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looking for work, for clothes, for any kind of help. They
were alarmed by the numbers of unemployed girls who'come
to them—out of work and with no place to sleep. (Some
had even spent the night in parks.)

With boundless confidence in God, a small apartment was
secured. It was christened the “Theresa-Joseph Codperative
Apartment”; beds and furniture were begged; the place was
made home-like, and these homeless girls were installed here
till they might once more get on their feet. When more girls
arrived than there was room for, the editors gave up their
own beds and bedding, and wrapping themselves up in news-

papers, slept cheerfully on the floor! This is to most of us,:

a rather alarming acceptance of Christianity in its fulness.
But it seems to me that I have heard that St. Francis of
Assisi, like Christ his Master, was-a bit literal too.

Besides this very practical diffusion of Christian charity,
the editors have inaugurated a school of Christian Social
Science. On -various nights throughout the week, outstand-
ing authorities on Catholic Sociology are asked to lecture,
and the few poor rooms they occupy are filled with the poor
and the neglected, eager to learn the teachings of Christ and
His Church on the rights and duties of rich and poor, laborer
and capitalist. Then when it is over, they sit about the stove,
sipping perhaps a cup of tea or a glass of beer, asking ques-
tions, eagerly ‘awaiting the answers, and being saved from
Communism and despair.

Perhaps the spirit of this glorious adventure is best exem-
plified by the events that occurred at the distribution of the
first issue of The Catholic Worker. It was on May Day;
Union Square was crowded with communists and radicals.
They were filling the air with their hatred of capitalism, of
the rich, of the Church, and of God. When, to their utter
amazement, from a neighboring soap-box clear voices were
raised, crying: “Catholic Worker! Read of the Catholic
Churcli’s concern for the worker !” It was the editors of the
Catholic Worker distributing with their own hands the paper
which they had written, and for which St. Joseph was to pay
the bills. They were insulted; they were mobbed; but they
stuck to their post. For this there could be no other explana-
tion than that of St. Paul: “The charity of Christ presseth
us!”?

Charity and holy Poverty! These are the two great vir-
tues that are carrying on this great work. It has all the in-
genuousness of the early Church, but it is alert with the prob-
lems of the present. May the hearty colperation of our
Catholic laity enable the continuance of this truly Catholic
enterprise !

JersEy Crry, N. J. F. BURKE.

ROUGH LITERARY TIDBIT
Ebpitor or THE SIGN:

THE SieN gives me a great deal of enjoyment and I accept
it as one of the better class magazines. In me has grown the
habit of expecting and looking for good things in it. There-
fore it is quite natural that my perhaps too sensitive equi-
hibrium would be jolted off balance by a poor or rough
literary tidbit. Such a tidbit was your answer to T. P. C,,
[ September issue, page 89] who inquires regarding the Bible
student who places the death of St. Peter 200 years before
the establishment of the Church. Wow ! what an answer! It
must have been snatched right out of the furnace. The in-
quiry must have reached the editorial rooms about the time
of a bad attack of indigestion or some other nerve-racking
ailment.

True, the inquiry indicates that the Bible student was more
or less half-cocked, eéven if sincere. And T. P. C. may have
presented a foolish question. It is also true there was an
apparent need of assistance. Of course T. P. C. might have
asked for the facts rather than to say, “what is your opinion”?
Perhaps T. P. C.’s lack of intelligence made him unavoidably
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blunt ; nevertheless he seemingly wanted an imcrprctation af
‘the" Bible ‘and a bit of Church History. [nformation Was
‘wanted that would inform in a much better way thaq th
g.tatement———-“this is a free country”—of which he pg ﬂﬂnh:
is aware. ,

On page 68 of the same issue, the third paragraph of the
message of the new Editor expresses admirably what shoulg
have been done with the inquiry, even though tlhe questioy
may be foolish, or one that may have been asked time and
time again.

It is not too much to expect that the question should have
been answered properly, fully, and with charity, since this
appears the purpose of your columm. I am sure that T, P, ciel
inquiry was much more important than the inquiry of |, ..
McC,, regarding the relations of Bishop Bayley, which re.
ceived a very lengthy and carefully detailed answer, nue.
withstanding my very great respect for Mother Seton am
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my enthusiastic support of President Roosevelt.
W ARRENSBURG, Mo.

J.G. L
DENIS GWYNN AND GERMANY
Eprror or THE SiGN:

No doubt you have read a great deal about activities here
in Germany. Although we are not so far from Munich, we
did not know anything of the “Revolt” except that we saw
truckloads of soldiers being rushed along the state highways
in full war panoply. Since then the side-lights of the affair

Cathay’s Eight Diagrams

are appearing out of the fog. l By Sidney Turner, C.P.
Tue Sicn is always a welcome visitor here. The articles bl . " M
i i i i d ini i { Pa- The interest displayed by the Master
Elyeage?ti:t Gwynn are fair and quite accurate. By fair, | 8 I /ADIES and Gentlemen who read work containing his system o Confucius in matters Pa-kwalogical rec-

Sincerely yours,

A RESIDENT IN GERMANY.

PROTESTANT DIVINE DESPAIRS OF CATHOLICS
EpiTor or TaE S16N:

In the August issue of THE Sicn, on page 4, Vol, 14,
No. 1, there appeared a very interesting article criticizing
in an exceedingly courteous way an address by Rev. Milo
H. Gates, Dean of the Cathedral of St. John the Divine
The criticism, I thought, was clever and 1 cut it out and
sent it to Dr. Gates, stating that I thought he should, under
no circumstances, leave it unanswered. - I am quite sure
that he assumed from the tone of my letter that I am a
Protestant.

This morning I received his reply and T send it to you
for your enjoyment and I think you will agree with me that
it is rather sickly if not worse than that.

Very truly yours,
New York, N. Y. G.J.
[ENCLOSURE]
My peEar Mr. G. J.:

I am very much obliged to you for sending me the clip-
ping out of THE SIGN.

I have long since given over ever attempting to correct
Roman Catholic mistakes for the very good reason thal
‘of course they are not mistakes. They are history as Romazn
Catholics write it, and if all the historians in the world were
to agree on a historical statement and this historical states
ment should not be agreeable to the Roman Catholics, the
same criticism and the same rejection would inevitably
follow.,

- T must confess that I am extremely amused by the writer

Tue Siex! Permit me to direct your
attention to one of the oldest survivals
amiong the inventions of man. Behold
Pa-bwa, The Eight Diagrams, the sym-
bol that embodies the oldest system of
Chitiese mystical philosophy, the pos-
sessor of the secrets of life, probably the
most revered article of Cathayan civiliza-
tion, the almighty charm, the epitome of
wisdom, The Chinese Puzzle. Before
any white man dented the shores of
America with his shoe prints; before
Cwesar had any reason to feel pompous;
before Solomon had earned his reputa-
tion, Pa-kwa was already famous for its
wisdom and power.

Believe it or not, many a Chinese face
without the slightest hint of a smile will
inform the Pa-kwa-curious foreigner,
that the original hectagonal arrangement
of cabalistic combinations of straight
lines was formulated by Fu-Hsi, the
founder of the Chinese Empire 2852-
2738 B.C. This wonderfully visioned
Emperor, it is said, saw on the back of
a dragon-horse emerging from the Yel-
low River, a series of markings which
gdve him the plan of the Mystic Octagon.
But if Tritonic Fu-Hsi is not the Pa-kwa
inventor, no one knows who is. Sino-
logical historians declare that in the
twelfth century before the Christian Era,
Pa-kwa was serving the populace as a

kwaing, together with the additions at-
tributed to his son, forms the most
venerated and least understood of the
Chinese classics—the famous Canon of
Changes. )

Confucius became an ardent devotee of
the Pa-kwa and is said to have carried
a copy of it so long that he outwore
three leathern thongs on which he had it
suspended. In his well-known Analects
he said that could his life be prolonged he
would have devoted fifty more yearstothe
study of the Pa-kwa and then he would
be free from great errors. Though some
interpreters throw doubt on the exegesis
of the text, tradition shows that he held
the marvelous instrument in the highest
respect.

V2 \

N the June, 1932 issue of The
ISign, Father Michael A. Campbell,
C.P. described for our readers the his-
tory of a pagan bonzess who came to
the Yungshun Mission for instruc-
tions. Her earnest effort to learn
there about the Faith made a degp
impression' both on the Missionaries
and the Christians.

Some of her companions have been
received into the Church but she her-
self, according to the latest report from

ommended it strongly to his disciples.
Chinese philosophers down through the
centuries have looked upon this symbol
as containing the elements of metaphys-
ical knowledge and the clue to the secrets’
of creation. During the past thirty
centuries, the literature in the form of
commentaries on Pa-kwa that has ac-
cumulated, is, unhyperbolically speaking,
veritably colossal. The Pa-kwa even
invaded the field of medicine; for from»
the philosophers’ “speculations on the
theory and causation of diseases, there
evolved two doctrines which formed the
basis of the whole of Chinese medicine”
(Wong and Wu, History of Chinese
Medicine), and it was Pa-kwa that man-
ifested the workings -of these principles.
Naturally the well educated Chinese
gentleman of the past had to be well
versed in this subject. And in fact, up
till about thirty years ago, the Science of
Pa-kwaology was a part of the curricu-
lum in the Major Schools of Learning.

BOUT the year 1890, desiring to ob-
A tain the sanction of the throne f01:
the introduction of European science, Li
Hung-Chang pleaded before his Em-
peror: “As everyone knows, all things
are contained the The Changes (the ﬁr§t
book explaining the Pa-kwa). We Chi-

i ' . ool : ' ossessed this book from the
of the article. I wonder whether Rome really would accept Master Diviner and champion Geo- the Passionist MlsSlonarleS, has .bc.a-en gzs?nﬁ?zg pD evoted entirely to meditat-
his new title, the Anglican Roman Catholic Church? 1 am mancer, For Ch'ang of Chou (1182-  physically restrained. The remaining g .

perfectly sure that the Roman Catholics of England would

not, and likewisé that the Roman Catholics of Ireland would

very vociferously not accept such a title for their church.

Very sincerely yours,
(Signedy M. H. GATEs.

1135 B.C.) captured the floating oral
traditions anent the Eight Diagrams and
confined them to seript; he devised the
system of using two or more mystical
1."{‘Kagrms simultaneously, thus increas-
g the field of speculation; the golden

pagan members of her community
have shut her up in a temple so that
she may not approach the Catholic
priest to be further instructed.

A __q

ing on the high abstract wisdom con-
tained in it, we have not had the leisure
to draw from it the practical fundamental
applications. The Europeans, people of
leisure, have applied themselves to the
task. Hence their sciences. Let us then
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take back these sciences without the
least shame. They belong to us by right,
being the applications of the principles
of our Changes. Let us retrieve the in-
terest of our capital.”

UT Pa-kwaing was not merely a pas-
time for the sage and philosopher. It
entered into the practical scheme of life
for everyone of those millions upon mil-
lions of people who for century upon
century made Old Cathay what it was.
The learned in Pa-kwa lore could obtain
practical decisions for themselves by con-
sulting these Diagrams and their com-
mentaries. The unskilled in the ma-
nipulations of the Ommiscient Octagon
could for a price obtain decisions through
the medium of the professional inter-
preters. In the days of old, should a
Duke want to marry, conduct an expedi-
tion against an enemy, align himself with
another chieftain, desire to choose a stc-
cessor, he depended on the Pa-kwa for
the solution of the problem. And in the
more humble problems of the lowly, such
as, will it be propitious to plant here?,
should I take a trip to the city ?, should
my son marry now ?, it was the same sym-
bol that provided the decision. Further-
more, as it possessed magical powers as
"well for the warding off of evil spirits
and ‘the bringing of fortune, it was at-
tached to the entrance of houses and
shops, was worn around the necks of
children and by grown-ups too, especially
in time of sickness and impending death.
The proverbs, the customs, the Taoist
clergy all aided in keeping the populace
Diagram-conscious. This article will not
attempt to analyze the motives of the
Taoist clergy.

What is, where is the key to Pa-kwa
and how is it worked?

As you gaze upon the Mystic Diagram,
you readily observe that it is composed
of a series of straight lines, some of
which are broken. The unbroken lines
are now considered to be male and the
broken ones female. Each series of lines
has a name, a number, symbols, a text,
an explanation of the text, an amplifica-
tion of the text, and a more or less ex-
tensive commentary on the same. To
illustrate :

Three male lines. These
stand for Heaven,the ethereal
principle, the active principle
in nature, ether, the North

West point of the compass,

etc.

2. === Two male lines with a-female
line on bottom. This stands
for Sun, the wind, expansive
energy, flexibility, the South
East.

3. === Two female lines with a

male line on bottom. This

stands for Thunder, igneous
exhalations, the quickening
power of nature, etc.

1.=

4, === Two male lines with a
female line between. This
stands for Fire, light, heat,
warmth, life, the South, etc.

5. === A female line with two male
lines heneath. This stands for
Lake, dormant water, steam,
lightness, the West, etc.

6. =—== A male line with two female
lines beneath. This stands
for mountain, what sustains;
solidity, gravity, quiet, the
North East, etc.

7. == == Three {female lines. This

stands for Earth, the passive
principle of nature,

con-

A CHINESE CHARM IN WHICH THE PA-

KWA, OR EIGHT DIAGRAMS, IS PROMINENT.

THE YIN AND YANG PRINCIPLES ARE
SYMBOLIZED IN THE CENTER.

plete accord, drought, the
South West, etc.

8. === Two female lines with a male
between. This stands for
River, running water, the
liquid elements, rigidity, cold,
the North, etc. .

Here you see the series of Eight Dia-
grams, with a number, name and symbols.
‘When two Pa-kwas are used simultane-
ously, sixty-four combinations result, and
each of the combinations looks similar to
== Each of these has data
similar to the single series. When three

this ===

. _\_-_‘_\_‘_-\'
Pa-kwas are used simultaneous]y the
- 1

number of combinations is Proportionage.
ly increased ; each combination looks Jike
this and each of these combina
its data.

Having been shown the meaning in
general of the Diagram’s ;erminu!}_,g)-
naturally you inguire, “But how do ".m;
get the particular combination that is-gn,
ing to suit the special problem at hapg
There are various ways, eg., ancient
coins shaken in an empty tortoise shell
and allowed to drop on the Pa-kwa cq.

tions hags

binations; or a bunch of milfoil stocks

are cut into pieces, and counted, The
total resulting will be sought in the Bagk
of Changes. The combination being
chosen, the data appended thereunty js
to be studied and compared with the come
bination directly under it. If the eles
ments of the two are harmonious, the
answer of the Diagram is that the husi.
ness you have in mind will succeed;: if
the comparison of the two sets of data s
discordant, then the project is destined to
fail. This is the crude form or way of
using Pa-kwa but it suffices for illustra-
tion.

OW let us have an example to illus-
trate the principles. The organiza-
tion known in Chinese as the [-Ho-
Chitdn (Fists Clenched for Justice and
Peace) which was translated by foreign-
ers as Boxers, chose lots and drew the
hexagram?29, Pit, === Thishexagram
is composed of the same trigram ===
river, running water, below and above,
“Water on water. There is thus no
change; there is an outbidding. The
brief text of Ch'ang of Chou.
Water on water means danger over which
devotion will triumph. Amplification of
text: The water flows without running
over. He remains faithful. Devotion
strengthens his heart. He has merit. The
misfortune coming from heaven cannot
be escaped. Evils coming from the earth
may be avoided. Those governing should
foresee and prevent dangers to the State,
In times of misfortune hold fast. :
First ineal gloss of Tan of Chow: apik
that is dangerous; to fall into it is fatal
In the danger there will be some helfh
pit on pit signifies danger on danger, that
is a lost game ; if he has provisions {0 sub

_sist on in the pit, if he finds a way out, be

will be saved ; by abstinence and modera-
tion, the situation will be ameliorated:
1 he is bound with cords, if he is et
tangled in brambles, for three years he
will not succeed. Second lineal gloss f'f
Tan of Chow: as the water spreads out #
a sheet, so the sage propagates virtue
through his example. To fall into @ pit
is inauspicious. This indicates that he
will have some success, on condition that
he does not give way to excess; danger
on danger foretells final failure; he will
perhaps extricate himself from it if he
unites artifice with energy.

“The Fists Clenched for Justice und

THE ** SIGN

161

October, 1 934
R -

ehances for success would be should they
attack the foreigners {m:il attempt the
exlcrmiuasiun of the Christians. The
interpretation m!scramhlgr_i from the
Book of Changes was: Water on water
eymbolizes the inundation of China by
foreigners and Christians. The devo-
gion of “The Fists Clenched for Justice
and Peace” would triumph over the
foreigners and Christians.  Since the
tineal gloss praised abstinence, the
Chinese plotters had better eat nothing
but rice and drink nothing but tea. But
after doing damage to some foreigners
and some Christians, the organization
was defeated ignominiously. How ex-
plain that? The interpretation of the

chc'-‘ wanted to know what their-

Diagram explained: “The early success
of the society was celebrated by eating
pork and drinking wine. They lost their
virtue and were defeated ultimately. This
had to be, because they had lost their
way.”

ERE you have a good example of

the working of the Pa-kwa, the
Eight Diagrams, the symbol that em-
bodies the oldest system of Chinese mys-
tical philosophy, the possessor of the
secrets of life, the most revered article of
Cathayan civilization, the greatest bene-
factor of the Chinese Race, the almighty
charm, the epitome of wisdom, the Chinese
Puzzle. Outlawed by the reigning politi-
cal power it yet holds sway over the

populace. Millions upon millions of chil-
dren are wearing it around their necks
at the present moment to guard them
from danger. Millions of sick people are
trusting in it to cure their ills. It is
painted on homes and shops to offset evil
spirits. The Golden Days when scholars
of the Old School knew their Pa-kwa
well is gone, but the professional Pa-
kwaists on the streets of Chinese cities
are numerous and making a good living
interpreting the Eight Diagrams for their
clientele. Perhaps on Mott Street, New
York and Tyler Street, Boston, there is
a Pa-kwaist who informs your laundry-
man whether it is worth his while to
expect a Christmas present from you in
due season.

The Way of Liao

E\f'lil\' in Hunan we are not un-
mindful of the national holidays which
are celebrated in distant America. I
shall remember the twenty-second of
February, 1934, however, not so much
hecause it was Washington's Birthday,
but hecause an entire Chinese family
canie to the Chenki Mission on that day
to ask admittance into the Church. Be-
cause [ had known the Liao family of
Pushih for some time, their request was
all the more unexpected.

The eldest son of the family, Francis,
had died a short time previously.
Though the Liao clan numbered many
menibers, no one except Francis and his
step-grandmother had received Baptism,
All the Missionaries who had been sta-
tioned at Chenki knew that he was an
extraordinarily good boy, exactingly
fervent and wholeheartedly determined
10 save and sanctify his soul. About six
months prior to his death he was heard
1o remark, “I have 4 way; I have a
way.” Though he admitted that this
Was in reference to the conversion of his
father, mother, brothers and sisters, he
tefused to explain just what his way was.
He likewise foretold that the entire fam-
ily would be baptized and that his father
would be the last to enter the Church.
From subsequent events it is now evident
that the young man knew whereof he
Spoke,

The death of the eldest son is a cause
of tragic sorrow to a Chinese father and
Mother. Liao Francis' death brought
even keener grief to his parents and
Telatives who respected and loved him.
I recall that on the day of his funeral,
Father Cyprian Frank, C.P., who had
received him into the Church, remarked,
“We look for some real conversions in

By William Westhoven, C.P.

the Liao family in the very near future.”

About ten days or so after the funeral,
Liao Ta Mei, Francis’ eldest sister, de-
clared that in a dream she saw her
brother grinding wheat. Asking him
what he was doing, Francis replied, “I

KITE-FLYING IS A FAVORITE PASTIME OF
BOTH CHILDREN AND ADULTS IN CHINA,
THESE YOUNG MEN OF HUNAN ARE

PLEASED - WITH THEIR MASTERPIECE,
WEHOSE EYES REVOLVE WHILE THE KITE
IS IN THE AIR

Francis

am making flour for hosts; hasten and
be baptized so as to receive the Holy
Body of Christ.” This dream created
quite a stir in the Liao family. The next
night Francis appeared to his mother,
his hands dripping blood from open
wounds. She hurried to procure cloth
and medicine to bind up his bleeding
wounds but Francis bade her - catch the
drops of blood, because “they are
precious,” he said. This incident. she
interpreted as meaining that she should
prepare her soul to receive the very
life-blood of her son Francis, that is, the
doctrine of Jesus Christ. No mistaking
the fact, Francis had created a profound
impression on the members of his family
by his fervent piety and good example.
They knew only too well what was
nearest and dearest to his heart.

FEW days later another incident

occurred that served to break down
their last wavering and hesitation. Fran-
cis’ younger brother became very sick. A
doctor was called in, medicine was
prescribed and taken. No results. An-
other doctor was called and his prescrip-
tion failed to improve the child’s con-
dition. The boy became unconscious
and death seemed imminent. There-
upon Mrs. Liao thought of some medicine
Francis had left behind. She brought
it at once, and in her heart prayed,
“Francis, if you are in heaven, see that
your little brother recovers upon taking
this medicine of yours.” Wonderful to
relate, the child immediately regained
consciousness and two days later was
“back to -eating rice.” The following
week saw the entire Liao family at
the Mission, requesting to be instructed.
The father, however, begged to delay his
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MULES, MEN AND SEDAN CHAIRS ARE CROWDED ON THIS SMALL HUNAN FERRY.
VERY OFTEN THE MULES OBJECT EMPHATICALLY TO BOARDING ONE OF THESE BOATS
WHICH, INSTINCT WARNS THEM, IS RATI{ER FLIMSY

entrance into the Church until the fall.
Thus the Liao family came to Chenki to
prepare for Baptism.

Four days after the arrival of Mrs.
Liao, her three sons and three daughters
at the Chenki Mission, daughter Nuniber
Three—Chinese fathers and mothers
speak of their sons and daughters in this
numerical fashion—ran a temperature of
106 degrees. This high fever continued
for three days. Mrs. Liao grew alarmed
and begged me to baptize her daughter.
Imagine my surprise when this child of
eleven years asked me, “Sen Fu, may 1
make my First Holy Communion ?”’—
and she not yet baptized! “Not so fast,
little lady,” I managed to answer her;
“first you must be baptized, then you
may receive Holy Communion.” I shall
never forget the eager expression on her
face as she pleaded for Baptism. Then
and there her soul was prepared for the
Sacrament.

To my question, “What Saint’s name
do you wish to take for Baptism?” the
girl replied, “Imelda.” This name in
Chinese was a new one to me, so I in-
quired who Imelda was. Forthwith the

sick child began to narrate the story of
Blessed Imelda, who like herself, was
eleven years old. She told how much
Blessed Imelda longed to make her First
Communion, and how she died immedi-
ately after receiving the Sacred Host.
You may be certain the missionary was
delighted to have an Imelda in the mis-
sion. Thus was daughter Liao Numiber
Three baptized. Little Imelda, bless her
heart, had not forgotten about Com-
munion in her joy of receiving Baptism.
At once she asked, “Sen Fu, #now may I
receive Communion?” “All right,” I an-
swered, “provided you promise not to
die right away.” That stopped her for
a moment, but she promised. Taking
that innocent child the Holy Body of
Christ in Communion, made me realize
as never before why Our Lord said,
“Suffer little children to come unto Me.”

Daughter Number Two lay quietly at
the foot of Imelda’s bed, watching her
sister receive Baptism and Communion.
She, too, was sick. Just as I started to
leave she said, “Sen Fu, won’t you bap-
tize me ?” “No, you are not dangerously
sick,” I replied. Do you know that this
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child refused to look at, much Jess speak
to me, for three days! Who says chil-
dren do not expect a reasonahle explang.
tion of things?

Tuesday of Holy Week daughter
Number Two became seriously ill. On
Good Friday she was in imininen
danger of death. After the Stations gf
the Cross that afternoon I went to her
bedside. There the poor child lay, writh-
ing in agony, holding a Crucifix i her
hands. For what reason I do not knoyy
but T went to take the Crucifix from he-r:
No, sir! No one would take her Crucified
God from her—not even the priest who
was about to baptize her. Within ag
hour after the Chenki Christianity lyad
commemorated the bitter suffering and
death of Jesus Christ on the Cross, an-
other soul had been brought to His
Sacred Feet. Daughter Liao Number
Two was now Therese.

OLY Saturday afternoon Mrs.

Liao and her three little boys were
baptized by Father Antoine De Groeve,
C.P., in the Chenki chapel. It was a happy
day for the mother of this family. There
remained the eldest daughter, a gifl
seventeen years old, whao pleaded for
Baptism but was held off until such time
as she understood more doctrine, The
Lord soon tried the faith of Mrs, Liao,
Upon the death of her youngest child, a
habe in arms, the mother consoled her-
self thus: “God must have loved my little
son very much, otherwise He would not
have taken him from me. [ am really
happy in knowing that his soul is in
heaven.”

On - Ascension Thursday danghter
Number One will receive the name
Frances in Baptism, She would link her
life as closely as possible with her brother
Francis, even unto the taking of his
name. Evidently Francis had meant
what he said, “I have a way; I have a
way.”

The Rain Takes Toll

THE city of Schenchow lies on the
downslope of a hill bordering the Yuan
River; and our compound is built upon
the steepest part, perhaps, of that slope.
One of :the former owners scooped out
the back of our property to give it a
more gradual gradation, so that our im-
mediate neighbors to the rear are all of
twenty feet above us and on a level with
our second floor. Until 4 month ago,
we couldn’t -have given you this last bit
of information. A thirty foot wall stood
between our neighbors and us, and we

By The Sisters of Charity

never had occasion to cross the maze of
courts that separates them from the
street. Now that we have no wall, the
folks next door spend the greater part of
their time hanging over a temporary
makeshift fence, peering into our house.
They even eat their bowls of rice there;
and when our bell rings for some com-
munity exercise, they obey it more
promptly than we do, rearing up to the
fence with all the alacrity of old-fash-
ioned fire horses. And we—well, we
know a few things about our neighbors,

too, that we didn’t know when the wall
was there. How did we lose the wall?
It happened this way.

It was in early May, which is tanta-
mount to saying that the heavy grain
rains had already been with us three
weeks, We were at Night Prayers in
our chapel, and the girls were playing
in their own building. At five after
seven, a few minutes before the bell for
recreation, we heard a loud roar, then a
tearing, sliding sound followed by a se-
ries of thuds. “A roof has caved in!”
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e told each other ; and, picking our way
Carefully across the dark, rain-sodden

'com])m*“d' we expected every minute to

Je hit by falling tiles. ' Jut we reached
the converit witlmpt mishap, a.md b.egan
1o follow the direction frc.qy which fright-
ened cries and angry voices were now
coming. In a few S(?C.fi}[l([fu, we were
standing outside the dining room door,
ciaring over at what used to be our ba.ck
wall. The whole yard was covered with

débris; and, even as we watched, new

ghunks of wall were piling themselves
onto the scattered }mnps‘.: Then our at-
tention swung from the littered yard and
puined wall to the hubbub over and across
from us. Lanterns were being lighted;
men were shouting; and, between the
lanterns and the scraps of excited talk,
we learned that the crumbling wall had
partly demolished a hut leaning against it.

HUS far, onlv whispered words had

been spoken in our compound. The
sober realization that if the accident had
gecurred just five minutes later, it would
have taken a heavy toll of damaged
hodies, both from Sisters and children,
awed us. And now, in the face of this
trouble above, common instinct taught us
to be altogether quiet. So we stood about
silently, all eyes and ears concentrated
un the scene heing staged ahead. We
heard the owner of the hut denounce
“those foreigners who go about pretend-
mg to do good, and then let their wall
crash in upon another man's property.”
We heard his wife's answer, “Never
mind! They'll pay well for this destruc-
tion. My store of rice and oil is no more;
but I'll make them buy me twice, and
even thrice, the quantity.”

Listening intently, we hoped to ascer-
tain exactly what their loss was. But
meantime, most of our girls had quietly
ratiged themselves alongside us in the
darkness; and, just at that moment, one
of them came tripping around the corner,
swinging a lighted lantern. Everyone
made little clicking noises of disgust or
warning. Bat, though she turned down
the wick immediately, it was too late.
We knew by the sudden deep silence

ahove us that the people there had seen -

the light. Frightened, we watched a
man in the erowd disappear into a nearby
house, and return with something in his
hand. This he gave to the owner of
the hut, who had long since identified
himself by his curses and complaints. A
moment later, we were nearly blinded
by the rays of a flashlight played several
times over our group. After this, our
néighbors continued to peer in our dirce-
tion and whisper their comments. Then
they sat down together and held a con-
sultation. Suddenly a woman rose in her
place and shrieked, “My babies! Oh,
my babies!” We were too much con-
Cerned to reflect that it had taken her a
long tine to miss her children; and
though an orphan exclaimed wonder-

ingly, “Her babies? She has two girls;
one fourteen and the one sixteen.
Surely, not babies!” we watched anx-
iously as the crowd ‘began to throw bits
of wall and roof out of the bed into our
vard.

Even that excitement subsided. There
was no more talk about crushed babies.
And when the unbroken quiet persisted
on our side of the wall, once more the
flashlight sought out our faces. Again
there was a prolonged whispering above
us. Then our neighbor shouted: at the
top of his lungs, “Do you hear, my old
woman?”  (She’s about thirty-five.)
“Do you hear? Just as soon as light
cracks through the morning, you part
yourself from your bed and run around
and inform those Catholic Sisters of this
thing that has happened. We won't
disturb them tonight!” This was so
obviously for our benefit, that everyone
in the compound laughed. But the
laughter was louder and longer-drawn
when a few moments later Sister Marie
Thérése, who had been summoned to the
front by the gatewoman, returned to say
that our neighbor’s relative was there
demanding to know whether or not we
were at home.

The next morning, not just so soon as
light cracked, but shortly after, a mid-
dleman representing the owners of the
hut came around and presented a bill for
damages. Judging from the list, youw'd
think that the wall had caved in on the
royal palace at Peking, instead of a one
room hut. Our own middleman pro-
tested that we were going to rebuild the
wall—an important item, that, since our
wall was also the fourth wall of our

thrifty ‘neighbor’s hut—that we were
willing 'to repair.whatever destruction
the wall had caused; but that we wouldn’t
be exploited. For.a while, it looked as
though there would be a lawsuit entitled,
“Li versus Catholic Church.” Then a
magistrate, who ‘was called into the case,
delivered himself of this ‘opinion:

“The Sisters didn’t throw down the
wall.  The Catholic Church didn’t
throw down the wall. Who threw down
the wall? The rains and the -floods
threw down the wall. - What does- this
signify? It signifies that the gods of
Heaven and Earth willed the rains and
the floods to throw down the wall, in
order to avert some greater calamity.
Let the Catholic Church rebuild the wall
and do nothing more. That is sorrew
enough.”

Apparently, Mr. Li is a fervent pagan.
Apparently, he had taken the magistrate’s
words to heart; for he has withdrawn
all his charges and absolutely refuses to
accept any compensation. Now a new
wall is going up. Now our neighbors
hang over a makeshift fence, watch our
comings and goings, and obey our com-
munity bell. And now we are a house
divided within itself; for some of us be-
lieve in Mr. Li’s good faith, and others
of us wonder what his next move will be |

OT long after the wall washed away
word canie that'we were to be di-
vided into two groups, each of which
would spend six summer weeks at Wuki.
We had already been hearing of Wuki for
a long time. In 1929 Sisters Electa and
Patricia Rose worked eight months
there, and since then they had lost no
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opportunity to praise the place. In re-
turn for their enthusiastic defence of
Wuki and its people, they were teased
without mercy—which fact did nothing
to hurt their ardor. It did, however,
hurt us others; we were too busy think-
ing up effective thrusts to retain much of
what was told us. And though we had
heard the equivalerit of several volumies,
all we could repeat at random was this:

“Wuki is hemmed in by mountains
upon which tall lilies grow. It has no
streets, but a creek into which foreigners
are apt sooner or later to fall. Though
they mine gold, its people are miserably
poor. And either because or in spite
of mountains, creek, gold, and poverty,
its miserably poor people are also at-
tractively simple.”

ITH a picture.in thind no more
definite than that, we left Shen-
chow on the morning of-June 11. We had
Mass at four o’clock, and by five were on
the river bank waiting to be rowed across
to the waiting chairs on the opposite
shore. There were -in the party two
priests—Fathers Ronald Norris, C.P,,
and Michael Campbell,” C.P.; four Sis-
ters—Sister Agnes Paula, Maria Lor-
etto, Carita, and Marie: Thérese; three
of our older girls; a woman to do the
cooking’; and one boy, Gabriel by name.
“He and  Father Ronald were to ride
ahead on mules which had to be alter-
~nately coaxed and threatened into the
small” Chinese boats. After we had
crossed the river, we were appointed to
traveling chairs—in our case, reed arm-
chairs with a long pole bound along
either arm-rest, and a foot-rest dangling
from the seat.

We had been on the road only half
an hour when a heavy rain began to fall.
Though we weren’t at all prepared for
rain, in the chair beneath were our Chi-
nese mattress and a blanket for our beds
in Wuki. These we hauled out and
wrapped around us. Just the day before,
out of respect for the heat, we had donned
our light grey habits; and by the time
that we stopped at an inn for dinner, we
felt that the mud and rain had invaded
our very minds. At first, we tried to
shift around in our chairs so as to avoid
mud splashes and whatever water man-
aged to seep through the oil covering
overhead. But after a while it began to
be funny, and we leaned back idly and
watched how quickly the dirt and the
wrinkles could accumulate,

At four o’clock, the- carriers com-
plained that because of the slippery,
muddy roads, it was impossible for them
to go further. Already there had been
several minor accidents: Sister Agnes
Paula’s fourth carrier slipped off a ledge,
but landed on his.feet on another ledge
just a man’s height below ; Sister Carita’s
front carrier slipped and fell, and she
sat tight in her chair to keep from being
jerked over the edge of the cliff; and
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exactly two minutes after Sister Marie had quiet. At three-thirty our alapy
Thérése had gotten out of her chair to  went off.

make the going easier for her carriers
along a particularly narrow path, her
second carrier fell from the cliff and
dragged the chair with him, then saved
both himself and chair by clutching at
the foliage on the mountainside. So
everyone was willing enough to stop.
We who had ridden in the chairs were
wet through, dirty beyond telling, and
tired; but Father Ronald and Gabriel,
who had been riding mules in the teem-
ing rain, were only drenched.

We stopped, then, for the night at a
Chinese inn. Since coming to China
we've grown accustomed to being in-
spected like museum pieces, so we were
neither surprised nor disturbed when the
village crowded in through the door to
stare at us. As our belongings had all
gone ahead to Wuki in baskets, we stood
in our wet clothes over the kind of fire
that campers build. After we had eaten,
we felt a little warmer, but still wet.
Then we began to hold our blankets and
mattresses over the fire. By ten o’clock,
everyone’s bedding was damp, instead
of wringing wet. The two priests and
the boy retired to a room to sleep. But,
as the Chinese inns are famous for har-
boring things that creep in the night, we
elected to rest in our chairs. We had
absolutely no privacy; we couldn’t re-
move a stitch of our clothing, because
there was the town still at the door gap-
ing in at us.

E laughed a great deal that night.

For one thing, there were several
young .pigs frisking about our chairs;
and just outside the reception hall in
which we were quartered, there was a sty ;
and guarding the sty was a dog who
nipped any pig that didn’t stay put. After
a while the dog’s growl, and rush, then
the pig’s ensuing squeal seemed riotously
funny. In a room to the left of us, a
baby cried continuously; and its grand-
mother even more continuously cursed
its mother, and her son for having mar-
ried a woman who gambled nights in-
stead of minding her baby. At about
twelve, shortly after the last curiosity
seeker had left the inn, there was a loud
knocking on the door. It was opened,
and a young man carrying a lighted
candle stood outside and berated the
proprietor for some overdue account. He
had just about taken to his heels, when
a man somewhere to the right of us
staged a nightmare. That over, we heard
another pounding at the door. By this
time it was all of two o’clock, yet the
boy who was admitted came in and
borrowed matches as nonchalantly as
though it were daylight. He left. Then
one of our girls, evidently the only one
of the party who closed -an eye at all,
began to snore. We laughed and won-
dered how anyone could even begin to
sleep in such a place. For an hour we

We got up then. .\-\'c had only 1y
shake ourselves, put things in order, ang
drink a cup of black coffee. By foue
o’clock, we were on the road once more,
In time, the sun came out brilliantly,
revealing to us beautiful, even tpj.
umphantly beautiful country, but alsy
emphasizing our own dirt. That day
the roads were so steep and the cliffs sy
narrow that we had to get out and wall
more often than we sat in and rode, Jg
grew hot, and the damp bedding that had
been a nuisance the night before hecame
something of a convenience.

At about three-thirty in the afternoon,
we spied a great red flag moving in the
distance. The carrier of the flag alsg
saw us, for he began suddenly to wave it
frantically. Then the sound of musie
reached us; and with it the realization
that we were approaching Wuki, that a
committee of welcome was preparing to
meet us. Remembering our appearance,
we sighed and told ourselves that we
were sights more fit for laughter than
for welcome, covered with mud as we
were. The Christians of Wuki, however,
immediately began to confirm all the
good that Sisters Electa and Patricia
Rose said of them. Exactly a mile out-
side of their village they met us, and ap-
parently saw nothing wrong with us.
The men and women bowed gravely; the
little girls grinned and stared and ran
ahead of our chairs; the little boys shot
off firecrackers industriously, some of
them, while the others played in the
school band. There in the midst of his
people was Father Francis Flaherty, C.P.,
waiting to greet us.

Soon we sighted the compound itself,
Although we were prepared to find
beauty in Wuki, the beauty we looked
for was natural beauty, not beauty ifl
buildings or tasteful planning. We knew
that Wuki was an old mission, that the
property had been added to from time
to time; consequently, we expected the
compound to have a more or less haps
hazard aspect. Instead, it is a complete
success esthetically, in a supremely lovely
setting.

We have been here four weeks, 10W,
and we like the people of Wuki as well
as we like our’ surroundings. In facl
we have long since joined wholeheartedl¥
the original two who constituted Witki's
party for the defence. Our purpose i
being here is to combine relaxation with
mission activity, which purpose we have

“been realizing through a special doctriné

‘class for women and girls, through the
dispensary, and through meeting the
people whenever possible in a social way:
We are really sorry that we still have
just two weeks before us. But, at least
we shall return to Shenchow with a ver¥
well-defined picture of Wuki in mind,
and with an affection and sympathy for
Wuki’s people.

WOMAN TO WOMAN

TEN WEEKS OF CHARITY

NE hour of work, out of the twenty-
four, at transcribing Braille for the
blind does not perhaps seem a great deal
of time to devote out of a day, but it
means three hundred and sixty-five hours
a year and, counting a working week as
five days of seven hours a day, it means
ten weeks’ work a year. And ten weeks
a year is a goodly bit of time.” So Mrs.
Walter Coyle is doing more than a bit,
as are many others who are faithfully
keeping up this great work for the blind.
But hers has an extra interesting slant,
lecause of herself. Having a love of
footlights and grease paint, she annoyed
her staid Philadelphia relatives by in-
sisting on a career. After one night
stands, sleeper jumps, and stock engage-
ments, she was given a part in one of
the Frohman companies—and then made
a leading lady in the Heir to the Hurrah.
But a husband got mixed up with the
career and after a while there was no
career but only a husband, and she went
with him to the West Coast. In addition
to the husband, she now owns also a
liome, a garden and three dogs. She has
been a Grand Regent of the Court Stella
Maris of the Catholic Daughters of
America, and one of her iriends says
that there, as well as in her Braille work,
she showed her strongest characteristic,
"4 sensitive appreciation of helping those
who rely on her.” Mrs, Coyle says the
reward for her Braille transcribing is
much greater than the work—it is the
letters that come to her from those for
whom she is working—and it-is better
than the applause that used to come over
the footlights, Ten weeks of a working
year by laboring just one hour a day,
but faithfully and consistently, - show
what love of one’s neighbor and a per-
sistent will can dccomplish.

MY BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH

OR my book of the month I offer

you this time an older writer. His
fame you heard in your early school
days, hut perhaps not since, and so un-
.f?l‘l'llt'tatciy his skiliul erudition and his
Snging lines are dismissed with a wave.
of the hand. But Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow remains, if not a great poet,-

By
Katherine Burton

a very good one, and it might be well if,
instead of reading the wild rhythms and
scaly trochees of our supermodernists,
we went back for a while to this real
American verse. He had, too, an excel-
lent sense of the beauty of Catholicism—
not perhaps its reality, but its drama.

He made a translation that is carried
"in many a prayer book—the Bookmark of
Santa Teresa of Avilon. In Miduight
Mass for the Dying Year he has caught
the true naturalism that must be con-
tained behind all Catholic worship. Blind
Bartuneus is another good poem; Evan-
geline, that much abused poem, is beauti-
fully Catholic. So are some of the Tales
of a Wayside Inn, the Nun of Nidatos,
and The Legend Beautiful. He had a
yearning love for the days when “art was
still religion with a simple reverent
heart.” And after he translated Dante
he wrote six sonnets called Divina Com-
media which have the sad yearning of the
Protestant heart for that deeper faith it
dares not grasp. Find your volume of
Longfellow or get one from the library
and re-read him.

CATHOLICISM AT CHICAGO

“ HAT is there at the Century of

Progress that is definitely Cath-
olic?” some have asked me. Well, there
is the Chalice of Antioch, which might
be called Catholic. Being of the school
of Father Thurston and Missouri when
it comes to miracles, I had read about
this chalice with reservations. But no
pious person sent me hunting for it: it
was Alexander Woollcott, of the New
Yorker, who had on one of his weekly
pages a description of the cup, its sup-
posed history, and then: “The chalice is
exhibited with almost ostentatious ret-
icence. I know not what others may
feel about it, but for my own part after
seeing Mr. Ripley’s freaks, the antics of
a life size dinosaur, and escaping from
the touts of the Streets of Paris, I came
along at sundown and beheld with my
own eyes the Holy Grail.” Perhaps it
has been found, but what interests me is
the excitement of a man of no creed over
the discovery. A Catholic perhaps, with
his reputation for being an easy believer
in miracles, and relics, but surely not a
writer on the ultra-smart New Yorker.
Yet the Catholic does not get worked up
over .this. which might well be one of
Christianity’s - greatest relics, Why?
Perhaps because in"Woollcott’s case there
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quered.

is merely a stirring of childhood memo-
ries of the Grail, and the poetry of the
idea moves him and because every man is
moved sometimes by the mysteries of
ancient faith. And because, in the case
of the Catholic, he knows there is no
positive proof here, and because for him
there is absolute proof that every chalice
which holds the Blood of our Lord.is a
holy thing. The Catholic faith needs no
lovely fancies since it has the Fact which
rides high above them all.

But there was one exhibit which
seemed to me to dwar{ the whole House
of Religions, for all its smallness. For
it was a House of God. The Catholic
Historical Society had a reproduction of
the little cabin where Pere Marquette
lived and prayed and worked. A para-
graph on the outer wall calls him the
first white citizen of Chicago. The little
square room is dark—but there is enough
light to see the home hewn altar which
forms one side of the cabin and the missal
he used and the discolored vestments in
which he said his masses. It is a very
moving sight, this small hut which God
visited every morning, where neither
cold nor hunger nor hostility sufficed to
keep Him away. A pioneer’s home is
always a thrilling sight, with its:sug-
gestions of space and difficulties - con-
How much more thrilling is
this small house of the pioneer of God!

MONTH OF THE HOLY
ROSARY

It is one of the loveliest
of the images of Mary—that
which represents  her with a

- rosary in her hands—holding
the prayers that are her Son’s
"and her own biography—the
trail of His days on earth.
First the story of His birth
and childhood—then the decade
of His sadness and death, and
third the tale of His rising and
ascension—and hers. A biog-
raphy of prayer—which our
hearts :may read as our fingers
slip along the familiar inci-
dents. The rosary has only one
Cross. It has only one medal.
It has only a few large beads
but it has many small ones. So
the rosary can become a his-
tory of the Christian faithful
in Christ. Only one great
Cross, only a few mighty mar-
tyrs, but, too, the many Hail
Marys that -make the whole
story. complete. To make one’s
life one small Hail Mary
strung on the chain of the com-
pleteness of the Faith—is it
not enough?




