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GLORIOUS DAYS

in

‘NEW YORK
‘10

including best room accommodations,
meals, and added attractions at the

HOTEL
PLYMOUTH

49TH ST., NEAR BROADWAY, N. Y.
CAPACITY 700

All rooms with bath, shower and radio.

Select any 3 days including week-ends and
holidays.

What your $10 will buy. No extras. 2
nights lodging in choice room; 5 meals in
hotel, dinner and dancing at the Famous
Hollywood Restaurant, Sightseeing trip
around city by Royal Blue Bus. Ticket to
Chrysler Building Tower. Admission to
World Famous Paramount Theatre.

WRITE TO S. J. MITCHELL, MGR.,
FOR RESERVATIONS

The Plymouth is one minute's walk to St.
Malachy’s Church and five minutes from
I! St. Patrick’s Cathedral. |l

pears to lie in their attitude of slightly
greater detachment from their character.
Saint Saturnin, as the reader quickly
finds, is not the name of a new pagan saint,
but of a farm in France where is enacted an
extraordinary drama, a drama, it may be
added, of a peculiarly unpleasant descrip-
tion. To the working out of this the au-
thor brings all of his undoubtedly great
gifts, and the effect is powerful in the ex-
treme. The scene opens with the death of
Elizabeth Colombe, about whose bed are
gathered her three children and her old
and faithful maid. It is a bit of splendid
writing, and the scene would be wholly
normal were it not for the strange absence
of her husband, William Colombe, who is
feigning sleep upstairs. A good husband,
a hard-worker for the sake of his family,
a good man for three score years and ten,
what is William Colombe doing in this
horrible pretense that keeps him away
from his wife in this her extremity? From
the moment that we learn of this the scene
until then impressive, takes on a touch of
diablerie that never again ceases until the
last page is closed, although it is sometimes
‘pushed fairly well into the background.
The whole work is- symptomatic of that
extraordinary power of art which the
modern realistic school brings to bear on
small things, but nowhere else with such
potency as in France. Saint Saturnin may
justly be called a powerful book, an ex-
traordinary work of art, but it cannot by
any canon of art be described as great, and
when André Maurois calls it “the most
remarkable novel to have been published
in my country for the past ten years,” we
think he is exaggerating. A popular critic
has said of Saint Saturnin that it “has
nothing in common with the innovation

of style and technique of recent writers.”
He is assuredly wrong. It is an adventure
into a new province, but not a new realm.
The realm is that old one of abnormal
conditions and distorted mental reactions
into which so many modern writers love to
adventure and the spirit of the adventurer
is pretty much the same in every case.

NTO THEIR COMPANY. A Book

for a Modern Girl on Love and Mar-

riage. P. J. Kenedy & Sons, New York.
Paper, 35 cents; postpaid, 40 cents.

This is a new paper edition of a book
which ought to have a large circulation.
Many are the problems which confront
the conscientious girl in these days of
loose moral standards. While modesty,
nature’s bulwark against impurity, must
always be cultivated, and the enlightened
conscience always followed, these ways to
purity do not answer all the questions
which arise. Advice is constantly sought
by clean-minded girls from those who are
considered to have knowledge of life and
its dangers. In order to supply the in-
formation proper for a girl to know a
Medical Woman, a Girl, and a Wife col-
laborated on this book, which now comés
in cheaper form than the first edition.
Its popularity is proved from the fact that
the first edition was sold out in a very
short time. Father Martindale, S.J.,
whose booklet, The Difficult Command-
ment, was so eagerly received by men,
contributes a characteristic preface.

IDELIGHTS. By G. K. Chesterton.
Dodd, Mead & Company, New York.
$2.50.

Among other more or less convenient
classifications the world may be divided
into two groups, those who do and those
who do not understand Mr. Chesterton.
One might say those who have and those
who have not the knack of understanding
Mr. Chesterton. There are many highly
intelligent and perfectly sincere people
who have not the knack, but those who
have, ah, they are the fortunate ones and
can afford to look with some pity, a wholly
Catholic and charitable, although a some-
what amused- pity, upon those who have
not. - , :

When Mr. Chesterton first began to
write it is probable that the large majority
did not understand him though there were
always enough to afford him a large and
uproariously delighted audience, but as
time went on more and more people came
to see what he was after, iricluding, which
was not true at first, many who disagreed
with him. '

It was George Bernard Shaw, we think,
who once complained that people thought
he, G. B. S., was always joking, never
took him seriously, and there was origi-
nally something of a disposition to feel the
same about Mr. Chesterton himself. It
was thought that his paradoxes were in-

tended only to shake us into laughter and
only the true Chestertonian saw that the
laughter was intended to shake us out of
grave nonsense. into the jolly truth. The
truth is so gloriously jolly that the normal
reaction to it is laughter, and the greatest
tribute that the world has paid- Mr.
Chesterton is to laugh delightedly when he
shows them the truth.

The only ones who cannot indulge in this
so wholesome laughter, at and with Mr.
Chesterton, are those who are grouped into
the one gloomy class to which Hilaire Bel-
loc has given the name of the “Modern
Mind,” and these are incapable of a nearer
approach to laughter than is represented
by raising the eyebrows in a puzzled frown,
the frown of amazement. Well, well, poor
souls, let them do so, for even that is a sort
of indirect preparation for laughter and
when the light finally breaks upon them
then they, too, will relax into guffaws.

But mirth is not the only emotion evoked
by Mr. Chesterton in those who read him
understandingly. The prisoner released
laughs, too, but he feels as well that sudden
glorious shock of the free winds ‘of heaven
blowing on his shrunken life to fill and ex-
pand it anew and his heart stirs to quicker
beat beholding the possibilities unsuspected
in the adventurous world. For the world
is good, although it be evil, evil as an end
but good as a beginning, evil as a cul de
sac, good as a road, as a halfway house,
as a threshold to that land beyond to which
the soul looks forward. It is to this aspect
of the world that Mr. Chesterton directs
our attention. He has never done anything
else. He has preached the same truth
always since the time he first set pen to
paper. By a thousand different names,
under a thousand diverse figures, he has
pointed out, is still pointing out, the old
and happy truth that man was not born
to die. He is never monotonous because
in the true life there is no monotony, since
around every corner await new surprises,
new opportunities.

Naturally, Mr. Chesterton is not the
first to show us this, it needed God to do
that; his is not the only voice today that
is announcing the splendid truth to us.
More and more is there a great chorus
swelling of such inspiring voices, but we
believe that when all is said his is the voice
that is best fitted to reach the ear of the
deaf modern world and the secret of his
power is, without doubt, his humility. God
grant us more of his kind to keep up the
good work.

It is something of a joke on the reviewer
that he thought that he was done with his
review without having said a single world
specifically on Sidelights. It is perhaps
sufficient to add that this new volume of
short essays “on New London and Newer
York” measures up with the best work he
has done in this form. His keenness of in-
sight, his brilliancy of attack, his sureness

" of interpretation, his humor, the whole

Chestertonian battery of heavy and light
artillery, are all here to be found.
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Five Face the East

'» i HILE you are reading Tue SioN this
month the eighth band of Passionist mis-
sionaries will be on their way to China. On
October sixth five young Fathers will leave
the shores of America, beginning their long
journey to the mission field in northwestern
Hunan. Though ten full and eventful years
have passed since the first group of Pas-
sionists arrived in Hunan, these new mis-
sionaries will find many conditions there
have changed but little.

They will enjoy, of course, a companion-
ship of which our first Fathers in China
were deprived, and which undoubtedly will
lighten the burden of worry and work.
But on the whole, Hunan has moved very
slowly and a decade there has left un-
touched the life and customs of its people.
Pioneering in China calls for manly grit,
steady courage and a supernatural hope in
facing unknown dangers. These qualities
are not less needed by those who now with
open eyes walk into hardships and perils
of which missionaries actually in the field
have warned them. A few biographical
notes on each of these departing Fathers
in this, our eighth band of missionaries,
will be of interest to readers of THE SiGN.

Benedict James Griffiths, now Father
Bonaventure, C.P., was born in Clonmel,
County Tipperary, Ireland, on May 10,
1904. The son of a British army officer, he
accompanied his father to various parts of
the world. His childhood was spent in
_England and South Africa and his boyhood
in India. As a young man he lived in
Hamilton, Ontario, Canada. After his
graduation from St. Mary’s High School in
that city he entered the Passionist Pre-
paratory Seminary in Dunkirk, New York.
On September 14, 1924, he professed his

By Theophane Maguire, C.P.

vows as a Passionist. He was ordained by
Bishop Dunne in our Monastery Church
of the Immaculate Conception at Jamaica,
Long Island, New York, on February 8,

1031.

FATHER SIDNEY TURNER, C.P.

Father Alban (Paul) Carrol, C.P., was
born in the town of Jessup, Pennsylvania,
on August 3, 1go2. As a youth he worked
for a time in the Hampton Round House,
Scranton, Pennsylvania. His interrupted
studies were continued at St. Thomas Col-
lege, Scranton, and completed at the Pas-
sionist Preparatory Seminary. Father Al-
ban has two brothers who are Passionists:
one, a classmate, Father Hugh, C.P., who
was ordained with him at Jamaica on
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February 8, 1931, and one, ordained this
year, Father Ronan. '

Father Germain (Francis) Heilmann.
C.P., was born in Pittsburgh, April 253,
1905. As a boy he attended St. Joseph’s
parochial school. His high school course
was taken at Duquesne High, Pittsburgh.
He continued his college course at Du-
quesne University but finished at the
Passionist Preparatory Seminary. He was
professed in the Passionist novitiate
at Springfield, Massachusetts. On May
twenty-second of this year he was ordained
at St. Michael’'s Monastery Church by
Bishop Thomas J. Walsh.

Joseph Turner, who later became Father
Sidney, C.P., was born on Thanksgiving
Day, 1899, at Cambridge, Massachusetts.
He attended St. Joseph’s parochial school
in that city and continued his studies at
Boston College High School. After seven-
teen days in the Passionist Preparatory
Seminary, which was then located in Balti-
more, he entered the novitiate of the
Passionist Congregation at Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania. He made his profession on
October 8, 1919, and was ordained Feb-
ruary 27, 1926, at the diocesan Seminary
Chapel, Seton Hall, New Jersey, by Bishop
O’'Connor. He was selected for further
studies in Canon Law at the Catholic
University, Washington, D. C., where he
later received the degree J.U.D. The past
few years he has taught the classes in
Canon Law for our students in Baltimore,
Maryland, Brighton, Massachusetts, and
Union City, New Jersey. Father Sidney
will assist Monsignor O’Gara, C.P., as
canonist and secretary at the central Mis-
sion in Shenchow, Hunan.

Father Joachim (Albert) Beckes, C.P.,
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FATHER GERMAIN HEILMANN, C.P.

was born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He
attended parochial school in the Passionist
parish of St. Michael’s, South Side. After
four years in the Preparatory Seminary at
Dunkirk he entered the Passionist noviti-
ate at Springfield, Massachusetts, and on
September 12, 1926, he pronounced his
vows. On May 22 of this present year he
was ordained to the priesthood by Bishop
Walsh at St. Michael’s Monastery Church,
Union City, New Jersey. Father Joachim
recently has illustrated a number of articles
for TuE Sicn.

Four of these Fathers have taken the
missionary medical course: two at George-
town, D. C., and two at New York City
under the auspices of the Catholic Medical
Mission Board. Fathers Bonaventure and
Alban have been fortunate in receiving
preliminary instructions in the study of
the Chinese language from Father Cyprian
Frank, C.P. Father Cyprian returned to
the United States last year after spending
seven vears on the missions in Hunan. He

FATHER BONAVENTURE GRIFFITHS, C.P.

is accompanying this new band of mis-
sionaries to China.

These young Fathers leave the shores of
America with a full realization of all they
have given up, and with a fair knowledge
of what their future life is to be. In a few
years they will be very much alone except
for occasional meetings with some of their
companions. They will dress in Chinese
clothes, speak the Chinese language, eat
the same food as the natives, travel and
live in conditions both unpleasant and
‘dangerous. They will know, in its fullest
meaning, what it is to be strangers, out-
siders, “foreigners.” They will receive
shocks in their contacts with real pagan-
ism. They will know the bitterness of
apparent failure.

May they never have to suffer that most
discouraging of missionary experiences, the
realization that their work, God’s own
work, has been brought to a standstill
through lack of codperation on the part of
much needed friends. The longer they are
in the Missions the more unmistakably will

‘they realize that, next to God, the measure

WE ask the prayers of our Readers
for these five young priests
who have so generously consecrated
their lives to the upbuilding of
Christ’s Kingdom in China. May we
also ask those who can do so to
contribute financial help to support
the new Missions which these mis-
sionaries will be called upon to
establish. ‘The smallest donation
will be gratefully received.—Editor.

Y 1

of their success depends, in great part, on
the faithful in the homeland. Nothing can
so dishearten a missionary as the experi-
ence of finding that he must abandon a
promising field because the means to
develop it are withheld. The good-will of
the people among whom he is laboring, the
sacrifices he has made to bring them the
Faith can be rendered almost futile if he is
not given spiritual and material support by
those who already enjoy the blessings of
the true religion.

Let us hope that no such bitter experi-
ence will come to any of these good Fathers.
It is growing more and more upon our
Catholics that the Foreign Missions present
them with an opportunity to prove their
gratitude to God for the gift of Faith. In
supplying these missionaries, these boun-
dary-pushers of the Church, with indis-
pensable financial aid, the Catholics in
America and elsewhere are showing their
appreciation in a most practical way.
The support that the Catholics at home are
giving insures them a share in the fruits of
these bard-working missionaries whose vo-
cation they so admire.

Youthful zeal may well prompt one to
enter on such a life as will be that of these

FATHER ALBAN CARROLL, C.P.

China-bound Fathers. Apostolic courage
alone can make their labors fruitful and
gain for them the gift of perseverance.
They are, in a very special way, members of
the apostolic family, close companions of
the Divine Shepherd in seeking out souls
in the byways of the world. As such they
will have at all times the special protection
and love of Christ Himself. Even now,
with unbounded confidence in Him, they
realize that whether their days be short-
ened or a lengthy service in the Missions
be granted them, Divine Providence has so
ordered it for their best interests and for
the good of souls.

Christ Himself, the night before He
died, prayed for His Apostles, their suc-
cessors and for all, who through them,
should believe in His name. It is the hope
of our departing missionaries that they will
not be forgotten in your prayers. Even as
Jesus prayed for His first missionaries so
may the friends of these modern apostles
daily invoke on them God’s blessing.

FATHER JOACHIM BECKES, C.P.

o
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Convent Station in China

PI;—IE unexpected always happens in
China. On April 19, 1932, the Convent of
the Sisters of Charity at Shenchow, Hunan,
China, burned to the ground. It was a
night fire; and in the interior Province of
Hunan, where there is neither fire insur-
ance nor fire-fighting engines, we sadly
write the words Total Loss after each firé.

The Sisters of Charity from Convent
Station, New Jersey, came to the Passion-
ist Mission in China in July, 1925. This
first band of Sisters numbered five: Sisters
Finan, Electa, Loretta, Patricia, and De-
vota. These heroic Sisters sailed from
San Francisco in the fall of 1924, their
minds and hearts filled with high romance,
the quest of souls on a forgotten byway of
the world.

It is truly an adventure to reach the far-
flung outpost of the Church’s foreign
Mission :that comprises the Passionist
Prefecture of Shenchow in the heart of
south-central China. The Sisters were
soon to find this out. From the large com-
mercial treaty port of Hankow on the
mighty Vangtze River, the Sisters set out
aboard the boat so.-often described and
pictured in the pages of THE SiGN as
Noah’s Ark. This reference to the Ark of
Noah’s time was suggested, no doubt, by
the antiquated lines of these Yangtze
River scows. Would that antiquity were
the only distinguishing inconvenience ex-
perienced when traveling ¢ la Noah! The
Sisters,' accompanied by Fathers Dominic
Langenbacher, C.P. and Matthias Mayou,
C.P., learned immediately that China
differed in one respect, at least, from the
land of the chosen people. Two days out
from Hankow the Ark was forced to turn
back; bandits held the river above. A
sore disappointment this, measured only
by the zedl wherewith these Sisters ap-
proached their new Mission.

Seven hours from Hankow on their re-
turn trip, a high wind out of the East blew
up, tossing the broad expanse of the yellow
Yangtze into a seething, turbulent, dan-
gerous water-way. The brave little Ark
battled the surging waters, but in the end
found itself thrown up on the river bank,
much the same as a man throws away a
burnt-out cigar. Stranded in a lonely spot
with darkness settling down over the
wreck, the Fathers and Sisters engaged
splall rowboats to transport them down the
river.

It was not to be. No boat could navi-
gate the angry river, not even by hugging
the shore line. A Sister solved the situa-
tion by declaring her ability to walk. The
others chimed in, and off the little band of
missionaries started. It was a question
not only of miles but of rain, mud, pitch-
darkness and unknown paths for foreigners

By William Westhoven, C.P.

in a strange land.” Bamboo torches, fag-
gots, were secured and lighted. On and
on moved the procession past quiet farm
dwellings into small villages where the
people poured out of the houses to see
this strange sight as the village dogs pro-
tested, with lusty growls and barks, their
passing by. Late that night Hankow,

T

SISTER MARIE DEVOTA

across the River Han, sheltered the tired
but thankful band of shipwrecked mis-
sionaries.

Two weeks later the water route through
to Changteh was reported safe for travel.
A second attempt up the Yangtze, and
Changteh in Hunan was reached without
incident. Here a large Chinese junk was
engaged to take the Sisters up the Yuan
River to Shenchow. Four days’ travel

from Shenchow, just when the Sisters
began to think they were getting ‘“home,”’
bandits hailed the slow-moving junk, de-
manding it turn in to shore. Refuse to
comply? Hardly. A shower of bullets
would certainly greet you. It is better to
give yourself into the hands of the brigands,
hoping for a mead of mercy, at least your
life, at their hands. The. Sisters on this
occasion were robbed. The bandits helped
themselves to whatever struck their fancy.
Withal, the Sisters were fortunate, as
anyone is who comes forth alive from
captivity among Chinese bandits.

After the shock of this harrowing ex-
perience and in view of the fact that the
river above was infested with more ban-
dits, the party turned back a second time
to Hankow. Think of the sadness, the
disappointment, the near despair of the
Sisters of ever reaching their Mission.
Six months later, winter had come and
passed, the Sisters departed from Hankow,
a third time enroute to Shenchow, Hunan.
God blessed their journey and they ar-
rived at their Convent of the Little Flower
at Shenchow in early July, 1925. It wasa
banner day in the Mission. Our Christians
had never seen, though they had heard of,
Sisters. I recall a sermon preached about
Sisters by Father Paul on the Sunday pre-
ceding their arrival.

ITHIN a short time the Sisters in

their own inimitable way had won
the confidence, good-will and respect of the
Chinese, pagans and Catholics alike. At
once they took over the care and direction
of the women’s doctrine school and the
orphanage. A dispensary was opened.
Later a primary school and an embroidery
school for girls were established.

The year 1926 brought famine. Who
can ever begin to recount the deeds of
mercy performed by the Sisters during
those days of suffering and starvation!
Morning and afternoon the Sisters went
about the streets caring for the exhausted,
the dying. As many as thirty baptisms
were administered in a forenoon! St.
Vincent de Paul, in ‘the charity of his
Sisters, lived again in our midst. No beg-
gar was too filthy, no outcast too degraded,
no diseased too repulsive, no victim of star-
vation too abandoned for the sympathetic
charity of these Sisters of Charity.

All were the recipients of their Christ-
like ministrations. Without thought for
themselves, without consideration of their
own convenience, without fear of danger
from disease and plagues, these good
Sisters went about among the starving
population with one determination in their
hearts—to save as many lives and souls as
possible.
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ON ARRIVING AT THE CHENKI MISSION THE SISTERS OF CHARITY IMMEDIATELY ESTABLISHED

THEIR GIRLS’ SCHOOL. FATHER ERNEST, C.P.,

AND SISTER DEVOTA, WHO RECENTLY DIED AT

THIS MISSION, ARE WATCHING SISTER LORETTA AT WORK ON A NEW ALTAR CLOTH

N February, 1927, six months after their

- care of the famine victims, the Sisters
were compelled by the threatening attitude
of the Communists to seek safety in a
treaty port. Refuge was found in the
French Concession at Shanghai, twelve
hundred miles from their Mission in Shen-
chow, Hunan. The sorrow of their sad
departure and the story of their hardships
endured during that long, slow journey
to the coast can never fully be told.

After a year’s sojourn in exile the five
Sisters, accompanied by Fathers Godfrey,
C.P. and Dunstan, C.P., made their way
up river for the fourth time, on and on,
back into Hunan and to their old Mission.
They were equal to the courage and pa-
tience demanded of the missionary who
travels in the interior of China. As one
Sister remarked later, “The joy and satis-
faction expressed by the Christians on our
return repaid a thousand-fold our every
suffering.” Well do the faithful know the
worth of a Sister.- 2

And the pagans also are beginning to
comprehend. Truly, the pagan attitude
toward woman—her -dignity and rightful

place in the home, the family and society—-

finds _ no worthier:- or more forceful
counter-opponent than the living example
of a consécrated- virgin, a Sister. This is
the work of our Sisters in China. These
saintly women by their example teach an
everlasting lesson, the lesson.of virtue.
And even pagans respect virtue.

In 1929 the Sisters of Charity accepted a
Chinese girl as a candidate for their com-
munity. In 1931 Mary Twan was pro-
fessed a Sister of Charity, taking the name
Sister Miriam Therese. The joy of our
Catholics, having one of their own make
her religious profession as a Sister, was
unbounded. Felicitations and gifts poured
in from every Mission. It was a gala day
for the entire Prefecture. To the Sisters

it was more. It meant the beginning of a
Chinese community of Sisters of Charity.

The Red uprising of 1927 was spas-
modic, a wave of mob passion that soon
spent itself, a blind expression of mass
unhappiness without a creed or dogma,
a short-lived revolt against misery and
poverty. The people of the district
learned quickly that Communism offered
no solution for their economic problems.
The strong individuality of the people and
the fetish of the family unit make Com-
munism, such as Russia has, utterly im-
possible in China.

S soon as conditions returned to nor-
malcy the Sisters began anew their

work in the orphanage, the doctrine school
for women and gitls, the primary school, the
dispensary and in the embroidery school.
The Sisters, after eighteen months of exile
and forced mission inactivity, redoubled
their efforts to ground their charges solidly
in the Faith; to build up in their hearts a
militant type of: Catholicity. God blessed
their work during the years 1928-31 in a
measure beyond all expectation.. The
brief period of persecution in 1927 proved a
blessing in disguise, for now those under
instruction showed themselves more docile
and sincere; those already baptized counted

it a privilege to have suffered for the Faith.-

In this most promising and responsive
field of souls, the Sisters continued to
exert a deep and lasting influence for
good.

In August last year the Sisters of Char-
ity took up residence at the Mission in
Chenki, two- days by river travel above
Shenchow. This change of residence was

made necessary on account of repair work

on the church wall adjoining the convent,
and the building of an annex to the con-
vent. This annex was to be the novitiate
for two promising candidates.

Nine . months after their  arrival at
Chenki the Sisters had one hundred in-
fant baptisms to-their eternal credit. The
entire city of Chenki, so thoroughly pagan
and corrupt, holds the Sisters in highest
esteem. Let a Sister go on the street, at
once she is beseeched from all sides to come
in this and that house to attend the sick.
The Christians of the Mission say, “How
did we ever get along without the Sisters,
and what shall we do when they leave for
Shenchow?” So much do they love and
reverence the Sisters.

Word came to Chenki that the new
annex to the convent at Shenchow was
nearing completion, that soon the Sisters
could return to their convent-home. Five
days later, April nineteenth, a telegram
reading, ‘“Convent and annex destroyed
by fire; total loss,” was received by the
Sisters. Imagine, if you can, their sor-
row, their disappointment and their pre-
dicament. '

HARRED wood, broken walls and
smouldering ruins—the remains of
what had been home, sweet home to five
courageous Sisters of Charity. Not here
in modern America, where a refuge would
await these stranded servants of God; but
in the heart of China, in the Province of
Hunan, thousands of miles from the great
city of Shanghai, did this tragedy occur.
Fire, that demon flame that has robbed
every generation of men since the begin-
ning, had mysteriously fastened its fangs
upon the convent of the Sisters during the
dark hours of night. It had roared its
defiance for five hours. It had gutted the
house, devoured its furnishings and de-
stroyed its walls. And now there is but a
heap of jumbled, blackened ruins from the
home whence sallied those holy Sisters
day by day to alleviate the pains and
want of others. How did it all happen?
Who can tell. Let us look upon it as
one of those unfathomable acts of
God for some good end known only to
Himself.
Without a home of their own, in a
strange - Mission, their hopes dashed of
having a novitiate wherein to train the

two candidates for the religious life; years:
of work.and sacrifice, its-earthly part at-
Well do the’

least, gone up in smoke!
Sisters "realize, after eight years on the
mission; just when things were shaping

themselves nicely, that another fresh begin-.
ning must be made. The unexpected had-

happened again! i
Here is the point: THIS BEGINNING
MUST BE MADE AT ONCE. The

convent must be rebuilt, the work of the
Sisters dare not stop, it must go on. The.

future of the Mission demands it. The
good Sisters, God knows, deserve-a con-
vent-home. The cause of the Sisters and

their work in the Mission is at stake. So.

worthy is the cause and so indispensable
the work of the Sisters that I, a priest,
would gladly stand at the street corners
and beg from the depression-afflicted

e
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people of our country for assistance. To
you who have followed the Sisters of
Charity in China in your prayers and
sacrifices, we appeal again in their be-
half. They need $25,000. This sum
would rebuild their convent, novitiate
and orphanage. It would give them a
home.

On August, a cable was received from
China announcing the death of Sister
Devota, one of the Sisters of Charity,

from cholera on July 29. First the con-
vent burns; then one of the Sisters suc-
cumbs to dreaded cholera. . G

Shall we, blessed and favored by God,
stand by and see these sorely-tried Sisters
want for a home; shall we, who have the
faith of Jesus Christ in our hearts, pass by
this worthy cause of charity; shall we, who

admire the virtue of these heroic Sisters,
refuse them an expression of that admira- -

tion, the support of our alms? Forget, if

“companion Sisters;

you will, the sacrifices and untold suffer-
ings of these Sisters during their eight
years in the Orient, but before God
we dare not cast aside the memory of
Sister Devota, the heroic - Sister who
has given her life, a martyr of duty,
to her God-given vocation. - In memory
of this saintly soul, let us do for her
let us pledge them
‘our -mite of support; let us give them a

home at once.

A Plague-Stricken City

b i HILE huge crowds lined Broadway
cheering Amelia Earhart, the latest of
American idols, away across the Pacific,
far in the interior of China, the little town
of Yuanchow also put on a gala appear-
ance and filled its streets with a noisy
throng of marchers and spectators saluting
not one but a dozen or more idols. There
was no flag waving or showering of con-
fetti and ticker tape, but in front of almost
every house burned a little bonfire of
paper money, and all along the line the
onlookers hurled strings of firecrackers
and shook joss sticks at the idols.

And who’s who and what’s what in
Yuanchow? Ask that little lad who, with
his bare feet, is stamping on the exploding
fireworks, and he will inform you that a
cholera epidemic is raging in town and
that the gods are being begged to put an
end toit. “But why, then, are you quench-
ing the firecrackers?” you further ask.
“Because,” he snaps back, as he fills his
pocket with the red booty, “I want them

By Edward McCarthy, C.P.

for the lion and dragon at the end of the
parade.”

If you are interested and can stand the
noise of the popping of thousands of fire-
works, the beating of bass drums, banging
of gongs, clashing of cymbals and the
screams of an excited mob, you will have
some idea of the way Yuanchow treats her
idols during an epidemic.

The marchers meet outside a temple,
and, after a two-hour delay, get started.
Boys dressed in summer clothes (a pair
of trousers) and, carrying lanterns on poles,
lead the way. Just in back of them is the
band. Then come the gentry of the town
in long white gowns, and waving smoking
joss sticks. The police in regulation uni-
form follow, escorting some thirty pagan
priests, who walk in single file chanting
monotonous prayers and sprinkling water
on the ground. More musicians, more
torch-bearers; and now the spectators pre-
pare their firecrackers, for the heroes of
the day are being triumphantly carried on

the shoulders of sweating, panting coolies.
There is a barrage of fireworks for the
heroes—huge idols beyond description—
some with vicious faces, flowing beards
and wielding deadly weapons; others with
big bellies and silly grins; one or two
gentle looking goddesses. And the triple-
faced idol at the end is getting the greatest
ovation, the most firecrackers.

HE paradeisnot yetover. The crowds

are simply getting a fresh supply of
fireworks in preparation for the arrival of
the dragon. Hereit comes, accompanied by
ahundred young men and followed by many
more boys. The dragon is a cloth-bamboo
combination carried on poles by young
men who sway back and forth and swing
the poles up and down and from side to
side as though the dragon were squirming
in the air. As firecrackers are hurled, the
men carrying the dragon jump, dance, jig,
to avoid being burned. The dragon stops
at every temple and calls on every family

gHARRED WOOD, BROKEN WALLS AND SMOLDERING RUINS. TO THIS WRECK OF THEIR FORMER HOME AT SHENCHOW SISTER LORETTA AND
TISTER M. THERESE RETURNED FROM CHENKI SHORTLY AFTER THE FIRE TO TAKE CARE OF THE GIRLS AND AGED WOMEN WHO HAD MOVED
A TEMPORARY SHELTER. FATHERS QUENTIN AND LEQ JOSEPH, C.P., ACCOMPANIED THEM ON INSPECTION OF THE BLACKENED RUINS
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PAGAN CEREMONIES TO CHASE THE CHOLERA DEVIL. WHEN THIS GREATLY FEARED DISEASE
IS RAGING, THE INHABITANTS, WHILE OFTEN NEGLECTING SANITARY MEASURES, CALL IN
PAGAN- PRIESTS TO EXERCISE THEIR SUPPOSEDLY OCCULT POWERS OVER THE DEMON OF
DISEASE. THIS PICTURE WAS TAKEN IN ONE OF THE CITIES IN THE PASSIONIST MISSION

- FIELD IN HUNAN

that promises money and extra fireworks.

The human lion is being given even a
greater reception than the old dragon. - A
young lad, with a mask covering his face,
waves a wand to direct the wild beast.
Two youths concealed in a lion’s-head
mask with a skin thrown on their backs,
and a tail suspended at the end, form the
human lion. The lion rolls on its back,
climbs over benches, up on tables, crosses
its legs, dances and snaps at the roaring
natives, who applaud with another volley
of fireworks.

UT in spite of the triumphant ride of

the idols, the performing dragon-and
dancing lion, the epidemic continued.
Drug shops did a thriving business; coffin
makers worked overtime and it became
the proper thing to carry a moth ball to
inhale when walking down the street or
visiting the sick. People abstained from
drinking water that was not first boiled,
and from uncooked food of any kind.
= Placards were hung throughout the city
ordering the streets and homes to be thor-
oughly cleaned. At first these orders were
not taken seriously, but when the Chief of
Police, the Magistrate and Head of the
Military began to make a personal in-
spection with a company of soldiers who

gave fifty blows to every offender, brooms
and mops were soon in action.

. The price of vegetables went up because
the farmers, who were beaten by the
soldiers for dirtying the streets with their
produce, refused to bring their vegetables
to town. Those who did bring in their
produce charged for the chances they were
taking of violating some unknown health
regulation. - An all-day fast was declared
for thé whole town. Anyone found guilty
of eating meat, fish or eggs during this period
was punished by a fine and beaten. - But
it is said that those who could afford it
had their chicken and eggs, as usual.
Many of the local people left Yuanchow
for the country and neighboring towns, not
realizing that in a very short time the
epidemic would spread to these sections also.
" Full days these were for our priests and
Sisters.” Two Sisters of St.” Joseph were
kept busy all day in the dispensary. For
the priests it was one round of sick calls,
wakes, and funerals. Not only cholera
victims were dying but those who had been
lingering with tuberculosis and other dis-
eases passed away at this time. Thanks
be to God, none of our Catholics died
without the last Sacraments. Several
pagans received the grace of Baptism
before their death.

I lost my first cholera case. Awakened
from sleep at three in the morning by the
distressing cries of a cholera victim, I
rushed to his assistance and managed to
bring him some relief. The man was
grateful and told me that he felt better
and that I should go to bed. I told him
that he was not entirely out of danger,
that I would remain with him. This gave
me the opportunity of speaking to him
about our religion and the advantage of
Baptism. He was interested and expressed
his desire of receiving the Sacrament. At
dawn he became very ill, I baptized him,
gave him more medicine and sent for the
Sister Infirmarian to give him an injection.

E seemed to pick up again and was
doing nicely when some friends of his
appeared on the scene with a Chinese cure-
all. In order to let blood, they pierced
his entire body with a piece of broken
crockery, an old rice bowl. They slapped
and shook him and pulled taut hemp over
his knotted muscles. But soon his body
was cold and black. Before he became un-
conscious he requested that his relatives
have no pagan superstitions at his funeral.
He was now a Catholic and wanted only
Catholic services.

Qur bricklayer was the next to go.
After a strenuous day’s work under a
scorching sun, he gulped down two or
three quarts of well water. Result? Ina
half hour he was a corpse. A soldier boy
and a baby were carried to the dispensary.
They received treatment and Baptism
and almost immediately passed away.
The death of Peter Lee, a paralytic of
many years, was expected. This was the
third time he had received Extreme Unc-
tion. He had received Holy Viaticum in
the morning and just as the Christians
began to chant their evening prayers he
slipped into eternity.

At this time another sufferer, Anna Liu,
went home to God. 1 have met many
saintly souls in America and China but
good old Anna Liu was one rung ahead of
them when it was a question of climbing
the spiritual ladder by patient suffering.
Her swollen limbs made it impossible for
her to hobble around on her tiny feet, and
a large tumor of the stomach gave her no
rest when she lay down.

Thus she suffered without the slightest
complaint for two years. When the pain
became almost unbearable, she would
throw her head back, bite her lips and
then smile faintly if a visitor were present.
Asked if she suffered a great deal, she an-
swered, “Yes, but nothing compared to
what Jesus suffered on the Cross for us.”
“Do you want to die, Anna?” the priest
asked. Again her answer was “Yes, if it
be God’s will. I'm ashamed to ask Him
to take me home. You ask Him to take
me home when I have completed my Purga-
tory on this earth.”

She liked to have the Catholic orphan
boys come with the priest to visit her.
The boys would bow their way into the

p
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room, chant a few prayers, inquire about
her health and have a pleasant chat. The
little lads enjoyed it because she seemed
to have an inexhaustible supply of tea,
cakes and melon seeds on hand for them.
In return they made her forget for a mo-

ment her pains as she was easily amused
with their pleasantrles

“The priest’s bodyguard,” she liked to
call them. They would blush and, in true
Chinese fashion, would answer that they
were not worthy. One day, as the boys
and myself were making our way down the
street on the way to Anna’s home, the
youngest orphan dashed back to the
Mission. In a few minutes he had caught
up with the crowd again and began flash-
ing a toy gun that some one had given
him. “What’s the idea of the deadly
weapon?”’ I asked. He answered by ask-
ing me a question: “Did you ever see a
bodyguard without a gun?” How good
old Anna chuckled when the other boys
related this incident.

Anna’s greatest consolation was to re-
ceive Holy Communion, which was brought
to her almost every day for a few months
before her death. “When I was a pagan,”

she would say, “I went to the temple'and” ~

adored the false gods and when I became”
sick they never came to me. Now that I
am a Catholic and can not walk to Church
to adore the true God, He himself comes to
me in Holy Communion.” For a whole
month, the “Bread of Angels” was the
only food to pass her lips. She lived on
water and tea only.

When the end was near, she called the
priest and asked him to give her the
crucifix that her spiritual F ather had § glven
her at-hér Baptism ten years before. The
crucifix was hanging from a cord around
her neck. The-grand-daughter said that
Anna had carried it with her from the
day of her Baptism. The priest pressed the
crucifix to her lips and she affectionately
kissed it, became unconscious, lingered on
for awhile and breathed her last.

O sooner had I returned from Anna’s
funeral than an incident occurred to
convince me that she was already in Heaven
praying for the Yuanchow Catholics and
pagans, as she so often told me she would.
Two men were talking about the only sub-
ject any of the local folks were interested
in, the epidemic. One of them was saying
that he had just passed a home where a
woman, visiting a man who was dying of
cholera, also contracted the same disease.
Now both of them were dying in the same
house.

A bit interested, “Where are they,” I
asked. And to my surprise I learned
more than I expected. The man was a
Catholic who had not been to Church for
four years, a stray sheep who had fallen
upon evil days. Never before did I
stretch my legs so fast or pray more
fervently that he might live until I could
bring him back to the true fold.

There was a crowd outside the house

listening to the chair-carriers arguing for
more money to carry the sick woman to
her home. ‘I passed”up the woman in
order to get to the black sheep. He was
indeed a black sheep; even his body was
already black, his muscles were knotted,
his eyes -closed, lips speechless: and. he
had the chill of death. I wondered if he
were dead. When I spoke he showed no

sign of hearing me. I told him that I was
a priest and wanted to help-him save his

soul, that it was not too late. - I asked him

if he didn’t- want-me to prepare him for .

death. To my surprise, his head moved
approval: . I .asked more questlons and
each time he made his answer known by a
nod of the head. I gave him the last

Sacraments and he gently moved his head -

to indicate that he -accepted death as a
penance for his past offenses.

There was a prayer in my heart to the
Providence that had directed me to this
needy soul. Nor did I feel presumptuous
in sharing a little of the joy of the Good
Shepherd who left the mnety -and-nine to

A BALCONY OF GODS IN A CHINESE TEMPLE.

find the sheep that was lost. Then I went
to see'what could be done for the worhan,
who was also in a serious condition. Just
then Sister Magdalene of the Sisters of
St. Joseph made her appearance, gave the
sick wonman medicine, followed the chair
to the woman’s home and took care of her.
The next day she was bapt1zed a.nd died a

'very happy death.

HE following day, the Sisters of St.
Joseph were saddened by the loss.of
Agnes Li, a young lady of twenty-one, who
hoped to enter their community. At eleven
o’clock .at night Father .Anthony, her

~spiritual director, was called’ to hear her

confession-and administer:Extreme Unc-

“tion. She was calm and perfectly at peace.

There seemed no immediate danger

*Father Anthony promised to return in the

morning at five with Holy Viaticum. ~In
the meantime the girl’s mother was sent
for. She carried on in pagan fashion,
screaming and pulling her hair. The
daughter gently and respectfully told her

SCHOLARS, STATESMEN AND WARRIORS IN

GREAT NUMBERS HAVE ASCENDED INTO THE RANKS OF THOSE IMMORTALS WHO ARE RE-
MEMBERED AND VENERATED BY THE PEOPLE. GILT AND BRIGHT COLORS STILL ADORN THESE
FIGURES IN SOME OF THE BETTER-KEPT TEMPLES; BUT MORE OFTEN DUST LIES ON THE
FADED IMAGES THAT WERE ERECTED BY A MORE INTERESTED AND PROSPEROUS COMMUNITY
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mother not to be excited, simply to pray
for her as she would soon be hefore the
judgment seat of God.

“What kind of clothes do you wish to
be buried in?”’ asked the mother. She an-
swered, “It doesn’t make any difference
what kind of clothes I wear. I am think-
ing only of my soul.” The Sisters tenderly
ministered to her wants and gave her every
comfort possible. She dozed for awhile
and awoke at three-thirty asking for Holy
Viaticum. “Father, will bring it to you
at five o’clock,” the Sister told her. “But
T am not going to live that long,” said
Agnes.” Father Anthony, on hearing this,

gave her Holy Viaticum at once, then went
to the Church and offered the Holy
Sacrifice for her. Immediately after Mass
he returned to her bedside to recite the
prayers for the dying. Just as he was
finishing she breathed her last, so gently
that all wondered if she were dead. Death
for her had indeed been the echo of life.
The Sisters had given her a thorough re-
ligious training; she had lived a beautiful
life and had an edifying death.

We seem so hopeless in battling this
dread disease; the odds are all against us.
It strikes where it will—a coolie whose
name we do not know, a member of the

flock who has wandered, a promising
candidate for the sisterhood. And here,
where sanitation is almost unknown,
medicine lacking and our personnel so
small, it seems the epidemic will simply
have to run its course.

But now, as in every other time of dis-
tress, whether of famine or plague or war,
a harvest is gathered in for Heaven.
Wearied almost to exhaustion, heart-sick
at the misery that is ever before us, we
have courage and strength to work on
from the knowledge that so many have
come into the shadow of death to find there
a sure hope of life eternal.

As the Chinese

N the north of China the natives
sleep on brick stoves -or ovens
known as k’angs.

The abacus is still used by many
Chinese merchants to calculate the amount
of purchases.

Under the Empire men were divided
into the following classes in order of

importance: the scholar, the farmer, the

artisan, and the merchant. The scholar
still occupies the first place.

The temple bells of China are not
equipped with clappers or tongues, but
are struck with pieces of wood or beams.

In Peking the temperature varies be-
tween 120 degrees above and 20 degrees
below zero.

The game of chess is said to have been
invented by the Emperor Wu Wang in
1120 B.C.

When an eclipse occurs, the Chinese
have an old custom of beating gongs
and drums to keep a certain monster
dog from swallowing the sun or moon.

A Chinese shakes his own hand and
not yours when he greets you.

The Chinese regard the carving of
meat at table as a barbarous practice.
Everything must be adapted to the
manipulation of the customary chop-
sticks.

Fans are used by both sexes in China.

Pagodas are three, five, seven, nine,
eleven, or thirteen stories high—always
in odd numbers. Most of them consist
of seven or nine stories.

In the North one is allowed to marry
one’s first cousin on the maternal side,
but never on the paternal side.

The Peking merchant frequently asks
several times more than he expects to
receive for an article. Bargaining is his
delight and the customer’s annoyance.

If a Chinese baby is born on New Year’s
Eve, it will be two years old on New Year’s
Day.

The color worn by the Chinese mourner
is white.

The commonest names in China are
Chang, Li, and Wang. The surname is
written first. A month after birth a child
gets a “milk name’’; on going to school,
a “book name.”

Tt has been estimated that there are in
Peking alone over 40,000 jinrickshas,
popularly known as rickshas. Foreigners
outside the Legation Quarter may hire
them for five cents an hour.

The three great social ties in China
are those of superior and inferior, father
and son, husband and wife.

The Chinese have no weekly day of rest.
They have, however, many festival days.
The New Year celebration lasts at least
several days.

Do It

The four creatures which the Chinese
endowed with supernatural qualities and
which appear everywhere in their symbolis-
tic art are the dragon, the phcenix, the
unicorn, and the tortoise. The dragon is
an emblem of power, the phoenix, of
beauty, the unicorn, of goodness, and the
tortoise, of immortality.

Confucianism is a man’s religion. Wo-
men turn instinctively to Buddhism.

The oldest daily paper in the world was
“The Peking Gazette,” established in
the eighth century but discontinued with
the passing of the Empire.

When a Chinese entertains his friends at
dinner in his home, his wife and daughters
are most frequently absent.

A Chinese man may divorce his wife, but
the wife should not seek a divorce from
her husband.

The planets Mercury, Venus, Mars,
Jupiter, and Saturn are named respec-
tively, water star, gold star, fire star,
wood star, and earth star, after the five
Chinese elements of ancient times.

The Chinese expression for suicide by
poison is: “He swallowed gold.” It was
formerly believed that the victim actually
swallowed gold or gold leaf.

The Great Wall of China extends from
Shanhaikuan on the coast to the borders
of Turkestan, a distance of about 1,500
miles.

At the time of the Ch’ing Ming festival,
corresponding to our Easter, the Chinese
repair the graves of their ancestors.

.

Gemma’s League of Prayer

EMMA’S LEAGUE is an associa-

tion of those who carry on a sys-
tematic campaign of intercessory and
united prayer.

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

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

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

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

generous in their -regular money con-
tributions to the missions, nevertheless
members of the League are never asked for
financial aid. There are not even any
dues required of members, though a small
offering to pay the expense of printing the
monthly leaflet is expected.

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

GEMMA GALGANI

The Patron: Gemma Galgani, the
White Passion Flower of Lucca, Italy,
is the patron of the League. Born in

SPIRITUAL TREASURY FOR THE
MONTH OF SEPTEMBER

Masses Said o oooeeeeceneoooe 4 1878, she died in 1gog. Her life was char-
Holy Communions. . ... .....ooeeuenn 14402 acterized by a singular devotion to the
glsilrﬁxfgl%b Issgggg;lst ----------------- 3b214  Sacred Passion of Our Blessed Lord.
gpirituel Communions.---++ o g% Denied the privilege of entering the Re-
Sacrifices, Sufferings. ... 33,485 ligious Life, she sanctified herself in the
Stations of the Cross....------- - 9975 world, in the midst of ordinary household
Beads of the Five Wounds. .. . ........ 7,531 duties, and by her prayers and sufferings
gﬁf{smtis (gfu?&fylo"d ---------------- Izi’iiz did much for the salvation of souls. Her
Rossrico S .S 27026 “cause” has been introduced and we hope
Beads of the Seven Dolors............. 6,350 soon to call her Blessed Gemma.
Ilijaculatfo?g lslrayﬁrs coog- gl 1,227,003

ours of Study, Reading. ............. 17,170
Hours of Labor....... B 42,209 Headquarters: All requests for leaf-
Acts of Kindness, Charity.............. 21,350 1 q
Aets of Zeal . 80,642 ets, and all correspondence relating to
Prayers, Devotions. . ... ... ; 360,616 Gemma’s League should be addressed to
Hours of Silence 23,010 g

...................... : o 3

Voriows Works .11 o 8a the Reverend Dlrectgr, Ggmma s League,
Holy Hours. ........... BT 1o care of TrE S1gv, Union City, New Jersey.
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“Restrain Not Grace From The Dead.”

(Eci. 7, 39.) & o ok kK

l( INDLY remember in
your prayers and good  MRS.

MARGARET WALDRON

works the following recent-  \Rs,
ly deceased relatives and
friends of our subscribers: ROSE

BISHOP G. J. FINNIGAN
REv.BRENDAN CUNNEEN C P.
Rev. PETER J. GEMUENGT
MOTHER MARY MICHAEL
SISTER MARY ALMA

SR. M. OF ST. FELICITA
MARY McCADAM

SARAI KINGSLEY JoRE
PATRICK McBENNETT e

DELIA A. FITZGERALD
ROSINA PROMBERGER

MARY LOGLER

MARY KLICKHAMER
FRED J. HARDICK
JOHANNA B. HARDICK
WILLIAM TORPY
AGNES SCHLEICHER
ANNA F. CHIUSANO
MRS. E. MANNING
MARGARETHA MEYERS
EDWARD McSORLEY JOHN W. BROTHERS
PATRICK J. DUFFY MARGARET POULLIOTT
JAMES QUINLAN MRS. A, DUNNE}
PATRICK O'ROURKE
CHARLES A. TRAPPLER
MRS. ELLEN AMBROSE MRS. LOESCH
SARAH HARRISON JAMES LEE
LOUISE CREAMER
DANIEL P. KAVANAGH

MARY THOMPSON
SARAH BYRNE

LYDIA CAGNEY

BELLE O’CONNOR

LIZZIE SHEEHY

JAMES MALLON
ELIZABETH J. CALLAHAN
MICHAEL O’LEARY
EDWARD G. CAMPBELL

WILLARD ‘WALSH
MICHA%L WHISSEL

J. F. MORSCH

7 . DALY JOHN CANNEY ROBERT BURNS
o o CORNELIUS . DUGAN ANNA RAUH CHARLES D. JONES
s JOHANNA SPECHT AGNES C, BRADY

JULIA DEVLIN
AGNES POOLE

q oD
EDWARD G. McMANTUS
WILLIAM DEVEREAUX
MARY E. FLYNN
ANNA SMITH
DELLA C. WHITE
MRS. THOS. E. KILRAY
ANN McCABE
JULIA FLEMING . MRS.

DOMINICK F, DUFFY MRS. C. NEAGLE
MARY STACK
JAMES MALLON
GEORGE D. FOX
ELIZABETH MULLER
P. A. O'BRIEN

R. I. SMITH g
ALICE I. RANDALL
MARY STAFFORD

%&%‘é EB%&ISW 7’ 7 AY their sowls and the
MURDOCK McKIMMON souls of all the faith-
T ATV ful departed through the

JANE J. SULLIVAN .
EMILIE C. MAFFITT mercy of God rest in peace.
JANE E. STANFORD Amen

P. HARDIMAN MRS. FOLEY
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rWho Will Die Tonight?—

- THOUSANDS! Who they shall be, no one knows.
I, myself, may be among them. From my heart I pray God that when the summons comes, no
Il matter when or where, I may be ready to give an account of my stewardship. Before Idiel
must settle my affairs. The things that concern my soul are of chief importance and must come
first. I have today in which to get ready. Tomorrow may be too late.

Besides my spiritual affairs I must look after my worldly affairs. Have I made my will? What do
I wish to become of my property? Even though I have very little to leave, I should give some of it
to God’s service.

LEGAL FORM FOR DRAWING UP YOUR WILL

I hereby give and bequeath to PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INCORPORATED, a Society existing
under the laws of the State of New Jersey, the sum e oot B SR s

[0 0000000000000000¢ ) for the purpose of the Society as specified in the Act of Incorporation. And I
hereby direct my executor 1o pay said sum to the Treasurer of PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INCOR-
PORATED, taking his receipt therefor within.................... months
after my demise.
In witness whereof 1 have hereunto set my hand this............... day of
................ , 19
Signed. ... ... ... N /Y 2 U
Witness. .. ... .. ; Py W itnesss v cwidsie 8e v v e v v v e

PaiﬂleSS GlVlﬂg o & o

) ) GOOD THING to have in the house is a Mite Box or a Dime Bank.

They are convenient receptacles for your loose change. What you put

into them you will probably not miss. This is a sort of painless giving.
If you do miss it, so much the better for the cause for which you make the
sacrifice. Self-sacrifice money has a double value; it has a certain buying power
and it surely carries a blessing. Which do you want—the Box or the Bank?
You may have both, if you wish.

Address: PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INC., TrE Sicn, Union City, N. J.

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

Please write or print Name and Address very plain.

=

—

FOR CHRIST’S CAUSE:
3 SUGGESTIONS

Readers of THE SIGN, particularly of our mission department,

cannot but be aware of the many and pressing needs of our

missionary Fathers and Sisters in China. Their personal wants
are few and simple. Were they seeking their own ease and comfort
they would not abandon the luxuries of America for the hardships of
China. They require a great deal of money for the building and
maintenance of chapels, schools, orphanages, dispensaries, homes
for the aged and crippled. They are dependent for this money upon
the generosity of their American friends and benefactors. They do
not look for large donations, but are counting on the consistent giving
of small amounts. Please remember that they are grateful for pennies
as well as dollars.

MISSION
NEEDS

Not only do we need money for our missionaries already in the

field; we also need funds for the education and support of young

men studying for the holy priesthood. God is blessing our

Order with an abundance of splendid vocations. Some of these aspir-

STUDENT ants pay full tuition, others pay part, but others are too poor to pay

/ anything. No worthy aspirant, however, will be rejected simply be-

BURSES cause of his poverty. About $300 per year is required for the support

of a student. To provide means for poor students we are appealing

for student burses. A burse is $5,000, the interest on which will sup-

port and educate a poor student in perpetuity. Can a better cause than

that of bringing worthy young men into the priesthood of Christ

appeal to the sympathy and generosity of a convinced Catholic? If

you cannot give an entire burse, your contribution, however small,
will aid in the starting or completing of a burse.

It has been well said that it is 2 poor Will which does not name

Our Lord Jesus Christ among its beneficiaries. No Catholic

should ever forget that whatever he has he owes to God
Almighty. To give His Cause some of it is doing Him no compliment
whatever. He owns us and everything we have. May we suggest this
special provision to be embodied in your last Will:

YOUR
LAST WILL

I hereby give and bequeath to Passionist Missions, Inc., a corporation
organized and existing under the laws of the State of New Jersey, the sum of
.............................. {$ } Dollars, and I further
direct that any and all taxes that may be levied upon this bequest be fully
paid out of the vesidue of my estate.

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

YOUR COOPERATION SOLICITED!
Address: PASSIONIST MISSIONS, INC., UNION CITY, N. J.



