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Robert J. Fitzpatrick S.J.
The ancient formula for the blessing 
throats has new meaning at the Culiort 
Leper Sanitarium in the Philippines

he blessing of throats is a long- 
standing custom here at the Culion 

Leprosarium in the Philippines. The 
prayer in honor of St. Blaise has no little 
meaning for our leprous patients as they 
wait for the bed-to-bed blessing of the 
priest in surplice and stole. Uppermost in 
their minds surely is the thought of the 
ailments they endure of throat and voice, 
while the priest moves slowly from one 
sick person to another. He places the 
crossed candles at their throats and whis- 
pers to them: “Through the intercession 
of St. Blaise, Bishop and Martyr, may 
God deliver you from ailments of the 

throat and from every other evil, in 
Name of the Father and of the Son - 
of the Holy Spirit, Arnen.”

But at least for this priest, the o* 
words, “. . . and from every other e’»| 
bring thoughts to mind as he looks i 
the eyes of each of those sitting on 
beds before him.

There are about a half dozen ward 
visit in our Catholic hospital each 
February 3rd is a very important day - 
deed for each of the patients. The SiSj 
of St. Paul who serve as nurses in i 
wards have probably gotten their pati* • 
ready, poised on the edge of their

“... and from every oflier evil.
or lying under tidy covers if they are 
rheumatic to move. They are ali re 
by the time the priest arrives in the n 
die of the moming or afternoon. A * 
words in the dialect remind the o’ 
ladies in Emergency 3 Ward that t 
should pray for the other people in 
Colony, that St. Blaise and the good L 
may strengthen the weak and shower 
grace-filled helps on their families ; 
neighbors and ali the world.

A pleasant, ever-smiling face has b 
blessed many times since 1916 when t 
gentle lady arrived in the hospital wa 
She has endured amputation of her f 
and for 44 years has smiled graciou 
at many a Catholic Chaplain. Anot 
lady seems so very aged; one might gu 
she is about 70, but she is barely • 
utterly blind, deserted by her husba

Ease of soul is brought by Chaplain Fat 
Fitzpatrick to a young resident who is t 
dently in an advanced stage of leprosy.
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•Quiet beauty of Culiorfs surroundings is reflected in the patients faith.

sand family outside the Colony. A few 
nvords in Cebuano cheer her a bit before 
II pass along to the next bed. The “every 
oother evil” for this lady is the constantly 
irecurring “alibagha” or reaction that most 
Ileprosy patients dread. She has been in 
lEmergency 3 for about six years now. 
"The next bed finds another amputee who 
Ihails from the Bicol region (on the same 
iisland as Manila and to the south of the 
^Capital of the Philippines). She is really 
irecovering from a throat ailment, but one 
nvould hardly guess the pain it has given 
Iher for many months. Her blind eyes 
sstare past me; her voice is recapturing 
tthat gentle and cheerful quali ty of a lady 
ttruly pleasing to Our Lord. She tries to 
iteach me Bicolano every time we chat,

Emergency 3 is the ward one goes to 
nvhen he wants to be more than ordinarily 
ocheered up by the deep religious spirit 
ithat pervades the ward. They seem to 
jpray almost ali day, starting at about 
^4:40 in the morning. They have finished 
t their first Rosarv when I come round 

with Holy Communion at 5 A.M.
The invalid men have a rousing wel- 

come whenever I drop in for a visit. But 
February 3rd’s visit is something special. 
The atmosphere is that of a monastery 
during their great silence. The men are 
readv for the prayers and blessing of 
throats. One is a blind convert who fer- 
ventlv leads the thanksgiving prayers 
after Holy Communion in the morning. 
I prav that he will include me in his 
prayers for I know he will be very high 
in Heaven. He no longer feels anything 
with his hands and feet for they are com- 
pletely anesthetic now. “Ipanalangin mo 
ako, Jose,” is my parting word with him 
. . .“Prav for me, Jose.” His wife just had 
a foot amputated and cannot come to 
visit him anymore, so I act as their angel 
of mutual encouragement.

My next blessing goes to a man from 
Leyte (of World War II fame) whose 
onlv natural joy on earth is his pipe. He 
won’t walk again either, since his de- 
formed hands can no longer hold the
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Simple fare, but a substantial one, is shared by Doreteo and his wife Leticia with twc 
the 45 Angelicos dormitory boys whom they carefully and lovingly care for at Culion.

crutches. Just across from him is a Can- 
tonese Chinese with whom I speak Ta- 
galog; sometimes he tries to teli me the 
meaning of the various Chinese charac- 
ters in the newspaper he reads. But there 
is not time for that now as St. Blaise goes 
to work on the enfeebled wrists and stiff- 
ened fingers and unfeeling hands that 
support his limp jaw when he speaks. 
His neighbor is a elever tailor, but now 
he spends his time embroidering. How 
his stumpy fingers hold the needle is stili 
a mvstery to me; his designs of birds and 
flowers are delicately graceful. As I say 
the prayer for St. Blaise’s help, I am 
again aware of the request he had made 
previously that I try to help him to obtain 
a wooden leg of local manufacture; his 
own gangrenous one was operated on a 
few months ago to save his life. I men- 
tally promise to get the 30 pesos needed 
for this act of kindness for him.

“Salamu leicum” is the onlv- Moham- 

medan greeting I know as I approach 
young boy who is not a Catholic, bu 
Moro from Jolo. He lives in our Catlit 
dormitory and attends our St. Ignat 
Academy. “Peace be with you,” is 
mental prayer as I repeat the greet 
and then bless his throat. He was delig 
ed the other day by the story I told 1 
about Our Blessed Lady. May Our L: 
draw you to Herself and to Her Son av 
from “every other evil.”

The mosquito net is draped like a \ 
over the head of this next man who ov 
comes the racking rheumatic pa 
throughout his body in order to pi 
aside the net and to sit up for a momt 
to receive the blessing. His compani 
does not hear the words of the pra} 
since he experiences only a singing sou 
that betrays his deafness. SomehoW he 
aware of the Presence of the Lord in 1 
early morning darkness when He con 
in Holy Communion.

4



Questions appear in order but not as much 
a:is understanding, sympathy and affection.

What grace could I ask the Lord for 
tlhe young man who leads the thanksgiv- 
hng prayers in this ward and directs the 
hiymns to Our Lady in the early pre- 
dlawn? Though he has neither toes nor 
fiingers, is partiallv blind and had to make 
an heroic struggle up the church steps 
y-esterday on the feast of Our Lady’s 
Purification, he is very unassuming in his 
sacrifices. One is humbled in the presence 
□:»f such a brave spirit for he has offered 
hiis pains and ali the marks of the steady 
ndvance of the disease for the conversion 
□if the world.

One of the men sits bolt upright on 
:iiis bed. He would like to see his family 
Dmce more before he dies, but they have 
n ot answered his letters for some fi ve 
/•ears. He knows now that they have 
ilbandoned him, wife and children know 
a:im no more. Chrisfs praver, “My God, 
.why have you abandoned Me?” has given 
liim enough to meditate on for many 

months now and he prays that he may 
see his family in Heaven.

In beautiful Tagalog another man has 
told me how grateful he is that I visit 
him—and all his fellow-patients—in the 
ward so often. They find great comfort 
in the few minutes that the Catholic 
Chaplain can devote to each one. May 
the Lord reduce the bloated swelling on 
his face enough to permit his early re- 
turn to his horne in the barrio.

Here is a young lady who has been 
anointed with Extreme Unction. She 
dreads the slow-creeping blindness and 
gradual deafness. Her young son is al- 
ready accustomed to seeing death and 
pain and festering wounds. He is taken 
care of in our Catholic dormitory and at- 
tends our Catholic school. His own moth- 
er here in the bed confidently prays he 
will not share her deformity and advanc- 
ing TB; how can I help but pray that he 
may share her beauty of soul, her utter 
acceptance of Gods plan for the few 
months of life left her?

In the children’s ward I have lots of 
friends. Once I enter there, I can hardly 
move, for they surround me and try to 
tie me to themselves with my Jesuit cinc­
ture. A very special little bodyguard of 
mine in that ward is a five-year old crip- 
pled boy. He liked the warm wax of the 
unlighted candles about his throat. He 
looked straight into my eyes, so that I 
almost forgot the words of the prayer. 
He, too, is alreadv conditioned to seeing 
cripples and his elders suffering from a 
dreaded disease, something he is too 
young to consider as anything but ordi- 
nary. Whenever I play or chat with him 
at his bed or as he tries to accompany 
me about the ward, I am distracted by 
the question he asked me some months 
ago. He had gripped me by the hand, 
and as he looked at our joined hands, he 
was a bit disconcerted by my “No” when 
he asked me, “Ketongin ka ba? Are you 
a leper?” I wished at the inornent I could 
have said “Yes.”
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Springtime with its cherry 
blossoms means groups of friends 
picnicking but it also calls for 
soul-searching by the young.

A chance remark on a Japanese mountainside in the spring­
time brought about strange results in the souls of ttc

□m [BOomqw Tddw
Robert M. Defters S.J.

UNOMIYA NEVER DREAMED what WOuld 
happen to him that April afternoon. 

He and his two friends, carrying a large 
3-quart bottle of sake and some lunch, 
were climbing to the top of Mount Sen- 
koji for an afternoon of “looking at the 
cherry blossoms.”

When the cherries blossom in Japan, 
the barren winter hillsides are sprinkled 
thickly with rich white and pink blos­
soms. There is a festival air everywhere 

and employees are usually allowed t 
take a holiday or two during the vved

Reaching the top after a climb of & 
teen minutes, Unomiya and his frient 
found many people picnicking in tL 
grove of cherry trees on the summit 
They found an open spot under a larg 
tree just on the brow of the slope wher 
they could look out over the small cit 
of Onomichi, stretched along the eoas 
of the deep-bluet Inland Sea.
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A few petals drifted lazily down on to 
the slick and neatly combed black hair 
of the three friends as they ate their box 
of rice and began to drink the sake. They 
poured the sake into each other’s cups as 
a sign of their bond of friendship As the 
aftemoon wore on and the sun began to 
drop toward the islands to the west, the 
spirits of the three began to recover from 
their winter depression and melancholy. 
The sake bottle was now almost empty 
and the sun was sinking low, almost 
touching the peaks of the islands now.

“Lefs start down,” Unomiva suggest- 
ed. As they got down near the town, 
they could see, just to the right of the 
stairway, the black tiles and the white 
wooden cross on the roof of the small 
Catholic Church, but today thev were in 
no mood to pay much attention to the 
little mission church.

A few minutes later the three stopped 
and stared curiously at the strongly built 
foreigner in a black suit who stepped 
briskly out of one of the little high-walled 
passageways leading onto the staircase. 
He had almost bumped into Unomiya 
and his friends.

Father Reuschel was on his way out to 
his regular Saturday evening catechism 
instruction in the horne of one of the 
people of the town. When Unomiya no- 
ticed the Roman collar and the foreign 
face, he recognized the “minister” whom 
he had seen several times riding a bicycle 
down the main Street of the town. “I am 
a Christian, you know,” he called after 
the priest in the loud, uninhibited voice 
of a man who has drunk too much.

“Fine,” said the priest, turning his 
head. “Then please act like one.” He 
hurried on his way . . .

The following afternoon, Father Reu­
schel went to see who was at the front 
door of the house. He found a young 
man standing there looking a little sheep- 
ish, but rather determined.

“Please forgive me,” he asked with 
anxiety in his voice.

“For what?” Father was puzzled. “I 
don’t remember that you ever did any- 
thing to me that requires forgiveness.”

“Remember yesterday afternoon. My 
friends and I had drunk too much and 
we almost bumped into you on the stair­
way from Mount Senkoji. I lay awake ali 
last night thinking about what you said to 
me about acting like a Christian. Please 
forgive me.” He became more and more 
earnest. “I won’t leave here until you for­
give me. Please ...”

“I am a Catholic priest, you know. I 
forgive in Gods place,” the priest ex- 
plained. “We Catholics call such forgive­
ness ‘confession/ ”

“Confession?” Unomiya looked sur- 
prised. “Whats that?”

The priest explained briefly what con­
fession was. Then he remembered that 
Unomiva had said yesterday that he was 
a Christian. “What church do you belong 
to?” he asked.

“I belong to the True Vine Church. 
And you know, the minister told me once 
that vou only have to ask God for for­
giveness and He will forgive. The only 
trouble is you are never quite sure that 
God has really forgiven you.”

“We Catholics are sure,” the priest 
commented. “We have Christ s word that 
the sins a priest forgives will be forgiven 
by God.”

At that, the young man with a quick 
impulse movement went down on his 
knees before the priest. With his hands 
on Father ReuscheKs knees, he said, 
“Father, please forgive me.” The wise 
priest readily consented.

The next day Unomiya came to his 
first Catechism instruction, and just one 
year later when the white and pink 
cherry blossoms covered the top of Mount 
Senkoji, Unomiya was baptized in the 
little chapel at the foot of the mountain. 
Not long afterwards one of his two 
friends came and asked to begin instruc- 
tions. They had staggered down the 
mountain into the arms of God.
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Wasted John J. Dahlheimer S.J.

He was a brave soldier, trusted by his officers, 
but his death in combat raises a good question

Alittle less than twenty-four hours 
before the above photograph was 
made, a brave young man met death 

violently over this grey expanse of water. 
The wreck of his aircraft Res at the bot- 
tom of the sea a few hundred yards off 
the larger of the two islands 011 the hori­
zon where he himself is buried.

That he was a brave man there can

Resting place of Captain Wang on Hsi Ch’uan 
Island is marked by Free Chinese forces.

be no doubt, least of all in the minds c‘ 
the men who destroyed him, for they baC 
very literally to shoot him to pieces t 
stop him. He was young and in the prinit 
of condition, for he served in an elih 
and exacting Service. He was competent 
and well trained, for he had been en- 
trusted with one of the world’s finest 
fighting machines. He was, judging froni 
the few minutes before his death, dedi- 
cated and conscientious, for he lost his 
life doing his best to bring an assigner! 
mission to a successful conclusion.

He was a husband and a father. He 
should be a hero in his native land, for 
he died gallantly in the performance of 
his duty. But what he died for was not 
worth fighting for.

Captain Wang Wen Ping was the pilot 
of the Chinese Communist Mig jet-fighter 
brought down by combined fighter anti- 
aircraft fire over the East China Sea in 
the Matsu Complex. From Nan-kan- 
where I was preparing to offer Sunday 
Mass at 0900—1 heard the roll of fire that 
caught him and watched through the 
glasses as the Chinese Navy swept the 
area of the crash north of Hsi-ch’uan.
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Matsu Complex Chaplain, Father Dahlheimer, with Chinese Air Force work-horse, F-86 Sabre.

It is heartbreaking to see anything of 
value wasted. In this one tragedy of the 
airman who died and of the wife and 
child who must continue to live without 
him, the jumbled nightmare of horror 
that is captive China comes into sharp 
sickening focus. For he died and they 
will suffer—along with all the others—for 
Communism, a system that of its very 
foundations and nature is doomed to de- 
struction. His death has been, tragically, 
for nothing.

Captain Wang is dead and those 
against whom he fought honor him as 
the brave man he was. Perhaps he be- 
lieved in Communism; perhaps he recog- 
nized and loathed it for what it is—it 
inakes no difference now. He is dead be- 
cause of it. He no longer hears its prom- 
ises or its threats.

But if there is the slightest doubt that 
he did crash; if there is the faintest pos­
sibili^ or suspicion he might, as far as 
his base knows, be in Taiwan, his widow, 
his child, and his family—Communism 
being what it is—will pay the penalty of 
having loved a possible defector.

The sun was bright and hot when he 
died over that sparkling sea. Gradually 
the sky darkened over the area where a 
man like Captain Wang had to be sacri- 
ficed to the futile man-made hell that is 
Communism. Something of value has 
been wasted.

Over there is the mainland and Red ‘para­
dise.” It is closely watched by Free China.
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Cattle Landing conference is conducted by the veteran missionary, Father Kuenzel SJ

1+1=140
Two veteran priests, one aged 
seventy-five, the other sixty- 
five, speed things up in B.H.

C|71HE COMBINED AGES of the tWO miS- 
I sionaries ministering to the Punta 

Gorda Catholic Mission, southemmost 
station of British Honduras, total over 
one hundred and forty years. Father An- 
thony Kuenzel, the oldest Jesuit mission­
ary working in British Honduras, was 
born February, 1885. He came to fili an 
emergency in the Belize area in 1932, 
one vear after the hurricane disaster took 
a toll of eleven Jesuits. Father Leo Doyle, 
born in April, 1895, came to this foreign 
mission this past year, after working a 
long time among the American Indians. 
Yet they are planning on expanding 
their missionary efforts by building an- 
other school and church at Cattle Land­
ing, near Punta Gorda.

Cattle Landing is one of the oldest 
settlements of the country. When the 
Caribs came they found scattered groups 

Youngster in British Honduras, 65-year-old 
Fr. Doyle is War Chaplain and Sioux expert.



Matriarch of Cattle Landing benignly poses 
with one of lads on which hopes are pinned.

Young of heart and only 75 years of age, 
Father Anthony Kuenzel is set to begin again.

of May a Indians further inland. Because 
the water was deep and sheltered by a 
bay, a landing was built to serve as a 
wharf for smaller boats so cattle could 
be loaded. The name has stuck.

The area has long been settled with 
scattered homes but when the Phillips 
Geophysical Company made the area 
its headquarters for their seismological 
search for oil, Cattle Landing received 
a new impetus. Many natives were hired, 
who in tum built thatch houses for their 
families close by.

Almost every mission school begins 
with the natives cutting logs for uprights, 
strong poles for rafters and framing. The 
walls are made of the trunk of the cab- 
bage palm which is split in six inch strips. 
Only the doors and Windows are made 
of dressed lumber. But the Windows have 
no glass, simply hinged to swing open to 
fumish light for the class.

The floor is made of mari and clay, 
packed hard. The school furnishings are 

home-made benches and tables. Black- 
boards are portable, shifted to accom­
modate the teachers and pupils to the 
morning or afternoon sunlight.

These schools are of the utmost impor- 
tance to the missionary efforts of the 
Church and the missionaries. So they 
strive constantly to expand these village 
schools as a means of teaching the people 
“to know, love and serve God and there- 
by save their souls” and achieve a degree 
of happiness even in this life.

But the missionary also knows that 
with the school, he also has a church for 
Sundav Mass which will be well attended 
by the adults and children alike. So Fa­
ther Kuenzel and Father Doyle, despite 
their ages, are striving not just to main- 
tain the parish of St. Peter Claver and 
its school of 335 elementary pupils and a 
newly begun high school of 25 students, 
but to expand and further serve the na­
tive Caribs who respond so wholeheart- 
edly to instruction and religious devotion.
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All together now and you must realize that the concept of teamwork is new to the Eastem--’

Wheat Wls adi ©ora ©«fe
Aloysius Canhlleri S J.

In India a new movement is fast developing by which the 
people are learning to put free gifts to good use

What a well! Twenty feet in diam­
eter and forty feet deep. ThaCs big 
enough to pass for a bomb-crater. But 

the “bomb” that “blasted out” this well 
was made of wheat and corn. American 
wheat and corn sent by the Catholic Re- 
lief Services to the people of Cilimpur, a 
Santal village parish in the Archdiocese 
of Calcutta. The distribution of these 
gifts of grain (and of powdered milk) 
can be as risky as handling dynamite.

The Government of India is facing a 
gigantic task with courage and determi- 
nation. In the next five years, India has 
to be self supporting in food. The prob- 
lem is growing more acute with the years 
as the population increase leaps up by 

the millions. On the other hand, free dis 
tributiori builds a community of outrig! 
beggars. The generosity of Americsr 
Catholics had to be used in such a wa 
as to train the Santals of Cilimpur paris’ 
to become self supporting.

Local handicaps coupled with restril- 
tions on the distribution of these fret 
supplies, created baffling problems fc 
Father Wirth, the parish priest of Ciliiv. 
pur. One day, however, the Santals |’ 
Daharlangi, a neighboring village, uncor, 
sciously offered an easy solution. Tlu 
could never agree to work together an: 
dig a badly needed well. The only soun; 
of drinking water was a quarter-of-R’mii 
away. Finally they approached Fatlu: 
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Wirth. If he were to Help them with 
wheat and corn, they would be ready to 
work on the well-project.

Father Wirth caught the bouncing ball. 
Every one that worked six hours a day 
on the project would be entitled to five 
pounds of wheat or corn, relatively “fat 
wages”! In less than two weeks, Dahar- 
langi had the new well that would pass 
for a bomb-crater with ten feet of fresh 
water down at the bottom.

With the success of the Daharlangi 
project, the Cilimpur Catholic Relief Ser­
vice got a vigorous push. A good means 
had finally been discovered to teach peo- 
ple how to help themselves. The gradu- 
ally growing beggar mentality vanished 
into thin air. Nobodv capable of handling 
a spade or of balancing a basket of loose 
earth on the head dared approach the 
Cilimpur C.R.S. for “free” grain supplies 
any more. Only the old and the disabled 
continued to get free rations.

The latest project to get under way 
will have far-reaching effccts. At some 
distance from Cilimpur, precious waters 
of a spring wasted themselves down a 
stony valley. Meanwhile hundreds of 
acres of fertile land in the vicinity yield- 
cd but one miserable crop of rice in a 

Welcome grain is gratefully received by 
clderly Indian couple in North Bibar district.

year. If only that water was made use of 
for irrigation, the whole face of the earth 
in that area would be changed! Father 
Wirth broached the subject with some 
villagers. They caught the idea and 
wondered whether the Cilimpur C.R.S. 
wouldn’t be of Service this time as well. 
Father Wirth was more than delighted to 
hear the suggestion. A few leaders were 
emploved to spread the idea without de- 
lay in the villages concemed. In a week 
a troop of 400 villagers built a 20-foot- 
high dam some 50 feet in length and 15 
feet in breadth at the base. This would 
gather the water from the spring and 
will serve as the main supply for a three- 
mile-long irrigation canal. While work- 
ing on the project, digging out stones, 
carrying loose earth, the merry villagers 
were already talking of the blessings they 
would enjoy from the project. Some 
would sow potatoes, others would flood 
the country market with vegetables, oth­
ers would have a tomato-sauce factory 
of their own! Some would even count on 
a wheat crop matching the rice crop 
ripening for the harvest. Finally it dawn- 
ed on them that with a little more effort 
they could really be self-supporting on 
the very land they tilled!

Help yourselves is the great lesson which 
these people have learned by joining forces.
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Generosity Plus

The story on the preceding page, 
illustrating the wise procedure used 

in distributing free wheat and corn to 
the needy, has a moral to it which we 
might well take to heart. As Father Cam- 
illeri says, “The distribution of these gifts 
can be as tricky as handling dynamite.”

Two years ago the Catholic Bishops of 
Germany instituted a plan which might 
be imitated by ali. At the beginning of 
Lent they appealed to their people for 
personal sacrifices which would help 
combat hunger and disease in the whole 
world. It was not the kind of appeal 
which we hear from time to time; this 
one was to hurt the giver, and in a most 
worthy cause. The response was magni­
ficent, but what we want to emphasize 
is the manner of its application. If the 
basis of distribution was to be the one 
commonly in use, outright gifts to the 
already sick, poor, homeless, etc., then 
there was a danger of inbreeding the 
sense of begging, of obtaining something 
without labor on the receiving end. So 
the Bishops adopted the pattern of “help- 
ing the people to help themselves.”

The attack was directed not so much 

on hunger and disease but at the causes 
which were the roots of these evils. There 
was a definite framework into which this 
aid would fit. Indiscriminate giving can 
resemble throwing a handful of feathers 
into the wind; a thoughtful, well-planned 
charity can take strong root. So a com­
prehensive program of agricultural, medi- 
cal and technical aid was developed. It 
was not limited to any region, to any re- 
ligious group, nor to anv people. Where- 
ever there was need, and that need could 
be alleviated efficiently and with a long- 
range view, then the organization was 
more than ready to extend a helping 
hand. But why start a technical school or 
an orphanage if it could be foreseen that 
a lack of sustaining personnel would 
soon mean its abandonment? The success 
of the Bishops’ Campaign, now an an- 
nual affair, is reflected in the different 
organizations, non-Catholic and non-sec- 
tarian, who now follow the same proced­
ure. It is charity that is built not only on 
generosity—but generosity plus wisdoni.

Next Month
In our next issue we will conclude the 

account of Bishop Kennally’s tour of the 
Western Carolines. We will also teli of 
the disaster which has struck those atolls 
since his visit. The word arrived too late 
for this issue. As you may know, this was 
an historic occasion for the people for it 
was the first time a Bishop had set foot 
on their islands. So at each landing, the 
islanders regarded it as a major event.

COVER. To artist Phil Franznick the Western Carolines are 
strange names lost in the immense expanse of the Pacific. 
In search of the dispersed flock the shepherd sets out on 
the Star of the Sea, the 27-ton schooner whose voyage to 
these isles marked the first episcopal visitation ever.
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Election Echo

The recent U.S. Presidential campaign 
aroused great interest at St. Xavier’s in 
Patna, India. So Father John Mahoney 
S.J. seized the opportunity to have his 
students write a letter of congratulations 
and advice to Mr. Kennedy. One read: 
“Dear Mr. Kennedy,

I congratulate you on your election to 
such a high office. Even though I am just 
a student here at St. Xaviefs I presume 
to give you some advice. Please take 
good care of ali students. And please 
keep the Ten Commandments.

Yours sincerely . .

Mistaken Identity
In another district of Patna, Father 

De Genova was baptizing the wife of an 
old man, now in the hospital. She was 
doing nicely in her answers until asked 
to renounce Satan. She hesitated, then
asked Father to repeat the questi on about 
Satan. When he did so, she slowly shook 
her head and began to shuffle away, say- 
ing, “For 50 years he has fed me, and 
now that he is sick and in the hospital 
how could I* abandon him?”

And in North India the border inci- 
dents brought about a hurried call for Fa­
ther Clair Cazayoux of the New Orleans 
Province to report to the police. He 
promptly left his studies at Kurseong and 
appeared before the officials in Calcutta. 
There he found himself listed as Ca Yah 
Chou, a Chinese!

The March Mission Intention is “that 
a numerous Native Clergy may re- 
ceivc a solid training adapted to pres- 
ent-day needs.”

AMERICAN JESUIT MIS5IONS 
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St. Louis 8, Mo.
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Rev. Daniol W. Partridge SJ. 
701 Pe re Marquette Bldg.

New Orleans 12, La.

CHINA AND FORMOSA
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Island chapel is a rude construction with woven mats 
of coconut palms fastened to frame of low overhang.

Time and tide are constant thm- 
and it is good to smoke and thiiJ|

Journey into Yesterday
Bishop Vincent I. Kennally S.J.

The continuatiori of the historic voyage of the Bishop to 
his widely scattered flock of the Westei n Carolines

From Lamotrek we sailed to Farau- 
lep. This is a sma]l atoll with a 
treacherous pass spotted with coral heads, 

but once in, the lagoon furnishes a fine 
anchorage. Of the three islands on the 
circle of the reef, two have settlements— 
Falalap, about 80 people, and Pingelap 
at the other end of the lagoon, about 40. 
Twelve years ago these people were 
practically ali pagans, now they are Cath- 
olic without exception.

As the government ship cannot enter 
the Faraulep lagoon, the people, espe- 
cially the women and girls, seldom see 
anyone from the outside. The men bring 
their copra out to the ship in their canoes 

and do what trading they can for cigar- 
ettes, rice, sugar, etc., right at the ship 
Our mission schooner, however, was a! 
anchor inside the lagoon within the reach 
of ali and they made the most of it.

All day the people came out, examinet! 
the boat from stem to stern and then just 
sat on deck, laughing and talking, enjoy- 
ing the unusual privilege. They brought 
presents of coconuts and food for the 
crew and gifts of handicraft for me, and 
received cigarettes in tum. I have a fine 
collection of lava-lavas, the only garment 
women wear, a kind of wrap-around, six 
feet long and from eighteen to twenty- 
four inches wide. It is fastened at tlie
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Native canoe is beached on a coconut plantation vvhile spear-bearing sailors trade.
(U.S. Navy photo)

waist with a belt often artistically decor- 
ated with designs in tortoiseshell. The 
lava-lava itself is woven on hand looms 
from the inner bark of hibiscus which is 
stripped, combed into threads under wa- 
ter and bleached. In the weaving, a var- 
iety o£ designs according to the skill of 
the operator are worked into the finished 
product with threads that have been 
dyed blue and red. Every native hut has 
its little loom and some of the women 
become real artis ts.

Two evenings later, we were ready to 
leave this pleasant atoll, so it was up 
anchor and awav for Ifalik with sails fill- 
ing and a brilliant moon to light the way. 
By nine o’clock the next moming, we 
were carefully threading our way through 
the coral heads that mark the pass into 
the Ifalik lagoon. This atoll, with about 
280 people, is only about fifty percent 
Catholic. They had built a very fine 
chapel of native materials, high and airy, 

in a clearing in the coconut grove. It 
rested on a carpet of that fine soft grass. 
There were the usual greetings from the 
people and then Mass. When the lists 
had been checked over, 66 were found 
ready for Confirmation.

Some time before we reached Ifalik an 
event occurred which illustrates the rever- 
ence, superstitious fear, or whatever it 
may be called with which the people 
look upon one who is somewhat de- 
mented. There seems to be at least one 
on every atoll. On Ifalik, their “sick one” 
began to show signs of violence, knock- 
ing things over, threatening people, etc. 
What to do? Lay hands on him to tie him 
up or put him in a strait jacket until he 
calmed down? No,he had been “touched” 
by God, or the demon. So one hundred 
and tliirty, almost half the population, 
simplv got into their canoes and sailed 
off for Wotje, miles away over the open 
sea and left the crazy man in possessioni
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Simplicity is the keynotc and these Caroline 
Islanders have alvvays dealt only in essentials.

Then they notificd the Civil Administra 
tion authorities on Yap and on the ner 
trip of the government ship, medical au 
thorities took him into custody. But eve 
when we arrived, some Ifalik peopl 
were stili on Wotje.

Woleae was our next stop. It took t 
about eight hours sailing due west froi 
Ifalik and we uscd the motor all the waj 
This brought us to the large pass befor 
sunset. Woleae is a large atoll and ther 
are people living on seven or eight of tl 
numerous reef islands. On the larger 
which I will call Woleae, where most c 
the people live, the Japanese had bui 
an air strip for small planes and made- 
fair sized military base. The remains < 
tanks, machines, etc., can stili be see 
rusting in the underbrush. The passi 
are deep and the lagoon furnishes amp’ 
anchorage. As on Ifalik, there is a large 
percentage of pagans here than on mch 
of the atolls, though this would soc 
change with a good catechist.

Then southeast to Eurapik and tl 
usual greetings followed by Mass after 
ward. While Father Walter was goii-

Loading copra bags to be ferried to waiting trading ship is essence of island econoim
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Northland beauty is typified by Anke Lake and its scenic background near the city of Juneau.

Call of Alaska
John J. Morris S.J.

Every missionary land has its own appeal of beauty but 
few can rival the majestic grandeur of the Northland

a
ETS take off froin Seattle in an Alas- 
n kan Airlines DC-6. Fairbanks is 1800 
miles toward the North Pole. It is mid- 

June, 11:00 P.M. As you look over your 
shoulder the blazing metropolitan lights 
far below seem to wave good-bye for 
civilization. You slide dovvn and comfort 
yourself in the seat—it is bedtime, the 
steady hum of the motors plays the sand- 
man. You hardly have time to shift your 
sleepy body twice when you become 
aware that you are speeding into day- 
light—tliat of a six-month day—into the 
land of the midnight sun. Your watch 
telis you it is only one hour past mid­
night, yet the “rising” sun seems to laugh 
and say, “Funny country up this way, 
isnt it?”

Soon you are wide awake. Off to the 
west as far as you can see are jagged, 
glacier-fashioned peaks. They are crusted 
with glazing ice and glorious whiteness. 
Yet it isn’t white; the great, rising fire 
has lent the world its reddish hue. Ob­
lique rays gild the heights which in tum 
cast long shadows of every rise and 
descent. Blind to ali this beauty our 
plane rushes on.

Now below us and to the east are liter- 
ally hundreds of small, lonely lakes fed 
by the dving snows. Could it be so, are 
these true forests and verdured valleys 
encircling the lakes, and so close to frozen 
summits? Yes, just another of Alaska’s 
many moods—it is a vast land with a rich 
personality. A guide out of Anchorage
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Iceman cometh in a world of white where all things appear frozen in an etcrnal silence.

once told me tliat for over ten years he 
had been lifting sportsmen into these 
lakes and had never landed twice on the 
same lake.

But this is only an introduction to Al- 
aska. You will be thrilled to climb into 
the heart of a gigantic glacier, awe-filled 
by her mass, fascinated by the ice-im- 
prisoned blue which one can never touch 
nor release. You would have to agree 
with the old sourdough who gazed from 
his log cabin up toward the towering 
mountain of ice.

“You know,” began the older miner, 
“when a mans livin’ alone his mind does 
some funny things. I ve lived with that 
over-sized mountain of ice for almost 
thirty years. It’s become like a great wo- 
man to me. She stands there unperturb- 
able and always with calm poise. Coursin 

through her is that blue blood. It makes 
her flesh mysterious and beautiful. She 
can almost hypnotize you with it. It’s al­
ways there, gentle and attractive, but 
you can never make it your own.”

The old-timer hesitated a minute, spat 
a good load of whiskied snuff out beyond 
his doorway and continued, “Like all true 
females she’s got a mean streak in her. 
See those heaps of rock piled at her feet; 
that’s her work. She’s a livin’ giant, al­
ways movin’, shearin’ big rocks, and 
scoopin’ out gullies. Nothin’11 stop her.

“All summer long she’s workin’. When 
I lav in bed at night I can hear her, and 
when I’m at my diggins shes stili goin • 
It’s only when winter comes that there s 
any rest. She covers herself in soft white 
blankets and waits for another spring-

Then with a note of sadness, ‘Tve got' 
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ten old and wrinkled over the years, but 
;shes stili lookin’ forward to a few decades 
of work. Shes stili as young, fresh and 
beautiful as the day I first met her.” With 
a bit of pride he ended with, “That’s why 
I call her a woman.”

That old prospector really saw the 
wonder of a glacier. I suppose he could 
give you a similar story for perhaps Alas- 
ka’s greatest sight, the Aurora Borealis. 
These Northern Lights are literally one 
of the greatest shows on earth. After the 
long summer has passed, the ground 
freezes hard, winds howl, and powdered 
snow blows. Where sunbeams once 
played darkness rushes in.

But it isn’t all bleak. So often all you 
have to do is look upward. There in the 
sky are the majestic Northern Lights. 
Each night, not to say each minute, they 
are different. At times they hang across 
the whole sky with the composure of a 
heavy drapery, folding and unfolding, be- 
ing drawn open and then closed. The 
vault of heaven becomes a stage, but here 
the sapphire-blue curtain and the show 
are one and the same. So real is it all 
that you instinctively listen, and in vain, 
for the rustle of moving curtains.

If the Northern Lights are one of the 
sights that never wear thin and join the 
prosaic, there is another thrill which God 
seems to have destined with a magic to 
equal that of the Lights.

Month piles on month as you wearily 
plod your way into the deep, cold pit 
of December twenty-first. Thick-ribbed 
ice has choked the sound of talking 
rivers, deep snow has smothered all 
sounds, and pressing darkness lays heav- 
ily on the land. Life’s posture becomes 
one of sitting and waiting.

But December twenty-first is the begin- 
I ning of the end. The sun can flee no

Highest peak in North America is Mt. McKin- 
ley which rises 20,300 feet into blue yonder. 

farther; it looks back, has pity, tums and 
begins the long, steady course upward. 
Then one day you will hear drip, drip, 
drip. Thats it! The magic spell is being 
cast after the long night.

Snows shrink, hundreds of tiny rivulets 
chatter like children released from school, 
flocks of white birds appear from no- 
where, darting and zooming, glad to help 
nature rejoice. Above can be heard the 
unrivaled sound of honking geese. They 
are wild, powerful, but their presence 
gladsome and their call exciting. Butter- 
cups, crocuses, and nameless wild flowers 
pop up and dance with the winds.

Shouts from children mingle with the 
sharp bark of as many tail-wagging dogs. 
Furs are put away, boats are mended. 
Village life comes to a new pitch; every- 
one is preparing happily for fish-camp.

These are some of Alaska’s moods. Mis- 
sion life has its hard side, but like life 
everywhere it is coin of two sides. No- 
where is there a missionary who doesn’t 
find moments for rejoicing, moments of 
peace, and moments for communion with 
God in the sights and wonders of his 
mission land.
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THE KDLLElKi STKDKES
John J. Kenealy S.J.

There is an awful hopelessness in the face of a deadly
attack when ones own defenses are pitifully weak

Cholera is A killer and it struck 
suddenly at Jamalpur, here in In­

dia^ Bihar District, on Sunday night. 
One of our teachers, a lad of about 22 
years and a convert, walked six miles in 
from his village to give the news that 
his wife was sick. Father Snyder wasnt 
here at the time and ali I had on hand 
was some powder for dysentery. Never 
having seen cholera before, I didn’t real- 
ly understand what was happening. The 
lad took what I gave him and walked the 
six miles back to his village in the dark.

The following morning, as I was Corn­
ing from the sacristy after saying Mass, 
I saw a couple of the men from that vil­
lage in the compound. I went over to 
ask them how the teachers (his name is 
Anant Lai) wife was. Their report: she 

was dead and so were three others. Many 
more were affected and if something were I 
not done quickly the whole village would j. 
be wiped out.

Michael Hembram, our Santal cate- 
chist, and his wife Dina live here, in 
Jamalpur. Dina is a nurse who works m 
the Notre Dame Sisters’ dispensary about 
a mile away. I asked her what had to 
be done, and she said we’d have to inocu- ■ 
late the whole village, those who were • 
not yet stricken by the epidemic. Michael 
and I hopped on the motorcycle and 
started buzzing around town for serum 
and medicine. Sister Kieran, of Notre 
Dame Academy, gave me some Sulfa- 
guanidine. The Indian Army regiment • 
near here (where a Catholic officer was 
able to help) and the Jamalpur Munici- 
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poality supplied me with injection serum, 
amd the railway hospital, where a Cath- 
o.ilic is the compounder, supplied me with 
soome powder to check the vomiting. By 
81:30 Michael, the catechist and I were 
o»n our way out to the village by motor- 
c^ycle. His wife Dina and a couple of 
oither teachers had to walk it because 
tlhere is no other conveyance.

Michael and I arrived at 9:00 o’clock. 
I could see the villagers were terror- 
stltricken. Women were wailing and the 
imen were just sitting as if dumb. Nine 
poeople were down with the epidemic and 
\we started giving them the Sulfaguani- 
dline pilis. Dina and the teachers came 
a.fter about 45 minutes and began inocu- 
Isiting everyone not yet affected. We 
sttayed there till about 1 o’clock and no 
mew deaths had occurred in that time. The 
mine were in various stages of weakness, 
bout the heavy running and vomiting had 
sttopped. We went horne for lunch and 
tlhen Michael and I returning again at 
35:00 p.m. At the same time the health 
oofficer of the District also appeared on 
tlhe scene. He brought some glucose in- 

jections with him and also some bleach- 
ing powder to purify the well which 
seems to have been the source of the 
trouble. What we really needed was some 
saline solution to be given intravenously, 
but that he didn’t have. One child named 
Buddhu died as he was getting the glu­
cose injection. We had baptized him in 
the morning. He was eight years old.

Michael and I left the village as it was 
getting dark. The next morning we re- 
turned and stili nobody else had died, 
nor were there any new cases. We 
thought the thing was finished. We spent 
the morning and afternoon in the village 
and retumed horne at night.

The tliird morning we returned and 
found two men had come down, one 
about 50 years old. Since we caught him 
early, I thought he’d be O.K. I left medi­
cine there with the headman whom I 
told to administer it. We left the village 
around noon and didn’t return in the eve- 
ning, as we were dead tired.

The fourth morning we returned and 
found that the 50-year-old fellow had 
died about an hour before I arrived. Two
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“Michael and I thought the thing was finished. 
We didn’t retum in the evening, too dead tired.”

more small boys were down also. We 
stayed the moming, attending to some 
work in a nearby village also, and in the 
evening, since one of the little boys was 
stili in danger, decided to stay ali night. 
Michael returned to Jamalpur to inform 
Father and I remained in the mud hut 
we use as a school. I visited the boy two 
or tliree times during the night, as I 
had left orders with his father to call me 
if he started to vomit or get the runs. 
The kid was deteriorating and couldn’t 
seem to keep the medicine down at ali. 
We had already baptized him, and put 
a rosary around his neck, and now we 
started praying like mad. Then after I 
tried to give him another dose of medi­
cine, he heaved it up again and along 
with it came a worm at least ten inches 
long and a qu arter of an inch in diameter. 

The most vicious looking thing Ive evcr 
seen. Once that beast was out of the 
childs stomach (he was about 8 years 
old) he at once began to look better 
and by morning he was out of danger.

In the morning I went to the next vil­
lage to say Mass, as that is the usual 
Mass center for the area. (Incidentally. 
when the neighboring villages got wind 
of the epidemic, they closed their shop? 
to these poor people and they couldnt 
even buy food. Father Snvder kept the 
whole village alive with U.S. wheat and 
corn.) Just as I was vesting, after hear- 
ing confessions, word came that the motli- 
er of another of our teachers was down- 
I gave him the medicine and said I’d be . 
over after Mass. That old lady licked me- 
I spent most of the day and half the 
night with her before she stopped vomit- 
ing. By Sundav morning I thought shed 
be O.K. as she was resting. On Sunday 
we celebrated the first Mass ever in the 
village. Previous to the epidemic there 
were only ten baptized Catholics in the 
whole place. But the whole village came 
to Mass, even the local Sadhu.

The next day the teachers mother 
died. We rushed out there again when 
we heard that she was unconscious and 
Dina, MichaeFs wife, began feeding her 
glucose and saline injections. After about 
400 cc.’s of the stuff she began to recover 
and gained consciousness and seemed to 
be breathing more easily. An hour after 
we were gone, she died.

There were no new cases after that. 
The task now is to repair the mouth of 
their well which is in such a state that 
the dirty water lying around it seep§ 
back in, polluting the drinking supply^ 
Father Snyder is supplying them witf* 
bricks and mortar. They’11 carry sand aritl 
stone from the hilis nearby and suppfv 
the labor. They are too poor to pay axiv 
cash themselves. They have no land 
their own and their work is to cut wq^ 
from the forests and sell it in the baza^ 
for firewood. May God spare them noXv,
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Women were wailing and the men were

sitting there as if dumb.”

 

“We first got word of the cholera epi- 
demic on Sunday evening when one of 
our teachers, a 22-year-old lad, a con- 
vert, walked 6 miles from his village to 
teli us that his wife was sick.”

So began a week of tragedy and despair 
for the villagers of Monghyr, India, 
where Fr. John Kenealy, S.J. is stationed. 
Cholera knows no particular age group— 
striking children and the aged alike. 
Young mothers, their children and the 
grandparents lay helpless while dysentery 
and vomiting sapped their strength. Sure- 
ly, if serum didn’t get there soon the en- 
tire village would be wiped out.

Father Kenealy labored from sun up 
to sun down and with medicines and in- 
noculations that he begged and borrowed 
the epidemic was soon brought under con- 
trol. Wrote the triumphant Father, “Since 
we redeemed most of the villagers who

were at death’s door, the number of saints 
in that village is just double what it was 
before the epidemic.”

Father Kenealy’s ambition is to open a 
dispensary in this area and stock it with 
the necessary medications. Many epi- 
demics would never reach threatening 
proportions if a well-stocked dispensary 
was kept in readiness. However, medi­
cine and supplies require money and 
again we have no one to turn to except 
generous American Catholics.

It’s common knowledge that many of 
our readers wish to do a little extra to 
help their unfortunate brethren around 
the world. What better way than a con- 
tribution to help stock our dispensary? 
Wouldn’t it be gratifying to know that 
your money helped stem a new epidemic 
in some remote Indian village? Why not 
act today?

What you do for the least of 
My brethren you do for Me

Jesuit Missions, 211 East 87 Street, New York 28, N.Y.

Dear Fathers,
I wish to contribute $  to help stock a dispensary in 

Monghyr, India.

Name

Address 

City Zone State



In Maryland Father Duggan checks overC 
Correspondence Course list at Woodstoe

Thomas L. Duggan S.J.

[F3 arly each morning Gabriel 01 
£1 Ajai makes his way to his vilw? 
church in Ire-Ikirum, Nigeria. There 1 
leads the people in their morning prayt- 
During the day he visits the sick, trau 
the altar boys, or instructs a class i 
catechumens in the faith thev are abo'

In Nigeria Gabriel Olu-Ajai visits the sick, 
trains altar boys and instructs catechumens.

to embrace.
Gabriel is a lay catechist. At bvenV

Maryland and Nigeria meet across thousands of miles of 
water and the results are heartwarming to hoth sides

Truth and its Consequences
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cight years of age, he already has six 
years’ experience in bringing others to 
the threshold of belief. “After I left the 
school,” he says, “I wanted a way to 
serve God. Then I thought I can try by 
doing catechist work. I told my parents 
that I want to become a catechist; they 
said ali right.” So after a year of train- 
ing, Gabriel began to tend to the needs 
of the faithful and the faithful-to-be dur- 
ing the long periods between the visits 
of the missionarv priest.

Gabriel loved his work as an apostle 
of Christ. But he wanted to be a better 
one. In his own words, “I know that 
Gods way is the way of salvation and 
therefore I don’t want to leam anything 
more than this religious faith.” Where 
there is a will, there is a way and some- 
how Gabriel found out about Woodstocks 
Home Study Course, a correspondence 
course for teaching the doctrines of the 
Catholic Faith, run by the seminarians of 
Woodstock College, the Jesuit theologate 
in Maryland.

A seminarian-instructor was assigned 
to help Gabriel. Text-books were sent to 
him, first Father Smith Instructs Jackson 
and later Life in Christ by Fathers Weber 
and Kilgallon. Tests were sent also. 
Teacher and pupil began communicating 
across five thousand miles of water.

At regular intervals GabrieKs com- 
pleted tests would arrive at the Home 
Study Office. Shortlv before or after their 
arrival would come an air-mail form. The 
large, careful lettering made it easily 
identifiable as his. In it were particular 
questions on which he wanted help— 
about teaching people how to pray, about 
counseling married couples, on answer- 
ing questions about the Bible. Now and 
then he would completely overleap cul- 
tural barriers and ask, for example, about 
the liceity of using ju-ju rings, on which 

• occasions the instructor would need in- 
JStruction. There was always the plea for 
imore reading material.

By return mail Gabriel would receive 
:a long letter and a couple of pertinent 

Knights of Columbus pamphlets. Final- 
ly, tests completed, returned and cor- 
rected, an extra large envelope went his 
way containing GabrieFs bone fide di­
ploma. It attested to his successful com- 
pletion of the course.

In his most recent letter came a pic­
ture of himself. There was also protesta- 
tions of his deep gratitude for the help 
and inspiration given him. He seemed 
totally oblivious, as usual, of any inspira­
tion his own concern for his faith might 
afford. But at Woodstock we were deep- 
ly impressed.

The Home Study of Religion school of 
Woodstock College began its nineteenth 
year of activity last September. Recently 
the school awarded a diploma to its 
2,000th graduate. Since 1942 when 
Woodstocks Jesuit theologians began to 
teach the truths of the faith through the 
mails, more than 300 of these graduates 
have been converted and baptized.

The home-students include non-Catho- 
lics interested in Catholicism and Catho- 
lics in search of further instruction in 
their faith. They run the gamut of social 
status from psychiatric social workers 
to charwoman. Last year’s course in- 
cluded a sailor who returned his exams 
from ports-of-call around the world: 
Hong Kong, Seoul, New York, and Istan- 
bul. He was finally baptized in New 
York. A Baptist couple from California 
also followed the course to the Church 
last year.

The course provides a regular lesson 
program; in addition, a Jesuit student is 
assigned to correspond with each en- 
rollee. This personal relationship by let­
ter probably has had much to do with 
the successful guidance to baptism of one 
out of every four non-Catholics complet- 
ing the course. Since the total number of 
resultant baptisms does not include the 
“probable” ones of those people who sig- 
nified an intention to receive the sacra- 
ment, the average percentage of conver- 
sions is probably closer to one-third of 
all non-Catholic inquirers.
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Sister Knows 
Her History

Sister Clementina knows her beloveJ 
Arapahoes, children, parents, grand' 
parents. For half a century she 
given herself unstintingly to them.
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A half century spent among the Arapahoe Indians is the 
golden achievement of Sister Clementina of St. Francis

FHifty years ago Sister Clementina of 
LT the Sisters of St. Francis of Glenn 
Riddle, Pa., arrived at St. Stephen’s Mis- 
sion, Wyoming, to take up her duties of 
converting, educating, and civilizing the 
members of the Arapahoe Indian Tribe.

In that year of 1911 things were stili 
rather primitive in many parts of the Old 
West; at St. Stephen s they were inighty 
primitive. Hardship and sacrifice were 
plentiful. There was the blazing summer 
heat of over a hundred degrees and the 
winter cold of more than thirty degrees 
below zero. But the weather was only 
one of the “environmental difficulties.” 
For instance, in those early days govern- 
mental policy advocated punishing the 
Arapahoe children if they spoke Arapa­
hoe instead of English. But they knew no 
English! Imagine teaching first grade 
through an interpreter—but thafs exactly 
what Sister Clementina succeeded in do- 
ing, and doing it well, for many years.

When you ask Sister to describe some 
of the events she has witnessed, you soon 
realize that you are interviewing a most 
remarkable person, a teacher with un- 
usual and lengthy educational experi- 
ences. For fifty years now, Sister has 
watched the transfonnation of a pagan 
tribe into a congregation of Catholic In­
dians. She herself has seen the change 
from literal “little savages,” whose lan- 
guage was unwritten and its grammar 
unknown, into a group of American 
school children whose command of En­
glish bears no trace of accent, either 
Western or otherwise. Their education, 
especially with their new high school, is 
equal to and oftentimes better than that 
of many city children.

As Sister Clementina views the modern 
mission piant at St. Stephen’s, many mem- 
ories come to mind. .She recalls the great 
fire. It broke out about ten o’clock on a 

January morning when it was twenty 
below zero and destroyed so large a part 
of the mission that many felt it was the 
end of all their work. This catastrophe 
was followed by the quarantine for menin­
gitis. It was an incredible quarantine, 
binding pupils and Sisters alike for a 
full year. She remembers the many fu- 
nerals of olden times when tuberculosis 
was such a potent destroyer of Indian 
lives. In those days they buried the un- 
embalmed together with the persons suit- 
cases and possessions.

To the question of which child learns 
quicker, Indian boy or girl, Sister would 
give an unqualified nod to the Indian 
girls. She points out too that the Arapa­
hoe children are naturally artistic and 
can learn to do many types of beautiful 
skilled work. In fact the Arapahoe tribe 
has long been noted for its excellent 
bead work.

With half a century of educational ex- 
periences, and having actually watched 
the metamorphosis of a savage tribe in­
to civilized American citizens, Sister 
Clementina is in a unique position to say 
whether the work at St. Stephens Mis­
sion in Wyoming has been worthwhile. 
Have the Arapahoes made real progress 
during the past half century? Has this 
Mission, conducted by the Jesuit Fathers 
and the Franciscan Sisters, now boasting 
a grade school of over three hundred 
and fifty Indian children and a high 
school of more than a hundred, been 
successful? After a half century of great 
sacrifice and most unusual educational 
work, Sister Clementina says confidently, 
“Yes.” Aild who should know better?

Sometimes we tend to overlook the his- 
tory which is being made before our very 
eyes. Sister Clementina is one of many 
who have labored in obscurity for a cause 
completely unheralded.
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Can you help in any of the following ways?

Wanted for Jesuit Missionanes

Calling all youngsters! On page 10 is the 
story of what 75-year-old Father Kuenzel 
and 65-year-old Father Doyle are trying 
to do at Cattle- Landing, British Hon- 
duras. Could you help these young-in- 
heart with their church-school for which 
they need about $900?

The tragic drowning of Father Linssen in 
Alaska was recounted in our last issue. 
He was enroute to his post at Tununak 
with the veteran Father Deschout. Now 
the latter is left without helper or the 
church furnishings lost in the accident. 
Will you give whatever you can to help 
this zealous missionary fix up his church 
on lonely Nelson Island?

Trouble is double for Father Goveas at 
Jehanabad in India. He needs two chap- 
els, two altars, and two tabernacles. The 
Sisters have no chapel in their convent 
and the other one is desperately needed 
in a promising village. The Mary Im­
maculate chapel for the Sisters will cost 
$1500 and the other one about $1000. 
Any size donation would be gratefully re- 
ceived by this old-time friend of JM.

The lasting value of a Correspondence 
Course in the teaching of our faith is 
illustrated by the story on page 28. We 
have several requests from India for aid 
in covering costs of similar letters. A 
set of letters may cost only $1.00 but 
the steady demand puts a heavy strain 
on Fathers Sontag, Kavanagh and Asirat- 
nam, all working in different parts of 
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India. Could you give a couple of dollai- 
to further this important work?

Monsoon in June may be a catchy title 
but it is a full-sized worry for Father 
Ludwig in Rampur. He needs a decer/ 
shelter for his fifty-plus orphans ana 
seven Sisters before the storms strike. It - 
hard enough to scrape together the usua- 
expenses for feeding, clothing, etc. but 
a good building means an expense far 
beyond the normal. He needs at least 
$3000 before June. Can you help in any 
way?

Since the creation of the world there 
have been only two permanent missiona- 
ries at Manticao in the Philippines. Fa­
ther Moggi, an Italian Jesuit, has suc- 
ceeded a diocesan priest at that post 
and is striving to make up for the years 
when no priest was available. There are 
no doors or walls to his church; a hun- 
dred things are to be done—and he has 
no one to tum to for help. Could you 
partially provide the answer to his needs?

The Retreat House in Tokyo was once a 
Carmelite Convent—so there was no 
heat. Four stoves are slightly inadequate 
for forty-five rooms. Father Maruri shiv- 
eringly says, “I need ten gas stoves at ten 
dollars apiece.” Can anyone help?

JESUIT MISSIONS 
211 East. 87th St. 
New York 28, N.Y.



Yesterday’s chapels 
are loday^s needs.

Help the priests 
of the islands!-

A Church is a place for God.

In the Caroline and Marshall 
Islands mission (as you can 

teli £rom Bishop Kennally’s 
account) everything there be- 

longs to yesterday’s primitive- 
ness. Every priest out there 
needs a suitable place on some 
island. Could you donate a 

small church (in memory of a 
beloved one) and allow Bishop 
Kennally to designate the isle?

JESUIT MISSIONS
211 East 87th St, New York 28, N.Y.



You eant put a price on a vocation; it's the pearl 
beyond all price. But manij a girl and boy have been

\ unable to enter religious life because of financial
difficulties. Missionaries have asked us to help in
backing vocations now at hand. Could you send $5, $10 . • •
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