The

Queen's Work

ATER on I wondered
whether our beloved
Kateri Tekakwitha
had been a Sodalist.
In fact it wasn’t until
some days later .

But let’s begin at the
beginning.

I was extremely
busy with the young
Catholics who had in-
vited me to Montreal
and a succession of
Canadian cities. In fact I was
scheduled to give about twenty
talks in four cities within five days.
So when I heard that one of my
Jesuit missionary friends wanted
me to visit his mission, my impulse
was to say, politely but firmly,
“Sorry; it just can’t be done.”

But Father Jacobs is a diplomat.
Said he, by way of invitation: “You
see, you can’t come so close to the
home and the shrine of the first
American girl Sodalist without pay-
ing her a visit.”

“Who’s that?” I demanded, for
the invitation had taken on a sharp
and personal quality.

“Catherine Tekakwitha,” he said.

Sodalist?

I began to wonder if she really
had been a Sodalist. Women were
not admitted into the Sodality
when Catherine, the Lily of the
Mohawks, was living among her
pagan and Christian tribesmen. But
then missionaries to the Indians
had and still have strange powers:
For instance they are allowed to
have their choirs sing the Mass, not
in Latin, but in Iroquois. So per-
haps they did admit women into
the Sodality back in the last half
of the seventeenth century. Any-
way if Catherine Tekakwitha was
not actually a Sodalist, she was at
least a forerunner of Sodalists, and,
given the slightest opportunity, she
would have been a very devoted
child of Mary.

Father Jacobs and the young
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Jesuit scholastic living
among the Indians and learning
their language picked me up that
brisk autumn morning at Loyola
College in Montreal and drove me

across the great St. Lawrence—by
way of the bridge. The toll-keeper
saluted us cheerfully as we passed.

“My brother-in-law,” said Fa-
ther Jacobs, “and one of the few
Indians working on the bridge.”

I know my eyebrows lifted in
surprise. So my priest friend con-
tinued: “Didn’t you know that I'm
an Indian? Indeed I am. It was
almost 350 years before the Jesuits
finally numbered among them a
member of my Iroquois tribes. You
may not know it, but among
Indians love of family is so strong
that Indian parents can’t bear to

see their children leave them and
Indian children can’t tear them-
selves away from their families.
Three centuries and a half”—he
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laughed—*“and the priesthood and
the Jesuits finally got me.”
A good “get” I thought it. -~
The far end of the
bridge brought us from
the modern city of Mon-
treal into the Indian
village of Caughnawaga.
Down the streets toward
the church trudged or
trotted the villagers.
Father Jacobs waved to

Left: Kateri Tekak-
witha, the Lily of
the Mohawks, stain-
less Indian maiden
who lived a life of
saintliness in the
midst of one of the
most cruel, savage,
pagan Indians of the
American tribes

one old brave—
wrinkled, bent, but
with the bright eyes
of the primitive
Indian.

“My godfather,” he
explained. And then
pointing toward a
house, “And there
live my mother and father. You
see I came back to them and sang
my first solemn high Mass in their
parish church.”

We cut sharply to the right and
found ourselves on the edge of the
swiftly moving river and on the
spot which Tekakwitha had known
and loved and where she had spent

her saintly days.
Caughnawaga is
the first of the
famous Iroquois
missions which
brought the
French Jesuits to this continent
about a century and a half before
the American Revolution. And
what tough fellows those Iroquois

hellish tortures these Indians in-
vented for the missionaries who
are today the great -canonized
North American Martyrs.

So to protect the Iroquois who
became Catholics, a Jesuit priest in
1667 built a mission surrounded by
high walls where his Iroquois con-
verts could lead a Christian life
without fear of the tomahawk and
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were! ‘Their nations lived to eat
and fight and lust and kill. They
watched their neighbors, the
Hurons, become Catholics, and
they promptly set about extermi-

Left: The
tomb of Ka-
teri, where
her body Ilay
until it was
removed to
the village
church

nating them. And when their own
Iroquois, one by one, became Chris-
tians, they regarded them as con-
temptible weaklings who deserved
only torment and death. I don’t
have to remind Catholics of the

the stake. Because farm land was
needed, the mission was moved
twice, the second time to its pres-
ent position, directly across
from Montreal—whose numerous
churches and modern buildings
make the backdrop for Indian life.
Kanawake, the mission was called,
which means “below the rapids”;
and though the mission is now
above the rapids, Kanawake (in
English, Caughnawaga) it still re-
mains.

Through the high walls we
entered the mission where young
converts once defied their persecu-
tors; we went into the priest’s
house, which formerly was the of-
ficers’ quarters of the French garri-
son; then straight into the little
room of archives, where all that is
mortal of the lovely Lily of the
Mohawks remains.

Her Relics

Father Jacobs opened the safe in
the wall and threw back a little
door heavily padded with white silk.

(Turn back to page 31)
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