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that Upper Room in Jerusalem has
the Church found (as in America) a
national character so well fitted to
give her civilization its highest and
noblest expression.”

This rather bombastic flapping of
the eagle’s wings is out of place in
dealing with a religion one of whose
chief precepts is humility, and espe-
cially when, up to the present, the
statement is simply not borne out by
the facts. There is no telling where,
by the Day of Judgment, the highest
type of Catholicism will have been
found and this sort of thing merely
causes the discriminating to sigh and
wonder if America will ever outgrow
the childish age of boasting.

HE Paurists. By James M. Gillis,
. C.SP. The Macmillan Co., New
York. $1.00.

Father Gillis, the learned editor of
The Catholic World, has given us in
this little volume an interesting and
vivid sketch of the order to which he
belongs. The work of the Paulist
Tathers is too well known to require
recapitulation here, but in his deal-
ings with the great founder, Father
Hecker, and the ideals for which his
order stood, and still stands, Father
Gillis is most illuminating.

Perhaps the most delightful sec-
tion of the book is the account of
Father Hecker and his search for the
truth that finally resulted in his em-
bracing the Faith. The whole book
is full of the vigor and energy So
characteristic of its author.

SAINT AUGUSTINE, THE ODYSSEY OF
His Sour. By Karl Adam. The
‘Macmillan Company, New York. $1.00.

There appears to be a very definite
revival of popular interest in Saint
Augustine at the present time judg-
ing by the number of books being
published about him and this is par-
ticularly appropriate in view of the
similar reawakening of Scholastic
philosophy as represented . by St.
Thomas Aquinas. These two profound
minds, perhaps the most profound
among the doctors of the Church,
represent the philosophy of the
Chureh, the one in the early centu-
ries and the other in the full flower
of its development, that is so greatly
needed today as a corrective to the
loose thinking that is one of the
chief enemies of the Faith.

The present work is of peculiar
interest to thinkers since it is not
so much an account of his external
life as an interpretation of the de-
velopment of his mind and soul. It
is a translation by Dom Justine
McCann of a centenary address en-
titled Die geistige Entwicklung des
heiligen Augustinus, originally deliv-
ered by Karl Adam before the Uni-
versity of Tubigen in 1930. )

The work of ¢ arl Adam, especially
his Christ and he Western Mind,
place him definitely among the

group of great Catholic authors iden-
tified with .the Renaissance of the
Catholic spirit and culture in Ger-
many. His “Odyssey of the Soul” of
Saint Augustine illustrates most ad-
mirably his powers of analysis, and
is of peculiar interest in the light it
throws of the conflicts between the
great schools of thought existing in
Saint Augustine’s day.

OTHER FRANCEScCA SAVERIO CABRINI.
By C. C. Martindale, S.J. Ben-
ziger Brothers, New York.

In the life story of Mother Fran-
cesca Saverio Cabrini, foundress of
the Missionary Sisters of the Sacred
Heart, we may see a modern reflec-
tion of those great women of Italy
in times past whose saintliness took
the form of amazing practical re-
sults, who founded orders, affected
the destinies of states and even saved
the Papacy itself from the scandal of
banishment, a practicality which,
however, was directed solely to spir-
itual ends. _

An invalid from childhood, this
slight, delicate little woman handi-
capped by a shy, retiring disposition,
accomplished a task that might have
terrified the strongest man. In
twenty-five years from the founding
of her first little school in Italy she
had established fifty houses including
colleges, schools, hospitals, missions,
orphanages, etc., distributed in every
continent save Africa and housing
fifteen hundred Sisters of the order.

Father Martindale’s short account
of her, based on a much larger Biog-
raphy in Italian by one of her spirit-
ual daughters, is a most delightful
and sympathetic work which deserves
to be widely read.

NEW ScHooLs ForR YouNc InpIA. By
William J. McKee, Ph.D. Uni-
versity of North Carolina Press,
Chapel Hill, N. C. $4.50.

In reading this treatise on a prac-
tical type of education for India from
the pen of Dr. McKee whose interest
in the problems of that newly awak-
ening land and whose zeal for its fu-
ture are evidently of the sincerest
and most self-sacrificing kind, one’s
first thought must be the extraordi-
nary avoidance of any mention of the
work being done by the Catholic
Church there. ]

Dr. McKee begins with a very in-
teresting account of the early native
schools of India and of how these
have gradually deteriorated until
they now fail to meet any of the
practical needs of the great mass of
population. Even at first their inten-
tion was rather to provide a religious
and philosophical training for the
highest castes than to reach the
masses, so that this failure, if that
can be called a failure where success
was hot even intended, is no new
thing.

He then proceeds to review the at-

tempts that have been made to edu-
cate the people since the sovereignty
of England was established and notes
the difference between two types of
educator, namely those who have
sought to force a European brand of
education upon the natives and those
who have attempted to extend a
modified form of native learning
until it became general. His own work
at Moga, where the primary inten-
tion is to fit the individual for the
practical work he must perform, be
it on the farm, the field or in the
shop, and where the Christian re-
ligion appears to occupy a secondary
place in the curriculum. It is all very
interesting but why this complete si-
lence regarding Catholic efforts? The
author’s attitude is shown by a
quotation that he makes with evident
approval to the effect that the history
of Western education in India might
be contained in the biographies of
one or two Scottish missionaries.

~ Viewing the situation as we know
it to exist today, when the Church is
making extraordinary progress in
many sections of that vast popula-
tion, and not the least notably among
the intellectual Brahman Caste, it
strikes one that the work condemns
itself for its lack of adequacy.

MY CoNVENT Lire. Adapted from the
German of Father Karl Gerjol
by Sister Mary Maude, O.8.D., Ph.D.
Benziger Brothers, New York. $1.50.

This is a very original little volume
intended to form the basis of medi-
tation on “every-day phases of the
religious life for members of all re-
ligious orders and communities.” It
takes up one by one the convent itself
and each room contained therein,
showing the significance of them all
for the inmates. Brief and to the
point, it makes an instructive and in-
spiring daily companion, a reminder
of the tasks and duties devolving
upon the religious and continuing the
thoughts that the retreat is intended
to supply.

We find ourselves particularly in-
terested in the chapter devoted to
“The Guest Rooms” because of the
application to that great acpect of the
Conventual life which is concerned
with charity and hospitality to the
poor and needy of the world.

Once upon & time, it may be re-
called, this charity was so widespread
and effective that throughout the
major part of Christendom the prob-
lem of beggary was well nigh solved,
an ideal that should be ever before
the eyes of religious orders today. In
this connection it is interesting to
learn, as we are here informed, thabt
on the walls of the great dining room
of the magnificent Benedictine Mon-
astery at Melk, on the Danube, there
is inscribed the words from the _holy
rule: “Hospites tamquam Christus
excipiuntur’—“The guests should bs
received as Christ Himself would be.

FROM OUR HANKOW DIARY

HERE at Hankow we
are hupdreds of miles removed from
our mission district of northwestern
H}man. Yet we are in close contact
with it in handling all its business
a_nd by conversation with the mis-
slonaries who must travel all that
distance to receive here occasional
d_enta.l and medical treatment. Be-
sides, we are in a position to feel the
puls_e, as it were, of China’s life. The
national Capitol is at no great dis-
tance, the Red armies are at our very
doors, and the military and political
ﬁggres that have this country’s des-
tinies in their hands are well known
here.

In Hankow as elsewhere along the
Yangtze Valley the effects of the re-
cent clashes at Shanghai were unmis-
takably felt. While indeed no unto-
ward incident brought war without a
.d‘eclaration of war to our doors, yet
In a commercial way Hankow suf-
fered much during the days of bat-
tle near the coast. Full preparations
were made here by the Japanese to
defend their Concessions against any
attack. Their boundary streets were
strung with barbed wire and at the
entrapces to the avenues immediate-
ly inside these limits strong defenses
were erected behind sand bags. Blue-
Ja;ckets were landed. They brought
with them modern implements of
Z&J/:.er,Y ever; toRanti—aircraft guns. In

angtze River Japanese gun
1a3I'tready for action. P B

was rumored that the garri
troops of the Chinese Arm%r, Eiﬁ'rel
numerous than the Japanese forces
b}lt _far inferior in equipment, were
digging trenches in their own terri-
tory just outside the Concession
Naturally, there was much uneasiness
lest war bring further sufferings to
zifi:eas.lrc;algy I?rd—tried, flood-stricken

of Hankow, Wu -
ars Wuchang and Han

At the same time missionary afte

missionary was making his };scapel;

By Avrrep CacNey, C. P.

from the hands of the Red armies
Ho Lung who was threatening to talc{)g
Hankow ;tself. On one occasion the
Cqmmunlst troops were only eight
mﬂes from the city of Hanyang which
is located just across the Han River
from Hankow. The Columban Fa-
thers and the Sisters of Loretto who
for_months have been restricted in
!‘,helr work to the city of Hanyang
itself were now forced to flee for safe-
ty to the_foreign Concessions in Han-
kow. With light hearts indeed they
sutferfad the days of distress. When
the situation improved a little we
looked for them in vain, for they had
returned to their stricken district,

E VISITED them at Hanyan {
Wdays later and marvesiedga% ft%vg
stupendous works of zeal they were
engaged in, rendering help to their
flocks who had been so sorely tried by

A new postulant for the Sisters of
Charity. Mary Tsang hhas journzyed
westward from Changteh, Hunan, to
apply for admission to the Sisters in
th? Passionist Mission at Senchow. But
neither the Sisters nor Mary will have a
home in the central mission until their
Convent, which was destroyed by fire,
is rebuilt.
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flood, famine and banditry. Yet all
remarked that the very nearness of
the Reds was a restraining influence,
angi very likely helped to prevent the
Chinese troops from clashing with
the Japanese. We are still hoping
thap the local troops will exhaust
their war-like propensities in fighting
the bandit and Red armies that have
been a menace to this region for the
past year or more.

The past few months especially
have brought the Communist forces
and their allies within striking dis-
tance of the city. Shipping to the
west of us is almost paralyzed. North-
east the first Red Army is in action
along the railway. Ho Lung’s horde
has attacked Yingcheng and is now
on the banks of the Yangtze, harass-
ing merchant vessels. The area be-
tyveen that river and the Han is en-
t1re13_r under Communist control. Tre
province of Hupeh is in great part
under Red domination. In fact, we
are almost surrounded. The Reds
have boasted that they can take Han-
ko_w at any time, even though they
might not be able to hold it. The
danger at one time was very real,
because the local garrison was far in’
arrears in its pay and a revolt was
feared. Prompt action by the Chi-

nese Chamber of Commerce in rais-
ing funds prevented a serious dis-
turbance.

Hovy much actual impression the
_doctrlnes of Communism are making
is difficult to learn. The general opin-
ion seems to be that in sections
whgzre the Reds have met with least
resistance and ‘have established
themselves, the people are jn desper-
ate straits economically. On these
folk 13he propagandists work, de-
nouncing rich farmers, wealthy land
owners, money sharks and imperial-
ist government authorities. Great
pbromises are made and in the begin-
ning payments are forthcoming with
some regularity, )
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Luke Yao was the first person to be baptized by Father Gregory McEtterick, C.P.

in the village of Ngan Kiang. After he had given many proofs of his sincerity this

young man was received into the Church when he apparently lay dying of fever.

He recovered. Recently Luke had the happiness of seeing his mother and his wife,
pictured with him here, become Catholics.

It is claimed that some of the liter-
ature now being circulated by the
Red propagandists is from the sup-
ply prepared for use in central China
in 1927. Explanations differ, but the
fact is that Communism continues to
spread. And if you come north on
the Siang River in Hunan, skirt along
the Lake and turn upstream at the
Yangtze you see a large wooden pillar.
Marked on it in Chinese characters
is the inscription telling that this is
the beginning of the present “Soviet
Government in China.” There is little
reason to believe that this movement
is going to break up of itself. Neither
will military tactics alone crush out
the evil. Only an effective plan to
better the lives of the people can
successfully wipe out Communism,

DURING this period of strain and un-
easiness we were startled out of
our sleep one midnight by what
sounded like bursts of machine gun
fire from various parts of the city.
For some time past there had been
martial law in Hankow and the use of
firecrackers had been banned in the
city for many moons. We made our
way to the mission gate to learn what
all the noise meant. A Chinese police-
man was standing at the corner talk-
ing with a few of the citizens who had
also been aroused from their sleep. We
inquired what great event was being
commemorated at this hour of the
night. They replied in chorus that
their armies had been victorious in
Shanghali, that the Generalissimo of
the Japanese had been killed in battle
and that in a short time the invading
troops would be driven out. From
reliable sources we knew . that this
was the fiction of irresponsible news-
papers and propagandists. In the

morning the true facts became pub-
lic, that whilst indeed the Chinese
armies had fought gallantly, they
were gradually being forced to re-
treat. The next day a government
order forbade the publication of such
wild rumors.

ONLY a few days ago the Commis-
sion of Enquiry sent by the League
of Nations visited Hankow. Before
their arrival we washed our faces, put
on our best uniforms, cleaned our
streets, whitewashed our trees and
fences and put all our dirty looking
coolies out of sight. Thus the Com-
mission saw us, and many of us shook
our heads and asked, “Are they get-
ting the right information on Chi-
na?” Or would they understand bet-
ter if the Commission was caught by
bandits and held for a couple of
months to eat bad rice and to grow
scraggy whiskers?

But oh! could they be allowed to see
the unspeakable misery within the
radius of a few miles! Hungry men
and women and children fight for a
few grains of wheat that fall from
the sacks sent from America. One
poor fellow was caught gathering a
few grains of this wheat. For this
“theft” he was punished. His punish-
ment consisted in interlocking his
fingers and hanging him from a stake
projecting from a wall until life near-
ly left his body. In all probability
this wretched creature was a flood
refugee in extreme necessity, and
what he “stole” was what had been
sent for flood relief.

Personally, I have come in contact
with very little of this human misery
provocative of infinite pity, for I have
been tied down to the office with its
thousand details that leave time for

little else. But the missionary Fa-
thers and Sisters in other parts of
this Wuhan area, noble and brave
souls, have spent their last copper
and have worn themselves out day
and night in their efforts to bring a
little relief in the way of food or
medicine to the unfortunate refugees.
These missionaries could tell blood-
curdling stories of the agony in which
men, women and children died after
eating whatever to them had the ap-
pearance of food.

HE distribution of food was a tre-
.4 mendous problem, for the moment
a crust of bread was offered to one
unfortunate the missionary was set
upon by hundreds of hunger-crazed
human beings. In their poverty the
best the missionaries could do was to
give seventy cents in local silver
money, about twenty cents in Amer-
ican currency, to each individual. On
this he was supposed to live for two
weeks!

Here we have extremes of high and
low, good and bad, of rich and poor.
Beneath the few who gorge them-
selves with the wealth that should
make China a great nation is an in-
numerable horde of tax gatherers
who are bleeding white the millions
upon millions of the most harmless
and industrious people on earth, peo-
ple whose sole desire is to be left in
peace to enjoy the little food and
scanty clothing which they earn by
their hard toil. One’s heart bleeds
for millions of good simple people
who ask only to be allowed to live in
peace, and who under half decent cir-
cumstances would be the noblest and
kindest people on the face of this
globe.

Many schemes are advocated too
for the betterment of China and the
opening of her immense resources to
the markets of the world. We hear,
for example, of dismemberment
amongst foreign nations, or of the
policing of China by foreign nations
and other solutions scarcely within
the bounds of possibility as the world
exists today. But this foreign inter-
vention as suggested in former days
is hardly thought of by those who
know the Far East today. It seems
to me the less drastic and more feasi-
ble idea would be some plan whereby
China would be forcibly taught the
methods of sound and honest demo-
cratic government and especially the
proper control of finances. Itis quite
reasonable that the government
should invite and profit by expert
foreign advice. In this way the num-
ber of idle predatory officers and men
who now form China’s immense army

~could be diminished. The staggering

burden of taxation could be reduced,
an army of reasonable limits main-
tained and so well paid that they
could be depended upon to carry out
their duties. Thus China would be in
a position to open up to the markets

July, 1932

of the world her limitless mineral and
agricultural wealth. Her financial
problem, so utterly hopeless today,
would be far on the way to solution.

I’r 1s remarkable that in spite of tre-
mendous difficulties so much has
been accomplished in the way of
flood relief and reconstruction work.
Dyke-building has progressed with
perseverance, in some cases the
builders toiling whilst a guard of sol-
diers stood by to protect them from
possible attacks of the Reds or ban-
dits. It is now estimated that eighty
per cent of the dyke work undertaken
by the National Flood Relief Com-
mission has been practically com-
pleted. In many cases it was finished
in the face of grave personal risk.
Though everyone wishes that this
protection against future ravages of
the River could be multiplied, yet it is
a hopeful sign that so much has been
accomplished.

Indeed a spirit of courage and a
power of recuperation are in evidence

RITA BRINGS A

LATE November and
etrly December brought a flu-cholera
epidemic to Chenki. Dozens lay dy-
ing daily in the streets and homes of
the city. We had to dismiss all the
catechumens from the Mission. But
since we had the Shenchow orphan
girls here naturally we were greatly
worried. Suddenly the epidemic
found its way into the Mission. An
ancient grandmother would have her
dried fish from the reeking fish mar-
ket. I do believe she added a few
sour delicacies to her menu that day.
Anyway, the following day just be-
fore Mass, Sister M. Finan called me
to the girls’ school—one of the girls
was dying. Just that sudden!

Poor Rita, daughter-in-law of the
old lady, lay on a bed of pain, paying
heavily in suffering for her share in
the fish and sour vegetable feast of
the day before. “No mistaking the
symptoms,” Sister Finan said. Chol-
era had broken out and would take
its toll of human life. Rita was
prepared for death. Two hours later
God took her soul to Himself.

The Chinese are ever willing to do
you o favor. Before death claimed
Rita we asked her to remember us
when she had come into the glories
of Heaven. She promised. Directly
from her deathbed we attended a sick
call that had at that very moment
come in from the street. Upon our
arrival at the home we found a lit-
tle girl of ten years nigh unto death.
Mind you, this child had never seen
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that is unusual. There was formed
here, during the torrential rains, an
inland lake nine hundred miles long
and forty miles broad, so it is not to
be. wondered at that there are still
traces of the flood. Yet those whose
lives are spent in safeguarding nav-
igation, members of the flood relief
bodies and the civilians here in gen-
eral have put themselves with an
energy that past disappointing ex-
periences have not checked into the
work of reconstruction. But last
year’s catastrophe, the recent entan-
glement with Japan, the political un-
rest, the closeness of the area of Red
activities have all combined to place
this once prosperous city of cenfral
China in an unenviable position.

THE outline here given of present
conditions is not drawn in any pes-
simistic or antagonistic spirit. Quite
the contrary. The spirit is one of sin-
cere admiration and sympathy for
the great mass of the Chinese people.
Much ink has been spilt on the pe-

By WiLLiam WEestHoveN, C. P.

the priest, but she had met the Sis-
ters. Through them she sent word
for the priest to eome and baptize
her. Sick unto death was this child,
yet she did not forget her manners.
She called feebly to her adopted
mother to pour the priest a cup of
tea, and herself invited the priest to
help himself to some candy, chest-
nuts and oranges on the table near-
by.
“My little child, the spiritual Fa-

culiar characteristics of the Chinese,
whereas it would be truer and more
profitable to emphasize their common
human nature in which good and bad
are mixed in proportions no different
from those of any race under the sun.

But we cannot -help asking our-
selves whether peace is going to set-
tle down on this poor country or
whether wé are merely enjoying an
illusive calm before another storm.
Politicians and war lords, treaties and
truces, bandit activities and ftroop
movements, all these have an indirect
bearing on the work and lives of our
missionaries in Hunan. We here at
Hankow, together with all who are
keenly interested in the progress of
the Church in China, are watching
closely and with hope the trend of
events in this vast, disturbed country
where mighty forces are in motion.
God grant that affairs may so shape
themselves as to give the Church full
opportunity to use its saving influ-
ence in the re-shaping of this great
nation.

SOUL

ther has come to prepare your soul
for Heaven.”

“Yes, I know,” she interrupted me.
“I believe in God. I want to go to
Heaven. - The Sisters told me that
God loves me.”

MARVELED 3t the child’s directness,

her earnestness.

“Tell me,” I said, “do you know
who the priest is?”

Without the least hesitation came

Women catechumens who were living in the Sisters’ compound saved their bedding

and a few of their meagre belongings. Often in China a fire is a scene of wild

confusion and looting. In Shenchow the authorities gave the fullest protection,
throwing a cordon of soldiers around the mission to prevent all disorder.
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the answer, “The priest is God’s rep-
resentative.”

“Now tell me who God is and where
God is.” )

Wonderful to relate, this little child
fairly beamed out the answers, mani-
festing a supernatural hurry to re-
ceive holy baptism. Taking a Crucifix
in my hands, I explained in simple
words the bitter Passion and Death
of Our Savior. Not a word did she

Vol. 11. No. 12

utter until I remarked; “Jesus suf-
fered all this for you, my liftle child,
because He loves you.”

I shall treasure eternally the look
that came into that child’s eyes, the
expression she put into her next
words.

“Sen Fu, you say Jesus suffered all
this for me because He loves me.”

She spoke so slowly, meditatively,
her chjld’s mind endeavoring to grasp

the sublimity of the doctrine of a
God-Man suffering for her.

* “Do you believe, and do you want to
return this love of Jesus Crucified?”

Quickly came the answer, “Yes, Sen
Fu, tell me what I must do.” The
child was told and then baptized with
the name Rita.

The priest’s joys cannot be num-
bered. Dying Rita had kept her prom-
ise. Rita brought another Rita.

A BANDIT VICTIM AS PATRON

THOUGH my whole
country is often a sort of happy
hunting grounds for bandits, they
have been inactive in these parts for
son'f time. Indeed, I believe that
we have hung up a record for law and
order these many months of which
we may be proud and for which we
are truly grateful. General Tsen Yu
Mo, who has proven himself our
friend on so many occasions, deserves
the highest credit for the way he
has kept order over a territory that
is difficult to patrol. The success of
his efforts to suppress banditry in
this section has made it possible for
our missionaries to travel over the
entire district without an escort of
soldiers. A recent highway robbery
caused a great deal of apprehension
as to whether it was just a passing
incident or an attempt on the part
of the bandits to start a fresh out-
break of widespread lawlessness. The
affair was of special interest to me
because I was so near to being one
of the victims.

I owe my escape in part to the fact
that I had a guest. My quarters are
very crowded here. Since I wished
to add a catecumenate, I received
permission to build. The Prefect had
sent Father Basil, C. P., to Luki to
assist me in planning improvements
and extensions for my growing mis-
sion. For me it was a surprise visit.
But I told him that the previous
Sunday I had announced to my
Christians that I would not have
Mass in town since I planned to go to
the country station of Ngu Ch’i. My
flock here is very poor, but I know
the people have the Faith. One
hundred and twenty were in attend-
ance at the latest feast. From ex-
perience I can testify that it is not
easy to trudge along mile after mile
over mountain paths. Yet some of
these folks had walked in great dis-
tances to attend Mass and to receive
the Sacraments. Because the scat-
tered members of my congregation
have been so faithful to their duties
I make a special effort to visit them
it the country when I can.

By ANTOINE DE GROEVE, C. P.

To my visitor I suggested that he
stay in the town while I went out to
the village of Ngu Ch’i over the week-
end. Father Basil told me that under

P e, " I,
Just a shell of the former Convent re-
mained after the fire. Ladders were
run up that furniture and other articles
might be salvaged. But the flames had
run along the beams, gutting the roof
until it crashed through the building.
The wooden buckets in the foreground
were used to carry water from the river
to the mission.

other circumstances he would be
happy to remain with me some time,
but that since he had to leave on
Monday the arrangement would
hardly do. His time was so limited
that I had to remain at my Mission
to talk over plans with him. It was
fortunate that I did, as I learned a
couple of days later.

HALF-WAY between the city here and
the small village of Ngu Ch'i
stands an old pagoda. It pierces the
sky-line on a mountain top at the
juncture of three trails. This was a
place I would have fto pass going to
and coming from my country station.

Out at that spot thirty travelers were
surprised by five bandits. Armed with
guns and pikes the robbers took ev-
erything of value from their victims
and then escaped. The robbery.oc-
curred just at the time I would have
been returning from Ngu Ch’i. You
may imagine how grateful I am. In
my own case it would very likely
have meant capture, for they would
have considered me a prize worthy of
ransom.

One of those who was robbed was a
Christian who had come to Luki for
Sunday Mass. Meeting him Sunday
evening, I asked him why he had not
gone home. He said he had business
in town. When he came later to tell
me of the robbery he said, “Father,
Cod punished me for loafing around
the town instead of returning to home
at once.”

The next morning he came to see
me again. He was excited and very
happy. .

“Father,” he blurted out, “I have
good news. -Another son has been
born to me. And to think that I was
not home!”

“There,” I answered, “you see God
has blessed you with a baby. To help
you to remember that the Lord gave
it to you the day after you were
robbed by bandits, we’ll see to it that
the child receives the name of Tillo
in baptism. The Chinese words which
make up the name sound like the
words for happiness. Besides, it will
interest you to know, Simon, that
this Tillo was a native of my own
province in Flanders.

“He lived in the seventh century.
When he was sixteen years old and
yet a pagan, he was caught by French
bandits. Later he was redeemed by
a French saint, Eligius. Eligius was
a goldsmith and master of the mint
for Clotaire II. He made Tillo his
apprentice and in time the former
bandit captive became a Christian
and a monk. When Eligius was made
a Bishop he took Tillo with him  to
Flanders to assist in converting his
own countrymen and the barbarian
tribes along the coast. So Tillo’s
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capture, in God’s.designs, was the be-
ginning of an experience that led
him into the true way of happiness
and into becoming an apostie in his
homeland.”

“That is an unusual story,” Simon
answered. “I shall be very happy to
have my boy named after a saint and
apostle who knew so much suffering
and who brought such glory to your
country.”

A few days after my conversation
with Simon I learned that three of
the five bandits who had robbed him
were killed in a skirmish with the
local home guards. The other two

were caught and brought before the
general for sentence. We hope that
their quick punishment will be a
warning to other robbers. Luki has
lived up to its name as a bufier coun-
ty for defeated troops and outlaws
in the past, but we should be happy
to have it lose that reputation.

I continue to have baptisms. A
couple of those who were just re-
ceived into the Church are young
people who are preparing for mar-
riage. Two others are old ladies who
have passed their seventieth year.
But I am looking forward especially
to the baptism of the little boy who is

to be called Tillo. Word has come
from Simon that he is soon going to
bring the baby to Luki. But the
proud young father is not going to
take any chances of having his son
fall into the hands of bandits as did
the patron who has been chosen for
him. AsI write I cannot help think-
ing that Tillo’s life will be an extraor-
dinary one if he does not have some
experience with robbers before he
grows to old age. The young father is
of the same opinion, but he is sure
that his little son will be well pro-
tected by the bandit victim who be-
came a saint,

A MODERN ENTRY sy ANCIENT TRAILS

rI‘RAVEL is always
something of an event here. Speed
and comfort are such strangers to
us that my recent journey from Han-
kow to our backward section of Hu-
nan stands out as a new experience.
Sister St. Ann, together with our
Chinese Sister Therese, and two of
our Christians accompanied me on
the trip. Instead of taking the slow
barge across Tung Ting Lake we fer-
ried to Wuchang to board the train
for the capital of Hunan. First,
second and third class passengers
serambled on to the ferry, somehow
getting aboard with all manner of
baggage and bundles. Trunks, boxes,
suitcases, bedding were piled into
every bit of available space and, with
a shrill whistle of warning, the ferry
pushed out across the broad Yangtze
River.

On the Wuchang side of the river
we jostled along with the crowds up
the stone steps and along a dirt path
until we reached the railroad station.
We from Hunan, accustomed to de-
lays of hours and days, were pleas-
antly surprised to find that the train
was actually to start on scheduled
time. As we left the city we saw
the miserable hovels that served as
refugee camps for the flood victims.
Some of these straw huts were no
more than knee high. Yet the poor
people who had lost everything when
the waters rose called these make-
shift shelters homes. Littered about
the camp were the coffins of those
who had not survived the struggle
to exist in those unhealthy quarters.

As our train approached the city
of Yochow in Hunan rumor spread
amongst the passengers that Red
armies were near at hand. The con-
ductor assured us that there was no
danger since the railroad was well
guarded. But we were not whol}y
satisfied since some of the glass in
the windows of our coach had been
shattered by shots fired at the train

By Jeremian McNamara, C. P.

on one of its recent trips. The train
swayed over tracks that needed re-
pairs. At one stage of this our first

P e S

Father Timothy McDermott, C. P, in-
spects the damage done by the fire in
the Sisters’ Convent. The walls are
weakened, he writes us, so that they
have to be razed. He is directing the
operation which may cause damage to
the adjoining church unless the very
greatest of care is used.

train ride in China we had what
seemed like a flat wheel. Finally we
stopped and the wheels of our coach
were given attention.

WE were distracted from further
thoughts of danger when the
menu was presented to us. It was writ-
ten in lead pencil on the back of a
cigarette advertisement. The porter
informed us that though the bill of
fare was written in Chinese the
dishes were prepared in western style.

We had a choice of chicken soup,
pigeons, potatoes, ham and eggs, fish
and pudding. This last item was very
quaintly romanized by two Chinese
characters, poo-ting, one of the words
meaning nails. We ordered soup,
only to regret it. The soup was first
rate but we had difficulties in keep-
ing it in the plate. It would have
taken a juggler to manipulate any
liquid. We resolved for the future to
be content with solid foods and with
a half-filled cup of tea. Putting the
cup to our lips we risked injury to
our teeth, and it was to secure dental
treatment that we had some months
before visited Hankow.

OUR train, though travelling at an
average speed of only twenty
miles an hour, kept to schedule, so
that after a sleepless night we found
ourselves in Changsha. Our bags and
baggage were thrown off at what
looked like a small country station,
but was really the terminus city, the
capital of Hunan. At the gate we
were surrounded by the soldiers of
the Customs.

“Your suitcases have to be searched
for contraband by orders of the Gov-
ernor,” we were quite politely told.
Imagine the inconvenience to us as
quite a large crowd gathered to see
us subjected to the searching. As
the Sisters bent over their suitcases
I heard them saying, “Yes, this is a
bar of soap and not opium.” With
great patience they explained that
the cloth the soldiers were admiring
was not to be sold for business pur-
poses but was material for Church
vestments. I could not help wonder-
ing whether any of these lads, now
so comparatively well - mannered,
were amongst those who in this very
city of Changsha had despoiled the
Cathedral of just such vestments.
We spent a full half hour passing this
examination before the customs of-
ficials finally told us they were satis-
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The interior of the Convent of the Sisters of Charity after the fire. The Fathers at
Shenchow describe a night of terror when they awoke to find the building in flames
and the fire beyond control. The Sisters were staying at the Chenki mission await-
ing the completion of repairs and additions to their home. A novitiate annex and
larger quarters for the orphan girls were almost finished when the fire broke out.

fied and that we might move on. We
closed up our suitcases, glad to be
off from that scene of confusion.

But before we had gotten very far
we were set upon by what seemed a
herd of wild animals. The coolie
ricksha men who had been watching
us at the customs, now sprang upon
the baggage. Some seven or eight of
the lads captured our suitcases and
ran off in as many different direc-
tions. Our party scattered in wild
pursuit, the Sisters following together
after one suitcase, the Chinese girl
after another, our guide running as
if off to the Shanghai front, whilst
I stood bewildered which direction to
take. I stamped my foot and called
out in a loud voice after the manner
of the country,. trying to persuade
the coolies to bring the suitcases to
one place where we could talk prices
for the ride.

AFTER a deal of wrangling we came
to an agreement and soon we
were on our way in the rickshas to the
Catholic Mission of Changsha. We
had a good laugh at our guide, Bene-
dict’s, expense. He betrayed that he
was from a country district of Hunan,
by insisting on talking in terms of
coppers, while these lads from the
big capital would bargain in nothing

less than dimes and quarters. At the

Mission we visited the Church and
saw how the hectic days of the Reds
in Chanesha in 1927 had left the
Mission Church stripped of its beauti-
ful side altars. In place of the artis-
tic main altar of other days was a

poor, temporary affair of wood. We
were overjoyed to hear, however,
from the Fathers and Sisters of the
Mission at Changsha, that even
though the buildings had suffered
ruin the spiritual edifice is building
solidly and surely in the capital of
Hunan. Recently, besides great prog-
ress in the work of the Embroidery
School, a Petite Seminary has been
opened and the Fathers tell with
joy of its success.

cAIN we hired the man-pulled
carts called rickshas, and after
further Dbickering over rates, we
started for the riverbank. There the
coolie pullers caused us such trouble
that they attracted the attention of
a policeman standing nearby. Very
politely he advised me to give only
the price bargained for, but to add
by way of a tip a few coppers to
each of the coolies for what in China
is called “tea money.” So, by insisting
that I would give only the price bar-
gained for, I saved my own “face”
and by adding a few coppers for tea
money I saved the face of those who
had treated us so impolitely.

As we stood on the sandy beach
of Changsha we could not help think-
ing that, after all, times were changed
for the better, for on this very shore
in 1816 the first priest to attempt to
dwell among this same people suf-
fered martyrdom. Here on this very
soil at Changsha flowed the blood of
Blessed John DaTriora, O.F.M., that
the faith might be planted firmly in
Hunan. Others also had here given

their lives for the faith, among them
a2 Bishop and several priests. The
remembrance of their sacrifice for
the people of Hunan made us patient-
ly suffer annoyance and ridicule.

ON A ROWBOAT we crossed the Hsiang
River at Changsha to the small
island in the middle of the stream,
and after a short walk through the
flood refugee camps on the island
boarded another small rowboat that
took us slowly to the opposite bank.
At the bus station we announced in
Chinese that we were five in number,
and were passengers for Changteh.
We were invited to be seated and told
to wait a little while before purchas-
ing tickets until the full quota of pas-
sengers had come in. Chinese venders
went about selling their foodstuffs,
and small boys sang about their fine
hot rice cakes and every brand of
Chinese cigarette. Having purchased
our tickets for Changteh we saw our
baggage weighed on a foreigh scale.
Due to the fact that our suitcases
were overweight we were charged a
few extra dollars. Our suitcases were
put on the roof of the bus and tied
securely.

The passengers, all too numerous
for the bus, made one wild. rush to
secure seats. Good manners were
dropped in the fear of being left in
the Iurch. We had to join in the
scramble. One of the Sisters found
it quite difficult to get her head into
the low doorway of the bus, even
though the rest of her body was al-
ready pushed inside the machine.
She struggled to bend low and,
through the kindness of a Chinese
lady, at last got into the already
crowded bus. I had better luck with
my head but quite a deal of trouble
with my feet, or rather my footwear.
An extra bus tire was kept inside the
machine on the floor. In the jam
Idid not see it and got my feet caught
in it. Crowded on, I found myself
being gradually pushed out of my
shoes, so to speak. I stood there in
stocking feet, looking for a vacant
seat. One young lad spotted me and
remarked jokingly about my weight
and size. He added that if I were a
just man, I would have hired a whole
bus for myself. As the seats were
filled, I looked in vain for a vacancy
till two Chinese School girls took pity
on me in my plight. Rising, they
said they would get off this terribly
crowded bus and would rather wait
for the next one. They kindly of-
fered me the two seats they vacated,
which were just spacious enough for
my massive frame. All had a good
hearty laugh.

The automobile ride over a rather
rough road, if trying, was none the
less a novel experience for foreign
missionaries from northwestern Hu-
nan, where as yet an automobile has
not been seen. The scenery, though
far less beautiful than that of our
section of Hunan, was picturesoue
indeed. The road is laid through
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many mountain passes and in and
out among rice fields. The busses
are modern machines, but due to the
rough manner in which they are

shandled they are much the worse for
wear. The day we made this trip,
though in springtime, was quite
chilly. As the windows have been
damaged a good deal by the shaky
rough riding and are a bit displaced,
I spent much of my time, that day,
endeavoring to Kkeep the window
closed. An old Chinese gentleman
leaned heavily on my arm for head
rest, fast asleep.

As we covered the first thirty miles
of the trip we approached the city
of Ningshiang where we were on the
lookout for the new bridge lately
constructed there, with the help of
foreign engineers. In passing over
this bridge we saw below the clear
waters of the Kwei River. A few
hours later we neared Yiyang City.
As no bridge has yet been built there
we had to leave our bus, walk a short
distance, ferry across the Tzu River
in a small rowboat and walk again
to a waiting car, on which we would
make the last stage of our journey.
Our bus started off with far greater
speed than the machine we had just
left on the opposite bank of the Tzu
River. But I would have preferred
the driver who took the other bus
out of Changsha, to this reckless
chauffeur. He seemed to have gotten
his diploma from some automobile
club for having proven himself the
most expert pupil in skillfully passing
telegraph poles by just a margin of
an inch. As we proceeded in fear and
trembling, we were thrown forward
in the machine by the quick applica-
tion of the emergency brakes.

PIG, not knowing the tempo of

other vehicles than sedan chairs,
timed itself accordingly, and in what
might be termed a pig going at snail
pace, crossed the road in front of our
bus. Were it not for the perfect
working of the emergency brakes,
that little pig would not have gone
to market or to any other place again.
We recalled how a few months ago
the bus in which Father Quentin Ol-
well, C.P., was going to Hankow, sud-
denly came at full speed on a huge
porker and struck it dead. But the
pig was too much for the Ford Com-
pany’s product, and Father Quentin
went with the rest of the passengers
over the side of the road and down
into the rice fields below. The ma-
chine skidded threateningly on one
side when, providentially, it hit a
slight embankment in the rice fields
and righted itself. Many of the pas-
sengers complained of bad bumps on
the head, and one old Chinese lady
seemed to have been wounded in-
ternally quite seriously. Father did
what he could for some other pas-
sengers who had slight cuts, while
the old Chinese lady was removed to
a hospital at Yiyang. Fear of a like

accident was ours when we saw our-
selves just miss striking another road

pig.

IN ANOTHER place a small water buf-
falo caused the driver some incon-
venience as it was about to charge on
this strange means of modern trans-
portation. We were told by a fellow
passenger how this bus was once
charged head on, by a drove of these
fierce looking but usually gentle buf-
faloes. The domestic animals of our
district will be as long getting used to
the automobile, if it comes, as have
the pigs, dogs and buffaloes here in
central Hunan.

After some further rough riding we
alighted at the bus terminal, three
miles from the city of Changteh. The
jolting ride left us with the feeling
that we had been seized by a sudden
fever. By small steamboat and sam-
pan we went to the East Gate of the
city and the Catholic mission in
charge of the Augustinian Fathers.
The Sisters stayed at the Convent
of the Spanish Sisters, while I busied
myself in hiring a boat to take us
to Shenchow.

Changteh is the last city going
westward into Hunan where rickshas
or manpulled carts are in use. There
is a gradation even in the kind of
ricksha, for in Changteh unlike those
in Changsha the vehicles are not
rubber-tired but ironbanded. That
night we got aboard our sailboat to
be ready for departure early in the
morning. A small tug was to pull our
boat thirty miles upstream to Tao-
yuan. The next morning, St. Patrick’s
day, we had what seemed ill luck but
which we later knew to have been

P

God’s loving Providence watching
over us. Our boat was just being
secured to the tug when soldiers came
aboard and forbade us to leave
Changteh that day. An extra tax
was asked., It took the best part of
the day for the boatman to talk the
soldiers into accepting a few dollars
tax instead of the ten dollars first de-
manded. Had we not been delayed
in Changteh 'ours would have been
the fate of the other boats which
left that day and which were robbed
before evening. We thanked God
who through the prayeis of Si. Pat-
rick kept us in Changteh against our
wishes.

By two o’clock the next afternoon
we were in Taoyuan.- As our boat was
loosed from the tug, we realized that
we had left behind every manner of
modern conveyance. Our boat was
now pulled by six poor men, who at-
tached ropes strung about their
shoulders to a large bamboo cable
that led to the mast of our sampan.
They dragged us along that day ten
or fifteen miles. The following morn-
ing an excellent breeze gave our boat-
men some well-deserved rest from
the hard labor of pulling the boat
against the current of the swift flow-
ing waters of the Yuan River.

WE HAD no mishap or worry until our
third day out of Changteh when,
towards midnight, we heard un-
familiar voices on our boat asking
if there were foreigners on board.
Naturally, we were somewhat fright-
ened, but our guide, Benedict, came
to assure us that it was merely the
homeguard police of the place who,
according to custom, were obtaining

A farmer boy of Hunan leads a water buffalo to pasture. These bulky, fierce looking

creatures are valuable in a section where plowing is done in flood fields, Usually

quite peacefu! the water buffalo, when aroused, is dangerous. Father Jeremiah

McNamara, C. P., tells how a herd of these animals, on seeing a motor bus for
the first time, charged on it and almost wrecked it.
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One illustration of the havoc wrought by the recent flood in our Mission district

necessary information about the
number of passengers on the boats.

At noontime the next day we were
at the first mission of our Prefec-
ture, Liulingcha. We visited our Lord
in the Blessed Sacrament in the little
chapel which faces the Yuan River.
The missionary of the place, Father
Dunstan Thomas, C.P., was very glad
to see us come to this lonely spot. As
we went about the mission, one of
the Sisters remarked its neatness and
cleanliness in spite of its poverty.
Sister added laughingly that this
cleanliness was not just for the oc-
casion since our visit was unan-
nounced. On entering the mission
we nearly tore our clothes on large
spikes with sharp points that covered
the mission gate. Jovial Father
Dunstan explained that those spikes
were to keep pigs and buffaloes ouf
of the gardens. In leaving Liuling-
cha a few hours later I could not help
feeling somewhat like one who is leav-
ing home, for it was in this little
mission that I spent the first few
months of my missionary life. It was
from this mission too that I was
dri\{en away by bandits after only

three or four months residence.
Strange to say, it was the anniversary
of my flight from Liulingcha that we
visited there on this trip from Han-
kow!

The fourth day our trip from
Changteh saw us in great danger of
being shipwrecked. Our boat was
sailing along swiftly when of a sud-
den we crashed into a large boulder.
An hour’s work by the boatmen got
us under way again. During that
time I suffered some anxiety in the
thought that our boat might be de-
layed and separated from the other
boats of our convoy, thus leaving
us exposed to possible robbery. Yet
a new danger was in store for us
that day. When we were struggling
through a swift rapid a sudden rush
of the waters dragged us into a whirl-
pool. Around and around our boat
spun. A rope was thrown to men on
shore who fastened it to hold us from
further whirling., The natives on
shore were yelling that one more
spin around would see the boat under
the rushing water of the wild rapids.

We were all greatly frightened and
prayed that our dear Lord Who had

granted us safety in all manner of
danger on modern means of travel
would save us also in this ancient
method of man-pulled boats over the
rapids of the Yuan River. Sister
Therese, the Chinese Sister of Char-
ity, was deathly afraid, no doubt be-
cause she understood better the real
danger. But with great confidence
Sister begged the dear Lord through
the prayers of His Saints and through
the help of our priests who had been
slain only a few years ago, especially
calling on Father Godfrey, to help
us through this hour of danger. Our
prayers were answered; our boat was
saved from sinking.

The rest of our trip to Shenchow
was uneventful and enjoyable. The
hill-sides were covered with cherry,
pear and orange blossoms. Add to
this the beauty of twenty or thirty
sailboats swiftly cutting their way
through the clear waters of the
Yuan. Under full sail we came into
Shenchow just as the sunset was
making +the waters golden. The
Angelus bell was ringing, recalling
that through Mary’s help we had
just completed a safe journey.

Monsignor Cuthbert O’Gara, C. P., and Father Leo Berard, C. P., visited ‘the Luki mission for the Feast of Christ the King.

A large number of Christians had come to town, some from distant country villages. Their pastor, Father Antoine, C.P
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is well pleased with the spirit of faith they have shown in tramping long miles to attend Mass on feast days.

Gemma’s League of Prayer

EMMA’S LEAGUE is an associa-

tion of those who carry on a
systematic campaign of intercessory
and united prayer.

The Object: To bring the grace of
God to others and to merit needed
blessings for ourselves. In a very
particular way to pray for the con-
version of the millions of pagan souls
in the Passionist Missions in Hu-
nan, China, and to obtain spiritual
comfort and strength for our devoted
missionary priests and Sisters in
their difficult mission field.

The Methods: No set form of
prayers is prescribed. The kind of
prayers said and the number of
them is left to the inclination and
zeal of every individual member. In
saying these prayers, however, one
should have the general intention,
at least, of offering them for the
spread of Christ’s Kingdom in China.

“Membership: The membership is
not restricted to any class. Men,
women and children not only may
join Gemma’s League but are urged
to do so. We are glad to announce
that in our membership we have
many priests, both secular and regu-
lar, as well as many members of va-
rious Religious Orders. “The Spirit-
ual Treasury,” printed every month
on this page, shows the interest taken
by our members in this campaign of
united prayer.

Obligations: It should never be
forgotten that Gemma’s League is a
strictly spiritual society. While, of
course, a great deal of money is
needed for the support of our Pas-
sionist missions in China, and while
many members of the League are
generous in their regular money con-

GEMMA GALGANI

SPIRITUAL TREASURY FOR THE
MONTH OF JUNE

Masses Sald ..............00n... 2
Masses Heard ................. 21,401
Holy Communions ............ 15,805
Visits to B. Sacrament......,.. 39,002
Spiritual Communions ......... 85,711
Benediction Services ........... 13,954
Sacrifices, Sufferings .......... 36,605
Stations of the Cross......... 12,963
Visits to the Crucifix............ 29,633
Beads of the Five Wounds...... 7,480
Offerings of PP. Blood......... 137,400
Visits to Our Lady............. 33,5651
Rosaries ......ccoviviiviiiiinn.. 34,612
Beads of the Seven Dolors...... 6,150
BEjaculatory Prayers ........... 1,365,602
Hours of Study, Reading....... 18,187
Hours of Labor..........o.'.u... 65,383
Acts of Kindness, Charity....... 40,960
Acts of Zeal......ocoviiniinn.. 112,494
Prayers, Devotions ............. 403,375
Hours of Silence................ 39,611
Various Works ............... 74,402
Holy Hours .........coovieeun.. 194

tributions to the missions, neverthe-
less members of the League are never
asked for financial aid. There are
not even any dues required of mem-
bers, though a small offering to pay
the expense of printing the monthly
leaflet is expected.

The Reward: One who helps the
spread of Christ’'s Xingdom on
earth is hardly looking for any re-
ward. We feel that the members of
Gemma’s League are satisfied with
the knowledge that Almighty God
knows their love for Him and knows
also how to reward them for the
practical display of their love! How-
ever, our members cannot be un-
aware that their very zeal must
bring God’s special blessings on
themselves, their families and
friends. Besides, they will surely
merit the reward of an apostle for
their spiritual works of mercy.

The Patron: Gemma Galgani, the
White Passion Flower of Lucca, Italy,
is the patron of the League. Born
in 1878, she died in 1903. Her life
was characterized by a singular de-
votion to the Sacred Passion of Our
Blessed Lord. Denied the privilege
of entering the Religious Life, she
sanctified herself in the world, in the
midst of ordinary household duties,
and by her prayers and sufferings
did much for the salvation of souls.
Her “cause” has been introduced and
we hope soon to call her Blessed
Gemma.

Headquarters:  All requests for
leaflets, and all correspondence re-
lating to Gemma’s League should be
addressed to the Reverend Director,
Gemma’s League, care of THE SIGN,
Union City, New Jersey.

+ + + + + + “Restrain Not Grace From The Dead.”

(Eci.7,39.) + + + + + +

INDLY remember in
your prayers and good

works the following recent-

ly

deceased relatives and

friends of our subscribers:

RT.

REV. MSGR. GEORGE W.

SCHUHMANN, D.D
RT. REV. M;

SGR. M. 7. FIrz-

SIMMONS, V.S,
CONFRATER LUKE BOYAN, C.P,
REV. MOTHER ALESSANDRI-
5 NA FILIPPI

R. LOUISE AUSTIN,
M. ADA,

SR, M.
SR. M. INEZ,
SR. M. PULCHERIA,
SR, M. GABRIELLA,
SR. M. CLARE, 0.P. (ANDERSON).
SR. M. ETHELREDA
SR. M. OCTAVIA (HOBBS),
SR. M. AGNES DE SALES,
SR, M. OLGA,
SR, M. LYDIA,
R. PRAXEDES (FOX)

SR. M. ’
DR. GERTRUDE LAWLLR, M.A.,

EDWARD J. HANRAHAN,

LA

URA V. DONOHUE

MRS. MICHALL C. DONOHUE,
MRS. MICHAEL SULLIVAN,
CORNELIUS F. BOHEN,
MARY SULLIVAN,

JOSEPH E. L. KNEE, JR.,
RITA MARY GREEN,

MARY DONOHUE,
ALFONSO J. ROJAS,

DAVID TOBIN,
MICHAEL GRIFFEY, -
MR. F. F. GILLEN,
WILBUR J. HARRON,
MARY KELLY,

MRS, WILLIAM MURPHY,
MARY G. MOHAN,
JACOB J. BUSCH,
MARGARET MALONE,
PETER LUCAS,

ROSE McCROSSON,
MRS. JAMES HUGHES,
CAROLINE McLOUGHLIN,
DANIEL CADOGAN,
PETER DWYER,
ROSEMOND NOLIN,
MARGARET BANVILLE,
MRS. M. McDERMOTT,
MRS, C. DUFFY,
THOMAS A. COLLINS,
LORETTO O’BRIEN, g
CATHARINE L. DOWNEY,
CECILIA A, QUINN,
MARY McCALLION,
JOHN G. SULLIVAN,
WILLIAM ROTH,
EDWARD SCHEFFEL,
ANTHONY H. TIERMAN,
PROSPERO OROFINO,
M. QUINLAN,

M. CLIGGETTE,

1. LEWIS JERGE, M.D.,
MRS. 1. C. DILLON,

E. J. JENNINGS,
NUGENT ‘WM. CRONIN,
MARY A, SHARKEY,

DENIS O’NEILL,

MRS. D. I, BRODERICK,
GERTRUDE LEWIS,
WALTER V. LEWIS,
HANNAH BURKE,
KATHERINE O’NEIL,
MRS. LOMBARD,
RUPERT J. STIER,
JEREMIAH HIGGINS,
EDWARD J. PHILLIPS,
MARY E. KEARNS,
WILLIAM SHUGRUE,
JOSEPH F. O’BRIEN

ANNIE WINIFRED B’ERKEBY,

STEPHEN BUDIMLICH,
MARY MAHONEY,

ANNA SHIRKEY,

ANNIE E. JACOBY,
CATHERINE HART,
SOPHIA OPPLIGER,
MRS. R. T. ADAMS,
CLARA M. COGHLAN,
JAMES M. FULLER,
CHARLES HOWLAND, JR.,
CHARLES HOWLAND, SR.,
MARY FORGNONE,
MARY RAFTERY,

MR. STOFFLET,

MISS M. BODDIE,
THOMAS J. CONDON,
ANTHONY RADECKA,
CHARLOTTE RADECKA,
DAVID COLEMAN,
HANNAH KENNELLY,
MRS. M, F.. CAHILL,
MRS, CHAS. A. GORMALY,

NELSON PETER SAND QUIST,

WILLIAM DAVIS DUKE,
MARY IGOE,

NORA POWELL,
CHARLES DANAHOE,
F. W. DAMES,

MRS. JOHN TIMMONS,
JULIA PHFEIFFER, .
MARY HALPIN,

ANNA M. DOODY,
ANNE HINES,
MARGARET V. O’NEILL,
PHILIP COYLE,
PATRICK CRONIN,
JAMES P. COSTELLO,
JOHN H. HARRINGTON,
MARY HACKETT,

MARY F. HOGAN,
MARGARET L. CURRAN,
RITA O’BRIEN,

VA,
EUGENE DESORMEAU,
MARY MOORE,
BERNARD HERBES,
JAMES J. FOX,
BRIDGET SEXTON,
JOHN 0. ERICKSON,
JOSEPH HUGHES,
MICHAEL DOOLEY,
MARY A. FAULKNER,

‘ AY their souls and the

souls of all the faith-

ful- departed through the

mercy of God rest in peace.
Amen.




