
Volume 44 Number  2         March 2006

Some give by going to the Missions                 Some go by giving to the Missions            Without both there are no Missions

CATHOLIC BISHOP OF NORTHERN ALASKA
1312 PEGER ROAD FAIRBANKS, ALASKA  99709
Phone: 907-374-9532         http: //www.cbna.info

Please see our list of current Parish Needs on our website.

Special Masses are offered throughout the year for
you and your intentions by our Missionary Priests.
Please pray that God may bless us and our work.

 HOLY CROSS MISSION
Selections From “NORTHERN ECHOES” II

Editor’s Note:  The Alaskan Shepherd May 2005 issue featured selections from an annual yearbook entitled
Northern Echoes--authored and illustrated by the children of Holy Cross Mission boarding school in 1935.
The response to that issue was so favorable that I am encouraged and pleased to offer to you these additional
selections--lovingly penned and artistically drawn--70 years ago. Given the nature of the images in this issue

of  The Alaskan Shepherd, we thought they should appear in color.  We would also like to thank Phil Bridge of Journal
Graphics for making possible this special issue.   --Patty Walter

The name “Holy Cross” was given the mission by
Father Aloysius J. Robaut, S.J., in compliance with the ex-
press wishes of Louis A. Lootens, one-time bishop of Idaho,
then retired in Victoria, who had given the Archbishop
Charles J. Seghers party, before it left Victoria for Alaska,
his pectoral cross containing a relic of the true cross with the
desire that the first mission to be founded in northern Alaska
be given the name “Mission of the Holy Cross.”  Holy Cross
was actually the second mission founded in northern Alaska.
The Nulato mission, named Our Lady of the Snows, was
founded a year before in 1887.

Students in the boarding school were divided into two
classes.  In the first class were older students who had al-
ready made progress in “the ordinary branches of an elemen-
tary English education.”  English was taught for its own sake,
but also to provide a common language for students coming
from different ethnic backgrounds, chief among them:
Koyukon Athabaskan Indian, Central Yup’ik Eskimo, and
Inupiat Eskimo.  The older boys received, for the most part,
manual training in mechanics, carpentry, shoemaking, farm-
ing, and gardening.  Brother George J. Feltes, S.J., ran a
machine shop that trained skilled mechanics.  These were in
much demand up and down the Yukon to maintain and oper-
ate steamboats and airplanes.  The girls too were taught prac-
tical skills.  Furthermore, all were thoroughly grounded in
the basics of the Catholic Faith and its devotional life.
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We want to thank in a special way those of you who have included the Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska (our
legal title) in your bequests and wills, and those of you who, at the time of the deaths of dear ones, have suggested
that, in their memory, contributions be made to the Missions of Northern Alaska or to the Alaskan Shepherd
Endowment Fund.  For more information, please contact Tom Buzek,  Business Administrator:   907-374-9528.

THE ICE POOL
* * * *

Spring is a great time for the boys.  To make it a little
more exciting, we make a bet on the exact date, hour and mo-
ment on which we expect the ice to move in the Yukon River

which runs directly in front of the Mission. The one who
guesses most correctly is very lucky, as we call any little good

fortune that comes our way.
All the boys who wished to enter their names in the ice

pool had to part with some of their precious marbles, three for
one bet.  Some boys had about twenty bets, others not even one,
either because they had no marbles to put in, or because they did not want to lose their
marbles on the bet.

Reverend Father Cunningham, who suggested it, put all the marbles which num-
bered about two hundred, in a glass jar and set it up in the house for the boys to desire.

One could hear all day, “I wonder who will get that bet!  I wish I would be the
lucky one!”  We even dreamed that we were the happy possessors of that marvelous jar,
but awoke disappointed.

At last, one evening, on the twenty first of May, to be exact, some of the boys ran
into the house screaming, “The ice is running!”  Father Cunningham took  a pair of spy
glasses and looked.  Sure enough; it was true.  Father went to the list to see who won it,
and to everyone’s delight it was Jack McCann.  He was so happy that he did not know
what to do with the prize.  He was a popular hero for a while.

The ice pool certainly keeps up our enthusiasm in the springtime.  All the boys
like it.  It takes good Father Cunningham to invent a scheme like that!  He does all he can

to please us children.  God bless him!
--Lawrence Meinhart, Grade 7

Though the four short summer months are delightful in Alaska, still,
they are spoilt in a great degree by the tormenting presence of hordes
of mosquitos and gnats.  Veils are all right for girls, but what does a
boy want to do with a veil on!  However, if we wish to have any peace
we must wear a mosquito net; we even have to wear them over our
beds at night, otherwise we would never be able to sleep.  So, with
these disagreeable creatures to spoil a good deal of our fun, we wel-

come the snow and winter sports.
There is a wonderful hill behind the boy’s house which affords an excellent coasting place.  Some of

the boys ski splendidly. A short distance from the Mission is a lake where we skate to our hearts’ content.
Often we play hockey on the ice.  Scientists spend so much money and they even risk their lives to see a star
at close range nowadays.  Before we become expert hockey players we see stars of every color without any
expense whatever!

We also play football on the hard snow which is splendid, exhilarating exercise on cold days.  When it
is too wet outdoors we swing on our ladder in the boys’ recreation room until our hands are blistered, and then
we work out puzzles or play on the pool table.  No wonder we boys are so healthy and happy; we work like
Trojans, play as hard as we can, and there is nothing the matter with our appetite!

--Joe Chenay, Grade 7

Fr. Tom Cunningham, S.J.



Yes, please send _____copy(ies) of
Alaskana Catholica, written by
Father Louis L. Renner, S.J.

I am enclosing $80.00 for each book,
which includes shipping.

Name___________________________________________________
Address_________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
City__________________________State_________Zip____________
Email_________________________________________________
DATE__________________   2006 02 F92
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Alaskana Catholica (“a unique gift, whether to give or to receive”) is a reference work in the format of an
encyclopedia.  It offers its readers something more than mere bare-bones reference data and Who’s Who-s.
Moreover, some entries have a story about the given entry’s subject attached to them.   Some have a “tapestry”
woven out of a series of quotations from the mission diary of the given place attached to them.  These stories and
tapestries give readers a kind of “you are there” experience, of being present at an event of the past or at a place
remote to them.   Close to 400 images illustrate Alaskana Catholica.

This personal story of Bishop Gleeson unfolds against the backdrop of early
American growth and expansion, with special focus on Alaska as it evolved from a
territory, was purchased by the United States and then achieved statehood. This part
of the globe is explored from the earliest introduction of Christianity into the territory
by the Russian Orthodox priests until the growth leads to division into three dioceses
by the Catholic Church along with scattered Protestant development within the frigid
climes.

The life of Bishop Gleeson and his insights into the future of Alaska are woven
together into a fabric that lets readers see a metamorphosis of Alaskan Natives from
hunters and gatherers toward a cultural subgroup that can cope with the demands of
today’s world. Gleeson served as the Last Vicar of All of Alaska, and one can capture
a glimpse of a man with a servant-heart who was a Joyful Frontiersman for God.

Yes, please send me __________copy(ies) of
Gleeson, The Last Vicar Apostolic of All of Alaska,

written by Sister Carol Louise Hiller, O.P.
 I am enclosing $20.00 for each book,

which includes shipping.
Name____________________________________________
Address__________________________________________
City____________________State________Zip____________
Email__________________________________________
DATE___________________   2006 02 F91

J.
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Alaskan Shepherd CREDIT CARD Donations!
The Alaskan Shepherd is happy that we can  offer our donors the option of making their offerings to the
Alaskan Missions by credit card.  We have had substantial interest in this option and are pleased we are now
able to provide this service.  If you are interested in a one-time, regular or periodic offering by credit card,
please fill out the information below and we will be happy to extend this service to you.

FULL NAME AS LISTED ON CREDIT CARD: ____________________________________________
TYPE OF CARD (Visa or Master Cards only):       VISA  __________     MASTER CARD  __________

CREDIT CARD NUMBER (Strictly confidential):  ___________________________________________

EXPIRATION DATE: _________________________  AMOUNT OF GIFT: _____________________
Do you want this gift regularly charged to your account?  If so, please tell us how often:

One time only:  _________ Monthly: _________  Semi-Annually: __________  Annually:  _________
All information will be held in the strictest confidentiality and will not be used for any other purpose than
listed herein.

SIGNATURE: _________________________________________________DATE:__________________
MAILING ADDRESS:___________________________________________________________________
*Optional --PHONE #:____________________________________EMAIL:_________________________

If you would prefer to make this donation by phone, please call the Alaskan Shepherd office at 907-374-9532.
Please make checks payable to:  Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska/CBNA

Alaskan Shepherd DIRECT DEPOSIT Donations!
Additionally, we have had numerous requests from our benefactors asking if they could make electronic,
direct-deposit donations on a monthly, or periodic basis, automatically.  We have worked out a procedure with
our bank to enable these types of deposits.  The following information is necessary to begin your donation:

YOUR BANK NAME: _________________________________________________________________
YOUR NAME AS IT APPEARS ON ACCOUNT:___________________________________________
YOUR BANK ADDRESS:  ______________________________________________________________
YOUR BANK ACCOUNT NAME:  _______________________________________________________
YOUR ACCOUNT NUMBER __________________YOUR BANK ROUTING #: ________________
After providing us with the above information, please sign below, as your authorization to our bank to take
donations  from your account, in the amount of   $_______________
Monthly: (DATE)__________  Quarterly: (DATE) __________  or Annually:  (DATE)__________.
PURPOSE OF DEPOSIT: (i.e., Regular Donation, Catholic Schools, Endowment etc.)
_____________________________________________________________________________________
All information will be held in the strictest confidentiality and will not be used for any other purpose than
listed herein.
SIGNATURE: ________________________________________________DATE:__________________

MAILING ADDRESS:_________________________________________________________________



Let’s just take a look into the kindergarten and see what is going on there.  “Open Sesame”--and there, as the door
opens you come face to face with some twenty of the happiest, liveliest little boys and girls one can imagine.  The youngest
of them is four years of age and the oldest, ten.  They don’t seem to know what it is to keep quiet for they are always on the
go.  These promising little Alaskans are supervised by one of the Sisters of St. Ann, Sister M. Eulalia, who sees to their
every want.  These fortunate youngsters certainly get the best of care.  In looking at these tots we wonder if they do nothing

THE KINDERGARTEN
* * * *

Sr.Mary Eulalia,
Sister of St. Ann
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but play, but Sister proudly informs us that these little people do their small share of the work of
the Mission.  Five little boys have charge of the babies’ table in the dining room.  One washes
their dishes, two wipe them and two wash the table and set the dishes in place for the next meal.
While they are thus engaged the little girls peel potatoes in the kitchen (there are so many to peel),
and the other little boys carry wood from the shed to the kitchen and other rooms of the house.  Do they like to “pack
wood?”  Oh, no!  One little man of four said one day:  “Will Jesus let me pack wood after I get into Heaven?” “No.”
“Then I wanta go there!”  It is done only once a day after breakfast, however, and the fresh air and exercise do them
no harm.

At 1:30, after their noon recreation they take a nap.  This is almost as bad as “packing wood” because sleeping
in the afternoon seems to their baby minds such a waste of perfectly good time which could be spent so much more
pleasantly in a pile of snow!  When they arise at 3 o’clock, though, their cheeks are as red as apples, and when their
faces are washed they feel just fine.

After lunch the school bell rings, and though these little people are in class from 4 to 6 P.M. they keep wide
awake because they are so well kept.

--Dora Moran
A TRIP TO THE WOOD CAMP

Br-r-r-r!  Like the droning of a bee we hear the tractor warming up for its trip to the wood camp, which
is about five miles from the Mission.  We hurriedly don our parkas, and run to hook up the tractor to the large
sled which holds about five cords of wood.  The driver speeds up to about eight miles an hour, and we are off to
the camp for a load of wood.

The road is smooth and we can make it in about half an hour.  When we come out of the woods into the
meadow we meet a large flock of ptarmigans and one or two rabbits running into the woods.  We keep on going
until we see a log cabin, the one Brother Horwedel built about six years ago; it is starting to fall apart now.

About a mile down we come to the big boys’ camp, and see Brother Ryan cooking for the
boys.  A little further on, the large boys are cutting down the trees, sawing them, and having
them drawn by horses to the road, in order to lessen the fatigue of loading.  Here we stop to load
our sled which takes us about an hour and a half. Sometimes on our way home the sled turns
over and all the wood falls in the snow.  So we begin again to load, and here is where we learn to

practice patience.
Though it is hard work, we enjoy

 it, and it is a great treat when one of the
smaller boys is allowed to go on the tractor.

--Andy Newman, Grade 7



Again we assure you that we never, under any circumstances,
sell, exchange, or give out the names of our benefactors.

This has been and continues to be our sacred pledge.

Special thanks to those of you who have sent
stamps!  These 39¢ first class gifts

are of great use to the Alaskan Shepherd.
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B-u-z-z is all one hears in the afternoon from one o’clock until half past three.
The saw buzzes and cuts--big wood, brickstove, and kitchen wood.  When one comes
and looks when the boys are working it is just like a beehive; busy bees going to and fro
working here and there.

Our little beehive is the shed; and now we have a nice large new one built last
summer by Reverend Father Prange, Brother Hess, and the senior boys.  It can easily
hold 300 cords of wood.  Every day we saw two and a half cords, but we’ll climb up to
300 cords in no time.

Last summer we boys went down to Paimiut to get some cord wood; when we
reached there we enjoyed ourselves very much.  We loaded the barge to the last inch with
wood.  We remained there over night; some of us slept in the kitchen, some in the school-
room and some into the boat.  The next morning we packed our things and started to-
wards Holy Cross.  It took us five hours to tug up the river with our heavy load, but we
boys had a glorious time.  We hope to go again in the near future.

--Rudolph Newman, Grade 7
BASEBALL

When springtime comes the boys are all eager for the snow to disappear
so that they can play baseball on their big, roomy playground. No matter how
hard we work, we are never too tired for a game of baseball.  As soon as worktime
is over we notify anyone within hearing distance that we are going to play, by
letting out some wild Indian war whoops, only they are not nearly as danger-
ous as they sound.  The boys are merely screaming at the tops of their voices at

the place they want to
hold the game.  Soon
the pitcher gives a
swift ball, and --
smack! away it goes
into the field.  When-
ever we have prac-
ticed for an extra
good game,
we invite the Sisters
and the girls.


