
DIVIDENDS CHARITY
Very often, appeals for the missions are based on the physical hardships that must be borne 
by the missionaries in their quest for souls. In the present instance may we all be refreshed 
by a story of what past charity has done and be encouraged by the hope that charity in the 
future will accomplish as much and more. This is the story of the Jesuits of the Missouri 
Province whose missions are in British Honduras and amongst the Indians in South Dakota. 
Their Mission Procurator writes:

“In 1823 seven Jesuits built a little log cabin which served as 
Seminary and Church. From that small seed has grown the Mis­
souri Province of today with its 916 Jesuits of whom 93 are engaged 
actively on the missions. These missions, in British Honduras and 
among the Indians and Negroes within the Province, need many 
more men and require about $300,000 annually, a far cry from log 
cabin days. But the spiritual activity of past years in the missions 
gives some idea of the reward that awaits those who help financially 
“where the laborers are few.” Here is the record of our missionaries:
over 1,500,000 Holy Communions over 3,900 Baptisms
over 28,000 Visits to the Sick over 1,100 Marriages
over 845,000 Confessions heard over 900 Adult Conversions
over 25,000 Sermons and instructions over 2,900 First Communions
Spiritual records such as Father Erbacher reports can be duplicated for all the missions 

of the American Jesuits. And all of these missionaries desire that the reward for their 
spiritual works be shared by those whose financial help has made those works possible. 
Won’t you seek to share in that reward. Please send your money gift for the Amencn Jesuit 
missionaries to one of the Procurators here listed or to JESUIT MISSIONS, 2 57 Fourth 
Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Just mark your gift — FOR DIVIDENDS OF CHARITY
Bev. VINCENT F. ERBACHER, S.J.

221 N. Grand Boulevard, St. Louis, Mo.
is Procurator for the missions which are cared
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is Procurator for the missions of Alaska and Indian Missions
in the Northwest entrusted to the Oregon Province Jesuits.

Rev. JOHN A. KILIAN, S.J.
1076 West Roosevelt Road, Chicago, III.

iis Procurator for the missions of Patna in Northern India 
in charge of the Jesuits of the Chicago Province.

Rev. THOMAS B. CANNON, S.J.
51 East 83rd Street, New York, N. Y.

iis Procurator for the missions of the Maryland-New York 
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Maryland.

Rev. LOUIS J. LAVOIE, S.J.
Case postale 611, Quebec, Canada

iis Procurator for the missions in charge of the Jesuits of 
[Lower Canada, which are Suchow Mission in China and 
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for by the Jesuits of the Missouri Province.

Rev. PAUL B. BRENNAN, S.J.
160 Wellesley Crescent, Toronto, Canada 

is Procurator for the Canadian Indian missions cared for 
by the Jesuits of Upper Canada.
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6363 St. Charles Ave., New Orleans, La.

is Procurator for the home missions of the rural districts 
of the South cared for by the Southern Jesuits.

Rev. PIUS L. MOORE, S.J.
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is Procurator for the missions in Nanking, Shanghai and 
other parts of China entrusted to the Jesuits of the 
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How the White Lady 

of Tong Lu Became 

Our Lady of China.

"A beautiful picture was designed by adopting the queenly dress of the Empress 
Dowager, and substituting for her face a beautiful one, that of the Queen of China. 
This portrait known as 'Our Lady of Tong Lu' was finally adopted as 'Our Lady of 
China.' It is this picture that we may see in many Christian homes today. (See 

The White Lady of Tong Lu, page I 16.)



EDITORIALS
A MISSION-MOLDED MOTHER

T N announcing the imminent departure of Father 
Charles Scott, S.J., to the Patna Mission in India, 

we have already called attention to the rather unusual 
fact that on his arrival there he will be welcomed by 
his two brothers, Father Edward and Father Francis 
Xavier Scott, S.J., both missionaries in Patna. But 
a still more remarkable story remains to be told about 
these three missionary brothers. And the month of May 
is the time to tell it, because it concerns a woman—the 
mother of the Scotts.

The story begins several decades ago. Its chief charac­
ter is this mother who has four sons and a really great 
interest in and love of the foreign missions. Accord­
ing to her means, she contributed most generously to 
the cause of extending the Kingdom of Christ in far- 
off lands, and she continued to do so even after her hus­
band’s death, although this meant a heavy drain on 
her meager resources.

Her reward? One by one she had the joy of seeing 
her sons—all four of them—enter the Society of Jesus. 
She herself, then entered Religion, becoming Sister 
Mary Ignatia of the Visitation Order. When her fourth 
son, Joseph, was ordained in 1925, Sister Ignatia had 
the great happiness of seeing all four of her sons at the 
altar in a Solemn High Mass in the Convent Chapel 
at Elfindale.

This mission-minded mother’s prayer and hope had 
always been that at least one of her sons might be sent 
to the foreign missions. In 1930 this prayer was an­
swered with the departure of Father Edward to the 
Patna Mission. Her words of farewell to him, at the 
close of what she felt would be their last meeting on 
earth, are classical: “My child, I did all in my power 
to bring you up a good Catholic. I have ever held up 
before you the ideal of the priesthood and the mission­
ary. Go now, and do God’s work in the field to which 
He has called you. And remember, never, never let 
your thought of me or your love of me interfere with 
your work for souls, or cause you to waver in your pur­
pose or your sacrifice. Go now, and God bless and 
keep you.”

A year later, Sister Mary Ignatia Scott died at the 
age of seventy-seven, after having spent twenty years 
in Religion. But the story does not end here. Six 
months after her death, another son, Father Francis 

Xavier Scott, S. J., departed for the Patna Mission. And 
now a third son, Father Charles Scott, S.J., is about 
to sail for the same mission.

Will all four of her boys end their days in the Patna 
Mission? We can be sure that this is the prayer of this 
mission-minded mother.

MOTHER OF ALL

HOSE who love Our Blessed Lady take great 
pleasure in realizing how many millions of people 

throughout the world there are who also love and honor 
her as we do. We are particularly pleased to see this 
love and honor given by people so unlike ourselves in 
appearance and habits and in nationality. Eskimos, Chi­
nese, Japanese, Indians, strange looking natives of Africa 
and Asia—all have their quaint and charming acts of de­
votion to the Mother of Christ, different from ours, yet 
the same, because to them, as to us, she is “Our Mother.”

Dying on the Cross with His arms outstretched to 
embrace all people, the Son of Mary spoke these beau­
tiful words recorded by St. John who actually heard 
them: "Woman, behold thy son,11 And after that He 
said to the disciple: "Behold thy Mother.” To many 
of those who stood by the Cross on that day, this may 
have seemed no more than the tender good-bye of a 
dying man to his mother, the entrusting of her remain­
ing years to the care of a friend. How narrow and limited 
have the ensuing centuries made this opinion seem I

For since that day Mary has, in fact, been the Mother 
of not one man but millions, and millions have acknowl­
edged her as their Mother. The words, “Behold thy 
Mother,” were spoken to the whole world, to men and 
women of all times. And if all men have not yet 
acknowledged them, is this not due in some measure to 
a lack of zeal on the part of those who have correctly 
understood them throughout the ages and today?

History has shown us clearly how Mary understood 
the other words of Christ, “Behold thy son.” We—all 
men—are her children. She works unceasingly that all 
may be brought within the sphere of her Motherhood. 
In the mission fields today hundreds of men and women 
are laboring with great success to bring this about. Let 
us prove our devotion to Mary by offering our prayers 
and sacrifices during the month of May for this glorious 
end.
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The “White Lach)” 0

Today she is known as 

“Ou.rLad9 of China,’Tut 

•when she stood] on the 

v?alls and saved thej, cit^ 

she was the White Lady.

Wilfred J. Le Sage, S.J.

During the month of May thousands of Chinese pilgrims come to Tong Lu to pay honor to 
the "White Lady." Part of the crowd that jammed the road outside the Church of Our Lady.

A CANDLE was burning on the table. Two rough 
looking chieftains were fingering a crude map 
spread out before them. They looked up for a 

moment, their devilish eyes met, and each knew the 
thoughts of the other. The Captain spoke first.

“Tomorrow we deal the death blow to them all,” he 
growled. “To them all! Do you understand? These 
Christians cannot stand before our swords any longer.” 
His clenched fist beat upon the table.

“Yes, I understand!” replied the other as he grasped 
his sword, the fire of hatred burning in his eyes. “To­
morrow they must die!” And with these few words 
the two Boxer leaders parted for a few hours’ rest before 
the siege of Tong Lu.

THE next morning the Captain was the first to awake 
and he did so muttering an ugly oath against the 
Christians. The great day had come at last, the oppor­

tunity to crush them once and for all. One thousand 
terrified Christian refugees had joined seven hundred 
of their brethren within the walled town of Tong Lu. 
What chance had they now? It was only a matter of 
time, of hours, perhaps.

Yes, soon my men will have them . . . mused the 
Captain. Even now the bloody vision of the forthcom­
ing slaughter flashed before his mind. He saw their 
houses burning, his own army cutting them to pieces, 
and finally, the return, the glorious return to the throne 
of the Empress Dowager. His reward, ah, how great 
it would be! But in an instant the dream vanished. 
He reached for his sword.

“Forward to the sack of Tong Lu!” he commanded. 
The cry was taken up by the soldiers and soon the Boxer 
columns were on the march.

Meanwhile within the city walls of Tong Lu, the 
rhythmic chanting of prayers might be heard. All night 
long the Christians had prayed before the Blessed Sac­
rament. It was dawn, the men were preparing to fight. 
Could they possibly hold out against the armed hordes 
of savage Boxers?

“Today they plan to kill us all,” came the timid voice 
of a woman. “If they break through the gate and mount 
the walls we are lost. Now we cannot escape, what 
shall we do ? What shall ...”

“Continue to pray with us,” came the reply of an old 
priest. And the woman pressing her child closer to 
her side bowed her head in prayer. “Ma-ri-a, chin chtao 
yu zvei zvo teng ch’i.” (“Mary, help of Christians, pray 
for us.”)

FIRST appeared a cloud a dust. Then the guards 
upon the wall could see a mass of galloping horses 
coming toward the town.

“They are coming! They are coming!” they shouted 
to the Christians huddled together within. Again they 
prayed ... in feverish excitement—begging, begging 
for protection.

Now the guards could see the Captain leading his 
army. Closer and closer they came.

“Shoot the guards upon the wall,” shouted the Cap­
tain. But in an instant the guards had crouched low 
behind the protecting wall. All except one.

“Kill him!” roared the leader. Shots were fired but 
the figure remained standing. The Captain was wild 
with anger. What trick was this? Was he real or not. 
He rode closer to the foot of the wall and stared above. 
What a strange sight! Speechless for a moment, and 
then raising his voice, he cried out, "Kill her!” Once,
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twice, nay, many times, they fired but could not strike 
Her, It was the Blessed Mother herself standing upon 
the wall to protect her faithful ones. The Christians with 
one acclaim shouted, “We are saved, we are saved!”

EYE witnesses of this scene are living today. What­
ever impression was made upon the Christians of 

the time, far greater has been the widespread influence 
upon pagans, and most notably the Boxers themselves. 
They were a political religious sect diabolically intent 
upon the complete extermination of Christians from 
China. They failed. And yet from this violent group 
of persecutors, one great truth has been confirmed. The 
Boxers have testified to the appearance of the “White 
Lady” who was seen go­
ing before the Christians 
in battle, and finally stand­
ing upon the wall of Tong 
Lu.

Fortunately, we have the 
truth from those who were 
actually present. Father 
Aloysius Chu, S.J., a young 
Chinese priest here at Zi- 
ka-wei tells us that both his 
father and mother were 
within the walls of Tong 
Lu during that memorable 
day of their salvation from 
the Boxers, in the May of 
1900.

What had been the sim­
ple story of their lives? 
During the Boxer Rebel­
lion their home was burned 
to the ground. Along with 
others they, too, sought 
refuge in the town of Tong 
Lu. Mary protected them 
from harm, but the Boxers 
were not completely driven 
from the country until some 
time later. Mrs. Chu, then thirty-six years of age, was 
captured by them and was forced to endure a great 
deal of torture. After long hours of torment they asked 
this question:

“Will you give up your Faith? If you do you shall 
be free.”

“I am a Christian and I am ready to die tor my 
Faith,” she replied. At this time she made a promise 
that if God should see fit to spare her life and grant her 
a son, she would offer her child to the service of God. 
This favor was asked through the intercession of Our 
Lady of Tong Lu. She was prepared to die—a martyr 
for the Faith, but at the very last moment her life was 
spared by an uncle who pleaded with the Boxers for 
her freedom. Thus her life was spared, her son became 
a Jesuit, she lived to receive Holy Communion from his 
hand, and then shortly after God called her to Himself.

IT was while on a visit last summer, that Father Chu 
met a very interesting character . . . the Christian 

leader of the village. His duty is that of directing the

catechists in spreading the Christian Doctrine among 
the pagans. This man had been a leader before. A 
miracle of grace had changed his whole life. He was 
formerly a leader of the Boxers!

Briefly the old man’s story came to this . . . “One 
time while I was away from my native village, a band 
of robbers kidnapped my son. I knew of the White 
Lady” and decided that she might help me. So I made 
the promise that if my son were returned without ran­
som I would become a Christian. Later my son was 
brought back and I kept my promise.”

“Was this the only reason why you became a Chris­
tian?” asked Father Chu.

“In my heart,” he said, “I saw the truth. During 
the days of persecution I 
was witness to the death of 
many Christians. They were 
innocent, yet they suffered 
and died ... and forgave 
us their enemies. Father, 
it was their lives that 
changed mine; they were 
good, they loved God, and 
His Mother.”

THUS it is through 
Mary that Christ has 
come into the hearts of the 

Chinese. Perhaps in no 
other place in China has 
this fact been more mani­
fest than in the little village 
of Tong Lu. A beautiful 
church was constructed 
there in honor of Our Lady. 
In later years, the Pope of 
the Missions, Pius XI, 
manifested his deep interest 
in the shrine by sending a 
donation of over three thou­
sand dollars for the im­
provement and beautifying

of the church. A beautiful picture was designed by 
adopting the queenly dress of the Empress Dowager, 
and substituting for her face, that of a beautiful one, 
the Queen of China.

IT was not until May 7, 1929, that the first pilgrimage 
took place numbering ten thousand pilgrims com- 

in0- from all parts of northern China. Thus each suc­
ceeding year during the month of May, the village of 
Tong Lu has been filled with many devoted clients of 
Mary. His Excellency, Mario Zanin, Apostolic Dele- 
irate, has found in Tong Lu one of the greatest con­
solations of his life . . . thousands of devoted Christians 
receiving the sacraments at the shrine.

But what does this mean to us? Have you and I the 
consolation of knowing that we are helping some priest, 
Sister or catechist in spreading the name of “Mary” 
among those who need her so much? Remember that 
only eight out of every thousand have ever heard her 
name, and more than three hundred thousand people 
die in China every week.

“Mary—mv Mother.” Many Chinese boys like this one 
honor the 'White Lady” zvith flowers and a beautifully 

sincere devotion.
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Oscar and the Finer
John A. Morrison, S.J.

kings
THE place was 

a Paharia vil­
lage out in the 

hills of my Poreya 
Hat sector. The time 
was early afternoon. 
I was baptizing a 
Paharia baby.

“Therefore, ac­
cursed devil ...” I 
read from the ritual, 
"depart from this 
servant of God ...” 

The devil left the 
Paharia baby I was 
baptizing all right, 
but I am afraid that 
the Old Boy decided 
to have his revenge

“The sky had darkened during the afternoon and a beautiful scene lay spread 
before Oscar and me as ive started on our way down. ... It all meant noth­

ing to Oscar . . .”

Marines, Uncle 
Sam’s mounted sea 
soldiers who used 
to protect American 
interests in North 
China. They rode 
Mongolian ponies, 
cousins to Oscar’s 
father. When I first 
acquired him I was 
a little ashamed to 
be seen riding him, 
because my feet did 
hang close to the 
ground. But later I 
saw a picture of the 
Governor of Bengal 
riding a hill pony 
while on a visit to

on me, because it is pretty sure that he entered Oscar.
During the Baptism, Oscar had been tied at the edge 

of the village. Half way through the ceremony he tried 
to get into a fight with another pony passing by, a little 
habit that Oscar has. And after the Paharia baby had 
been made a child of God and I had blessed his parents’ 
house, Oscar was anxious to be off. One foot was in 
the stirrup, but before I could swing the other leg over, 
Oscar broke into a run.

Just then, the knapsack I had slung over one shoulder 
slipped. I grabbed for the knapsack with one hand and 
tried to hold on to the saddle with the other. But alas, 
for putting faith in that second-hand saddle Father 
Charles Miller, S.J., had sold me,—the leather ripped. 
And borrowing language from the airman, this mission­
ary went into a tail spin and made a one point landing 
on the elbow.

IT was the first time that Oscar had seen me down 
and he enjoyed it. Tossing his head, and kicking up 

his heels he made off for a distant jungle-covered hill, 
with my Santal boy trailing him at a distance of about 
two hundred yards. There was nothing for me to do 
but brush off the dust, and make for the next village 
on foot. Luckily for me, some Santals were cutting wood 
on the edge of the jungle about five miles away. They 
helped my tired boy catch Oscar and the two showed 
up after dark.

It was lucky for Oscar also. He is a tough pony, but 
there are leopards in that jungle, and I wouldn’t have 
risked a bet that he would have passed the night there 
alive. Oscar’s heritage is a constitution that can stand 
heat and hard work, and a streak of cussedness that 
makes him always interesting.

As ponies go, Oscar is not what you would call hand­
some. Perhaps you have seen a picture of the Horse

Bhutan in the Himalayas. My feet hang no closer to 
the ground than the Governor’s. If he doesn’t mind a 
short pony, why should I?

When I began work in this Poreya Hat sector of 
Patna Mission, Oscar was still pulling an ekka, or Hin­
dustani gig in the bazaars of Bhagalpur. That accounts 
for his temper. If the Hindu theory of transmigration 
of souls is true, then ekka ponies are the Souls in Pur­
gatory. What a life! They are on the job from dawn 
to dusk, on short rations, and every ekka driver is a 
masterful and constant wielder of a short handled whip 
that keeps his steed on the jump, a stinging nuisance in 
their waking hours and a frequent nightmare to their 
troubled sleep.

ALL that is changed for Oscar now and he no longer 
. pulls an ekka in Bhagalpur. But a horse’s tempera­
ment improves slowly and Oscar still lacks an apprecia­

tion for the finer things of life. When he sees me com­
ing he will sometimes whinny—if it is meal time and 
he knows that I have a pail of gram for him. But he 
also whinnies at the sight of other horses. This thought 
helps keep me humble. But he does a pony’s work in a 
pony’s way and that is what counts out here.

Oscar is at his best when the going is hardest. Not 
long ago I wanted to visit my Paharias (hillmen) at 
Chewa Tetria, far out in the Raj Mahal hills. The 
Paharias are a tribe distinct from the Santals. They 
were in this part of the country long before the Santals 
came. Their villages are hard to reach and they have 
always clung passionately to their homes in the hills, 
refusing to come down to the more accessible plains. 
We have converted a number of them, and as they had 
not been visited for some time and there was a baby 
waiting for Baptism I was anxious to get there.

We started off through the plains and in crossing the 
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low ridges that separate one rice field from another, 
Oscar was in difficulty. He was accustomed to the broad 
roads of Bhagalpur from early youth and it wasn’t quite 
fair to make a pony tred a raised path that would have 
tried the mettle of a goat. But a Baptism was waiting 
at the top of the hill and missionary horses are some­
times asked to do things out of the ordinary.

OSCAR walked along the narrowest ridges as though 
they were paved with egg shells, slipped into the 

mud on either side and scrambled up again almost per­
pendicularly while I embraced his neck to keep from 
parting company. Oscar balked and pawed the ground 
at little breaks in the ridges only a foot or two wide, 
and then jumped them wildly when soft words failed 
and I let him know in no uncertain way that this was 
no time for dilly dally.

Then up out of the mud of the plains on to the rough 
and rocky path of the hills. The jungle was thick on 
both sides of the path, and there are leop­
ards and bears in there, but the leopards 
at least will not harm you in the day time. 
One day one of my catechists told me he 
came across two bears fighting in a hol­
low. He didn’t tell me how fast he got 
away from there, but he certainly made 
good time because a bear will attack a man 
on sight and he knew it. And just this 
afternoon another catechist told me that a 
bear killed two men in his district. But that 
is another story.

Oscar climbed steadily in spite of the 
steepness of the path and soon the plains lay 
spread out far below us. We reached the 
village, inspected the school, baptized the 
baby, visited our Catholics and blessed their 
houses. I was about to leave the last house 
"hen I noticed a young woman lying on a 
rope bed in a dark corner of the room.

“Who is that?”
‘That is my wife.”
“Is she sick?”
Robert smiled: “We had a baby day before yester­

day.”
“Congratulations.”
Robert smiled again.
We can baptize him now.”

Robert seemed surprised: “Isn’t it too soon ? He 
was born only two days ago.”

‘No, of course not. And besides, it may be a long 
time before I get back to the hill top.”

OOON we had made another Paharia baby a child of
God and then it was time to leave. Evening was 

not far off and I wanted to get out of the jungle with 
Oscar and onto the plains again before bears and leopards 
began their nightly prowl.

The sky had darkened during the afternoon and a 
beautiful scene lay spread before Oscar and me as we 
started on our way down. Clouds over the hills and 
plains of my district made a picture that I shall not soon 
forget. It all meant nothing to Oscar, but he enjoyed 

a few mouthfuls of green grass while I dismounted, set 
the camera’s automatic release and then walked back 
into the picture with him.

We negotiated the woods safely before nightfall and 
reached the village where we would spend the night 
shortly after dark. Two Paharia Baptisms is a good 
day’s work for Oscar and he earned his pail of gram 
that night.

POREYA HAT, my district, is some twenty miles 
long and about the same distance wide. Scattered 
in villages throughout this district I have some twenty- 

three hundred Catholic Santals and thousands and thous­
ands of pagans. As my Catholics need care, I am not 
able to remain very long in one place, but spend a good 
part of my time covering the district.

I have an old Ford bus that takes me where the roads 
are at all passable. But there are many places that a 
Ford can’t reach. Then I put my Mass box, blankets and 

other necessary baggage on a bullock cart and I entrust 
myself to Oscar. When I go places that the bullock cart 
can’t reach, carriers handle my baggage hung on poles 
slung across their shoulders. The sacraments, like the 
mail, must go through.

When we have little mud and thatch chapels in villages 
away from headquarters, we use them. And where we 
have no chapels we live with our Santals and say Mass 
in their courtyards on planks laid across the legs of an 
upturned bed. This is a good deal like Bethlehem, as 
Santals’ cows, water buffaloes, pigs and chickens share 
the courtyard with us. My pal, Oscar, shares all this 
with me.

SOME day Oscar will paw the ground and balk and 
fight with other ponies- for the last time. And if 

there is a Happy Grazing Ground for ponies, Oscar will 
surely get there. With all his little “foibles” he saves 
a missionary’s legs and has no small part in helping 
spread the Kingdom of Christ in the hearts of Santals 
and Paharias who live in villages scattered over our 
bills and plains.

The author Father John A. Morrison, S.J., chats with Untouchable boys 
of the leather worker caste. Father Morrison has recently been appointed 

Editor of The Patna Mission Letter.
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Back to the Benches Rickard J.
McCartky, S.J.

ONE proof that Catholic mission technique is be­
coming more practical every year is the insistence 
on the fact that missionaries first obtain a work­

ing knowledge of the language of the country in which 
they reside. One will not be surprised, therefore, to 
learn that the writer and his fellow Scholastics at Bagh­
dad College, Iraq, are once more back on the benches

on the other hand, who do not yet know Arabic per­
fectly, function much as they would in the United States.

Living conditions naturally vary. Yet, the religious 
life of the Jesuit, together with his school life follow 
rather closely the American pattern. Thus, on Our 
Lady’s feast day, February 2nd, Father Leo J. Shea, 
S.J., made his final vows in the Society of Jesus. The 

of first-year high school which we 
thought we had left for good some 
thirteen years ago.

Lest any psychologist among our 
readers begin to suspect some dark 
secret of double personality, or sec­
ond childhood, or mental atavism, 
we hasten once again to explain that 
the only reason for our action is the 
desire to learn the Arabic tongue. 
This tongue is reputedly one of the 
most difficult in the world. So we 
decided that, besides our efforts with 
our special teacher, we would more 
or less beard the lion in his den and 
find out how the Arabs learn their 
own language. At this writing we 
still have much to find out, but with 
time and patience we hope for great­
er progress in the future.

Our classmates were somewhat 
American Jesuits in the country of the "Arabian Nights." The members of the Faculty 

of Baghdad College, Iraq, gather around the table and talk things over.
bewildered when we calmly took
our seat among them; under the appearance of an aplomb 
which we have been cultivating for years, we managed 
to conceal our own bewilderment when the class started. 
They were not sure of our exact status and observed us 
narrowly for several days. But now we are one of them 
and expect soon to find ourselves throwing spithalls or 
pinching our neighbor and enduring a consequent public 
disgrace.

IT was a surprise to our classmates to learn that we 
knew how to write a passable Arabic hand; the first 

day we recited they were amazed (we were ourselves) 
but it was the day that we read our composition to the 
class that we scored a veritable triumph. Now they no 
longer think of speaking English to us and as a result 
we have to look very wise and knowing when they greet 
us with a rushing torrent of Arabic. Some day, we con­
sole ourselves, we shall match them, torrent for tor­
rent, but we wonder, secretly and painfully, when that 
day will be. When it comes we shall be able, with God’s 
help, to do something in this land where the harvest 
will be great indeed, though as yet it is far from ready 
to be gathered.

Of course, even without a knowledge of the Arabic 
tongue, much good can be done in a country like Iraq 
by means of a liberal arts school such as Baghdad Col­
lege. Teachers for Arabic can be obtained from among 
the scholars of the country itself. Our American Jesuits, 

vows were pronounced in the presence of the boarding 
students in the old school chapel. Reverend Father Vice­
Rector celebrated the vow-mass. Father Shea’s many 
abilities and generosity have brought down upon him 
many and trying assignments. At present, he is sub­
Minister, Major-Domo of the boarding school, and 
teaches fourth high English and Religion.

IN the evening of the vow-feast, the Fathers and 
Scholastics combined their talents (efforts, at least) 

to present a “Golden Hour” in Father Shea’s honor. 
Father Francis Anderson’s ballad, Father Michael Mc­
Carthy’s parodies and Father John Williams’ solo were 
outstanding features of the entertainment.

Before we leave Father Shea, we must tell you that 
he is giving the Lenten course at the school. He will 
deliver weekly lectures on the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass.

Reverend Father Vice-Rector presided at the recent 
monthly reading of marks, at the end of which he 
stressed the Catholic character of the school and the 
importance of the Religion class, not for mere theoretical 
knowledge, but for every-day living.

Indoor baseball, under the direction of Father Wil­
liam Hussey, S.J., has become the favorite sport of the 
school. Our stellar faculty athlete, Father William Shee­
han, was until recently the recipient of all the hero wor­
ship from the boys. But the other day, Father Vincent 
Gookin, S.J., decided to make a {Turn to page 140)
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We AreYou? Incorporated Francis X.
Clark, S.J.

A sign over a Zamboanga store 
unconsciously speaks a great 
truth and gives the reason v?hy 
your work for the missions and 
ours is successful.

“JYe, the Missionaries in foreign lands, Are You, the Catholics at home. II c are a 
Com-pany and zee are Incorporated."

BELIEV E it or not—that is the name. “Wee Ah 
Co., Inc.” It is painted in large letters on 

the side of a Chinese store and warehouse, down 
here in Zamboanga near the Equator in the Philippines. 
W ee Ah Yu is a Chinese business man and he has this 
Company, Incorporated.

Of course, anyone who knows English smiles a bit 
when he first sees the name. So did I. It sounds just 
like our words—“We are you”—which make sense, but 
a little foolishly. How can “we” be “you”?

But in the course of months I happened to pass this 
store many times. Somehow the name attracted me; 
I played with it in my mind, pondered it a bit. Then, 
when a change! Now when I pass, I still smile—but 
not at the mere coincidence of the thing. It is a smile 
of joy, of courage and hope. For those five little words— 
IPe Are You Co., Inc.—contain a truth that makes 
thoughts transcend seas and hearts hurdle mountains; 
a truth that so shows forth the unity and solidarity of 
the Church and so epitomizes the work of the Missions, 
that a missionary almost leaps to express it. What’s in 
a name? What’s in this name? Listen!

IFe, the missionaries in foreign lands, Are You, the 
Catholics at home. We are a Com-pany and we are 
Incorporated.

We Are You? Yes. “The flower of our manhood”— 
that is what you called us as we sat quietly in the sanc­
tuary one summer evening several years ago, and heard 
a preacher tell of “these young men who leave tomor­
row for the missions.” But a flower—is it not one with 
the plant? Is it not the work of the root, the final ex­
pression of that root which, hidden away beneath the 
ground, labors incessantly, sacrifices, as it were, to form 
the flower which it will send forth to the world?

So is it with missionaries. If we are “the flower of 
your manhood,” then you were our root. From you 
we came forth, the unfolding of your Catholic lives. The 
toil and sacrifices of our parents and teachers, our as­

sociation with relatives and friends, playmates and class­
mates—all were the root that gave form to the flower 
of our mission vocation. We are the blossoming forth, 
not merely of ourselves, but of you, and when we are 
sent in your name to the mission world—We Are You!

Thus “We Are You” by reason of origin and forma­
tion. But even today “We Are You,” because of those 
who pray and sacrifice for us. You have never crossed 
the seas, you do not know our schools and churches, 
our houses and streets; yet the success we have in clos­
ing the eyes of old people in death and in opening the 
eyes of little children to Life—is not much due to you? 
Your prayers that rise from darkened churches and 
subway trains and sick beds and quiet classrooms, linked 
together by those three little words—“for the Missions” 
—are they not at the root of our success? So even 
now, in our teaching and preaching, your invisible aid 
becomes visible action in us!—We Are You.

BUT are we too a Company? Yes, as all Catholics 
are. Not just like the thousands of business or­

ganizations the world over, but in a sense more pro­
found and sublime; a company that is real, but unique.

For the word “company” you know, derives from two 
Latin words; “com1’—meaning “together” and “panis”— 
meaning “bread.” That was its primal signification, and 
“company” originally meant those who shared the same 
table, who joined together in eating bread.

But is that not the Church? For all Catholics, though 
scattered in every clime, are united in sharing the same 
bread of the Eucharist, at the same altar table. We are a 
com-pony, held together not by a white parchment, but 
by a white Host. We are a com-pany made one not 
by contract, but by contact—contact with the Eucharis­
tic Christ.

Further, we are Incorporated, again in a sense more 
profound and sublime. It is the Mystical Body of Christ. 
Throughout any explanation of (Turn to page 140)
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Bombs Rained on Suchow Ernest
Lalande, S.J.

In the Mission Compound before the bombing. Left to right: Leonard Levesque, S.J., 
Brother Pesant, SJ., and Ernest Lalande, S.J., the author and Associate Editor of 

Jesuit Missions. The "Baby Austin” was damaged in the bombing.

There were 27 Japanese 
bombers in the formation. 
'‘This is going to be hot, ’ 
whispered Brother Pesant. 
And it was! The first bomb 
fell on the church steps.

THERE was something feverish in the air. Some­
thing dreadful was due to happen. The little air 
raids which had become somewhat a part of our 

daily life, were now multiplying themselves to the point 
that the droning of the aeroplanes was heard from early 
morning till dusk.

The climax was reached on May 14th. The people 
began pouring out of the city and of the two hundred 
thousand inhabitants that Suchow once proudly boasted, 
not twenty thousand were left. A few days later, on 
the 19th, the day that the Japanese troops entered the 
city and raised their flag on the clock-tower, that num­
ber had dwindled down to practically zero.

Suchow, strategic railway center of the Northern 
Kiangsu Province, whose chief characteristic according 
to the Chinese and a few others, was its impregnability, 
had been for months the target or better still the piece 
de resistance of those huge Japanese bombers. Suchow 
to its own misfortune just happened to be in that world- 
famous corridor that the Japanese were trying to get, 
and the Chinese to keep.

THE most optimistic of the Catholic Mission were 
Monsignor Philippe Cote, S.J., and Brother Sauve, 
S.J.; the others of the Community were better prophets. 

Suchow fell, the corridor ipso facto ceased to exist and 
the Community won! All this did not happen though 
in the twinkling of an eye. The Japanese had once tried 
a few months before but failed completely at Tai-Erl- 
Chwang, and it was only after some months of thorough 
preparation on their part that they succeeded, by sur­
rounding movements, in breaking through the Chinese 
lines. With the help of those gigantic bombers and well 
equipped artillery, they reached Suchow and raised their 
flag.

The 14th is a date that will long be remembered in 

Suchow’. It was a day of tragic surprise that scared the 
inhabitants half out of their wits and sent almost the 
entire population fleeing to the countryside to escape 
death.

IT was as beautiful a day as anyone could wish. Around 
7:45 A.M., the Community had just about finished 

breakfast, when the alarm signals were sounded. Noth­
ing extraordinary in that, the same had been happen­
ing almost every day for the last nine months. People 
began rushing to the Mission Compound, just like they 
always did and we went about our daily business as 
we had always done. The second signal was given, which 
merely meant that the aeroplanes were near the city 
limits, that everyone had to clear the streets and get 
under cover and all noise was to cease. Barking dogs 
were simply shot.

The distant rumbling of motors could be heard, which 
augmented with every tick of the clock. We searched 
the sky trying to locate the planes, but the sun was so 
bright and the sky so cloudless that our eyes could do 
little against the glare. A few minutes and we looked 
again and there far away, three little specks, resembling 
three little flies in duck-like formation, moving slowly 
as if overloaded, were heading straight towards the city.

We looked again and instead of three, we could count 
six, nine, twelve, fifteen . . . heavens above! why, there 
were twenty-seven of them following each other in per­
fect triangle style. Brother Dominic Pesant, S.J., whis­
pered: “This is going to be hot.” And so it was. We 
all rushed to our usual place of refuge—the church tower, 
whose massive stone walls were about the best barricade 
we could wish for to keep safe of flying shrapnel and 
stray bullets. Up till now we had been preserved, but 
today we were to receive our baptism of fire.

The first bomb fell on the church’s steps, about thirty 
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feet away from the tower. The whiz of the bomb com­
ing down had sent shivers up and down our spinal cords, 
and we waited for the explosion that fortunately did 
not come. Three minutes’ recess and it was enough to 
scatter all the missionaries through the buildings. Some 
went in the college at the other end, so that in case 
of incendiary bombs some one would be there to pre­
vent the fire from spreading. Monsignor Cote went to 
tlie first floor of his residence and remained in the cor­
ridor, praying.

fVJ 0 sooner done when two terrible explosions, shak- 
ing the very foundations of the residence, sent the 

window panes flying in all directions and the displace­
ment of the air pulled down all the plaster, raised the 
floors, twisted the doors and hurled them to the other 
end of the rooms. Doors and window frames offered no 

more resistance than if they had been made of paper. 
In the basement were crowded six hundred women and 
children and all of them, as if under the baton of a 
director, let out one awful scream at the explosion.

Monsignor C6te fearing for the worse, and expect­
ing to see a sight of blood and mangled bodies, im­
mediately went to the basement door to let, as he thought, 
the few surviving ones out. The door which used to 
open one way was now pushed so far in, that the only 
way to make a passage was to shove it still further. By 
a sort of superhuman effort, which Monsignor Cote 
said he cannot account for, he was able to open the door 
about two feet. The refugees, realizing who the person 
was who had come to their help, began praising God 
Who had protected them and to “ko to” to the Bishop.

NOT one of them had been hurt, though the bomb 
fell ten feet away from the house and dug a hole 

that reached almost to the basement windows! The 
other fell about twenty feet back of the house, hit a 
corner of the church and completely wrecked a house 
that was standing nearby. A third bomb had fallen on

the domestic quarters in back of the church, pierced the 
roof and went to sleep under seven feet of earth; this 
last one fortunately did not explode, for if it had, be­
ing an incendiary bomb, it would have set fire to the 
sacristy and would have probably destroyed the church.

DURING all this time, other bombs were dropped 
all over the city and terrible conflagrations began 

in different sections. The thatch-roofed huts that were 
leaning almost on the outer walls of our compound, 
caught fire. Immediately, all hands were at work re­
moving shutters and windows on that side of our build­
ing. The flames were so close that the outside bricks 
were getting a second baking. Fortunately again, the 
wind was blowing from the south and our building was 
on the east side.

The planes left after about an hour. Release signals 
were given and immediately 
people from all over the 
town came to the Catholic 
Mission to see the damage. 
We ourselves set about to 
see what else had been 
done. A small bomb had 
fallen near the garage and 
had badly damaged Mon­
signor Cote’s little “baby 
Austin.” It had sent rocks 
and shrapnel about, break­
ing windows and damag­
ing the brick-work at the 
other end of the college. 
The Chinese Nuns' resi­
dence had received a bomb, 
which exploded but did 
very little damage, and it 
was there that I picked up 
my most beautiful pieces of 
shrapnel.

We immediately decided 
to send a telegram to

Shanghai. But communications were broken and it was 
only at dusk that a radiogram was forwarded. . . . “Six 
bombs. Considerable damage. Everybody safe.” Then 
fearing that the next day would probably be worse, 
Monsignor Cote decided that we would evacuate Suchow 
and go to Yang Chwang Tsi, a little village twenty miles 
southeast, which seemed to be about the safest place in 
the whole district.

BROTHER PESANtT began repairing “baby Austin” 
and worked till late that night. Everything of value 

was put in places of safety and after a couple of hours 
of rest, Monsignor and the other Fathers began say­
ing their Masses around 2:00 A.M., and at 4:00 the 
whole Community, with the exception of Father Siu, 
S.J., and Brothers Sauve, S.J. and St-Jean, S.J., who 
insisted on remaining to keep the building from being 
ransacked either by the Chinese or Japanese soldiers 
when they would arrive, left the city. Then began the 
famous exodus. It was estimated that well over one 
hundred thousand persons left that day. The rest waited 
but a few days more before taking the fields.

The Mission Church and residence at Suchow. The first bomb fell on the church steps. For­
tunately, it was a ‘‘dud.”
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Barrio Road
A DRAMA

There’s enough mud and 
ignorance in it to satisfy 
the most hardened play­
goer. And it really hap­
pened in Mindanao

John A. Pollock, S.J.

Scene: Gingoog, Mindanao, P. I., 
on a barrio road.

Characters: Fathers John R. O’Con­
nell, S.J., John A. Pollock, S.J., 
and driver, helper, farmer.
The car was mired, no doubt 

about it. It was a lonely road, too, 
and not much hope of help. But 
just then a head appeared over the 
hills, and presently its owner fol­
lowed, ambling towards us.

“Could you get some help for 
us?”

“No folks about here.”
“Couldn’t you find someone?”
“No folks at all about here,” as 

he squatted on his heels.
A woman appeared down the road 

a piece, who stopped afar off to ob­
serve.

“Where does she live?”
“There.”
“Where?”
“There.”
"Where is there?”
“There,” in a tone implying how 

dumb we were, and pointing behind 
the trees that lined the road.

“Nearby? Just behind those 
trees?”

“There,” again implying we were 
dumb, very dumb.

“But you said nobody lived about 
here.”

“Yep, nobody.”
“But what about that woman?

Doesn’t she live only ‘there’?”
“Oh, she’s my wife.”
“Oh, I see,” followed by a pause, 

while we renewed our resolutions 
about patience.

"She has got a bucket. Can we 
get some water for our radiator?”

“No water around here.”

Father John A. Pollock, S.J., playwright 
of the realist school—oh yes, and Pastor 
of Mainbajao, not to mention Vicar- 
Forane of Oriental Misantis, Philippines.

“No water? What’s she doing 
with the bucket?”

“Fetching water!”
“Where does she get it?”
“There” indicating with a motion 

of his head the other side of the 
road.

“Nearby?”
“No, no water around here.”
“Is that the path to the place?”
“Yeh, but it’s a half mile.”
A command to our handy man, 

who was riding with us for just 
such emergencies, and he borrows 
the bucket, and strolls down the 
path, the “half mile,” and is back 
with a bucket of water in three min­
utes !

“Thought you said there was no 
water around here 1”

No answer. Pause.
“Suppose there’s carabao here.” 
“Yes, there’s no carabao here.” 
“What’s that cry we just heard, 

sounds like a carabao.”
“That? Oh that’s my carabao.”
“Suppose then you let us hire it, 

and pull the car out.”
“Oh no, couldn’t do that.”
“Why not, let’s try him.”
A long pause with repeated urg- 

ings on our part.
“No, he couldn’t do that.”
“How do you know he couldn’t?

Let’s try him.”
“But you see I got no rope.”
“Yes you got no rope, like no­

body, no water, no carabao! If you 
have no rope how do you use the 
carabao? What good is he to you?”

“Oh the field is fenced, we need 
no rope, we just turn him loose.”

“Yes, but how do you use him? 
How do you hook him to the plow.''’

“Got no plow!”
“What do you do with your cara­

bao ? How do you tie a load on him 
if you got no rope? Do you just 
feed him? Is he just an ornament? 
We were beginning to get riled, 
stock of patience was getting ex­
hausted.

No answer. Long pause. Finally, 
he called to his wife to get the cara­
bao, and as she passed out of sight, 
he shouted:

“Don’t forget the yoke and the 
rope!”

“Rope? So you have a rope after 
all.”

“My brother-in-law’s rope.”
“He live there, too?”
“Yep.”
“And his family?”
“Yep.”
“Let’s see now. You and your 

wife and family, your brother-in- 
law, his wife and family! Yet no­
body lives here, nobody, no water, 
no rope, no carabao !”

Meanwhile the driver had been 
sitting in the car. Suddenly we heard 
the engine start, the car budged, we 
jumped to the sides and pushed and 
pulled. A (Turn to page 140)

Father John R. O'Connell, S.J., all set 
for a trip to the Mindanao Hills.
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The Month At Jesuit Missions
Thomas J. Feeney, S.J.

National Lay women y 

Retreat Congress
1939, year of the World’s Fair, 

New "York City will play host to 
the Third National Lay women’s 
Retreat Congress from July 1st to 
3rd at the Hotel Commodore. More 
than two thousand delegates are ex­
pected to attend with the United 
States, Canada and South America 
combining to make it an All-Ameri- 
ca Congress. The convention should 
be an ideal clearing house for 
pamphlet material on retreat topics.

Follow-up with a 
Pamphlet

For the third centenary of the 
canonization of St. Ignatius and St. 
Francis Xavier, Pope Pius XI 
wrote: "We regard it as certain 
that most of the ills of our day start 
from this: that ‘no man thinketh 
in his heart’ and We deem it proved 
that the Spiritual Exercises made 
according to the method of St. Ig­
natius are amply strong enough to 
break through the most stubborn 
problems under which human so­
ciety is now groaning; and We have 
studied the rich crop of virtues that 
ripen today no less than of old in 
spiritual retreats, and not only 
among the members of Religious 
Congregations and the secular 
clergy but also among the laity; and 
what, in our age, is worthy of spe­
cial mention among the working 
classes themselves.” We venture to 
comment that much of the fruit 
garnered in a retreat will rot unless 
preserved in permanent form such 
as pamphlet material. The con­
ferences of the Director, as it were, 
blaze the trail to sanctity; the 
pamphlet maps it in detail.

Racks for Retreat Houses
The field for pamphlets offered 

by retreat houses is unlimited. The 
Cenacle movement beginning .in 
I'rance has spread to Italy, Bel­
gium, Switzerland, England, Hol­
land, Brazil and Germany. In the 
United States alone there are Cen­

acles at New York, Lake Ronkon­
koma, Long Island, Newport, Rhode 
Island, Boston, Chicago, St. Louis 
and Warrenville, Illinois. In 1936 in 
the United States there were 22 
permanent retreat houses under the 
supervision of 12 Religious Orders 
where retreats were given all the 
year round, and 88 houses, mostly 
academies and colleges, conducting 
retreats seasonally. In this same 
year, 350 retreats were given to a 
total of 16.376 retreatants of whom 
4,804 were ‘first retreatants’, new­
comers. While business women 
topped the list, those present in­
cluded teachers, high school stu­
dents, social service workers, mar­
ried women, telephone operators, 
nurses, domestics, factory girls, 
lawyers, the unemployed and so 
forth. For each of these, the pam­
phlet was an invaluable source of 
wholesome food for meditation.

“A Rayman Looks at
the Mass ”

In this most recent ten cent 
Queen’s Work pamphlet, the Dra­
pers and the Rockfords in a four­
some of bridge, pass from cards to 
the Mass as a topic of conversa­
tion. As the reader flips over the 
pages, he finds that the layman in 
question, one, Art Kuhl, has both 
good eyesight and insight. A mil­
lionaire seeking to work off his 
purgatory in this life would do well 
to sponsor this pamphlet for the 
congregations at the 12:30 Sunday 
Masses. One reading would stiffen 
their resistance to the lure of night 
life and keep them from surrender­
ing their Sunday Communion to a 
Saturday night and Sunday morn­
ing drinking bout.

"'Dare JRe Hate Jews?”
The Catholic solution of the Jew­

ish problem is the conversion of 
the Jews to Catholicism. The best 
case technique is that used by Cath­
olic missionaries for two thousand 
years who have won and are win­
ning today not through hate but 
through love, for in the words of 
the author of this latest five cent 
pamphlet, “the story of the conver­

sion of the world to Christianity— 
and that world, we must remember, 
certainly was not always Christian 
and was often violently opposed to 
the faith of Jesus Christ—tells us 
that the work of conversion almost 
always begins with intense love. 
Thus did Christ work. Before He 
preached, He healed the sick. Be­
fore He spoke of God’s love, He 
openly and devotedly manifested His 
personal love of men. Christianity 
has advanced because the first Apos­
tles prefaced their preaching with 
evidences of their love in miracles 
and gentleness. Missionaries gain 
the love of their pagan associates by 
building hospitals, bringing in nurses 
who follow the divine physician, 
gathering the neglected little chil­
dren into orphanages, taking the 
sick in their arms and carrying 
them into the medical stations, sin­
cerely loving the people they have 
come to convert to the faith.”

“Have You a Soul?”
Did you ever see a soul ? Did you 

ever shake hands with your soul? 
Did you ever walk down the street 
arm in arm with your soul ? Did 
you ever measure your soul with a 
yardstick? Did you ever weigh 
your soul in the balance? Then how 
do you know that you have got a 
soul? For the answer, see Father 
Lord’s fifteen cent pamphlet, “Have 
You a Soul?” The answer is im­
portant, for Jesuit Missions, since 
no souls, no Jesuit Missions.

Promotion Technique
Sister Victoire of Santa Bar­

bara, California, teaches us a lesson 
in promotion technique: “Please 
send me fifty of the little booklet, 
‘Advertising the Catholic Church,’ 
as I intend to enclose a sample copy 
of this pamphlet in all the different 
letters I send out to poor missions. 
I hope, thereby, that you will receive 
so many orders that it will then be 
possible for you to reduce the price. 
I am also enclosing one dollar to 
have my subscription renewed for 
Jesuit Missions as I get many 
names of poor missions from this 
magazine.”
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De Smet-Sioux Centenary

Father Pierre Jean De Smet, S.J., one of the greatest 
missionaries of the last century. This year is the cen­
tenary of his first momentous meeting with the Sioux.

HOW Isaac Jogues planned in 1642 to estab­
lish a mission among the Sioux, but was 
captured and tortured by the Iroquois; how 

two hundred years later, in 1863, Father Pierre Jean 
De Smet, S.J., likewise planned to establish a mis­
sion among the Sioux, but was prevented by the 
White man’s refined cruelty toward the Indians; 
how Iroquois descendants of Jogues’ torturers sent 
expeditions through Sioux territory to St. Louis, 
Missouri, in quest of priests; and how the Black­
robes finally founded permanent centers among the 
Sioux—this is thrilling history, a romantic tapestry of 
life—whose human threads stretch thousands of miles 
over the North American Continent and down hun­
dreds of years, forming a pattern to intrigue and de­
light the student of apostolic work among the Indians.

The year 1939 is a De Smet anniversary. One 
hundred years ago De Smet first met the Sioux. 
It was a portentous meeting: De Smet was the 
West’s greatest Indian missionary, and the Sioux 
were its most powerful tribe.

OVER the Sioux De Smet grew to have a unique 
influence for which he became celebrated 

through the United States. Cabinet secretaries 
begged De Smet to help the Government make 
peace with hostile Sioux; United States generals 
anxiously besought De Smet’s aid in treating with 
them; on one occasion President Lincoln conferred 
with the priest about them; military and historical 
authorities acclaim him as “alone of the entire 
White race” one who could penetrate to the hostile

Sioux and return alive. While the Sioux 
feared and hated the White man for his 
treachery, they loved and trusted the 
Blackrobe for his God-fearing honesty.

Astounding is the way in which Jogues, 
De Smet, Iroquois and Sioux cross trails 
in history. Father Francis Talbot, S.J., in 
Saint Among Savages, and Dr. James J.
Walsh, in American Jesuits, are recent writers to point out Jogues' zeal- 
the Sioux. Says the latter:

‘Jogues proposed not only to convert the Indians at Lake Supir 
but, going far beyond that to the headwaters of the Mississippi, to c- 
vert the Sioux, the immense tribes of the prairies and mountains of w— 
he had heard traditions. He was actually planning these western exft- 
tions when he was taken prisoner August, 1642, by the Iroquois and • 
cruelly tortured.”

SAVAGE Iroquois of 1642 stopped Christ’s messenger from react 
the Sioux. But Christian Iroquois of the early nineteenth cenur 

were greatly responsible for bringing De Smet, a descendant in spirit - 
Jogues, to the Sioux. |

Between 1812 and 1820, says L. B. Palladino, S.J., in Indian and J) L 
in the Northwest, a band of Christian Iroquois left the Mission of Cats- 
nawaga, near Sault St. Louis on the St. Lawrence. Under the leads, 
ship of a splendid character, Ignace La Mousse, better known as 0 ; 
Ignace, they reached the land of the Flatheads. These docile Inti' 
listened with avidity to Old Ignace’s explanations of the Catholic Fc_- 
They were eager to have Blackrobes. At the inspiration of the Iroqcx- 
they sent an expedition of four men to St. Louis, Missouri, three thouii- 
miles away, an act of heroic audacity which is breath-taking. None - 
the Indians had ever seen a White man’s city.

Bishop Rosati, of St. Louis, in a letter dated December 31, 1831, te- 
of the profound impression which these earnest Indians made on all v- 
saw them. Two died in St. Louis but not before receiving the sacramc 
and were buried in the old cathedral cemetery. Because St. Louis t 
few priests, none could be spared for the distant Northwest.

One hundred yean 
the Sioux. What i— 
to do he finally accr 

y*-

IN 1835, the undismayed Flatheads sent Old Ignace himself and - 
two sons to St. Louis. The sons were baptized there, but no pn-' 

was obtained. Again, in 1837, Old Ignace, three Flatheads and one K- 
Perce set out for St. Louis. This time the Sioux struck unwittingly *
Christian envoys. The travelers were in Sioux ter­
ritory. Near Ash Hollow, Nebraska, a war party of 
Sioux surrounded and killed them.

But the Christian Iroquois and the northwestern 
Indians were invincibly determined to secure Catho­
lic priests. Undaunted still, and unafraid, the Flat­
heads in 1839, sent two Catholic Iroquois down the 
Yellowstone and Missouri Rivers on the long trip to 
St. Louis. God’s provident hand not only guided 
them in safety to their destination, but took them 
to the very man who was to be sent to them, to 
Father De Smet, just recently stationed on the Mis­
souri River among the Potawatomies at the present 
Council Bluffs, Iowa. Father De Smet wrote:

“On the 18,th of last September (1839) two Catho­
lic Iroquois came to visit us. They had been for 
twenty-three years among the nation called the Flat­
heads and Pierced Noses, about a thousand Flemish 
leagues from where we are. I have never seen any 
savages so fervent in religion. By their instructions 
and examples they have given all that nation a
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great desire to have themselves baptized.” 
The historic first meeting of De Smet and 

the Sioux occurred about May 11th of the 
same year, 1839. De Smet journeyed to them 
in a characteristic role: he was an apostle, 
and a peace-maker between the Sioux and the 
Potawatomies. He went to the Sioux post 
at the mouth of the Vermillion River, a short 

Sioux City now stands. There the chiefs and 
raarriors of the Yankton Sioux invited the priest-visitor to a feast. 
Jee Smet gives an ammusing account of the meal:

All were seated in a circle in a grand lodge or tent of buffalo hides. 
:aach one rested his chin on his knees, the legs drawn close up to the 
otidy, a position that my corpulency would not allow me to assume. 
, therefore, seated myself like a tailor on his table, with my legs 
roossed. Every one received a big piece of venison in a wooden 
reuncher; those who cannot finish their portion are permitted to take 
w?ay it is their custom—the remains of the dish. I was among this 
unmber, and I had enough left for two days.”
AAfter the feast, Father De Smet persuaded the Sioux to make some 

reesents to the children of Potawatomies whom they had killed. This 
ranctice was called “covering the dead.” That evening De Smet gave 
n i instruction on the Apostles Creed and baptized a great number of 
ttlle Sioux children, first fruits to Christ. His great work had begun.

>imet first met 
«5 had longed 
I tv?o hundred

instance above where

rHE Bishops at the Plenary Council of Baltimore in 1835, had 
confided the Indians to the Jesuits. It was natural, then, for 
isHhop Rosati, after the four visits of the Iroquois and Flatheads, to 

ipeeat to the General of the Society of Jesus what the Indians 
sgfged: “For the love of God, my Very Reverend Father, do not 
jarndon these souls.”
Fjather De Smet volunteered to go and was accepted. He went in 

WOO, and was delighted with the love of the northwestern Indians 
•r the Christian mysteries. It was on his return trip that he met 
e I Sioux a second time in an encounter which became the basis for 
wsarm, enduring friendship.
A. party of Blackfeet Sioux warriors armed with guns, bows and 
ro’iws, almost naked, and painted grotesquely, surrounded De Smet’s 
41es party as it camped by a spring. The chief stared fiercely at the 
iesst, then addressed a Canadian who could speak Sioux: 
“I. have never seen such a man in my life. Who is he?”

De Smet says:
“My long black robe and the missionary’s cross 

that I bore upon my breast especially excited his 
curiosity. The Canadian answered him (and under 
the circumstance he was prodigal of his titles) 
‘It is the man who talks to the Great Spirit. It 
is a chief or Black-gown of the Frenchmen.’ His 
fierce look at once changed; he ordered his war­
riors to put away their weapons and they all 
shook hands with me. I made them a present of 
a big twist of tobacco, and everybody sat down 
in a circle and smoked the pipe of peace and
friendship.”

St. Isaac logues 
who was planning 
an expedition to 
the Sioux when 
captured and tor­
tured by the Iro­
quois, August, 

1642.

The Blackfeet Sioux were 
deeply sincere in their long­
ing to learn of the Great 
Spirit. While Father De 
Smet said grace before the 
feast, the entire company 
raised their right hands 
towards heaven.

High Bald Eagle, ninety years old, sits on the steps of St. 
Francis Mission, to think over old times. Father De Smet 

was the great apostle of hts people.

“We raise our hands,” explained the chief, “because 
we are wholly dependent on the Great Spirit; it is his 
liberal hand that supplies all our wants. We strike the 
ground afterward, because we are miserable beings, 
worms crawling before his face.” Then, says Father De 
Smet, the chief “took from my dish a piece of pomme 
blanche and put it in my mouth with a little piece of 
buffalo meat.”

This sojourn among them was the foundation of De 
Smet’s powerful influence over the Sioux. The influence 
he acquired never lapsed, but, as Chittenden and Rich­
ardson, biographers of De Smet, declare grew until it 
“came to be the greatest ever wielded by any White 
man.

DE SMET was planning to commence a mission 
among the Sioux in 1863, but was compelled to 

abandon the attempt. Maddened by the constant en­
croachments of White men on their lands, the Sioux, 
during the Civil War, tried to stop further incursions. 
Generals Sibley and Sully led two forces against them 
and severely chastised them. A permanent center among 
the Sioux could not yet be started.

Early in 1867, the Secretary of the Interior requested 
Father De Smet to go to the embittered Sioux to ar­
range a peace. In 1868, he was again asked to visit the 
Sioux hostiles and induce them to meet Government 
Commissioners. Father De Smet left St. Louis on March 
30th with Generals Sherman, Sheridan, Harney, Terry 
and others. When the Generals (Turn to page 140)
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of Concord that “Fawda Come.”

. A few of the

Breakfast over 
the priest becomes 

spiritual adviser, legal 
counsellor, and whatnot. 
Then there is inspection 
of work. The men have 
burnt fifty barrels of lime, 
the foundations of the two- 
room cottage have been 
laid, and the people are 
joyfully looking forward 
to the day when the priest 
will remain a few days at 
a time and have a place 
to rest his head at night. 
This will be accomplished 
within a few months and 
then watch the Concord 
Mission grow because the 
district is very well dis­
posed towards the Church 
but most of the people 
cannot come for instruc­
tion during the day.

So little Mr. Radway, who is known as the 
” grabs his instruments of music, a club and 

i tells

men 
e hurrying to the auto to get the bags and 

attended by his Pullman porters, crosses the

St. Bernadette’s is now eight years old. It was started 
by Father Joseph Ford, S.J., in 1931, and it began right 
from the ground up. The first little church was made 
with bamboo sidings and a thatched roof. Later the sides 
were plastered with lime and earth mortar which pro­
duced the familiar country structure which is known as 
‘‘Wattle and Daub,” a zinc roof replaced the thatch and 
the whole effect though a bit rough, gave a fairly substan­
tial structure. It is about as large as a good-sized living 
room. One Sunday we had a wedding there and the 
bride appeared in a veil almost as long as the church. 
Of course, the bridal veil had to be gathered up to make 
room for the one hundred and thirty people who at­
tempted to squeeze into the church which is crowded 
when it has a congregation of forty.

THE first congregation had three or four Catholics 
but now we have thirty-five or forty attending Sun­
day Mass which these good people have only four times 

a year. Their Faith has been nourished for the most 
part on a week-day Mass which is said once a month. 
Yet these people have gathered every Sunday to at­
tend the simple service conducted by their catechist and 
to recite their catechism in unison. Their knowledge of 
their catechism is a consolation to their Pastor. St. 
Bernadette’s Mission or Concord, despite great handi­
caps, has done very well and it gives signs of doing a 
great deal better. The converts, on the whole, have been 
faithful and the interest of the non-Catholics of the dis­
trict makes one think that “The field is white for the 
harvest.” When my little two-room shelter is finished 
we shall try to gather in the Harvest.

James M. Harne^, S.J.
“You like yam, Fawda? 
Me put one in the car.”

THEN the business of the day, 
come hurrying: to the auto t 
"Fawda.” ;

threshold of the church. The congregation ceremonious­
ly and instantaneously rise, the old women and the little 
children curtsey. “Mammie” Simmonds bows profound­
ly with the grace of a rheumatic ballet dancer and the 
chapel rings with the joyous chorus, “Mornin’ Fawda.”

The altar is arranged, confessions are heard, and then 
the prophecy of Malachias is fulfilled: “From the rising 
of the sun to the going down of the same My Name 
is great among the Gentiles and in every place there 
is sacrifice.” Here in this humble abode the Victim of 
Calvary offers Himself again as the Victim in the Sac­
rifice of the Mass. ’Tis the Mass of the Missions.

After Mass, thanksgiving and then breakfast during 
which the collection is presented as a stimulus to in­
digestion. It comes in on a tin plate and ranges from 
five cents to lift}' though it has an inclination to verge 
away from the fifty. However, the people are poor and, 
God bless them, they are conscious of their duty to 
supply their Pastor. “Fawda, me bring you some heggs.” 

ON CORD is a dis­
trict situated in a 
mountainous sec­

tion of Jamaica. There 
are two ways to get there 
and both are equally bad. 
If you start in the early 
morning you may soon 
find yourself looking down 
upon a sea of clouds for 
you to climb up into the 
heavens, and the mist lies 
before you like a sea. It 
is a beautiful sight espe­
cially when the sun is 
shining but the beauty of 
the scene must be sacri­
ficed, the missionary must 
come down out of the 
clouds and get on to Con­
cord where his flock are 
gathering for his monthly 
visit.

You wind and wind as 
you descend and finally 
come to a level stretch 
where instinctively one 
steps on the gas and before you realize it you come 

upon a little structure of wattle and daub which is called 
St. Bernadette s Church. Most of the people have al- 
read} gathered but it makes no difference, the chimes 
of Concoi d must be chimed to announce the arrival of 
“Fawda.” 
“Professor.
an iron kettle, and begins to strike the note which 
the world

'Fawda" James M. Harney, S.J., rides the Revival bush.



M n s s o © ud © r o e s from England
The Mission Intention for May

WITH only two million Catholics in a population 
of forty-seven million Englishmen, of whom by far 
the larger part are members of the various sects of 

Protestantism, it might seem on reflection that mission­
aries for England rather than missionaries jrom Eng­
land would fulfill the greater need. Yet, in the mind 
of His Holiness, Pope Pius XI, of blessed memory, it 
was not so much the ultimate conversion of England 
herself for which we are asked to pray, as the evange­
lization of the far-flung territorial districts and man­
dated land that is the British Empire. It is from this 
tiny island, then, as from a 

Today throughout the farthest confines of the Empire 
the best traditions of this spirit are preserved by these 
same sons of St. Ignatius, by members of other mis­
sionary organizations, but especially by the Fathers of 
England's first exclusive missionary society, that of St. 
Joseph at Mill Hill.

“What a vast difference it would make to the Mis­
sions. and to the whole world, says the Editor of The 
Missionary Mac/asine, in aid of the English Jesuit mis­
sionaries, "if all professing Christianity were united in 
faith and action! To begin with, our forces would be 

center of diffusion that light 
must come to the nations of 
the Gentiles still in darkness.

More than seventy years 
ago on April 24, 1886, Car­
dinal Manning voiced the 
same objective when he 
said: "There are two cen­
ters in the world from which 
the light of Faith and of the 
Church ought to be diffused 
throughout the world—the 
one a spiritual center and 
head of the Faith and of the 
Church in all nations, the 
City of Rome; the other, the 
center of the vastest Empire 
to be found on earth—Eng­
land.” Then, lest this ideal 
languish on its mount of 
vision, the same Cardinal 
Archbishop of Westminster

An African mother and her children m the Mission conducted by the English JesiiitsatTria- 
shill, Southern Rhodesia.

leads it quickly down into 
the valley of deed by a mo­
mentous decision: “Seeing 
that we need priests for our 
send them to the stranger. The number and zeal of our 
priests, their success and works will be in proportion 
to our liberality in giving of that which we have re­
ceived.”

What England herself had received is. of course, the 
heritage of history. In 596, Pope Gregory I dispatched 
to them the Benedictine monk, Augustine. The faith he 
planted, flowered in the saintly Boniface, Willibrod and 
Sigfrid, as well as in the zealous Walburg, Licba and 
Thecla. A warring Christendom and the aftermath of 
exhaustion that followed the Crusades, almost quenched 
the torch that had flared so brilliantly in the island 
kingdom of the North. Relighted at Ireland’s shrines 
of Faith, it glowed once more only to sputter out again, 
except in the breasts of individuals, at the Reformation. 
English Jesuits native to the soil then borrowed new 
light from Rome and, long before Cardinal Manning had 
his vision, made incarnate in their lives and immortal 
hi their martyrdom the missionary spirit of the English. 

(own) country, we must

.. The British Empire includes many mission territories.

more than double: we should number about a hundred 
million more than one-third of the population of the 
world! Spiritual and corporal relief would be immensely 
multiplied not merely by the additional members of the 
true Church but by elimination of rival organizations 
for the spread of Christianity, or rather by spreading 
them over a wider field. Instead of several rival houses 
of Christian worship in one mission station, each with 
its schools, hospitals and other means of improving mind 
and body, one would often be enough and would, natural­
ly. be unhampered by opposition; if more were needed, 
our former rivals would have been turned to brothers- 
in-arms. Think, too, of the different budget which the 
one and only Christian Church would command, for the 
necessary equipment!"

In 1910, at Edinburgh, and in 1937, at Utrecht, the 
Protestant missions worked hard for a union which would 
include the Church of Rome. Such a missionary union of 
English Protestants and Catholics would be the complete 
fulfillment of the Mission Intention for May.
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Afield W ith American J esuits
JAMAICA, B. W. I. 

Have You Any Stencils?
Father Harold Sullivan, S.J., 

lets us in on the difficulties he has 
encountered in tracking down a 
reduplicator in Brown’s Town, 
Jamaica, B. W. I.:

“I am going to relate what it 
meant to get hold of a reduplica­
tor. As you know we are in 
Brown’s Town, seventy miles 
away from the single source of 
any conveniences such as sup­
plies for the reduplicator. A 
woman, Mrs. How-Martyn, was 
invited out here from England to 
assist the Birth Control Move­
ment.

“She was the reason why a 
mimeograph was essential and 
why I have this one at present. 
When my brother, Father Ray­
mond Sullivan, S.J., who was 
finishing his retreat at Winches­
ter Park, heard that she was to 
lecture in Brown’s Town on the 
following Monday (his retreat 
ended on Saturday night), he 
borrowed a contraption from the 
Park called a cycleograph, to put 
out an answer to all her argu­
ments before she got started. 
That machine was originally used 
by Adam and Eve.

“Then began the search for the 
seemingly impossible — a real 
mimeograph in Brown’s Town. 
Some one remembered that a 
man, dead for years, used to have 
one. The sources of information 
were tapped until we found out 
who it was. Success crowned our 
efforts. Then came the job of 
borrowing it from one, not a 
Catholic, realizing that, perhaps, 
she would be on Mrs. How-Mar- 
tyn’s side. A dear friend of the 
owner is a convert. With this 
young lady, Father Harold went 
to the house and found her asleep. 
But time was flying and we still 
had no mimeograph.

"Bather Can Have It”
“Now just put yourself in our 

shoes who were asking of one, 
whose sentiments were, to the 
sum of our knowledge, at best 
doubtful, for a mimeograph just 
as she was blinking the sleep out 

of her eyes. The young lady intro­
duced me and I mentioned what 
we wanted and why. The re­
sponse was characteristic of the 
better class. ‘For Father Ray­
mond? Why, he can have its use 
with pleasure. I would do any­
thing for him. He has done so 
much for our town.’ On the way 
to the storeroom she explained 
that we were very fortunate as 
her son was taking the machine

AMERICAN INDIANS 
Calling All Scouts

Daniel H. Hannin, S.J., a Scho­
lastic missionary at Spanish, On­
tario, writes:

“We have started a Boy Scout 
Troop at our school. The troop 
consists of Iroquois and Ojibway 
boys between the ages of twelve 
and thirteen. There is only one 
drawback to our success and that 

Father Henry I. Westropp, S.J., veteran Patna missionary, chats with Indian girls o! 
Holy Rosary Mission, Arrah, India. He zvas once a missionary among the American 

Indians at Holy Rosary Mission, South Dakota.

with him to Kingston to use it in 
business there. The machine had 
been carefully taken apart and 
cleaned after her husband’s death. 
I groaned. Yet after examination 
of it, I felt that the combined 
genius of the crowd of us could 
get it running.

“To make a long story shorter, 
we got the paper, cut the sten­
cils, rolled out the finished prod­
uct, clipped the sheets and gave 
a copy to each person as he or 
she entered the courthouse for 
the lecture on Birth Control. 
Before the speaker began the 
audience had a refutation. A 
Kingston paper called our state­
ment, ‘One of the clearest and 
most potent answers that it has 
been their pleasure to print.’

“The answer did much to frus­
trate Mrs. How-Martyn’s work.’’

is, lack of equipment. Perhaps 
some of your many readers in 
Canada and the United States 
could help us in this respect. We 
would be glad to receive used 
Scout clothes, books, drums or 
bugles, in fact, anything that 
Scouts could use. Our appeal 
gives Catholic Scouts a chance 
both to do a good turn to their 
brother Scouts and also to help 
the missions. Packages or letters 
should be addressed to : Reverend 
Daniel Hannin, S.J., Indian Resi­
dential School, Spanish, Ontario, 
Canada.”
Indian to "Indian”

An interesting story of how the 
American Indians of Holy Rosary 
Mission, Pine Ridge, South 
Dakota, helped the Oriental ‘ In­
dians” of Holy Rosary Mission,
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ALASKA — PHILIPPINES—INDIA
Arrah, India, is told by Father 
Placidus F. Sialm, S.J., of the 
Pine Ridge Mission.

The American Indians dropped 
pennies into their own home­
made cribs at the various mis­
sion churches attended by Father 
Sialm and the money was col­
lected and sent to Father Henry 
I. Westropp, S.J., of Holy 
Rosary Mission in India, Father 
Westropp himself was once a 
missionary at Holy Rosary Mis­
sion in Dakota. Father Sialm 
took his place in this work and 
Father Westropp was later sent 
to Patna, India, with the first 
contingent of Americans going 
there and he also established a 
Holy Rosary Mission on the 
other side of the world and is now 
engaged in converting the natives 
of India who are also called “In­
dians,” but who don’t bear much 
resemblance to the American 
Indians.

The American Indians enjoy 
very much this help they send 
the Oriental “Indians” and, of 
course, Father Westropp and his 
“Indians” are also delighted.

BRITISH HONDURAS
Largest Since Hurricane

From Father Robert L. Mc­
Cormack, S.J., come a few facts 
on St. John’s College in Belize:

“We registered seventy-nine 
students for the new year, which 
is, of course, the biggest group 
we’ve had since the hurricane, 
and is just about what the record 
was for day scholars at the old 
College, although the number of 
boarders was far greater.

Father Allan A. Stevenson, S.J., 
is in Honduras now giving two 
German retreats. He hopes that 
he may be able to do something 
to attract some more boys to us. 
However, it is very hard to get 
money out of Honduras and 
Guatemala now, even for educa­
tion, and especially for Catholic 
education. The Catholics in 
Mexico are doubtlessly too poor 
to send boys here and risk the 
danger of more persecution at 
home. A number of requests for 
information come in from these 
countries but we get few boys.

“We have now seven boarders, 

and have recently done some sub­
stantial enlarging of the floor 
space of the college for better 
classroom facilities. Our gradu­
ates passed the School Certificate 
Cambridge examinations; they 
have practically no trouble, 
other than some prejudice . at 
times to get into the service. 
These jobs are not always the 
best paying jobs in the world, 
but they are certain salaries, and 
they nearly all carry with them a 
pension which helps very much.

George B. Wong, young and talented 
Chinese student of Aurora University, 
Shanghai. He wants to be a Hsuit and 
to work with the priests of the California 

Province in China.

In the Saddle
Father Daniel M. Coady, S.J., 

writes to report that things are 
going well at Orange Walk:

“During the latter part of 1938 
I was alone a great deal. And 
that accounts for my tardy 
correspondence. The churches, 
schools and missions in the 
neighboring villages have to be 
looked after. And a good deal of 
my time was taken up in this 
work. Orange Walk is the main 
station. From here a number of 
out-missions have to be cared for.

“At times when I least expect 
it a call comes from a distant 
village. I have to saddle my horse 
and start out. Lately I was 

called to Yo Creek. I got there 
in time, administered the last 
sacraments and hurried back to 
headquarters. Then came a call 
from another place about eight­
teen miles in the opposite direc­
tion and that meant another long 
ride. Occasionally the riding is 
hard; especially, if one has not 
been in the saddle for a few 
weeks.”

ALASKA
Uncle Sands Attic

“A thousand thanks for remem­
bering the missionary on the top 
of the globe—or in Uncle Sam’s 
Attic—as someone jokingly re­
marked,” writes Father Edward 
J. Cunningham, S.J., of Pilgrim 
Springs, Alaska. “My mission has 
the distinction of being the 
youngest, the poorest and the 
most northerly Catholic Orphan­
age in the United States posses­
sions.

“I have two Jesuit Brothers, 
five Ursuline Nuns, associated 
with me in the work of saving 
souls. I am the only priest. At 
present I have seventy children 
in my care, most of them orphans, 
the rest with only one parent, and 
to run this establishment I have 
nothing but the donations, Mass 
stipends and offerings, given to 
me by the pious Faithful. All 
these children are wards of the 
Government but our generous 
Government never thinks that I 
could use a little recompense for 
the upkeep of their children.

Dear Water
“The Pilgrim River, one half 

mile from the house, supplies the 
mission with H=O, and in sum­
mer this work of supply is an 
easy matter. A wind-mill on the 
bank of the river pumps the 
water from the river and sends it 
through pipes to the tank at the 
kitchen. No trouble, no bother, 
the wind does all the work. But 
at the first sign of cold weather, 
the pipes must be drained and 
disconnected, otherwise they 
freeze.

“Then small drums are placed 
on sleds and hauled to the river, 
either with horses, dogs or auto­
truck. The sled runs down on the
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BAGHDAD —BRITISH HONDURAS
ice, a hole is cut, and with buck­
ets, the water is dipped up, spilled 
into the drums on the sleds, and 
hauled to the house. Three or 
four trips must be made before 
the kitchen tanks are filled and 
three times a week the sleds must 
go to the river for supply. It is a 
wet job always, but when the 
weather is thirty and forty below 
zero, it is not only a wet job but 
a cold freezing job.

‘’Horses, driver and workers 
are walking cakes of ice when 
the work is finished, and fre­
quently all outer clothing must 
be removed when the work of 
bringing the water to the house 
is finished. Now if you have ever 
done any printing or developing, 
you know how much water is re­
quired. Have I got the heart to 
waste water in photography when 
it is brought to the house under 
such difficulties?

Pilgrim Springs, the cost of water 
is very high. It is peddled around 
from door to door and costs as 
high as fifty cents for five gallons.

“I just received a letter from 
some friends of mine living at 
Point Barrow. There water is ex­
tremely hard to get, though Point 
Barrow is situated right on the 
coast. The few small lakes of 
fresh water in the neighborhood 
are allowed to freeze, then the ice 
is cut into blocks and these blocks 
brought to the various houses. 
Near the stove in the kitchen is 
usually a large wooden barrel. 
The cakes of ice are placed in 
these barrels. The heat of the 
room soon melts the ice for drink­
ing or washing purposes.

“We surely envy you with 
your taps, running hot and cold 
water and numberless other con­
veniences. Well, if we had all 
the comforts of home, then where

On the way from Bhagalpitr to Patna, Father Francis Stoy, S.J., and Father Edzvard 
Scott, S.J., wait for a connection at the railroad station at Kiul.

"Occasionally I am forced to 
make some pictures but when I 
am through with the water I am 
using for developing or washing 
the prints, I do not throw it away 
but put it in another bucket and 
I use this over again for washing 
my face, hands, etc. I do every­
thing but drink it.

Dearer Wafer
"In other places in Alaska 

where the people have not the 
same ease in getting water as at 

would be the joy of missionary 
life? So we take it and like it and 
find pleasure in living in a coun­
try like this.”

Pious Thefts
According to Father John P.

Fox, S.J., of Hooper Bay, there is 
more than one reason why he will 
have to enlarge his church:

“I see where we will have to 
enlarge our chapel (we call it 
church) sometime before next 
Christmas. The way our Eski­

mos were jammed in this year 
just will not do. We had the 
children squatted down on the 
floor right up to the communion 
railing and up against the Crib, 
so that the youngsters were 
reaching into the little stable of 
our Christ Child and stealing our 
lambs during the sermon. The 
temptation was too much; with­
out budging from his seat on the 
floor any of the little boys near 
the Crib could reach out and grab 
a sheep or even kidnap a shep­
herd with impunity.

“Though it was bitterly cold 
outside we could not make a fire 
and needed none either till the 
services were over. For the 
people were jammed right up 
against the stove on all sides; 
and anyhow it got so hot by the 
time I started Floly Mass (the 
church was packed a half hour 
before Mass began) that many of 
the folks just peeled off and as­
sisted in shirt-sleeves, and at that 
the sweat was rolling off many 
a noble brow.

—And 30° Below Outside!
“The natural heat of the bodies 

of so many of those crowded into 
a small church was too much. 
But you can’t shut off such nat­
ural heaters; the only remedy is 
a big ventilator and though that, 
too, was wide open, I guess it was 
not big enough. As the stream 
of cold air blew into the room it 
turned into a little cloud of steam, 
and that, along with the condens­
ing breath of so many people 
when it came into contact with 
the cold walls, caused a down­
pour of water along every wall.

“Hence, as I said, fire was 
needed badly after services to dry 
up the church. Little pools of 
water had gathered all along the 
bottom or baseboard of the inside 
walls. And the following morning 
those pools had turned into ice.”

CHINA
Swamped with Students

From Shanghai, Father Leo F. 
McGreal, S.J., tells about Gon­
zaga College and war refugees:

“We are in our mid-winter va­
cations now and are preparing to
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celebrate the Chinese New Year 
which falls this year on February 
19th. Actual classes for the sec­
ond semester begin on the 22nd, 
and from present indications it 
looks as though we are going to 
be swamped with new students. 
Many more than we can take have 
applied for admission, so it is only 
a question of selection to fill out 
the vacant places in our limited 
supply of classrooms.

"The primary school has al­
ready opened the semester with 
an increase of one hundred and 
fifty over last term. Father Zi, 
S.J., has added a new department, 
a free school for the refugee chil­
dren and the extremely poor of 
the neighborhood. There, too, the 
demand far exceeds the capacity.

God has been kind to the 
countless poor of the city during 
these winter months for we have 
had a very mild winter so far. 
That has been a big help to us 
also as we have not been obliged 
to use the stoves in the class­
rooms. The refugee problem has 
been augmented by the arrival of 
large numbers of Jewish refugees 
from Europe, among whom a con­
siderable number of Catholics 
have been discovered. Eventually 
they will be assimilated into the 
foreign community here but for 
the time being their lot is miser­
able indeed.”

IRAQ
Personalities

From Father Edward F. Mada- 
ras’ A! Baghdadi we get a look-in 
on some of the various personali­
ties that make up the Faculty of 
Baghdad College:

“This is the proper place to in­
troduce Father Leo Shea, S.J., 
since he is in immediate charge 
of the boarding school. With 
Richard McCarthy, S.J., he came 
to us from America about six 
weeks ago. The sweetness of his 
disposition coupled with an un­
common fund of common sense 
and good humor marked him out 
at once as the man destined by 
Providence to be assistant to the 
Minister and majordomo of the 
boarding school.

“Little did he dream, when he 
set sail across the sea, that his life 

abroad would consist for the most 
part in bossing a kitchen crew, 
trying to keep a house clean 
against overwhelming odds, and 
being prepared to do any sort of 
menial work himself from repair­
ing roofs to cleaning sewers. In­
cidentally, he teaches religion and 
English to the boys in Fourth 
High, but that apparently is only

Sr. Natividad Gabor, R.P.M., pronounces 
her final vows in religion in the presence 
of Rev. Joseph R. Reith, S.J., at Maria 
Auxiliadora Mission, Dansalan, Lanao, 
Mindanao, P. I. This is the first record 

of such a ceremony in Mindanao.

by the way. By far his main pre­
occupation seems to be keeping 
his boarding house running.

“Now that the showers are 
properly installed (on reflection, 
we have some misgivings about 
the correctness of that word 
properly') and the hot water tank 
has been soldered and been put 
back in place again and Father 
Shea’s late nemesis, Abdulmessiah 
the Plumber, has passed out of 
his life, his chief difficulties at 
present apparently center around 
the commissariat. Just yesterday 
he was trying to borrow some 
onions from us. The day before 
that he sent his man, Black 
George, over to our house (mean­
ing residential headquarters) and 
seized six loaves of our bread.

“One morning not so long ago 
when we only had twenty-six 
eggs for the Fathers’ breakfast, 
he tried to wangle them out of us. 
but fearing for our own skin if 

we left the Fathers eggless at 
breakfast, we were adamant in 
our refusal. We may seem to be 
heartless and lacking in Christian 
charity, but the point is that for 
this first year we are trying to 
determine boarding school ex­
penses by a carefully controlled 
system of cost accounting, and 
we cannot allow Father Shea or 
anyone else to upset our figures. 
They will be far enough off the 
track as it is when the end of the 
year comes around.”

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
Moro Vows

Father Joseph Reith, S.J., active 
Pastor in Dansalan’s Moroland 
pays tribute to his native Sister 
helpers:

“The popular saying is that you 
can never trust the word of a 
Moro unless he places his hand 
on the Koran and swears to 
Allah. I have doubts about the 
veracity of the popular saying 
because I am sure that Moham­
medans are no more immune to 
perjury than are Christians. If, 
however, a Moro, weary of life 
and yearning for a more glorious 
reward in the Garden of Allah, 
takes up the Koran to vow that 
he will die killing Christians,— 
well, you had better see to it that 
the children are all in the house 
and the doors securely locked be­
cause that Moro is going to run 
amuck.

“Such juramentado vows are 
not as frequent in the Lake Lanao 
region of Moroland as in other 
sections, for which we thank God. 
But I have buried occasional vic­
tims and have tried to comfort 
others in the hospital after they 
have been hacked by the fury of 
the terrible kris. It usually takes 
several bullets from a soldier’s 
gun to accomplish the desire of 
the ainiik, which stripped of its 
Mohammedan flim-flam, is an or­
dinary desire for suicide. But, oh ! 
the horror of its fulfillment, and 
the dread of it that hangs ever 
over Moroland 1

Better Vows
“To say the least, this is not 

a very cheerful introduction to the
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subject of which I wish to write, 
but it offers a local contrast. 
Horrible as is the juramentado’s 
vows, with equal intensity in the 
realm of sweetness and beauty 
ascended to the throne of God 
another vow in Moroland, a 
strange, unique promise to God 
such as has never before been 
heard by Moro ears. And its pur­
pose, too, was death, death of 
self; but hardly what you would 
care to designate as suicide.

“No one can recall that ever 
before in Lanao, in the very cen­
ter of Mohammedan influence, 
and in direct contrast to its tenets, 
have the words, ‘I vow perpetual 
Poverty, Chastity and Obedience’ 
been solemnly uttered. Never be­
fore have glad voices sang out, 
‘Veni, Sponsa Christi’—never be­
fore have silent tears dimmed the 
eyes of a Lanao congregation as a 
Religious knelt before the uplifted 
sacred Host and spoke the eternal 
words of oblation. To Sister Na­
tividad Gabor, R.V.M., belongs 
the distinction of the pioneer, 
who, on February 2, 1939, in the 
humble Maria Auxiliadora Church 
in Dansalan, before the assembled 
Sisters, parishioners and school 
children, bound herself irrevoca­
bly to God as a member of the 
Congregation of Religious of the 
Virgin Mary.

“I know how great was Sister’s 
ecstasy of joy throughout her 
Vow Day; I know how real and 
profitable was the edification to 
the people of the congregation, 
but I doubt if anyone realized my 
satisfaction and pride as I held 
aloft the sacred Species during 
the taking of the Vows. Before 
Heaven it was a moment of dis­
tinction for our Mission, for no­
where else in Mindanao was a 
like offering being made to God; 
it was a moment that marked real 
accomplishment and progress; it 
was a moment of promise of the 
treasury of graces that shall come 
on a future day when Dansalan 
is an older city and Moroland has 
put aside the kris and the Cres­
cent.

“Too few consolations come as 
yet to the Maria Auxiliadora Mis­
sion because it is young and the 
field is only in the planting. But 
good seed is going into the resist­

ing soil, and none better guaran­
teed for fruitage than that sown 
with the strange words, ‘I vow 
perpetual Poverty, Chastity and 
Obedience !’ the perfect sacrifice.”

PATNA, INDIA
"Hope Kicks Eternal”

Father Aloysius S. Pettit, S.J., 
of St. Xavier’s Mission, is begin­
ning to get back to his usual 
strenuous pace after a long sick­
ness. He writes:

“Hope kicks eternal when you 
mention a hunch on the support

James Hansdak, a Santal, and the best 
catechist in the Mission. “Some day,” 
says Father John A. Morrison, S.J., “I’m 

going to write a book about him.”

of a catechist. With all the faults 
that many a catechist has, there 
are many good points, too. If we 
had as little training for our work 
as they for theirs, I wonder if we 
would not be fault-speckled also. 
And I do think that a donation 
invested in a catechist is better 
than one in the B. Nw. Ry. in 
India—and that pays the highest 
dividends (and makes fewest re­
pairs) of any that I know.

“One of my catechists is en 
route to Calcutta within a few 
days, to drum for basket sales 

there. I wish New York were 
nearer and we might revolution­
ize the lunch basket trade and run 
opposition to the counters that 
bring up the cost of living there. 
If we are not successful in finding 
good sales in Calcutta, we may be 
faced with the necessity of fold­
ing our tents, and getting back 
to the status quo of empty stom­
achs. For around Patna at least 
I am getting convinced (once 
more) that we are slow in com­
prehending the need of a living 
wage. A few prayers, where you 
are in a position to say or get 
them, will help our basket trade 
to live long.

“You may judge from the typed 
page that I am gradually getting 
back into line; so gradually 
though that one wonders when 
one will be really goose-stepping 
with the rest as before. I’ve never 
had such a prolonged lazy streak 
before. This time I’m even tired 
of being idle. Champatia indeed 
calleth; Mann respondeth; Pettit 
sitteth.

"Baby-Cat echumenate”
“An idea that is old indeed but 

hits us regularly is that of the 
‘baby-catechumenate.’ Father Jo­
seph Mann, now in my place is 
going from center to center gath­
ering the Dom converts, holding 
them for about a week for as an 
intensive instruction as the Dom 
can stand, and letting them go. 
Because of the time element the 
‘baby’ is introduced above. During 
the week we foot the food bill.

“Father Mann has just written 
me that in the last ‘meeting’ the 
bill was Rs39/-, some fifteen dol­
lars. Multiply that by a number 
of weekly gatherings and you 
have a maximum of instruction 
given in about the only possible 
way, as the Dorns are so very 
scattered in their habitations; but 
something of a maximum of ex­
pense, too. If some good people 
knew of what we are doing in this 
way I am sure they would find 
a way to cut fifteen dollars off 
their gas bill occasionally that the 
lowest of the low castes of India 
might get a working knowledge 
of the Ten Commandments.

“The golden hour for these Un­
touchables is at hand.”
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COMMUNICATIONS
The Editor will welcome your communication on any topic connected with 

Jesuit Missions and Jesuit Missionaries.

A Proper “Shriner”
To the Editor:

I am very sorry that you have had 
to write so many times regarding my 
renewal of subscription to Jesuit Mis­
sions. I have been very busy and in 
order to save time I turned my subscrip­
tion in to the Jesuit Seminary at 403 
Wellington St., this city, from whence 
you will no doubt receive the money along 
with other subscriptions which they have.

^ou may perhaps be interested to know 
that my family has long had great de­
votion to our beloved Jesuit Martyrs, 
and I have yearly made pilgrimages to 
their first shrine as well as to the pres­
ent shrine for the past twenty-four years 
and we are the grateful possessors of 
a true relic of Saints John Brebeuf, Ga­
briel Lalemant and Charles Garnier, 
given to us by the Very Reverend Fa­
ther Filion when he was Provincial of 
our province. We have received many 
wonderful favors through the interces­
sion of our martyrs and I try not to miss 
attending the weekly services in their 
Winter shrine since moving down here 
to Toronto from Windsor two years ago.

I wish to thank you for your good 
prayers and to assure you that, poor and 
distracted though mine are, I do offer 
mine for the success of the wonderful 
work of the Jesuits everywhere, who have 
done so much for me and for mine.

M. Regina Federer, Toronto, Can.

Generous I
To the Editor:

I am enclosing an extra five dollars 
to be divided between the poor of Bagh­
dad and Father Tranchese’s school in 
Texas. It is not much but I am mak­
ing a little sacrifice. I have two or three 
small bills to meet but instead of pay­
ing them, I am sending you the money 
but I will make it up next week. Some­
times I do feel like the poor Oriental 
looks, but I am happy in the thought 
that I don’t have to spend hours mak­
ing out my income tax.

I want to thank you for your kindness 
•in remembering me in your Masses. I 
i certainly feel the benefit of all those 
.Masses in more ways than I could tell.

When I have anything to send to 
•China, I send it to Father Pius Moore 
Pin San Jose.

San Francisco, Calif. Mrs. C. M.

Beware!
1T0 the Editor:

One day last week a young man giv- 
iing his name as Mr. -----  called here
sshowing his credentials and photograph 
rrepresenting himself as an agent for the 
^Missionary Magazine. I told him I was 
ggoing to send the dollar to the office. 
Hde was so brusque and insistent and 

said they only got a little commission 
so I gave him one dollar. I hope he 
has turned it in. I enclose the receipt 
he gave me, and see, he did not sign his 
name. If he is a fraud I hope they get 
him. He had several other names.

New York, N. Y. K. M. M.

We take occasion from the above let­
ter to advise all our subscribers that 
Jesuit Missions has no paid agents for 
soliciting subscriptions. We know that 
in the past fraudulent agents have acted 
in the name of Jesuit Missions and 
have collected money which we never 
received. Our subscribers in turn were 
cheated and, till we were able to ex­
plain, were incensed with us. May we 
then issue this warning that no sub­
scription agent has any authorization to 
solicit subscriptions to Jesuit Missions, 
and plead with our readers to send their 
subscriptions directly to us.—Editor.

Publicity
To the Editor:

Our Catholic Truth Committee is plan­
ning a Catholic Press display to be held 
during the latter part of this month. 
Will you please send us samples of your 
Catholic publications to be used in the 
exhibit? Thank you for your attention.

Texas. S. M. High School.

The above request was one of many 
we received during Catholic Press Month. 
We were pleased to comply with each 
request though we regret that we have 
very little evidence, in new subscriptions, 
that the publicity given to Jesuit Mis­
sions was effective. Though we have 
heard next to nothing from those who 
sought to advertise our magazine, we 
are most grateful for the effort that 
was made and would encourage our other 
readers to tell their friends about Jesuit 
Missions.—Editor.

Inspired!
To the Editor:

I am forwarding under separate cover 
some old Jesuit magazines which you 
might be able to use. I might add that 
every time I’ve read a story in them, it 
left an inspiration to do better.

Boston, Mass. J. J. McCormack.

We rejoice that Jesuit Missions has 
been an inspiration and are grateful for 
back numbers. We would suggest, how­
ever, that as the missionaries already 
receive Jesuit Missions, back numbers 
are really not needed by them. Other 
Catholic magazines, however, are most 
welcome. We shall be glad to give to 
any one interested names and addresses 
for remailing of magazines.

Traveling?

Even if you can't go in person, you 
can go in spirit to Midland, Ontario, 
or Auriesville, N. Y., to the shrines of 
the Jesuit Martyrs of North America.

Get acquainted with 
America's first Saints

in

THE JESUIT MARTYRS

OF NORTH AMERICA
By JOHN J. WYNNE. S.J.

A thrilling story of real heroes.

Postpaid: $1.60

In briefer form their indi­
vidual stories are told in:

The White-Robed Blackrobe
St. Isaac Jogiies

The Giant of God
St. John Brebeuf

Hero of the Hard Trail
St. Noel Chabanel

A Shepherd Staunch
St. Anthony Daniel

"Up, Then, My Soul"
St. Gabriel Lalemant

The Cheerful Giver 
St. Charles Garnier

Surgeon and Saint
St. Rene Goupil

Squire of Christ
St. John Lalande

All by Neil Boyton, S.J.

A Novena to the Jesuit Martyrs 
of North America
By John J. McGrath, S.J.

"These are a spiritual tonic for an age that 
has forgotten heroism, let alone martyrdom."

Each pamphlet
5c a copy: $2.25 per 50; $4.00 per 100

The set of nine pamphlets for 50c postpaid

JESUIT MISSION PRESS
257 Fourth Avenue New York, N. Y.
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God Heals a Medicine Man
the mountains and elsewhere 
—an all-powerful Physician 
who was to see to it that the 
prescription offered this aged 
medicine man by Him was 
finally to be accepted and 
would produce the health and 
happiness that would know 
no end.

A “COLORFUL character” indeed, but the spiritual 
story that remains hidden in the account is still 

more interesting. Even the suppressed statement “Father 
Lajoie of St. Andrew’s Mission had charge” tells little. 
For old "Doc” Star remained a pagan—and a mighty 
vigorous old one—almost to his dying breath. Doggedly 
faithful to the ritualistic practices of his belief and look­
ing upon Catholicism and Protestantism as both equally 
deserving of contempt, any and all advances towards him 
throughout the many decades of his life were all entirely 
fruitless.

But a merciful Providence, doubtless in recognition of 
the sincerity of his heart, was to arrange the circum­
stances of his death. An all-provident Physician it was 
who permitted that sickness should strike him during 
those late summer weeks when most of his associates, 
including the only other medicine man of the Reserva­
tion, were still down the river at the fishing grounds, in

HE following front 
page article appeared 
some months ago in 

the Pendleton East Oregon­
ian -

“Members of the Walla 
Walla tribe of Indians today 
buried a patriarch of their 
group—colorful old George 
Lucas, more often known as 
Doctor Star, who died Wed­
nesday at the age of 94.

“The passing of the tribe’s 
old-time medicine man—he 
had served for about 50 years 
—marked the loss of one of 
Eastern Oregon’s most in­
teresting redmen.

“He was a full-blooded Pa­
louse Indian, having much 
influence among the older 
tribesmen. He took part in 
the war of 1878. He was re­
puted to have had 25 wives 
throughout his lifetime.

“The funeral rites were held this morning at the Bom- 
boy chapel. Burial was in the old Indian graveyard 
above Cayuse, where Poker Jim and No Shirt, famous 
former chiefs, are having their last rest. Father Lajoie 
of St. Andrew’s Mission had charge.

“Round-Up goers remember Doctor Star for his tat­
tered old coonskin cap, worn year after year, adorned 
with a dangling coyote tail.”

EPORT of the old man’s 
condition—the only re­

port incidentally that reached 
the Mission throughout his 
illness—came as such news 
so often does among the In­
dians, by a casual remark of 
one who seldom if ever, 
came in contact with the 
Fathers. Only a faint indica­
tion of God’s grace, a lightly- 
trod footprint as it were, but 
how well the experienced In­
dian missionary knows the 
reward that may await him 
at the end of that lightly 
marked trail. So he traces it 
down carefully7 and eagerly 
till he has discovered its se­
cret.

sprawling, weather-beaten, one-

An old pagan medicine man of Montana, near St. Paul’s 
Mission.

We found him in a x 
story house, bereft of paint and care, down by the river, 
close to the Agency. Off to a corner of the larger room, 
buried in a mass of blankets as old and sordid as the 
walls that sheltered them, breathing fast and heavily7 in 
that last, feverish, instinctive preoccupation of struggle 
for existence, he was a pitiful sight indeed. By mere 
chance, the middle-aged Indian woman in attendance 
had stumbled upon him, visiting the place while on a trip 
down from the mountains for provisions. Once again a 
detail of God’s arranging, for although poorly7 instructed, 
she was a Catholic, and, at least, not averse to its teach­
ing. In almost any other circumstance, diffcult indeed it 
would have been for a shtim-tsmukh-tsinukh (black 
dressed one) even to gain admittance at his bedside.

HIS condition she explained in a few words: for sev­
eral days past just as he now appeared—no food, no 
change of position, only that tremendous activity7 of 

breathing, and a continual cry for water, “kush! He 
had asked for his relatives, and they had been summoned, 
but had not arrived; he wished for a medicine man to 
minister to him, but none was at hand; no one coming, 
he had asked nothing more, but lapsed into stoical silence. 
On the wall above his head hung a small bell, that in 
keeping with rigid religious custom throughout his life, 
he had reached for and rung at certain times.

Charles J.
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Fortifying himself with a few 
moments prayerful, quiet delibera­
tion, Father Lajoie slowly stepped 
over to the mass of blankets with its 
human occupant. Bending down on 
one knee and leaning close to the 
ear of the aged sufferer, he spoke a 
few, low soft words of greeting. At 
length, a nod of recognition. Then 
carefully, slowly, tactfully, Father 
Lajoie explained his mission. No 
answer. A few moment’s pause, and 
then a repeated effort. Again no 
answer. And again, and, after a 
longer pause, still again. But all to 
no avail; the attitude of this medi­
cine man was clear.

Myrtle IVolf of St. Andrew’s Mission 
—the child of typically firm and un­

yielding pagan parents.

never seen such a gleam of happi­
ness as leaped into his eyes at that 
moment, the thrill of grateful ex­
ultation as he turned quickly about 
and faced us with the exclamation 
“You heard it? He said he wishes 
to be baptized1”

His death came quickly; within 
a few short hours the indomitable 
spirit of old “Doc” Star had passed 
the confines of this mortal realm 
into that land where He abides who 
rules the sun, and earth, and men, 
not the least of whom are these 
simple children of His!

Another paragraph or two there 
are to our story. Once more, the 
testimony of the woman is sig­
nificant. From almost the very 
moment George Lucas received the 
saving waters of Baptism upon his 
brow, his hitherto insatiable thirst

The only words that would pass 
his lips were the repeated request 
for water, in answer to which he 
was refreshed by copious draughts 
from a large tin can by means of 
a small siphon tube. At length,
with a final word of sympathy and encouragement, Fa­
ther Lajoie took his departure. To the woman, how­
ever, he recommended earnest prayer in his behalf, and 
bespoke his intention of returning.

disappeared completely, as well as 
his restlessness, and in their stead came a great peace. 
Practically abandoned humanly, he had nevertheless, for 
recompense, the strengthening, comforting companion­
ship of a new-found everlasting Friend.

|A A O days later, strengthened still more by addi- 
J- tional prayer, Father Lajoie returned to the scene 

of combat. The sufferer’s condition was the same. The 
woman, however, had an interesting remark or two to 
make. He had been restless and troubled. Several times 
he had declared his readiness to die, that it was the 
will of the Great Spirit, that he himself wished to, but 
that something was holding him back, restraining him, 
making it impossible for him to do so. He begged that 
he be turned completely about, his head towards the set­
ting sun. All was useless. And, as before, came his 
constant plea for water.

Once again, Father Lajoie began his entreaties—kind­
ly, patiently, earnestly, insistently. Everything seemed 
in vain. With our imperfect ideas of theological validity 
and liceity, we urged Father 
to administer the sacrament, 
but he was resitant, reluctant 
to coerce this will. In a 
quandary, and showing his 
anxiety in slow movement 
about the room, he deter­
mined to make one last ef­
fort.

And this time, after an 
initial silence that seemed to 
betoken failure as before, 
the fever-stricken head sud­
denly nodded firmly and its 
lips murmured assent. In 
the many sick calls on which 
I have had the privilege to 
accompany this old experi­
enced missionary, I have

Circumstances made it difficult to have the 
funeral services at St. Andrew’s. But Father 

Lajoie was present for the remaining rites at the old 
Indian cemetery above Cayuse. Here, in accordance with 
immemorial custom, a lengthy speech by Wo-cat-sie, one 
of the tribal chiefs, was delivered, at the end of which 
he astonished everyone by explaining the presence of 
Father Lajoie and' graciously introducing him. Here, 
without a doubt, was God’s further purpose in the sav­
ing of that soul—its impression and influence on these 
others outside the fold.

Nothing speaks more strongly to the Indian mind 
than concrete fact, and, after the burial service of the 
Catholic ritual, the story of God’s Providence and 
Mercy toward this universally acknowledged “untouch­

able” must have had its 
effect. God’s grace finds a 
difficult entrance to most of 
these who have been steeped 
in pagan traditions for gen­
erations back, but nowhere 
is His work more manifest 
than in the mission field, and 
as long as there remain souls 
to win for Fleaven, so also 
surely will there be evidences 
of His goodness and power, 
similar to that lavished on 
old “Doc“ Star, medicine 
man of the Walla Wallas.

Louis Fan Pelt of St. Andrew’s 
Mission, dressed up in his fa­

ther’s native costume.
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NEW BOOKS
The Voice of The Church in 
China
A Collection of Documents with a Pre­
face by Dorn Pierre-Celestin Lou 
Tseng-Tsiang

The shameless propaganda sponsored 
by the American press in regard to the 
war in Spain, has forced the leaders of 
the Church in China to entrust their state­
ments on the Japanese-China situation, 
not to the bias of a newspaper censor or 
the arbitrary policy of a newspaper pub­
lisher but to the format of a book and 
under the authority of a reliable publish­
ing company.

The documents assembled in these 
pages range from the 1931-1932 message 
of His Holiness, Pope Pius XI, to let­
ters of His Eminence, Archbishop 
Marius Zanin, Bishop Haouisee of Shang­
hai and Bishop Yu-Pin of Nanking. The 
volume is the authentic voice of the 
Church in China. Its greatest practical 
value is its assurance that China is in no 
way Communistic and furthermore, is in 
no danger of becoming Communistic. It 
thus gives the lie direct to the charge 
that Japan must occupy China if only to 
save this ancient people from domination 
by the Soviets. We are likewise in­
formed that China is quite capable of 
governing itself, though temporarily it is 
in pathetic need of assistance for its 
wounded and its refugees. These docu­
ments are starkly truthful, tragic in their 
appeal, uncompromising in their indict­
ment of Japan, and an apologia for China.

Longmans, Green & Company, London, Eng- 
landj 3/6 net.

The Jesuits of the 
Middle United States
In Three Volumes—Volume II
Gilbert J. Garraghan, S.J., Ph.D.

The workmanship whose consummate 
excellence distinguished Volume I con­
tinues unabated in Volume II, in which 
the story of Jesuit Growth in the Mid­
dle United States moves on into the 
Fifties and the Sixties.

Herein issues of surpassing importance, 
even for these our days, absorb atten­
tion. Foremost is the question of the rela­
tive importance of colleges and parishes, 
a subject of debate that can only be re­
solved correctly in the light of the cir­
cumstances of the times. It is interest­
ing to note that the great missionary, 
Father DeSmet, S.J., cast his vote for 
the parish as against the college while 
the saying, “Ignatius loves the great 
cities’’ seems to have turned the brilliant 
and versatile Jesuit Visitor, Father 
Murphy, S.J., in favor of the college.

One of the most glorious annals of the 
Faith in this country is the section fea­
turing Father Francis Xavier Wennin­
ger, S.J., Father Arnold Damen, S.J., 
and his associates as they realize in the 
highest possible degree the ideals of the 
Jesuit ministry through the Spiritual Ex­

ercises in retreats, rural and parochial 
missions.

A long buried treasure house of liter­
ary work is likewise unearthed and 
achievements of the pen once more cast 
their spell of eloquence upon the reader. 
A welcome link between the generations 
of the past and the present is Father 
Charles Coppens, S.J. Jesuit relations 
with the hierarchy and the Sisterhoods 
always significant for God’s glory, are 
never at any time, as may be suspected, 
devoid of human interest.

The author concludes Part 3 by flash­
ing upon the screen with almost techni­
color detail a few misadventures of the 
Civil War and its aftermath.

Part 4, the Indian Missions, is a vol­
ume within a volume. Standing by the 
side of the Oregon trail, the most his­
toric of the western highways of middle 
Kansas, as well as by the side of prac­
tically every Indian trail blazed in the 
Middle United States, Father Garrag­
han, S.J., as from a reviewing stand, 
writes for generations yet unborn the 
most comprehensive history of Jesuit 
missionary activities among these Ameri­
can Indians yet recorded.

Entire fields for observation are opened 
up for modern anthropology in his studies 
of the Potawatomi, Kalispel and the 
Coeur d’Alenes, the Gros Ventres, the 
Blackfeet and the Flatheads; of the Win­
nebago and the Sioux, the Osage and 
the Kaw.

Even as ancient trails give way to mod­
ern highways, forgotten mission fields 
are resurrected to teem once more with 

the life that was theirs in the Middle 
Eighties. So scrupulous indeed has 
been the author’s research and so mag­
nificent the organization of the vast 
resources of his data that not only does 
the past live again, but half a continent 
seems reexplored and rediscovered.

The America Press, New York City. Three 
Volumes, $15.00.

Beyond the Altar Rail
Thomas H. Moore, S.J.

A book with a body and a soul, each 
worthy of the other, and both worthy of 
the Mass they help to explain. The body 
of the book is richly adorned in a cover 
design of golden wheat sheaves, neatly 
executed by LeRoy Appleton. The text 
is on special paper and done in both 14 
and 12 point type. The unusual care 
evident in the make-up and general format 
is in itself an invitation to open and read 
the age-old story of “The Perfect 
Sacrifice.”

In his development, the author frankly 
disregards anything that does not direct­
ly clarify the Christian concept of 
“Oblation” or the liturgical expression 
of the same. The theory of Father 
Maurice de la Taille, S.J., as set forth in 
his “Mysterium Fidei” is used as the 
basis of the author’s exposition and in 
its light both the offering at the Last 
Supper, morally persevering until the 
death of Christ upon the Cross, as well as 
the Victim in the Mass, not now suffer­
ing but in glory, are presented for the 
instruction and consolation of those out­
side the altar rail.

Fordham University Press, New York, N. 1.

A GIFT Worthwhile 
for

Missionary
STUDENT OF HISTORY
Kthrary

THE JESUITS OF THE MIDDLE UNITED STATES
by Gilbert' J. Carraghan, S.J.

"Following the fine tradition of the early Jesuit diarists and histori­
ographers, the Rev. Gilbert J. Garraghan, S.J., research professor of 
history, Loyola University of Chicago, has been engaged for many years 
on this monumental work . . . essentially a new Jesuit Relation of the 
nineteenth century. Scholarly . . . highly interesting . . . full of ro­
mance and adventure . . . ”—Kansas City Times.

“It is the most intimate portrait of organized Jesuit life in the United 
States available.”—Jesuit Missions, March, 1939.

Three Volumes 2000 pages $15.00 
With Illustrations, maps, facsimiles of documents.

■■ The AMERICA Press... 53 Park Place... New York, N. Y. ™
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Please don’t 

be upset, 

This doesn’t 

mean you

—YET

But when you will find in your copy of JESUIT MISSIONS the above mes­
sage it will express our hope that you will not wait till your subscription will have 

expired to renew it.

We are happy to report that of those whose subscriptions to JESUIT MIS­
SIONS expired during 1938 more than fifty per cent have subscribed anew. We 
may be ambitious, but we hope that even that excellent percentage may be in­

creased during the year of 1939.

So we forewarn you that you will be forewarned when your subscription 
will be about to expire. And we hope that your prompt action on that notifica­
tion will save you the annoyance of our many letters of appeal for renewal, 
and will save us the postage expenses that many letters entail.

It doesn’t mean you yet, but when it does —don’t forget!
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N-Y-K-
to Your Fields

of Service
Take the favorite, economical 
"Mission Route"—from the Pa­
cific Coast to Japan and the 
Orient, to China, Manchoukuo, 
the Philippines, Malaysia, Aus­
tralia, Ceylon, India, East, South 
and West Africa; to the Medi­
terranean, Europe and around the 
world. Wide choice of sailings. 
Splendid, modern motor liners, 
equipped for religious observ­
ances. Generous, hospitable serv­
ice, and a perfect cuisine.

LOW FARES TO JAPAN
From the Pacific Coast

First Class From $340 
Cabin Class From $265 
Second Class From $205 
Tourist Cabin From $140

Special Low Round Trip Fares Available

AROUND THE WORLD
Minimum Rates from $546 to $908 

Regular express sailings to Japan 
from Los Angeles and San Fran­
cisco via Honolulu. Direct to 
Japan from Seattle and Van­
couver. For detailed information, 
see your own Travel Agent, or 
address

N-Y-K-LINE
(Japan Mail) 13

New York: 25 Broadway L
Chicago: 333 No. Michigan Ave. M
San Francisco: 551 Market St. j
Los Angeles: 518 West Sixth St. L

BACK TO THE BENCHES
(Continued from page 120) 

come-back. He singled and tripled with 
the greatest of ease and poise, and was 
not long in gaining first honors. Father 
Sheehan is now the “Ex-Champ.”

The boys are now hard at work in 
preparing for the Intermediate and Sec­
ondary examinations of the Government. 
Every year the Government offers about 
eighty scholarships for higher studies in 
Europe and America. Our boys do not 
receive any of these scholarships, for they 
are not in a Government school. It is an 
urgent need that we get some scholar­
ships for our own boys. Many of them 
have fine ability but have not the means 
necessary for a four year course in Eng­
land or America. When they finish with 
us we have nothing to offer them. If 
our good benefactors could only estab­
lish a few scholarships in the United 
States for next fall, September, 1939, 
they would be building the super-struc­
ture of Baghdad College. The school 
is well founded but we need these scholar­
ships—imperatively—to offset the at­
tractions of eighty-four scholarships 
which our boys cannot attain.

WE ARE YOU, INCORPORATED
(Continued from page 121) 

that doctrine the word “incorporated” 
occurs again and again. Christ is the 
Head, we are the members “incorpora­
ted,” or “made one” in the Mystical 
Body.

Now when we come to define the aim 
of our We Arc You Co., Inc., it is not 
irreverent to say that we are in “the 
sheep business.” Because thus our Lord 
Himself described it: “Other sheep I 
have that are not of this fold; them also 
I must bring.”

And truly when a missionary sees 
pagan peoples in many mission lands, 
ignorant of the Way, the Truth, the 
Life; spiritually aimless, restless, gregari­
ous ; without final purpose and with 
puerile principles, he realizes vividly in 
how perfect a simile Christ pictured 
them:—“they lie like sheep that have 
no shepherd.”

Yet there the comparison ends. If all 
they needed were a shepherd whom they 
would straightway follow into the sheep­
fold like real meek and mild sheep, the 
world would have been Catholic years 
ago, and the missions a matter of his­
tory. Such is not the case. These are 
“human sheep.” They possess their own 
character and customs, their own tradi­
tions and prejudices, in many points con­
trary to our Catholic Faith. Their con­
version to the Truth is rarely accom­
plished by a single sermon on the sea­
shore. It usually needs a slow education 
in the classroom. They must be grown 
in the Christian tradition.

So the modern missionary dreams of 
schools and seminaries, knowing that 
these alone can produce the Catholics of 
the future who will re-cast their native 
lands in the mould of Catholic Faith and 
culture. But schools and seminaries are 

mighty undertakings. That is why we 
receive your every prayer and gift with 
gratitude, and never weary of asking for 
more. When we look at the missions 
today, we thank you sincerely for what 
you have done. But when we look at 
“the mission of the Missions”—to make 
one flock for one Shepherd—we plead for 
your help.

For it is our Father’s business that 
must be carried on, a business that can­
not “lose its market” when there are 
still millions who know not the name 
of Christ. You cannot do the work alone; 
you are too far away. We cannot do the 
work alone; we are too few. But if only 
we toil together with all our power, you 
by your prayers and sacrifices, we by our 
prayers and sacrifices and teaching, this 
We Are You Co., Inc., can yet “corner 
that market” and gain the world for the 
Lord we love.

BARRIO ROAD
(Continued from page 124) 

little more push, a little more pull, a little 
jockeying, more of God’s grace, and we 
struggled out of the mire. You see we 
had spent so long arguing with that 
farmer, that the strong tropical sun had 
dried up the mudhole! Paciencia! 
Paciencia!

Never be the fool that tried to hurry 
the East. It can’t be done. Just sit on 
your heels and let Nature do the swearing.

DE SMET-SIOUX CENTENARY 
(Continued from page 127) 

could do no more, Father De Smets 
program was to penetrate the interior 
of the Indian country, find the hostile’, 
and try to bring them to some point 
where the Commissioners could speak to 
them. “It was a most dangerous under­
taking, for it was not believed that anj 
White man could approach them unpro­
tected except at the cost of his life. It 
is saying a great deal that there was onlj 
one man in the United States who could 
do this, but we believe it to be the truth.

How the Sioux were finally herded 
onto reservations; how Red Cloud and 
Spotted Tail went to Washington de­
manding Blackrobes; how Bishop Mar­
tin Marty, O.S.B., working in conjunc­
tion with the Bureau of Catholic Indian 
Missions, called upon Benedictines and 
Jesuits, and founded permanent missions 
—this is history. What St. Isaac Jogues 
had not been able to effect, what Father 
De Smet was unable to accomplish, at 
last was realized.

Father De Smet died in 1873. He had 
baptized, since 1839, thousands of Sioux, 
some of whom still live to remember 
their benefactor. Of the 30,000 Sioux, 
about 15,000 are on Pine Ridge and Rose­
bud Reservations, South Dakota, where 
Jesuits conduct Holy Rosary and St. 
Francis Missions. Half of the latter 
number are Catholics. To these and to 
all the Sioux, 1939 is an important an­
niversary year, the centenary of the 
meeting of the great Sioux tribe and 
the revered Blackrobe, Father De Smet.
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