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World War | was just beginning. My wife left me, taking with her my two year old son. She
disappeared with him like a stone in water. Discouraged and almost in despair, | wrapped up my practice
and left for Texas.

A little later another great misfortune! My mother died. After the funeral, we opened her box
with all of her keepsakes. My brothers and sisters agreed to let me keep that rosary in her memory
because of all of them | knew its history the best. | left with a certain satisfaction.

| had a good legal practice; now | signed up to the local Masonic Lodge. | now moved in the best
circles of companions. Nevertheless, for me such a worldly person, this rosary had some sort of strange
appeal. It plainly pulled me to itself. For this reason, | often removed it from my drawer, and holding it in
my hand, in my imagination, | would open scenes in which | played a role years ago.

Again | visualized my merciful Methodist mother and that pious Catholic sick Spanish woman. |
remembered every single detail. In the end, like the Amen in a prayer, | would always think of my son of
whom | didn’t have the slightest bit of knowledge since my wife left me. What | wouldn’t give to have
some news of him.” With that he ended his story of the rosary, the Methodist and the Mason.

The Catholic lawyer decided to do something concerning this matter. He telephoned a reporter
at the daily newspaper, the Dallas News. He told him the entire story, exactly as the lawyer Peabody had
told him. The reporter promised to write this up in the paper, but only under the condition that his
friend, the Auxiliary Bishop of Dallas can first examine and evaluate that rosary which was kept and
respected by a Methodist and a Mason.

The Bishop declared that this rosary was a true relic of the 18" century and was the artistic work
of either a Spanish or Italian sculptor. The rosary should be in some museum, and not in the hands of
people who do not know its value nor do they appreciate it as they should. But, the owner did not want
to be parted from this keepsake. In the Sunday edition of the Dallas News there was a long article, not
only relating the history of the rosary, but also the history of the owner of the rosary.

On Tuesday evening, the Methodist Peabody was called to the telephone. The telephone
operator informed him that someone from New Orleans wanted to talk to him. Thus, he soon heard a
strange voice asking “May Edward Peabody come to visit his father, George Peabody whom he had
considered long dead; this is what his mother had told him.”

George felt as though he had been struck by lightning. He was barely able to stammer:
“Assuredly, yes!” and the telephone receiver fell from his hand while he fell to the floor unconscious.

On Thursday, his long lost son arrived. He did not come alone. He brought with him his young
wife, a French woman by birth and their two children. After 30 years of separation, the father and his
son met. The son had read his father’s name in the Dallas News in the article about the artistic and
precious rosary. His mother, who had just recently died, always told him that his father died a year after
the boy was born, leaving him an orphan.
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Immediately on Friday, Peabody Senior arranged a reception in honor of these new comers.
Large plates of meats were on the table along with large plates of fish. His son and daughter-in-law both
for the fish. This father almost fell from his chair when he heard — “Father, | am now a Catholic, thanks
to my wife. Our children have also been baptized in the Catholic faith.”

His father stood up from the table and left the room. The young couple thought that the
information of his son’s conversion not only shocked him, but also angered him but, they were
mistaken. They had scarcely managed to exchange a few sentences when the father returned. In his
hand, on a silk handkerchief, he was holding that artistic rosary. Handing it to his son, he said with great
feeling — “This historic rosary that was once given by the hand of a grateful Catholic to my merciful
Methodist mother, and for so very many years kept in the hands of Methodists and Masons, | now place
in your Catholic hands, my son. This rosary, in its travels from hand to hand, has brought about a lot of
good, it has brought happiness to many people and for me; it has found you, my son. May it now be an
encouragement to a Christian life and to works of mercy for you, your wife and your children.”

Thus spoke this old Methodist and American Mason. At the end of his little speech, he was so
moved that he wept. With him wept his Catholic son and his Catholic daughter-in-law.

After a few days, these young people had to return to New Orleans. As they were bidding his
father goodbye, he again became teary-eyed, saying: “I, too, may someday become a Catholic.”

This incident is not taken from old American books describing heroic figures from the times of
the American colonies, nor from the times of the Civil War, nor from the times of the Spanish-American
War but, it is taken from common life because it happened in the months of August and September in
the year 1951. In order not to break the effect and the impression of this story, | withhold any further
comment.

On Friday, November 18, 1949 Robert Vogeler, an American citizen, a representative and the
head engineer of International Telephone and Telegraph Corporation was seated at his desk in
Budapest, the capital city of Hungary. He had just finished his work. He closed his brief case, bid farewell
to the personnel and left. He hailed a taxi which was to take him to the main railway station. He
intended to return to Vienna where his wife and two children lived and where the main offices of the
International Corporation of Telephones and Telegraphs are found.

On his way from the office to the station, the secret police, the guardians of security, the Red
Guards took Mr. Vogeler into their custody. They justified his arrest by accusations of spying and
sabotage. They carried out a showy trial after holding him to 15 years of hard labor.

Our government protested. Diplomatic maneuvers began. The Hungarian Communist
Government agreed to free Vogeler under the condition that the Americans return to them the historic
crown of St. Stephen along with the confiscated property valued at $427,000 plus the opening of
Hungarian consulates in the United States.

The American government agreed on the opening of consulates only in Cleveland and New York,
on the return of Hungarian property in Germany and in permitting travel to Hungary. The result of these
concessions was that Vogeler was released in May, 1951. He is up until now, the only American who
endured long months of torture in a Communist prison and then returned to his country and family.

Sam Vogeler affirms — “It is too bad that such things are necessary, as those that happened to
me, in order for us to appreciate the value of faith and the meaning of faith in our life.” His wife adds
with a smile: “My husband returned successfully from the prison of living corpses behind the Iron
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Curtain. He, | and our children prayed. We had a whole group of saints on our side. My husband
returned because St. Jude worked out what seemed impossible and unworkable. St. Anthony of Padua
found him and returned my husband and the children’s lost father while our Blessed Mother showed
herself as a most merciful Mother and a Mother of the worried.”

The two Vogeler sons, Bobby and Billy, recall how daily they prayed Hail Marys to St. Anthony,
their father’s favorite saint. After a few months, they went to their mother with the complaint that they
had been praying so very long, every morning and every evening to St. Anthony to bring back their Dad
and that Saint hasn’t done anything for us.

Their mother’s answer to them was — “Boys, you don’t give ultimatums to the saints. Just keep
praying.” “We believed in the help of God, we believed in the power and efficacy of prayer and for that
reason today we are together.
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February 10, 1952
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Most probably every one of you has at one time or another heard of the name — Diogenese. He
was a famous Greek philosopher who lived about 400 years before Christ. He was a cynic and an
eccentric. It is said that he lived alone in a huge barrel and propagated the principles of a primitive life.

They tell stories about this pagan sage Diogenerse that on one sunny day, at noon, he was
walking with a great lantern that was lit in the public market square of Athens, the capital of Greece and
it seemed that by the light of his lantern, he was searching for something.

The people passing by indulgently and curiously looked at the odd philosopher until one of them
asked him — “Sir, what are you looking for?” “I’'m searching for a human being” sounded his dry and
mocking voice. “What do you mean what kind of a human being? Can’t you see that this entire market
place is filled with people?” “Yes, | see that it is full of individuals” answered Diogenese “but these are
not people. They are animals, because instead of living according to reason, as people, they allow
themselves to be guided and ruled by their animal instincts.”

There have always been very many such in the world. There are also plenty of such in our
present times. Such people only live to satisfy themselves in everything and to make themselves
comfortable in everything. The motto for their entire life is that which we read in the Book of Wisdom:
“Let us use temporary goods and enjoy created things. Let us fill up on expensive wine and oils and may
the flower of time not pass us by. Let us walk with wreathes of roses as long as they do not wither . . . let
us leave everywhere the marks of delight, since that is our share and this is our part.”

It is especially to such that the rebuke of Holy Writ applies: “Man when he was in honor, didn’t
understand; he is compared to unreasoning beasts and he became similar to them.”

But, is it possible on the other hand that there were not always entire legions of good, virtuous,
pious, just and merciful people? Is it possible that there aren’t such in our present times? Oh, yes! There
are. Without a doubt, there are. There are entire crowds of fathers who are sober, hard-working and
caring about the good of their families. They are models of Christian living.

There are crowds of good mothers who are true priestesses of the hearth and home and
Guardian Angels to the children entrusted to them by Divine Providence. There are faithful husbands
and virtuous wives.

There are children who are obedient to their parents, respectful of their parents and loving their
parents. Yes, in today’s world we have virtuous and holy people who know perfectly well why God has
given them life and everything with that life. They understand the purpose of their existence.

From that point, to today’s talk entitled:
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ATTRACTIVE EXAMPLES

Seat yourselves comfortably by your radio and listen carefully. Despite the fact that he was born
and raised in the area of Pittsburgh, my grandfather, when he finished his course in medicine, for
reasons known only to him, moved to Chicago and there in one of the hospitals, spent four years as an
intern. He was a hard Methodist. He was not ashamed of his faith and he had the courage to admit to
his faith.

His colleagues, young doctors who were working at the hospital advised him at the beginning to
settle in one of the bigger cities in the East. But, he had his own ideas. He listened to all of their advice,
but he did what he had long ago determined to do, namely, he settled in a small town in the mid-West.
It was there that he hung up his sign.

It is worth noting that the inhabitants of that little town were primarily from Sweden, Germany
and Belgium. Naturally, there were also people from Poland, my God, where aren’t they? But naturally,
these Poles were in a minority. At the most, there were about 40 Polish families.

Despite their small number, these Polish people got themselves a small wooden church which
they built on a hill just outside the town. Our grandfather, perhaps by accident or it was arranged by
Providence, had his office in the town on the street which connected with the road leading to the
church. He used to open his office early at 8:00 am. He wanted to be of service to the farmers who rose
early and would drive into town at early hours seeking help for their pains and ailments.

Sometimes when there were no patients, he stood at the window on the second floor of the
building and watched what was going on in the street. One morning, a little before 8:00 am as he stood
deep in thought, he glanced in the direction of the church and noticed that coming up the hill very
slowly, with great effort was a poorly dressed old woman. She had something in her hand. She walked
slowly, not looking to the right or to the left. Finally, she disappeared behind the doors of the church.

From that day on, every morning, some secret force, or perhaps it was the voice of conscience,
or it was just natural curiosity that drove him to the window to see that old woman who regardless of
the weather, regularly went to church.

He asked his neighbors about her. They told him that she is a widow who works very hard during
the day for the upkeep of her five children. She spends her evenings doing the laundry for several
wealthier families. That information sharpened his curiosity.

Thus several months passed by. Winter arrived and brought with it freezing temperatures, snow
and snowdrifts. But this woman, to the astonishment of our doctor, regardless of the weather, kept to
her schedule; every morning she went to church.

One morning, after an all-night freezing rain, which covered the sidewalks and roadways with a
crust of glassy slippery ice, my grandpa stood in the window asking himself — “Will she go or will she not
go today to church in such inclement weather?” He was ready to make a bet with himself that she would
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not go. Who would want to risk breaking his arms or legs on such slippery roads, on that steep street
covered with ice that led to the church?

Exactly at that moment, a figure that was well-known to him passed under the window of his
office. On her feet she had great, thick and heavy felt boots. On her head a wide, gray shawl which also
served as her coat. The woman walked slowly and carefully step by step.

Amazed, he looked at her, and as he later said, “My heart leaped into my throat.” His eyes
swelled with tears as he followed every one of her movements especially when she still had about thirty
steps to the church doors and getting down on her knees on all fours she scrambled over that slippery
surface to church.

“I' was nervous to such a degree, that perspiration was flowing down my face as in a Turkish
bath.” That day, my grandfather did not receive any patients. He closed his office, locking it with two
locks. He then went to his own home. He sat in a comfortable arm chair and waited for the arrival of his
maid servant.

When she finally made her appearance, he hollered to her, “Are you perhaps a Catholic?” The
girl was so frightened by this question, that she stopped breathing and couldn’t say a word. She nodded
her head as a sign that she is. “Do you have any books or any written material about this faith?” Again,
she nodded her head in the affirmative. Again, but this time in a much gentler tone of voice — “I beg you,
go home as fast as you can and bring me that literature about the Catholic religion. | want to know and
must know what you have in your churches that forces people to get to church even in such snowstorms
that they crawl on their knees.”

The results of this story are clear. As a result of the example given by that poor, hard-working
pious widow, our entire family was converted. Presently, after three generations, we are five families,
true born and of deep faith.

Well, perhaps now you will stop being surprised that | am constantly encouraging men to raise
their caps or their hats when they are passing or driving by our churches. Or why | am persuading you to
pay a visit to Our Lord hidden in our altars even if it only lasts a few minutes. In order to give others a
good example because the results just could be tremendous.

George S. Peabody was very well known in all of Texas. We need not wonder why. He was not
just some nobody but he was a highly educated and experienced lawyer and a very cunning person. He
walked erect, always serious, always confident of himself. His head gained a crown of white hair. He was
of a balanced disposition and he was a Methodist. He was a person of solid and firm character.

In that same building another lawyer named Charles Kain worked. He, too, was no longer young
and he was equally skilled in law. He was a short person, but very lively and adroit and he knew all the
skills of lawyers perfectly. Now this lawyer was Catholic. True, he did not parade his faith, but at the
same time he was not ashamed of his faith and did not try to hide it before others.
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Often some client or lawyer found him at his desk with a rosary in his hand. Thus, one day
Methodist George S. Peabody came with some legal business into the office of Catholic Charles E. Kain.
He caught him exactly at the moment that he was replacing his rosary into his pocket.

The Methodist lawyer smiled good-naturedly and said, “What would you say if | showed you my
rosary?” The Catholic looked at him with unbelief and answered with a smile: “I definitely would like to
see your Methodist rosary | have never seen one in my life. It has to be something very interesting.”

The Methodist immediately took a rosary from his pocket and handed it to the Catholic. The
latter took it, looked at it, and from astonishment almost fell off his chair. He was holding in his hand a
rosary of great artistic work.

The beads were neither plastic nor glass, but most probably of hard wood, most likely from a
branch of thorn or hawthorn. Each bead was hand carved and decorated with very tiny flowers and
crosses. Everything pointed to the fact that this rosary came from the hand of a first class artist who
most probably had spent more than an hour on one bead. The beads of the rosary were delicately
connected by twisted wire that looked like a rope.

The Catholic pored over this Methodist rosary for a long time looking at and examining the
beads and the crucifix. Finally, he tore his eyes from this treasure and looked at his professional
colleague. “For the love of God, tell me how this unusual rosary got into your hands.”

The Methodist did not look for a chair, but he seated himself on the desk and spoke in a
measured, peaceful voice: “It’s a rather long story for which we must go back 55 years. At that time |
was barely eight years old. We were living in Sanford, Florida. Our family included my father, mother,
myself and 11 brothers and sisters. That’s quite a crowd to feed isn’t it?

My father was a journalist and made very little money, but my mother was of Scotch-Irish
heritage and therefore she was a very thrifty woman and an economic one, also. She was a hard
Methodist and she belonged to several charitable organizations. Every day she carried a pot of soup and
a loaf of bread to some poor family, especially to such where the mother was very sick.

One day, my mother took me with her on one of these missions of mercy. She carried a pot of
soup and | carried a loaf of bread. Mother directed her steps to the most miserable section of our town
and she stopped and stood before a very poor one floor house in which lived the family of a railway
man.

She knocked at the door which was soon opened by a young Spanish girl. Puzzled, she opened
her lips and waited. “I heard that your mother is sick with malaria. Therefore, | brought her some
chicken soup. This will not only give her strength, but it will help her to get her health back sooner.”

The face of the worried girl beamed like a rainbow. “Thank you! A thousand thanks!” she said in
Spanish. “Please come in for a little while. Please!”




image5.jpeg
| had sometimes seen poverty, but | had never seen such poverty as | saw in that house. On a
chair stood a large bow! with jagged edges where several pieces were broken off and in the bowl, a
yellowed pitcher without a handle. These served as a wash stand. Against the wall, an old fashioned bed
and on the bed under a very thin little blanket lay a thin, emaciated woman with a wrinkled face and
was very haggard. She had an old cap on her head from which hung two long braids that were as white
as snow. The sick woman looked at us with distrust, as though we were intruders; but, when her
daughter began to jabber in Spanish, the woman began to smile and thank us.

When we had returned home, | asked my mother why there was such great poverty there.
Mother explained that that father earned 87 cents for a twelve hour day, with which he was expected to
feed his whole family. What could possibly be expected? This made such an impression on me that |
begged my mother to continue remembering this sick woman. The result of these pleas was that every
day, sometimes even twice a day for the next eight weeks | took soup, bouillon, bread, boiled beef and
even medication to that sick woman.

In addition to me, my mother often went there to visit and she always had something wrapped
up under her arm. This was always for the children of that sick woman.

After a few months, this sick woman regained her health and stood on her legs. She began to
thank my mother in broken English and in some kind of Spanish jargon. She was explaining that she
would want to repay her for all of her kindness but, she could not because she is so very poor and has
nothing. But as a sign of her deep and sincere gratitude, she is giving my mother that which she has that
is dearest and most precious, mainly her rosary which she received from her parents on her wedding
day and which has been in their family for four generations.

At that moment | saw before me two true Christians, two saintly women. One, my mother, who
searched out the sick and the poor and brought them aid and help regardless of the color and faith.
Two, the old Spanish woman, who out of gratitude gave away the dearest thing she had, that which she
considered her only treasure.

| saw how my Methodist mother received this from the hands of a Catholic mother and she did
so in the spirit and disposition in which it was offered. She took the rosary, and carefully wrapping it in a
silk handkerchief, she placed it in a cedar chest where she kept a whole pile of family memories. She
always referred to that rosary with the deepest respect and honor. She never allowed her children to
handle it. She explained to them that it was not a toy, but an object to be greatly respected. When she
was relating the details of the way in which that rosary came into her possession, she was always moved
to tears.

A few years later, that poor Spanish family moved to another state. Years passed. | went to
school. | finished law at the University of Georgia. | then settled down in New Orleans. | got married
there and my first son was born there. We gave him the name Edward Smith.




