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A Mother's Tetter.

"My son, James Lawrence Connell, nineteen years old, lost hig 1life in the Battle
of the Bulge. Just befors he died he sald to hls Lioutenant, 'I wanted to go
through Notre Dame more than anything else,!

"Father, I have Just bad my son's remains reburied here in Adrian. It has all
been one terrible tragedy for me and my famlly as James was an ideal young
Christian. To be a Notre Dame student and graduate wes hlg greatest alm. I am so
gorry that he could not have llved to have hils greatest wleh realized. However,
God knows best,

"W1ll you kindly have my son James prayed for? T &hall appreciate it very much
and I am confident that he will appreclate 1%t also, even though God dld not spare
him to go to Notre Dame," .

You are the onvy of thousands of boys and men in thils country == this letter ebout
James Connell is but a single proof, They envy you all the blessings that come
from the spiritual and academic opportunities you have enjoyed. Are you grateful
for them? Thank God for selecting you out of many others for this specilal grace.
‘When you vigit the chapel tonight, say an extra prayer for James and hils mother,

Where Your Offerings Go.

Gexmany,
"Dear Father: Over here we say, "He who helps quickly, helps double!" When we
recelived your CARE PACKAGE we could not btrust our oyes, You cannot imaglne our
happiness and Joy for you cannot reallze how great a help such a package 1g for us,
The food 1s so wonderful and it 1s good for our weak hearts and weak nerves., It
would have glven you Joy to have sson our little grandchildren when we gave them
the chocolate. Many thanks for everything, It is wonderful to know that on the
other side of the world are people who are warm=hearted and belleve the same things
we believe. DPleass excuge our begging letter., It is hard for us to ask for outside

help but our poorness and neod bocams greater day by day.

"Wow we are in our fifth year away from our home and country. We have to suffer
very much living in one room of a flat., You cannot realize what it means to be a
refugee, to be forced to leave a beautiful home and 1its comforts and to take with
ug only as much as we could carry, The hardest things do not sink into forgetfule=
ness. At times they cause us to suffer even in our dreams. Please, dear Father,
th:!.nk of ug In your prayers and in Holy Masa, éspeclally our chlildren and grand=-

o children, that God will glve us health,
strength and peace. We gend you our most
regpectful Christlan wishes and will not rest
from praying for you and your gtudents,”

PRAYEFS: (deceased) Lobert E. Sullivan; cousin
of Jack Hilbrich (Dil)., (Ill) Ion Iawler.
Ten Special Intentlons.

Tony Fay seoms to be Improving.




