


The record of a decade In This Issue ftf

Page

282 *
ft 283

283

284
*

285’

286

287

288

290

FOUNDED IN 1841 291

HOLY CROSSfl
FORDHAM 292 COLLEGEfl

UNIVERSITY 293

A.B. and B.S. COURSES
294

CONDUCTED BY THE JESUITS
Editorials 296

The Mission Intention 297
ACommunications 297

298 f)1

299
A

304
1

A**
305

306fl
Grateful Acknowledgments . .. . 308

Jesuit Missions is indexed in
Write for Bulletin—Specify Department

* 
t

Midnight Mass—A Poem
John J. Walsh, S.J.........

Martyrs of Ceylon
Albert S. Foley, S.J.......
Life in death.

Christmas Greetings ..................

Afield with American Jesuits. ..

Frontispiece
The Night of Nights........

Children’s Faces Haunt Me
Peter J. Sontag, S.J.........
Children of India.

Talking of Haunted Houses
Walter Hamilton. S.J.............
The extra curricula missionary 
activities.

Border Incidents
Charles D. Simons, S.J 
"As God wishes." CONSERVATIVE college 

which retains the best of the 
classical traditions.

The Faith in Batavia
Rt. Rev. Peter Willekens, S.J..
A South Seas conquest.

A Harvest of Happiness
Joseph P. Donovan, S.J............
Under northern lights.

Book Reviews ..............................

Entrance by Certificate 
or by Examination

PROGRESSIVE college which 
meets the highest modern edu 
cational requirements.

COMPLETE college which 
glories in molding character in 
her students.
FEARLESS college which 
teaches the fundamental truthi 
pertaining to eternal as well as 
temporal life.

*

Bulletin of information on admis­
sions will be mailed upon application 
to Dean of Freshmen, Holy Cross 

College, Worcester, Mass.

WHERE EDUCATION 
IS HIGHER EDUCATION 

AND HIGHER 
EDUCATION IS CATHOLIC!

Additional Facilities for
Resident Students

The Man and the Book
Michael J. McCarthy, S.J.. . . 
Procurator, publicity agent, 
pep man and professor of 
Baghdad College.

Calumet Takes His Daka
William R. Hussey, S.J...........
What, no daka!

Port Antonio
Francis X. Downey, S.J............
A shepherd in his pastures.

In a Chinese Monastery
Cornelius Pineau, S.J...............
Superstition versus religion.

"He Came Unto His Own"
Austin V. Dowd, S.J.................
Over the hills to Heaven.

From Many Climes
Around the Mission World...

Christmas Among the Sioux
Leo C. Cunningham, S.J.........
An Indian lullaby for the 
Christ Child.

LOYOLA
UNIVERSITY

Chicago, Illinois
(Conducted by the Jesuits)

Graduate School, Arts and Sciences 
Social Work, Commerce, Home Study 
Law. Medicine, Dentistry, Nursintf

Volume X (1936) 
of

JESUIT MISSIONS
Bound in red cloth 
lettered in gold.
$3.00 postpaid
Order now from

JESUIT MISSION PRESS
257 Fourth Ave., New York, N. Y.

Ten Volumes
of

JESUIT MISSIONS
Uniformly bound in heavy 
red cloth, lettered in gold.

The complete set
$25.00 postpaid

UNIVERSITIES
FORDHAM UNIVERSITY 

Fordham Road, New York, N. Y. 
GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY

Washington, D. C.
JOHN CARROLL UNIVERSITY
University Heights, Cleveland, Ohio

LOYOLA UNIVERSITY
Chicago, Ill.

MARQUETTE UNIVERSITY 
1131 W. Wisconsin Ave., Milwaukee. Wi* 

ST. LOUIS UNIVERSITY
St. Louis, Mo.

UNIVERSITY OF SAN FRANCISCO 
2130 Fulton St., San Francisco. Cal.

XAVIER UNIVERSITY
Cincinnati, Ohio

COLLEGES
CANISIUS COLLEGE

Main St. and Jefferson Ave., Buffalo, N. Y.
HOLY CROSS COLLEGE

Worcester, Mass.
LOYOLA COLLEGE

4501 N. Charles St., Baltimore, Md.
LOYOLA COLLEGE

7141 Sherbrooke St. W., Montreal, Canada 
ROCKHURST COLLEGE

5225 Troost Ave., Kansas City, Mo.
ST. PETER'S COLLEGE

1 Newark Ave.. Jersey City, N. J.

HIGH SCHOOL
GEORGETOWN PREPARATORY

Garrett Park. Maryland

FORDHAM ROAD
Adjoining Bronx Park New York City

i the 
Catholic Periodical Index published 
by the Catholic Library Association.

ft
ftft

ft

ft

Fordham College.................... Fordham Road
Fordham College Downtown Division,

Woolworth Building 
College of Pharmacy..............Fordham Road
School of Law,

Woolworth Building, also Fordham Road 
Graduate School,

Woolworth Building, also Fordhem Road 
Teachers' College,

Woolworth Building, also Fordham Road 
School of Business... .Woolworth Building 
School of Social Service.Woolworth Building 
Summer School ............Fordham Road
Fordhem Preparatory School.Fordham Road

Jesuit Missions, December, 1936. Vol. X. No. 11. Published monthly September to June; the North
Incorporated, 257 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y., in the interests of the home and foreign missions attached to the North . American rw 
the Society of Jesus. Subscription price, $1.00; six years, $5.00; Canadian and Foreign, a year. nee . February 28, 1925,
at the Post Office, New York under the act of March 3, 1879. Acceptance of special ra

paragraph 4, section 412, Postal Laws and Regulations, authorized January 14. 1927.



'QIlu' Ainrrtran Ureuita in tip foreign misatons 
iiiiiih gou one anil all a Ijoly and WPH (Chrtstnnia

They will remember you on Christmas. 
You who have done so much for them by 
your prayers and financial assistance, will 
share in their works and the Masses and 
prayers they will offer on Christ’s Nativity 
for their benefactors.

May we ask: Will you remember them? 
For the sake of their Master and yours, 
will you try to he generous to them this 
Christmas? Any gift, every gift, large or 
small for the American Jesuit Missionaries 
will be gratefully received and as gratefully 
acknowledged. Please send that gift without 
delay to JESUIT MISSION PRESS, 257 
Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y., or to one 
of the Mission Procurators listed below.

Jamaica, B. W. I., an island in the Caribbean lying south of 
'i-uba, is the field of foreign missionary labors of the New Eng­
land Province of the Society of Jesus. Educational work at 
Baghdad College in the capital of the Kingdom of Iraq; is 
entrusted to Jesuits from each of the American Provinces, but 
Miis work is administered by the New England Province of the 
society of Jesus. The Province Mission Procurator is

REV. GEORGE M. MURPHY, SJ.
Boston College, Chestnut Hill, Mass.

The Philippine Islands, a foreign-home mission comprising a 
irirge portion of the Island of Mindanao in the dioceses of 
-aamboanga and Cagayan, the leper colonies of Culion and Cebu, 
□nd educational work in Manila; and Missions in Southern 
'Maryland for Negroes are entrusted to the Jesuits of the 
Maryland-New York Province which comprises the Middle Atlan- 
icoc States. The Province Mission Procurator is

REV. THOMAS B. CANNON, SJ.
51 East 83rd Street, New York, N. Y.

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

REV. LEON A. FOSTER, SJ.
1076 West Roosevelt Road, Chicago, 111.

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 is

REV. FRANCIS B. PRANGE, SJ.
Holy Cross, Alaska

American Indian Missions in Wyoming and South Dakota; and 
British Honduras, a foreign mission in Central America amongst 
the Caribs and Maya Indians, are cared for by the Jesuits of the 
midwestern States that comprise the Missouri Province. This 
Province also cares for four Negro Missions; three in Missouri, 
in or near St. Louis, and one in Omaha, Nebraska. Address

PROVINCE MISSION PROCURATOR
221 N. Grand Boulevard, St. Louis, Mo.

The Chinese Missions of the Jesuits of the California Province 
which comprises the States of California, Nevada, Utah and 
Arizona, are in Nanking, Shanghai and other sections of China. 
The Province Mission Procurator is

REV. JOHN J. LAHERTY, S.J.
55 W. San Fernando St., San Jose, Calif.

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 Staes, are tilling these 
fields. The Province Mission Procurator is

REV. JEAN LAPEYRE, S.J.
4133 Banks St., New Orleans, La.

Canadian Indian Missions along Lake Huron and Georgian 
Bay; north of Lake Superior; and along the Albany River are 
cared for by the Jesuits of Upper Canada. The Province Mission 
Procurator is

REV. FRANCIS C. SMITH, S.J.
160 Wellesley Crescent, Toronto, Canada

Siichow Mission, China, and Canadian Indian Missions at 
Caughnawaga, near Montreal, are in charge of the Jesuits of 
Lower Canada. The Province Mission Procurator is

REV. LOUIS J. LAVOIE, SJ.
Case postale 611, Quebec, Canada



Let us go over to Bethlehem, and let us see this word that is come to pass . . • and they came with haste; and they 
found Mary and Joseph, and the Infant lying in the manger." (Luke ii, 15, 16.)



ES, I’m “settled down” now, if this expression can 
be applied to an old man splashing along from vil­
lage to village through rain and shine in quest of 

poorest of Christ’s poor in Patna Mission, India, 
a great life. You’d enjoy seeing the old man pick-

tlthe
Ilfs
ling his way, barefeet, trousers rolled up, over the nar- 
rrow, slippery, treacherous embankments that divide the

Mussabars—“Depressed Class” field laborers. A number of this 
group have embraced the Catholic Faith recently.

fipaddy (rice) fields and serve as paths, for the fields are 
mow all basins of water. Of course, he does not always 
ssucceed in keeping his footing, and the result is at times 
rrather disastrous to anything like a dignified appearance. 
SSurely, in this work the missionary must learn how to 
bbecome a fool. (The world must think us mad men!) 
IBut it’s all for Christ and souls, and that makes it all a 
Jgrand privilege. Then, too, we know full well that we 
ocan never equal His folly!

You will readily understand that in this kind of work 
iit is difficult to find leisure for writing. When you come 
iin from the trips through the villages you feel more like 
1 taking a little rest than like writing. Yet I suppose with­
out “shouting” (writing) there will soon be no “food- 
iing”—as the Indians express it; without “fooding” how 
'will the old man and his catechists continue to preach?

THERE are a number of factors which prevent any 
notable forging ahead just now and for some weeks 
to come. But in the meantime we are perfecting an or­

ganization, continuing the instruction of our neophytes 
and laying plans for a spiritual 
“offensive” as soon as the cir­
cumstances will be more favor­
able.

Thus far progress has been 
consoling enough, even though 
it has been progress in the face 
of constant great difficulties. 
Only a few days ago I had to 
go to the rescue of a group of 
recent converts (Depressed 
Class) who were being bullied 
by so-called high caste Hindus, 
who tried to induce them to be 
reconverted to Hinduism. As 
the neophytes refused to sub­
mit, the party beat up the lead­
er of our Christians. So T had 
to help him file his complaint 
before the authorities. What 
redress can be gotten remains

to be seen. One simply cannot tell ahead of time.
In one of the villages which serves as a central station 

for one of the areas, I had rented a small house where 
we could gather our Christians for Mass, instructions, 
etc. The landlord is a Mohammedan,—a lawyer.. De­
spite his professional rank the Hindus, when they learned 
that a missionary had rented the house, began making 
things so unpleasant for my good Moslem that he was 
on the point of begging me to give up the house, lest 
his Hindu “friends” should make life unbearable for 
him. We are still occupying the house. For how long? 
Let’s see!

IF you bear in mind that the great mass of these De­
pressed Classes have for centuries been treated prac­

tically like slaves, you will not be surprised to hear that 
frequently their intelligence test does not turn out very 
brilliantly. Take this, for instance. One of my recent 
converts was suffering from a broken leg which after 
three months puttering in the small hospital of his town 

had not mended. He was a 
headman, with control over his 
fellow castemen in eighteen 
villages. I knew he would 
never regain the use of his leg 
in the one-horse hospital of 
his town, so I offered to se­
cure his admission to the large 
Government Hospital in Pat­
na. There a highly skilled 
surgeon took care of him. He 
was X-rayed and every effort 
was made to redeem his leg. 
Finally his leg up to the hip 
was placed in a heavy plaster 
cast. This was too much for 
my headman. The very first 
night after the plaster was ap­
plied he somehow secured a 
knife and ripped off every bit 

(Turn to page 307)

MIDNIGHT MASS

John J. Walsh, S.J.

Not in the radiance of the candle's gleam, 
Nor on the burnished paten did He rest, 

But softly down the incensed ways He came, 
Till He had laid His Head upon my breast.

The candle-stars were lighted one by one, 
And with the vesture of their silvering

Strove, all in vain, to shield the paten-crib, 
Like gossamer wings of angels hovering.

A word was spoken—word among all words!
And Love Incarnate fled eternity,

To seek within the confines of the years
An altar-throne for His Divinity;
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'•-JXCartyrs of 
Ceylon
TTfWO trios of valiant missionaries, two army chap- 

lains, and a victim of Dutch heretical fury. These 
constitute the pure offering of the Society of Jesus 

for the Faith in Ceylon. They were not alone in pay­
ing this price for its Christianization. To them the Fran­
ciscans join their martyr-Friars’ witness to Christ on 
the “Island of Delights.” Hundreds of natives besides, 
among them the son of one of the rajahs, have given up 
their lives to swell the irrigating stream of martyrial 
blood.

This stream began with the coming of the Franciscans 
in the beginning of the sixteenth century. Landing in 
the southern part of the island with the Portuguese ex­
plorers, they first brought to this center of Buddha-wor- 
ship the worship of the true God. Towards the middle 
of the century, Francis Xavier first exercised his influ­
ence over Ceylon. Some natives of the nearby island 
of Manar sent to him, inviting him to bring them the 
Faith. He sent to them one of the secular priests who 
was laboring with him in India. In a few months many 
hundreds of the Manarese had received instruction and 
Baptism.

The Rajah of Jaffna, suzerain also of Manar, became

{From an old print) Father Bernardine Pecci, who had won 
fifty thousand people to the Faith, suffered martyrdom by de­

capitation.

enraged at this defection of so many of his subjects from 
his religion. Crossing over to the island he massacred 
the colony of Christians, thus giving to that land the 
name “Isle of Martyrs.”

FATHER JOSEPH VAZ of the Oratorians had won 
for himself the title “Apostle of Ceylon” before the 
advent of new Jesuit missionaries in 1602. A little band 

of four entered the island on the west coast at the same 
time that the Dutch gained their first foothold on the 
east. Soon after, more missionaries followed, achieving 
great success for a dozen years or so. This roused the 
envy of the native pagan priests. Their first retaliation 
came in the Winter of 1616.

Matiagama, on the west coast, was the home of three 
Jesuits: Fathers Louis Palignotti, John Metalla and John 
de Mello. On these the hatred of the priests first de­
scended. Calling together a band of their fanatic de­
votees, these Singhalese of Kandy bound them by oath 
to secure the extermination of those enemies of their gods.

These warriors, fifty strong, descended on the peaceful 
village to start their revolt against the Portuguese and 

their persecution of the Christians. 
(From an old Feigning to carry some message of
print) Father peace to the Fathers who had acted as

Palignot- arbiters between the native king and 
talla, victims of the governor of Goa, the idolaters
the hatred oj turned their mission of peace into a
pagan priests, bloody massacre. Father Palignotti
for the Faith. they made the {Turn to page 307)
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Walter Hamilton, S.J.

o Haunted Houses
OME months ago I was spending 

a. week or so as Acting Pastor 
at Cagayan. While enjoying 

reeakfast there one Sunday morning 
Heer late Mass, two young men ap- 
QWached me, asking me to bless a 
Huunted house in the neighborhood, 
huey had suffered much kasamuk (con- 
ssion, annoyance) for the past week, 

-appecially at night, their sleep being un- 
Beitemoniously interrupted by water and 
-soccks dropping unannounced from or 

hrrough the nipa roof, plates flying over 
^rcom the cupboard in the pantry, sand 
jeiing blown across the floor, etc. A 
srrmall lamp was seen to fly across a room 

=amd alight on the top of the mosquitero 
fnrnosquito-net). No adequate explana­
tion was at hand. No magicians or fakirs 
haad been heard of in the barrio. When

This is Tagnipa, a barrio of Cagayan, Mindanao, P. I., where Father Walter 
Hamilton, S.J., of the Province of Maryland-New York, is Pastor.

thne water came through the weather was clear without.
So on a dismal wet Sunday night I went over to the 

beenighted house and was met by a number of curious 
ycoung men. Not to take the matter too seriously, I sat 
doown and played the piano a bit, and we all sang some 
hjymns. Then we said the prayers, etc., customary on 
suich occasions. All the happenings thus far were vividly

the floor, and first-aid had to be administered. Things 
were getting too hot. I told the boys they could sleep 
and I would guard. At frequent intervals, flashlight in 
hand, I patrolled the house, searching about inside and 
outside. The “show” was finished for the night. At 
dawn weary, tired, I walked to the convento.

deescribed to me, and it seemed clear that no adequate 
nsatural explanation was at hand. For we exhausted all 
tlhe known possibilities. However, we made no conclu­
sions there.

THINGS continued to happen in the “haunted house.”
Crowds gathered outside till after midnight. I se­

cured from Bishop Hayes a relic of St. Francis Xavier 
and fortified with this went over, blessed the house, and

AT about 11:00 P.M. we lay down, the windows 
closed, small lamp turned down. I was given the 

omly bed in the house. Before resting, I drank‘half a 
gylass of water, and placed the glass on a little table near 
tlhe wall, not far from my head. I kept a flashlight in 
rmy hand, now and then flashing it around the room. At 
jijust about 12:00 P.M., a rock crashed down at the foot 
cof my bed. The young men were up in'a jiffy, all ex­
ited. “That’s just the way it happens at this time every 
might,” said one. The nipa roof seemed intact and there 
seemed no way of explaining the phenomenon. A weird, 
creepy feeling possesses you in such circumstances. What 
i if the rough rock should drop unexpectedly at the other 
send of the bed and miscalculate an inch or two? Well, 
vwith the consoling thought that people are not general­
ly seriously injured in haunted houses, I lay down again. 
The boys lay on the floor at the head of the bed.. After 
;about an hour all were composed and dozing, when crash, 
bang, all jumped up, turned up the lamp, and gazed about 
in stupified terror. The glass, half-filled with water, had 
been flung furiously from the table across the room, 
striking the wall with a tremendous crash. Shattered 
glass from the wall cut the wrist of a boy sleeping on

that night nothing happened save that a rock dropped 
in another room. Perhaps I should have described at 
the beginning of this informal narrative, the lay-out 
of the house. There were two rooms in the front, the 
wall between not reaching to the roof. This is a cus­
tomary arrangement in these parts, for various reasons. 
In the back was a big pantry, divided by a low wall. 
Behind the pantry was a native kitchen. Plates would 
fly over from the locked cupboard in the pantry to the 
next front room. Clothes recently washed had flown 
up to the rafters and it required strength of arm and 
will to coax them down again.

The owner of the little house had gone to Cebu. It 
was the night after his departure that the kasamuk 
(trouble) began. The occupants of the house, two young 
men, one a student, his brother, married, had separated 
from his wife in Cebu, because of some differences. The 
married man had been doing odd jobs, even washing 
clothes, helping his brother through high school. They 
were both liked, seemed to have no enemies, were lead­
ing decent lives.

Not having time to investigate the possible sources of 
the trouble that was wrecking the nerves of the young 
men and their companions, why (Turn to page 307)
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che O O K McCarthy, SJ.
Michael J.

POST card recently arrived here from one of a 
group of our students who are touring Italy at 

<7 v Mussolini’s expense, bearing among other revel­
atory remarks the following, “Few people know where 
is Baghdad!” Which proves that Podunk is not the only 
town whose citizens must import a sense of proportion 
for their fair city.

On the other hand, many people do know “where is 
Baghdad/’ and the picture of the man who informed 
them of that fact and many others besides, is on the right. 
Now that the popular demand for a book edition of Al 
Baghdadi is about to be satisfied, it seems only just to 
raise the veil of anonimity woven by the author for 
reasons of modesty and prudence.

So I present Father Madaras: known to the local 
business world as “the sharpest man in Baghdadright­
ly suspected by some thousands of people scattered be­
tween the North and South Pole, of writing Al Bagh­
dadi alone and unassisted; known to readers of Jesuit 
Missions as a constant and welcome contributor, to busi­
ness houses in Europe and America as a voice from the 
desert crying that the customer is always right, to some­
body somewhere in India as another Solomon; owned 
and sedulously guarded by Baghdad College as procura­
tor, publicity agent, pep man and professor.

> 
BUT if you think that a man of such multiple rela­

tions is a cold, efficient machine, you are wrong. 
You have not read the Baghdadi. He mixes banter with 
bargains and sociability with efficiency, as his numerous 
long-distance business correspondents will attest. To his 
pupils he is the benevolent tyrant pictured by the sages 
of ancient Greece. The only always articulate member 
of the Community recreations, he has been accused by 
the leader of the moderate element of “making the bet­
ter part appear the worse and the worse the better.”

Hailing from Cleveland, Ohio, Father Madaras en­
tered the Chicago Province of the Society of Jesus after 
his teens and followed the ordinary course of studies 
until he was sent to Valkenburg, Holland, whence he re­
turned with a knowledge of theology, German, and the 
map of Europe. Shortly after, he was chosen as the con­
tribution of his Province to the new Mission of Baghdad, 
for which he set sail with Reverend Father William Rice, 
his houseless Superior, thirteen pieces of baggage, mime­
ograph included, and faith in Divine Providence.

From New Jersey to Beirut is a three weeks’ trip 
which, despite recurrent storms, Father Madaras utilized 
to found his Baghdadi, writing, mimeographing and ad­
dressing it in the spacious cabins provided by the Ameri­
can Export Line. The Baghdadi, written in the author’s 
own personal-letter-light-essay style, was sent as a let­
ter of gratitude to benefactors of the projected Mission,

‘7 present Father Edward F. Madaras, SJ., (all windows have 
bars in Baghdad) “rightly suspected of writing Al Baghdadi.

great and small, and to those who might be interested. 
An immediate success, the Baghdadi was demanded by 
missionary fans in increasing numbers. With no sub­
scription campaign, other than the fact that the sheet was 
“Priceless,” the circulation mounted from two hundred 
to over four thousand. Recently, when muddy interpre­
tations of clear laws threatened its life, the present six- 
teen-page printed Baghdadi transferred its printing and 
mailing department to Lenox, Massachusetts.

Transference to the prosaic u. s. evoked a 
chorus of protests as had the proposed printed issue, 
“It will lose its romance!” After the event, one ro­

manticist wrote, “The Baghdadi has arrived—seems to 
have lost nothing but the Iraqi stamp!” Transference 
also involved the laws and regulations of the U. S. Postal 
Department, in line with which the “priceless desultory 
journal published as mood and circumstances permit” 
became a fifty cent quarterly. The latest development 
is the book edition of all the numbers up to the present, 
published by Jesuit Mission Press. Still editing and 
cartooning his popular creation, Father Madaras tries 
to subdue the smaller fry at Baghdad College with the 
unspoken threat, “Everything you say will be used 
against you in the Baghdadi” Indeed, he is of such a 
sweetly vindictive nature generally that we would not be 
surprised if he even publicized us before the world in 
Jesuit Missions. At least, we caught him typing titles 
for the next edition. We can only watch and pray. We 
are helpless before the power of the press. We will 
watch the man if you watch out for the Baghdadi.
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4. HE next time you do any light reading in Santali, 
notice how frequently daka elbows its way into 
the story. Of the entire Santali vocabulary it is 

tthe never-to-be-forgotten word. You simply can’t get 
salong without it, especially in the region around Bha- 
ggaya. Every Santal infant learns to lisp daka long before 
iiit can say da-da; the reasons are excellent. For the child, 
tdaka is the quintessence of all things delicious; for the 
{grown-up it is life, staff and trimmings; for the sick,
tone grand panacea; and for the dying, daka is a pledge 
<of blessedness in the world beyond. Shrugging your 
shoulders when you discover that in plain English it 
denotes plain boiled rice in no wise lessens its meaning 
to the Santal. Have you ever had a bad case of malaria 
when there wasn’t any daka in the pantry?

About three weeks ago Calumet one of our Santal 
boys of St. Mary’s Mission at Gokhla (on the Ganges) 
in Patna Mission, India, was stricken with malaria. (No, 
we do not name the Santals after peace pipes and such, 
when we baptize them. My poor little sick boy calls 
himself Calumet because that is as close as he can get

Presenting the Author: William R. Hussey, SJ.

to Clement, his Christian name.) The attack was more 
serious than usual. For eight days Calumet ran a tem­
perature above 103 degrees. Our best medicines brought 
no relief to the little ten year old lad who rolled and 
tossed on his white cot. Finally, on the ninth day the 
graph line on Calumet’s chart dipped down a bit. But 
on the ninth day Calumet’s parents arrived.

WE have no telephone service here at Gokhla; news, 
however, travels from village to village faster than 
gossip. Someone told someone else, and the word was 

passed along the road until it reached Calumet’s village. 
His parents lost no time in starting for the Mission. 
They were very evidently pleased to see that we were 
doing all we could for the patient. Then the doctor spoke. 
They heard his advice with many patient nods; they even 
admired his great skill in reading the thermometer. At 
last, however, they put the inevitable question.

“What are you feeding him?”
“Barley water,” we answered.
“Barley water! But what of daka?”
I gently told Calumet’s parents that when a boy has 

a high fever we do not give him daka. Although my 
treatment was highly approved of by the doctor, I knew 
that it was just the opposite of what a Santal would 
recommend and, in fact, demand.

After a lengthy discussion it was 
CnZinncZ decided that the parents would take

brother Jacob. over the respon- ( Furn to pntji Jw )
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Port Antonio
Francis X. Downey, S.J.

SUST think of the irony of it all, and let Father 
Skelly “sigh for what is not!”

Only a few days past, and I have been his guest 
for three weeks now, I read in an abridged History of 
Jamaica these few lines from a paragraph on Port An­
tonio: “Port Antonio is the second port of the Island. 
Its two harbors are safe and commodious. A large num­
ber of ships call there. There is a very fine hotel, the 
Titchfield, in Port Antonio. Important villages in Port­
land (Parish) are Buff Bay, Manchioneal, Hope Bay, 
and St. Margaret’s Bay. The chief product of Portland 
is the banana. Coconuts are also grown. It was in Port­
land, in 1868, that the banana trade with America was 
first started.”

Alas! for the days that are lost to me, lost to me! 
This brief History of Jamaica was published before the 
Jamaican depression and the last devastating hurricane, 
the coming of that destructive fungus growth, the scourge 
of the plantations—the Panama disease. It was all 
glamorously true five years ago.

BUT now! Port Antonio in this our day is far from 
the Island’s second point of portage. If it is not 

second from the last it lacks little to be so called. Its 
two harbors are still safe and commodious, both unto 
desuetude. An occasional visiting smoke stack in the 
harbor is the rare delight for hundreds of willing hands: 
it means a temporary relief from very temporal and 
apparently permanent distress. 'Boats, once came to Port 
Antonio and glided out laden with the world’s most 
luscious bananas. But sad to say the “Second Spring,” 
has not as yet smiled upon our fields. There is left only 
hope, and a little faith, and memories of the past. The 
important towns are not of interest now, and the sea 
kissed hamlets are silently slumbering: all as dormant 
as the extinct volcano reclining in the hilly arms of little 
old Buff Bay.

There was a very fine hotel, The Titchfield, in Port 
Antonio. Yes! the recurring chorus is “There was.” 
The Titchfield Hotel, the watchword for hundreds of 
tired tourists from England and the States, perennial 
guests, to whom it was always a home is now no more. 
It stands stridently within distinct view of where I sit, 
a site of desolation: a home now for the devouring insects 
that are destroying its fine beams and paneling, and feast­
ing in its destruction. The house of a thousand blinded 
windows!

It is in this little town where everything was, and is 
no more that we find my genial host, Father Oliver B. 
Skelly, S.J. A native New Yorker, he, too, set sail on 
the Toloa thirteen years ago and came direct from King­
ston to the Port. Only two years before his advent, 
Father Joseph T. Lowry, S.J., changed this prosperous 
spot from the status of a mission post to a central church, 
and parent of three deeply dependent missions. Things 
went well in the beginning. The parishioners were work-

Ready for the bush. Father Oliver B. Skelly, S.J., Pastor at 
Port Antonio, Jamaica, B. W. I.

ing on the banana plantations and on the coconut groves, 
and on the ships and wharves. And business in the lower 
town thrived on the well earned money of the laborers. 
The hotel employed men and women and brought money 
into local trade, an important item in civic affairs. If its 
closing brought misery to the town, it dealt a thumping 
financial blow to the cause of Christ in this mission field 
and left here a shepherd struggling with the futile bat­
tle of feeding his sheep on little more than love.

DURING Holy Week of this year I remained at Fa­
ther Skelly’s Presbytery, as I choose to call it, 

while he was away on one of his missions. After five 
days in the bush, during which he ministered to two re­
mote villages, he returned home, a happy, tired priest 
of Christ’s own poor. He had given them the heart balm 
of the sacraments; he had washed away their big and 
little sins; he baptized one and joined four happy Easter 
couples in holy wedlock; he carried out in simple solemn 
ceremony the entire three days’ sacred service of the 
Church. And on Good Friday, amid the hymns and the 
prayers of a thronged church of two hundred men and 
women who wept audibly and visibly because Christ 
had to suffer for them, he preached the Tre Ore. On 
Sunday evening after his return, in his recital of it all 
to me, I was naturally thinking of my own experiences 
on Good Friday and the Three Hours in the States. You 
will pardon my curiosity, I hope, as did Father Skelly, 
when I asked him,—it is the New Englander in me— 
about the stipend—the collection. Yes ! the collection for
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E (the Three Hours? Is it pathos or a bathos? One dollar 
aand seventy-five cents! But I must not forget that out 
oof the abundance of their empty pockets and hard worked

I ffields and hearts at least that are full, we have had at 
| aour Presbytery table in Port Antonio three rather blend- 

Z iiing varieties of pea soup, at dinner and supper, and yam 
S: ffor ten days.

A ND the humorous side and the practical, too, is the 
| fact that we know that up in “them thar hill is 

Zp ggold,” for not only does Father Skelly embellish their 
ssouls but he garnished their flesh and bones as well, 
sand in the Easter parade in that mission may be seen the

■ “gowns and shoes and 
; I headware, many of 
J (them looking suspi-

■ iciously new, all of 
0 ’which are sent as

• out-worn clothing 
i from Brooklyn. New 

'■ York. These erar- o
I ments sent periodi- 
: cally are rightly ad­

dressed to Reverend
I Oliver B. Skelly, 

S.J., Port Antonio, 
Jamaica, British

j West Indies, and the 
package is duty free

| if marked, “No 
I Commercial Value.”

No! these garments 
have no commercial 
value. But they are 
a blessing not only 
on the bodies that 
wear them, but on 
the souls that give 

' them.

privation and suffering that projects that dollar! I have 
seen it—even today! When dollars are slow, Father 
Skelly just fasts.

IN the mail the other evening came a letter, addressed 
to de Fader. He permitted me to read it. It was 

from Father Skelly’s sacristan and conditio sine qua non 
at one post in the bush. It read:
“Dear Father,

“You told me before you leave us to remind you of 
what was required that you may rite it down I never 
remember to do so you need dear Father wox candles 
the one we have in the press we use it for mass last 

Port Antonio, Jamaica, B. W. I., where "boats once came . . . and glided out laden with the world's 
most luscious bananas."

If the material end 
of things is not all
that money could
make it here at “de Fader’s church,” the spiritual is as­
suredly not neglected, and the educational and cultural 
elements are in high repute and on a serious plane. Fa­
ther Skelly must needs be a skillful executive to keep 
both ends on speaking terms, for indeed at times they 
do not meet. There is the upkeep of the residence, the 
“Poor School,” and the church. While financially free 
from responsibility in the conduct of the Academy, there 
are still many drains on the purse string.

month so you need candles, insents burse and vail the 
Tabernacle I am sending at May River for it I try to 
talk it up to whome I meat that they may turn out well 
and in time hope you are well and we may meat on 
Wednesday we are all well at present

“I remain your
“A. E.”

I PURPOSELY7 selected this particular evening’s mail 
because it made me reflect on facts. I, now at fifty

ST. ANTHONY’S ACADEMY, a secondary school, 
fully recognized and accredited by the Government 

for the proved excellence of its work, is conducted by 
a staff of three spiritually inspired Sisters of Mercy and 
a group of lay teachers. Reviewing the work of these 
Sisters even from a distance leaves one mystified and 
speechless, and the instinctive exclamations of admira­
tion that arise make one feel humble and inept. I have 
often heard it said that the Sisters can make a dollar go 
to Europe when a New Yorker could not force it down­
town. The saying is indeed true, but who knows the 

years of age, accustomed to the comfort and the luxury 
of the States, begin to wonder what Christ really did 
desire when He so amazingly said, “Whatsoever you do 
to the least of these, My brethren, you do unto Me.”

And I asked myself the inevitable question: Am I 
really putting a dollar in the outstretched Hand of Christ 
if I send it to Father Skelly for His and his poor. Their 
loved ones? The field for his charity is extensive. But 
Port Antonio is merely a point of departure for other 
mission fields situated in the adjoining territory of Buff 
Bay, Avocat, May River and Mount Joseph.
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onastery ^,54.

visit a Buddhist monastery, with its temple, its bonzes’ 
ft L residences and its pagoda is rather an extraordinary 

event. Father Lombo, S.J., missionary in Anking, 
China, happens to be the friend of the chief bonze in charge 
of the pagoda. Knowing our ardent desire to take movies of 
the monaster}’-, he kindly interceded for us and permission for 
this was granted.

So one day we arrive at the monastery gates. Climbing 
the temple steps we are greeted by a round half dozen of 
young beggars who were lying there in wait for unwary 
visitors to give them a cent or two. One of them drew my 
interest. Was he fifteen years of age? Was he twenty-five? 
With pleading tones and stumbling steps he followed us, beg­
ging for a cent or so: “Pai-i-ko! Pa-irko!”

The chief bonze of the monastery was most cordial in his 
welcome; his assistant was also there to meet us. Both bowed, 
Chinese fashion, then shook hands with us, American fashion. 
After talking for a few moments, we were invited to partake 
of a little meal of pistachio nuts, watermelon seeds and tea. 
I must confess though that we were in an awkward situa­
tion when the melon seeds were placed before us. How were 
we to eat them ? I furtively took a look at the two bonzes, 
and to my horror I saw that the fingers may not be used

Father Lombo {left) and Father Pineau, with the su­
perior and the high priest of the Buddhist monastery.

in controlling the seeds during the operation of crack­
ing them: a circumstance which only added to our awk­
wardness. The bonzes seemed to be about to break into 
smiles, but what can you expect?

ing incense. This private temple was not empty like the 
larger had been, but was filled with Buddhist worship­
pers. A constant whispering of prayers could be heard 
in this dark and gloomy place.

AFTER this, we began the visit proper. We toured 
every part of the place: the monastery, the temple, 

the tower, the gardens. The temple was deserted at this 
time, so consequently we were able to poke about at our 
leisure. Along the walls, huge idols, ten or more feet 
in height, sat looking down upon us with hideous, grim­
acing faces. In the middle of the hall a gigantic golden 
Buddha—a smiling, placid figure—seemed contented 
with the idolatrous incense burning at its feet and slow­
ly curling up to this divinity “that has a nose but cannot 
smell.” Near it is a big drum, used only to call the faith­
ful to prayer. Father Lombo pretended that he was 
about to strike the drum with the mallet which was used 

As there was no canonical enclosure to stop us, we 
passed through all the halls and gardens of the mon­
astery. In one of the latter, sitting on the banks of an 
artificial lake, we saw a Buddhist priestess. She was 
saying her beads. This was too good a scene to miss, 
so we filmed it immediately. While we were doing this, 
the old priestess stood up and began walking the length 
of the garden path. This was simply a perfect picture for 
us. Then we filmed the bonze. While we were giving 
this latter instructions on what we wanted him to do, 
the old priestess, fully understanding what it was all 
about, drew near him and gave him her beads as if to 
say: “Act like a good religious; say your beads while 
you walk.”

for that purpose. This threw the bonzes into a state of 
consternation. And no wonder: for according to their 
belief, to strike the drum untimely spells disaster both 
for the culprit and for the entire city. However, Father 
Lombo explained that it was only to show us how to 
use the drum. The bonzes recovered from their con­
sternation.

In a lonely room we saw the urns containing the ashes, 
(since they are all cremated) of all the bonzes who had 
lived and died here since the foundation of the mon­
astery in 1570.

We next visited the bonzes’ own private temple. Here 
all was dark and gloomy, and filled with smoke of burn-

TO climb the pagoda tower we had to tip the janitor 
or the guardian of the tower, whatever he may be 
called. The stairway ascending to the top of the pagoda 

is solid stone, dark, narrow and steep. The sun, peep­
ing through an opening above us as we ascended, seemed 
but to make the shadows deeper. And try to get out! 
Is there any superstition connected with the doors of 
a staircase? I don’t know, but anyhow, it is possible to 
go around that pagoda three of four times before find­
ing a way out.

Now for a bit of history. The tower was built in the 
sixteenth century. But why? Ten {Turn to page 308)
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Austin V.

Dowd S.J.

Father Vincent I. Kennally, S.J., Superior of Cagayan, Oriental Misamis, Mindanao, P. I. {right 
center), and Father Austin Dowd, SJ. (left), together with teachers from the Catholic schools 
after a course in Scout Master training. Among the guests are the Provincial Governor and prom­

inent Cagayan business and professional men.

\SA ba Balay?”
“Didto.”
The question 

crame from me; the an- 
sswer from a little Fili­
ppino, who pointed ahead 
with an indefinite sweep 
cof his thin brown arm, 
iin the general direction 
cof the next province. 
IHe was guiding me to 
sa lad}* who was dying. 
^About eight o’clock that 
morning he had come 
tto get the priest at the 
cconvento in Cagayan.

He had been a bit 
vvague about the dis­
tance to the sick lady’s 
Uhouse. In my innocence. 
II believed that it was 
sabout a half hour’s 
walk. How I was de- 
cceived ! For two hours
we had plodded through mud and water, up hill and 

«down dale, through coconut groves, and over gravel hills, 
’until I was puffing like a tired runner and covered with 
’mud. I was drenched with sweat; my shoes were soak­
ing wet. My whole body was craving a rest. So to save 
:my self-respect, because the little Filipino was tireless, 
I put the above question in my limited Visayan. It 

means: ‘‘Where is the house?” His answer was the 
vaguest: it means just about, “Over there.” I looked 
“over there.” There was a real mountain ahead and 
plenty of trees, but no house. I groaned and went on.

MY stay in Cagayan had been very brief. My Visayan 
was “coming on,” but I was not yet considered a 

grammarian or anything like that. Neither am I webbed, 
as to the feet, which seemed to be the best kind of pedal 
extremities for the sort of terrain over which we, I, 
that is, was making such slow progress. It had rained 
the night before and had ceased about five minutes be­
fore my guide had arrived at our house with his news 
of the sick call. I had gone immediately to the church, 
gotten the Holy Oils and the Blessed Sacrament, and 
had started out. I looked ahead at my guide. He was 
clad in a khaki shirt and a nondescript pair of nether 
garments now rolled up to the knees. His feet were as 
Nature had given them to him, somewhat enlarged, I 
presume by growth through the years life had allotted 
him. Really his feet, as they were, were the most ef­
ficient mode of travel. The reader may remember how 
one slips as he tries to walk along an icy pavement. I 
was slipping that way now, not on ice, but on mud, rich, 
oozy mud; affectionate mud, the kind that clings loving­
ly to your shoes, about a pound to every ten yards. I 
would take a step, slide, try to balance myself and feel 

myself seep down into the ooze. Obviously nothing could 
be done about it.

I paused on the top of a steep hill and gazed about. 
Below us, in all its tawny splendor, swept the Cagayan 
River. Ahead lay our path, down into the valley. It was 
one of those kinds of paths that mountain goats exult in, 
and on, with ease and grace. I was not a mountain goat; 
neither was my guide. He started down over mud and 
pebbles with great unconcern and speed. I followed very- 
gingerly. My guide was not a mountain goat either. I 
think he would have made any self respecting mountain 
goat quit with exhaustion any time! There was not a 
house in sight. And on we went, slipping and sliding, 
until we finally came in sight of a small clearing and 
there in a little hut was rhe lady to whom I was coming 
to administer the last sacraments.

OUICKLY we climbed up the ladder-like bamboo 
steps. The house was tiny with two tiny rooms; 

the first was devoid of walls; the second one had them, 
a few bamboo strips,—nothing more. Into the second 
room I went, and there on the floor lay a gentle little 
old lady waiting for her God.

I almost had to lie down to hear her confession. I was 
so tired I almost fell asleep. After hearing her confes­
sion, I called her friends into the room, two other old 
ladies. The piety manifested by all was touching; the 
affectionate and personal prayers of the dying woman 
(she was addressing them to her Sacramental Lord) 
showed she had no fear of death. The gratitude on her 
old wrinkled face as I gave her Viaticum and adminis­
tered Extreme Unction was beautiful and amply repaid 
me for my long journey. Then I went into the next 
room to get my breath. (Turn to page 308)
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A bi-lingual catechism of Christian 
Doctrine in Chinese and English has just 
been published in an excellent edition by 
the Nazareth Press of Hong Kong. The 
English translation which runs parallel 
with the Chinese text was prepared by 
Father D. Donnelly, S.J.

♦ * *

Patna Mission, Northern India, in 
charge of the Jesuits of the Chicago 
Province of the Society of Jesus, reports 
an increase of 2,450 Christians during 
the year ending June, 1936. In 1921 when 
the Mission began, Catholics numbered 
5,000. Today, the total is 16,383. The 
population of the Patna Diocese, spread 
over 89,385 square miles, is 27,571,166.

♦ ♦ ♦

Chinese Communists unexpectedly ad­
vanced into southern Kansu, and the mis­
sionaries of the Society of the Divine 
Word were forced to follow the regular 
army troops in their retreat to Lan- 
chow, capital of the province. Father 
Bromkamp, cut off in his retreat by 
Reds, is believed hiding with native 
Christians in mountain caves. Father 
Vogt escaped from Taochow and reached 
Lan chow August 25. The same day 
Father Paul Miller arrived safely from 
Lungsi. Father Stange likewise escaped 
the Reds. To date, there has been no 
news of Father Frick who was working 
among the natives in the Changhien 
region.

The general situation in Kansu may be 
summed up as follows in the words of 
one conversant with conditions. “If Lan- 
chow falls into the hands of the Reds, 
the culture of the country which has been 
developing rapidly, will suffer a setback 
of many years. The terrible explosion 
which took place last year destroyed 
many of the old Chinese houses. These 
are now being replaced by modern build­
ings and wide streets. An aviation field 
and school of economy have been con­
structed on the site of the old ceme­
tery. . . . Lanchow is considered to be 
the key to central Asia. If the Reds 
secure possession of it they will be in 
control of Kansu and all central Asia.”

♦ ♦ ♦

The Spanish Jesuits of the Mission of 
Ahmedabad have founded a Congrega­
tion of native Sisters, the Daughters of 

St. Francis Xavier. The first four 
Novices of the new Congregation re­
ceived the religious habit on July 31, 
1936, the feast of St. Ignatius Loyola. 
The Daughters of the Cross of Liege, 
Belgium, have undertaken the formation 
of the native Religious.

* * ♦
The Provincial Government of Anking 

has delivered rain gauges to the heads 
of eight districts of the Vicariate Apos­
tolic of Wuhu, Anhwei, in charge of 
the Spanish Jesuits. The missionaries 
must send in monthly reports of the daily 
rainfall.

This decision of the Government is 
worthy of notice in view of the fact that 
in the districts where they have en­
trusted the Jesuit Fathers with the task 
of making observations there are also 
Government schools. The Jesuit College 
at Wuhu has been making meteorological 
observations for several years. Reports 
are sent regularly to other observatories 
in China and nearby countries.

* * *
A lion recently made several attacks 

on the flocks of a village in the Vicariate 
Apostolic of Nyeri, killing several ani­
mals. A hunting party was arranged 
and one night several of the villagers, 
armed with poisoned arrows, surrounded 
the spot usually visited by the king of 
the forest. The lion walked into the 
trap set for it and immediately received 
a shower of arrows from all sides. One 
of the hunters, believing that the ma­
rauder was already dead, approached to 
secure the tail, a valued trophy. But 
there was still a spark of life left in 
the victim and with a final effort it leaped 
upon the man. One of the arrows ripped 
the native’s side and the deadly poison 
soon claimed another victim. The na­
tive, a faithful Christian, was able to 
receive the final comforts of religion from 
the missionary before he died.

* * *
Reverend Pierre Charles, S.J., at the 

fourteenth Louvain Missiology Week, 
successfully endeavored to define the very 
delicate topic of witchcraft after making 
a careful distinction between magic and 
sorcery and rejecting old definitions 
which confounded all sorts of diabolical 
works. Father Charles determined the 

five elements which are to be found in 
witchcraft as “real or supposed practices, 
exercised by a living human being, to 
the detriment of his fellow beings, by 
means of uncontrollable agents or in­
fluences, which no divine authority guar­
antees.” * * *

Scenes of great enthusiasm greeted 
Father Albert Leung when he arrived in 
his native village of Wong Tung to cele­
brates his first Mass. He is the first 
priest of the village, which is almost 
entirely Catholic. Father Leung was 
the first pupil to be enrolled in the Hoi 
Sing School at Shiu Hing, directed by 
the Portuguese Jesuits, and made his 
studies for the priesthood in the semi­
nary of Macao.

The village of Wong Tung, which is at 
the end of a valley in the West River 
District of Kwangtung, has an interest­
ing place in mission history. It is more 
than a century since the Faith was first 
preached there by French missionaries. 
The area that these pioneer priests had 
to cover was so large that one could 
reach Wong Tung only at rare intervals, 
yet several families were converted there. 
When anti-foreign feeling arose, during 
the period approaching the Boxer Re­
bellion, the priest could visit the place 
only by night. Finally, it became quite 
impossible to visit it at all and for many 
years the people never saw a priest. But 
the Faith that has stood against perse­
cution does not easily die, and the Cath­
olics in Wong Tung not only persevered 
but actually grew in number.

When calm was restored many years 
after the Boxer rising, Catholic life re­
turned to the district, but, somehow, 
Wong Tung was forgotten, and when 
the Portuguese Jesuits took over the 
mission area they knew nothing of this 
little Catholic group. One day the mis­
sionary who had charge of the district 
reached the head of the valley and 
climbed wearily to a village of which he 
had never heard. It was Wong Tung, 
and there to his amazement and joy, he 
found himself among friends. Before 
long all the remaining non-Catholics had 
embraced the Faith and the finest church 
of the whole district was built in the 
village. The Christians now have the 
joy of having a native son of the village 
to care for their spiritual needs.
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much loved hymn, “Silent Night,” but in the language 
of the Dakota Sioux. The words run: Hanhepi wakan 
kin * * * Oiyokipi hca * * * Wanji kikta cekiya * * * 
Tanyehci awanglaka * * * Wakantanka Cinca.

The Mass went on and Wakantanka Cinca, the Son 
of God, came down upon the altar. Red men and White 
men, women and children bowed in humble adoration. 
Soon they pressed the Divine Infant to their hearts as 
He came to them in Holy Communion.

Christmas morning the thermometer registered twelve 
degrees below zero, as two Sisters and I made our way 
ten miles north to St. Paul's Chapel. Here, too, our 
Indians had pitched their tents. As we drove into the 
church yard we were greeted by these Indians, Lone 
Elks, Bushes, Eagle Tail Feathers, White Crows and 
others. Mrs. White Crow was shoveling a path through 
the snow to the chapel. Frank Lone Elk was starting 
a fire in the tin stove in the chapel. Willie Bush was

IL lamps burning in white tents and shining, too, 
from the windows of the meeting house illumina­
ted the church yard at Wounded Knee Battle­

field, South Dakota. It was Christmas Eve, 1935. Out­
side a blizzard was raging and whirling snow into drifts 
and driving it under the door of the sacristy of our Sacred 
Heart Chapel. I came at about five in the evening to 
prepare for midnight Mass. The Superior of Holy 
Rosary Mission, Father Daniel B. McNamara, S.J., was 
to arrive a little later to hear confessions and to have 
midnight Mass. When the vestments were set out and 
all in readiness I shouted a Merry Christmas to my good 
Indian people and headed, in my car, to the north 
towards Porcupine, ten miles away.

My midnight Mass had been planned for Our Lady 
of Lourdes Chapel. For a week the Sioux of the neigh­
borhood had been weaving garlands and wreaths of fresh 
cedar. Charlie Little Boy, Harry Wounded Arrow, Joe 
Short Bear, Philip Good Shield, Charlie Thunder Hawk 
and Louis Brown Eyes, all fathers of families, decorated 
our little chapel and prepared a crib for the Divine In­
fant. The good Sisters, too, had been busy with the 
altar. Our little chapel seemed like a dreamland.

decorating the crib with cedar.
The bitter cold kept some of my people from attending 

the Masses at St. Paul's. One family had come ten miles 
in an open wagon. The little children cried because of 
the cold and the parents had to stop at a house along 
the way to warm up. But by noon a large crowd had 
gathered and Christmas dinner was eaten in common.

MY fourth chapel, St. Mary Magdalen's out in the
Bad Lands, had no Mass on Christmas Day, but 

we celebrated there on the following Sunday. Saturday 
night, the good Indian people worked into the night pre­
paring the little chapel with garlands and bells. The 
Christ Child was lovingly placed in a crib made of a 
carton. Corn was popped in the meeting house in prep­
aration for the gift-giving to the children. From far and 
wide, from all quarters of the Bad Lands, came wagons 
and old cars loaded with men, women and children. I 
was kept busy all morning with my two Masses and the 
many confessions. All seemed most anxious to receive 
our Lord in Holy Communion.

There were Christmas trees at each of the meeting 
houses of my four chapels. The Sisters had arranged 
the gifts and typed the names of the Indian children on

ALL evening the storm raged and the weather was 
bitterly cold. But like the Shepherds of old, the 

lowly Sioux made haste to come to adore the New Born 
King. While I heard confessions, most of the people 
gathered about the stove in our log meeting house.

Midnight and Christmas! Our little chapel at Porcu­
pine was crowded. Sisters and Indians sang out the

little cards. Indian women had made bags for candy, 
nuts and pop corn. Indian children, with expectation in 
their dark eyes, waited for their names to be called. Then 
what a thrill filled their little hearts as they grasped the 
bundle of gifts that was their very own! Surely the 
kind benefactors, at this sight of joy, would say to them­
selves: “It is more blessed to give than to receive."



Young Haichow smiles an invitation to more mission­
aries and more assistance for a "Border Mission/’

ORDER incidents are numerous in the East 41a where boundaries are vague and sensibilities 
are keen. They are of two kinds: those that 

cause a profusion.of bullets and those that cause a 
profusion of words. Border incidents between Rus­
sia and Manchuria, during the first four and one half 
months of this year, attained the prodigious number 
of eighty-two. Fortunately, these incidents caused 
more words than bullets.

We are not going to speak about Manchurian 
border incidents. They are as unvaried, as uninterest­
ing, as the plots in cheap novels. There are other in­
cidents far more interesting. They happen along the 
border line of paganism and Christianity. They are 
as varied as the souls of men. As individualized as 
their characters. Manchurian incidents always make 
people worry. These other incidents sometimes make 
you worry, and sometimes make you happy. And 
their number is legion. Here are just a few.

One day this year, in middle Springtime, an old , p.
Chinese lady whose family has just begun to cross LCS LJ
the line from paganism—because of a daughter’s pro­
posed marriage—brought her son to me to be cured at all costs. He had 
what is called the P’i-l/wai. Now the P’i-k'wai looks for all the world 
like the jaundice, only far more dangerous. The savants tell us (though 
the mother blames the poor old devil) that the sickness is due to a mi­
crobe or insect that attacks the liver and then the poor victim becomes 
so yellow that full-bloomed Chinese appear to belong to the white race 
in comparison. Of course, the mother wanted her son to become a full- 
fledged Christian, or Catholic, immediately—to drive out the devil. As 
the boy was still up and around, and fairly insufficient in knowledge of 
Christian Doctrine, I postponed the case and promised to visit the family 
in a few days. I did so. And then the devil, or his first cousin, had taken 
possession of the mother. The boy was lying on his mat on the floor 
extremely sick; but I was flatly refused admittance either to speak to 
him or to baptize him. At length after much prevailing on the part of 
my catechist, the mother yielded with the secret hope that by some magic 
Baptism would cure her child. But my poor self being no miracle work­
er, it didn’t. Nevertheless I went away in my secret triumph, as the 
boy seemed to have had very fine dispositions for Baptism.

The day following I paid another visit to bring Holy Viaticum to the 
boy. Another flat refusal. Shortly after Baptism the boy had had a 
hemorrhage and spit blood, and so the Baptism was to blame. The 
mother then called in a sorcerer, and believing the witch had helped 
some, was afraid that I might break the spell. I did manage eventually 
to give the boy his first and last Communion, for he died a few days 
later, the mother and all her friends believing I had helped him to do 
so. The boy, I sincerely hope, is with the Angels, but I am afraid the 
rest of the family will never come near the Church again. The border 
lines of Christianity received a dent in that sector.

NOT, however, in all sectors, even in similar circumstances. A short 
time later, a very earnest father of a family, a catechumen, who 

had learned that paganism was false and had absorbed much about the 
Catholic Faith, lay dying from a sunstroke or a heart attack. My in­
experience in things medical could not discern which. His brother, but 
recently baptized, called me to the mortal bedside.

The man was breathing heavily, his eyes staring, and was powerless 
to speak. I announced to him in my best Chinese that the priest was 
come and would baptize him. I then tried to make with him or for him
an Act of Contrition. He appeared to understand what was said. Bap­
tism forthwith was administered with all the ceremonies; at the end of 
which he seemed to smile or rather laugh. Then, in virtue of
special missionary powers, I confirmed him. As I raised my 
eyes from the ritual during the last prayer, I noticed that all 
respiration had just ceased; his distended form was limp: he
was dead. Here was victory number one on pagan land. It
seemed as if good Providence had permitted him to live just 
long enough to receive these life-giving and strengthening
sacraments—and no longer. He had no need of Extreme Unc­
tion. I felt like falling on my knees in adoration of God’s 
great mercy to his unknown Chinese in an unknown village
in one of the most unknown parts of China.

But not so the pagan relatives. They said I poisoned him 
on putting the blessed salt into his mouth. Others said that 

his brother was to blame. This brother
A veteran mission­
ary friend visits 
one of Father Si­
mon^ C hristian 
families on the 
Haichow Border.

had recently built a thatched hut close 
by without the least regard for sorcery 
or superstition! What else could you 
expect but sickness and death from such 
a way of acting! The immediate mem-
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Q T kers °* the family did not heed such silliness, how-
/Wj kJ.J. ever. They, with very creditable firmness, entrenched

themselves on the Christian side of the border. They 
^consequently had Requiem Mass said for the poor, or rather happy, fel­

low, and had him buried in the presence of the priest and with all the 
ntites of the Church. Not a vestige of superstition, so dear to paganized 
faamily traditions, except—and always an exception!—someone had to get 
hcold of a lighted lantern and lead the procession to the grave! Of course, 
hcow else could the soul find its way to the tomb unless someone lighted 
UIP the way?

A
ssisting this poor pagan on his death-bed carries me back, by 
contrast, to my first sick call as a priest. The sick person was a 

y^oung girl, near Shanghai, of an “old Catholic family” that had kept the 
F^aith for over three centuries: since the time that Ricci had pushed 
tfhe Christian lines into China. The girl was hardly twenty, fair to be- 
haold, and one might say with every prospect of a happy Chinese life . . . 
bout she was in the last stages of consumption and she knew it. Having 
leeamed her condition, I endeavored the best I could to console her. My 
Chinese was stammering, but she understood. From her lips, so used 
t'to chanting, as the Chinese do, their prayers, there fell, so sweetly and 
with such indescribable faith: Zu-bie T’ie-tus. “As God wishes.” She 
was perfectly ready; God had been the keepsake of her family in the 
mud st of persecution and misery; God was soon to be hers physically in 
IHoly Communion, and God was soon to be her unparting possession 
ffor eternity. What more natural than: “As God wishes”?

e This living Faith is not however the exclusive heritage of “old Chris- 
ttians. Another young lady far from the land of “old Christians” had 
masked insistently for Baptism. She knew Catholic doctrine so well, that 
ffor some time she had been instructing catechumens. I had to refuse, 
Ihowever, as she had been espoused by her parents to a pagan and more- 
<over was near the marriageable age: or near the age when they “go out 
c°f their home” as the Chinese phrase puts it. She insisted, and I retorted:

If your future husband does not come to the catechumenate, I can- 
mot baptize you.”

If he will not come, I will not go,” she tersely put it. And that set- 
itled the matter.

^HIS example, though invigorating, is not so touching as that of 
JL Tsan-mei and her two sisters. An epidemic of measles had broken 

out in the girls’ school. It was considered necessary to stop classes and
5 send home all who had not fallen sick. Tsan-mei and her sisters were
still well, but they begged to remain. They confided to the Chinese

Sisters that their family was very poor and that when at home 
they were forced to steal to keep a few vegetables in the fami­
ly pot. And they knew that to steal was a sin, and they did 
not want to commit sin! It mattered little to them whether 
they caught the measles or not.

Such hatred of sin sometimes gives birth to heroic courage. 
Little Saint Agnes of Rome died for her queenly virtue only 
to live undyingly down the centuries even into the heart of 
China. Last year, while the waters of China’s two giant rivers 
were flooding a great part of the country, a band of brigands 
in northern Kiangsu Province swooped down unfettered upon 
a helpless village. One of their prizes was a young Christian 
girl, to whom the brigands tried to do violence. With all her
might she resisted them while her 
tongue reviled them. Unable to be­
come masters of her, one of them let 
off his revolver and wounded her mor­
tally in the breast. When aid finally 
came, her first words were: “Quick, call

Father Charles D. 
Simons, SJ>, (cen­
ter) entertains a 
local Chinese of­
ficial and his body­

guard.

Not a brigand! Just a sample Haichow-catechumen.

Father Sou!” When the Father arrived where she 
Jay—for no one had dared to touch her—he found 
her on the ground in the little family hut, in the 
midst of her own blood. The Father bent reverently 
over the dying martyr:

“Father Sou,” she whispered, “I am going to die, 
but I did not want to sin.”

And so the missionary has his consoling “Border 
Incidents” and those that are not consoling,—but with 
God’s grace he keeps pushing on. The work of mak­
ing Christians, Catholics, is not so quick and easy as 
some people imagine. To start from absolute zero in 
order supematurally to arrive at a working knowledge 
of religious truths is very slow work. A year—at 
least an “apostolic year”—is required in this mission 
among the Chinese before catechumens are admitted 
to Baptism. Hence those who come in the Autumn 
for the first time, cannot hope for Baptism before the 
following Spring at the earliest; and those who come 
during the Spring time must wait at least until 
Autumn.
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AMERICAN Jesuit Missionaries from North, South, East 
and West join the Editors of JESUIT MISSIONS in 

extending to all of our readers heartiest wishes for a 
Happy Christmas filled with abundant blessings from the 
Divine Babe.

We Celebrate Our Tenth

AS the presses roll out this December issue of Jesuit 
Missions we are rounding out our tenth year. In 

January, 1927, the modest twenty page first edition made 
its bow to the public as "A Magazine of Apostolic En­
deavor” published in the interest of the home and foreign 
missions attached to the North American Provinces of 
the Society of Jesus. The Jesuits of the United States 
had always had mission interests: in fact, the American 
Provinces were themselves the outgrowth of missions 
begun in our Western Hemisphere by European Jesuits. 
But as the American Provinces grew, they themselves 
took over mission work in foreign fields. As these works 
expanded there was felt the need of a magazine that 
would make known to our Catholic people the mission 
work being done by their American Jesuits and would 
encourage more vocations and win much needed prayer­
ful and financial aid.

And so Jesuit Missions was launched. Development 
and expansion came with the years, until the magazine 
had increased to a thirty-two page monthly issued in its 
present form. During the decade just passed, the num­
ber of readers has multiplied and the magazine has found 
its way into many hands. As was to be expected, the 
depression years found some friends no longer able to 
carry their subscriptions, and our lists suffered some­
what of a slump—only to increase again during the last 
two or three years.

Through the instrumentality of the magazine many 
friends were won for our missions, and these have given 
both prayerful and financial support. Vocations to the 
Religious Life have been fostered through the reading 
of Jesuit Missions, and we have had reports of Re­

ligious who feel that, next to the grace of God, they 
owe their vocation to what they read and saw in the 
magazine.

For all of this we are most grateful to God and we 
know that our readers will join us in our Te Deum to 
the good Lord. Without Him we could have done noth­
ing.

Throughout the years of its existence, Jesuit Mis­
sions, except in time of great disaster in three of the 
missions, has eliminated direct appeals from its articles. 
Some voices were raised in protest at this, but we feel 
that the majority of friends and readers rather preferred 
the method of approach wherein the missionary told his 
story without the "Gimme” note attached to it. Sym­
pathetic readers could easily enough read between the 
lines and were generous from time to time in forward­
ing help. Perhaps direct appeals would bring in more 
money, but would we achieve our purpose of mission 
education and would we, in the final analysis, hold as 
many to the cause? The question is debatable, but we 
have a feeling that our readers want the tone of Jesuit 
Missions to continue as it is.

We are, in our January issue, making a few changes— 
none in tone and policy—which we hope will meet with 
interested approval. Let us know how you like them— 
or dislike them. So watch for the first number of volume 
eleven.

Our hope is, too, that as we pass our tenth milepost, 
our readers will make a united effort to give us a birth­
day gift in the form of a new subscription from each 
reader. We know you will pardon the "direct request” 
for a birthday present. However, if you can enlist one 
additional friend in the cause of Jesuit Missions, we 
wish to assure you of our own deep gratitude and also 
that of our missionaries. We?re willing to have our office 
flooded during the next few weeks with "Tenth Birth­
day Gift Subscriptions.”

New friends will mean that many more people will 
be praying for our missions and, we hope, will send us 
occasional offerings for those missions. What a con­
solation to know that you are sharing in the great ad­
vance of Christ’s Kingdom in the missions cared for by 
our American Jesuits 1 Think how your prayers and alms 
will travel around the world to our missionaries in 
Alaska, British Honduras, China, Jamaica, Iraq, Patna, 
India, the Philippine Islands, Ceylon, and among our 
American and Canadian Indians.

These missionaries, after all, are the source of interest 
in Jesuit Missions. They furnish the striking articles 
and the attractive pictures. They take out time from their 
crowded days to keep us Editors informed of progress 
and happenings in their respective fields. Without their 
cooperation we simply could not give you the world view 
and the world news you get at first hand in the magazine. 
And so we know you will do what you can to further 
the work of Jesuit Missions, conscious that in helping 
here you are helping God’s work carried on in missions 
in every quarter of the globe.

And so we are launching the second decade of Jesuit 
Missions, trusting in God’s continued help and guidance 
and confident of the abiding interest and support of our 
many mission friends. To be sure, we shall be grateful 
for that "Tenth Birthday Gift Subscription.”
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THE MISSION INTENTION COMMUNICATIONS
Financial Collaboration of Neophytes on the Missions

zaT^HAL a nation’s patronage has at times proved use- 
-L ful for the founding of the Church in a foreign mis­

sion land no one conversant with the history of Catholic 
i missions would deny. That this patronage should never 
i interfere with the spiritual jurisdiction exercised from 
Rome, all will again agree. Moreover, according to the 
mind of the Church, this patronage must be merely tem­
porary. Let it last while the need lasts, but let it be the 
duty of the evangelizing nation to remove the need at 
the earliest opportunity. To foster the need in order 
to settle in a new land a permanent foreign hierarchy 
is a policy repeatedly condemned by Rome. For, as late­
ly noted by His Holiness, Pope Pius XI, successive 
Popes have ever held aloft before their missionary sons 
the apostolic ideal of a native hierarchy functioning at 
the head of an economically self-sustaining Church.

Therefore, though the mission personnel will of neces­
sity be foreign for a time, native collaboration both with 
men and with money is the ideal. This financial coopera­
tion on the part of the newly baptized Christians has been 
recommended by leading missionaries for years. To cite 
merely a few. Father Schmidlin in his “Catholic Mis­
sion Theory” notes how Cardinal Lavigerie recommends 
that every effort should be made to render the individual 
stations self-supporting as soon as possible and to create 
the necessities of life on the spot. The Cameroon Synod 
of 1906 decreed that the Superiors should strive to ad­
vance ever nearer to a position of self-support by obtain­
ing as large a proportion as possible of the missionary 
means in their own territories. The Hong Kong Synod 
of 1909 directed that a productive reserve fund should be 
created for the future needs of the missions and provi­
sion thus be made not only for present temporal condi­
tions of the missions but also for future contingencies. 
The Synod of Ningpo (1868) recommended that as a 
step towards independent parish foundations and to pro­
vide support for the missionary, the chapels should be 
gradually endowed by donations, legacies, collections, and 
offerings (especially in the case of new buildings). Gon- 
net recommended the investment of all donations in build- 
mgs, and this advice has been endorsed by other Jesuits 
and by members of the Milan and Steyl Societies.

In accordance, therefore, with these specific prescrip­
tions, His Holiness recommends in the Mission Inten­
tion for December that converts on the missions col­
laborate financially towards the support of Divine wor­
ship. In the concrete, this includes the construction of 
mission churches, parish residences, seminaries and 
schools, donations of vestments, altar linens and appoint­
ments and whatever else may be necessary. It is impos­
sible for foreign Catholics, the personal friends of the 
missionaries, or even for the Pontifical Society for the 
Propagation of the Faith, to defray all the expenses of 
a foreign mission in a foreign land. In tribute to the 
generosity of our converts, be it said that their prayer 
runs often thus: “Silver and gold I have none but what 
I have I give.” They have caught the spirit, “It is more 
blessed to give than to receive.” A native hierarchy and 
an economically self-sustaining Church is our objective.

The Editor will welcome your communication on any topic 
connected with Jesuit Missions and Jesuit missionaries.

Progressive Stay-at-Homes

To the Editor of Jesuit Missions:
Jesuit Missions is the most fascinating Mission publication 

that comes within my sphere; not only fascinating, but inspiring, 
particularly to one whose vocation lies in fields other than actual 
missionary work. There are many ways in which we “stay-at- 
homes” can participate efficaciously in Mission Catholic Action.

That Catholic magazines, pamphlets, periodicals, are of un­
speakable value to priests in distant stations is proved by the 
successful apostolate being conducted by the Catholic Press. 
Through this free distribution of reading matter in India, China, 
Japan, Africa, the Philippines, many people are reached who 
otherwise might be ignorant bf the teachings of the Church.. In­
cidentally, such magazines are a source of joy to our priests, 
during recreation hours, and keep them in contact with all the 
news of the Catholic world. Mission libraries and reading circles 
are greatly in need of books and publications for adults and chil­
dren. Leper colonies and hospitals afford excellent opportunities 
for spreading the Kingdom of Christ on earth. Aside from this, 
articles of devotion are also greatly welcomed, rosary beads, 
medals, prayer books, holy cards and religious goods for use in 
the church.

The Jesuit college at Kurseong, India, conducts a most suc­
cessful remailing bureau from which literature is regularly sent 
to libraries, colleges, universities, reading rooms. In this man­
ner, many highly educated pagans, and others outside the. Church, 
are given their first introduction to Christianity. Consider this 
branch of Catholic Action thoughtfully, and plan your own little 
campaign! Parochial and Catholic high school youths could ac­
complish unlimited good by forming remailing clubs and thereby 
assist in bringing the knowledge of Christ into the lives of those 
who know Him not. Names and addresses of such missions will 
be gladly furnished upon request, and you will be interested to 
know that mailing expenses are very moderate.

Another point. Christmas is coming, and you could make 
some priest and his mission people very happy by sending a 
surprise gift-box!

Providence, R. I. Doris Anne Doran.

The forwarding address of the Jesuit college in India men­
tioned by the writer is “The Catholic Press Sendee, St. Mary’s 
College, Kurseong, D. H. Ry., India.” The Catholic Press Ser­
vice has for its object the placing of Catholic literature, in the 
chief centers of intellectual life in India. It includes in its lists 
310 non-Catholic editors, 134 universities and colleges, 58 public 
libraries and reading rooms, and 57 clubs and other institutions. 
To these it has distributed during the past year some 20,000 
pieces of Catholic literature: newspapers, magazines and pam­
phlets. Other forwarding addresses of missionaries in various 
parts of the world will be furnished gladly to those who wish to 
write to Desk E, Jesuit Mission Press, Inc., 257 Fourth Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. Our American Jesuit missionaries can make 
good use of the literature remailed to them. Send it to them 
directly, writing your name and address on the outside of the 
bundle.

More Light on Ganabatch

To the Editor of Jesuit Missions :
I just received Jesuit Missions for October 1936, and was 

very much interested to read an article entitled, Perhaps, writ­
ten by Reverend Timothy Dwyer, SJ. “Perhaps” or “Gana­
batch” in Indian, is the name of a small Indian mission near Cut­
ler. Will you allow me to write a few lines on the subject? I 
have been told many times that about the year 1884 or 1885. 
there were a good number of men near Cutler building the 
C. P. R. line between Sudbury and Sault Ste. Marie. These 
workers were often in contact with Indians living in the neigh­
borhood and asked them questions about the condition of the 
ground. And the Indians, not knowing English ven- well, 
answered most of the time: “Ganabatch, ganabatch,” (Perhaps, 
perhaps). So the working men concluded that those Indians 
likely came from a place called “Ganabatch,” because when, an­
swering, they were pointing ahead with their finger., Then, it is 
not any wonder that the workers called that station, “Ganabatch,” 
not knowing at the time, it meant, “Perhaps.”

Garden River, Ont., Canada. (Rev.) Ernest Comte, S.J.
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Dear Friend, of JESUIT MISSIONS,

Editorial Business Offices 
257 FOURTH AVE. 
New York, N . Y.

As Time beckons to 1936 to pass into history it brings another Christ­
mas to us. Just twelve months ago I addressed, all the friends of 
JESUIT MISSIONS and expressed my sincere appreciation of the coopera­
tion we Editors had received from you in the way of subscriptions to 
the magazine, gifts and Mass offerings for the missionaries, and 
prayers for our "Foreign Legion."
The occasion of my letter last December was the tenth year of JESUIT 
MISSIONS. If we had reason for gratitude at the beginning of our tenth 
year, I assure you we have still greater reason for gratitude at the 
end of that same tenth year.
Because I never have the opportunity to meet the thousands of you whom 
I address as "Friend"; because I seldom'have the occasion to write a 
really personal letter to many of you, at this time I shall try to make 
up for the lack of personal contact with you, and shall further try 
to give a real and lasting proof of my gratitude.
I am going to give you the best possible personal Christmas present. 
Beginning on December 17th, and each day thereafter till Christmas day 
itself I shall offer Mass for you. This Novena of Masses will be for 
you and your intentions, for your dear ones living and dead, for your 
friends and relatives, for subscribers and readers alike of JESUIT 
MISSIONS, for those who are with us now and those who have ceased to be 
with us either by reason of death or other cause.
The Novena of Masses is my Christmas present to you. And I give it in 
gratitude for all you have done for JESUIT MISSIONS. May you and yours 
have a truly holy and happy Christmas.
May I add just one word of petition to my expression of gratitude? 
Will you please read my letter of December first, mailed to every 
subscriber, and answer it to the best of your ability? May God bless 
you abundantly.

Faithfully in our Lord,

(Rev. ) E. PAUL AMY, S. J.
Business Editor.

Read JESUIT MISSIONS, the illustrated mission magazine.



ceeds Father Balfe as Superior at St.
Paul’s Mission. Father Charles

Middle Schools in Shanghai alone. Re­
cently the local Bureau of Education

AMERICAN INDIANS
Father Leo C. Cunningham, S.J., 

Writes from Our Lady of Lourdes Mis­
sion among the Sioux Indians at Por- 
cLupine, South Dakota:

‘‘There is the sound of children’s 
J coices and shouts of laughter at Our 
L^ady of Lourdes Mission today. It is 
tHie second day of school. The Indian 
clhildren are glad to be back where 
tHiey can obtain at least one good meal 
Hi day. The Sisters have been busy 
Preparing for them and our little day 
s«chool and our boarding school are 
V'rery attractive.

Perhaps the people of the country 
sure tired of hearing about the drought 
oof South Dakota. It surely has been 
Uerrible. The grasshoppers did as much 
hnarm or more than the lack of mois­
ture. The gardens in this district are 

complete failure. The pastures are 
bourned to a crisp. Just within the last 
vweek we obtained enough rain to fill 
Hhe water holes and to prevent the suf­
fering from thirst of our horses and 
ccattle.

“Only yesterday, the WPA work 
vwas opened for the married Indian 
mnen. Many of them have been idle 
ssince last March. You can well imagine 
’what poverty exists among them. It 
ns a mystery to us how they have kept 
salive. It is no wonder that the little 
cchildren have come back to us with 
sa ravenous appetite. Their clothing is 
’unusually shabby. Already, the nights 
•are turning cold and we shall have to 
: supply warm clothing for all our chil- 
•dren.

“I have charge of four chapels and 
the poor people of these four districts 
look to me for help and encouragement 
in their great affliction and poverty. 
When a new child is born to a family, 
they ask us for clothing. When young 
or old die, they plead for a dress or 
suit of clothes to prepare the corpse 
for burial. The wages that will come 
in from the WPA will be needed for 
food. The poor Indians will need help 
in the way of warm clothing for the 
cold Winter months ahead.”

* * *
Father Joseph Balfe, S.J., formerly 

Superior at St. Paul’s Mission in Mon­
tana, has been transferred to Missoula, 
Montana, where he will be Pastor of 
St. Francis Xavier’s Church.

♦ * ♦
Father Gabriel Menager, S.J., suc- 

O’Brien, S.J., takes over the Indian 
mission work at Rocky Boy among the 
Cree and Chippewa Indians of Mon­
tana. Father John T. Corbett, S.J., has 
been assigned to St. Paul’s Mission.

CHINA
After consulting the annual parish 

statistics, Father John A. Lennon, S.J., 
reports that in his Sacred Heart Parish 
in Shanghai, there are 3,701 Chinese 
and 2,883 foreigners; 69,983 confessions 
were registered while 242,094 received 
Holy Communion; 3,039 boys and 
2,066 girls attended parish schools. Of 
this number 1,222 are Catholics and 
3,883 are non-Catholics. Of this total 
again 4,226 are Chinese, and 879 of 
foreign or mixed parentage.

♦ * *
After five years of patient effort, 

Gonzaga College, conducted by the 
California Jesuits in Shanghai, has re­
ceived Government recognition. This 
recognition is not readily granted and 
the process of securing it is a pro­
longed one. Not many years ago, the 
Chinese Government welcomed with 
open arms any attempt to increase 
educational facilities and considered 
this work an important step in for­
warding the “Three Principles” so nec­
essary for China’s reconstruction. As 
a result, there are at present 600 Mid­
dle Schools and almost 1,000 Junior

Father Alexander Rolland, SJ., of the 
Province of Upper Canada, missionary at 

Wikwemikong, Ontario.

decreed that no more schools were to 
be opened and that those existing 
should need certain requirements to be 
officially recognized. Diplomas issued 
by recognized schools bear a special 
Government seal which must be shown 
before one may take even the entrance 
examination of a Government univer­
sity. Furthermore, without this seal, 
it is impossible to enter the Customs 
Service, Transportation, Postal Ser- 

• vice, in fact, any training schools whose 
object is civil employment. Hence it 
is not difficult to see why the question 
of Government recognition has been 
one of the grave concerns at Gonzaga 
College and why at present there is 
such great joy there over the recogni­
tion.

♦ * *
American Marines and Shanghai 

civilians have shown their approval of 
the Holy Name Society supervised by 
Father Stanislaus J. Fitzgerald, S.J., 
in Shanghai. The meetings are well at­
tended and the monthly Communion 
Sundays have produced an edifying 
turn-out of Catholic men.

♦ * *
The following changes among the 

personnel of the Suchow Mission, ad­
ministered by the Jesuits of Lower 
Canada, have gone into effect.

Father Joseph Courchesne, S.J., Su­
perior of the Mission, also becomes 
pastor of the Cathedral at Suchow.

Adrian Lavariere, S.J., is prefect at 
the new college, and Gabriel Brossard, 
S.J., is director of the central school 
of Suchow.

Father Alphonse Dube, S.J., Father 
Louis J. Primeau, S.J., and Brother 
John Bedard, S.J., go to Sutsien.

Father Emile Muller, S.J., is pastor 
at Taitalow.

Father Alphonse Boileau, S.J., and 
Brother Paul Saint-Jean, S.J., are sta­
tioned at Yangchwangtsi.

Maurice Belhumeur, S.J., is a student 
in theology at the scholasticate, Zi-ka- 
wei, and Brother Aza Souligny, S.J., 
becomes infirmarian there.

Father Oscar Doyon, S J., is profes­
sor of English in the Catholic Uni­
versity of Tientsin, cared for by the 
French Jesuits of the Champagne 
Province.

BRITISH HONDURAS
Father Robert L. McCormack, S.J., 

sends the following interesting news 
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items from British Honduras.
“Diario De Yucatan, the daily news­

paper of Merida. Yucatan, in one of 
its June issues announced in large let­
ters the death of Reverend Pastor 
Molina, S.J., who for the past twenty 
years has been living and working 
among the people of Merida, Yucatan, 
his native city. The Mission of British 
Honduras remembers him gratefully 
and lovingly as the priest who came 
into this Mission and worked here for 
twenty-six years. His ready knowl­
edge of Spanish and his fluency in his 
native Maya, as well as ability to use 
the King’s English which he learned 
while a Scholastic in the United States, 
all admirably fitted him for the zealous 
energetic life he lived during his stay 
on this Mission. He was loved by the 
people of Merida in his old age, and 
is fondly remembered by the older 
Indians and Spanish people of the 
Belize, Orange Walk and Corozal dis­
tricts of this colony.

♦ ♦ *
“At the beginning of the school year, 

three boys, former graduates of the 
Mission’s tiny St. John’s College, en­
tered seminaries to begin their studies 
for the native diocesan clergy. Two 
entered St. Augustine’s in Bay St. 
Louis, Mississippi, and the other began 
his philosophical studies at the College 
of the Propaganda in Rome. One lad, 
who has been working in the Padre’s 
house at Benque Viejo or at Belize for 
the past several years, answered the 

call of Christ to become a postulant 
as a Jesuit Brother. Two girls en­
tered the novitiate for native girls, and 
one went off to New Orleans to join 
the Community of the Holy Family 
Sisters. Two Academy girls, one from 
Council Bluffs, Iowa, and the other 
from Toledo, Ohio, looked deeply into 
the Eyes of Christ, and turned their 
backs on the clamorous, glamorous 
pleasures of the world and forewent 
the comparative comforts of the 
modern novitiates of Religious Sisters 
in the States, to embrace missionary 
life in British Honduras from the very 
beginning of their religious life. Hence, 
on August 29, Miss Carmelita Mullen 
and Miss Clara Reger entered the no­
vitiate of the Pallotine Missionary Sis­
ters at Punta Gorda, British Honduras.

* * *
“Brother John Jacoby, S.J., went up 

to the States for a little visit after his 
nine years on the Mission. Strange 
visit, which turned out to be six months 
in the hospital. But now he is back 
to his Boy Scouts and his work at St. 
John’s College, after having returned 
through Mexico where he learned some 
first hand details of the work of the 
persecution there. Father David Hick­
ey, S.J., fared better on his short visit 
to the States, his first in ten years. He 
also is back with his sleeves rolled up 
ready to busy himself about the many 
activities that occupy the Pastor of the 
Cathedral Parish in Belize. Father 
William Bennett, S.J., is now breath­

ing the cool air of the States after 
twelve years in the tropics. Previous 
to this last stay in this Mission, Father 
Bennett was chaplain to the English 
soldiers in Bombay. His mission ac­
tivities began when as a young 
Scholastic he came to British Honduras 
and worked with the popular Father 
William “Buck” Stanton, S.J.

* * *
“Both to honor their Heavenly King 

and to make reparation to Him for 
the outrages now being committed 
against Him and His Church, the men 
of Holy Redeemer Parish, Belize, 
united in a splendid demonstration on 
the feast of Christ the King. There 
was an outdoor Eucharistic Procession 
about the parish grounds and school 
campus. Benediction of the most 
Blessed Sacrament was given at the 
three altars erected by the men or 
college sodalists of the parish. No 
feminine hand had anything to do with 
the artistic embellishments of these al­
tars, and to impress upon even the 
most incredulous of the Spanish 
women that the male members of the 
parish were in control of this mani­
festation of loyal manly piety, flower 
boys took the place of the customary 
flower girls in the Eucharistic Proces­
sion. The day opened with a general 
Communion of Reparation for all the 
men of the parish. This day marked 
the close of the men’s novena in honor 
of Christ the King, preached by 
Fathers Hickey and Schaefer.”

Father Robert L. McCormack, S.J., with a group of Carib teachers and catechists of 
British Honduras assembled for a retreat at Punta Gorda, May 14 to 18, 1936.

PATNA, INDIA
Father Henry P. Milet, S.J., one of 

the first veteran Jesuits who arrived 
in Patna in 1921, is still working vigor­
ously in the Mission. He writes from 
St. Joseph’s Church, Jamalpur, E.l. 
Ry., India:

“Perhaps you can find use for this 
little incident as my young correspon­
dents are very keen on snake stories. 
‘Give us a dozen,’ one wrote, ‘and make 
’em hot.’

“I don’t know whether there is a 
shortage in the market, or that even 
the snakes are feeling the depression, 
but I was remarking to some one re­
cently that I had no snake experiences 
for quite a long while.

“But India is the land of surprises 
and thrills. Just when you least ex­
pect it, something is likely to turn up. 
So only the other night, the even tenor 
of my life got a jolt that might have 
put it out of gear completely. How­
ever, God is good, and St. Patrick is 
ever vigilant, so I came off with merely 
a thrill.

“The scene was my sleeping porch, 
at the zero hour. Lights out. Just as 
I closed the last door, I heard some­
thing flop at my feet. Fortunately, I 
had an electric torch in my hand and 
immediately turned it on to see a young 
karait wriggling away, and a half eaten 
lizard lying dead at my feet. In less 
time than it takes to tell, I had a stick, 
which we always keep handy, and fin-
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shhed off the snake. He had evidently 
=^l:limbed the door, a favorite trick of 
^■Ineirs, and must have been perched on 

t with his lizzard. The closing of the 
=Jcoor swept them off. 'Handle with 
"czare’ seems to be the proper label over 

hi.ere for all doors, especially after dark. 
T?he karait is one of the most effective 
irn preventing the over population of 
Iindia. I was certainly thankful to the 
Lord that the beast missed me in his 
fsall from the door. There is a tradition 
haere that St. Francis Xavier conducts 
ai special protectorate over missionaries 
aagainst wild beasts and snakes, but I 
r“ely on St. Patrick for the snakes.”

* * *
Writing during the Summer from 

OCatholic Mission, Champanagar P.O., 
IBhagalpur, India, Father James A. 
CCreane, S.J., says:

“It is impossible for me to write 
lyou at any great length this morning.
• For I am scheduled to leave shortly 
ifor Gokhla, where I am to meet my
• catechists from all sides, listen to their 
accounts of achievements and pros­
pects, pay their monthly salaries and 
give them an instruction and further 
directions in their apostolate.

“Two of them reported a few days 
ago that a whole village of Paharias 
are ready and clamoring for Baptism. 
I hope to see them next week and, 
please God, baptize the village en 
masse. In various other places, too, 
there are little groups waiting for the 
saving waters. The difficulty is to 
get around to them. Everywhere there 
are hopes among the lower castes. 
Though we have a fair number of 
catechists in the field, they are far, 
far too few to cover the territory any­
thing like adequately. As a conse­
quence, much of it must lie fallow for 
the time being. And let us hope that 
many generous souls with God’s cause 
at heart will come to the rescue and 
enable us to send forth many more 
laborers into the vineyard.

“For truly this seems to be a day 
of grace and great spiritual opportuni­
ties for India. There is great ferment 
and excitement all over, due to the 
threat of the Depressed Classes to 
leave Hinduism and join some other 
religion, where they will get equality 
and protection. What will come of it 
all, God only knows. But surely it 
behooves us Catholics to keep our 
eyes open and make the most of the 
situation. Protestants, Sikhs and Mo­
hammedans are all intensely active, 
trying to lure the Depressed Classes 
to join their religion. Can we, who 
have the truth, be less energetic?

“Do please sound the clarion cry to 
all Catholic America. Tell them of the 
new situation which has arisen in In­
dia. We need their cooperation,—their 
prayers, and their alms, and (of those 
who can give it) their time, talent, 
labor and lives. To all, India is send­
ing forth her Macedonian call: 'Come 
over and help us/ Who will be their 
St. Pauls?

“Only a little over a month ago the 
representatives of sixty millions (the 
Depressed Classes) gathered in con­
ference in one of India’s largest cities 
and asked the various religious bodies 
of India to send delegates to expound 
their doctrines and present their claims 
for a following. The purpose of this 
was, so the invitation stated, that they 
might better choose which religion to 
adopt. At the end of that famous 
conference, all the delegates of the 
Depressed Classes present were unan­
imous in this decision to leave Hindu­
ism. But they decided to take a year 
for further study lest their choice be 
too hasty and later regretted.

“Meantime they are organizing and 
holding meetings all over India to stir 
up their followers to act in unison. 
Already conversions to Christianity are 
speeding up in many places and a 
spirit of discontent and unrest in Hin­
duism is beginning to show itself 
among the socalled ‘Untouchables’ 
everywhere.

“So with all these facts staring us 
in the face how can we—you and I 
and the whole Catholic world,—sit idle? 
If ever there were a call to Catholic 
Action, it is right here in India now.”

ALASKA
From Tununak, Nelson Island, Alas­

ka, Father Paul Deschout, S.J., writes 
under date of June 22:

“It is a real pleasure for me to be 
able to let you know that I am back 
in God’s country. I left Seattle May 
27 on a small motorship called the 
Meteor and after thirteen days and thir­
teen nights of travelling on the waters 
of the Pacific and the Bering Sea, I 
reached Tununak June 9. The trip 
north was fairly pleasant except when 
crossing the Gulf of Alaska. Here I 
got seasick and was unable to say 
Mass aboard.

“The Eskimos were glad to have 
their Pastor back with them, but then 
their Pastor was surely happy to be 
back with his flock. A whole year 
these good people had been without 
a priest save for a couple of visits 
from the neighboring priest at Hooper 
Bay, Father John P. Fox, S.J. The 
day of my arrival I heard confessions 
till way late in the night, and the next 
morning the whole village was seen 
at the Communion rail. The faith of 
these Nelson Islanders is edifying. 
Ever since I came back here, the whole 
crowd practically are daily church 
goers. Let’s hope they keep up that 
fervor.

“I brought along from the States the 
lumber and other material for the 
building of our new Tununak church. 
This will keep me quite busy this 
Summer. It will be a modest building 
of twenty by forty feet, but then for 
these simple folks an edifice of that 
size is quite an addition to their town.

“I will be glad to hear from you 
again, my dear Father, just as before 
my Tertianship. I did not write dur­
ing the ten months of novitiate, and 
you know why,—not, however, that 
you were out of my mind. Allow me 
here to thank you once again for all 
you have done for me and my dis­
trict of Nelson Island. God bless you 
and reward you. Nor am I forgetting 
you in my poor prayers.

“My correspondence is bound to be 
irregular as we have no post office here 
on the Island. Still, each time I have 
a chance I will be only too glad to 
drop you a note.”

♦ ♦ ♦
Writing from Nome, Alaska, under 

date of September 8, Father Bellarmine 
Lafortune, S.J., the apostle of King 
Island, gives a consoling message to re­
lieve the somewhat discouraging lines 
which appeared in these columns in 
our October issue.

Some of the Chicago Province missionaries in Patna, India. Picture taken on 
June 1, 1936. Seated, left to right: Fathers John J. Meyer, S.J.; Henry P. Milet, S.J.; 
Very Rev. Aloysius Rohde, S.J. (Official Visitor at the time) ; Fathers Augustine 
Forster, S.J., and James A. Creane, S.J. Standing, left to right: Fathers Charles D. 
McAleese, S.J.; Edward A. Scott, S.J.; Brother Stephan Gerard, S.J.; Fathers 
James R. Gibbons, S.J.; Charles P. Miller, SJ.; Walter E. Marquard, S.J.; brands

I. Stoy, S.J., and Paul L. Frank, S.J.



"Your Reverence will undoubtedly 
learn with pleasure that my flock, the 
King Islanders, will be fairly well pro­
vided for the Winter. When we came 
from the Island, the Summer outlook 
was very bad. They had very little 
ivory and only four steamers were to 
be unloaded, and they saw no other 
way of making the money they needed. 
Before we came here seeing that they 
were somewhat dejected, I told them 
to trust God’s Providence and behave 
perfectly. He would find for them the 
opportunities they needed. Hardly 
were they through with working the 
little ivory they had, when one of them 
found in a warehouse, under a pile of 
rubbish, about three hundred pounds 
of ivory. The owner of the warehouse 
had forgotten all about it. Soon the 
King Islanders were informed, and 
shelling together, they bought the 
whole thing, and kept on working. In 
less than three weeks that ivory was 
carved and sold, when lo! two schoon­
ers came with about seven hundred 
pounds of fossil and white ivory. They 
will have work till the Fall. In the 
same time the women have been work­
ing steadily at moccasins and sold 
quite a few of them. But some cannot 
carve nor sew any more. They are 
pretty near the end of their trail. Their 
hands are numb, their sight impaired, 
they need help. Their folk do the best 
they can, but they cannot supply them 
with all they need. Kindly pray for 
me and for them.”

* ♦ *
Word has been received that on Oc­

tober 3, Father Joseph Tomkin, S.J., 
died at Fairbanks, Alaska. Father Tom­
kin had been transferred from Holy 
Cross Mission to Fairbanks on account 
of a weak heart. He was formerly the 
Superior at Holy Cross. He is suc­

ceeded there by Father Francis B. 
Prange, S.J. Father George Endal, 
S.J., a recent arrival in Alaska, is also 
stationed at Holy Cross.

* * *
Father Thomas Cunningham, S.J., 

who has been stationed at Nome, Alas­
ka, will spend the Winter on Diomede 
Island to complete the church there 
which Father Bellarmine Lafortune, 
S.J., had begun. During Father Cun­
ningham’s absence, Father Lafortune 
will divide his time between Nome and 
King Island.

IRAQ
Apropos of the persecution of Cath­

olics in Spain, the following note from 
Father Joseph P. Merrick, S.J., sta­
tioned at Baghdad College may be of 
interest:

“I collected eight dollars from the 
British Royal Air Forces of Baghdad 
of which I am Chaplain; seven dollars 
from our boys at Baghdad College; 
and seven dollars from the Jesuits at 
Baghdad College. I sent these twenty- 
two dollars to the ‘Catholic Universe 
Fund’ of London, that is being gathered 
together from British and Irish sub­
jects by The Universe, Britain’s Catho­
lic newspaper. Already more than 
twenty thousand dollars’ worth of med­
ical supplies have been forwarded to 
the Spanish Catholic Nationalists.”

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
Father Austin V. Dowd, S.J., sta­

tioned temporarily at Catholic Mission, 
Malaybalay, Bukidnon, Mindanao, P. I., 
writes of his new appointment:

“For scenery and climate, Malayba­
lay is very good. Blankets must be 
used always at night; sweating is at 
a minimum, but the one drawback is 
the almost perpetual rain. I was up 

Very Rev. John Fahy, S.J., Provincial of the Vice-Province of Australia, on a visit 
of inspection to the Jesuit Missions in the Philippines, with a group of American ana 
Filipino Jesuits. Seated, left to right: Fathers Martin O'Shaughnessy, S.JAlfred 
Kienle, S.J.; Vincent I. Kennally, S.J.; Very Rev. John Fahy, S.J.; David Daly, , S.J 
Walter Hamilton, S.J.; Joseph Reith, S.J. Standing, left to right: Brother Manuel 
Pascua, S.J.; Brother John E. Abrams, S J.; Fathers James E. Haggerty, S.J.: 
George Kirchgessner, S.J.; Andrew A. Cervini, S.J.; Austin V. Dowd, S.J.J Brother

Columbus Jabar, S.J.; Ralph M. O’Neill, S.J.

there last week for the Parish Euchar­
istic Congress, and it rained every af­
ternoon. This makes the roads around 
the little town a quagmire; it makes 
the roof of our church leak, and there 
you are. The Congress was a glorious 
success, a real visitation from on high. 
Father Joseph Lucas and Father Fred­
erick Henfling, who knew the place of 
old, said that it was almost unbeliev­
able to see so many in church, so 
many at Communion, to see an open 
air Mass on the Plaza, with nearly 
the whole town there. Years ago these 
people had a priest who visited here 
frequently. But for the last fifteen 
years there has been no resident priest 
and several Protestant ministers have 
wrought indifference among the peo­
ple. However, there is a great revival 
of Faith all over the Islands; especially 
noteworthy in the great number of 
young men who are going to the sacra­
ments. I think that it has penetrated 
even here. Besides, Father Lucas has 
worked wonders himself, so that ex­
cept for poverty, I will be all set. I 
mean the indifference has gone; Faith 
has returned, and the people at least 
in Malaybalay are very friendly.

“Malaybalay is a curious town. It 
is situated in the heart of the Bukidnon 
Province, one of the non-Christian 
provinces, yet, if what I have been told, 
is true the Spanish Fathers must have 
baptized nearly the whole province. 
However, except for marriage and 
Baptism, there was nothing further 
done, because they had to clear out 
and could not follow up their work. 
Why they had to leave, I cannot quite 
understand. Perhaps it was a shortage 
of men. I believe their headquarters 
were to the south of Malaybalay, at 
Maramig, or Valencia, but they moved 
them to Sumilao, another mystery, be­
cause this town is off the main road. 
That was around twenty years ago, 
and until Father Lucas came here 
nearly three years ago, there never 
has been a resident priest. . Fathers 
Joseph McGowan and Frederick Hen­
fling visited here at infrequent inter­
vals, probably about once a month. 
Father Walter Hamilton lived here for 
more than a month, and Father Aug­
ustine Consunji came up here and went 
with the Governor on one of his trips. 
He was able to stay long enough at 
little hamlets to catechize, baptize and 
marry many of the mountain people, 
that is, Bukidnons, Manobos, Bagabos. 
That was before Father Lucas settled 
here. For the last fifteen years this 
place, because of the lack of priests, 
has been a happy hunting ground for 
some Protestants, but while they have 
scceeded in gaining but a few con­
verts, they have perhaps made many 
of the Catholics indifferent. However, 
as I said before, the Eucharistic Con­
gress has paved the way now for a 
revival.” * * *

Father James E. Haggerty, S.J., who 
returned to the Philippines this year, 
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writes from El Salvador, Tagnipa, 
Oriental Misamis, Mindanao, P. I.:

“For the first week down here in 
Mindanao I was secretary to Very 
Rev. Father John Fahy, S.J., visitor to 
the Philippine Islands, and Provincial 
of Australia. He is a most charming 
gentleman and most sympathetic. Be­
fore going to Australia he was Pro­
vincial of Ireland. . . .

“As soon as Mass was over this 
morning I rushed to a dying woman 
who died just as I climbed the ladder 
into the hut. Fortunately, she had re­
ceived all the sacraments previously. 
But this afternoon I had to climb upon 
a little Philippine caballo and head 
seven kilometers up into the mountains 
to a woman dying of dysentery. The 
fiscal, a sort of sacristan led the way. 
First we floundered in a carabao-wal­
low. My horse sank down to his with­
ers, splashing my nice white soutana 
and white pants with greenish mud, 
and had to be pulled out. Then we 
went gayly on. It was a spanking ride. 
There were the usual mountain trails 
with slides down into the valleys, then 
a stream, then the climb up. I really 
enjoyed it after the mud dried. I 
heard the woman’s confession anointed 
her and gave her Viaticum, and then 
was asked to prescribe for her. They 
had had no doctor. Her son, about 
twenty-five years old, also needed 
medical attention. He had run a nail 
completely through his instep twenty 
days ago. He applied grass and a dirty 
bandage. The wound was becoming 
gangrened. I persuaded him to come 
down tomorrow on a horse for treat­
ment and see if he could not get into 
a hospital at Cagayan which is twenty 
kilometers away. Of course, the Padre 
is expected to furnish all medicines 
free.

“I watched with great interest, this 
morning at nine o’clock, our people 
line up for the Brother to treat their 
ills. One wanted to trade a chicken 
for a dose of salts and, believe it or 
not, a dose of salts costs just about as 
much here as a chicken. Another 
wanted to trade a chicken for a pack­
age of ‘Wheaties/ for a sick little boy 
who had seen the ads—how Wheaties 
make weak little boys strong. All the 
fathers here are heart and soul in their 
work and they are making tremendous 
sacrifices without saying anything 
about it. But we are all happy. Last 
year the Communions in Cagayan 
numbered seventy thousand. Two years 
ago they numbered thirty-five thou­
sand. Ten years ago when the Amer­
icans came, I doubt if there were two 
thousand a year.

JAMAICA, B. W. I.
Very Rev. Francis J. Kelly, S.J., 

Superior of the Jamaica Mission, writes 
in acknowledgement of a gift from 
Jesuit Missions:

“I really cannot tell you how much 
we appreciate your kind remembrance 
and assistance, but I can assure you 

that we are deeply and sincerely grate­
ful. You do so much for us, I wish 
we could do more for you. You may 
be sure that I will do what I can to 
encourage and urge the Fathers on the 
different missions to send you inter­
esting notes or articles.

“Thank you again with all my heart 
and I earnestly ask God’s blessing on 
the great work you are doing for the 
missions.”

♦ * *
Father James J. Lyons, S.J., writes 

from Sacred Heart Rectory, Highgate 
P.O., Jamaica, B.W.I.: •

“Just to remind you that I am still 
living, I’m sending a note and saying 
‘Good evening Fadder.’ Tonight is 
one of those Edgar Wallace nights 
with the rain coming down in torrents, 
with not a soul on the roads, and with 
murder stalking the alleys or, I shall 
say out here in the bush, the cowpaths, 
for they don’t have such things as 
alleys in the country. But to most 
missionaries I believe such evenings 
are conducive to writing to friends 
who have helped them in their work 
in a material and spiritual way.

“Today I had one of my most dif­
ficult sick calls. I had put up my car 
for repairs and was silently hoping 
that no call would come in until my 
car had been returned. But my hard 
luck and the difficulties of the journey 
proved to be good luck and an ex­
traordinary grace to a poor dying 
woman.

“Just as I settled in my creaking 
rocker to begin my breviary for the 
day, a telegram arrived with the brief 
message, ‘Mary dying bring ring for 
marriage. John.’ The person turned 
out to be one who had been living 
with a man for over five years with 
never a thought of marriage. But now, 
convulsed with pain, tormented by a 
gnawing conscience, and in her Mor- 
phean slumber calling for a priest 
whom she had never known, she pre­
sented a pathetic picture. I’ll spare 
you the details of the arduous trip in 

a torrent of rain up at the other end 
of the world where not even a Ford 
could climb in first speed. After park­
ing the car at the bottom of the hill 
after three fruitless attempts to climb 
the heights I started out on what was 
said to be ‘about a mile’ but which to 
an ordinary American was nearer five. 
Soaked to the skin I finally arrived at 
my destination and refused the prof­
fered chair just to keep the blood cir­
culating. The poor woman who had 
been having convulsions preparatory 
to the birth of a child was sleeping 
and muttering incoherent nothings. I 
was asked if I would wait a while to 
see if she would awaken, so after an 
hour’s wait (and by this time I was 
developing a chill), I decided some­
thing had to be done. The nurse said 
that if I used water on the patient 
the shock would kill her. I told her 
that a few drops of baptismal water 
on my fingers and applied gently to the 
patient would certainly not kill her. 
After a little argument I prevailed 
upon her to allow me to baptize the 
woman and give her a chance for 
eternal life. After baptizing the woman 
I anointed her and read the prayers 
for the dying. I left word with the 
nurse to make sure the child would 
be baptized in case there was danger 
of the child dying. I hope to get up 
there again tomorrow, for I have a 
marriage about five miles away from 
there in my church at Mile Gully. But 
you can be sure that I am going to 
get a chauffeur if I have to starve for 
a week to pay for his wages. One 
trip like that a month is enough thrill 
for my jaded nerves.”

* ♦ ♦
Father William T. Butler, S.J., of 

St. George’s College, Winchester Park, 
has forwarded to Jesuit Missions a 
press story prepared for the celebra­
tion of the one hundredth anniversary 
of the establishment of the Vicariate 
Apostolic of Jamaica. We hope to pre­
sent the substance of this story in the 
near future to our readers.

Boys of Baghdad in procession after the Christmas Mass held at one of the two Latin 
churches in Baghdad. At the extreme right is Father William A. Rice, S'. J.. Rector 
of Baghdad College, celebrant; Father Joseph P. Merrick, S.J., deacon, and Father 

Frank A. Rarj eant, R.J., subdeacon.



The Faith in
Batavia Rt. Rev. Peter 

Willekens, S.J.

X the November installment of “The Faith in 
41 Batavia” the Right Reverend Author traced the

propagation of the Faith in the Netherlands East 
Indies from the first beginnings in the early years of 
the sixteenth century to the last half of the nineteenth. 
His Excellency now continues.

Father Verbraak, who had distinguished himself as 
an organizer of vision and an outstanding missionary, 
was especially beloved as Chaplain of the Colonial Army 
in the Netherlands East Indies. Today as a mark of this 
devotedness his heroic statue commands a central site 
in the Indian Army headquarters at Bandoeng. In ad­
dition to this, two busts have been unveiled, one in his 
native town of Rotterdam in Holland and the other at 
Atjeh where throughout the Colonial War, lasting a 
quarter of a century, he continued as Chaplain for the 
troops.

In this conquest of these islands of the South Seas. 
Java, the principal isle of which Batavia is the capital 
city, was the last to capitulate. Java today has forty- 
one million inhabitants and perhaps is the most densely 
populated country in the world. Its origin is ancient in-

The Rt. Rev. Peter Willekens, S.J., of the Dutch Province of 
the Society of Jesus, Vicar Apostolic of Batavia, Netherlands 

East Indies.

deed and in its history antecedent to its capture by the 
Dutch, three distinctive cultural strata may be clearly 
distinguished: an autochthonous Javanese culture, a 
superstructure of Buddhist art and civilization, of which 
the famous temple of Borobodur is a distinctive example, 
and the influence of Mohammedanism. Cujus regio, ejus 
et religio, was true also of Java, and hence, the people 
followed the religion of their conquerors and adopted 
the Koran as their bible. It was the influence of the 
religion of the Prophet that explains the last ditch stand 
made by Java against the precepts of Catholicism and 
of Christ. It was as late as the year 1894 before the 
first Javanese neophytes received Baptism.

FROM 1894, however, due entirely to the miracle of 
God’s grace, Divine Providence ordained that though 
Java was converted last, nevertheless, it should be the 

first to show forth the beautiful flowering of the Faith 
and to produce native priests, for her priests were the 
first to come to the aid of the missioners from over the
western wave. At present writing, thirty-eight native 
seminarians are preparing for Holy Orders in the major 
seminaries, and two hundred and five in the minor. From 
a material point of view we have, of course, no buildings 
to compare with the architectural dignity of the temple 

of Borobodur. Yet, the Catholic cathe-

"The Catholic 
cathedral of Ba­
tavia is justly 
acclaimed as 
one of the finest 
buildings in the 

capital”

dral of Batavia is justly acclaimed as 
one of the finest buildings in the capital. 
On a more humble scale, of course, we 
have constructed numerous modern 
white churches which when seen in the 
sunlight glisten (Turn to page 308)
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A Harvest of Happiness Joseph P.
Donovan, SJ.

HE northern lights 
have seen strange 
sights,” but with

;apologies to the poet, we 
wager that amidst Alaska’s
wonders that horrible pyre 
on the marge of Lake La 
Barge was not the strangest. 
What is a bon-fire in a land 
of marvels and paradoxes, 
where the stars twinkle all 
the day, or the sun shines 
most of the night, where 
lasting snows cover the hills 
and beneath them lie buried 
the fossils of elephants and 
tropical plants ? No wonder 

A harvest of smiles and a harvest of tall grass are boththose lights play in the star­
lit vault of Heaven—they 
reflect from God’s playground of Nature the marvels of 
His Hand.

Perhaps that is the secret of the Alaskan’s buoyant 
spirit. If we are happy in the thrill of monotony, and 
smilingly say “Do it again,” what must be the delight 
of those living where the unexpected always happens, 
and Nature seldom “does it” the same way twice? Such 
may partially account for the Alaskan missionary’s un­
varying cheerfulness even in the face of dangers and 
sufferings. Not unique in this is Father Paul C. O’Con­
nor, S.J. We can catch the note of the unusual, even if 
hidden by felicitous expression, in Father’s description 
of his Mission. “Building on tundra land presents quite 
a problem. The buildings go up and down as the ground 
melts or freezes. Doors are constantly jammed. Win­
dows, luckily, we seldom have to open. Chinks and 
cracks are a constant menace, and let me tell you, ven-

helpfttl protection against the hard­
ships of a rigorous Winter.

dispirited: poverty with its companion disease, suffer­
ings from the rigors of climate, and the thought that 
even though they taste of the fruits of civilization, it will 
always be a borrowed delicacy. Most of all, their hap­
piness is due to the example of their Father and the con­
soling Faith he has brought to them. (Voluntary suffer­
ing incites sympathy, then imitation.) No doubt, too, a 
good explanation for the smiles of these boys and girls 
is the charity of kind benefactors. Are they grateful? 
Here is how one of them expressed his appreciation for 
a pair of skates. (A number of pairs were sent). 
“Thanks very much for the pair of skates. I took twelve 
because my feet are still growing.” Naive, yes 1 and with 
it is the sincerity of Christ’s little ones, for deeper than 
the child’s gratitude is his sense of obligation to the teach­
ing of Jesus shown in the same letter by the promise, 
“I will always try to be a good boy and I will pray more.”

tilation on blizzardy days is a thing studiously to be 
avoided if one wishes to keep from freezing.”

THERE is the note of potential hardship behind those 
words, but shining out beyond them, like the north­
ern lights beyond the piercing cold, is the indomitable 

disposition—the missionary’s characteristic. It would be 
folly to attribute that spirit to the thrill alone of living 
amidst Nature’s prodigies; more sublime reasons are 
there—the advice of the Master, He Who not only bid, 
“Go forth and teach all nations,” but had said to His 
Apostles, “Rejoice and be glad.” That trait is common 
to all missionaries, whether garbed as mandarins in the 
imperial court of China, negotiating before the Great 
Mogul, living in a Cartagena slave market, or following 
Indian trails through forest wilds.

When, however, we see the smiling faces of the 
Eskimo natives, we wonder again if Alaska alone is the 
answer. Those sturdy little peoples, clinging to the slip­
pery outskirts of gay old Mother Earth as she dances 
about the sun, should as it seems have reasons to be

HENCE regardless of the effects of Nature’s touches, 
the general peace and joy which pervades the mis­

sions, not only of Akulurak, but throughout the North, 
is the work of God’s grace on these souls administered 
by His “Cheerful Givers.” Thus this harvest of hap­
piness is the fruit of all combined: the seed of God, the 
sower and the blessings of Nature. Like us their sin­
cerest laughter with some pain is frought, but we easily 
catch the sweeter notes and seldom the sadder thought. 
Directed by skilled hands, they have woven a tapestry 
of which we see the beautiful colors while the rough 
threads of life are hidden behind.

Yes, the northern lights have seen strange sights, but 
after catching, on clear cold nights, a glimpse of our 
distressed society, they must confess that one of the 
strangest is the scene of those little forts—the outposts of 
Christ’s Kingdom on earth—where the soldiers of Christ, 
armed with the love of God, live in peace and happiness. 
The joy and peace in Christ which the missionaries 
possess has in truth a fine influence on the Eskimos



The Saint of the Wilderness. By 
John J. Birch, Ps.D. Benziger 
Brothers, New York, N. Y. 
Price $2.00.
“The distinctive gift of the author,” 

according to Father John J. Wynne, 
S.J., “is insight, rare insight, into the 
transcending qualities and motives of one 
of God’s noblemen, and of developing in 
the reader that same rare insight.” It is 
precisely this penchant for visioning mo­
tives that characterizes this most recent 
volume, in the growing literature on 
Father Jogues, as a work of devotion 
rather than one of critical historical sci­
ence. The story has been developed by 
this Protestant admirer of Saint Isaac 
Jogues with deep sympathy and an ob­
vious spirit of sincere veneration. With 
the aid of the Jesuit Relations both the 
translation as used in Thwaites as well 
as the original, revelations which are 
really autobiographical sketches of the 
saint, Doctor Birch busies himself in re­
vealing his hero in contrast to his In­
dian slayers as the mightier hunter who 
shall not rest

"But seek in pathless woods and 
burning field,

“The fair white quarry Love alone 
can lure”

or again, as the martyr in vision as he 
was in deed, who knows

"That through the mists of death 
will break

Sunlight upon the rivers of the 
West.”

One may breathe a prayer that through 
the merits of this same mart’”’ whom it 
was his -wish to honor, the author him­
self even in life, may share ever more 
and more deeply in the household joys 
of the members of the Catholic Church.

Liturgy and Life. By Dom Rem­
bert Bularzik, O.S.B. The 
Liturgical Press, Collegeville. 
Minn. Price eight cents net.

An excellent endeavor to acquaint the 
reader with the inter-relationship between 
the liturgy of the Church and the daily 
life of the Christian.

To A Catholic from A Protestant.
By Neason Jones. Fleming H. 
Revell Company, New York, 
N. Y. Price $1.00.
Written as a reply to the autobiogra­

phy of Sir Esme Howard, former British 
Ambassador to the United States, the 
present booklet of ninety-three pages is 
a typical instance of the Protestant versus 
the Catholic mind. It reassembles and re­
hearses all the principal points of con­
troversy so dear to Protestantism. Like 
a Quarter Master’s Department, it is a 
sort of storehouse for non-conformist 
weapons of debate. Mixed Marriages, 
Uniformity or Unity, Church and Stated 

Hell, Authority, Purgatory, Penance and 
Confession, Papal Infallibility, Apostolic 
Succession, the Eucharist, are only some 
of the familiar issues here refought and, 
of course, in the mind of the author re­
won. Any Catholic college graduate could 
expose the fallacies with which the rea­
soning of the Reverend Mr. Jones is, we 
fear, hopelessly interwoven. It is with 
the deepest respect for the author’s feel­
ings and sincerity that we recommend as 
a sine qua non of conversion humble 
prayer for light as well as a sustained 
period of Catholic reading.

From Hegel to Marx. By Sidney 
Hook. Reynal & Hitchcock, 
New York, N. Y. Price $4.00. 
This book has been advertised as "a 

detailed account of Karl Marx’s intellec­
tual voyage of discovery and of his rela­
tions to his contemporaries—teachers, 

.friends and enemies—with and against 
whom he hammered out his theoretical 
positions.” The author gives his readers 
copious quotations from all the heretical 
thought in the midst of which Marx grew 
up. For the most part, one is allowed to 
draw one’s own conclusions and to act 
as the umpire of debate. Inasmuch as 
the only course that promises lasting suc­
cess in the fight against Communism to­
day is the spiritual and philosophical at­
tack, it is absolutely necessary that Catho­
lic scholars, both clerical and lay, should 
carefully reconnoiter the weak points in 
the enemy’s defense. "From Hegel to 
Marx” in its quotations provides the adult 
student with a good map of the mind of 
Marx.

Pray Always. A New Prayer­
book for Little Children. By 
Reverend Alphonse Sausen, 
O.S.B. Catholic Book Publish­
ing Company, New York, N. 
Y. Price thirty cents upwards 
to $2.00.
Written for children who have just 

made their First Communion, this emi­
nently practical and exquisitely bound 
prayerbook is calculated to serve them 
until they reach the Fifth Grade of school. 
The mother of pearl Crucifix inlaid upon 
the inside first cover is a masterpiece of 
ingenuity and will undoubtedly capture 
the child’s imagination and attract its 
mind to the meaning of the contents of 
Pray Always.”

Books received from St. An­
thony Guild Press,Paterson, N.J.:

The Life of Christ. In Panto­
mime and Dramatization. Price 
twenty-five cents.

The New Testament. The His­
tory of the Apostolic Church­

Syllabus II—Part III. prjCe 
twenty-five cents.
For adult study clubs and for classes 

of high school students.

School Year Religious Instruc­
tion Manual. Price ten cents 
For teachers of Catholic children at­

tending public schools. A course of study 
for Grades Five through Eight.
Manual for Nurses Caring for 

Catholic Patients. By Daniel 
E. Ostler, O.F.M. Price fifty 
cents.

Useful information on a nurse’s duty 
in sending for the priest, the Sacrament 
of Baptism, the last sacraments, Holy 
Communion, the Sacrament of Extreme 
Unction, Administration of Extreme Unc­
tion and Prayers for the Dying.
Catholic Faith. Book Two. Based 

on The Catholic Catechism as 
drawn up by His Eminence 
Peter Cardinal Gasparri and 
edited under the supervision of 
the Catholic University of 
America by Reverend Felix M. 
Kirsch, O.M.Cap., Ph.D., Litt. 
D., and Sister M. Brendan, 
I.H.M., M.A. P. J. Kenedy & 
Sons, New York. Price paper 
binding thirty cents.

Teacher’s Manual for Jesus and
I. By Aloysius J. Heeg, S.J. 
Loyola University Press, Chi­
cago, Ill. Price ten cents.

Father Heeg’s workshop of material 
for teaching Religion to children is 
familiar to everyone who in recent years 
has participated in the Summer Schools 
of Catholic Action conducted under the 
auspices of Father Daniel A. Lord, S.J. 
The greatest tribute to "Jesus and I” is 
the fact that pastors and practical teach­
ers in more than a thousand schools in 
all parts of the country have pronounced 
it the most perfect of all books for little 
children. It fits in with any course of 
study in religion and can be used in any 
type of school.
A Simple Introduction to Plain­

song. By Society of St. John 
the Evangelist Desclee & Co., 
Tournai, Belgium. Price, paper 
cover, Belga I.
A reprint of the "Rules of Interpre­

tation” as given in the English edition ot 
the Liber usualis.
The Christ Child Came for All- 

A Christmas Play in four acts. 
By Sister Mary Immaculata. 
The Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America, Maryknol , 
N. Y. Price, three copies t° 
$1.00.
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MILDREN’S FACES HAUNT ME 
{Continued from page 283)

the cast. He had heard of some quack 
t in the bazaar who would put the leg 
fht by simply rubbing on some lini- 
^nt. ‘‘Wouldn’t the Father call this 
,n whose treatment was so simple?”— 
nost as simple as the patient, my good 
idman. I declined,—with profound re­
sts. But I had to manage somehow to 
- my patient back home in good hu- 
>r, for these headmen' are very im- 
rtant—for or against the missionary. I 
y add that this particular headman­
now bears the aristocratic name of 

wrence,—had had to put away one of 
wives before he was christened, and 

t since I have baptized all his chil- 
m, nearly all of them grown-ups.
But you must not suppose that all are 
the same caliber as Bulak (pronounced 
illock”!) You do come across most 
ightful types,—old grannies that are 
t grand—but alas! not all of them, 
metimes they are the Gibraltar of re­
duce for a whole family. The chil- 
:n—and what charming kiddies you 
1 everywhere among these “Untouch­
es”!—are always friends at first sight, 
d it’s this sea of children’s faces that 
; haunted me day and night these thir- 
n years in India. There they are by 
thousands and hundreds of thousands, 

w often have I cried in anguish of 
rt: “Oh, if we could but break the 
ins that keep these little ones from 
rist!” And now there is a break. For 
ny thousands it is just now not the 
tructing chains of caste or of pagan 
gion that holds them back, but our 
mcial inability to take advantage of 
situation and push forward the fron- 

s of Christ’s Kingdom. Sad, sad 
?edy!

MARTYRS OF CEYLON
{Continued from page 284)

>et of their savage spears. He fell, 
’ced by them, and was dragged all 
sding and dying to the front of his 
rch where he was dispatched, his head 
off and raised upon a spear as a 

>hy to their gods and a terror to the 
istians.
athers Metalla and de Mello next 
their glorious deaths at the hands of 

>e murderers, whose spears made quick 
‘k of these zealous missionaries. They 
ipitated Father Metalla and carried 
head to the temple of their idols, there 
>urn it as a holocaust to their gods, 
few missionaries came to take the 
:e of the martyrs and to labor in a 
various peace for eleven years. An- 
:r persecution broke out in 1627. The 
t year saw the death of another trio 
vitnesses to the Faith. This time the 
r raged about the northern end of the 
id, extending across to the islet of 
dive. After only five years of mis­
ery labor, Father Matthew Fernan- 
crowned his career with a glorious 

:h. His five thousand converts made 
the special object of the venom of 
invaders. They swarmed into the 

village in which he happened to be on the 
fifteenth of September, 1628. Pierced 
with lances, this brave apostle offered 
his neck to the scimiter that put an end 
to his agony, and made him a victim for 
Christ.

The next day, the blind hatred of these 
furious men vented itself on a renowned 
missionary, Father Bernardine Pecci. 
Born of a noble Siennese family, he had 
left Italy and brilliant prospects to work 
among these outcast people. Fifty thou­
sand of them did he bring to the Faith 
in his long apostolate of more than twen­
ty years. His long awaited consumma­
tion came when he was surprised in his 
little hut by the night raiders. They 
dragged him out and subjected him to 
unheard of tortures in their midnight fire. 
Finally, severing his head, they added an­
other to the list of the martyrs.

Across the little channel that separates 
Cardive from the main portion of the 
island, Father Francis Barbosa was un­
dergoing a like fate at the same time. 
His death at the hands of two native 
servants completed the two trios of mis­
sionaries who died for the Faith in Cey­
lon. The following year the first of the 
chaplains met his death, more a martyr 
of charity than a victim of hatred.

A detachment of Portuguese had set 
out for the purpose of chastizing the 
rebellious king of Kandy who had begun 
the new persecution. The forces met in 
pitched battle during which, while min­
istering to the dying, Father Simon de 
Leiva was struck by the arrows of the 
native and fell, a martyr to priestly 
charity.

Ten more years elapsed before the next 
Jesuit chaplain joined his companions in 
martyrdom. Father Anthony Soeiro for 
thirty years had toiled among the Chris­
tians of Ceylon, enduring almost super­
human privations and winning wide repute 
on account of his holy life. He accom­
panied a Portuguese expedition into the 
interior in the capacity of military chap­
lain. In an encounter with the infidels 
he was captured and haled before their 
chief in triumph. The success of the mis­
sionary had already reached the rajah’s 
ears. When he saw this conqueror of his 
gods before him, he flew into a rage at 
his minions and denounced them for al­
lowing such an enemy of their idols to 
live so long. At this signal they launched 
a volley of arrows and spears into his 
worn body and sent his soul to receive the 
reward of martyrs.

A lone Jesuit was found in Jaffna in 
1658, when the Hollanders finally dis­
possessed the Portuguese, of this their 
last stronghold on the island. The im­
placable antagonism they had brought 
from Europe found outlet in the execu­
tion of Father Caldeiro, decapitated as 
the last Jesuit martyr to give his life in 
Ceylon.

During the long dominion of the Dutch 
the blood of these martyrs was not with­
out fruit. Years later, when the English 
in turn defeated the Dutch, some tribes 
were found who had kept the Faith with­
out the ministrations of the priesthood. 
A rough translation of the Gospels alone 

enabled them to keep alive the life of 
Faith purchased by the lives of so many 
martyrs.

TALKING OF
HAUNTED HOUSES

{Continued from page 285) 
postulate the preternatural or superna­
tural before exhausting the natural pos­
sible explanations?

On my return to Cagayan the follow­
ing week from Tagnipa, I was agreeably 
greeted with the news that it was all 
over. When the owner of the house ar­
rived in Cebu he found out that the wife 
of his tenant had died. He sent word to 
the husband in Cagayan, who in turn had 
Mass offered for her soul, went to the 
Sacraments for her, and, the kasamuk 
ceased as suddenly as it had begun.

As this is only a narrative we will not 
indulge here in a philosophical or theo­
logical disquisition of this remarkable 
case, but simply close it with the gen­
eral animadversion, “Wonders never 
cease.”

CALUMET TAKES HIS DAKA
{Continued from page 287) 

sibility of caring for Calumet My con­
sent was reluctantly given, because I 
knew what course the treatment would 
take.

“Your medicine,” they said, “is good. 
But ours is better.”

Half an hour later, with his fever at 
104 degrees, Calumet was being stuffed 
with boiled rice; although he was too 
weak to hold up his head. Forthwith the 
patient began to complain about an acute 
stomach-ache. Ah, then he must have 
some medicine! Thereupon the father 
diligently collected the bark of three dif­
ferent kirds of trees, the roots of two 
others, anu some pulse. After this mix­
ture had been soaked for the required 
length of time in water, it was ground 
between two heavy stones. As the juice 
spilled out from between the stones it was 
collected in a jar and sugar was applied 
to make it somewhat potable. During the 
course of the day this common concoc­
tion was administered several times. But 
that wasn’t all! Another medicine con­
taining twenty-five or thirty ingredients 
(the exact number is, I believe, a secret), 
such as seeds, leaves, roots, and the like, 
was given to the patient hourly. At the 
same time, a caustic salve was applied to 
the abdomen, in an effort to bring down 
the boy’s fever.

This treatment lasted for about ten 
days; so did the daka feedings. Mean­
time the fever continued to soar. Then 
Calumet’s father came to me and asked 
for a piece of iron. Surprised at the un­
usual request, I inquired what he intended 
to do with it.

“I shall heat the iron, and then apply 
it to different parts of Calumet’s body.” 

He assured me that this final remedy 
would be most effective in reducing the 
fever. I had agreed to let him cure his 
son, but this was just a trifle too much. 
The picture of Calumet’s quivering flesh
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sizzling under the hot iron awoke the 
orator in me. I spoke loud, long and elo­
quently with wild and sweeping gestures. 
Finally, the poor man, half distracted 
with concern for his boy, agreed to post­
pone the cauterization. Knowing that I 
could rely on him to keep his promise, 
I made a flying trip to a nearby village 
on business long overdue, commending 
Calumet's health to the Great Physician in 
the meantime. When I returned yester­
day, I found Calumet reduced to skin and 
bones, but able to be out of bed. He 
greeted me with his locally famous smile 
and a joyous “Jesus Maran;” so I knew 
that he was better.

‘‘I am well! I am well 1” he cried tri­
umphantly.

“Thank God for that, Calumet,” I re­
plied fervently. “Do you know what 
cured you?”

“But, of course,—daka!”

IN A CHINESE MONASTERY 
{Continued from page 290) 

miles from Anking, there is a mountain 
range,—in the minds of the people,—a 
dragon. According to popular belief this 
dragon continually brought down the 
grace of Heaven upon the surrounding 
country. Now Anking, being outside the 
sphere of this mighty dragon, and thus 
destitute of the grace of Heaven, lacked 
great men who would give lustre and in­
fluence to the city. It was therefore de­
cided to build a pagoda in honor of this 
monster so that the dragon-pagoda would, 
as it were, be the head of the great beast 
who coiled himself within that distant 
mountain range. Henceforth Anking 
would share in the grace of Heaven ob­
tained by the mountain dragon.

But the true grace of Heaven is still 
sadly needed here in Anking. May I ask 
for prayer? The Chinese, though super­
stitious, are a religious people, but up to 
the present the people of this place have 
had few chances to know the truth. When, 
however, they do learn it, they make ex­
cellent Christians. Prayer for them is 
what is needed most.

“HE CAME UNTO HIS OWN”
{Continued from page 291)

The two other old ladies and four small 
children, the young man who brought me 
and another young man, all came around 
me and tried in their simple way to thank 
me. They were desperately poor and they 
looked about the bareness of their abode 
to find some present for me. All they 
found was about four hen’s eggs and these 
they offered me. I was touched, but I 
told them as best I could in my “Bamboo 
Visayan” that they needed them worse 
than I did. I then told them that I could 
do nicely with a glass of wrater. They 
soon gave me one, probably the only glass 
they owned. The water looked suspi­
ciously as if it had come from the river, 
but I downed it with more satisfaction 
than any other drink I ever had. How 
delicious it was!

The dear old soul who lay dying in the 
next room had so impressed me with 

her Faith that I went back to her and 
asked her to pray for me when she got 
to Heaven. She promised me she would, 
and feeling very happy I set out for 
home. The way was just as difficult as 
in coming to the house, and I was very 
tired now, but somehow it did not seem 
quite so long. After two more hours of 
mud, I arrived home guided by the sec­
ond young man. I was a sight, a mess 
of sweat and mud, but very happy. The 
Faith of these old Filipinos is very con­
soling to the missionary. Our lot in Min­
danao has its share of difficulties and 
cares, but there are many like the one I 
had just visited to give one new inspira­
tion and courage to continue.

THE FAITH IN BATAVIA 
{Continued from page 304) 

like gems against the dark volcanic set­
ting of the countryside.

Success begot more success and finally 
Rome impressed her official recognition 
and approval of the apostolate of the 
Netherlands East Indies by making each 
of the most successful centers a head­
quarters of a new ecclesiastical district. 
Thus we now have six Vicariates and 
six Prefectures Apostolic. The personnel 
are drawn not only from the old Orders 
such as the Franciscans, Capuchins and 
Carmelites, but also from the younger So­
cieties and Congregations, such as the 
Lazarists, the Missionaries of the Sacred 
Heart, and the Fathers of the Divine 
Word. Indeed it may be said that the 
Religious of Holland volunteered for this 
apostolate as it were en masse. So true 
is this that the Christian missionary army 
of the Netherlands East Indies at pres­
ent writing is drawn from forty-nine Re­
ligious Orders and Congregations all of 
which have their Motherhouses in Hol­
land.

The roll call of this personnel is as 
follows: In Batavia there are 94 Euro­
pean Priests and 9 native; 112 European 
Brothers, and 9 native; 472 European 
Sisters and 33 native. In Malang, 17 
European Priests; 20 European Brothers; 
93 European Sisters and 1 native. In 
Soerabaia, 24 European Priests; 24 Euro­
pean Brothers; 127 European Sisters. In 
Poerwokerto, 15 European Priests; 19 
European Brothers; 56 European Sis­
ters. In Bandoeng, 17 European Priests; 
4 European Brothers; 112 European Sis­
ters. In Netherlands—New Guinea, 30 
European Priests; 23 European Brothers 
and 7 native; 27 European Sisters and 
11 native. In Netherlands—Bornea, 39 
European Priests; 42 European Brothers 
and 1 native; 105 European Sisters and 
3 native. In the Lesser Sunda Islands, 
80 European Priests; 29 European 
Brothers; 56 European Sisters. In Pa- 
dang, 22 European Priests; 30 European 
Brothers; 150 European Sisters. In 
Celebes, 25 European Priests; 24 Euro­
pean Brothers; 71 European Sisters and 
25 native. In Banka and Billiton, 11 
European Priests; 6 European Brothers; 
19 European Sisters. In Benkoelen, 13 
European Priests; 9 European Brothers; 

49 European Sisters. This makes a total 
of both European and native Priests, 
396 European and native Brothers, 359; 
European and native Sisters, 1,410.

To date the only contact between the 
Netherlands East Indies and the United 
States of America has been one of a 
commercial or tourist character. May I 
note in conclusion that inasmuch as even 
these commercial investments often indi­
rectly affect and increase the mission­
aries’ power for spiritual good, we are 
naturally grateful, yet, how much more 
grateful would we be if, in addition to 
tobacco shares, rubber shares and oil 
shares, America and Americans would 
turn their thoughts and prayers, their 
material and spiritual wealth to invest­
ments whose value is not for time but 
for eternity, to soul stocks and not to 
mere mineral resources, to mission shares 
in this mission apostolate, shares whose 
dividends are paid both here and here­
after in the coin of the realm, in merit 
and in grace, the coin of the realm of 
Heaven.

Qrateful Acknowledgments
Jesuit Missions gladly transmits 

money gifts to any Jesuit Missionary.
Gifts for the Missions

Mrs. H. H., Jersey City, N. J. $5.00 
J. F. N., New York, N. Y . . 5.00
J. D., Anaconda, Mont..........  2.00
B. K. F., Baltimore, Md..........  2.00
M. G. W., Chicago Ill............  2.00
W. O’B., Milwaukee, Wis. . . . 2.00
A. I. C., Allentown, Pa............. 1.00
A. N. G., Hialeah, Fla............. 1.00
S. M. B., McKees Rock, Pa.. 1.00 
For Philippine Missions

M. F. F., Brooklyn, N. Y. . 120.00
M. A. M., New York, N. Y. 50.00 
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 5.00 
Mrs. J. R., New York, N. Y. 5.00 
M. E. O’R., Woodhaven, N.Y. 5.00 
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 4.00 
J. D., Anaconda, Mont........  3.00
G. K., Cambridge, Mass. . 3.00
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 2.00 
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 2.00 
A. V., Brooklyn, N. Y........  1.00
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 1.00 

For Patna Missions
Sr. M. deS., Clarksburg,

W. Va.................................. 300.00
Anonymous, New York, N. Y. 25.00 
E. K. G., Washington, D. C. 5.00 
R. W. C., Cleveland, O. . . . 2.00
L. S., Hoboken, N. J........... 2.00

For China Missions
E. K. G., Washington, D. C. 10.00 
A. A., New York, N. Y. . . . 10.00 
A. A., San Jose, Cal............. 5.00

For Alaska Missions
J. D., Anaconda, Mont........  2.00

For Baghdad Mission
D. S., South Nabick, Mass. 50.00 

For Jamaica Mission
St. F. X. M. G., New York,

N. Y.................................... 5.00
For Indian Missions

Anonymous, New York, N.Y. 1.00
For British Honduras Missions

M. L., Folk, Mo................... 3.00
Gratitude is also expressed for four 

hundred and two Mass stipends.
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Quotation:
Revealing a New "America"

America, the renowned Catholic re­
view of the week edited by the Jesuit 
leathers, has a Fourth of July celebra- 
trion all its own this year. The issue 
dSated the anniversary of our country’s 
independence appears in a new format, 
arrangement of contents, cover design 
and a new paper stock. Every one of 
•these changes is a decided improvement 
iin the publication. . . .

America is indeed a thing of beauty. 
The new editor, the Rev. Francis X. 
Talbot, S.J., and his associates are to be 
congratulated upon an outstanding 
achievement. America now with its ar­
rangement of special articles, titled in

modern bold type faces, is a striking 
presentation of black and white. Every­
thing stands out clearly, and the reader 
will be certain to derive comfort as well 
as inspiration from perusal of the new 
America.

Under Father Talbot’s direction 
America, we all may be sure who know 
the new editor’s capacity and the record 
of his Jesuit associates, is certain to live 
up to the weekly’s traditions. It has 
always been a forceful exponent of 
Catholicity, never forgetting that dignity 
and avoidance of coarse pugnacity are 
expected from true spokesmen for the 
Church.—(New York) Catholic News.

$4.00 Yearly in U. S.—$4.50 Canada—$5.00 Foreign

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

THE CATHOLIC HERALD
Edited in London for the World

AN ENGLISH PAPER FOR AMERICANS
There la ONLY ONE paper I know in England which 

gives you some sort of idea of what Europe la like, and 
that 18 the 'CATHOLIC HERALD'.”

—the late G. K. Chesterton.
"The 'CATHOLIC HERALD’ seems to mo to try to 
P?Lt!le ordInary man, Catholic or not, INTO TOUCH

the world and all that is In It . . . It gets at The 
CATHOLIC FACT.”

—C. C. Martindale, S.J.

A copy will be posted to you weekly post free at 
the following rates: 6 months (26 weeks) sub­
scription $1.50, 12 months (52 weeks) subscription 
$3.00. A free specimen copy will be sent on 
application to the Catholic Herald, Ludgate 
House, 110 Fleet Street, London, E.C. 4, England.

An ideal Christmas gift!

Miguel 
Augustin Pr<&

of the
Society of Jesu»

by

ANTHONY DRAGON, S.J.

PATNA CHRISTMAS SEALS

New — Embossed

On silver and gold foil

USE THEM ON YOUR
CHRISTMAS LETTERS

Proceeds for the support of the

Jesuit missionaries in Patna, India

Each seal one penny

Each package (100) one dollar

A true story of 
Mexican persecution.

Order from

Rev. Leon A. Foster, S.J.

Price $1.50—By Post $1.60

JESUIT MISSION PRESS

257 Fourth Avenue New York, N. Y. 

Patna Mission Service

1076 W. Roosevelt Road
Chicagb, III.

TO THE 

ORIENT 
with

Speed- Comfort-Economy

Take the shortest, fastest crossing to 
Yokohama . . . only 10 days by 
Empress of Asia or Empress of 
Russia. Or sail to Honolulu in 5 
days . . . reach the Orient in 8 days 
more by Empress of Japan (largest, 
fastest liner on the Pacific) or Em­
press of Canada.

Surprisingly low round-trip fares 
by luxurious First Class or comfort­
able Tourist Class. Also, inexpen­
sive Third Class on all Empresses.

Regular sailings from Vancouver 
and Victoria. Orient fares include 
passage from and to Seatde. Cali­
fornia sailings connect with Em­
presses at Honolulu. Orient ports- 
of-call: Yokohama, Kobe, Nagasaki, 
Shanghai, Hong Kong, and Manila.
• Facilities are available for the 
celebration of Holy Mass.
• Special sailings to and from In­
ternational Eucharistic Congress in 
Manila, February 1937.
• World Tours as low as $579.90, 
combination of classes.

Booklets, information from your 
own agent or Canadian Pacific: 
New York, 344 Madison Ave.; Chi­
cago, 71 E. Jackson Blvd.; San Fran­
cisco, 152 Gear}’ St.; and 38 other 
cities in U. S. and Canada.

by 
EMPRESS
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AL BAGHDADI
Just published in book form, the seventeen issues of AL BAGHDADI, 

which describes itself: "A fitful, desultory journal published by the 
American Jesuits at Baghdad College as mood and circumstances per­
mit, its purpose being to keep friends and the world in general informed 
as to our hopes, plans, aspirations, and achievements, and thus to pro­

mote and sustain interest in the project entrusted to us by Pius XI." '

The individual issues of "Al Baghdadi" have been re­
ceived and read throughout the world with eager interest. 
"Al Baghdadi" in book form will be a "best seller."

Price $2.50 postpaid

I he Jesuit Martyrs
of

North America
BY

JOHN J. WYNNE, S.J.

The story of St. Isaac Jogues( St. John 
Brebeuf and their Companions.

For clients of North America’s first Saints

THE
RUINED TEMEPLEE

BY

RICHARD A. WELFLE, SJ.
Missionary in Patna, India

A murder, mystery story based on the 
personal experiences of the author.

A suitable present for youths of all ages.

Price: $1.50, by post $1.60 Price: $1.25, by post $1.35

257 Fourth Avenue
JESUIT MISSION PRESS

: : New York, N. Y.

for

For my Gift Subscription to JESUIT MISSIONS 
Business Editor, JESUIT MISSIONS
257 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y. K

Dear Father:

I am enclosing $

CANADIAN 
and 

FOREIGN
I Year.........$1.25

DOMESTIC
I Year.........$1.00
3 Years.... 2.75
6 Years. ... 5.00

year(s) subscription to JESUIT MISSIONS.
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