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Foreword 

IT was before the days of war communiques from Guadal
canal, Bougainville, Samoa, Tahiti that I wrote the Fore
word for the first edition of SAVING THE SOLO
MONS. In that Foreword, dated shortly after Pearl Har
bor, I described the deluge of mail that had just reached 
me from lay catechists, brothers, priests, nuns and bishops, 
all stationed on some little island of Oceania. Many of 
these, I said, I knew personally; practically all of them 
had, for twenty years, been pouring across my desk first
hand accounts of life among the primitive peoples of 
those islands. 

In many ways, these missions of the Solomons seemed 
to belong to Boston. At Bedford was the novitiate of the 
Missionary Sisters of the Society of Mary, from which 
went forth young women whose vocations the priests 
of the Archdiocese had helped de:: lop and foster. The 
.Boston office of the Society for the Propagation of the 
Faith had financed many of the missions and I myself
though I did not then know it-was on the eve of raising 
a fund of $100,000 to rebuild for the bishops of the North 
and the South Solomons the churches, schools and chari
table institutions which were destined to be destroyed by 
American bombs. Lastly, we had seen our Father Jim 
Hennessy go to these islands to help keep the flame of 
faith bright and do some experimentation in the eco
nomic possibilities of self-sustaining missions, a superb act 
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of generosity later to be crowned, in the inscrutable de
signs of Providence, by the gift of life itself. And so, in 
'942, the Propagation Office and the mission-minded peo
ple of Boston who supported it felt close to the Solomons. 

And then came the War in the Far East. Inch by inch 
our boys fought to gain, or hold, or retake those islands, 
and pilots and navigators of all sorts of planes landed on 
lonely atolls and in jungle fastnesses, their lives at the 
mercy and nod of those native peoples. Of cosmic dis
turbances and divisions these natives knew nothing. Tribal 
exclusiveness they had always known; the unity of man
kind under the Crucifix they had been taught. When they 
saw the rosary hanging around the necks of the invaders 
they opened their arms and cried: "Catholics, from Bos
ton." Rarely has the injunction of Our Lord to "give and 
the gift will be yours; good measure pressed down and 
running over will be poured into your lap" been so ex
plicitly developed on the material plane. Directly flowing 
from the Christian code these natives had been taught 
came limitless cooperation and often the very saving of 
boys that had been marked for Death. Well were we 
"Catholics of Boston" repaid. And as the cycle of charity 
knows no pause, the war chaplains said Mass and admin
istered Sacraments to the natives whose missionaries had 
been murdered, or put into concentration camps, or evacu
ated on the orders of governments. The boys, too, with 
the joyous generosity of the American giver, managed to 
rebuild some of their shattered churches and to treat the 
natives to undreamed of modern luxuries. 

Now that these boys are back home, we believe that 
they will be interested in mission literature, when they dis-
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cover its existence. They learned in the war to recognize 
the authentic, first-hand account and to rejoice in it. Thus 
it seems that a book like this one, which gives the back
ground and thrilling story of the gradual growth in Chris
tian life of the inhabitants of the Solomons will find a 
ready audience among those who have fought for the 
Solomons and among their relatives and friends who are 
curious to know how the boys spent the long, long days 
of war. 

SAVING THE SOLOMONS is the diary of a Mis
sionary Superior who visited them island by island during 
a three year official visitation, which began in 1937. It is 
the diary of a trained observer whose duty it was to note 
and interpret every detail: Mother Mary Rose of the Mis
sionary Sisters of the Society of Mary, a native of Boston, 
now assigned to Australia. Her brother, Reverend Charles 
F. Decker, S.M., a Marist missionary and a good judge 
of the value of missionary histories, edited Mother Mary 
Rose's notes and brought to me, for a foreword and pub
lication, the fine product of the labor of both, Sister and 
brother. It was with pleasure that I complied with his re
quests. It is with pleasure that I now recommend this 
second edition. 

Archbishop of Boston 

Xl 
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1. On the Way 

"SPRINGFIELD, Buffalo, Chicago!" shouted the train dis
patcher as the Western Express roared into little Trinity 
Place Station in uptown Boston, at five o'clock in the eve
ning of January 3, 1934-

Sister Mary Madeleine and I embraced Mother Mary 
Basil, superior of our American novitiate, and the other 
kind nuns-who had come to see us off. Hastily we climbed 
aboard, and had just settled ourselves when the stately train 
started slowly on its way. We were off to the South Sea 
Islands! Sister Mary Madeleine, newly professed, was go
ing to Samoa to begin her career as a missionary, and I 
was about to visit all the archipelagoes in the Southwest 
Pacific in fulfillment of a mission imposed upon my un
worthy shoulders. Such a visit could hardly fail to be most 
interesting and thrilling, particularly at this time. 

The year 1837 marked a ttrrning point in the history of 
Oceania. It brought the first group of Marist missionaries 
to that remote section of the world to announce the glad 
tidings of redemption to its people and to free them from 
the bonds of paganism. The work begun in that memorable 
year has progressed steadily, and, by the grace of God, 
many a savage man-eater has been transformed into a faith
ful follower of Christ. Grateful natives throughout Oce
ania were now preparing to mark by solemn observance 
the hundredth birthday of the Marist missions in their land. 

I 



Saving the Solomons 

At Springfield, Massachusetts, the mother of one of our 
Sisters came aboard with a special message of love for her 
daughter, whom we would meet in Samoa. 

Next evening we reached Chicago, the leading grain 
market and railroad center of the world. Looking at the 
magnificent buildings on every side I could not help think
ing back to the time of Father James Marquette, the re
nowned Jesuit missionary and explorer. He was the first 
white man to build a cabin (which he also used as a chapel) 
on the site of the present great metropolis. Here, we trans
ferred to another express which took us through hundreds 
of miles of rolling plains, over the Great Salt Lake, and 
on through famous mountain passes in the far west, where 
settings of majestic splendor are impressive reminders of 
the Divine Architect Who fashioned them. On a cool 
bracing morning in January we arrived in San Francisco, 
city of hills, and spent the afternoon and evening with 
the hospitable Sisters of St. Joseph, who teach at the pa
rochial school of Our Lady of Victories Church, and 
whose religious congregation has a dozen other houses 
in California, including hospitals and a Chinese mission. 
(Shortly before World War II they accepted an invita
tion from Bishop Wade to work in the North Solomon 
Vicariate. Four Sisters who were there when the Japa
nese came, were rescued by an American submarine on 
January 1st, 1943.) 

At noon the following day, we took possession of our 
cabin aboard the liner which was to bring us to the South 
Pacific, and while waiting for the moment of departure, 
we went up on deck to view the city'S wonderful harbor, 
so large it could easily hold all the navies of the world. 
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On the Way 

Slow-moving tankers and barges, trim motor ships and 
sail-boats, businesslike towboats and ferries presented a 
picturesque scene as they cut their way through waters 
gleaming in the sunlight. 

Soon the deep-toned siren of our own good ship an
nounced the hour of departure. Gangplanks were pulled 
in, heavy mooring cables were released from their cleats, 
tiny tugs pushed stoutly at strategic points, and, on sched
uled time, the majestic Mariposa slowly cleared her dock 
while cheer upon cheer went up from the crowds ashore, 
who continued to wave their hands and handkerchiefs till 
distance hid their friends from view. On we went, past 
AIcatraz Island and then through Golden Gate Channel 
into the Pacific Ocean, where our great ship, heading 
south, moved swiftly through the waves. 

There was now ample leisure to inspect this marvelous 
boat on which we were traveling; its gigantic hull and 
graceful lines, its spacious and richly decorated salons and 
staterooms, its dainty desks and comfortable chairs, its 
marvelous mechanical equipment, from the great engines 
that moved its propellers to the tiny switch controlling 
our cabin light. Every comfort and luxury seemed to be 
here. A vast difference indeed, from the boats of a century 
ago. 

Imagine the three-masted sailing ship on which the first 
Marist missionaries traveled from France to the South Seas. 
In those days, the only sleeping accommodation was a 
hammock, and the only food was dry for the most part 
and often very unpalatable. The boat nearly lost its rud
der while far out on the ocean and had to stop for repairs 
at Santa Cruz in the Canary Islands. Once it was in grave 
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danger of being engulfed by the waves. Picture to yourself 
the Ark of the Covenant, a sailing vessel of the same class, 
on which our first Missionary Sister made the journey in 
r845. No less than four times it nearly went to the bot
tom of the sea, though no peril ever seemed to disturb the 
calm and courage of Frances Perreton, of whom Captain 
Marceau, master of the ship, once humorously said: "She 
was the only man on board." Indeed, Frances was re
markable in many ways. Already forty-eight years of age 
when she staned that long voyage to the South Pacific, she 
lived alone on the islands for some ten years, undisturbed 
by reverses or deprivation, cooking and sewing for the 
missionaries, doing marvelous work among the native 
women and children. Her example inspired others to fol
low her to the islands, and gave binh to our congrega
tion, the Missionary Sisters of the Society of Mary, who, 
today, are in nearly every mission station in the South
west Pacific. 

In Miss Perreton's time it required more than a year to 
make the journey from France. Now it takes less than a 
month. 

Following a brief stop at Los Angeles (City of the An
gels), the Mariposa was steered southwest into the open 
ocean, and soon all trace of California was lost to view. 
But the names of the cities along its coast are not easily 
forgotten. They read like a litany of the saints: San Fran
cisco, Santa Clara, Santa Barbara, Santa Monica, Santa Ana, 
etc.-sweet reminders of the famous missions established 
by the great Franciscan, Junipero Serra, and other mis
sionaries of his Order who left family, country and worldly 
treasure to labor for souls. 
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On the Way 
After sailing nearly five days, we came to the summits 

of a colossal chain of volcanic mountains which rise mag
nificently out of the sea and are known as the Hawaiian 
Islands. Though discovered by the celebrated English 
navigator, Captain Cook, who later lost his life in an en
counter with the handsome, brown, semicivilized natives, 
these islands have formed a United States Territory since 
1900. Many Americans have made Hawaii their home, 
though some forty percent of the population is Japanese. 

Passing near Molokai, we naturally thought of Father 
Damien, the priest who, in the words of Stevenson, "shut 
with hiS own hands the door to his sepulchre," the priest 
whose heroic labor and sacrifice for the spiritual and phys
ical welfare of the lepers, form or 'e of the most glorious 
pages in missionary history. Ti",n, JUSt for a moment, a 
shudder went through me as I looked down at the dark 
blue water of the sea and thought of the ancient Hawaiian 
kings angling with human bait in order to attract big fish 
to their royal hooks of wood and bone. 

A few hours later, we steamed by Diamond Head, 
southernmost point of Oahu, the principal island of the 
group. Then we sighted the beautiful Aloha Tower stand
ing out in the sunshine against lovely green hills, and an
nouncing in stone-carved letters that we were welcome 
to the "Crossroad of the Pacific," as Honolulu has been 
so aptly called. Many important liners as well as the China 
and South Sea Clippers put in at its wonderful natural 
harbor on their way across the Pacific. 

It was nine o'clock in the morning when we went ashore 
to visit the Maryknoll Sisters who have always been dear 
'friends of ours. Like the work of the Maryknoll Fathers 
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with whom their "beginning, growth and history is in
extricably bound up" their work in the United States, 
Hawaii, China and the Philippine Islands, is one of the out
standing missionary achievements of this generation. After 
giving us lunch, and showing us through their school, the 
Sisters crowned their very generous hospitality by asking 
one of their many friends to take us about the city in her 
automobile. 

There was something thrilling about riding on a vol
cano's chest, but any thought of craters, smoke and lava 
quickly vanished as we cruised about the downtown sec
tion where lovely gowns, sparkling jewels, and other at
tractive articles of merchandise looked out from smart 
shop windows to tempt the passers-by. Particularly inter
esting was a district where Chinese faces, signs, stores, a 
Buddhist temple and the odor of incense betokened an 
Oriental atmosphere. Fairest garden flowers in profusion 
flashed their brilliant hues for our delight as we motored 
through the residential area. Beautiful tropical trees adorned 
the entire city, and now and then their graceful branches 
swished in the warm, gentle breeze. 

At half past three we were again aboard the Mariposa, 
which half an hour later, to the accompaniment of sweet 
music from a band on shore, turned her nose southward, 
and cautiously at first, then swiftly, cut her way through 
the ocean. The music, the welcome, the breath-taking 
vistas of Honolulu lingered pleasantly in my mind, though 
they were only a prologue to many hearty welcomes and 
a marvelous pageant of color and splendor awaiting us 
in the days to come. 
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2. Where Everybody Keeps Open House 

AT half past eleven on the morning of January 11, we 
approached the south side of T utuila, a long narrow island 
distinguished by an imposing mountain range which ex
tends over its entire length (seventeen miles), with breaks 
here and there made by deep irregular valleys. 

It was almost noon when we moved slowly into mag
nificent land-locked Pago Pago harbor, an ancient crater 
which nearly cuts the island in two. Volcanic peaks and 
hills, in mantles of varying shades of green, encircle it like 
the walls of a colossal amphitheatre. But the crowning 
feature of the scene is a beautiful Catholic church ot" white 
coral at the far end of the harbor, silhouetted against a 
background of gorgeous mountain scenery. Its snow
white cross on a tall slender spire gleamed with unusual 
splendor in the rays of the midday sun. 

Native fishermen in outrigger canoes suspended work 
to feast their eyes upon our giant steamer. Some of them 
paddled very close to it with the same remarkable skill 
which amazed Bougainville and prompted him to call 
their country the Navigators' Islands. They were brown, 
brawny, handsome fellows with smooth black hair, their 
faces bearing many distinctive marks of the white man. 
Some were dressed in shirt and pants, some in shofts, and 
some in the traditional lava-lava or loin covering fastened 
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at the waist by a dextrous twist of the calico of which it 
is nowadays generally made. 

Little villages of thatched homes dotted the rim of the 
bay. On the west side of the harbor were the soaring masts 
of a wireless, and the storehouses, residences and barracks 
of the naval station; while the Stars and Stripes whipping 
in the breeze reminded us that we were in American Sa
moa, which includes six other stnall islands besides Tu
tuila, with a population of some twelve thousand five hun
dred inhabitants under a Governor appointed by the 
President of the United States. 

As the dock, which is just in front of the naval station. 
is too stnall to berth the Mariposa, anchor was dropped in 
the middle of the bay, and we went ashore in a tender. 
Half the population of the island was on hand for the occa
sion. And no wonder! The big boat makes a perfectly 
gorgeous picture, as she rides at anchor, her long white 
flanks contrasting beautifully with the deep blue waters 
of the bay and those majestic peaks and hills which make 
Pago Pago the safest as well as the best harbor in the en
tire South Pacific. 

At the landing platform were several splendidly uni
formed native guards, the flaming red bands about their 
heads and the scarlet sashes about their waists contrasting 
pleasingly with their white jerseys and lava-lavas. Bright 
steel daggers hanging from their belts gave an added touch 
of brilliance. Besides seventy of these picturesque guards, 
there was a company of regular sailors at the base under 
the command of the Governor. The recent world war 
necessitated large scale defense preparations, for which 
Congress allocated eight million dollars. 
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Where Everybody Keeps Open House 
A good number of the assembled natives were displaying 

for sale, mats, tiny kava bowls and other curios of their 
own manufacture. Little children, scantily clad, romped on 
the grass, or ran behind mamma to steal a shy glance at the 
visitors. A taxi-cab took us northeast along a narrow 
winding beach road redolent with the sweet odor of 
Mosoois, also known as Paradise Olive trees. Their yellow 
flowers flashed now and then in the forest. Their wood is 
used by the natives to construct the balance board on out
ngger canoes. 

We reached Pago Pago village in time to wimess a 
funeral, an imposing one, with many of the mourners giv
ing vocal expression to their grief. But perhaps the most 
surprising feature of it was a grand banquet which fol
lowed, and for which the food was provided by the dead 
man's family. Nor was this an extraordinary occurrence. A 
banquet follows every funeral, and when the deceased 
man's relatives are poor, the Chief sees to it that every
thing needed is provided. 

Samoa is a land of open houses. No doors to slam, no 
windows to break, no walls to hide the green fields and 
the sea. Just oval-shaped roofs of sugar cane thatch built 
on frames of breadfruit wood, to which they are fastened 
with native cord. Flaps of thatch just under the eaves are 
lowered in stonny weather. 

I was tempted to pity the poor native when I saw the 
loose stone or coral floor in his horne, and realized that 
he sleeps on it with only a mat to protect his body. But 
the sympathy would have been wasted, because, to him, 
this apparently hard pallet is really cool and comfortaQle, 
just like the wooden pillow that supports his head. Beds 
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and sheets, nightgowns and pajamas are complications that 
do not enter the average native's life. Chairs, too, are 
superfluous. He squats on the ground with such ease, poise 
and comfort. Tables would be only an encumbrance where 
a leaf from a banana tree will hold the portions of a dozen 
guests at once. 

The mission headquarters stood high on gigantic walls 
of rock from which we could look down on the Pago Pago 
church, and marvel that such a beautiful building could 
have been constructed by a man so handicapped by lack 
of materials, machines, etc., as is almost every missionary 
in these islands. But its builder, the late lamented Father 
Bellwald, S.M., native of the Grand Duchy of Luxemburg, 
was a stalwart man with indefatigable energy and burn
ing zeal. Difficulties only made him work harder when the 
interests of God and souls were concerned. Catholic and 
non-Catholic here recall his name with affection and 
reverence. 

"Supper! Supper!" came a sweet voice through the 
branches of the cocoanut trees. So, with Mother Mary 
Alphonse, kindly superior of the convent school who had 
been showing us the village sights, Sister Mary Madeleine 

. and I had our first taste of roasted bananas and taros. 
The taro, a vegetable about the size of a turnip, is the 

Samoan's staff of life. Its white interior becomes floury on 
cooking and makes a very agreeable and nourishing food, 
with a taste which closely resembles that of a white po
tato. Its leaves, about as large as an elephant'S ears, are also 
very palatable. 

Bananas of the most luscious variety grow here in 
abundance, provided the trees that bear them are kept 
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free from the weeds which spring up fast in this hot, moist 
climate. So hot and moist in fact, that we often perspired 
even while standing still. No wonder the Samoan never 
misses his daily bath. It's a worthwhile investment in this 
part of the world. One reason for so much dampness in 
Pago Pago is the famous Rainmaker, a high mountain on 
the eastern side of the harbor which intercepts all clouds 
coming from the east with results that have suggested its 
name. 

Our first night here was passed in a comfortable bed 
protected by mosquito netting. What a luxury compared 
to the lot of the early missionaries who often passed the 
night on the floor of a wide-open hut! 

Next morning a magnificent formal welcome was ac
corded to us by chiefs from every village in the district, 
their bodies glistening with cocoanut oil and clad in their 
richest lava-lavas. Some were very advanced in years, some 
were relatively young. All of them sat cross-legged on the 
grass and listened with rapt attention and solemn silence 
as selected orators gave long speeches abounding in flow
ery language and picturesque allegory. These were trans
lated for us by Father Louis Schwehr, S.M., a genial veteran 
missionary from Alsace Lorraine, who did everything in 
his power to make us feel at home. And when the golden 
flow of oratory had ceased, five little maids in bright
colored skirts, with necklaces, bracelets and anklets of 
laurel, and hairdos set with flowers-sat cross-legged on 
the grass and moved their little arms and swayed their 
bodies in a dance of the utmost grace and precision, sym
bolic of the sweetness and affection of Pago Pago's wel
come. 
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Then the great assembly grew very solemn again and 
step by step, the impressive ritual of the kava ceremony 
was performed. Scrapings from a root known as kava were 
put into a large shiny bowl on four stout wooden legs. 
(Formerly a girl with perfect teeth was chosen to chew 
this famous root and spit the juice into the kava bowl. 
You can imagine our disappointment at missing that thrill!) 
Water was -added, and the master of ceremonies stirred the 
mixture vigorously with his hands. Then, with a sieve of 
cocoanut fiber he took out all the parcels of root, and the 
drink, which looked for all the world like unadulterated 
dish water, was offered to the guests of honor-and after
wards to all the assembled guests. But kava is not so bad 
as it looks. In fact, I found it very refreshing, and soon 
came to realize why the Polynesians have selected it as 
their national drink. It refreshes much better than water 
and does not intoxicate, except when allowed to ferment. 
A pail of it is always kept handy to slake the thirst of 
workers engaged in any arduous task. 

"Look out, Sister, a big mosquito!" said a little Samoan 
girl at my side while I was visiting the convent school. 
And she tried to brush away the offending insect with her 
tiny hand. You may be sure it was a big one. It had to be 
to get any attention in this part of the world where there 
are so many of them. 

Many girls live at the convent school and cultivate the 
garden which supplies them with food. Some remain until 
marriage and even enlist the Sisters' aid in choosing a hus
band. They often return to exhibit their lovely babies or 
ask advice. Even non-Catholics send their daughters to 
the convent school because they appreciate the beneficent 
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influence of the Sisters, who teach not only reading, writ
ing and arithmetic, but the art of Christian living as well. 

Another much appreciated school in Pago Pago is one 
conducted by the Marist Brothers with an enrollment of 
some two hundred boys. Marist Brothers shared with 
Marist Fathers the honor of constituting the first Catholic 
Mission expedition to the Southwest Pacific. Three of them 
sailed with that pioneer band in r836 ready to endure all 
saqmce and risk life itself to advance the cause of Christ. 
Eagerly they toiled from morning till night in the service 
of the priest aiding him to construct schools and churches, 
planting gardens, preparing meals, instructing catechists, 
helping in a thousand ways to build and maintain each new 
mission post. 

Founded in 1817 by the Venerable Father Champagnat, 
S.M., the Marist Brothers were associated with the Marist 
Fathers and the Marist Lay Brothers for a while, but 
shortly after the death of their founder in 1840, they 
formed an independent Society. Their progress has been 
phenomenal. More than 7,000 Marist Brothers are now 
teaching in schools throughout the world. 

"Leone bus!" exclaimed the driver of that government
owned and operated vehicle as Mother Alphonse and I 
boarded it on the afternoon of my fourth day in Pago 
Pago. Most of the passengers were people r~turning from 
market with a heavy basket in each hand; a few like our
selves, had no luggage at all. Halfway along the route a 
beaming bridal couple dressed in true American style, but 
barefooted, came aboard to the accompaniment of cheers 
from a throng of well-wishers. Sometimes the road lay 
through peaceful villages, sometimes it was so close to the 
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sea that we could almost catch the sparkling spray of the 
waves breaking against huge rocks and blocks of lava 
along the shore; finally it brought us to the summit of a 
hill commanding a most delightful bird's-eye view of 
pretty Leone village. 

School children, with bright shining faces, lined either 
side of the pathway strewn with flowers, over which the 
pastor, Father Alexander Goupillaud, the Sisters and the 
Brothers, led us to the convent, while the chiefs and the 
principal men of the parish vied with one another in ex
pressing their good wishes and welcome. It was a memor
able demonstration of good will toward us, and it showed 
the natives' great esteem for the Fathers, the Sisters and the 
Brothers. 

As I lay down to sleep in a comfortable convent bed, 
after witnessing the impressive evidence of Catholic prog
ress in Tutuila, I couldn't help thinking of the intrepid 
Father Elloy, the pioneer Catholic missionary who came to 
this island in the face of pronounced opposition. The 
pagan and heretical chiefs of the time in solemn "fono" 
(council) here at Leone had decreed that anyone found 
guilty of sheltering a "pope," which was their designation 
for a Catholic, would immediately be put into an outrigger 
canoe on the open sea without any provisions whatsoever, 
and abandoned to the mercy of the waves. 

Father Elloy braved their ire and vengeance. And, as 
the ship which brought him to Leone's shores disappeared 
in the distance, he sank to his knees beside his wretched 
little trunk to beg the blessing of God upon his bold un
dertaking. 

Soon a crowd of angry natives surrounded him, de-
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manded that he leave the island and accused him of com
ing to enslave or poison them. His repeated pleadings and 
explanations were drowned in a flood of insults from scores 
of angry tongues and it was beginning to look as though 
his efforts were doomed to defeat when suddenly a pale, 
middle-aged man, the brother of a chief, limped painfully 
toward him. A hush came upon the crowd and all watched 
intently, expectantly, as the lame man pleaded with the 
priest to cure him. 

"I cannot promise a cure," said the missionary, "but I 
will do everything 1 can to help you." So he went to the 
sick man's hut, and did what he could with his meager 
supply of medicines but particularly with prayer. Within 
a short time the patient was completely cured and the 
populace of the village so impressed, that Father Elloy was 
welcomed by all. And thus began the Catholic mission in 
Tutuila. 

After spending several days in Leone and its vicinity, 
Mother Alphonse and 1 returned to Pago Pago. There, 
we boarded an inter-island schooner bound for Upolu, in 
Western or British Samoa. For fourteen hours we were 
rolling, plunging and swaying through the turbulent waters 
of the open sea. But the reward was well worth the bumps 
we took to get it. 

Upolu is an island of incomparable charm and bewitch
ing splendor, its surface covered with a rich carpet of 
green and crossed from east to west by a series of extinct 
volcanoes. Along the shore blue bays sparkle in the sunlight, 
with little clusters of thatched huts, some oval, some round, 
nestling in the shade of graceful cocoanut palms. 

"I've seen 'em all," said a kindly old sailor with deeply 
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bronzed face and arms, as he busied himself with the prep
arations for anchoring, "but that island," and he paused 
long enough to point to it, "is as pretty as any in the 
South Pacific." 

Cautiously we entered tranquil Apia Harbor on the north 
side of the island, where the first sight to meet our eyes 
was the Catholic Cathedral, an imposing building with two 
towers. The Doctor and Customs Officers had finished their 
inspection when the Bishop'S launch, Poiemoni, gaily 
decorated with garlands of leaves, came alongside for us. 

When we finally got out of the crowd that had as
sembled to greet the boat, we boarded an automobile and 
rode through the town. Apia is the capital of British, or 
Western Samoa. Spreading out along the coast in the shape 
of a crescent, it is not unlike many American coastal towns 
of similar size, with pretty homes, one or two hotels, a 
lovely park adorned with tropical trees and flowers, some 
"taxicabs, a daily "Press News," and even a moving picture 
theatre, the Tivoli, where "talkies" are given twice a week. 
After a visit to the Cathedral, we drove north over a road 
that was surprisingly alive with traffic. There were many 
pedestriaus, of course, most of them dressed in the pre
vailing Samoan style-for men, a lava-lava; for women a 
loose robe resembling a nightgown, with a cotton loin
cloth underneath it. Then there were automobiles, horses, 
wagons, pigs, chickens, geese, dogs of high and low degree, 
and cats of every variety. 

A ten-minute run from Apia brought us to Moamoa, 
where we met the head of the mission, Bishop Darnand. 
A man of slight build, bearded face, and genial manner, His 
Excellency has lived and labored among the Samoans for 
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more than thirty years, and is, of course, thoroughly ac
quainted with their history, custom and legends. Moamoa 
is a model mission compound on a site which commands 
a splendid view of the sea and the surrounding country. 
In the center of it is a lovely church made of concrete 
and equipped with many doors: A clock in the steeple is 
the pride of the village which it regulates with its hourly 
chime. 

About the church at a convenient distance from one an
other are the bishop'S residence, an apostolic school for 
native vocations to the priesthood, a novitiate for the 
training of native Sisters, a convent and school in charge 
of our Sisters, a row of houses reserved for the use of 
catechists, a well-kept farm and many vegetable gardens. 

Catechists are native laymen employed by the mission 
to teach Christian doctrine. They do such important work 
that in every vicariate in the Southwest Pacific, there is a 
school to train them. The course of instruction which lasts 
from two to four years aims to prepare them to explain the 
Catholic religion clearly, and to defend it against the at
tacks of rival teachers. The catechist is a publicity or ad
vance agent when he goes first, as he sometimes does, into 
a new district to acquaint its people with the priest's mis
sion. He is a teacher because he constantly keeps the mis
sionary's message alive in places which the missionary can 
seldom visit. He is the missionary's contact man because 
he keeps him informed of births, deaths, impending mar
riages and other important happenings in the village, and 
he fits in perfectly with the Pacific Islanders' scheme of 
things. For, in their eyes, a chief is so distinguished that he 
should have a secretary; and since they accord the honor 
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of "Chief" to the missionary, they find it natural that he 
should sometimes talk through a representative just as 
Samoan chiefs, for example, speak through deputies whom 
they call "Talking Chiefs." 

The splendid set-up in Moamoa makes it the very heart 
of the entire Samoan Mission. And the progress it exempli
fies seems all the more remarkable when we remember 
that the first Catholic missionaries here in 1845 were 
shunned like poison, and some of their teachings were con
sidered so severe that one old man after hearing an instruc
tion on the unity and indissolubility of marriage remarked 
with a decided shake of his head: "Samoa will never be 
able to practice that doctrine." But facts speak for them
selves. Today a fifth of the country's population is Cath
olic. 

In passing through the village we were greatly im
pressed by the neatness in and about the houses. The credit 
for it, the Bishop explained, belongs chiefly to the wife 
whose duty it is to keep house while her husband works on 
the plantation. Women in Samoa exercise a considerable 
influence on the nation's life and have always been held in 
honor. The Village Virgin, for example (her native name 
is Taupou), makes the famous kava drink on solemn oc
casions, dances for distinguished visitors and often leads 
the grand processions that mark historic events. 

Here and there natives were busy opening up cocoanuts, 
cutting out the meat and spreading it in the sun to dry. At 
night they would gather it into their huts to protect it from 
rain and moisture, repeating this latter procedure at least 
twice, since three sunny days are required for the drying. 
The copra, as it is then called, is ready for sale. So the 
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native fills as big a basket as he can carry and makes for 
the market, where he may sell his product for little more 
than a dime. But a dime will buy a string of beads, a plug 
of tobacco or a cake of soap, and these are precious indeed, 
for he loves ornamentation, smolcing and bathing. 

Needless to say, a global war such as followed the at
tack on Pearl Harbor by reducing shipping facilities seri
ously cripples South Pacific trade and imposes a consider
able hardship on all archipelagoes like Samoa whose "big" 
business is the export of copra. 

His Excellency told us that the Samoan social system 
is based on the family or group of families called the "clan" 
governed by an elected chief known as the "Matai," a 
man so deeply reverenced that his subjects use special 
forms of speech when addressing him. The administration 
of a "Matai" is generally characterized by moderation and 
kindness for the reason so well expressed by St. Francis 
de Sales when he said: "You can catch more flies with a 
spoonful of honey than you can with a barrel of vinegar." 
A village consists of a number of these groups governed by 
an assembly of chiefs or Matais known as the "fono," in 
which, strange to say, although matters of moment are dis
cussed with the utmost frankness, the final decision de
pends, not on the majoriry opinion, but on the judgment 
of the most distinguished chiefs. 

The Samoans' strong attachment to their respective clans 
or families influences their whole life, and, besides other 
advantages, guarantees their economic security. Tell a Sa
moan there are people in the world who are actually in 
want and he will be amazed. "Have they no family, no 
clan to help them?" he will say. 
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One day a British government official asked a native 
friend why he did not put his money into the bank. 

"Well," replied the brown man with a shrug of his 
shoulders, "because I prefer to put it into my stomach." 

"Yes," pleaded the sympathetic official, "but suppose 
you get sick, suppose your taro crop fails, suppose-" 

"My good man," interrupted the native, "a Samoan does 
not have to worry about such things. His bank is his clan, 
every member of which is always ready to help him in 
case of need." 

From the earliest times, Samoans have practised hos
pitality with an almost religious devotion. Occasionally 
the early missionaries profited by this admirable trait when, 
weary and hungry at the end of a long, hard day, they 
were far from their own humble headquarters. But the mis
sionaries realized that houses wide-open to anyone might 
at times be the cause of serious disorders among ignorant 
and pagan people. So they strove to lift Samoan hospitality 
to a high and noble plane by acquainting these fascinating 
people with the charity of Christ. Success has attended 
their efforts. 

Samoa, however, is not Utopia. In the past, its peace was 
frequently shattered by the war cries of opposing forces 
who, after consulting the flight of birds, the squeal of rats, 
or similar omens, clashed in savage battles. In their strug
gle for control of the archipelago, England, Germany and 
America have also brought war to Samoa. At present, of 
course, there are no such bloody encounters, and all is 
peace, though occasionally there are lively disputes and 
differences resulting particularly from the natives' effort 
to achieve a larger degree of self-government through an 

20 



Where Everybody Keeps Open House 

organization known as the "Mau" whose members advo
cate passive resistance to the present government. But 
never did cannibalism appeal to Samoans as a class, though 
in the distant past there was one noticeable exception. King 
Malietoafaga required his subjects to supply him daily with 
two roasted human victims .until his son dramatically con
vinced him of the cruelry of such a policy by one day 
offering himself in place of the scheduled victims. 

Sunday morning found us again in Apia, attending Mass 
in the impressive stone cathedral near the shore and listen
ing to an eloquent sermon in Samoan. Another Mass was 
to be offered later in the morning, at which the sermon 
would be in English for the benefit of the relatively large 
English-speaking element of the town. 

Behind the Cathedral is a towering mountain called 
Vaea. Besides being the burial place of the immortal Robert 
Louis Stevenson, it is also the center of a most fantastic 
legend. 

Many years ago the sons of a Fijian king, accompanied 
by their sister, came to the island in a tremendously long 
canoe to wage war against a Samoan chief. Arriving at 
nightfall they beached their skiff and went to sleep in it. 
On waking they were astonished beyond all words to find 

, their boat high among the branches of trees in the forest 
and a giant frowning upon them. 

"I am Vaea," said he, the boom of his deep voice echoing 
in the mountains, "It is I who have put you here and it 
is I who will crush you to death for trespassing on my 
shore." 

Terror gripped the unfortunate Fijians. They trembled 
from head to foot and were too amazed at first to utter a 
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word. Only after some moments did their leader recover his 
voice and plead: "0 please, please spare us! We did not 
mean to trespass on your shore. It was a terrible mistake! 
We will give you our sister here to be your wife if you 
will only let us go!" 

The giant growled as only giants can, glanced at the 
proffered lady, who was fair indeed, bowed his head as if 
in thought, and, after a few moments of awful silence, 
replied: "Very well, it shall be as you wish." So Apaula, 
for such was the lady'S name, became his wife and lived 
very happily with him until she was about to give birth to 
her first child, when, in keeping with custom, she returned 
for a while to her home. 

The baby was a very pretty boy and naturally Apaula 
was very eager to show him to Vaea. But boats between 
Fiji and Samoa were even more rare in those days than 
they are at present, so she had to be patient. Meanwhile, 
her cruel brothers kidnapped the child, killed it and ate it. 
Tears of inconsolable grief still dimmed Apaula's beauti
ful eyes when she finally succeeded in getting back to 
Upolu. In all haste, she ran to meet her husband to tell him 
her sorrow. But alas, Vaea, despairing of seeing her again, 
had died of a broken heart and his body had been trans
formed into the giant mountain that bears his name. 

At the Cathedral parish, we met Father Joseph Deihl, a 
tall, athletic-looking priest with golden hair, who, despite 
his perfect knowledge of Samoan, still retains a little of the 
attractive southern accent of his native Georgia, and moves 
about with the energy characteristic of Chicago, the busy 
city to which his family moved while he was still studying 
for the priesthood. 
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Many a time in high school years, he won the ball game 
for Alma Mater with a timely hit that made him the hero 
of the campus. But even in those days "Joe" Deihl was 
aiming at something higher, and it was no deep secret 
either. He wanted to be a missionary in the South Sea 
Islands. So he entered the Marist Fathers' Scholasticate in 
Washington, D. c., where he prepared for the Holy Priest
hood and the missionary career on which he had so long set 
his heart. With an equally enthusiastic classmate, Edward 
Tremblay, now a missionary in the Tongan Islands, he 
founded a club which has been tremendously successful 
in arousing interest in the missions. 

In Samoa, Father Deihl's activity is never-ending. Be
sides performing his regular parish duties, he has organized 
a Catholic club which for years has been a source of very 
great good in Apia. One of the primary conditions for 
membership is that every male must wear pants, which 
sounds strange enough to American ears, but is not at all 
humorous in this town where many well dressed Samoan 
gentlemen wear a fedora hat, a soft shirt with collar and 
tie, and a lava-lava instead of a pair of trousers. 

At some distance from Apia, in an extensive tract of 
bush land where the government has financed the settle
ment of some thirty European-Samoan families, Father 
Deihl has established a "Bush Parish" where he is very 
popular. But besides doing all this work, Father finds time 
for the editing of a monthly bulletin, which sparkles with 
live tips and stories about the fascinating brown people 
among whom he has been living for the past twenty 
years. 

Bang! Bang! resounded a sharp re'port from the direction 
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of the sea. It caused us to jump. But it was nothing to be 
alarmed at. "Just a little dynamiting for fish," someone 
remarked. Father says there are many armless fishermen 
in the country, men who just missed the throw, because 
the fuse is short and the dynamite must explode just as it 
sinks into the midst of the fish. 

Here, as in Tutuila, parochial and public schools were 
very much in evidence. So we were quite surprised to learn 
that, nevertheless, there are still Samoans who seek out 
witch doctors to cure their physical ills. But he explains 
this by the fact that Samoans are only a few genera
tions removed from their ancient pagan superstitions, and 
they are often unaware of the causes of internal illness, 
not to mention the fact that many, even today, still 
fear their ancient gods. Only recently a medicine man 
achieved considerable popularity in one section of the 
country by claiming that disease is due to a curse inflicted 
by an enemy who has secured and hidden some personal 
possession of his victim. To effect a cure, it is only neces
sary to recover that possession and transfer the spell, which 
he was ready to do for a certain price. 

On one occasion this witch doctor recovered a bottle 
containing human hairs, supposedly of his client, a piece 
of human bone, a lizard's tail, and other fantastic odds and 
ends. Holding these spooky spells over a basin of boiling 
water and oil he made weird signs and sang strange bits 
of chant during which he saw-so he said-the face of the 
man who had pronounced the curse. Then, holding a 
darning needle in his hand, he indicated by pantomime that 
he was inflicting a counter-curse of blindness on the sick 
man's enemy. 
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Travel by boat is the quickest and surest means of going 
from one station to another in Upolu Island, because, when 
you strike the mountains, the road generally becomes a 
narrow trail where loose stones, red mud and intertwining 
branches of underbrush obstruct the way. Oftentimes your 
horse must take you along the edge of a precipice where 
one false step may bring disaster. 

On our fourth Sunday afternoon in Samoa, the village 
boat gaily decorated with garlands and flowers, and rowed 
by natives, who sang with a rhythm marked by the stroke 
of their oars, took us out to the little mission launch, 
Polemoni, in which we journeyed southeast along the 
shore to Aleipata. 

This is another Samoan village with a pretty church, 
picturesque homes of thatch, contented men and women 
and attractive children. But it is more. It is the Mt. Vernon 
of Samoa, the home of Joseph Mataafa, valiant de
fender of his country's liberty, noble Christian convert, 
probably the greatest Samoan chief in history, and a 
man who, like our own George Washington, was "first 
in war, first in peace, first in the hearts of his country
men." 

His royal lineage, handsome physique and extraordinary 
cleverness, attracted many admirers, so it was easy for him 
to profit by a chief's privilege in those days (the first 
half of the nineteenth century), to have as many wives as 
he wished. Mataafa had approximately one hundred, and 
most of his time was spent idly roaming from place to place 
in search of pleasure until years of companionship with a 
devout convert uncle and much quiet study, finally led 
him to abandon this mode of life and embrace the Catholic 
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faith, whose teachings he so earnestly followed that his life 
became an inspiring example to all. 

In 1889 the entire world was thrilled by his magnanim
ity. With a gallant little army, he was fighting for the free
dom of his native land. Enemy ships were lying off shore, 
their guns ready to blast his defenses. Suddenly, a terrific 
hurricane swept Apia harbor, completely wrecking the 
enemy fleet and leaving hundreds of helpless survivors to 
the mercy of the angry waves and Samoan gun fire. In 
that dramatic hour, the unbelievable happened. Instead of 
gloating over the disaster and slaughtering its hapless vic
tims, Mataafa ordered his men to rescue them, and he and 
they, repeatedly risking their lives, saved many an enemy 
sailor from a watery grave. Can you imagine a finer ex
ample of magnanimity? And only yesterday, this chief 
had been a stranger to Christianity. No wonder the name 
of Mataafa is enshrined in the hearts of his people! 

At Lotofaga, a village on the southeast coast, we found 
Father Beauchemin, an energetic young Marist of Haver
hill, Mass., constructing a beautiful church of generous 
proportions to replace one recently demolished by a cy
clone such as hits the country about once every five years 
during the hot months from December to March. The na
tives call it an "afa," a wind that blows from many direc
tions successively. As this station is on a high embankment, 
it naturally feels the full force of squalls that blowout of 
the East and the South. 

Although Father's task was a tremendous one, the work 
was progressing steadily. Great blocks of coral cut from 
reefs were being loaded onto specially constructed rafts to 
be carried ashore where slow-burning fires in deep pits 

26 



Where Everybody Keeps Open House 

would bake them into lime; more than a hundred tons of 
which would be necessary to ' complete the construction. 
Sand was being brought from the seashore in baskets of 
cocoanut leaf, and stones of every shape and size were 
being gathered together to be mixed with the lime and 
cement to form the hurricane-proof foundation and walls 
of this new house of God. Even with the aid of modern 
machines, this would be a considerable undertaking, but 
imagine the enormous amount of labor entailed when nearly 
everything was being done by hand! 

And yet, the entire community found time to give us a 
hearty welcome and present us with a magnificent mat 
plaited from pandanus and ornamented with a fringe of 
brilliant red and green parakeet feathers. It was as though 
they had given us a bag of shining gold. For, in a certain 
sense, mats are the Samoan's riches. Some of his mats have 
names, some have historic associations, and they always 
stand out prominently in the dowry of his blushing bride. 
His cradle is a mat, his chair is a mat, his bed is a mat, and a 
mat will be his funeral shroud. 

Though almost a month had been spent in this inter
esting country, I would have loved to remain longer and 
learn still more about it and its friendly people, but our 
time was limited and our itinerary extensive, so we had 
to move further south. Travel here is not so easy as it 
looks on the map. The only way to reach Fiji, our next 
stopping place, was by first going back to Pago Pago. So, 
bidding good-bye to Bishop Darnand, his priests and our 
dear Sisters, Mother Alphonse and I boarded the open 
launch which regularly makes the trip. 

Leaving Apia at four o'clock we were due in Pago Pago 

27 



Saving the Solomons 

the following morning, the exact time depending upon the 
weather and the very strong currents in the thirty-five 
mile channel between Upolu and Tutuila, through which 
the mighty waters of the ocean roll. We had just reached 
this notoriously bad part of the route when a howling, 
screeching gale and angry waves pushed our fifty-foot 
craft about most unceremoniously, making some of us sick 
and dizzy. But we held tight to the benches fastened in the 
middle of the deck until the storm subsided. Then we were 
able to rest a bit. 

Imagine our amazement at dawn on finding ourselves 
almost back at the point of departure! Or was it all a wild 
dream? No! it was not! There, in the distance, was the very 
port from which we had sailed the evening before. And 
why? The captain told us that after we had covered half 
the distance to Pago Pago, the engine broke down, and 
the combined efforts of his native crew of five were un
able to repair it, so he decided to return under sail to 
Apia. In the afternoon, we again started for Pago Pago, 
and reached it on the following morning in time to board 
the Fiji-bound Monterey. 

28 



3. Land of the Bushy Heads 

FOR a day and a half I now exchanged the calm and sim
plicity of the South Sea village for the glamour and luxury 
of the palatial Monterey. Only the rare flash of a sail in 
the distance broke the monotony of boundless stretches of 
ocean on every side, till gradually a group of magnificent 
mountain peaks rose from the sea like giants barring the 
way. Eager expectation was pictured in the faces of many, 
who, like myself, were getting their first glimpse of the 
famous British Colony known as the Fiji Islands. 

Nearer and nearer we approached the southeast shore 
of Viti Levu (Great Fiji), largest, highest, and most im
ponant of the two hundred and fifty islands in the archi
pelago. Soft, tiny clouds of pure white mist clung to the 
summit and the sides of a verdure-clad mountain before us 
and gleamed in the bright morning sun like the sparkling 
patches of make-believe snow on a mammoth Christmas 
tree. Slowly, cautiously, the Monterey picked her way 
through a network of reefs and gently eased up to her dock 
in Suva, the capital of the Colony, where scores of native 
Fijians were hard at work. Here, there was a notable 
change. We were no longer with the Polynesian or brown 
race, which inhabits Hawaii and Samoa. The natives of 
Fiji belong to the Melanesian or black race, though the 
most striking thing about them is not their color, but 
their large crop of bushy hair, which, besides being so ex-

Z9 



Saving the Solomons 

traordinary, is also very ornamental, and undoubtedly 
serviceable as a protection against the blazing rays of the 
tropical sun. 

Our boat had scarcely been made fast, when a loud 
splash and a cheer caused me to look around just in time 
to see two black feet disappear below the surface of the 
water. They belonged to a native whose bushy head soon 
bobbed out of the sea, a broad smile lighting his face as 
he shook the water from his hair and lifted his right hand 
to show a bronze penny he had retrieved from the ocean 
floor. Other coins were tossed overboard by admiring tour
ists, and the expert diver probably picked them up, but, 
before he returned to the surface, Father Helliet, a dynamic 
little man with a rich, black beard, had made his way up 
the gangplank to welcome us to this island, up and down 
whose mountains he has been zealously carrying the mes
sage of Christ for many years. Two of our dear Sisters 
from the convent waved to me from the shore, while two 
Fijian gentlemen in brilliant red loin cloths and garlands 
of flowers welcomed me in true Fiji fashion. One, making 
a most graceful bow, presented me with a whale's tooth. 
The other assured me that this treasured heirloom-it was 
yellow with age-was a symbol of Fiji's hearty welcome, 
and then he spoke fervently in praise of the Catholic lotu 
(religion) in a brief speech, which Father Helliet kindly 
translated. Each Fijian then gravely clapped his hands to
gether three distinct times and the ceremony was over. 

Native women in long blouses and lava-lavas stood near 
the dock offering for sale pieces of brilliantly colored coral. 
A policeman, whose head of hair was nearly two feet in 
diameter, was directing the traffic which is always rela-
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tively heavy on "boat day." Clad in a white lava-lava ar
tistically scalloped at the knees, a khaki shirt and a Sam 
Brown belt, this dusky officer of the law presented a very 
striking figure as he gracefully signaled to motorists and 
pedestrians. 

Suva is a pretty town with a pleasing combination of 
modern architecture, beautiful tropical trees, and a cosmo
politan population of some thirteen thousand inhabitants, 
who are kept abreast of the times by the news of a daily 
paper, "The Fiji Times and Herald," and a telephone 
service which extends from Suva to the northwest side of 
the island. 

Only a short distance from the dock is a beautiful Catho
lic cathedral, one of the finest buildings in Fiji. Made of 
stone imported from Sydney, every block of it was brought 
up from the harbor wharf, and hoisted into place without 
any of the facilities available to modern builders. Close 
by, in a long, airy, plain wooden building almost hidden 
from sight by beautiful palm trees, we met His Excellency, 
Bishop Nicolas, spiritual head of the vicariate, a man of 
medium stature, and businesslike manner. Vigorous and 
healthy, despite his more than forty years on the missions, 
he spoke of plans for the future with all the enthusiasm of 
youth. And as an aid in my Fiji travels, he very graciously 
offered me his thirty-foot launch, the Vola Siga (Star 
of the Sea), which I most gratefully accepted and pressed 
into service that very afternoon. 

With the Mother Superior of the local convent for my 
guide and companion, and Brother Pia as pilot, 1 set out 
to "explore" Viti Levu. Brother Pia is a native Fijian, prob
ably fifty years of age, slim, rather ascetic in appearance, 
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and in every sense a gentleman. Proudly he wears a decora
tion bestowed on him by the Holy Father in recognition 
of his many years of faithful service. But it is noteworthy 
that there are thirty-one other native Fijian Brothers devot
ing their lives to teaching or manual labor under the direc
tion of the Bishop. 

Viti Levu is an oval-shaped island, whose four thousand 
one hundred and twelve square miles are equal to four
fifths of the area of the State of Connecticut. A mountain 
range extending from north to south cuts it almost in two, 
and serves as the western boundary of the great Rewa 
Valley, whose eastern limit is another mountain range near 
the coast. Watering this whole district is a stream called 
the Rewa River which meanders along for sixty miles to 
its delta on the southeast coast. 

A three-hour sail from Suva brought us into the Rewa, 
and upward a considerable distance to a mission called 
Naililili. There was no wharf available, so the launch was 
brought very close to the bank, where tall, well-built 
Fijians lifted us out and carried us ashore. 

The convent in this station consisted of two bedrooms, 
one small parlor, a kitchen and a dining room-all very 
poor and in need of repair, but eloquent reminders of 
Bethlehem and the Divine Missionary in whose footsteps 
it is our privilege to follow. The girls' dormitory was 
simply a long wooden building with a door at either end 
to admit light and air. There were no furnishings except 
mats which were uurolled at night to serve as beds. As 
the girls are kept from the ages of six to sixteen, the Sisters' 
work is one that requires much patience. Native Sisters 
give very valuable assistance. Barefooted, and with no 
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veil or cornet on their big crop of wooly hair, they ac
company the girls to the plantations and supervise the 
cultivation of the school's vegetable gardens. They also 
superintend the cooking, washing and ironing. In a word, 
they help everywhere, and at present there are nearly 

--ninety of them actively engaged in work throughout the 
vicariate. 

Naturally, school rules are not so strict here as in America 
or Europe. After a half-hour of concentration on a paper 
or blackboard, the children begin to yawn. So class hours 
are in the morning while it is still cool, and in the evening. 
Sometimes a pupil plays truant and hides in the woods. But 
when he gets hungry and disgusted with this kind of life, 
he returns, makes a good act of contrition, and is received 
without any difficulty. "You must not scold them," said 
the missionary. "You must point out mistakes very gently." 

Next morning, after Mass and breakfast, we again 
boarded the Vola Siga, seating ourselves on boxes perched 
on the cabin roof that we might better our view of the 
scenery as we glided down the Rewa, whose picturesque 
shores are dotted with hundreds of acres of cultivated land 
and scores of villages where the houses, unlike those in 
Samoa, are closed in with walls of thatch. Natives, more or 
less dressed, mostly less, were working on the plantations, 
sauntering about their homes, or lolling on the grass, en
joying the warm gentle breeze. 

Near the mouth of the river, we saw the beautiful 
Catholic church and school of Rewa, an ancient village 
which was once the headquarters of a very powerful com
munity. Father Mathieu, one of the two priests assigned to 
do mission work there in 18p, had some thrilling ex-
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periences. One of them will suffice to give an idea of the 
people confided to his care. In 1855, when the big chief 
of the region died, his associate chiefs assembled to choose 
those of his wives who would have the privilege of being 
strangled and buried with their warrior spouse. Four of 
these little ladies were on their knees before the judges 
begging for the honor when Father Mathieu came on the 
scene. With all the eloquence at his command, he told 
them what a terrible crime it was to carry out such a 
ritual. 

"It is our custom," said they, "the gods require it." 
The priest, however, continued to plead so persuasively 

that finally the execution was called off. But thereupon, 
the youngest of the bereaved wives rose from her knees, 
her body glistening with cocoanut oil and naked except 
for a grass skirt, a few bracelets and a crown of flowers. 
With a lighted cigarette still in her mouth, she rushed 
into the arms of the pagan priest beseeching him to reunite 
her with her spouse. "I cannot live without him," she 
cried. 

But the pagan priest, probably because of Father Math
ieu's presence, turned a deaf ear to her entreaties. 

"Give me a knife then," she pleaded, "I'll do it myself!" 
But just then two "sympathetic" savages rushed to her 

"assistance," strangled her and laid her lifeless beside the 
body of her mate. 

On leaving the river delta, we abandoned our "box" 
seats for the rough but pleasant sail to the north in coastal 
waters, protected by a reef which almost circles the island 
and against which the wild waves of the sea break with 
terrific fury. 

34 



Land of the Bushy Heads 

Next morning, we bade good-bye to Brother Pio for 
a while, and boarded a bus. Following the road which 
circles Viti Levu we expected to go as far as Sigatoka on 
the southwest shore of the island. But this mode of travel 
was exceedingly slow; indeed it could hardly be anything 
else, in view of the accommodations it provided. At one 
place, for example, a passenger got off to sell two bags 
of rice. It was deemed quite natural to await his return. 
At another place, a tall, dark and handsome Indian, dressed 
completely in white, even to his turban, hailed the bus 
with a regal gesture. 

"Wait, I come!" said he to the bus driver, who had 
scarcely nodded assent, when the Indian strode majestically 
up a nearby hill and disappeared. Had he suddenly decided 
that he would take his breakfast before coming aboard? 
We were thinking over that possibility when a European, 
who would have been big at half his size, yawned so 
heartily and perseveringly that a little insect bomber had 
time to make a reconnaissance flight in and out of his 
gaping mouth before he closed it. Then the weary traveler 
consulted a big silver watch which he took from a travel
ing bag. He looked from the watch to the driver and from 
the driver to the hill. He coughed nervously, put his 
watch away, and yawned again, just as the majestic In
dian, accompanied by his family, appeared on the horizon. 
The wife, much smaller than her husband, was very at
tractive in a white robe which hung in folds down to her 
ankles, while an ornamental band encircled her forehead, 
and ear-rings, a nose-ring, anklets and numerous brace
lets completed her adornment. The children, three 
boys and a girl, were neatly dressed in white, and seemed 
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to be positively thrilled by the prospect of a ride. 

All this was interesting, but our time was limited, so 
we got off at Panang village in the north central part of 
the island, and arranged with a taxicab driver to take us 
the rest of the way to Sigatoka for a reasonable price. 
Dust flew as we sped along through miles and miles of 
sugar fields to the little town of Ba on the northwest coast, 
where all the shops were swarming with Indians, and fur
ther south, to Lautoka, a progressive little town with 
schools, stores, sugar mills and a wharf. 

"What is that in the distance?" I inquired of Sister. "It 
sounds very much like a locomotive." 

"Oh, it is," said she. "The Colonial Sugar Refining Com
pany operates a train from the mill to Lautoka wharf. In 
fact, there are more than three hundred miles of track on 
the island. And it is needed, for in the Ba and Lautoka 
districts combined, there are about fifty thousand acres 
of land given over to the cultivation of sugar cane." 

To help furnish laborers for this cultivation the first 
East Indians were brought here some hundred years ago. 
Births and further immigration have made them so numer
ous that today the Colony has nearly as many Indians as 
Fijians. Some cultivate sugar fields as tenants of large com
panies, and some work independently on land they have 
leased from Fijians. Industrious and ambitious, they have 
their own lawyers and doctors, and nearly every family 
has dairy cattle and poultry. They are persevering, too. 
One of the missionaries told us that on one occasion, to 
promote the determination of his people in a strike for 
higher wages, an Indian in Suva stood motionless on a 
pedestal for an entire day, without taking food or drink. 
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Many of them live in miserable shacks, but as a rule, they 
are thrifty. If you should happen to get involved in a 
lawsuit with one of them, you might be surprised by his 
producing as much as five thousand dollars to defend him
self. 

Fijians, generally speaking, are not of that type at all. 
Many of their chiefs occupy positions of responsibility in 
the administration of the laws. Some are medical prac
titioners, who, after a course of several years in simple 
medicine and surgery, do much to help their fellow coun
trymen. Some have learned trades, others are clerks. But 
most Fijians are satisfied to gain a livelihood from the 
fruits of the land guaranteed them by the government, 
and have no liking for any undertaking that requires sus
tained effort. It is not surprising, therefore, that, with 
very few exceptions, the Fijians and the Indians live apart. 
They do not quarrel, but they do not mix. 

Most Indians ru;e Hindus, and are not easy to convert. 
As a matter of fact, even after accepting the Christian 
religion, some have been observed to continue attending 
their pagan temples, probably feeling that the more re
ligions they have, the better. 

We had been riding five hours and were well shaken, 
hot, tired and hungry when the taxi came to a halt in 
front of the convent in Sigatoka and we alighted to re
ceive a most hearty welcome. 

Arrangements were immediately made for a Fijian boy 
to go on horseback to Bemana to notify the Sisters there 
that we were coming. Then, after a hasty glance at the 
buil9ings of the station and an exchange of the latest news 
on the mission front, we took possession of the mats which 
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served as our beds, and, fanned by a soft, refreshing breeze 
from the sea, we were soon fast asleep. 

The next day, Sunday, there was no priest at the mis
sion, so a Sister, from her place in the rear of the chapel, 
read the Gospel in both Fijian and English. Then the na
tives alternately prayed and sang with great devotion. In 
the · afternoon all the parishioners returned to recite the 
rosary, and at nightfall, those living in the immediate vicin
ity once more assembled to say their prayers in common 
-a beautiful custom which prevails at every station in Fiji. 

During Mass, the natives sit on the floor of the church, 
the men on one side, the women on the other. On ordinary 
days they pray aloud, and on first-class feast days they 
sing hymns, while babies, attached by a sling to their 
mothers' backs, often chatter or cry. 

On Monday noon, Sister Mary Sabine, a valiant veteran, 
accompanied by a little native girl, arrived in a narrow, 
canopy-covered flat-bottomed boat to take us up the 
Sigatoka River to Bemana. The Sigatoka, which waters 
a large central valley between two ranges of mountains, 
is fed by numerous streams. Extending inland for seventy 
miles from its mouth on the south coast, it is naturally one 
of the principal means of access to the interior. Four 
sturdy boys wielding poles, made our picturesque boat go 
fairly fast at times, zig-zagging from one side of the river 
to the other to avoid deep holes, where the pole could 
not reach bottom, and getting out to push at a few points 
where the water was very shallow. 

Now and then as we reached a bend in the meandering 
river, new vistas of magnificent tropical scenery opened 
before us. And when evening came, soft silvery moonlight 
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gleamed on the peaceful water and outlined innumerable 
fantastic silhouettes on either shore. Aside from the oc
casional stirring of a native, only our voices and the dip
ping of the poles disrurbed the deep silence of night. We 
were progressing slowly, smoothly and steadily when 
three stalwart figures suddenly rushed at us from a thicket 
on the shore, causing us a few moments of real excitement, 
until we discovered that they were simply gay young 
men who wanted to ride, though of course they couldn't, 
since our little boat was already pretty crowded. 

It was half past one when we reached Bemana, tired and 
eager to rest. So not until the following morning did we 
get a good view of this high, open region with its very 
majestic background of volcanic mountains. And imagine 
our surprise when, instead of a little thatched or wooden 
building, we saw before us a large and beautiful church 
of reinforced concrete, and not far away a line school and 
rectory and a very cozy convent. 

How did Father Laplante ever get all the necessary con
crete, iron and lumber so far into the interior with not a 
single road for a truck to travel? How did he get the 
men for so gigantic a task? By observing the forms of 
local diplomacy, one may work miracles. 

In Fiji all appeals for man power must be addressed to 
the tribe's number-one man, the Chief. And since in such 
matters a chief should never be approached directly, Father 
sent a messenger to request an audience, and to present a 
plug of tobacco as a token of friendship. 

Shortly afterwards the Chief's "eye," as his secretary 
is called, came to Father bearing a bunch of bananas which 
signified his master's readiness to "tum over in his belly," 
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the Fijian expression for "consider," whatever business the 
priest might care to discuss. 

As a result of the conference, the Chief summoned his 
tribesmen to a great meeting near a new water tank which 
Father had recently installed for the people of the district. 
He went straight to the point. 

Seizing a little lad, the Chief placed him under the new 
tank, opened the spigot, and gave him a first-class bath. 
Then, pointing to him with an air of satisfaction, he ex
claimed: "See how clean and bright he is! Yes! But who 
made this wonderful tank for us? Father Laplante! And 
now he wants help to build a big church for our people. 
Let us show our thanks by giving him that help." Need
less to say, they did give their services, and, on home
made rafts, pushed all the cement and lumber and steel 
that was needed all the way from Sigatoka to Bemana, a 
distance of forty miles against the strong currents of the 
river. Encouraged by the words of the priest, and now and 
then by a stick of much appreciated tobacco and other 
little presents, they toiled and sweated until a large and 
beautiful church completed the array of splendid mission 
buildings. The entire setup looked like a creation of fairy
land suddenly transported to this wild isolated spot in the 
heart of Fiji, where very little is known of the customs 
and inventions of the modern world. 

Bemana's official welcome was accorded to us at a pic
turesque kava ceremony attended by all the important men 
of the district, their bodies gleaming with cocoanut oil and 
dressed in gorgeous mats. Here, as in Samoa, kava is the 
national and ceremonial drink. Enemies who wish to be
come friends, use kava, as the American Indian used his 
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pipe of peace. With kava, the commoner invites the good
will of his chief, the offender pleads for pardon, and con
tracting parties pledge their word of honor: 

This particular part of the world is really something 
of a Utopia. Its people get up with the sun and regulate 
each day's program pretty much as they please. A few 
weeks of labor on a sugar plantation will earn enough 
money to pay the yearly government tax which is their 
only financial worry. 

Bamboo, reeds, and native cord, are the only building 
material, and can be had for the effort of taking them 
from the forest. Fertile gardens provide taros and many 
other vegetables. The streams and the river abound with 
fish, and hundreds of wild pigs with grotesquely long 
snouts roam over hill and dale, sometimes providing roast 
meat for the household, and sometimes becoming family 
pets, as Father Laplante discovered one memorable Sun
day morniI).g, when he turned to bless his congregation. 
To his utter astonishment, he beheld a lady in the first 
row tenderly holding a little pig in her arms. 

Ambitious natives cultivate an extra supply of taros, 
gather them in baskets of their own making and push 
them many miles down the river on a raft to sell them. 
They use the proceeds to buy little luxuries like knives, 
beads, or even European clothes, though, as a rule, folks 
in the interior look down upon a native who, as they say, 
"hides behind a shirt." 

Suppose you saw a group of men squatting on the 
ground in front of their house, their backs to one another, 
eating dinner in silence. Wouldn't you think they were 
nursing a grudge? We thought so. But such deportment 
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is good manners in Fiji. It's an age-long custom. And 
after the men of the house have finished, the women will 
dine in like manner; their plates, banana leaves; their cups, 
cocoanut shells; their knives and forks, just fingers! 

There were no roads here, so we didn't explore Bemana 
in a car but on a horse. As far as we" could see, every 
family had a horse-one without shoes because of the danger 
of cutting himself when swimming rivers or streams, and 
because of the very soft ground everywhere in this dis
trict. 

One bright morning Father had just saddled his mount 
for a journey to a nearby village when an unusually fat 
native appeared on the scene. 

"Let me take a little ride please, Father?" he asked. 
"Of course," was the reply, "help yourself." 
Up climbed the smiling fat man into the saddle. Press

ing his heels into the horse's sides, he called for action, 
but, to his astonishment, the noble steed didn't budge. 
Again and again he commanded, but instead of moving 
forward, the intractable animal deliberately sat down. 

Was it the sheer weight of the prospective rider, the 
harsh tone of his command, or simply prejudice on the 
part of the horse? Whatever it was, not even such flatter
ing appeals as "Nice old fellow!", "Good boy!" and the 
like, were of any avail. The horse refused to move. So the 
disgusted fat man got out of the saddle and strode away. 

You couldn't stay in Bemana for any length of time and 
fail to realize that among the pagan population is a very 
influential phantom-like individual called the "witch doc
tor" who lives by himself, dresses in a weird manner, acts 
in an eerie way, and through a pretended alliance with 
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spiritS, claims the power to inflict or check any disease. 
"One day," said Father Laplante, "towards nightfall, the 

wild shrieks of somebody in excruciating pain shattered 
the habitual quiet of the region, and startled its people. 
Such heart-rending, horrible, piercing cries made their very 
blood run cold. 

"A crowd soon gathered at the edge of the forest where 
a young girl, both good and popular, was tied to a post 
to prevent her from harming herself. She was going to be 
received into the church on the following day, so the 
witch doctor, an evil old man, having heard of it, had 
come down from his secluded hut in the woods, 'to put a 
charm on the pretty damsel for the purpose of changing 
her mind.' 

"Pitiable indeed was the plight of this unfortunate girl 
as she writhed in seeming agony, her lovely face distorted 
by pain, her breast heaving, her knees shaking convul
sively, her eyes staring wildly, her voice screaming madly, 
her hands grasping fiercely at the torn garments that cov
ered her. 

"Summoned by friends, I was soon at her side praying 
and asking the Catholic bystanders to pray. The 'Our 
Father' and the 'Hail Mary' were punctuated by the young 
lady's shrieks of pain and anguish. 

"As I finished with the prayer: 'Unclean spirit depart 
from this creature of God in the name of the Father and 
of the Son and of the Holy Ghost,' the girl immediately 
relaxed, her features became normal, her lips silent. She 
recognized me and tears welled to her tired eyes, as her 
parents took her into the hut to rest from her terrible ex
perience. The following day she was baptized and several 
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witnesses of this incident also asked to be received into 
the church." 

In Fiji, according to the pagan way of thinking, sick
ness results from the presence in the body of some evil 
spirit, as the following episode will show. 

Mr. Kair, a professional photographer, who did con
siderable work at the mission, was once journeying in the 
interior, and, as usual, had several young Fijians with him 
to carry his moving picture equipment. Being suddenly 
seized with a violent stomach ache, he ordered an immediate 
halt. 

"You pain in belly?" inquired one of his sympathetic 
assistants. 

"That's right, boy," replied Kair. 
"Too bad! Too bad!" exclaimed the native, "But say, 

Boss,· let us chase him away." 
"Nonsense," said Kair, "you can't chase away a stom

ach ache." 
"Oh, yes, we can, Boss!" they all affinned with positive

ness. "Just give us a chance!" 
The poor camera man felt so miserable that he was 

willing to try almost any cure. So he told them to go 
ahead. Stretching him on the ground, they began massaging 
him with the utmost vigor, starting from the head and 
working down towards the feet. They got as far as his sore 
stomach when one of them suddenly jumped up and ex
citedly pointing toward the patient's feet, scornfully 
upraided a third member of the party who was stand
ing idly by-"What's the matter with you? Are you blind? 
Are you lame? How do you expect us to push out the 
devil if you don't take off the man's shoes?" 
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A week in Bemana seemed like a day, it passed so quickly 
and pleasantly. But there were other stations to visit, so we 
r~gretfully bade good-bye to Father Laplante and the 
Sisters, and made our way back to the colony's capital. At 
Suva we boarded the mission launch, Vola Siga, for a five
mile sail northeast to Ovalau, a small island shaped like a 
loaf of bread. 

Our Ovalau visit was noteworthy for three reasons. At 
Loreto village near the southern end of the "loaf," where 
burly natives greeted us by gently rubbing their noses 
against the back of our hands, we saw Father Breheret's 
Tooth, a prominent mountain peak, which Father's ad
miring and grateful flock thus graphically named to per
petuate his memory. For, towards the close of his wonder
ful missionary career, extending over half a century, this 
revered apostle had but one tooth in his mouth. Leaving 
his native France in 18430. he traveled to the missions in a 
warship which was going that way, and which was the 
first steam vessel that ever appeared in the South Pacific. 
When he arrived, Protestant missionaries had already been 
here for several years, and he found the natives strongly 
prejudiced against things Catholic. Difficulties and suf
ferings were his lot. And even after seven years of toil, 
the harvest was very meagre. But Father kept at his work. 
In fact, during his fifty-four years in the South Pacific 
he never left Fiji except on one occasion when he went to 

Sydney on business. But his efforts were not in vain. Little 
by little his flock grew in number, other missionaries aided 
him, and today there are nearly seventeen thousand Cath
olics in Fiji, with many fine churches and schools to serve 
them. But there are still more than one hundred and eighty 
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thousand non-Catholics here, and the laborers in this great 
field are very few. 

Halfway between the north and south ends of the island, 
is Levuka, an historic town which was once the colony's 
capital, and even today, is so important that it is linked 
to Suva by telephone and telegraph. About one-fourth of 
the population is made up of white people, some of whom 
were attracted here scores of years ago by a chief who 
was noted for his cordiality and friendliness to strangers. 
Here, we visited a boarding school for whites and half
castes conducted by the valiant Marist Sisters, with whom 
we have longed worked shoulder to shoulder in Fiji and 
Tonga. These nuns, whose work began in France, in 1836, 
have gradually extended their sphere of action to schools 
in England, Ireland, Belgium and Australia, and remark
able success has attended them everywhere. 

At Cawaci, a village in the northern part of the island, 
on a plateau near the sea, we visited Father Lahaye, and 
the rows of native huts (some forty of them), all neatly 
kept, which constitute the school where he has trained 
many young men to be catechists, receiving their obedi
ence in the name of the Bishop, and bestowing on them, in 
solemn ceremony, the broad blue sash which is the sign 
of their office. Each hut generally lodges a family, because 
most of the catechists are married, and the wife generally 
follows the catechetical course that she may help the Sis
ters among the women and girls, as her husband helps the 
priest among the men and boys. Each family also helps to 
cultivate the mission garden which supplies vegetables for 
this large community. 

Here also is a seminary which has already guided one 
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of its students to the sublime honors of the priesthood. 
The privileged young man is Father Tito Daurewa, or
dained April 16, 1939. More than a dozen other native 
priests are actually working in the western South Sea 
Islands, but Father Daurewa is· the first native Fijian to 
attain the high rank of the priesthood. And the fact of his 
ordination is most amazing when we consider that, up to 
the last quarter of the nineteenth century, the very men
tion of Fiji made people shudder. Its reputation for cruelty 
and cannibalism was notorious. At a chief's funeral, for 
example, not only were some of his widows strangled and 
buried at his side, but a finger joint was chopped off the 
hand of all other relatives, including suckling babies. Some
times fingers by the hundred were thus mutilated. Wars 
often ended with a grand victory banquet at which the 
principal dish was a roasted prisoner. Sometimes the big 
chief of a tribe kept a supply of prisoners for himself, 
feeding them well and eating them and their children on 
festive occasions. Thacombao, one of Fiji's most power
ful chiefs in the middle of the nineteenth century, claimed 
that man-eating was entirely logical. "You white men," 
said he to a visiting boat captain, "you have your cattle. 
That's why you do not eat men. For me, men are my 
cattle! " 

From Ovalau Island, we sailed northeast to Makogai in 
the center of the Archipelago. This tiny islet, two miles 
long by one and one-half miles wide, is probably the finest 
leper settlement in the world. Since 191 I, it has been a 
haven of hope to many hundreds of unfortunates sent to 
it from various British Islands in the South Pacific. Shunned 
even by their own relatives-and that is their bitterest sor-
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row-they find in this isolated spot the white-robed Mis
sionary Sisters of the Society of Mary and a number of 
native Sisters who give them all the delicate care and at
tention they would lavish on royalty itself, because they 
see in them the poor affiicted members of the mystical body 
of Christ. Their gentle, untiring ministrations are ever 
inspired by the words of the Good Shepherd Himself: "As 
often as you did it to one of these My least brethren, you 
did it to Me." 

Only recently, the Sisters received high praise for their 
work among the lepers when the Governor of Fiji pub
licly bestowed on the Superior, Mother Agnes, the insignia 
of the Order of the British Empire, of which she was made 
a member by the King. This devoted nun, identified with 
the hospital for a quarter of a century, is not only an ef
ficient nurse and administratix, but she is also the per
sonification of kindness, sympathy and understanding. 

The Doctor and the Sisters were on hand to greet us 
when we reached the wharf, which serves as the port of 
entry for this little island. Some of the staff I met for the 
first time, but others I had known some fifteen years be
fore in the novitiate house in Ste.-Foy-Ies-Lyon, France, 
which, at that time, was our congregation's only house of 
training. The path to the central village was lined with 
men, and women, and even children-black, copper-col
ored, and white-some without eyes, others with scarcely 
any nose, others with only one leg, and still others with 
only one arm. But all, despite their disfigured faces or 
decomposing limbs, contrived to make us feel that we were 
welcome. 

That evening we attended a moving picture entertain-
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ment with the three Sisters who are always on hand to 
keep order. The films, always eagerly awaited, are pro
vided weekly by the charity of New Zealanders, who 
would have been delighted to see with what joy and en
thusiasm these unfortunates cheered, shouted and ap
plauded as the different scenes in the drama unfolded be
fore them. 

Next day, after receiving Holy Communion in the Con
vent Chapel, we heard Mass in the Lepers' Chapel, where 
several rear benches are reserved for the Sisters. Shortly 
afterwards, with Doctor Austin who is superintendent, and 
Mother Mary Agnes we visited the hospital and other 
buildings in the central village-all neat, attractive wooden 
structures painted white and built on concrete founda
tions. 

In various places on the island are villages set aside for 
different races: Tongan, Fijian, Indian, and so on, with 
a man appointed in each to maintain order and cleanliness. 
As far as possible the customs of each leper are respected. 
Thus, Sister told 'us, in accordance with her previously ex
pressed wishes, a Cook Island lady was buried with her 
sewing machine, her lava-lavas, and all her earthly posses
sions. 

One of the patients pointed out by Mother Agnes was a 
little brown girl about four years old, who was brought 
here concealed in a mat by her young leper mother, whose 
love for her could not bear separation. On the night of 
her arrival when the nurse made her first routine inspec
tion, there in bed, sleeping at the mother's side, was the 
little babe, not a mark of leprosy upon her body. Within 
several years the mother was cured, but the baby in the 
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meantime contracted the dread disease, and as cases of 
children under ten are often fatal, Little Angel, as the lovely 
child is called by everyone, plays and romps like any nor
mal girl, unaware that the awful malady may end her life 
within a few years. The mother may return to visit her 
child from time to time but never again may she press 
that sweet baby face to hers. 

Another patient is Father Lejeune, a Belgian priest of 
the Society of Mary, who, up to the time of his coming 
to Makogai, was a very active missionary at Cawaci. Even 
now he keeps very busy writing and exercising his min
istry among the Catholic lepers. 

Strange to say, a most remarkable feature of this little 
world where suffering, disfigurement and death are so 
familiar is the atmosphere of hope which seems to be 
everywhere. One reason for it is the knowledge that an 
average of twenty-five patients are cured and discharged 
every year, though discharge is not always the cause of 
unmixed pleasure. One day a visitor came rather unex
pectedly upon a little girl who was weeping. "What's the 
matter, dear?" she inquired. 

"Reverend Mother," said the child with tears stealing 
down her cheeks, "Reverend Mother says I'm cured, so 
I have to go home. But I want to stay here." 

Another source of encouragement is the natural beauty 
of the island with its charming coastal scenery, fertile val
leys, soaring peaks, graceful palm trees and pretty flowers. 
The cleanliness and order apparent on all sides tend to 
distract the mind from the disorder of the disease. The 
expert care provided by a skillful, sympathetic physician, 
and Sisters who have dedicated their lives to the heroic 

50 



• 
Land of the Bushy Heads 

work of nursing, also reassures the patients. But over and 
above all other consolations, is that of the Divine Physician 
Himself, Who is offered every day at Mass in the little 
Catholic Chapel, which was completely renovated through 
the kind interest of Archbishop Richard ]. Cushing, D.D., 
of Boston, whose book: "In the Service of the Lepers," 
paints a vivid, beautiful and soul-stirring picture of the 
life of our Missionary Sisters in Makogai. 

In the afternoon, a number of little leper girls, each
carrying a gorgeous bouquet of flowers, provided an en
tertainment-dainty dances, and cute little songs-at the 
conclusion of which each little danseuse deposited her 
bouquet on the ground before us (regulations forbade her 
giving us what she had touched), and curtsied smilingly as 
she withdrew. It was a scene that would touch your heart
strings to see these unfortunate children who would prob
ably never again go home, nor feel their mother's tender 
caress, beam with joy when each was rewarded with a 
lolly or stick of candy. 

After three weeks at Makogai, we went north to Vanua 
Levu (Great Land), a long, large mountainous, thickly 
wooded island whose king of a century ago, Tui Cakau, 
was so surprised to learn Father Breheret had no wife that 
he sent a message to the priest in which he expressed his 
deep sympathy, and promised to supply him bountifully if 
he would come to Vanua Levu. Far greater was his sur
prise when the apostle of Fiji politely replied that Catholic 
missionaries do not have wives because they wish to devote 
their entire attention to the saving of souls. 

At Savusavu Village on the south central coast, we made 
an attempt to reach the mission station four miles from the 
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wharf. Time was limited, so we asked a Chinese taxicab 
driver to take us there. But his reaction to the request 
was like the reaction of a bunch of firecrackers to a lighted 
match. The firecrackers explode one after the other in 
rapid succession, they seem to go in all directions, and then, 
there is silence. They've done their bit, and you feel there 
is nothing more they can do. So this fluent Chinaman shot 
off his reasons for not making the trip, punctuated them 
with sweeping gestures of his arms as well as movements 
of his head and eyes, and then was silent. He was not 
angry. It was just his eloquent way of describing the 
difficulties of riding over long stretches of road in mud 
a foot deep. 

At Solevu Village, near the southern tip of the island, 
the native Sisters, whose novitiate is only two hundred 
yards from the shore, insisted on carrying me in an arm
chair which they had brought down to the wharf for the 
purpose. Solevu is an old mission station. Father Philip 
Braily, S.M., a zealous Australian priest attached to it, be
lieves that superstition and indifference are among the chief 
obstacles to progress in this great island of Vanua Levu. On 
one occasion, while visiting a coastal village some thirty 
miles away, he baptized an infant boy in danger of death. 
About two o'clock the next morning, he was roused from 
his sleep by the most pitiful cries and moans. Upon in
vestigating, he found that the relatives of the dying boy 
were thus dramatically showing their grief in the fear that, 
if they didn't, the soul of the baby boy would return to 
molest them. Besides that, they were sure that the baby's 
illness was an act of revenge by the gods of a man whose 
property they had used without permission; so, to obtain 

52 



Land of the Bushy Heads 

mercy, they offered many gifts to that particular prop
erty owner. 

In the afternoon, in front of the rectory, we witnessed a 
war dance performed by twelve men dressed in martial 
manner: a mat about the hips and reaching to the knees, 
a garland of leaves about the neck, ringlets of leaves about 
their arms and ankles, their bodies anointed with cocoanut 
oil and gleaming in the sun, their bushy heads adding to 
the glamor of the scene, while each martial dancer grasped 
an ornamented spear. Nimbly and gracefully they executed 
the various movements, attacking an imaginary enemy, con
quering, roasting and eating him, while native women 
grouped about in a semi-circle, chanted, struck the native 
bell (the hollowed trunk of a tree) and clapped their hands 
in rhythmic style. Then, followed a kava ceremony per
formed with the same attention to ritual as in Samoa, ex
cept that here, each chief, on finishing his portion, spun his 
empty cup like a top as he threw it to the ground. 

The native women and girls presented us with many 
attractive pieces of tapa, a cloth made by them from the 
inner bark of a tree called the paper mulberry. This bark, 
after being soaked in water, is scraped with a sharp instru
ment of wood or stone to make it smooth. Then it is 
pounded with a heavy mallet to thin it out. Individual 
pieces are joined together with paste and the entire strip 
is ornamented with ordinary paint or a pigment obtained 
from flowers and roots. The natives use it for clothing, 
curtains and many other useful things. 

When you are interested in a people, a country or an 
occupation, time seems to pass with incredible rapidity. 
Without realizing it, I had spent nearly two months in this 
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fascinating land. Within a few days the Mariposa was 
due in Fiji on her way south. So the prow of our little 
launch was pointed toward Suva, which we reached just 
in time to allow me to say good-bye and thank you to 
Bishop Nicolas, the Fathers, the Sisters, and faithful Brother 
Pio, before boarding the big Matson ship southward bound 
over blue sea lanes to new thrills and adventures in the 
great island empire of New Zealand. 
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WE had been sailing two days and a half when the "Long 
Bright Land," as the Maoris poetically call their country, 
rose magnificently before us. Its lofty cliffs and rows of 
stark volcanic peaks stood at attention as we sailed south 
along the irregular eastern coast of North Island, which, 
with South and Stewart Islands, and numerous islets, 
forms the most amazing archipelago in the South Pacific. 
According to the Maoris, its first known inhabitants, Maui, 
their most distinguished ancestor, was one day fishing in 
the sea, when he suddenly drew up the present New Zea
land, which is certainly the world's record catch, since 
New Zealand is just about twice the size of New York 
State. But Europe didn't even know of its existence until 
the middle of the 17th century when Tasman, the Dutch 
navigator, discovered it and gave it its present name. After 
that, more than a century elapsed before Captain Cook ex

.plored it and took possession of it in the name of England. 
It was Cook who first told the world about its intel

ligent, handsome, light brown Maori natives, whose an
cestors, guided only by the stars and ocean currents, dar
ingly brought their beautifully carved canoes to these 
distant shores about five centuries ago. Establishing forti
fied villages, "pahs," in the two principal islands, North 
and South, they planted, fished, hunted, fought furiously 
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when necessary to defend their rights, employed special 
operators to tattoo elaborate designs on their bodies, and 
had specially trained priests to offer sacrifices, for which, 
at times, the victim was a favorite child. They consulted 
magicians in their troubles, and, when death struck one 
of the tribe, women, stripped to the waist, wailed and 
wept while wounding their faces and bodies with pieces of 
shell or flint to secure a safe passage home for the spirit 
of the departed, whose body, after the funeral, was placed 
in a red coffin and exposed on a column, or suspended 
to a nearby tree, that his family might more easily remem
ber him and carry it with them if forced by war to flee. 

It was Cook who first acquainted the civilized world 
with the country's riches, its excellent farming and graz
ing land, its splendid harbors, its marvelous climate, its 
breathtaking snow-white glaciers, foaming waterfalls, 
steaming hot pools and exquisite lakes in settings of mag
nificent mountain scenery. 

Then came ships from England, France, Australia and 
America, bringing adventurers and fortune seekers good, 
bad, and indifferent. With no organized government in the 
land, they often settled their disputes by an appeal to force, 
and shameless men committed shameful crimes, and preyed 
upon the cupidity of the unfortunate natives, sometimes 
persuading them to lend their slaves and even their daugh
ters for lustful purposes in return for a miserable piece of 
calico or a few pipefuls of tobacco. 
. Such was the situation when Thomas Poynton, an Irish
man, the first Catholic settler in New Zealand, was chosen 
to plead the cause of a group of Irish settlers eager to have 
a priest in their midst, and so earnest about their religion, 
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that Mrs. Poynton, for example, took her first two chil
dren on a journey of more than two thousand weary miles 
(a ten day trip each way) to be baptized at Sydney. Like 
the missionaries, these people had crossed the ocean not 
knowing what their adventure might bring. They had faced 
the danger of death among warlike tribes and by persever
ing labor had wrested a living and even wealth from the 
bosom of the earth. But through it all they had remained 
faithful to God. Mr. Poynton made three different trips 
to Sydney to ask Bishop Polding, the Ordinary at that 
time, to send a missionary to New Zealand. Rome then be
came acquainted with his appeal and included the "Long 
Bright Land" in the vast mission area, which, in 1836, 
it confided to the Marist missionaries, the first three of 
whom arrived in 1838. 

And here I was scanning the very hills that felt the 
tread of the intrepid missionary as he made his way first 
to Mr. Poynton's home at Hokianga village in the north, 
where he was given a most cordial welcome, then, to the 
different Maori villages throughout the island, carrying 
mass kit and blanket, cutting his way through the thick 
underbrush of the forest, wading through streams, follow
ing tortuous mountain paths and arriving exhausted at a 
new outpost. But if the tribe he met had never seen a 
Catholic priest before, he began to teach and continued 
to do so until his eyes closed in spite of his most strenuous 
efforts to keep them open. Then wrapping himself in his 
blanket, he stretched out on the grass and snatched a few 
hours of sleep in spite of the bugs and vermin that craw~ed 
over him in the night. Poverty sometimes forced him to 
beg a few biscuits from the skipper of a passing ship. The 
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discourtesy of some Protestant ministers who, in the words 
of one of their number "dreaded the blasting breath of 
Popery," saddened his heart. But he continued his work, 
undaunted. 

Of course there were humorous incidents too. One day 
when Bishop Pompallier, leader of the little mission band, 
was offering Mass in a new village, a native near the altar 
imitated his gestures, and other Maoris began doing like
wise, so that when His Excellency turned round to give 
his blessing at the end of Mass he found some two hun
dred natives in the act of blessing him. Then, there was 
the prospective convert who asked the Bishop for one 
of his slippers. He wanted to use it as an ear-ring, because 
it had a shiny buckle. 

"Look, Sister," came the gentle voice of lovely Anne 
Daly, a fifteen-year-old girl, who, with her mother and 
her four-year-old sister Peggy, was on her way to Welling
ton. They had shown themselves very friendly during our 
two days' acquaintance. My excursion into the past was 
thus cut short and I looked southeast as Anne directed, 
where scores of pretty sailboats stood out beautifully 
against the horizon, and seemed, for the moment, like a 
flock of huge snow-white birds dipping their sun-rinsed 
wings in the sea. Their exact location, we soon discovered, 
was at the entrance of Auckland harbor, and before long 
the Mariposa was in the midst of them on the way to her 
dock at the foot of beautiful Auckland City, where Mt. 
Eden (one of sixty-two burnt-out volcanic cones within a 
radius of ten miles) stands like a giant in the center of the 
town, looking down on the colorful parade of life in the 
streets below. 
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Stretching from coast to coast on an isthmus which 
divides the island into two unequal parts, this Queen City 
of the North )Vith its more than two hundred thousand 
inhabitants, its busy shopping district, and verdant land
scape dotted with pleasant homes, is a symbol of the en
tire country's remarkable progress. Could the intrepid 
pioneer missionaries have visualized, even in their wildest 
dreams, the glorious triumph symbolized by the soaring 
spire of St. Patrick's Cathedral which so gracefully domi
nates the city skyline? 

When they came here in 1838, there were only five 
thousand white people in New Zealand. Today there are a 
million and a half. In 1840 there were scarcely five hun
dred Catholics in the land. Today there are close to two 
hundred thousand in three dioceses and one archdiocese 
with a model Catholic educational system of primary and 
secondary schools, a well organized hospital system and an 
excellent social service program. 

At present, there are about eighty thousand Maoris in 
the entire country, some of whom still live together in the 
hinterland in little villages, which are reminders of former 
days. War and cannibalism, however, are things of the 
past; flax garments are no longer stylish, and tattooing has 
almost completely disappeared. But they still speak their 
Polynesian language, greet one another by gently pressing 
noses and clasping hands, and, though often poor and 
badly housed, they are always cheerful. Indeed, they seem 
endowed by God with a musical soul and often sing as they 
work or travel or play. The Maori children with their 
pretty brown skin and bright but often wistful eyes, are 
charming to behold, but still more charming to hear as 
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"they sing over hill and dale" on their way to school. Con
centrated effort for a long period is more difficult for the 
Maori than for the White (Pakeha), but ~t has not pre
vented him from taking his place beside the latter in the 
trades and professions, whik some Maori ladies have joined 
the ranks of Christ's own consecrated religious. Only re
cently a Maori, Wiremu Te Awhitu, was ordained to the 
priesthood, the first of his race to achieve that distinction. 
Truly amazing is the Maoris' progress when we consider 
that they were savages only a hundred years ago. 

Catholic mission work among them is divided between 
the Marist and the Mill Hill Fathers. The latter, who have 
been working here very quietly but efficiently since 1886, 
are members of a missionary society of secular priests, 
founded by Cardinal Vaughan at Mill Hill in London in 
1866. Besides their admirable work among the Maoris, they 
exercise their apostolate in India, North Borneo, British 
East Africa, the Belgian Congo and the Philippine Islands. 

Pressing southward by rail, we passed through immense 
grazing areas and fields of golden grain, which convinc
ingly illustrated the fact that New Zealand is mainly a 
farming country. Father John McHardy, whose late 
brother, Emmet, had been a missionary in the Solomons, 
kindly met us at the Wellington terminal and pointed out 
the objects of interest as he guided us to the Home of Com
passion, a commodious and well equipped institution whose 
work for the poor and the unfortunate is the pride of the 
city. It was founded by a valiant little woman, Mother 
Mary Aubert, who came here from her native France in 
1861, after a journey of five months ina whaling ship, 
during which she endured agonies of sickness so great that 
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several times the ship's doctor had to chlorofonn her to 
give her relief. The beautiful charity she displayed in a 
long, arduous life spent for the poor was touchingly ex
emplified in our regard by the Sisters of Our Lady of 
Compassion, whose community she founded in 1898, and 
who now continue her noble work. 

Built on a fine harbor, in what is practically the geo
graphical center of the country, and surrounded by green 
carpeted hills rising row on row like the tiers of seats in an 
amphitheatre, this modern bustling city of Wellington with 
its one hundred and fifty-two thousand inhabitants is 
the very hean of New Zealand. From its legislative halls 
go forth the laws that rule the country. In and out of its 
beautiful harbor go boats from the other pominion ports 
and the rest of the world, and within its gates resides the 
Metropolitan of the Catholic Church in New Zealand, with 
whom it was our privilege to have an audience. 

The prelate at the time was the scholarly Archbishop 
Redwood, a bearded, venerable churchman who once 
summed up his distinguished career by calling himself "a 
bundle of records." Seventy years a priest and a Marist, 
sixty years a bishop, he was New Zealand's first vocation 
to the priesthood and Wellington's first Archbishop. Ar
riving here from his native England barely two years after 
the Maoris signed the treaty which made New Zealand 
a British Dominion, he had the privilege of wimessing the 
growth of the mustard seed. 

Manifesting very deep sympathy with our work, he 
gladly gave us permission to establish a recrutting house in 
the archdiocese, while other good friends, particularly 
Father David Kennedy, S.M., one of the outstanding 
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priests and scientists of the country, and Father John 
McHardy, S.M., aided us so effectively that by July 3 I, 

1935, a two-story building was completed and ready for 
occupancy at the edge of the city on a site commanding a 
beautiful view of the harbor. It was blessed by the present 
distinguished Metropolitan of New Zealand, Archbishop 
Thomas O'Shea, S.M., who has many friends and admirers 
among the clergy and laity of the United States. In fact, 
he was born in San Francisco, and was two years old when 
his family came here in 1872. 

Under able Mother Mary Carmella, a native of Massa
chusetts, and a veteran of the missions, the new foundation 
soon sheltered several New Zealand young ladies eager to 
dedicate their lives to Christ as Missionary Sisters. And in 
the interest of this promising establishment, I now sailed 
to South Island with Sister Antoinette, who is well ac
quainted with New Zealand. Jade Island, the natives call it, 
because of the large quantities of jade found there. Early 
the following morning our steamer docked in Port Lytcle
ton, a picturesque ocean gateway on the eastern coast, 
whose population seems to have a particular liking for 
roofs of red slate, which stand out very pleasingly and 
conspicuously against the rich green plush of the city'S 
rolling hills. Here, we boarded a street car for the half
hour trip to Christchurch, the commercial center of a rich 
agricultural and pastoral province. Founded by English 
settlers, it reflects their taste and traditions. English shade 
trees line the streets and adorn the gardens, and a river 
called the Avon, bordered with stately poplar and weep
ing willow trees, meanders through the city like little 
Johnny strolling to school on a bright spring day. Christ-
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church has been called the "city on wheels" because a great 
percentage of its one hundred and thirty-three thousand 
inhabitants are given to bicycle riding. Indeed I was told, 
and it certainly seemed to be true, that in proportion to its 
population there are more bicycles here than in any other 
city in the world. 

After calling on His Excellency, Bishop Matthew Brodie, 
first New Zealand born member of the Hierarchy, who 
was very kind and sympathetic, we visited a number of 
religious houses in the diocese. On the west coast we got 
our first good view of the Southern Alps which stretch 
from end to end of the island. Words can never describe 
the majesty of those glorious snow-crowned peaks and 
the riotous beauty of the rushing torrents which leap over 
high cliffs and fall rainbow-streaked into fern-covered 
basins below. You must see them to fully realize their 
splendor. 

But equally interesting to us was a visit to Hokitika, 
center of this mining and agricultUral district, and at one 
time so rich in gold that it attracted men of all nations and 
grades with its glittering treasure. If only some of these 
great old kauries could speak, what interesting tales they 
would tell of ambition, strife, suffering, heroism, and suc
cess among these fortune seekers. 

Also on our itinerary were Greymouth and Reef ton, the 
latter a diggers' town which sprang up almost overnight 
some seventy years ago. Most of its settlers were Irishmen, 
who so gladly seconded the work of the priests coming 
from Greymouth regularly to offer Mass for them, that 
they soon had a church and a school of their own. 

The late Bishop Walsh of Maryknoll, while visiting his 
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missionaries in China some years ago, was agreeably sur
prised on the 17th of March to receive an invitation to a 
banquet which the Hibernians held that night in the Chi
nese city through which he was passing. The exploring 
genius of the Irish is still further illustrated by their pres
ence in this town next door to the South Pole. 

Following a week of travel on the west coast of South 
Island, we were again in Lyttleton, where we boarded the 
steamer which was to take us back to Wellington. 

Only a short distance .from the dock was the coastal 
village of Akaroa, whose neighboring snow-capped peaks 
were sparkling brilliantly in the sun as they doubtless did 
on that tragic day in 1830 when the people in the valley 
below were trapped and massacred by a most dreaded chief 
called Te" Raouparaha who dwelt on an island in Cook 
Strait and who, because he lived solely on human flesh 
was known to everyone as the man-eater. 

That day he reached Akaroa in a whaling vessel and, 
hiding himself and his henchmen in the hold of the ship, 
he sent a messenger ashore to announce that a trader on 
board wished to make a bargain which would be excep
tionally attractive to Maranoui, the chief of the village. 

Not wishing to turn down so generous an offer, the 
unsuspecting chief went aboard with his twelve-year-old 
daughter and some of his friends. That was the signal for 
the attack! Te Raouparaha and his gang rushed from their 
hiding places and, after seizing and binding the unfortunate 
chief and his companions, made for the village where they 
butchered men, women and children with the exception 
of those who were brought back to the ship in chains, to 
be roasted and eaten at a future date. 
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Anchor was weighed and the ship of horror set out for 
Cook Strait over the very same route that we were about 
to take. But before the island lair of T e Raouparaha was 
reached, the captive chief, at an opportune moment, broke 
his sullen silence and bade his daughter come close; for 
she had been allowed to go about unfettered, while he was 
bound to the mainmast of the ship. "Dear daughter," said 
he, "when they have murdered me, they will make you 
their slave. What a humiliation for you! I cannot bear the 
thought of it! It shall never, never be!" So saying, he 
seized her by a leg, hurled her in the air, crushed her head 
against a hatchway doorpost and cast her body into the 
sea. 

No one had to tell Maranoui that now his own death 
would be the most horrible his captors could devise. He 
was hoisted by his feet to the top of one of the tallest 
kauri trees on the man-eaters' island. Then he was dropped 
headfirst to the ground. But before he expired, his jugular 
vein was opened and the women of the village drank his 
blood to the very last drop. 

After a night at sea, we were close to North Island 
again, and day broke beautifully as our ship entered Wel
lington harbor. Sunlit churches, offices and homes looked 
down at us from the hills of this truly lovely city, impres
sive monuments of a century of marvelous progress. 



5. The Solomons 

FOR anyone seeking adventure, the Solomon Islands have 
an irresistible appeal. Such, at least, was the opinion of 
Alvaro de Mendafia, the Spaniard who discovered them in 
1568, and gave them the name of one of history's most 
glorious kings. But a mere glance at some of the facts will 
show why this is true. 

Situated close to the Equator, and nearly a thousand Iniles 
northeast of Australia, this double row of mountainous 
islands, six hundred Iniles long and two hundred Iniles 
wide, is extensive enough to absorb any traveler's attention 
for many, many months, even though the total land surface 
is only slightly more than twice the area of the State of 
Massachusetts. Here, you can gaze into the fiery throat of 
a live volcano. Here, more frequently than in most coun
tries, you can feel the sudden shock of an earthquake, and 
have the thrill of coIning home to find that a tremor has 
pushed your little house off its foundations, leaving it 
awkward, helpless, tragic-waiting for you to straighten it 
out again. Here, you can explore hundreds of square Iniles 
of jungle, and visit quaint villages in the very Inidst of it, 
where black, well-built natives themselves live in a sim
ple and very primitive way. Here, you can behold pagan 
priests offering sacrifices to ancestral sharks and a great 
variety of ghosts, or you can witness weird and pic-
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turesque funerals, whose extraordinary ceremonial will 
haunt you long after the dead man has disappeared from 
earth. Here, you can ride the stormy waves in tiny canoes, 
with pilots whose uncanny skill will leave you speechless, 
or you can shake hands with men who have sunk their 
pearly teeth into a steaming hot roast of human flesh. And, 
when you are tired and dusty, you can bathe in one of the 
many island streams, provided of course, the crocodiles 
which infest them are looking the other way. And here 
you can see missionaries, a mere handful of them, relatively 
speaking, struggling to gather in the harvest of one hun
dred thousand souls, and accomplishing positive wonders 
in the face of tremendous odds. 

So you can imagine my pleasure on returning from 
South Island to Wellington, to find a letter from Bishop 
Wade of the Northern Solomons, in which His Excellency 
kindly offered to take me to the various stations of his 
vicariate if I could arrive there before the first of Septem
ber. Here, indeed, was a golden opportunity. And I was 
determined to make the most of it. So, all necessary prep
arations were begun, and, by August 4> I934> I had arrived 
in Sydney, not because of a change of plans, nor because 
the steamer had been driven off its course, but simply be
cause it was only here that I could get a boat. Going from 
New Zealand to the Solomons by way of Sydney is very 
much like going from New York to Alaska by way of 
San Francisco, but it's the only route, and besides afford
ing an opportunity to visit the Sisters at our rest house on 
Hunter's Hill, about five miles from the center of Sydney, 
it also gave me a chance to see at least a corner of great 
Australia, land of the lyre-bird, the koala bear and the 
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kangaroo. Like the United States, Australia 15 Immense, 
young, beautiful and progressive. On the other hand, it has 
a small population-a mere seven million. Its swans are 
black, its south winds are cool, its days are our nights, its 
winters our summers, and its compass points to the south. 

Situated on Australia's southeast shore, with its popula
tion well over the million mark, Sydney is the New York 
City of the South Pacific. Its large business district is always 
humming with activity, and a constant stream of traffic 
cuts the waters of its magnificent harbor, where more than 
twenty-three miles of wharves birth the steamers that come 
to it from every part of the world. Close to the center of 
this thriving metropolis dwells a priest who is specially 
designated to act as purchasing agent or broker for the 
bishops of the widely separated mission vicariates in the 
Southwest Pacific. Thoroughly acquainted with their situa
tion, their needs and their limited means, he is an invalu
able aid to them. 

While awaiting the next boat, I visited Mater Hospital 
in North Sydney, to whose devoted Sisters and doctors 
we owe the deepest gratitude for the skill and tender care 
they have so generously given our sick over a long period, 
and because of which many of our Sisters have been re
stored to health and enabled to return to their mission out
posts again. The good Catholic gentleman who took us 
there in his automobile was also kind enough to take us 
to Pellegrini's, the Catholic supply house downtown. Nor 
did his kindness end there. He watched while we made 
the purchase of an altar badly needed in the Villa Maria 
chapel, then he bade the clerk send him the bill. Needless 
to say, since that eventful day, many a grateful missionary 
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has offered a prayer for him before that altar. [In Killara, 
New South Wales, is Lourdes Hospital, recently opened 
for the treatment of tuberculosis patients. It is staffed by the 
Missionary Sisters of the Society of Mary.] 

I also visited the cradle of Catholicism in Australia. The 
majority of the early Catholic settlers had been sent here 
from Ireland after the rebellion of 1798, forced upon them 
by the ravages of an army of occupation. A statute in New 
South Wales required that all prisoners attend the Church 
of England. Refusal to do so was punished by fifty lashes 
for the first offense. Catholics were thus without Mass and 
the Sacraments, but the light of Faith burned brightly in 
their hearts. They suffered bravely and patiently, hoping 
confidently for a change. They gathered regularly at the 
home of William Davis, an exile of the rebellion, who had 
acquired the liberty of a free settler. 

In 1816 an Irish Cistercian priest, Father O'Flynn, came 
to Australia, but could not get authorization to stay, even 
though many Protestants petitioned the Governor in his 
favor. After four months he was arrested, imprisoned and 
sent away on the first boat sailing to England. Before his 
arrest, however, Father O'Flynn had lived at the hos
pitable Davis home and had offered Mass there. He had 
also kept the Blessed Sacrament there in a cedar press 
in order that he Inight administer Holy Viaticum to the 
dying. But after his arrest he was not allowed to return 
to his lodging, so the Blessed Sacrament remained in the 
cedar press tabernacle. A constant light showed that the 
Lord was there, and His patient, courageous followers 
gathered regularly before His humble dwelling to proclaim 
their Faith in Him. 
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In 1819 the Government modified its policy. In 1820 
a priest arrived at the Davis home to offer Mass, and, to his 
great joy, discovered that the Sacred Host guarded by the 
faithful for two years was still intact. In 1840 the ground 
on which the Davis home had stood was given to Bishop 
Polding by Mr. Davis, and on it was built the present St. 
Patrick's Church. In answer to the dying request of Arch
deacon McEnroe, its pastor at the time and one of 'the 
pioneer priests of Australia, Archbishop Polding placed 
it under the care of the Marist Fathers in 1868. 

Daily exposition of the Blessed Sacrament in this century
old church prompts hundreds of people to pause in their 

. daily toil to kneel and pray in the very place where their 
valiant forefathers gathered strength in the days of perse
cution. (On September 3, 1946, this historic shrine was 
solemnly consecrated by His Eminence, Cardinal Gilroy, 
first Australian-born Prince of the Church.) 

On August 1 I , I boarded the Malaita, a good-sized 
freight and passenger motor-ship bound for the Solomon 
Islands. A soft, cool breeze was blowing out of the south 
as we got under way. Beautiful azure skies matched the 
blue waters of the bay, setting in vivid clearness the great 
city of Sydney as we sailed under the cantilever bridge 
which spans the harbor entrance. Good weather prevailed 
during the greater part of the trip and allowed us to re
main on deck most of the time, while several unusual in
cidents also helped to make things very pleasant. 

During a stop at Brisbane, the hilly capital of Queens
land, Australia's great cattle-producing state, the familiar 
strains of Suwannee River rose above the din of derricks 
and the staccato shouts of men in charge of them. Who 
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was the Virtuoso? Where was he? I was still wondering 
when suddenly from behind stacks of packing cases and 
bales of wool, there emerged a kindly black old gentleman 
bending slightly under the weight of years. He was play
ing a little tin flute, and putting his heart and soul into the 
execution. But on seeing me at the ship's railing, he came 
to the edge of the dock, looked up, bowed very politely 
and exclaimed in what is known as Pidgin English, "You 
go T ulagi? You teach little black boy pickanniny be good. 
Him better now. Used eat one another. You Catholic. Me 
Wesleyan. Me from Solomon Islands. Me preach here, 
black, white-all same me." 

This "Who's who" speech was followed by another 
musical selection, and the dusky artist was still playing 
earnestly when the Malaita moved away to resume her 
northward course. 

On the feast of Our Lady'S Assumption, we were far 
from all sight of land. On every side were vast stretches 
of the mighty sea reminding us of our littleness. On the 
following day we sailed through Whitsunday Pass in the 
Great Barrier Reef, a famous wall-like obstruction of rock, 
sand and coral, rising close to the surface of the water, oc
casionally above it, and extending along the eastern coast of 
Australia, sometimes ten, sometimes over a hundred miles 
from shore. 

In the vicinity of Townsville, a city of some thirty 
thousand inhabitants on the northeast coast of Australia, 
we encountered a sand storm, a novel experience for most 
of the passengers, which necessitated our dropping anchor 
for a night. But the next day broke gloriously, though 
sailing became very rough when we entered the Coral Sea. 
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[Sailing was very rough in this same sea on May 4> 1942, 
when a powerful Japanese invasion fleet entered it from 
the north heading for New Caledonia. Reconnaissance 
planes had reported its movements to Admiral Nimitz. 
So a strong American task force was lying in wait for it. 
And when the Japanese had reached the middle of the sea 
the Americans halted them and immediately opened fire. 
At the same time American bombers roared out of the 
clouds and tore into Japanese aerial formations. Nearly 
five hundred war planes (American and Japanese) spat 
fire at enemy aircraft or dived low to kill a man-of-war, 
while the opposing naval forces slugged away at each 
other in mortal combat. Air and sea were wildly ablaze 
with explosions of bombs, shells, and torpedoes and the 
raging fires of shattered and dying ships. 

The battle had been waged over a period of five days, 
when the Japanese, having lost twenty-one ships sunk or 
damaged, suddenly turned from the fight and fled at top 
speed toward their northern base, with American bombers 
and fighters hammering them much of the way. It was a 
great victory for the United States forces, whose losses 
were relatively light. It was the first serious setback for 
the Japanese, since their drive into the South Pacific.] 

On the evening of August 20th, while we were enjoy
ing a refreshing thunderstorm, flashes of lightning gave us 
our first glimpse of the Solomons, the wild but beautiful 
islands whose fierce savage inhabitants long resisted the 
apostles of religion and civilization, and understood so 
little of the dignity of man that when Mendaiia went 
ashore in 1568, they presented him with a half a child as 
a mark of respect and friendship, and were very much 
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grieved and astonished when he immediately buried their 
gruesome gift. They saw him erect a cross with solemn 
ceremony in the most conspicuous place he could find, but 
they probably did not realize it was a symbol of his 
fervent hope that soon they would receive the light of 
Christ's teaching to rescue them from the darkness of 
savagery and superstition. 

About three centuries later, 1845, a little group of Marist 
missionaries, headed by Bishop Epalle, arrived at Ysabel 
Island, where a goodly number of practically naked blacks, 
armed with clubs and tomahawks, sullenly watched them 
approach, answered their messages of peace with insolent 
words and then fell upon them with frenzied fury and 
blood-curdling yells, mortally wounding the Bishop and 
striving to slay his companions who, only with the greatest 
difficulty, made their escape, and succeeded in bearing their 
dying leader back to the boat. 

A staggering blow to the little band of courageous 
apostles from France! But they did not waver. Having come 
to these lonely and little known islands prepared to give 
the full measure of sacrifice, they soon made an attempt 
to land on another island of the group, called San Cristo
val. But fever, the killing of two priests whom the natives 
roasted and ate, continual opposition and repeated efforts 
to burn their home, necessitated the abandoning of the 
mission. At a later date the Fathers of the Foreign Mission 
Society of Milan undertook the work, but they too had 
to give it up after suffering many trials, including the 
murder of one of their number. 

In 1897 when this vast mission field was divided into 
two sections-North and South-the Marists made a new 
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attempt to preach the Gospel there with very encouraging 
results, notwithstanding the difficulties arising from the 
constant peril of travel by sea, the intense heat of the 
sun, the ever present fever with which practically every 
missionary sooner or later becomes acquainted, to say noth
ing of the fact that even on one island there are often 
numerous dialects. "And, believe me," said the late Father 
McHardy, "these native languages are not things to be 
picked up in five minutes." 

On our way to the northern part of the archipelago, we 
stopped at a plantation dock called Yandina, where the 
Malaita put ashore a hundred tons of merchandise includ
ing a consigument of bricks; just plain bricks to us, but 
the cause of considerable excitement to the native work
men who had probably never seen any before. 

Approaching them very cautiously, they eyed them 
awhile with something of suspicion, then took hold of 
them gingerly, quite surprised at their weight, but so de
lighted on discovering their harmlessness that they shouted 
and danced or sang and danced most gleefully as they 
transferred them, two at a time, to a place on the dock. 
And when, by accident, one of the precious red blocks 
slipped into the sea, a wary worker, quick as a flash, dove 
in after it, retrieved it, and held it aloft triumphantly 
while his friends applauded the deed with all their might. 

The chief of the native crew came over to me while 
I was watching the operations from a deck chair, and said 
in a rather confidential way: "Seven Day Adventists want 
me take in boys. Me no take only Carlic boys. Seven 
Day Adventists no let eat meat and milk. Carlic let eat all. 
Me want Catlic boys." All of which may confirm the old 
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saying, "The way to a man's heart is through his stomach." 

All these husky workers wore necklaces, of which they 
were very proud, though they were prouder still of their 
long, stiff, bushy hair, and spent considerable time clean
ing and waving it with a comb and other instruments car
ried in a little basket, or should I say, compact. 

On August 20 at half past five in the morning, the 
Malaita reached North Solomon waters and dropped an
chor between a big densely wooded island called Short
land, and a little island to the south of it called Fais~ where 
a government station is maintained to look after the in
terests of the British Solomons. Two distinct countries 
share the government of the North Solomons. Australia 
rules Bougainville and Buka as part of the Territory of 
New Guinea. Britain rules Choiseul, Fauro, and some 
smaller North Solomons, as well as all the South Solomons, 
all of which are known as the British Solomons. 

Fifteen minutes after the Malaita had dropped anchor, 
the launch from the Catholic mission on little Poporang 
Island close by, came along and brought me to the station 
in time for Mass by Father Boch, the priest in charge of 
the mission. A veteran in the Solomons and a splendid mis
sionary indeed, he was at one time superior of the entire 
North Solomon mission. Ever cordial and pleasant, he re
gards problems, trials and privations as the heritage of 
every apostle-"just part of the routine of missionary life." 
And his unfailing good nature is pleasingly evidenced by 
his humorous description of the two main seasons in the 
Solomons. "Rainfall," says he, "is the only difference. In 
winter it rains a lot; in summer it rains a terrible lot." 
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6. Bougainville and Buka 

THIRTY-FIVE years ago a memorable letter was sent from 
Poporang Island to the Missionary Sisters of the Society of 
Mary. This is the reason. 

Bishop Broyer, Vicar Apostolic of Samoa, had just 
been given the additional responsibility of directing activ
ity in the newly established North Solomon district, and 
was visiting it for the first time. The principal chief of 
Poporang received him with the utmost cordiality, but, by 
way of honoring the "Number One Chief of Religion," 
insisted on taking him to his harem to see his array of 
wives. And what an array it was! Some forty practically 
naked women, their eyes wild with fright, their black 
faces whitened with lime, their teeth purpled with betel 
nut juice, and seeming very ghostlike in the -feeble light 
which entered the hut through a small, low door. 

While looking upon that sad spectacle of degradation, 
His Excellency thought of his Samoan Vicariate, where the 
teaching and example of the Missionary Sisters were in
spiring and ennobling so many native girls with a love for 
what is high and holy. "If only," thought he, "we could 
have Sisters in the Solomon Islands! What a blessing it 
would be!" And thereupon he resolved to dispatch the 
appeal that brought them in 1902. 

Today there is a flourishing mission station here, with 
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nearly a thousand faithful. There is even a hospital at a 
sub-station on the islet of Faisi. Not exactly the last word 
in comfort. There are leaks in the roof. There are not 
always enough blankets to go around. And ~t times there 
would not be food enough to go around were it not for 
the fact that the Sisters and the two trained nurses who 
compose the staff are ever ready to deny themselves more 
and more in order that one of Christ's suffering children 
may have the luxury of a cup of tea or a bowl of rice. 
Their cheerful spirit in the face of difficulties is not only 
an invigorating tonic for the patients, but also an inspiring 
example of Christian fortitude to the whole countryside. 
"You wouldn't mind the leaks," said jolly Sister Mary 
Fabien from South Boston, Mass., "if the patients only had 
umbrellas." But, rude as it is, the hospital is a priceless 
benediction to the poor people of the vicinity. And only 
God knows the marvelous good it does for the souls of 
its patients while sheltering and mending their diseased 
and aching bodies. Some day, when the missionaries' dreams 
come true, friends in great lands far away will give the 
money necessary to provide for their people as they would 
love to do. 

[Father Boch was on Pop orang Island in the Shortlands 
on Monday of Holy Week, 1942, when an excited native 
thrust his head inside the missionary's hut to tell him that 
the Japanese fleet was in Tulagi waters. Father Boch and 
his companion, Father Lepping, a native of Philadelphia, 
dressed quickly, celebrated Mass, and watched the Jap
anese take possession of the government house 10 the 
distance. 

At 8:00 A.M. a boatload of Japanese arrived at the 
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mission station, proclaimed their capture of the Shortland 
group, and after robbing the missionaries of the little 
money they had, and nearly all their clothing, forbade 
them to say Mass or have anything to do with the natives. 

On September 2, 1942 the two priests were imprisoned 
in a shed. Four days later Father Boch was rudely awak
ened at three o'clock in the morning, taken aboard a de
stroyer, and questioned. On his refusal to act as interpre
ter in a village where the Japanese sought vital information 
the chief inquisitor rose and exclaimed, "No mercy!" 

But Father Boch's hour had not yet come. On Septem
ber 7, he and Father Lepping were taken by a Japanese 
destroyer to Rabaul, capital and principal harbor of the 
Territory of New Guinea. There, with other prisoners, 
including other Marist Fathers, some Marist Brothers, and 
seven Missionary Sisters of the Society of Mary they lived 
in a concentration camp on a daily allowance to each 
person of twelve ounces of rice which was so mouldy, 
wormy and dirty that it had to be washed seven times 
before it was fit to eat. "Remember," said the sentries 
repeatedly, "if one prisoner escapes-all die." 

The Sisters had to live in one big hut with the men 
prisoners. They had no privacy, no medical aid in time of 
illness, no protection from bombs even after a shelter had 
been built, and they were assigned to the most humiliating 
tasks. At times a guard would slap their faces, push them 
out of his path, push them off the bed they were lying 
on and stretch himself on it. Two Japanese girls (Catho
lies) after providing an entertainment for the soldiers were 
brought to inspect the prison camp. On seeing the plight 
of the Sisters, they wept. Within a short time they brought 
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milk and sweets to them. And soon after their visit the 
Sisters and other Missionaries were removed to a better 
prison camp at V uno pope. 

One day Father Lepping observed a truck with picks 
and shovels aboard come alongside the prison camp. Five 
soldiers were ordered to climb into it and were carried 
away. A few hours later the same ttuck returned with the 
picks and shovels but without the men. The Japanese sen
tty saw that Father's curiosity was aroused. So he came 
over and tauntingly said: "Your turn tomorrow!" 

Tomorrow came, but Father Lepping's life followed the 
usual routine of the camp. It was the sentry who disap
peared. He probably got another assignment. 

About this time Father Joseph Lamarre of Brunswick, 
Maine, and Brother Joseph Redman of Savannah, Georgia, 
arrived at the mission camp after a year's imprisonment on 
Sohana Island in Buka Passage, and five months more of 
prison in Rabaul Concentration Camp. They were so weak 
they could scarcely stand. Father Lamarre responded 
quickly to treatment, and was soon able to be on his feet 
again. Brother Joseph was still ill in the infirmary when it 
was destroyed, February I I, by a bomb dropped during an 
American raid. Father Boch and a seminarian found him 
dead under a pile of debris, his face discolored but intact, 
his limbs crushed. Sadly they placed his body in a bureau 
drawer, the only coffin available, and after reciting the 
usual prayers, buried him in the mission cemetery. Humble, 
zealous and heroic, Brother Joseph had given the full 
measure of devotion. He had known well and had under
stood the words of Our Divine Lord, "He that shall lose 
his life for my sake, shall find it." 
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Another air attack a week later destroyed provisions, 
furniture, surgical instruments and medicines. Twenty 
aged and infirm missionaries died one after the other from 
the .shock of the raids and from the sorrow caused by the 
ruin of schools and churches built by so many years of 
labor. Air raids became so frequent that even funerals and 
burials had to take place at the entrance to the shelter. 
The splendid mission base of the Fathers of the Sacred 
Heart, like the town of Rabaul, had become a shambles. 

And still bombs rained on the camp. So the Japs trans
ferred the prison to a deep valley ten miles away in the 
jungle, where Fathers, Brothers, Sisters, and civilians all 
lived in caves dug deep in the hillsides. But the Nipponese 
continued their policy of terrorism by planting machine 
guns on top of the prison shelters so as to attract Ameri
can bombs, by making it difficult to obtain food, and by 
trying in various ways to provoke their victims to some act 
of desperation. All the prisoners had been marked for 
death on August 20, 1945, according to a plan discovered 
after the war. But the armistice came a few days before 
that date, and tears of joy dimmed the eyes of that forlorn 
and ghost-like prison troop when Australian soldiers ar
rived to take charge of things and brought with them an 
abundance of food, clothing and medical supplies. Three 
hundred hearts gave thanks to God for freedom. ] 

A few hours after my arrival, I left Poporang with 
Father Boch and the Sisters of Faisi, going northward by 
launch to Bougainville, largest of the Solomon Islands. Its 
total length is one hundred and ten miles, its width varies 
from twenty to thirty-five. Gigantic mountain peaks, some 
of them ten thousand feet high and covered with forest, 
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challenged ·our attention and made us feel oh! so very 
small, as we chugged along the eastern coast in our little 
motor launch. Right in the middle of the island, is a steam
ing, live volcano, called Begana (the Great One) because, 
according to pagan belief, the spirit of that name dwells in 
it. "Belly b'long him no good," remarked one of the boys, 
"he sing out too much." Which was that Solomon Island
er's graphic way of saying, "Begana is an active volcano." 

It was three o'clock when we first sighted some of the 
houses of Kieta village, about half-way along the eastern 
shore. A short while later, as we entered beautiful Kieta 
Harbor, the bells in the mission church tower rang out 'a 
joyful greeting. There on the shore stood His Excellency, 
energetic, genial Bishop Wade, a native of Providence, 
Rhode Island, and with him our dear Sisters, and a large 
group of natives waving a welcome. 

How thrilling it was to set foot on this island, where 
only half a century ago, the natives celebrated the winning 
of battles by roasting their conquered enemies at victory 
banquets. Of course, the coming of the missionaries and 
the presence of civil authority have contributed to make 
fighting unpopular, so that for the last twenty-five years 
there have been practically no wars here, and consequently 
no banquets on human flesh, except perhaps in certain 
sections of the interior, which remained unvisited by 
whites until 1938. Today, surprising as it may seem, the 
most common and indeed the most effective weapon 
against enemies is an appeal to their sense of shame. That 
hUrts! It humbles! It is feared like poison! 

Banquets still bring joy to the native's heart and solace 
to his stomach, and they are still as unceremonious as they 
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were twenty-five years ago. We saw plenty of them. And 
the procedure was nearly always the same. Each man got 
his share of food and retired to his hut or some solitude 
to eat in silence, unhampered by knives, forks, and the 
conventions of etiquette. But today the principal dish is 
pig, opossum, atun or sea-cow. 

Pig, of course, is the favorite. The very mention of it 
brings a light to the native's eyes! Opossum, too is a much 
appreciated food, though one missionary claims that it 
bears too close a resemblance to the rat to be really appe
tizing. Atun is a fish which tastes like tuna, and is some
times caught in large quantities after being chased towards 
the shore by sharks, whose pursuit of it is made known 
to the natives by the appearance of flocks of seagulls 
watching the proceedings from the air and hoping to pick 
up whatever scraps remain after the sharks have had their 
fill. The sea-cow or dugong is a fish that weighs from three 
to four hundred pounds and tastes like veal. Although 
caught with nets made of thick strong cord, it puts up a 
very good fight until some native succeeds in grabbing its 
tail and straddling it, thus making it helpless and easy to 
haul ashore. At one of the mission stations as many as 
three of these grand prizes have been captured within six 
weeks. The main daily food, of course, is taro. 

Situated on a promontory, the Kieta mission commands 
a beautiful view of the harbor, with green hills to the left, 
and a long stretch of dazzling coral strand on the right, 
while far out to sea is a long white line of sparkling spray 
where the waves of the ocean check their heavy armament 
on a coral reef before rolling on to the shore. 

At the end of August, we accompanied Bishop Wade on 
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'By Bishop 'Vade I was placed in Lemanmanu. There 
will stay. cost what it may! " 'Vords uttered after the 

apancsc had visited his stat jon and questioned him. 
'In Thee, 0 Lord, I have hoped. I shall never be con
ounded." ' Vords he carved on rhe wall of rhe prison 
n Kavicng. 

ishop ·Wade and Sergeant Frank 
:ennessy, a brother of Father Hen
' .. y. 

tther Hennessy while a student at 
Rome. 

The Pilot 

Rev. James Hennessy, D.o. 
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Rev. John Conley, S.M. 

Beheaded by Japanese soldiers. 

He remained at his post, thinking he 
might obtain fair treatment for his 
penple. 

N,,,'al gunfire 
suppOrt, off 
Guadalcanal. 

OlJieial u.s. 
M"arille CQrps 
Photo 



In the deLlse jungles of Guadaleanal, the Marines mainra incd constanr vigilance. 
The machine gunner keeps watch while his buddies take much needed baths. 



Neither [hreats of death nor promises of 
great reward by the Japanese cou Id turn 
them fro 111 their hoi y pu rpose. So Father 
Duhamel, Father Engberink, Sister M. 
Odilia and Sister /\1. Sylvia were bayo
neted through the throat. 

The rectory 
where Fathers 
Duhamel and 
Engberin k were 
lj,-ing when the 
Japanese took 
them captive. 

Re\'. Arthur Duhamel, S.M. 



Father Byrnes, Australian Army chaplain offers Mass in the bush, while guns shen 
the cnel11~r one hundred and fifty ya rds distant. 

A big Jap ai r 
raid made a 
direct hit on a 
gas and oil 
dump at Em
press Augusta 
Bay, Bougain
ville. 
Picture shows 
Marines and 
sailors trying 
to control lire. 



Kothing could swcn"c him 
from the p31h of duty. 

A church desl roved by bombs. 

Rev. Henry Dude Engberink, S.M. and 
3 Guadalcanal boy. 
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Brother Joseph 

'It doesn't maHer what happens to me, jf 
only you, Father, can go back CO work 
lmong the natives." 

lVlyriad clouds of 
smoke rise from 
bombsrricken Buka 
airfield in carrier 
task force raid of 
;..J'oycmber I , 1943. 
The triangular 
island ncar the en
trance to Buka 
passage is Sohana, 
where Father 
Lamarre and 
Brother Joseph 
were imprisoned by 
the Japanese. 

OtJicial us .. Vo vy Ph oto 



Major General Allen H. Turnage, U.S.M.e. 
and 

I I is Excellency, Bishop Jean .\ larie Aubin, S.M. 



Imprisoned, torrured, killed because 
she would nOt betray her tfust. 

Sister Mary Sylvia, S.M.S.M. 

Father John ] . O'Neill, U.s.N. (extreme right indicates the graves of Fathers Engberink 
and Duhamel and Sisters Sylvia and Odilia to a group of 1\ larist Missionaries. 

Left to right: Brother Lucius (Rotterdam), Brother Henry (New Zealand) , Brother 
Paul (Philadelphia), Fr. Fluet (Lawrence ), Fr. Hebert, 5.1\1. (Maine ), Bishop "Vade, 
Fr. McConville, S.M. (U.S. ), Bishop Aubin, Fr. Lebel, S.M. (,\ 'laine ), Fr. Sulli"an, S.M. 
(Australia ) . 



Missionary Sisters and Native children after days in the bush arc rescued from pur
suing Japanese. The Chaplain is Father John Foley,S.]., formerly of Boston College. 

Japanese rroop transport forced on beach during naval bartle off Savo Tsland. 
The ship was complerely gurred by fires from American bombing. 



First plane to 
,and on the new 
U.S. Airfield on 
30ugai",·illc. 

'iick and 
.v(mnded 
'vlarines find 
:est and trcat
TIcnt in a regi
nental sick 
Jay set up in 
1 captured Jap 
Juilding on 
::iuadalcanal. 

A Marine 
Corps landing 
operation 
takes place on 
the farther cnd 
of Guadal
canal Island. 



Official U.S. Navy Photo 

Alen kneeling in silent praver beside the gra\'cs of their buddies and shipmates, 
members of the U.S. !\lar'ne Corps and U.s. "'avy at the cemetery at Bougain
ville in the Solomons. 
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Photo by lit" C.C.U. 

Above: On [hc way. 

Below: Objective sighted. Bombs away. 
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Old Glory floats proudly in the breeze over historic H enderson Field, Guadal
canal, which the U.S. I"larines wrested from the Japs. 

Most Rev. Thomas S. \Vade, Bishop of the N orthern Solomons and Vicar-Delegate 
for the South and Central Pacific at a field chapel on Guadalcanal. Father Lebel of 
Brunswick, l\llaine, assists. 



Bougainville and Buka 
a tour of his missions. And, as most of the stations are 
near the coast, we usually traveled by the Raphael, the 
"flagship," so to speak, of a tiny mission fleet. Not by mere 
chance did it get its beautiful name. For many a time and 
oft, during. its twenty years of service, this fifteen-ton 
launch has given a thrill of joy and satisfaction to some 
worker isolated in a corner of the vast mission district, 
as its bow appeared on the lonesome Solomon sea lanes, 
bringing the sympathetic, appreciative bishop, whose en
couraging words were a solace as well as a spur to even 
(if possible) greater achievements, bringing a fellow-priest 
on some urgent errand, and providing the opportunity 
for a chat about mutual trials and triumphs, bringing a load 
of necessary materials for the building or the repair work 
on which he has set his heart, or bringing a lener from 
folks at home! or a much-needed ahns from a mission
minded friend, and always seeming like an angel bearing 
gifts from God. 

A twelve-hour run northward along the coast brought 
us to a village called Timbutz, where Father Allotte, a 
missionary for more than thirty years, and Father Lebel, 
his young and able assistant from Brunswick, Maine, to

gether with the boys and girls of the mission, waved a 
welcome from the shore. Most of the two thousand Catho
lic communicants of the parish were on hand as His Ex
cellency administered confirmation to a large group of 
children in a ceremony which was truly touching and 
sublime, for, of course, in this humble mission church, 
hidden in the tropics, the King of Kings is just as lavish of 
His love and mercy, as He is in St. Patrick's Cathedral or 
historic Notre Dame. Our schedule called for a three-day 
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sojourn here, so we had ample time to observe the natives 
and their customs. 

The favorite type of dwelling is a one-room structure 
made of thatch and topped by a gable roof. In the center 
of the dirt floor is an ever-glowing fire to cook the family 
meals, light tobacco pipes, dissipate darkness, dispel damp
ness and keep away that long, creeping, many-jointed 
creature called the centipede, famed for its many little legs 
and feared for the three-day pain inflicted by its fangs. 

Intense heat and humidity contribute to make a calico 
loincloth the only garment popular with both men and 
women. In the interior of the island, there are natives, who, 
while at home or in the company of immediate neighbors, 
wear no clothes at all, though as soon as a missionary, a 
government officer or any stranger approaches, they hide 
themselves or put on a skirt made from strips of .soft, 
flowing foliage from the wild banana tree. 

To "improve" personal appearance they employ a variety 
of means. Many have a small, rather neat design tattooed 
on the body. Some have beauty marks bought at the price 
of considerable suffering, long cuts being made in their 
flesh with a piece of glass or a shell, and filled with the 
ashes of cocoanut husks, so that ridges of flesh stand out 
on the body, when the wounds are healed. Girls and boys, 
too, sometimes bleach their hair with the aid of cocoanut 
powder and lime, thns obtaining a platinum hair-do which 
not only adorns the head but keeps it free from vermin. 
Ear-rings of shell or bark, and bracelets and necklaces of 
opossum teeth or beads are also highly esteemed as beauty 
aids. 

According to the native custom, a child has no voice in 
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choosing its life parmer. Others take care of that. If, for 
example, the relatives of ten-year-old Tommy decide that 
his wife should be eight-year-old Margie at the other end 
of the village, steps are immediately taken to provide for 
their marriage some ten years hence. Tommy'S uncle, let 
us say, is delegated to place the matter before Margie's 
mother and father and make an advance payment or gift, 
possibly a fathom of flying fox teeth-flying fox being the 
popular name for a big South Sea Island bat, whose wing
spread is approximately thirty inches and whose teeth are 
much valued by the islanders. If the little girl's parents 
consent to the proposal, they, too, present a gift-a less 
expensive one-on her behalf, and the bargain is closed. 
The term "buy" is really used by the natives in connec
tion with this transaction, which deprives bride and bride
groom of freedom of choice. "But," said Father Conley, 
who has been a missionary here for twenty years, "such a 
loss of liberty is not so keenly felt in this land, where prac
tically all the people are equally rich, and of nearly equal 
social prominence." 

I was much surprised and amused the first rime I saw a 
native, after smoking, knock the ashes out of the pipe and 
then slip it, stem first, through a hole in the lobe of his 
right ear, with as little concern as an American shows 
when he thrusts it into his coat pocket. As a matter of 
fact, the native uses his ear for other things too. At the 
general store, for instance, it is no extraordinary occur
rence to see him reach into this marvelous organ of hear
ing to extract the price of a can of sardines. 

One village scene that remains indelibly impressed on 
my mind is that of a woman I saw trudging along bent 
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under a heavy load of taro strapped on her back. On top 
of the load sat her smallest pickaninny, contentedly suck
ing a piece of sugar cane, while the remainder of her little 
ones jogged along after her, some wearing a tiny loincloth, 
some a belt, some nothing, but all apparently healthy and 
happy. 

Among the pagan Solomon Islanders, there is consider
able difference in the fl;1neral ceremonial. Some cast the 
dead body into the sea. Some bury their dead upright in 
the grave after first drawing the legs back from the knees 
and securing them behind the body. The head is left pro
truding above the ground so that at the proper time the 
skull may be more easily detached and placed in the 
"sabu" or Holy House. Some enclose the deceased in a 
canoe, which is then covered and hung in the "Holy 
House." Some burn the dead man and all his personal ef
fects, while mourners, perspiration pouring from their 
frenzied bodies, go round and round the funeral pyre, now 
wailing, now groaning, now eulogizing the departed friend, 
and continuing this macabre procession until the fire is 
dead. Then, the women daub their naked black bodies 
with a red clay which makes them so hideous to behold that 
missionaries have been appalled by the very sight of them. 
The good ladies continue to "wear mourning" for a num
ber of days, and for a great number, if the deceased was 
a person of importance. Nor will the solemn mourning in 
any way interfere with the feast which always follows 
the funeral service. 

On September 4 at seven o'clock in the morning we set 
out for Tarlena, at the extreme north end of Bougainville, 
and after sailing for nearly six hours, we perceived another 
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launch coming from the opposite direction. On reaching 
the Raphael, it stopped, and three missionaries came aboard 
with two tiny girls, who were dressed in their Sunday 
best-a little calico skirt, reaching to the knees, a necklace 
of shells, and little white bracelets. One of these tiny am
bassadors presented us with a lovely bouquet of flowers; 
the other offered a basket filled with gifts, symbolic of 
Tarlena's affectionate welcome, but even more of Tar
lena's love and reverence for the valiant Sisters who have 
devoted their lives to the welfare of its women and chil
dren. 

Meanwhile, some two hundred canoes had gathered 
along the water route to escort us to the dock. Some were 
of the distinctive Solomon Island type, with a graceful 
upward curve at both bow and stern; some were plain, 
long and heavy; some were balanced by an outrigger or 
wooden contrivance at the side to keep them from up
setting; all were gaily decorated and crowded with na
tives who had come out to welcome us. At least five hun
dred persons had gathered on the shore and knelt there 
to receive the Bishop's blessing, as he stepped from the 
boat and led us along a gaily festooned pathway of this 
central mission station. 

The kava drink which is always part of a welcome cere
mony in Samoa and Fiji, has no significance in the Solo
mons. The betel-nut is the symbol of cordiality here. Large 
as a plum, and about as hard as a piece of molasses candy, 
this stimulant which very quickly purples the teeth, has a 
pretty fair "kick" when taken with a little lime and a bit of 
wild pepper. 

South of Tarlena is Chaba~ a very interesting station 
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under the direction of Father James Hennessy, D.o., a 
priest from the archdiocese of Boston. While serving as a 
curate at the Cathedral of the Holy Cross, he conceived 
the idea that the lack of priests in foreign missions might 
be remedied if a number of priests on the home front vol
unteered to give a limited number of years of service in 
mission fields. He declared his readiness ·to go with the first 
foreign missionary bishop who should visit Boston, no 
matter where his mission might be. Bishop Thomas Wade 
of the Solomon Islands was the first. So Father Hennessy, 
with the permission and blessing of His Eminence, Car
dinal O'Connell, set out to bring the glad tidings of re
demption to one of the most primitive and least known 
peoples of the world. His generosity, zeal, and efficiency 
soon endeared him to everyone. The isolation, privation 
and monotony imposed by his task were unable to disturb 
the resolution, cheer and hopefulness in Father Hennessy's 
heart. In a most methodical and business-like manner he 
developed a splendid catechetical school, and superin
tended the construction of eight fine wooden buildings to 
shelter his students and the supplies of the station. He 
planned to construct a dwelling for himself only after all 
other construction had been finished. 

A good garden was necessary to provide food for the 
school. So Father Hennessy procured a book on tropical 
planting, studied it carefully, and soon had a model farm, 
divided into acre plots with neat pathways leading to each. 
His crops were so beautiful and abundant that the Govern
ment's Minister of Agriculture used to visit him to ask 
advice. . 

Most wonderful of all his achievements was the har-
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vest of well trained catechists whom he graduated from his 
school and sent to various parts of the vicariate to assist the 
missionaries in their work. Two of them are actually con
tinuing to study with a view to becoming priests. 

[A number of them were executed during the Japanese 
occupation because they refused to discontinue their teach
ing and prayers as the invaders had commanded. 

Father Hennessy had served in the North Solomons for 
five years, as he had offered to do, and was about to 
return to Boston when Bishop Wade asked him to stay for 
a few more months until another priest arrived. Father 
readily agreed, and was temporarily in charge of the mis
sion at Lemanrnanu on Buka Island when bombs crashed 
on Pearl Harbor and the fire of war spread to the South 
Pacific. 

On March 9, 1942 nine Japanese warships arrived off 
the coast of Buka. Father Hennessy was visited and ques
tioned but not otherwise molested. Shortly afterwards he 
went north to the neighboring mission station to warn 
Father Lamarre and his assistants, giving a detailed account 
of the two-hour Japanese visit, and concluding with the 
words, "The next few days will tell. If they return soon, 
I'm finished!" 

"Why not seek safety in the mountains of Bougain
ville?" someone suggested. 

Father Hennessy's reply was typical of his courage and 
heroism. "By Bishop Wade I was placed in charge of 
Lemanmanu. There I will stay, cost what it may!" These 
heroic words were in harmony with the policy of his 
daily life. His obedience and devotion to his Bishop were 
at all times wholehearted and unhesitating. 
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Early next morning he returned to his mission to offer 
Mass for his natives, and continued to serve them with his 
usual zeal and kindness until St. Patrick's Day, 1942, when 
the Japs returned, made him captive, and took him by 
cruiser to Kavieng, a port town on the north coast of New 
Ireland. During the voyage he was tried by court-martial 
and condemned to death. The captain of the warship on 
which he was tried had been working along the Bougain
ville coast as a "boat carpenter" for some years before the 
war, and Father Hennessy had been kind to him. Probably 
this son of Nippon now remembered that kindness. At 
any rate, Father was granted a reprieve. 

During his subsequent imprisonment food was scarce 
and poor. The few extra vegetables which natives managed 
to slip past the guards were very deeply appreciated be
cause Father and his companion prisoner, a white super
intendent of native police, were obliged to work in a 
stone quarry for long hours under the blazing rays of the 
tropical sun. 

Two months had elapsed since his capture when he and 
a number of civilians were transferred to Rabaul, a town 
at the east end of the neighboring crescent-shaped island 
of New Britain. There he remained for nearly a month 
with more than a thousand other prisoners, among whom 
were three priests, Father D. McCullagh, M.S.C., an 
Australian missionary; Father Brennan, M.S.C., also an 
Australian; and Father V. S. Turner, S.J., Chaplain to the 
Australian Force at Rabaul. One of them had a Mass Kit 
so that each was able to offer Mass in turn. Frequent prayer 
and occasional talks on spiritual subjects did much to 
sustain the courage of the Catholic group. News of allied 
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victories picked up by prisoners employed to repair Jap
anese radios also helped to boost morale. 

Finally, at 6 : 00 A.M. about the twenty-second of June, 
1942, eight hundred and fifty soldiers and two hundred 
and ten civilians, including Fathers Hennessy, Brennan and 
McCullagh, were ordered to embark on the Montevideo 
Maru bound for Hainan, an island off the coast of China. 
The vessel had reached a point north of Luzon, Philippine 
Islands, when it was torpedoed by an American submarine 
with the loss of all on board. 

So died Father James Gerard Hennessy, D.D., dis
tinguished priest of the Archdiocese of Boston, heroic mis
sionary of the Solomon Islands, beloved comrade of the 
Marist Fathers. His sublime faith, ardent charity and 
dauntless courage made him the pioneer exponent and 
exemplar of a new method of recruiting priests for the 
foreign missions. He led the way. Other secular priests have 
already followed in his footsteps. Outstanding among them 
is the Rt. Rev. James H. Hannan, D.D., Ph.D. who 
recently resigned his post as National Director of the 
Australian Pontifical Aid Societies in order to devote him
self for five years to mission work in the Solomons. 

In 1946 Archbishop Cushing established the Father Jim 
Hennessy Mission Club for Men, which now has an as
tonishing total of five thousand members. Besides honoring 
the memory of the heroic priest whose name it bears, this 
unique organization spreads knowledge of the missions 
and contributes to their support. 

Three Marist Brothers, John, Augustine and Donatus, 
had come from Sydney, Australia, to take charge of Father 
Hennessy's Catechetical School at Chabai. In the month 
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of November, 1942 they too were made prisoners by the 
Japanese who put them on a small boat. No word was ever 
heard of them after that. They lost their lives in the per
formance of their heroic work.] 

After announcing that in the morning he would cele
brate Mass at half past three, and that immediately after
ward we would set out for Hanahan, the Bishop retired 
for the night to his temporary headquarters in the Brothers' 
house and we repaired to the convent, a neat two-story 
building with two small wooden structures about four 
yards away serving as kitchen and laundry respectively. 

Next morning we started off according to schedule, 
crossing beautiful but treacherous Buka passage which, 
though only three-quarters of a mile wide, is a network 
of reefs. After sailing north for some twenty hours, we 
arrived opposite a settlement on the northwest coast of 
Buka, a low island some twenty-eight miles long. Leav
ing the Rtzphael we proceeded overland to a little village 
called Hanahan. But as white folks, unaccustomed to the 
climate, do not walk here for more than an hour at a 
time, we were carried most of the way, stops being made 
now and then for a cool, refreshing drink of milk with a 
delicious tang, taken directly from a small opening in the 
still unripe cocoanut after the fibrous husk had been ripped 
off. 

It was one o'clock when we reached Hanahan, where 
Father Conley, ~he Sisters and the villagers were waiting 
to welcome us. The latter were drawn up on either side of 
a beautifully decorated path over which we made our 
way to the church, which serves more than two thousand 
baptized Christians. Indeed, Buka Island, with a total of 
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six thousand in the fold, is almost entirely Catholic. Father 
John Conley, the priest in charge, is a tall, well-built, genial 
and zealous missionary from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
Since 19z6 he has been working here with extraordinary 
success. 

The inhabitants were notified of our coming by their 
singular broadcasting system, which consists of a large 
wooden drum about seven feet long, two and a half feet 
wide, and two and a half feet high, made from a tree
trunk with crude iron instruments, sharpened and shaped 
for that purpose. Its only opening-"through which" said 
Father Conley, "all the work of hollowing is ingeniously 
done" -is a narrow slit at the top about one inch wide 
and six feet long. When beate~ with a bundle of some 
eight rods, each about a half inch in diameter, its sound, 
heard at a distance of three or four !niles, announces the 
arrival of the !nissionary, the visit of a government official, 
the outbreak of war and similar events of importance to 
all the people. 

The following morning after Holy Mass, the Bishop 
confirmed nearly three hundred persons-all of them res
cued from the slavery of taboos, ancestor worship and 
witchcraft. 

We had reached the northern tip of Bougainville on our 
return from Buka when a near tragedy occurred. High 
winds began to blow, rain fell in torrents, and angry waves 
came sweeping over the deck, forcing us into the cabin. 
We were on the open sea with nothing to protect us from 
the full fury of the storm. Most of our personnel became 
sick. Only two of us could eat the dinner which was pre
pared as well as possible under the circumstances. 
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One o'clock came, and still the storm raged fiercely, 
still the waves surged high, breaking with terrific fury 
across the forward deck, and threatening to dash us upon 
nearby reefs, whose sharp and hidden edges would quickly 
pierce the Raphael's hull and send her to her doom. All 
now depended on the motor! Could it hold out against 
such fearful odds? Would it function long enough to en
able us to reach a sheltered spot? We prayed that it would. 
But even after another hour, dark skies loomed ahead and 
there was no sign of the storm's abating. 

The boat continued to pitch and roll and at moments 
seemed about to be swallowed up by tremendous waves. 
But through it all the faithful engine was performing 
beautifully and oh! how sweet to the ear was the hum 
of its motor! Finally, when we were opposite a sheltered 
inlet, the Bishop pointed the Raphael's prow towards the 
shore, and skilfully, cautiously steered between the men
acing reefs and onward into the calmer waters of a cove 
where taut nerves could at last relax, seasick stomachs could 
recover, and grateful hearts could express their thanks to 
God and His Blessed Mother. It was then nearly six 
o'clock, so we had supper, said evening prayers and set
tled down on our deckchairs for the night. 

Next morning, as the sea was sufficiently calm, we con
tinued our journey half-way down the coast to Tunuru, a 
station about twelve miles northwest of Kieta. Bishop Wade 
had confided the task of establishing it to a young Marist 
missionary from New Zealand named Father Emmet Mc
Hardy. He could not have chosen a better man, nor one 
more deeply imbued with the genuine missionary spirit 
of cheerful sacrifice. Loving parents, ideal home and every 
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prospect of worldly success, he gave up all in order to 
bring the glad tidings of redemption to those wild people 
far off in the bush. In less than three years, fired by a zeal 
which seemed to grow in the face of obstacles, he had 
cleared away a section of the virgin forest, built a chapel, 
a school, a house for his catechist, and a rectory, thus bring
ing the blessing of the Catholic religion within the reach 
of four thousand natives. In this short time, they had 
learned to love and reverence him, and many, led by his 
cheerful preaching and example, had come to the feet of 
the Divine Master. No wonder they lamented loud and 
long on that fateful day when Bishop Wade himself came 
to announce to them that never again on this earth would 
they see the kind, smiling face of "Patere" McHardy. The 
Apostle they loved had been called to his eternal reward. 
In the rectory's humble dining room were numerous 
souvenirs of the New Zealand he had left to follow the 
Master. In the little chapel built by him, we prayed Our 
Lord to send many more such missionaries into these fields 
"white already to harvest." 

[As late as Low Sunday, 1945, Father William Weber 
who had succeeded Father McHardy at Tunuru was bap
tizing at his station, according to a record he made. But 
a short while afterwards this hard working, self-effacing 
priest, then in his early forties, was taken prisoner and 
killed by the Japanese. Native parishioners who had heard 
a commotion in the Japanese camp, suspected foul play. 
Stealing behind the Japanese lines they discovered a fresh 
grave, and in it the body of their beloved missionary. He 
had been beheaded, and his head, his mission cross and his 
glasses had been placed upon his chest. This heroic apostle 
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from Paderborn, Germany, had sealed with his blood a 
decade of service and sacrifice in the vineyard of the 
Master.] 

At Papupatuai village, on the southeastern coast of 
Bougainville, we visited a Catholic hospital which is under 
the skilled supervision of Nurses McRae and Richardson, 
two generous and self-sacrificing laywomen from Austra
lia. It is a wonderful aid to the mission cause as well as to 
the health of the fifteen thousand natives in Buin, the vast 
wooded plain which stretches over the southern section 
of Bougainville. 

"Many babies," said Father Conley, "die because they 
do not receive proper care. A mother, for instance, going 
to the plantation, takes her little one along, and places it 
on a banana leaf on the ground while she is working. 
Later, she returns perspiring and dusty, to feed the infant 
who naturally absorbs dust and perspiration as well as the 
mother's milk, so that infections of the throat frequently 
result and often prove fatal. The Catholic Hospital saves 
many young lives by providing expert care in time of ill
ness, and by te;ching mothers to observe the fundamental 
rules of hygiene." 

"The wonderful nurses," continued Father Conley, "who 
staff this hospital, have given up their homes and the 
privilege of easy living to care for these black adults and 
babies as though they were their own. As a consequence, 
they are held in deep reverence and affection by all to 
whom they administer. Convincing evidence of this is the 
touching tribute paid to Nurse McRae, when she an
nounced that she was going to Sydney on business. Na
tives came from near and far to say good-bye and kiss 
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her hand, one of them expressing the sentiments of all 
when, looking at her from his tear-dimmed eyes, he be
sought her saying: 'You Number One, you good fellow 
too much, you no can stop long in Sydney.''' 

[In 1939 Father John Conley took charge of the mis
sion on Nissan or Green Island, forty-two miles north
west of Buka, and when war spread to the South Pacific 
he remained at his post. He could have escaped from the 
Japanese had he so wished, but he wanted to stay with his 
people, to minister to their spiritual needs, and to try 
to talk the invaders into giving the natives a better deal 
than they themselves might obtain. 

While on his way to visit members of his flock in high, 
wooded Pinipil, a little island to the north, with a popula
tion of some fifteen hundred Melanesians, he was captured, 
and transported by warship to Kieta, around whose harbor 
the Japanese had built a powerful base. There, according 
to persistent reports from the natives, he was beheaded 
on December 10, 1943. His body has been discovered and 
buried. The grave is marked. 

Though gone from the Solomon Island scene to receive 
the reward of his Heavenly Father, this wonderful mis
sionary lives in the hearts of his fellow-Marists and the 
people he served so well. The inspiring story of his spirit 
of sacrifice has already kindled the fire of missionary zeal 
in the hearts of youthful ecclesiastical students. They long 
to follow his example. Father Florence Wache, of France, 
another valiant and veteran missioner who had been im
prisoned with Father Conley, is listed as having died of 
wounds on the same day, December 10, 1943.] . 

Rains had swept away the "bridges" on the South Buin 
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route, so Father Grisward, a veteran missionary whom we 
met here, advised us to continue our journey by boat. We 
started at two o'clock. But the dinghy in which we were 
being taken to the motor launch was in imminent peril 
when the natives manning it failed to notice a big wave 
which caught and twisted it around completely, very 
nearly capsizing it. Only quick and clever maneuvering 
prevented disaster. A rather brief run brought us to within 
three miles of Muguai, where we were met by the local 
missionary, Father Schank, who had engaged natives to 
carry our bags over the three hour stretch of trail to the 
tnlSSlon. 

There are practically no roads on Bougainville Island, 
so taxicab or bus service is out of the question. Even horses 
can scarcely be used, their legs are so frequently scratched 
and cut by underbrush. An attempt to use donkeys was 
made by Father Tonjes, whose mission is Sovele, on the 
west side of the island. His station is fifteen miles in
land from a little dock on the coast to which the only ap
proach is a narrow, winding, sometimes hilly, often soggy 
path, mostly through thick forest and underbrush, but 
sometimes completely exposed to the burning rays of the 
tropical sun. 

Naturally, therefore, Father was delighted one morning 
when two donkeys arrived at the dock for him. Two fine 
specimens: young, well developed and healthy. Here, at 
last, was the solution to his transportation problems! 
Henceforth he would be able to give more attention to 
other impottant matters. So he cheerfully loaded a con
signment of supplies on the animals' backs and started for 
the interior. 



Bougainville and Buka 

Progress was slow but" steady until they came to a 
bridge, which the missionary and his parishioners had re
cently constructed. There the trouble began. Perhaps 
these donkeys had never seen a bridge, and were suspicious 
of its purpose. Perhaps they didn't like the looks of this 
particular bridge. At any rate, they refused to cross it. 
The priest patted them, assured them there was nothing 
to fear, took their bridles in hand and offered to lead the 
way. But, faithful to the tradition of a long line of famous 
forebears, these little, long-eared beasts of burden stood 
their ground with unflinching determination. Nay, more 
-they turned aside, made for the river and were half-way 
across when one of them, carrying a bag of rice (Father's 
principal food for the next three months), succeeded in 
throwing it into the water. No further evidence was 
needed to convince the missionary that these little donkeys 
were of no use to him, so he set them at liberty to graze 
and roam wherever they pleased. 

Some weeks later he noticed that the holy water supply 
in his little church was beginning to disappear extraordi
narily fast. Of course his people were fervent Christians, 
but he doubted that they used such a large quantity of 
blessed water. And he was certain that it couldn't evap
orate so quickly. The real explanation came to light when 
one morning, on entering the church, he was utterly 
amazed to behold one of those impudent little donkeys 
quenching its thirst in the holy water font! 

We were just beginning a three-mile tramp to Muguai 
when this little story interrupted us. So let us get back to 
the trail. Mud and water were plentiful all along the way, 
but once wet, we didn't mind. Walking kept us from 
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catching cold. And it was just as well to look at things in 
that way, because just before we reached the station a 
tropical downpour gave us a thorough drenching. So with 
rain dripping from our bonnets, and our clothing clinging 
to our skin, we arrived in Muguai. But the Sisters at the 
station were not surprised. They are too accustomed to be
ing caught in the frequent and often sudden rains of the 
country. Soon we had on dry clothing and felt very com
fortable as we looked about the station and paid a visit 
to the Divine Master in a humble little chapel made of 
thatch. 

That evening, after an entertainment by the girls, dur
ing which we were presented with a bamboo rod full of 
smoked almonds, we sat on the veranda with the natives 
gathered about us, and talked "Pidgin" until bedtime. 
"Pidgin" is the jargon which serves as a kind of common 
language between South Sea Islanders and English speak
ing people. It is understood by practically all the men. 
They learn it while working on the plantations. Women 
who live close to a government port or station, are also 
familiar with it. 

On the following day we traveled overland for several 
hours through uncleared woodland familiarly known as the 
bush. It was unusually warm and damp, but we didn't 
mind the weather very much because the Bishop had kindly 
provided an armchair for us. Borne on the shoulders of 
four natives by means of projecting poles, it spared us the 
fatigue of walking, though it was not a very smooth
working conveyance, because each carrier shifted the bur
den from one shoulder to another, not according to any 
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system, but according to his particular measure of endur
ance. We had been traveling only a short while when rain 
fell in torrents, giving us an opportunity to use the banana 
leaf umbrellas which had been presented to us, but which 
proved to be very little protection. Towards noon we 
stopped for lunch at one of the little huts placed at inter
vals between villages for the convenience of travelers. The 
boys climbed nearby cocoanut trees to secure refreshment 
for us. 

Then'we continued our journey over a path so broken 
by yawning chasms that the luxury of our "easy" chair 
had to be dispensed with, and we were helped from boulder 
to boulder by natives until we reached the village of 
Turiboiru and were able to get a change of clothing. What 
a happy gathering sat down to table that night deep in 
the bush! Of course we were tired. So we joined the chil
dren in evening prayer at the foot of a statue of the Blessed 
Mother. They then lay down on the floor of their dormi
tory and were soon fast asleep. We returned to the con
vent to visit the Land of Dreams. The nights are cool in 
nearly every station of the North Solomons, so that after 
the burning heat of the day, one can generally count on 
good sleeping weather. 

Another day of travel brought us to Motuna on the 
southwest coast of the island where the mission station is 
in charge of Father Grisward, an ascetic looking but 
sturdy missionary from Alsace Lorraine, who for some 
thirty-five years had never left the Solomons. But he was 
planning a vacation to the outside world. What marvels he 
will see! 
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The Bishop administered confirmation in a most pic
. turesque little church made of cocoanut leaves and kuila 

poles. 
Here and everywhere in the Solomons the natives pray 

loud during the Mass, except after the Elevation, when 
they sing the 0 Salutaris. Men and boys are the first to 
approach the Communion Table, being followed by the 
women and girls. Mothers going to receive Communion, 
pass their babies to neighboring women to hold, though 
this sometimes causes lusty cries of protest. Then while 
mama makes her thanksgiving, baby sometimes takes its 
morning milk. 

Women wear a long blouse to church, but babies, as a 
rule, wear very little-a belt of beads, perhaps; sometimes 
a tiny skirt, while a cloth sling-frequently far from snow
white-holds the child on mother's back. Most impressive 
of all their public devotions is a final evening" hymn, "In 
Manus Tuas," sung in chorus by all natives, commending 
their souls to the protection of Almighty God. There 
is something very moving about it. 

"Good morning, Sisters," said a smart little girl whom 
we met on our way back from church. She had just been 
confirmed, and was very happy. 

"That is Agnes," said the Sister in charge of the school. 
"Being a twin she was about to be buried in the sand when 
we rescued her. Twins are not welcome in pagan families." 

On October 5 we got back to Kieta, to learn that the 
South Solomon bound Malaita was coming sooner than 
expected. Eleven days later, after exchanging last good
byes, I set sail with Bishop Wade, who was on his way to 
Rome and America, and Miss Richardson, head nurse of 
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his Catholic Medical Welfare Society, who was on her 
way to Australia to recruit volunteers and solicit funds 
for her very worthy work. 

[When the Japanese occupied Kieta on July I, 1941, 
Bishop Wade was visiting a neighboring mission station at 
Tunuru. So the Commanding Officer immediately sent him 
a message stating that "unless he reported at Kieta within 
twenty-four hours he would be considered an enemy of 
the Japanese Empire." Then, probably fearing that the 
Bishop might escape, he dispatched a schooner to fetch 
him. But His Excellency, like the Good Shepherd, was 
thinking of his flock. He was determined to confront the 
invader courageously and demand respect and protection 
for all his people. 

The Commanding Officer seemed to be a gentleman. 
He did keep the Bishop a prisoner in the mission rectory, 
but treated him with respect. He was an exceptional man. 
Nearly all the other Japanese officers who came into mis
sion ports in the North Solomons were cruel, heartless 
pirates who helped themselves to everything they wished 
and showed no interest at all in the missionary's welfare. 

In the middle of August a big battle was brewing in the 
South Solomons, so the Japanese in Kieta suddenly sailed 
away to the south on August 6, 1941. At the same time 
Bishop Wade left by mountain trail for the jungle, and 
there, in spots carefully chosen by loyal native guards, 
established his headquarters. For many months he went 
forth from these bases to visit his missionaries and minister 
to his people, always managing to keep one step ahead 
of the invaders. But when news reached him that the Japs 
considered all missionaries as spies who should be arrested, 
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he warned his helpers and aided them to keep hidden. He 
also arranged with Admiral Halsey to have eleven Sisters, 
three Brothers and two elderly priests evacuated by sub
marine, communicating with the Admiral by means of a 
secret short-wave radio transmitter operated by an Aus.
tralian, who later was executed by the enemy for his loyal 
service to the United Nations. 

Bishop Wade remained on the island with Fathers James 
McConville of Ireland, Albert Lebel of Brunswick, Maine, 
Henry Hebert of Biddeford, Maine, Roland Dionne of 
Van Buren, Maine, and Richard O'Sullivan of Cooktown, 
Australia. But the situation was becoming more and more 
critical and the health of the missionaries more and more 
precarious. With little food, insecure shelter and no medical 
supplies it was becoming physically impossible to move 
about with the speed required to avoid falling into the 
hands of the Japs. The valiant missioners however, con
tinued to work, and when a second submarine appeared off 
the coast with orders to pick up all within reach, they 
boarded it reluctantly. It was hard for them to leave their 
people. Taken by submarine to Guadalcanal, they were put 
aboard a boat bound for New Caledonia, where they had 
an opportunity to rest, and receive medical care. Then, the 
priests of the North Solomons became auxiliary army 
chaplains, and Bishop Wade was named Vicar Delegate 
of the American Catholic forces in the Southwest Pacific, 
representing Archbishop Spellman. But his Excellency had 
to spend seven weeks in the hospital in New Caledonia 
before he could take up any new duties. Besides suffering 
from illness for which treatment was long overdue, his 
heart had been torn by the death and capture of many of 

104 



Bougainville and Buka 

his missionaries, and the total destruction of all his mission 
establishmentS. 

In 1943 Colonel Edmund C. Sliney, Chaplain C. U.S.A. 
visited General Douglas MacArthur to request permission 
for Bishop Wade to return to his missions. He was building 
up the case of Bishop Wade, when the General suddenly 
halted him with the words: "Cease firing, Father! You 
don't have to build up the case or boost the cause of Bishop 
Wade and his noble band of helpers. He and his Marist 
confreres have built up their own cause by their services 
here for the past one hundred years. They don't have to 
ask favors. It is we who are in debt to them. You tell the 
good Bishop that I will permit him and his key men to re
turn to their poStS at once, even in the thick of the fighting. 
The remaining helpers I will allow to return to their posts, 
according to transportation facilities, and the conditions 
existing at the places to which they wish to return. 

"Father, I direct you-and this is an order-to see Bishop 
Wade yourself on your return North, and extend my 
respects, and give him this information that he may return 
at once. I want you to do this even though if delays your 
return-in which case, just radio me, and I will send word 
to Lt. General Richardson that you have been delayed on 
a special mission of mine." 

The Solomons continued to be a vital war area. But the 
Allies were growing stronger and by degrees were driving 
back the Japanese. 

Munda, on the northwest coast of New Georgia, was 
one of Nippon's principal air and naval bases in the Solo
mon Islands. Bristling with powerful defense guns, it was 
supported by war planes from auxiliary airports on Ko-
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lombangara, Russell and Isabel Islands. It was a constant 
threat to American installations, so the Americans deter
mined to put it out of commission. For that reason Rice 
Anchorage, thirteen miles to the east, was shelled by an 
American task force and troops were put ashore there. 
On July 6 at 2:00 A.M. an American task force surprised 
a Japanese fleet near Munda in Kula Gulf. Instantly an 
American salvo blew up an enemy vessel. A moment later 
the entire gulf was ablaze with the lightning from warships 
firing at each other from point blank range. When the 
battle was over the Japanese had lost twO cruisers and six 
destroyers,. while the Americans had lost but one ship, 
the famous Helena. Shortly after the sea fight a hundJ;ed 
American planes pounded Munda with tons of bombs, 
while destroyers raked it with shot and shell. Then, troops 
previously put shore at Rice Anchorage and Rendova 
Island moved toward the big objective through fields 
of mud and groves of splintered trees. Slowly but steadily 
they drove the enemy from every cave of coral and every 
pillbox of cocoanut wood that afforded shelter. After weeks 
of most severe fighting and after killing more than sixteen 
hundred Japanese soldiers the Marines captured Munda on 
August 4, 1943· 

During this fight a PT boat under the command of Lt. 
John F. Kennedy, son of the United States Ambassador to 
London, was cut in two by a Japanese destroyer just be
fore dawn on August 2, 1943. The youthful commander 
helped to save a crewman from a sea in flames from burn
ing gasoline, and then, with ten of his crew reached a tiny 
coral isle. They had escaped a torpedo explosion, a fire, 
and a sea infested with sharks, only to discover that the 
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isle on which they had sought refuge was back of the 
Japanese line. Lt. Kennedy swam repeatedly to Gizo, a 
neighboring island, in the hope of signaling to some Amer
ican ship. But none ever came close enough. Hunger and 
thirst were being keenly felt when two natives discovered 
the shipwrecked men, and summoned a rescue ship. 

On August 15, 1943, an American force made a surprise 
landing in Vella Lavella Island, captured the military base 
and most of the garrison, and in a short while had the island 
in complete control. Shocked and chagrined by the news, 
the enemy hurriedly dispatched warplanes and troops to 
the scene. But many of the planes were shot from the sky 
by American airmen, and nearly all the barges bearing re
inforcements were destroyed by American warships. Vella 
Lavella had become another U. S. airport. 

Towards the end of 1943 Bougainville was the only big 
Japanese base remaining in the Solomons. The Allies knew 
it would be a hard nut to crack, because it was defended 
by forty-five thousand Japanese troops aided by bombers 
from airfields on or close to the island, and warships in 
nearby harbors. 

Admiral William F. Halsey and General Vandergrift 
were given the task of breaking into this stronghold. They 
lost no time. War planes dropped several hundred tons of 
bombs on the Buin, Ballale and Kahili airports. Warships 
shelled the Treasury Islands, and paratroopers landed on 
the southwest coast of Choiseul. Then, Marines under Gen
eral Vandergrift, clambered into landing barges and made 
for Empress Augusta Bay on the west coast of Bougain
ville. Supported by dive bombers and naval batteries, they 
succeeded, in spite of heavy losses, in establishing a ten-
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mile beach head at Torokina. There, they speedily built 
an airdrome, from which bombers could easily neutralize 
enemy bases on Bougainville, and even strike at the great 
Japanese bastion at Rabaul. Victory at Torokina had 
brought the Allies closer to Tokyo. 

A beautiful story of brotherly love and devotion to 
the missions was revealed when Staff Sergeant Francis A. 
Hennessy arrived at this base with authorization from the 
War Department to try to find his brother, Father Hen
nessy, in Japanese-held Bougainville. And when it be
came known that his brother was held in Rabaul, the 
Sergeant pleaded for permission to rescue him there. He 
pleaded in vain because Rabaul was an almost impregnable 
fortress, and the sea lanes leading to it were bristling with 
Japanese guns. But a number of missionaries imprisoned on 
Bougainville Island were rescued by bands of natives or
ganized for that purpose. Armed only with long knives 
these daring commandos, skilled in the art of hiding and 
dodging in the jungle, noiselessly approached the enemy. 
Each commando picked his prey, and, when conveniently 
close, leaped upon him and plunged a knife into his heart. 
After thus despatching every man who stood in their way 
the natives freed the captive missionary and brought him 
back to safety behind the American lines. Eight priests 
and two nuns ,were thus rescued by commando groups, and 
when they arrived half-dead from ill treatment by their 
captors, Sergeant Hennessy did much to procute for them 
the aid necessary to restore them to health. 

In the jungle near this area lived a big chief, who, on 
seeing the destruction wrought by the Japanese, became en
raged and waged a war of his own against them. Recruit-
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ing a little army from friends in the district, he surprised, 
captured and killed many Jap patrols. He worked so 
quietly, quickly and efficiently that the villages of this area 
were completely closed to the sons of Nippon. The Aus
tralian Government bestowed a special decoration on him 
in appreciation of his achievements, and correspondents 
learning of his exploits expressed their admiration by call
ing him the "Black Brigadier." 

The buildings constructed by the Americans at Toro
kina were the only ones standing in Bougainville at the 
close of the war. Every former mission structure was a 
heap of rubble and in most cases the rubble was all but 
concealed by a luxuriant growth of tropical weeds. Even 
the treasured records of baptism and matrimony perished 
in the roaring Barnes of war. One glorious treasure, how
ever, escaped the general destruction. The faith of the 
Solomon Island converts, tried in the crucible of war, 
famine and bereavement, shone forth in such strong and 
often heroic devotion to God and His missioners that it 
astonished and inspired our boys in the armed forces. 

This is surely a consoling thought for Bishop Wade as 
he faces the tremendous task of reconstruction. At Toro
kina, in army barracks leased from the Australian Gov
ernment, he has established temporary headquarters, from 
which he and his missionaries are going forth to recom
mence the arduous work of constructing schools, churches 
and hospitals. They are brave men who trust in God and 
give all their energies to the work that is dear to His 
Sacred Heart. They must not fail. If, like our soldiers in 
the days of war, they are backed by the prayers and ma
terial support of those at home, they will not fail.] 
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ON October 20 we reached Tulagi and my visit to the 
South Solomons began. Though only two miles long and 
about half a mile wide, T ulagi Island is the capital as well 
as the commercial center of the British Solomons. Its har
bor is one of the finest in the Pacific. (That is why the 
Japanese captured it early in the war and made it a key 
naval base.) It boasts a hospital with two doctors, a central 
post office, a jail, and a collection of Chinese stores, where 
you can buy anything from a safety pin to an anchor. 
More interesting still is a little Catholic church on the sum
mit of a hill overlooking the harbor, proclaiming that 
Christ is here in this distant land, and through His mis
sionaries is bringing the light of faith to its benighted 
people. 

The Malaita's arrival seemed very much like the com
ing of Santa Claus. Little boats of various descriptions, and 
from many points of the archipelago, swarmed to her sides, 
bringing missionaries, planters, traders, and natives eager 
for their first mail in six weeks, hoping that goods ordered 
in Sydney had at last arrived, or desirous of shopping in 
the big general store aboard the liner. 

"Welcome to the South Solomons, Sister!" came a soft 
cheery voice from below. And looking in the direction 
whence it came, I saw two of our Sisters with Father 
Aubin, now Bishop of the vicariate, and Father Wall, a 
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youthful but experienced missionary from New Zealand, 
all waving a greeting from the Scout, a thirty-foot launch 
which bears the proud title, Flagship of the South Solo
mon Mission Fleet. 

I was soon in their midst, happy to be able to give them 
detailed news regarding the death of their late Bishop 
Raucaz, which occurred while I was still in Sydney. Up 
to then, a brief wireless message had been their only news 
of his passing. Meanwhile Father Wall went to the 
Tulagi hospital to get a patient who had just been dis
charged, and to the post office to pick up the mission mail. 
When he returned, we weighed anchor, circled the Malaita, 
as a farewell gesture to Bishop Wade and Miss Richard
son, and then sailed south to Guadalcanal, an island about 
ninety miles long in an east and west direction and from 
twenty-five to thirty miles wide. Its north side consists 
principally of immense plains. Its south side is marked by 
mountains which rise to a great height very close to the 
shore. 

It was seven o'clock and dark when we reached Visale 
at the northwestern tip of the island. But in the light of 
the moon and the stars it was easy to find, for it stands 
at the base of a great cone-shaped mountain, which the 
pagans once looked upon as the dwelling place of their 
protecting deity, Puraka. Blocks of coral jutting into the 
sea break the driving force of the waves and provide a 
secure harbor in which we had scarcely dropped anchor 
when, one after another, lights gleamed through the trees, 
revealing the outline of this large flourishing mission sta
tion and its looming background of mountain peaks. Soon 
the natives themselves, torches in hand, appeared on the 
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scene, shouting and screaming, in keeping with their cus
tom on such occasions, and as we stepped ashore the boys 
started a huge bonfire of cocoanut husks, which lit up the 
entire village. 

There were eighteen of our Sisters at table for supper 
-a very large gathering for the missions, and a noteworthy 
one, because of the presence of Mother Mary lrenee, a mis
sionary in this difficult outpost for more than thirty years. 
After supper girls with their hair closely cropped, appeared 
on the scene, lit a bonfire or "fire of joy" as they called it, 
in full view of the convent, and proceeded to dance around 
it, alternately singing and yelling with all their might. 

The Visale station is the headquarters of the South Solo
mon vicariate. And, remarkably enough, the present site 
was acquired because Kokobi, the most distinguished war
rior and chief of the district, persuaded its owners to sell 
it to the pioneer Catholic missionary who arrived here in 
1904, though, for some time, both Kokobi and his people 
refused to enter the leaf-roofed chapel which the mission
ary built. They feared the vengeance of their god. But 
after a while some youngsters volunteered to go near, and 
as they didn't die from the experience, other natives be
'came bold, and finally Kokobi himself entered the church, 
causing many to follow his example. With Kokobi's con
version, Puraka's influence rapidly waned, and, when in 
1910 a section of the mountain slid into the sea with a 
deafening roar, the natives claim that Puraka thus said 
good-bye and went away. The present imposing Cathedral 
of fine Australian wood is built on a foundation of cement, 
and replaces a smaller church of stone which was de
stroyed by an earthquake in 1926. 
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[In the early part of May, 1942, when the Japanese oc
cupied Tulagi, they also established a base at Lunga on the 
north side of Guadalcanal. Shortly after that they came 
to the Visale. mission station, to inspect every building, 
question every missionary, and requisition food. Later they 
confiscated the only boat at the station, and other im
portant things including the entire rice supply. The mission 
which had cost Bishop Aubin and his missionaries years of 
labor and sacrifice to build was marked for complete de
struction when the Japanese Commander erected an ob
servation post next to it and mounted guns in the vicinity. 
American aviators soon began ain1ing their bombs at it, 
and before long all the mission buildings, as well as the 
observation post were destroyed. Natives to the number 
of five hundred were taken from surrounding villages and 
forced to work on an airstrip which the Japs were con
structing at Lunga. But, warned by an Australian Navy 
radio officer that a large scale air offensive would start 
on August 3, they were all safe in the jungle when Ameri
can bombers began a four day attack on Lunga. 

At about the same time the American Fleet, under cover 
of mist, assembled between T ulagi and Lunga, and, to 
the great surprise of the enemy, opened a terrific bombard
ment of both these objectives. Then the Marines went 
ashore. On Tulagi they met with fierce opposition from 
machine-gun fire directed at them from scores of caves in 
which the Japanese had hidden, and from which they had 
to be driven with charges of TNT. Every single one of 
the six hundred enemy defenders died on that little island. 
On Gavutu and Tanambogo Island, a mile east of Tulagi, 
the story was the same. TNT had to be hurled into the 
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caves where one thousand, two hundred Japanese preferred 
death to surrender. 

The capture of Lunga on Guadalcanal was effected with
out a struggle. In fact, the Marines who went ashore found 
breakfasts lying untouched, ack-ack guns still locked, 
shoes, helmets, ammunition and trucks abandoned by the 
Nipponese in their hasty flight to the mountains. But the 
grand prize of the day was the airport which the enemy 
had been building for months. The work had been almost 
completed. Soon its mile-long runway was being used by 
Flying Fortresses and . other American fighting ships, and 
it was called Henderson Field in honor of Colonel Hen
derson, a hero of the Midway Island battle. 

Some Japanese had gone in the direction of Visale, so 
the Bishop and his missionaries had to move south toward 
Tangarare. Up to August the Japs had to a certain extent 
ignored the missionaries, but after the defeat at Lunga, 
their attitude was different. They sought to capture all of 
them. As a matter of fact thirty Japanese soldiers were sent 
to Visale for this purpose, and finding no missionaries, they 
commanded the natives to reveal their whereabouts. But 
the black men were loyal. No threats could change them. 
So Petero Kego, a young man twenty-five years of age 
was seized and commanded to lead the way. Brave and de
termined, Petero set out. At first he followed the right path, 
but after a while deliberately took a false trail, and when 
far from the objective, suddenly bolted into the forest. 
Almost as suddenly Jap guns barked. Petero fell dead. But 
his heroic sacrifice saved the missionaries from capture 
and very probably from death. "Greater love than this no 
man hath, that a man lay down his life for his friends." 
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For a while the Japanese avoided Tangarare. They 
probably thought an American force was established there. 
On September 14, however, one of their bombers was shot 
down ten miles south of it. One of its occupants had been 
killed. The two survivors asked the natives to guide them 
to the Japanese line at Visale. Though expressing readiness 
to do so the natives had no intention of carrying out such 
instructions. They got in touch with the Australian N avy 
officer and he radioed to Lunga. The American Com
mander replied that a plane would be sent to pick up the 
prisoners. But when two days had passed and no plane 
appeared, the natives decided they would no longer feed 
and guard these dangerous men, so, taking the law into 
their own hands, they killed them with tomahawks, and 
threw their bodies into a shark-infested stream. They then 
notified the Australian officer, who radioed to the American 
Commander in these terse terms: "Japs liquidated. Marine 
burial." 

As the enemy was being forced further and further 
south by American conquests, the missionaries would soon 
be unsafe in Tangarare. So they appealed through the 
Australian radio man for a ship to rescue the Sisters. Offi
cials at Henderson Field, promised that a Catalina flying 
boat would come to effect the rescue. It did not come, 
however, and the Japs were still moving closer and closer, 
when on Sunday morning, October 4, 1942, a fifteen ton 
ketch anchored at Tangarare. Soon all the missionaries, 
the radio man, a wounded American pilot, and an Austral
ian planter were aboard the rescue ship, which, under the 
protecting wings of three bombers sailed round the west 
end of Guadalcanal and arrived safely at Lunga Point. 
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There, Bishop Aubin and six native Sisters waited for 
transportation to Malaita. The other missionaries were 
transferred to a boat which, escorted by three destroyers, 
brought them to the American base in New Caledonia, far 
from the scene of actual fighting. 

General Marshall is said to have declared that the victory 
in Guadalcanal and Tulagi was a turning point in the 
war. That those two islands were prizes of the greatest 
strategic value was soon shown by the frequency and feroc
ity of Japanese efforts to regain them. Enemy air and naval 
squadrons came down from the Bougainville area with 
such persistent regularity that the Marines used to allude 
to each attacking force as the "Tokyo Express." One of 
the most memorable of these efforts took place on Novem
ber 13, 1942, and ended in the famous "Battle of Guadal
canal." 

Under cover of darkness a powerful Japanese fleet 
stealthily made its way from Bougainville down through 
the "Slot" or corridor of sea between New Georgia on 
the one side and Choiseul and Isabel on the other. The 
grand prize was Guadalcanal, and the Japanese seemed to 
be putting all their power into one grand punch in their 
effort to get it back. Two separate lines of warships fol
lowed by transports packed with reinforcements were pro
ceeding toward the objective. If they should reach it the 
Americans on Guadalcanal would be unable to cope with 
their overwhelming power. On they came, and by 2:00 

A.M. they had advanced dangerously close. But just at 
that time an American task force, considerably smaller 
than that of the Japanese, suddenly came on the scene. 
Admiral Daniel J. Callaghan, the American commander, 
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ordered his battleships to advance, single file, between the 
two lines of Japanese warships. It was like stealing into the 
jaws of an unsuspecting giant, and the Admiral's own 
flagship, the San Francisco, led the way. In this position 
his ships would be able to fire all guns at once whereas each 
enemy vessel .could deliver only one broadside at a time. 
The American armada was well inside the giant's jaws 
when a Japanese searchlight swept the sea. Instantly Ad
miral Callaghan flashed his famous command, "Take the 
big ones first! Commence firing!" 

Before the bewildered men from Nippon had recovered 
from surprise salvos from a hundred American guns had 
rocked their ships. Soon the sea was a wild and furious 
blaze of exploding cannons, bursting shells, crashing torpe
does, and burning ships. The San Francisco had sunk a 
cruiser and a destroyer and was pounding a huge battleship 
when a shell smashed her bridge, killed her commander 
and other brave men of her company. But weaving in and 
out of torn and twisted steel her survivors kept her guns 
ablaze, and brought her home safely when the fight was 
over. The destroyer, Juneau, after a marvelous exhibition 
against ships of any size that crossed her path, was limping 
home when an enemy submarine torpedoed her. Explod
ing in a tremendous burst of flame, she disappeared be
neath the waves, carrying with her many gallant men, 
including the five Sullivan brothers from Waterloo, Iowa, 
who had insisted on staying together when they enlisted. 
But the Americans had gained one of the greatest naval 
victories of the war, losing only two light cruisers and 
six destroyers, while the Japanese lost one battleship, three 
heavy cruisers, . two light cruisers, five destroyers, four 
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big cargo boats, and eight transports crowded with troops. 
Nevertheless, the "Tokyo Express" continued to come 

down from the North. By air and sea the Japanese tried 
feverishly to regain their lost prize. But the American Navy 
battled successfully all attempts to bring effective aid by 
sea, while American aircraft roared out to meet every 
type of Japanese plane which came their way. Meanwhile 
the Marines extended their lines on Guadalcanal, and six 
months after their landing at Lunga, the entire island was 
securely in their possession.] 

Rain fell in torrents as we left Visale on November 4. 
at half past eleven in the morning, sailing southeast along 
the coast of Guadalcanal to Avuavu. Evening brought no 
change in weather, so we dropped anchor opposite a tiny 
village, in which a light appeared to show we were wel
come. But after supper and prayers, we settled down in our 
chairs and slept until midnight, when the storm abated, 
and we continued our journey, reaching Avuavu at seven 
o'clock. A Jarge enthusiastic crowd of natives had as
sembled to greet us. But how would we ever get on shore 
without being ducked by the heavy surf which roared like 
thunder as it broke on the rocks and sand? A perfectly use
less worry, because our native sailors managed things so 
adroitly that we didn't get a drop of water on us. 

Everybody was talking about the new Catholic church 
in wood and cement with its sixty-foot spire-a real sky
scraper in the Solomons, and one whose fame has already 
brought a chief's son with his wives and his attendants to 
the number of thirty to learn more about the God in 
Whose honor such a magnificent temple has been built. 
Near it are a number of other mission buildings }Vith gal-
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vanized iron roofs and bamboo walls, as well as a little 
shanty of leaves which plays the beneficent role of hos
pital to the poor people of the district. When we passed 
by, a number of patients were waiting to see the Sister in 
charge. She would be with them as soon as she had fin
ished her other duties in rhe sacristy and the school. But 
even after she had attended to all the patients, Sister's 
work would not be through. There were children who 
needed dorhing, there was a dispute to settle between two 
buxom ladies, there were the meals to prepare and a few 
other chores to be done-all in an atmosphere that is some
times suffocating. For, except when the breeze comes from 
the southeast, rhe humidity here is terrific. Yes, the Sisters 
as well as the Fathers and the Brothers in the missions 
would think they were on vacation if they had an eight
hour work day. There is so much to be done, when, "the 
harvest indeed is great, but the laborers are few." They 
just keep going till sleep demands a stop. To them, every 
moment of work is a joy. It's for God and God's people 
whom they love with a heroic love. And as Saint Augus
tine once said: "Where there is love, there is no labor, or 
if there is labor, the labor is loved." You marvel at the 
things they accomplish with a pocketbook that is almost 
empty. 

Some twenty men entertained us by performing a fan
tastic dance to a weird spooky tom-tom accompaniment. 
Their faces hideously daubed with war paint, their hair 
adorned with brilliant red flowers, their half naked bodies 
glistening with cocoanut oil, their right hands grasping 
ornamented spears, they gave an exhibition of high stepping 
and pantomime, which, at first, eclipsed anything ever seen 
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in the wildest nightmare, but, suddenly became graceful 
and even beautiful. One of the troupe, perhaps richer or 
more important than his associates, wore a felt hat on his 
head and an Oxford shoe on his left foot. 

On the opposite side of the island we visited Ruavatu, 
a vast and quite populous mission district separated from 
Avuavu by high mountains. Extending for some fifty miles 
along the coast and some ten miles inland, it is covered for 
the most part with dense forest whose trees are linked 
together by twining herbs and ivy, which conspire with 
luxuriant underbrush to bar the traveler's way. To visit the 
mission outpost, it was necessary to follow narrow, wind
ing paths strewn with dead leaves and branches or even 
the trunks of trees. But the big thrill carne from wading 
through rivers in which crocodiles from nine to thirteen 
feet long are ready at any moment to dispute your progress. 
And of course the experience became still more terrifying 
when the missionaries recounted the fate of victims whom 
they had known personally. 

A seven-year-old boy, for example, whom Father Aubin 
had just baptized, went to the river one day with his 
mother. He was just about to step into the water to bathe 
when one of these thick-skinned, long-tailed monsters 
swooped up from its hiding-place, crushed his tender body 
between its giant jaws and plunged back into the river, 
leaving behind a trail of blood and a frantic, heartbroken 
mother. 

On another occasion, a woman thirty-five years old was 
standing knee deep in the river washing a kettle. She had 
just stooped over to rinse it when one of these vicious 
reptiles, which had been watching its chance, sprang from 
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the water, seized her with its powerful jaws, and dragged 
her off to its lair. 

In the afternoon a number of ladies entertained us with 
a dance. Sitting in a circle before us they went through 
a series of slow but graceful rhythmic movements, sing
ing the while in a monotonous, weird and dreary manner. 
Such dancing and singing last all night when a little girl is 
being tattooed; its purpose being to keep her awake until 
sleep overcomes her and brings relief from the pain of the 
operation. 

A girl's face or chest is tatooed according to a chosen 
design. First, the flesh is cut with the sharpened bone of 
a bat, and the blood is allowed to ooze from the wounds 
for three days. Then further treatment is given and the 
color or pigment obtained from herbs is added. A beauti
fully tattooed woman is worth a "high" price. Some have 
been known to bring even as much as three hundred 
dollars. 

[In 1942 this very difficult Ruavatu mission was under 
the care of Father Oude Engberink, a native of Holland, 
and Father Arthur Duhamel, a native of Methuen, Massa
chusetts. Sisters Mary Odilia, Mary Sylvia and Mary Ed
mee, natives of France, had charge of the school and 
the dispensary. About the middle of September, 1942, news 
came that the Japanese were not very far away, so the 
missionaries sent their people into the jungle under the 
guidance and authority of an Australian captain, while 
they themselves with a few boys remained at the station. 
The Japanese, on arriving, arrested the two priests, two of 
the Sisters and three native boys. Sister Mary Edmee being 
ill at the time was permitted to remain behind to take 
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charge of the children. Three days later the mission was 
bombed, and soon after that, another party of Nipponese 
appeared. But Sister and the children, aided by loyal 
natives, fled to the forest, and remained there until res
cued by United States Marines. 

After a long march in the scorching heat and under 
the watchful eyes of seven soldiers the prisoners reached 
the invaders' camp, where the officer in charge said, "I 
shall send one of the priests to the Americans with this 
message, 'You cannot beat the Japanese. They are power
ful. You will be wiped out. Your only chance is to get out 
of Guadalcanal as soon as possible.' The rest of you will 
remain here and will be shot if the messenger plays false 
and fails to return. But if he succeeds in intimidating the 
Americans and getting them to withdraw you will be 
proclaimed gods of peace, and we will give you every as
sistance possible." 

The missionaries refused to comply with the command. 
They declared that being messengers of the Prince of Peace 
they could not undertake such a mission. Therefore they 
were deprived of food for a week, and subjected to other 
ill-treatment in an effort to shake their constancy. They 
remained firm. Their bodies were bound and broken, but 
their spirits were unconquerable. 

Japanese vengeance was swift and cruel. The mission
aries were bayoneted through the throat, and their bodies 
thrown on the floor of the miserable hut which had been 
their prison. Natives who discovered them left them where 
they lay, and reverently covered them with earth. 

The United States Marines heard of the courage and 
sacrifice of the Marist priests and sisters. Busa, a native 
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chief, had shown their burial place to Major General J. 
Lawton Collins, who immediately authorized the Division 
Chaplain, Father T. P. Finnegan, to restore as much as 
possible of the mission houses, and bury the bodies of the 
priests and sisters before the little church of God where 
they had served so well. 

With a small detail: Sergeant Charles Stanizewski of 
Philadelphia, Pa.; Corporal Theodore Steffes of Taylors
ville, Illinois, and Corporal Richard Roberts of Green
burg, Pa.; Father Finnegan proceeded by Navy light 
tanker to the Ruavatu mission. The Japanese had destroyed 
everything they could not use. The chapel particularly was 
in a sad state. The building was intact, but torn vestments, 
broken statues, and vessels -for the sacred oils were scat
tered over the floor. 

Silently the natives watched as order was restored, and 
on learning that Father would offer Mass on the following 
morning they disappeared. The weird native drum boomed 
a signal which re-echoed in the distance, spreading the 
news from village to village. 

Next morning as Father Finnegan and his aides were 
making their way back to the church they encountered 
many natives along the way. At one point, two men led 
them to a tiny thatched chapel deep in the jungle where 
the tabernacle had been hidden to preserve it from the 
enemy. 

"On my return to the mission," declared Father Finne
gan, "I beheld a thrilling scene. The compound was filled 
with natives: men, women and children, young and old. 
Some had travelled twenty miles. The native drum had told 
its story. The priest had finally come to the mission. There 
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would be Holy Mass again. Another moving scene! At the 
church door the older men greeted me and gave me the 
chalices, ciboria and ostensoria, which they knew to be so 
precious. They had hidden them in the jungle when they 
saw their priests captured and the church desecrated by 
enemy hands. 

"At their request I heard confessions ... eighty-three 
of them, and never have I heard better trained, more devout 
and sincere penitents. How hard these martyred priests 
and sisters had worked! But greater surprises were in 
store for me .... Not only the altar boys but all the 
congregation answered the prayers at the foot of the altar 
... not in a haphazard fashion, but perfectly, and never 
missing a syllable. . . . The final act of the morning was 
the baptism of a six-months old native lad. 

"Never have I seen greater faith, never greater love and 
devotion than among these natives. Their church was not 
a place to hurry or to hurry from. Their faith had no 
weird superstitions; it was as clear to them and as well 
understood as it was to Paul and Thomas. Their faith was 
their life, and its practice the thing dearest to their hearts. 
It proved to me and to my Catholic soldiers who witnessed 
it the worth of the missions. 

"After Mass we marched five miles up the beach to 
the place where our dead were buried. We wrapped them 
carefully, and on improvised stretchers carried them back. 
It was such a long hike that the sun was setting when we 
still had a mile to go. So we rested there for the night. 
Some few Japs still prowled around, and men on the beach 
would make a good silhouette. The next morning saw us 
on the way again. The graves had already been dug in 
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front of the church: two on the Gospel side for the priests, 
and two on the Epistle side for the sisters. 

"We placed their wrapped bodies before the altar, and 
I said the funeral Mass for them. These natives had loved 
them much. The eyes of all were misty as we covered 
them." 

Another glorious page had been added to the history 
of the Solomon Island Missions.] 

On November 13 we sailed northeast with Father Aubin 
for Malaita, one of the largest islands in the Solomon group, 
one of the most populous and for many years one of the 
most dreaded. 

On two occasions the Malaita men attacked Mendaiia 
and his crew, who had to use their arquebuses to save them
selves from murder. Indeed, the discoverer related that in 
his time the men of this island were the terror of their 
neighbors and in the southern section, murder and war 
were commonplace. Headhunters went about their ghastly 
business with the ferocity of wild men, one man's murder 
being the pretext for another man's revenge. 

Women here and in other Solomon islands got very 
little consideration before the coming of the missionaries. 
A wife was often obtained at auction by the highest bidder, 
and she became her husband's slave, doing all the heavy 
work while her mate went fulling or did absolutely 
nothing. 

When a Malaita woman was about to give birth to a 
child, she had to go into the depth of the forest and re
main there. If the parents wanted the baby, it lived. If 
not, it was killed or sold. When the husband died, his 
wife was not infrequently strangled and cremated. Why, 
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even today, in the newly established station of Takwa on 
the north coast of the island, Sister Mary Francis says there 
is a small enclosure set apart as a place of confinement for 
women. "A mother," says Sister, "must stay there for a 
month after childbirth before entering the village." It is 
not in this enclosure that the child is born, but among the 
trees and shrubs near the seashore with only mosquitoes, 
sand flies and crabs in attendance. The mother then wraps 
herself and her baby in a mat and makes her way to the 
miserable confinement quarters we have described. "Yet," 
said Sister, "a Talro;a mother rarely experiences any trouble 
at birth. But there are often after effects, and lockjaw is not 
an uncommon one." 

Little by little, knowledge of the Gospel is freeing these 
people from the bondage of slavery and superstition. 
Today the native woman knows that the Missionary Sister 
is there to help her in time of trouble and give medicine 
to her sick babies. Here, as in Bougainville, twins are not 
welcome, but mothers know that the gentle, white-robed 
ladies who work amongst them so quietly yet effectively 
are always eager to receive and care for the baby they 
would discard. 

An eight-hour sail brought us to Langa Langa village on 
Malaita's western shore. At this particular place there is a 
break in the chain of mountains which rise gradually from 
the coast and sometimes reach the height of 4>000 feet. 
The only wharf was an old tree trunk. 

The village church, built of wood, was much too small 
to accommodate the parishioners who flocked to it for Mass. 
The rectory, made of sac-sac leaves, didn't seem any too 
solid. Near the shore was the Sisters' convent surrounded 
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by a wire fence to keep out the numerous goats that rove 
in the vicinity. 

Talk about spooky souvenirs. How would you like to 
receive a box of human skulls for a present? Such was the 
gruesome experience of the pastor at Langa Langa, who 
told us that the kind donor had worshipped them up to 
the time of his conversion. 

But for sheer novelty, three little islets we visited in 
the lagoon close to Langa Langa were truly remarkable. 
We had scarcely set foot on shore when the children, who, 
like their elders, wore no clothes at all, surrounded us and 
shook hands eagerly, mothers coming forward with their 
babies to extend a cordial greeting. 

The villages, with one section reserved for men, another 
for women, were swarming with human beings who had 
rarely seen a missionary because the "laborers are few." 
And what a maze of strange little streets-each about three 
feet wide- some leading into other streets, some into huts, 
and some into dead ends! In many cases the islets have been 
enlarged artificially by an encircling wall of coral in
tersected here and there by narrow channels, through 
which native outrigger canoes move with the utmost 
safety. In the Langa Langa lagoon, which is about ten 
miles long, there are seven or eight of these inhabited 
islets with a total population of nearly one thousand. 
When a chapel was built on the mainland in 1914, some 
children of the islands timidly ventured forth to see 
what it was like. It didn't seem so nice as their low, 
smoky huts where men, women, children and pigs live 
together. Little by little, however, they became accus-
tomed to it. . 
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Further south on the west coast we visited Rohinari 
village, at the north end of another lagoon. 

When the Marists first arrived here in 1912, the chief 
who sold them a plot of ground and constituted himself 
their protector, was a notorious killer with a hundred and 
fifty victims to his credit. It was he, who, one morning, 
stalked into church, unconcernedly walked up to the little 
altar where Father was saying Mass, and took one of the 
burning candles to light his pipe. 

There is a very interesting story about a baby girl who 
was one of the first parishioners of this mission station. 
Her mother had been murdered when the child was but 
ten days old, and, her father, unwilling to care for her, 
gave her to a little girl for a doll. But, unlike ordinary 
dolls, this one cried when it waS' hungry, cried when it was 
sleepy, and cried because of the amateur care it was re
ceiving. So the little "mother" offered it to the missionary. 

Father was happy to rescue it. But how was he to care 
for it? True, there was a she-goat on the mission property. 
But where could he get a nursing bottle? Possibly, at this 
point, the good priest recalled the famous legend which 
relates that Romulus and Remus were saved and suckled 
by a she-wolf. At any rate, he solved the feeding problem 
by tying the goat's legs and placing it on the ground at 
a convenient angle from the baby, who, taking in the 
situation at a glance, immediately helped herself to a meal 
in the Romulus, Remus way and, thus nourished, was kept 
alive until she could be confided to the Sisters. 

Alas! Alas! Time goes all too fast. We had just become 
well acquainted with Rohinari, when news arrived that 
the Malaita was due in Tulagi within a few days. So with 
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Father Aubin, Father Graton and the Regional Superior 
of the Sisters, I boarded the Scout, and set out for the 
capital. The weather was rather heavy, but the sea was ex
tremely calm, so that our trip was quite uneventful except 
for a tragic story which Father Graton related. 

One of his parishioners named Dominico, accompanied 
by his two children, a boy six years of age and a girl of 
eight, was gliding down the river in his little canoe. Sud
denly, to his horror, he beheld an immense crocodile sleep
ing close by. Even when asleep, a crocodile is ugly and 
terrifying to behold. With all his strength Dominico strove 
to make the opposite shore as quickly as possible. But the 
noise of the oars splashing in the water awakened the 
ugly monster. Quickly it dragged its huge body to the 
river's edge, plunged below the surface, and emerged a 
few moments later by the side of the little canoe, which is 
easily 'overturned, leaving the unfortunate occupants at 
its mercy. 

Snapping at Dominico first, it caught him between its 
enormous jaws and cut him in two, swallowing one half of 
his body, and leaving the rest to float in the crimsoned 
water. Then, it made for the children, who were swimming 
desperately for the shore. Their chance to escape seemed 
small indeed, but they managed to reach the bank just as 
the death-dealing reptile was about to strike. 

Sobbing and nearly breathless, they arrived home with 
the tragic news. Soon a party of men, armed with clubs and 
spears, set out to capture the terrifying menace to life 
and navigation. But only after a considerable struggle, did 
they succeed in cornering and killing it. And on cutting 
it open, they found half of Dominico's body almost as it 
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had been swallowed, except that it had turned white. This 
half, they buried near the site of its recovery. The other 
half was interred up the river, where it was washed ashore. 

On November 30 we reached Tulagi, where I bade fare
well to Fathers Aubin, Wall and Graton, and the dear 
Sisters who stood on the shore waving until the Sydney
bound Malaita bore me out of sight, and my South Solo
mon visit became a cherished memory. 
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8. Convicts, Converts, Cyclones 

MORE thrills and adventure lay ahead when, in the be
ginning of January, 1935, I again sailed from Sydney, this 
time aboard a little freight and passenger steamer called 
the Laperouse, bound for New Caledonia, a cigar-shaped 
island about half-way between Sydney and Fiji. So long 
that it would easily cover the distance between New York 
and Boston, this "Great Island" as it is sometimes called, 
has an average width of about twenty-three rillles. 

[In their thrust southward during the Pacific war, the 
Japanese were heading for New Caledonia, and were 
getting perilously close to it. Two thousand French and 
native troops inadequately armed, and four hundred Aus
tralian soldiers constituted the island's only army of de
fense. But on March 12, 1942, the first convoy of American 
troops and supplies arrived in Noumea Harbor. The joy 
of the New Caledonians was unbounded. Great crowds 
came to the docks to welcome and cheer the Americans. 
Thousands upon thousands of troops kept marching ashore 
day and night. Thousands of tons of war supplies also 
arrived. All fear of Japanese invasion vanished overnight, 
and New Caledonia began to experience an era of pros
perity which lasted until the end of the war. Farmers, 
storekeepers, and bankers were swamped with business. No 
wonder the entire population viewed with regret the de
parture of the American forces after the armistice.] 
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Rain fell in torrents during most of our four-day jour
ney from Sydney, but things never became monotonous, 
because a large group of French Boy Scouts kept the decks 
ringing with lively songs, merry shouts and peals of hearty 
laughter. Animate coolies did all the inside work, while 
barefooted natives in sailor suits swabbed the decks and 
smiled graciously on recognizing our religious habits. 

When we finally saw the "Great Island" in the distance, 
its purple mountain peaks stood out beautifully against 
the deep blue background of a cloudless sky-a magnificent, 
chaotic confusion of mou~tains, some rising more than 
5,000 feet from enormous buttresses spreading out in all 
directions, others fantastically shaped and positively inac
cessible, some with pointed peaks streaked with red, others 
with bare, scarred and ugly domes, some pierced here and 
there with magnificent natural grottos, others ending 
abruptly near the shore in bare-sided cliffs rising sheer 
from the sea to a height of six hundred feet. 

One wonders how such an immense island could have 
remained unknown to the civilized world till 1774 when 
the celebrated Captain Cook came upon it and gave it its 
present name because its mountains reminded him of those 
in Caledonia (Scotland). As a matter of fact, New Cale
donia was still unoccupied by any great power when, in 
1843, five Marist missionaries arrived with the glad tidings 
of the Gospel. They were met by naked, tall, dark brown, 
frizzy-haired, flat-nosed natives who stared in amazement 
at the white skin and peculiar clothing of their visitors, 
and stealthily touched their faces, arms and legs to make 
sure they were real men and not beings from another 
world. A few even smacked their lips, as people often do 
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on beholding something good to eat. They acted hospi
tably at first, but soon the missionaries discovered that 
many were cunning thieves who frequently took with the 
aid of a spear things they could not reach with their hands. 
And then "society news" of a most startling nature bega 
to arrive at the mission station. The chief of Hienghene 
Village, for example, entertained a party of friends at a 
banquet for which four Kanakas (natives) were broiled, 
while the chief of Pouebo Village cooked a fourteen-year
old boy to provide dinner for a visiting celebrity. And 
sometimes, choice morsels of human flesh were offered to 
the missionaries themselves. 

But they, undaunted by this sad state of affairs, and 
confident in the power of prayer, threw themselves heart 
and soul into the tremendous task before them and, at 
the cost of indefatigable patience, privation, suffering and 
even blood, succeeded in bringing the glad tidings of re
demption to all the widely separated villages of the colony, 
so that today one-half of the native population is Catholic. 

In 1853, France took possession of the country, and in 
1864, turned it into another Devil's Island by using it as 
a convict station. A fine thing for France, which thus got 
rid of her undesirable citizens, but a bad thing for New 
Caledonia, since notwithstanding the fact that the climate 
is beautiful and the country presents many other attractive 
features to colonists, very few would care to seek their 
fortune or live their life in a land notorious as a prison. 
But beginning with 1893, when the island ceased to be a 
place of exile for incorrigible criminals, its unsavory repu
tation as a penal colony was gradually overshadowed by 
its fame as one of the richest nickel and chrome centers 
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in the world, and with the present extraordinary demand 
for airplanes and the consequent increase in orders for 
chrome, New Caledonia has risen to a position of great 
lmportance. 

Chrome and nickel, however, are not its only natural 
riches. It has many fertile valleys where fruit, vegetables, 
coffee and even cotton, are grown with excellent results. 
Many a beautiful garden we saw, as we passed through the 
villages on the eastern coast. And oftentimes, in their midst, 
making selections for the dinner menu, was a pretty French 
housewife, her hair as neat and carefully groomed as 
though she-had stepped out of a Paris beauty shop, her COt
ton dress not the latest style, to be sure, but in the finest 
taste, her dainty feet bare of stylish stockings or even less 
stylish sabots, and probably wet with dew as she wended 
her queenly way among the simple riches of her garden. 

Close to the entrance of Noumea Harbor, on the south
west side of the "Great Island," we passed by the tiny islet 
of Nou, now famous as a base for Pan American Airways' 
clippers in their bi-weekly flights between San Francisco 
and Auckland. It was nearly noon when we docked in 
Noumea itself, the capital and principal town of the colony, 
where hundreds of neat one-story wooden houses nestle 
among the tropical trees, shrubs and brilliant flower gar
dens of the town, while the imposing Catholic cathedral, 
with two towers, stands out as if to proclaim the prevailing 
influence of Christ. 

Most of the town's 12,000 inhabitants are French. But 
as I made my way through the well-kept streets with 
the veteran Mother Mary de Chantal, Regional Superior 
of our Sisters, who kindly welcomed and guided me, I saw 
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many of the Javanese, Japanese and Tonkinese who have 
been brought here to work in private homes, mines, coffee 
fields, etc., because Kanakas do not like . hard work. Con
tent with the property guaranteed them by the govern
ment, the Kanakas live in their beehive-shaped homes of 
thatch as members of independent tribes under the author
ity of a chief; and the consequence is that, like the Amer
ican Indians, they now play only a very insignificant part 
in the country they once controlled. Indeed, European 
homes, clothing and machines are so much in evidence 
that one sometimes forgets this is a South Sea Island. Na
tive men, as a rule, wear a jersey and short trousers, while 
native women wear a jacket and a kind of plaited skirt. 
Some natives living near town wear a complete European 
outfit, although they seem to be ill at ease in it. 

In Noumea, the work of the missionary is not much dif
ferent from that of a parish priest in Europe or America. 
But in the other towns on the island, the church is gen
erally the mission center from which priests and sisters 
travel far on horseback over narrow winding trails to out
posts in the forest, in the mountains, or along the seashore, 
to care for souls already converted and rescue others from 
their enslavement to pagan taboos, sorcerers and ancestor 
worship. There is an abundance of mission work to be 
done here. The field is white for the harvest, but the mis
sionaries are so few, and the task to be done so tremendous, 
that the situation reminds us of two Kanaka boys, who 
went fishing in their little canoe, not with rod and line, but 
the interesting way-with spears. 

They had been drifting about sometime and had had 
some success, when suddenly they were startled by a big 
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shark, nearly ten feet long, very close to their boat. What 
was to be done? To let such a prize escape was unthink
able; moreover, if he were not captured or disabled he 
might sink their little craft. 

Splash, went a spear! It missed! Splash, went another! 
It pierced the belly of the shark. Quick as a flash, one of the 
boys now dived into the water, seized the monster's tail 
with his strong young arms, and at the same time buried 
his teeth in it. The giant fish struggled fiercely, but the 
daring boys fought with equal determination and suc
ceeded in tying its tail to the boat. Victory, however, was 
still a long way off, for the shark now made for the open 
ocean with the speed of a high-power motor boat, carry
ing his would-be captors off with him. Things were begin
ning to look pretty bad when a devoted father, who had 
been anxiously watching the struggle from the shore, now 
put to sea with a party of friends to save his son. Nor was 
he a minute too soon. The huge fish, aided by a steadily 
rising tide, was already far out to sea when the rescue 
party caught it, killed it and brought it home in triumph. 

In an auto kindly provided by the Bishop of the vicariate, 
four Sisters were waiting to take us to the St. Louis mis
sion compound, a ten-minute ride away, over a beautiful 
winding dirt road, on which we met dozens of New Cale
donians going to market to sell the products of their 
gardens, in Noumea. The fact that many are in the farming 
business is helpful to the consumer. Competition keeps 
prices low, while the money made encourages farmers to 
be industrious because it enables them to buy European 
bread, canned meats, and even certain little luxuries. 

Delightfully situated on a high plateau, surrounded by 
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mountains, this mission is a bower of loveliness, a paradise 
of colors, with gardens everywhere, some clinging to the 
mountain sides, some reaching far into the valley. Every 
available piece of ground has been cultivated. Sugar cane, 
manioc, cocoanut trees and banana trees have replaced the 
bush and the niaouli. Big boys of the mission school were 
busy in the gardens. Some were planting, some pulling out 
weeds, some digging trenches to bring water into the 
garden, some hitching oxen to a cart to gather in the 
harvest. Even little lads were doing what they could to 
help, though it must have required great effort on their 
part to pass among the banana trees without taking any 
fruit. A banana tree is as tempting to a Kanaka child as 
a pound of lollipops is to a little American. The girls 
also were busy, but their favorite work is the Monday 
wash. It gives them a chance to talk. 

Sisters from stations throughout the colony were as
sembling for the annual retreat, making a very picturesque 
and touching scene as they arrived in vehicles of different 
kinds and quality, each automobile, carriage or wagon 
bringing a new group, and each new group bringing the 
news of another mission. Retreat week is, in a way, the big 
week of the year. Pioneers have an opportunity to chat with 
companions of early days, while younger Sisters meet 
companions of the novitiate years, and all have occasion to 
realize: "How good and pleasant it is to dwell together 
as brethren!" 

During the few free days before and after the retreat, 
Sisters who live far from a town profit by the brief so
journ here to make all necessary calls on the physician and 
the dentist, and to buy any needed clothing, hardware, 
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etc., before returning for another year to their isolated sta
tions to work patiently and valiantly as they have since 
1848, when Mother Mary de la Croix arrived here from 
France with two other Sisters, to help the priests by in
structing the women and children and caring for the sick. 
At first the Fathers entertained doubts that gentle ladies 
like them could put up with the rough life of this savage 
land. But when they saw the Sisters readily accept life in 
a convent which looked more like a cage because it was 
made of the branches of little niaouli trees-when they saw 
the Sisters fording rivers and climbing mountains on horse
back, nonchalantly traveling from place to place along 
the shore in rough and frail canoes-when they saw them 
content to eat what the native eats-their doubts vanished, 
and they longed to see more and more of these holy women 
available, for the tremendous tasks of the mission. 

It was said that Mother Mary de la Croix even gained 
weight in spite of her very active and mortified life. In 
a very short time she learned the native language, and was 
able to understand the villagers when one day some of them 
were comparing the value of the three Sisters from a gastro
nomical standpoint. One old Kanaka, smacking his lips, 
said: "Mamma de la Croix, ah! what a wonderful meal 
the calves of her legs would make, if they were roasted and 
eaten with nice fresh taros!" 

After the retreat, with Sister Mary Dorothy of the 
Noumea mission, I joined a large group of Sisters-native 
and white-on board the coastwise steamer, Loyalty, which 
was bound for ports on the eastern shore of New Cale
donia and those of its three little dependent islands: Mare, 
Lifou and Uvea. 
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For several days we had the boat to ourselves, so that 
after supper, all of us took recreation together on the 
main deck. And when the moon lit up the hills, the sea, 
and our steamer with its soft and silvery light, we would 
kneel on the deck to say the rosary and evening prayers. 

At each port of call, Sister Dorothy and I went ashore 
with the Sisters whose destination it was, and remained 
with them for a day or more until the Loyalty's siren an
nounced it was time to sail away. In this fashion we were 
able to visit a good number of the mission stations. And 
of these, Uvea, Huailu and Balade stand out most vividly 
In my memory. 

It was about five o'clock in the evening when we reached 
Uvea, a little island with something of the shape of a 
dumbbell: two big ends, north and south, and a very nar
row middle. Of its two thousand inhabitants, about one 
thousand are Catholics. Its white population consists of a 
policeman, four merchants, three of whom are married, one 
nurse, three priests and five Sisters. In the course of a year, 
mail comes to the island about twenty times: ten times 
regularly and about ten times irregularly. 

The Sisters quickly cleared away the dust which had 
accumulated in their small but comfortable wooden con
vent during their absence, and within an hour we were en
joying a tasty Uvean supper of baked taros, boiled bananas 
and delicious home-grown coffee. All the riches of the 
culinary department were pressed into service, including a 
pitcher which seemed to be of historical importance be
cause our host told us it was the first ever brought to the 
island. 

Refreshed by a good night'S sleep on mats spread on the 
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floor, entertained by a motor launch trip around the island 
and a dance performed by the school girls, and enriched 
by a magnificent collection of rare and beautiful shells, 
we returned to the Loyalty to find that her passenger list 
had been lengthened by a large number of Uveans whose 
only dress was a simple loin-covering of leaves, with neck
laces and armlets of the same material. They were happy
go-lucky people who loved to sing, to such an extent that 
they generally began their vocal gymnastics about three 
o'clock in the morning, though, even at that early hour, 
they encountered considerable competition from seventeen 
big healthy pigs which had also joined the passenger list 
at Uvea, and which, to judge by their agonizing grunts, 
were suffering a most severe attack of mal de mer. 

The Huailu district, about midway along the eastern 
coast of the "Great Island," had been swept by a terrific 
cyclone about two years before our arrival. Ruin and 
wreckage were left in its wake. A lovely church had been 
completely demolished, four little auxiliary chapels in out
lying villages had been utterly destroyed, a little leper 
settlement which was just beginning to prove itself a bene
diction to the community, had been erased in two short 
hours. Only the foundation posts remained. Uprooted 
cocoanut trees still lying in fantastic positions, were mute, 
sad evidences of the terrible disaster. Even the trees still 
standing were bending low, like conquered banners, ac
knowledging the power of the invader. 

No wonder the Loyalty had brought sixty tons of ce
ment to Huailu. More than that would be needed to re
bnild what had been destroyed. Father Busson, valiant 
veteran in charge of the station, and the Sisters greeted us 
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most cordially. But surely their eyes must have dimmed 
with tears when they first beheld their work and that of 
their predecessors reduced to ruins. They were not dis
couraged, however. This had not been their first setback. 
They figured it might not be their last in this cyclone 
region. So, as usual, they were simply exerting every ounce 
of energy to provide for their ever-increasing flock. As a 
matter of fact, the Huailu mission has grown in the midst 
of reverses. When the missionaries first came here in 1859 
and offered hatchets, tobacco and matches to the natives, 
these latter retired to consider what they should do. 

"Soon you'll be wearing skirts just like those priests," 
said a prejudiced white settler, "if you become Catholics." 

That was enough. The savages refused the gifts and 
refused to converse further with the black-robes. Under 
one French Governor, for a Huailuan to become a Catholic 
was regarded as a crime so grave that the culprit was con
demned to hard labor. 

But these bitter opponents of our holy religion have 
passed on. Today there are hundreds of Catholics in 
Huailu. And this fact is notable, not only because of the 
hard road that Catholicism has had to travel, but also be
cause there are Kanakas still alive who have eaten human 
meat. Indeed, during a revolt as recent as 1917, a Tahitian 
was mortally wounded. He was so fat and appetizing that 
two Huailuans, his companions in battle, couldn't resist the 
temptation to eat one of his legs. 

Father Busson who, although seventy years old, still 
travels on horseback to visit the surrounding tribes, said 
that for years, under pressure of the administration, the 
natives have been constructing nice homes for themselves, 
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wearing European clothes, and cultivating com, coffee and 
vanilla like the colonists. But the old heart of the native is 
still there. He changes only slowly. The whites would 
like to have him change completely, but they forget that 
he has a background of a thousand years of savagery. "Re
ligion," said Father, "has been the most effective means of 
reforming them. They were glad to discard the lizards, 
pebbles, herbs, which were their protecting devils, and to 
erithrone in their humble huts the image of the Sacred 
Heart which spoke of love." 

One of the most remarkable converts in this district was 
a boy named Azi, who first came to the notice of the mis
sion about forty years ago. The story is one of such com
pelling interest that it deserves repetition here. Father OI
lier, a zealous and good-natured missionary in charge here 
at the time, was returning on horseback from an outlying 
village, when he was suddenly greeted by a chorus of 
voices. It was the joyful welcome of children who were 
swimming in the little river that runs by the mission and 
empties into the Bay of Huailu. Soon these happy young
sters, all about eight years old, whose only covering was a 
miraculous medal about their necks, came running toward 
the priest. 

"Father, Father," they shouted, as some of them, water 
still dripping from their brown bodies, grabbed the genial 
missionary's arms, and others climbed on his gentle horse, 
or swung back and forth on the animal's tail. 

"Where do you come from?" said Father, addressing 
his words to a little fair-complexioned boy who had no 
medal. 

"Me from village in mountains. Me no Catholic, but 
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me want medal like other boys," was the simple, eager 
reply. 

Father explained that generally, such medals were given 
only to children attending the mission school. But all ex
planations were lost on Azi, as the lad called himself, so the 
priest finally gave him a medal. Beaming with pleasure, 
Azi returned to his home in the mountains, proud of his 
new possession, and naturally, anxious to show it to his 
chums. But the people of his village, including his uncle, 
who was his guardian, were unfriendly to the Catholic re
ligion; so, when they saw Azi wearing the medal, his uncle 
scolded him severely, and the village teacher beat him so 
unmercifully that he fled to the mission for protection. 
Dragged back to his mountain home, he received another 
unmerciful beating for saying he wished to be a Catholic. 
Again he fled, this time to the home of a relative who lived 
near the mission. 

Though still forbidden to attend the Catholic school, he 
was allowed to play with its boys, and was with them one 
day, when an old Kanaka suddenly came to the play
ground. This visitor was an evil-looking man with a shabby 
strip of calico fastened about his loms, a dirty rag on his 
head, and a string tied about his unkempt beard. Walking 
directly to Azi, he gave him a basketful of taros, bananas, 
and oth~r fruits, saying as he did so: "Here, Azi, this is a 
token of my friendship." 

With boyish enthusiasm and confidence, Azi eagerly 
accepted the gift, and, being very generous, shared the 
"good things" with his companions. Alas, that very night, 
all the children became deathly sick, and only prompt 
action of the part of the missionary prevented the fatal 
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poisoning of all. The old Kanaka, who was really an arch
sorcerer, had hidden his murderous design under the cloak 
of friendship. 

Azi was still sick when he returned home. His uncle 
was away, but the famous teacher and the sorcerer, amazed 
to see him alive, quickly cornered him and inquired how 
he had "enjoyed" the basket of good things. 

"Ah!" said the sorcerer, with carefully concealed malice, 
"I see you are still sick, but I will cure you. Wait here a 
minute." He returned chewing what he called magic leaves, 
and spat this disgusting mixture of saliva and leaves, on 
the forehead, the chest and the abdomen of our little hero. 
But on unfastening the boy's loin cloth belt, this veteran 
trickster threw up his hands in amazement and exclaimed 
to the teacher near by: "Look! a miracle! A Christian 
miracle!" 

It was no miracle at all. Azi had concealed a medal of 
the Blessed Virgin under his belt, and after many hours 
the impression of the medal had been clearly impressed 
on his skin. 

"You're lost!" said the teacher to his fiendish companion. 
"You're lost! Others will hear of this and your work will 
be discredited." 

"Nobody will hear of it, because we'll get rid of it," 
said the flustered sorcerer, who once more disappeared into 
the woods and returned with a "magic" mixture. This he 
rubbed on the image. But instead of effacing it, the fric
tion only made it more bright and visible. 

"I told you," said the teacher, "you're lost." 
"No, I'm not! I have a remedy for it," said the now 

panicky old man with visions of defeat dancing in his head. 
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"I have the remedy." And so saying, he fetched a burn
ing brand from his hut and applied it to the boy's body. 
Azi, writhing in agony, fell in a faint at the monster's feet. 

"I told you," said the teacher, "you are lost. Everybody 
will desert you now." 

"Don't worry about me," replied the sorcerer, a mali
cious smile upon his lips. "I'll poison the little rascal, and 
then, everybody will say it was a punishment for his be
coming a Catholic." 

The poisoned potion was soon prepared, and when the 
little lad opened his eyes, the murderous hand of his tor
mentor offered it to him to quench his thirst. But just then, 
hurried footsteps in the brush nearby, warned the sorcerer 
and his accomplice that perhaps the boy's uncle was ap
proaching, so they took to their heels. 

It was the uncle. He had just returned from the planta
tion and he was very hot and thirsty. "Here," said Azi, 
offering the drink which he was too weak to lift to his 
own lips. His uncle took the "refreshing" drink and was 
dead within a half-hour. 

Crowds gathered. An investigation followed. The sor
cerer and his friend were convicted of murder and con
demned to five years of imprisonment. Azi was put with 
a family in Noumea, where he did not forget the mission 
and did not abandon his hope of some day becoming a 
Catholic. That great opportunity came one sunny morning 
while he was playing near the Noumea dock. His employ
er's son, a lad about Azi's age, fell into the harbor just 
as an ocean steamer was moving up to its berth. Without 
any thought of his own safety, Azi dove into the bay 
like a streak of lightning, worked feverishly in the water to 
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get his playmate, by almost superhuman effort pulled him 
ashore, and then collapsed in the arms of breathless on
lookers. 

That marked the turn of the tide in Azi's life. His grate
ful employer rewarded him in many ways. He adopt~d 
him, he gave him a beautiful gold watch as a souvenir 
of his heroism, and he gave him what he knew would 
most deeply touch the heart of this devoted, unselfish, 
courageous boy-a miraculous medal made of the purest 
gold. 

Some years later, Father was surprised to receive the 
visit of a handsome young Kanaka, dressed in European 
clothes, and looking most prosperous. Yes, it was Azi, 
whose heroism in boyhood, and success in manhood, had 
won the hearts of all his fellow villagers. They had sent 
him to say they all wished to wear medals and to be 
Catholics. And ,thus was his native village brought to the 
arms of the Heavenly Mother he so fondly and persever
ingly loved. 

On the twentieth, at halt past six in the morning we 
sailed northwest to Balade, where Father Rivoire, the 
Sisters and the children of the mission bade us welcome. 
"Tread reverendy," a voice from the past seemed to say, 
"this is sacred ground." It was in this historic station that 
the massacre of Brother Blaise occurred. 

In 1847, the village was visited by a famine and an 
epidemic for which the missionaries were blamed, the 
natives forthwith becoming ugly, insolent and violent 
enemies. They pillaged the mission garden, knocked down 
its cocoanut trees and in a furious attack on the house 
mortally wounded faithful Brother Blaise. 
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Convicts, Convents, Cyclones 

A shot fired in the air frightened them away for a 
while, but soon they returned with great fury and deter
mination-some two hundred howling, hideously painted 
cannibals, thirsting for blood and plunder. And when the 
stones they hurled against the house were ineffective, the 
chief's voice was heard above the din commanding his 
furious henchmen to burn everything. 

Death by fire or tomahawk faced everyone in the mis
sion house, when suddenly, one of their number conceived 
the idea of throwing the key to the provision house into 
the very midst of the attackers. It worked! Immediately, 
the savages made for the supplies and thus, gave the mis
sionaries time to escape to the neighboring station in 
Pouebo, where two Fathers and two Brothers were labor
ing, and three French sailors were awaiting the return of 
their boat. There a barricade was set up and the constantly 
threatening natives were held at bay until a French sloop 
of war finally came to the rescue of the besieged. 

But, alas! not all were rescued! Unable to follow his 
companions, Brother Blaise had dragged himself as far as 
he could, and then, exhausted from the pain of his wounds, 
sank to the ground, where he was soon discovered, beaten 
into unconsciousness, stripped and left to die. But this 
valiant soldier of Christ, who had already pardoned his 
murderers and expressed the hope that his death would 
help to bring about the island's conversion, was not dying 
fast enough for his cruel captors; so, one of them cut off 
his head, while others after desecrating his body, cut it 
into pieces to provide each murderer with a souvenir of 
victory. 

A cross, surrounded by a beautiful garden, marks the 
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site where the devoted Brother passed the night after being 
struck down, and a statue of the Blessed Mother indicates 
the spot where he was given the death-blow. Various epi
sodes in his tragic death on the field of honor are pictured 
in the stained glass windows of the village church. 

The Sisters' convent is quite small, so that on the arrival 
of two visitors it was necessary to improvise sleeping ac
commodations, which didn't take long. Two packing cases 
covered with mats made an excellent bed, and a canopy of 
mosquito netting, held in place with the aid of a broom
stick, a nail in the wall and a door hinge, insured protec
tion against winged intruders. 

On Sunday, before beginning his sermon at High Mass, 
Father Rivoire said: "I am sorry to have to scold you in 
the presence of visitors, and to let them know that certain 
individuals of this tribe steal from the mission and have 
just taken away some hens and chickens. They must be 
returned before evening!" Father knew his people well. 
His words of warning filled the guilty hearts with deep 
compunction, and within a few days all the stolen fowls 
were home again. 

A week later we returned to Noumea to prepare for 
what was perhaps the most memorable event of our South 
Sea travels-a visit to historic Futun~. 



9. Shrine of a Hero Who Died Four 
Times 

A MISSIONARY in the South Seas dies three times: first, to 
his country; second, to his family; and third, to himself. To 
his country, because he leaves it forever with its traditions 
and customs, its social, intellectual and material advantages, 
its language, and the dear town of his birth enshrined in 
his heart by a thousand happy memories. To his family, 
by a final farewell and kiss to "Dad" and "Mom," dearest 
and truest of all friends on earth, and to brothers and sisters 
ever eager to sacrifice without stint to enable their "big 
hero" to realize his ambition. To himself, because he ex
changes the good old home for a hut in the sweltering 
tropics, where people are not interested in his country, its 
news and its views; where food is strange, plain, and not 
always palatable; where little gnats will insist on using his 
soup as a swimming pool; where his only shower will often 
be a bucket of rain w~ter; his only bed a mat on the floor; 
his evening light a dim and ill-smelling lantern; his Morris 
chair an old Socony can; his desk, an empty packing case; 
and his only regular source of news, the letters and papers 
that reach him once a month, once in two months, or once 
a year. 

Blessed Peter Chanel also died a martyr. That is why 
Futuna or Horne, as some geographers call it, though 
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only a speck in the vast South Pacific, stands forth with 
particular prominence. That is why 1 eagerly anticipated 
the visit to its shores, which began on May l, 1935, after 
five days of very stormy travel from Noumea, aboard the 
little French steamer, Bucephale. 

Much to our joy the sun broke through the clouds at 
noon, just as we neared Futuna, a crescent-shaped island 
of some sixteen thousand acres, thickly wooded, and very 
mountainous. Its northwest shores are bordered by rocks 
rising sheer from the sea; its eastern shore is made up of 
steep hills rising from one hundred to six hundred feet so 
that one can scarcely approach it except in a motor launch, 
though even then, much care is required to avoid heing 
thrown on dangerous reefs or against the shore by a tre
mendous surf which pounds the coast. 

Sigave harbor, near the village of that name, is the ex
ception. So, at Sigave, we landed in the midst of a large 
and expectant throng of well-built, intelligent-looking, 
copper-colored natives, with short hair and slightly flat 
nose. You would never think that these peaceful Poly
nesians were descendants of the most voracious cannibals 
in the entire South Pacific, whose appetite for human flesh 
was only made more acute by the victims derived from 
frequent wars. Men, women and children, friends or ene
mies even in their own tribe were hunted down and 
slain because of the insatiable craving. Mothers sometimes 
roasted their own children. In one village of three hundred 
inhabitants, only one man escaped the oven and he did so 
only because the King, alarmed by the disappearance of 
his subjects, issued a solemn proclamation forbidding can
nibalism under pain of severe punishment. Several years 
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later, an old man, claiming he was instructed by spirits, 
appealed to His Royal Highness "to return to the food of 
the gods"-the beautiful Futunian expression for man
eating. 

"Very well," said the King, "but if we do, you will be 
the first to go into the oven." As far as we know, the 
"inspired" old man did not insist. 

It was only twenty years after the decree, 1838, that 
Father Chanel, a young Marist missionary, modest, gende 
and zealous, arrived here from his native France to preach 
the Gospel. Received in a most friendly manner by King 
Niuliki, who also declared his person taboo or sacred, 
the prospects of his success were bright. But two years 
later when he had familiarized himself with the native 
language, and his apostolate began to bear fruit, the King, 
who was regarded as the living sanctuary of the most 
powerful spirit, became jealous. 

Soon, Father Chanel was refused protection, molested 
in many subtle ways, and so utterly deprived of food that 
he was forced to eat his dog to keep from starving. And 
when His Majesty learned that his own son had become a 
Christian, his royal rage was such that he openly ex
pressed the wish to be rid of the priest. Assassins, headed 
by Musumusu, the Prime Minister, did the rest. 

Pretending to come for medicine, they entered the mis
sionary's little hut, beat him to the ground with clubs, and 
while his lips, with the last measure of strength, were mur
muring words of pardon and mercy, they drove a toma-

• hawk into his head, thus giving the Church its first martyr 
in the South Pacific. A moment later, the Futunian sky 
suddenly became overcast, and a terrific thunderclap was 
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heard. The mountains had hardly given back the echo 
when the sky cleared again. The murderers, paralyzed with 
fright, dropped their booty, and fled. They had planned to 
destroy the new religion by killing the priest. But this 
sudden phenomenon made them doubt the efficacy of their 
scheme. Blessed Peter Chanel's blood cried out to Heaven 
for mercy, nor did it cry in vain, for within a short while 
the whole island was converted to the Catholic Faith. 

Gone are the spirit of the savage and the trust in gods, 
whose prime attribute was cruelty. Two fine churches, 
built entirely of stone, testify to the natives' loyalty to 
Christ, and it w,?uld be difficult to find anywhere in the 
South Sea missions a greater respect for, and devotion to 
the Church than we witnessed here. Though now under 
the protection of France, the natives still keep their an
cient division into two great tribes: one in the west, with 
a big chief at Sigave; one in the southeast, with a big 
chief at Alo. 

Oval-shaped houses with thatched roofs are tucked away 
under the branches of beautiful palm trees, and each is 
surrounded with a neatly kept terrace of sand. Pigs-pigs
whole families of them sometimes block the road and make 
you wait until they are ready to move. Native cooks know 
how to make them tempting to the taste; though fruits, 
fish, taros, ignames, bananas and breadfruit were the 
foods that comprised our ordinary daily menu. A pottage 
of taro, seasoned with fermented cocoanut meat, or just 
plain cocoanut juice, and a few raw fish, make up a Fu
tunian's usual dinner. But strange to say, the outstanding 
delicacy in luncheon fare is a worm which inhabits de
cayed tree-trunks. How tastes do differ at times! 
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The Sisters' convent was very close to the sea, so, we 
were lulled to sleep at night by the monotonous roar of the 
waves tearing over the reefs and booming against the rocks 
on shore. There was something soothing about this deafen
ing roar of the surf and ceaseless wash of the tide-some
thing that made you feel very far removed from the center 
of feverish strife and competition. 

In the morning, after attending the Mass of Father 
Gabriel, a native Wallisian, and breakfasting on Futuna 
fruit and coffee, Fathers Cantala and Gabriel, two native 
priests, Mother Mary Alexis, several other Sisters, and a 
dozen girls, took me on a pilgrimage to Poi Village, on 
the northeast coast. Poi was the scene of Father Chanel's 
martyrdom. Traces of volcanic eruption were met at every 
step, and they, with occasional tremors, showed us con
vincingly that the island is part of a volcanic chain. 

"Do you know why this land has such an uneven sur
face?" said pretty Maria, a girl about sixteen years of age, 
who was accompanying us. 

"I do not," I replied, "but I would be very pleased to 
learn." 

"Very well, Sister," said she, "according to the old 
Futunian legend, it happened in this way. The pagan god, 
Maoui Alona, who worked only at night, went fishing for 
islands on one occasion, and pulled out a number of those 
in the South Central Pacific. As fast as he pulled them out, 
he jumped on them to flatten them. Dawn was approach
ing, but Maoui was sure he could make one more catch be
fore quitting. Down went his hook." Maria made the ges
ture of a fisherman casting his line, "Up came Futuna, but, 
unfortunately, he was able to jump on it only a few times 
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when daylight appeared and forced him to leave. That," 
said Maria with a smile lighting her winsome face, par
ticularly her large dark eyes, "that is the old Futuna 
legend." 

Women along the route were gathering shells, making 
mats, or pounding out tapa cloth. Men were working in 
gardens, caring for trees or fishing. Fish of every form 
and color are caught near the shore, but they are seldom 
very large. 

For nearly two hours we walked or, perhaps I should 
say, waded south along the shore in water, sometimes up 
to our knees, though it was of an agreeable temperature. 
At little Alo Village we had the honor of meeting the 
chief of the southern half of the island, a tall, powerful 
Polynesian, garbed in his finest shirt and mat. With a 
gracious bow he welcomed us into his spacious but un
adorned hut of thatched roof, bamboo walls and pebble 
floor, and offered us kava and fruit to strengthen us for the 
remainder of the pilgrimage. He even made us a present of 
several little poakas (pigs) and baskets of food as we 
thanked him, bade him good-bye, and started up the moun
tain. 

The path was a very narrow one, carpeted with old 
leaves and branches, and leading through forest so thick 
that, at times, even the sun's tiniest rays were completely 
shut out. The fertility of the ground is so extraordinary 
that one missionary, by actual measurement, found that a 
banana leaf had grown several inches in twenty-four hours. 
"Isn't that remarkable?" said he to one of his parishioners. 

"No," replied the unimpressed native, "the ground in 
which it is growing must be poor." 
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But when you've experienced the mist which settles 
down on the island at night, and becomes so thick you 
could almost cut it with a knife, when you realize how 
often it rains here, and how very warm the climate is, you 
no longer wonder at the rapid growth of vegetation. And 
how truly providential it is! For what would become of 
the inhabitants of such an isolated island, if the earth 
were not quick to repair the losses inflicted by the fright
ful storms, which so frequently destroy many trees and 
gardens. 

Now and then we had to scale s lippery boulders and 
precipices, where walking space was only a foot wide, 
and we might have missed our footing so easily if it had 
not been for the girls who accompanied us. It was aston
ishing to see how skilfully they gripped with their nimble 
toes the edges of sharp and slippery rocks, and passed un
concernedly from one to another. Of course, the soles of 
their feet are about as tough as leather from constantly 
walking barefoot. Now and then a beautiful parrot looked 
down on us as if to enquire by what authority we dis
turbed his mountain retreat, and several times a pure 
white bird about the size of a robin flitted past us against 
the background of green. Little snakes of many different 
colors came from their hiding-places along the way. Two 
had coiled their slimy bodies around a tree branch and 
were probably waiting, one girl explained, to catch a 
pigeon. "But," she added, "as a rule, they are not very 
successful. The birds are too smart for them." 

Reaching the summit of the mountain was like coming 
out through a skylight into the air and sunshine. What a 
marvelous bird's-eye view lay spread before us: the island 
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itself, carpeted by deep rich green from end to end, with 
tiny villages dotting its rock-bound coast, valleys plung
ing deep into picturesque mountain sides, hundreds of peaks 
soaring into the clouds, a vast expanse of ocean on every 
side, and little Alofi Island a mile or so away. 

In the beginning of the 19th century, Alofi was thickly 
populated. At that time there ruled in Futuna a king named 
Veliteki, who claimed "to have a god in his belly," and 
therefore assumed great authority over his subjects. A 
terrible tempest almost completely devastated Futuna. But 
Veliteki was not disturbed by the prospect of a fish diet
not while Alofi Island was full of people. "Get your meat 
in Alofi," said he to his humble subjects. "Eat the people 
of the little island!" And, of course, in those days, no 
second invitation was needed. Every person in the island 
was butchered to satisfy the hunger of the Futunians, and 
that is why there are no people there today. 

Night carne as we began to descend the eastern side of 
the mountain, where Blessed Chanel himself so often 
walked and sang the praises of God. "Look out!" a girl 
cried. It was well she did, for we were very close to the 
edge of a slippery precipice where one false step would 
have ushered us into eternity. Our little procession became 
more colorful than ever as we all joined in the singing 
of hymns, and continued northeast through the forest, 
guided by flaring torches. About six o'clock the roar of 
tremendous waves drowned our voices and showed we 
were close to Poi. Ten minutes later we were kneeling 
(the natives were squatting, as is their custom) on the 
floor in a little octagonal chapel forty-five feet in diameter 
and sixty-five feet in height. One after another, we rever-
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ently kissed the long stone slab which marks the ground 
once reddened by the martyr's blood. A beautiful marble 
altar close by is the gift of His Eminence Cardinal Moran, 
the late Archbishop of Sydney, and between the eight 
columns supporting the roof, are eight beautiful paintings 
depicting scenes in Father Chanel's life. During the precious 
moments spent in this hallowed shrine, we included in our 
prayers all the friends and benefactors of our congregation. 
The following evening we returned to Sigave. 

A few days later, when the time came to leave this happy 
little island, the natives insisted that we make the journey 
to the dock in a chair supported by two projecting poles 
on the shoulders of four stalwarts. Imagine this picturesque 
procession growing every minute in size and color as new 
villagers joined it on its way along the coast just when the 
tide was coming in and the water was already more than 
ankle-deep in places. And who do you suppose was waiting 
at the dock to see us off? No other than the King of 
Sigave himself with a bowl of refreshing kava and a gift 
of precious "poakas" to crown the long list of kindnesses 
received during our relatively short stay in Futuna. 

It was while we were enjoying His Majesty'S hospitality 
that a little girl took our shoes to remove the mud from 
the~ and returned shortly afterwards with the assurance 
that they were certainly very clean because she had held 
them under a faucet. 

At five o'clock in the evening, accompanied by several 
Futuna Sisters, Mother Mary Alexis and I left historic 
Futuna and sailed one hundred and twenty miles north
ward to Wallis Island, where Marist missionary work in 
Oceania first began. 
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10. A Bouquet in the Sea 

LIKE a huge bouquet of laurel, little Wallis Island, eight 
miles long by three to five broad, rises beautifully from 
the waters of the South Central Pacific to cheer the heart 
of everyone who sails to its isolated shores. Bejeweled 
with sparkling lakes, tiny streams, and gaping red craters, 
it is surrounded by a coral reef, whose position is con
stantly marked by a white line of foam, so that the fifteen 
islets linked by it sparkle like fifteen emeralds on a shim
mering silver chain. But even more bewitching was the 
riot of gorgeous colors that greeted our eyes as we en
tered the southern-most break in the chain and sailed north
ward in the lagoon along the eastern side of the island. 
Green, red, yellow, sapphire and turquoise flashed in the 
waters as the powerful rays of the tropical sun played on 
the richly tinted coral beds below. 

An English explorer discovered this beautiful land in 
1767, and gave it his name. But at that date, the charm
ing, dreamlike, fascinating palms of what looks like a 
second Eden, sheltered an ignorant, superstitious people, 
continually divided by civil strife, and victimized by a 
cruel king and some equally cruel chiefs. 

Such was the king's exalted majesty that ordinary folks 
dared not address him, and even dignitaries who did, never 
looked directly into his royal countenance. Life depended 
upon his will and whim. He might slay a subject for the 
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most trivial cause, and no one would dare to question the 
justice of his act. One royal ruler caused a dozen of his 
household servants to be buried alive. And whenever one 
of his wives gave birth to a child, one cruel chief caused a 
slave to be killed, and used the victim's skull to hold a torch 
burned in honor of the occasion. 

But, though very severe with their subjects, Wallisian 
monarchs and chiefs were generally very lenient towards 
themselves, claiming the right to several wives, and spend
ing much time in pleasure and idleness. It was natural, 
therefore, that the moral standards of their people should 
not be very high. And, as a matter of fact, though an 
adulterer's days on earth were generally numbered, and 
a woman attempting to steal the affections of another's 
husband, often had her nose bitten and cut by the latter's 
irate spouse, nevertheless, unrestrained license reigned 
among unmarried youth, and little girls lived wild along 
the beach, and were forced with a lash to do more than 
their fair share of work, while little boys, after being 
trained to make kava and observe taboos, were so com
pletely left to themselves that they soon paid no attention 
to their parents. Even parents themselves, gave little evi
dence of mutual regard for each other, since husbands 
generally looked down on their wives as slavish, impure 
and inferior beings, the only exception being a woman 
who had just given birth to her first-born. She and her 
baby were honored by being literally painted red, while 
the rest of the villagers figuratively painted the town red 
with singing, feasting and dancing. Even Wallisian hos
pitality was sometimes merely a trap to facilitate the en
slavement or capture of adventurers. And oftentimes vis-
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itors to Wallis were eaten by their "hosts," not because 
the natives had any particular love for human meat, but 
simply to show the utter helplessness of their enemies. 
Why, even a Wallisian funeral was a bloody and cruel 
ceremony, which left the mourners looking like victims of 
an auto crash. After the dead man, from his place in the 
center of his dimly lighted hut, had presided at a solemn 
kava in his honor, all his relatives, their heads shaven as 
a mark of grief, tore their faces and breasts with shells, 
and climaxed their wild expressions of sorrow by cutting 
off one of their fingers, and casting the bloody memento 
upon the corpse before them. In some cases these gory 
exhibitions may have been prompted by real sorrow, but 
the early missionaries, who witnessed them, felt that human 
respect, a desire to show off before the crowd, often lay 
at the bottom of the bloody orgy. 

Nor did the Wallisian religion provide an antidote to 
this sad moral degradation. Its very soul was fear. Its 
only aim was to avert the anger of the gods, and its only 
reward a heaven well stocked with fish, bananas and roast 
pork. 

But a new era began for these benighted people in 1837, 
when Father Bataillon, a humble but fearless Marist mis
sionary, came to their island aboard a "plank from heaven," 
as they called the schooner on which he had traveled. The 
gospel of light and love and mercy now challenged the 
reign of ignorance, cruelty and revenge. And strange in
deed was the challenge to a people ,.,hose whole world 
ended on the Wallis horizon. 

There were misunderstandings, of course-many of 
them. Insults, and even threats 'of death, were hurled at 
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the humble priest. But Father was patient, brave and 
forgiving. He didn't expect to change the habits of cen
turies with a single sermon, though he felt certain that 
once the love and mercy of Christ were understood, they 
would be as refreshing to these seared and brutalized na
tures as the "gentle rain of heaven" to a parched and barren 
earth. Nor was he mistaken. Within five years, the en
tire population was converted to the Catholic Faith, and 
Wallis is today one of the model native communities in the 
South Pacific. 

Ours was the privilege to behold the results of this 
marvelous triumph as we landed at Matautu Village, to 
be greeted by two French priests, five native priests, the 
Sisters of the mission, and a large crowd of the well-built 
copper-colored Polynesians who inhabit the island. Nat
urally, there was a solemn kava. No official greeting could 
be given without it. Then, there was a dance by some 
twenty girls, their well-oiled bodies covered from chest 
to knees with tapa cloth, several layers thick. You won
dered how they were going to move, let alone dance, in 
such cumbrous apparel. But it was no problem to them. 
With their soft black hair waving in the breeze, they 
hopped and skipped from right to left, and from left to 
right, with now and then· a circular sweep of the body, 
while their arms and wrists and fingers moved in grace
ful harmony, and their sweet songs provided appropriate 
rhythm. 

As the steamer was stopping at Matautu for only three 
days, we determined to utilize every moment of the 
time, so on the morning after our arrival we set out for 
the northern part of the island. The Superioress, Mother 
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Alexis, and I, traveled in a carriage loaned by His Excel
lency, the French Commissioner, who is also Governor. 
Several other Sisters followed on horseback. Good roads 
connected all the important villages, and bridle paths are 
very plentiful. But there are no real rivers to facilitate in
land travel, the only waterway being the lagoon which 
surrounds the island. 

Frequent warm rains keep the dust down, and explain 
in part the rich and abundant growth we wimessed all 
along the way. There were hundreds of breadfruit trees, 
remarkable for their dark green foliage, and still more for 
their enormous fruit (large as cantaloupes), which we fre
quently tasted, and found to be very palatable and nu
tritious. Banana trees also stretched their six-foot leaves 
out into the road. And the cocoanut tree, as usual, seemed 
to be everywhere. No wonder it's called the providential 
tree. It is indeed! And copra is only one of the reasons. 
There are nearly a dozen more, one of which is certainly 
the cool and delicious milk in its hermetically sealed nuts 
- the largest and finest free soft drink in all the world. The 
kernel, itself, makes a sweet and nourishing food, and 
when compressed, produces the oil which figures so 
prominently in a native's festive adornment. Even the 
nutshell serves as a cup to King and commoner, while the 
husk that shields it from the blazing sun makes an excellent 
rope or net or rug. The resin-filled blossoms adorning its 
boughs make wonderful torches when evening comes. Its 
wood often makes the frame of a home, and its twenty
foot leaves serve as roofing. So it is no exaggeration to say 
that the cocoanut tree is the King supreme of the South 
Sea forests. 
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Now and then we had to stop the carriage to let a herd 

of swine cross the road. Pigs are so numerous that fences 
are built around the houses for the sole purpose of keep
ing them out. 

At 9:00 A.M. the villagers began to show signs of life, 
sauntering forth one by one from huts that look like 
umbrellas, and crouching low to avoid hitting their heads 
against the roofs which come down to within three feet 
of the ground. 

Suddenly, at a turn in the road, we were confronted 
by a band of fishermen dressed in valas (loin-cloths), and 
bearing nets of many shapes and sizes. Women were 
fishing with baskets along the shore. Bright colored birds 
flew from one side of the road to the otlier, but they were 
just as silent as the stuffed ones in museums of natural 
history. 

We had been riding for nearly an hour, when Lano 
Village on a promontory close to the northeastern coast, 
came into view. A beautiful stone church rising in the 
center of the mission compound, is one of several equally 
attractive churches on the island, bearing witness to the 
zeal and devotion of the Wallisian people of today. But 
probably the most remarkable feature of the entire Wal
lisian mission is the major seminary erected here, not far 
from the church. A hundred years ago the inhabitants were 
eating their fellowmen, and were being ruled, in many 
respects, by the law of the jungle; today they are helping 
to provide priests for the mission, and thus beginning to 
fulfill the wish of Christ's Vicar on earth to have a native 
clergy. Today a dozen native priests are working in this 
vicariate. 
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Bishop Blanc, veteran leader of the mission, whom it 
was our great privilege to meet, said that its courses are 
similar to those of the seminaries in Europe and America, 
except that the program of studies is adapted to the intel
lectual level of the students. And naturally it is lower in 
Wallis than it is in Europe and America. Until they receive 
tonsure, the students' costume is that of the country-a 
loin-cloth, to which a sleeveless shirt is added during class 
time, for the weather, except in the evernng is always very 
hot. On receiving tonsure, the young clerics put on shoes, 
trousers and cassock. And while there is no fixed rule gov
erning promotion to Holy Orders, particular attention is 
paid to the intellectual qualities of the candidates, and very 
special emphasis is laid on the possession of good moral 
qualities, guaranteeing perseverance. 

We had planned to return to Matautu at sunset. But the 
Commissioner's horse had plans of his own, the most 
obvious being that he would stay here for the night; 
no amount of persuasion could coax him forward. Of 
course, you could hardly blame him for refusing to 
keep late hours if he was not accustomed to doing so. 
Perhaps Tuesday evening was his night off. Whatever it 
was, we had to borrow another horse, and the whole pro
cedure delayed us for nearly an hour, which reminded me 
of another famous steed that caused a lot of fuss in almost 
this very spot, about a century ago, 1842. 

The King of France had just agreed to take Wallis un- . 
der his protection, and, with the official letter announcing 
his decision, he sent a horse and saddle to the King of 
Wallis Island. So scrawny and short-winded was the 
animal as a result of the long trip from France, that mis-

164 



A Bouquet in the Sea 
sionaries on the boat with it were afraid it would die 
before reaching His Royal Highness. But it didn't. And, 
when at last it appeared in Matautu harbor, natives in 
nearby fishing boats plunged into the sea and swam toward 
the schooner with all possible speed that they might get 
a good look at this "big dog," the like of which they had 
never seen before. And by the time it was landed safely on 
shore, a large crowd had gathered. 

Suddenly, however, the extraordinary quadruped 
stretched its head forward, opened its mouth, and neighed 
contentedly. In an instant, the natives vaniShed, some into 
the nearby woods, some into the sea, some into cocoanut 
trees, where they could still observe and yet be safe from 
harm. Only after much explaining did members of the 
boat's crew succeed in convincing them that the "big dog" 
would not run after them, would not bite, and could not 
sing, but was really very useful. 

Next day we left by canoe for little Mua Village in 
the southern part of the island. All went well, and the 
trip was uneventful, until we arrived within sight of our 
destination. Then, almost without warning, a terrific rain
storm swept the lagoon and the island, and within a few 
minutes we were drenched to the skin. Water was still 
streaming from our habits when we reached the Mua con
vent, feeling very much like the proverbial drowned rats. 

"You never can tell in the South Seas," said one of the 
-smiling Sisters, who greeted us; "rain often comes with sur
prising suddenness." But dry clothing, a warm dinner, and 
a hearty welcome, soon made us forget our little adventure. 
And then came a very enjoyable party provided by some 
two hundred girls of the convent school. These were not 
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like the little lassies of earlier days who had to be given 
medals to induce them to kiss their parents, and who, on 
occasion, had to be reminded not to remove their valas 
(loin-cloths) to protect their heads from the sun, or 
wipe perspiration from their brows. 

Particularly memorable was a visit to Mua Village on 
the southern coast, where Father Bataillon, less than two 
years after his arrival, won a great victory over an army 
organized to crush the little Christian community he had 
just established. Leaving his followers to pray, and in
structing them not to fight unless they were attacked, the 
good priest went forth alone to meet his enemies. But the 
very sight of him, armed only with the cross of Christ, 
fairly paralyzed his enemies. "Our bellies," said one of 
them, "fell flat to the earth! We couldn't move forward. 
So we left him victor in the field." 

Leaving Mua late in the afternoon, we pressed north
ward quite rapidly to the accompaniment of now the Ave 
Maris Stella, now the rhythmic splash of oars, now the 
charming strains of native Wallisian songs. We had been 
going along but a short while, when we came upon a 
picturesque sailing craft made of two parallel canoes about 
fifty feet long, six feet apart, and joined by a platform 
about ten feet square, on which a little thatched hut was 
erected. A sail made of matting was being arranged by two 
well-built copper-colored natives in short duck trousers, 
while half a dozen boys in bright colored valas, were busy 
with other details. Where they were going was not very 
clear-probably they were only experimenting; for this type 
of boat, though common a century ago, is a rare sight in 
Wallisian waters today. 

166 



A Bouquet in the Sea 
At nightfall the stars, particularly those of the Southern 

Cross, shone with glorious brilliance, while the new moon's 
silvery light gleamed sofdy on the water and made strange 
shapes and shadows of objects on the shore. Towards eight 
o'clock a boy announced our return with a native trumpet 
(a conch with a hole drilled in the narrow end). Cocoanut 
torches soon appeared on the shore, and brawny men came 
wading forth to meet the canoe and carry us ashore. 

The following morning, May 10, at ten o'clock, after 
saying thank you and farewell to the Fathers and Sisters 
of the mission, I boarded the good ship Bucephale bound 
for the New Hebrides Islands and even greater thrills. 



11. a They Have Eaten My Aunt" 

ON THE second day out of Wallis, we encountered a 
terrific tropical storm-a heavy, driving rain, which lasted 
for hours, while giant waves pounded the Bucephale's 
hull and swept her decks. First she listed on one side, then 
on the other, her prow alternately dipping and rising, as 
she battled her way through wind, rain and waves, to the 
southwest coast of little Efate Island in the southern sec
tion of the wild and weird New Hebrides-a group of some 
forty widely scattered, well-wooded, generally fertile 
islands two hundred and fifty miles north of New Cale
donia, and just about a fifth larger in land area than the 
State of Connecticut. 

On May 13, anchor was dropped in the great square 
harbor of Port Vila, a magnificent gateway bordered on 
the east and south by bold and rocky cliffs backed by 
pointed hills, and on the north by white sandy beaches, 
with well-kept gardens and numerous European homes 
in the distance. (During the recent global war the United 
States Marines pitched camp at Port Vila, and overnight 
transformed it into a busy military base for their campaign 
in the Solomons. Tiny and unreliable wharves in the harbor 
were reinforced in record time and soon the port was 
alive with shipping. A highway made with bulldozers 
around Efate Island was known as U. S. Route No. I.) 
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A whole fleet of outrigger canoes loaded with bananas 

and manned by dark, crisp-haired native merchants clothed 
in shirts and shorts, were waiting in the bay. Apparently 
the fruit was going to be shipped on the Bucephale, or, 
perhaps it was going to be sold in the big town. For such 
indeed is Pon Vila, seat of the country's dual government, 
and centre of its commercial life. Here, also, are the head
quaners of the Catholic mission, where, at the time of our 
visit, the late venerable, white-haired Bishop Doucere pre
sided. Slight of build, and somewhat bowed by the weight 
of long years of mission activity, His Excellency spoke of 
his flock with the utmost kindness and fatherly affection. 
He found them far from being the treacherous, stupid peo
ple they have sometimes been described by visitors who 
were not here long enough to know them. During all his 
years amongst them, he had gone about unarmed and 
treated the natives with kindness, with the result that he 
himself had always been treated with politeness, and no 
one had ever laid a hand on him. He also believed that intel
lectually, his people compared favorably with the natives 
in other Oceanic islands, and that the day would come when 
New Hebrideans would even be raised to the priesthood to 
cooperate in the conversion of their fellow-countrymen. 

Of course, when Catholic mission work was definitely 
begun here in 1887, the natives were more eager for to
bacco than they were for religion; and even murder was 
not uncommon. 

"0, Father, Father," exclaimed a little convert girl, be
tween heanbreaking sobs, "they have eaten my aunt!" 

"Who ate your aunt?" inquired the astonished mis
SIOnary. 
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"The Mallicolo Islanders," came the tearful reply. 
Here, indeed, was a problem. Father consoled his little 

parishioner as well as he could. But he was quite certain 
that the good lady'S pagan relatives would not feel content 
until they had avenged the crime by eating a Mallicolo 
woman, for though New Hebrideans, like Wallisians, did 
not eat human flesh for pleasure or nourishment, they did 
eat it to show contempt for their enemies. But after par
ticipating in such a feast, New Hebrideans always re
frained from touching their teeth for several days. 

"Magic," His Excellency declared, "is everywhere!" 
"Good weather, storms, success, journeys, victories, restora
tion to health, all are made to depend on it. There is no 
such thing as a natural death in the mind of the pagan. 
If a man is not killed by an assassin, he is snatched from 
life by a sorcerer. And many very ordinary things are 
regarded as spells, particularly objects closely connected 
with one's person. Therefore, every trace of a meal is 
scrupulously cleared away, every single hair that is cut 
must be hidden from sight, and every portion of grassy 
ground on which one has squatted or lain must be care
fully smoothed." In one of the islands in the north, when 
the highest ranking chief died, it was customary to strangle 
one of his widows that she might keep him company in the 
world of spirits, and there are instances on record where 
she resisted attempts at rescue for fear that her husband 
might come back to torment her. As another missionary 
remarked: "These poor people see devils everywhere." 

They have no chiefs in the political sense of the term, 
but there is a hierarchy of dignitaries who have obtained 
their honors by offering public sacrifices for the souls of 
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their ancestors, the highest ranking chief being called Na 
Mal or Tan Monok, which may be translated as the "Last 
Word." A native must be well-to-do to attain high honors, 
because the victims sacrificed are generally much valued 
boars, whose two upper tusks have been broken off so 
that the lower ones grow long and curly in shape, great 
care being required to keep them from being broken. 

Father Durand, the Mission Procurator, and Sisters Mary 
Gabriel and Mary Eugenie had kindly come to the dock to 
greet me. Wagons heavily laden with copra were arriving 
just as we were leaving for the mission, and reminded me 
that copra makers were the first real colonizers of the 
country and the first men to establish commercial rela
tions between the New Hebrides and the outside world. 
Copra is still the leading export of the archipelago. 

But other whites also came to this country, and hastened 
the development of "Pidgin" English. First there were the 
whalers, who used the New Hebrides as bases for their 
operations. Though there were some bad eggs among 
them, very many of these fishermen were good, honest 
fellows, and are represented in the archipelago today by 
their good children and grandchildren, many of whom are 
devout Catholics. Then there were the sandal-wood seek
ers, who sometimes took that close-grained, fragrant wood 
with the aid of guns when other means had failed, even 
though, as sometimes happened, the wood formed part of 
pagan sacred shrines. Finally there were the detested re
cruiters, who were often first-class pirates. It was Bishop 
Doucere's opinion that, although their excesses and im
moral methods were familiar to a certain extent in nearly 
every South Sea group, they were nowhere so widespread 
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as in the New Hebrides, precisely because the natives, 
though less favored physically than those in other archi
pelagoes, showed a special aptitude for work in families or 
on plantations. But today, of course, with the policing of 
the islands by the British and the French, such injustice 
no longer exists. 

After spending a few days in Vila, we pressed north
ward to a long, narrow, densely wooded volcanic island 
called Pauuma, where dangerous reefs made it advisable to 
drop anchor for the night. 

What a treat for the inhabitants! How eagerly they 
swarmed forth in their little canoes to enjoy the rare spec
tacle of a big, brightly lighted ship at close range. Young 
and old alike, were dressed in bright calico loin-cloths of 
nearly every color in the rainbow. One old man had a 
boar's curly tooth hanging like a necklace pendant upon 
his swarthy breast. "Who buy, who buy?" shouted a little 
man in an orange-colored loin-cloth, who, combining 
business with pleasure, was holding aloft a bunch of 
bananas, offering them for sale at a bargain price. But 
enthusiasm reached its climax about midnight, when the 
islanders cheered and sang alternately with all their 
strength until fatigue forced them to retreat to their homes. 

At dawn, anchor was lifted and we continued north
ward for an hour to Mallicolo, a rather mountainous, 
thickly-wooded island fifty-two miles long, and from four 
to twenty-three miles wide. On a map it looks like the 
silhouette of a curly-haired pet poodle sitting on its hind 
legs and barking at some dog in the northwest. 

The Bucephale was anchored in Port Sandwich, a beau
tiful harbor on the southeast side of the island, with a 
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stone pier, several fine houses, and numerous stores. Tucked 
away among the trees at other points near the harbor, were 
numerous native settlements which form the nucleus of 
one of the best mission stations in the vicariate. Magnifi
cent scarlet flowers and pretty Oceanic lilies brightened 
the entire scene. But everywhere we turned, mosquitoes 
were enthusiastic in their greeting, for the climate is very 
damp and rainy as well as very warm, and mosquitoes need 
but a tiny patch of stagnant water to multiply like magic. 
Most of the native homes were common oblong huts of 
thatch held together in the usual South Sea way, with na
tive cord. But their gable roofs made of carefully inter
woven ivory palm, were very attractive. The natives them
selves are of diverse racial strains, though the great majority 
of them belong to the Melanesian or black type. Their 
wardrobe as a rule, was scant, though even the pagans we 
saw wore a cotton or calico loin-cloth, and sometimes neck
laces, bracelets, ear-rings and nose pieces as well. 

Here we had our first glimpse of the people whose 
pointed heads look like inverted ice cream cones. No won
der they astonished even the renowned explorer, Cook. 
But this unusual shape is not natural as some people have 
thought. "It results," Bishop Doucere said, "from bind
ing a baby's head with cord with a view to giving it that 
form." Here also were ladies whose two upper incisor 
teeth had been broken off while they were little girls, for 
the purpose of making them beautiful. Think of it! 

Emancipation from such barbarous practices is one of 
the many blessings brought by the self-sacrificing mission
ary, whose progress has, from the beginning, been balked 
by the natives' deep-seated attachment to superstitious cus-
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toms and their mortal fear of violating them. In fact, the 
New Hebrides archipelago has been, and still is, one of 
the most difficult missions in the South Pacific. In a period 
of less than twenty-five years, eleven priests, one lay 
brother, and six Sisters-most of them young, were claimed 
by death, three priests and two Sisters perishing at sea. 
Fever, like an awful specter, still haunts the country, taking 
a heavy toll among the native population, and explaining 
in part, why, after fifty years, the number of Catholics 
listed in the record is relatively small. Still another handi
cap, is the wide scattering of the population over some 
forty islands, where they live in small groups or tribes, 
often separated from one another by many miles and even 
a different language. 

An outstanding feature of our stay here was a visit to a 
native temple deep in the woods. Not a stone, brick, or 
even wooden building, but simply a circular space roofed 
by liana, which climbing from tree to tree, formed a ceil
ing so compact that only the tiniest rays of sunlight could 
pIerce It. 

Even in wide-open areas, the air is very warm in the 
New Hebrides. You can, therefore, imagine how close 
and stuffy it was in this sylvan shrine, where, ranged in a 
semi-circle, were the hideous representations of ancestors 
carved on hollowed tree trunks nearly twenty feet high 
and daubed with lurid colors. Here, in these dark and 
spooky surroundings, they stared at us with their wild mo
tionless eyes, and seemed, for all the world, like the stuff 
of a terrible nighttnare; while among the branches of a 
beautiful banyan tree, was a heavy stone slab, the sacri
ficial table, on which human victims used to be stretched, 
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slaughtered and dismembered, and from which bleeding 
portions of the sacrifice were thrown to expectant wor
shippers below. 

Naturally, the very warm climate does not encourage 
habits of industry. So, as a rule, men do not work more 
than is absolutely necessary to get food for themselves and 
their families. They therefore have much time to meditate 
on the wrongs, real or imaginary, that others have inflicted 
on them, with the result that they often engage in quarrels. 
The early missionaries tell us that the natives were con
stantly armed with guns, tomahawks, bows and arrows, 
some of the arrows being so poisonous that the slightest 
pricking of the flesh by one of them meant instant death. 
Quarrels often ended in frightful cannibalistic orgies. 

Little by little the grace of Christ is coming to these 
wild men, transforming them into docile and charitable 
people. But the words of the well-known text are very 
appropriate here: "The harvest indeed is great, but the 
laborers are few." 

Seven very pretty islets, all thickly populated, lie off the 
northeast coast of Mallicolo like lovely bouquets resting 
delightfully on the sea. People have flocked to them be
cause they are cooler and healthier than the big island. But 
every morning you see them paddling ~anoes to their plan
tations on Mallicolo, where they work till sunset. Then they 
return to their respective islets, bringing with them the 
fruits of the field, pigeons or other fowl they have shot, and 
spring water in long sticks of bamboo. 

At times they have quarreled and fought with the bush
men of Mallicolo. But, strange as it may seem, no matter 
how fierce and bloody the war, each side has always 
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respected the plantations of the other, and the women 
of one camp have often been observed talking calmly 
and freely with women of the other, as though their re
spective husbands were merely discussing the sale of a 
bushel of rice. 

Due west of Mallicolo is Ambrym, an island about twice 
as long as New York's Manhattan, and six times as broad, 
where the Bucephale stopped to take on forty-three tons of 
copra. This gave us an excellent opportunity to take in 
the sights, the most striking of which, is the enormous 
crater of a live volcano in the center of the island, with 
several peaks near it soaring to a height of 4,000 feet. Great 
ugly waves of cooled lava extend in wild and weird forma
tions down to the very shores. No rivers course through 
the valleys to facilitate travel or aid irrigation, and even 
the noisy mountain torrents that do exist, tear down to the 
sea like children rushing home from school when the day 
is done. But because of its climate, which is probably the 
best in the country, Ambrym is relatively well inhabited. It 
has two Catholic missions, though we could not get close 
to either because of high seas. It is true that reefs sur
round these islands as they do so many others in the South 
Pacific, but with one very important difference. Whereas, 
in many other archipelagoes, reefs provide a safety zone 
between themselves and the land they surround, here in the 
New Hebrides, they stick so closely to the shore, that they 
afford no protection to shipping. 

The late Father Suas and another Marist came to Am
brym in 1893 to found the mission. They immediately real
ized the necessity of having helpers and catechists, through 
whom they might familiarize themselves with the language 
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of the island and make contacts with other inhabitants. 
After much canvassing, they succeeded in obtaining only 
one candidate, and even his perseverance was doubtful, 
because he wanted a wife and seemed unable to get one 
in the vicinity. To remedy this critical situation, the mis
sionaries gave him leave of absence to search for a wife, 
and even promised to pay whatever price was asked, since, 
according to custom, a native bought his wife in much the 
same way as he bought a horse. But even an eight-day 
search was futile. So Thomas, heartbroken, footsore and 
weary, returned to the mission. What was he to do? 
Would he have to journey to another island to get a 
spouse? In all of Ambtym Island was there no wife for 
Tommy? 

In this dark hour, someone suggested aslcing the help 
of Coco, the big chief of a neighboring village, and a 
rather likable fellow too. 

"Coco," said Father Suas, "we'll give you a pig if you 
help Thomas to find a wife." 

Coco's big black eyes beamed brightly. His whole face 
lit up at the good padre's words. And no wonder! Pig 
and tobacco are the gold and silver of most South Sea 
Islanders. When they have them, they are rich. When they 
lack them, they are poor. The Wall Streeter of Ambrym 
is the man who has them in abundance. And that explains 
why the missionary's offer awakened such interest in Big 
Chief Coco, and why, with the zeal of Christopher C0-
lumbus, he set forth on his journey of discovery. 

That very evening he made an agreement with the par
ents of one promising lass. But, when he thought every
thing was working out fine, it was not. For the girl herself, 
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on learning of the transaction, fled to the woods and could 
not possibly be found. 

Coco, however, was not in the least discouraged. The 
thought of that promised porker was more than an inspira
tion. Within a few hours he announced another bargain, 
and brought the parents along to see the ten pigs they 
would receive for giving their daughter in marriage. They 
were shrewd business people, but they expressed them
selves fully satisfied with the deal. 

The overjoyed Thomas ran home as fast as he could to 
break the news. But his own Ma and Pa were not at all 
enthusiastic. They apparently knew the girl and thought 
their affectionate son was being disgracefully cheated. 
"How foolish," said they, "to pay ten pigs for such an 
ugly girl!" 

The little girl, however, had her own idea about bar
gains, and she didn't like this one. So into the woods she 
fled. And the debate about her qualifications was still 
proceeding when a messenger arrived with the sensational 
news of her disappearance. 

Poor Thomas was on the brink of despair. But Coco, 
who had already eaten the promised reward with his 
imagination, was more determined than ever to eat it with 
his teeth. So, once more he set out, and once more, within 
a few hours, he concluded a bargain. But this time, leav
ing nothing to chance, he brought the girl as well as the 
parents. And to make a long story short, the parents got 
their ten pigs, Thomas got a wife, Coco got his com
mission, and the bargain was closed-but all in vain. Soon 
the young wife became tired of her new surroundings and 
ran away. Coco brought her back with the aid of a whip. 
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according to which an attractive woman once lived in the 
bush, unknown to the people of this section. Suddenly she 
appeared, and was immediately espoused to one of the 
village beaux. But, strange to say, the marriage was scarcely 
concluded when the young lady made for the bush, with 
her astonished husband in hot pursuit. Climbing a tall tree, 
she quickly tied her dainty feet with one end of a rope 
while she fastened the other end to the limb of the tree 
on which she was standing. When her husband got close 
to her, she jumped, but was saved by the cord. He jumped 
too, but, without ber safety device, he broke his neck. 
And today, the game of gol is a reminder of his sad fate. 

On May 27, we were in Port OIry on the northeast 
coast of Espiritu Santo (Holy Spirit Island) as it was 
called by Quiros, who discovered it for the King of Spain 
in 1606. He was so deeply impressed by its extent (seventy
five miles long and forty miles wide), its towering moun
tains and its magnificent northern bay, which he named in 
honor of Saints Philip and James, that he actually thought 
he had found a continent. (The bay became an American. 
port during World War II and was constantly crowded 
with ships. A great air base was constructed on the island 
and planes from it joined other Allied units in their first 
great attack on Guadalcanal.) 

Even before the Bucephale had been anchored Father 
Ardouin, the local missionary, was on the way out in his 
dinghy to greet us and announce that he had postponed 
Mass until our arrival. Father is a veteran of some thirty 
years in the New Hebrides mission, so we had the benefit 
of his long experience to guide us. The population of the 
island is spread out in great forests so dense that even the 
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Again she fled, and again she was brought back by force. 
The missionaries rebuked him for such conduct. But 

Coco answered impatiently: "It's the custom of the coun
try. Give me a piece of rope, and I'll tie her up until she's 
used to the place!" 

The missionaries insisted that she be left free. Coco 
reluctantly acquiesced, but warned that if the little lady 
ran away any more, Thomas himself would have to go 
after her. Everything went well, however, and she not 
only proved a faithful wife, but, like Thomas, soon 
showed herself eager to become a Christian and even a 
catechist. 

The afternoon of the 2 Jfd of May found us making 
another attempt to land at Ambrym, but once again angry 
seas drove us off. So we continued northward to Pente
cost, a long, narrow island where we visited the Catholic 
mission midway on the western shore and close to the 
towering peaks of a great mountain chain which extends 
over three-quarters of the island's length, and rises near the 
mission to a height of three thousand feet. 

Life here is much the same as it is elsewhere in the archi
pelago, except for the game of "gol," which is really a 
thriller. And just in case you want to try it, here are the 
rules: 

Each player gets out on the limb of a tree, sometimes 
fifty feet above the gtound. After tying one end of a long 
cord about his feet, he ties the other to the limb on which 
he is poised. Then, leaping headfirst into space, he falls 
only a few feet from the ground-provided his calculations 
have been correct. If not, the result may be fatal. 

This hazardous sport has its origin in a strange legend 
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sun and the winds do not penetrate. In one clearing you 
find a single family. Far from that family you find an
other. Several families may group together. But the more 
you travel among them, the more you become convinced 
that these people like to live in small, isolated groups. 

Until the missionaries and the government came, a wife 
used to be sacrificed on her husband's grave, and infanti
cide was common. Pagans still believe in a great all-power
ful god called Ietar, but they do not bother about him. 
The Ethennes or spirits of the dead are the beings they 
fear. Heaven, they believe, is somewhere in the Bay of 
St. Philip and St. James, in the northern part of the island. 
The good-those who have a strong body-are on one side. 
The bad-those who are weak, sickly and skinny, are on 
the other. 

One day while we were exploring and were still two 
or three miles from the south mission, darkness overtook us. 
This would not have been so bad if there had been head
lights on the mission truck in which we were traveling. 
But the chauffeur's only aid was the beam of a tiny flash
light held by a native standing on the running-board. How 
very, very close we came to stately trees without hitting 
them! What moments of suspense, as we waited for a 
crash that never came! How welcome those stops from 
time to time to let the engine cool and give the passengers 
a chance to regain composure, if only for a moment! For 
soon we were off again, passing through long, deep rows 
of cocoanut trees which seemed in the dark like a phantom 
army in battle array. 

Crash! Bang! Our little truck went into a cocoanut 
palm, throwing chauffeur and passengers in different direc-
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tions, and causing the frightened birds of the place to scat
ter to the four winds. 

Luckily we had been going only 15 miles per hour, 
though possibly even that was speedy in the circumstances. 
But a checkup showed that while everyone had been well 
shaken, no one was seriously injured. So, on we went, and 
soon we were safe and sound at the mission station, re
counting the thrills of the day. 

Shortly after that, on June 24, the Bucephale, loaded 
to the water-line with copra, again appeared off the coast. 
So I thanked those who had so kindly guided me, and set 
sail for Australia, arriving there on July I, to be greeted by 
Father Bergeron, Provincial at that time of the South Sea 
Marist Missions, and several Sisters from Villa Maria. Here 
I remained till the close of the year to rest a little and catch 
up in correspondence. 
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12. A Tiny Kingdom, a Big Fish 
Story, and a Silent Policeman 

AT THE beginning of 1936, I left Sydney with Mother 
Mary Pia, a gracious, tall, slender nun who once worked at 
the leper colony, and was for a time the superior of our 
society. Our first stop was Fiji, where, on March 9 we 
boarded a Swedish cargo boat, the Nordic, for a three
day sail southeast to Tonga, one of the most fascinating 
countries in the South Pacific. This picturesque archipelago 
is divided into three principal groups, comprising alto
gether about 150 islands with a total land area one-sixth 
less than that of New York City. Its most remarkable fea
ture, however, is the fact that, under the protection of the 
British Lion, it constitutes a nominally independent king
dom with a hereditary ruler, at present Queen Salote, a 
premier, a parliament which sits every year, and even a spe
cial Tongan flag which waved us a greeting as we arrived. 

Captain Cook called them the Friendly Islands and so 
indeed they are today. But in the famous navigator's time 
the compliment implied was not altogether appropriate, 
since, for example, he and his entire crew narrowly escaped 
massacre at the hands of some of the natives on the occa
sion of his second visit in 1777. One well-known Tongan 
chief cut off the left arms of his eleven cooks that he 
might the more easily distinguish them, and victorious 
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chiefs sometimes suffocated their conquered enemies in 
smoke-filled caves, bound them fast to trees and exposed 
them to the merciless rays of the tropical sun, or delivered 
them to other horrible tortures before roasting them in 
great earthen ovens to be eaten. 

In 1831, Taufa Ahau, Tonga's most powerful chief, em
braced the Wesleyan religion and forthwith exerted every 
effort to spread its influence throughout the country, at 
the same time extending his own political sway and suc
ceeding so well that when Father Chevron, the pioneer 
Catholic missionary, arrived in 1842, only Pea, the cen
tral section of Tonga Tabu Island, remained independent. 
In this restricted area, the heroic priest was allowed to 
preach until 1845 when Taufa Ahau determined to bring 
Pea also under his rule, and for this purpose launched a 
surprise attack against it, burned its Catholic church and 
dispersed its people. But instead of destroying the Catholic 
religion, he merely helped to spread it, since its exiled fol
lowers carried its beneficent message wherever they went. 

Tonga Tabu (Sacred Tonga) is the principal"island of 
the southern group. It is sacred because the kings of the 
country lie buried in its rich, productive soil. And no 
sharp peak, or awesome crater disturbs the smooth and 
peaceful landscape. Not even a winding river divides the 
land. Every house depends for its water on a reservoir of 
cement or zinc which catches the rain. 

We had to sail to the northern coast to r~ach Nukualofa, 
the kingdom's capital, and principal port, in front of which 
is the historic islet of Pangai Motu, where the pioneer 
Father Chevron said the first Mass ever offered on Tongan 
soil, at the same time offering his sweat and even his blood, 
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if need be, for the salvation of these people to whom he 
had been sent. 

The principal sight in the capital is the Queen's Palace, 
a fine two-story stone building with a gable roof, spacious 
verandas and a high tower at one corner. Close by are 
many green lawns, and right in the center of the town are 
a club house and an excellent golf course, which go to 
show that even in the matter of games this wonderful little 
kingdom is up-to-date. 

The arrival of the Nordic brought the entire island into 
action, and kept Nukualofa's traffic policemen very busy. 
They seemed to enjoy their work, however, and looked 
very neat in their khaki uniforms-a vala (loincloth), a soft 
collar shirt, a tie, and a broad-brimmed hat. People had 
hurried from distant villages to Nukualofa, hoping for 
a shipment they had ordered, looking for a letter, or just 
simply curious to see the change which the Nordic regu
larly brings to their horizon and witness the excitement it 
causes in their otherwise very quiet capital. 

Unfortunately, we could not see Her Majesty, the 
Queen. She was abroad at the time of our visit. But our 
missionaries spoke of her in the most complimentary man
ner. Some emphasized her tall majestic appearance as, pre
ceded by court attendants, bearing her crown and her 
scepter on beautiful silken cushions, and accompanied by 
her royal court, she proceeds to the solemn opening of 
parliament. Others told of her democratic ways and 
progressive policies. Like many of her people in Nukualofa, 
she dresses at tim.es in European style from hat to shoes, 
though, as a rule, she prefers the native fashion which is 
very becoming to her. At all times she has shown the high-
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est regard for our missionaries, and when visiting a village 
where the Sisters have a convent she invariably makes it 
a point to see them and sayan encouraging word. 

Sister Mary Xavier was a missionary nun who came 
here in the flower of her youth and devoted herself so 
generously and zealously to the people that they called 
her "Marne" (Mother). During the Spanish influenza, she 
was credited with keeping the death toll low. And for fifty 
years, through her dispensary and her visirs to the native 
huts, she baptized an average of 30 to 35 souls a year. 
When she lay dying, the Queen herself visited her, kissed 
her affectionately, and thanked her for the great good she 
had done in Tonga. 

Yes, Queen Salote is a noble sovereign. She loves her 
people, works continually for their welfare and deeply 
appreciates any effort by others to help them. A most strik
ing example of the good government in her kingdom is 
the law respecting land. No Tongan land may be alienated. 
Not even Henry Ford could buy an acre of it. When a boy 
reaches the age of sixteen he receives a grant of eight acres 
from the governrnent. This he is expected to cultivate so 
that he may earn his livelihood and be independent. He also . 
receives a quarter-acre of land in the village on which 
to build a home. The typical native home in Tonga is oval 
in shape, the roof being of sugar cane leaf and the walls 
of neatly plaited reeds. Cross beams and uprighrs are fas
tened together with native cord. 

The Tongans are a beautiful Polynesian race of light 
bronze color, regular features, and tall, strong bodies. Both 
sexes wear loincloths (valas), the women adding a loose 
garment that reaches from the shoulders to the knees. 
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Sunday loincloths are often made of pink, green or red 
Japanese silk which, though very rich looking and at
tractive, is bought at a relatively low price. Children in 
outlying villages wear practically nothing at home, though 
they always scampered out of sight to get a vala or a towel 
whenever we approached. 

As Tonga is farther from the Equator than most of our 
missions, the climate is one of the best in the South Pacific. 
Most of the year the weather is like that of New York or 
Boston in springtime. But during the summer months of 
November and December, the heat is oppressive. In the 
winter months of June and July the mercury drops to a 
chilly 60 so that a sweater is comfortable in the morning, 
and a warm blanket at night. 

Tongans, like Samoans, love their daily bath. In fact, 
any suggestion that a person went to bed without it, is 
looked upon as a gross insult. One day, Sister Mary Ann 
was taking some school girls for a walk, when a man no
torious for his contempt of bathing, came along on horse
back. "Sleep dirty! Sleep dirty!" sang out some of the 
children who were far ahead in the line of march. 

"I'll fix you, you little rascals!" shouted the infuriated 
man as he hastily dismounted from his horse and made for 
the offenders, who naturally ran for protection to the nun 
in the rear of the procession. 

"Those your children?" said the excited and rather 
flustered victim who now saw the Sister for the first time. 
"They need a lesson. They called me a bad name, and 
1-" 

"Those children attend our convent school," interposed 
Sister. "They are very young. I'm sure they do not realize 
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how wrong they were. But I will see to it that they do not 
annoy you again." 

"Thank you, Madam," said he, his anger cooling per
ceptibly, and went his way. 

Though very intelligent and resourceful, the Tongans 
are not remarkably ambitious, but the missionaries have 
seen them make considerable sacrifices to finish a task on 
which they have set their hearts. In general, they gave us 
the impression that they are satisfied with life as they find 
it in their little country, where without any great labor 
they obtain their food and shelter and an ample sufficiency 
of the sweet luxury of repose, which they so keenly ap
preciate that "Good sleeping!" used to be one of their 
favorite forms of greeting. 

A twelve-mile drive brought us to Mua village just across 
the bay from Nukualofa, where we visited the tombs of 
the ancient kings, impressive rectangular monuments, sur
mounted by a pyramid of coral blocks rising twenty feet 
from the ground. Like the tombs of the ancient Pharaohs, 
each of these had been built under the direction of its fu
ture occupant. 

The Tui Tonga, a sort of spiritual king, was living in 
Mua when the first Marist missionaries came here nearly 
a hundred years ago. He presided over a hideous and un
holy cult which kept his followers, even the political king, 
in the most shameful slavery. Everyone regarded him as 
the temple of the divinity, obeyed his every word and 
satisfied every craving of his passions. For several years 
the missionary tried in vain to convert him, or at least to 
obtain permission for the building of a church. But not 
until 1847 did the Tui Tonga grant the long sought per-
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mission, and then, to the missionary's delight, he even 
hinted that he himself was about to take instructions and 
join the Catholic Church. 

Here, as in other Tongan villages, the Polynesian kava 
ceremony was an essential part of the official welcome, 
except that here the chief did not drink until two other 
persons had been served, in accordance with the old pre
cautionary custom of letting commoners try it first to make 
sure it had not been poisoned. Then, of course, there was 
a dance by a group of young girls dressed in pretty skirts 
and leis made for the occasion with strips of grass and 
lovely fragrant flowers. The workmanship in the costumes 
was most delicate and artistic, and the dance itself was a 
spectacle of rare grace and beauty, the performers display
ing an amazing suppleness in their fingers, wrists, arms and 
feet. 

"Sister, you like to see my baby?" inquired a proud 
mother as she exhibited her chubby brown infant after the 
solemn ceremony. 

"Certainly," said I. "What is his name?" 
"New Planet Siliako," was the prompt reply of the 

beaming parent. He was named, she explained, in honor 
of a heavenly body of that kind discovered at the time of 
his birth. But his was only one of the unusual names we 
met with here. There was a girl whose name was Pneu
monia because she was born during the influenza epidemic. 
She was a lovely lass with a gorgeous head of smooth black 
hair, and beautiful pearly teeth. Then there was a little fat 
boy named Bicycle, because he had come into the world 
when the vehicle of that name first appeared in his native 
village. It is a common thing for Tongan parents to name 
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their children for contemporary events, though such tides 
are invariably followed by the tribal name. 

As might be expected, fish is one of the principal items 
of food. Some varieties, including certain jellyfish, are eaten 
raw. Lines, spears and nets are the usual means employed 
for fishing. But there are also two very unusual methods. 
In relatively small and protected areas intoxicating fruit is 
dropped into the water, and, when sufficient time has been 
allowed for it to produce its effect, the fishermen, wearing 
goggles to protect their eyes, dive below and easily scoop 
up the groggy and tipsy fish with their hands. 

Even more extraordinary and certainly very weird and 
mysterious, is a Tongan shark-fishing expedition in which 
as many as fifty men take part. And here is the entire pro
ceeding in what are substantially the words of Father 
Elias Bergeron, S.M., for many years a priest in Tonga, 
and the first American-born priest to come here as a mis
SIOnary. 

A whole list of taboos governs it. First of all, each fisher
man's home is declared taboo after his family has been placed 
in the home of a friend. Then, setting out in five-ton boats 
that are often bought with money saved from the sale of 
copra, each fisherman is bound by taboo to refrain from 
eating until a shark is caught. Another taboo forbids sneez
ing; and still another, crying. But singing is not only al
lowed, it is encouraged and considered so important that an 
expert leader is named to direct it, the favorite song being 
substantially this:-

Good shark we bring you 
Something to eat! 
How smooth your skin! 
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How peaceful your eyes! 
Come with your family, 
Don't come alone! 
Come to our feast to-night! 

How could those big fishes resist such a flattering invita
tion? Tongan anglers don't think it possible. So they imme
diately but silently attach a piece of meat to the end of a 
pole and thrust it over the side of the boat. As soon as a 
shark sticks up its head to get it, a strong lasso is slipped 
under its gills and pulled until the big fish is brought close 
to the side of the boat, where waiting men club it to death. 
Such expeditions have brought in as many as twenty-five 
of these magnificent prizes averaging twelve feet in length. 
And what a glorious feast they make! But even if, as some
times happens, the haul is poor, there is always the excuse 
that someone has violated one of the many taboos. 

Fishing, however, is not the only phase of life in which 
superstition plays a part. Sorcerers are occasionally called 
on to restore health to the sick, as an experience related by 
Father Bergeron will show: 

A pretty twelve-year-old girl became mysteriously ill 
while at the Sisters' school and was sent home that she 
might get the best possible care. Naturally, her teacher 
went to visit her on several occasions to inquire how she 
was getting along, but Sister never got any further than 
the door of the home, the child became so absolutely wild 
on seeing her. The priest of the mission also went to pay 
a visit, but on three occasions he had no more success than 
the nun. A fourth day he tried, but, this time put on sur
plice and stole and, notwithstanding the child's hysterical 
and maniacal screams, read the prayers of exorcism. 
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Scarcely had he pronounced the words: "go out of this 
child" when the little girl leaped into the air uttering a 
demoniacal shriek and fell back on her mat peaceful and 
smiling. Was this an instance of possession? Father could 
not say. But such were the facts in this truly mysterious 
case. 

On St. Patrick's day, a sail of several hours brought us 
to Tonga's middle group of islands called Haapai. All are 
small and low, but protected by reefs against which the 
waves break with a tremendous boom, sending their spar
kling, foaming spray high in the air. Even before the 
steamer had cast anchor, Father Edward Tremblay, a 
sturdy man with an infectious smile and a kind word for 
everyone, was on his way out to greet us. He is another 
priest whose zeal for the foreign missious dates from his 
earliest days at school and, who, with Father Deihl of 
Samoa, founded the famous mission club in Washington, 
D.C. 

As we made our way to the shore in a dinghy, which 
bobbed up and down like a cork, we gave him the latest 
news we had of his native Haverhill, Massachusetts, and of 
Boston where, on his two visits, he charmed many hun
dreds of people with interesting accounts of his life in 
Tonga. As we neared Lifuka's wharf, halfway along the 
western shore of the island, we could see under the clear 
water great quantities of the most beautiful coral stretch
ing its white and turquoise branches in all directions, while 
fish of every color in the rainbow darted in and out of 
the crevices with indescribable grace. Every now and then 
seagulls, perched on rocks protruding through the water, 
dipped their long beaks into the sea and brought up a fish 
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which they laid on the rock and proceeded to dissect in a 
most business-like manner. 

On going ashore, we visited the fine church, school, and 
convent that make up the central headquarters from which 
Father goes forth to the fourtee!1 other islands in his parish, 
scattered over an area forty miles long by twenty-two miles 
wide. And how does he travel from one island to another? 
How does he transport needed building material to his out
lying missions? Father Tremblay, with the aid of the 
natives, and with the financial aid of the Propagation of 
the Faith Office in Boston, Massachusetts, built a beautiful 
yacht, equipped it with sails and a Diesel motor, and today, 
after many years, it is still doing invaluable service in the 
missions and helping its reverend pilot to accomplish 
wonders. 

Father used to have a rich black beard, but he laughingly 
told us he had had to shave it off, because while he was 
mixing concrete for new mission buildings, cement often 
got into his whiskers and snarled them terribly. 

"Look!" exclaimed a small boy approaching us and 
proudly holding aloft a giant spider (its body as big in 
circumference as a half-dollar, its legs two and a half inches 
long). Imagine one of these crawling creatures mistaking 
your bed for his own some balmy night. Such spiders are 
plentiful here, but harmless, so nobody pays any attention 
to them. Tongan cockroaches are an inch and a half long, 
and often travel from place to place by air, for they have 
lusty wings. Their favorite occupation is the removing of 
stains from clothing, the only trouble being that they usually 
remove the cloth as well as the stain. Flies and mosquitoes 
abound. 
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Father told us an almost endless number of the most in
teresting experiences in connection with his mission. Once, 
for example, he rewarded a native helper with a gorgeous 
red necktie, something entirely new to this particular 
Tongan whose wardrobe never consisted of more than a 
vala. But the brown man wasn't puzzled. Not he! The very 
next day he came strutting through the village with all the 
pride of a peacock, the missionary's precious gift tied in 
a beautiful bow on his strong right arm. 

Then, there was a little girl whom he had prepared for 
First Communion. Shortly before the great day, her 
parents came to tell him that she could not be present. 

"Oh," said Father, "that is too bad! What's the matter? 
Is she sick?" 

"No, Patele (Father), she is well, but our pigs are too 
small! " 

Such a great event could never be allowed to pass with
out a banquet, and those good people simply meant that 
their pigs were not big enough to supply meat for all the 
friends who would attend. 

Another and even more interesting experience concerned 
a girl whom Father had lately baptized. She was fifteen 
years old at the time. After the ceremony, he told her that 
if she studied her catechism well, she would soon be able 
to receive Holy Communion. Esther, for such was the 
lovely maiden's name, soon knew all that the little book 
taught regarding the Blessed Sacrament, and longed to 
show Patele (Father) that she was ready to receive her 
First Communion. But many days passed before he came 
again because Esther lived on a little island many miles 
away from the mission center. Meanwhile she became ill, 
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and when Patele did come, he found her lying on a mat 
moaning softly, a number of wrinkled and toothless hags 
crouching about her. 

"Keep away!" they shrieked, as he approached. "Keep 
away! This girl has a devil in her." 

"No," said Patele, ignoring their warnings, "there is no 
devil in her, but perhaps his agents are around her." 

After Patele's departure, the witches conferred together 
and decided the girl must abjure the Catholic religion, or 
die. 

When Father paid his next visit, he found Esther still 
very ill, lying half-naked on her miserable mat, and half 
out of her mind as a result of the abuse to which she had 
been subjected. 

"Oh Patele," she moaned, on recognizing the missionary, 
"oh Patele, now I can never make my First Communion. 
They have made me give up my faith!" 

Two months later, Esther was able to get on her feet 
again, hut to keep her from the Catholic Church, she was 
put alone on a tiny island to feed pigs. "There," thought 
the witches, "she will never again hear of the Catholic 
religion." But was she alone? She was not. In her ragged 
clothes she had smuggled the little catechism that Father 
had given her, and in this she found companionship, solace 
and hope-hope that some day, somehow, she would he 
able to receive Christ in Holy Communion. 

That great day carne when she succeeded in hailing a 
passing cutter, and escaped from her island prison to the 
mission center. Cold, hungry and exhausted, she reached 
the Sisters' convent at nightfall, and told her story. They 
received her kindly, provided a refreshing hath, a hearty 
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supper, and a bed where she was soon enjoying a sweet and 
peaceful sleep. A few days later Patele returned from his 
missions, and Esther's bitter trials and sorrows were 
drowned in the joy which flooded her heart in her First 
Holy Communion. 

One afternoon as we passed through the village, our 
attention was drawn to two men seated on the ground 
and arguing in an apparently friendly manner, which was 
natural enough; but one of them, when not puffing on his 
cigarette, held it between his toes, transferring it thither 
with the greatest adroitness and ease. 

Soon after that, another peculiar usage was pointed out 
to us. Close to a sick man's home, workers were busy 
building a new house to accommodate those of his relatives 
who couldn't find shelter under his roof. "It is just an old 
Tongan custom," said a Sister of the mission, "for the 
relatives of a seriously sick man to come and live with 
him until the crisis is over." This, of course, shows their 
affection for him. But it sometimes happens that the rela
tives insist on bestowing remedies which they think the 
doctor has overlooked. For instance, a woman who was 
gravely ill, was forbidden by her physician, to take any 
food whatsoever. But according to her relatives, food was 
just what she needed. So they gave her a heatty meal
her last. A few days later, they buried her in one of the 
pure white sand mounds which constitute a Tongan grave. 

A sixty-mile sail northward brought us to Vavau, the 
most picturesque of the three Tongan groups. It is reached 
through two rows of the most beautiful islets, some, just 
gorgeous, fairylike bouquets, encircled with sparkling silver 
chains of coral sand; some projecting their high, rocky 

196 



A Tiny Kingdom, a Big Fish Story 

cliffs out to their very shores, where grotesque caves gaped 
at us as we passed before them, and waves made by our 
steamer rushed with a resounding roar into their open 
jaws. Everywhere, even on top of the highest cliffs, were 
graceful cocoanut palms bending gracefully like banners 
dipping to bid us welcome. But all trus was only a prelude 
to the beauty and splendor that greeted our eyes as we 
turned into Vavau's port of Neiafu, whose deep-blue water 
dotted with native craft and several trim-looking yachts, 
contrasted beautifully with the green of hundreds of bush
clad hills and valleys surrounding it. And there in the cen
ter of this charming scene, on a plateau which is one of 
the finest, coolest and prettiest spots in the island, were the 
Catholic Church and our Sisters' convent. Memory took 
me back to the second half of the 19th Century, when 
Father Breton, Vavau's brave apostle, was laboring here. 
For ten years he toiled and suffered without any sub
stantial success. Indeed, some of the natives rewarded his 
patient efforts with ridicnle. "Isn't he a fool," said they, 
"to pray so much, work so hard and sacrifice himself so 
completely." And yet, he had scarcely drawn his last 
breath in the arms of .t native catechist, his only companion, 
when the whole island, which had long seemed indifferent 
to his presence, openly proclaimed itself in mourning for 
the "holy man." Evidently, his life of patient toil and 
suffering had not been spent in vain. Hundreds of natives 
bowed their heads in a truly magnificent tribute as his 
mottal remains were laid to rest in their midst, and soon 
thereafter, scores of islanders embraced the religion whose 
worth had been so beautifully illustrated by the good 
Patele's life. And when the missionary's body was disin-
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terred thirty years after his death, and all of it was found 
to be dust except the brain which was still intact and 
supple, those who had called him foolish, begged his for
giveness. "We called you a fool," they cried, "but now 
we know you were a saint." 

Just below the mission station is a little village where 
stores provide the natives with shoes, if they can afford 
them; sheets, which, being cool, have become very popu
lar; and soft pillows, patronized by nearly all the young 
folks, though the older people stick to the wooden ones. 
"When, as frequently happens, you see old folks carrying 
a wooden pillow with them," said Sister Mary Ann, a 
veteran on the mission, "you can be pretty sure they are 
on their way to visit relatives of the younger generation. 
And they are not taking any chances on having to rest their 
heads on one of those new-fangled, soft, fluffy pillows." 

Sister told us that her girls, who are generally very 
intelligent, but sometimes very proud, remain at the con
vent school till they are eighteen. By that time they have 
finished an eight-grade course of studies, including hy
giene, painting and sewing, as well as the three R's, to 
prepare them to be good housewives. Some take longer 
courses, including stenography, but as Tonga can employ 
only a very limited number of stenographers such courses 
are practical only for the few. 

"Who is that little girl with her hair shaved off except 
for two long braids?" I inquired of Sister. 

"Oh," she exclaimed, laughing heartily, "that's a little 
boy! I too was surprised when I first came here. The first 
altar boy I saw had two long braids of hair. But, of course, 
I said to myself: 'Different country, different customs.' It 

198 



A Tiny Kingdom, a Big Fish Story 

turned out, however, that the altar boy was really a boy, 
but the pet of his parents, who, therefore, shaved off his 
hair with a piece of glass, a shell or a razor, but left two 
curls to grow until such time as they would be asked for 
by persons to whom they had been promised. Nobody is 
surprised, nobody makes fun of the lad, and nobody asks 
any questions. But on a specially appointed day, at a 
very solemn ceremony and banquet, the curls are cut off 
and all of the boy's hair is henceforth allowed to grow. 
Girls who are family pets are treated in a like manner." 

And speaking of Mama's darling, naturally leads us to 
another phase of loving, a very important one. When and 
how does a sweetheart pop the question? "That," said 
Sister, "is a very formal affair in Tonga. When a boy takes 
a fancy to a girl-thinks she would make a good wife-he 
gathers a number of other boys of his own age, and on 
some appointed evening they go in a body to serenade his 
prospective sweetheart. Sometimes this introduction lasts 
a whole night, though all-night meetings are not regarded 
with approval by the church authorities. The girl's brothers 
are never among the serenaders. And even the girl herself 
may not know at the time which of the boys has been 
smitten by her charms. But if he finally decides to wed 
her, he visits her home with his father, bringing gifts of 
mats and pigs, and in the presence of the girl's relatives, 
formally asks for her hand. Betrothal is generally the oc
casion of a great feast. But of course, human nature being 
what it is, the ceremony sometimes ends in a fight, when 
the girl's father produces mats and pigs that are inferior to 
those offered by his prospective son-in-law, and vice 
versa." 
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One morning, as we were returning from the church to 
the convent, I noticed an elderly woman squatting on the 
ground. Beside her, stretched on the grass, was a girl about 
fifteen years of age, whose head she was holding and ex
amining. "That girl is her daughter," said Sister. "If the 
mother finds any little creatures creeping through those 
lovely tresses, she will capture and eat them with as little 
concern as you would show in consuming salted peanuts." 

One First Friday, a very good girl about twelve years 
old, stayed away from Holy Communion, not because she 
was sick, but because, as she told Sister with charming 
simplicity, "I saw a nice cutu Fizi (Fijian cootie) in Mar
garet's hair this morning at Mass, and as Margaret was right 
in front of me, I couldn't resist the temptation to eat it." 

Another very peculiar thing was a dirty old rag hang
ing up conspicuously in the midst of the mission garden. 
Everything else was so clean and neat. 

"Is there any significance attached to that rag?" I in
quired. 

"Indeed there is," said Sister, "that is our silent police
man. As long as it is there, no one will touch the mission 
garden, in spite of the fact that Tongans generally con
sider that your possessions are pretty much theirs, and 
are rather free about helping themselves to your coffee, 
your cocoanuts, etc., unless they are guarded by one of 
those old rags called a 'sausau.' Many Tongans super
stitiously believe that if anybody takes anything so guarded, 
he will be punished by some terrible disease. Of course, the 
missionaries do not believe that, but since they are sur
rounded by many people who do, they protect their gar
dens in this way." 
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Death in the family is a signal for unrestrained and 

loud lament. Those keeping vigil beside the corpse of the 
deceased, will address it passionately as each visitor comes 
to pay his last tribute. If his cousin comes, for instance, 
they will say, or rather they will cry out:-"Oh John, 
here comes your cousin to say good-bye. Poor John-he 
was a wonderful man, a brave man, a noble man. And now, 
alas, he is gone!" During the period of mourning, relatives 
dress in dirty mats, and women cut their hair, letting it 
stick out wildly in all directions. "If you see a person 
wearing an exceptionally dirty mat," said Sister, "you can 
be pretty sure that she's mourning the passing of a big 
chief. In other words, the dirtier the mat, the deeper and 
more solemn the mourning." Coffins, of course, ate not 
used. The body is wrapped in tapa cloth, which is fastened 
very nearly, and then buried in pure white sand. At 
some non-Catholic funerals, all a person's belongings are 
buried with him. Sister recalled one instance where the 
deceased owned an iron bed, so that too was buried, and 
the bed posts are still sticking out above the grave. In the 
:.arly days, the Vavau Catholic cemetery was a poor little 
place, so poor in fact that Father Breton said some of his 
neophytes who wished to become Catholics would not do 
so, for fear of being buried in it. Tongans, and in fact, all 
South Sea natives have a great respect for their dead. They 
always choose the nicest spots for burial grounds, sur
rounding them with beautiful and sweet-smelling trees. 
The tombs of great chiefs ate often built while they ate 
alive. It was therefore, a matter of great importance for 
the Catholic mission to provide a more attractive cemetery. 
The present one with its orderly array of white mounds 
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and pretty crosses is located on a hill which commands a 
magnificent view of the island and the encircling sea. It is 
surely one of the most beautiful spots in the archipelago. 

On All Souls Day, relatives bring fresh white sand from 
the shore, to put on the graves. Often they bring an extra 
bag of it for the grave of a departed friend. 

Regretfully I had to abandon a plan to visit Niuafo'ou, 
an interesting little Tongan isle some four hundred miles 
north of Nukualofa. It is shaped like a doughnut with a 
crater lake in the center. Its entire shore line is made up 
of dark lava cliffs, and because there is no sheltered an
chorage big boats seldom visit it. No skipper would think 
of approaching it during the stormy season from November 
to April. It is really the top of a volcano, whose occasional 
eruptions obliged its inhabitants (recently eighteen hun
dred in all) to be ever ready to move themselves and their 
belongings. Two thirds of the island had already been 
covered with lava by 1936. 

Outgoing letters were put into a watertight tin box 
which a swimming native pushed ahead of him to the 
roadstead about five hundred feet from the shore, where the 
mailboat dropped anchor once a year. Return mail put into 
the same can was thrown overboard to be retrieved and 
towed back by the same swimmer. Hence the name Tin Can 
Island was given to Niuafo'ou. The tin can was still being 
used up to 1946. But since the day some years ago when 
the swimming postman was held up and eaten by a shark, 
an outrigger canoe was used to carry the tin box back and 
forth. 

[On September 10, 1946, Niuafo'ou was devastated by a 
terrific volcanic eruption. Sister Mary. Julia, attached to 
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the Marist mission there, was an eyewimess of the tragedy, 
which she described in part as follows: "It began on Mon
day at 7: 30 P.M. after an hour of tremors, quakes and 
shakes. I 'saw a pillar of fire surrounded by clouds of 
smoke. It seemed to be coming toward us at full speed, 
while detached masses of fire were falling on every side. 
Lightning flashed, thunder rolled and angry waves roared 
against the rocks on shore. With Father Schahl, Sister 
Angele, Sister Cuthbert and most of the island's inhabitants, 
I hastened over the hot ground through a downpour of 
sticky lava and sulphur and reached the top of a moun
tain just as a number of monster volcanoes off the north 
coast exploded simultaneously and belched tons and tons of 
red-hot stones, sulphur, lava and coral from craters hidden 
in the ocean. It was truly strange and terrifying to behold 
fire shooting forth from a dozen volcanic mouths in the 
sea, as it continued to do from midnight till 7:00 A.M." 

When at last the eruptions ceased and damage could be 
determined, it was found that no lives had been lost but 
the island had been so completely devastated that the 
population voted to accept the government's offer of a 
home in another section of the kingdom. 

On October 31, the missionaries, the government offi
cials and all the natives from Niuafo'ou arrived in Nu
kualofa aboard the rescue ship, Hifofua to begin life in 
another Tongan isle.] 

As March drew to a close, our stay in Tonga ended, 
and April 4th found us arriving in Wellington, New Zea
land, where we remained for two months. 
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13. Homeward Bound 

ON THE afternoon of June 9, we said good-bye till Heaven 
to all the Sisters at our Wellington convent, and sailed 
away at half past six aboard the San Fransicso-bound 
Maunganui. 

Wellington's city and harbor lights twinkled in a driz
zling rain, while a chill, brisk wind made us pull our 
shawls closer, and reminded us that June is a winter month 
in New Zealand. As long as possible we kept the port in 
view, thinking of our Sisters in their new house on the 
hill, and of all our religious family in the South Sea Islands. 
Thousands of miles were soon to lie between us, but our 
prayers for one another and mutual devotion to the work 
of Christ are bonds of a glorious union which space can 
never break. 

Wednesday, June 10, was stormy but less so than Tues
day, June 9, which immediately followed it when we 
crossed the International Date Line to the eastward. So 
turbulent did the sea become that the Maunganui's anchor 
had to be dropped for an hour to permit the repair of a 
stairway and a window-broken by the huge waves which 
unmercifully pounded the ship. Three days later the sun 
finally broke through the clouds and calm returned to the 
sea. At nightfall we steamed into Rarotonga Harbor, chief 
port of the Cook Islands. 



Homeward Bound 

The anchor had scarcely been lowered when two big 
barges came alongside, bearing a considerable number of 
townsfolk, who lost no time climbing aboard to welcome 
with utmost enthus.iasm a delegation of Rarotonga orange 
growers returning from what, to all appearances, had been 
a very successful business trip. Garlands of gorgeous 
flowers were placed about their necks, and while the air 
rang with exclamations of joy and peals of hearty laugh
ter, they were escorted to the waiting boats by their ad
miring and delighted friends. It was so dark, however, that 
we could get no definite idea of the scene. 

At daybreak on June 16, we got our first glimpse of 
beautiful Tahiti Island, a French colony sometimes called 
the Paradise of the Pacific, because of its striking mountain 
scenery, beautiful climate and handsome people. Some of 
its magnificent peaks, nearly seven thousand feet high, 
were partially enveloped in great white clouds, but by 
half past five we could distinguish Papeete, the capital and 
chief port of entry, with its churches, houses and other 
buildings. It was still ouly six o'clock when our boat was 
made fast to the dock. 

Mrs. Tranchant, sister of my companion, Mother Pia, 
welcomed us to this shore, where pioneer Marist mission
aries stopped a century ago on the way to their mission 
field. Interestingly enough, the first person to greet them 
was Mr. Moernhout, the American Consul, a very devout 
Catholic, who gave generously of his hospitality, and was 
probably instrumental in obtaining permission for them to 
go ashore-a privilege previously denied to other Catholic . . . mISSIonanes. . 

Papeete was a poor, miserable village in those days, but 
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now it has a population of some seven thousand inhabitants, 
a number of hotels, a fair number of automobiles, and, 
most interesting of all, a rather large market place where 
merchants-most of them Chinese-display their wares. 
Beautiful oranges hanging by their stems to long strips of 
cocoanut leaf, fancy baskets filled with luscious fruits, 
large quantities of rainbow trout, and a great variety of 
other delicious foods, challenged the attention of morning 
shoppers, and buying was brisk, because the town was wide 
awake at this early hour. "Much of the day's work," said 
Mrs. Tranchant, "is done before noon, when Papeete 
pauses for lunch and a little siesta." 

As in Suva, Apia, and Nukualofa, the streets, the homes 
and the clothing of Papeete strongly reflect the influence 
of European civilization. But that is not at all surprising, 
for even in 1767, when the English Captain Wallis dis
covered Tahiti, it is said that he found one native who 
actually preferred the European way. Eagerly he dressed 
like Wallis and his crew, and even sought to adopt their 
method of eating, though every time he tried with a fork 
to bring a piece of pork to his lips, his hand-probably by 
force of habit-touched his open mouth, and the pork 
went around to his ear. 

The Tahitians marveled at Wallis' "immense" boat, its 
guns which sounded like thunder, its little magnifying 
glasses that revealed distant objects hidden to the naked eye, 
and its doctor who actually removed his hair before bathing 
his head in the sea. But in spite of these, and greater won
ders they have seen since that time, the majority of Tahi
tians still love the simple customs and carefree life of olden 
days. 
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Profiting by the few hours at our disposal, we visited 
the island's leper settlement at Orofara, ten miles from the 
center of Papeete. 

Opening off the coastal road, and extending inland about 
three-fifths of a mile, this haven of hope is built on either 
side of a litde river that runs through the village, where 
lepers (one hundred and six of them at the time of our 
visit), live in litde dwellings made according to their taste 
in Tahitian or European style. 

As we visited the grounds with the special permission re
quired for the privilege, some fifteen patients followed us 
at a distance, profoundly pleased to have us inside their 
enclosure-and to hear our message of hope, since we could 
tell of many cures verified at Makogai. 

Notable among these interested followers, was a still 
youthful and once handsome chief who seemed quite in
telligent, rather well-informed and very eager to learn 
about Makogai. Behind him was a patient whose eyes 
had been eaten away, and near this unfortunate were two 
ten-year-old children, their tender bodies bloated, de
formed, and pitiable to behold. With still others they tried 
to show their pleasure by smiles and gestures. Suddenly a 
Chinese baker crossed our path carrying a supply of bread. 
A moment later we met one of the nurses hastening to a 
patient'S aid. Then the MaWlganUl~s siren sounded its warn
ing, and our short but interesting visit abruptly came to 
a close. So, saying thank you to the guard, who had shown 
us about, and bidding final farewell to the lepers who had 
gathered at the fence to see us off, we stepped into the 
Tranchant car for our return trip to town. 

While Papeete and the majestic green-clad pinnacles 
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around it were bathed in the soft light of a crimson sun
set, we sailed out of the little harbor on our way to the 
United States. Mter more than two years of travel we 
were returning horne. Like many navigators and explorers 
of old, we were bringing riches from far off lands. Not 
diamonds or pearls; but gifts more precious and fair
the golden record of countless kindnesses from bishops, 
priests, brothers and sisters all along the way; the precious 
recollection of rare experiences and thrilling adventures; 
and the priceless inspiration derived from treading in the 
footsteps of heroic pioneers and their present worthy suc
cessors in this vast field "white for the harvest." 
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