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February 17, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Our current times not only smell from, but are totally saturated with materialism. Principle, lesson and
people’s lives are based on and built on materialism. The body, our present life and material things are general
and only object of people’s lives. As for God, faith, the soul and virtue — these are relics of the past for which
there is no room in the world of the twentieth century. Therefore, just imagine the atheists, the unbelievers and
the moral criminals. A bitter cynicism reigns and a glacial egoism! I think that this is an appropriate time to
relate a true incident that happened in 1870 during the Franco-Prussian War. I’ll call this incident:

AND YET THERE IS A SOUL

“I have never yet‘told anyone this story,” said the old general, “the very mention of it gives me qualms of
conscience. In vain I reason that this could have happened to anyone, that this was an accident — and yet, after
so many years, the thought keeps returning and it is always more troublesome. This is so sentimental — for I
was a soldier for forty years and I witnessed so many things.” In an effort to control his emotions, he flicked
the ash from his cigar which quivered a little in his bony fingers and then he said, “Listen to me, Sir. Ididn’t
feel very well towards the end of the war in 1870. It was the beginning of this pain which is constantly with
me, besides the bullet wound that I have in my shoulder. However, I did not interrupt my time of service.
There were too many Prussians in France. I was exhausted and terribly depressed because I am a native of
Alsace. At that time there was a lot of trouble in Paris and many riots. The people had already suffered a lot,
and who suffers, does not often reason well. We had just about started out on the road to join up with the
garrison, when the command was given: ‘Change direction, go to put the communists to flight!” Therefore, we
had to besiege Paris, just as the Prussians were doing. One could see that the city walls were pock-marked with
their bullets. At that time I held the rank of ‘captain’ and within three days, my detachment lost seven people.
We all had only one desire — to break through these fortifications, strike this rabble without showing them any
mercy or pity and bayonet all of them. One day, after many various efforts and skirmishes, we entered Paris.

Such a battle in the streets, where everything — doors, windows, roofs and church entryways pose a threat to
man, is terrible! One clings to the walls out of fear of death, while all around us people are falling down dead.
These people are only dimly seen in the thick clouds of gray corrosive smoke and their final movements assume
terrible, fantastic forms. 1 must add that everyone who was fighting, whether they were French or Confederate
troops, fulfilled their duty and practiced their trade well. The communists were fleeing for they were beaten by
our troops. Many of them, having sensed that further opposition was useless, sought refuge in cellars or
scattered to hide in people’s houses.

Dusk was falling when I and my troops were coming close to W street. Shots and cries constantly
thundered around us resounding in a gloomy echo. At the end of the street there rose a very high, silent
barricade that was already steeped in mist. Scattering the people to the sides of the street, despite the
encroaching darkness, I tried to assess the strength of the barricade and the number of its defenders. “Maybe it
is already abandoned,” I mused, for there were no signs of enemy fire even though we were an easy target at
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that moment. In the end, however, thanks to intense observation with a telescope, I perceived some moving
shadows in the evening mist. This means that this barricade holds troops and it will be defended. ‘Forward!”
We rushed toward it at a full gallop. After a few minutes, I hear a shot and turning, I see my lieutenant lying on
the ground. The voices resound — ‘Forward! Forward!®

Suddenly some kind of brilliance hits us and thousands of sparks fill the air. From the sea of flames, it
seemed like the heavens were ablaze with blood as a huge brilliance bursts on the left side and on the right.
These rogues had started fires everywhere and the city of Paris was on fire!

We sped after them as fast as we could, jostling and slashing out at those in our way. They defended
themselves like mad men, at least some of them did for the leaders of this band had escaped and by the glare of
the fires their uniforms were visible as they were headed towards the Pantheon. I plunged my sword into the
breast of an old, gray-haired man who had twice shot at me and missed. He crumbled to the ground without a
sound. My hand hurt but I ignored the pain and got over to the opposite side of the barricade. A few who were
still defending themselves were surrounded and a group of my soldiers took off in pursuit of those who were
running away.

Then, about a hundred paces away, a gray image that seemed to have white wings caught my attention.
What could this be? Hesitatingly, I drew nearer and a corporal with a gun walks behind me. I look —rub my
eyes for this is impossible! The corporal whispers, “Captain, that’s a Sister of Mercy!” *What? Not here!”
Meanwhile, we came closer to the figure of a woman wearing a religious garb. She was busy untying the
necktie that was constraining the neck of a young communist while his unsteady head was resting on her knees.
It seemed as though this Sister did not hear their wild screams and their blasphemies which were mixed in with
the noise of all the shooting. Slowly and softly she was saying words that were lost in the general noise but
which the trembling lips of this young wounded communist seemed to be repeating.

I came near and called out to her — ‘Through the merits of the passion and death of Christ, what are you
doing here? Who are you?’ She raised her eyes and looked at me. I will never, never forget that figure that
was so full of peace and serenity! At that moment, in the glare of a flash of fire, her charming look and sweet
tone of voice was such a contrast to the wild animal screams around us. ‘They forced me to come here about
two hours ago,” she whispered. ‘I was the last one remaining from our Congregation. Since I am the Superior,
1 had to take care of everything until the end. I defended myself for I wanted to join up with the other Sisters.
They had all left and T am confident that they have been rescued. Soon all the fighting was taking place in this
area and there were many who were wounded. Therefore, since I am a nurse, I stayed to nurse them and take
care of them.”

1 could not doubt the truth of what she had said. At first I marveled at the heroism of this woman, but then
anger and excitement overtook me and I shouted brutally — “You should have allowed then to die like the
animals that they are!” ‘You see, Sir." She explained, ‘when you have lived through a lot of different moments,
you begin to wonder because you notice that a person is not always the kind of person that his surroundings
make him to be and that there is within him a different being — one capable of loving and feeling pity for
others!”

At that moment, a deadly shudder wracked the body of the young dying communist — and he died! The
noise from all the shooting seemed to gradually lessen and then die out. Turning to the nun, I said, ‘Sister, you
cannot leave now. You would be putting yourself in danger of certain death or of being captured again. Above
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all, I must first make sure that I am not being cheated. Sister, do you have any papers on your person that prove
that you really belong to a religious Congregation? Please follow me!”

We went into a small shop, and except for the fact that things were scattered near the entrance, everything
else seemed to be in order. I told her to light a candle and I took a seat by the table, placing my gun beside
myself for its strap was cutting into my shoulder. Casting a few distrusting glances at the Sister; I was a little
more polite in asking for her name, age, etc. She had a smile on her face, full of sadness, yet peaceful. In her
thoughts she seemed to be miles away from our bloody fighting. — She was Marie Louise Ronville, known as
Sister Dominic in the Congregation and she was thirty-seven years old. She answered all my questions in such
a peaceful tone of voice as though we were in the parlor of her Congregation. I remember everything and what
is so odd is that my recalling of this story re-awakens in my mind all these little details. She handed me her
worn black purse in which were several letters addressed to her, a few holy pictures and an old wrinkled up
scapular.

“You are free, Sister,” I told her respectfully, ‘but if you should try to leave now, when Paris is so full of
danger, you would be needlessly putting yourself in danger of death. Then, Sister, would you maybe want to
perform your acts of mercy among our men who are wounded?’ She nodded her head and headed for the door
with that quiet and light step used by the Angels of Mercy when they are in a sick person’s room.

At that moment, terrible shouting and heart-rending sobbing echoed from nearby. Sister stopped, totally
puzzled and instinctively I left my seat. Almost at the same moment, several soldiers entered pushing and
prodding before them a woman whose clothes were in rags and her hair fell loosely down her back. Being
drunk, she was still trying to defend herself, hurling a storm of curses and invectives against these soldiers.
Blood flowed freely over her face from some deep scratches on her cheek and her bare legs clad in over-sized
clogs emerged from under her short tattered skirt. Her hands which were blackened by soot, emitted a strong
smell of burning oil. The soldiers dragged this woman over to me. Sister drew nearer and watched in silence.

‘Captain,” the soldier said as he saluted, ‘I was out on patrol when I notices this woman, with two others,
throwing something around all the houses. She had a bucket in her hand which she threw and left behind when
she ran away. The bucket was still half-filled with kerosene, so we ran after them. When one of the soldiers
grabbed her, she suddenly turned around and his revolver discharged leaving him dead on the spot.”

Without interrupting him, the accused woman stood by in silence. The excitement and her drunken stupor
seemed to have left her. Every once in a while she would wipe away with her dirty hand the blood that flowed
from her cheek so that her entire face became a red-black mask in which her wild eyes shone. Actually her
appearance in this poorly lit room alongside the furious soldiers who were very bitterly disposed towards her,
seemed dreadful and at the same time very tragic.

Just to follow accepted procedures I asked her — ‘Did you hear what the sergeant said?” She nodded in
assent. ‘Do you admit to the fact that you are guilty? There are times when orders are brutal. We should have
shot every trespasser on the spot and then the continuously growing number of fires forced us to order the
execution of all these fire-bugs. I read all the details for one still has a heart and feels sorry for people. But —
before everything else, I am a soldier for whom every command is a strict order. Therefore, without giving this
situation more thought I ordered them to call the aide. ‘Shoot this woman!” The soldiers greeted that command
with a joyful shout. I quieted them down telling them that this woman now has a right to their respect for she
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will die within a very short time. The soldiers just asked, ‘Now Captain?” — ‘Immediately! — ‘In what place?’
‘Wherever you want — even in the street!”

“Sir! Sir! This was a cry of petition, yet it was full of terror and force. This Sister of Charity confronted
me; her lips were white and trembling but her eyes were flashing with courage. In her hand she held the
crucifix of her rosary. Truly, in all this commotion and mix-up I had never even noticed that she was very
pretty. The soldiers stopped in their tracks and I myself was shaken as I turned and asked — “What has
happened?’ Now a torrent of words mixed with sobs poured out of her mouth: ‘She has a soul...Sir, you know
about that human soul that God will judge...and her soul is so besmirched with all these crimes. Do you really
want her to be damned? Death is nothing compared to that!...Wait at least until a priest can give her
absolution...I beg you, Sir...I swear in the name of your mother, wife, in the name of salvation for all of us!”
She continued her pleading and I began to feel a growing emotion within me. My soldiers were listening in
silence and only one of them jeered loudly. At that same moment a mighty burst of wind shook the air and an
ominous noise resounded with an echo while an ill-omened light flooded the horizon.

I quickly came to my senses and said, ‘Sister, what you are asking for is impossible. This woman is a
murderess and an arsonist. She must die!” As though she hadn’t heard all the noise, Sister continued speaking
in her soft, but compelling tone of voice: “To die is to condemn her to hell forever.” To which I yelled, ‘Didn’t
she light up hell in Paris?” Now, having lost my temper, with a motion of my hand I repeated my command to
the soldiers. Sister, seeing that my determination was implacable, whispered — “Yes, she must die, she must,
she must! But, Sir, there is one thing you cannot refuse me. You are a Christian, just as your soldiers are also
Christian. At least, you once were Christians and you will again be Christians at your last moment of life.
Please wait one hour — just one hour — before you kill her — and please give me that one hour alone with this
woman who stands beside me. What difference will that one hour make since you have the entire night before
you? Give her that hour to humble herself before God and beg Him for forgiveness...Just one hour — That’s
such a short time. 1 will stay with her during that time without any fear. I have nursed sick criminals who were
far more dangerous than she is. After an hour, you may come and take her to be executed, if you wish.”

What Sister was saying and asking for most of us we all still feel, deep within our hearts, that once our life
here on earth ends, we all begin living another life. The mystery of death penetrates us in ways that are deeper
than we think. It rarely happens that someone’s calling into eternity doesn’t re-echo in the depths of our heart,
even though that heart may be filled with passions and angers.

After a moment’s hesitation, I replied — “Very well, then. It is now eleven o’clock. At midnight, this
woman will be executed!” Having placed a guard by the door of the room into which the nun entered with this
condemned woman, I walked out, lit a cigar and with quick steps paced the length of the street and back. I did
not understand the origin of the fear and unrest that began to envelop me. Painful or tragic happenings have in
us their imperceptible harbingers. They call them intuitive people, but I don’t think that is a good description.
One does not know why he is suffering this and everything else. Actually, nothing forewarned of the drama
that was going to take place. However, I must admit that that dark street, full of smoke from all the fires and
echoing with complaints and moans, seemed to me to be a nasty curse of war. Then the face, framed as it were
by a nun’s white head-dress appeared before my eyes and brought about in this chaos of people and happenings,
the impression of pious concentration — a strange thing that was sometimes almost fearful. I was also thinking
about the strength of that faith which is able to see the immortal soul much clearer than the body does.
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The General ceased speaking and wiped his brow as though to make sure that the memories he was
recalling would not come alive for him anymore. After a short time he continued forward with some effort.
Midnight arrived. There were twelve strikings of a clock and at the same time shots rang out. I trembled -1,
returned to the military station.

“Step aside!” I cried and everybody moved to let me through. A black huddled mass lay by the wall. Some
secret force, some type of indefinite uneasiness forced me to draw closer to the corpse and to bend over to
examine this corpse. I don’t know how or why but I suddenly straightened up so fast that I almost fell on my
back. It was as if I had been shot by a bullet between the eyes. For it seemed to me, despite the darkness of the
night I recognized her — Yes, I recognized her — but it wasn’t the twisted, loathsome face of the communist, but
the smile of the Sister — full of peace and sadness — that smile that struck me when I glanced at her for the very
first time. — ‘Bring me a torch.” I called out, but they couldn’t find one. ‘Then, bring a candle — or something!”

I wanted to see clearly in order to get rid of any doubt.

During those few minutes of waiting for my command to be carried out, I was seized by an indefinite fear.
Evidently, the events of the day had upset my nerves. This cannot be! Hurry with that light! Perhaps it is not I,
but that nun who lost her mind and dared to do something like this! But no — these words seemed like
monstrous insult to her even in my chaotic state of mind. Iremembered that Sister when she shook the white
wings of her head-dress and her eyes were full of rapture as though she was facing martyrdom when she cried
out — “But, she has a soul! Sir, do you know what a soul is that someday God will judge?

This lady communist and arsonist did not have a soul that was worthy to be offered to God — and I knew
that very well, while the soul of this nun was ready for heaven. ‘However, Sir, as a Catholic, is that how you
think and believe?’

*And, now, where is that nun?” 1 still asked while the soldier was protecting the candle flame with his
hand. He answered, ‘She left about ten minutes ago, Captain. We thought that she just wanted to breathe some
fresh air, but in the meantime she vanished within a very short time behind the barricade. I grabbed the candle
out of the soldier’s hand and brought it close to the pale face of the dead woman and stood up, dumbfounded!
Yes, this was that Sister of Mercy. She lay there in that dirty torn dress, pierced by three bullets. She offered
her soul to the Creator for the conversion of the other woman.

The General went silent. Finally, in a trembling voice he whispered, ‘Through her way, that day I learned
of the great value of the human soul...”

My dear listeners, how many times have you met people who not only do not know how to appreciate the
value of the human soul, but insist that there is no such thing as a soul — it doesn’t exist! How many times have
you read the writings of people who are presumably highly educated and very progressive, who suggest to
simple-minded, uncritical folks, that everything ends with death because man is like an unintelligent being —
actually like that first animal — devoid of any soul. Instead of listening to such human deductions and
arguments, let us listen to and adhere to the teachings of Christ. Christ teaches us that everyone was created
with a soul which neither death nor the grave can break for it will live for all eternity!




