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MISSION FIELDSA 
«ATO*Y 

THE FAMINE IN CHAO-SHING-FU. 

Together with an interesting letter 
we received the following statement 
from Bishop Reynaud: 

"The immense and rich plain of the 
Prefecture of Chao-Shing-Fu, in the 
province of Che-Kiang, is protected 
by a series of dikes against the in
vasions of the sea. Cotton is the main 
crop raised in the fields bordering the 
sea; rice is cultivated in the lands of 
the interior. 

"All that extensive region, one of 
the most beautiful and the most peo
pled of China, is now in the thralls of 
misery and unheard-of desolation. 
Violent typhoons raised the sea 
against the dikes which were felled by 
the stormy waves and then the whole 
plain was flooded; the cotton crop was 
annihilated; rice rotted in the water; 
entire villages disappeared. Later, to 
make things worse, came political 
troubles, panic, riots, plunderings, etc., 
which have crammed the possible 
measure of misfortune, and have utter
ly ruined commerce. 

"In onder to live, most of the fam
ilies had to borrow money and pawn 
their, clothes, furniture and all that 
had some value; afterwards they had 
to sell their fields, houses, etc., finally 
having nothing to sell and unable to 
borrow, they now have to beg, become 
highwaymen or starve to death. It 
is a most cruel dilemma involving the 
darkest misery. The situation is des
perate. 

"In this Prefecture alone over 
300,000 people are starving. Many 
and many have died already, others 
have eaten up the sprouting wheat of 
their fields and will have no harvest 
this year. Some, driven to madness, 
ate the straw of their bed pillows or 
the cotton of their comforters and 
died of it. Every day new sad cases 
of death are registered and many vic
tims fall. Shall I mention some of 
the incidents of the plague? The fol
lowing three are the latest ones I 
have heard of: 

"The father and son were lying in 
the same bed; for five long days they 
had not eaten anything, 'Get up,' said 
the father, 'and try to find something 
to eat.' The son obeyed, staggered to 
the door and disappeared, not to re
turn. After some hours of expectation 
the father, uneasy, with an effort, got 
up and went slowly to the door. There 
he stumbled against a corpse. It was 
his son. This blow was too much for 
him and he fell dead by the side of his 
son. 

"A mother was nursing a new-born 
baby, the third of the family. The 
eldest son was nine years old and the 
second six. The father, an oarsman, 
was working outside. When he re 
turned home he found them all dead. 
The mother, with the babe, was on 
the bed, the other two children were 
lying on the floor. They had yet in 
their mouths some clover leaves they 
had chewed to relieve hunger. 

"A family of five persons were 
gathered around a large table in front 
of a dish of herbs saturated with 
arsenic. These poor people said: 
"Why should we suffer any longer? 
There is for us no hope for relief. 
It is better to die now than endure 
a dreadful agony." They decided to 
die together, together they ate of the 
fatal dish and fell dead beside each 
other. 

"The cases of suicide are frequent. 
Some throw themselves into canals 
and wells to escape the torments of 
hunger. But the most of the victims 
wait for the approach of grim death 
and even try to fight it with all the 
means in their power, yet she comes 
to them slow but sure, and they see 
their lives waste away, breath by 
breath. Even then they hope till the 
end comes. Shall they be deceived in 
their hope? 

"If we hasten we will yet have time 
to relieve those who still fight. It 
is comparatively easy to rescue lives, 
since with five dollars we can save 
a whole family. When I say save, I 
mean soul and body, for salvation is 
two fold in this case. Rescued by us, 
pagans become converts, they become 
Christians spontaneously in spirit of 
gratefulness and without any previ
ous condition imposed upon them by 
us. How beautiful and plenteous is 
the harvest in prospect if we but have 
the means. What miraculous fishing 
could we do, had we the nets, that is 
to say, some money! Wasn't it often 
thanks to temporal favors conferred 
that Our Lord and the Saints won 
souls over? 

"The Protestants are ahead of us. 
More fortunate than we, they distrib
ute a help that comes mostly from 
American Protestants. Has not Amer
ica given millions to the starving 
people of China, during the last few 
years? As a consequence, the Amer
ican Protestant ministers are popu 
lar; they are much thought of. Man
darins promulgate public edicts, prais
ing their charity. Naturally, the 
Protestant cause profits by it. They 
do, what we would like to do, what 
we ought to do, that is, to sow favors 
and reap souls. 

"In the meantime, the notable of 
cities and villages write to me num
erous letters insisting that I should 
follow these examples. Alas! what 
can I do? 

"I am leaving for Chao-Shing with 
Father Louat, C. M., who is in charge 
of that mission. I have with me some 
alms that were given me by some 
friendly pagans. The Christians of 
Ning-Po have also made some sacri
fices. Why not mention here among 
them the poor abandoned old men who 

with the little orphans of the Holy 
Childhood, taken care of by the Sis
ters of Charity, have contributed to 
the good work of relief in giving it 
all their little savings. Why not also 
mention that poor child who was cry
ing because we looked as if we would 
refuse his mite, all his fortune, three 
sapeques, not even the fifth of a cent. 
Really the sum thus collected among 
our poor Christians is very small— 
only five dollars,—but it is a valuable 
offering before the Lord, for it has 
cost many a sacrifice, and Heaven 
will bestow its blessings upon it. 
That small offering is an encourage
ment to us and an example to others. 

"Before leaving for my journey I 
repeat my motto, 'Give me souls.' All 
charitable souls will understand these 
words for they contain their own am
bition in life. I shall wait their ans
wer to my plea on the battlefield of 
suffering, in Chao-Shing where so 
many unfortunate are dying of star
vation. 

"May the word of the Psalm be real
ized in me for their sake. 'Going 
they went and wept, casting their 
seeds. But coming they shall come 
with joyfulness, carrying their 
sheaves.'" 

(Continued from page 3 )  

A VILLAGE TRAGEDY. 

never spoken of it before to any one. 
He told it to me only because I was a 
stranger from a far country. It is out 
of respect for his confidence that I 
have changed the names here. 

I shall not attempt to tell it in his 
own words. It will be enough to give 
the pith of it. He had learned it from 
his predecessor and from the late 
Baron, who was interested in Madume 
Gondal's case. She had married, as a 
young girl, one of the foresters em
ployed on the estate, and he had died 
while their only son, the future sol
dier of Loire, was still a child. The 
family at the chateau had taken care 
of her, found her work, and assisted 
her out of charity. 

She was quite right in saying that 
Pierre had always been fond of ad
venture. At the village school he was 
continually in trouble for playing tru
ant; for he liked bird-nesting and rab-
bit-snarng better than learning the 
Three R's. She would excuse his ab
sence from school by saying he was 
not well and needed the open air, 
though he was really a young Her 
cules. He always had his own way 
at home, and among his comrades he 
used his strength and agility to play 
the tyrant. He was self-willed, and 
had a fierce temper when he met with 
the slightest opposition from others 

"I don't mean that there was any
thing really very wrong in him," said 
the cure. "If he had been properly 
taken in hand, he might have devel
oped into a fine fellow. But he was 
allowed too much of his own way at 
the beginning." 

"The Baron," he went on, "used to 
live at the chateau then, and look 
after his estate: his son wastes his 
time in Paris. When Pierre left 
school, Monsieur le Baron was busy 
with a great project for working the 
woods here on scientific principles, 
He had a manager from a school of 
forestry in Belgium, and he was erect 
ing sawmills. He told Pierre he would 
give him a trade, and the young fel
low was put on the list of the men at 
the new mill. For a while he worked 
steadily enough. Then he began to 
be absent from work, as he had played 
from school, or he would come late; 
and if the foreman 'pulled him up' 
for it, he would reply with a volley 
of rough language, throw down his 
tools and disappear for the day. Then 
it was found that he was sometimes 
away from his mother's cottage night 
after night. She tried to keep this 
from the neighbors; but they found 
it out, and said he must be after some 
mischief or other. One mornng he 
came home with his head tied up with 
blood-stained rags. He told his mother 
he had been attacked by footpads 
'They got the worst of It,' he said. 'I 
am all right, but I can't go to the mill 
today." 

"He was not 'all right.' There was 
a nasty wound under the bandage 
and soon he could hardly stand. The 
doctor was called in. Then it came 
out that there had been a fight the 
night before between the Baron's 
gamekeepers and a gang of poachers 
This explained Pierre's night adven
tures. He might have been sent to 
prison, but the Baron said he would 
give him another chance, and when 
he recovered he went back to work 
Things dragged on much the same as 
before for a few months. Then came 
the war, the defeats on the frontier, 
the call for volunteers for the new 
armies of the Republic." 

"The Baron was raising a company 
Pierre wanted to join it, but was told 
that it was his duty to stay at home 
and work for his mother. All could 
not go. The only sons of widows 
were especially exempted from the 
first call for recruits. He seemed dis 
appointed, and the day the local volun
teers marched off he was in a very 
bad humor. He knocked down one 
young fellow who told him he had 
done fighting enough already, and had 
distinguished himself in the poacher's 
battle; so that he ought to have had 
a decoration and free lodgings for a 
year in a State establishment." 

"Next day he was gone. He had 
started off in the night, leaving a let
ter for his mother. She could not 
read it, so she brought it to the cure 

It was a wretched scrawl, in which he 
told her that he would be disgraced if 
he did not go Ike the rest, and he 
would tramp to the next town and 
join a regiment there. He would 
send her his pay and come back an 
officer and make her happy ever 
after." 

"She was inconsolable, until three 
weeks after another letter came. There 
was a twenty-franc note in it, and 
told how he had joined a regiment of 
mobiles, and was with D'Aurelle's 
army on the Loire learning his drill. 
He would soon be fighting and would 
distinguish himself. There would be 
good news. It so happened that the 
cure had a cousin who was an officer 
in Pierre's regiment. He wrote and 
asked him to look after his parish
ioner." 

"Then there was another letter, this 
time from Orleans. Pierre (no doubt 
you have seen his portrait) had been 
under fire at the victory of Coulmiers. 
He had not minded it a bit, and had 
laughed at seeing his comrades duck 
their heads when the bullets whistled 
by. War was fine sport, better than 
rabbit-shooting." 

"A fortnight after the cure had a 
sad task to perform. There came a 
letter from his cousin. Pierre was 
dead. She has told you about it; how 
he died bravely, and there is his mon
ument, 'mort pour la France,' in our 
little church." 

"Yes, I have seen it," I said. "After 
all, it was a good end. It might have 
been worse anyhow. He might have 
been killed in that affair wth the 
gamekeepers." 

"You know only part of the story," 
said the cure—"what everyone here 
knows; for we have kept the secret, 
for his mother's sake. The cure of 
that day told me how, when he read 
the letter, he thought for a long time 
what could be done. Was he justified 
in telling only part of the truth? Then 
he saw a way, and the word he used is 
on the monument. Poor Pierre died 
for France, but it was a sad kind of 
death." 

"He was shot, I suppose, in some 
wretched little affair at the outpost— 
killed treacherously, perhaps." 

'No. Yet, sad as it all was, there 
was a bright side to it. As you said 
just now, it might have been worse. I 
told you how from his boyhood he was 
self-willed, quick to anger, ready with 
a hard blow in answer to a sharp word. 
He was undisciplined, to use a formal 
expression. Perhaps if he had a year 
or two of barrack life he might have 
learned discipline; but he had only 
three months as a soldier, and scant 
time to learn his new trade." 

'On night, in some small town over 
there on the Loire, he came back late 
to the lines of his regiment, with 
some comrades who had spent the 
evening at a cafe, where the good 
citizens were foolishly hospitable. He 
had taken a little too much, though he 
was not exactly drunk. The sergeant 
of the guard, an old veteran, gave him 
a bit of his mind in rough soldier 
phrase, and Pierre answered him 
back. 'Arrest that scamp!' said the 
sergeant. 'Scamp yourself, don't dare 
to touch me!' was Pierre's retort. If 
the sergeant had been a wiser man, he 
would have let him pass and simply 
reported him; but the old soldier ser
geant thought the volunteers must be 
kept in their place. He strode toward 
Pierre to disarm and aires* him, and 
in a moment he was lying on his 
back; for Pierre's clenched fist had 
caught him between the eyes, and he 
went down with blood on his face. He 
was up in a moment, and roared to 
his men to arrest Pierre; but the vol
unteer had put his back against a wall 
and drawn his bayonet, and swore he 
would run through any man that came 
within his reach. But they were too 
many for him. While some came on 
with fixed bayonets and attracted his 

attention in front, another slipped in 
at the side, shot out his clubbed rifle 
and knocked Pierre down with the 
butt. At first they thought he was 
dead; but he had a hard head, and he 
soon came to. Then his case was 
hopeless. He was handed over to the 
military gendarmere, and told he 
would be tried next day." 

"There could be only one end to 
such a trial. Military law was sternly 
executed in the army of the Loire, and 
for his crime—armed resistance to 
arrest and violence to a superor offi
cer—there was only one possible sen
tence. He was tried next morning. 
He faced the firing party at sunrise 
on the following day. His comrades, 
formed in three sides of a hollov 
square, looked on. There were nom 
from anywhere near here to tell of th 
tragedy. Only his lieutenant knew hi
story; and he brought a priest to hiir 
and poor Pierre made a good enc 
Who knows but that it was a bette 
death than he would have if he ha« 
lived longer." 

"He wrote to his mother a letter fuL 
of regrets and protestations of affec
tion; but he wrote in it that he was 
condemned to die. So the cure burned 
it, and only told her that he had sent 
her a message of devoted affection 
before he died. He could add truly 
that he died bravely; for Pierre faced 
the levelled rifles unflinchingly. And 
he could say, too, that he died for 
France; for the example f that mili
tary execution helped to rivet the 
bonds of disciplne. If the poor woman 
had known all the truth, it would 
have broken her heart. 

"Monsieur le Baron gave her a pen
sion. Our good villagers, naturally 
knowing nothing of the facts, worked 
up a legend. Pierre Gondal, they said, 
had fallen bravely, fighting against a 
host of Prussians on the outpost line. 
They insisted on putting up the monu
ment in the church. The Baron de 
Servigny modified the inscription they 
proposed, so as to keep within the 
bounds of truth. Old Mere Gondal 
comes there day after day. She is 
past work now, and she dreams and 
prays beside the little altar, waiting 
till her day comes, and she will see 
her son again; for we may hope it is 
well with him." 

The cure rose and invited me to 
come with him and see the treasures 
of hs sacristy, some church plate cen
turies old, saved by pious hands from 
the pillage of the Revolution. As we 
left the sacristy Madame Gondal rose 
from her place and followed us to the 
porch of the church. 

The cure greeted her kindly. She 
looked up at him, smiling with pleas
ure. 

"Monsieur," she said, with a nod to
ward me, "has been talking to me of 
my brave son. No doubt he has gone 
to you, Monsieur le Cure, to learn 
more details, and you have told him 
more than I can tell of that brave 
death. I can not tell it all as you 
would." 

"Yes," said the cure; "we have been 
talking about him, and our visitor here 
has left me a little present for you." 

"Ah, he is kind, and I thank him 
from my heart!" said the old woman 
"He will remember my Pierre, and of 
me also. I am old and poor; but, 
after all, it is something that I am the 
mother of a son who died for France. 

I took her hand as I wished her 
goodby. The cure stayed a moment 
to give her the ten-franc piece I had 
handed him in the sacristy; then he 
followed me. Looking back, I saw 
Madame Gondal bent over her stick 
hobbling back to her post in the vil
lage church. The level rays of the 
sun shone into the wide arch of the 
doorway, and from where I stood 
had just a glimpse of the tablet on the 
wall, glistening in the sunset light-

—Ave Maria 
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This coupon is good for TEN (10) votes in THE CATHO
LIC BULLETIN'S VACATION -TRIP CONTEST. 

These votes are to be counted for : 

Name 

Street and No. 

City or Town 
(Void if not voted before July 10, 1912) 
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NOMINATION BLANK 
THE FIRST NOMINATION BLANK RECEIVED 

CREDITS THE NOMINEE WITH 

ONE THOUSAND (1,000) VOTES 
I Nominate 

Name — 

STREET Address — 

City or Town.. -

As a candidate in District No— for the Vacation Trip 
Contest. 

Signed — 

Address 

CONSUMERS POWER CO. 
FGKHJUtLY NORTHERN M&AliMG- CO. 

Electric Light Electric Power 

Steam Heat 

i TO 
Telephones: i xi-i-s'l 

Cedar 4513 
State 2234 

Office: 
76 W. THIRD STREET 

DECORATE YOUR CHURCHES 
In FRESCO 
By a Catholic Artist 

Twenty Years of Active Service. 
References 95 Churches 

GEO. F. SATORY, Artist 
Studio: - - Wabasha, Minn. 

ESTABLISHED 1870 

L. EISENMENCER MEAT CO 
At the head of Eighth St.—ST. PAUL 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEPARTMENTS 

Sausage Manufacturers, Pork and Beef Packers 
-Jobbers in-

Botter, Eggs, Cheese, Fish and Pickles * 

GENERAL MEAT DEALERS 
WE SOLICIT (EVERYWHERE) TO CONSUMERS 

THE BIG AND SMALL BUYER 
Visit us—(or write) 

THE MOST COMPLETE MEAT MARKET WEST Of NEW YORK CITY 
Since 1879 at 455-457 Wabasha St. 

EAST SEVENTH ST. 
- MINNESOTA GIULIANI STATUARY CO., ITSy 

Manufacturers of Ecclesiastical Statuary, Composition 
Altars and Communion Rails 

Importers of Marble Altars, Statuary, Etc. 
Furnishers of the Church of St. Louis, St. Paul, Minn. Church of the Immaculate Conception, 

New Munich, Minn. Church of Ste. Genevieve. St Genevieve, Mo. 

WE OWN AND OFFER, SUBJECT TO PRIOR SALE 

$100,000 
J A C K S O N V I L L E  G A S  C O M P A N Y  

(JACKSONVILLE, FLA.) 

First Mortgage Sinking Fund 5% Gold Bonds 
Net earnings for year ended April 30,1912, $137,036,84, which is more than doable the annual 

bond interest. Estimated net earnings for the calendar year, 1912, $145,000. 

PRICE 95 AND ACCRUED INTEREST 
We recommend this bond as an unusually strong and conservative investment and will be 

pleased to furnish detailed information upon request. 

MERRUM & JAMES 
405 PIONEER BUILDING ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA 

Satisfaction! 
To be sure that what you cat is 

absolutely pure is a great satisfaction 

HOME BRAND 
FOOD PRODUCTS 

Have no Equal on the Market. Call for Them. 
GRIGGS, COOPER G CO. 

MANUFACTURING WHOLESALE GROCERS ST. PAUL 

Trl-State 2119 N. W. Cedar 6916 

Willwerscheid & Roith 
PRINTERS 

Top Floor, New Manhattan BIdg. 

141 East Fifth Street, St. Paul, Minn. 

COPYGtCHT-t$f/  BY M.WrUCL CO INTEREST PAID 
ON SAVINGS 

" The Coal that's ALL Cftal" 

The Best Hard Coal 
In the World 

"Free from clinkers 
Sold bw 

CHECKING ACCOUNTS North Western Fuel Co., 346 Robert Street 
And by the Leading Fuel 

Dealers Everywhere I N V I T E D  
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