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An Impression of Nqﬁre Dame

"Dear Father:

"Unfortunately, I am not a Notre Dame man technically, but I an in spirit after my
ohservations last summer. Mother and I were among the thousands present at Commence-
ment last June,

"The awarding of the sheepskins, the speeches, the dinner, the neeting with so meny
people from all over the United States, even the presence of the Papal Delegate,--all
of these were to me secondary, VWhat impressed me most was the sipght of a group of
young men silently adoring Our Lord, Something pulled me towards the open door of
that chapel,

"Growds were coming into the vast grounds just previous %o Cormercement, They were
all anxious to see the stadium, the dining halls and the other great builidings, Some
others, undoubtedlv, were enxious to see certain members of the pigskin gang, bBut
therc was no rush to see the King of them all,

"He was there longly and depressed, the same as He is in so many churches, except fof
the time of the Sunday-morning Mass. |

"lell, anywsy, I looked into that chapel, although I felt swfully spotted., An act of
sontrition and a Hail Mery were my only atterpts. As I knelt there among those fine
voung men I talled with Our Lord without saying a word., I coven felt toars triekling

down my face, Some of the intellectuals will call me serewy, but that dousn't mattor,

"T psked Our Lady to secure a favor for me--a funny request, an intelleetusl will say,
%o be allowod the privilege of sorving Mass at Notre Dame before I left. I waited
until the boys finished Adoration and ceme out feeling the sere as 1f 1 rad completed
a tough confession, |

"lo stayod at Hotre Dame sbout a wock, Eoch dey as I dropped into Sacred Heart
Church, I'd think about that request I mede the first day I arrived, The very last
day, with my railroad tickets in my pocket ready to go, I went to an carly Mass.
Father O'Hora himaelf said that Mass. He had no server, so before he began at the
Poot of the alter he looked around townrds the congregotion, I waited, Loping no one
would come forwerd, Bub I was in for dissppointment when a young man cere up and
sarved the Mass,

"Aftor my thenksgiving I went to brenkfast. Tren I eeme back o the church and
tharled God that T wes s Catholic, Being slone in the chapcl I wms really praying it
out vhen o visiting priest came in to say Massl o was o 1little feoble and his hands
tropbled a good denl. Here wos my chanco at last, Ho came over and ael2d me if I
could make the rusponses, I had the groen covering off tho altnr sud 4 cre candles
lighted before ho sould chonge his mind, 1 was afreld gsomeond ¢lse wonld bent ne to
1t

"T hope this long lebter hasu's bored you, Father, but aftor reediing thet roquest for
servers in one of the Bullotins sometimo ago, I conld not undorstond tudv rtising
for aurvers when T hed to proy so hard for such o wondorful privilege. “hot oa privie
loge to be a gratuate of Notre Damel Doing one of the boys for n week lect summer
Loft me with so weny pesccful reeollections, I kunow now thet liotre Dam: dousa't meorn
football, ns so many wise-guys figuru, Keewiving the Bulleting regulerly rofrueskes
me in *lis corwietion thet I, too, am mow onc of Our Lady's “oys.

"Lospuetiully,
o Jobodi,"
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Prisnd of Joamus DoBortole (Dillon); friwund of Jou Potriz. Tive gspooiul intentions,
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