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native to him from his descent. On the
contrary, he preached and insisted upon
a whole group of ideas which were
peculiar to the Catholic Church and dis-
tinguished it from the paganism which
it had.conquered in the Greek and
Roman civilization. Thus the very
foundation of his teaching was. that
prime Catholic doctrine, the unity and
omnipotence of God. The attributes of
God he also took over in the main from
Catholic doctrine: the all-goodness, the
timelessness, the providence of God,
His creative power as the origin of all
things, and His sustenance of all things
by His power alone.
spirits and angels and of evil spirits'in
rebellion against God was part of the
teaching, with a chief evil spirit, such
as Christendom also . recognized. Mo-
hammed. preached with--insistence that
prime Catholic doctrine, on the human
side—the immortality of the soul and its
responsibility for actions in this life,
coupled with the consequent doctrine of
punishment and reward after death.

F anyone sets down those points that

orthodox Catholicism has in common
with Mohammedanism, and those points
only, one might imagine if one went no
further that there should have been no
cause of quarrel Mohammed would al-
most seem in this aspect to be a sort of
missionary, preaching and spreading by
the energy of his character the chief
and fundamental doctrines of the
_Catholic Church among those who had
hitherto been degraded pagans of the
Desert. He gave to Our Lord the high-
est reverence, and to our Lady also, for
that matter. On the day of judgment
(another Catholic idea which he taught)
it was Our Lord, according to Mo-
hammed, who would be the judge of
mankind, not he, Mohammed. The
Mother of Christ, Qur Lady, “the Lady
Miriam” was ever for him the first of
humankind. 'His followers even had
some vague hint of her Tmmaculate
Conception.

But the central point where this new
heresy struck home with a mortal blow
against Catholic tradition was a full
denial of the Incarnation. Mohammed
did not take the first steps toward that
_denial, as the Arians and their follow-
ers had done; he advanced a clear
affirmation, full and complete, against
the whole doctrine of an incarnate God.
He taught that Our Lord was the
greatest of all the prophets, but still
only a prophet: a man like other men,
He eliminated the Trinity altogether.

With that denial of the Incarnation
went the whole sacramental structure.
He refused to know anything of the
Eucharist, with its Real Presence; he
stopped the sacrifice of Mass, and
therefore the institution of a special
priesthood. In other words, he, like so

The world of good.

many other lesser heresiarchs, founded
his heresy on simplification.

Catholic  doctrine was true (he
seemed to say), but it had become en-
cumbered with false accretions; it had
become complicated by needless man-
made additions, including the idea that
its founder was Divine, and the growth
of a parasitical caste of priests who
battered on a late, imagined, system of
Sacraments which they alone could ad-
minister. All those corrupt accretions
must be swept away.

There is thus a very great deal in
common between the enthusiasm with
which - Mohammed’s teaching attacked

the priesthood, the Mass and the sacra-.

ments, and the enthusiasm with which
Calvinism, the central motive force of
the Reformation, did the same. As we
all know, the new teaching relaxed the
marriage laws—but in practice they did
‘not affect the mass of his followers who
still remained monogamous. - It made
divorce as easy as possible, for the

Hate

By Iona Myers

LOOD-BROTHER to Iscariot.
And twinned with scarlet Cain;
Offspring of jealousy and greed
He rules a wide domain.

Where men have walked the dark
foot-prints
Reveal where Hate has trod;—
Bright Love alone may burst.the bars
And lead him up to God.

sacramental idea of marriage disap-
peared. It insisted upon the equality
of men, and it necessarily had that fur-
ther factor in which it resembled Cal-
vinism—the sense of predestination, the
sense of fate; of what the followers of
John Knox were always calling “the
immutable decrees of God.”
Mohammed’s teaching mnever de-
veloped among the mass of his follow-
ers, or in his own mind, a detailed
theology. He was content to accept all
that appealed to him in the Catholic
scheme and to reject all that seemed to
him, and to so many others of his time,
too complicated or mysterious to be
true. Simplicity was the note of the
whole affair; and since all heresies
draw their strength from some true
doctrine, Mohammedanism drew its
strength from the true Catholic doc-
trines which it retained: the equality of
men before God—“All true believers
are brothers” — and the paramount

claims of Justice, social and economic.

Now why did this new, simple,

energetic heresy have its sudden over-
whelming success? One answer to that,
of course, is that it won battles. "It won
them at once, and thoroughly, as we
shall see when we come to the history
of the thing. But winning battles
would not have made Islam permanent
or even strong had there not been a
state of affairs awaiting some such mes-
sage and ready to accept it.

"Both in the world of Hither Asia and
the Greco-Roman world of the Mediter-
ranean, but especially in the latter,
society had fallen, much as our society
has today, inte a tangle wherein the
bulk of men were disappointed and
angry and seeking for a solution to the
whole group of social strains. There
was indebtedness everywhere; the power
of money and usury.. There was slavery
everywhere, Society reposed upon it,
as ours reposes upon wage . slavery
today. There was weariness and dis-
content with theological debate, which,
for all its intensity, had grown out of
touch with the masses. There lay upon
the freemen, already tortured with debt,
a heavy burden of imperial taxation;
and there was the irritant of existing
central government interfering with
men’s lives; there was the tyranny of
the lawyers and their charges.

O all this Islam came as a vast re-
v lief and a solution of strain. The
slave who admitted that Mohammed was
the prophet of God and that the new
teaching had, therefore, divine authority,
ceased to be a slave. The slave who
adopted Islam was henceforward free.
The debtor who “accepted” was rid of
his debts. Usury was forbidden. The
small farmer was relieved not only of
his debts but of his crushing taxation.
Above all, justice could be had with-
out buying it from lawyers.

It was the combination of all these
things, the attractive simplicity .of the
doctrine, the sweeping away of clerical
and imperial discipline, the huge im-
mediate practical advantage of {ree-
dom for the slave and riddance of
anxiety for the debtor, the crowning ad-
vantage of free justice under few and
simple new laws easily understood—that
formed the driving force behind the as-
tonishing Mohammedan social victory.
The marvel seems to be, not so much
that the new emancipation swept over
men much as we might imagine Com-
munism to sweep over our industrial
world today, but that there should still
have remained, as there remained for
generations, a prolonged and stubborn
resistance to Mohammedanism.

There you have, I think, the nature
of Islam and of its first original blaze
of victory. We shall turn next to the
history of its rise and progress and to
the successive steps of its foundation
and advance.

Terror Over Yungshun

By Bonaventure Griffiths, C.P.

THE last entry recorded in the Yung-
shun Mission diary reads: “Tuesday,
November 6, 1934, 4.M. City seemingly
tranquil after a hideous night during
which the populace ran berserk with ter-
ror. Nasty apprehension still felt and
terrific tension reigns. Reds reported
still marching on the city. City is utter-
ly defenceless with less than a hundred
soldiers in town ; there is no hope of help
arriving. Missionaries stood by all night
ready to flee at a moment’s notice. Both
said Mass before dawn in case the Reds
attacked with the coming of day. P.M.—
Situation the same. It is impossible to
hire coolies of any description. They are
looking to the safety of their own skins.
If the worst comes, all must be aban-
doned. Many people have fled the city
during the day. Everything points to
another panic-filled night.”

No more entries were to follow. The
Reds captured Yungshun that very night,
and the diary along with everything else
fell into their hands.

Flipping back the pages of that diary,
before that eventful night one could find
many entries like the above, spread over
a period of three years. They told the
same tale, How often, indeed, had the
blood of the populace run cold with the
impending threat of destruction; yet, just
as often did the crimson thunderbolt leash
its power and tauntingly leave the city
to the fears of its own helplessness. As
a cat plays with a mouse, so did the Red
forces play with the city of Yungshun.
Repeated threats and sallies to the very

walls of the town slowly weakened the
morale of the people and dissipated what-
ever spirit of resistance lay within the
hearts of the defenders. The coup de
grice would inevitably come. And it fell,
mercilessly and swiftly, on the night of

November 6.

Some years ago, 1927 to be exact, a
wave of Communism swept over China.
Hardly a city or town escaped the deadly
infection. Russia, the instigator of the
movement, then began to use the oppor-
tunity thus presented for the furtherance
of her own aims. She was not subtle
enough, though, and wily China saw’
through the subterfuge. Communism
went to the block, A number of military
commanders remained Communistic in
spirit and in deed. These were outlawed.
Then began the slow process of exter-
mination which has continued to the
present day, the success of which remains
a mooted question.

Perhaps the most notorious of these
outlaw leaders is Ho Lung. Modern
China has yet to produce his peer either
in courage or in military strategy. He
has roamed central and southern China
at will, a picked force at his heels, a price
on his head. The very terror of his name
has opened the way for him; his wale, a
scene of desolation and distress. Time
and again, crack government troops have
surrounded him, but to no avail. With
uncanny directness he could pick out the
weak spot in the encircling force and
break through unscathed. Three years
ago, he returned to his native haunts in

northwestern Hunan, and there he has
remained.

Yungshun lies deep in the mountains
of northwestern Hunan, not far from the
converging borders of Hupeh, Szechuan,
and Kweichow Provinces. Bearing the
picturesque name of “City of Eternal
Felicity,” it had for centuries enjoyed un-
trammeled tranquillity. “Far from the
madding world’s ignoble strife,” it pur-
sued the even tenor of its way unmmdful
of aught that lay beyond its friendly bar-
rier of mountains, The people were con-
tent to live and let live.

ITH the return of Ho Lung to his

native hills (it was the return in
the habiliments of a feared Red chieftain
to the hills he had trod as a shepherd in
his youth) Yungshun had reason to be
shaken out of its age-old tranquillity. The
home-coming of this former sheep herder
would resound with shot and shell, and of
rejoicing there would be no trace. This
mountain metropolis would be the first
to re-echo the tread of conquering feet,
and feel the weight of the mailed fist
wielded in ruthless fashion. Such came
to pass, but not until the spirit of the
people had been crushed and the valor
of the natives dimmed to the last ember.
When Yungshun fell, not a shot was
fired, not a blow was dealt.

For three years, Ho Lung scourged
the district to the north, the east, and the
west of Yungshun. Towns and villages
were laid waste, innocent people put to
the sword, the wealthy held for ransom,
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FR. TIMOTHY WAS GRIM AS HE LOOKED OUT
OF THE YUNGSHUN MISSION WINDOW
AT THE APPROACHING STORM.

crops carried off to the mountain strong-
holds of the invaders, and a reign of
terror, fearful to behold, held undisputed
sway. Panic followed panic. Behind
locked gates, the terrified people ran
hither and thither, crying piteously the
while they waited for the Reds to begin
storming the walls. Often the invading
force would le for days within striking
distance, a tactic well guaranteed to keep
the tension within the city highly keyed.
Only one who has lived through such in-
terminable days and nights in fearful ap-
prehension knows the wearing strain of
such a silent method of warfare. And
thus did Ho Lung wear down the city
until it was ripe for his entry.

At times, troops were sent into the dis-
trict with the intention of driving out
the invaders. The results were appalling.
Whole regiments were wiped out. Few,
if any, of the commanders dared to cross
swords with Ho Lung a second time. He
proved to be a matchless foe. On two
occasions, he camped within shooting
distance of Yungshun with the full
knowledge that within the walls were
several thousand armed troops. With
the morning light, he broke camp and
disappeared into the hills, his men with
him, Not until he was out of sight did
the soldiers behind the walls breathe
easily. Then, with great display of armed
might they left the city, hot in pursuit
of the Red forces. They never returned.
It was later learned that, once out of sight
of the city, the troops turned off in an-
other direction and quitted the region.

T goes without saying, of course, that
the missionaries shared with the
people of Yungshun the apprehension due
to these periodic visits of Ho Lung. Many
a dark night they paced the small Mission
compound, the city in panic on all sides,
wondering what the next hour would
bring. Two mules in waiting already.
saddled, the sacred vessels and valuable
records buried in secret hiding places, a
few belongings bundled together in case
immediate flight should become impera-
tive—with each dawn came a new day
of watchful apprehension, a full day bat-
tling with alarming rumors. . One mis-
sionary would catch a few hours’ sleep

while the other watched, ready for any
emergency. A wild rumor would have
the Reds at the gates. Another would
have them surrounding the city. A con-
stant dilemma was the result, which
added to the terrific nervous strain al-
ready intolerable. Should we abandon
the Mission with the Reds so close? If
they took the city, well and good. But,
supposing this- was merely another
threat ? Then the Mission would be looted
before we could return! On the other
hand, if we stayed to see, the Reds might
actually take the city and escape would
be impossible. Such was our daily exis-
tence for weeks at a time.

On occasion, Reds dressed in plain
clothes would enter the city at night and
leave posters behind. These propaganda
sheets informed the people that when the
city was in the hands of the Reds, a com-
ing eventuality, the common folk would
have nothing to fear. The Reds were the
people’s benefactors. They would clear
the country of the people’s oppressors—
the rich who were robbing the people,
the officials who- were tyrannizing the
people, and the Catholic missionaries
who were deceiving the people. Any of
these three classes could expect no mercy.
Nor were these mere threats. The son
of a rich merchant living next to the Mis-
sion fell into the hands of the Reds. His
bedy was returned in a horribly muti-
lated condition. Such stimulating infor-
mation did not make life more enjoyable
for us.

O the days dragged on until the Fall
of 1934. That was the time when
China, the whole world for that matter,
was to witness the great Communist mi-
gration from the south of Kiangsi Prov-
ince to the far reaches of Szechuan, an
interrupted march of more than one hun-
dred thousands Reds through the com-
bined forces of troops from four prov-
inces; an achievement that is destined to
go down in history as one of the great
military accomplishments of all time.
Chiang Kai Shek, with the help of mili-
tary strategists of other powers, had put
his great plan of extermination into
force after months of preparation.

The Chinese Soviet Republic had func-
tioned in southern Kiangsi for several
years, secure and well fortified. Chiang
threw a strong encircling force around it,
and with the help of a stringent boycott
which prevented any supplies getting
through to the Red camps, began the
“great squeeze.” No sooner had maneu-
vers begun than the Reds, under the
leadership of Chu Teh, Mao Tse Tung
and Hsiao K’eh, broke through the line
of government troops on the Hunan
border and began the .great trek west-
wards. The huge army moved across the
southern part of Hunan with but little
opposition. At the Kweichow border,
the army separated. Chu and Mao, with
seventy or eighty thousand men, moved

on towards Szechuan in a diagonal line
through Kweichow ; Hsiao K’eh with the
remaining number marched up the Hu-
nan border with the purpose of joining
forces with Ho Lung. This meeting was
effected on November 4, some three days’
march west of Yungshun. The combined
forces without more ado began the inva-
sion of northwestern Hunan. Yungshun
was the first to fall.

HE missionaries of Yungshun,

L along with everyone else in China,
had been following with great interest the
movements of migrating Communists.
Despite future eventualities that were
sure to follow, it was a stirring thing to
watch. Moreover, we were personally
interested. It was to be hoped that Ho
Lung would likewise move off to join his
fellow Reds in Szechuan, a rich hunting
ground to be sure. But the Reds had
other plans, as we were soon to discover.
Ho Lung did move away from Yungshun
for a short time. He moved over into
the neighboring province of Kweichow,
for the purpose of routing any Kweichow
troops that might be lurking on the
border with the intention of attacking
the separated army under Hsiao K’eh.
He found some. In a few short savage
battles, he cleared the way for the ap-
proaching Kiangsi Communists. It was
soon evident that Hsiao K’eh and Ho
Lung had picked Hunan as their prize.

November 4 was a Sunday. Mass for
the Christians was finished and true
Sunday quiet had settled over the Mis-
sion compound. Over a late cup of cof-
fee, Father Timothy McDermott, C.P.,
and I were discussing the latest exploits
of the trekking Communists, when the
catechist of the Mission came in with the
disturbing news that Ho and Hsiao had
joined forces, The yamen had been no-
tified to that effect, but reports were not
available as to the further movements of
the Reds. Our intelligence corps was
then put into action. It consisted of sev-
eral of the Mission boys who would scour
the town picking up every possible
rumor and story. From time to time
they would report to the Mission. We
would sift the mass of reports, remove
the obviously false from the possibly true,
and judge accordingly.

From the very peep of dawn on Mon-
day, when the gates were opened to admit
the country folk with their market wares,
the city was given over to the spirit of
fear; and, as the alarming rumors grew
worse, tumultuous excitement gripped
the town. Reports came in thick and fast
from all points. The Reds were advanc-
ing on Yungshun in conquering style—
this town and that village lay in ruins. . .
some had the Red army numbering fifty
thousand. . .others twenty and ten thou-
sand. . .they were coming from three di-
rections. . .the town had given up hope
.. .this was the end, for the Reds would
now make good their threats. And so
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hour after hour! The. future looked
black, indeed. Sacred vessels were hid-
den along with valuable records and
deeds. . Personal belongings were packed
in baskets; riding clothes donned, and
the mules saddled.

S the day progressed, the tension
A heightened. Every vestige of an
appetite vanished. Attempts to hire
coolies failed. Those available had been
snatched up by the officials and kept
by them under lock and key, ready to be
pressed into action at a moment’s notice.
Other carriers had fled the town. We
would be compelled to abandon every-
thing except what we could carry per-
sonally. We kept constantly hoping
against hope that this would prove to be
another false threat at the city on the
part of the Communists. But this was
Reds’ hour; and the future was to see
them not only capture and sack Yung-
shun, but invade the greater part of our
Vicariate,

Monday night was one long night of
terror. At dusk, the gates began vomit-

ing out humanity, fear-stricken multi-

tudes secking the safety of the mountains.
Inside the city, the people ran about,
frantic with terror. Behind the walls
of the Mission compound comparative
tranquillity reigned, but it was the quiet-
ness of extreme tension. Runners re-
turned with the latest reports, spoke in
agitated whispers. Each report was the
same: The Reds were hourly approach-
ing the city. . . . Yungshun was doomed.
People ran hither and thither; their be-
longings strapped to their backs, whim-
pering children at each hand—not know-
ing which way to turn for refuge, In-
sane with panic, numbers gave way to
primitive urges; so that robberies, slay-
ings, and crimes of a baser nature added
their gruesome presence to the already
ungovernable violence of the stampeding
populace. We listened silently to' the
frightened roar of the surging city as it
welled over the walls from all directions.
To be in peril of capture by the Reds was
a disturbing thought, indeed, but to find
ourselves penned up in a city of madmen
drove fear into our very bones.

Thus did the night drag its slow
length along. Sleep was out of the ques-
tion. When the wave of fear had
reached its height and the reports grew
blacker with each hour, we both went to
confession and commended ourselves to
the care of the good Lord. The hours
before dawn found the energy of the
town spent; the tumult began to lessen,
hope found a spark in the hearts of the
harassed people. Yet, how often in the
past had the Reds lay in wait through-
out the night to attack their next victim
with the coming of day. Perhaps, they
were at that moment lying without the
city, waiting for the first sign of dawn
to fall on Yungshun. With such a pos-
sibility in mind, we both said Mass long
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THE REDS IN YUNGSHUN SACKED THE TOWN.

SHOPS AND HOMES WERE ROBBED OF

EVERYTHING THE COMMUNISTS COULD MOVE.

before the first appearance of light. -As
one celebrated, the other stood watch out-
side ready, if need be, to caution the cele-
brant hurriedly to complete the Holy
Sacrifice. Dawn came, and with it
anxious moments. The first reports car-
ried reassuring news. The Reds were
still steadily on the march, but too far
off for any immediate worry.

For hours that afternoon, we paced
the compound trying to lessen the in-
tolerable tension. The sky was over-
cast; great lowering clouds rolled up
the valley. The great mountains frowned
down from their formidable- heights,
Yungshun’s mighty barriers against the
outside world. Our gaze fastened on
the gap high in the mountains far to the
southeast. That was the gateway to
safety ; to us deep in the valley it seemed
to grow higher and more difficult of ac-
cess each moment. Away to the north
another gap loomed through the gray
skies. That -was Yungshun’s other
point of entry and egress and the one
through which the surging force of
Reds was to come. Forbidding hills,
foreboding skies . . . bad omens.

The storm broke. Driven indoors by
the lashing downpour, we stood by a
window and watched. Above on the
Chinese tiles the rain thrummed inces-
santly; blinding sheets of water flung
themselves across the compound, drench-
ing the sturdy walls of the church and
the Mission buildings beyond. And
above the strident clamor of the driving
rain could be heard the subdued roar of
the wind as it hurled itself down through
the valley from its mountain heights.
The storm was so fascinating that it
drove far from my mind all thoughts of
Reds.

But Father Timothy was grim. He
stood gazing out into the storm, the fur-
rows of his brow deepening the while,
He was thinking. A veteran mission-
ary, one whose varied experiences would

read as high adventure, his unfailing
sense of humor and coolness in the face
of danger had been a veritable tonic to
me, a-youngster, face to face with my
first mission adventure. We had been
through months of tension and wearing
strain together, through sleepless nights
and anxious days. '

“Weather made to order for the Reds,”
remarked Father Timothy as he turned
from the window. “They’re opportu-
nists of the first order, and with weather
like this to camouflage their movements
they can strike with deadly and un-
looked for precision. There’ll be trouble
tonight.”

And there was.

Darkness fell, and with it the city’s
tranquillity disappeared. The horrors of
the preceding night were repeated. We
prepared for another long night of
watchful waiting, No runners had re-
ported for some hours. No doubt, they
had taken advantage of the storm to get
a few hours of rest, as the poor lads had
been on the go ceaselessly for two days
and a night. Yet that short relaxation
almost proved our undoing.

HE hour was about nine. Father
Timothy was brewing some coffee:
a needed stimulant, with another sleep-
less night in view. I was trying to get
some added nerve tonic by perusing the
perky pages of Father Feeney’s Fish on
Friday. But it was no go. Even the
sparkling humor of that gifted Jesuit
failed to dispel the feeling that we were
sitting on a keg of powder with the
lighted fuse sizzling merrily away. Then
it happened. i
At the first knock, Father Timothy
had swung around from the table. I
had leaped out of the chair.
“What’s up? What’s up?” Father
Timothy quickly asked.
“The Reds!” gasped the catechist.
“The Reds! They're here!”
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For a full moment we stood stunned.
This was startling. We had been bank-
ing on having reliable information in
time to make a clean-getaway. Now we
were nipped properly. Before the
catechist could get another word out, a
stampede of feet brought the runners
bursting into the room. They were ex-
cited to the point of incoherence. Out of
the welter of vociferous utterings, we
learned that the Reds were storming the
north gate, the city was in a tumult of
frenzy, crowds were pouring out of the
east gate, bedlam had. let loose, and all
was lost.

Father
catechist.

“Where is the magistrate ?”

“He fled an hour ago,” burst out the
catechist. .

“And the yamen officials?”

“They, too, have gone. Everybody,

Timothy swung on the

merchants, officials, all that have cause
to fear the Reds have fled the town.”

“There’s a chance yet,” said Father
Timothy to me as he started across the
room, “Let’s go.”

Into the little oratory he ran, where
the Blessed Sacrament was reserved,
one Particle in a sick call Pyx. Iraninto
the office, swept what little money we
had on hand and a few odds and ends
into a small hand bag, and hurriedly
thrust on a rain coat. Father Timothy
reappeared almost immediately, placed
the chalice into the bag and snapped it
shut. Into a raincoat lie went. We
snatched hats, picked .up a couple of
lanterns, and fled into the night. The
rain was still pouring down. It was
bitterly cold, and utterly dark.

A pause at the gate of the Mission. A
hurried instruction to one of the boys to
get the horseman out with the mules if

possible, and catch up to us somewhere
on the road. Every moment was
precious, and to wait until the mules
could be saddled might be fatal. Then
we stepped out into the street.

“Make for the east gate, Fathers!”
yelled out the gateman as we ran through
the rain, “there’s still a chance at that
end.” Fortunately, the Mission was lo-
cated at the east end of the city. The
east gate lay not more than six blocks
away. ‘

But those six blocks might as well have
been six. leagues if the Reds got there
before us.

Next month The Sign will carry the
thrilling story of the two Yungshun
missionaries’ escape from the Reds.

Campaigning for Christ in Supu

4

AND going out, they went about
through the towns, preaching the gospel,
and healing everywhere.” These few
‘words of Saint Luke’s Gospel tell in brief
the work the priests and catechists of the
Supu Mission have been doing during the
summer. The words of our Divine
Saviour, “Going therefore, teach ye all
nations—teaching them to observe -ail
things whatsoever I have commanded
you,” are constantly echoing and re-
echoing in the heart and soul of every
missionary. Often does the priest ask
himself how he is carrying out this
supreme command, of Jesus Christ—
Saviour of Souls. How often in his mo-
ments before the Blessed Sacrament does
the priest beseech the Divine Shepherd
to show him ways and means to bring
more and more souls to the knowledge
and love of God?

Thus it was that Father Dominic
Langenbacher, C.P., and myself planned
a method of propagating religion
throughout the Supu district during the
present summer. The beginning and in-
spiration for our novel way of saving
souls, came from His Excellency, our
Most Reverend Bishop O’Gara, who two
years ago suggested that in Supu we try
out the scheme of saving souls by means
of Traveling Catechists. This we did,
and for over a year had one catechist
who was not attached to any particular
Mission-Station, but who went from vil-
lage to village through the countryside,
preaching and making known to the
people what the Catholic Church is and
what it teaches. While the efforts of
this zealous catechist were successful in
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By Raphael Vance, C.P.

bringing many to the Faith, yet we saw
many ways in which such Catholic Ac-
tion could be improved. Our plans and
efforts were influenced and encouraged
by a zealous Chinese priest, who was
using a similar method in Shantung.

Supu is blessed in having six of the
most zealous, energetic and self-sacrific-
ing men catechists that it has yet been
my pleasure to meet in China. That our
campaign of ten weeks (half over at this
writing ) has been successful, is due after
the grace of God, mostly to these zealous
helpers, for the whole-hearted way in
which they threw themselves into the
work, and their ready docility in follow-
ing the lead and suggestions of the
priests.

These catechists are not only well-
read and instructed in Catholic doc-
trine, but each, for several years past,
has had practical experience in daily
teaching and preaching. It is truly mar-
velous to see these men speak. Their
profound knowledge of every phase of
religion is gained by constant reading
and deep study. The concise, clear and
forceful way they are able to deliver their
prepared talk to an audience, is some-
thing that must be heard to be prop-
erly appreciated. Add to this the good
example of their simple and devout
lives, and it is not so surprising that
such lay apostles can accomplish great
things. .

To prepare these catechists for the
campaign we were about to start in Supu,
it was decided to open a Summer School
for them, giving them an intensive spe-
cial training for the work. Summer and
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vacation go hand in hand even in China,
yet never once was there a complaint or
a slackening of effort during the twenty-
one days of immediate preparation.
After assisting at the Holy Sacrifice each
morning, the day was divided between
study and class. The classes (two a day)
lasted about two hours. Each catechist
took his turn in delivering a talk. The
title and subject of the talk was given
beforehand so that not only the speaker
but the others could read and study the
matter in question. The subject matter
of these talks was the fundamental
truths, especially those having more di-
rect relation to pagans—the existence of
a Supreme Being, man’s creation by
God, man’s immortal soul, the punish-
ment of the wicked and the reward of
the good, the need of religion. Bud-
dhism, Taoism, Confucianism, Supersti-
tions, etc., were also studied.

HALF an hour was allowed for

the talk. Then the other five cate-
chists and the two priests each in turn
criticised it, either as to the matter
treated, or the manner of delivery. If
the talk elicited praise, the reason for
the commendation had to be given.
Thus the remarks of the audience and
the way the speaker accepted the same,
well bespoke the high ideals and zeal
of the catechists. This part of the class
took three-quarters of an hour, and
was most thorough. The catechists
and priests each in turn threw an
objection or asked for an explanation
of a point of doctrine, that had some
connection with the subject matter, This
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part of the class was most interesting for
it showed that the audience was well
versed in the topic, while the quick re-
tort and clear explanations of the speaker
and the clever way an objection was
often turned against the one who used
it, demonstrated how well these catechists
were prepared, and how fit they were to
speak in public.

On July sixteenth the Catechists’
Summer School closed. The next day
the annual retreat for catechists was be-
gun by Father Dominic. The serious
and earnest way they went through the
spiritual exercises was indeed a great en-
couragement to the prisets who foresaw

‘that the work of propagating religion

through Supu countryside, must needs
be a success when these catechists in
such a whole-hearted way, entered into
the campaign for Christ.

FTER the spiritual exercises we had
two days to prepare ourselves for
the road. We informed the Supu Magis-
trate of the work we were about to do
throughout the district, giving a list of
the nineteen towns and villages we ex-
pected to visit. In a most gracious
answer he thanked us and sent us three
documents addressed to the head offi-
cials of the three counties, telling them
the object of our visit, that all kindness
and courtesy be shown us, and that pro-
tection be given us, from the bandits who
indeed were quite plentiful and active.
The Magistrate likewise had published in
the Supu newspaper an account of the
work about to be done in bis district by
the Catholic Church.

Another phase of the work was the
dispensing of medicine to the sick and
ailing, salves and ointments for the sores
and wounds of the poor suffering people
in the country villages and hamlets. The
Supu Christians in a very fine spirit of
cooperation contributed $60.00 to buy the
medicines that were to be distributed.
Thus the Christians were having a part
in our campaign for Christ—doing in

their own way practical Catholic Action.
Besides in all the Supu Mission Stations
special prayers were daily offered for the
success of this work for Souls.

A good pagan friend of the Mission
living in Supu, lent us his portable phono-
graph and a number of Chinese musical
records. Knowing how little entertain-
ment the country people get, we felt sure
a “Foreign Music Box” would be a mar-
vel to them and a certain drawing card
to get a crowd. Thus whilst giving them
an entertainment, and medicine for their
poor bodies, we would give them some-
thing more important and more precious
—something for their immortal souls.
We would tell them of the Great God
Who made them, Who loves them as a
most dear Father, and Who suffered and
died for their salvation.

Our first stop was to be at Tsifang,
fifty Chinese miles from Supu. When we
reached Kiaokiang not quite half way, we
were informed that Tsifang was unsafe
because of bandits, and that a village we
were to pass through had been robbed
only the night previous. This discourage-
ment was encouraging to us. Anything
worth-while is generally accomplished by
over-coming many obstacles. We ex-
pected these for if the campaign for
Christ was to accomplish any good for
souls, it must expect and vanquish hin-
drances and opposition.

The first night found us in a small
village called “Three-Plank Bridge.”
Here we began our campaign. At 7:30
P.M. we set up our phonograph in an
open spot. The music in this lonely
country hamiet of about fifteen houses
had enchanted the people and a crowd of
about seventy gathered in a circle around
us. After a half hour of the phonograph
there was an intermission. Then T rose
and addressed these good simple people.
In a few words I explained to them the
two-fold purpose of our visit, to help
their bodies by giving medicine to the
sick, and to do good to their souls by tell-
ing them about the One True and Only
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God, and what they must do to please
Him.

Briefly I gave the theme of the eve-
ning’s discourse and introduced the cate-
chist who was to speak. After a half
hour’s talk began the questioning. One
of our own crowd would then make an
objection or said he differed on a certain
point. This was a surprise to the audi-
ence to hear anyone publically object to
a statement made by such a respectful
speaker. Their attention quickened and
they edged in closer to see how the cate-
chist would act and how he would re-
spond. The catechist briefly answered the
objection and brought out clearly and
with greater emphasis the point in ques-
tion. The nodding. of the heads of the
anudience, and often times their verbal
approval of the catechist’s words showed
they understood and that the seed of God’s
Word was being sowed in the hearts of
these poor pagan people. The fact that
the catechist always replied graciously
to any question encouraged the people to
have their own difficulties cleared up, so
that occasionally they would venture to
enquire about some doctrine. The ques-
tions and answers took from a half to
three quarters of an hour. Then there
was more music for about twenty minutes
and our first day’s work came to a close.

T 9:30 that night, a few minutes
after our work was finished, there

was a bandit alarm. Bandits, a few hun-
dred feet from where we were stopping,
were said to be robbing a house. It was
thought safer for the priest to leave and
return to Kiaokiang. So in pitch-dark-
ness accompanied by my Mass-server and
acarrier bearing the Mass-kit, wetramped
several miles through the rice fields back
to the Kiaokiang Mission, reaching there
around midnight. The next morning I
returned to Three-Plank Bridge to say
Mass. Then I found out the bandit alarm
of the previous night was nothing more
than a “scare.” But the place was not
safe so we decided to return to Kiaokiang.
We stayed in Kiaokiang a week. Each
night our Doctrine class was put on at a
different place. The officials and people
of these large towns were most kind and
coturteous to us. Qur request to use the
store front of any shop was never refused.
These kind hearted pagan merchants
treated us as guests, serving tea and re-
freshments and cigarettes to our little
band. The phonograph was mounted on
a box atop the store counter and the
crowd would gather in the street. Our
second night there were ninety who
heard doctrine. During the daytime sixty
came to the Mission for medicine. The
rest of the week in Kiaokiang we had on
the average of one hundred and thirty a
night to listen, Several people in this
town called at the Mission and enquired
how they should go about becoming
Christians, One merchant who gave us
the use of his store, asked us to come
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there another night, as he wanted his
whole family to enter the Church. .Our
work in Kiaokiang was indeed encourag-
ing—but the response was nothing com-
pared to the whole-hearted way we were
received by the simple country folks. On
July 31st we started for a large village
called Yu-Yang, twenty-two Chinese
miles away. We didn’t mind the heavy
downpour of rain, as it gave us relief
from the torried heat and made travel
more bearable.

At this place we were housed in an
ancestral temple that was also used as a
school, In such country places meat as
a rule can be bought only on market day
(every five days). Though it was not
market day, we were surprised to find a
banquet prepared for us. The head of
the school knowing we were due there,
had the previous day sent into Kiaokiang
and bought meat and all the trimmings
for thie banquet he gave in our honor.
The local official called and made the gift
of a chicken, whilst the official of the
next village gave me a dozen fresh eggs.
As the scholars had not yet been dis-
banded for summer vacation we gave
then1 a little music and an hour of doc-
trine in the afternoon. That evening and
the next two nights the officials, the head
of the school and practically all the people
of the place came and heard doctrine.
The morning of the fourth day as we
were getting ready to leave, an invita-
tionr from the local official came saying a
banquet was prepared for us. So at 11
A.M. we sat down to a hearty dinner of
pork, chicken, fish and about ten vege-
tables. The official thanked us for our
visit, saying he hoped we would come
there often and stay longer.

HAT afternoon we reached a village

eighteen Chinese miles away called
Hwang-Cha-Lao. Here too we were in-
vited to make headquarters in the Ances-
tral* Temple, also serving as a school.
The superintendent of country schools
resided in this place. He was afraid the
people of the village would not have
heard of our arrival, so he had a boy go
through the place ringing the "school
hand-bell and announcing that the priest
and catechists from the “Tien Chu Tang”
(Catholic Church) had arrived and all
were invited to the Ancestral Temple
tha: night. We spent two nights in this
place. Over three hundred heard doc-
trine and one hundred and ten received
medical help.

We returned to the village across the
river from Kiaokiang, called I.o-Cha-Po
and for two nights preached doctrine on
the street there to two hundred and fifty.
Then on August 7th we pushed off in an-
other direction and reached a lovely
country place called Tsao-Po, nestling at
the foot of a lofty mountain. It would be
hard to describe the great beauty of this
little village. And as for the people of
the place, I have yet to meet with so many

gracious, kind and cheerful inhabitants
living together. A large school was
given for the use of our little band. The
first two nights we held forth in a large
Ancestral Temple. One hundred and
ninety-seven heard us the first night, two
hundred and thirty the second night, and
two hundred and forty-six on the third
night when we gave our show in another
temple by special invitation.

The official of the place and a number
of people brought us gifts of tea, chickens,
eggs, corn and fruit. When the children
heard we were to leave after three days
they begged us stay longer—*‘at least stay
a month here Father,” said one lad. The
grown-ups were the same and our last
night there the head of the village pub-
licly asked us to come at least twice a
vear. That night in my introductory re-
marks I asked the audience if they
wanted us to come again. One man in
the crowd yelled out: “And why wouldn’t
we want you to come again ?”’ Surely this
place is ready for the grace of God. May
the seed planted there bring forth much
fruit. If this whole village became Catho-
lic in a few years it would not surprise
me, so well disposed were they to the
Church.

From there we returned to Kiaokiang
for a day and then started for Pa-Men
(Eight Gate Village) ten Chinese miles
in another direction. Here we were met
by a delegation of Christians welcoming
us with fire-crackers. Here we lived in
the home of one of our Christians. For
two nights doctrine was preached in a
great open space in front of his house,
but the third night we held our meeting
in an Ancestral Temple having a fine
crowd of three hundred and thirty.

On the feast of the Assumption we took
to the road again, arriving at Ta-Wan,
twelve Chinese miles distance, where we
spent four days. Here we lived at the
home of one of our catechists. During
our stay here several hundred heard
doctrine. From Ta-Wan I returned to

Supu, being relieved by Father Dominic
who was to spend the second month with
the catechists. Our campaign will con-
tinue for ten weeks, ending October 1st.
Shorty after that we will re-open our
Doctrine School in Supu. Judging from
the average number who to date have
heard doctrine, there will be about 15,000
who will have learned something of God,
their immortal souls, and the Catholic
Church by the end of our campaign, and
around 2,000 will have received medical
aid.

In this account I have emphasized the

work done for the pagans during our -

visits. I did not mention the good oppor-
tunity our visits to the various places
gave to the Christians living there to ap-
proach the Sacraments. For instance,
besides the daily attendance at the Holy
Sacrifice—during the first month there
was one baptism, three received Extreme
Unction, and two hundred and forty-eight
approached the Sacraments.

HAT this method of propagating
our holy religion is a success, is a
great encouragement to us and a power-
ful incentive to improve it so as to make
it more effective. We acknowledge with
deepest gratitude God’s grace and the
protection of our Blessed Mother in our
campaign. Also we extol with grateful
hearts, Blessed Gemma Galgani whom
we made special patroness. The good
seed has been sown and now we must
cultivate it. We plan to give a one day
visit a month to ‘each locality where we
preached. A day once a month spent at
each of these places; will give the local
Christians a chance to approach the Sac-
raments, and pagans a further opportun-
ity to hear of God and His Holy Church.
This plan will have automatically
added from fifteen to twenty out-Stations
to the Supu Mission, plus the expense of
renting a house or hiring a catechist.
I ask TeE S16N readers to pray for the
success of this apostolic-work.

JOY, SERIOUSNESS, SHYNESS ARE EXPRESSED BY THIS GROUP OF CHILDREN AT LUNG-

TAN, HUNAN.

THEIR PASTOR, FATHER ERNEST CUNNINGHAM, C.P.,, FINDS A QUICK

RESPONSE FROM THESE HEALTHY, UNSPOILED CHILDREN OF HIS COUNTRY FLOCK .

Archconfraternity
of the Passion

HE New Year is usually a time for the making of resolu-

tions for the following twelve months. Members of the
Archconfraternity of the Sacred Passion may take inspiration
from the Feast of the Circumcision of our Lord, which coin-
cides with the civil New Year, to resolve to be more than ever
in earnest in living in the letter and the spirit of their member-
ship.

It may be that you have not heretofore taken your member-
ship in the Archconfraternity very seriously; or perhaps,
though you have tried to be faithful to its spirit you could do
much better. Would it not be worthwhile, therefore, at the
beginning of this New Year to resolve, not in a general and
hazy way, but in a definite manner to read a portion of the
Rule of Life each day, or at least each Friday, and to strive to
observe it in such a manner that you can say, in all truth, that
you “deny yourself, and take up your cross and follow Christ ?”’

In this, the whole purpose of the Archconiraternity con-.
sists. It is the end which the members -should have in view,
and it is for this reason that the Pope has granted so many
and such great indulgences in favor of the members.

The good which results from living in the spirit of the
Rule of Life is made evident from the letters which come to
me. As an instance, the following was received from a very
distinguished gentleman who occupies. a high position as
Judge of a State Supreme Court: “Since joining the Arch-
confraternity I have tried to read some part of the Rule of Life
each day. I have found it a source of strength and comfort.
I would feel lost without it now. My few members are faithful
to the Rule. I hope some time we shall have a larger member-
ship here. . . . How grateful I was when I learned that I
could be identified with the Passionist Order and could help
a little in its great work.”

Living. in the shadow of the Cross of Christ will bring us
into closest companionship with Him. That is what the Arch-
confraternity aims to do.

Information concerning the Archconfraternity and the
Rule of Life will be gladly furnished to all. Please address
your letters to:

Rev. Raymunp KouL, C.P., GENERAL DIRECTOR.
St. MicHAEL's MonasTERY, UntoN CrTy, N. J.

Gemma’s League

of Prayer

LESSED Gemma Galgani, the White Passion Flower of
Lucca, Italy, is the patron of this League of Prayer.

Its purpose is 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 mis-
sionary priests and Sisters in their difficult mission field.

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.
ever, one should have the general intention, at least, of offer-
ing them for the spread of Christ’s Kingdom in China.

“The Spiritual Treasury,”
page, shows the interest taken by our members in this cam-
paign of united prayer and sacrifice.

All requests for leaflets, and all correspondence relating to
Gemma’s League should be.addressed-to Gemma’s League,
care of THE SieN, Union City, New Jersey. -

In saying these prayers, how-'

printed every month on this

SPIRITUAL TREASURY FOR THE MONTH OF DECEMBER .
Masses Said ..o e e ennnn e ns e s SRS e R e e - 34

Masses Heard ......oveeevraresaressnianaisrssanssas 33,351
Holy COmMMUNIONS * +vtvevrenertarevenerorraiena, 29,806
Visits to B. Sacrament..........ooiiiiiiiiien 52,537
Spiritual COMMUNIONS ... uinuanrninsnrceineoninn 58,931
Benediction Services .......ieeiiiraaraiiiaiaa. 14,727
Sacrifices, SUMEringS +voieuevirrrarenernnuaaeannaon BT,177
Stations of the Cross........ceecvvrinne, 11,967
Visits to the Crucifix............ ... SRR 55 37,186
Beads of the Five Wounds. ......ocoiiiiirenein 10,925
Offerings of PP. Blood...... B 0 006 ol 00000 080008000 119,245
Visits t0 OUr Lady. . ..cvveinitnnn e ennnnen. 22,275
ROSATIOS + e oo vnnnarososonaasaasiase o umasiaianioe, 46,174
Beads of the Seven Dolors........ R S 6,865
Ejaculatory Prayers .......c.oceeereceaconrstorononss 1,319,944
Hours of Study, Reading..........ooiiiaei s 31,7178
Hours of Labor. ... vt ineeainienrennnaaanassnass 63,884
Acts of Kindness, Charity........cooieuiiiieeiiearan 36,463
ACES OFf ZRAY. . v v v v v e vas oo uiaiminiadain s aers ses i e saeas 160,352
Prayers, Devotions .. ..oevvter it iiinianaiaas 287,626
Hours of Silence......c.viirv i ereonanannns 42,892
Various Works ...... 0050 ori A= IoE o 0B B0 Do 56 o B 118,040
HOlLy HOUTS ... cvvsersbecrsnsissraassssnsssnsnsnes 688

L ok R ok & & “Restrain Not Grace From The Dead.”

(Ecclus. 7:37.) »« v o 0 R ok
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