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Editor’s introduction:

Kornél Bőle OP (1887-1961) was one of the best-known preachers in
Hungary between the two world wars. As a member of the Dominican
Order, he held missions in Budapest as well as in the countryside. He was
one of the keynote speakers of the monumental Catholic celebrations of
the era: the Saint Emeric jubilee in 1930 and the 1938 International Eucha-
ristic World Congress. His sermons were even broadcast on the radio.
Besides preaching, he was engaged in several projects: he founded the
Credo movement (attempting to revitalize the faith of Catholic men in
Hungary), served as the editor of the movement’s periodical, Credo, regu-
larly contributed to the other Dominican journal (Rózsafüzér Királynője)
and published a number of books. Moreover, in the 1930s, he was com-
missioned by his superior to collect the materials for the final phase of the
canonization process of Margaret of Hungary, King Béla IV’s daughter,
who died as a Dominican nun in the thirteenth century. The long awaited
canonization took place in 1943.

In 1927 the Order sent him and Fr. Bertalan Badalik OP (who later
became the bishop of Veszprém) to the United States to conduct missions
among Hungarian immigrants. The mission trips were motivated by both
spiritual and financial reasons, and they were not unprecedented: in 1921,
the Jesuit Fr. Béla Bangha, another well-known preacher, spent a few
months in the US, reaching out to Hungarian Catholics and collecting
donations for the Catholic publication company in Hungary. Similarly, Frs.
L. Shvoy and M. Marcell sailed overseas to raise money for the building of
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their church, Regnum Marianum, and Franciscans were also drawn to
work in America by the financial needs of their mother province. As for
the Dominicans, the furnishing of the newly built Queen of Rosary Church
in Budapest and the establishment of an institute for aspirants required
massive funding.

The two Dominican friars undertook two mission trips to the US:
in 1927/28 they spent almost seven months there, in 1932/33 about a year.
During their stay, they travelled thousands of miles (often separately),
gave missions for Hungarian parishes, schools and sisters, visited Hunga-
rians in American churches and mixed parishes. Furthermore, Bőle trans-
lated the Pocket Manual of the Holy Name Society (a very popular devo-
tional society for men founded by American Dominicans) into Hungarian,
so that its members at the Hungarian parishes could read it in their mother
tongue. Bőle and Badalik had all the necessary qualities for successful
missionary work: outstanding oratorical skills, flexibility, versatility and
good physical condition. What is more, Bőle was really committed to
make the best of his stay. He used every opportunity to improve his Eng-
lish, to learn about the places he visited and to meet and talk to the people
who lived there (which was an easy task for him as he had a very friendly
personality, matched with a good sense of humor).

Bőle wanted to write a book about his experiences in America, so
he took extensive notes of everything that happened to him. (He was
probably encouraged by his previous book — written about his 1926 jour-
ney to Spain — which had just come out while he was in the United
States.) He collected and made copies of articles written about the places,
conducted research among Hungarian students at parish schools and
during his second trip he even purchased a film camera to record important
events. He probably started writing the book after returning to Hungary,
but either he did not have the time to finish it then, or for other reasons, the
book did not come out. The dissolution of the religious orders by the
Communist regime in 1950 brought about a great purge, and as he later
recalled, much of the manuscript (together with the film rolls but not his
notes) got lost in the chaos. Thus, it was only in 1952 that he sat down
again to write the book about his American mission trips. The manuscript
of the first trip, which was completed in 1954, consists of more than 1200
neatly typed pages and has only recently been found and taken to the
Archives of the Dominican Order in Vasvár, Hungary. Now it is being
digitalized and prepared for publication.

The book is a unique and important source of America in the
1920s seen through the eyes of a priest coming from Europe. First of all,
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we can learn more about the Hungarian communities, the parishes and the
work of a missionary priest. We can see what life in America was like (e.g.
the traffic, the workplaces, forms of entertainment etc.), and how immi-
grants lived when they had already settled down in their new country. It is
especially of great value that he includes the histories of the Hungarian
churches as they were published in special editions of Hungarian peri-
odicals not or only partly accessible for us now: the Magyarok Vasárnapja
(1908), Szabadság (1911), Amerikai Magyar Népszava (1924), Amerikai
Magyar Katholikus Naptár (1926). Also, he provides informal details
about people (colleagues and contemporaries), which can complement
their official biographies. Besides giving a meticulous account of his days
(including conversations, activities, thoughts and wonderings), he makes
sure to give general factual information about the sights as well. It is worth
mentioning that the book has multiple “time layers”. The first is the
immediate setting: America in 1927/28 (including the topicalities e.g. the
crime trials people were talking about) based on his notes. Then, due to the
fact that he completed the book 25 years later, he refers to subsequent
events (e.g. to his second trip or even his own times) making his account
more comprehensive and interesting.

The following extract is about father Bőle’s days in Árpádhon, a
Hungarian settlement in Louisiana. The idea to visit his fellow countrymen
in that desolate place came to him just a few weeks before that: in the early
days of January 1928 while going to Chicago, he decided to take the train
to San Francisco to reach the Hungarian Catholics there, and as he did not
want to return to the east coast on the same route, he travelled in the south,
via Los Angeles, Texas and New Orleans. Since he had heard about the
strawberry growing Hungarians of Árpádhon, his missionary spirit led him
to them. The history of the colony was recently published (see Royanne
Kropog, The Story of Árpádhon. Hungarian Settlement, Louisiana 1896-
2006.), describing what everyday life was like there. Now Father Bőle’s
account enables us to actually “see” them for a few days in 1928.1

1 Today Albany, Louisiana, can be found at the intersection of Louisiana
Highway 43 and Interstate 12. The site of the former Árpádhon is between Albany
and Springfield along Highway 43. The descendants of the region’s Magyar pio-
neers still honour their Hungarian heritage. The community celebrates an annual
Hungarian Heritage Day. Most recently this was held at Albany’s Hungarian
Presbyterian Church Hall. Also, the Árpádhon Hungarian Settlement Cultural
Association holds an annual Hungarian festival on the first Saturday of October.
See http://www.livingstonparish.com/hungarian_settlement.htm

Comments in square brackets in Bőle’s account were added by the editor.
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The Document

25 January, 1928.

In the afternoon I set out from New Orleans to discover the Hungarians of
this region. I must confess that my knowledge of the peoples and condi-
tions in this part [of the United States] was disordered… only my youthful
energy helped to overcome this.

First of all, the Spanish monks I had been talking with had been
telling me that they had been taking care of the Hungarians here. But how:
since they knew no Hungarian and their flock did not know either Spanish
or English? And then how did Hungarians end up here? How do they make
a living? Who looks after them spiritually? How many of them are there?
In what circumstances do they live? And so on. To these questions will
come answers later.

But first let us look at the Dominican friars active in the region.
They are members of the Rosarium Province of the Philippines. This
Province [of the Dominican Order] has centers in the Philippines, in Spain
and here [in Louisiana]. In this area there are friaries in the following
places: New Orleans […], Lakeview [today a part of the New Orleans
metropolitan area], Ponchatoula, Hammond (where Árpádhon is and where
I am going), Independence, Amite and Rosaryville where the [Dominican]
Province’s principal convent is — as well as a theological college. While I
was there I met almost every member of this community.

Secondly, here is what we should know about the Hungarian colo-
ny of Árpádhon:

The 1911 Jubilee edition of the Szabadság daily wrote the follow-
ing:

Árpádhon, Louisiana. The parish of Árpádhon was established in 1905 by
Antal Hegyi. More than hundred Hungarian families live in the area and
they undertook great sacrifices in the interest of its maintenance. [Hegyi’s]
successor for a few months was Ferenc Grósz then the Benedictine monk
Oszkár Szilágyi got an appointment in a nearby Benedictine monastery as a
teacher and he also takes spiritual care of the [Hungarians of Árpádhon].

I should add that Antal Hegyi had been a priest in the diocese of
Vác and before he emigrated he was the parish priest of Csongrád. There
he had the reputation of an iron-fisted, intensively patriotic man. Ferenc
Grósz had been a priest of the Székesfehérvár bishopric and after he left
Árpádhon he became the [Hungarian] parish priest in Perth Amboy…. He
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was an energetic man, moved around a lot, founded things… At the end of
his life he became an assistant pastor to the prelate Elemér Eördögh….

In the April 17, 1924 25th jubilee issue of the Amerikai Magyar
Népszava Father Csernitzky, the [Hungarian] parish priest of Bridgeport,
wrote the following [about Árpádhon]:

It was here that the then leaders of the Catholic community of the
United States had planned a Catholic orphanage and a home for the aged.
In this beautiful land, where walnut-sized strawberries ripen already in
February, they could have bought a 2,200 acre property for a song, includ-
ing a huge monastery with many rooms.[...] But at the time there was not
enough money — and no enthusiasm. This despite the fact that the small
Hungarian colony there looked forward to a great future — thanks to the
efforts of the late Antal Hegyi and Ferenc Grósz.  [Under the guidance] of
father Oszkár Szilágyi they [even] managed to build a beautiful church in
1910. In the absence of a Hungarian priest, today the Hungarians of the
region are served by a French priest.

And the 1926 Amerikai Katolikus Naptár’s yearbook writes the
following about Árpádhon in an article entitled “Parishes that have become
English or have disappeared”:

…in the state of Louisiana many years ago in 1904 the then Hungarian
leaders wanted to establish a significant institution. Just like many other
[projects] this plan for a Catholic orphanage and a home for the aged was
realized only in the imagination as the ancient curse of the Hungarians,
dissention wrecked this humane and Christian plan. The backers of this
[project] had been the fathers Antal Hegyi and Ferenc Grósz.  In 1910
father Oszkár Szilágyi managed to build a church but later the small Hun-
garian community had to give that up as well. At the present some
[Spanish-speaking] Dominican fathers serve these Hungarians.

The spiritual leaders of the Hungarians are Spanish priests!
[Next Father Bőle explains that his attention was brought to this

colony of Hungarians under Spanish priestly guidance of friars from the
Philippines by the Spanish cleric Bonaventura Garcia y Paredes. Bőle was
anxious to visit this Magyar colony.]

[Bőle’s account of his visit continues:]
We left New Orleans with its avenues with flowers and palm-

trees. [...] We pass through a flood-plain. I see a huge prairie fire. Massive
smoke billows to the sky and the flames keep shooting up. I had never
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seen such a fire.  This is America too. No one thinks of getting scared or
controlling the fire. Perhaps it is not possible?

In another area everything is covered by water. Huge forests, big
trees, everything under water. These big trees in time will rot away.  Who
cares?  Says the Yankee.

A few Italian passengers recognize in me a priest. They introduce
themselves and they obviously delight [in meeting] a Catholic father.
These people have no love for the Protestants. After all they have no
Virgin Mary and not even Saint Joseph!

Here we are, north of New Orleans. Hammond is a nice place. Our
beloved Árpádhon [administratively] belongs here. It is not far from here, I
will see it tomorrow!

As I enter [Hammond’s] parish church, the local priest is filling
out some kind of a form for a young boy. After we get through the intro-
ductions we go for a short walk. This was at my request as I wanted to see
something of this region.

The church where the fathers work is dedicated to the Holy Spirit.
The parish has two pastors and it is like a little mission.

I meet a German man. He is from Strassbourg. Members of this
diligent people can be found everywhere, even here on the edge of pri-
meval forests.

Before supper we pay a brief visit to the nuns. They have a pri-
mary school with four grades.  They are nice, and are glad to see a rare
visitor. After all such a priest from a distant land is not an everyday thing.

I was visited by a Hungarian family. It had to do with a letter of
reference. The woman did not speak much. Her parents were from Bártfa.
The man was from Cegléd. The man was well-spoken. They had three
kids, three boys. One of them plays the trumpet, the other the violin, the
third the harmonica. As I say good bye to them they invited me to their
home, I should look them up and see the drawings of one of the boys — he
can draw well. In the meantime the boy who was with them asked where I
was from?  I replied from Hungary, the same as your parents. Later when I
blessed the boy I called him by name. His parents’ eyes were in tears.
Unfortunate exiles.

During supper we talked about the bolshevism that had been [in
Hungary] and the present situation in Mexico. I was pleased that I could
talk a little in various languages.

The nuns at the mission do blessed work. They are always cheerful
and polite. (Other nuns often seem to be sour.)

At night I read a book about a pope.
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26 January, Thursday. With the Dominicans this is the feast-day of
Blessed Margaret [of Hungary].

I am among Hungarians in Árpádhon!  We got here fast with a car. Their
church is dedicated to Blessed Margaret. It’s interesting that I should get
here precisely on this day. I take this as the sign of good fortune.  The
church is of log construction, but it’s pleasing. It is not too large [...] As I
have mentioned, it was constructed by the Hungarian Benedictine [monk]
Oszkár Szilágyi.

I hear that the colony has 76 Hungarian families. It has been
carved out of primeval forests and it is still on the edge of such forest, but
by now large fields were under cultivation. The colony is populated by the
“strawberry Hungarians” — this is how they are called after their main
activity. […] they are served by an Irish priest by the name of Ryan, and a
nun who takes care of the house [that serves as the parish hall].

I hear the names Bódi and Újvári. “You’ll see them” says the
priest “as there will be a wedding on Saturday, and you’ll have to take part
in it. We’ll prepare for your mission.”

[Bőle next describes his visit to the Dominican theological college
of Rosaryville and then to the Dominican church of Ponchatoula.]

At the end [of these visits] we returned to Hammond. We were
fairly tired and went to rest. Tomorrow we’ll have another tiring day!

27 January, Friday.

[Here father Bőle describes his visit to the settlement of Amite and
its Catholic clergy.]

28 January, Saturday.

Árpádhon. This is how its founders called it at the turn of the century.[...]
When an American heard the name “Árpádhon” he couldn’t pronounce it
and simply called it Albany. You can choose between the names. As far as
I am concerned, I vote for Árpádhon.

[....] The day’s task will be to continue preparations for the mis-
sion. This is a much anticipated occasion for me. And presumably for
[Árpádhon’s Hungarians] too as the news of a visiting priest from the
o’country must have spread at least a little. I don’t know if there has ever
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been such a visit by a Hungarian priest, especially a friar. As far as I know
there hasn’t been one.

The announcement of the mission happened only during a wed-
ding — on the advice of the local pastor — as last Sunday no one knew of
my coming so the visit could not be announced.

During the wedding unfortunately I forgot to ask who got married.
They were a friendly Hungarian couple who exchanged vows during a
mass.  This is the most beautiful way to get married. The young, enthu-
siastic Irish priest officiated. I was there too so that people could see the
missionary.

After the ceremony and during the departure from the church the
newlyweds were showered with rice as a blessing and a sign of good
wishes.

At the modest wedding feast I announced to the Hungarians
present, as I did already in church, that in the evening the mission com-
mences and everyone should come who can do so. And if they have any
sick persons at home they [should tell me] and I’ll go and offer them the
sacraments.

During discussions I find out that [the Hungarians here] have two
organizations, [and] that their chief activity is growing strawberries and
that they make a good living. The strawberries ripen already in February
and they are shipped in all directions. Because of their honesty the [Hun-
garians] have a good reputation.

In 1925 Gyula Bruszkay got a certificate for his 25 years [in this
business]. He and one other person arrived here in 1896. Then came
others. They all struggled hard, built homes [and some] had to start all
over again when [their house] burned down. Then someone drove [cattle]
into their [strawberry fields] to ruin their harvest. The local blacks also
seemed to have been resentful of them. All in all they had enough trouble.

[In walking around the place] I had seen lot of houses without
glass in their windows.  The houses of the blacks were relatively nice.

In the evening there was a party of the young, still they came to
hear the first speech of the mission. [During this mission] it was nice to
hear Hungarian singing in the distance. István Resetár, a respected straw-
berry foreman, took charge of leading the singing.  After all those years of
separation from the home country the [people of Árpádhon] sang very
well.

I stood before the… altar before my Louisinan-Hungarian flock
and began my homily by telling them the story of Jesus and Zakaeus. [I
told them that their [church] received its blessing today!  And I explained



Kornél Bőle’s Visit to Árpádhon in 1928 185

the significance and usefulness of this holy mission. Of course, before then
I introduced myself saying who I was and where I came from. The spiri-
tual link [with those in attendance] came about quickly. After all I am a
Hungarian member of the order whose local Spanish members had [at one
point] had cared… for the Hungarian faithful, even if they could not
understand the Magyar language. But for now everyone can listen to the
spoken word in the language of the old country.

The service ended by the singing of a beautiful song about [Saint]
Mary in Hungarian. I implored those present to use the few days of my
being here and come and take part in holy confession!

While our good Hungarians scattered in the direction of their
homes they must have been discussing the mission. Our poor Hungarian
[compatriots] — how long ago has it been that they had heard a sermon in
the language of their homeland!

Later I had a good talk with Father Ryan who, despite his being
Irish, looks after these Hungarian parish-folk — using English. I kept
wondering how his predecessors managed when they spoke no Hungarian
and the locals spoke no English. Father [Ryan] explained. The greatest
problem was with holy confession. They alleviated the problem by pro-
ducing a list of sins in Hungarian, numbered them and they printed the
same list, with the same numbers, in English and Spanish translation. So,
[during confession] the person doing the confession said the appropriate
prayers and then showed [to the priest] the numbers on the list indicating
the sins he or she had committed…. How different it will be now! People
will be able to express in their own language their innermost thoughts.
Well, let us see what Sunday will bring!

29 January. Sunday.

[…] We woke up to very cold weather. Winter has teeth here too, at least
in the mornings — but not to the same extent as back home.

The parish priest held mass at 8 o’clock and at 10 [a.m.] I
conducted the main service. Before then I heard confessions. The nuns
assisted at the earlier mass and partook in holy communion. I gave alto-
gether two homilies. The second of these was about the Holy Virgin — in
true Hungarian fashion.

I sang during the main service with a strong voice […] Let the
angels — and the Hungarians — rejoice. [After the service] the Hunga-
rians chatted happily in front of the little church before setting out for
home…  They were very thankful for being at a Hungarian mission at last.
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I announced that in the afternoon there will be a homily and a lecture for
young ladies.

They came in large numbers and listened keenly to my homily. It
must have been strange for these flowers planted in foreign soil to listen to
Hungarian speech; after all they had not heard magnificent Hungarian
spoken outside of their home.

In the evening members of this small Hungarian community again
got together — in ever increasing numbers.

Think about God! Think of our souls! Let us escape from sin and
perdition through the grace of God! This is what the holy mission is for.
The teaching, the examples, the encouragement fell upon the souls as the
gentle rain [….]

The evening homily was about the goals of human beings. What
are we living for? […] so that we can get to know God, love him, serve
him and this way we achieve salvation! […]

The hours passed rapidly.
People began confessing in large numbers. One could get exha-

usted!

30 January. Monday.

In the morning people came for confessions. They appreciated the spiritual
solace and blessings from God.

The elderly [Mr.] Spisak tells me how much [the members of the
colony] would love if the settlement had a Hungarian school and a
Hungarian priest. This is how their natural wish is expressed [….].

This strawberry-growing settlement is one of scattered farms that
had been carved out from ancient forests. The edge of the forest is at the
church. The paths from the settlement all lead there. Thank heaven, they
are well trodden. The saying comes to my mind that where the threshold of
the church is worn shiny, the path to the prison gets overgrown by weeds.
[…]

Just as the church, the pastor’s home is built from logs and it is
modest but homey. My stay in it was pleasant [in the company of] the
taciturn young Father Ryan.

I spent my free time learning English and when I got tired of doing
that I worked on fixing the paths in the forest. […] I read no newspapers
[…] I enjoyed being alone […] The weather was spring-like, early spring-
like, much more mild than it is at home later in the year…

In my morning homily I called on the faithful to save our souls
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[….] and told them to avoid capitol sins, even minor sins.  What is most
important is that we restore our soul’s health through holy confession […]
and prepare ourselves for salvation […]

This morning not too many people came, as they had to go
working but in the evening attendance was again much better.

January 31. Tuesday.

People came for confession by droves. One member of the flock asked me
to tell people at home not to come here as there is always poverty here…

[An elderly man by the name of] Szombatics came to ask for a
Bible.  I promised to send him one. […]

Joseph Deák asked me to send him copies of the Hungarian papers
Új Nemzedék and Nemzeti Újság. He is obviously a man of understanding.
I put down his address: Box 73.

A also visited a sick person. Everything was prepared for my visit
in a [Hungarian] fashion in a pleasant, clean room. The woman was so
glad that she could confess to a Hungarian priest! And I was happy to
provide the sacred services.

This is how the final day of the month passed. Besides the church
services I studied, prayed, read and talked to the quiet parish priest […]
enjoyed the English meals. As missionary life brings with it. Among the
strawberry Hungarians, on the edge of the forest… From Detroit and
Chicago I had been on an ever-changing travels.

February 1. Wednesday.

Already early in the morning people came for confession. Very nice con-
fessions. It was apparent that God’s mercy had ploughed into souls and the
coming of a missionary was very useful.

Many of those confessing had not been to confession for ages. No
wonder that instead of doing it with numbered lists of sins, they waited
until a Hungarian missionary turned up. The record was 31 years. So it
was worth coming here, if only for this one, hundredth lamb.

[Bőle here tells that the people confessing were from all corners of
Hungary.]

In the evening the telegram came that two Dominican fathers from
Rosaryville will come for a visit tomorrow.



Anita Máté, editor188

During the morning homily I explained how a holy confession
happens successfully.

In the evening we held the most solemn of veneration of the sacra-
ments. The very young girls and some older ones, came dressed in white.
This ceremony is usually the high-point of the mission. This was the hour
of being emotionally moved and of tearful eyes […]!

February 2. Thursday. The feast-day of Candlemas.

[This was] the final day of the mission. Árpádhon celebrated this holyday
of the Blessed Virgin in Catholic spirit.

It was a crisp, cold day. Of course we have to understand the cold
relative to the conditions of this place. This is far from the deep-chill we
experience at home.

Many came for the confession. About 300 people took holy com-
munion. This is a large number considering the size of this settlement.[…]
We blessed the candles and held a procession. Then came high mass
celebrated with the utmost gusto we could muster. […] [Later] the children
got instructions about the true respect for God, obedience, industry…  So
many people came that some said they had never seen so many wor-
shippers together… Then the men got instructions to be good human
beings, worthy family men, always true to the faith and country, always
loving the old country left behind and responsible for their duties to the
new.  A talked to a few of them […]

[When Bőle was ready to leave, two more people came to confess]
I heard their confessions. Earlier they did not want to confess but than God
they relented. They were very happy.  Their daughter is a nun. […]

The Devil is a crafty master. He wants to keep souls from the most
sacred things!

Throughout the day there were many women young women
dressed in white and men dressed in their Sunday’s best around. They
were all happy. I talked to some of them. Mihály Hlinka, who used to be a
policeman in Budapest, Ferencváros, is a trustee here. He asked for a
rosary. István Resetár is a righteous man as I could see, he heads the Hun-
garian Catholics in prayer and singing, keeping them together. This hearty
man asked me to send him the prayer and psalm book Orgonavirágok
edited by Gyula Takácsi when I get back [to Hungary]. (Later I sent this
bulky and very rich book to him. May the good Hungarians sing in the
church and keep their identity and Faith!) Mister Dolhay also wanted a
copy.
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During the last and very successful mission homily the Spanish
friars arrived — there were three of them. At last they could see a true
Hungarian, spirited, religious ceremony!

The beautiful missionary procession on the edge of the forest, near
the strawberry-fields, during the sunset, was an experience that brought
forth tears. The shine of the candles threw light on the hands holding them,
from people’s lips came the sound of songs sprang from the hearts. The
flame of refreshed faith burned and tears sparkled in people’s eyes.

I had organized the procession the way I used to at home: first
came the people with the flags and the cross and then the children, the
girls, the lads, the men, followed by the mission’s cross on the shoulders of
other men, followed in turn by the missionary priest, and then the women.

The emotionally moved participants sang and prayed…
Hungary’s Catholic community had expanded. The Duna and

Tisza embraced the Mississippi, the Carpathians with the primeval forest
[…]

When we returned to the church the litany was held by the English
[Irish ?] priest, but we sang the Te Deum in Hungarian. [Then came] the
[Hungarian] national anthem with its soul-shaking relevance [....]

[Afterward] people came to say good-bye and thank everything.
Children, girls, lads, women and men. They held my hand with tears in
their eyes. Ever more so as they saw that the [visiting] Spanish fathers
wanted to take me away with their car.

I consoled Father Ryan in his difficult tasks and asked him to love
his Hungarians and serve them his heart. [and] I promised people to send
photographs of the mission and whatever I had said I would send.

As the sun had set already, the Spanish priests were in a hurry. I
said one last prayer before the church. in front of the crowd, the nuns and
the Father.  I got into the waiting car with heavy heart as taking leave of
these good people hurt. The driver turned on the motor.

God be with you! God bless you all! [I shouted].
[They shouted back] God be with you Father. They waved and he

clenched their handkerchiefs wiping their tear-filled eyes.
[...] The car was taking me away. The little church, the priests resi-

dence, the homes of the Hungarians, the strawberry fields all receded in
the distance. My thoughts kept returning. [...] At the end of this mission I
realize how the Lord had blessed this little mission. [...]

Benedictus Deus! Blessed be the Lord for all this! God be with
you Hungarians of Árpádhon!
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* * *

At the end of my second tour [of the United States] I wanted to get to this
little Hungarian colony again as I had not forgotten them. I had exchanged
letters with their leader István Resetár. and promised him that if I can, I’ll
come again. [...] But it did not turn out that way. To this day I regret not
having seen these good Hungarians once more.

I would love to know what is happening now [as I write these lines
in 1953] with the Hungarians of Árpádhon. As soon as I can, I’ll write to
[Mr.] Resetár. Let these Hungarians who have been cast to distant lands
see and feel that their missionary priest had not forgotten them! [...]


