends which have been sent 
to the office of JESUIT MISSIONS for distribution 
amongst the missionaries.

—for your interest in our magazine as shown by your 
subscription newly received during the year, or by 
your renewal of subscription.

—for your responses to the open letters which appeared 
in JESUIT MISSIONS for September and November.

—for the answer which our letter, sent under date of 
December 1,1933, to all our subscribers, has received.

and in anticipation

WE THANK
those who during 1933 were unable to give financial help to the American 
Jesuit missionaries, but who during 1934 will show their generosity when 
opportunity presents.

—ithose who will during the coming year send us Mass stipends for the missionaries.

—those who have not as yet answered our letter sent under date of December 
1st to all subscribers, but who will answer it by sending us new subscrip­
tions to JESUIT MISSIONS.

TO ALL
—subscribers and readers of JESUIT MISSIONS—

the Editors extend

The Best of Good Wishes for a Holy and Happy New Year



AFIELD WITH
ERICAN '^JESUITS

Mary’s Church, Above Rocks and al­
lied stations:

"The bizarre has indeed become the 

Snapshots of life along Jamaica's 

lantlv by Father Frederick J. Dono-

to outsiders has become just another 
event. For example: a bad spill on

an accident. It might easily have been 
something more.. A broken bridle rein 

a mad Cossack over wet concrete had 
the following results: to the horse, a 
scratched knee and hip; to the rider: 
a bruised shoulder and deeper appreci­
ation of how God is protecting me.

slipped and I stalled. I sat there until 
the mud, sand and water reached the 
floor of the car. Then I moved my 
precious self to a safe distance. The 
landslide ceased while I invoked my 
Angel Guardian Insurance Company. 
After a certain amount of pleading, 
scolding and backsheesh, two men dug 

Missions, we promise our readers in­
teresting and delightful reading in re­

furnished particularly by Sister Con-

"The church will serve as a day 
school for the other children. They 
will pay three pence or six pence a

Maria. Every day they will come down 
from Highgate in the car just men­
tioned. Of course, the scope of my 
work shall be limited, I shall have to 
say Mass for the Sisters almost every 
morning at Highgate. But what is the 
use of spreading and branching when 
the missions you have are not on a 
solid basis? I have tried everything, 
and am convinced the school and the 

venture. But there is no great outlay 
of money involved. The only expendi­
ture will be remodeling the old house 
at Port Maria, and that I hope can 
be done for fifty pounds.”

"The 'Torn Father' Goes to America." 

a tribute to the great Patna mission- 

and the bombing heavy in those sec­
tors of the Mission where the Father 
has camped during these past ten 
years. Without suggesting that pos­

"A fighter will go on furlough this 

leaves Patna Mission for a brief visit 
to the States.

that Father Kilian has seen service 
in the most strenuous activities under-

PATNA, INDIA
That Father John Kilian, S.J., of 

the Chicago. Province, enjoys the love

aries and his new Christians among 
the Santals of Patna Mission is evident 
from a recent account printed in the 

out the car and I tinkered with the

sent me down an automobile. It's a 
five passenger Chevrolet sedan. Let 
me take occasion to thank her most 
sincerely. I offered to give up my 
house at Highgate to the Sisters.

happy accident. I can’t write about 
my experiences, I’m bashful, but here’s 
my promise to try."

Father Charles J. Eberle, S.J., who 

an account of his efforts to secure 
schools and teaching Sisters, adds the 
following details of his planning: 

at Highgate will also serve as a day 
school. In fact, I am now having the 
church benches made with boards on 
the backs that will open up and serve 
as desks during school hours. At Port 
Maria, two schools will be opened. I 
shall remodel the house we own there, 
making it more lightsome and airy, 
making it two or even one big room 
by raising the roof. This will also 
give better ventilation. This will be 

by Father Joseph Krim, S.J., in "Scout

absence in the United Stales, and who is now welcomed everywhere by the natives with the greeting, ‘ Fadah, tin back!



An Arab beggar lad from fray, the land 
preserving the Faith in Christians.

and solemn, hollow eyes containing a 

sad sepulchral tones and never writes 
back home except to tell of hardships

dollars, most of your missionaries who 
write for the magazines are a bit chary 
about saying anything that is not 
strictly redolent of piety and edifica­
tion, anything that departs from the 
'trek across the veldt' or the 'steam­
ing jungle’ tradition.”

CHINA
Albert R. O’Hara, S.J., and John J. 

O’Farrell, S.J., sent a long letter de­
scribing their trip from California to 
Shanghai. In the latter part of the 

"Sunday, September 10, found our 
ship nosing its way up the muddy 
Wang Po and nearing Shanghai, the 
goal of our desires. The customs’ 
routine finished, we were carried in a 
tender to the Bund, which reminded 
us of San Francisco’s waterfront. As 

the crowd, we picked out Father Leo 
F. McGreal. S.J., Father Joseph I. 
Gatz, S.J., and Father John ^Lennon, 

ficial red tape ticked off, but finally a 

As soon as facilities for room and 
board can be provided, there will be 
another increase, because the Chinese 

school. Gonzaga’s property is quite 
extensive and present buildings on the 
grounds will provide gyms, physics 
and chemistry rooms, and lodging 
facilities for the boarders. There is 
ample room for playgrounds and more 
buildings as they are needed. A church 
is to be located on the property as 
soon as developments call for it. At 
present the large school chapel is used 
as the new parish church.

“Father James Kearney, S.J., opened 
the new parish, September 17. That 
day twenty Catholic families were 

taxi got us out to the new Gonzaga 
College where Father Pius L. Moore, 
S.J., had a good old-fashioned Ameri­
can dinner waiting for us. The eve­
ning hurried by all too quickly as we 
distributed messages from America, 
answered queries about old friends and 
acquaintances, and described our trip.

"Our first assignment,, but a tem­
porary one, was teaching at Gonzaga.

should be teaching all year or just for 

ence wait until we could give definite 
information. We found the school lo­
cated in the International Settlement 
at the corner of Kiaochow and Singa-

property had been turned into a facul­
ty residence, and a new school build­
ing had been erected during the Sum­
mer. This year has brought a good 
increase in the Chinese section with

families has more than doubled, and 
he now has a total of 153 Catholics. 
The task now is to convert pagans liv­
ing in the parish. How will this be 
done? Chiefly by opening a cate- 
chumenate. In fact, there will be two. 
one for men and one for women. On 
October 9, a group of nine was signed 
up. The number will probably in­
crease to fifteen and perhaps twenty, 
as this is the desired number. With 
such a group, classes will be held three 
times a week and, if possible, even 
daily. Thus we hope our new Saint 
Aloysius parish will grow.

“With the arrival of Father Mark 
Falvey, S.J., and Brother James Fin­
negan, S.J., on September 30, we both 
moved to Zi-ka-wei on the edge of

the fascinating task of learning the 
Chinese language. Paul O’Brien, S.J., 
has been giving us a great deal of as­
sistance in the work, as both he and 
George Dunne, S.J., have made great 
progress in their first year at Chinese. 
Our task is two-fold; for to learn to 
speak Chinese with its intonations and 
strange sounds is quite a different 
thing from learning to read and write 
the thousands of hieroglyphic-like 
characters. However, since we trust 

the Master who has called us into His 
vineyard will supply the help and 
strength that we lack, our enthusiasm 
is undaunted by the difficulties that lie 
ahead.”

As a postscript to our description of

printed in “Afield” for December, we 
arc told by Father Joseph Reith, S.J.:

Athletic Association.’ ' Ateneo is the 
Notre Dame of the Island in basket­
ball.”

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
A pioneer, Father John F. Hurley, 

S.J., greets us from the Ateneo de 
Manila:

"The Young Men's Sodality of 
Father John O’Connell, S.J., is a big 
advance for things religious in the 
town of Gingoog. A zealous priest

spite all his efforts, the men who went 
to the sacraments in a year in that 
town could be counted on the fingers

the thumb or pinky.
“It is no news for you, but it was 

a big event for us Saturday. What?

Father David A. Daly, SJ., the ever 
genial and attractive Pastor of Taqoloan. 
Oriental Misamis, P. I., whose pleas for 
American relief are always lightened by 

his prayerful confidence in Cod. 



and on that ignorance some of these 
robber enemies of the Faith would 

'Novena' is observed. Every evening 

gether to pray for the soul of the 
dead, to chat, play games and take a

a special Mass is said and the period 
of intense mourning is over. However, 
relatives, even to the second and third 
degree, will wear black for more than

"Some funerals are pompous affairs 
with ringing of bells, resounding can- 
tores, vested priest and a multitude of 
candles and paper flowers. The vigilia, 
a Spanish burial custom not uncom­
mon in the Philippines, is a stately

would a Mass. Simpler folks are given 
the ordinary burial service prescribed 

the burial of the many, many infants 
who die almost before they had a

wooden or pasteboard box frequently 

dens are laid upon the floor of the 
church to have the priest read over 

picture, how much more you should 
wish to keep the picture and statue of 
our Lord and our Lady and the Saints, 
your friends'. The outcome of that 
incident was the death knell of Protes­
tantism in that section. Many of the 
poor Filipinos are almost ignorant of 

The advantages of retreat work for 

lowing experience related by Theodore 
E. Daigler, S.J.:

"A young lawyer on retreat, told

Catholic friends resolved to throw 
away or destroy all the statues in his 
possession, because a Protestant min­
ister told him that they were idols and 
that it was sinful to have them. 'Lis­
ten here, replied my lawver friend.

mother hang there? Why don't you 
throw that away?’ 'Why that is my 
mother', came the reply. 'Well, my 

ALASKA

long time,” writes Father Martin Lon-
neux, S.J., of St. Michael's, Alaska. 
"We have had no real sickness; this 
was exceptional. Deo Graliast Spiritual 
results have been satisfying, too. The 
natives have shown a great attachment 
to their Faith. Their devotion is more 

been opposition. St. Michael’s has 
been a center of attraction for Whites 
of, doubtful reputation, and heavy 
drinkers. Liquor has come by barrels; 

to a native and he will not refuse. 
At times I had to act strongly to avert 

“But my people, true Catholics, 
showed good spirit, and I am proud of 
them. Last Easter when more than 
160 people came here from other 
places, I was fearful; but all the Cath­
olic natives, with very few exceptions, 
behaved perfectly.

off part of our roof, broke the chimney 
and nearly started a fire. In Spring, 
the storm shed caved in; so I either 
had to repair or abandon the place. I 
started the repairs in May and did 
everything myself except the heaviest 
work. I have made the chapel larger 
by making my living quarters smaller, 
as the big church built here during the 
boom is only a shell and cannot be 
used in Winter. I also painted the 
big church to save it from the sea air, 
which was eating deeply into the wood. 
It had not been painted for fifteen

"This extra work, however, has 
hindered my progress on the diction­
ary of the Innuit language. The na­
tives helped me in making new songs 
and correcting the old ones. We 
want to have them truly Innuit and 
not a mere translation of English.

"I corrected also the prayers of the 
Mass which had been translated into 
Innuit three years ago. As soon as 
I can mimeograph them for a few 
natives to read, they will be recited 
during the Mass. While the priest is 
saying them in Latin, the people will 
recite them in pure Innuit. After a 
year or two, those who cannot read 
will know them from hearing them. 
In this way, the people will follow 
Mass more devoutly.”

Kotzebue, Father Francis M. Menager, 

that will accommodate about two hun- 

improvements were called for, and lit­
tle by little we are making them. We 

contact with Whites for a long time. 
God helping, I am setting myself to 
the task, and perhaps after a year or 

things to the people in their own 
language without using an interpreter 
as I have to do now."

most northerly mission of the Jesuits: 
"I am in peace above the Arctic 

Circle, settled in the highest Catholic 
mission in the north of Alaska. I have 
been here not quite a month and am 

have not had to bother with a dog 
team, for the natives have excellent 
dogs, and if I have to go anywhere it 
will be cheaper to hire a dog team.

be done right here in Kotzebue, and, 
therefore, it is not wise to start mov­
ing around the trail until things arc 
put on a lasting footing right at head­
quarters.

“I have to learn another Eskimo 
language, and that will take time and 
patience. It will also mean writing 
a new set of prayers and songs and a 
new catechism. The language is not 
at all like that spoken by the Eskimos 
of the lower coast, though one can 
trace a relation between them. The 
language of the Eskimos of the lower 
coast is much more regular, whereas 
that spoken here is full of uncertainties 
and irregularities, probably owing to 

quarters for the priest. After an in­
terruption of three years, I am back 
where I began in Alaska,—that is, back 
to doing my own cooking and house- 

Writing from his new station at



Canada Province, at the age of seventy- 
three (having spent twenty-nine years on 
the Indian ^missions), is still preaching 

Ontario.

CANADIAN INDIANS

sionaries who were better equipped in 
every way, received more government 
support and were in the majority—he 
managed to make the Catholic popula­
tion about equal to that of his Protes­
tant neighbors. In 1902, Cape Croker 
had fifty Protestant families and only 

Croker. He was very glad to be a 
missionary, doing real mission work, 
like his peers, Saints John Brebeuf and 
Daniel Lalcmant and the other heroes 
of old. At once he set to work to 

—for us of the younger generation to 
recall now and then the heroic lives of 
some of our veteran missionaries. 
Donald Killerin, Jesuit Scholastic at

lines on Father Joseph Cadot, S.J.,

Upper Canada:
“When, twenty-nine years ago.

did not go to Cape Croker at once, but 
spent a year studying Indian at Gar­
den River and Fort William. He says 
of this language, 'It may sound harsh

in its full sounds the cry of birds, 
waters lapping on pebbled shores or 
the winds playing in pine forests’.

“Following the year of preparation. 
Father Cadot was summoned by Fa­

true owner. Despite great difficulties 

Cadot went faithfully about his Mast- 

BRITISH HONDURAS

soon we intend to open a high school 
with Sister M. Rosella in charge and 
Sister M. Eleanor as an able assistant. 

where ‘the harvest is great and the 
laborers few’, the Sisters have gone 

daily that the good God may send, 
even at this eleventh hour, zealous 
workers into the missions of the Cana-

swer to a call for volunteers, sailed for
British Honduras on August 26:

"It is with pleasure that I enclose

aries who so generously volunteered 

"What he has done for the Indians 
will live on in their children. He has 
Christianized them, and has built up 

thirty Catholic; now there are five 
hundred Protestants and four hundred 
and fifty-five Catholics.

“Through many long years of un-

zcal. However, hardships and old age 

attend to two missions, Cape Croker 
and Saugcen. This latter mission is 
called ‘The Missionary’s Cross’. Three 
years ago, Saugeen had only six per­
sons at Mass. Father Cadot, urged by 
the Holy Spirit, set out at seventy 
years of age to remedy this sad condi­
tion. He had wonderful success. On 
Sundays now he has fifty regular at­
tendants at Mass. Love conquers all.

“What is the secret of Father’s suc- 

at Cape Croker. He has civilized them 
by music: his famous Bruce County 
Band; by education: through the Nuns 
of the Sacred Heart.

"Father Cadot knows that he must 
soon leave the mission field. His one 

Belize, British Honduras, Sister M. 
Teresa, R.S.M., gives further news 
about Sister M. Eleanor, R.S.M., of 
Dallas, Pa., and Sister M. Rosella, R.S.

acter and personality. His people love 
him. God gave him many excellent 
qualities for drawing people to the 
things of Heaven. Above all, he has 
trained himself to wonderful patience. 
He is kind even to a fault. He gives 
his own front room for a boy’s club; 
he lives on small rations that he may 
give to others; and in all things he 
seeks only the good of the Indian. They 
all know of his courage and constancy.

and who are now happily and busily at 
work teaching in our Academy. Rc- 

That Father Quirinus P. Leonard, 

God. The Lord Mayor of San Antonio 
was the first to shake hands with the

There was a recital of marimba music 

The young ladies of Belize will have 
every opportunity then for secondary 
education and every facility for ad-

of Belize appreciate higher education, 
we feel that St. Catherine’s Academy 

ceived from P. A. Avila, native school 
master at San Antonio Cayo, B. H-:

"About 7:00 P.M., Friday, October 
27, Father Leonard, accompanied by 
Maestro L. B. Garcia of Santa Elena,

instruments. The school children gave 
an exhibition of singing.

"On Sunday, the feast of Christ the 
King, High Mass was celebrated and 
the children sang in a most beautiful 
manner. Father Leonard gave a sim­
ple but fervent sermon and impressed 
all by the very devout way in which 
he said his Mass.”

sionary Sisters will be blessed with

of Dallas, Pa.. and Sister M. 'Rosella. post nr P.O.'s,.— or ......

Bclisc, British Honduras, on '.-lugust 26. 
and arc now happily engaged in teaching
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if parish is long and wide, extending some 
fifty kilometers along difficult shore roads 
and over more difficult mountain passes. 
When in my boyhood I watched in breath­
less awe movie actors descend on horseback 

what seemed sheer cliffs, I never dreamt I’d be doing 
the same some day. It is all in the life of a missionary. 

Probably, you have seen pictures of little children rid­
ing on the backs of innocent looking carabaos. These 
animals are normally the last word in gentleness, yet 
when something goes wrong with them, Buffalo Bill's 
bisons would be meek lambs compared with them. About 
two weeks ago, I attended the death-bed of a man gored 
by a carabao. Only the other day also, Father Con- 
sunji gave the last sacraments to a man who met with 
a similar accident. After the man had confessed, and 
was being anointed, he lapsed into delirium and died

When one is here a few years, he begins to take things 
for granted and feels he has been living here all his 
life. Only when a stranger comes to our shores and 
keeps gazing at the lizards running about the walls and 
ceilings of our conventos, or, to pass to the sublime, 
only when a newly-arrived Father gives vent to his 
priestly joy at seeing an infant soul pass from the re­
generating waters, sine ullis eorum mentis, to the un­
ending bliss of Heaven, then it is that we realize that 
many customary daily occurrences here may prove of 
interest to the folks at home. A short time ago, I picked 
up a snake outside my window and have encountered a 
few, heard a rattle or two—but these things you have 
at home.

These are busy days, and we were wistfully looking 

and no recruits are in sight. Here, one must be modera­
tor for all societies, be on duty every day, Sunday being 
the hardest, excluding fiestas, which are veritable orgies 
of work. One sits in the confessional after breakfast 
to hear the school children for their first Friday Com­
munion. The last time this occurred, I had to smile, 
almost laugh at myself (the Lord forgive the irrever­
ence of laughing at being called on a sick call). But I 
was too ambitious that particular day and wanted to 
clean up work after the confessions. Man proposes, but 
God disposes. So I hied myself off to the distant call 
and prepared an old man for the last journey, returned 
and entered the box again. This is still a mission coun­
try in more ways than one. As one Filipino Father once 
remarked, it would be easier and more encouraging to 
work among the pagan Chinese than among many of 
these people who were spoiled by heresy before they 
ever learned how to make the Sign of the Cross. (May 
the Sacred Heart reign once again in these hotbeds of 
proud indifference 1) Gradually, we are making inroads 
in the worst of these towns in some of which we have 
had to suffer not only for the Faith but also for being 
Americans. So we have been doubly blessed.

BESIDES, we have been blessed here with the ap­
pointment of Brother Manuel Pascua who was a 

pupil of the writer some twelve years ago at Seminary- 
College, Vigan, in the Province of Ilocos Sur. Brother 
is a great consolation to all and a relief especially to the 
Fathers. For years, our convento has been the dis­
pensary, refuge for the sick and wounded. Desperate 
Uses have been treated here, and when we doubted we 
prayed or used a little St. Ignatius water in the medicine. 
One night we kept here in the convento, a poor man



struck down by an auto. He’s on the road again. Some 
of the swings in the amusement park we erected op­
posite the convento, we tied up for a while, as there were 
several accidents in a short time, one girl’s head being 
opened from end to end. Boils and all manner of skin 
diseases are treated. Often infections are produced by 
mere scratching. When the patient returns repeatedly 
with boils, we give a tonic. Cod-liver oil in many of 

tropical to do much serious analyzing and thinking here. 
Like Goldsmith’s parson in the deserted village, “all my 
serious thoughts have rest in Heaven.” The language 
is very idiomatic. In the various dialects, words in com­
mon usage, such as, e.g., day, night, sun, moon, stars, 
etc., are very similar, there being only a difference of a 
letter here and there. Due to former lack of means of 
communication, divergences have occurred. The study 
is interesting and fascinating, full of natural mysteries.

How we would like to open fifth grade in our St. 
Joseph’s recognized school of Tagnipa. It means much, 
as the children come from near and far and can bring 
back what they learn to the mountain barrios. After

tonic, is indicated especially in beri-beri which is not 
infrequent here. We are noticeably drawing the people 
away from their quack doctors.

Little by little, we are accustoming the natives to the 
proper use of proper medicines, and by taking the more 
urgent cases to the Cagayan hospital, we will gradually 

FROM time to time I have ambitioned writing an 
article on the dialects of the Philippine Islands in 

pressions for their ailments and symptoms, and to be able 
to phrase properly for them directions for medical treat­
ment, doses, etc. Our terms often have to be combined 
with set Spanish words, though very little Spanish is un­
derstood here. At times, in explaining and demonstrating 
with spoon and glass, the proper administration of the 
various medicines, I take a little myself to remove their

fourth grade, they have just about enough English to 
be able to study profitably the textbook on "home­
economics,” and under the guidance of a good teacher 
can learn valuable lessons for their home and community 
life, acquiring practical knowledge and skill in agricul­
tural and industrial work. Our school is situated in a 
far more advantageous and convenient place than the 
public school. Then, we have the various "kindergarten” 
schools, the object of which is to prepare the children 
for the reception of the sacraments. What a burden to 
keep them supplied with chalk, blackboards, bells, etc.!

For in some places, 
the teachers conduct
practically full-fledged 
schools, especially in 
barrios which boast of 
no public school. The 
Master and Lord of 
the little children has 
made our burden light, 
through the help of 
friends in the States. 
May these friends con­
tinue to keep us in 
their prayers.

The church and convento 
al Tagnipa, a center of 
missionary activity that ex­
tends to the adjacent sta­
tions of Alubihid, Lourdes 
Mantikaw, Molungan, and 
points north, south, east



THE WHITE NURSE 
(Continued from page 3)

sight. He didn’t need to be, for 
Isaac was well and the White Nurse 
wouldn’t be coming into camp. The 
day before, though. Sister was
asked to name the price of her 
services. Not wishing to relieve 
poverty-familiar Isaac of a blanket, 
she accepted one of his photos, 
depicting Isaac sprouting a plethora 
of head-feathers, wearing a chest 
protector of beaded buckskin and 
driveling from elbows, hips, knee- 
joints, all sorts of jingle bells, 
eagle’s claws and weasel pelts.

A few post-mortem reflections on 
this Isaac affair: it is similar to the 
parable of the Good Samaritan. 
Though it does not explicitly state 
that the traveler in the Gospel was 
stabbed in the back and pitched in 
a mud hole, still the results are 
nearly identical: both men very sick. 
If we continue, I guess the White 
Nurse becomes the Good Samari- 

of Providence was in the mission, 
and when the aged Indian assured 
her that, were the White Nurse here, 
he surely would live, she telegraphed 
Sister John Gabriel to come at once.

In a trice, Sister was en route, 
glad to make the journey to save 
Isaac. But while this journey was 
in progress, Isaac went on another, 
that inevitable trip across the Hills

A YEAR later double pneumonia 
decisively floored old Isaac. 

Immediately, he called for the White 
Nurse, who was now two hundred 
miles away. However, the Mother 

Draw a line under all this, and the 
total merely depicts a missionary at 
work, for body and soul, the cor­
poral and spiritual works of mercy, 
in action. A missionary’s life is not 
a Robinson Crusoe existence on a
tattered mission, hopelessly ma­
rooned from the busy world, strenu­
ously employed in refined idleness.

On the contrary, there is action, 
always "something attempted, some­
thing done," with no time for day 
dreaming of the noisy, meaningless 
world that so seldom pauses to scan 
the blueprints of Christ’s doctrine. 
Missionary lives are full—full of 
unselfish labors for God.

JAVA
(Continued from page 9) 

primitive art that is real art, with its 
weird oriental music, its stern 
batiks and tapestries, its variegated 
fauna and flora. That is its "fatal 
gift of beauty 1” “Would thou wert 
less lovely or more powerful ...”

power strong enough to drive back 

FROM the earliest dawn of his­
tory, we hear of one tribe after 
another, sweeping like waves over 

the island, each forcing its prede­

many an age. This power existed in 
the Hindoo-Javanic  era; its superior 
culture is still testified to by thou­
sands of temples, statues and tombs, 
—many of them being more than 
one thousand years old—that are 
the envy of our modern architects. 
No sooner, however, was this power 
weakened than the incursions began 
again: the Mohammedans—first 
coming as merchants, and preachers 
from Arabia—who soon provoked 
strife and then became conquerors. 
In the sixteenth century, when the 
peaceful penetration of the new 
faith had been completed, the Por­
tuguese came for the first time in 
search of the spice trade with the 
Moluccas. In their turn they were 
expelled by the Dutch; in 1602 the 
Dutch East Indian Company was 
formed; at first a purely commer­
cial body, the Company gradually 
obtained political powers and as­
sumed political authority over near­
ly the whole of Java. At the down­
fall of Napoleon, after the East 
Indian Company had been liquida­
ted, the colonies became a national 
possession of Holland. Since the 
Dutch Government introduced free­
dom of religion, Catholicism—at 
last—got a chance for work in these 
far removed countries.

In concluding these brief notes, 
we quote the saying of J. P. Coen, 
the famous Governor General of the 
seventeenth century: "Never de­
spair,” he used to write, "never give 
up. A grand task is to be done in 
the east." Well, Dutch energy, 
Dutch stubborn tenacity has grad­
ually built up industries, agricul­
tures and commercial enterprises 
that may indeed be considered to be 
true wonders.

We missionaries are hard at it to
accomplish the far greater wonder: 
the conversion of both a Mohamme-

est known man was found. That is

dan and Buddhist country that gen­
erally shows itself so rebellious to 
the yoke of the Gospel.

the fate of Java: to be considered 
the birth-place of first-born men, 
yet to be among the last-born to the 
Faith.

civilized world thank you, Peter 
. . . and modern missionaries still 
imitate you. . . . But, sad to say, 
there are men even today who think 
and talk as did those visitors of 
yours on that day so long ago. . - •

EVEN AS TODAY 
(Continued from page 11) 

the spokesman, “your exile—your 
sufferings—your hardships. . . .’ 

'They,” said Peter, “are as God 
wills. In the suffering and blood of 
Christ, the Church was born. In 
the suffering and blood of mission­
aries and in the heroic sacrifices of 
those left sorrowing behind, the 
Church both in the homeland and 
among the pagans will take its 
growth. It is God’s will. It is 
God’s way.”

Slowly the delegation of promi­
nent Faithful took its leave; and 
shortly after, the first of the 
Church’s long line of missionaries 
began the long trek that has not yet 
ended.

THUNDER GOD
(Continued from page 13) 

part without leaving their coins for 
him. And so he died. His Thunder 
God had let him down.

The mother-in-law had set up 
there. A typical peasant woman, in 
her patched trousers and short blue 
coat of rough canvas. She was reap­
ing undreamed of wealth in the cop­
pers that came to her daily as a re­
sult of the hate of a son-in-law.

Superstition dying out in China. 
Well, it is not wise to generalize. 
Only twenty miles away lies the 
great, modernized city of Shanghai.

I sat on the verandah of the Ob­
servatory with Brother Joseph 
Aguinagalde, S.J., who has passed 
thirty-three years here on the hill at 

(Continued on page 28)
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with the mental tempo of our times. 
Yet, the title is merely indicative of the 
timeliness of the truths it entitles—the 
essentials of modern religious research. 

have meaning; signs signify and symbols 
symbolize; while the very altar stone 
itself tells its story of other days and

of the ways of God. And always, keep­
ing pace with each unfolding mystery of 
ritual, runs with insistent majesty, the 
God-like consciousness of the student's 
own dignity as a child of God, concor- 
porate with Christ, a member of His 
Mystical Body, adopted into the family 
life of Heaven.

national history. If only as a memorial 
to the Faith of our fathers, no less than 
to their modern sons and daughters of 
the Faith, let the work go on. Prospere 
procede el regno.

This is a handy vade-mecum, explain­
ing the essential and integral parts of 
the Mass and adding an anthology of 
the Church's more popular prayers. 
Practical moral mementoes are ap­
pended for memories that lapse and 
fail.

The Mass Book. The Paulist
Press, 401 West 59th St., New

Christian Life and Worship. By 
Gerald Ellard, S.J., Ph.D. The 
Bruce Publishing Company, 
New York, Milwaukee, Chi­
cago. Price $2.00.

Opening the pages of "Christian Life 
and Worship” is like opening a treasure 
vault of graces, natural and supernat­
ural. Or, better still, perhaps, it is like 
opening the doors of the Catholic Church 
itself which, for the first time, our col­
legiate youth is invited to enter and 
appreciate, from the point of view of the 
Mystical Body as studied in Corporate 
Worship. Natural Life and the Super­
Life; A Christocentric Universe and the 
Social Obligations of Christian Christo- 
crats; The Story of the Divine Bridge- 
Builder, Who, daily, from the rising of 
the sun even to the going down, spans 
by His Sacrifice the distance from man 
to God; the Temple of each Sacrifice 
and the setting of the Sacrifice itself, 
together with the liturgical significance 
of each least detail; the Mystery of 

Religious Certainty. By Martin 
J. Scott, S.J. P. J- Kenedy & 
Sons, New York, N. Y. Price 
$1.50 cloth cover, 25 cents 
paper cover.
The very title is a proof that this 

ance; the Beautiful Rites of Baptism, 
Confirmation, Eucharist, Penance, Mat­
rimony, Holy Orders and the Last 
Anointing, sacramental love-tokens, each 
in its apostolic setting; the Rationale of 
all Sacramentals; the Master and the 
masterpiece—these are some of the fea­
tures that will cause the reader’s mind 
and will and affections to ascend and 
descend continually, this Jacob's ladder 
of grace, with alternate satisfaction and 
desire. Rites whose significance for the 

the very spirit of Christ”—"I freely and 
gladly admit that I am proselytizing my 
Catholic brethren.”

Like all Protestantism, they are strong 

pose as, for example, "The dominant 

spiritual life of America with the dy­
namic of the Christian Gospel,”—but they 
arc helpless in giving a reason for their 
faith, as, for example, "I find that our 
workers are at a total loss, when it 
comes to defining the relation between 
social and religious work. They have 
no more conception of what Christianity 
means . . ." —"The Mission, the 
Foreign Language Church and the 
Department Church are the main 
branches through which the religious 
work of the mission enterprise among

ods most commonly used are, first, the 
corner meeting, second, the house to 
house canvass, third, the revival meeting, 
fourth, the distribution of tracts and 
bibles.”—“We hope that our work of 
winning the children of Catholic immi­
grants for the church will be greatly 
facilitated, if we get hold of them at an The American Catholic Whos 

Who—1934-35. Romig & Co., 
10457 Gratiot Ave., Detroit, 
Michigan. Price $3.75 post­

impressed and guided." The Catholic 
reader’s one consolation is the conviction 
based upon the author’s creditable 
appraisal of results, that, despite a cam­
paign that has lasted fifty years and 
demanded an outlay of possibly one hun­
dred million dollars, the conclusion is as 
follows: “The mission enterprise has 
failed to realize the main purpose for

Protestant Home Missions to 
Catholic Immigrants. By The­
odore Abel. Institute of Social 
and Religious Research, New 
York. Price $1.00.

The tenor of the work herein 
described is evident from the title. A 
few catch quotations, however, may con­
vince ingenuous Catholics of the arro­
gant designs of Protestants towards our 
Catholic immigrants. “The most effect- 
tive way to make good Americans of the

membership of Protestant churches"— 
“Jesuitism is a menace to the spirit of 

wondering and wandering souls the con­
solations of revelation. It will shock the 
apathetic into salutary interest and stay 
the ravages of that indifference which 
like pernicious anaemia is sapping the 
strength of modern religious life. Christ 
once challenged the Jews: "Which of 
you shall convince Me of sin?" Their 
silence was eloquent. In his chapter on 
“Christ's Church Must Be Holy,” Father 
Scott throws down his gauntlet to the 
modem world. May the modern world, 
with God's grace and its own good will, 
accept the challenge of the facts and their 
own logical conclusions, the conclusions 
of this latest contribution to Father 
Scott’s growing and popular library of 
apologetics, namely, “The Catholic 
Church alone teaches all that Christ 
taught, upholds the standards that He 
reared, inspires in multitudes the heroic 
life of consecrated service which He 
lived, speaks with the certainty and unity 
which He manifested, and, in a word, is 
like Him, the Light of the world."

As early as page sixteen, the author's 
strategy of logic is opened to the analysis 
of his readers, when he premises “(1) 
that Christ is God in the true sense; 
(2) that He established a Church; (3) 
that He guaranteed this Church perpet­
ual existence and immunity from error 
in teaching religious truth; (4) that the 
Church so established is the Catholic 
Church.” It is these four theses that 
are established throughout the succeed­
ing pages with statements of piston rod 
directness and with all the impelling 
impact of right reason. The book is a 
polemic for the people. It orders men’s

will with reason and faith, outlaws athe­
ism, court-martials skepticism and arrays 

The names recorded in "The Ameri­
can Catholic Who’s Who” have as their 
least common denominator the possession 
of a Catholic philosophy of life, in the 
exercise of which some individuals arc 
raised to the nth degree of dignity, 
according to their achievements in the 
professional, financial, civic and social 
movements of our day. Aside from this 
monument of a record in print, merited 
by those whose names are here inscribed, 
the book is an admirable apologetic for 
the contributions of Catholics to Ameri­
can life and letters. Even he who runs 
may read the testimony of that racial 
integrity, cultural pre-eminence in art 
and science and tried and true Ameri­
canism that is so ignorantly challenged 
at significantly recurring instances in our 
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Immediately, it came. "Lai tse,

“Oh, you hear that almost every 
night here,” said Brother. "Some­
one is dying down there and they 
are trying to call the soul back. 
Listen and you will hear the an-

low, that calling back of dying

Superstition dead?

the usual., answer, “Yes, your boys 
may go', provided you are willing 
that they should be baptized in case 
they want to, and you, yourselves, 
are willing to listen to the instruc­
tions of the catechist." They agreed 
to these two conditions and the boys 
went to Bhagalpore, into the care 
of Fathers Stoy, Mullen and Mor-

I was hoping to tell you about the 
Santal girls’ school in Bhagalpore, 
but this letter has run on too long. 
How those Sisters can train girls! 
Work, sanctity. Catholic culture for 
a hundred Santal girls—all on the 
verandahs of a former planter’s 
bungalow. Now I’m sure this let­
ter must end before it drifts onto 
that subject.

THUNDER GOD 
(Continued from page 26) 

Zose. The rice fields and number­
less canals far below lay under the 
deep blackness of night. Suddenly, 
there floated up to us out of the 
darkness a weird, chilling, long 
drawn cry. "Lai tse, lai tse!" It 
was just such a cry as a ghost might 
make. I started. 

AMONG THE SANTALS 
OF NARAINPUR 

(Continued from page 15) 
will become quite evident to you. 
Some months ago three pagan 
Santal men, at the suggestion of 
a catechist, came and asked if 
their boys could be sent to the Mis­
sion Boarding School, which the 
Mission nms free of charge in the 
Hindu town of Bhagalpore. The 
boys were of suitable age, so I gave

off.
"You see,” Brother went on, 

“One of the family climbs up on 
the roof. The other wanders about 
the fields calling the soul back. He 
is answered by the man stationed 
on the roof. Thirty-three years I

Bishop Sullivan’s visit to Narain- 
pur, the catechist brought two of 
those pagan fathers for Baptism. 
Two weeks later I went out to their 
village, said Mass there, baptized 
their families, and some of their 
neighbors, fifteen persons in one 
day. Others of the village have 
boys they wish to send to Bhagal­
pore school. So you see, there are 
two material agencies that are 
bringing these splendid Santal 
people into the True Faith: cat­
echists and Bhagalpore school.

A CATECHIST costs about 
three dollars a month, and a 

boy at school costs a dollar and a 
half a month. Unfortunately, the 
particular section of Patna Mission 
entrusted to me has lacked benefac­
tors. This has come about largely 
because of necessary frequent 
changes of the missionary in charge. 
Father Pettit’s great pioneer work 
in Narainpur ended too quickly with 
his transfer to Bettiah, to take 
charge of Khrist Raja High School, 
and Narainpur passed to Father 
Conway. Father Conway’s more 
than heroic labors, brought to an 
end by an untimely death, were of 
but one short year’s duration, and 
Father Scott held the Mission for 
an interval. Then it came to my in­
experienced hands. But in the fre­
quent changes, Narainpur’s identity 
as one of the fruitful missions was 
quite forgotten, and that at the very 
time when the long depression in 
America was finally eliminating the 
missioner’s last personal helpers. I 
wouldn’t explain this at length, but 
I have reason to believe that you 
are eager to know the intimate state 
of the Mission. And, too, I imagine 
it’s more satisfying for instance, to 
know exactly why and how cate­
chists are needed in Narainpur dis­
trict, than merely to hear the fa­
miliar statement that catechists are 
needed in the missions.

g 5
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Kilian was obliged to leave his station, 

district now have churches, whose 
thousand and more Christians are the 
result of this missionary’s continual 
struggles with paganism and other 
isms. The details of those encounters 
are much too interesting to be found 
in print,—also too voluminous. They 
must be omitted here. They can, how­
ever, on occasion, be drawn forth, un­
folded, spun to considerable length 
when Father Kilian finds opportunity 
of conversing with friends in his own 
language. In the past those opportun­
ities have been limited to about once 
a month, when ’The Torn Father', as 
the Santal girls at Bhagalpur have 
nicknamed him, drifted into Bhagalpur

view his troubles from a distance. 
There, close behind the lines, where 
Fathers R. H. Mullen, S.J., and P. L. 
Frank, S.J., run a school and also keep 
open house for all Santal mission 
workers, Father Kilian's brethren have 
heard of the stirring adventures at-

Sugathan.

taken by the American Mission of 
Patna. After a long spell under fire, 
there must be some scars to patch up 
or some shrapnel to remove (he does 
not recall having ever been shell- 
shocked) and these little operations 
will be effected by a visit home. Then 
he can return with new energy to his 
sector on the mission front.

"That sector at present is a thousand 
square miles of sandy rocky country 
inhabited by the smiling Santal race. 
This tract has been the Father’s 
stamping ground for the past three 
years. It centers around a truculent 
village called Sugathan, where for 
reasons of chance, fate or geography, 
the Father has evolved his home and 
central church edifice. The location of 
his main station in this one surliest 

times of blessing to his mission. It 
was while he was detained by illness

of the opposition in his district capitu­
lated to him. In the Father’s absence 
they had launched a drive against his 
new Christians, and when the drive 
collapsed the leaders decided it would 
be more interesting to fight on the 
winning side. During his more recent 
stay in Calcutta, while Father Henry 
I. Westropp, S.J., was caring for 
Sugathan, unusual numbers of cate­
chumens accepted the yoke of Christ, 
and a formerly hostile village asked 
for admission en masse. During the 
present furlough, Fathers Stoy and

characteristic of the circumstances in 
which Father Kilian has generally 
been working since his coming to the 
Mission. The splendid group of 
Christians who attend Mass at Suga­
than are strictly commuters.

Westropp will be on duty out there 
at Sugathan. May the great harvest

“Father Kilian has other helpers 
near Sugathan about whose extraordi­
nary deeds he is much more fluent 
than about his own. Four Sisters of 
the Institute of the Blessed Virgin

district of Sugathan, out-smiling the 
smiling Santals, attending the sick, 
stabilizing the mission. Spiritual Ama­
zons they are, laughing at difficulties 
as they go forth from their earth-

”We commend Father Kilian to any

searching his way in America. There 
arc various ways in which you could

moved from his beloved Sugathan. 
The first obvious one that suggests 
itself to us who have frequently seen 
him setting out for his station, would 
be to give him a ride in your old Ford. 
Leave off the magneto and have the 
batteries weak. Load the rear seat 
with window frames, doors, church 
furniture and spare parts for an ox- 

their pupils should find seats some­
where back of this load. Get fifty 
miles away from the nearest amateur 
garage, on a country road where rivers 
arc many and bridges few. It will be 
the duty of the Sisters to obtain mira­
cles from the Little Flower every time 
the engine dies. At the end of the 
journey, lodge him most anywhere, 
omit the trimmings, provide black cof­
fee and hard tack.”

May Father Kilian’s stay in America 
be profitable to. him physically . and

missionary who, of course, was beg­
ging for funds. In the course of his 
letter he happened to mention that he 

bird store.’ That touch of humor 
made the good woman suspicious: no 
bona fide missionary, she felt,. would 
talk like that, and she concluded that 
he must be a fraud. She had come to 
us apparently to have her suspicion

up in the Catholic Directory and we 
found him to be perfectly genuine. 
As we remember it, the woman was 
almost sorry.

"Now, that woman's attitude illus­
trates a popular misconception: the 
impression has. somehow got abroad

humor, or at least that they ought to 
have but little. Well, if missionaries

out on the missions very long, as our 
fellow Jesuit, Richard Welfle, down in 
India remarked in a recent issue of 
Catholic Missions. But as a consequence 
of the popular idea that the missioner 
is a gaunt individual with long beard

IRAQ
Illustrated by a cut with the cap­

tion, "This will put them in a giving ; 
humor—maybe," Father Edward F. 
Madaras, S.J., writes from Iraq:

"We glance at our note book and 
we observe that we jotted down some­
thing not long ago about humor in ' 
mission publications. Maybe this ef­
fusion is going to sound something .

search our motives we find them up­
right, so we’ll go ahead. By way of 
introduction, we’ll tell a story. In 
our Scholastic days when we were 
teaching at Toledo (oh no! not Spain), 
a woman came to us one day with a 

Father James R Gibbons, S.J., of the Missouri Province, missionary at Chakni in 
Patna Mission, India, furnishes a nilgai feast for his poor people. He writes: "Nilgai 
as well as deer are plentiful, and sometimes come right into our back yard. There is 

great rejoicing amongst the poor villagers when any game is captured:
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