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son, Notre Dame de Chartres rests the
soul from splendor. Notre Dame de
Coutances, Notre Dame de Quimper,
Notre Dame everywhere! Humble
maid -and mother what wonders you
have inspired!

Between the doors of the first portal
of most any French cathedral stands
a stone image of a Madonna with a
tiny Babe. The crude medieval crafts-
man who made the image put his whole
heart and soul into it, yet his results
were a stiff unlifelike Madonna and a
severely upright Babe. Their expres-
sions are so simple they would be
comical were they not-so pathetic.

Poor Madonna! You look so help-
less and simple on your crude pedestal.
I pity you. This modern world moves
with such rapidity I fear you would
be lost trying to cross the street.

“Don’t pity me!” says the Madonna,
“Look around you.”

I look around. I see endless
masonry, sculpture, tracery and crocket-
ing. I see column after column, arch
after arch. I see stained glass, wood
carving, iron and other metal work. I
see the main altar in which rests the
Host. All this was made to please
her. All that art and Faith can offer
is hers. It is I who am to be pitied.
It is I who am lost; lost crossing the
nave.

HE drama of the French cathedral
is significant in other forms. The
chemin de fer from Havre to Paris
races through Normandy. From the
window a city may be seen looming up
in the distance. Even before the city
appears a spire rises on the horizon. As
the train draws nearer other lesser
spires appear. Suddenly all is blotted
out as the train enters a tunnel. Upon
leaving the tunnel the train passes close
to the city. It is Rouen, the famed
city of churches. The towering spire
belongs to the cathedral, the lesser
steeples and spires belong to the
churches of Saint Quen, Saint Malcou,
Saint Goddard, Saint Patrice and
others. Rouen is a true medieval city.
Modern commercialism has crept in but
as yet the churches will not yield.
Elsewhere the importance of the
cathedral is brought forth with equal
dramatic significance. Whatever ap-
proach is made to Chartres, the ex-
quisite two spired cathedral prevails.
In the market place of Beauvais,
women peddle flowers while the un-
finished fragment of a cathedral
watches over them from a short dis-
tance. The glorious Bible of Amiens
is the city of Amiens. Reims, Bourges
and Coutances are not cities. They are
cathedrals, the ‘city being merely a

group of buildings fortunate to be.

located around them. The importance
of the medieval Church is symbolized
by the cathedrals of France.

The majesty of these cathedrals is’

all the more impressive when one
realizes that they have been through
fire and water. The French Revolution
visited many, stamping “Liberté, Ega-
lté, Fratermité” on their piers, and
broken sculpture, shattered stained glass
and desecrated altars in their interiors.
The cathedrals at Saint Denis, Paris,
Rouen, and Amiens were among the
chief sufferers. Amiens for instance,
lost its stained glass, and what a heavenly
building that cathedral must have been
when it owned Chartres-like windows!
Reims, Soissons and others suffered
during the World War.

ESTORATION work (some pretty
bad) undid much of the damage of
the First French Republic and “Nach
Paris.” The name of Viollet le Duc is
synonymous with this work. Much of his
restorations have been severely criticized
but he unquestionably possessed genius,
as his spire on Notre Dame de Paris
clearly shows. The cathedrals are in-
debted to him for returning at least part
of their dignity so rudely shattered by
the rabble of the Revolution.

Nor are the cathedrals alone the only
gems in the “Jewel Box of France.”
The petite Sainte Chapel in Paris, a
“baby Amiens,” built by Saint Louis, is
a Gothic masterpiece. The medieval
Parisian churches of Saint Etienne du
Mont, Saint Cloud, Saint Sernin and
Tour Saint Jacques are all worthy
courtiers of Queen Notre Dame.

One of the abbey churches of Rouen,
that of Saint Ouen is comparable to
Amiens as an architectural gem, and in
size and beauty is the equal of most
cathedrals. In Laon there is a mighty

‘cathedral. Yet if this did not exist, Laon

would still be interesting because of its
little lancet Templar Church. In Abbé-
ville, the flamboyant Church of Saint
Waulfram is a miracle of splendor. The
churches of Gothic France do justice to
their cathedrals.

The “Jewel Box” area has somewhat
dimmed the fame of cathedrals scattéred
throughout southern and central France.
Yet the two towered Cathedral of Tours
would require a volume to do it justice,
while the cathedrals at Troyes, Sens,
Rodez, Avignon, Albi and elsewhere are
worthy of study. Albi Cathedral, built
with massive walls, had to serve as a
fortress as well as a church. It is one
of the oddest cathedrals in the world
and the most famous, if not the most
beautiful of the Gothic cathedrals of
southern France. The southern prov-
inces, however, are noted for their
Romanesque, rather than their Gothic
churches.

Utterly unable to do justice to these
gems, I have been content to refer to
them at random. Yet when I realize
that such cathedrals as Meaux, Metz,
Le Mans, Saint Quentin, Bayeaux,

Bayonne, Orleans, Senlis, (Strasbourg
will be considered a German cathedral
as it is German built) and others have
not even been mentioned, I realize the
futility of even trying to name them.
From the little Saint Chapelle to the
mighty Bible of Amiens, medieval Cath-

- olic France has given the world irrepay-

able tréasures. ‘

. To read about these cathedrals is not
enough. Every writer leaves them with
his or her own impressions which differ.
One will praise a cathedral that another
may think gaudy. Mrs. Pennell.in her
“Cathedrals of . France” thought the
gallery -of ‘gargoyles on Notre Dame de
Paris was hell-like with its grotesque
figures. I thought it rather suggested
heaven with its haven of Gothic beauty
so far above the world. To see pictures
of these cathedrals is not enough. Photo-
graphs, etchings or paintings do not
capture the sheer overwhelming ma-
jesty of them. Perhaps the most
famous painting of a cathedral is Monet’s
impressionistic interpretation of Rouen.
But one who has seen this painting
certainly has not seen Rouen Cathedral.
Yet I hesitate to urge anyone to visit
them for the sake of the cathedrals them-
selves. The onslaught of American
tourists threatens to turn them into
hippodromes.

One of the first to cure me of any illu-
sions I may have held about heaven when
I reached Notre Dame’s gallery of gar-
goyles was a stout American leaning on
“le stryge” complaining bitterly to his
companion about his ‘“rheumatism.” He
braves the havocs of mal de mer by
crossing the Atlantic. He arrives in
Paris and thence to Notre Dame. There
he climbs a lengthy spiral stairway till
he comes to the gallery of gargoyles.
Now at last he has reached the ideal spot
to grumble about the ailments of his
joints!

E represents one type of American
tourist the type whose troubles
follow him wherever he goes. Insofar as
a cathedral does not flatter him to the ex-
tent of following him, he is more inter-
ested in his rheumatism. The more
common type however, could be repre-
sented by a typical elderly lady of a mid-
western town, who as part of a student
tour, actually stood on the exact spot
where Joan of Arc was burned, and saw
the very bed (and here her eyes assume
a wicked glint) where Louis Quinze and
du Barry slept! Then by way of penance
she went to “Victor Hugo’s cathedral,”
and while the guide was leading her
around, became the living image of the
hunchback. - That night she saw the
Folies Bergere.

These and others are catered to in the
“Jewel Box of France.” It is all part
of a medieval cathedral’s work in the
modern world. A touch of comedy, per-
haps, in their solemn drama of existence.

HEFHESIONIETE
IN TRINA

Communist Fury

THE following are a few of the letters received
recently describing the terrors of the latest Red
invasion of the Passionist Vicariate in China. Some
are addressed to.Fr. Flavian, at Yiianling; others
to Bishop O’Gara, Vicar Apostolic of Yiianling,
who is in the United States at present.

Waulki, China.
D Now. 27, 1935.
EAR Father Flavian:

Am safe—so far. Living across from the Mission in the
hills but will move again tonight.

Had a very close call—will tell about that later.

Hsiao K'eh, with about ten thousand Communists, passed
through the valley on Monday. They then took the moun-
tain road—some think to Supu; others think down to
Taoyuan. Ho Lung hasn't passed this way; don't know
where he is. The people here do not consider the danger
over, as their women-folk are still in hiding in this vicinity.
Am playing safe. Four men were decapitated in Kuan
Chuang—a Mr. Lo, Wu and Hsiung, and an unknown man.
The new bus station over there was set on fire.

The Mission is a grand mess—they all must have wvisited
it. Let me know how things are with you, and condition of
road. Am sending up a man, Wang—he will return with the
news. If all is well I will try to get to Shenchow the first
of next week. Not much left in the Mission, so it's useless
to stay very long. Am well and the Christians have been
excellent.

Happy Thanksgiving to all in Shenchow.

Still smiling—
Always,
Joachim.

Catholic. Mission,
Yuanchow, Hunan, China.
M » Now. 30, 1935.
OST Reverend and dear Bishop:

Of all the things that have blown wp in China during my
eleven years over here, I have yet to meet anything to equal the
suddenness and “the impossible” of Ho Lung and Hsiao K’eh
breaking through and overrunning this entire section. Father
Flavian wrote on the 23rd that the Reds were at Ch'i K'ou,
90 Ui in from Taoyuan. The next night the local telegraph

“runner” (a Catholic boy) told me that the Communists had
taken Supu. I laughed. Next day we heard the same rumor
but nearly everybody (including the head of the Twan Pu)
stated it was bandits who were causing the trouble over
Supu way. 1 telegraphed Fr. Flavian asking if it were
Reds or bandits that took Supu. He replied, “Greatest dan-
ger Supu—here safe” Guess he didn’t know if it were Reds
or bandits. Then I telegraphed Fr. Anthony at Chenki
asking him the same question; also inquired about condi-
tions at Chenki and the whereabouts of Frs. Raphael and
Dominic. He replied on the 26th inst. at 6:30 p.m. “Supu,
Chenki still safe—Raphael Dominic wunknown.” Still I
didn't know if it were Reds or bandits.

But the city here went wild on the 26th—rumors galore.
Prices of everything shot sky high. I laid in ¢ month’s sup-
ply of salt, oil, rice, firewood, etc. Nanking sent a wireless
on the 27th that the Reds had broken through at Tzeli—
had crossed the Yuan River (at Pehyung, Ch'ing Lang T an
and Maifu) and were occupying the Supu and Chenki areas.
That same afternoon Governor Ho Chien sent a message to
Py Twan Chang to hold this city at all costs—that rein-
forcements were being sent. Only then (heard this the
am. of the 28th) did I know that it was really the Reds.
By this time the wires to Chenki and Yianling were down
(they would be!! )—no mail carriers have come through from
Chenki since the 28th. To date I have not had a line from
anyone of our Fathers saying the Reds were in the Vicariate.
Of course I interviewed the Magistrate and the military.
Impossible to get an escort out of here, as all soldiers, even
the Nt Yuin Chuin, are being called inside the city walls. As
part of the Red army under Hsiao K'eh left Supu for
Hungkiang direct, an escape via Hungkiang was out of the
question. From Chenki, one part of the Red army went
via Kaotsun and Mayang—so that way out for us was
blocked. The only way left was west to Kweichow, but the
road from here to Lung CR% K'ou is a mess of bandits.
Folly to attempt that. Yesterday we had definite word that
the 15th, 19th and 63rd divisions are on the heels of the
Communists, driving them up this way. So we think the
Reds will do no more than pass through this entire section.
If this be true, then they will not be outside the walls of
Chihkiang for more than a few days. The city will certainly
be able to hold them off for so short a time. This is our
hope. Today the Protestants had a telegram from their
superior-in Changsha saying, “Changsha military authorities
state positively that reinforcements are being sent to
Chillkiang. Perfectly safe if yow remain in Chihkiang.”
These ministers and their wives and children number six-
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teen souls. With our eight, the city has 24 foreigners inside
the walls.

On the 27th, Father Germain came up from Kienyang—
that place hasn’t half a dozen soldiers. The Reds will surely
take it by walking through the gates. Hungkiang went
panicky also, as the city had only two Twaen of men, and
these two went down river on(_Mo*nday last. All the big
merchants fled up here. Li Pao Cheng’s father, a new
Magistrate, and all the families of the military are here.
Hungkiang, 1 believe, will be easy pickings for the Reds.
It is an unwalled town, you know. Hsiao K’eh is out for
that place; Ho Lung is on his way here; another branch
went up the Mayang. Begins to look as though they intend
to hole up in this section of Hunan for the winter. Kweichow
has sent two divisions of troops to the Hunan border to
prevent the Reds entering the Province. These troops won’t
come to Chihkiang, stopping at Lung Ch’i K ou.

So far as I can figure, the Reds took Supu on the 26th—
Chenki on Thanksgiving morning—early. The first Reds
entered the town as bandits—thus they had the place before
the people even knew they were Reds. I do hope Frs.
Anthony and James left the city in time. No word at all
about Frs. Raphael and Dominic. It is just possible that
Fr. Ernest was also in Supu at the time—he intended going
in to Supu.

At Chenki the Reds captured five auto buses—they burnt
three and Ho Lung kept two for kimself. He may think he
can ride into Chihkiang!

Yesterday I telegraphed Fr. Quentin ot Hankow, giving
him the information that we could not evacuate and that he
should notify Fr. Flavian. (Wires have been cut for three
days between here and Chenki.) Fr. Quentin wired back
that the wires are down above Taoyuan, so that explains why
no messages have got through to or from Father Flavian.
This p.m. I thought it best to notify Father Provincial. 1
did so by a night letter cablegram. No doubt you will see
it. Do hope it was clear.

Poor Father Cyprian, too, must be in terrible trouble at
Kaotsun. I sent a messenger to him three days ago, think-
ing the carrier would be back here tonight. He has not
shown up. He may have been taken by the Reds. If
Fr. Cyprian only goes north to Fenghwang he will be safe.

The Sisters and Fathers here keep in calm spirits—but
there are anxzious days ahead.

It is getting very late and I have hed a hard day. To-
morrow is Sunday. must tell the Christians some-
thing about persecution and the spirit in which to meet it.
Pray much for us, please. I am asking the Poor Souls to
get these lines through to you—the Reds may be in Hung-
Liang by the time it reaches there . . . if so . . . goodbye.

All best wishes.

Ever devotedly in Christ’s Passion,
William.

Catholic Mission,
Luki, Hunan, China.

DEAR Father Flavian: Sy S

Lots of excitement in the village last night. Around seven
o’clock a report came in that the Reds were in Puhsih. The
Luki magistrate was supposed to be in Puhsih and last night
he was supposed to have come back here on the run. I
say supposed because I think he wasn’t outside the city.
About nine o’clock last night many of the local people ran
from the city down along the Shenchow road. It began to
look like a panic but the soldiers put a stop to it. Things
look all right now. Part of the 19th Division has just arrived
wn town. Expect Li-Chioh in this afternoon.

The story about Chenki as far as I can get it from the
Yamen is that on the night of the 26th the magistrate, the
military and the well-to-do moved across the river to the
temple. Spies were sent out but couldn’t find the Com-

munists anywhere, so on the morning of the 27th they moved
back into the city and were having breakfast when the Reds
did arrive. The Chenkiites fled across the river again. There
ts no word about the Catholic mission or the priests.

Last_night o telephone message came from Puhsih that
the Reds were in the place. ; ,

I haven't gotten this morning’s news yet.. I don’t think
the Communists will try to come down this way when o
division of soldiers is moving in.

Just this minute got the news that Puhsih hasn’t fallen
So that makes things a bit better.

If you want me to take a run up Chenki way as soon as
I can, let me know. You may have more deﬁmte news than
I have about Chenki. I hope nothing serious has happened

Will write again tomorrow. 4

As ever, -
Denis.

D Now. 30, 1935.
EAR Father Flavian:

I made a mistake when I said that the 16th had
arrived. It was the 15th, Wang-Tong-Yuan's crowd.
Li-Chioh stayed here only a couple of hours and Wang soon
followed him. As soon as Li’s men arrived they immediately
started up the Puhsih road. About 18 Li from here they
bumped into a crowd of Reds, about thirty or forty, and
had a little fight. One of the soldiers was killed. His body
was brought into Luki yesterday. So the Communists have
Puhsih also. Their advance guard came into Puhsih dressed
as civilians. The Niyung-toei was fooled for awhile and
several killed but the most of them managed to flee into the
country. The Luki magistrate is hiding in the country near
Puhsih. If the soldiers hadn’t come when they did I am
afraid that Luki would have been paid a visit by the Reds.

Supu has fallen to the Communists also. About 4 o’clock
in the afternoon of the same day Chenki was taken. Hsiao-
keh is supposed to be in Chenki and Ho-lung in Supu.
Ho-lung must have taken the short road from Shenchow
to Supu. The Chenki magistrate’s secretary is here in Luki.
He says that Father Anthony was told that the Reds were
coming. He doesn’t know where the Fathers went, but
thinks probably toward Yuanchow. I don’t think it is so
as that road was said to be filled with bandits. The Chenk:
magistrate is in hiding near Chenki; probably the priests are
with him. ,

Just heard that the Communists have retreated from
Puhsih. The 63rd is moving over toward Sao-ki-wan, so I
guess you won’t have to worry.

’ As ever,
Denis.

Luki, Hunan, China.
Dee. 2, 1935.

D EAR Father Flavian:

Had quite a scare in the village yesterday The Com-
munists were reported to have crossed the river below Puhsih
at a place called Ma-ki-keou, which is 45 li from here. It
was supposed to be the plain clothes section of the Red
Army, called the “pien-i-tuan,” and are the advance guard.
Most of the women left the city during the afternoon. .

About siz o'clock the postmaster ran over and asked me
where I was. going to run to. I-told him I would hang
around and see what happened. Around seven o’clock there
was a lot of firing. The catechist became excited and wanted
me to hop @ boat and go to Shenchow but I went for
a “look-see” -and found it was the home guard callmg some
boats to shore. "A little further investigation, revealed that
the trouble at Ma-ki-keou was nothing. A few bandits ex-
posed their noses for a few minutes and then fled. Also
learned that the 63rd is in Chenki. The 16th and 19th haven’t
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PULSION OF THE COMMUNISTS.

crossed the river as yet. General Lo-K’i-Kiang is supposed
to be in the neighborhood. At Kienchow I believe.

Reports have it that the Catholic and Protestant missions
in Chenki were completely looted. The Yamen was dis-
mantled. Three of the gentry were held for ransom. One for
$600, one for $800, and one for $1,200. The first two turned
over the money and the third escaped.

I intended to leave for Chenki today but the trouble of
yesterday kind of changed my plans. 1 am trying to locate
a dependable man to get in contact with the Puhsih
catechist.

Expect some of the Shenchow home guard.in today.

As ever,
Denis.

Luki, Hunan, China.
Dec. 8, 1935.

D EAR Father Flavian:

Some boatmen from Wang-ngan-ping got in here yester-
day afternoon. They said that they heard that two foreigners
passed through Wang-ngan-ping the day before the Reds
took Chenki. It must have been Frs. Anthony and James.
Wang-ngan-ping is 35 li from Chenki on the Mayang river
and on the opposite side from Kaotsun., The Fathers must
have been headed for Kaotsun.

Boatmen from Chenki say that the Communists painted
a lot of signs around Chenki, thanking Li-Chioh for “escort-
ing” them on their gambol through Hunan. There were also
signs saying that the Soviet will soon rule the country. One
of Wang-Tong-Yuen's colonels, while here, said that Li-Chioh
was to lose his head if he didn’t stop the Reds. But in
spite of that Li manages to keep a day’s march behind them.

Reports say that Hungkiang is in a panic. There are two
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SOLDIERS OF THE MACHINE GUN CORPS QUARTERED IN THE
GUTTED AND BADLY DAMAGED YUNGSHUN CHURCH,.

companies of home guard in Hungkiang. Looks bad for that
sector.
Everything peaceful around here so I guess I will sign off
for a few days.
Thanks for yours of the 20th. As ever,
Denzs.
Passionist Procuration,
Hankow, Hupeh, China.
Dec. 5, 1935.

M OST Reverend and dear Bishop:

Just a bn'ef note—to send o little news re the new Com-
munist invasion. The enclosed copy Of a letter recetved
from the Japanese Consul in Changsha is a good summary
of the situation. Fr. Dominic and myself left Supu on
November 27th at 2 pm. At 4 pm. the Reds arrived.
The ﬁrst night we were only 20 i from the city. The next
morning we started at 3:30 am., in the dark and rain, toward
Paoking. Many were the scares and truly providential were
some of our escapes, because on the third and fourth day
we went through territory occuyned by the Reds. Fr.
Dominic had been unwell for the days previous to our leav~

Translation: i‘t’ -

Confiscation of all. =
the properties of
the Catholic and
Christianchurches
and missions for
distribution to the 'Q
poor. Political
Department of the
4th Division Sec-

ond Red Army
Group.
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THE ABOVE INSCRIPTION WAS FOUND AND COPIED BY HIS EX-
CELLENCY, BISHOP O)GARA, VICAR APOSTOLIC OF YUANLING, AT
YUNGSHUN, AFTER THE DEPARTURE OF THE COMMUNISTS.

ing Supu (seemed to have a blood-poisoned foot). So that
he got out of bed to start the five days’ journey over the
mountains to Paoking. After a day in this place we con-
tinued on to Changsha and then by train to Hankow,
arriving af ten last night. We have hopes that the Com-
munists will not be able to hold on long at Supu. Would
like to be back there by Christmas!

It was a most sad disappointment to Fr. Dominic and
myself to have to leave Supu with the work for souls com-
ing along so nicely. We sent home eighty catechumens the
morning of Nov. 27th. These were in Supu studying doc-
trine. The catechists and servants and even the pagans
proved loyal to us in our trial. May God bless them!

With all best wishes from myself and Fr. Dominic,
Always devotedly in Christ,
Raphael, C.P.
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Yungshun Falls

b & E skirted through the back alleys,
for if the Reds were in the city, the
main streets would be first overrun with
them, We expected at every turn to find
ourselves face to face with the bayonets
of the invaders. It was a nerve-rack-
ing run. The rain pouring down; inky
blackness all about (the feeble light of
the lanterns availed little) ; mud under-
foot, sticky slippery mud; the tumultu-
ous roar of a frightened city dinning in
our ears; and the end, perhaps not far
ahead—a bayonet’s thrust. Should I
grow to a ripe old age, the horror of
that race against time will ever remain
vivid in my memory.

The street leading to the east gate
loomed ahead. Into it we turned with-
out slackening speed. At least, Father
Timothy did. I tried, but the momen-
tum was too great, the footing too pre-
carious. My feet shot out from under
me, and across the street I went at full
length in a splash of mud and rain. A
poor vendor, his basket of wares perched
on his back, was fleeing by; but, unfor-
tunate fellow, he was right in the path
of the projectile. It was a ‘thudding
collision. The vendor crossed the re-
maining half- of the street with me and
also at full length, his wares flying in
all directions.

Father Timothy had turned at the
sound of the crash. “Up and away, old
top,” he cried, “we’ve made it!”

In short order I was at his heels,
both of us galloping with might and
main. My lantern, hopelessly smashed
in-the fall, lay somewhere behind in the
mud. The vendor was picking himself
up, screaming horrible curses at this
disappearing “foreign devil.” By the
time I was out of earshot, he had
reached the roots of: my family tree
down somewhere among the contempo-
raries of Saint Patrick.

The gate hove in sight. Hundreds
of panicstricken people milled around
it, all trying in a confused frenzy to
get through. Right into the milling
mass we charged. It was no time for
civilities. We were the only two white
men in that entire district, and worth-
while prizes for the Reds. So far, we
had made safety. Once through that
gate, and all would be well. So, in utter
desperation, we attempted to fight our
way through the mob. We joined in the
yelling and shoving and clawing and
pulling. Perhaps we sounded too blood-
thirsty; or perhaps the sight of two
fighting white men (we're both Irish, by
the way) awed the natives into opening

By Bonaventure Griffiths, C.P.

L ast Month, in “Terror Over Yungshun” Fr.
Bonaventure described the terror caused by the
approach of the Reds. In the following article
be describes in vivid word pictures his hurried
flight to safety together with Fr. Timothy.

a path for us. We finally broke through
that panting, struggling mob to the out-
side of the gate, a pair of heaving, per-
spiring missionaries.

The city was now behind us. Before
us was a long, hard climb of five miles
to the gap through the mountains.
Positive safety lay in reaching that
gap. The Reds could easily head us off
on the way, if word reached them that
two Catholic priests had just fled the
town,

What a climb that was! Thousands
of fleeing townsfolk were ahead of us,
the road nothing but a winding stone
path. Pelting rain, slippery mud be-
neath, pools of water ankle and even
knee deep, and the hurrying multitude
before and behind us. The road grew
steeper. For hours we forged ahead,
slithering and falling, with shortening
breath each foot of the way. Only
dogged determination kept us trudging
on that agonizing five miles. Time and
again we had to push through clustered
groups of refugees, whole families car-
rying all they owned in the world
strapped to their backs. Many a curse
was called down on our heads by these
poor people as they felt themselves
roughly shouldered aside. There was
terror abroad, and panic hastened every
foot treading ‘that dark, lonely moun-
tain path. It ‘paid to be as rough as
the next one under the circumstances.
Meekness might have invited a robber’s
thrust,

Toward midnight, the gap stood out
a mere half a mile ahead. We were
well spent, but had managed to force
ourselves well to the front of the fleeing
multitude. The hardest climb lay right
ahead. Hundreds of stone steps zig-
zagged their way up the sheer face of
the mountain. At the top of them, the
Moloch-like jaws of the gap towered
into the night. We rested before at-
tempting the last leg. Panting furious-
ly, throats too dry even to converse,
soaked with rain and perspiration, mud
from head to foot, nevertheless we felt
content to be alive and fervently thanked
the good Lord for such timely deliver-
ance.

The first few steps of the final half
mile beckoned us. However, we never
set foot on them. A tumult broke out
below, shrill cries of “Shen Fu, Shen
Fu” carried through the night air ac-
companied by the snorting of mules and
the clatter of hoofs on the stones of
the road. Our mules had arrived. Joy-
fully we ran down to meet them. The
poor beasts were panting hard and
looked strangely unfamiliar, so covered
with mud were they. The horseman
and the mission cook were with them.
They, too, showed the effects of a hard
and trying climb. They had to fight
almost every inch of the way to get out
of the city and then reach the place
where we stood. Loyal chaps, both of
them.

STRIDE the mules, the steep ascent

to the gap offered no discomfort.
True, the mules were breathing heavily
when the top was reached; for the climb
was a killing one. Before starting

-through the gap, we rested the mules,

meanwhile taking a last look down into
the valley where Yungshun lay some-
where in the darkness far below. A long
serpentine line of lights marked the up-
ward climb of fleeing townsfolk, those
whom we had left far in the rear. Even
at that great height, strident murmurs
reached our ears, the height-weakened
sounds of the clamorous multitude be-
low. We turned into the gap, and trot-
ted between its canyon like walls.
Through the night we rode along the
winding mountain trail made danger-
ously slippery by the heavy rains. It
was a lonely ride. Save the few feet
of visibility cast by the single lantern
and occasionally by our own pocket
flashes, Stygian darkness enveloped us.
Once in a while as we clattered along,
groups of people could be seen standing
by the road, refugees all. Their fright-
ened faces in the dim lantern light
looked strained, as they peered out to
see if we were friend or foe. A reas-
suring word of identity relieved them.
Far out of Yungshun, the road de-
scended a steep mountain.  Here we
were forced to dismount and give the
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WUKI BOYS—THEY FLED TO THE MOUN-
TAINS WHEN THE REDS PLUNDERED
THEIR HOMES.

reins to the horseman. The descent is
bad in good weather in the full light of
day. At night, with rain pelting down
and the way underfoot wet and slippery,
it is a ticklish proposition. The horse-
man carried the lantern to light the way
for the horses. We had our pocket
flashes. Constant sharp turns in the
descent made progress all the more dan-
gerous. A fall, and one could easily
slide over a precipice into the unknown
depths below. As luck would have it,
only one-third of the way was covered
when my flash suddenly went out, It
had burnt out. Two-thirds of the way
down, Father Timothy’s light began to
grow dismally dim. By the time the
bottom was reached, it had lived its life
and flickered out.

T was three in the morning when we

clattered into Mao Tze Ping, a small
mountain town. In that town, no doubt,
the Yungshun magistrate and those who
had fled town before us were lodged
somewhere. Up and down the short
street we went, banging on every house
and inn seeking admittance. Not a per-
son stirred, not a sound echoed from be-
hind those locked doors. It was like a
city of the dead. The street stood
deathly silent around us; each house a
tomb. And no wonder! When the deep
silence of the might is suddenly broken
with the clatter of hoofs and the noises
of much yelling and knocking, the
townsfolk behind their locked and bar-
red doors know from past experience
that travellers of such unholy hours can
be naught else but robbers and bandits,

For half an hour we tried in vain to
make the silent dwellers within realize

| aries fleeing from Yungshun.
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we were not bandits but the miss’on-
One
courageous innkeeper finally did open

{ his door a hair’s breadth. He would see

for himself what manner of men these

! were who so unceremoniously had come
{ to disturb that out of the way place in
% the dead of night. Our sharp-eyed cook

| almost immediately detected the slight

movement of the door. Over to it he
rushed. At the same instant, the hid-

| den door-keeper recognized us and

swung wide the portals. Out he shuf-
fled into the rain, a small oil lamp
clasped in his hand. After a chromatic
series of bows coupled with a litany of
apologies for having been the cause of
such unheard of inhospitality, he ush-
ered us within. Soon a roaring fire was

w ablaze and a pot of rice boiling on the
. stove.

No clubman in the exclusive

GOVERNMENT SOLDIERS POSE BEFORE THE 5
RUIN OF THE YUNGSHUN RECTORY.

coziness of his club ever enjoyed such

glowing embers. There indeed was a
fellow who, if he sought the ways of
heroic penance, would have to seek other
means than merely treading burning
coals., Through the open doorway, the
mules could be seen, standing patiently
in the rain, Faithful beasts! Despite
their idiosyncrasies, exasperating at
times, they never fail in the pinch; and
the tougher the going, the better they
seem to like it.

Wednesday morning dawned sullen
and grey; the rain, fortunately, had
ceased, but the footing remained ex-
tremely hazardous. Niu Lo Ho gorge
was reached after an hour in the sad-
dles. This is a great chasm which
cleaves the mountains to an enormous
depth. For centuries it has remained
unbridged. Hundreds of stone steps
lead precipitously downwards, a silent,
forlorn descent, which seems to lead
into the very bowels of the earth. All
of half an hour was consumed stepping
down the slippery steps to the bottom.

To our dismay, on reaching the bot-
tom of the gorge, there was no ferry to
be had.

From time immemorial a large punt,
decrepit and worn by constant years of
use, had been employed to ferry travel-
lers across the narrow river. A silent,
wizened old Chinese, as still of speech
as the solitude that pressed in on all
sides in the gloomy depths, plied his
monotonous way back and forth, placid-
ly serene, unhurried and unmoved.
Charon ferrying his melancholy way
o’er Stygian waters: thus did I envision
this gnome-like creature each time I had
sat, a passenger, at his feet,

But now he was sans ferry. A few

EVEN THE YUNGSHUN MISSION WELL
DID NOT ESCAPE THE INSENSATE FURY
OF THE COMMUNISTS.

sweet contentment as we did that night, | &

crouched over the open hearth in that
mountain inn. And show me the epi-
cure, absorbed in the pleasures of his
table, who has experienced such com-

plete satisfaction as we did in consum- |

ing those steaming bowls of rice.
Warm of body and soothed in spirit,

we sat back against the walls of the inn |
until dawn should call us to the saddles |
The aged inn-keeper placidly |

again,
smoked his massive water pipe the while
he droned out excoriations on the heads

of Reds, bandits, and all lawless folk %
Across the fire, the horse- |

in general.
man dozed, leaning back on a pile of
firewood; his gnarled feet, well cal-
loused from years afoot on rough moun-
tain trails, stuck into the midst of the
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nights before a lad had poled himself
across; and, with the thoughtlessness of
youth, had gone off leaving the boat un-
tied. A river never sleeps. Soon the
boat was drifting far from its mooring
stake. The rapids below beckoned. The
next day, it was found impaled on the
rocks, shattered heyond redemption.

However, old Charon still had his
customers to take care of; and where
there’s a will, there’s a way. Charon’s
way was to chop a few saplings down
and bind them together with bamboo
into some semblance of a .raft. And
without more ado, it was launched and
poled across the stream.

The unsaddled mules quickly swam
the river. Saddles and passengers
crossed via raft to the obvious discom-
fort of the passengers. Charon and his
cargo of missionaries so reduced the
buoyancy of the impromptu barge that
its floating level was removed from the
surface to one foot below. Thus, the
crossing was effected in slightly sub-
marine fashion, Charon and his guests
standing knee deep in water on the sub-
merged deck. However, a fixed nicety
of balance had to be maintained, lest any
untoward motion disturb the equilibrium
of the unruly craft, an eventuality which
would have pitched us headlong into the
icy waters.

Such pilotage called for a few extra
coppers. Yet the handful of coppers
which filled Charon’s scrawny fist drew
no smile of delight across his immobile
visage. Into his belt pouch went the
coppers; and, utterly unconcerned, he
pushed off to bring over the horseman
and the cook who were still waiting on
the opposite bank.

Then began the long, tedious, ardu-
ous, and toilsome climb out of those
abysmal depths.. In an almost perpen-
dicular ascent, the trail zigzagged its
sharp angled way to the heights above,
up and up almost to the very fringes
of the low lying clouds. A few minutes’
climb, and a few minutes’ rest; another
hundred feet, and another short respite.
Thus, in slow stages, the summit was
reached. Resting there for the moment,
we could see far below the river, a mere
thread of dark-hued silver; and Charon,
a mere speck at that distance, sitting
on the bank patiently waiting for other
customers.

HE mules were fed and watered ata

nearby inn. With Chinese inform-
ality, we joined the innkeeper’s family
around the fire and helped ourselves to the
steaming tea from a kettle always ready
'gainst the chance arrival of any stray
traveller. The innkeeper and his gar-
rulous mate, old friends of ours from
former visits in our travels throughout
the district, rattled off questions about
the Reds like a pair of practised. at-
torneys. Poor people! The very next
day the Red army was to come surging

up from the same nearby gorge. I have
often wondered how they and the hos-
pitable old innkeeper of Mao Tze Ping
(where we spent the last hours before
dawn) yes, and even poor old Charon,
fared at the hands of the invading Com-
munists. Some day socon, I hope to be
traversing that same road, this time
towards Yungshun; and I do hope they
will all be on hand at the same old
spots.

That afternoon, the sharp tattoo of
hoofs brought the natives of Wangtsun
to the doors.

“There go the Yungshun Shen Fus,”
could be heard on all sides. Little did
they realize that we were only the van-
guard of fleeing multitudes. The next
day Wangtsun, itself, would know panic
and fear,

The gateman of the Wangtsun mis-
sion in amazed wonder swung open the
main portal to admit the pair of un-
heralded missionaries. He needed no
second glance to know that we had not
travelled in self chosen circumstances.
There was something up. Indeed, he
was soon to find out that something
was up, and right in his home grounds.

HE clatter of hoofs had brought

Father Anthony Maloney, the
Wangtsun missionary to the door of the
mission. It was a few moments before
he recognized the pair of bedraggled
and mud-covered riders to be his
brother missionaries from Yungshun.
A smile broke out on his countenance.
Rather, it was more of a grin, since the
long curved pipe prevented the famous
Maloney .smile from reaching its full
proportions.

“What are you fellows doing here?”
he serenely asked.

“Reds,” we piped out in unison, stiffly
dismounting the while. “And we've
been on the road since last night.”

Then Father Anthony went into ac-
tion. He is a Kentuckian. That is
enough to say. And certainly he was
true to the famous heritage of his native
State. Basking in the afterglow of a
warm bath, and cozily clothed in some
clean dry duds, we recounted for Father
Anthony the incidents of the previous
few days and nights. Meanwhile, out
in the kitchen, Father Anthony’s cook
was feverishly preparing a worthwhile
meal.

Needless to say, I slept that night a
mighty sleep. Out of the depths of it T
was roughly aroused by two pairs of
hands and confused sounds of excited
voices.

“What's all the fuss?” I cried in
sleepy bewilderment, managing to per-
ceive in the bright light of day the
figures of Father Anthony and Father
Timothy.

“Come on, Rip Van Winkle,” said
Father - Anthony, “the Reds are on the
way and we have to clear town.”

That was enough. All sleepiness van-
ished. The clock stood at eleven.

At Father Anthony’s request, I has-
tened into the Chapel and consumed the
Blessed Sacrament. The Sacred Ves-
sels were quickly removed and packed.
A boat had been hired. It had no sooner
reached midstream than the magistrate
with his entourage arrived on the
scene. His bodyguard immediately
laid claim to the few remaining boats.
Another ten minutes, and we would
have been left high and dry.

“And now,” T said after we were set-
tled under the hood of the sampan and
on the way to Shenchow, “what’s the
dope to date? Evidently I missed the
latest news while making up lost sleep.”

“You certainly missed it all right,”
remarked Father Timothy. “Here’s
the story.

“It seems that all night long refugees
have been pouring into Wangtsun from
Yungshun, Their arrival and the lurid
tales they had to tell quite disturbed the
people here. Then this morning, not
long before we had to dig you out of
bed, our Yungshun cook came in all
aflutter. He had met some of his towns-
folk as they came in to Wangtsun. They
had remained;, or rather had not suc-
ceeded in quitting the town, when the
Reds took Yungshun. The invaders
swarmed through the streets like ra-
pacious wolves, looting and destroying.
Many poor people accused of resisting
the plunderers were shot down in cold
blood. Some of the Reds went to the
east gate through which the people
were still fleeing, and mercilessly killed
anyone who looked respectable enough
to be above the coolie class, crying out
that they were members of the hated
capitalists. The lad asked these people
about the Catholic mission and how it
had fared. They threw up their hands.
Why, they saw the invaders swarming
around it like ants, all trying to get in
first and do the choicest looting. Any-
thing movable had ‘been carried off;
floors ripped up, and walls pulled out
in the search for hidden hiding places.
After spending the night sacking the
city, the Reds left an occupying force in
the town; and, at dawn Wednesday,
the main force left to put Wangtsun to
the sword. They are somewhere on the
road now, and Wangtsun is doomed.”

WO days later, shooting the numer-

ous rapids during the entire time, we
arrived in Shenchow; or to give it
the new name, Yianling. However,
Yilanling proved to be merely another
stopping place. The Reds, unopposed
and gathering momentum with each
plundering delay, soon were threatening
Yianling. The same scenes of panic,
the same sights of fleeing multitudes,
the same tense apprehension, were again
to be witnessed and felt. The great in-
vasion of the Vicariate was in full sway.

Archconfraternity
of the Sacred Passion

OW few people, even those who call themselves Chris-
tians, ever think seriously of God and their relations
to Him. Many act as though He did not exist. They are
absorbed in the pursuit of this world’s goods and pleasures.
Catholics, because they have the true faith, ought more
than other Christians have the thought of God ever in their
hearts. If you reflected seriously on the eternal realities
how happy and holy and peaceful your life would be. If the
members of the Archconfraternity of the Sacred Passion
directed their thoughts more frequently to the life, sufferings
and death of Christ, what great progress they would make
in virtue,

Serious thinking .cannot be made if you read nothing but
the daily papers and never shut out from your thoughts the
vanities and frivolities of the world. Such thinking can be
done only in peace and quietude of spirit, either in the
privacy of your own room, or during your visit to the Blessed
Sacrament, or some other suitable time.

It is the purpose of the Archconfraternity to help you do
this. It is not difficult, if you have the good will to try it.
Kneel down and devoutly recall the presence of God Who,
as St. Paul says, “is not far from every one of us.” Direct
your thoughts to Jesus and think of Him as He hangs on
the Cross. Look at that torn and mangled body. See that
weary, dropping, thorn-crowned head; that sacred face de-
filed with dirt and spittle; those pierced and bleeding hands
and feet: that open side; the broken heart. Look—and look
—and look! Then consider your own life and ask yourself:
“Does Jesus Crucified reign in my heart? Why am I so
unlike my Master and Lord; so averse to suffering—so
impatient—so worldly!”

Then after thinking seriously such thoughts, make an
act of contrition, asking pardon for the past and grace to
persevere in virtue for the future.

This period of serious thinking should be made daily for
five or ten minutes. It will work wonders in your soul. Each
month I shall give an outline for a reflection on some phase of
the Sacred Passion in order to help you do this.

Rzv. Raymunp Kour, C.P., GENERAL DIRECTOR.
St. MicuatL’s MonastEry, UnioN 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. In saying these prayers, how-
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,” printed every month on this
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 Si6N, Union City, New Jersey.

SPIRITUAL TREASURY FOR THE MONTH OF JANUARY
Masses Sald ...ttt e e e 7

Masses Heard .......... foaodb o @@l 000 oomoo 000 aoIoR 6 oo 55,741
Holy Communions ............ccoeieeuieioesesin 43,237
Visits to B. Sacrament ... ...usssesies i ow e 117,025
Spiritual Communions .............c-.... 2 152,638
Benediction Services ......... 10 0 o flo BBloBa 000000 Baonooo 42,136
Sacrifices, Sufferings ........ .. ..cven. % o 0 o.M 06000 43,633
Stations of the Cross ................ SR AR AR ATRY M 73,635
Visits to the CrucifiX ...... .. ssopssosassrassssavossss 145,837
Beads of the Five Wounds ........covverroanoasnsn- 33,838
Offerings of PP. B1ood ........cctiveinvineriiennnes 145,306
Visits to OUr Liady .. cvvvvvrinnvniannannnns o 41,191
ROSaries «.....cceveveaaaan e Ty PR TR 49.260
Beads of the Seven Dolors .. .. .ovvieveiiian e 8,934
Ejaculatory Prayers ...... AT oy e VT 1,992,079
Hours of Study, Reading ...... e e RPN ER 44,668
Hours Of LabOl .« vvvvvettmmt it innernaeannns 44,538
Acts of Kindness, Charity ......... BEB oBd B 06 0 0 adh o 31,004
Acts of Zeal ......vnreen i i el i e e 40,239
Prayers, Devotions B N S e T U AT AN 420,782
FLours Of SIJENCE . vt et it ettt e et 37,268
Various WOTKS ..o vttrvniiinaranoreenrvonnassnsns 61,260
HOly HOUTS « oot itviiete et Mip— 706

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

(Ecclus. 7:37.) W e v R R
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AY their souls and the
souls of all the faith-
ful departed through the
mercy of God rest in peace.
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