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Speaking of poverty in the Twentieth 

Century is almost as complicated as speak­
ing about the century itself. To say some- 
thing worth while, one needs a combination 
of special instincts and skills. He needs also 
some experience of life among the poor. And 
he needs, perhaps most of ali, to be able 
to back up his moral indignation with a 
basic sense of history—the large causes of 
poverty, the shifts and imbalances and social 

passions that have pocked the face of the 
earth with our newest, and very nearly 
incurable, illness.

The city poor are in fact ubiquitous, 
and invisible. They are there, in Memphis 
or New York, in Paris or Amsterdam, in 
Johannesburg and Moscow, in greater num- 
bers than ever before in history, in varying 
degrees of disease, despair, idleness, and 
also of hope and secret nobility.
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And the poor are nowhere. As far as the 
xonsciousness of the average man who lives 
aan ‘uncontaminated’ life near the inner city 
3)r in a suburban area, the poor simply do 
mot exist. They do not cross the commuter’s 
“ye, except on the rarest of occasions and 
iiin the least meaningful light; a hurried figure, 
aa crowd in the Street, a shoeshine boy or a 
ppanhandler, someone to be gotten past on 
Ihe way to the real business of the moment. 
ffet they are there.

The poor are a reality, no matter how 
Ueceptive and absurd our advertising, no 
matter how strongly the winds of oppor- 
irunity blow for the rest of us, bringing 
tlhe tantalizing scent of expanding economies, 
“ducational betterment, new jobs, bigger 
hnomes. On a large percentage of our society 
md a much larger percentage of the world, 
5'iuch winds have never blown. The urban 
pooor are literally becalmed. Their economy 
iss sterile or sluggish, their children will have 
leess (not more) chance at education than 
tlhey have had, their jobs are futile, slavish, 
aand ill paid, their homes (the word is of 
c.ourse a euphemism) are disease-ridden, 
oovercrowded.

To see these things first hand is at the 
v/ery least to have one’s sense of the world 
poowerfully modified. And a shock such as 
tlhis can be the start of a useful therapy; 
itt can even mean that a cure is remotely 
uunder way. A cure, hopefully, of the un- 
teended sores of the urban poor. But a cure 
ailso of the sick society that has banished its 
pooor to the lazar houses of the inner city 
aas its solution to a moral crisis it does not 
hnave the stamina to face.

Before becoming more specific about 
uurban poverty, it might be helpful to sug- 
gjest a few of the ways in which this poverty 
dUiffers from all previous forms.

1. Modern urban poverty is essentially 
amd almost universally degrading. This must 
boe said as plainly as possible, at the begin- 
nuing, because the statement governs every- 
tfihing else that can be said. And also 
boecause it pulls from under our feet the 
tHhick-napped illusions which help us identify 
innodem urban poverty with the kinds of 

poverty blessed in the beatitudes, or sought 
after by saints, or lauded in Church sermons.

Modern poverty represents, in fact, the 
apogee and triumph of an attack on man 
himself. It is an attack on man himself. It 
is an attack more successful even than that 
of modern warfare, since this poverty can 
perdure, and even flourish, in times of peace. 
It is an attack more devastating than the 
pornography and futility and waste of talent 
represented by some forms of mass com- 
munication. Indeed, our newspapers and 
television and advertising have moved first 
of all, like a corps of evil surgeons, on the 
body of the city poor, and worked their 
experiments there, and studied their results, 
under the exquisite laboratory control of 
Slumtown, where the antibiotics of culture, 
legal protection, and education, are of little 
avail. The poor have succumbed easily, like
an already sickened body before a new Daniel 
microbe.

J. Berrigan S.

2. This poverty has very little heart left. In 
history, the poor have been able to summon 
resources to fight back; sometimes bloodily, 
sometimes creatively. So we have had 
peasant revolts, strikes, workers’ revolutions, 
or massive shifts of populations as the poor 
tried their future in new lands. But now 
there is almost literally nothing left to them 
with which to fight. Geographically, there 
is nowhere to go. And even if there were, 
there are few resources and, indeed, little 
will to carry them there.

So perhaps the most terrifying aspect 
of this poverty is the fact that the poor 
are unable to create the ideas that will liber­
ate them. They have no resources to think 
through their plight. As a resuit, they are 
left more and more to the mercy of society 
planners.

3. This poverty has almost nothing to 
commend it. From the point of view of its 
own societies, it is almost totally parasitic. 
No skills, no usable work force, no viable 
market.

But infinitely more to our point is the 
fact that the urban poor are deprived in a 
way that touches the very soul of man. 
Neither handouts, nor charity, nor good in- 
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tentions suffice to touch this wound at its 
source, to remake what has been betrayed. 
It is human existence itself that modern 
societies have polluted, the sources of life 
which they have violated. Family, conscience, 
hope, capacity for love, steadiness of pur- 
pose, the ability to master one’s present and 
exert reasonable control over his future— 
these have been wrung from our urban poor. 
And if these things in their sum define the 
meaning and dignity of life, it is ciear that 
the destruction worked on the poor in the 
Twentieth Century is a unique and altogether 
malicious crime.

4. Among western nations, urban poverty 
is almost universally connected with race. 
There are beyond doubt large numbers of 
whites in our cities who are desperately 
poor. But the chances of one’s leading a 
marginal existence are enhanced greatly if 
his skin is not white. And the darker one’s 
skin, the larger his chances of living and 
dying in the inner city ghetto. And his 
chances are excellent, moreover, of sharing 
ali the accompanying ilis of city poverty. 
Such a man will be more subject to disease, 
he will pay exorbitantly for inferior housing, 
he will attend inferior schools and be (im- 
perfectly) prepared for an inferior job. On 
that job, he will be the last hired, the 
lowest paid, and the first fired. Everywhere 
he looks, his eye will rest on the dreary 
reminders of his color, and its price: littered 
streets, filthy store fronts, ill-kept parks—a 
moral and geographical dead end, a wall 
that very few succeed in leaping.

* * *

Stili, there is some hope in ali this. That 
hope centers about the men and women 
who have not accepted the misery of their 
fellow men as inevitable, or steeled them- 
selves against it. The hope is small, under- 
manned, exposed. In comparison with the 
task to be done, with the lineup of the 
sick at the door, with the infant$ who have 
so little chance, and the wretched old who 
cling to life—in comparison with those 
speechless eyes and empty hands, and what 
they ask—the small number of thinking and 

compassionate men has very little resourci
But it is the part of hope to hope oi 

for reasons which are unclear to the man c 
hope, but which are nevertheless formidabl 
and even unkillable reasons. In somewlu 
this way, the Church hopes on—for chang( 
for compassion, for a massive worldwid 
awakening in men. And like ali those wh 
truly hope, in contrast to those who merel 
waste time in dreams, in panaceas, th 
Church puts hope to work.

She realizes, first of all, that no outside 
has ever been of any real use to a ma 
in need. To aid the poor, one must himsel 
be poor. And if it happens that he is nc 
poor, then he must deliberately become pooi 
It is remarkable how this call to povert 
was sounded most powerfully during th 
second session of the Vatican Council by th 
bishops from the poor nations. A poo 
world is indeed teaching the Church. It i 
bringing horne to her, in an entirely nev 
and immediate way, the simple words, Go 
sell what you have, and give to the poor 
and then come, follow Me.”

The area stories, in picture, which follov 
this essay are designed to show, first of all 
the poor and their need and, secondly 
Christ in the Church ministering amonj 
them and to them. These are case historie* 
and also, to an extent, serve as a 20th 
century gospel commentary on the continu 
ing life and work of the Master, who soughi 
out the poor and the suffering and wenl 
among them to give Himself.

There are many Christs, in this sense; 
in the world today. All religious groups, 
Catholic and other, are in the forefront 
working and sacrificing out of a profound 
and even heroic faith. There are, too, the 
men of good will who stand outside anj 
religious tradition but stand firmly within 
mankind—the organizations of brotherhood, 
the technical teams, the educational and 

cultural exchange groups.
So many are conscious of man’s need, an 

are thinking and acting in response to it. 
The universal Church welcomes them an 
wishes to work with them.



SOURCES:

The material presented in these 
pages came from these Jesuit 

Fathers: Cari Hemmer of Buffalo, 
who studied in Spain and is now 

doing an Economics Ph.D. at 
Yale; Joseph Shih, a Chinese of 
the Far East Province, who visited

Africa preparatory to teaching 
Missiology at Rome’s Gregorian 
University; and Renato Poblete, 

associate director of Chile’s Centro 
Bellarmino, a social research insti­
tute, who is now in the U.S. for 

medical treatment.

Shantytowns, squatters, vil­
las miseria, bidonvilles . . . 
The names are legion, the 
reality is one: SLUMS. Every 
big city around the world 
has them: tattered houses 
and people jammed together 
along dirt alleys, dwellers 
on the fringfe—on the fringe 
of the city and on the fringe 
of living.

Slums everywhere start 
alike, look alike, kill alike. 
Workers and their families 
pour in from a shrivelled 
countryside to the glitter 
and promise of the city. But 
they are illiterate, wholly 
unskilled, they are literally 
displaced persons in their 
own land. The men try ped- 
dling, pick over junk and 
garbage heaps-and starve, 
spiritually first.

3



South of Madrid, sprawled for 
miles over a treeless plain, is the 
Pozo (literally, "the Pit"), a sium 
which in ten years has swollen 
to 25,000 inhabitants. Most come 
from Southern Andalusia, locked 
out largely by a switch from man- 
ual to machine farming.

The Pozo is fractionally better 
off than most other slums. Most 
men hold some marginal job— 
95% are construction laborers, 
3% work in factories. Their houses, 
too, are more solid than the make- 
shift walls and tin roofs elsewhere. 
But their streets are mud, their 
living space craxnped (14 in one 
room, in one instance) and, until 
a few years ago, they had no 
schools and no parish.

In September, 1955, Father Jose 
Maria de Llanos S.J. came to live 
in the Pozo and work there. In

W®W: MADRID



January, 1956, Don Pedro Bor- 
regon, one of several laymen who 
came with him, founded a parish 
school for boys; a girls' school 
©jpened in 1957. The Ministry of 
E3©uising, dunned over years, has 
recently put up some 1,800 new 
dwellings. -

Madre Teresa, a former Carme- 
Hate now living in the Pozo, goes 
through mud on her daily social- 
w©rk rounds (lower left). Father 
Jaime Escudero S.J., the present 
jpsistor, is helped by a lay assistant 
os he checks repairs needed for a 
©yipsy’s cave (left). Such activity 
jpBuas the promise of clean streets 
cmd fair housing already given 
s@mme 40% of the people (lower 
Hght) makes real the words above 
Che Pozo church door: "God be- 

man and made His horne
©Hiim@jrag us."



Dakar, in Senegal on Africa*s 
northwcst coast, is a shining-white 
modera city which can boast a 
new luxury hotel curving close to 
sands gay with beach umbrellas 
(below, center). But nearby, hid- 
den yet sometimes only yards 
away from the pleasant, tree- 
shaded streets along which vaca* 
tioning Europeans saunter, is the 
sium called (after an old race 
course) the Champs de Courses.

Here, in a jungle of make-do tin 
roofs and walls of scavenged 
wood, are 5,000 Senegalese, 800 
of them Catholic. Many are har- 
vest workers, idle and living here 
on relatives in the off season, 
many are the unemployed and (in 
the city) the unemployable. The 
agony here is nut cold and wet, 
but heat and dust; yet it is the 
same agony.



To this jpSace ©2 duasfi and dis» 
ccouragemenfi eame ©Ihirisfi, a 2ew 
^years ago, in fihe g)®E=s©n ©2 fihe 
lAbbe Ndione, a jpriesfi and ©ne ©f 
Wheir own wh@ "made his horne 
camong them" and lower lefifi). 
EHe knew fihafi fihese jpeogde c@uaid 
mot, out of sheeir s&aame, ®j© fi© a 
Hixed parish; fihe parish snusfi go 
Ilo them.

The church he bsanlfi as a 2ar 
ccry, the Mbbe Esn@ws, 2r©m fihe 
sstateliness ©2 fi&ae- ©aBBai? ©afiEae» 
edral (lower ffigjihfiJ. EJaafi Eu Safis wlheire 
iit is and, comjpKefi© with JbeH tewer, 
iis theirs wh@ made 56.

The Cham^ss is a sfi©jo>iping place, 
mot s horne; jp®©jpB® au*® always 
Qoing back fi© fiEueai? own viiiages. 
ssoon it will ib® Ibus2!ld©2®d awny, 
ikts dwellers tiFieEzHiinej ©22 fl@ s©me 
nther Champs. ®afi wfiaaEe afi is fi&aeffe, 
Ehrist is fiheire.



In JLatin America alone slums 
are a ©2 lile for 20 to 30 
million spe@[ple, nearly 30% of the 
urban ^©jpulation. In Chile the 
Shurch has ©2 late years been 
very active am©ng the poor: es- 
ttablishments include Techo, a pro­
ductiora c©@jperative, and "Mother 
©enters". In the sium pictured on 
these pasjes (IPoMacion Areneros 
near Santiaej©), Father Del Corro 
S.J. has been with the people since 
1958. ITather Vander Rest S.J. hos 
beem buildingj better homes (4,000 
in 1963, 9,000 this year), prefabri- 
cated w©©den structures which cost 
$40 t@ $60 and are paid for at the 
rate ©2 $3 a na©nth.

The asmejjuash @2 a sium (left) is 
that it is s@ ©l©se to the hope o 
thrivinej iaetopy ©22ers, yet really 
as lar 2r@na at as the distant moun- 
tain.



Life in the sium is cheek-by- 
joowl, dangerously unhygienic (be- 
Icow). Yet the sttriving 2©r selfhood 
iss there: a rude Sence makes a 
boasic backyard beside the gsolluted 
Sitream. The need i©? tamily and 
llhe things ©S iamiSy—a pet, a doli 
—remains even inside the dubious 
pprivacy of a shredded wall (lower 
lleft).

Sickness is hard here, even 
where a famiJly has a bed, a 
cchamberpot, d©nnesti© animals 
0(near right). Buaft fthe ©Id are 
sschooled to eimduiiFSiiiwe and the 
wery young, wlh© Bsnow nothing 
eelse, are unsnrjpi?Bs®d. Et is worst 
Mor fathers in their fiwenties, stili 
sstrong and willing, ■yet able to give 
Itheir little ©nes ©niy this (far 
i right).

Sometimes, ©2 @©w?se, a baby 
• cries (lower right). Es it 2©r help?
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NEVER LEARN TO
READ AND WRITE!

Eileen L. Luhrs IVLy husband Artie claims, after thirty- 
three years of connubial bliss, that the biggest 
mistake he ever made was to select as his 
helpmate, for “better or worse”, a woman 
who could not only read but could also 
write! Why would a man in the latter part 
of the 20th Century make such a statement? 
Well, he is looking squarely at me, his faith- 
ful, 365-days-of-the-year girl Friday, and he 
proclaims loudly, “If you hadn’t leamed to 
read or write, my once capacious garage 
wouldn’t be filled to the eaves with all those 
boxes of wedding dresses, evening gowns, 
religious articles, clothing, packaged food, 
books and what not! It’s getting so bad 
that soon 1’11 have to move out and let the 
stuff move in!”

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 
Luhrs of 72 Periwinkle 
Road, Levittown, N. Y. 
received the 1963 World- 
mission Award for mis- 
sion work.

I humbly hang my silvering head and, in 
feminine fashion, try to pin the fault on 
Aunt Lily. If she hadn’t given me those old 
copies of Jesuit Missions which I carted 
home by bus and subway from the Bronx to 
Brooklyn, the whole thing might never have 
started. But I began reading them and I 
guess I’m a sort of hobo at heart. A train 

whistle, a shiphorn’s blast, the names of 
faraway places—and my feet and heart get 
itchy. But with a very limited budget, two 
growing children and a house full of pets 
we just couldn’t afford to indulge in all of 
my expensive whims.

Reading the list of missioners in Jesuit 
Missions gave me a brilliant idea. “Why not 
write to each and every one and send them a 
dollar, if it could be spared?” And this is 
actually how we got into being “Home Front” 
missionaries via a scrap of paper with a few 
hieroglyphics on it, encased in an envelope 
with the address of Father X in Alaska. 
From the first fatal letter we became con- 
firmed armchair mission addicts, writing 
letters and sharing our wealth (a whole 
dollar had big buying power 20 years ago).

Strange as it may seem, those first few 
flights intd faraway lands failed because the 
letters either lost their way or their contents 
disappeared into the parkas or loin cloths of 
some rural courier. But, undaunted, we kept 
on writing until one day we hit the jackpot. 
A nice red-haired priest (at least it was red 
20 years ago) by the name of Robert Mc- 
Cormack, a native of St. Louis, was stationed 
in Corozal, British Honduras. He answered 
not only with a big “Thank you” and a 
promise of remembrance in his daily Mass 
but with snaps of himself and his mission 
school. This spark of love generated in Coro­
zal leaped across the Gulf of Mexico and 
the Atlantic Coast right to us on Long 
Island. That spark launched us into what 
was to become, eventually, an almost world- 
wide mission aid society of our own.

Right here is a good time to explain that 
we are far from being considered middle 
class. Relatively speaking, we could be con- 

10



ssidered well off, but only if you compare us 
vwith those who have much less. But com- 
Epared to those who have an abundance of 
rmaterial goods and a reserve for the future, 
vwe are as poor as Aesop’s grasshopper.

Yet the great joy of having been born, 
rraised and wed in a world of modest cir-

ccumstances has made us feel more acutely 
tlthe hunger, the poverty, and even the naked- 
mess of those who seek our help. For who 
ccan resist the wistful, pleading face of a 
ssmall child, looking out at you from a photo- 
ggraph? So we, in the years that we have 
Uived, have suffered in a small degree some 
cof their deprivation. Thus we sincerely sym- 
ppathize with them and we are anxious to 
sshare our comparative wealth. Then they 
tbecome a little less poor and we, instead 
oof being impoverished, indeed become 
vwealthier, for the poor bear a gift in their 
sseemingly outstretched hands, that of the 
iiimprint of the Saviour’s nail-torn hands.

Getting back to Father “Bob” McCormack. 
FNot only did he come into our family, but 

his family in St. Louis opened up their 
hearts to us and we soon grew to know each 
other very well, an exchange that stili exists 
today. Off to Father “Bob’s” mission went 
boxes of clothing, books, food packages and 
our spare cash. But it’s funny, if you could 
consider it in that light, how once you’ve 
launched yourself out into the deep how 
many other hungry fish you net.

Soon we were sending parcels out to 

almost all corners of the mission world. Some 
of them contained only used stamps or edu- 
cational material or a carton of cigarettes 
which an American priest wanted for barter 
in the jungles of the Philippines. Used fancy 
buttons for making jewelry, odds and ends 
of wool for mittens, empty spools to help 
in the training of retarded children. These 
are just a sampling of some of the seemingly 
trivial treasures requested.

One day, seven years ago, I clipped out of 
the Brooklyn Tablet a pathetic appeal for 
help on behalf of some poor Carmelite nuns 
in South India. Off went a dollar to India 
and back came a letter of thanks in faltering 
English. So we became friends of seven 
French Carmelite nuns who were living in a 

(Lejt, above) Attic stairs 
are rarely this ciear. (Left) 
Doli dresses and hats are 
knitted and the missions 
make a dollar.
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three-sided barn, having only recently grai - 
uated from a tent which they had occupied 
for quite a few years.

In later letters we discovered that their 
only income was from the sale of their 
garden products and their other possible 
means of self-support, sewing vestments and 
religious articles, was precluded by the ex­
pense of material and thread. On one oc- 
casion they apologetically asked for six yards 
of material to fili an order for Ordination 
vestments as they could not find suitable 
material locally. It was then we discovered 
that such stuff was and is expensive. That 
week we dined on more beans and spaghetti 
than usual but we managed to buy the much 
needed material. Then we began thinking.

That very day someone had offered me a 
wedding gown and I had refused it as 
impractical. Now it dawned on us that here 
was a source for the kind of material needed 
by the nuns. Out came the trusty Royal and 
off to 26 unsuspecting editors, ali east of the 
Misissippi, went 26 letters of appeal for 
wedding and evening gowns.

We don’t know how many of those letters 
were printed but the response was tremen- 

(Right) If only it was a 
two-car garage! (A bove) 
A wonderful pair who 
have made many a mis- 
sionary whisper happy 
prayers.

dous. We were swamped by some 2,000 
parcels from almost every State in the Union, 
every Province in Canada and even the 
Bahamas.

At first we stored them on the attic 
stairs, but we have only thirteen steps. So 
they climbed into the attic and there we set 
up a sorting, cutting and wrapping table out 
of sawhorses and a sheet of plywood. “Swell! 
Now we can work scientifically,” said Artie,

the methodical fellow. Then one day he 
looked up and there was no way out. The 
attic was full, so full that we couldn’t even 
find the sorting table! So into the garage 
went the surplus.

People are really wonderful if we just give 
them a chance to show their Christian gener- 
osity. Those who couldn’t send dresses often 
sent a dollar or so. And we’ll never forget 
the day we opened an envelope bearing no 
return address and out tumbled five $20 
bilis, wrapped in my letter from a diocesan 
newspaper!

In the seven years since we first made the 
appeal we have sent Sister Renee some 250 
parcels of wedding and evening dresses, plus 
other small things to make life easier. This



Mhas cost us about $1,500. But it really put 
tlthe nuns into business and today they have 
aa neat, enclosed convent and even a bell 
titower, and their vocations are increasing.

Some of our other projects are a monthly 

tltrip to Maryknoll with 100 to 200 pounds 
cof clean, mended clothing. Each month a 
iparcel goes to the Glenmary Sisters in 
Wirginia; another to the American Indians, 
tithe “forgotten people” of our land; stamps 
tto the Marist Sisters; good books and maga- 
zzines to India, Africa and New Guinea. 
"Trading stamps, costume jewelry, practically 
eeverything is usable and needed somewhere.

How do we do it on one man’s salary? 
IMost of the postage money comes from our 
Hhousehold money (meaning grocery money); 
aall pennies are saved. At Christmas and on 
Dbirthdays we ask that the family give what 
tthey can afford as a gift, so that we can afford 
cour Missions.

Care to join in this most rewarding work? 
IJust pick up any of the beautiful mission 
rmagazines, such as this one, or your dioce- 
ssan paper, and read the “Wanted” columns 
sand you will be in business! Or write to 
sany of the mission-sending societies and 
tthey will be more than happy and willing to 
ggive you the name or names of priests 
vworking in the Lord’s vineyard.

So this is a partial account of how our 
ggarage reached its present overstuffed con- 
cdition, how the stairs to the attic and my 
ocutting table became overflowing with piles 
cof goodies. And it also accounts for my 
Uhusband’s heartfelt statement, “Never teach 
sa female, big or little, to read or write!”



The canonization of 
the first saints 

south of the Sahara 
has deep meaning 

for our present day

ifflffi

The canonization of the 22 Martyrs of Uganda has special signifi- 
cance for our times. These saints, raised to the honors of the altar in 
the month of October of this year, were part of the 200 or so Christians, 
Catholic and Protestant, who were put to death less than eighty years 
ago in this country in Central east Africa. They died because they were 
Christians, and because the truths of their faith were repugnant to a 
king steeped in immorality.

They are the first Africans from south of the Sahara to become 
canonized saints, members of the great Bantu race which occupies 
equatorial and Southern Africa. They were all laymen, their ages 
ranging from fourteen to thirty-five. They were not the heirs of a long i 
Catholic tradition for all of them had only been recently baptized, over . 
half of them less than seven months before their martyrdom. Twelve 
of them were royal pages in the court of the king and what triggered the 
entire persecution was the refusal by these youngsters to engage in the 
homosexual practices of the ruler. Catholic and Protestant, they died 
together for the sake of Christ. Put all these facts together and the en­
tire picture presents a shining lesson for all the world today. Africa’s 
Cardinal Rugambwa once said, “What the Church in Africa needs 
today are African saints, who will prove by their lives that holiness is 
meant for black as well as for white people.” In fire, under spear and 
club, that was proven a long lifetime ago in the red mud of Uganda.

The representation on the opposite page is a copy of the striking panel 
created by the famed Swiss artist, Albert Wider. He engaged in con- 
siderable research, travelling to Uganda and studying there the au- 
thoritative sources. In the representation the background shows the 
manner of death of each martyr. Those on the left were killed either by 
spear or club; the ones on the right were burned to death. The occupation 
or the character of each martyr is shown by his attire or his pose. The 
small animals depicted in the border beneath each saint signify the totems 
representing the various clans to which these men belonged. The in- 
dividual martyr in the upper center of the panel is St. Joseph Mukasa, 
the leader of the group, who was the majordomo at the court of King 
Mwanga. May these Martyrs of Uganda protect and inspire their own 
people of Africa and those of the whole world!
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LAYMAN

A MU 
klMI OF 
MISSIOW?

Thomas E. Quigley

f the nearly 75,000 foreign 
students enrolled at colleges across 
this country last year, about 20,000 
are presumed to be Catholics (al- 
most half of them from Latin 
America). But there were over 
6,000 students here from Africa, 
10,000 from the Near and Middle 
East, and more than 26,000 from 
the Far East, a considerable ma- 
jority of whom are non-Christians.

What should be our attitude as 
Catholics, individually and institu- 
tionally, in the face of this un- 
precedented and growing number of 
non-Christian students in our midst? 
Is this a new field for missionary en- 
deavor? Is the Lord of History to- 
day inviting American Catholics to 
preach Him to the nations newly 
gathered on our own campuses?

Whatever our answers, it should 
be said that this is stili largely an 
academic question, and that in two 
senses. It’s academic because it 
chiefly touches those in the academic 
community, including priests and 

religious who minister to students; 
but it’s also an unfortunately aca­
demic question because few Amer­
ican Catholics are thinking about it 
and fewer stili are concerned to take 
any action.

The English theologian, Father 
Charles Davis, suggests that Catho- 
lic theology is seldom in sufficient 
contact with the “growing points of 
present knowledge or with the con- 
cerns of present men” and that it is 
often through the intermediary of 
Protestant theologians that we come 
to see the theological relevance of 
certain questions. In any event, it 
should be instructive for us to con- 
sider some recent Protestant dis- 
cussions of the Church’s ministry 
to the non-Christian foreign student.

Last year representatives from 
Student Christian Movements all 
over the world (chaplains, theo­
logians and other church workers) 
met at the Bossey Ecumenical In­
stitute in Switzerland to discuss the 
Christian ministry among foreign 
students. A part of their consul- 
tation was devoted to the question 
of Christian students among stu­
dents of other faiths, and resulted 
in a series of statements, put forth 
not as final conclusions but as an 
attempt to say where the discussants 
stood on “this urgent matter” at the 
time. They are worth synthesizing.

1. Christians need to be related 
to non-Christians for many reasons. 

We are together involved in a world 
within which there are many prob- 
lems that face us all; if Christians 
are to be useful in the world and 
contribute to its betterment, they 
must know and work with non- 
Christians. Part of our witness is to 
join with others within the life of the 
world.

2. There is value simply in know- 
ing the non-Christian and being 
known by him; in the process we 
learn more of the world and of our- 
selves.

3. We seek to meet the non- 
Christian because we believe Christ 
is his Lord as well as ours, and we 
wish to know how it is with him to 
live in this world in which Christ 
reigns.

4. We must respect the freedom 
of the non-Christian as fully as we 
can. The God to whom we witness 
loves us all, and, so to speak, in- 
finitely respects the freedom of all. 
This does not imply a pale neu- 
trality on all issues between us. 
Indeed, a mark of our involvement 
and our freedom is our ability to 
disagree intensely without coercing 
the other. This freedom is not based 
on the idea that “all religions are 
basically the same,” but precisely 
upon our persuasion that Christ is 
alteady Lord of us both, loves u 
both, and insists that we both b 
free.

5. If we meet one another i
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diepth, sooner or later we will speak 
oopenly of our faith and of other 
rreligious matteis. When we speak 
CDf faith, let us speak honestly; let 
ais, as well, listen honestly. Most of 
ais Christians have little awareness 
oof the depths of other religions; we 
odo not know what God has done in 
tilheir midst.

6. If it should please God to lead 
f the non-Christian to faith in Christ, 
’we should give great thanks, know- 
-ing that “there is joy also in heaven.” 
We should not assume that God 
now loves him more (or less) than 
before. We know that we are now 
bound together by yet another bond; 
we shall learn even more from him 
about God’s great work in the 
World; together we shall seek to 
serve our Lord in the life of the 
world.

Dt ali Protestants would entirely 
agree with the emphasis of these 
statements. In a 1961 article en- 
titled “A Theological Perspective 
on the Ministry of the Church to 
Foreign Students,” Ulrich Mauser 
considers two points regarding the 
non-Christian student. One is that 
he may well have a contribution to 
make to the life of the Christian 
community “through bringing to 
bear upon us an element of his 
religious tradition which . . . com- 
mends itself to us as a partial truth 
related to the final truth of God.” 

But the over-riding consideration, 
says Mauser, is that “the ministry 
of the church to the non-Christian 
student consists foremost in the at- 
tempt to make him a Christian.”

Mauser is not at all suggesting 
the hard-sell proselytizing that has 
sometimes characterized the “for­
eign student Services” of certain 
fundamentalist sects. (There is even 
one large organization which seems 
to conceive of its mission as bring­
ing the Gospel to Catholic and 
“liberal” Protestant foreign students 
as well as to non-Christians). 
Rather, he is stressing, as does an­
other Protestant writer on the same 
theme, Walter Leibrecht, that true 
friendship, understanding, and ac- 
ceptance of the other, plus one’s 
own commitment must resuit in our 
seeking the otheris acceptance of 
Christ.

Where the Bossey papers (not 
only the few statements above) 
differ from Leibrecht and Mauser is 
in the emphasis of the former, 
growing today among both Catholic 
and Protestant Christians, on the 
imcompleteness of the Church. A 
painful awareness of past failures to 
distinguish sufficently Christianity 
from Westernization is drawing 
missiologists and other theologians 
to regard non-Christian faiths (and 
the cultures which are heavily im- 
pregnated by them) as something 
more than idols to be destroyed. The 

Secretariat for non-Christians, es- 
tablished last Spring by Pope Paul, | 
is surely a straw in the same wind. i 

jJ^here are other possible atti- I 

tudes. One that I have heard from ’< 
both Protestants and Catholics seems i 
to have its scriptural basis in the text 
about making friends with the 
mammon of iniquity. If we help ! 
non-Christian future leaders now, it ; 
is reasoned, they won’t be hard on i 
the Church when they come to : 
power.

A somewhat loftier and certainly . 
more valid variation of the same is i 
the attitude that someday this par- 
ticular non-Christian may truly find 
Christ and thus my friendship, ex- 
ample and witness will have been 
background for his conversion. . 
Even the most casual contacts and 
hospitality can be viewed as part of 
the work of preevangelization.

It may not be fair to either of j 
these attitudes to put them under j 
the heading of public relations, but 
we must. And while granting the 
validity and even necessity of good 
public relations, it seems that our 
“mission” to the non-Christian 
foreign student among us might be 
less sharply focused. Disinterested 
Service, friendship, openness and 
honesty, and the constant realiza- 
tion that the God of all mankind has 
His own history with this very 
person with whom I talk are them- 
selves no small matteis.





THE

DANE MADJI:

David B. Knight, S. J.

A non-love story
-It’s perfecdy ali right to have a bull, 

imaybe even six of them (aithough excess in 
: ali things, and particularly this one, should 
Ibe frowned on), but just make sure you 
Ihave them, not they you.

This has been my problem with the six 
I boviiie jewels that have been turning this 
imission in Chad, Africa, into a wild-west 
jshow of recent weeks. Since in the off 
sseason there is little work for them to do, 
tthey have been just eating, lounging around 
s Street corners and storing up devilment.

We’ve been trying to keep them some- 
what broken in by hauling out a pair each 
cday to transport bricks in our charette, a 
ttwo-wheeled farm cart more or less left 
«over from the Middle Ages. But the bulls 
Ihave never before had the racket of a cart 
Ibehind them and they disapprove of it 
sstrongly. Two days in a row different pairs 
Ihave hit out for the bush before being 
Ihitched to the cart, taking Jean-Paul, our 
ccowboy, along with them at the end of the 
trope which supposedly Controls them. The 
tlthird day the men gave up trying to harness 
cone bull because he was so ornery. This 
ii is where that shrewd old former animal- 
lllover, David Knight, stepped in.

“Never let an animal beat you. If you 
odo, they’ll do it every time.” Whereupon I 
cundertook to show them how not to be 
tbeaten by an animal.

The rogue of the herd, a big, mean, black 
tibuli, is called David. Then there is the white 
tbull, also big but docile and altogether 

lovable, named Maurice. (The other half of 
our missionary team at Danamadji is Pere 
Maurice Foumier. I rather think there is a 
lesson here somewhere.) We decided to yoke 
these two together, hoping that some of 
Maurice’s gentility would rub off on David.

Yoking David was the first problem. He 
has huge handlebar horns and is quite aware 
of them. We are, too. So we slid the yoke 
over from Maurice’s side, ran the two a 
couple of turns around the mission field 
pulling a herse (a spiked drag for smoothing 
a field after plowing), then got down to the 
cart business.

The first trip to the brickpile a few 
hundred yards off was successful though 
noisy. We had tied a rope to David’s hind 
leg to restrain him a little but, tied foot and 
all, he kept kicking the daylights out of 
the cart every step of the way. Regrettably, 
I was up front in that cart, a move cleverly 
designed to put weight bearing down on the 
yoke.

As soon as the bricks were loaded and 
we were ready to start back, David tried to 
run away. But a cart full of bricks (plus 
Maurice, who was not mad at anybody) is 
heavier than Jean-Paul and he couldn t make 
it, aithough he did snap the leg rope. So 
he quit, dead and complete, and just stood 
there, staring off into the distance and 
thinking remote and presumably beautiful 
bullish thoughts.

A bull who has resigned is almost im- 
possible to move. I beat him for a while 
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but they don’t seem to mind that much; I 
suspect they’re rather grateful for the 
scratching. So I hit on the idea of poking 
instead of beating, the rapier rather than 
the sabre. I thought it over and, from my 
position behind David on the cart, looked 
around carefully for a likely spot to poke. 
I give myself no credit, it was fairly easy to 
find one. I prodded there.

Well! Things livened up at once. David 
instantly abandoned meditation (as who 
wouldn’t?) and convulsively leaped his 
hind legs over the wagon tongue. We now 
had a new problem—a bull and a half on 
one side of the tongue and half a bull on 

patience. He expostulated with David—and 
bulls do this with their horns.

Eventually we saved both their lives (and 
ours) from each other, convinced Maurice 
that David was just mischievous, not really 
bad (a whopping lie), and hitched them to 
the drag. But the only time David moved 
again was when, giving up, I told the men, 
“Ali right, put them back in the corral.” 
Life in the corral must be inexpressibly 
tedious, because David gave me one look 
and took off as if hauling the drag had 
been his ideal pastime for years.

The first half of the battle 
is to floor the bull; the 
second half is get the 
tick ringleaders — you 
can’t get them all!

the other.
Never let an animal get the better of you! 

The fact that the cart is stili, as of this 
date, exactly where the prodding took place 
does not negate this great truth. Justice 
will triumph—but let us breathe a little first, 
will you?

Jean-Paul somehow got David’s rear end, 
his most reasonable part, to leap back 
(though by less radical methods), we even 
got David to stand up after he had lain 
down (one bull up, one down), bending the 
metal spike which links yoke and tongue 
wholly out of shape in the process. But 
then Maurice (the kindly, the lovable) lost 

JML Couland of the Mousafoyo Farm had 

told me that ticks are dangerous for bulls, 
so—despite the fact that after the cart 
episode I was a strong tick man myself— 
we undertook to de-louse the herd. To do 
this you throw the bull and go after the 
ticks in a personal sort of way. Throwing 
the bull, however, is not at all an easy 
thing to do; indeed, after trying it, I wonder 
how the phrase ever got to be the idiom 
for relaxed talk among intimates. Moreover, 
Maurice, our first patient—when we finally 
got him down, me sitting on his head 
turned out to have more ticks than skin. 
Some of his ticks, I am sure, were feeding on 
each other.

In such cases of supernumerary ticks the 
only effective method of de-ticking is to go 
after the ringleaders, pull these out of the 
crowd and punish them, then douse the rest 
in kerosene: riot-control tactics, in short. 
Thereafter the herd is presumably better off, 
so long as no one smokes too close to any 
of them for a day or so after treatment.

Despite the rigors of hitching to a cart 
(futile) and de-ticking (discriminatory and 
potentially suicidal) the bulls of Danamadji 
are closer to me, in the purely physical sense, 
than any other animals. We are not heart- 
close; coolness prevails between us on fre- 
quent occasion—they have their ways, I 
mine. But there is no hate. We are just 
having a non-love affair.
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llovember is a hungry month in many 
parts of the world. In India there wili be 
rioting because the food available is even 
less than usual—and thousands starve there 
every day as a normal thing. In the high 
Andes of Peru and in refugee camps of 
Africa children wili die of malnutrition.

November, too, wili see a dramatic finger 
pointed at this fact of world starvation in 
the “Freedom from Hunger Week” (No­

vember 15-21). Chairman of the committee 
planning this week is Mr. James O’Connor, 
director of The Academy of Food Marketing 
at St. Joseph’s College in Philadelphia.

St. Joseph’s is a small Jesuit college 
over a hundred years old. Since World War 
II it has been growing, like most colleges, 
in size, enrollment and interests. However, 
unlike many small colleges, it has also been 
growing intemationally. St. Joe’s is on City

Three Hungry Men



Line Avenue on the edge of Philadelphia, 
but has become very much aware of the 
fact that City Line and Philadelphia are in 
the world.

During tne past six years, under two 
different presidents (Fathers Joseph Bluett 
and William Maloney), St. Joseph’s has es- 
tablished an Institute of Latin American 
Studies and The Academy of Food Market- 
ing. The point and value of the Institute is 
fairly obvious: it is meant to prepare young 
men for a truly Christian approach to busi- 
ness in Latin America. The Academy, on the 
other hand, is a question mark, both as to 
what it is and what it hopes to do about 
the world’s empty plates.

The Academy exists to train food market- 
ing executives, to turn out men of moral 
purpose who will be expert in ali areas of 
the food industry and who will be dedicated 
to helping “to lift the black cloak of hunger 
that hangs over two thirds of the world’s 
population . . .” We in the United States 
are so used to the high efficiency of Ameri­
can food marketing (the supermarket chains 
are an example) that we miss the connection 
between food distribution and the world’s 
hunger. Briefly, the connection is this: the 
world even now has enough food for ali, but 
cannot get the food which exists to the 
people who need it. In Brazil, for example, 
80% of the food that could feed millions 
rots before it can get to the market place.

The Academy is a highly professional, 
very strategic offer of aid to a hungry world. 

Both it and the Institute of Latin American 
Studies point out the surest way for a college 
to be world-apostolic: be specific in your 
target and precise in your aim at it. Many 
colleges, however, do not have three men of 
the calibre of those fashioning the Academy: 
Mr. James O’Connor, a Catholic, Mr. Sam 
Blaskey, a Jew, Mr. James Toothman, an 
Episcopalian.

Jim O’Connor is a creator. A dapper, neat 
and forceful creator, very much a man of 
Madison Avenue, as he once was. He is also 
a man with a unique suggestion for a solu- 
tion to the world’s hunger problem.

“In other countries they know what 
hunger means. In this country we are satu- 
rated with food. Perhaps there would be 
nothing better for the whole American moral 
system than to have all of our food crops 
fail for two years straight.” Then we might 
begin to understand the hunger of the world 
and really try to do something about it.

Rather than starve Americans, 0’Connor 
has elected to teach them, or at least some of 
them, their responsibility to their fellow man 
and a way to help him. One of the amazing 
things about him is his absolute confidence 
that he will do just that.

He came to Philadelphia on July 31 st, 
1960, with the vision of the present Academy 
of Food Marketing already ciear in his 
mind. He persuaded St. Joseph’s that there 
was a need for it, he persuaded Industries 
that the Academy was worthy of their sup- 
port. He brought the two parties together 
and the Academy’s $1,200,000 building 
was dedicated this year.

O’Connor is a Catholic who found it very 
difficult to separate two things: his strong 
awareness of a Christian’s responsibilities 
to the world and his own professional abili- 
ties. Not only did he find it difficult to 
separate them, but actually impossible. The 
resuit is the Academy of Food Marketing.

Sam Blaskey, O’Connor’s assistant di­
rector, is a Jew and a lay chaplain. For 17 
years he was a Philadelphia food broker 
and before that a University of Pennsylvania
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law graduate who began a career in the 
F.B.I. Quite patently a highly competent 
man, he was asked if he were not qualified 
for a better job than that at the Academy.

“That depends on what you mean by a 
better job. I believe I could get a better 
paying job. But I don’t think that I would 
find it as satisfying or rewarding . . . Not 
long ago Mr. O’Connor said that to make 
this thing go we had to do two things: 

ipray and do penance. I believe that and 
• maybe that explains why I am here.”

Jim Toothman, research director at the 
'Academy, calls himself a “superficial Episco- 
] palian”.

When I say that I am a ‘superficial 
1 Episcopalian’, what I mean is that I am 
iparticipatmg in a routine, sort of a minimal 
iparticipation. Increasingly the question about 
i my Church that involves me more than any- 
1 thing else (and I suppose it involves Catho- 
Ihcs and Jews as well) is that we, the 
imembers, tend to keep our religion segre- 
I gated from our physical, material existence.

We have mission collections but some- 
I times I think that contributing to them is 
' °nly appeasing our conscience. Within ten 
i miles of my Church there is a sociological, 
Ihumanitarian situation (the negro sections 
«of Central Philadelphia) that is a challenging 
iproblem. Yet we tend to remain oblivious 
■ ■ . . My work here at the Academy at 
llleast gives me an opportunity to integrate 
imy professional skill with what my faith 
cexpects of me.”

There is only one St. Joseph’s College on 
(City Line Avenue in Philadelphia. Priests 
vwith the vision of Fathers Bluett and Ma- 
llloney are not everywhere. Catholics like Jim 
CO Connor who have managed to synthesize 
lltheir lives and their faith are quite rare. The 
&spiritual bond and mutual understanding that 
aa Catholic, a Jew and an Episcopalian have 
flfound in working together at St. Joseph’s 
/Academy of Food Marketing are not to be 
ppicked up just along any Street. Stili, here is 
tlthe fact. One small Catholic college has man- 
aaged to discover the world. Why not others?

James Toothman, Episcopalian (upper left), Sam Blaskey, 
Jewish (upper right) and James 0’Connor (caught in a 
pensive moment) head St. Joseph*s Marketing Academy.
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\(>ir Furrows 
for Chile

Jaime Foms(B<caa

hile’s “revolution by ballot’ 
took place in September when the 
Christian Democrats’ candidate foi 
President, Eduardo Frei, defeated 
the Marxist-oriented Salvador Al- 
lende.

The victory was a significant one 
for ali of Latin America, since the 
platform of the Christian Democrats 
calls for a peacejul revolution, but 
none the less, a revolution. Basically 
it maintains that Chileans must pro­
duce their own food, eam more 
dollars abroad through mining, build 
more factories and homes.

Although Chile could feed her- 
self, she is not doing so today. 
Mouths multiply each year and food 
must be imported. With the amount 
Chileans paid for food imports in 
the last ten years, they could have 
financed a thorough land reform and 
doubled their industry and mining 
output. To bring incentives to fann- 
ing, peasants must have fair returns, 
better knowledge of cultivation, 
water for irrigation, and markets.

Frei feels Chile has enough raw 
materials and skilled workers to in- 
crease industrial production, buy 
more machines, boost mineral ex- 
ports. But reform must cut down 
red tape on financing and export 
procedures and give more aid to 
the medium-size and small miner.

Frei does not wish to discourage 
foreign capital, but feels that he 
must find a working arrangement 
whereby profits are fairly divided 
between Chile and the foreign in- 
vestor. He wants to have ali the 
refining of minerals done in Chile, 
thereby creating more jobs and keep- 
ing more dollars in the country. He 
also wants to have more say in the 
international marketing of Chilean 
minerals — iron ore and nitrate 
along with copper.

“We are not afraid to tackle
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mationalization of mines if the inter- 
eests of Chile so demand. But we 
will not sacrifice the real interests 
oaf the country;to the whim of politi- 
c:al maneuvering,” Frei told his 
eilectorate when the Reds were chal- 
leenging his party.

Strongly motivated by social jus- 
tiice, the Frei team wants to give 
kabor a more efficient, influential 
nrole through more skills, better 
tirade-union leadership, and living 
«vages.

Also, Frei and his team wants 
irmmediate action on a massive hous- 
irng program. They plan to build 
650,000 homes a year for the next 
siix years. Right now Chileans could 
uuse 263,000 new homes; that’s the 
dUeficit from the past five years.

r^The. govemment will finance 

hnomes for the poorer, but will leave 
tco private groups — building and 
looan, savings and horne associations, 
cco-operatives, straight commercial 
cconcerns — the task of providing 
haousing for the middle classes. The 
porogram calls for well-planned, 
fuully functional neighborhoods with 
slihopping centers, schools, recrea- 
tiiional and church facilities.

“Education for all is the basis 
oof democracy,” the president-elect 
ssays. His party is determined to 
e::xpand production; an important 
paart of education is technology. 
With half the country’s population 
uander 21 years of age, the Christian 
Democrats will have to open more 
scchools with more teachers and 
boetter programs. From a liberal-arts 
oorientation the schools must turn 
rmore toward practical education: 
vrocational, scientific, agricultural 
aund business.

To be noted is Frei’s remark that 
svubsidies now given to private edu­

cation should be concentrated on 
public schools. But he has paid high 
tribute to the contribution by private 
institutions of learning to the welfare 
of the nation.

The general aim of the Christian 
Democrats to give every Chilean the 
opportunity “to share in the culture, 
the social and economic life of the 
nation” will resuit in a profound 
change for Chilean social structures, 
for the primary means to attain this 
goal of social justice will be a redis- 
tribution of wealth. To the fanner, 
land. To the worker, fair wages and 
a horne. For all, fair taxation and 
incentives. To accomplish this Frei 
will rely heavily on local, private 
organizations and social groups.

Frei and his aides think that the 
development of some 100,000 new 
landowners (duly trained and as- 
sisted) along with a rehabilitation 
program for 120,000 small farmers 
now abandoned to their own meagre 
resources will boost production. And 
part of this land-distribution pro­
gram must be the creation of in- 
dustrial plants in rural areas for 
conversion of raw materials and food 
Processing.

Tax reform will try to cut down 
on tax evasion by big landowners 
and independent producers, will 
spread more evenly the cost of 
government financing, will attempt 
to balance by re-allotment the cost 
of social aid.

The Christian Democrats feel 
that trade unions should not be 
mere tools for the defense of 
workers, but institutions geared to 
the national economic and social 
goals, conscious of rights and duties. 
Legislation, it is planned, will open 
the way to a fairer organization of 
city and rural workers, including 
those in the government agencies. 
It also will provide control of union 

funds, open the way for better col­
lective bargaining power and for 
fair arbitration procedures. Frei 
wants the workers to have rep- 
resentation in planning and govem­
ment, in educational, economic and 
social legislation.

Of private business, Frei says 
“private concerns can also expect 
our help, our respect for their in- 
dependence, all within a planned 
economy however.” There must be 
fewer “monopolies, more State 
supervision.”

inally, in the realm of social 
legislation, the Christian Democrat 
program calls for aid to cooperative 
production, consumers, building and 
saving organizations. At the same 
time, in order to keep prices fair 
and supply sufficient, there will be 
“corrective supervision” of the 
present system of distributing and 
marketing consumet goods.

The Christian Democrats are 
about to launch a revolution in 
Chile. As befits their “new" vision, 
they seem to have captured the 
enthusiasm of youth (an unusual 
development in Latin America where 
young people are more inclined to 
Marxism.)

Last June thousands of young 
Chileans marched 2,600 miles in 
five converging columns to Santiago. 
These boys and girls staged their 
“March of the Young Fatherland” 
(the name they themselves coined) 
as an enthusiastic endorsement of 
Frei’s program. More than 300,000 
greeted them at Cousino Park in 
Santiago, where Frei delivered one 
of his main campaign addresses. One 
of the signs which these young 
people carried should have given 
Frei great hope: “He who has the 
youth with him holds the future.”



From ali points 
a pn report

HONG KONG
Love loses a native speaker

(FYLO\
Report on lady apostles

We suffered a great loss this September in 
the death by drowning of Father Thomas 
Carroll on a remote beach of Lappa Island 
in the British colony of Hong Kong. He had 
come to Hong Kong from Taiwan to attend 
a meeting of historians and do some arch- 
eological research on the side. It was while 
out on a research trip that he met his death.

Father Carroll, 55, had a doctorate in 
Semantics from the University of California. 
He was a specialist in Chinese classics and 
on Taiwan he was one of the chief collabor- 
ators in the mammoth Jesuit effort to pro­
duce a complete Chinese dictionary.

A master of languages, he once put to- 
gether a grammar to help missionaries on 
Taiwan leam the language of the aboriginal 
people there. When he had finished, he re- 
marked: “The language these people hear 
best is the silent language of love.” May he 
rest in peace.

A June ad for Father Ed Brady’s “Lady 
Apostles” in Ceylon netted $285. This is 
what is being done with it: a year’s car-hire 
for the Lady Apostles’ once-a-week trip to 
teach catechism in outlying mission stations; 
partial financing of two seven-day “camps” 
run by the nuns; partial support of a week’s 
Leadership Course for the young men of the 
diocese. The plan for this last is to get two 
young men from each parish plus some 
seniors from our schools, beef them up with 
ideas and ideals on the social apostolate, add 
training in such practical skills as road- 
building, then send the lot back to their 
different areas to become “seeds of growth” 
there. So JM’s readers have helped start a 
“chain reaction”.

IMH
Pictorial catechesis

Father John Deeney S. J., from Philadel­
phia, has a film projector rigged to work off 
a 12-volt Jeep battery, 80 film strips (made 
by the Salesian Fathers in Italy), a tape 
recorder, and originality. Putting these in- 
gredients together he has devised a pictorial- 
dramatic method of catechesis among the 
Ho aborigines of the Jamshedpur area of 
India. Educated Hos do a radio-play script 
in their own language explaining the pic- 
tures, parts are assigned among Father 
Deeney’s crew (high-school graduates with 
good dramatic sense), musical accompani- 
ment is provided and songs interpolated. 
The tape and film take 30-40 minutes, two 
are run off a night.

In the cool dark, the white-washed side 
of a house (if available) is the screen, other-



vwise a tacked-up sheet. Between 400 and 
i 500 usually watch, Catholics are instructed,

MANILA
Ateneo’s ETV

tthe interest of non-Catholics caught. On an 
«average of one out of every three nights 
cduring the year Father Deeney is out some- 
vwhere preaching in the original Lake-of- 
CGalilee manner—fishing with images.

In a recent editorial The Philippines 
Herald strongly praised the “highly potent 
shot-in-the-arm” given the country by 
Ateneo de Manila’s newly inaugurated Edu- 
cational Television system.

.M/MV
JMen of good will

Buddhists and Catholics may riot against 
eeach other in Vietnam but what Father 

The new ETV, which has offices and 
studio on Ateneo’s main campus at Loyola 
Heights on Manila’s outskirts, is a closed- 
circuit operation carrying lectures (largely 
on science at the outset) to various classes in

zAloysius Chang saw at our Martyrs’ Shrine 
iiin Nagasaki, Japan, gives hope that the 
flfriction is not religious.

A sound of drums, beating simply and 
ssteadily, drew him from a distance through 

Ateneo’s primary and secondary schools 
and college. The undertaking is a pilot pro- 
ject which will enable Philippine educators 
to study TV’s effectiveness as one way of 
alleviating the acute shortage of teachers in 

tthe park surrounding the shrine.
“Two young Buddhist bonzes, one be- 

ssandalled and wearing the traditional yellow 
rrobes, the other apparently a postulant, were 
sstanding in front of the monument of the 
rmartyrs, fervently chanting a hymned prayer 
cof praise in what was very like plainsong. 
They stood stockstill, their only movement 
tthe flick of wrists as they beat their moon- 
sshaped drums in unison, their eyes fixed

certain subjects.
Although television, the Herald editorial 

points out, is “perhaps not the most desirable 
answer to the dilemma of an insufficient 
teaching force of the highest calibre, it cer- 
tainly is proving more than an adequate 
solution . . Ateneo’s accomplishment 
“excites the imagination” and “traces a blue 
print for its duplication and expansion 
throughout all areas of our educational 
system.

“We think it pertinent that it is from the 
ranks of those long considered among the 
foremost educators, the Jesuits, and, more

ssteadily on the bronze statues of the martyrs. 
The prayer lasted about ten minutes. After- 
vward, they went through the exhibits in the 
imuseum with great interest.”



specifically, from one with long years of 
study, effort and missionary work behind 
him in this endeavor, Reverend Leo H. 
Larkin S.J., the Centefs director, that this 
new effort in education stems.”

Our readers, other generous Americans 
and Filipinos, and the Ford Foundation have 
made ali this possible. To them, all thanks.

NEW YORK
Vatican’s new U.N. observer

On September 16th an informal reception 
was held in New York for Monsignor Al- 
berto Giovanetti, newly appointed observer 
for the Holy See at the United Nations. His 
appointment reflects the Vatican’s esteem 
for the U. N. and its goals.

Msgr. Giovanetti, short, portly, on the 
better side of middle age, comes to the U. N. 
with a reputation of great competence in the 
Vatican Secretariate of State. The author 
of four books and a most knowledgeable 
spokesman on Vatican diplomacy during 
World War II, he is quick to point out that 
he represents the whole Catholic world and 
not just the tiny Vatican State in his post as 
observer.

The U. N.’s esteem for the Monsignor 
and the Church was underscored by the

At New York reception the newly appointed obser­
ver jor the Holy See at the U.N., Monsignor Giovan­
etti, greets Doctor and Mrs. Thomas P. Melady. 
Doctor Melady is an expert in African affairs.

presence of Phillippeo de Seynes, a French 
Huguenot who is in charge of the regional 
U. N. undersecretaries throughout the world, 
and Jose Rolz-Bennett of Guatemala, 
Deputy Chief of the Cabinet, the U. N.’s 
Number Three post.

The reception was arranged by Father 
Raymond Kelly of Maryknoll who is the 
observer at the U. N. for Pax Romana, the 
international Catholic intellectual movement. 
Father Kelly, a Fordham graduate, is a 
strong supporter of greater participation by 
Catholics in the work of the U. N., a com- 
mon work of all men for human betterment. 
In his few months as observer, he hirnself 
has done some splendid work.

ygmkk
Intentions of Readers

Our New York Office gets a variety of 
requests to be referred to the prayers of our 
missionaries. We did a categorical analysis 
of these during a recent month and thought 
you might be interested in some of the find- 
ings.

Health and Security (both financial and 
emotional) was the desire of the largest 
single group (30%). This was followed by 
requests for Happy Marriages and Family 
Welfare (18%); Peace of Mind and World 
Peace (12%); Guidance (10%); Special 
Intentions (11%); Souls in Purgatory 
(8%); Thanksgiving (3.5%); Return to 
the Sacraments (3%); Happy Death 
(2.5%); Conversion (2% ).

New York, Maryland, Massachusetts and 
Ohio were high in their concern for health 
and security. The people of Maine placed 
greater emphasis on special intentions than 
those of any other state. Fifty percent of 
the people of Wisconsin asked for prayers 
of thanksgiving; they were the least con- 
cerned with health and security or peace. 
California, Michigan and Texas were the 
States most concerned with vocational or 
spiritual guidance. Happy marriages and 
family welfare were asked for most often by 
the people of Florida.
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WANTED 
for

Jesuit 
Missions

1. AND THEY ARE GOD’S

Fesrsey City’s Father Neil Hurley 
s stationed at a Jesuit social center 
ini Santiago, Chile. The scenes de- 
Dicicted in our poverty photo7story 
(pop 3-9) are the scenes he sees 
iaaily. Father Neil has devoted his 
iffe to changing those pictures. 
iimrrounded by poverty, he turns to 
iOdu in his poverty and begs your 
•eitnerous assistance. With your gifts 

$2.00 or $10.00 he might lift at 
eaast some out of the dirt and 
iqiualor.

PLEA TO A PATRON

Faather Lou Moggi depends heavily 
help through St. Anthony, his 

Phhilippine parish’s patron and the 
paatron of those who search for 
wl'hat cannot be found. With a 
lerrvent prayer to the hard-working 
Stt. Anthony, he asks your help to 
re;:place a wooden chapel that 
haas fallen apart. “St. Anthony, 
phlease . .

1. UNENCHANTING DISTANCE

Fsather John Deeney, with one 
atllher Jesuit, staffs a 2000-square- 
mile parish in Chaibasa, India. 
nihat’s about four times as large 
iss his native Philadelphia! To 
iwangelize such great distances he 
tnnust make use of catechists (good 
lanymen with families who serve as 
leuachers) and each one costs him 
$115.00 a month. His whole 
monthly collection wouldn’t re- 
luum much more than that. If only 
thnirty or forty readers gave a few 
icollars, we could relieve him of a 
jrreat burden for a year.

4. CORRIDOR CHAPEL

In Anning-kande, Ceylon, young 
Father Champa offers Sunday Mass 
in* a corridor of a workers com- 
munity settlement. During the week 
“dogs, -cattle and goats live here in 
peaceful coexistence . . . On Sun- 
days the corridor becomes a chapel 
for 300 . . . behind the altar, the 
cattle join in prayer. I feel close to 
Bethlehem there . . . but I am 
ashamed to say Mass. Please help 
me to build a chapel.” Your gift of 
$5.00 or $10.00 could do that.

5. NO MAILTHIS YEAR

Brother Michael Quinn and Father 
Bili Mackey are real pioneers in 
Bhutan, a remote country northeast 
of India. The two Jesuits are work- 
ing with the mountain people to 
establish a school in an area where 
as of yet there is not even mail 
Service! Just about the only thing 
that smiles there is the people— 
and they are always smiling in their 
poverty. Please help these two Sons 
of Erin with a gift of $2.00 or $3.00 
to build their school.

6. STAMP OUT JD

Father John Brennan writes from 
Nationalist China that “the solid 
growth of the Church depends upon 
the youth. The main problem here is 
hanging on to the baptized children 
as they grow up” in pagan surround- 
ings. San Jose’s Father Brennan, 
expelled from Red China, begs your 
help ($5.00 or $10.00) to build a 
youth center for the children of the 
streets in Taiwan.
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