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times, this was more than good of you. God bless you! And,
sit I pse merces vestra magna nimis.

My valuation of your courtesy was emphasized by my con-
crete knowledge both of the immense need there is for just this
kind of apostolate, and the vast possibilities for positive good
that it not only can, but actually is actuating, as also because
we have learned by experience that Tuz SIGN has a family of very
responsive and generous readers. God bless them alll

With every good wish for your good self, and your generous
readers,
) Your least companion in the service of Christ our King,
ParNa MISSION, P.J. Sontac, S.J.,
BANKIPORE, INDIA. SUPERIOR OF THE JESUITS.

ANOTHER FORM OF CATHOLIC ACTION

Epitor oF THE SIGN:

I take this opportunity of introducing myself. Almost a year
ago I joined the Catholic Truth Guild of Boston, and since that
time T have never had a moment of regret. Infact, I do not con-
sider my speaking on Boston Common Mall as doing enough
for Catholic Action.

A few months ago I read of a Catholic Newsstand in Detroit
as being the means of bringing twelve converts into the Church.
As far as I know, there is no Truth Guild in Detroit, and yet it
brings in twelve converts in a few months. What untold good a
Catholic Newsstand in Boston could do, working in unison with
the Catholic Truth Guild, is difficult for the ordinary individual
to say, although you who are in a position to know, it is very
great. Of course, Boston has its Catholic supply houses, but they
do not come in contact with the type of man that we lecture to on
the Common.

This idea that I have in mind is the result of my deep concern
for the man outside the Catholic fold. A Catholic Newsstand is
most urgently needed if we are to experience the fruits of our
lectures to the man in the street.

T wrote to Dr. Sullivan in Detroit asking for information re-
garding his starting of the stand. He very kindly answered,
supplying me with various items that will no doubt help me.

A great deal depends, however, on the codperation which the
editors of the various magazines will give me.

The sooner I receive favorable word, the sooner I shall start
my Newsstand, for the honor and glory of God and for an increase
in converts to the Catholic Church in Boston.

1 have spoken to the Chaplain of our Guild, Father Waters,
and he is rmeore than pleased at my contemplating such a work.
T am twenty-three years of age, and with the grace of God, I shall
devote my life to the bringing of proper reading material before
the eyes of Catholics and the Catholics of to-morrow (the children
of to-day); last, but by no means the least, before the eyes and
minds of those outside the fold of Peter, who are still blinded
by the darkness laid by Satan.

Only one thing can dispel this darkness and that is the general
sale of Catholic literature on the streets and corners of America.

Hype Park, Mass. Arrrep W. HoMMEL,

"SPREAD OF THE OUTDOOR MISSION

EprTor oF THE SIGN:

Tt was very satisfactory to read the letter of Mildred Stone
announcing that priests as well as laymen are campaigning for
Christ in the open spaces of Oklahoma City. That had not yet
taken place when I sent my article to Tuz SieN. The first infor-
mation of the outdoor campaign in the Diocese of Oklahoma
City came to me from the Secretary of our Catholic Truth Guild,
David Goldstein of Boston, who wrote:

“DeEAR KERRISH:

“Our ambitious desire to see the Catholic message carried to
the man in the street, in other places than Boston is soon to be-

come a reality. Oklahoma will be second to respond and-the
Archdiocese of Baltimore third.. The open air meetings 1 gd-
dressed recently in twenty-one cities in the State of Oklahoma
are but the forerunner of meetings that are soon to be add rf.t_;_c,e(i
out in the open by priests and laymen under the leadership of
Father Levens of Oklahoma City, a very competent priest whp
has long been preparing to campaign for Christ. T havea eall
from the Archdiocese of Baltimore to start off their Catholic
Tvidence Guild men with a boom. If only New York and
Chicago line up for the work we will be on the high road to carry-
ing the Catholic message to the man in the street throughout our
America.”

Thanks for the information contained in Mildred Stone's
communication. The hour is near at hand when, under the han-
ner of Christ The King, the laity will be out in great numbers,
doing the educational work needed to save human civilization
from the enemies of God and Country.

Catnoric TrutH GUILD,
BosToN, Mass.

WirLiam E. KERRISH,
VICE-PRESIDENT.

MORE “HIGHBROWS” AGAIN

Eprtor oF THE SIGN:

In a recent issue of your magazine there appeared a letter, in
that department devoted to Communications, and it bore the
anonymous signature, “Reader of Catholic Literature.” The
writer of that letter took issue with Mr. Doyle Hennessy's article,
“Wanted— More Highbrows.” I would appreciate the privilege
of a small amount of space in which to express my opinion of that
worthy article.

1t seems to me that “Reader of Catholic Literature ” has read

into Mr. Hennessy’s article an interpretation which its text dic
not warrant. I am sure that Mr. Hennessy did not, and does not,
deny the existence of a Catholic literature. But after all, what
portion of that literature is written by laymen? No one will
deny there are certain subjects best handled by those possessing
the requisite training to write on them intelligently. Who are
better equipped to write dogmatic and theological works (to men-
tion but two subjects) than our priests and Religious? Do not the “
fields of Biography, History, Poetry and kindred subjects cry
out aloud for efficient treatment at the hands of intelligent cot- J
temporary Catholic laymen? The burden of all this work should
not be left to our Religious. God knows they have enough to de.
Here is a vast field for the graduates of our Catholic colleges.
It is a repetition of the old story, the harvest is great, but the
laborers are few.

But to come to another point. Mr. Hennessy’s great quarrel
is not altogether with our Catholic writers. What good to write
if our Catholic people won’t read? This appears to me to be Mr.
Hennessy’s big point, and the one which, “Reader of Cathf'ﬂic
Literature” passes up entirely. Itisthe apathy of a great portiail
of our Catholic readers who refuse to arouse themselves from Q‘cif
mental doldrums when it is a question of reading an article 0 &
Catholic magazine which has an intellectual appeal. What is ghe
reaction of the average Catholic reader to such an article OF
magazine? Why, he poohs it away—"‘that’s too highbrow; th“d"-”
not for me.” This is precisely the point of Mr. Hennessy's art}i'-lf-
Of course it will be hard to read something other than pios.
novelettes which many of our Catholic periodicals feature. ]:t
will take time to acquire such a habit, but it can be done. What 15
more, it should be done. Indeed, it must be done, if we ar¢ .
have an informed Catholic laity, and no one will deny that that i
one of the greatest needs of the Church to-day. If anything )
the mark it was the title of Mr. Hennessy’s article, ¢ Wanted=

More Highbrows.” You have led the way, Mr. Hennessy. let 85
hope more follow. THE
In appreciation of your kindness, and in the hope that 8

er us more ol t- d

Sten will continue, as it has in the past, to oft ,
desire to remaii

better type of Catholic magazine articles, I
respectfully yours,

BrooxLyN, N. Y. Marrry F. Cox. Jis
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T'he Gangplank to China

By Bonaventure Griffiths, C.P.

SAN FRANCISCO: October sixth. The
Asama Maru, like a crack Pacific grey-
hound, lay at her pier ready to be un-
leashed and to be off to the Orient. The
flags were out, damp from the wet atmos-
phere but waving before the stiff breeze.
From her mast head floated the blue peter,
the sailing pennant, giving notice that her
minutes in San Francisco were numbered.
[ passed around to the boarding point.
Talk about life; here it was in one of its
most interesting phrases. A row of taxi-
cabs with last minute passengers came
along, tooting their way through the
crox.\'ded shed, nervous occupants looking
':_mxmusly out to see if they were on time.
[hen a few trucks with late baggage and
th.e shouts of the longshoremen to the
\\:}nch crews aloft. Officials, immigration
officers, policemen, newsboys, telegram
boys. vendors and members of the crew.
The gangplank reminded me of Jacob’s
la@der. only those who were continually
Eoing up and coming down its ribbed
lengths were not angels.

‘The decks were filled with visitors and
friends of the passengers, giving a last good-
l’Yf: and bon voyage. High above on the
bridge stood the captain. He was looking
down on everything below, alive to the
lnovemfmts of his subordinates as well as to
‘he' activities on the dock. There was a
Whimsical smile on the weather-beaten
gountenance of this veteran of the sea.
-’ufc)lfond count, perhaps, were the times he
b i%azed down upon scenes like this and
terestiseemed.always new, so humanly in-
BT ng was it. To me it was fascinating
betwea;let }(l)ut on the deck. A contrast too
e e motley crowd of the dock, a

ure of disorder and wasted effort, and

the trained methods and actions of the
crew as they prepared the boat for sailing.
Hatches fastened down, winches covered,
derricks made fast. At a touch of the
whistle in the deck officer’s lips, each sailor

THE BEAUTIFUL AND SPACIOUS CHAPEL AT
YUNGSHUN IS SHOWN DECORATED FOR A

FEAST. SCROLLS, WITH APPROPRIATE
VERSES, GREENS AND PAPER FLOWERS,
HAVE BEEN HUNG FOR THE OCCASION.
MOST OF THE CHRISTIANS OF THIS COUNTY
COME FROM WIDELY SCATTERED VILLAGES
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sprang to his appointed post for the haul-in.

The departing hour approached. The
cry, “All Ashore,” with a clanging gong in
a steward’s hands, was the signal for all
non-passengers to say a final good-bye and
make for the gangplank. The passengers
now crowded the shoreside decks, all armed
with several rolls of colored paper. A
junior officer superintended the hauling
away of the gangplank. Promptly at
twelve the great ship’s siren sounded and
all the crew sprang into action. Hawsers
were cast off by the dock crew, winches
started grinding and the huge ropes were
quickly drawn aboard. Below on deck a
band struck up. Loud cries from the people
on the dock answered shouts from those
aboard. Colored streamers flew from the
departing passengers to be caught and held
by those below. Eventually everyone both
ashore and on board was joined by one of
these brightly colored streamers. - It was a
striking sight. They crossed and recrossed,
waving and intertwining, forming a long
web of many hues.

LOWLY, almost imperceptibly, the
great ship moved away from its berth.
Then one realized it was truly goodbye.
The band broke into the tender strains of
Aloha, many an eye was dimmed with tears,
many of the shouts of bon voyage betrayed
a quivering throat. Slowly the boat drew
farther away, bound now only by the multi-
colored streamers. But soon these too
broke away and fluttered down into the
water. The pieces left on deck by the pas-
sengers were quickly dispersed by the wind.
The figures on the dock became undiscern-
ible, the skyline of the Bay City began to
stand out and the Asama was turning west-
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SOME OF THE CATH-
OLIC MEN AND CAT-
ECHUMENS AT THE
MISSION OF THE
LITTLE FLOWER IN
LUNGTAN, HUNAN.
FOR SOME TIME THIS
WAS A STATION OF
SUPU, WITHOUT THE
BENEFIT OF A RESI-
DENT PRIEST. ITS
RE-OPENING HAS
BEEN AUSPICIOUS

ward. With one last farewell from her
mighty siren she turned her prow towards
the Golden Gate and her homeward voyage
was begun.

STAYED on deck for a while braving a

cold, blusterous northwest wind and
misty rainin order to see the Golden Gate.
However, that legendary portal was
shrouded in fog so I went below for lunch.
That evening and the next day I managed to
get a look at the other passengers. There
were quite a number of Japanese in First
Class. They were of a high order. Consuls,
bankers, business men, Japanese movie
actors, Olympic officials and writers were on
board. The passengers from the United
States presented a cross-cut of American
life. Lefty O’Doul of the Brooklyn Dod-
gers and National League batting cham-
pion was taking the trip with his wife. He
proved himself a fine fellow. With us also
were Moe Berg of the Senators and Ted
Lyons of the White Sox. Travelling with
the O’Douls were a Mr. and Mrs. Cohen,
Jewish folks who had become Catholics. A
Los Angeles couple, Mr. Smith "and his
wife, were our best friends. So at Mass on
Sundays in the Salon we had the O’Douls,
the Cohens and the Smiths. Besides there
were a couple of conscientious Protestants
who desired to attend some service, a few
curious non-Catholics and some interested
Japanese.

The cuisine lived up to-its boast of being
the most exquisite on the Pacific. The food
left nothing to be desired, for all the a la’s
and boulanges and other untranslatable
names in creation were on the menu. How-
ever, I must say that being blessed with an
appetite of no mean length, breadth and
heighth, T soon found that the fancy tid-
bits of the exquisite cuisine were no match
for a monastery-trained appetite. That is
why the ordinary, home-cooked meal that
later the Maryknoll Sisters of Honolulu
gave us and the substantial meals at the
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Franciscan Procure here in Shanghai tasted
so delicious.

The service on the boat was unquestion-
ably splendid. Everyone placed at the dis-
posal of the passengers proved most courte-

ous and attentive. The only drawback
was that the English vocabulary of the
stewards was very limited. So at times
they brought us rolled oats for orange juice
or milk for ginger ale.

The Asama had a very nice library in
which I spent much of my time. Every
second night there were movies in the
lounge: comedies that made millions laugh
when I was still in short pants and feature
pictures, the actors and actresses of which
are now no more than names. One day a
Sukiyaki dinner was given on deck. It was
a real Japanese dinner, four at a table, sit-
ting cross-legged and without shoes. And
then the evening before landing in Japan
the captain gave the Sayonara dinner. It
was a gala affair. Several nights, from the
poop deck a firework display was given.
Best of all there was the stewards’ enter-
tainment down below in the Third Class
smoking room. The actors had no idea of
time, theé show running more than two
hours and a half. In the United States a
like show would have been run off in less
than an hour.. The stewards put on two
ancient classical Japanese plays.

HE first couple of days out we did not

venture ondeck withouta coat and hat.
But as the Asama pushed her nose into
southern latitudes the air became balmy,
the sky clear, and the ocean tropical blue.
Nothing like the billowy Atlantic here. It
was a pacific ocean, calm except for a.long
swell that gave the voyagers the feeling of
riding in a slow motion roller-coaster. Fly-
ing fish made their appearance, gleaming
colorfully in the bright sunlight. A few
albatrosses betrayed the presence of land
somewhere near, although these sea birds
have an extraordinary cruising distance.

Soon we felt the trade winds, those eternal
winds that sweep across these latitudes,
cooling the tropical heats that come from
the south. And Hawaii lies right in their
path.

UESDAY morning there rose out of

the western sky a ghoul-like shape—
land. Towering up out of a violet haze, the
last stars still twinkling behind it, stood
Koko Head. Nearer came the ship and
greater grew the huge headland. The sun,
not yet risen into sight, was painting Koko’s
forehead a gleaming red, a fact quite coin-
cidental because I believe Koko means
blood. As the Asama rounded Koko, the
Diamond Head beacon, blinking lazily in
the early morning light, gave us our first
welcome to Hawaii. There, behind, nestling
at the foot of the mountains, lay Honolulu.
Slowly the great ship approached her land-
ing spot. The sun was now up, lighting
hills and city, flooding this oasis that lies
in the great desert of the Pacific. Brown-
skinned Kanakas swam out to meet the
boat, diving down into the crystal depths
for the coins that the passengers were
throwing to them. Yes, here we were in
the Hawaiian Islands, waiting to see all
that books and stories had told about these
enchanting isles.

Led to the Maryknoll Mission by a
Brother who had met us at the pier, we
visited and enjoyed the hospitality of the
Fathers and the Sisters. Later a Belgian
priest, Father Hubert, took us for a tour.
His twenty-four years on the Islands as-
sured us of a good guide. - The valley of
Nuana was refreshing with its green verdure
and the incomparable flora of Hawail. The
short-lived hibiscus, national flower of the
Islands, bloomed in extravagant profusion
and seemed to run the entire gamut Of
shade and color along the winding road.
Nature was lavish beyond anything I had
ever dreamed. The road ended abruptly
on the famous bluff of Pali, scene of the
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battle that in 1705 resulted in the union of
the Islands under a single ruler.

HE panorama from Pali is matchless.

Beyond the sheer drop of over a thous-
and feet stretch miles of undulating and
hummocky lowland. Astrip of pure white
sand borders the distant sea, Corallagoons,
the deep blue ocean, a sail or two onthatin-
digo waste, sea gulls wheeling in an azure
shy: well, why try to picture indescribable
peauty? Waikiki beach, one of the great-
est playgrounc |sof the world, was attractive.
We watched the surf riders, brown-skinned
;\pnlios. matching wits and brawn against
the strange power of the breakers. Swim-
ming far out, they would spring suddenly
to the crest of a wave to be borne at express
speed to the very edge of the beach. We
left reluctantly.

The path of sightseeing led to Diamond
Head, sentinel promontory of Hawaii and
Gibraltar of these Islands. At Kaimuki
the Brothers of Mary, from Ohio, conduct
the flourishing College of St. Louis. Not
far distant is another Maryknoll Mission at
Tunahou. So, under our experienced guide,
did Honolulu and its environs yield the
secrets that lend truth to the title, Paradise
of the Pacific,

As shadows were lengthening and a
bright moon peeping over the heights of
Diamond Head, our boat slid out from the
dock. The decks were crowded with
Kanaka boys. As the Asama turned
broadside to the shore, these lads began to
dive. From thirty, forty, fifty feet above
the water their bodies flashed in the moon-
light and swooped down in perfect arcs to
disappear in the dark depths. With a
shout of farewell they struck out for the
shore and home. Home! Honolulu was

still plainly wvisible as the Asama plowed
her nose into the western sea. The myriad
lights of the city twinkled in the clear

night. They grew smaller as the great
ship gathered speed until only the single,
silent sentinel, the Diamond Head light,
blinked regularly far away. I was taking
with me the pleasantest of recollections of
Hawaii; its delightful hills, the lethargic
swaying of its palms, the rich blue of sky
and sea, the golden warmth of the eternal
trade winds, the daily showers of liquid
sunshine. But there was something that
stirred me deeply as even the Diamond
Head light disappeared. For in leaving
Hawalii, we were saying a final goodbye to
America. For the first time we sensed that
the Orient was near.

Warm, uneventful days followed. The
monotony was broken by a gale as we
neared Japan. A cyclonic wind whipped
the sea into a fury and rain poured down on.
the Asama. Everything moveable was
lashed down and passengers were forbidden
to use the open decks. Mountainous waves
broke over the prow, flooding the decks and
beating even against the bridge. The
sturdy ship rode on, rolling and dipping
through the storm. Sometimes a wave
struck us broadside. The Asama shud-
dered a bit, threw it off and plowed ahead.
The waiters found few to serve in the din-
ing hall.

HE day dawned for our arrival in

Japan. Land hungry, the passengers
crowded the rail for the first glimpse of the
Islands. The cry of “Land Ahoy” brought
us scurrying to starboard tosee dimly onthe
horizon the narrows that guard Tokio Bay.
To us sea satiated voyagers it seemed ages
before we drew close to the coastline. But
really it was not long before we passed the
tramp steamers and native craft that dot-
ted this fortified zone that the Nipponese
Government guards so jealously. Tokio
Bay swarmed with boats. Ocean steamers
rested at their docks, small boats chugged

about with an important air and square
sailed junks lazed about the harbor. Im-
migration officials boarded the Asama.
They were accompanied by brass but-
toned, sword girt guards who looked like
naval officers but who proved to be harm-
less city police.

ERIOUS-VISAGED chaps at a long
table scanned our passports. These
formalities over, two tenders poured their
loads of reporters, money-changers, photog-
raphers and visitors up the ladder, and the
Asama eased to herdock. From the colorful
group on the pier Brother Augustus, of the
Brothers of Mary, detached himself to
greet our party. So interested was I in
watching the royal brotherhood of Japanese
longshoremen wairming the winches and
clearing the hatches that I did not see our
party leave. I did not worry for I knew
the Fathers were to return to the boat that
night. Whilst Father Gleason of Mary-
knoll and I were talking, Father Cyprian
and one of the Brothers returned. We
hailed a taxi. I was not sick, but a strange
feeling, akin to fear, came over me. We
passed another car and I got worse. At
the first intersection where the taxi turned
I got the jumps. Then it flashed on me; we
were riding on the left side of the street!
Safe in the Brothers’ house we spent a
few minutes getting our land-legs on the
open roof and then went to Benediction.
The chapel was poor and unadorned. Most
of the Brothers were old, some having
passed their golden jubilee. Yet age had
not robbed them of their grand voices and
those unworldly men sang with a fervor
and devotion that holiness alone can give.
For us it was a Benediction of thanksgiving
that at last we had reached the Far East.
The next morning it was pouring rain.
No matter; under the guidance of Brother
Augustus, who has been thirty-six years in

TATHER ERNEST
CUNNINGHAM, C.P.,
WRITES IN AN EN-
COURAGING TONE
OT HIS WOMEN CAT-
ECHUMENS AT
LUNGTAN. LONG
BEFORE A MISSION-
ARY WAS STATIONED
THERE THE PEOPLE
OF THE TOWN ASKED
FOR A PRIEST TO
LIVE AMONGST
THEM. NOW THAT
THEY HAVE ONE
THEY ARE SHOWING
THEIR INTEREST
AND SINCERITY
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THREE GERMAN MISSIONARIES, DISTINGUISHED IN THIS GROUP BY THEIR BEARDS, STOP

AT THE PASSIONIST MISSION IN CHENKI ON THEIR WAY TO A NEIGHBORING PROVINCE.

WITH THEM HERE ARE FATHERS WILLIAM, DENIS, ANTHONY AND MILES, C.P. VISITS FROM

OTHERS THAN CHINESE ARE EXTREMELY RARE IN WESTERN HUNAN. THE PASSIONISTS ARE

HAPPY TO GIVE HOSPITALITY TO THESE PASSING MISSIONARIES WHO HAVE TAKEN CHARGE
OF A DIFFICULT AND LITTLE KNOWN DISTRICT

Japan, we started for Tokio. The electric
train was packed with school boys in uni-
form, business men, natives in bright-hued
kimonos and high, clattering sandals. At
Ueno station in Tokio we descended on a
restaurant before proceeding northward to
Nikko, Japan’s great shrine city. As the
French say, one must not use the word
magnificent until one has seen Paris, so the
Japanese say the word beautiful should
be unspoken until one has visited and
explored Nikko.

SPLENDID avenue, lined with crvp-
tomerias stretches out towards Tokio.
One goes several miles into the hills on a
dinky street car, crosses a bridge and steps
into Nikko. Years ago the ruling powers of
Japan were divided between the Emperor,
who was the spiritual authority, and the
various Shoguns who had temporal power.
Tokugawa, a military genius, Mussolini-
like in power and vision, united the country
and established a dynasty. The last great
descendant of this ancient warrior restored
the temporal power to the Emperor in 1867
and became a private citizen. Nikko is the
tomb of that first powerful Shogun and at
that tomb every Japanese hopes to pay
homage at least once.

Here the artistic genius of Japan has
created a wonderland. Ornate carving, ex-
quisite lacquer work, fairy-like landscap-
ing, lavish gifts have completed the gener-
ous natural beauties of this shrineland.
Despite the heavy rain pilgrims in' great
numbers walked about the gardens and
pagodas on their way to the temple where
on a venerated tablet is inscribed the
posthumous name of the honored Shogun.
A spacious stairway of granite stones and
a massive balustrade, now mellowed with
dripping moss and the weathering of ages,
leads to the tomb itself. There he was
buried in the same year that Shakespeare
was laid away in Avon. There is a great,
dark-hued cenotaph. One thinks of the
thousands of strong men who ached in his
services centuries ago and of those who

later, in Nikko’s heat, lifted to its moun-
tain height his massive memorial.

This is Nikko. Alone in her grandeur, a
fitting resting place for one who in Japan
was alone in his greatness. The vast soli-
tude of the mountain sepulchre is broken
only by the tread of devoted pilgrims who
climb those terraced heights to pray. One
hears the unbroken requiem of the sighing
cryptomerias, the soft dripping of count-
less springs and the song of falling rain. As
we left mid-Autumn was at work, weaving
about the tomb of this colorful war lord her
gorgeous tapestries of vermilion and red
and gold. Truly, one must not use the
word beautiful until one has seen Nikko.

The long ride back to Tokio was made
pleasant by the gay presence of many school
children who were returning from a pil-
grimage. All but one fine young lad were
shy of us foreigners. This boy had been
born in Arizona and lived there for thirteen
years. Seeing his friendliness with us, the
other children crowded around. Before we
reached Tokio they all wanted to join in
the conversation. OQur party was divided
when we reached the capital. Brother put
Fathers Alban, Germain and myself in a
taxi. He directed the driver and gave us
fifty sen to pay for the trip.

Al‘ an imposing school the driver mo-
tioned us to get out. We gave him
the fifty sen and entered the building. Ten
minutes passed before a Japanese lad came
along. We tried to tell him to get one of
the Brothers. He pulled down a diction-
ary. Father Alban finally made him under-
stand that we wanted someone in charge
of the school. A professor appeared who
knew a few words of English, but who had
never heard of a Brothers’ School. We
went out and hailed taxi after taxi. None
of the drivers could speak English. One
said: “Write out!” We wrote out ““Broth-
ers’ School,” for unfortunately we didn’t
even know its title. We sat on the running
board of his car for fifteen minutes while he
puzzled over the writing. A dozen or more

T ——
taxis had lined up, their drivers watchiy
our efforts to convey anidea in pantomimcg
There we were lost in Tokio and withoug a
cent of Japanese money in our pockets, It
struck me so funny that I sat down and
laughed. '

In desperation we finally succeeded in
getting a ride to a hotel where we changen
some money and paid our driver. A tele.
phone call to Yokohama brought us the ip.
formation we needed. A clerk wrote the
address in Japanese. At nine-thirty, just
as the gates were being locked, we arriveq
at the school. The Brother Director was
very kind and did the best for us with his
limited accommodations. Our all-day taxi
ride next day cost the equivalent of fifty
cents in American money. An erratic
driver gave us five dollars worth of thrills,
He buzzed along side streets whose narrow
lanes left little space between the rickshas,
Pounding his horn he cut down Main
Street, squeezing between street cars and
taking more chances with that ramshackle
car than was good for our safety. I sup-
pose that will be our last long ride in an
automobile for many a year. We shall
not forget it.

T Tokio station we bade goodbye to
gracious Brother Augustus. The next
morning we were in Kobe in time for Mass
and breakfast on the Asama. The follow-
ing hours I count as some of the most in-
teresting in my life. I hung over the rail
on the promenade deck and watched the
scene below. The ship was stocking pro-
visions and the gangplank at the dock’s
level had become a bridge of commerce. A
line of trucks, rickshas, hand-pulled cars,
bicycles, wheel-barrows and contraptions
of all sorts stretched away almost as far as
the eye could see. All carried cargoes for
the Asama. Pushing, butting and shout-
ing, the men jockeyed for position near the
gangplank. The kitchen crew and a staff
of stewards checked on the fresh produce,
meat, fish, canned goods and foodstuffs of
all kinds for our ship’s table. Passengers
arrived; brightly garbed Japanese, tod-
dling on their strange foot-gear, Chinese in
long silks, Orientals in western dress, Brit-
ish, French, Americans.

Promptly at noon the Asama moved
away. We entered the Inland Sea, Japan’s
Thousand Islands. What a panorama of
beauty was unrolled for us! Islands, pyra-
midal and conical, rose from a calm water
that was ruffled little by a hesitant breeze.
Fishing boats and tawny, square-faced
junks slid silently by. Steamers from the
seven seas pushed evenly on their way to
distant ports. Dusk came and the lights of
night, with now and then a lighthouse
flashing a warning from a low promontory
or mid-channel rock. The channel itself
led now through twisting narrows and
again broadened out into the large expanse
of a lake.

Morning found us in the Yellow Sea.
How fitting a name! In the early morning
light I craned my neck at the porthole of
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our cabin, wondering what had happened
to the water. Below us, instead of the
clear, blue-grey ocean and the fresh, foamy
tips of the waves was yellow, 'muddy, Te-
pulsive—looking water. That dirty, muddy
deposit scemed to have robbed the sea of
its vitality. Ithoughtofa tired man Lifting
wet garments, or a lazy creature being
forced to move as the ship cut across that
uninviting stretch of water and entered the
mouth of the Yangtze River.

ND now, Shanghai. The Asama turned
into the Whangpoo and began to
thread her way through the teeming river
traffic. Sheproceeded slowly, warning blasts
sounding from her siren. Other ships gave
way at her approach. Tramp steamers edged
away, river boats cut dexterously around
her, larger steamers stopped. The great
commerce lanes of the world lead to Shang-
hai. Here were ships of all lines and all na-~
tions. flying their own flags. Large and
small, trim and clumsy, all engaged in the
great game of give and take. Standing out
sharply against the smoke-grimed ships of

trade were the smart men-of-war, gunboats
of the nations, watching, always watching.
We were taken from the Pootung wharf
to the Customs jetty where a Franciscan
Father met us. I found myself on the
Shanghai Bund. How often I had read
about that esplanade along the Wangpoo;
how often I had seen it in pictures. Here I
was actually part of that stream of life that
flowed along one of the most famous streets
in the world. Rickshas scurrying past im-
posing buildings, sweating coolies droning a
chant under their heavy loads, chattering
natives and men of every nation brushing
each other, each intent on his own interests.
I understand why Shanghai has been called
merely the gangplank to China, for this
cosmopolitan commercial port resembles
very little the drab cities of the interior.
Too soon were we whisked away to the
Franciscan Procure. A true Christian
charity and tempered hilarity marked our
reception as we conversed with our mis-
sionary hosts in backyard French, home-
made Latin and pidgin English. But my
mind simply would go back to that Bund.

And I'm going back there too. I'm going
back for an entire day to see everything on
that busy waterfront, to study the coolies
at their work, and maybe to speak to one
of those big, bearded Sikh policemen.

O, here we are at last in China: China,
enigma of the world. With a man
power almost inexhaustible she lies like a
helpless babe before robbers. Bereft of
leadership or stable government she smarts
under the memory of past attempts of terri-
torial-thirsty powers to seize her land. Into
her ports comes commerce of the world ; deep
in her soil and mountains lie untouched
sources of wealth. - She scorns the boasts of
the world’s dynasties and rolls back the
curtains of the ages to reveal her ancient
worth. When the scholars of Europe ex-
isted only in the Mind of God, she glowed
in the light of culture and basked in the sun
of wisdom. Now she languishes in sorrow
and sickness, torn by civil strife, harrassed
by enemies and betrayed by friends. She
awaits the day of her deliverance. May
it come to her in the Gospel of Christ.

We Go to Prison

THE work of laying the foundations of
the true Church in this pagan land is not
merely a matter of preaching. Unless
Christian example gives them the driving
force, eloquent words, even from one whose
patient plodding has given him a fair mas-
tery of the Chinese language, fall on un-
persuaded ears. Like our Blessed Lord
Himself, Who first did and then spoke, the
missionary must live the virtues of humility
and trust in Providence and charity, as
proof that these virtues can really be
practised.

Help for the members of one’s family or
clan, practised for mutual protection and
from motives of self-interest, is not at all
uncommon even among pagans. But char-
ity, that love of the neighbor which em-
braces the stranger, the outcast and even
one’s enemies, is a startling doctrine that
is preached more effectively by deeds than
by words. In early Christian times those
not of the Faith marvelled at the love of
Christians for one another and for all men.
At this late date, so long after the coming

.of Our Savior, that same Christian charity

causes wonder to the pagans and opens
their hearts to the Faith.

. From the beginning of our mission work
in Hunan we have faced a series of ob-
stacles, difficulties and disappointments
which have taught us how tremendous a
jtask it is to drive even an opening wedge
Into this mass of paganism. We have got-
ten rather used to tired bodies and aching

By Jeremiah McNamara, C.P.

hearts. We are conscious each night that
the morning will simply bring a repetition
of labor and very often of sorrow. But we

.are just as conscious that, with God’s help,

this constant practice of charity cannot fail
eventually to produce results.

The time and effort devoted to helping
the poor and suffering during famine,
floods and periods of pestilence have al-
ready brought a harvest of souls. So it is
always with hopeful heart, with eyes ever
watchful for the first sign of correspondence
with grace, that our priests and Sisters

L

have gone about the task of feeding the
hungry, clothing the naked, visiting the
sick and instructing the ignorant. Charity
reaches far. We have followed these souls,
who but a short time ago were strangers
to us, even beyond the grave. They share
in our prayers and Masses as though we
had known them for years.

Here in Chenki we have always tried to
do our part in carrying out the corporal
and spiritual works of mercy. And in
writing these few lines now it is not my
purpose to tell of any new policy of making

TRAVEL REMAINS A PROBLEM AND A TIME-EXACTING LABOR FOR OUR MISSIONARIES IN

CHINA. FATHER LEO BERARD, C.P., STANDING WITH HIS MULE AND MONSIGNOR CUTHBERT

O’GARA, C.P., BESIDE THE SEDAN CHAIR, SHOW US TWO WAYS OF GETTING TO REMOTE
CORNERS OF ROADLESS WESTERN HUNAN
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FATHERS QUENTEN, JEREMIAH AND DENIS, C.P., TOGETHER WITH THE CATHOLIC WOMEN OF CHENKI ON THE OCCASION OF A MONTE’S

MIND MASS FOR SISTER DEVOTA ROSS. SISTER DIED AT THIS MISSION, BUT HIGH MASS WAS NOT SUNG AT THE TIME SINCE A MISSIONARY

WHOM SHE HAD BEEN NURSING LAY CRITICALLY ILL IN THE LITTLE HOUSE ADJOINING THE CHURCH. SISTER DEVOTA WAS BURIED IN THE
CEMETERY OF THE CENTRAL MISSION AT SHENCHOW

known the truths of the Church, but simply
to relate how Divine Providence has en-
abled us to follow out the plan we have long
had in mind. Except for rare cases we have
found it impossible to give spiritual or
physical relief to the imprisoned in this
part of Hunan. But early in September of
this year the officials of the town granted
us the much coveted permission to visit
the prison and to help those confined there.
Readers of THE SioN have been our most
constant benefactors and so I am sure they
will be interested in reading how this per-
mission was granted and how we use this
opportunity to perform these acts of mercy.

Time and again our missionaries here
have tried to reach, with the blessings and
consolations of religion, those whom the
hand of the law has placed behind the bars.
Time and again our missionaries have been
refused. In August last, an officer from the
military headquarters sent a servant to
the Mission asking that the Sisters of
Charity, who are in charge of the dispen-
sary here, come to visit him. The gentle-
man was suffering from an eye disease,
trachoma. The servant explained that his
officer’s eyes were so badly affected that he
could not come to the mission unless he
were carried.

HE Sisters of Charity, ever desirous of

walking in the footsteps of their holy
founder, St. Vincent de Paul, saw in this
invitation an opportunity to get acquainted
with one who might obtain permission for
them to visit the jail. After giving the
official the medical attention he needed
they broached the subject to him. Mr.
Hwang answered that personally he be-
lieved there would be no difficulty in
getting the authorities’ sanction to carry
out so heroic a work, He promised that he

himself would speak to the head officer so
that the representatives of the Catholic
Mission might visit the prison.

FTER this interview, our catechist,
Paul Sen, who had accompanied the
Sisters, suggested that it would do no harm
to see the city magistrate immediately, es-
pecially since he was very friendly to us, to
ask the same favor. Without delay, the
Sisters put the petition before the magis-
trate. He told them that an answer would
require a few days since he would have to
inform the officials at the prison to have a
pass issued. He added that it would be well
worth waiting for since it would give us the
right to visit at any time. The days wore
on and we began to feel that once more the
permission would be refused.

On September 2, we received an official
letter from the magistrate. As the affair of
registering property in China was then the
question of the moment, we felt that this
communication was simply a notice to us
to have our properties in Chenki re-
registered. On opening the document we
were overjoyed to find that it read some-
thing as follows:

“Your magnanimous idea of visiting the
prison, Honorable Sir, in order to help with
medical aid those confined there, meets
with our admiring approval. What a decp
heart of charity you have! Bowing down
most humbly, I grant you, Sir, the permis-
sion needed. This document will give to
you or to one delegated by you, the right
to visit the prison at all times. Ihave
already informed the officials in charge of
your great kindness. Most graciously is
this favor granted to you who are so mer-
cifully inclined to those in suffering.”
~ The document was signed by the magis-
trate of Chenki. '

That very day the Sisters of Charity,
together with Paul Sen, went to the prison.
On their approach, the inmates were in
wonder that people so self-sacrificing
should come to dispense medicines. The
first day the foreign women entered the
jail some of the prisoners were rather
frightened. Since then the Sisters have
made it a practice to go at least twice a
week and now it is a common event for
those inmates who are not shackled to
gather delightedly about them. The offi-
cials have shown themselves most gracious.
The prisoners are polite and grateful.

Quite frequently the catechist goes alone,
especially to get acquainted with new pris-
oners and to be on hand to baptize those
who are in danger of quick punishment.
Justice is speedy in this part of China and
those frequent visits of the catechist are
needed that none be denied the saving
grace of Baptism. It was a great joy to all
of us that in a short time Paul Sen reported
the Baptism of three prisoners.

ROM their very first visit the Sistershad
taken care of alad about twenty years
of age, who seemed sick unto death. He was
accused of being a bandit. Each time the
Sisters tried to help him with medicines,
but only towards the middle of September
did he show any signs of being able to talk.
By that time he had gotten to know that
the medical help was offered to him as an
act of charity and not in order to spy on
him or any of his fellow prisoners. So at
last this lad told Paul Sen that his apparent
inability to talk was all make-believe. He
thought the visitors to the jail were simply
laying a trap to have him confess his
crime.
When he found out the truth he listened
eagerly to doctrine and asked for Baptism.
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He was received into the Church on Sep-
cember nineteenth. Four days later the
sound of bugles blowing the death march,
prought me to my feet. I hastened to the
Mission door and reached the street in
time to impart a last absolution to this
young man who was on his way to the
execution grounds.

EPTEMBER 25, was the Feast of

Blessed Vincent Strambi, C.P. The
children of our orphanage had offered their
Holy Communions that new favors of grace
be given to the Mission. That day Paul, the
catechist, baptized two accused criminals
and gave bothof them the name of Vincent.
One of the prisoners was a native of the
catechist’s home village and so referred
familiarly to Paul as his uncle. These two
men are still in jail and they daily look
forward to.the visit of the catechist and
the Sisters.

Many of the prisoners, serving lighter
prison terms, have been so impressed by
the charity of the Sisters that they have
asked for some reading matter on the
Catholic Church. Since it is a custom to
read aloud in China, the many illiterate
have a chance to hear Catholic doctrine
from their fellow prisoners who are strug-
gling audibly through these doctrine books.
No effort is made to force their convictions.
But many of these men have promised that

they will become Catholics when they have
finished serving their time.

Those whom we have reason to believe

are facing the death penalty are given an
opportunity to hear the principal truths of
the Faith so that they may have some
preparation in case they ask for Baptism.
Paul Li, or as he was called, due to a scar
on his face, Li Ko Ba Tsi—Scarface, was
another condemned man who came into
the Church. How very sad his poor sister
was the day of his execution. Yet how
happy she would have been had she known
that on her brother’s soul was the indelible
imprint of Baptism that would save him
from eternal punishment and give him, like
the good thief, a sure hope of Heaven.
"~ The day before Paul Li’s death there was
the execution of another man accused of
banditry. Sad to say, though, this lad
refused the grace of Baptism. A few days
before his death he remarked that since
he believed his execution would end every-
thing, he would be just as pleased not to
hear anything more of his soul and
eternal life. He added, “And would you,
Mr. Sen, be so kind as not to interrupt my
game of majang.”

I visited the chief warden a short time
ago and was very kindly entertained by
him. In fact, our conversation kept us in
the guest room until near supper hour so
I did not have a chance to visit the prison

itself. This officer is a man of much learn-
ing. Knowing that in North China the
visiting of prisons is permitted, he is well
disposed to give us all the help needed as
well as full freedom in dealing with the men
under his care. :

He himself, in fact, has shown a leaning
to the Church and he expressed the desire
to get a thorough knowledge of our doc-
trine. We sent him as a gift a splendid
book, written in classical Chinese by a
native Jesuit missionary. The warden has
since told us that he is deeply impressed
with the learning shown in this work., He
is particularly proud that this doctrine is
so well explained by a Chinese priest.

ETER 1 hope to relate more of the en-
couraging work among the prisoners of
the Chenki jails. Since Sister Devota’sdeath
here we have felt as though we were
under a cloud. We glimpse a silver lining
now in this permission which will give us
so many opportunities to help souls. It is
the charity and generosity of our friends
that has made it possible for us to dispense
medicine to these prisoners. Without that
generosity we cannot continue this work
of mercy. We ask too that we be supported
by prayers. This twofold spiritual and
material help will assist us in making
known to these unfortunates the love of
the Heart of Christ.

Fenghwang: Border Bulwark

SEVERAL years have passed since

Father William Westhoven, C.P., rode

down one of the seven hills that guard this
city of Fenghwang to open here the Mission
of the Sacred Heart. He thought of pagan
Rome. In a stuffy Chinese rented room he
took stock of his surroundings and found
that he was indeed amongst a people in-
tensely pagan. His own activities had
hardly a fair start when the death of four
Passionist missionaries in two days made
it necessary for him to leave Fenghwang
for one of the older Missions, already
established.

Since then readers of Tre S16x have had
Do news from this city. This vear I was
sent here to reopen the Mission of the
Sacred Heart that has been so long without
a priest. I find that this ancient, walled
city has a long bistory. It is renowned in
the annals of the Chinese Empire, for it
was the bulwark against the aboriginal
Miao tribes whom it has taken the Chinese
Centuries to conquer.

This district, in the sixteenth century,
was the last stronghold of the courageous
Miao From here the tribesmen went out
to battle in their harassing, guerrilla fashion

By Flavian Mullins, C.P.

against the imperial troops. Defeated by
the Emperor’s forces, they found shelter
in the protecting mountains whilst thev
prepared for another venture against their
foes. In the beginning of the seventeenth

century an imperial decree ordered that
the pacification of the Miao be completed
at all costs. Large concentrations of troops
were effected in this district. Fenghwang
was made a military center and high city

LAST YEAR A RIVER OVERFLOWED ITS BANKS AND WASHED AWAY MOST OF THE VILLAGE

OF NGAN KIANG. IN THAT FLOOD WAS DESTROYED ONE OF THE MISSION STATIONS OF

FATHER DOMINIC LANGENBACHER, C.P. HERE IS THE NEW BUILDING WHICH HE HOPES

TO COMPLETE SOON. IT WILL SERVE AS CHAPEL AND WILL HAVE A ROOM FOR THE MIS-
SIONARY AND QUARTERS FOR A CATECHIST
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THE FIFTY-YEAR-OLD DARIA PICTURED HERE
IS A WIDOW OF EXCEPTIONAL PIETY WHO
HAS DEDICATED HER LIFE TO THE CARE OF
THE MISSIONARIES AND CHRISTIANS OF THE
YUNGSHUN MISSION. AN ENEMY OF DIRT,
TRUGAL, UNAFRAID OF HARD WORK, SHE
HAS BEEN RESPONSIBLE F¥OR REMOVING
MANY OF THE MINOR WORRIES THAT INTER-~
FERE WITH THE PRIESTS’ DUTIES

walls were built as a protection against
Miao raids. An Inspector General of the
Border was appointed who was answerable
only to the Emperor. From that time the
city has been an important troop center.

Even more interesting than its military
history is the unpleasant but persistent tra-
dition that the Catholic Church would
never be able to become established in
Fenghwang. It was thought that property
could not be purchased, since the general
sentiment of the people was openly and
strongly against the Church. This is
worthy of explanation. During the perse-
cution of the Christians in the Boxer up-
rising, the commander of the imperial
troops of the Province of Kweichow, which
borders on Hunan, was a resident of
Fenghwang. By his order several French
priests and many native Christians were
put to death. Later the French Govern-
ment brought pressure on the Chinese
authorities demanding, amongst other
things, that this officer be punished.

As a result, this commander was de-
prived of his official rank and ordered to
spend the remainder of his days in his own
city of Fenghwang. He was strictly for-
bidden ever to leave this district under any
pretext. During the rest of his life he
seemed to have but one desire, to impress
on his fellow townsmen never to allow a
Catholic Mission in their city. Embittered
by his own experience, he often warned
them that the day the Catholics obtained
a foothold in Fenghwang would be a most
disastrous one for the city and its people.

During the last twenty years several
attempts have been made to establish a

Mission here, but nothing of a permanent
nature resulted. A new beginning was
made this year by Monsignor Cuthbert
(O’Gara’s direction. Negotiations for the
property of the Miao General, Lung, were
conducted successfully. The deeds were
sent to the capital of the Province, Chang-
sha, for the governmental stamp and regis-
tration. We spent a few anxious weeks
until the deeds were returned to us ap-
proved and stamped. We now have a piece
of property suitable and roomy enough
within the city walls,

O the first stage in giving permanence
to the Church here has been passed.
We are now at the second step. This is the
erection of a chapel and other necessary
butldings within a compound wall. A home
for the missionary and quarters for the
catechumens are essential for the proper
development of the Mission. We are now
in the process of building. It means I must
be on the alert every moment of the
working day. By Easter we hope to have
the walls of the chapel finished.

Meantime, I am quite conscious that at
no time should I forget the feeling of ani-
mosity against the Church that has been
instilled into the hearts of the people for
vears. Prudence cautions that I be con-
tinually on my guard lest I or any of my
helpers say or do anything that would be
open to wrong interpretation.

We are fortunate in having here General
Chen, who has long been above reproach,
and who has shown a kind friendliness to
our missionaries. For one thing, this pro-
gressive officer has a wireless. Regularly he
sends me a report of the news he has
received. To him also goes the credit of
opening this year the first bank in the
western part of this Province. He has
called it the “Western Hunan Bank of
Farming.” Branches are to be established
in all but three of the principal cities of our
mission district.

The hills echo the bugle calls as General
Chen’s army drills, and the city streets
swarm with his soldiers. But ever since I
have been here there has been order with
peace. Daily the Miao tribesmen come in
from their mountain farms to buy and sell.
They seem at last to be living in harmony
with the Chinese whom, with a sense of
humor that is mindful of past animosities,
they call “our guests.”

The most important task lies ahead, the
evangelization of the people. Strange, from
the very beginning I found something of a
congregation where I had imagined there
would not be a single Christian. One or
two came from our own district of Yungsui,
but most of the seventeen souls who have
attended Mass since my arrival are from
as many different parts of China. Nearly
all are connected with General Chen’s
army either as workers at his wireless plant
or arsenal, or as soldiers.

"In 1927 Cardinal O’Connell, in speaking
of the foreign missions, said that the
Church desires priests in pagan lands first,

.as representing the visible Church, ang,
secondly, that reparation be given to God

by the daily offering of Holy Mass in
cities, towns and villages where false wor-
ship is practised. How well the Cardinal's
words apply to Fenghwang. As the resylt
of long years spent here by the representa-
tives of the Emperor, this city is renowned
in these parts for the superstitions that are
carried out in great detail. What a congo-
lation to the missionary here to know that
at Mass each morning he is offering wor-
ship to the true God where so long idols
have held undisputed sway.

The future of the Church here, we say
without rash prophecy, will be glonom
The character of these hardy, frank tribes-
folk leads us to believe that they will make
excellent Christians. We are basing this
hope also on the fact that those Miao
mountaineers from another section of our
prefecture who, a few years ago, embraced
the Faith, have proven most faithful.

KNOW that if the Church is to endure

here it must have firm foundations. And
firm foundations in things spiritual are
usually not laid in haste. It issure that we
shall also be put to the test in one way or
another. So we are prepared for a slow.
tedious, sacrificing task. We approach it
with more assurance in the knowledge that
God is with us, and that our many friends
amongst the readers of TrE SieN will give
us the necessary spiritual and financial
support to insure the success of this Mis-
sion dedicated to the Sacred Heart.

CHILDREN PLAY IN CHINA AS THEY Do IN
ALL LANDS, BY IMITATING THEIR ELDERS.
HERE ARE TWO WHO HAVE PUT THE BABY
OF THE FAMILY IN A SMALL CHAIR. THEY
HAVE THRUST POLES BETWEEN THE RUNGS
AND ARE GIVING THEIR LITTLE SISTER A
RIDE IN AN IMPROVISED CHAIR

‘ iHEN Walter Hatfield, “young Mr.
’Atfield,” as the neighbors called him, took
to improving his mind from the instructive
literature sold on the book stalls, he picked
up with phrases which rather got on the
nerves of his acquaintances. He became
fond of speaking of ‘“the notion of God,”
which Rosy, his “young lady” instinc-
tively felt had. something wrong about

- (Rosy’s instincts got® there far
more accurately than her sweetheart’s
notions.) When Walter added the word
“notional” to his vocabulary, and that in
the family circle, Rosy, in her downright
way, frankly told him to ‘“come off it.”

It certainly had a smack of affectation
in a young fellow who followed the building
line in the function of a bricklayer, savor-
ing more of the college “mortar-board”
than that on which Walter mixed his
ingredients. Walter, indeed, had been
badly bitten by the spirit of the age. Rosy
remonstrated with him.

“What'’s the good of saying things about
God for the sake of looking clever that
you'll get into trouble for after youre
dead?” she asked him. ‘“Leave it alone.
God ain’t done you no *arm!”

That would send her betrothed off on the.

Problem of Evil, and the list of harms that
the world suffered from, for which religion
was the approved dope.

Rosy was not one for argulng Wally
had his heart in the right place. His
Creed, though one of great ferocity, had no
Practical effect on his actions. It was only
when he embarked on an attempt to
rescue little Jackie Molesey from the tram-
mels of a specially pernicious type of dope
that she intervened. Jackie’s mother was
a Catholic,

Every morning when Walter went out
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to work he met Jackie on his way to serve
Mass at the neighboring Roman Catholic
church. The Moleseys were as poverty-
stricken as could be. The widowed mother
rented a room at the top of the house where
Rosy lived with her parents and grand-
father. The priest gave Jackie’s mother an
occasional half crown, which placed the
small boy in the ranks of the oppressed
workers,

Walter had become friendly with Jackie
when the child was invited into Rosy’s
kitchen to eat a slice of bread-and-butter.
It was there that he alighted upon the tale
of Father Smith’s sweating system. Not
that Jackie complained. He seemed
vastly proud of his job. His obvious de-
light in it, in fact, threw out a kind of
challenge to the “notion of God " harbored
by the more ‘“‘enlightened” elder.

ERHAPS it would be more accurate to

say that Walter was treating Jackie as
a suitable subject for an experiment than
that he was being actively philanthropic
when he evolved a little plot (borrowed
from the methods of Moscow) for demon-
strating to him the futility of the super-
stition in which he was being brought up.

“Look here, Jackie,” Walter said, one
morning when he encountered the latter
returning home from church. “Do you
believe that if you asked God to give you
a bun that he would?”

Jackie’s eyes lighted up.

“Guess He would,” he said, eyeing,
however, the pocket where ‘Misterat-
field’ kept his pennies.

“Well, look here, Jackie,” Walter said.
“You ask ‘God to give you a bun, and tell
me tomorrow morning if He has.”

Jackie nodded, comprehendingly.
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“Righto,” he said, and Walter went on
his way, chuckling.

Next morning the encounter was re-
peated. It was bitterly cold, and Jackie’s
little button nose was bluer than ever.
His threadbare coat was buttoned tightly
to keep out the draught.

“Well,” Walter asked him, “and has
God given you that bun that you asked
for?”

“Not yet,” Jackie said.

He said it quite cheerfully; and eyed the
pocket, which was bulging more than it
had done yesterday.

“Well, now, Jack, look here.”” Mister-
atfield was speaking in a platform kind of
way. ‘““Suppose you ask me to give you
a bun, and then see what happens.”

Jackie grinned, and complied with
alacrity.

“Please, Mlsteratﬁeld give me a bun,”
he said ghbly, and Watched the pocket.

Walter dived a hand into it and brought
out—a bath bun!

“There,” he said, “you see, when you
asked God you didn’t get it but when you
asked me I give it to you.”

Jackie looked up from nibbling the bun.

“But God did give it to me,” he said.

£He told you to give it to me.”

He marked an expression on the other’s
face that made him think that he had not

said quite the right thing.

“Of course,” Jackie added, hastily, ‘it
was very kind of you to give me a bun, God
told you to, but it was very kind of vou.
all the same. I love bath buns.”

HE experiment had not worked.
Jackie had not imbibed a useful lesson.
Walter was feeling just a bit foolish. He
was glad, though that the poor little beggar



