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Only he who has witnessed a hurricane can adequately pic-

ture to his mind the fury, the irresistible force of that which,
on the above-mentione- d date, raged for about twenty-fou- r

hours in this northern section of Luzon, carrying through
the air and whirling about like leaves the galvanized iron
roofs of churches and parish houses, battering down build-
ings, smashing their framework into pieces, and burying be-

neath the debris, household effects and the corpses of animals
and of men, women and children.

Such was the torrential downpour of rain which accompa-
nied the typhoon, that, of a sudden, during the night, the
rivers rose to an incredible height, rushed over their banks,
swept everything before them, and carried out to sea not a
few houses, together with their occupants.

A few days later, when the waters had subsided, scenes
were beheld that can never be forgotten. The crops which
were about to be reaped, were wiped out of exist-

ence. The fields, formerly so fertile, were covered
with sand and strewn with the wrecks of dwellings.
Roads were obstructed by fragments of broken roofs,
scraps of furniture, refuse of every description, carcas-

ses of horses, cows and poultry, and the corpses of the old
and of little children, all intermingled and piled up in con-

fused masses. The stench from the dead bodies undergoing
decomposition was overpowering. Immense quantities of

foodstuffs were destroyed; and whilst the men sought for the
dead amidst the ruins, the women and children, palefaced
and crying, went about in quest of a little rice to allay the
pangs of hunger.

I happened to be in Bangued, Abra province, during the
storm and flood. The town was laid waste as if by a bom-

bardment. The roof of the priest's house, in which I was
staying, was torn off by the wind, carried over the church and
smashed into fragments at a distance of fifty yards. In
the immediate neighborhood between 300 and 400 people
were drowned. I was thankful to God for having escaped
with my life.

Since then, I have been deluged with entreaties for aid.
The parish priests can receive no help from their parishioners,
who, having lost their all in the storm, are now scourged by


