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Poor Beggars!
There are two phases of missionary life, not to mention many others, which

stand out prominently. The one consists in raising money for the work of saving
souls and the other in saving souls through the money raised. Begging is difficult
at best, but when it has not the consolation of soul saving attached to it, then is
the task soul-stirring and heartrending. Such is the position of the Procurators
for the missions. Their work consists in begging, while their consolations are very
remote, in the souls which the missionaries will have been enabled to save.

Won’t you, if you can, give these Procurators some little consolation in
their arduous work? Even the few pennies or dollars that you can give them
will ease their burdens. Please, send some money offering to the Procurators
listed below. Through them, you too will have the consolation of having
helped save souls.

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.

Rev. EDWARD T. CASSIDY, S.J.
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. LOUIS J. LAVOIE, S.J.

Case Postale 611, Quebec, Canada
is Procurator for the missions in charge of the Jesuits of Lower Canada,
which are Suchow Mission in China and Canadian Indian Missions at

Caughnawaga, near Montreal.
Rev. PIUS L. MOORE, S.J.

55 W. San Fernando St., San Jose, Calif.
is Procurator for the missions in Haichow, Nanking and Shanghai, China,

entrusted to the Jesuits of the California Province.
Rev. THOMAS B. CANNON, S.J.

51 East 83rd Street, New York, N. Y.
is Mission Procurator for the Maryland-New York Jesuits in the

Philippines and among the Negroes of Maryland.
Rev. FRANCIS B. PRANGE, S.J.

2440 Interlaken Blvd., Seattle, Wash.
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, Ill.

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

Rev. GEORGE M. MURPHY, S.J.
300 Newbury Street, Boston, Mass.

is Procurator for the foreign missions in Jamaica, British West Indies,
and for Baghdad College in Iraq, which are administered by the New

England Jesuits.
Rev. VINCENT F. ERBACHER, S.J.

4511 West Pine Blvd., St. Louis, Mo.
is Procurator for the missions in British Honduras, C.A., and American
Indian Missions in South Dakota and Wyoming, which are cared for bv

the Jesuits of the Missouri Province.
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nor, S.J., of Akulurak
He is not mushing this
sion boat.

nerals the Chinese give
to their dead, an evidence
of the strong belief of
these people in a future
life.

Father Michael D.
Lyons, S.J., {They are
not all like Henry’s Un­
cle) , is one of the Chi­
cago Province men now
doing brilliant work in
converting Patna’s huge
Depressed Classes.

Well known to our
readers for his vivid pic­
tures of Alaskan life is
Father Paul C. O’Con-

(Near the Bering Coast).
time but piloting his mis-

Thirty Million Patients—a lot of people to take
care of, but that is how Patna, India’s teeming
multitudes look to Sister Laetitia, one of Dr.
Dengel’s missionary Sisters now in India to estab­
lish a hospital in the territory of the Chicago
Province Jesuits.

A Jesuit Scholastic at Baguio, Jaime Neri, S.J.,
(Negritos—the Pygmies of the Philippines), is on
his father's side a descendant of the Sampurhnas, a
Moro ruling family of pre-Spanish days in Cagayan.

Father Edward F. Garesche, SJ., head of the
Catholic Medical Mission Board, tells in The Blue
Cross of the work of the order of medical mission­
ary sisters of which he is the founder.

The author of Reunion in Wyoming, Father
Augustin C. Wand, S.J., is professor of Arche­
ology at St Mary’s College, Kansas.

Night life in Arabia is a subject on which
Father Francis B. Sarjeant, S.J., President of
Baghdad College, (The
Real Arabian Nights),
can really wax eloquent.

Years of experience in
the British West Indies
has convinced Father
Charles J. Eberle, SJ.,
that Jamaica is Fertile
Soil for missionary ac­
tivities. He gives facts
to prove it in his article.

In Personal Responsi­
bility, George T. Boi-
LEAU, S.J., gives an in­
sight into the life of a
Jesuit missionary Brother
in the mission of Alaska. Jaime Neri. S.J.

Page

EDITORIALS  171

HOW TO BURY A BIG WAR-LORD Louis J. Dowd. S.J. 172

THEY ARE NOT ALL LIKE HENRY'S UNCLE...Michael D. Lyons. S.J. 174

NEAR THE BERING COAST Paul C. O’Connor. S.J. 176

THIRTY MILLION PATIENTS Sr. Laetitia, S.C.M.M. 177

NEGRITOS—THE PYGMIES OF THE PHILIPPINES. . .Jaime Neri. S.J. 178

THE BLUE CROSS Edward F. Garesche. S.J. 180

THE MONTH AT JESUIT MISSIONS Joseph F. MacFarlane. S.J. 181

REUNION IN WYOMING Augustin C. Wand. S.J. 182

THE REAL ARABIAN NIGHTS  ..........Francis B. Sarjeant, S.J. 184

THE MISSION INTENTIONS FOR JULY AND AUGUST  185

AFIELD WITH AMERICAN JESUITS  186

COMMUNICATIONS  191

FERTILE SOIL Charles J. Eberle. S.J. 192

PERSONAL RESPONSIBILITY George T. Boileau. S.J. 193

GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGMENTS  196

Jesuit Missions is indexed in the Catholic Periodical Index published
by the Catholic Library Association.

COVER—Of invaluable assistance to missionaries all over the world
are the Nuns who do medical mission worn. The picture shows one
of them. Sister Adelgunde, I.Y.B.M., ministering to a sick Santa!
woman in the territory of the Chicago Province Jesuits in India.
The Santal woman helping her has been trained for this work by
the Sisters. As Father Garesche has pointed out in his article on
page 180, the Medical Missionary Sisters, although few in number,
are able to train many native women in the nursing art, thus multi­
plying their influence. He shows, too, how friends of the missions
at home are helping out in this work by donating money and medi­
cal supplies to organizations which send them to men and women
in the field. Read also the article by Sister Laetitia, page 177.

IfsriT MbMO‘3 Juh Auirust 1940 Vol XIV No. 7. Published monthly, September to June; bi-monthly, July-August, by the Jesuit Mission Press,HAiir MI. io . . iuij AUMJht. i <? v in the interest of home and foreign mssons attached to the North American Provinces of theIncorporated 2^7 Fourth Avenue, New ork N.Y. the interest ol $125 a year. Entered as second-class matter, January 4, 1927, at
Society of Jesus. Subscription price, $1.00; six jears, Jp.W, uanaoian <inu x wu y, 91. j nrnvirleH fnr in the act of Februarv 9R 19^5tin- Post Office. New York, under the acl of March .1. 1H79. Acceptance of special rates oi X y 8* 9“5,

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

Marco Zanotto
FreeTextTypewriter
Paul C. O’Connor. S.J.



mWIAILS
IF THE BRITISH EMPIRE FALLS...

ERY few of us paid much attention at the beginning
of the present European war to Hitler’s prediction

that the conflict would end in the breakup of the great
British Empire. The general opinion was that the Allies
were strong enough to bear up under any offensive
Germany might launch and after that the war would
settle down to something very much like the last World
War, with the Allies finally victorious. In estimating,
too, the harm the war would inflict on the missions, we
were guided by this concept.

The question now arises: Must not this concept be
revised? In the light of the German victories in Hol­
land, Belgium and France, is it not realistic to conceive
the possibility of a crushing defeat for the Allies? And
if so, might not this defeat mean the loss to Great Brit­
ain of her vast colonial empire?

Remote as all this may have seemed to us a few
months ago we must today concede it as at least a possi­
bility. And it is as a possibility that we should now
examine it. For the collapse of that empire upon which
the sun never sets would seriously affect all of the for­
eign missions of the Catholic Church. It is true that
the Church has many missions which are not within the
eighteen million square miles of British territory. Never­
theless, it is accurate to say that any essential dislocation
of this huge empire would be felt by our foreign mis­
sionaries everywhere. For the British Empire has been
in the past and is today the chief force responsible for
the preservation of order in mission countries. This is
true not only of the territory she herself governs, but of
all of Africa and the Orient and, roughly speaking, most
of the world that is non-European in culture.

Her commercial interests are wider and vaster than
her territorial empire and these interests have demanded
peace and order for their efficient operation. So she has
preserved order with a navy that is the largest in the
world. Other nations with colonial interests and large
navies have done little more than cooperate with her in
this work.

However non-spiritual her motives may have been for
establishing and maintaining this order, it has been of
great value to the missions of the Church. All over the
world, and especially in Africa and the Near and Far
East, our priests, brothers and nuns have been able not
only to travel safely but to have the protection of govern­
ment in preaching the Gospel of Christ; moreover, the
just administration of law has enabled them to own 

property and to build churches and institutions of learn­
ing and of charity.

The collapse of the British Empire would not neces­
sarily mean that all this would be lost. The first effect
of such a catastrophe, however, would undoubtedly be a
long season of great confusion and disorder in mission
countries during which anything might happen. There
would be a mad scramble on the part of other European
powers and of Japan and Russia, to grab the choice bits
of British possessions, whereas, countries like India and
Egypt, with strong national aspirations, would undoubt­
edly fight for independence. We can well imagine the
plight of missionaries and mission establishments caught
in this vortex of land-grabbing and revolution. What
rights, too, would be granted to them when order was
finally established, we have no way of knowing because
it is impossible for us to see at the present time any
nation large and powerful enough to take the place of
the British Empire. The end of the British Empire
might also be the end of the European influence in the
Orient, with that part of the world slipping back into
the condition it was several centuries ago.

One does not have to have any particular love for
England to see that the break-up of her empire would
be immediately and perhaps for a long time a very seri­
ous blow to our missions. But it is something which, in
these days of changing world order, we must be pre­
pared for. The spread of the Church throughout the
world is indeed helped or hindered by the rise and fall
of secular empires. But it is not absolutely dependent
upon them. And as great an assistance as the British
Empire has been to the spread of the Faith, its existence
to the Church is not indispensable.

We remember from history how providential the great
Roman Empire was in the Apostolic Age and after, to
the spread of Christ’s doctrine. It, too, had established
and preserved order all over the pagan world. It had
made travel possible and it gave to the early missionaries
some security and protection of law. Yet its collapse
did not mean the collapse of the Church. It did, how­
ever, mean the loss to the Church of large and important
Christian areas, areas which, even to this day, such as in
Africa and in Syria, have not been recovered.

So as the war rages in Europe, we wonder if our
generation will see the collapse of the British Empire
just as another Christian generation witnessed the col­
lapse of the Roman Empire. We think that Catholics
should pray that this calamity be averted, if not for the
sake of England, at least for that of the Church.
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Editor: Calvert Alexander, S.J.
Associate Editors: J. Gerard Mears, S.J.; John E. Reardon, S.J.; Pius L. Moore, S.J.; Francis B. Prange SJ

Patrick A. Ryan, SJ.; James McGivern, S.J.; Ernest Lalande, S.J. ’
Business Editor: E. Paul Amy, SJ.

Editorial and Publication Offices: 257 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

171



How to Bury a Bi^
You won’t find this in Emily Post, so
in case you are interested, here’s how
it’s done in China

ON the burial day of “Wu
Pei Fu” China’s famous
war-lord, the Jesuit lan­

guage school in Peiping called a
full holiday. It was a rare chance
for the students to get some prac­
tical knowledge of a most important
and age-old Chinese custom. The
funeral is perhaps the most intricate
and elaborate doing in Chinese life.
Both rich and poor throw a life­
time’s saving to the winds in but
a few short hours. It must be, how­
ever, and let no one interfere. It is
a pitiful thing in one sense; still,
it shows a belief in the spirit, an
excellent foundation for the mis­
sionary in his work.

Be all this as it may, let us pro­
ceed to the front lines and behold
for ourselves the strange doings of
this great day. The parade is just
starting. It is nine o’clock on a bit­
ter cold winter’s morning. We meet
the procession head on . . .

HORROR of horrors! What is
this we see before us? Two

huge, fierce-looking giants, sixteen
feet in height, moving along on a
wheeled platform. These, it is said,
clear the road to the land beyond
the dark doors of death. They are
skillfully made of cardboard and
paper, and must be burnt at the
funeral grounds to make straight
the dead man’s way even in that
mysterious land beyond the grave.

Then on either side of the street
comes a paper figure of a man and
a woman. Queer to behold, these
two, but history has given them

Chinese nuns, Boy Scouts, huge silk um­
brellas, and a dummy soldier on horse­
back (jo by in the funeral procession. 

great power. Waiting to trouble the
dead man’s soul, as he winds his
way in and out the main thorough­
fares of our city here, are evil spirits
both masculine and feminine. These
two drive them back, and secure
peace for the defunct.

A curious sight next presents
itself. Legendary animals made
from twigs of fir, spitting forth
money (imitation) from their
mouths, are carried aloft and twisted
this way and that. We certainly had
our question box ready on this one.
Here seems to be the answer. In
China beggars are many; and their
curses flow freely upon him who re­
fuses a helping hand. These fir­
twig beasts, spirits of poor beggars
of centuries gone by, appease the
poor needy souls that beg along the
road to heaven.

Next in line is a fierce devil with
staff in hand, jumping and twisting
round and round on his box plat­
form. It is “Yen Wan” (Pluto to
us of the West), who guards the
gate to the next world, and judges
the soul of poor “Wu Pei Fu.”

AFTER these unusual presenta-
. tions, things become a little

more ordinary and intelligible.
Some thirty or forty piano movers
come struggling along under the
weight of a huge tombstone, inclosed
on three sides by a highly colored
sort of niche, made of paper pasted
to a wooden frame. We knew what
this was, of course, but why they
carried it for miles up and down
the city is not quite clear to us yet.
I did not see the engraving, but I
presume it was the ordinary data
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W ar-lord
Louis J. Dowd, S.J.

“Then row on rozv of
buggies bear the rest
of the female relatives.”

of birth, death dates, and something
that would amount to our “May he
rest in peace.”

Our test in Chinese characters
was next on the program. A couple
or three city blocks of plaques.
Some frames of beautiful silk, others
more conservative. Hereon were
written the noble deeds of our man
of war, now forever retired from
the wars of this earth of ours. In
smaller characters on the side of
each plaque were the names of the
donors. In pagan lands it must be
remembered that there are no such
things as anonymous donors.

STRUNG along on both sides of
these signs of honor, were ob­

jects of various designs, all pre­
pared in paper and cardboard for
the use of the dead man in his new
world beyond the stars. There were
about thirty fine horses, remarkably
well made, life size and manned with
brave soldiers. There was one au­
tomobile, a most remarkable fac­
simile, that must have cost nearly
as much to produce as the real. It
had every contraption of a well-
equipped sedan, all of combustible
material. Finally, came three motor­
cycles, instruments of war, and vari­
ous other things that an army gen­
eral might find handy in his cam­
paigns in the spirit world. I forgot
to mention the many paper foot­
men, supported and carried along
on poles, together with many cap­
tives of war, bound and bent in de­
feat.

Then a sight of rare workman­
ship presents itself to view. The

paper articles cease, and beautiful
silk, highly embroidered umbrellas
of honor pass before us. To the
Chinese, these are precious tokens
of a life well spent, and are con­
served for generations in the family
of the descendants.

NOW again an Asiatic sight.
One of interest and bewilder­

ment to the Westerner. Oriental
monks and nuns of several varie­
ties. First came the Taoists in
their black and yellow robes. Next
the Lamas in red and black. Final­
ly, long lines of Buddhist monks
and nuns, with their flowing black
robes fluttering in the wind and
headgear tight about their faces.
Each of these communities supplied
its own music, and it was of the
weirdest note that ever an ear did
hear. It was surely dead man’s
music, and the devils must have
skulked away in fear.

At long last the massive coffin is
in sight. All color disappears.
Twigs of white willow, portraying
the desolation of winter and the
death, so to speak, of all nature, are
carried by hired mourners. Then
come the masculine relatives, dis­
tant ones first, following a long line
down to the first-born son. He is
surrounded by a sort of booth, made
of white canvas; and it takes some
manipulating to get a look at him.
But it is worth the manipulating.
He is dragging himself along, almost
seeming to fall at times from utter
grief. Friends support him on both
sides, and thus he makes his long
journey to the grave. At first, this
forced exterior expression of sor­

row rather disgusts the Western
onlooker; but after some experience
with the well-known custom of
“face” in China, one takes it as a
logical consequence.

AT last, the casket. Eighty coolies
struggled to sustain it. Here

is a treasure indeed, made of the
rarest wood of from five to seven
inches thick. A very high quality
of exquisitely designed red silk is
overdraped. The Chinese character
pronounced “Foa” is woven there­
on in several places. It is a much
esteemed character of the Bud­
dhists’ religion, and is used by
Buddha and his faithful followers.
Inside our big box is the body, of
course, clothed in twelve layers of
the finest garments, and then
packed, so to speak, in lime, as a
preservative. The city police in
large numbers guard this valuable
chest, and young Chinese “boy
scouts” follow behind as a reenforce­
ment.

Close on after her departed hus­
band comes the sorrowing widow,
carried in a white litter. Then row
on row of horse buggies, memories
of “Little Old New York” bear the
rest of the female relatives. Thus in
procession, as in everything else in
China, the poor women come in
last.

With the buggies, comes the end
of the great display. There are,
however, a few general observations
that might prove of interest. All
along the way professional “circle
throwers” are busy throwing cir­
cular white papers high into the air.
These have a (Turn to page 195)
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More alert than “Henry’s
Uncle" is this Depressed
Class convert listening to
what Father Lyons has

to say.

Michael D. Lpons, S.J.

IDO not know his name. We call him “Henry’s
uncle.” He is old, no one knows how old. He is
only a dirty, illiterate, uncouth old man of a “de­

pressed class” caste of Patna, India, harmless, but with
an ability to reply smartly to Henry’s virago wife.

“Won’t you become a Christian, uncle?” I asked one
day.

“A what?” asked uncle with mouth wide open.
“Don’t you want to save your soul?” I persisted.
“Save what?”

ONE day Henry’s wife came to me with a bill for
fifty cents for food, an expense arising from the

fact that money given before for food went into drink.
Would I pay?

“I’ll pay when Henry’s uncle learns the sign of the
cross,” I promised. That was a condition she did not
expect.

Then, every member of the family took an interest
in teaching uncle. Henry told him to learn or he’d beat
him with a bamboo. Henry’s wife said he’d learn or
he‘d starve.

“In the name of the . . . Father,—yes?”
“In the name of the Father and of the Son.”
“Son?” asked uncle. By this time his hands were

all mixed up.

SO it continued, and continued for weeks. Uncle got
to be able to make the Sign of the Cross—if some­

one helped him. The next step was to teach him to
make it alone. I told Martha so, but she looked down
as if to say, “Father, you’re asking too much.”

I asked Didak, a born Christian, whether uncle was
ready for Baptism as far as faith went. He understood
the old man’s dialect better than I.

“Yes, Father,” Didak replied ironically, “Henry’s
father says he has lost his caste by eating Henry’s
Christian food, and so may as well be baptized.”

“That is not much of a conversion,” I replied, a little
annoyed in spite of knowing that this was the answer
to be expected. “But does he believe in the Christian
religion ?”

“He said he’d believe anything we say, because he
has no other place to go to.” Didak was rubbing it in.

Martha, twelve years old, and
with two months’ education a year
ago in a convent boarding school
for select poor children, actually
began work.

One day I saw Martha sitting
next to uncle and laughing and say­
ing, “In the name of the . . . ”
Uncle was perplexed, surprised, but
wise enough after all his years to
give into a determined member of
the dominating sex. His hand went
up to his head, flat on top.

“In the same ...”
“No, in the name ...”
“In the name . . . what?”
“In the name of the Father.”

The author tries to give a little religion
to a girl of the Depressed Class.
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Father Sontag speak­
ing to a group in a
Depressed Class vil­

lage.

"Listen, Didak,” I said annoyed still more, "ask him
if he believes that the good are rewarded after death
and the wicked punished.”

Didak proposed the question to the old man.
"Eh?”
"When a man dies, what happens to him?” Didak

repeated.
"He passes into dust, what else?” the old man replied

puzzled.
Martha giggled.
"Teach uncle,” I said.
She taught him, and so did the family, forjveeks. But

the old man insisted that death was the end of all.

ONE day,—and this is a true story,—I heard scream­
ing near the house of Henry. I dashed out but

could not make out what was happening. A little ominous
smoke was coming out from the thatched roof.

"She is going to die, leave her die alone!” a pagan
workman shouted.

Henry’s wife in fright was trying to close the door
of her house from the outside.

"Open that door and let her out,” cried Didak.
Then I understood. "Open!”
"Come out!” cried Henry.
It was Martha, with her sari (dress) ablaze.
I grabbed her and threw her on the ground and rolled

her over and beat out the worst of the fire with my hand.
The fire was smothered. I dashed to the house for a 
tube of tannic acid I had just for such an accident.

Martha has been in the hospital for three weeks, but
is progressing nicely.

Rolling a person on the ground to smother a fire is
a trick you and I know, but it was a wonder to Henry’s
uncle.

"If the Christians can do that when all other help
fails,” uncle probably thought, "they can probably help
me in need.”

The next day Henry’s uncle
himself asked for Baptism and
said he believed in a hereafter,

Two Depressed Class chil­
dren. The children are the
hope of the Catholic flock. 

and in general wanted to become a Christian.
I baptized him Simeon two days ago.
But they are not all like Henry’s uncle. His case is an

exception. There is much superstition in India but it
works against the Church and not in its favor; it keeps
millions of good people in a heavy sort of spiritual slavery.
Our great hope is in the children whom we educate in
the schools before they become hopelessly entangled in
the complicated superstitions that surround them.
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Near the Bering
Coast

Seals are plentiful, but xve hunt souls

Paul C. O’Connor, S.J.

I WOULD invite you to jump
on my little thirty-five foot
launch and take a tour of my

Akulurak mission field before the
Alaskan winter locks these coastal
waters in a silent and iron grip.
During the past week, water travel
has been practically impossible on
account of equinoctial storms. The
wind has turned to the north and
hands smart with the cold as anchors
are lifted up. However, we have
an enclosed boat and a little marine
stove which will be going even with
a warm running engine. Winter is
not far away and warm clothing is
in order.

We do not go far before a big
Mukluk seal pops up his head.
There is a lot of fun chasing and
finally bagging a seal, but this is
a missionary excursion and tempta­
tions of the chase are sternly ig­
nored. The Mukluk, if he goes up
a few more bends in the Akulurak

Two Eskimo
boys of
Akulurak
insist that
Mr. Seal
have
his pic­
ture
taken.

River, will be sighted by the vil­
lagers and duly speared and shared
native style among the many parti­
cipants of the chase.

ON we go until the river widens
into an inland sea. The chan­

nel is narrow but easily followed by
the clear markings of wind on
waves. In and out hidden sand­
bars we wander until we finally
sight a small village called Ung-
witorriak. There are several boats
tied up here waiting for a favorable
wind and tide to proceed to their
winter camps. The Eskimo are
never in a hurry. They flock to the
Yukon for fishing in the summer.
They leisurely catch, dry and smoke
their salmon and then sail back to
their winter quarters. No peace of
mind is lost if the return journey
lasts a month or two.

At this site, for example, they 

have settled down for perhaps a
week’s stay. The men set their nets
and catch a delicious little white
fish called an Emapinrat. It is full
of oil and has a pleasant, sweet
taste. The women and children
scour the surrounding high ground
for berries—blue, black and red.
The fish are eaten as caught while
the berries are carefully preserved
for winter.

I VISIT the camp, inspect the
babies, give out a little medicine

and arrange for rosary and instruc­
tion. All follows in due order with
Mass on the morrow. Three fat
ducks are thrown on my boat for
dinner and we again proceed out
into the inland sea. The waves did
not look bad from the shore but we
find them kicking a heavy spray of 

cold water over the entire boat.
Some big rollers hit us head-on
causing the boat to shudder from
stern to prow. Under such condi­
tions, we lose no time in heading
for a little sheltering slough.

Later on we get under way and
reach Postolik. Waves are running
high against the bank and it is with
difficulty that we make the shore
with our row boat. I baptize a little
tot and would have liked to spend
the night here. Many families have
gathered here for berry picking.
With the tide coming in the waves
are rolling higher. A boat was
wrecked here a week ago so I think
I had better run on in the darkness
to the neighboring village. We find
that our anchor has dug in so far
that we must pull it out by the force
of the engine itself. You will have a 
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few thrills with icy water dashing
over you on a rolling boat, dragging
in a heavy anchor. A slippery deck
and the darkness do not help the
situation. Our boat, though, has
plenty of reserve power and this is
one of the occasions that we need it.
Lucky the tide is in and we do not
have to bother so much about the
channel. Happy are we when we
finally reach a small slough and can
settle down to a quiet sleep.

The next day was clear and calm.
I said Mass in a tent of some old

Akulurak alumni. Things were
spick and span and it was a pleas­
ure to bring our Eucharistic Saviour
down in the midst of these pious
people. I baptized another baby—
a girl this time. We skimmed over
a few sand-bars and were out again
in the open Yukon just a few miles
from the Bering Sea. A white whale
had been caught in the next village
and as I anchored here I was cor­
dially invited up to lunch. Whale
is a delicacy for the Eskimo, but,
unfortunately, I am not an Eskimo!

We continue on in good weather
and in bad for a week. Mass is said
every day either in a tent or a small
station church. Instruction is given
morning and evening. You will no­
tice that all go to confession and
Communion. Twice Extreme Unc­
tion is given to two advanced cases
of tuberculosis. These dying women
are resigned and peaceful.

We finally leave the turbulent
wind-swept waters of the Yukon
and enter the quiet smooth running
current of the Akulurak.

Thirty Million Patients Sister Laetitia, S.C.M.M.

RECENTLY two Medical Mis­
sion Sisters of Philadelphia,

- Pennsylvania, received a
warm welcome from His Excel­
lency, Rt. Rev. Bernard J. Sulli­
van, S.J., and the Jesuit priests of
the Patna Diocese, India. They
have settled down to work in this
vast diocese of nearly thirty million
souls—one might almost say thirty
million patients. For it seems as
though practically everyone in the
diocese is suffering from one or
other of almost every disease known
to man.

Many millions are totally out of
reach of both medical and nursing
care, and what little there is, is in­
adequate, to say the least. The Sis­
ters have opened a small hospital
on the banks of the sacred Ganges,
right in the heart of Old Patna City,
a center whose inhabitants are as
tightly packed as sardines in a can.
The hospital has had to begin in a
very small way, not because the pa­
tients are lacking but, firstly, be­
cause funds do not allow a larger
establishment and, secondly, because
more Sisters who are doctors and
nurses, etc., are needed to take care
of larger numbers. Nevertheless, it
is heart-breaking to have to turn
away so many sick and suffering,
largely because of lack of funds.

HERE is a typical morning at
the hospital: An old lady

comes in leading her much loved
little granddaughter. The child is
blind. But the grandmother is
beaming with hope and confidence.
The little one's maternal uncle's

Sister Laetitia gives first-aid to a Patna laborer. She also sews up injured buffaloes.

sister’s son’s wife was cured of a
septic toe here, so the old lady
knows that this is just the place
where miracles on eyes can be per­
formed. A few words and the tears
begin to flow and all the bystanders
join in the lamentations. There is
not a single empty bed! But such
a pitiful case cannot be turned away
—grandmother will not go, any­
way—so a mat is found for the pa­
tient on the floor.

Next a very bad case of cholera
is brought in. Whatever can be
done with her? The limited hospital
accommodation does not run to a
badly neded isolation block. There
are three old mud huts at the end
of the compound—hygenic? Yet
admission spells life to this mother
of a large family, so mud huts win.

“Sister, Sister, please help me!
My buffalo has been injured by a 

lorry and has a great wound in its
side. Please come quickly and save
it." “Yes, yes!" chorus all the wait­
ing crowd of dispensary patients.
Off go Sister-doctor and Sister­
nurse to stitch up a rather terrify­
ing buffalo. In the meantime, the
patient women sit back contentedly
to wait, because: “—this really is
a serious case."

AFTER a long morning the last
patient is polished off—but,

wait a moment! Is it the last?
What is this forlorn creature timid­
ly slinking inside the gate? Is it a
bundle of animated rags, or can it
possibly be human? Alas! It is a
leper, starving and in great distress;
hoping to be counted among the
few fortunates to be admitted.

Now indeed the problem of ac­
commodation has reached its zenith !



An American Jesuit missionary with a Negrito man and boy.

Negritos—the Pygmies
of the Philippines

Jaime Neri, S.J.

The origin of the Negritos is one of nature’s mysteries.
When and how they came to the Philippines, no living
man knows for certain. However, recent findings of
anthropological science, including the discoveries of
pygmoid races akin to the Negritos, indicate that the
Philippine pygmies came from the mainland of the Asi­
atic continent, the cradle of the human race. The an­
cestors of these Oceanic pygmies must have pushed east­
ward through southeastern Asia, crossing the land­
bridges of the Malay Peninsula, Sumatra, Java and
Borneo. From Borneo the Negritos could have easily
reached the different islands of the Philippine Archi­
pelago.

The Negritos were probably the first human beings
that came to the Philippines. No traces of earlier people
have been found. They must have reached these islands,
which were probably then Asiatic promontories, sev­
eral thousand of years before any white man set foot
upon these same shores.

FOR centuries the pygmies must have occupied the
shores and lowlands of the Philippines but their

wandering was not over. Migratory waves of brown
Asiatics, the Indonasians and then the Malays, broke
against the Philippine shores about the same time per­
haps as the Barbaric Invasion of Western Europe. To
escape annihilation or slavery, the pygmies had to take 

I

HIGH up in the mountain ranges of the Philip­
pines, almost inaccessible, where nature spreads
its bulwark of jungle growth, roams a dwarfish

people, survivors of prehistoric times. These Philippine
pygmies are called Negritos. They belong to the Negroid
race. They are short. The average height of the men
being about four and a half feet, the women of the race
being considerably smaller. They have broad skulls,
their lips thick and their noses often flat. The color of
their skin varies from dark brown to inky black. Against
this dark background the yellowish cornea of their eyes
is set like a jewel. Their hair, like that of other Negroids,
is kinky.

These pygmies are not grouped in any one place but
dot the bigger islands of the Philippines wherever iso­
lated mountain ranges afford them refuge. According
to a conservative estimate of their number they do not
exceed twenty thousand. They are a vanishing race,
these Black Pygmies, and will soon disappear from the
face of the earth and their remains will furnish scientists
of tomorrow with interesting materials for investigation
and speculation.

the only means afforded to a defenceless people before
the advance of a better armed and more powerful people
—flight. The Negritos sought refuge in the inhospitable
regions of the hinterland, difficult of approach and al­
most inaccessible, where the tropical jungles outstretched
their protecting arms and covered the retreat of these
hapless people.

When, therefore, the great Navigator, Ferdinand
Magellan stumbled on the Philippine Islands in 1521,
the different Indonasian and Malay tribes had already
occupied practically the same identical regions as they
do today. The Negritos then had been relegated and
driven into out-of-the-way districts of the mountains.
In these isolated regions, flanked by primeval forest
and deep yawning canyons, these pygmies maintain them­
selves and pursue the same primitive ways of life as
their ancestors had done long ago in the dim and distant
past. As nomads, the Negritos scour the forest, sup­
plying their few material needs by the use of their
crude weapons but relying for the most part on the
bounty of nature for their daily subsistence. Their eco­
nomic life, frozen in the initial stage, has not advanced



very far. They have not exploited nature by cultivat­
ing the soil or by domesticating animals nor have they
improved the primitive weapons of their ancestors for
hunting and fishing to insure and increase the supply
of food.

THESE primitive methods of gathering food are one
of the earmarks which classify the Philippine pyg­

mies as belonging to the primitive culture of prehistoric
people known as Food-Gatherers. Whence it is that
scientists have always considered the Negritos as one
of the primitive races of men still extant. It would be
of great interest to have some knowledge of the social,
economic, and moral life of these survivors of pre­
historic days. Still, greater interest, however, flows from
the unveiling of Negrito belief in the supernatural. Such
knowledge gives us a glimpse, from the viewpoint of
empirical science, into the religion of Primitive man,
whose existence predated the artists of Altamira.

Negritos believe in a One and Only One Supreme
Being called by many “Bayagaw.” They have no other
gods. Consequently their prayers are addressed to but
one deity. Here is a Negrito evening prayer:

“Lord, we lie down, let our health be good tomorrow
like it is now, so that we can find a livelihood for our
body.”

SST) AYAGAW” is invisible. This belief in the one
-D Supreme Being is no mere abstraction of the

mind for though “Bayagaw” is unlike man in most cases,
he is like man in this respect that he is a person. Hence,
this deity of the Negritos is not the impersonal god of
the Pantheists but a real and personal God.

Other attributes there are which the simple mind of
the Negritos comprehend to be those of their Supreme
Being. Immortality and eternity are expressed thus in
their own language: “Bayagaw does not die. He exists
a very long time, we do not know since how long.”
Omnipresence and omniscience are two other attributes
of this Supreme Deity. For “Bayagaw” is with the good
after death and resides above; but he is also below since
the Negritos say that “Bayagaw” hid the fishes when
their fishermen came home empty-handed and that he
shielded the wild ani­
mals when their ar­
rows missed the game.
Things which are hid­
den to the eyes of the
pygmies are like an
open book to “Baya­
gaw” for he knows
when a pygmy bags
meat in the forest or
even when someone
commits an evil deed
in the secret of his
heart. Though “Baya-

From the Negritos, it is
possible to learn some­
thing of primitive man,
zuhat he did, what he be­

lieved.

gaw” may hide the fishes or shield the animals, the
Negritos never considered him as a thoughtless deity
who had cast them adrift on this sea of life to sink or
swim for themselves. To them “Bayagaw” is a provi­
dential Father who owns all things and who provides
for the livelihood of his little black children.

IN common with most primitive people the Negritos
believe in the life to come and this in connection with

the reward or punishment of man’s moral deeds. “Baya­
gaw” grants reward and inflicts punishment on this
life and in the next. Thus after death the good enjoy
“Bayagaw’s” company while the bad are never admit­
ted before his presence. The wicked go somewhere else
and their lot is always associated with painful punish­
ment.

The simplest way in which the Negritos pay their
homage to “Bayagaw” is by spontaneous and informal
prayers which they address to their Deity, any time,
any place, without any definite formula. Not only are
prayers petition offered to “Bayagaw” but also prayers
of thanksgiving for the beneficence of the Supreme Be­
ing. Thus in the “Offering of the First Fruits” a form
of sacrifice which the Philippine pygmies have in com­
mon with the African pygmies along the Ituri River,
the Negritos acknowledge “Bayagaw’s” lordship over
life and death and over all the means of livelihood. In
this sacrificial rite the Negritos stick a piece of meat on
a reed after a successful hunt. The reed in turn is stuck
into a tree. The prayer which accompanies this offer­
ing though simple and short nevertheless has a meaning
which is full and sublime.

SIDE by side with the simplicity of the “Offering of
the First Fruits” is the highly developed “Nocturnal

Liturgy” genuinely Negrito. This is perhaps the most
priceless of Negrito traditions still extant. In this cere­
monial prayer the Negritos use a language which was
once seething with deep emotion and sublime meaning
as their forefathers addressed it to their God, but is
now dead and meaningless. Though nothing of the
former splendor which might have graced the per­
formance of this Nocturnal Ceremony has survived the

passing of centuries,
nevertheless, the Ne­
gritos of today are
conscious of its sacred
character and the rev­
erence due to this an­
cient rite.

One or more nights
are set aside for the
proper performance of
the Nocturnal Prayer
Ceremony of the Ne­
gritos. At the com­
mencement of the
ceremony, the gongs
are sounded. In uni­
son with the beating
of the gongs some
{Turn to page 195)
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The Blue Cross Edward F. Garesche, S.J.

i the New York office of the Catholic Medical Mission Board, members of the new founder
on, Daughters of Mary, Health of the Sick, point out on the map of the world the places

where their medical supplies are sent.

JUST a few moments ago another letter came in from
the missions. How many thousands have preceded
it would be hard to say. Nearly every day, from

every quarter of the world, our own country as well as
the fields afar, from nearly every mission community in
the Church, these letters come, with every sort of stamp,
on strangely-shaped envelopes, written in various lan­
guages, but all of them bearing the same message:
“Please send us more medical supplies! The ones you
have sent already are nearly exhausted. They have done
a world of good, have helped many bodies and souls,
but the more medical aid we give to the people, the more
they ask of us. Thus, your charity begets still more
charity and your donations of medical aid reveal still
greater needs.”

Day by day, at the headquarters of The Catholic Medi­
cal Mission Board, at 8 and 10 West 17th Street in
New York City, quantities of medical supplies are skill­
fully sorted and packed by the Sisters who devote them­
selves to this work. Trucks drive up to the door from
time to time and are laden with great packing cases
which go all over the world, by every possible means
of transportation, to reach their destination in the far-
off African jungles, in the war-torn lands of China, in
the mysterious and ancient civilizations of India, in the
forests of the Philippines, on the snow fields of Alaska,
to every race and clime in the world.

WHERE do they come from—these tons and tons of
medical supplies? If you would spend a few days

in the shipping room you would see the boxes, cartons,
barrels, cases, arriving by freight, express, parcel post,
from many cities all through the land. They contain
bandages and dressings made by the Blue Cross Circles 

of zealous women and children who
roll bandages and fold dressings for
the missions. They bring in remedies
and medical supplies from groups
who collect them from doctors’ offices,
hospitals and drug stores. Sometimes
great cartons full of purchased sup­
plies, vaseline, iodine, aspirin, quinine,
things that are never received in suf­
ficient quantities from other sources,
are brought from the manufacturers.
All this material is received by the
Sisters and sorted out into bins each
with its own label.

Through the center of the room
run great tables, on which are pack­
ing cases. Armed with the letter
from the missionary, Priest or Sis­
ter, and the questionnaire which
gives an accurate view of the medi­
cal state of the Mission, the Sister
packs a box especially for that Mis­
sion, selecting from the stores the 

very materials it is most in need of. Thus, every pack­
ing case sent out answers a special request and meets
the need of an individual hospital or dispensary in the
missions.

Again and again the letters describe the arrival of a
packing case. It is borne into the mission stations and
opened and as each precious parcel comes to light, it is
received with cries of joy. “This is just what I need
for that poor, old man who has such a terrible ulcer!”
“This is just what is wanted for that anemic little girl!
It will save her-life.” The letters tell also of the won­
derful conversions brought about, of the good-will gained,
the hearts touched by the charity of Christ as the result
of these merciful ministrations.

MEDICAL Mission work is the golden key to the
hearts of the pagans. It is the most rapid and

effective means of winning the good-will and interest
of those outside the Faith. It is difficult to picture to
ourselves the destitution described in the letters of the
missionaries. One Sister in a leper asylum writes to beg
for dressings. Yesterday she tore up her petticoat to
cover the bleeding wounds, and now she has nothing
but raw cotton which makes the angry sores more pain­
ful still. One missionary had to use a safety razor blade
to amputate a gangrened finger, without antiseptics, with­
out anything to kill the pain. The life was saved. An­
other, a Sister, cut off a leg with a pen-knife! The need
was desperate and she knew how, but she had not proper
instruments. Again, the life was saved but what need­
less suffering both for the patient and the poor Sister.

A Sister in China pleads for medical supplies to help
the flood sufferers. She receives three packing cases
filled with needed remedies. Writ- {Turn to page 195)
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Fairchild Aerial Surveys. Ine.

After 400 Years
The fourth centenary of the So­

ciety of Jesus has a special signifi­
cance in a world of tottering institu­
tions, for the Society has somehow
managed to survive turbulent times.
This would be a shock to some his­
torical figures: those who have
buried the Society so often would
find it hard to believe that their
names are forgotten and that their
work is in vain. But the Society
has not only survived; it is actually
thriving today with life and activity.
Despite 400 years of harried ex­
istence, it is still weaving the
threads of its colorful history. This
is the perennial “Jesuit enigma.”

The Fountain of Life
The enigma has a solution. It has

been stated recently with unsur­
passed penetration and understand­
ing by Rev. Robert I. Gannon, S.J.,
in an address to “The Sons of
Xavier” on the Fourth Centenary
of the Society of Jesus (reprinted in
the Catholic Mind for May 8th).
“It is a complicated thing, but the
two elements that come closest to
solving the enigma are, I think, the
flexibility of Jesuit administration
and the reckless devotion that every
true Jesuit feels to the folly of the
Cross . . . Every single development
of the Society in the last 400 years
can be traced through its extra­
ordinary adaptable Constitutions to
one meditation of the Spiritual Ex­
ercises, the Meditation on the King­
dom. For when St. Ignatius arose
from his knees in the Cave of Man-
resa, he said very quietly: ‘Lord I
will follow Thee withersoever Thou
goest’—and that was the first rough
blue-print of the Order.”

Divide and Conquer
The true Jesuit spirit, then, is a

blending of the Spirit of the Cross
and the spirit of the Kingdom. Be­
cause this is so, persecution has not
been able to destroy the Society
from without, and diffusion of forces
has not weakened it from within.
Because this is so, the full flowering
of the true Jesuit spirit is found in
the Missionary character of the
Order. Failure to appreciate this
has made Jesuit history such a
puzzle to “outsiders.” “The world
can make nothing of an Order which
is supposed to be clever and still
wastes a quarter of its most active
men on this trifling visionary busi­
ness of the missions. Think of it!
4,000 trained men working overtime
to get simple, ignorant people—
Eskimos, Africans, Chinese to go to
Mass and say their beads and make
their first Communion!” By every
human standard, this is folly. By
every human standard, the 625
Jesuits from the United States now
engaged on the Missions are being
wasted. By every human standard,
the Society should drop its mission­
ary activity. But by every human
standard, the Society should now be
buried. Yet it lives because of its
missionary spirit, the spirit of the
Cross and of the Kingdom.

Higher Mathematics
All Jesuits would agree with

Father Gannon that this prodigality
of men has meant a loss for us here
in the United States, a loss of man­
power, of potential teachers and
preachers, not to mention the loss of
friends, for rare is the Jesuit who
has not an intimate friend some­

where on the Missions. But it is
not loss by “the mathematics of the
angels.” No one knows how many
Jesuit vocations are due to the mis­
sionary spirit of the Society, or how
many more youths have been in­
spired by Xavier than by Ignatius,
or how much chaplains are strength­
ened by Masses said, hour by hour,
around the Mission world.

Sowing the Harvest
There is a timeliness to Father

Gannon’s address at this season, for
each summer, new bands of mis­
sionaries set out for mission fields.
The life-process goes on, the sowing
of new seed, cell-division, and
growth. For “Unless.the grain of
wheat, falling to the ground, die,
itself remaineth alone.” How else
shall there be the more abundant
life which Christ came to bring?

Lord, I Will Follow Thee . . .
For us all, the missionaries are

heroic and inspiring. Their life is
“a tonic that makes any sort of work
seem light,” “a lense that focuses my
ordinary day and puts my ridiculous
troubles into their proper perspec­
tive.” “It is a perfect rebuke to this
rotten world with all its vanity, its
selfishness, its sensuality, and its
pride, when thousands of men toss
aside with a smile everything that
the world loves, when thousands of
young men lay down their lives,
without posing or self-pity, for a
great ideal.” We all hope that in
this answer of “1940 Jesuits” to the
call of the Kingdom, St. Ignatius
“would still recognize his company
even after 400 stormy years.”

Joseph F. MacFarlane. S.J.
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Reunion in Wyoming Wand,

Modern Catholic Flathead Indians of
Montana, descendants of those zvho met

De Smet a century ago.APRIL 30th of this year marked
the rounding out of a hun-

• dred years since the day
when a missionary set his face
towards the west and embarked on
an extremely hazardous enterprise.
The missionary’ was Father Pierre-
Jean De Smet, S.J., “the Marquette
of the West.” Before him lay hun­
dreds of miles of travel over ter­

tory of the northwest. The State
of Wyoming is celebrating the cen­
tenary of De Smet’s journey to the
meeting place at Pierre’s Hole by
erecting a twelve-foot twelve-ton
granite shaft at the De Smet Lake,
twenty-four miles south of Sheri­
dan. Other northwest states are 

ritory beset with dangers and in­
fested with warlike Indian tribes.
The town of Westport, on the pres­
ent site of Kansas City, Missouri,
then marked the frontiers of civili­
zation in the United States. No set­
tlement of Whites was found be­
tween the neighborhod of Westport
and the trading post of the fur com­
pany in Wyoming, called Fort
Laramie. Beyond this remained
hundreds of miles of difficult road
through the mountains and over the
national divide to the Green River
in Wyoming. Here in a large val­
ley, known as Pierre’s Hole, a
rendezvous had been arranged with
a small group of Indians anxiously
awaiting the Blackrobe’s arrival.

This rendezvous was an im­
portant historical event in the his­

also planning centenary celebrations,
together with many Catholic In­
dians and their missionaries. For
this meeting a century ago marked
the beginning of the great work of
evangelizing the Indians in this
region, a work that still goes on.

SIGNIFICANT in this connec­
tion was the death, not only in

the centenary year but during the
very month of De Smet’s historical
journey, of Father Placidus F.
Sialin, S.J., one of the veterans who
for thirty-nine years did magnificent
work in giving continuity and per­
manency to the work among the In­
dians. “My work is done,” Father
Sialm said as he breathed his last
at Holy Rosary Mission on April
7th. But he knew that the work of 

preaching Christ to the Indians was
not done, and his consolation was
to see about him many other young­
er men who would carry it on.

The early Jesuits came to this
country in the first part of the sev­
enteenth century to convert the In­
dians. After more than three hun­
dred years they are still engaged in
this work. That is one of the things
that makes this centenary celebra­
tion of De Smet’s journey to the
West so interesting. The journey
formed the link between the work
of the early French missionaries
like Marquette, Jogues and Brebeuf
and their successors today. The
story of how this link was formed
is really a remarkable one and bears
retelling on the occasion of its cen­
tenary.

IN the western part of what is
now the State of Montana and

in the State of Idaho there dwelt
at the opening of the nineteenth
century two closely joined Indian
tribes, the Flatheads and the Nez
Perces. Both have received high
praise from travellers, traders, and
missionaries who knew them, despite
the fact that they were pagans, for
their relatively high standard of
morality, their honesty, and their
susceptibility for religious senti­
ments. Thus Captain Bonneville,
who dwelt among the Nez Perces
in the winter of 1832-33, says of
them: “Simply to call these people
religious would convey but a faint
idea of the deep hue of piety and
devotion which pervades their whole
conduct. Their honesty is immacu­
late, and their purity of purpose,
and their observance of the rites of
their religion are most uniform and
remarkable. They are certainly
more like a nation of saints than
a horde of savages.”

INTO the midst of these pagans
strange emissaries of the Chris­

tian faith were penetrating. The
second decade of the century saw
the great westward expansion of
the old Hudson Bay Company, now
changed from a group of adventur­

182



ers to a regular commercial enter­
prise dealing in pelts on the world’s
market. Into every corner of the
great northwestern territory and of
the Columbia basin their employees
penetrated. Factors, hunters and
trappers, boatsmen and other func­
tionaries of various types were to
be found in great numbers through­
out these unsettled lands.

The backbone of the army of
minor functionaries consisted of
Canadian half-breeds,—men rude
and unlettered, clad in homespun
or in skins of animals but hardy and
inured to the privations imposed on
them by their irregular mode of life.
Licentious they sometimes were and
shifty, differing little from the In­
dians in their manners and often
inter-marrying with them. Yet they
bore with them their Catholic Faith
which had been ingrained in them
during their youth, and this they
failed not, on occasion, to impart in
a primitive manner to the savages
with whom they had to deal.

YET still stranger emissaries of
the Faith were to be met with.

Not two centuries had passed since
the fierce Iroquois in Canada and
New York had wrought the destruc­
tion of Christian missions amid
streams of blood and encompassed
the death of many devoted mis­
sionaries. But in the meantime the
teaching which had ennobled and
sanctified the gentle Kateri had
tamed her bloodthirsty fellow tribes­
men. Among the Flatheads and Nez
Perces came descendants of those
who had brutally murdered John
Brebeuf and his companions, not
as warriors but as peaceful traders
and trappers and hunters. Their
Catholic Faith was ardent and
strong; as they freely circulated
among the tribesmen of the Colum­
bia basin they told of the teachings
regarding the true faith that had
been imparted to them by the black­
gowns.

THE little that these ignorant
preceptors could communicate

regarding the religious customs and
teachings of the Church made the
susceptible minds of the Flatheads
and Nez Perces much concerned
regarding their own spiritual state.
Among them, one,IgnaceLa Mousse,

First Communion class of Sioux Indian boys at Holy Rosary Mission, South Dakota. A
century of devoted work has brought results.

or old Ignace, acquired great influ­
ence and has merited for himself
the title of “Apostle of the Flat­
heads.” Such influences, it seems,
began about 1811 or 1812, and
twenty years later Captain Bonne­
ville was struck by the evidences of
Christian piety and charity which
he found among them, though he
could only conjecture the reason.
Impressed by such dispositions the
soldier turned missioner. He began
to inculcate as far as he was able
the gentle and humanizing precepts
of the Christian faith:

“Many a time was my little lodge
thronged, or rather piled with hear­
ers, for they lay on the ground, one
leaning over the other, until there
was no further room, all listening
with greedy ears to the wonders
which the Great Spirit had revealed
to the White man. No other sub­
ject gave them half the satisfaction,
or commanded half the attention;
and but few scenes in my life remain
so freshly on my memory, or are
so pleasurably recalled to my con­
templation, as these hours of inter­
course with a distant and benighted
race in the midst of the desert.”

AS the years had been rolling by
the desire had grown to se­

cure religious teachers for them­
selves. Why the appeal was directed
to St. Louis rather than to Montreal
or Quebec we do not know. But
early in October, 1831, General
Clark saw before him a deputation
consisting of four Indians from the

A Flathead Chief looks back down the
vista of the years.
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northwest, Flatheads or Nez Perces,
who were appealing to him as to an
old friend to secure for them some
of the coveted teachers. For the
present, however, they could obtain
nothing but general promises; no
workers could be spared at the time.

The hardships of travel and
changes in climate and mode of liv­
ing proved fatal to two of the four
ambassadors. The records of the
Old Cathedral at St. Louis preserve
the memory of their Baptism and
burial. Whether the remaining two
deputies ever regained their homes
is unknown. (Turn to page 196)



The Real Arabian NightS SaJnTsj

INEVER believed the story of
Ali Baba. It was not that I was
either cynical or precocious. The

idea of huge doors swinging open and
giving entrance to a cave chock-full
of gold and precious stones merely
because someone said “open sesame”
never appealed to me. Much more
true is the way a few words can swing
open the doors of a man’s mind and
bring forth treasures that would make
Ali Babi look like a pauper.

Take the case at hand. When you
read the title of this little sketch, I
have no doubt that the doors of your
mind swung open, and out of your
memory tumbled princes and fair
ladies and slaves and Baghdad mer­
chants, lion-hearted heroes and in­
genious thieves and camel trains and
desert riders. What was all the gold
and silver of Ali Babi compared to
such?

The morning after a “real Arabian night” on the roof of Baghdad College where the
Fathers try to get some sleep despite the sand-flies and other nuisances.

There was a time when my mind poured forth the
same wonders on hearing of Arabian Nights. But that
was before my arrival at Baghdad. Now there tumble
forth, when I hear those words, sand flies and mos­
quitoes, followed by barking dogs, portable oilstoves,
and the mysterious shuffling of camels’ feet on the dusty
road that lies between our house and the Tigris. I am
not complaining. I still hold that real life makes fiction
look dull and uninteresting. There is not an animal in
the whole gamut of Sharazad’s stories that can stand
comparison with a real sand-fly. There is not a single
hero there that can be compared to one of our Fathers
as he faces a night’s sleep on the roof. And as for love—
well, this is a love story different from those of the old
Baghdad. And the King in the story is Christ and the
Queen she who watches over this college at Baghdad
dedicated to the Immaculate Conception.

CONTRARY to the opinion of most of our good
friends in America, Baghdad nights can be very

cold. Down in the yard about five in the afternoon,
Yousef is at the oil-stoves. When they are full they
will be placed in the rooms above where they help to keep
you warm while you work.

Three months later, you shun the sight of a blanket.
The oil-stoves are gone; the windows and doors are
opened wide; but all in vain. The sun has burned its
way into the very bricks all day—and they give off its
heat long after it has disappeared in the palms on the
other side of the river. The beds are up on the roof
where the breezes that come from the north make sleep
possible. Then each night you shuffle upstairs in your
slippers, alarm clock in one hand and a bottle of citro­
nella in the other. The alarm is not really necessary,
because the early sun will chase you from your bed if 

the bell does not. But the citronella! you need that more
than a soldier needs his gun.

As soon as the first sand fly sees you coming, he blows
the trumpet that summons all the sand-flies in the world
your way. On they come, more devastating than any
army that ever traversed this cock-pit of the world. But
if you have bathed your face and hands and neck in
citronella, they respect your wisdom and march on to
attack some less prudent Arabian. For each sand-fly
there is a dog. They all bark in turn, and then they
all bark together. Were it not for the fact that each
day’s work in this school leaves you completely fagged
out, you might never get to sleep.

BUT the roof has its compensations. Overhead the
mood spreads its soft light on the date palms; a mil­

lion stars above make it easy to believe that it was in
these skies the Magi saw their star; eternity with all
its peace flows by below; and across the river the golden
domes and minarets of Kadimain, the holy city of the
Shias, blaze forth their light to the Moslem faithful.
Were it not for the insects and barking dogs, one might
well call Baghdad at this time the city of peace. With
a last look at the lights of Kadimain, you retire. And
you cannot help recalling the words spoken at the altar
in the morning: “In Him was life; and the life was the
light of men; and the light shineth in darkness, and
the darkness did not comprehend it—that was the true
light.”

And you wonder when tire day will come when the
billion souls that do not comprehend the true light will
come out of the valley of the shadow of death; when
the day will come when we shall be able to say in all
truth that He is the Light of the Gentiles. Then Arabian
nights will not be so dark.
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The Mos^iioin] DD ft @ DD ft D © DD S ff©r July ©nd August
Increase off Vocations ffor the Missions

IT is disheartening to see the ugly black spot spread
across the newspaper maps of warring Europe. It
is a foreboding darkness, a sinister shadow of a

broken cross. One by one, the missionary countries are
being swallowed up—Holland, Belgium and part of
France. Young men who would otherwise heed the
command of Christ, “Go, teach all nations whatsoever
I have commanded you,” must now remain at home and
be taught, by a very different master, very different
commands.

The Mission Intention for July, 1940, is prophetic in
its timeliness: “For Works for the Increase of Voca­
tions for the Missions.” Lest we succumb to the tempta­
tion of rushing all our reserves to the defense on the
warfront, a steadying voice comes to us from Rome
“ • • • for the increase of vocations for the missions.”
Rome, who has beheld wars flare up and die away, who
still bears the scars of age-old sieges, whose long mem­
ory still recalls post-war devastations without number,
and the haunting cries of shepherdless sheep crying for
food—above all these—hears deep in her soul Christ’s
words, “They shall hate you . . . and persecute you. . . .
Going, therefore, teach all nations.” Long before Foch,
for a goal far higher, with a much surer hope of suc­
cess, Christ outlined the tactics for His soldiers under
fire; “Attack, attack, attack—with love! Turn the other
cheek . . give him thy cloak also . . love thine enemy . .
other sheep I have that are not of this fold; them also
I must bring . . follow Me . . to the ends of the earth . .
even to the consummation of the world.”

Three things we should pray for during July: educa­
tion to mission needs, charity, and the services that only
those at home can render to foreign missionaries.

The education that is needed is the growing realiza­
tion in. generous young hearts that every church de­
stroyed in Belgium means not only a church to be rebuilt
there, but also five churches in the Belgian missions that
now cannot be built at all; the realization that among
the soldiers dying on French battlefields are some who
should have been one day active on French missions;
the realization that as the sea has rushed back across the
dikes to engulf Holland again, so darkness of a pagan
night will creep back from behind jungle barricades
across Dutch mission lands unless new recruits are in­
spired, trained and sent to protect God’s home among
His other children.

The charity that is needed is the generosity of soul
which considers the needs of less fortunate brethren even
during times of stress at home. From this generosity of
soul will flow prayers for vocations for the mission fields
“white unto the harvest.”

Sincere prayers and good works go together. Mission
societies, adoption of missionaries, etc., are parts of a
crusade to make known the Red Cross, the Cross made
red by the Blood of Christ. Such activity not only bene­
fits the missionaries and their flocks, but also enlarges
the souls of those who take part in them. From this
growth in generosity will come vocations.

By this triple work of education, charity and service,
we Americans can prepare, during war, to spread
throughout the world the Peace of Christ.

The Press and the Missions

ST. PAUL, who first made the statement, “Faith
comes by hearing,” wrote as much as all the other
Apostles and Evangelists combined. There was

nothing inconsistent in his dual role of preacher-writer.
As Christ made both the blind to see and the deaf to
hear, so God has used writers as well as preachers to
spread the light of Truth in the world, until “the Word
of God” and “the Holy Scriptures” have become inter­
changeable terms. But it is significant that the most
successful missionary among the Apostles also used the
pen the most extensively. Imprisonment kept him from
preaching in the market-place; it could not prevent him
from dictating letters to his separated brethren.

From earliest times, “the press” has been the indis­
pensable ally of the missionary. The slow methods of
travel, the need of secrecy for fear of persecution, the
need of studying the new doctrine with all its pro­
fundity and its sublimity, the necessity of preserving
unity in doctrine amid all the varied cultures, classes
and conditions of the new churches, made the pen a
necessary adjunct of early Christian life and growth.

Today, although churches are numerous in “Christian
countries,” although travel is easy, and communication
almost instantaneous, although Catholic schools and pub­
lications abound, there is still an alarming ignorance of
Catholic teaching among American non-Catholics. And
among Catholics, too! You have only to deal a very
short while with products of non-Catholic schools who
never read a Catholic book, paper, or magazine to dis­
cover how hopelessly ill-informed they are regarding
their faith. And this, in spite of an environment, nom­
inally Christian, at least! Imagine, then, the situation
on the missions!

All the difficulties St. Paul faced, and all the modern
difficulties of a better equipped paganism join forces
against the modern missionary. It is still difficult to
travel, there is still fear of dispersion and persecution,
still the dead weight of pagan inertia to overcome, and
what is more, a press and means of communication in
the hands of modem pagans such as St. Paul’s Romans
never had. The modem missionary has not even the
advantage of preaching a “new doctrine.” Some Chris­
tians have already shown by their lives in pagan lands
a corruption as old as paganism itself.

But modern missionaries have one advantage over St.
Paul—a Press, at home and in the mission fields. From
the Press at home here, they can obtain scholarly, val­
uable articles, written in comparative leisure, from abun­
dant source material. Here is a field for apostolic work
—to send such publications to them! From the mission
press, which had in 1933, 175 printing establishments,
they can obtain catechisms, pamphlets, books and 350
periodicals.

Of course, “The Catholic Church keeps its people in
ignorance!” Yet, as a matter of fact, there is only one
Sister for every 22,000 and only one priest for every
57,000 souls on the missions. The answer to the charge
of ignorance is the Press. Pray for it; support it. The
answer to the deficiency of missionaries is vocations,
especially native vocations through a Catholic Mission
Press. Pray for this work; support the Mission Press!
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Afield W ith American J esuits
PATNA, INDIA

Cure for Leprosy
A letter from Father Rudolph

W. Bohn, S.J., of Bhagaya, San-
tal Parganas, describing the ex­
pansion of work for the lepers,
mentions a new medicine that is
working cures:

“ We now employ a catechist to
tour our district and dispense
medicines. We have obtained a
medicine that is working cures.
It is is supplied to us by a native
Catholic who was himself cured
of leprosy by its application and
is now head of a Leper Asylum
in Burma.

“Sister Laetitia, Regional Su­
perioress, in India, of Dr. Dengel’s
Medical Missionary Sisters, visit­
ed our district this month. They
are keenly interested in our proj­
ect of a Leper Asylum in Santal
Parganas. Major Pereira, re­
tired Manager of the Patna Col­
lege Medical Hospital, an emi­
nent Catholic, has volunteered
the services of his vast experi­
ence.

“Father John Brennan, S.J., is
taking the lead in this campaign.
He has spoken in the churches of
Patna and Dinapore and collect­
ed a neat sum (about fifty dol­
lars). Father James Creane, S.J.,
long ago called attention to this
work. Father Bertram Ernst,
S.J., has land in his sector avail­
able for our purposes. The need
of an Asylum for our Catholic
lepers is apparent and urgent.
Get us the donor and the deed
will be done!”

Cup That Distresses
Tea drinking is one of the hard­

ships of missionary life at Gaya,
according to Father Charles Mc­
Aleese, S.J.:

“Being Pastor to the railway
colony here is not unlike the ordi­
nary pastoral work in the States
except that it involves more of a
strain on the good old American
tradition concerning tea. If the
boys who dressed up in war paint
and dumped all that tea into Bos­
ton Harbor could only see the
way I put away cup after cup of
Darjeeling tea they would dis­
own me as a hard-boiled Demo­

crat. Yet St. Francis Xavier
played cards or was it dice to
save souls.

“Although there has been some
rioting here in this town and
some murders, Father Michael
Lyons, S.J., and myself have not
been hindered in our work and
have even been allowed out after
curfew hour. According to the
papers it looks like they are get­
ting ready for some more of civil
disobedience and we must wait
until after the big Congress
Party Convention which is to be
held this month, not very far from
Gaya, to see what is to be done.”

Life xvith Oscar
Our readers are familiar with

“Oscar”, Father John A. Morri­
son’s temperamental horse. Here’s
his latest about Oscar:

“I just got back from burying
an old Santal woman whom I
anointed a couple of days ago.
Everything was O.K. only my
kid forgot to bring the incense
and Oscar ran away—yes—he
still has the habit. Tied him
about half a mile from the village
that the road didn’t go to and he
lay down on the road for a nice
little roll and snapped his rope—
then hit out for greener fields.
This time it only took my kid al­
most forty-five minutes to cap­
ture him. Life is always interest­
ing when Oscar is in it. The
other day he got tired of standing
and doing nothing, snapped his
rope and went over and picked a
fight with the policeman’s stal­
lion across the way—a horse
twice his size. Oscar doesn’t
give a whoop for size—just
tough!”

ALASKA
Work for the Poor

Father Edmund A. Anable,
S.J., of Akulurak, Alaska, writes
to an old classmate, Father J.
Edward Wasil, S.J., who is about
to depart for the Philippine Is­
lands :

“Possibly Superiors will see fit
to have you go back to the Is­
lands. I suppose Bishop Hayes
will have the rose wreath of wel­
come all dusted off waiting for 

you, and I sincerely hope he does.
After two years of mission life, I
honestly feel that the ones who
stay in the States running a class­
room or a few parish activities
are the ones who are losing out
plenty. At least, in this life of
ours, we get a real chance to
work with the poor, and if I’m
not mistaken, they are the ones
who are closest to God. And I
wouldn’t change with any of the
crowd for anything there is. Sure
its hard at times, but anybody
can do an easy job. And so I
hope that the Provincial puts
your name at the head of the list
and sends you right back to the
Islands. Of course, we certainly
could use you here.

—and plenty of it, too
“No kidding, about ten priests

up here could make all the differ­
ence in the world. And there
doesn’t seem to be a chance of
getting any. The Oregon Prov­
ince is so small that they don’t
have any men to send, since they
have to take care of several In­
dian Missions in the States, too,
and there are more of us up here
from outside Provinces than there
are from Oregon. The Protes­
tant ministers are having it all
their own way in many districts,
and about all they seem to preach
is hatred of Catholicism. If they
can’t come in as ministers of the
Gospel, they come in under Gov­
ernment auspices as school teach­
ers, and do their preaching in the
classroom. Quakers, Moravians,
Lutherans, the whole bunch of
them are as bigoted and narrow
as a human being can possibly
be. And we haven’t the men to
oppose them. I suppose God
must have His own reasons for
it all, but God’s reasons are hard
to understand at times.”

Another Epidemic
“Soon after emerging from the

measle epidemic, we were hit by
diptheria, and of course, . have
been quarantined ever since,’
writes Father John P. Fox, S.J.,
of Hooper Bay. “When the
agony will end is not yet certain.
But as we have had no new cases
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BAGHDAD — BRITISH HO ND UR AS
for about a week I guess the end
should not be far away. As no
one died so far we really should
be thankful. But one never thinks
of the silver lining, but always of
the dark cloud. Four died of the
disease at Tununak before they
were able to get in antitoxin.
Here, being warned from Tunu­
nak we took our precautions on
time; and though we did not es­
cape the sickness entirely and the
consequent tiresome quarantine,
still, we have plenty of antitoxin
handy, and the moment any one
gives symptoms that are a sure
indication of diptheria, he gets a
shot. And unlike most shots,
these are saving shots. The anti­
toxin is a real miracle medicine,
and turns the tide almost as soon
as injected. With our little Mis­
sion transmitter we got out our
SOS immediately, and had the
doctor in from Bethel as soon as
antitoxin arrived there. Also an
extra nurse was brought to the
district and stationed on Nelson
Island where the quarantine was
lifted yesterday.”

BRITISH HONDURAS
Hitler at El Cayo

“Hitler has brought about a
sudden and striking development
for us here,” writes Father John
T. Newell, S.J., of El Cayo. “In
line with other countries, we are
to offer a refuge to some of the
exiles from war-torn Europe. A
representative from Hungary has
bought over a thousand acres of
land from the nearby Baking Pot
Estate whose owner was a Cath­
olic, and the latter is now under
contract to start to build the nec­
essary houses. Fortunately, for
him, he has also the sole right
by his contract to conduct a mer­
cantile business for the settle­
ment for a period of five years.
Over a hundred children are ex­
pected and these will be accom­
modated according to present
plans in our school at Baking Pot
until a separate, larger and bet­
ter building will be built for the
purpose. It appears that a num­
ber of the refugees are Catholics,
others products of mixed mar­
riages, and the rest pure Jewish
stock. For the time being there
will be a lot of work for the hard- 

up unemployed in the District
building the eighty houses for the
start and getting all else in readi­
ness for the quick arrival of the
refugees via Genoa, Italy.

Glotuing Reports Afloat
“According to the arrangement

with the English Government,
these people are supposed to be
self-maintaining through the fac­
tories which they will establish—
one for embroideries (for which
they were famous in Europe) and
another for furniture; we have

Father John M. Ledesma-Howard, S.J.,
who is returning to the Philippine Islands
after having completed special studies

at Rome.

the finest woods available here,
including mahogany and cedar.
No one knows exactly where
they will get the money for these
enterprises. In fact, no one knows
very much at all about them. All
that can be done is hope for the
best and always be ready for the
worst. I feel that they won’t long
be content in the native buildings
and will soon supplant them with
modern dwellings. Glowing re­
ports afloat also point to a mod­
ern and flourishing township be­
fore long. Seeing is believing!

“The Government also wishes
to bring in a fair number of set­
tlers from the over-crowded West
Indies for cultivation purposes
along the Belize River in the Dis­
trict. The road from Cayo to

Belize should be pushed through
in a hurry as an all-weather road
since it is going to be badly
needed at all times of the year.
Boat, airplane and automobile are
now our chief means of trans­
portation and communication—
the latter two of very recent
origin. The District will soon be
transformed if all these signs
mean anything.”

CANADIAN INDIANS
Pilot Grounded

Father Joseph M. Couture,
S.J., the “flying missionary” of
Longlac, Ontario, tells some of
the difficulties he’s having with
the plane:

“I did not fly at all during all
winter. I did the best I could
without the plane, but how little1

“My plane was in pretty bad
shape and I would never, by my­
self, have been able to cover the
expenses of a thorough repair. So
I did not repair the plane and did
not visit the north.

“Then a young pilot with pri­
vate license wanted to fly with
me in the north and offered to
see about the necessary repairs;
and Bishop Belleau of James
Bay asked me to visit that north­
ern part once or twice until he
could arrange for a new mission­
ary.

“So now my plane is in Mon­
treal being repaired and I am
waiting to use it after the ice is
gone. So as you see, I will not
say much, or boast very much
about my work this winter it
was indeed very poor.”

IRAQ
Last Lap

“We are just about ready to
start the last lap of the school
year and I don’t know who are
the more elated—the kids or the
Fathers,” writes Francis X. Cro­
nin, S.J., of Baghdad. “Before we
know it, we will be doffing the
black clothes and donning the
khaki, getting up at four for the
summer schedule, saying goodbye
to John J. Williams, S.J., and
Thomas F. Hussey, S.J., who will
hie themselves off to theology,
waiting for the new Baghdadis,
whoever they’ll be.



JAMAICA — CHINA — CE YL ON

John B. Donohoe, S.J., of the California
Province, who is leaving for China in
September after finishing his course
in philosophy at Mount St. Michael’s,

Spokane.

/‘Tuesday night the class that
will graduate this year came up
to the boarding school for a
closed triduum directed by Fa­
ther Leo Shea, S.J. Judging from
externals, both he and they did
an excellent job. Friday night,
seven R. A. F. men arrived for a
day and a half of recollection
under Father Merrick.

“It’s getting warmer daily, but
still more than tolerable and right
now through my windows is com­
ing the heavenly scent of orange
blossoms and the sweet warbling
of bil-bils (nightingales). You
can keep your Fourth Avenue.

“Before the warm weather set
in we had our annual track meet.
Plenty of good talent and class
spirit. The Baghdad Division of
Schools had this track meet short­
ly after and seven of our young­
sters entered. There is a really
good stadium downtown and the
affair was well run. Our little
band was the smallest aggrega­
tion there by far, but it managed
to take six medals plus a cup for
placing fourth in the aggregate.
Of course, the majority of the
points were taken by one fellow
—a Moslem, Harith Hawkett,
who came to us this year still
the kids were tickled pink that
B. C. did so well and they be­
haved not unlike B. C. or H. C.
after a victory at Fenway.

“A greater victory, however,
was garnered in the intellectual
field when Richard McCarthy,
S.J., delivered his two lectures in
Arabic on Communism, after but
two years in the study of the
language, and was well received
by those who know. Not to be
outdone, Father John A. Mifsud,
S.J., gave the sodalists a talk in
Arabic and now there will be a
rebuttal by Father McCarthy in
an Easter sermon this coming
Wednesday. Father Merrick, too,
is becoming articulate in the
language and is already using it
steadily in his visitations in
Baghdad.”

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
To the Bukidnon Hills

“I was just about to start an
article for your excellent maga­
zine when a sudden order came
from Father Superior to pack up
my things, hand over the books
to a new successor, Father J.
Gaerlan, S.J., and start off on the
road to construct another large
parish in the Bukidnon Hills of
this most distant on our mission
posts,” writes Father Francis D.
Doino, S.J., from Malaybalay.
“So far we have had only two
priests, the one in Sumilao and
the one in Malaybalay, to take
care of this vast mountain region
of the south.

“Father Gaerlan is to assume
authority immediately over the
Malaybalay parish and nearby
barrios and I to take the road for
the more distant ones. I shall
continue to make my headquar­
ters here until I get started in
my own parish, according to the
orders received. I am to build
two or three convcntos along the
line because the distances will be
too great to be returning home
every day. An occasional visit
for my mail and supplies will be
all that I can do. Everything I
had in the way of supplies for
church and furnishings for the
house with very minor excep­
tions, have been turned over to
Father Gaerlan and now I must
start out from scratch. Altar
goods, statues, candle sticks, lin­
ens, etc., will have to be begged
as usual and a new beginning
made once more. So if you can 

steer some of the household and
other necessities and whatever
comes your kind way please re­
member the little builder of rural
cathedrals. For it seems that my
lot has been cast forever—to
start things going from the very
beginning and once begun and
all ready to be enjoyed and or­
ganized, to be turned over to the
new-comer. God be praised. The
Lord has given and the Lord
takes away.”

Here Comes the Padre
Father Alfred F. Kienle, S.J.,

of Talisayan, writes amusingly
of a visit to his little chapel in
the hills:

“ ‘Will somebody please get a
chair ?’ They were my first words
when I arrived at a little chapel
in the hills for the regular month­
ly Mass, confessions, Commu­
nions, weddings and Baptisms.
They were spoken while I held
an open umbrella over my head
and pulled the rope of the old
church bell as it swang from a
branch of a nearby tree. (Fran­
cis Xavier also rang a bell, but
it was a small hand bell, and he
had no umbrella to operate and
there is no record of his ring­
ing it in the rain.)

“Strange how we all like water
—to swim in—but we do hate to
get wet when it rains, and hence

II ilham 5*. O’Leary, another Jesuit
of the California Province, who will leave
for the China Mission in September. He
ts at present finishing his course in

Philosophy at Mount St. Michael's.
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the delay in coming to church
this particular day. The first to
arrive was a small boy and he
was promptly sent to look for a
chair. When he returned, he
placed the chair in the old-
fashioned confessional and was
immediately promoted to chief
bell ringer, with the umbrella,
because the rain was increasing.
In a little while, after a few pray­
ers to the Patron of the chapel,
Santiago, Apostle of Spain, the
rain stopped, the people gathered,
confessions were heard and Mass
began with the people praying
the Rosary aloud. On the little
altar stood a beautiful crucifix,
two metal candle sticks and three
altar cards, all gifts from Jesuit
Missions. Every time that I look
at these I always pray for the
kind donors.

“The wooden platform in front
of this altar is an inclined run­
way, deliberately built that way
by a local carpenter—to save
steps—if you please. I manage
to keep my balance, but much
prefer an even keel, the while I
doubt whether said runway is
rubrical.

“On our way home a young
man hailed us and brought us to
his brother who was dying.
Malaria had made a wreck of this
fine young lad. He was trembling
from head to foot. Our malaria
is far more serious than what I
ever saw at home.

“ ‘Here comes the Padre’—the
children shout it; the old folks
whisper it; and everybody is
happy to see, hear and talk to the
Amahan sa Kalag, Father of their
Soul—truly a royal title.”

JAMAICA, B. W. I.
The Barretts of Jamaica

The famous Barrett family into
which the poet Robert Browning
married, were also the Barretts
of Jamaica. Father Charles J.
Eberle, S.J., of Half Way Tree,
Jamaica, gives us an insight into
the family:

“Many years ago if I remem­
ber correctly, you were very
much interested in Robert
Browning. If you still are, this
will further interest you. Met
Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s
niece the other day. Elizabeth’s 

brother came out to Jamaica and
settled on the old Barrett proper­
ties. This lady is his daughter.
She says Elizabeth played tricks
on her father. Once she had re­
ceived an injury to her back.
When her father came to the
room she was on the couch cov­
ered with blankets, but when
Browning came she was up and
about, etc. She is frightfully in­
dignant over the motion-picture—
the insult to her grandfather she
calls it.

“Her father became a Catholic
owing to the influence of Daniel
O’Connell. Just how, she did not
know. The early Fathers here,
especially Father Woolett lived
at Retreat, their property in
Jamaica. He built several chap­
els and gave several pieces of
land to the Church, upon which
chapels now stand in the country
parts.”

Verandah to Store
“For the past two years I have

been saying Mass on a large
verandah at the Guy’s Hall Mis­
sion,” writes Father James M.
Harney, S.J., of Linstead P. O.,
Jamaica. “I have now secured a
beautiful piece of property near
the center of the little town. It
has easily enough land for a
church, rectory and garden. At
present it has a shop or store
which we are converting into a
temporary chapel and on the
fourth Sunday of this month I
shall move my congregation from
my verandah church into my new
store chapel. At least it will have
this advantage, I won’t have to
worry any more about the wind
blowing the candles out during
Mass and, what is a far greater
advantage, I won’t have to take
extra precautions lest the Victim
of the Altar become a Victim of
the wind while I am saying
Mass.”

Leper Asylum
“Perhaps this letter will be

first to bring you news concern­
ing the leper asylum,” writes Fa­
ther Francis G. Deevy, S.J., of
Winchester Park. “On Wednes­
day of this week the proposal to
hand the leper asylum over to the
Marist Sisters was passed by the 

legislative council, twenty to
seven and it is now a fait accom­
pli. During the previous two
months the proposal had stirred
up considerable controversy in
the local newspaper. The oppo­
sition, however, came from a
minority that made noise far in
excess of its size. Said minority
proposed all kinds of arguments
against the proposal, religious,
patriotic and economic. All were
poor and many, nonsensical.”

“However, many champions for
the proposal were found among
the finest non-Catholics of the
Island. The general sentiment of
all classes favors the proposal and
I wouldn’t be surprised to find
that the opponents in the council
had committed political suicide.”

“Now we can say welcome to
the Nuns definitely. To my mind,
it is a sign of progress when we
have another group of Nuns com­
ing to the Island to help.

“There are about one hundred
and fifty lepers at the asylum and
about as many more in private
homes. Some of these latter will
probably go to live at the asylum
where they can receive expert
care from the Nuns. Because
leprosy is not prevalent here,
there is no great fear or worry
that the disease will spread, but
the problem facing the Govern­
ment has been to give those al­
ready afflicted, decent care.

“Holy week was a busy time
for all of us. We have many Good
Friday Catholics who come out
to church only on certain big
feasts and who come to church
more during Holy Week than
they do the rest of the year. It
is not entirely their fault for there
are extenuating circumstances.
The Three Hours service is al­
ways a crowded affair, especially
since Good Friday is a legal holi­
day. On that day all the women
dress in white and the men in
black or other dark colors. I con­
ducted the service at Spanish
Town and found the church quite
full. During the Three Hours
there wasn’t a single sound
throughout the city. I didn’t see
the crowd at the Cathedral but I
am told that it was full at eleven­
thirty and that Father Jeremiah
O’Keefe, S.J., did a masterful job
in preaching the Three Hours.”
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Jesuit Missions and Jesuit Missionaries

Intrigued!
To the Editor:

On opening the pages of the May issue
of your magazine a yellow leaflet fell
therefrom to the floor. The drawings of
the Orientals intrigued my curiosity. Pick­
ing up the leaflet, I read thereon the fol­
lowing: “Your Jesuit Missions subscrip­
tion expires with the next issue.” I knew
right away what that meant, an invitation
to renew my subscription for another year,
which I do with the greatest of pleasure,
having in mind that the dollar will be put
to good use. The articles in the magazine
are entertaining and instructive, which re­
minds me of what a loyal son of Loyola
once said in the course of a mission.

“To every man there openeth
A way and ways and a way,

And the high soul climbs the highway,
And the low soul gropes the low;

And in between on the misty flats,
The rest drift to and fro.

But to every man there openeth
A way and ways and a way,

And every man determineth
The way his soul shall go.”

One's experience in life teaches that
when a human being has drunk deeply of
some cup of bitterness, say, for instance,
what the Jesuit missionaries undergo at
the outposts of civilization, he longs more
strongly for some sweetness, which I am
sure one finds in such a splendid magazine
as you publish.

Boston, Mass. Thomas F. Phelan

Selfless Generosity
To the Editor:

I wish to help you “multiply dollars”
so I am sending you a money order for
$5.00. I wish I had a thousand.

WHEN IN ST. LOUIS

Come To Delightful

HOTEL KINGS-WAY
LOCATION:
On the , very edge of magnificent Forest
Park with its world famed outdoor Opera
and Zoo. Fifteen minutes from business
and shopping centers.

SERVICE:
A real home of comfort and luxury
whether for a day or a year. Parking
and garage facilities.

CUISINE:
Excellent food, a la carte or room service,
makes living at the Kings-Way a joy.
Reasonably priced.

RATES:
Spacious rooms, with bath. From $2.00

HOTEL KINCS-WAY
Klno*hlahwoy nt West Pine

May God bless your work and give you
health and strength to carry on.

“1 equals 14 when 1 plus 1 equals 2”
in the May number of Jesuit Missions
pleased me so much that 1 thought I would
rather give it for that purpose to help the
missions in China, than use it for myself.

Dayton, O. M. Kellinger

We Recommend It!
To the Editor:

The Pro Parvulis Book Club is an or­
ganization that becomes popular the min­
ute that it is known. Its appeal is im­
mediate with intelligent parents, alert
schools and librarians who are on the job,
and most of them are. The work of this
Book Club for young people is so vital
and necessary and its main objective is so
evident that it is easily sold to all who
deal with children. The leaders of this
Club are to be congratulated on the energy
and intelligence with which they attacked
the problem, and the various means em­
ployed to achieve their aims.

The Pro Parvulis Book Club is fighting
the leftist, and anti-decency programs of
the movies, the pulp magazines, the thea­
tre, and radio trash with but one very
effective weapon—the mighty slingshot of
good books and good stories. Through the
medium of the right type of story and
real living characters that walk out of the
pages into a youngster’s life, our boys and
girls are finding men and women worth
imitating. The Pro Parvulis books-of-
the-month never preach, scold or moral­
ize. They furnish thrilling companionship
of great boys and girls, and men and
women whom the young readers will love
and wish to be like.

“Being too late again” is an unfortunate
practice with altogether too many parents
and schools. The sooner these get in touch
with the work of the Pro Parvulis—and
the address is easy to remember—EM­
PIRE STATE BUILDING, NEW
YORK CITY, the sooner will they be
doing something for the adolescent suc­
cess of our younger generation.

Dorcester, Mass. Alicia Sullivan.

230 W. 34/4 ST.
40 W. 33 n/ST.
19 E.59tf ST.
l30W.42/t/SI
I25W.45AIST.
aru/ ctrxt ‘ShincJuA

ALSO IN THE
amusement

REA ON THE
FAIR

GROUNDS

-Temptingly served
AT POPULAR

b PRICES..CHICKEN
I AND SPAGHETTI
I OUR SPECIALTY—
I COOKED,TO PLEASE YOUR H
I DISCRIMINATING^
| TASTE....
I WINES-UQUORS iliWl

RESTAURANTS/
AS FAMOUS AS FINE FOODS

AS (USUAL...TO THE

• Only 10 days direct to Yokohama.
Or take 3 more days via Hawaii.
Frequent sailings by record-holding
Empress liners from Vancouver and
Hawaii to Japan, China and the
Philippines. Connect from California
at Honolulu. Approved for United
States citizens. See your travel agent or
the nearest Canadian Pacific office.
Facilities available for thecelebration ofHoly Mass

WORLD’S GREATEST TRAVEL SYSTEM

VISTA
MARIA

OFFERS UNIQUE
OPPORTUNITIES

FOR REST AND
HEALTH

The former estate of George Inness. Jr., the famous
artist, 2,100 feet above sea-level. Glorious views.
charming rooms, beautiful chapel, religious atmos­
phere. Open all year. Inquire for summer rates.
VISTA MARIA
CRAGSMOOR
NEW YORK
Phone—Ellen­
ville 63 R

Write for full information about
the community.

DAUGHTERS OF MARY
HEALTH OF THE SICK

900 North Michigan
DELaware 0904

ACQUES
JhendiifattManl

CHICAGO
Half Block South of
♦he Drake Hotel
NEW INTERIOR
DINING ROOM

Jacques Cocktail Lounge
French foods—Native Gallic dishes__ A HnHein.t.iwdin.rent dlnnor for dlHrlmiSX,* *
Durlno th. .ummor month. w. .orvo In th. Ooon

**«r Garden.
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Charles J. Eberle, S.J., of Halfway Tree, Jamaica, B. IV. I.

Fertile Soil
Charles J. Eberle, S.J.

to Jamaica and he, too, was enthusiastic about the pros­
pects of the Church here. Several years before that
Father Woodlock visited Jamaica and was very sanguine
over the future of the Church in the Island. Certainly
in no place that I have struck—though I must admit
that my experience is rather limited—have I seen a
more fertile field.

The Church which we have rented at Four Roads,
about two and a half miles from Holy Cross, is interest­
ing. It belonged previously to some sect or other which
disintegrated and so we have been able to hire it. We
have a Sunday School there, taught by the Native Sis­
ters. One hundred and twenty-five children are in­
structed each Sunday afternoon; there is no Mass there
yet, however.

IN Holy Cross parish there must be at least 1,800
Catholics, some good, some not so good, many care­

less. We have had an average attendance of 750 at our
Masses on Sunday. There were three Masses and the
old church seated 283. It is really fortunate in one way
that all the Catholics in the parish were not fervent.
for if they had all decided some fine Sunday to come
out to Mass, 1,800 strong, we should have had to call
the police to keep order! But now our new church
has been completed and with its opening our task will
be to dig out the careless and the negligent, and many,
many will be found too.

Besides these we have a little Mission Chapel at
Whitehall, five miles away, where we say Mass two
Sundays per month. We have a Government School
there with about one hundred and twenty-five children
in attendance. An order of Native Sisters are doing an
excellent work teaching there. Recently I met the Gov­
ernment Inspector of Schools and he was loud in his
praises of the work being done in that little chapel school.

Also in our parish is a school taught by the Francis­
can Sisters. They have four hundred on the roll in that
school. Father Kilcoyne and myself look after this
school too.

WHEN first I came to Jamaica some years ago
I dreamed of mass conversions such as we read
about in India. I had thousands of East In­

dians in my parish in those days and perhaps that was
why I had such high hopes. But the converts came drib­
bling in, one by one. Some of them, thank God, have
turned out to be excellent Catholics, many have died
and—I feel sure—have gone to heaven. Two nuns and
one priest have since come out of the old parish.

Holy Cross is a city parish, and here we are almost
realizing the dream of earlier years. At least this much
is true, the converts are coming faster than Father
George M. Kilcoyne, S.J., and myself can deal with
them. We have four instruction classes each week, three
at Holy Cross, one at a little church we rent out at
Four Roads, and an occasional person whom we instruct
privately. It is a fertile soil. The fields here are indeed
ripe for the harvest.

Last year when I was in England I spoke to a priest
in a parish outside London of the number of candidates
for the Church we had in Jamaica. He was astounded.
Father Owen Dudley came out from England on a visit

HOWEVER, there are many difficulties to be over- .
come. The Church in Jamaica is young. Some

hundred years ago when our Fathers came to Spanish
Town they had eight Easter Communions during their
first year. That was a very, very small beginning, but
after all, it is the beginning of the mustard seed.

Again, Jamaica is a distinctly Protestant country and
the Protestant ideology predominates. Not that there is
any bitterness about it. There isn’t. But Protestants
are not, for instance, bound to go to Mass on Sunday
under pain of sin. Catholics are. Our Catholics live
in an atmosphere where this belief prevails. Protestants
do not believe in the idea of sacrifice. In fact, to con­
verts the sacrifice of the Mass is a completely new idea.

So at present our job is to instruct, instruct, instruct,
and then instruct some more. And instructing is not
always a pleasant task. It is monotonous. But after all,
it brings us back to the words of our Divine Lord to
the little group of fishermen of old, “Go teach all na­
tions.” Then, too, are His other consoling words, “As
the Father hath sent me, so I also send you,” and “All
power is given to Me in heaven and in earth.”
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Personal Responsibility £Xsj.

Each year Brother Horwedel would go up the Yukon some miles to an island where he would cut the next year's supply of wood.
He lived alone amid such scenes as this.

6 € T T ERE is the answer to my prayer, Father/’
■j—“ said Brother Edward S. Horwedel, S.J., as

he extended a bleeding hand from which two
fingers had just been severed. And of the truth of that
statement there could be no doubt. God, in the in­
scrutable designs of His Providence, had willed the
young man to be a Coadjutor Brother.

Brother Horwedel had entered the Society of Jesus
with the intention of becoming a priest. But his Superi­
ors had judged that he had not the talent necessary for
the hard studies ahead and deemed it best that he should
not continue as a Scholastic. They saw, however, that
he had a real vocation as a Brother. In doubt as to
whether he should become a Brother or return to his
home in Maryland, Brother Horwedel turned to the
Sacred Heart for light. And then, on the last day of
the novena, he had accidentally cut off two of his fingers
in the little mission sawmill that he managed. Accepting
the manifest will of God, he finished his novitiate train­
ing and pronounced his first simple vows as a Coadjutor
Brother. That was far back in 1897 when the western
missions were still young. He died recently in Alaska,
after thirty-seven years of service on the missions.

BROTHER HORWEDEL was a master of several
trades—a carpenter, mechanic, licensed engineer and

fireman. The fruits of his manual labor are still admired
at Saint Ignatius, Montana, where he made a beautiful
library in the Fathers’ home and turned out in the little 

sawmill the pews for the church—a church that is admired
by visitors who come from many States to see it.

In 1903, his desires were realized when he was sent
by his Superiors to the Alaskan Missions, then in their
most arduous years. From that moment on up to his
death he never left the Yukon country. Most of his days
were spent in hard labor at Holy Cross, the heart and
center of the northern missions. Here, his ability at car­
pentering had ample scope. A new Fathers’ home, a
school for the children, home for the Sisters who came
to teach, warehouses and many small buildings—all these
were erected throughout the years. Brother was assisted
in the construction by many of the Eskimo boys who
soon came to look upon him as a second father.

FINDING that the small boats were insufficient for
the needs of the growing Mission, he built a steam­

boat. But Holy Cross is far up the Yukon and the cost
of transporting materials high. Therefore, during the
Winter, Brother constructed the hull of the boat and in
the Spring, after the high-waters had receded, accom­
panied by a faithful Eskimo lad, he floated it down the
river to where the boiler and other machinery were
awaiting his arrival. Fortunately, they landed at day­
time. It would have been bad if they had been swept
past the landing during the night by the swift current.
As it was, they narrowly missed this danger. The night
before, Brother had had a premonition that they were
very close to their destination and had managed to land
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f-
The Mission boat, St. Anthony, which Brother Horwedel piloted on the Yukon during his stay

at Nulato.

the boat. They remained
there that night and
started out early the next
morning. What was
their surprise when, but
a short while later, they
rounded the bend and
saw before them the vil­
lage to which they were
going. . . . One month
later. Brother steamed
up the mighty river with
a load of lumber and
Winter supplies.

WHEN the Spring
and Fall runs of

salmon occur, there is
lots of work for every­
one. Fish must be got­
ten for man and dog—an absolute necessity during
the long Winter months. A great quantity must be
caught in a short time and this can best be done only
with the aid of fish wheels. Brother was instrumental
in constructing several for the Mission, each of which
can turn out over eight hundred fish a day. These fish
are dried in the sun or smoked and to the tenderfoot
(or cheechako as one is called in Chinook jargon who
has not yet experienced a Winter in Alaska) are not
very appealing to either nose or tongue. They soon
become quite palatable, however, and even a delicacy
when the supplies run low. A good, old sourdough
would turn up his nose at the sight of a fruit salad if he
had a king salmon frying in seal oil over a hot fire. . . .

DURING his visit to the Novitiate at Sheridan, Ore­
gon, three years ago, Father McElmeel, who is

now Superior of the Alaskan Missions, told us some­
thing about Brother Horwedel which to his mind evi­
denced the quality most needed by a missionary. Each
year Brother would go up the Yukon some miles to an
island where he would cut the next year’s supply of
wood. He lived alone in a tent. As part of the calling 

he accepted any kind of weather, much of it forty de­
grees and more below zero. Late in the Winter some
of the Eskimo men would come up from the Mission and
Brother would return home with them. The wood was
rafted down to the Mission the next Summer.

Father McElmeel, on a mush up the river one time,
visited him. He remarked that Brother must get a late
start at wood-chopping in the mornings. “Yes,” replied
the humble old man, “by the time I have made my fire,
finished my meditation and reflection and have breakfast,
it is already eight o’clock.”. . . Then Father added to us
that even though Brother was alone in the Arctic north
he lived his life as personally responsible to God Who
is ever present. He never failed to read or have read
his “points” for the next morning’s meditation. . . .
“That’s what our missionaries must be!” said Father
McElmeel. And surely when Brother went before His
Eternal Judge he had that record to show.

IN 1932, his Superiors sent him to Nulato to spend
his declining years. In his “spare time,” while wait­

ing to go home, he constructed two large buildings, one
of which was a school in which the Sisters of Saint Anne

teach. He also piloted the “Saint An­
thony” on its missionary journeys up
and down the Yukon. Rest for him
was to come after death.

This is what Father Talbot, S.J.,
wrote of him at this time: “Brother
Edward Horwedel is seventy years of
age. Yet he can cut his cord of wood
a day without effort. He is a man of
all work, a true ‘sourdough’ mechanic.
He can build a steamboat, run a saw­
mill, care for a dog team, direct a thou­
sand and one activities and through it
all remain always a true Religious.”
Fitting praise for any man.

Among this group of Alaskan missionaries,
several of whom are now dead, Brother
Horwedel is the little man standing third

from the left.
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How to Bury a Big War-lord
{Continued from page 173)

jagged hole in the center. Later we
learned that the evil spirits following the
procession, striving for the soul of the
poor defunct, found themselves greatly
hampered by these papers. It seems that
they must work their way through each
jagged hole of each paper; and thus in
their labors get behind the procession,
leaving the soul to be buried in peace.
Why must these spirits go through each
hole? Why not just pass by? Well,
grandma and great-grandma said they
must go through, so that settles the
question. In China the thesis underly­
ing most religious practices is: “It’s age-
old, therefore it’s right.”

Thus for eight long hours they marched
the length and breadth of the city, final­
ly placing their heavy burden in a Bud­
dhist monastery, where it shall rest in
state for a few months. Here before the
monastery the burning of all the paper
articles took place, thus sending on to
Heaven knows where, all the necessities
of the soul of “Wu Pei Fu” . . . ;—all,
that is, besides the one it can use, name­
ly, the grace of God.

It is needless to mention the sentiments
of a missionary as he returns home from
his tour. Where, how to begin this
tremendous setting right of centuries of
falsehood and superstition. Surely Christ
must corrie unto these His own, 500,000,000
of them, more than all the Catholics now
in the world, and though He has waited
long, He will come as He promised, for
there will be but one flock and one
Shepherd. We shall do all things in Him
who strengthens us.

TWO
DISTINGUISHED

BOOKS
Letters to Jack

By Francis Clement Kelley
A newly revised edition of a widely
influential work by the Bishop of
Oklahoma City and Tulsa. Twenty­
seven essays that contain wise and
realistic counsel to the young man of
today. 197 pages.

$1.00

New Mexico Triptych
By Fray Angelico Chavez, O.F.M.
Three tales of striking originality
and power depicting the faith of
early Spanish Americans: The, An­
gel's New Wings, The Penitente
Thief, and Hunchback Madonna.
Illustrated by the author. 76 pages.

$1.25
Please address Order Dept. 4-286

S>t. Atiiljnntj (Sutlii $rrsH
Franciscan Monastery

Paterson, N. J.

Negritos — the Pygmies of the
Philippines

(Continued from page 179)
select Negritos perform the sacred dance.
The singing of the sacred verses alter­
nates with the dance. The women sing
one strophe and the men follow with an­
other ; thus the alternating hymns con­
tinue like the Responses at Tenebrae.
At the latter part of the ceremony the
dancing and beating of gongs cease while
the alternate singing alone continues to
the end of the liturgy. The whole per­
formance is religiously observed and fit­
tingly decorous. That seeming diabolical
weirdness which is concomitant with the
sacrificial offerings of the pagan Malays,
has no part in this nocturnal ceremony
of the Philippine pygmies.

Strange as it may seem, the primeval
forest of the Philippines has not only
sheltered the remnants of a primitive
people but has also kept aglow the spark
of primitive revelation in the hearts of
these prehistoric people. The Negrito
belief of the supernatural, though de­
prived of its former splendor and sub­
limity by countless ages of stagnation,
has nevertheless, given us a glimpse at
the religion of Primitive Man.

The Blue Cross
(Continued from page 180)

ing to express her thanks she tells how
many were converted by the acts of
mercy thus made possible. Especially,
she says, the Sisters were able to obtain
entrance into a pagoda where a thousand
men, condemned criminals and pagans,
were herded together awaiting execution.
The Sisters bound up their wounds and
these darkened hearts were moved to de­
sire the love of Christ. They begged for
Baptism and since no priest was at hand,
the Sisters baptized over four hundred
in one day and the rest, almost a thou­
sand in all, soon afterwards. Then they
were all taken out and beheaded, going
from the depths of pagan crime to the
heaven of the new baptized. “It was all
due to the medicines you sent us,” the
Sister concluded. “For it was not hu­
manly possible, so to move these hearts
in any other way.”

The Community of Sisters whose mem­
bers sort and ship all this material for
the Catholic Medical Mission Board are
a new foundation, The Daughters of
Mary, Health of the Sick, established, at
the suggestion of the present writer, by
authority of His Eminence, the late Car­
dinal Hayes. The Cardinal of Charities
had visited the Catholic Medical Mission
Board and was deeply appreciative of the
work being done there. Thus, when it
became clear that a new congregation
was needed to put the work on a firm
basis, he gladly authorized its establish­
ment. Already in the four and a half
years of the Community’s existence the
Sisters have served hundreds of missions 

by their skill and care and are rapidly
increasing their efficiency. Thus, during
the year 1939, they prepared and shipped
306 packing cases to about seventy Com­
munities, in this country and all over the
world. But, this year during the months
of January and February alone, they were
able to sort and pack material which
fillled 118 such cases, so that it seems
likely (if supplies come in) that the
work of the Board may be doubled this
year.

But this is not the only purpose of the
Community nor indeed its most impor­
tant one. In the vast and authentic bulk
of correspondence on file at the Catholic
Medical Mission Board it becomes ever
more clear that there is a special need
for professional workers, doctors, nurses
and technicians to give to the mission
lands the advantages we enjoy of medi­
cal ministrations. In this country every­
thing is abundant. There are many hos­
pitals, doctors, nurses; and medical sup­
plies are plentiful. In the missions the
very opposite is true. Many precious
lives of missionaries have been sacrificed
because the nearest hospital, doctor or
nurse or even drug store was miles away.
There is also a dreadful loss of life
among the natives in the missions be­
cause of the want of proper medical and
nursing care.

A few years ago, on the 11th of Febru­
ary, 1936, an epoch-making instruction
was issued by the Sacred Congregation
for the Propagation of the Faith, of

.

So Jails the
Sim JSree
By John Louis Bonn, S.J. h

HERE is a vivid picture of
sheer human personality

i and indomitable courage — the t
life of Mother Ann Valencia,
foundress of St. Francis Hospital j,
in Hartford, Conn. Magnificent
and vital, she moves through j

j this story, overwhelming ob­
stacles and converting opposi­
tion with more than mere ability ;

f —with intense human under­
standing. Her life is replete

i | with incidents of poignant
!j human interest and this biogra-

1 phy is so intensely real that it
reads like a novel. Every reader

t will find it vital and compelling
j and it will be of particular in­
i' terest to members of the medi­

cal and nursing professions. $2.50
i At all bookstores or

MACMILLAN
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which a special copy was sent to us by
His Eminence Cardinal Fumasoni-Biondi,
who has shown a very kind and constant
interest in the progress of the Commu­
nity. This instruction declared that many
missionary bishops had been writing to
the Holy Father, pleading with him to
do something to save the lives of mothers
and children in the missions. These are
dying in such numbers for want of proper
instruction and medical care that whole
tribes are being wiped out and the mis­
sions will fail for want of subjects unless
these precious lives are saved. For this
reason the Holy See has approved the
foundation of new Communities of Sis­
ters, whose members will become not only
nurses, but even physicians and surgeons,
in order to save these precious lives. The
instruction directs that the Sisters shall
not do all the work themselves, but shall
associate with them native women who
will be trained to assist them and in­
structed to share in their work. For
this reason, it has been decided to make
it a major objective of the Community
to instruct native women, first as nurse­
catechists and afterwards, it is hoped, as
doctor-catechists in central schools, estab­
lished for that purpose. Thus, these Sis­
ters are to be a teaching Community,
teachers of nursing and catechetical work
and of medical and catechetical work and
it is hoped that their graduates will go
out in groups under a lay head nurse to
work from a central place in the missions
and teach the native women to take care
of their children and their families.

This will vastly multiply the efficiency
of the work of the Sisters, as they will
devote their personal efforts to training
others. Thus about one-third of the
Community will be professional nurses
and afterwards it is hoped doctors will
also be prepared to teach. The rest will
be occupied in administrative work, sec­
retarial work and in teaching catecheti­
cal methods to the pupils in their schools.

Besides the vast extent of the relief
work of the Catholic Medical Mission
Board, it has also carried out a constant
campaign of publicity in behalf of the
Medical Mission idea. Over the radio,
by lectures, in print, and through the
little magazine, Medical Mission News,
our Catholic people have been brought
face to face with the need of medical mis­
sion work and have been encouraged to
partake in it.

Reunion in Wyoming
(Continued from page 183)

Yet, in the late summer of 1835, another
deputation reached St. Louis, led by Old
Ignace, the Iroquois, himself. Among
the party were his two sons who were
baptized on the 2nd of December with
the names Charles and Francis. In 1837,
Old Ignace set forth again, accompanied
by three Flatheads and one of the Nez
Purees. When they had gotten as far as
the Ash Hollow on the North Fork of
the Platte, a few miles above its junc­
tion with the South Fork, the whole
party was massacred by Sioux Indians.

Nothing daunted, a fourth deputation.
consisting of the Iroquois, Pierre Gaucher
and Young Ignace, went forth in 1839.
Apparently, they followed the route of
the Yellowstone and Missouri Rivers.
On the 18th of September, they were at
Council Bluffs where they met the very
man who was to satisfy their urgent
request in the following year. Arrived at
St. Louis, the deputies presented them­
selves before Bishop Rosati and obtained
definite promises for the following spring.
The Bishop’s letter to the Father Gen­
eral of the Society of Jesus on the sub­
ject is dated October 20, 1839.

About the time that Father Pierre-Jean
De Smet set out by steamboat from St.
Louis, the 27th of March, 1840, Pierre
Gaucher was back among the Flat­
heads with the news that the black­
gown was surely coming. While the mis­
sionary, accompanied by Young Ignace,
was advancing by slow stages with a
caravan of the American Fur Company
towards the rendezvous on the Green
River another group was making for
the same spot from the north. It con­
sisted of some sixty warriors of the
Flathead and Pend d’Oreilles tribes who
were covering the four hundred miles
in order to act as escort to the long-ex­
pected blackgown. When De Smet ar­
rived at the Green River on the 30th
of June, he records that the Indian guard
was already there:

“Our meeting was not that of strangers,
but of friends; it was like children run­
ning to meet their father after a long
absence. I wept with joy at embracing
them; and they also, with tears in their
eyes, welcomed me with the tenderest
expressions. With a truly patriarchal
simplicity, they told me all the little news
of their nation. ... We thanked the
Lord together for having preserved us
thus far in the midst of so many dangers,
and implored His protection in the long
journey that we had yet to make.”

Please Note
that only one summer number
of JESUIT MISSIONS is
issued: the July-August num­
ber. The next issue will be out
for September.
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Grateful Acknowledgments
Jesuit Missions gladly transmits

money gifts to any Jesuit Missionary,
GIFTS FOR THE MISSIONS

M.D., New York, N. Y $10.00
M.J.M., Cleveland, O
J.S.R., New York, N. Y
Mrs. P. O’D., New York, N. Y.
M.McC., Pawtucket, R. I
A.C., Bayonne, N. J 
N.O’H., Brooklyn, N. Y
E.M.T., Detroit, Mich 
L.J., New York, N. Y
L.J.S., Baltimore, Md

HT"" ‘. H
E.G.S., Elmshurst, N. Y  1.00
E.McL., New York, N. Y . . . 1.00
E.O’C., St. Louis, Mo  1.00
Mrs. R.R., Pacific Grove, Cal. . 1.00
M.G., New York, N. Y  1.00
S.E.K., Jr., Brooklyn, N. Y. . . . 1.00
I.S., Piqua, 0  1.00
L.R.L., Dorchester, Mass  1.00
Misses W., Baltimore, Md  1.00
Mrs. W.H.B., St. Charles, Mo. . 1.00
E.&K.V.H., Milwaukee, Wis. . . 1.00
V.M., New York, N. Y  1.00
M.A.D., Portland, Me  1.00
M.H., Albany, N. Y  1.00
D.O’L., Somerville, Mass . . 1.00
M.G., New York, N. Y  1.00
P.H., Frederick, Md  1.00
Mrs. C.E.C., St. Augustine, Fla. 1.00
M.McC., New York, N. Y. . . . 1.00
A.T.V., New York, N. Y  1.00
M.J.V.H., Dorchester, Mass.... 1.00
Mrs. F.T.H., Elyria, O  1.00
J.C., Los Angeles, Cal  1.00
M.M.McK., Elmhurst, L. I . . 1.00
L.C., New York, N. Y  1.00
For China Missions:

M.L.C., St. Louis, Mo  10.00
A.McL., Chicago, Ill  5.25
B.D., Mansfield, O  15.00
Mrs. W.L.D., San Francisco,

Cal  8.75
M.K., Dayton, O  5.00
B.L., Galveston, Tex  5.00
T.F.M., San Francisco, Cal 5.00
M.B., New York, N. Y  3.00
A.S.K., Cincinnati, O  2.00
M.A.F., Brighton, Mass  2.00
M.F.T., Brighton, Mass  2.00
E.K.G., Washington, D. C . . 2.00
Mrs. J.J.D., St. Louis, Mo. . . . LOO
J.M.M., Cleveland, O  L00
M.M., Cincinnati, O  L00
C.I.E., San Rafael, Cal .... LOO
Anonymous, Philadelphia, Pa LOO
L.B., Allston, Mass  L00
M.B.D., St. Louis, Mo  L00
M.D., New York, N. Y . . . . LOO
M.D., New York, N. Y .... LOO
A.I., Burlingame, Cal  L00
C.C., Clevelandj O  L00
G.J.Y., Buffalo, N. Y  LOO
Mrs. C.K., Columbus, Wis . . .50

For Philippine Island Missions:
Msgr. F.J.F., Philadelphia, Pa. 100.00
M.E..O’R, Woodhaven, N. Y. 25.00
Rev. G.I.M., Philadelphia, Pa 25.00
Mrs. J.C., New Orleans, La . 5.00

For Patna Missions:
A.H.H., New York, N. Y . . 15.00
Rev. J.J.McC., Holyoke, Mass. 10.00
L.A.M., Milwaukee, Wis . . 5.00
E.K.G., Washington, D. C . . 5.00
H.J., Indianapolis, Ind. . . 2.00
G.K.j Indianapolis, Ind  2.00
AnonymouSj Grafton, O  1.50

For Alaska Missions:
M.&J.M., Evansville, Ind  20.00

E.K.G., Washington, D. C. . 15.00
F.R., Brooklyn, N. Y. . 5.00

For British Honduras Mission:
M.S., Topeka, Kan .... 2.00

For Jamaica, B.W.I., Missions:
A.G.H., Boston, Mass LOO

Colored Mission in the South:
M.F.McG.j Manchester, N. H 1.00

For Ceylon Mission:
M.L., Bloomfield, N. J  5.00

Gratitude is also expressed for three
hundred and forty-three Mass stipends \
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COING, GOlNG, C N E!
It sounds like an auction sale, doesn't it? In reality it is an

Action Sail! During these summer months young American
Jesuits are, and will be on their way to foreign mission fields
entrusted to the Provinces of the Society of Jesus in the United
States. In answer to the call of obedience they will be travel­
ing by land and by sea to Alaska, the Philippine Islands, India,
China, Iraq, British Honduras in Central America, Jamaica in
the British West Indies, and to the Indian Missions of the north­

western United States.

At the present writing it is impossible to say how many American Jesuits will
be going, going to the missions this year. But when they will have gone, a
frightfully high travel bill will have been paid. If $400.00 were taken as the
average cost of transportation for one missionary from the United States to his
foreign mission, and if sixty Jesuit missionaries were to take their Action Sail this

summer, the bill would be $24,000.00.

The new missionaries are going, going and soon will have gone to the lands of their
zealous dreams. Dear reader, will you please help pay their travel bill? Please send
your gift not for an auction sale, but for the Action Sail, to JESUIT MISSIONS, 257
Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y. Every gift will be gratefully acknowledged.

Just mark your gift—

C O I N C ,

GOING,

CONE!



“Thou art
Peter—”

aQoing therefore
teach ye
all nations—w

other missionaries °/>*"'1.urc*1' have been followed down through the ages by
gathered strength ’for p- e -V t^1cn^s to f°Uow Christ. These missionaries, too, have
g ered strength for greater sacrifices from the prayers their friends have offered for them.
to thefr ^eld^of aPost^s, other human consolation they have known, they
entrusted to their care' P m a^e 7lade sacrifices, and will sacrifice yet more for the souls
must relv on nrJver f'h dePrived now of theAmerican Jesuit missionaries, are going forth
must rely on prayer-their prayers and yours-to face the trials of missionary labors.

That they—may be assured of your interest in them
may be confident of your prayerful support
may be encouraged to make yet greater sacrifices

Please, renew your subscription to JESUIT MISSIONS—subscribe to JESUIT
MISSIONS for a friend—subscribe if you are only a reader but non-subscriber.

Business Editor
Jesuit Mission Press
257 Fourth Avenue
New York, N. Y.

DOMESTIC
1 Year $1.00
3 Years 2.75
6 Years 5.00

CANADIAN
and

FOREIGN
1 Year $1.25

Dear Father:
I am enclosing $  for which please list a subscription to JESUIT MISSIONS for year(s) in the name of

Name 
Address •.................................................................................
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