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Beyond l'ict.ory- oil's chapel entmnce 
is the stwwy patio with its evergreens look­
ing like so many Christmas t?·ees covered 
with s1ww and ice and strung with colored 
lights. 

'Ghe Crib 

and 

'Ghe Cross 
A RTISTS depicting the Nativity of Our Lord fre-

quently introduce the shadow of the Cross into 
t hat joyous scene. The incong ruity in such a pic­
ture is only seeming for in the divine plan of Re­
demption Bethlehem and Calvary are not separated. 
One exists for the sake of the other. Without Beth­
lehem there would have been no Calvary and without 
Calvary there would have been no need of Bethlehem. 
To the Blessed Infant weeping on the straw in the 
manger of Bethlehem, Good Friday and Calvary were 
already a painful, t hough welcome, reality. God, at 
t he Incarnation of His Son, commanded that He should 
be ca lled Jesus-Sayior. That meant bloodshed and 
the Cross. The heavy clouds of Calvary ris ing on the 
joyous horizon of Bethlehem help us to comprehend 
a little the necessity of suffering in our own lives. 
C HRISTMAS t his year is more like Good Friday 

to the world at war. The shadow of the Cross 
falls darkly across the Crib. Fearfully we Catholics 
contemplate the awful spectacle of man in the death 
throes of a universal war. With the inspired writer 
we exclaim in dismay, "Sin has done this thing!" and 
-rightfully-we strike our own breasts. But even 
now. upon the night of our sorrow, breaks t he voice 
of Holy Mother Church, compass ionate, hopeful, glad: 
"This day is born to you a Savior Who is Christ the 
Lord." 
C HRIST has come and we are His. From the depth 

of our souls wells up a fountain of peace. Looking 
beyond the pain and sorrow of this life, we envision 
the eternal happiness opened to us by our Redeemer, 
if we but remain faithful, and we "rejoice in our 
Savior." It is Christmas again and we are glad. 

-··-·----·------·--- ··-·-·--·--·-------·-··-··-··-··-··-··-··-·· 
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Q)~ ffiother 

by Reverend Roger Cha1·est, S.M.M. 

T HE first snow of winter was beginning to fall 
upon the church lawn. It was the Feast of 

Mary's Immaculate Conception. 

A tall, eager-eyed collegiate bounded across 
the carpet of gathering whiteness to meet the 
out-coming missionary who had preached that 
morning on Mary's Immaculate Conception. 

"My name is Jack Summers, Father," ner­
vously ventured the youth. "I liked that talk 
very much." 

"I'm glad you liked it," playfully snapped 
back the young priest; adding with a somewhat 
roguish smile: "If you're really interested I can 
even let you read the book I purloined it from!" 

"Oh, don't bother, Father," chuckled Jack, 
quickly regaining his conversational composure. 
"Besides, I really don't believe that books could 
contain such beautiful things concerning Our 
Ladv as those you revealed to us this morning. 
It s~ems to me that books of that savor would 
sell like hot-cakes!" 

"Well, Jack, you may be wrong in aying 
that books of that sort don't exist, but you're 
certainly right in declaring that they would sell 
like hot-cakes. The book I'm referring to DOES 
sell like hot-cakes!" 

With a swi h of the arm the miSsiOnary 
delved into his right pocket and triumphantly 
drew out a neatly-bound book, about the size of 
his hand. ''Here it is!" he exclaimed with pride. 
"Would you like to read it yourself?" 

But before the amazed youth could an wer, 
the miss ionary pursued: ''Now, before I let you 
read it, you must first tell me the object of your 
kind intrusion. I'm sure you didn't come to me 
just t o stifle me with a few grains of smoky in­
cense." 

"You see, Father." stammered the young 
philosopher, "I\·e always had devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin. and in fact I\·e always con idered 

her my Mother; but to tell you the truth , I've 
never really understood just how Mary is my 
Mother." Jack paused as if to cat ch his breath, 
then continued: "You said t his morning, just in 
pa sing of course, that Ma ry is t he Mother of 
Christ and therefore that she is ou1· Mother. I 
don't ee the logic of that. I don' t qui te .. . " He 
fumbled for words. 

"You don't just get t he connection ?" chimed 
in the priest. "You don't qu ite see how being t he 
:Mother of Christ entails necessa rily being t he 
Mother of all Christians?" 

"That's right," nodded Jack, heaving a sigh 
of rElief and satisfaction. "That's what I 've 
alway - believed but never really understood." 

"Won't you come inside?" asked the priest 
,•;armly. 

" 0 I see you're a philosopher, Jack," re­
sumed the priest as he ushered the young man to 
a comfortable chair in the rectory, wh ile he him­
self ~' at down at his desk. "Yes, you said that 
vuu didn't quite see the logic of it all. Well , if you 
~'":'lt to ta!k logic. let's do so!" 

The Missionary Catechist 



Again pulling out the little book from his 
pocket, the mi sionary quietly thumbed its fir t 
few pages. Suddenly his countenance beamed and 
he cried out with enthusiasm: "Here it is, 
Jack! the very answer you are looking for. Listen 
to what Bles ed de Montfort ay in hi 'Treatise 
on True Devotion to Mary': If J esus Christ the 
Head of men is born in her, the predestinate, 
who m·e the members of that H ad, ought also 
to be born in her, by a necessary consequence." 

"That ound. a little like what I aid doesn't 
it, Jack? Let's see how he goe on to explain 
thi : One and the sam mother does not bring 
forth into the lcorld the head tcithout the mem­
bers or the members without the head; for this 
would be a monster of natw·e. o in like manner 
in the order of grace, the H ead and the member~ 
are bonz of one and the same mother·." 

"Gosh Father," interrupted the youth a if 
coming out of a daze, · I ne,·er thought of that. 
It all eem o imple now. I could kick myself 
for not having thought of tha before!" 

"Not o fast, Jack," cautioned the priest 
"save your kick for the next foot-ball game: 
Let's see if you really gra p the whole truth. 
Con truct the syllogism for me in three tightly­
bound phrases." 

"I think it's easy enough, Father, if you let 
me use Blessed de Montfort's own word . Here 
goes: 

She who i the Mother of the Head is 
also the Mother of the member . 

Mary is the Mother of the Head (of the 
Mystical Body) which i Chri t. 

Therefore, Mary i the Mother of all the 
members of that Body." 

D cember, 194-f 

.. :/"-·; . 
-·~· · .-,-_:_o_- ~ . ~· t ' - •• • • 

-~~ ...... . . / - ·. :.-::::: __ ·.Jilll. - '"':" ·-. ·:....:-"' .. .. -- .,::.:_. __ 

'Therefore, she is our Mother!" concluded 
the zealous priest. "Excellent reasoning, Jack. 
Your logic is flawless. But I still wonder if you 
have hit the rock-bottom truth of that reality? 
Let's see ... You said that since Mary is Mother 
of the Head she is also Mother of the members." 

"That's right," mumbled Jack, "that's what 
Blessed de Montfort says." 

"Well," continued the priest, "why is it that 
the mother of George Washington is not also 
our mother--or grandmother, if you wish? You 
grant, with legitimate pride, that he was the 
Father of our Country, don't you?" 

The young logician looked puzzled. His 
featur s broadened into a smile, then contracted 
pensively as he placed his right hand under his 
chin in an attitude of deep concentration. The 
missionary watched his guest with keen satisfac­
tion. Here before him was a young man, one 
out of a thousand, who sensed the supernatural 
and craved to feed upon it. 

"I've got it, Father," he shouted and jumped 
from his eat. 

"The mother of George Washington gave 
birth to the man who afterwards became the 
Father of our Country. I mean that his mother 
had nothing to do with the fact that he became 
the first President of our country. Therefore, 
she can in no way be called our mother." 

"Well said!" beamed the missionary. "That's 
what I call cogent reasoning. Now, can you tell 
me why the Blessed Virgin is not in the same 
case as the mother of Washington, with regards 
to 2ll C!lristians ?" 

Jack began to smooth back his long black 
hair in meditative silence. Once or twice the 
priest thought he was praying, for he saw the 
youth's lips move, but that was only Jack's way 
of accelerating his thinking dynamo. 

After a few moments of deep quiet the 
tl1inker shrugged his shoulders and admitted. 
"I know it's not the same thing with Mary and 
the mother of Wa hington, but I don't yet see 
just where they differ." 

"You've struck a clue when you say that 
they are not the arne," agreed the missionary. 
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"You're right in saying that the mother of 
George Washington had nothing to do with the 
fact that her son became the first P resident of 
our Country. ~ow you should add, 'but Mary 
did have something to do with the fact that Christ 
is the Savior of mankind.' In other words, there 
is an intimate relation between Christ the Head 
of the Mystical Body and Mary. Mary gave 
to the world not a mere man, but a REDEEMER 
Who was a Redeemer from the very moment of 
His existence in His Mother's womb. Mary said 
her 'Fiat' to the angel only after she had been 
assured that He Who would be born of her was 
to be the Savior of the world, the Head of the 
Body of which you and I were to be member . 
That is why the Church calls her The Cause of 
Our Joy, i.e., the cause of our Salvation! That 
is "·hy in giYing life to the Head she al o gave 
life to His members, to you and me. That is 
why she is OUR :\IOTHER !" 

The priest 

paused in his 

syllogistic tirade 
to study the face 

of hi youthful 

listener. T h at 

astronomer o f 

divine truth had 

at last sighted 

his long-sought 

star! 

"I get it, Father." he gasped joyfully. "It is 
all so simple after all, but I perhaps neYer would 
have guessed it myself!" Slowly and fervently 
he repeated: "Mary consented to become the 

Mother of the Redeemer, the Head of t he Mys­
tical Body, and that i why she is, in the strictest 
sense of the word, the Mother of t he members of 
His body; that is why she is MY MOTHER !" 

The mis ionary's heart leaped with joy as he 
witnessed the light penetmte into that soul. 
·'Here's the little book that will reveal to you 
many another ~uch consoling truth," he sa id 
as he handed Jack Blessed de Montfort's masterly 
Treatise on True Devotion to Mary. The warm 
handshake Jack gave him on leaving, spoke vol­
umes of joy and gratitude. 

.. Christmas is near," murmured the priest 
to himself as he watched his youthful guest 
homeward-bound. "There's a soul that w ill un­
derstand better the mystery of Bethlehem." 

His eyes were moist with tears of joy as 
they re ted upon the growing beauty without, 
and his thoughts were of Mary for the snow was 
now falling in white sheets-pure, immacu late . 

Today Christ is born: today the Savi01· hath 
appeared: today the angels. sing ot~ earth, the 
archangels rejoice: today the just rejoice, saying, 
Glory be to God on High, Alleluia. 

- Antiphon at the Magnificat or Chri~tnms 
Dav. 
Intimate Exchanges 

WE wish you a happy and blessed Christm~s.tide, 

filled with that heavenly peace and spiritual 

joy which is the special gift of the Christ Child 

and His holy Mother. 

Catechist Catherine Olberding, Superior General 
and 

The Missionary Catechists 

' 

The Missionary Catechist 



Christmas 
by Catechist M. Kathrine L ey 

''I wonder who the Christmas baby will be this 
year?" 

M ANY time during these busy days of prep-
aration for the coming of the real Christmas 

Baby, this query can be heard. This time last 
year it was the arne. One Crusader of St. 
Theresa meets another and the topic of con­
versation is always the same-the Christmas 
baby, who will it be; and the layette for it, those 
tiny soft garments which stir the instinct for 
mothering so sweetly planted in the hearts of 
these "little women." 

T HE Christma baby that the Crusaders so 
excitedly talk about, will be the baby who is 

born closest to Christmas at our local hospitals 
h re in Ely, Nevada. And when you look at this 
photo of one of last year's Chri tmas babies, 
Ri ::ha rd Anthony Bustos, roiling his best thank­
you smile, it is not difficult to understand the 
Crusaders' enthusiasm. 

L AST year the Crusaders provided layettes for 
two Christmas babies. They had quite a 

time rai ing fund to purchase them; but the 
proceeds from the sale of beautiful folding 
Christmas cribs, plus the help of some friends 
of our mission, made the double gift possible. 
This year, however, becau e of the financial pres­
sure everywhere, the Crusaders decided to give 
just one layette. It will be purchased with the 
sacrifice pennies saved by them during the month 
of ovember, a penny a day. 

W HILE the Crusaders are anxious to know who 
the fortunate baby will be, it really will not 

make any diffel·ence, because raoe or creed 
are not co;1sidered. The little garments are given 
in honor of the Baby Christ, who when He 
came, found the hearts of many cold, and their 
charity dead. 

Richard Anthony Bustos, Christmas Baby 1941 

T HIS year, as last, the layette will be on dis-
play at one of Ely's leading stores. Then 

when the Christmas baby has made its debut, 
the Crusaders, dressed in their distinctive capes 
and hats, will deliver their gift personally. 

T HE Crusaders' enthusiasm is contagious. The 
doctors and nurses at the hospitals are quite 

as interested as they, and hope that the lucky 
littl e one will make its appearance in their hos­
pital. 

------------··® ------
H AVE you made your Christmas offering for 

the missions yet? end it in honor of the 
dh·ine Babe of Bethlehem. to Yictory-Noll. Hunt­
ington, Indiana. He Himself will bless you 
for it. and reward your charity. 

December, 1942 

BOOKS are lasting and treasured gifts. Among 
those which should have a place on your gift 

li st is TR E DEVOTIO TO THE BLESSED 
VIRGIN by Blessed De Montfort. Order from 
THE MONTFORT FATHERS, Bay Shore, N w 
York. Imitation leather, $1.00. 
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A Christmas 

In 'l1ew ffiexico 
Q EAR Catechist, 

You would never guess what a joy it is to 
keep the promise I made while you were here 
about half a year ago, to write you about our 
Christmas in New Mexico. 
N OW that you are a happy novice at Victory-

Noll training for missionary work, perhaps a 
mission appointment will be bringing you back 
to New Mexico someday-not just to visit but to 
stay, at least for a while. I know that you are 
more eager than ever now to hear about "Las 
Posadas" so that you can be with us in pirit 
during our Christmas Novena. 
N INE days before the feast of Christma itself 

Las Posadas begins. On these nine days we 
must be up early, for each morning a Mas is 
offered in honor of the Virgin Mary-Las Misas 
de Ia Virgen. In the evening we eat our supper 
early in order to be at the church when the Po­
sadas begin. Our little church is lit up by many, 
many candles. Everyone holds a lighted candle 
during the recitation of the Novena prayers, and 
during the procession which follows. Four altar 
boys lead the procession, carrrying beautiful 
statues of the Holy Travelers, Mary and Jo eph. 
We sing "Vamos todos a Belen"-a Spanish 
Christmas hymn meaning, "Let's all go to Beth­
lehem, to obey the great command"-until we 
arrive at the home designated as the first top on 
the way. Remaining outside we sing in Spanish 
the same touching appeal made by Joseph on that 
memorable night when he arrived at Bethlehem 
with Mary, seeking shelter: "Who will give 
shelter to these pilgrims who are tired from 
traveling." 
A GROUP of singers inside the house respond 

with the next verse of the hymn: "There 
is not an empty corner that we can give. But 
the field is empty and in it you can find shelter." 
Thus the proces ion pauses before one house after 
another, until all the verses of the Posadas hymn 
asking for shelter have been sung. At each home 
we are refused, as were Joseph and Mary. 
Finally we arrive at a home that opens wide its 
doors and the family invites us to come in. A 
beautiful altar has been prepared for the Holy 
Travelers. We recite a few prayers and then 
leave the Holy Travelers on the altar, as if still 
on their journey. We each receive orne panish 
cookies and candy, but do not eat the sweet for 
we are told to keep them until Christmas. Then 
we will have something to give to children who 
come to our door to ask a gift on Chri tma 
day. 
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Q N the following evening we go to the home 
where we had left the statues the day be­

fore, and recite the Novena prayers before the 
altar there. Again we carry the Holy Travelers 
in proces ion, going from house to house to ask 
once again in ong for shelter. The same voices 
sing their sharp refusal as on the evening before, 
making us understand how dear Mary and Joseph 
mu t have felt. At last we arrive at another 
home which opens its doors and again we are in­
vited in. Once mort we see a lovely altar which 
ha been prepared as a resting place for the 
tatue we carry. 

T HUS do we go in procession, and sing and 
pray, each evening of the Christmas novena. 

All too quickly the Ia t d..1y arrives, but happily 
it brings a still more touching devotion-and t he 
glad fea t it elf. On this day we do not have to 
be at the church so early, but we do eat our 
supper early as u ual and go promptly to bed. At 
eleven o'clock we are awakened, and hurry to the 
home where the tatues of our Holy Travelers 
are. In proces ion they are taken back to the 
church, where the final novena prayers are re­
cited. The Posadas hymn is sung a usual and· 
the church doors are opened wide just before 
midnight. About twenty little girls dressed in 
angel gmvn , preceded by the altar boys and fol­
lowed by all the children of the parish, march in 
singing " Toche de Paz"-Silent Night. They 
have brought with them the statue of the Divine 
Infant, and now it is lovingly laid in the crib. 
A FTER the Midnight Mass we hurry home in 

the bitter cold to a warm breakfast, and then 
go into the front room where the Christmas tree 
waits patiently to show off the gay silvery trim­
mings that hang from its brenches. In the center 
of the room from the ceiling hangs something 
that looks like a round package. It is a "Pinata," 
and what fun we have as each one takes her turn 
to try, blind-folded, to strike the package and 
break it open. When at last someone succeeds 
there is a bower of fruits, nuts and candy. Then 
what a merry scramble we have as each one tries 
to secure a share of the sweets. Suddenly we are 
interrupted by the sound of voices, the singing 
of children outside our door. We give them some 
of our Christmas candy, and then quickly don our 
winter furs in order to join them in singing 
lovely carols throughout the village. 
SIX o'clock has come before we return home, 

tired but so happy. And now this Christmas 
I hall han! the added happiness of knowing that 
e\·en though you are far away at Victory- oil, 
you are here in soirit praying and singing "Las 
Po adas" and enjoying "La Noche de Paz" and 
the "Pinata" right along with us. 

Your fission Fri nd, 

Dolores 

The Missionar11 Catechist 



I Want 'Go 'Be A Star 

From childhood 
I had been a movie fan. 
Pictures of film celebrities 
were pasted 
all over my room. 
Circumstances, which I lamented, 
rendered it futile 
for me to aspire 
to the silver screen. 
But if I ever had a baby 

My husband proved a movie fan 
also; 

so it was not urpri ing 
that our baby 
seemed on the way to Hollywood 
while yet in her cradle. 
Among the fir t word s he uttered 
were these : 
"I want to be a s tar too, 
when I get big." 

Year passed quickly. 
Then one December day 
my baby-now Eix years old­
was invited to a Christmas party 
s ponsored by the atechist . 
She returned. 
not flu hed and hilariou 
but I>ensive and quiet. 

"Mother," he reproached me, 
"Why didn 't you tell me 
about the real tar-
the one that led the three Kings 
to the Baby Je u !" 
I felt a pang of g uilt. 
My baby, now no longer a baby, 
had never heard 
the Christmas story 
from my lips. 

"You tell me about it, Darling," 
I begged. 
She climbed into my lap 
a nd told it all, 
from Adam's Fall 
down to the Star of Bethlehem 
and the three Kings' hom age 
at the rib of hri t. 
A long s tory that wa , 
but it had been wo,·en 
by the atechist 
into a s hort , imple act of Jove-­
God's love for man. 
How it had impressed itself 
upon the heart and mind 
of my child ! 

December, 194-

After the Show 

"After the party," 
she continued, 
"I asked Catechist to show me ho11· 
I could find the Baby Jesus too. 
Would God light a new star for 

me? 
And Catechist said, 
'I will show vou how and where 
to find Him · 
If your mother will let you come 
to religion class with 
the other little boys and girls.' 

"Mo:her, may I go? 
And Mother .... 
If Catechist leads boys and girh 
to Je3us 
ju3t as the tar Jed 
the three 1\ings, 
s he nust be a star too!" 

I w<>tched my child's glowing face 
in s ilence, 
realizing that I had foolishly 
tried to fill a heart which was 
starving for God 
with the dross of earthly vanity. 
She broke in 
upon my painful reflections 
with a familiar refrain : 
"Mother, I want to be a s tar! 
A REAL star! 
I want to lead all the people 
to the dear little Jes us. 
I want to be a Catechist. . 
A living Star of God!" 

-Mrs. J. M. 
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First adorer at the Crib in the mist ion 
church of Eldorado, Texas. 

A Novel Way of Caroling 

1 N our mission the children from rural districts 
who attend catechism clas es are taken home 

after class. Our pupils are a happy lot, enter­
taining the drivers and themselves on these trips 
with snatches of songs, and gay chatter, from 

, the time they leave the church until the last child 
is taken to his doorstep. For weeks before 
Christmas nothing but Christmas hymns can be 
heard, interposed with bits of conversation, such 
as: 

" I have saved all the holy pictures and prize 
that I have ever received in catechism classes. I 
wrapped them up and put them away." 

"I pinned all my holy pictures on my wall; 
the wall is almost covered with them." 

"I pasted mine in a crap book." 
"Catechist, is it true that on Christmas 

night, at midnight, the cows kneel down?" 
"If I don't go to Midnight Mass this year I 

am going to the barn to see for myself." 
And so they chatter and ing until we hear 

the last goodby and "'Thanks for the ride." 

Catechist Nora O'Reilly 
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In 'Ghe :Home Field 

A Mission Church Wins A Crib 

T HE old Christmas Crib from Saint Mary's 
Church in San Angelo, Texas, was being 

raffled. Several of our mission churches would 
have been proud to possess a Crib of such dimen­
sion and with so many figures. A number of peo­
ple in our different missions took chances on it, 
hoping to win it for their respective churches. 

In our opinion, Eldorado was most in need of 
a Crib. The previous year shepherds and Kings 
of paper had surrounded the small , humble 
statues of the Infant Jesus, our Blessed Mother, 
and aint Joseph. 

The night of the raffle we were as much in­
tere ted in the winner as anyone else. Rosa, a 
young married woman whom we knew well, was 
the fortunate one. The next morning we went to 
com·ey the good news and at the same t ime to 
a, k her to donate the Crib to the church in El­
dorado. We explained how pleasing her sacrifice 
would be to the Infant Jes us. By giving this 
Crib to a Yery poor church many good people 
would be made happy and their devotion would be 
increa ed. 

After consulting he1~ mother and several 
friend , Ro a agreed to part with the newly ac­
quired treasure which was really too large for an 
ordinary Mexican home. She would exchange it 
for a statue of the Sacred Heart, if we could get 
one for her, ince she already had a small Crib for 
her home. F ortunately, Brother Fidelis had sent 
us an eighteen-inch statue some time before. I 
had retouched it and it looked new. Rosa was 
very much pleased. She reverently kissed t he 
statue and hastened to place it on her family 
altar. 

The people of Eldorado, being very poor, 
could not buy many chances on the Crib. Yet 
seYeral good women prayed that, omehow, their 
church would get it. Their s imple faith was not 
at all urprised when the raffled Crib was brought 
into their church. They said, "We knew the In­
fant Jesus would hear our prayers." 

Catechist Mary Ann Ritzier 

The Missiona,ry Ca,techist 
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Empty House--Empty Hearts? 

T EACHING in the fruit camps was always a 
plea ure. My classroom-a room in a pri­

vate home--was not large. The children were 
crowded, but the beautiful holy pictures and the 
little altar for the statue of the Sacred Heart, 
which loving hands kept surrounded with flow­
ers and vigil light , created an atmosphere in 
which everyone forgot the lack of conveniences. 
The Catechists and children had found a sincere 
welcome in the home of Mrs. Ramon for nearly 
ten year . 

In the econd week of December we drove 
to the camp for "Doctrina" a usual. The chil­
dren came running with sad news: "Mrs. Ra­
mon's hou,e burned down!" 

Yes, there it was-a heap of cold cinders. 
"Where i irs. Ramon?" we asked. 
"Living in an empty house." 
We went in earch of the Ramon familv. 

What the children had said was literally true; the 
house in which we found them wa empty! Mrs. 
Ramon met us at the door and invited us in. 
The room we entered contained one steel-frame 
cot, without mattress or cover, two empty lemon 
lugs and a bench. 

We listened to the story of the fire. Mr . 
Ramon had been alone in her kitchen when she 
noticed flames creeping along the ceiling. She 
tried to extinguish them with water and would 
probably have been lost in the burning building 
had not a neighbor rushed in and hurried her out. 
Everything was burned, even the winter clothing 
recently purchased with the money which the 
chi ldren themselves had earned picking nuts that 
summer. Mrs. Ramon was calm and resigned. 
She spoke words the content of which Holy Job 
had uttered centuries ago, "The Lord gave and 
the Lord hath taken away. Blessed be the Name 
of the Lord." 

Could we teach in her house? 
"Porque no ?-\Vhy not?" She answered 

with a gesture of her hand which indicated that 
we were welcome, a usual, to all she could offer. 

The children were attentiYe in class. No one 
complained. As we talked of that December eve, 
over nineteen hundred years ago, when th re was 
no room in hearts and homes for our Infant 
King, the children seemed to sense the fact that 
He would hav found a gracious welcome here, 
eYen as we and they did in His Holy Name. 

Catechi t Theresa Egidy 

December, 191,! 

atechist Renkey and t he chairman of t he 
Sodality E ucharistic Committee select l>oin­
settias for t he altar. Note the heig ht of t he 
pionsettias.--Ontario, Cali f. 

Why Not? 
IT seems that little children get the Christmas 

spirit early. During the first week of Novem­
ber I was giving a review of the first lessons in 
the catechism. "God is everywhere," I began. 
Without raising her hand, Joan, five years old, 
said: "Yes, and Santa is just around the corner ." 
Four-year-old Ann agreed, add ing, "And the 
Guardian Angel takes care of old Santa because 
he is good." 

Catechist Marie Murphy 

W E had the whole universe spread out before 
me, Jack and I. The sun and moon were 

shining brightly, and all the stars were golden. 
"Now," I aid, "you take the blue crayola, and 

go over the whole thing, like this. Make it quite 
dark, to look like the sky at night. But just go 
around the stars, don't go over them, or they 
won't be so pretty." 

But Jack, listen ing with all the attentive 
earnestnes of an interested six-year-old, was a 
little worried as to what he might do to God's 
wonderful world. As I concluded my demonstra­
tion he inquired confidently: 

"Catechi t, would you mind doing it for me? 
I'm afraid I might scribble on the stars!" 
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C HRISTMAS is 
everybody' 

feast. It is a feast 
that touches every­
one's heart, even 
that of the most 
wizened old Scrooge. 
Love of the little 
Savior who is born 
makes u embrace 
all in our charity, 

somewhat as did the Price Hill Sewing Ladies when 
giving donations from the proceeds of the mis ion­
benefit party held early in the fall. 

Mrs. J. J. Gries is president of this lay organi­
zation in Price Hill, Cinn., Ohio . It is she who tells 
us of the missionaries helped by their undertaking, 
a courageous one in these time . 

' 'THE party was a grand succes , thanks to the 
prayers offered for it. I am enclosing a dona­

tion for your Superior General , Catechist Olberding, 
to help her with the many calls from the mission 
field . Like donations are being sent to a Franciscan 
Father at Smith Lake, ew Mexico; to a former 
a s istant priest of our parish who is now in charge 
of a colored mission in Ohio; to St. Mary's Hos­
pital and to St. John House affiliated with a work of 
charity among the poor. A home missionary, Father 
Meyer, likewise shared in the proceeds, as well as 
Catechist Leven in Los Angeles and a Maryknoll 
Sister in New York who is the daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Puis of Cincinnati. She just returned from the 
Far E a t and by the way, a s you know, has a ister, 
Catechist Clara Puls, with you. We likewise re­
plenished our own treasury, and have promised Cate­
chist Kaiser that the first linen bought with the 
money will be made into an altarcloth for your con­
vent chapel in Goshen, Indiana. 

"It doesn't take long to make disbursement ; 
there are so many worthy mis ion cause ! But we 
feel that a little to everyone helps matters along." 
You may be sure that we are deeply touched and 
gr·ateful for the truly genei"Ous share allotted to us. 
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Our Associate Catechists of Mary 

A Blessed Christmas! 

1 T seems to have become a custom to include Little 
Flower Band II , Chicago, on our December ACM 

pages. But then it is the natural thing to do. Mrs. 
Helen Garrity and her loyal members are not only 
working hard to complete H oly Child J esus Burse, 
but play "Santa" as well to countless mission poor 
all the year round. Mrs. Ga rrity's letters breathe 
the spirit of charity in which the work is ca rried on. 

"As I write your retreat is over a nd now you 
are glad to begin another year in the service of t he 
Queen of Heaven. One of our good members, Mrs. 
Noack, sponsored our last party a nd I a m enclosing 
the proceeds. Ever·y bit means a great deal now­
adays, and our friends are so generous in helping. 
God bless their charity." 

* * * 
A NOTHER contribution has come to our ACM 

office from the F lorentine Mission Society, St. 
Louis. Mr . Katherine Krueger is promoter of this 
active group, and a member, Regina Connors, sent 
their latest donation towards Catechist Leuch tefeld's 
Bur e. Some of the members have the di stinction of 
being enrolled in two ACM clubs, for t hey are like­
wise active in the Mother· of Perpetua l H elp Band. 
May their loyal charity bring clown God's blessing 
upon their boys in the service. 

* * * 
T HE Thirteenth Annual . Card. P arty ':as sp~nsored 

by Little Flower Mi :s10n Crrcle, hrcago, m Sep­
tember. As in the past a very successful one it 
proved to be. Miss Veronica Foertsch, P romoter, sen t 
us the proceeds for the missionary they are sponsor­
ing, Catechi t Siegfried. She writes, " I r eceived 
your recent letter regarding THE MISSIONARY 
CATECHIST magazine and note the arrangement to 
send it monthly to A M Band membet·s. We appre­
ciate this very much, and trust that the efforts of 
the Band will continue to increase, thereby aiding 
you in your work." 

Our heartfelt thanks to you, members of Littl 
Flower :.\I is ·ion Circle, for your generous effort to do 
so. 

The Missionary Catechist 



A "Merry" Welcome to ACM! 

F IRST ACM Band to be enrolled after activities 
were taken up again in the fall was St. Mary 

Philomena Band, Steven Point, Wis. Mrs. Philo­
mena Levenduske is both organizer and promoter. 
It is a joy to welcome her and het· co-workers among 
our Associates, and to share with them the sp iritual 
benefits granted to active member . 

Mrs. Levenduske thus described their first meet­
ings: "I am enclosing the amount which we made 
at a card party held on September 21, after we had 
organized our newly formed Band in August. It was 
our happiness to have Catechist Margaret Campbell 
with us that day, and she talked to a group of twelve 
women, all members now of this Band. We have 
agreed to meet once a month at one of the member's 
homes, and play cards and bunco. Each one will do­
nate twenty-five cents, to be sent to you for your 
mission work. Many thanks for our membership 
cards. The prayer to be said daily for the Cate­
chists is a beautiful one." 

Christmas Box 

THE Srillians of Our 
Lady of Sorrows, 

Cheviot, Ohio, and the 
four members of St. 
Bridget Band, Bellevue, 
Ky., (Grace l\1. Kern, 
promoter) are working 
together again on their 
Christmas box for our 
El Paso mission, as 

they did last year. Rita 

Busche, promoter of the 

Srillians, tells us what 

a gala time they had 

last Christmas getting 

it ready for shipment: 
"Altogether we had ixteen girls here. Cloth­

ing and beads covered the table, and the soft 
stuffed dog we had made covered the desk. All in 
all we wound up with four boxes to end to El 
Paso Mission; newly made acquaintances, and happy 
hearts. 

"Then we had our hristmas party on the 
eighteenth. First of all we packed a box of g-oodies 
as our Chl"istma gift to the Catechbts in El Paso. 
Later in the evening we played games and then had 
r efreshments. This was our third Christmas party 
since our Band organized, and we enjoyed it as much 
as our fi1·st and second; but then we always enjoy 
our meetings. You may be surprised at the enclosed 
money order, and think w made a mi~take. But part 
of the donation i our Christmas gift towa1·ds Cate­
chist's Burse. The rest is our regular contl"ibution." 

Dec mber, 19M! 

WE have already told you about Blessed Virgin 
Sodality's "Shower of Stamps" for our missions; 

now our new Sodalist-Associates in Our Lady of 
Good Counsel Band, Granite City, Ill., seem like old 
friends. Though our file overflows already with ever 
welcome correspondence from this zealous group, 
they were only recently formally enrolled among our 
Associates. Miss Melba Reis is Promoter, their first 
member is their pastor, Rev. Michael Costello, and 
Rev. J. V. Dineen is Director of the Band. They are 
sponsoring Catechist Radler as their miss ionary, and 
have already made her feel the warmth of their char­
ity. May we enjoy many years of happy work to­
gether for the mission cause! 

* * * 
c oMPLETE reports have not yet been received at 

the present moment of the two ACM Parties 
sponsored by our Chicago Associates (these Decem­
bet· pages are being written in October). However, 
we are happy to say that both were highly success­
ful, thanks to the loyal and generous cooperation 
of our ACM members in and near Chicago. ·we hope 
to give you a detailed report in the January issue. 

the feast: 

Christmas Angels 

Q UR ACM members 
have a big share in 

the Catechists' Christ­
mas celebrations, not 
only in spirit but often 
by helping make them a 
bit more beautiful for 
our people. Last year 
St. Anne's Band, in St. 
Joseph, Mich., contrib­
uted towards Christmas 
joy in our Tulare, Cali­
fornia Mission in a 
special way. Mrs . M. 
M. Wright described 
their activities when 
she wrote soon after 

"Our Band has been working steadily, making 
Sacred Heart badges and mounting holy pictures. At 
these meetings we also held a shower of baby 
clothes, so that by Christmas we had a nice box to 
send to Catechist Josephine Miller. Catechist asked 
if Fe would make costumes for their "angels" to 
wear at the Midnight Mass and during processions. 
We held a Bingo to raise the money, and when buy-

ing the material explained what we wished to use it 

for. We were kindly given a 1·eduction and no tax 

was charged. The co tume were lovely when finish­

ed, so rich looking. Our own Christmas was all 

the happier for having done our bit to help make it a 

happy one in the missions." 



Alice's Christmas 'Present 
by Catechist Benwdette Doiron 

THE arid little out-mission lies white in t he 
sunshine. The rays of the sun are reflected 

back from dusty roads, from rocky yards and 
the yawning expanse of deep gravel pits. A 
few miles away are mountains cool with shade 
and icy tumbling brooks. Perhaps twenty-five 
miles farther the waves of t he Pacific lap gently 
against the shore. But here one sees only dust 
and rock and a blinding light over all. The 
little village does not "bask" in the sunshine; it 
does not bake nor broil; it just lies there, laconic. 
And sometimes, we think, in t hat it reflects it 
people. Over them "God's light lies large," and 
yet most of them seem indifferent, lethargic, in 
regard to His Jaws and His Jove. 

8 UT oh, His Jove shines down upon this little 
village, serene and calm as the sunlight. It 

is the arne yesterday, today and forever: the 
same love that made a white lily of the Little 
Flower of Jesus, and a blue 'forget-me-not' of 
Mary's little flower, Bernadette. It shines now 
upon our little Alice. 

S HE lives in a home as poor as that of Berna-
dette. Perhaps two rooms, with a Jean-to at 

the side for the battered car. Here, too, the 
children play. There are a few boxes of chickens 
and ducks in the backyard, plus a goat or two 
in narrow pens. 

QUIET, timid, bashful, Alice came to the 
prayer class. She said little. She did not 

know her prayers, and her learning was pain­
fully slow; yet she listened intensely to every 
instruction. With her she brought her little 
brother, Felipe, a good child of five but mentally 
below the level of his age. Slow in all else, Alice 
watched over Felipe with the quick tenderness 
of a little mother. She seemed to understand 
hi s inability to care for himself. 

T HERE was, for instance, our Christma party. 
It was held in the vestibule of the tiny 

church. We had decorated as well as we could 
with the poor materials at hand, had put out on 
display our supply of prizes, holy cards, medals, 
cookies, candy. The children received tickets 
according to regularity in class attendance, and 
with the tickets they might buy any of the e 
articles. Oh, it was an exciting event! One 
guarded one's tickets carefully. and thought over 
all "purchases" well before pending one's pre­
cious "money"~ Felipe was there, wide eyes tak-
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ing in everything, "buying" some medals and 
holy cards, but above all-candy! Oh, yes, much 
candy. Nice, sticky candy! Busy with the others, 
suddenly I noticed him, eyes blissful but hands 
<nice and sticky too, by now ) holding only a 
few pieces of Christmas candy. Momentarily wor­
ried, wondering if he had innocently spoiled and 
thrown away his good prizes, I asked him, "What 
did you do with your pictures, Felipe?" But the 
"little mother" was hovering near, and quickly 
Alice' hands were opened to show me: she was 
guarding both her own and her brother's precious 
trea ures. Felipe could enjoy the party in bliss­
ful, sticky content. Little siste r was caring for 
him. 

A :\D yet-it was not really Christmas for 
Alice. Alice did not belong to the Baby 

Jesus. Alice had never been baptized. Here 
was that tragic lethargy stal'ing back so indif­
ferently into the sun hine of God's Love. The 
little soul for whom the Child J esus came down 
to earth did not belong to Him-yet. But He 
has a way of seeking His own. 

II C AN'TSHA wait ... t ill tomorrow?" Big 
and burly her father tood by the door, a 

little unsteady on his feet, but momentarily 
sobered by the realization that se rious things 
were happening. He spoke thickly. Maybe Alice 
wasn't so sick. Maybe tomorrow .. . 

''you can wait until tomorrow to drink if you 
want to." Mrs. Garcia's usually pleasant 

voice was thin with scorn and quick with urg­
ency. "But this child is go ing to be baptized 
today. I'm taking her right now." Carrying 
Alice'' slight form in her arms, the good nei gh­
bor and madrina-to-be, admoni sh d the weeping 
but unresisting mother, "It won't take long and 
we'll be back before the ambulance comes," and 
passed to the car where her son was waiting to 
drive her to the parish church. 

jT had been a hard d cision to make. Alice 
might be baptized at the county hospital to 

which the doctor had ordered her; but she might 
die on the way. The patient little face, weakly 
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trying to smile, could not hide the gasping 

breath, the twinging pain: leakage of the heart, 

the doctor had said. Mrs. Garcia was not 

lethargic now, thank God. It was time to act, 

and she was going to act. Praying that the 

ride might not harm the poor little patient, they 

drove the three miles to the parish church. 

Father Ducoyne was not at home. The house­

keeper did not know just what time he would re­
turn. 

W ITH set lips, Mrs. Garcia spoke to her son: 

"Drive to Lawndale." He understood, and no 

word was spoken as they drove another four 

miles to the nearest town. The pastor was at 

home, and a few words of explanation brought 

him hurr~• ing down to pour the precious waters 

of salvation upon Alice's head, to say over her 

the saving \\'O l'ds that bring the God of Love 

into His chosen home of lo\'e-a human oul. 

Alice's human heart continued doing unnatural 

things, and her pale face and sobbing breath 

made her good madrina wince interiorly. But 

sanctifying grace had flooded all the corner of 

her Heart of Love-and what else mattered? 

If she died, she would go straight to HeaYen. 

A LICE didn't die. When she finally fell asleep 

that night between clean white sheets, with 

a strange but very nice girl in white doing 

things to help make the pain stop, she found 

herself in a different world,-true, but not in 

Heaven. The Child Jesus was content just to 

exchange Christmas presents, to gi\'e Himself 

to Alice, and to gi\'e to Himself the gift of 

Alice! It was also a gift to His Catechists. We 

had been praying for thi family for several 

years, but little expected such a udden and 

dramatic answer to our prayers during the peace­

fu l Christmas season. It \\'a cause for Mag­
nificats ! 

W HETHER it was the pow~rful ~race o:. Bap-
tism. ot· the temporary SOJOUrn m that other 

world" of quiet and cleanliness and kindly care­

probably a combination of both-Alice was a 

different little girl when he retumed to doctrina 

some weeks after classes had resumed. A gay 

little girl who came to meet me as fast as she 

could- not running, for the doctor had forbidden 

that. and Alice might not run nor play very 

strenuous!~· for a long time. But eager to talk, 

laughing and smiling, seeming for the first time 

really cognizant of the joy of life and the 
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innocent pleasures of childhood. It was a joy 

to watch her; and more, it was a pleasure to 

teach her. For the dull little mind seemed won­

derfully to flower in that precious gift of the 

Child Jesus. She lea rned her prayers quickly, 

and not only listened intensely to the instructions, 

but retained them well. Soon she will be ready 

for her First Holy Communion; she never misses 

Mass on Sundays, and often she is the only 

member of her family to attend. Yes, it is 

sweet to see the light of God's love shining 

down upon Alice, His little "desert-flower" of 
California. 

l\fexican child ren ,· isit the Crib in one of 
our missions near Santa Paula, California. 
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THERE is no better way to begin an undertak-
ing t::an with our Blessed I iother. With her, 

then, we b_gin (and almost fill l these pages de­
voted to you, the boy and girl reader of our 
magazine. Like the tory of Christmas, the story 
of Our Lady of Guadalupe, who e feast we cele­
brate Decembzr 12, has often b2en told. Yet like 
th;) Christmas story-the most beautiful True 
Scory ever told-its lovely simplicity makes us 
want to hear it again and again. 
T HIS true narrative holds a special interest and 

fascination for us Catechi ts. Much of our 
mission work is among the very people who are 
countrymen of Juan Diego; and Juan Diego is 
th hero of Guadalupe. Our Blessed Mother made 
herself visible to his eyes, and spoke with him in 
his native language, in Mexico just four hundred 
and cl~ven years ago. Juan wa an Indian, fifty­
five years old, unlettered and unworldly. His 
pure, simple heart won for him the affectionate 
love of the Queen of Heaven. To him she con­
fided her desire to have a brine built to her 
honor, where she might succor her people in the 
New World. 
G UADALUPE is really the name of a picture 

of our Blessed Mother. but the church where 
the picture is kept and the town around the 
churc~ are also called Guadalupe. The town of 
Guadalupe is in Mexico, only three miles away 
from the capital, Mexico City. A for the picture, 
there is not another like it on earth. No man or 
woman artist can claim the honor of ha,·ing 
painted this masterpiece. The picture wa' exe­
cuted by none other than the Mother of God 
hr!'elf. 
T HE story of Guadalupe begin on the morning 

of December 9, 1531. Juan Diego made his 
way hurriedly down the hill of Tepeyac toward 
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Christmas 

To Mary's Loyal Helpers 
And Our Boys and Girls Everywhere! 

tl:~ city three miles away, anxious to be on time 
for ?.lass. It wa a Saturday. the very day which 
the Church has consecrated to om· Blessed Moth­
er. Suddenly he stopped short, confronted by a 
beautiful Lady. She spoke to Juan reassuringly 
and asked him to take a message for her to t he 
bif'hop. Juan did so, succeeding after much diffi­
culty in getting an audience with Bishop Zum­
arraga. But when Juan, a poor un-lette red In­
dian, told him that the Mother of God wanted a 
church built on the hill of Tepeyac, on th e very 
spot where he stood while speaking to him the 
bi hop thought Juan was imagining things' and 
would not give consent. That same evening and 
again on Sunday even ing Mary made herself 
vitdble to Juan on T epeyac Hill , to get the bi sh­
op's answer. Sadly Juan had to tell her that t he 
bishop did not yet believe him, and would not 
promise to fill her reque t for a church. 

A LL da~ Mo~day Juan Diego was kept at home, 
nurswg PIS uncle who was seriously ill. No 

r<>medy hdned him and early Tuesday morning, 
December 12, Juan once ag::tin hurried to the city. 
Thi time he went to call the priest, that hi s 
Pnch~ might receive the last Sacraments before 
he died. To avoid being delayed by the Lady h e 
purposely took another p3th. But a Mother can­
not be deceived by her children. Mary knew. She 
cro!' ed over to where Juan hurried along and 
said to him. "Son, what road is th is thou takest?" 
Tl>en she told Juan not to worry about his uncle. 
SP.e would take care of him. but she wanted Juan 
to go again to the bi hop with h r message. Mary 
, roke with so much tenderness that Juan got up 
coPra~e to tell her Bishoo Zumarraga would b -
lie\'0 him only if he received proof that she was 
reallv he Mother of God. 

II G O to the rocks and pick roses," Mary told 
him _ nointing to a rocky pi le at the top of 

Tepeyac Hill. Juan knew that roRes do not srrow 
in such a place, nor was it the sea on for flowers. 
But without hesitating an instant he obeyPd. 
And sure enough he found roses, more beautiful 
than any he had ever seen. He picked many and 
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carried them back to the Lady. Our Blessed 
Mother arranged them with her own hands and 
told him not to let anyone see them until he 
reached the bishop. There, kneeling before 
Bishop Zumarraga. he opened his cloak and the 
roses fell out upon the floor. Much to his sur­
prise the bishop and all who were in the room 
knelt down, overcome by reverence and awe. Juan 
looked down. On his cloak, glowing in bright 
colors. he saw the life-size figure of the Virgin 
Mother of God, just as she had looked when she 
stood before him on Tepeyac Hill. 
T HE picture was kept in the bishop's chapel 

until the shrine Mary had requested was 
built. Then it was carried there in procession, 
and though from time to time more beautiful 
and co tly shrines have been built , the picture 
of our Lady of Guadalupe remains the same. It 
may be seen and venerated today, still on the 
same coarsely woven cloth where Mary "painted" 
it with her own hands more than four hundred 
years ago. 

j F you have had an opportunity to hear the 
Barones von Trapp and seven of her ten chil­

dren in one of their concerts, or have heard them 
on a radio program, then you know what a great 
pleasure and privi lege it was to see and hear them 
in person at the ational Catholic Rural Life 
Conference held in Peoria early in October. 

T HE ~aro~ and Baroness Yon. Trapp brought 
their children to America JUSt four years 

ago, after their beloved Austria had fallen under 
German domination and it was no longer possible 
to remain loyal Catholics at home. The Baroness, 
in her first ta lk before an audience. told of their 
Catholic home life in Au tria and of the heart­
rending decision to leave home and country that 
they might continue their Catholic family life in 
a free land. 
A MERICA is truly a faYored country to have 

had such a family come to her hores. With 
them the Von Trapp family brought beautiful 
Catholic customs, carried out for years in their 
Aust rian country home. One of these is a practice 
for Ad,·ent-a lovely one that you will want to 
try out with your own famil~· at home. 
Q N the Saturday eYening before the first Sun­

<inv of Advent the family gathers around 
th e table which is bare. except for a large bowl 
in th e center. Father reads the Gmmel which the 
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priest will read at Mass on the following morn­
ing. (This is done, by t he way, every Saturday 
throughout the year.) Then he says a few words 
about the lesson or advice it conta ins straight 
from the lips of our beloved Savior . If any of the 
sons or daughters th ink of something to say 
about it, they feel free to speak too. Then thei r 
attention is turned to t hat mysterious bowl 
which stands in the center of t he table. 

M OTHER hands it to father, who takes f rom it 
a little slip and then passes t he bowl t o 

Teresa who sits at his r ight. She too t akes a 
slip of paper from the bowl, t hen passes it to the 
one next to her. Thus does t he bowl go around 
the table until everyone has a bit of paper in his 
hand. All look at their slips, but no one tells 
anyone else what his slip says. 

y ou sEe, on each sm1ll bit of paper is wri t ten 
the name of one member of t he fa mily. Let 

us say, for instance, that mother takes f rom t he 
bowl a slip which reads "Mary," one of her 
daughters. row, all during the fou r weeks of 
AdYEnt mother must do little kindnesses and 
helpful, loving things for Mary. The other mem­
bers of the family are doing t he same t hing for 
the one whose name was on t hei r slip of paper 
taken from the bowl. Then on Christmas eve 
the family gathers in front of t heir small replica 
of Bethlehem and the stable where J esus was 
born. Each one reveals t he name that was on 
his slip. "And oh," the Baroness said, "how 
happy \\'e are as each one hugs and t hanks t he 
one who was especially kind to him all during 
Advent for Jove of t he little Savior." 

T HIS is only one of the Austrian customs t hat 
the Trapp family has brought to America. 

But I'd like to see it become an Amer ican custom 
too, wouldn't you? We can make it ours, by in­
troducing it into our own fam ily th is Advent. 

It lsn1 t Too Late 
You may s till send for your St>ecia l Adven t 

Sunshine Bag, by fillin g out this coupon and 
Eendin g it to "Mar y's Loyal Helpers," Victory­
Noll , Hunt ington, I nd. 

Drop your sac ri fice pennies in to it durin g 
thi holy time of Adven t, to he l1> our missions . 
A beautiful Chr ist mas g ift will be sent to 
you, our way of saying " th an k you" for your 
Advent gift. 

Your Name 

Your Street 

Your ity .. 

Your State 
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The Crib of Bethlehe1n in 
which Mary laid the Infant God 
was the ji1·st of our tabernacles, 
the bands in which she w rapped 
H im our first sacred linens. 

--*--

j T zws a great thing fo1· God to 
make Him self our Brother ; a 

greater to become the Price of 
our Re1emption ; the greatest of 
all to give Him self to us as our 
Foo'l in Holy Communion. 

- St . Thomas 

Someone's back yard makes a plea!:ant classroom for 
Catechist Conroy and her "angels". They are praying 
for their benefactors.--Ontario, Calif. 

).iuch Gratitude for Little Gifts 

Q NE of the nicest things about our Christma 
parties in the missions is the children' 

gratitude to God and to our benefactors. Every 
year we ha\·e fresh evidences of it. I recall an 
especially touching expression of thanks from a 
n~ne-year-old girl, Romelia by name. Last year I 
was preparing for our Christmas party at Upland 
and Romelia was helping me. The child feels 
very close to us since she has never known a real 
mother's love. Her own mother died at Romelia' 
birth. Suddenly Romelia paused in her work of 
packing the car with Chri tmas toys and goodies 
to ask: 

"Catechist, where are all the good people who 
remember the little children you teach, and help 
you to buy such pretty things for them?" 

I explained that those "good people" are all 
over the United States and that they give to the 
missions because they love God and want to help 
others love Him. She pondered for a while and 
then exclaimed: 

"Do you know, Catechist, this morning I 
went to confession and tomorrow, for the Birth­
day of Jesus, I am going to give Him a light! 
And I am going to light it myself for the five 
pennies that I have been saving the last ix 
months. And then, when He comes to my heart in 
Holy Communion, I will tell Him, 'I gave You a 
Birthday present, didn't I? Now, you must give 
me one. Do you know what I want, dear Baby 
J esus? Please bless all the people who help the 
Catechists be good to us, and take them all to 
Hea\·en when they die'." 

Catechist Sophia Renkey 
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I.:--l' MEMORIAM 

A our Society of Missionary Catechi sts g rows 
and extends its activ ities we reali ze more and 

more what a debt of gratitude we owe to ou r 
first friends and benefactors-to those who spon­
sored us from the time of ou r Society's inception, 
through the days when its existence was a pre­
carious thing, unti l now when its mi ss ionary 
efforts ha,·e multiplied its needs as well as its 
accomplishments. 

Among those faithfu l first friends was Miss 
Ameiia Wolf of Elmhursj:, Illinois, whom God 
called to her eternal reward on October 7. Mi ss 
Amelia Wolf, her sister Helen, and brother 
George were staunch promoters of our Commun­
ity from its beginning. They gave every pos­
sible assistance to ou r missionary enterprise and 
were among the first to contribute generously 
toward the support of the pioneer Catechists and 
toward the establishment of mission centers. 
Throughout the years their friendship never 
failed. Our needs were cons idered a mong their 
most important interests. Their encou ragement 
and help were always generously and cheerfully 
bestowed even when that meant great sacrifices 
on their part. 

Our Society has lost a genuine fri end in 
l\fi s Amelia Wolf. With her fam ily and friends 
we mourn her passing, but we find consolat ion · 
and joy in the fact that she has gone to the 
Judgment Seat of God with hands overflowing 
with spiritual treasures. One who has unselfish­
ly acrificed for Christ in the person of His 
mi . sion poor will receive an exceedingly g reat r e­
ward for all eternity. God is never outdone in 
generosity. 

:\lay her soul rest in peace. 

The Missionary Catechist 



Familtj Christmas 1942 
A story by Anabel Wethington 

Granny-Mom knew that the day be­
fore Christmas is no time to give 

way to indolence. Resolutely she drove 
her reluctant feet hither and yon 

about the big, comfortable house, 

from one to another of the countless 
household duties. For twenty Christmases she 
had bustled about in a similar manner, making 
happiness for her five boys. 

Yes, it was exactly twenty Christmases 
ago that her daughter and son-in-law had been 
killed in a motor accident, leaving behind them 
their five forlorn seedlings whom Granny-Mom 
had taken at once to her heart and home. Dickie 
was six then; Donny four, the twins two, and 
baby Larry scarcely three months old. Heads 
and tongues wagged freely as neighbors sagely 
observed that five boys were "too much work 
and trouble" for an old lady. That was true. but 
too much work and trouble were just what Gran­
ny-Mom had needed to smother the grief and lone­
lieness of her bereaved heart. 

The five were a house full-and a 

heart full. Granny-Mom watched them 

gro\\· up into splendid manhood with 

the jealous pride of parent and grand­

parent combined. Dickie had called 
her G ra 1111 y at first. He had learned to 

do so while his parents still lived. Then the 
younger of the brood began calling her Mom, 
and it looked as though there would be trouble in 
camp. Donny, always the peacemaker, hit upon 
the happy compromise of calling her Granny­
Mom. It sounded like the music of her singing, 
he said. That pleased everyone. especially 
Granny-Mom, so the name was unamimously 
adopted and it wore well throughout the years. 

As memories of those first days with the 
children crowded in upon Granny-Mom she work­
ed feverish]~· at the preparation for Christmas. 
There were so many things to be done. The 
house must be gone over: the furniture dusted. 
Tlw tree must be decorated; the wreaths hung, 
and a candle placed in the window so that its 
light might guide the Infant King on His way. 
The table must be spread early. She herself 
must tidy up and be fresh and sweet as she pre­
sided at the evening meal-that meal which had 
been such a love-feast on each of the happy 
Christmases past. 

The soft gray of the December iJ 
twilight was shifting into darkness~~ 
when Granny-Mom at last sli pped - \\~ 
quietly into her place at the table a nd .Jjj 

folded her hands to say grace. 

The dining room was more beaut ifu l than 
it had ever been on any of their previous Chr ist­
mases. The best silver was la id out extravagant­
lv over the fine linen cloth. Crystal goblets and 
glasses and prec ious old china dishes sm iled back 
at the candles which glowed wit h seemingly sup­
pressed happiness as they stood expectantly amid 
the pine and holly sprays that formed t he table 
decorations. 

Granny-Mom sat si lently waiting, with fold­
ed hands, h c: rself the lovely, white-crowned cen­
ter of all that festive beauty. Then a slight 
trEmor shook her frame. She raised he r head 
and looked about startled, like one suddenly 
awakened from the realms of happy dreams to 
the grim realities of life. 

Staring across the exquisite sp read 

before her she counted the empty 

chairs around the table--one, two, 

three, four, five! Then her eyes sought 

the window opposite her chai r . A 
pendant hung above the candle which 
gleamed brightly there to light the way for t he 
Little King that Christmas Eve. Ill umined by 
the light below it, the stars sewed on t he f ront 
side showed darkly through the white fl ag. 
Mechanically she counted them-one, two, three, 
four, five! 

The candle, the Christ-light below t he service 
flag sputtered, breaking the tense s ilence, a nd 
Granny-Mom's lips parted in a strange prayer. 

"God, my Savior King! You took t hem all 
away to protect our land-Your land-and Your 
right!". Fill their empty places at my table 
and the vo:d in my heart with You rself . . . as 
You only know how." 

Granny-Mom buried her face in her hands, 
then jerked it up with a triumphant gesture. A 
soft knock was sounding on the outer door ! 

The End 
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\. Gloria In Excelsis crJeo .~ 
r (' ~ ~ 
8 GLORY be to God on High, and on earth peace S 

) to men of good will. r:.. 
!~ We praise Thee. '4-
(' We bless Thee. ) 

:~ (~. !1. We adore Thee. ~,. l.. We glorify Thee. •) 

~ We give Thee thanks for Thy great glory. l'" 
0""' ~ 
~o 0 Lord God, heavenly King, God the Father al- ;. 

(} mighty. (j 

Q 0 Lord Jesus Christ, the only begotten Son. Q 
0 

0 

• 0 Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the Father. • 
~ ~ 
"'~ Who takest away t"'e sins of the world, have ~ 

~ 
mercy on us. • •) 

~0; ·r~o· ,.. Who takest away the sins of the world, receive our ., 

prayer. )l t-.. ·o) Who sittest at the right hand of the Father, have ~ot 
mercy on us. \~ 

~ Fo7 Thou only art holy, 0 
0 Thou only art the Lord, 0 
;) Thou only art most high, 0 Jesl•s Christ, (; 

.. ,. Together with the Holy Ghost + in the glory of ~ 
~o) God the Father. { 0~ 
• Amen. \• 
~ ~ 
~ ~ 
~o~~oOC~t~Cb)>~~~~~Gi~:!( '·I 
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