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In the beginning of June His Holiness Pope Pius XII issued 
his encyclical “Evangelii Praecones” in which he traces the 
progress of mission work over the last twenty-five years. The 
number of Catholics in mission countries has risen from less 
than 15 to well over 20 millions. In 1926 there were 400 indi­
vidual missions; today there are 600. The number of native and 
foreign priests has almost doubled during the quarter of a cen­
tury. One of the most significant developments in that time has 
been the rise of a strong native clergy. In 1926 all mission 
bishops were foreigners but since that time 88 missions have been 
entrusted to the native clergy. In view of what His Holiness calls 
the “supreme crisis” between Communism and the camp of 
Christ this development is of highest importance. For the ulti­
mate goal of all missionary endeavor is to establish the Church 
on sound foundations among non-Christian peoples and place 
the Church under her own native hierarchy. Vocations are the 
criterion of a mission’s success.

In connection with the Holy 
Father’s encyclical it is interest­
ing to note the part played by 
the American Jesuits.

In 1926 the Jesuits of the 
United States were in charge of 
the missions of Alaska, Jamaica, 
British Honduras, Patna and va­
rious missions among the Amer­
ican Indians and Negroes.

American Jesuits were working 
in the Philippines but it was not 
until the following year that 
they took formal charge. Then 
China, Baghdad, Ceylon, the 
Caroline and Marshall Islands, 
Jamshedpur in India, Yoro in 
Honduras and New Delhi in 
India were added to the list. 
Men were also sent to the inde­
pendent mission of Japan. With 
well over one thousand mis­
sionaries in the field today the 
American Jesuits’ manpower is 
four times what it was in 1926.

Father Edmond Anable SJ. hails from 
Utica, N. Y., but his birthplace is a far 
cry from his present mission in Alaska. 
Originally a member of the New York 
Province, his desire to be an Alaskan mis­
sionary led him to transfer to the Oregon 
Province which mans that field. Now after 
thirteen years in the frozen north at sta­
tions like Akulurak, Pilgrim Springs, Holy 
Cross, Nome and Fairbanks, Father Anable 
has begun a tour of the entire mission

field with both camera and typewriter. He intends to record in 
permanent fashion the customs and life of Alaska.

COVER. A mountaineer from the 
highlands around the Katmandu 
valley in Nepal. The sight of 
American Jesuits who are open­
ing a school in Katmandu will bo 
a strange one for this aged Nepa­
lese because foreigners have long 
been forbidden in the kingdom 
hidden away beneath the lofty 
Himalayas.
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KEYS TO THE

One of the many temples which are found in the mountainous 
terrain of Nepal. This is a Hindu shrine in Chinese style.

forbidden Kingdom

KEVIN N. CLEARY S.J.

Last March the Nepal Govern­
ment asked the American Jesuits 
of Patna Mission to open a 
school in that country. Father 
Cleary here describes the back­
ground to the new mission.

T
hese are modern times.
A Dakota takes off from 
Patna, on the banks of the 

Ganges, and touches down in 
the heart of Nepal in less than 
an hour. From the window of 
the plane the parched dry ex­
panses of Indian fields look 
brown and lifeless in the heat of 
summer. Then suddenly a dark 
strip of heavy forest comes into 
view, the famous jungle-land, 
called “the Terai”, where the 
wild elephant, the tiger and the 
rhinoceros find a congenial
home. Within a few minutes the plane seems 
heading frighteningly into the massive 
mountains of the Himalayas but from 10,000 
feet the pilot glides between the walls of 
the mountainpass and lands the plane in the 
beautiful, undulating valley of Nepal. It 
seems all so easy. Yet if the traveler had 
taken the long overland route ,it would have 
been a painful three days by creeping train, 
uncertain motor-bus and slow pack-horse.

The name “Nepal” has a ring of mystery 
in its sound. This little known country runs 
in length for 500 miles on the bend of the 
Himalayas. Its average width, including 
mountain land and narrow strip at the foot­
hills, is reckoned at about 70 miles. To the 
north the highest snow-capped peaks in the 
wdfld are its dazzling guardians. But Nepal 
is known chiefly by the important Katmandu 

valley where the old kings of history fought 
for supremacy and built their capitals.

Katmandu, with its population of 100,000, 
is the largest of the old towns and has given 
its name to the valley. It existed in the time 
of Emperor Asoka who ruled northern In­
dia in 250 B.C. Today, Katmandu is im­
portant as the centre of government, as the 
royal city, as the wealthy settlement of the 
best families. There are other smaller towns 
in the valley but the Nepalese people are 
mountain folk, not given to city life.

A smile and a laugh costs nothing to 
those children of the hills—they are always 
full of fun and humor, their little slanting 
eyes brimful of happy life, their strong, 
sturdy bodies capable of hard toil and en­
durance. They are a handsome people, fair 
of skin and pleasing of feature. The women 
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dress in colorful clothes but they know by 
innate good taste how to blend color. The 
mother in the home is a hard toiler and a 
diligent worker. She possesses character and 
determination and passes on these fine 
qualities to her children. The men, short 
of stature but muscular, have their work 
to do in the rice and wheat fields. The great 
majority of the Nepalese people are agri­
culturists. The trades and manufactures of 
the towns and villages are of a domestic 
kind and of small importance. Traders from 
India have for many years carried their ar­
ticles of merchandise by pack-horse up the 
steep and difficult mountain paths.

Highlanders make intrepid soldiers. The 
men of Nepal, especially of the Gurkha 
tribe, have become famous in the East as 
fearless fighters and tough soldiers. Their 
traditional curved knife, the “kukri”, is now 
known far and wide wherever the Gurkha 
battalions have served in the British Empire.

The ancient history of Nepal tells of wars 
and conquests, invasions from India, dynas­
ties being bom, kings being vanquished. To­
day certain changes are taking place. The 
British rulers of India were considered friends 

on their way from Peking to India. Father 
Grueber makes the first European references 
to Nepal: “The King of Cadmendu (Kat­
mandu) welcomed the Fathers very warmly, 
perhaps because of a telescope, which was 
up to that time unknown in Necbal (Nepal), 
and other mathematical instruments which 
roused the royal curiosity to such an extent 
that he wished to keep the Fathers with him. 
He promised them that when they came back 
he would build a house for the use of our 
Order ...” Another well known Jesuit ex­
plorer, Father Desideri, who when in Lhasa 
had written books in Tibetan, stayed in 
Katmandu for a short while about 1715.

By 1715 the Capuchin Fathers had estab­
lished a mission in Katmandu. Their records 
tell the story of heroic men who learnt the 
difficult language of those countries, wrote 
scholarly books, traveled back and forth to 
Lhasa, ever intent upon God’s work and 
glory. In 1769 the Capuchin Fathers closed 
down their establishment in Nepal and set­
tled their Christians near Bettiah, not far 
from the foothills of Himalayas and the pres­
ent Patna Mission.

That was the end of a chapter. Now in
of Nepal but the hill country was closed to 
foreigners and even Englishmen were con­
sidered foreigners.

Yet those early European travelers, those 
giants of heart and stamina, who first trav-

1951 came the invitation to the Jesuits to 
open a school so that the children of modem 
Nepal may enjoy the benefits of an advanced 
education in the surroundings of their own 
mountains and homes. The American Jesuits

of the Chicago Province wereersed on foot the “forbidden

outskirts of Katmandu. Classes 
began in July.

May the new school bring 
golden advantages to the fine 
people of Nepal!

saux, have left us most in­
sting accounts of Nepal 
Tibet. The Jesuit explor- 
Grueber and Dorville, 

ed through Nepal in 1661

The good humor of the people of 
the hills shines in their faces.

th long freedom comes a sturdy 
ependence and ready laughter.



JOHN R. HUGHES S.J.

been measured three times already. Rokko’s 
marathon is forty miles long!

The whole thing is, to us softies, unbeliev­
able. I did not believe it myself when they 
first told me, but it was not long before I 
had to admit it was true.

For about a month before the big event, 
the whole school gets about an hour each 
day of jogging around the school play­
ground, during their physical education per­
iod, to limber up their muscles and strength­
en them for the feat. Excepting the lame and 
the sick, everyone from the smallest tyke to 
the biggest lad gets ready with the undis­
cussed intention of just doing the thing. 
After about a week of this jogging, the boys 
are all limbered up and the rest of the 
toughening is just routine.

Comes the day of the big race, and every­
one of the school, even those who did not 
run, must be assembled by 6:45 a.m. at the 
designated place, the foot of the mountain 
that stands in back of Kobe. Since it is Oc­
tober, the morning will be cold, and every­
one hopes that the day will be clear, for 
then they will make better time and fewer 
will have to give up. Next comes the address 
by the physical education instructor as to 
how to run the race, and finally the solid,

he Boston Mabathon 
of twenty-six miles is a 

-LL pipe.” This is what the 
Japanese boys here at Rokko 
High in Kobe would say if I 
dared to tell them that in my 
home town, the real professionals 
or big time runners, run only 
twenty-six miles, while these lads 
run forty miles. Practically every­
one who hears of this forty-mile 
business, refuses to believe it; 
they look at Father with a kind, 
pitying smile, which says: “Yes, 
Father, I know, your Japanese 
boys are good and you are really 
training them strictly, but after 
all, you shouldn’t tell fibs like 
that.” So you tell him to get out 
his jeep and go along with the 
boys on the day and measure the 
entire course. The distance has

A group of Rokko High boys along the way in the forty-mile 
marathon. The winners usually do the course In 51/? hours.
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stirring address by Father Takemiya S.J., the 
school principal. At 7:00 a.m. some 700 boys 
start up that mountain road that will bring 
them up three thousand feet over the 
mountain, up and down some valleys, down 
a mild slope to Takarazuka, and then out 
onto the main highway that leads back to 
Kobe and finally up the road that leads to 
the school, the steepest grind of all.

The ages of the boys run from about 
twelve to eighteen, equivalent to from the 
seventh grade grammar school to the fourth 
high, Stateside. They all run the marathon, 
and once three years ago, a first year boy 
won it. Last year a second year boy, four­
teen years old, won it.

You don’t believe it? Well, I myself still 
can’t completely understand it. To see 
youngsters of twelve, thirteen, fourteen 
years of age calmly step up to a feat like 
that and then do it year in and year out, 
is almost too much for me. But they do it, 
and no one considers it world-shaking by 
any means. The idea behind it in the Japa­
nese mind is that if when you are young 
you have done something really rough, 
you’ll have no trouble meeting any difficulty 
that comes up in later life.

The good of it all? Well, take a spirit 
like that and imbue it with the Christian 
faith, and you have the thousands of early 
Japanese martyrs; the thousands that were 
besieged and massacred at Shimobara when 
the persecutors drove them onto the last 
piece of land on the sea; you have the

The author (left) with Father Veelken S.J., Rec­
tor of Rokko, and recently baptized boys in Kobe.

amazing disdain for life and limb that baf­
fled the soldiers at Guadalcanal, at Bougain­
ville, New Guinea, Peleliu, and all the other 
places where our soldiers met the Japanese.

Yes, the Boston Marathon is a pipe; when 
you compare it with the ordinary spirit and 
the endurance of the Japanese people.

The record for the run was set four years ago when 
the winner came in in 4 hours and 58 minutes.

The finish. As a general rule two-thirds of the 
700 boys finish within the eight hours allowed.
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T
he 500 miles that separate Damas­
cus and Baghdad embrace one of the 
most desolate areas on the face of the 
earth. One can travel for fifteen hours by 

auto and see nothing but hard sand and 
rock, and the blistering sun and desert- 
swept sands render impossible any form of 
human habitation. There is no life in this 
boundless desert because the essential ele­
ment of water is lacking.

Making this journey by air is a depress­
ing and unique experience. Even on the 
clearest day there is a dull haze, and once 
the sands begin to blow the visibility is re­
duced to nothing. After about twenty min­
utes of this changeless scenery the traveler

Winding its way across this great desert 
like a massive black snake is the famous 
Pipe Line, built to carry oil to the refineries 
of Haifa. At regular intervals along the way 
are pumping stations, where the oil is 
speeded on its long desert journey. H-3 is 
one of these stations and it is always amus­
ing to watch the passengers in the plane 
when they spot it for the first time. Here 
a large community of British and Iraqis 
have built a small town with every con­
venience that can possibly be had. Wells 
have been sunk and the precious water has

hesitates to look out the window of the 
plane, for the picture will not change until 
he approaches the Tigris and Euphrates 
valley on the outskirts of Baghdad.

The heart of the oasis. The main classroom build­
ing of Baghdad College. Photo by Father Larkin.

-
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made a miniature paradise in the 
midst of this barren wasteland. 
On first sight the sfrangers in the 
plane believe it to be another 
mirage, for the green trees, rich 
foliage and neat buildings have 
no place in this lifeless desert. The 
plane circles H-3 and lands for 
fuel, while the passengers sip cool 
water and gaze in wonderment at 
the vision before their eyes. This 
is indeed an oasis of the desert, 
ardently appreciated by all, but 
for one making the journey by 
land it is infinitely more welcome.

When the plane finally takes off 
again and wings its way towards 
Baghdad the thoughts of the mis­
sionary turn to the realm of spir­
itual truths and the timeless les­
sons of God. This vast desert is a 
remarkable type of the human 
soul without God. It is an empty 
and desolate region, bereft of life



because it has abandoned the true source 
of life, and deprived of all those super­
natural gifts so necessary for the attainment 
of salvation. The water, so indispensable for 
human life, is the symbol of God’s grace,

Father Thomas Mulve- 
hill SJ. hails from 
Norwood, Mass, and 
is a graduate of Bos­
ton College. Now he's 
at B. C.-on-the-Tigris.

There is no more welcome sight to the desert trav­
eler than the green date trees which mean life.

without which there can be no eternal life. 
And just as surely as water is required to 
make the desert bloom, so also is God’s 
grace necessary to transform the soul into 
an object of divine love, whose infinite 
beauty is beyond the comprehension of man. 
The desert traveler may journey hundreds 
of miles before he finds water, and many 
have perished in the attempt; the man who 
is on the highroad to heaven need only im­
plore God’s grace and it is his for the asking.

The counterpart for H-3 in this religious 
panorama is Baghdad College, the spiritual 
oasis where the traveler will find refresh­
ment for his soul. Located in the heart of 
Islam, this thriving school of over 500 boys 
functions with the precision of a new Ford. 
But it is something more than a school 
where languages, mathematics and the sci­
ences are drilled into the minds of the 
young. It is a house of God where the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass is offered more than 
twenty times each day; it is a beautiful 
sanctuary where the Christian poor of the 
neighborhood and the students attend Mass 
in our two small chapels during the early 
hours of the morning; it is the headquarters 

for the League of the Sacred Heart where 
the students enroll with all the zeal of youth 
and return home to consecrate their families; 
it is the home of the Queen of Heaven, who 
is daily honored by the students and fac­
ulty alike; it is a school in which young 
minds are taught their religion six days a 
week and are inspired to practice it by the 
example of their teachers. You must see 
Baghdad College with your own eyes to 
fully appreciate it and feel the joy of the 
desert traveler who returns from his long 
journey to this oasis of God.

The celebrated Point Four program for 
assisting undeveloped areas may one day 
make this desert land bloom, but we at 
Baghdad College have our own Point Four 
program. It involves no bulldozers, tractors, 
trucks, nor the obsolete shovel. It can pros­
per without the aid of the magic dollar. 
Our program is one that can succeed by 
prayer alone, and the prayer of all at Bagh­
dad College is that Christ may one day 
reign in the hearts of millions in this part 
of the world, who bear the heavy burden 
of life without the joys of the true faith.
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Colony on Crusade
(The Author is the Diocesan Director ap­
pointed by Bishop David Hickey S.J. to lead 
the Crusade of Prayer in British Honduras.)

ORANGE WALK DOZED IN THE BRIGHT 

sunshine and did not hear the sud­
den serenade o£ the church bells.

As our car came to a stop, 
only two men came forward to 
meet us. The bells rang on and 
on but the people did not ap­
pear. The streets were deserted.

I waited for the reaction of 
the Catholic laymen in the car 
with me who were members of 
the Central Committee of Be­
lize, and who had sacrificed time 
and pleasure to work for the 
Crusade movement.

“It just doesn’t make sense,” 
one of them said, “coming all 
the way from Belize to lecture 
to two men.”

A door of the car clicked open 
and one of the men stepped out.

“It looks like Mohammed 
must go to the mountain,” he 
said. “Let’s go.”

As we moved from house to 
house we heard the usual ex­
cuses. The man of the house 

through the “cell technique”. Each parish 
would have its cell-unit composed of ten 
members and a Promoter to direct the ac­
tivities of the group. Finally, the various 
parish units would be held together by the 
Central Committee with the Bishop at the 
head.

“As an example of how the Crusade works 

Father Facundo Castillo, Diocesan Director of the Crusade 
of Prayer, and members of the Central Committee in Belize.

was not at home or simply did
not feel well. Here and there, however, we 
managed to bag a recruit, and by the time 
we arrived at the meeting hall we had at­
tracted quite a following of very curious 
men.

It was interesting to watch the growing 
interest on their faces as one of the members 
of the Committee explained the Crusade 
movement to them.

“The idea of the Crusade,” he said, “is 
to make all Catholics conscious of the need 
for prayer and self-denial.”

He pointed out how the Crusade is built 
on the doctrine of the Mystical Body and 
how it was to be carried out most effectively

FATHER FACUNDO CASTILLO 

out in practise,” he said, “here’s what would 
be expected of you people of Orange Walk. 
The individual Crusader would be asked to 
say the Morning Offering; the cell-unit of 
ten persons would meet once a week for a 
private Holy Hour in the church or in a 
home; finally, the parish would arrange for 
more formal Holy Hours, lectures, study- 
groups and liturgical societies. To avoid 
monotony, special drives should be held 
now and then. At certain periods, the Morn­
ing Offering and the Holy Hour should be 
emphasized. At another time, special stress 
should be given to the Family Rosary and 
to week-day Mass with a Communion of 
Reparation.”

This contact of the educated layman with 
the villagers worked like a charm. The 
people seemed to realize the importance of 
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their personal interest and effort if the 
Crusade was to succeed.

At Yo Creek, a little Indian village just 
outside Orange Walk, we came off with 
flying colors. Here, we had an audience of 
125, most of whom were men. Some had 
come out of curiosity to see what these well- 
dressed men of Belize wanted in their vil­
lage on a Sunday afternoon. One of the 
Committee, whose fine Spanish accent de­
lighted the audience, explained why we 
had come.

“The evils of the world and of our col­

utes”—a rather clever description of group- 
prayer.

The people of British Honduras are be­
ginning to deepen their experience of what 
it means to five the life of the Mystical 
Body. They are coming to understand more 
and more what St. Paul was talking about 
twenty centuries ago. If we succeed in 
carrying out the Crusade movement on a 
colony-wide basis, many problems can be 
solved. We will be able to carry out the 
Popes program of Catholic Action more 
efficiently; we will be able to inject new

ony,” he said, “are increasing. Disaster is 
ahead. The Pope has said that the reason 
for it all is that men have deserted God and 
have rejected His law. There is only one 
answer to this problem. We must all go 
back to God. We must return to the Com­
mandments. Then we can expect peace and 
order in our colony and in the world.”

The response was magnificent. When 
called upon to join the Crusade, there was 
a chorus of “Si, senor!” “Como no, senor!”

Even the children in the schools are talk­

The Crusade of Prayer was not only for 
adults. Children of St. Ignatius School 
in Belize staged a Crusade play.

ing about the Crusade. It is not unusual to 
see a junior Promoter leading a group of 
budding Crusaders to church for prayer. 
Recently, a father of a little girl told me 
that when he asked his daughter where she 
had gone with one of her playmates, she 
replied that she had gone to “God’s Min-

life into such things as the Cooperative 
movement, the St. Vincent de Paul Con­
ference, the Scout movement, and into the 
various educational activities. The “cell tech­
nique” has already proved its tremendous 
power to stir people to do things for Christ.
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ALASKA

(Left) The author hits the trail. (Above) A Sis­
ter of St. Ann raids the all-important woodpile.

EDMOND A. ANABLE SJ.

( 7 his is the first of a series of articles on the 
different mission stations of Alaska.)

WHEN THE ILLNESS OF ONE OF THE 
Fathers caused my transfer a num­
ber of years ago, from the active 
mission field to the more or less settled 

existence of parish life in Fairbanks, I lost 
much of my contact with the group of men 
and women who spend their lives in the 
out of the way spots of the missions of 
Alaska.

Now I am beginning a trip around the 
villages and the missions, months of visiting 
one place after another in an attempt to 
put on film the life of the people of Alaska, 
and to tell the story of the missions and 
of the men and women who make those 
missions live.

Yesterday, a plane brought me from Fair­
banks to Nulato. I begin to wonder, if dur­
ing the years I have been away from the 
missions I haven’t forgotten what mission 
life is; if I haven’t been taking for granted 
those men and women who, year after year, 
pass their lives in silence and solitude, that 
God may be known by His people of the 
river and tundra.

The thermometer read thirty-five degrees 
below zero as I stepped from the plane into 
a gentle twenty-mile-an-hour breeze. And 
though clothed in furs from head to foot, I 
hastened towards the warmth and comfort 
of the mission of Our Lady of the Snows. 
But before reaching there, Father Baud, a 
veteran of twenty years of service on the 
Yukon, clad in a most bedraggled overcoat, 
canvas overboots on his feet and looking
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Three of these orphans have just been baptized by 
Father Baud. That makes the long days worth while.

A missionary's cabin is not the latest thing in 
interior decorating nor in heating equipment.

like anything in the world but a missionary, 
hurried through the drifts and offered the 
hearty welcome which is peculiar to the 
trails of the North.

His hair is gray and the lines in his face 
have become deep and permanent, but his 
hearty French accent booms out as strongly 
and as rapidly as ever.

Have you ever wondered what a mission­
ary does with his time? The day begins 
at four o’clock in the morning, when the 
bed is warm and comfortable, and the floor 
is like a sheet of ice. The task of hurriedly 
lighting a fire in the little wood stove is 
almost an act of heroism. But lighted it 
must be, if when you return you are to 
find your wash basin of water warm enough 
to make at least a pass at washing. You 
bundle up and through the darkness hurry 
to the school and there, using a flashlight 
to locate wood and matches, blowing upon 
your fingers, you succeed in getting those 
stoves also at their daily performance.

Mass, offered by candlelight in the little 
chapel of the Sisters, is the one great mo­
ment of the day when the presence of God 
can be truly felt. The rest of the day, spent 
in the cabins of the village; shoveling 
through the drifts of snow; at the wood 
pile; in the classroom; all these are sanc­
tified because the morning offering has 
turned every waking thought and word and 
deed to a prayer to God.

And for twenty-four hours I have revelled 
in it all. I have been in the little cellar of 
the Sisters’ house and have seen the endless 
rows of shining glass jars filled with moose, 

beaver, salmon, berries, carrots and all the 
other things the Sisters canned during the 
short summer months, in preparation for 
these days of cold and scarcity.

I have been in the class rooms and have 
seen the Sisters working with stubborn In­
dian minds, minds more interested in the 
thought of the beaver trap lines, or the 
coming days of Muskrat Camp.

I have been in the little shed, used as a 
laundry, and have seen Sister Mary Claude 
struggle with steaming tubs of water and 
the stiffened forms of frozen clothing.

At night, I have been with Father Baud 
in the little club he has made of a Quonset 
hut, which he opens each night for the 
youngsters of the village; nights when he 
might legitimately think'instead, of a com­
fortable chair, a book and a warm room. 
I have watched him teach the youngsters 
the various games he has installed there for 
them, and when the clock made the final 
tick and the hands pointed at nine, I have 
seen that which makes it all worth while, 
Father and his children, kneeling together, 
saying their night prayers.

And finally, I have seen Father, his bless­
ing given, through the darkness of the Arctic 
night, make his lonely way back to his own 
little room, to his final moments of spiritual 
labors before the lamp was turned out and 
his tired frame sank back with a sigh, until 
the alarm clock would ring again in the 
darkness at four in the morning. This is the 
life of a missionary, day after day, year 
after year, a life offered to God and lived 
for God. How much I had forgotten!
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(Above) St. Theresa's Church in the 
Christian quarter of the old city of 
Baghdad. It is also called Padre Pierre's 
after the loved Carmelite.

(Above) The statue of the Little Flower in the 
Church of St. Ignatius in Manila. The Patroness 
of the Missions is loved in both East and West.

(Left) Over forty years ago Padre Pierre came to 
Baghdad to spend one year. The "spoiled child of 
God" is revered for his long service and sacrifice.

T
he Little Flower certainly adopt­
ed a new set of tactics on reaching 
heaven. At Lisieux she hid herself in 

a convent of contemplatives and let the 
world pass by. Now, you can’t escape her.

About two hundred miles north of Bagh­
dad College there is a monastery. It is said 
to date back to before the time of Columbus. 
Yet the Little Flower has her statue there. 
Daily the ancient ritual of the Syrian Cath­

olic rite is interrupted to give her a swing 
of incense. She who so wished that she had 
a brother to be a priest looks down on the 
young seminarians in black cotton capes and 
soutanes, chanting the praises of God in 
Syriac.

In her Mass the opening words are from 
the Canticle of Canticles. They are, as it 
were, the call of Our Lord to His spouse 
(for every nun takes Our Lord as her 
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spouse), "Come from Lebanon, my spouse, 
come from Lebanon, come . . . ” And in­
deed she is enshrined in the green hills of 
Lebanon overlooking the blue and white 
foaming coasts of the Mediterranean. Her 
statue is in the chapel of another seminary 
there, though this institution is for Maron­
ites. Here also she presides over the prayers 
and devotions of young priests-to-be.

Here in Baghdad she is the patron of an 
orphanage of the Carmelite Fathers. She is 
prayed to and sung to in Arabic by dozens 
of little lads for whom in return she pro­
vides daily bread and tea and sometimes a 
whole sheep. She keeps their shirts and little 
pants on this side of decency but sometimes 
they have to develop a scuffling walk to 
keep their shoes on. The man who saved 
them from the tragedies of their homes is 
one Padre Pierre. He came to Baghdad 
decades ago to relieve a fellow Carmelite 
for just a year and he has stayed for more 
than forty. He built his orphanage in the 
heart of Baghdad which the summer heat 
makes like a baker’s oven from early morn­
ing to long after dusk. The winter rains 
soak through the bricks giving the house and 
church a clammy coldness. Yet Padre Pierre 
tramped the streets of Baghdad for his or­
phans and called himself “the spoiled child 
of God.” His spirit being so close to St. 
Theresa’s it seems not a desecration to call 
the church either St. Theresa’s or Padre 
Pierre’s.

Though God raised the Little Flower to 
great heights of sanctity, her own paintings 
never reached those levels. Likewise there 
seem to be few artists amongst her clients. 
Padre Pierre ordered two pictures of her 
from Italy and placed them on either side 
of the back wall of the sanctuary. In one 
she is receiving her first Holy Communion 
and in the other she is on her death bed 
receiving Viaticum. The scenes are appro­
priate enough but the execution makes you 
shudder. St. Theresa has certainly managed 
to get herself poorly represented in plaster 
and on canvas. Yet despite the sickly sweet 
front that devotions to her are sometimes 
overlaid with, she herself wins through. She 
desired the salvation of ev^^yone so ardently 
that she has become ensl. ined in the heart 
of the Christian East as well as the Chris­
tian West.

THOMAS F. HUSSEY S.J. j
i ' ' ■
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IN THE GOSPEL FOR THE COMMEMORA­
TION of the Seven Sorrows of Our 
Lady, Saint John has immortalized 
with simple words a sublime figure of 
maternal love and understanding, a 
brave portrait of woman’s quiet 
strength and tenacious courage. “Now, 
there stood by the cross of Jesus, His 
Mother.” In the restraint imposed by 
his own compassionate sorrow, the 
Evangelist left many things unsaid.

That lovely medieval hymn, the 
“Stabat Mater”, amplifies the unwrit­
ten reflections of Saint John in its 
tender stanzas. And it has inspired a 
Pergolesi, a Haydn, a Rossini to the 
fiery pathos of their musical settings 
for that scene on Calvary that was Our 
Lady’s crowning sorrow. Who can 
count the souls that have been drawn 
by this appealing hymn to share Our 
Lady’s vigil by the cross, or the aching 
hearts that have been led to seek their 
comfort in that compassionate and 
comprehending Mother, so acquainted 
herself with sorrow?

Next to the altar of Calvary in 
Jerusalem’s Holy Sepulchre there is an 
altar dedicated to the Mother of Sor­
rows. Surmounting it, a ceramic bust 
of Our Lady portrays with vivid real­
ism that which Saint John has merely 
suggested. Her eyes express unspeak­
able sadness and her heart is trans­
fixed with a golden poniard, in rather 
stark allusion to Simeon’s prophecy— 
“Thy own soul a sword shall pierce”.

A profusion of rings adorns her 
fingers and jewelled necklaces sparkle 
in the dim candlelight. They were left 
by pilgrims who came to comfort her. 
But more precious adornment in her 
sight are, I am sure, the unseen pray­
ers of filial piety that faithful children 
everywhere offer the Mother of Sor­
rows. Francis W. Anderson S.J.

Come, follow me

__ __________________



(Above)
Fathers Miff and 
Madaras, the late 
Bishop Rice and 
Father Coffey, 
Baghdad College's 
early -founders.

BAGHDAD COLLEGE
CONDUCTED BY

THE AMERICAN JESUITS



7305 NIGHTS
in Baghdad

T
he first thousand and one nights in Bagh­
dad were not too cheerful for the handful of 
American Jesuits who were hying to run a school 
in the fabled city on the Tigris. The first Baghdad 

College was located in a narrow alley on the edge 
of the old Christian quarter. The welcome ex­
tended to the founding Fathers was far from uni­
versal and coldness, suspicion and even hostility 
were part of the early trials. Several times in those 
early years the very existence of the school was 
threatened. But the handful of men hung on grimly.

Now twenty years have passed and the handful 
of Jesuits has grown to over 30. On the outskirts 
of the city stands the new and graceful Baghdad 
College, a shining tribute to men who would not 
fail in the task allotted to them by God.

Father Chads Mahan 
16 years in Baghdad

Fr. John Miff
19 years

Fr. Joseph Merrick
18 years

Fr. Edward Madaras
20 years



Father Welzmiller gives Nandan a 
breath-taking shower with water from 
a well recently drilled at his mission 
in Piru, Bihar, India.

I HAVE JUST CONDUCTED AN EXPERIMENT AT 
my Arrah mission in the Bihar District of 
India. The apparatus consisted of one ther­
mometer and one blazing sun in the heavens. 
At 12:24 p.m., Indian Standard Time, the 
glass in the shade showed 96° F. At 12:27 
after being exposed to the sun, flat on the 
earth, it registered 110° F.; at 12:30—122° 
F.; at 12:33—132° F. I had to take the ther­
mometer in to save it from cracking.

At 25° north of the Equator and 85° east 
longitude, Bihar is sunkist enough to be 
called the Land of the Noonday Sun. The 
prevailing winds are east and west with rain­
fall depending on northeast monsoons. For 
the most part now a blast from the western 
deserts sweeps the land and grills it to a sun­
baked waste except for the mango groves 
and avenues of trees. No self-respecting tuft 
of grass will send up a blade unless hard by 
some water channel.

Meanwhile the dust swirls, the “sand­
devils” dance and the gusts, often of hur-

FRANCIS J. WELZMILLER S.J.

LAND OF THE 
Noonday Sun

ricane velocity, strip the half­
formed mangoes from the trees— 
it is India’s blizzard of heat under 
a sky of brass. Strangely, here it 
is the season of greatest travel, for 
with Venus in conjunction with 
the sun, it is the time propitious 
for marriages. A twenty or thirty 
mile hike to a marriage feast is 
quite usual for a villager. Exhaus­
tion, heat stroke and cholera take 
their toll. A long bike ride is wear­
ing these days.

When the west wind blows, the resultant 
dry air ensures quick evaporation and relief; 
not so when the breeze veers ’round to the 
east as it does in the weeks just before the 
July rains. Then the days are really deadly 
for the Ganges plain is steamingly sultry with 
humidity high. Perspiration just does not dry 
but forms an envelope that seals you in a 
Turkish bath. Since the blood is hampered 
in casting off surplus water, the stage is set 
for digestive complaints, the least of which 
is loss of appetite and the worst, cholera.

As during the day, the refuge is indoors, 
so night finds us camping out. Beds with 
mosquito nets are put out clear of the build­
ings. Earth and walls are radiators giving 
off calories. Old Sol has been pumping into 
them over a twelve hour shift. After the 
blustery day there is usually a dead calm. 
Even outside you will be perspiring and 
won’t try to sleep before 11 p.m. Nothing 
unusual about that. The catch is that the 
birds and chickens keep union hours the 
world over. They will see to it that you don’t 
miss the first crack of dawn which announces 
the swift arrival of another day in the Land 
of the Noonday Sun.
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THE HIDDEN LIFE
THOMAS A. HALLEY S.J.

Father

time. Even in summer it 
often meant starting a fire 
to warm the chapel for 
Mass. His simple appeal­
ing sermons were always 
carefully prepared. The 
catechetical instructions 
after Mass were as lively 
as was the visit which fol­
lowed with the families 
of the children. He knew 
all by name. They loved 
Father Riester.

Father Riester was al­
ways at the back of anyRiester

petitioner for help; the Indians, his Jesuit 
brethren, the Franciscan Sisters who teach 
the children at St. Stephen’s school. And he 
had the happy graciousness of making all 
feel that he was the one accommodated.

His kindliness and understanding heart 
made him sought out by young and old alike 
in the confessional. A placidity of soul was

L
ess than a year af­

ter the death of 
Father Peter DeSmet, 
the colorful pioneer In­

dian missionary in the 
Rocky Mountain States, 
Albert C. Riester was 
born in Upper Sandusky, 
Ohio. His death on 
March 20th of this year 
recalls the fittingness of 
associating the two. For 
the past quarter of a 
century, after a number 
of years of service in 
Jesuit colleges, Father Riester has devoted 
himself to the apostolate of the American 
Indians. He died at St. Stephen’s Mission, 
near the foot of the Wind River Range of 
the Rockies, beloved by all who knew him.

Much like the life of St. Joseph, Father 
Riester s life at the comparatively isolated 
St. Stephen’s Mission was hidden from most
of the world. Yet who can measure the 
worth of such a life? In a way it is the life 
of most of those working on the missions; 
the surveying days of Xavier’s or De Smet’s 
pioneering are gone now. The less spec­
tacular follow-up of bringing their charges 
into the faith and forming them to know 
and love Christ and Our Lady; the many 
little manual labor jobs so much a part of 
mission life—were the substance of Father

what all noted especially in his character— 
he had a kindly and ready smile, was com­
passionate with those in sorrow, but in grief 
or joy there was no sign of extreme.

Father Riester was beloved of God and 
man, an epitome of the hiddenness and self- 
effacement of so many of the missionaries 
giving themselves to Christ. Their work looks 
only to the day of “one flock and one shep­
herd” and this objective, “May the earth re-

Riester’s quarter of a century on the missions.
One of the most outlying chapels was 

his to visit regularly during nearly all this 

sound from pole to pole with one cry: ‘Praise 
to the Divine Heart that wrought our sal­
vation, to it be glory and honor forever.’ ”

Indians of the Wind River reservation in Wyoming where Father Riester labored the last 25 years.



IN JAMAICA INSTEAD OF ASKING, “HOW ARE THINGS 
going?” we say, “What’s happening, man?” In 
the normal every day conversation the reply to 

this greeting is, “Nothing strange.” But in the past 
few months no one has been able to give the usual 
answer to the usual question.

It all began early in March when Father Patrick 
Moore of the Scarboro Foreign Mission Society 
landed at Palisadoes Airport with the Pilgrim Virgin 
Statue of Our Lady of Fatima in his arms. Father 
Moore had just finished a tour of the Caribbean 
Islands and here, on the long awaited day, he was 
landing in Jamaica, the Pearl of the Antilles. Today, 
and the succeeding weeks were to add this beauti­
ful tropical jewel of the islands to Mary’s long rosary 
of conquests. On every face there was a smile as big 
as the large hospitable heart of Jamaica. His Lord­
ship Bishop McEleney along with a host of priests 
and nuns and laity in their thousands turned out

i
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for Our Lady’s visitation. From the air­
port a cavalcade of cars and crowded 
trucks accompanied the “Beautiful 
Lady” to the grounds of Holy Rosary 
Church which was to be the starting 
point of the parade.

Never in the history of the island was 
this reception ever duplicated. Every 
church, school, and convent was repre­
sented. For weeks secret preparations 
had been going on in the construction 
of floats. All advance work was kept 
secret because there was a holy rivalry 
among all parishes to see who could 
present the most beautiful tribute to our 
guest of honor. Nor were these prepara­
tions in vain for the products of loving 
hearts were breathtaking in their beaut)’. 
St. George’s College named its float,

Father Neil Donahue S.J., the author.



“The Seat of Wisdom.” The scholastics and 
boys of the school Sodality were rewarded 
for their efforts by the “Ohs” and “Ahs” of 
the eighteen thousand who lined the route 
of the march. A Living Rosary was depicted 
by the Sodalists of Holy Rosary parish. Holy 
Cross took as its motif the scene of Calvary. 
St. Anne’s had Mary’s own mother enshrined 
in their hearts and on a lily-decorated altar. 
The apparitions at Lourdes were portrayed 
by the members of the Church of St. Peter 
and Paul. The Cathedral’s offering was a 
thing of beauty and doubly appreciated by 
Our Lady from the fact that although it suf­
fered a mechanical failure its parishioners, 
by sheer numbers, pushed it along in the 
parade.

When the crowd of Mary’s children as­
sembled on the grounds of Winchester Park 
it was, by a conservative police estimate, a 
gathering twenty thousand strong. Here in 
the glow of myriads of candles Fatima’s mes­
sage of penance and prayer was received in 
the hushed silence of evening.

The warmth of Mary’s welcome increased 
daily as each parish in the city of Kingston 
celebrated, in turn, Fatima day. What can 
be said of one parish may be repeated of all. 
Beginning with a candlelight procession 
along the streets of the city, thousands told 
their rosaries and stormed heaven with their 
requests for peace.

It was also among the hills of Jamaica 
that Mary’s Ave reechoed for the succeeding 
weeks. Each main mission station and little 
bush chapel was visited by Our Lady of 
Fatima. Each night there was a candlelight 
procession along the public streets and the 
rosary was recited by Catholics and non­
Catholics alike. It was as if Our Lady wanted 
to show her power to captivate hearts. The 
statue which was enshrined on top of the 
Ave Maria van was soon to have her whom it 
represented in the hearts and on the lips of 
all. In many places non-Catholics had been 
warned by their ministers to have no part 
in this so-called idolatry. Yet they turned out 
not only to watch the procession but thou­
sands throughout the island attended the 
Marian Hour. Many heard for the first time 
the full explanation of Mary’s place in the 
redemption.

To those in America who wonder at times 
if all this missionary activity of the Church 
is worth while let this be told. In out of the 
way places here in Jamaica where life goes 
on today in the same manner as in pre­
slavery times, there are little cells of fervent 
Catholics who have kept the faith and who 
are fighting the good fight for Christ and 
His Mother. At back-of-the-wall places like 
Mount Joseph and May River, high up in 
the mountains of the island, over five hun­
dred people stood watch before the Blessed 
Sacrament from five at night until nine the 
next day. When asked why they did so one 
remarked: “So my Mother will not think 
that I do not appreciate the honor she has 
shown us by coming to visit us here.”

The Mother of God has now strung 
Jamaica, the Pearl of the Antilles, to the 
rosary which she clasped in her hands at 
Fatima. “What’s happening, man?” Some­
thing wonderful!

St. Anne's parish float depicted Mary's own mother.Jamaica had never witnessed a similar reception.



THE POPE’S Mission INTENTION

SEPTEMBER: Christian Social
Education in the Missions

In no other continents of the world 

has our modem economic evolution made 
greater material progress than in Asia and 
Africa. But this progress has not always been 
an unmixed blessing. For everywhere it has 
brought with it problems, often of a moral 
and social nature, that seek solution. The 
fact that the problems have roots in a cen­
turies-old society as the caste system of 
India, a sort of feudalism as in China and 
Japan, or a system of colonialism, rank with 
injustice as in parts of Africa and other 
territories recently granted independence, 
does not mean that the problems are not 
crying out for a. just and adequate solution. 
Quite the contrary is true. The greater the 
injustice has been, the greater is the exas­
peration of those who have suffered under it, 
and the greater too the need of an im­
mediate solution.

In mission lands that seek an answer to 
their social problems and will find it only 
in doctrines animated by a living faith, the 
cry of the Apostle St. James finds echo to­
day: “And if a brother or sister be naked 
and want daily food: and one of you say 
to them: Go in peace, be ye warmed and 
filled: yet give them not those things that 
are necessary for the body, what shall it 
profit? So faith also if it have not works, 
is dead in itself.” That these words are as 
applicable today as they were in apostolic 
times was made clear by His Holiness in 
the recent encyclical “Evangelii Praecones” 

Father McCormack at his British Honduras Co-op.

in the following words: “While Communist 
propaganda, today so widespread, is readily 
deceiving the minds of the simple and un­
tutored, We seem to hear an echo of those 
words: T have compassion on the multi­
tudes/ It is imperative to put into practice 
with zeal and diligence the right principles 
taught by the Church in this matter.” His 
Holiness further reminds us that Com­
munism is not the only system that brings 
about a servitude “irreconcilable with the 
rights of a person”: “Whether this servitude 
arises from exploitation of private capital 
or from state absolutism the result is the 
same.”

Hence we would be inconsistent and 
guilty of grave error were we to condemn 
the so-called “People’s Courts” of Com­
munist China by which property owners are 
deprived of their rightful possessions, but 
approve of sinful birth control as the only 
solution for India’s food crises or Japans 
problem of overpopulation. The social prin­
ciples of the Catholic Church which alone 
can bring about a lasting solution must be 
applied to all alike. They must be applied 
to primitive peoples as well as to nations 
enjoying a higher degree of culture. They 
must be applied in mission lands where the 
Church is only a minority group no less 
than they must be applied in mission areas 
rich with a Catholic background. If the 
social principles of the Church are needed 
for the workers of the Philippines and Latin 
America they are not less needed in India. 
Ceylon and Japan where Islam, Hinduism 
and Shintoism have molded the lives of the 
people: they are needed too for China, 
Southeast Asia, Indonesia and Africa where 
Communism offers lying promises to too 
long exploited peoples.

During this month of September readers 
of JESUIT MISSIONS can render great 
service to the missions by praying daily that 
in her mission territories the Church will 
foster Christian social education commen­
surate with the needs and culture of the 
people. Anthony G. Schirmann S.J.



-For holy Mass at Baghdad College the stu­

dents have had to crowd before an outdoor altar 
or attend one of the churches in the city. The 
chapel room of the faculty was much too small 
to hold this student body. Now a chapel is being 
erected and the Jesuits and students beg you to 
help them furnish it suitably. They have sent us 
a list of their needs, which we publish here on 
page 31. Small or large gifts will make a per­
manent memorial for you, a memorial to which 
Christ will come daily to feed the souls of young 
leaders of His Church in the Middle East.

Jesuit Missions
9b2 MADISON AVE., NEW YORK 21, N. Y.

NEEDS FOR

NEW CHAPEL
AT

BAGHDAD COLLEGE

Side Altars $300.00

Communion Rail 300.00

Pulpit 500.00

Vestment Case 800.00

Hammond Organ 2,500.00

Candlesticks 50.00

Sanctuary Chairs 100.00

Holy Water Font 50.00
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ALASKA . JAPAN . JAMAICA 

CEYLON . PHILIPPINE ISLANDS 

CAROLINE-MARSHALL ISLANDS 

YORO . BRITISH HONDURAS 

INDIAN AND NEGRO MISSIONS

ON GETTING THERE
Some time ago we saw a pic­

ture clipped from the San Fran­
cisco Chronicle of Father Wil­
liam Rively’s two-masted sail­
ing ship, heading out the Gold­
en Gate for the South Pacific.

WITH

\ AMERICAN
\ JESUITS

WE CAN DREAM
Maybe it’s the heat or maybe 

it’s the humidity. We don’t in­
tend to argue the point. All we 
know is that there must be cool­
er places in the world than our 
New York Editorial office.

We were day-dreaming about 
white beaches and blue waters 
(preferably in the South Pacific) 
when we came across a bit of 
prose-poetry on the Marshall 
Islanders and their “heirlooms”. 
As the author, Bishop-elect 
Thomas J. Feeney S.J. explains 
it, the Islanders have little in 
the way of material possessions 
to leave to their posterity. How­
ever, they do pass on to their 
heirs a wealth of knowledge 
gained through years of ob­

servation of the land and of the 
ways of the sea.

“Such heirlooms are: the prec­
ious lore of wind and wave and 
the friendly phases of the 
moon . . . the determination of 
direction and proximity of land 
by the breaking of the waves 
. . . the lip reading of the lip­
lap of the waters before the big 
fish strike . . . the hiding cache 
of shell and coral, of the white 
palm or green . . . the powdery 
white of ocean sand and the 
coarser granulation of sand from 
the shore of lagoons . . . the 
cleft in the reef to the west, 
where the rollicking waves sift 
the fragments left by the stone­
crushing sea. ...”

We began to think of some of 
the experiences that the modem 
Jesuit missionary encounters in 
getting from place to place in 
mission countries. From Jam­
shedpur, for example, Father 
Richard Neu S.J. writes:

“Driving down from Jam­
shedpur, I skim along the nice­
ly paved road for about twelve 
miles. The next thirty-odd miles 
is another story. It is just bumps 
and ruts, dust and mud. Occa­
sionally you come to a culvert 
that has been washed out or has 
just gotten tired and collapsed. 
Then the little Ford must make 
like a jeep—rolling, sliding and 
jogging down one side of the 
ravine and clawing its way up 
the other.”

Of course, you can sometimes 
go by train if you prefer, but as 
Joseph M. Kennedy S.J. de­
scribes it, it doesn’t sound very 
inviting.

“When families travel by 
train in India, they take every­
thing along but the kitchen 
stove. They bring trunks of 
clothes, a huge bed-roll, bask­
ets of fruit, three-layer lunch 
boxes and a side order of rice, 
curry and dal. When you 
squeeze 48 people into a car 
built for 12, it’s pretty awful. 
And when the temperature is 
116 degrees—it’s just impossible. 
On a trip we took recently, just 
as the people in our car began 
to drop off to sleep, the fan 
went haywire. It was chastened 
by a blow from a wrench, and, 
wonder of wonders, responded 
to the treatment. Then in the 
wee hours of the morning, the

Bishop-elect Feeney S.J. blesses 
the mission ship at Likiep of the 
Caroline and Marshall Mission.



fan again went out of commis­
sion, a baby started yelling, and 
everyone came wide awake. An­
other blow set the fan going 
again, and when the baby con­
tinued its bawling, someone 
suggested that perhaps the baby 
might respond to a thrashing 
too. Never a dull moment on 
these trains.”

From the Philippines comes a 
report of the adventure of two 
Jesuits who were flying from 
Bacolod to Manila. As Andres 
Abejo S.J. tells it:

“As the C-47 raced down the 
dirt air-strip, a long-horned car­
abao loomed across the runway. 
The plane ploughed into the 
weighty beast but managed to 
complete its take-off. A check­
up revealed a gaping hole in 
the left nacelle, a broken gear 
and twisted propeller tips. Two 
hours later when the plane hov­
ered over the Manila airport, 
directions were radioed from 
the Tower: ‘Gear-up landing. 
Circle twice . . . Lower . . . Cut 
your engine ... Belly-land? The 
plane hit the runway, skidded a 
short distance with a terrific 
grating sound, lurched twice 
and ground to a stop. Crash cars 
rushed to the spot, firemen 
poured geysers of water over 
the plane while cameramen and 
reporters were all eyes for the 
twenty - five passengers who 
emerged from plane, shaky but 
unharmed.”

On the lighter side, Father 
John Murray S.J. sends us a few 
lines from Bihar, India. Just in 
case you are wondering what 
goes on when a Jesuit meets up 
with a Hindu on a train, we 
submit the following:

“One Hindu with whom I 
talked was very enthusiastic 
about his philosophy, as he 
termed it. He was well-dressed, 
and when I asked him his occu­
pation, his reply was: ‘I don’t 
do anything but pray.’ He also 
took astrology very seriously, 
and at present was very happily 

under the influence of the 
moon. Later on he would be 
under the influence of Mars and 
he was rather dubious about the 
outcome. He was sure he had 
been a Brahman in one of his 
past lives. He also said: ‘For all 
anyone knows, I may have been 
my father’s father in one of my 
past lives.’ ”

Father John Blandin S.J. of Jam­
shedpur chances an Indian trip.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY
A birthday is a birthday— 

whether it marks the passing of 
a year or a century. We feel 
that congratulations are in order 
for the missionaries of Yoro. 
Writes Father John C. Murphy 
S.J. of the Yoro mission:

“This year the Yoro mission 
will have a kind of anniversary. 
On November 1st—five years 
ago—Fathers James O’Neill and 
Aloysius Smith began the pion­
eer work here in Yoro. Father 
O’Neill opened the Progreso 
parish, Father Smith the Minas 
de Oro parish. A year later, Fa­
ther William Moore S.J. opened 
the parish of Olanchito and in 
February, 1950, I was sent to 
the Yoro parish as Father Smith 
was too ill to begin the work. 
When Father Smith died in 
Yoro last year, Father Clement 
Andlauer S.J. took over. That is 
the simple history after five 
years. Four missions, eight Jes­
uits and 100,000 Catholics!

LUCKY 13
While we’re in the vicinity, 

we might as well note what 
Father William Moore S.J. has 
to say about the marriage cere­
mony in British Honduras.

“We use what is called the 
Toledo Rite for marriages, 
which is well known in Spanish­
speaking countries. Because it 
is longer and has more cere­
monies, it is probably more im­
pressive than the marriage cere­
mony in the U. S. A. One of 
the parts of the ceremony con­
sists in the bridegroom giving 
the bride thirteen coins as a 
symbol of community of goods. 
During the Mass, a large veil 
is placed over the head of the 
bride and over the shoulders of 
the bridegroom, and over both 
is placed a “chain” of fancy 
material.”

All of which puts us in mind 
of a baptismal ceremony that 
took place in a Chaldean 
church. As Father Joseph Con­
nell S.J. of Baghdad relates it:

“It seems that our Fathers ac­
cepted a social obligation and 
were present at the baptism of a 
little girl in the Chaldean 
church. She is the only sister in 
a family of three Baghdad Col­
lege boys, who, incidentally, are 
the best brother-swimmers and 
divers in Baghdad, and who live 
practically all summer in the 
water. In a Chaldean baptism, a 
baby gets plunged into a pan 
of water and emerges to have 
plenty of water poured over the 
body. The little Zara girl was 
bawling her little lungs out at 
the beginning of the ceremony, 
and when the priest was poised 
to plunge her into the water, 
everyone present expected to 
hear plenty of yelping. How­
ever, no sooner had she touched 
the water than she stopped cry­
ing and began to gurgle very 
contentedly. It was Father 
Thomas Kelly S.J. who com­
mented: ‘A real Zara. Right at 
home in the water.’”
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■

Fatk CR fk ^anJ7U'tS*?i thec Chlnese Language School in Manila. 
Fathers Robert Dailey, Alden Stevenson and Patrick Shaules are now 
wrestling with the intricacies of Chinese as they await the time 
when missionaries will again be allowed in China. Their mission 
has been almost entirely taken over by the Communists in China.

■ <

A NEW DAWN
Each Saturday at noontime, 

the wailing of the air-raid sirens 
invades the privacy of our Man­
hattan office as a harsh remind­
er of tlie times in which we live. 
When we think of the things 
that other peoples and nations 
have suffered at the hands of 
the Communists, we breathe a 
fervent prayer that our own 
country may always have the 
spiritual and physical strength 
to save us from a like fate.

Jesuit missionaries have had 
first-hand experience of the sav­
age power of Communism. The 
recent and current history of 
the California Jesuits in China 
bears eloquent testimony to the 
ruthlessness of the Communist 
war against Christ and His 
church. While the situation of 
the Church in China is very 
black indeed at the moment, 
there can be no question of giv­
ing up the struggle. Someday a 
new dawn will break for China, 
and when that day comes the 
California Jesuits, many of 
whom are now in exile in the 
Philippines, will be ready to 
plunge into the work of win­
ning souls for Christ.

TORRID TIMES
Speaking of China-in-exile re­

minds us that we enjoyed im­
mensely the last issue of TOR­
RID TIMES, a mimeographed 
news-letter that keeps us posted 
on the activities of the China- 
in-exile Jesuits, most of whom 
are engaged in a private war of 
their own with the Chinese 
language. Many of our readers 
are probably wondering what 
ever happened to the men who 
used to do such absorbing stor­
ies on China for JM. We’re sure 
that you remember stories by 
Fathers John Gordon, James 
Kearney, William Klement, Al­
bert O’Hara, and a host of 
others. Well, just now they are 
hard at work in the Philippines, 
and all the while, dreaming of 
the day when China will once 
more open its arms to them.
CINDERELLA AND THE ATOM

We think that you’ll enjoy the 
following humorous incident 
from the pages of Torrid Times.

“On three or four evenings 
the community was treated to a 
movie. Walt Disney’s Cinderella 
was the favorite of the season, 
considered by all, delightful en­

tertainment. More fun to watch 
than the films were the Filipinos 
who gathered in increasing 
crowds to pack with big eyes 
around the outskirts. They made 
rapid encroachments into the 
community’s very lap. On one 
night, however, there was to be 
a colored-slide lecture on the 
atom. Warning was sent out 
that there would be no movie. 
But an electric wire was strung 
across the lawn—seemingly con­
vincing proof of a forthcoming 
film. This time the Jesuits were 
forced to stand on the outskirts, 
while the Filipino children and 
their parents struggled forjbe 
best situated seats in the 1 or-

■

JOURNEY
Communists all over the world, 

it seems, sing the same old tune. 
People who choose to disagree 
with them are vulgar capitalists, 
spies, thieves and liars. All in all, 
it is not very original, but it doe$ 
seem to be getting results. In 
China, for example, Jesuits of the 
California Province know the 
tune by heart. Father Louis Doud 
S.J. can vouch for its effective­
ness.
He writes:

Father Louis Dowd S.J.
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chestra”. To all appearances 
they really enjoyed the lecture 
immensely—despite the fact that 
they didn’t understand a word 
that was said or even what the 
subject of the lecture was. The 
poor people here have so little 
color in their lives that even 
slide-illustrated lectures on the 
Bohr-Stoner. concept of the 
atom are class-A entertainment 
for them.”

CONSOLATION
The one, profound desire of 

every missionary is to see his 
people growing ever more close 
to Christ. If, in addition to this, 
he can live to see the day that

a native clergy is born, he real­
izes that his moci ardent prayers 
are being answered. Father Ed­
win G. McManus S.J. of the 
Palau Islands, writes most 
touchingly on the subject:

“Since my last letter quite a 
few things have happened. We 
had our first graduation from 
Mindszenty School. But what 
stands out in my mind is an 
event that I hope will cause 
more profound changes in the 
Palaus than any change of gov­
ernment. It was the departure 
of 6 boys for the Philippines; 4 
will enter the seminary, and 2 
will become Jesuit laybrothers.

INTO EXIT JR
'“We picked up the morning 

paaper and saw right in the middle 
of the front page the govern- 
moent’s warrant for our arrest and 
innmediate dismissal from China. 
W7e had been expecting it since 
ihiie Foreign Office a few days be- 
foi»re had called us down and read 
liss a long list of our offenses, to- 
geslher with a petition (extorted 
it. the end of a gun) from the 
scHiool kids, that we be expelled 
■room China as soon as possible. 
i\tlt four o’clock that very after­
noon we were all packed and on 
)uiir way. We were criminals and 
laad to be guarded as such.

“The farther south we got the 
prealer care we received from the 
military. In Canton, a machine 
punner was added to the ordinary 
juuards. We were not allowed to 
alilk with anyone en route and in 
sbhanghai had to march by the 
wvo Fathers who had come down 
o • console us without being able 
oi utter a single word . . .

“It would be hard to give you 
a clear picture of all the search­
ing we and our bags had to go 
through. On three occasions we 
had to submit to complete “rub­
downs”. Hours of waiting were 
designedly planned and always 
when you felt least up to it. Time 
and again our bags were gone 
through with a fine-comb, even to 
the extent of squeezing some of 
the contents from our tooth paste 
and shaving-soap tubes. Heaven 
help you if you showed the least 
sign of resentment. One Father 
bought four nice buns in Canton 
which were broken open one by 
one and squeezed beyond repair. 
He made a remark which he lived 
to regret. His soap was picked in 
pieces and the heels of his shoes 
were pried off. He was fit to be 
tied, but there was nothing to do 
but grin and bear it. The search­
ers and the officials in control 
everywhere were mostly kids of 
fifteen years of age. It was a very 
weird feeling to stand at the 
mercy of such kids, but it is only 
such who follow the party line.” 

The beginning of a native 
clergyl—the goal of every mis­
sion and the purpose in life of 
every missionary.

“It is hard to describe my 
feelings as I stood on the pier 
and watched the ship steam 
away. There went the one who 
will some day take my place; 
there went the boy whose epis­
copal ring I will someday kiss; 
there went the hands that will 
anoint me on my deathbed. Is 
all this fantastic? In the Provi­
dence of God all this can come 
true; please God it will come 
true.

“Standing there, watching the 
ship grow smaller and smaller, 
I felt very proud that I am a 
Catholic, a member of the 
Church that can take the child 
of illiterate pagans and make 
him another Christ. These boys 
will some day stand at the altar 
and speak with the voice of 
Christ, will some day lift the 
merciful hand of Christ in ab­
solution over sinful men, will 
some day offer the Sacrifice that 
only Christ can offer.”

Brother John Jacoby S.J. of Brit­
ish Honduras was lately awarded 
the Order of the British Empire 
for his achievement in the field 
of youth guidance.



JOSEPH REITH S.J.

MALAYBALAY IN THE PHILIPPINES IS 
not a wilderness but there is a voice 
crying out to disturb its peaceful 

existence. You can guess whose voice it is.
While radio in America quivers in its 

wave-lengths with fears of its future, and 
TV battles its war of color and method, I 
claim a system that beats them all and pre­
sents no problems until the day I find myself 
in the local jail for being a public nuisance. 
The local tax collector will tell you that there 
are very few radios in Malaybalay, and as­
suredly there is no TV in the whole of the 
Philippines. But no one in the whole town 
of Malaybalay can escape from my broad­
casts that three or more times daily cany' 
a message to even the remotest parts of the 
town that only the deaf and the dead can
ignore.

It took considerable patience and search­
ing to find exactly the kind of broadcasting 
system I wanted and needed. Although it 
is a capital town, Malaybalay has no electric 
service, a convenience enjoyed by even small 
barrios along the coast. So there was no ad­
vantage in buying a 110 or 220-volt mag­
nifier and broadcaster; neither would a bat­
tery system do, because batteries are hard 
to get and can’t always be charged. I wanted 
a combination 110-volt and battery set, to 
be attached to my own generator or to 
storage batteries as need be. I finally got 
precisely that. The magnifier was installed 
in the sanctuary attached to three loud speak­
ers in the church tower, pointed so as to cover 
the whole of Malaybalay with an echo 
thrown back into the church itself to make 
speech and hymn a bit more lively there too. 
About six months ago I got the system into 
operation, and since then regularly the 
people say, “Listen, Father Reith.”

The first program goes on the air at 5:00 
a.m. At this season of the year it is still dark

(Above) The author claims that Malaybalay is 
not a wilderness but some districts not far 
away resemble one. (Below) Long before th© 
sun has risen over the hills of Bukidnon the 
voice of Father Reith has awakened the town.



Father Joseph Reith S.J., veteran missionary.

when the whole town of Malaybalay hears 
“Good morning, everyone! Make the Sign 
of the Cross now, and let us begin the day 
in the Name of the Father, and of the Son, 
and of the Holy Ghost. Amen. And we will 
now consecrate the day to the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus. You say with me—‘O Jesus, through 
the Immaculate Heart of Mary, I consecrate 
to Thee . . . The Our Father, Hail Mar}' 
and Glory be, follow. Imagine a sermon at 
five o’clock in the morning, but that is pre­

cisely the next item on the program, a very 
short instruction, or exhortation on the Mass 
or the feast or saint of the day. Then a couple 
of recorded hymns to close the program.

The second broadcast is in the early 
evening. An announcement, with a bit of 
persuasion, induces the people to come to 
the church for the recitation of the rosary, 
or, if they cannot come, to gather the chil­
dren about them in their homes with the 
tai her and mother, and all together to say 
the rosary—because the family that prays 
together, stays together.

Let me ask you; have you ever recited the 
129th Psalm, the De Profundis, the official 
prayer of the Church for the souls in Purga­
tory? At eight o’clock each evening, while 
the bell tolls and the priest prays over the 
loud speakers, the people of Malaybalay 
kneel to pray the psalm for those who have 
gone before them into eternity. Then an Act 
of Contrition “for our own sins of this day”, 
and a final blessing from the pastor to his 
flock. There is a good bit of priestly thrill 
in it for the old pari.

How handy and convenient and efficient 
the loudspeakers are! If the people are late 
or reluctant in coming to Mass on Sunday 
I give them a summons by air; if an extra 
Mass is to be said they know it by air; il 
the Pope or the Bishop has a message, the 
people get it by air; if a parishioner is dying, 
by air the people are told to pray for his 
passing. Some people say that Father Reith 
uses his loud speakers to scold his house boys. 
But they are only joking; they know that 
under such circumstances, it only his nat­
ural, unaided voice they hear.

At his Mount Carmel High School Father Reith conducted the first flag raising when the Republic was born.



The Business 
of Missions

Dear Friend:
Here is an ideal way in which you can 

help the missions. A lady spontaneously sent 
me a list of twenty-seven new subscribers. 
My acknowledgment may have been effusive 
but I think rightly so. Most people are either 
embarrassed or reluctant to ask even their 
friends to subscribe to magazines. Dealing 
day after day with the mad, I realized the 
help, spiritual and temporal, that would 
eventually come from these new friends.

You could do wonders for the missions by 
securing new subscriptions for us. The per­
sonal approach is the most effective. You 
can contact people that we could never pos­
sibly reach either by a pulpit appeal or by 
a letter. Incidentally, prospect letters bring 
a very poor return. They are expensive to 
prepare and mail. Further, how often do you 
ever read a form letter?

There is a direct proportion between cir­
culation and financial help for the missions. 
Your friends are potential subscribers to 
JESUIT MISSIONS and, consequently, ben­
efactors of the missions. Why not propose 
the idea to them so that they, too, can as­
sist in bringing eternal life to souls?

Sincerely yours in Our Lord,
COLEMAN A. DAILY, S.J.

Cold Weafher Certain
In your locality, the predictions may be 

for a cold or mild winter. Father Carroll of 
Kotzebue, Alaska, and the other missionaries 
never have to rely upon predictions. Alaskan 
winters always bring sub-zero weather. This 
summer, Father Carroll ordered $500.00 
worth of fuel. No faith was required in fore­
seeing the need of the fuel but he did re­
quire faith in wondering how he could ever 
pay for it. Could vou send to JESUIT MIS­
SIONS $5.00, $15.00 or $50.00 to take care 
ol Father Carroll’s coal bill? You will make 
it a little more comfortable for him and for 
the Sisters and children of the missions.
Children's Classes

Children in mission lands are attracted 
to the missionaries because they are kind and 
interested in them and occasionally because, 
in their childlike way, they are amused in 
hearing them speak their dialect. Some mis­
sionaries assigned to teaching in a seminary 
or high school give up a good portion of their 
weekend to instruct children of the vicinity. 
Father Richard Extross at the Language 
School in Gomoh, India, is an example. Each 
Sunday he goes to a village where there is 
no resident priest. His little tots would love 
to have a rosary, a medal, or a holy card.

MISSION DIRECTORSJESUIT
Alaska and U. S. Indians 

Rev. Francis J. Kane, S.J. 
900 Broadway,

Seattle 22, Wash.

Ceylon and Home Missions 
Rev. James C. Babb, S.J. 
4439 S. Carrollton Ave., 

New Orleans 19, La.
China (Suchow)

Rev. Louis Bouchard, S.J. 
762 Sherbrooke St., West, 

Montreal 2, Canada
Iraq and Jamaica

Rev. John H. Collins, S.J.
1106 Boylston St., 

Boston 15, Mass.

British Honduras, Yoro
U. S. Indians

Rev. James T. Meehan, S.J.
4511 West Pine Boulevard, 

St. Louis 8, Mo.
China (Nanking, Shanghai 

and Yangchow)
Rev. John K. Lipman, S.J.
821 Market Street,

San Francisco 3, Cal.

India (Patna) and
U. S. Indians

Rev. John A. Kilian, S.J.
Rev. John S. O'Connor, S.J.
I I 14 South May St.,

Chicago 7, III.

India (Darjeeling) and 
Canadian Indians

Rev. F. J. Costello, S.J.
403 Wellington St., West,

Toronto 2-B, Ont., Canada

India (Jamshedpur) and
Home Missions

Edward J. Farren S.J.
Calvert and Madison St., 

Baltimore 2, Md.

Philippines, Caroline and 
Marshall Islands

Rev. William T. Wood S.J.
51 East 83rd St.,

New York 28. N. Y.
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Could you send $1.00 for Father Extross?
For Father Fred Bailey of Yap and the 

other missionaries of the Caroline and Mar­
shalls the nearest religious store is about five 
thousand miles away. Like Father Extross, 
Father Bailey wants an assortment of holy 
cards and a few books on the life of Our 
Lord and the Mass.
Seminarians1 Support

Every mother often prays that God will 
call at least one of her sons to the priesthood. 
For reasons known only to God sometimes 
this favor is never granted. There would 
still be consolation in providing priestly 
training for another boy. Father C. R. Bon­
not of Khrist Raja High School, Patna, 
strongly recommends a young boy by the 
name of Seraphim Antony. Seraphim is 
working in one of the rectories and his great 
desire is to go to the seminary. He has ideal 
qualifications but lacks the means of sup­
porting himself. Father Bonnot feels that 
$15.00 a month will take care of Seraphim’s 
training. Could you afford to support him 
for one month or one year?

Father J. Ledesma, professor at the semi­
nary in Manila, has a similar request. We 
would like also to answer his appeal, re­
alizing how the Philippines needs priests.
Varia

Father Welfle, Superior of the Patna mis­
sion, and Father Burke of Mokameh Junc­
tion, can use the following:

Missals $40.00 each
Oil Stocks 12.00 each
Monstrances 125.00 each

Father Burke listed two other requests: 
money to sponsor the spreading of Hindi 
Catholic literature and funds to provide 
clothing for 43 boys. Even a small contribu­
tion will be a big help.
Books—One or a Dozen

If any of your sons or daughters have 
graduated from high school or college would 
you ask them to check their old text books? 
No doubt they will find on their shelves an 
English dictionary, religion and history 
books. Father George Endal of Dillingham, 
Alaska, can use at least one copy of each 
of the above books while Father Alfred 
Paguia, Rector of the Ateneo de Zamboanga, 
can use a dozen or more copies of each. The 
books for Father Paguia can be sent to the 
following address:

Ateneo de Zamboanga 
Zamboanga City 
Philippine Islands.

Baghdad
Cbapel Needs

CRUCIFIXES

ALTAR CARDS

CREDENCE TABLE

CANDLESTICKS

STATIONS

VASES

CANDELABRA

HOST BOXES — 15

CANDLE LIGHTER

PRIE DIED

$2000 each
10.00

4©.®@

25.0©

4O.©@

12.00

15.00

5.00

4.00

12.©©
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C. M. Loeffler

BRAVELY!F. O. HagertyR. N. Draper

J. T. Bennett R. J. Higgins

W. F. MacomberW. J. Raftery

T. A. JohnsonJ. T. Hamel

_|l_hese missioners of Christ, out-bound for 
Baghdad, Jamaica and Japan, sail away 
bravely. Some are veterans returning to their 
missions after special studies. Others are 
sailing for the first time, thrilled to join the 
ranks of New England Jesuit Missionaries. 
Few, perhaps none, will ever see their names 
in headlines or honor rolls. Only the eyes 
of Christ will see and recognize their brav­
ery . You, their Jesuit Missions friends, will 
want to help them on their journey. The 
cost is roughly 5 cents a mile; a dollar will 
speed them twenty, five dollars a hundred.

yESUIT Missions
962 Madison Ave., New York 21, N. Y.
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