Gemma’s League of Prayer

GEMMA’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-
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SPIRITUAL TREASURY FOR THE
MONTH OF OCTOBER

Masses Said ... vviiiiiiiaan . 26
Masses Heard ...... o 23,217

Holy Communions .............. 15,015
Vigits to B. Sacrament ........... 29,414
Spiritual Communions ........... 103,868
Benediction Services ............ 7,011
Sacrifices, Sufferings ............ 49,444
Stations of the Cross ........... 9,647
Visits to the Crucifix ............ 27,641
Beads of the Five Wounds ....... 27,337
Offerings of PP. Blood ........... 170,387
Visits to Our Lady............. 24,021
Rosaries .................. 39,827
Beads of the Seven Dolors 4,734
Ejaculatory Prayers ........ .. 2,038,579
Hours of Study, Reading ......... 13,740
Hours of Liabor ................. 58,769
Acts of Kindness, Charity ....... 29,236
IActSRoERZeall .. . L R . 35,141
Prayers, Devotions .........cc00n. 750,220
Hours of Silence ...........c00.n. 26,158
Various Works ...............,.. 102,097
Holy HOUTS .. ..ivsveiionananas 82

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 Kingdom 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,
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AY their souls and the

souls of all the faith-

ful departed through the

mercy of God rest in peace.
Amen.
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DESOLATION IN HANKOW

By Avrrep CaGNEY, C. P.

NOT since 1870 has
Central China, the two thousand
mile valley of the Yangtze Kiang,
known such long drawn out and
torrential rains as have been falling
this year since early spring. From
the foot-hills of Tibet to the sea, the
entire basin of this great river has
been experiencing flood conditions
and emptying its surplus water into
the Yangtze, whose low banks and
shallow bed have been unable to hold
confined the immense volume of
water which innumerable contribu-
taries have been steadily pouring
into it.

By the end of June the river had
attained almost record height and
ir places where banks are particu-
larly low had begun to overflow into
the low-lying rice-lands. Ordinarily
the rainy season ends at the close
of June or thereabouts and this year
when July opened clear and warm
it was thought that the floods would
abate and that danger for the
crowded Yangtze cities had passed
for yet another year. But it was

not so to be. Again the sky clouded
and rain began falling; growing in
intensity day by day until one was

it e ‘ ' r e
At a point seven miles below Hankow the railway embankment has fong served as a connecting link in the system of dykes,

37 A
ROM our Mission Procuration in
Hankow, once thought to be in a

secure location but now in an area that
has become a thirty mile lake, comes
this graphic account of the flood in
that city. The waters rose as with
inevitableness of fate before the citi-
zens who could not believe their eyes,
while dykes for whose upkeep they had
long paid taxes collapsed under the
tremendous strain of the expanding
Yangtze. Real apprehension is felt of
what is yet to come when the reced-
ing waters leave their unclean deposit
in cities that have been made desolate
and on a countryside where the crops
have rotted or been washed away.

N 75

Jost in wonder that the heavens
could hold so much water. Until
one’s clothing became green with
mould and still there was no sun to
air them in. Indeed the sun seemed
to have been blotted out of the sky
as days ran into weeks and not once

dic. it break through the leaden skies.
The period which the Chinese call
the “big heat” passed cool and damp;
one thought of covering by night and
in these parts that in itself is worthy
ot recording.

11 THE while the river kept rising

higher and higher until the day
came when it lapped the concrete
sidewalk of the Bund and began t'o
trickle into the road. Men said it
could rise no higher and must soon
recede. It did not. And so the
gaps in the shallow embankment
which runs the entire length of tk}e
city and which permit of the public
descending the broad stone steps
which lead to the boats were hastily
filled with mud and cement and the
city felt secure. The river would
never rise another foot and thus flow
over the embankment. And so the
holiday crowds flocked to the r1verfs
edge to witness for themselves this
strange sight of a river which in the
course of a few weeks had well nigh
doubled its breadth. Many were the
surmises made and guesses hazarded
as to how many inches it might s.tm
mount up the side of the barrier.

: way.
protecting the city. Under the long weeks of strain due to the tremendous weight of rushing water the embankment gave y
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Second day. The water rose about one foot higher than this picture shows.

Here and there the water broke
through a hole which had been over-
looked and flooded the streets; in
places deep enough. But it was a
novel experience; perhaps one of a
lifetime; what matter; in a few days
2ll would be over and no great harm
would have been done.

Then at a few low-lying places
water did actually overflow the
embankment, rushing into the
native city and certain sections
of the foreign concessions. Streets
tan with water; ricksha-pullers were
up to the knee in water; the bolder
and more venturesome took to boats.
But no one really worried. Hankow
an . Oriental Venice; it was the
sight of a lifetime, one not to
be missed. Sightseers were every-
where paying handsome prices for
old-fashioned horse-drawn carriages,
or fishermen’s sampans, or for the
experience of being hauled by coolies
up to their hips in water. And you
had better hurry for the water would
be surely gone tomorrow.

AND so a week passed and the water
was now flowing freely over the
“embankments. Each day added to
the depth of the inundated streets.
Few in the city were not affected by
this phenomenon. The holiday spirit
soon gave way to a more serious one;
this in turn was succeeded by a
stolid endurance which in turn gave
way to a sense of exasperation. This
was the period of blocked drains,
overflowing sewers and complete dis-
lucation of the city’s normal social
and commercial life.

Had the flood gone no further its
results would have been grave
enough, for when the water recedes
from flooded areas leaving in its
‘wake a heavy deposit of muck, filth
and scattered sewage all manner of
diseases incubate and propagate
‘there. And so the more far-sighted
of the citizens began to take alarm.

And then the flood suddenly passed
into its second and more tragic stage.

The city of Hankow—both native
and foreign—including the extensive
foreign suburb known as the Jardine
Estate, is built on low-lying re-
deemed land protected by a system
of dykes running far back from the
river and parallel to it. Dykes also
heightened and strengthened the
bank of the river for miles down
stream. When Hankow first began
to emerge as a city from the low-
lying swamp land these dykes must
have loomed large in the municipal
mind; but it would seem that gradu-
ally the city forgot its dependence
upon those dykes. Certainly not
many in Hankow ever lay awake at
night speculating on those bulwarks
of the town and in realty circles they
were never mentioned at all. Many
a Hankow householder has lived out
his allotted span and never so much
as knew that there were dykes in
all that territory. In one place only
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were they remembered and that is
in the tax office. As now appears
the amount collected annually by
way of customs and surtaxes levied
on all goods coming into the city
for the upkeep of these dykes was
a very fat and luscious one. Had this
money been.devoted to the purpose
for which it was extorted Hankow
would have been impervious to any
flood howsoever high or voiuminous.

Rumors began to go abroad that
the dykes were unsafe; that if a
break occurred the city would be in
great danger. The initiated few
understood the significance of these
reports; the majority were only mys-
tified and unconvinced.

AT A point seven miles below the
city the railway embankment has
long served as a dyke connecting the
system. Under the long weeks of
strain due to the tremendous weight
of water rushing against it the em-
bankment broke for a space of some
ninety yards. This was directly in
the rear of the Standard Oil Instal-
lation Plant. The gravity of the sit-
uation was at once realized. The
river began plunging through. The
foreign Consuls at once notified
their nationals living in the suburbs
and in the Jardine Estate of the
danger. Word came to the Procura-
tion about eleven o’clock in the eve-
ning.

The break occurred at a point so
remote and the expanse of low-lying
country so broad that it was not
until the following morning that the
first effects of the damaged dyke
began to make their appearance in
the Estate.

Fathers Alfred and Ronald left high and dry in the second story of the Procureé

Building, The water was over the verandah roof,

October, 1931

It would have seemed a wild
stretch of the imagination indeed if
one had predicted even then the ex-
tent to which the waters would have
risen and the damage which would
be done. For far beyond the horizon
the country lay flat with nothing to
interrupt the view but clumps of
shrubbery here and there with an
occasional tree. No mountains or
hills in sight to close us in and serve
as a bowl to hold the water. A few
inches’ rise over the entire area and
that would be all. A few inches of
water do not greatly concern a
ricksha-puller nor impede the family
Ford so all would yet be well.

E ARE humbler and wiser now.
Slowly, slowly the reddish water
from the Yangtze crept up the grey,
macadamized auto-road. There was
something uncanny and fascinating
in its leisurely determined approach.
There was something of the in-
evitableness of fate in the way the
water trickled in through the wide
gate and began to spread itself
across the lawn and walk. Then it
began washing the verandah steps,
then grimly to mount them. While
the verandah was being menaced all
portable furniture, books, papers,
office supplies were moved to the
second floor. Far removed from
danger as we then thought.
Through the night the water rose
with perfect regularity, one inch an
hour until when morning came the
verandah was under water. At
breakfast time the first leaks came
in the doors; in a few minutes our
feet were in water. Then came the
second mounting up the main stair-
way. Gradually, but oh so surely,
did the level rise—always one inch
an hour. Was there no end to this
water and would it never cease?
What a day of anxiety and suspense
as we saw one step after another
disappear from view and all the time
we were wondering and praying that
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In the Jardine Estate refugees build
shelters in a tree within view of the
Procure Building.

the level would fall short of the
second floor.

We were four priests with the
house boys all marooned in the top
floor of the Procuration in the midst
of a steadily rising and expanding
lake. From all directions sampans
began to appear, cruising where but
a few hours before had been
green lawns, costly shrubbery, well

kept motor roads, and artistic fences.
As we looked out we could see the
refugees sailing by in their flat bot-
tomed boats piled high with all man-
ner of household furniture salvaged
from the relentlessly rising tide. Or
again it was an improvised raft made
of slender trees held together with
bamboo rope and laden with the
things most essential in the life of
these simple hardworking peasants
—a bed, a plough, a fishing-net, a
bamboo fish-trap, a large mat for
drying rice, an iron pan snatched
from the earthen stove, a few rice
bowls, a wadded bed-spread or two,
a shallow wooden tub, a water-buck-
et. Not one of these things nor the
whole lot together would bring much
in a public market but to these
sturdy folk who make their living
from the soil in the sweat of their
brow and who indulge little in the
luxuries or pleasures of the city,
these cargoes were precious indeed
and as jealously protected and
guarded as any Dboat-load of rich
furniture from the palatial resi-
dences of the wealthy.

IT was pathetic and tragic during
the first stages to see women and
children coming up the auto-road
driving ahead of them a water-buf-
falo, a pig or a few ducks. More
heart-breaking still to see them wan-
dering back, bewildered and discon-
solate because the animals might not
enter the city barrier. And if the
buffalo must needs be left behind
how would they ever be able to till
the land again; better to loge one’s
right hand than the faithful beasts
of burden. Near our gate I met a
little boy carrying a duck gripped by
the neck. It was limp enough and I
asked him if it were dead.

“Oh no, it is alive,” and he patted
it fondly. Other than a pair of short
linen trunks he had not another be-
longing in the world.

Adversity makes strange bed-fel-

As the dykes broke, immense volumes of water rushed into the native city, battering down houses, destroying food supplies,

driving people from their homes, and destroying thousands.

This photo was taken as the streets were filling with water.
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Father Alfred leaving the Procure Building to find another home.

lows. Coolies, gentry, men, women
and foreigners were all literally in
the same boat; all working franti-
cally to save from the waters what
each thought to be most valuable. It
was a real joy during all this time
of stress to see the spirit of cheer,
good-will and cooperation mani-
fested on every side. One more
evidence that your Chinaman is a
good fellow at heart; too often, alas!
the unwitting victim of an artificially
created anti-foreign bias the work of
selfish, venal politicians.

MANY are the impressions gathered
during these hectic, anxious days
of disaster but none will remain
longer with me than that made by
the loyalty displayed by the two
house boys and the cook during all
these days of labor, hazard and dis-
comfort. Were the Procuration and
its furniture their own individual
property an dthe priests their elder
brothers they could not have risen to
the occasion with more disinterested-
ness and devotion to duty than they
displayed. They are deserving of
our lasting gratitude.

When the water level had come
to within a few inches of the second
floor three Fathers moved into the
city, leaving Father Ronald with the
boys to watch the premises and to
guard the Procuration records and
furniture which still remained. For
a day and a half the level remained
just one inch from the floor and our
hopes rose high that the high-water-
mark had been reached. But it was
net to be. Other dykes about the
city began to give way under the
tremendous strain still further flood-
ing wide city areas and spreading
the =zone of destruction. The once
Jardine Estate became but a bay in
a lake some thirty square miles in

extent and twenty feet in depth. As
these dykes broke immense volumes
of water rushed info the native city,
drowning hundreds, battering down
houses, destroying food supplies, driv-
ing tens of thousands to the railway
embankments which alone offered
dry lodging space. With this increase
of water the level in the Procuration
rose four inches above the second
floor at which point it stopped. Sam-
pans drawn up to the windows of
the Procuration gave it the appear-
ance of a big boat-house.

And with the rising waters came
countless thousands of frogs in all
stages of development and of every
species; large, venomous water-
snakes; every manner of swamp bug;
and over all a green scum. There was
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something awesome. in the spectacle
of green frogs perched on the cor-
nices of the house, of snakes floating
outside the upper windows or swim-
ming in the great basin of water
which formed at the head of the
main stairs. Who could look on this
scene of wreckage and not feel his
utter impotence before the mighty
forces of nature which man has not
yet been able to tame. We may pry
into the secrets of nature and when
she is kind and beneficent we may
perhaps treat with her and at times
bend her to our will but when she
rises in her wrath and strength what
fragile, pathetic creatures we men
are.

A FEW days ago when the waters

had receded a little, I had occa-
sion to return to the flooded Procura-
tion; Father Ronald and the boyswere
packing up what still remained for
moving against another probable rise
in level. In a ricksha up to the foot-
board I made my way through the
Concession streets. Sampans were
everywhere and congesting traffic.
On every hand, yards, cellars and
ground floors were deep in water.
Boys were happily swimming at their
front doors; children were enjoying
boat rides in round foot tubs; coolies
to their waists inh water transporting
merchandise ontheir heads; aricksha
wheel comes off and the occupant
gets an impromptu and dirty bath;
a foreigner steps out from his apart-
ment and with much precision picks
his steps to the waiting ricksha which
is drawn close to the door. He mounts
and the coolie takes up the shafts;
water has obliterated the drop to the

The house boys of the Procure Building leaving for the city.

October, 1931
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Scene in the Native Section of Hankow.

sidewalk, a wheel slips over and the
immaculately dressed young man
takes a plunge. A shout of laughter
arises on all sides; a typically
Chinese joke. An industrious house-
wife is doing the weekly wash by
slapping the clothes on the front
door-step; anyway she won’t have to
walk to the river bank this week.
Next door the family have just
finished the noonday meal; the bow!s
and chop-sticks are being scoured in
the convenient water. An auto
truck plunges by churning up the
muddy stream and sending jets of
noisome water in all directions.

E TURN off a main street and pass

through the gates to the Jardine
Estate. There are a few hundred
yards to the railway embankment.
This is a high spot and hither refu-
gees have flocked by the thousands,
throwing up hastily constructed huts
made with poles and bamboo mat-
ting. It is a immense hive of
destitute humanity—men, women,
innumerable children.

But this day it is raining pitilessly
and the water from the smooth con-
vex auto-road is running into their
huts and drenching once more the
salvaged wreckage. Rain is dripping
in through the sieve-like roofs and
beating from side to side, for these
huts have no walls and all the time
the occupants are standing in the
water forlorn and utterly miserable.
Dirt, squalor, stench; surely the last
word in human destitution.

A little further on beyond the rail-
way crossing but a few days ago a
well-kept, shaded roadway, now dot-
ted with sampans waiting by the
shore of this newly formed lake.

What shouting, fighting, gesticulat-
ing as anxious property holders bar-
gained with the boatmen for the trip
across the water to their slowly sink-
ing homes.

What a change has been wrought
within a few days is brought home to
me when I call upon a boat-man in
a big junk. I ask him how much he
wants to take me to the Passionist
Procuration; he shouts back an ex-
orbitant sum, because, he says, the
wind is strong and the waves are
high and it will be dangerous. I call
him a robber and a pirate for bleed-
ing innocent folk. He is not offended.
I7is family have suffered and he is
out to make an honest penny. We
compromise for half the price and
we set out. The wind is strong and
the waves rocked the big boat. Dark,
grey rain swept the water in sheets
drenching us to the skin. As we
drew further away from the edge all
walls and fences disappeared; it was
necessary to stoop down low in the
boat to avoid the telephone wires; in
places we passed over them. A steam
barge chugged by—patrolling the
Estate. Through the pelting rain
one could see here and there stand-
ing above the surface of the water
the second stories of what were once
strongly built residences looking all
the world like liners sinking at sea.
Drifting about were all manner of
jetsam and flotsam—the wreckage of
thousands of homes. I felt that I
had seen as far as is possible for
human eye to see the desolation of
desolation.

In the face of this calamity the
authorities are doing what they can
to bring relief to the sufferers. It is

estimated that there are 300,000
refugees in Hankow. Feeding so
many is a problem—a problem made
doubly difficult if not hopeless by the
destruction of the very area which
supplied the vegetable markets of the
city. Hundreds have been drowned
and other- hundreds are dying daily.
Of sanitation there is none so that
pestilence is raising its menacing
form.

THE Bishop of Hankow, his priests
and Sisters are working with inde-
fatigable zeal amongst the stricken.
It is heart-breaking work for the
numbers are so vast and means and
workers so inadequate to cope prop-
erly with the situation. Last eve-
ning I was inspired by the sight of
six Sisters returning to the Hospital.
They were riding in rickshas hauled
by coolies splashing knee deep in
water; they were wet and weary
after their day amongst the refugees
but as they stepped out onto the
narrow platform built out into the
street to serve as landing posts for
guests arriving by sampan or ricksha,
I heard the laugh and saw the beam-
ing smile they gave the sweating
coolies. Perhaps they were thinking
of the hundreds of babies baptized
that day and sent to heaven or was
it perhaps the gentleness of Christ’s
shining forth in these selfless women
and which can be urbane even with
the lowliest of men.

Within the hospital I was speaking
to one of the Columban Fathers, a
patient there. He was saying Mass
in the chapel of the central house
in Hanyang when a nearby dyke
broke. The water rose so rapidly
that as he said the Salve Regina at
the end of the Mass he was up to his
waist in water.

In the face of such destruction
what can we say except it be to re-
peat with Holy Job, the Lord has
given and the Lord can taKe away,
blessed be His Holy Name.

The story which you have
just finished reading is a
graphic account of what the
flood has meant to Hankow.
But the story of the real
desolation will come later
and will be written in pov-
erty, pestilence, starvation |
and death. Please do pray |
for our missionaries and |
their afflicted people. If |
your means permit, we shall ‘
be grateful for any donation

you may send to The Sign.




RIDING THE FLOOD

CHINA is out-doing it-
self for my benefit. This second com-
ing of mine is going to be as note-
worthy as my first. We were one day
late in reaching Shanghai, having
been delayed in Japan due to heavy
rains. We should have known or
rather remembered that “coming
events cast their shadows before.”
We are all too painfully aware of
that fact now, as this letter will
show.

We spent onlytwodaysinShanghai,
enjoying the hospitality of the
Franciscan Fathers, then we started
for Hankow aboard the “Lungwo.”
On our arrival in Hankow we had to
take Father Linus to the hospital
with a bad case of typhoid. You
will be glad to know that he is well
on the way to recovery. That was
our first set-back. We had word
from Father Alfred that we were to
await the arrival of the Prefect in
Hankow; Father Alfred and Father
Ronald being splendid hosts, we
found the waliting very much to our
liking.

THE Prefect arrived in due time, on
Monday, June 29th. That night
he informed me I was to be the mis-
sionary of Yungsui. He tells me he
believes it holds great promise. I
asked if I had any Christians to
start out with and he replied that I
would find a few who were baptized.
When I asked if we had any kind of
quarters, he said that we had a
house on the main street, but that
we would not be able to live there
for more than a week. My next
question was: “What do I need to
take with me?” The reply was:
“You shall need everything.” If I
am to do anything with the Miao or
aborigines I'll have to learn a new
language and I don’t have the en-
thusiasm and undaunted spirit I had
ten years ago. So, I certainly shall
need prayers and plenty of them. If
I make any headway at Yungsui, I'll
know it is due to the prayers of my
friends at home. I am bringing
nothing to my job except the will to
persevere and an absolute depend-
ence on the Will of God. I would die
happy though if I could learn the
way to the hearts of the Miao and
win their confidence, thus doing my
little to carry on the work that was
so nobly started some years ago.
After receiving my appointment
Father Ernest and I arranged to
leave on the following Friday for
Changteh. That meant that we had
to hustle to get what we needed for
our new missions. By Wednesday
we were far on towards the comple-

By TmotHy McDermorrt, C. P.

tion of our arrangements. Our tick-
ets were purchased on the Japanese
steamer that runs to Changteh in
high water, when suddenly our sec-
ond set-back came—Father Ernest
went to the hospital with a bad case
of dysentery. We had to postpone
our departure as Father Ernest was
laid up for five days or more,

We celebrated a rather quiet
Fourth of July in Hankow. Our
group was a bit glum as two of our
number were on the sick-list and we

were wondering who was going down
next.

Eventually, on July 10, we were
able to board the Japanese steamer
for Changteh. Fathers Ernest
Denis, Leo and myself made up the;
party. Father Maurice, the Vicar
General for the American Friars
Minor, Father Alfred and Father
Ronald saw us off. The only other
white passenger aboard turned out
to be an old friend of ours, Doctor
Tootell, who has charge of the

| Sister Clarissa Stadtmiller, of the Sisters of St. Joseph from
| Baden, Pa., sailed for China on September 4, 1926. Sister [
Clarissa was born in St. Mary’s parish, Syracuse, N. Y., No- |
vember 16, 1896. When she was about four years old the family | ‘
| moved to Columbus, Ohio. On the completion of her studies |
at the Academy of the Dominican nuns in Columbus and that
of tHe Franciscan Sisters of Stella Niagra, she entered the
novitiate of the Sisters of St. Joseph. On September 4, 1926,
Sister Clarissa sailed for China. She and her companions
arrived at their mission of Yuanchow after passing through
many dangers. They were there but a few months when a
wave of Communism: swept over Hunan and forced them to
leave their mission for a while. Because of hardships and
privations suffered during a journey of a thousand miles across
the mountains in the interior of China, Sister Clarissa was
exhausted. She contracted fever and died in Chungking,
Szechuan, on July 21, 1927,
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Smiling Rita Chang
lends a hand. Her-
selfanorphan,aban-
doned by her par-
| ents, she was wel-
comed by the Sisters
of Charity. She has
developed into a

promising girl under their care at the Shenchow orphanage. Here she is

shown taking care of a baby recently left at the mission door by poverty-
| stricken parents. Every day Rita prays for her benefactors. As a sub-
| scriber to The Sign, you are included.

Logan Memorial Hospital in Chang-
teh, Hunan.

As the anchor was being lifted one
of the officers came and told us that
a wire had just been received from
Changteh stating that the water was
forty odd feet high up river and we
might be delayed for a day or two
at Yochow. There was nothing to do
but tell him to “carry on.”

On Saturday morning, July 1lth,
we dropped anchor at Tcheng-ling-
ki, the first port in Hunan at the
mouth of the Tung-Ting Lake.
There we stayed until Sunday noon.
I said Mass that morning in the com-
bination Dining Room and Sitting
Room, the others assisting. Sunday
evening, at dark, we dropped anchor
in the lake a short distance below
Yuenkiang. Monday morning we
started again about six o’clock and
carried on until about noon when we
dropped anchor about thirty-five
miles below Hankow. The whole
country is inundated and is one im-
mense, uncharted lake. Incidentally,
I should have mentioned that as
soon as we reached Tcheng-ling-ki
on Saturday we were joined by a
Japanese gun-boat. It Kkept right
with us up the river, tying to our
boat at night. It was the first Japa-
nese man-of-war to cross the lake
in twelve years!

roM Monday noon till Thursday

morning we stayed at anchor,
every day expecting to get under
way. But the water kept coming up,
and all of a sudden we found the
current had changed directions. The
Yangtze was backing up into Tung-
Ting Lake and the water began flow-
ing towards Changteh instead of
towards Hankow!

By Wednesday our food supplies
were about consumed. Something
had to be done. We pulled up an-
chor Thursday morning and went
about ten miles further to the main
channel, hoping to find a Chinese
boat en route to Changteh. Our boat
dared not go on as we created a
heavy wash which endangered the
dykes and might overturn the houses
which were all half-submerged.

A Chinese launch came along from
Changsha, the Chinese crowded on
it like flies swarming on a barrel of
molasses. The officers of the Japa-
nese boat advised us not to get on
for fear the launch would capsize.
What were we to do? There was
nothing left for us but to return with
the Japanese steamer, which had to
put back to Tcheng-ling-ki for coal
and supplies.

By Friday noon we were back in
Tcheng-ling-ki and there we stayed
until Tuesday. Monday supplies came

up from Hankow on the ‘“Yuen-
kiang Maru,” a sister ship of ours,
and strangely enough it had on
board one Japanese passenger who
had come over to China with us
across the Pacific on the “Chichibu
Maru.” He was en route to Changsha
to buy pig bristles for export to his
firm in Japan, brush manufacturers.
That night we had a Japanese din-
ner, together with the Captain, the
Chief Officer and the Chief Engineer
of our boat, all Japanese, of course.
We were quite amused by Fathers
Leo and Denis in their first attempt
to eat with chop-sticks.

E HAD word that, late that night,

an “Ark”—a barge pulled by a tug
—might be due in Tcheng-ling-ki, so
we decided to wait up for it. About
two in the morning it came, and we
learned we might find room on it.
We hired a large sampan and trans-
ferred our luggage over to the Ark.
Before we could board it we had to
argue with the compradore about the
price of tickets. Eventually we piled
our luggage in one of the cabins de
luxe in the hold and crowded in on
top of it, four Fathers and a Chinese
servant.

This space, about six by eight feet
in dimensions, filled with all our lug-
gage, had to do for the five of us
till we got to Yochow, when we would
get another cabin. We called for a
pot of hot tea and in the dark
Father Ernest had his hand scalded.
Father Denis was pouring the tea
into the small cup which Father
Ernest held. In the dark he poured
too much and it ran over on Father
Ernest’s hand. Imagine what it felt
like! Tea, you know, over here is
boiling water slightly discolored by
a few tea leaves. Despite the scald
Father Ernest did not drop the cup,
which speaks well for his nerves and
resistance. We happened to have
some almond oil in my bag so we
dressed up his hand with that and
went on with our tea bout.

Some time after four we reached
Yochow and amid much noise and
cursing our neighbors, soldiers, evac-
uated their cabin. The door was
taken down between the two cabins.
The second cabin was given a bit of
cleaning a la Chinois. We were able
to put half the luggage in the second
cabin and the other half in the first
cabin. Our bed rolls were opened
up and some time before five we
turned in for our night’s rest.

Usually these cabins have two
small windows about two feet square.
Each of ours had but one window
apiece. As the rain was coming
down in torrents and the wind blow-
ing, we were getting so wet that we
were forced to close up both windows
and doors. We kept fairly dry but
undecidedly uncomfortable.

About nine o’clock the boy passed
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Three out of two
thousand! This pic-
ture was taken at
Shenchow mission,
in which city alone,
in 1926, over two
thousand were kept
alive by a dole of

rice. There were other famine victims who were in extremities when they

reached the mission, and whom no earthly help could save. Father Theo-

phane Maguire, C. P.,, is shown here with three blind beggars. All three

were baptized before death. What a harvest of souls was reaped through

the generosity of our readers who, by their charity, made it possible for
us to care for these victims!

in basins of hot water and we per-
formed our matutinal ablutions.
We squatted on the bunks and were
served a bowl of very coarse rice,
hard-boiled eggs—this year’s crop, I
do believe—boiled, diced squash, and
bean curd. All of course was .eaten
with chop-sticks and washed down
with some more discolored boiling
water, yclept tea. I won’t say we
enjoyed it but we did repel, for the
nonce, the pangs of hunger. There
was nothing more thrilling than
having our beds soaked by rain until
five o’clock that night when we had
our second and last meal of the day.
It was the same as the breakfast
with the one exception that we had a
bit of fried pork fat as a garnish.
By this time our boat had tied up
and all who were going to Iyang
crowded over on the launch or tug
and started for that city, ten miles
away. In the meantime we had to
await the return of the launch be-
fore continuing our voyage. While
waiting we had an audience of about
thirty or more men, women and
children standing on the bank and
taking their fill of gazing at the
“foreign devils.” About ten o’clock,
when we were about half eaten by
mosquitoes, our tug returned and we

got under way for Yuenkiang. The
following morning we had the same
kind of breakfast as before, which
even a hungry Chinese might have
had misgivings in eating, and so we

whiled away arother rainy day untit
about five in the evening when we
reached Changteh.

A month before we had sent a man
ahead to hire a junk to take us to
Shenchow. We learned that our
hired junk was anchored a quarter
of a mile or so above the whart
where we landed. After much argu-
ing we managed to settle our “tea
bill” or “cumshaw” or “graft” (as you
will) with the robbers that call them-
selves “Boys” or “Stewards” on the
Ark. We called two sampans and
poled and rowed up the river, “sing-
ing in the rain,” to our junk.

The first thing we did was to get our
“Boy,” Father Quentin’s cook lent to
us for the trip, to pitch in to get us
a meal. We were tired, cramped,
cold, weary, but mostly hungry. By
eight or eight-thirty he turned out
the meal and we squatted in tailor
fashion on the floor of the junk and
by the light of a lantern we de-
voured (I use the word purposely)
the first real meal we had in some
days. Then we were ready for bed.
But how could I forget it? We fin-
ished off that meal with a good cup
of coffee! What a treat that was!
Then to our bed rolls for a decent
sleep. The only trouble was that the
boatman, terribly afraid of sneak
thieves, shut the boat up tight. In
the wee hours of the morning, while
the boatman slept, we opened up
both ends of the boat and got some
ventilation into it.

The next morning we came up-
town to the Spanish Fathers and
said Mass. Here we are doubled up
in two rooms in the Seminary.

The rain continues to come down in
torrents; the floods are unabated.
Dykes are broken—cities and fields

o

Here is shown the
only picture ever
taken whereon the
three Fathers who
were later killed by
the bandits are
shown together.
Father WalterCove-

you, C. P., is second from the left in the top row. In the same row, third
from the right, is shown Father Clement Seybold, C. P. Seated on the
extreme right is Father Godfrey Holbein, C. P. This picture was taken at
the close of the annual retreat just a few days before the tragedy, and
within a few hours of their actual departure from Shenchow. i
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are inundated—houses are sub-
merged or swept away. Thousands
have been drowned—tens of thou-
sands are homeless and starving.
Crops are ruined. Banditry is break-
ing out everywhere—those that have
lost everything are desperate and are
trying to appropriate from those
i{hat have. The magistrate here to-
day has proclaimed a fast—‘no
meat, no eggs, no fish” until the rain
ceases and the floods recede. There
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will be no rice crop this year. The
price of rice is soaring already. This
Winter, next Spring and Summer
will undoubtedly see famine and
much suffering.

When I came to China fen years
ago we had two years of drought
and an unprecdented famine. This
time, on my return, we have floods
the like of which they say here have
not been seen in seventy years.
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Heretofore, this time in July we
would expect anywhere from 100 to
115 degrees. Now we are wearing
heavy clothes, using winter bedding,
and shivering. No one remembers
ever having known of such cold
weather in July. For two solid weeks
the rain has come down in torrents
and still is falling. China. certainly
is the land of extremes. But now
the oil is going out in the lamp and
I needs must quit. Pray for us.

A FIRST R
B, ELIGIOUS PROFESSION

The Start of what, we think, will prove the

Francis Flaherty, C.P.

UNE 4, 1931, was a red
letter day in the history of the Pas-
sionist Prefecture of Shenchow,
Western Hunan, China; for it
marked the religous profession of the
first native Sister of Charity, Sister
Mary Therese.

Sister Mary Therese, known before
her profession as Mary Twan, was
born in Peking in 1896. Both her
parents and grandparents were
Christians. In the same city she was
educated. Her parents both died
while she was still quite young.

Upon the arrival of the Sisters of
Charity from Convent Station, New
Jersey, in China, Mary Twan devoted
herself to their service. The Sisters
found a rare gem in her and her
loyalty and assistance were invalu-
able to them in their work for souls.
During the troublesome days of the
Red upheaval in 1927, it was due in
no small measure to the courage and
intelligent direction of Mary Twan
that the five American Sisters were
able to make their way from the in-
terior of turbulent Hunan to the
safety and protection of the treaty
port of Shanghai, a distance of al-
most a thousand miles.

Mary again accompanied the Sis-
ters when they returned to the in-
terior of Hunan. Daily contact with
the self sacrificing lives of the Sis-
ters in their work for the poor, the
sick and the neglected, soon engen-
dered in her heart a desire to devote
her own life to the Cause of Christ
in her native land. Accordingly she
made formal application for admis-
sion into the congregation and, after
due season, was admitted. In Janu-

Beginning of a Native Sisterhood in the

Passionist Mission District in Hunan, China

Sister Mary Therese Twan, first pro-
fessed native Sister of Charity in Shen-
chow, Hunan. The profession ceremony
was an occasion of great rejoicing, not
only for the Fathers and Sisters, but
also for the Christians of the whole
Passionist Prefecture.

ary, 1929, she received the habit of
the Sisters of Charity and began her

_canonical novitiate under the spir-

itual direction of Sister Devota Ross.

During her novitiate she proved
worthy of the privilege of becoming
a Sister of Charity, and on June 4,
she took her religious vows. The Rt.
Rev. Prefect, Monsignor Cuthbert
O’Gara celebrated the Mass, and de-.
livered an exhortation to be worthy
of the vocation to which she was
called. )

A couple of hours later. another
Mass was said in the parish church
of Shenchow, and Father Jeremiah
McNamara gave an inspiring sermon
on the dignity and meaning of a Re-
ligious Profession. Christians from
various missions had come to the
central mission for the occasion,
bringing various gifts of prayers,
Mass intentions and many useful ar-
ticles, as an attestation of their joy
in seeing one of their own called to
this high dignity. Voeal manifesta-
tions were not sufficient and there-
fore the quiet of the compound was
frequently interrupted by bursts of
firecrackers to honor the newly made
Sister. The guests were later served
with refreshments to lend a bit of
ballast to their spiritual joy. The
happy day closed with Benediction
of the Blessed Sacrament.

May Sister Mary Therese’s profes-
sion be the first stone in the edifice
of the founding of the Sisters of
Charity in Western Hunan, where
the success of the Church must be
attributed in no small degree to the
distinguished work of the self-sacri-
ficing Sisters.



‘ N ]h ‘ N 11 HOUSANDS! Who they shall be, no one
O 1 knows. I, myself, may be among them.
From my heart I pray God that when the sum-
D g mons comes, no matter when or where, I may
1e - be ready to give an account of my stewardship.
§6§ Before I die T must settle my affairs. The
\ ° Q things that concern my soul are of chief im-
I Onlght © portance and must come first. I have today
in which to get ready. Tomorrow may be too
late.
Besides my spiritual affairs I must look after my worldly affairs. Have I made

my will?  What do I wish to become of my property? Even though I have very little
to leave, I should give some of it to God’s service.

LEGAL FORM FOR DRAWING UP YOUR WILL

I hereby give and bequeath to PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INCORPORATED, a Society existing
under the laws of the State of New [ersey, the sum of ... ... .. ... ... .. .. .

(% ) for the purpose of the Society as specified in the Act of Incorporation. And 1
hereby direct my executor to pay said sum to the Treasurer of PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INCOR-
PORATED, taking his receipt therefor within. .. ... ... .. .. . months
after my demise.
In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand this day of
............... , 19
Signed. .. .. ... ... U BRDETG s i R X
Witness. . . .. - iy P Witness ... ... ... ... .. ..

««<Painless Giving > >

@%QOOD THING to have in the house is a Mite Box or a Dime Bank.
They are convenient receptacles for your loose change. What you put
into them you will probably not miss. This is a sort of painless giving. If you do
miss it, so much the better for the cause for which you make the sacrifice. Self-

sacrifice money has a double value; it has a certain buying power and it surely

carries a blessing. Which do you want—the Box or the Bank? You can have
both, if you wish. Address: PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INC, TuEe SicN,
Union City, N. J.

Just drop us a line asking for a Box or a Bank. It will be sent you by return mail!

Please write or print Name and Address very plain.

For Christ’s Cause: 3 Suggestions

wes  Roaders of THE SIGN, particularly of our mission department, I ——
1 cannot but be aware of the many and pressing needs of our

missionary Fathers and Sisters in China. Their personal wants
wmemn  are few and simple. Were they seeking their own ease and Il
mfort they would not abandon the luxuries of America for the hard-
(s:;)xips of Chzrna. They require a great deal of money for the building MISSION
and maintenance of chapels, schools, orphanages, dispensaries, homes NEEDS
for the aged and crippled. They are dependent for this money upon l
the generosity of their American friends and benefactors. They do not

look for large donations, but are counting on the consistent giving of
<mall amounts. Please remember that they are grateful for pennies as
well as dollars. !l
=== Not only do we need money for our missionaries already in the
field ; we also need funds for the education and support of young
men studying for the holy priesthood. God is blessing our Order
s with an abundance of splendid vocations. Some of these as-
pirants pay full tuition, others pay part, but others are too poor to pay
anything. No worthy aspirant, however, will be rejected simply because
of his poverty. About $300 per year is required for the support of a
student. To provide means for poor students we are appealing for
student burses. A burse is $5,000, the interest on which will support
and educate a poor student in perpetuity. Can a better cause than that
of bringing worthy young men into the priesthood of Christ appeal to
the sympathy and generosity of a convinced Catholic? If you cannot
give an entire burse, your contribution, however small, will aid in the
starting or completing of a burse.

STUDENT
BURSES

It has been well said that it is a poor Will which does not name
3 Our Lord Jesus Christ among its beneficiaries. No Catholic
should ever forget that whatever he has he owes to God Almighty. YOUR
=== To give His Cause some of it is doing Him no compliment what-
ever. He owns us and everything we have. May we suggest this special LAST WILL
provision to be embodied in your last Will:

I hereby give and bequeath to Passionist Missions, Inc., a corporation
organized and existing under the State of New Jersey, the sum of
............ . B g &y ) Dollars, and I further
direct that any and all taxes that may be levied upon this bequest be fully
paid out of the residue of my estate.

AAAAAAAAAA

The above clause incorporated
in your last Will and Testament
will enable the Passionist Missions
properly and legally to receive
whatever remembrance you may
care to make for their benefit.

YOUR COOPERATION SOLICITED!

Address: Passionist Missions, Inc., Union City,N.J.



