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During my stay in the hospital, | begged to have my foot amputated above the ankle, However,
the doctors refused to amputate and instead insisted that | use a certain apparatus. While others were
spending a lot of money for a cure, I, having double tuberculosis — of the lungs and of the bone, placed
myself under the protection of the Blessed Mother.

After three years, | felt complete relief and my foot did not have any stiffness whatever,
contrary to what the doctors had predicted. Colds and other ailments came and went, and in time |
forgot about my heavenly Protectress. | hadn’t gone to confession for the longest time, why should I? |
explained and excused myself, just as others do. Did | kill anyone or rob someone? Did | do harm to
someone? In this manner | put my conscience to sleep with such empty, trite questions.

But | was dissatisfied, lost in my thoughts and somehow, not at all myself. Especially when
observing others going either to confession or Holy Communion, | would feel something akin to jealousy,
that | am not participating in these sacraments and at the same time | felt something like lowliness. | felt
that those people who were walking away from the Table of the Lord stood much higher than | did
spiritually. From time to time, my dormant conscience reminded me, but the devil was not asleep either,
and he would put various thoughts in my mind, such as, “Why are you going to whisper into the ear of
the priest about your affairs and other things?”

| am a ruined citizen of Warsaw. A year ago, | went with a friend to the land restored to us, with
the idea of maybe settling down there. Before leaving on this trip, my friend went to confession and to
Holy Communion. Again | felt a tinge of jealousy that | lacked the strength and the courage to do the
same.

| did settle down in this new territory. The thought of that friend of mine made me think of
going to confession and of ridding my conscience of certain troubles which were bothering me and not
giving me any peace, but | didn’t do it. | couldn’t make a decision and time was passing.

The season of Lent began. Now is my chance, | told myself. But the devil had other plans. Why
especially now during Lent? You can wait until after Easter. Lent passed as well as Easter and the
following weeks after that. The thought of going to confession pervaded my being, but I still did not go.
One day when | was at a divine service, | prayed a few Hail Mary’s begging for help in making a decision.
To my surprise, | made that decision that very evening. The very next day, | arose from my bed at five
o’clock in the morning and made a long preparation for confession which | then made. Then, | received
Holy Communion. From that moment on, peace returned to my soul along with a deep satisfaction. Now
as | observe other people receiving these blessed sacraments, | do not feel that abasement, | feel equal
in this Great Family!

As | was analyzing the stimuli for my decision, | thought: ‘How did this happen that not being to
confession for this great length of time, not being able to make a decision, | made that decision so
suddenly?’ | came to the conclusion that those few Hail Mary’s begging for the Blessed Mother’s help
worked that miracle within me. These are the kind of miracles in the twentieth century; the healings of
bodies and the healings of souls. The rescue of a life more than once during the time of the Nazi
occupation, these were also miracles, although for some people they just seemed to be accidental. Such
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miracles were needed so that by saving a life, people survived up to the moment of reconciliation with
God and at the same time they obtained the greater miracle — the saving of souls standing over the
abyss.

Therefore, let’s not say that there are no miracles now, but, let every person go back in memory
to the most tragic moments of his life and he will quickly realize how many incidents there were which
were too difficult for the human mind to unravel, but being watched over by the Provident Hand of God,
we survived whole from much oppression. This happened especially if we went to God through the
intercession of the Mother of God. To this simple and sincere admission, | have nothing, nothing to add.

During the past weeks, in the columns of American periodicals there began debates, disputes
and arguments concerning the thesis that “There is no salvation outside of the Catholic Church.” He who
knows the principles and teachings of the Church and keeps them, understands this matter and does not
lose his peace of soul by reading certain nonsense, absurdities, rubbish and the fiddle-faddle of feverish
and rash minds. The Catechism teaches us that the Church is made up of a Body and a Soul. As the Body
of the Church, we understand this to be all Christian Catholics who externally profess the same faith,
participate in the same sacraments, are subject to that same spiritual authority at the head of which, as
the highest Shepherd, stands the Pope who takes the place of Christ on earth.

But the Soul of the Church includes only those who possess sanctifying grace and with this grace
the theological and moral virtues. Every serious sin makes the Christian a dead member, and therefore,
a Catholic living in mortal sin remains a member of the Body of the Church, but does not belong to the
Soul of the Church because he is a dead member without grace animating his soul.

On the other hand, he who is not a member of the Church but lives in good faith and has no
mortal sin on his conscience and possesses grace not only from his baptism with water, but possibly
from his baptism of desire, or through an act of perfect love of God, then this person is a member of the
soul of the Church. Thus, a heretic or a schismatic who lives honestly, avoids serious sins and in good
faith, or he is convinced that his faith is true, even if he does not belong to the Body of the Church, he
belongs to its Soul. However, if he has some serious sin on his conscience, then he belongs neither to
the Body nor to the Soul of the Church, and for such a one, there is no salvation.

As for non-Catholics who are in good faith, which means that they never had and do not have
any serious doubts of the truths of their faith without the least doubt they can be saved because even if
they are unaware of it, they do in fact belong to the Soul of the Church.

In enduing, allow me to quote a certain pious author who once wrote: “Thank God that He
allowed you to come into this world through Catholic parents into His holy Church, that from the very
first moments of your life, He set you on the road which most directly and safely leads you to heaven, as
long as you do not decide to get off that road.”
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May 1, 1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

During the last six months | received thousands of letters on various themes — religious, political
and social. Despite that, | tried to avoid our holy things; | avoided all political dissensions and avoided
principles like fire; | discussed social affairs only as they tied in with Christian teaching and morality; as
for the attacks directed at me, personally, | was stubbornly silent; as for the obstacles that were
sometimes deliberately set for me on the path of radio drudgery, even from those who shoqld know and
understand better | never paid attention to them, humbly trusting in the help of Divine Providence plus
the support of our people who never refuse cooperation and generosity in matters that are good, noble,
sublime and Catholic.

| admit, | readily admit that | carried out my radio work incompetently, weakly and unsuitably,
but at the same time | admit that in these times of our modern teachings, modern views and
materialistic principles, | always tried to walk the narrow, straight and certain path of the teachings of
Christ, just as it had been handed down to humanity for two thousand years.

In spite of all of my efforts, | did not succe3ed in my talks to cover all of the topics which were
asked of me, for example — “Is it worth living an honest life? What are the effects of drunkenness? Does
prayer help in any way? Prayer and confession — these are things that are antiquated and out of style.
There are no miracles today because modern people are not as credulous as they were in times past.”
This past Monday, one of my listeners wrote to me saying: “Father Justin, please be so kind and explain,
at least very briefly, what you mentioned on your last program about the Church’s teaching about
salvation beyond the Church. In today’s talk | shall try to explain the above request.

FROM LIFE, NOT FROM FAIRY TALES

On April 5 this year, in Phoenix, Arizona, Brother Timothy Wright, a former banker from New
Orleans and from the West Coast, who accepted the Catholic faith four years ago and entered the Order
of the brown Franciscans as a simple lay brother. He was 67 years old at the time of his death. He spent
those last years of his life in a mission in the desert of Arizona. As James Long Wright, he was a partner
of the investment banking form of Wright, Alexander and Company in California which had ten million
dollars capital and more than thirty million dollars in resources. He was also the Secretary-Treasurer of
Pan-American Life Insurance Company, he managed the American Securities Corporation and was the
chairman in the management of the American Bank and Trust Company in New Orleans. He carried out
the position of Vice-President and Administrator of the Cleveland Discount Company.

This future monastic Brother served in the First World War in the Army reconnaissance section
as a secret agent in New Orleans and in Havana, Cuba. After the war, he was a Colonel in the division of
the distribution of the army. Since he had always been interested in history and genealogy, he was
assigned to historical work and the study of the first Franciscan mission in California. Because of his poor
health, he had to be transferred from Santa Barbara, California to the Mission of St. John south of
Phoenix, where he worked in the historical sphere for the past three years.
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Being a banker by profession, he often despaired over the sorry financial state of the Mission
and he marveled at the perseverance of the Brothers who were never discouraged by any of the
obstacles. He once made a suggestion to his Superior that the Mission should declare legal bankruptcy,
for he insisted that no healthy business can depend on such an uncertain base.

The very next day, unexpectedly, some totally unknown benefactor sent them such a large sum
of money that to the great astonishment of the Brother Banker, all of their financial difficulties were
settled in the blinking of an eye. That miraculous and unexpected gift made such an impression on him
that this former banker chose to become the public questor for the missions. He began traveling to
those places where he had been generally well-known before he entered the community, and where he
solicited funds with great success for the missions and other noble purposes.

| have added this incident to give you an example. This was a very wealthy man, a learned man,
a man before whom stood a wide open career leading to wealth, honors and privileges yet he gave it all
up. He hides himself in the silence of the cloister, dons the rough habit of the Franciscans and fulfills the
duties of a simple religious Brother. This particular inci8dent gives me so very much to think about. How
does it affect you?

A few years ago in New York, a young couple of high society got married. Both of them were
non-Catholic. They were both very wealthy and highly educated. He was a famous, widely known lawyer
and she was a teacher of voice.

The lady of the house had a young Irish girl for a servant who not only attended Mass very early
every morning, but also kept a small statue of the Blessed Mother in her room. Every night she prayed a
part of the Rosary before this statue. This servant girl was quiet, modest and very hard-working. She
made a great impression on her young mistress who began to take a great interest in her young servant.
The servant girl willingly explained why she prays, what she finds in prayer and what prayer gives her.
After several months, the lady of the house asked to be baptized and was received into the Catholic
faith. When she informed her husband of this, he fell into a fury. He insulted her and threatened her,
insisting that he would not live with a Catholic wife under the same roof. Then, he became totally silent
and for four weeks he did not say a word to his wife.

Then one day he came home from the office and went into their library where his wife was
seated, reading the newspaper. He threw a thick portfolio on the table saying angrily: “Here are our
divorce papers. You can choose what you want. Either you sign these documents immediately or at this
moment you give up that new faith of yours. It is your choice.”

His wife responded in a gentle, peaceful voice: “My dear, despite the fact that | love you so
much, | cannot and am not permitted to give you a divorce. My faith forbids this and | must obey God in
the first place. | must follow the voice of my conscience and be concerned about my soul even if | were
to lose everything that is dear to me in this world.”

The lawyer stood transfixed. His wife’s words burned like fire in his soul. They burned his
conscience. When he came to, he looked at his wife in a much gentler manner and said, “Do you know
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what? | never knew that you were so courageous and that you would be able to say something like that.
Let’s not even speak of any divorce anymore.” Within a short time, he, too, became a Catholic. “A faith
that can fill a woman with such courage and dedication must be the true faith.” This is how he talked
and he was completely correct.

Now here are some remarks and advice for the summer season. Not too long ago, alcohol was
considered a basic thing in the art of healing. Presently, alcohol is applied at fainting spells just as
ammonia is used as a means of stirring someone up. Besides stirring one up, alcohol creates a physical
state of fictitious satisfaction and happiness and as such, it can be used in small amounts as drink for
people who are older and convalescent. In the same way alcohol always causes certain numbness and
dims a person’s memory and therefore has a negative and unfavorable influence on every kind of work.
When it is used in greater quantities, alcohol acts like ether or chloroform. A person finding himself
under the influence of alcohol has dulled senses and greatly exposes himself to unfortunate accidents.
Alcohol also affects the stomach unfavorably as well as the entire digestive system.

It is very easy to accustom oneself to the drinking of alcohol, but it is difficult, extremely difficult
to break such a habit. Alcohol brings one an illusion of happiness and relief which is why so many so
willingly reach for the whiskey glass. It is impossible to speak of certain, exact limits in drinking which
one cannot cross. For one person, even one drink is already too much; for others again, a considerable
number of drinks seem harmless during a certain period of time.

We separate drunkards into three categories: the first type is the social drunkard who never
drinks alone, but only in suitable company. This type of individual can easily be cured by changing his
company, the people with whom he stays. The second type is the person who drinks alone, every time
that he feels the desire to drink. It is much more difficult to cure such a person. The third type is the
periodic drunkard. This type of person can manage to do without alcohol for entire weeks, but when he
starts drinking. He drinks for entire days and entire nights without any moderation, with the vehement
determination to drink to dryness not only the United States but also all of Canada. Such a drunkard is
capable of forfeiting his last shirt and even pawning his wife and children for a glass of whiskey!

The habitual drinking of alcohol leads to physical and mental weakness. Alcohol is a poison that
damages the nerves and sometimes leads to insanity. Alcoholics are subject to become infected with
various sicknesses much easier than individuals who do not drink. Alcohol leads to a premature
calcification or hardening of the arteries. People commit many crimes when they are under the
influence of alcoho!. The habitual drinking of alcohol brings misery upon many people and harms entire
families. May God grant that the fathers of families and all young people remember such warning.

In the middle of a wide clearing, surrounded by a high forest, and thickly surrounded by juniper
bushes, rose a field altar that was elegantly and beautifully decorated. Several soldiers busied
themselves bringing together the articles and materials needed for the celebration of the service. Every
few minutes, from the thickets of the forest emerged divisions of the army who then arranged
themselves in close rows in the clearing. Close to the altar stood a group of officers of various ranks and
among them, some higher ranking officer took his place on an arm chair in their midst. There was a bell!
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Dressed in his liturgical vestments, a priest approaches the altar and the liturgy begins. At that
moment, the dignified officer rises from his arm chair, goes to the foot of the altar, kneels alongside the
priest and recites with him the acolyte’s responses at the beginning of Mass. There is a movement
among the officers, a murmur goes through the ranks, voices of astonishment. The soldiers in the
farther arrows stand on tip-toes, they want to see this. It is because the officer is their greatest leader, it
is General Foche who so humbly is serving Mass for a priest who has barely the rank of a sergeant. The
Mass continues.

Hardened and inured in gigantic struggles, the hearts of the soldiers, here in the presence of this
bloodless sacrifice, begin to soften. In their thoughts they are carried over to their family areas, to their
nearest relatives whom they had not seen for so many months. Today is Sunday! Their loved ones,
dressed in their finest clothes, are also at this moment fathered at the foot of the altar in their churches.
They are praying to God and begging Him to watch over their lives while their thoughts stray to those
far- away fields that are torn by shells and covered with blood. They are searching for them. Are they
still alive? There are already many who had passed away — today, early this morning, yesterday and the
day before. They are still alive and are at Mass, praying together with their leader, who at this moment
is contemplating the figure of the Crucified Christ while he moves the beads of his rosary while
whispering the prayers.

This general is so beloved. He believes and he prays so fervently, kneeling the entire time, that
he brings courage into their hearts convincing them that there is a God Who will stop this terrible
slaughter tomorrow, or the day after tomorrow. He is probably begging God for this at this very
moment. This pious general fulfilled the wishes of the soldiers. He led them to victory. He passed into
history as a genius, a conqueror of World War I, while in the memory of his soldiers, he behaved as a
kneeling general. What will those people have to say who look down on peopOle who are praying,
insisting that prayer is only for women and children?

In the face of that mad propaganda to bring about a law legalizing euthanasia that is so widely
discussed as death out of mercy, | consider it appropriate to mention the words of the vows that young
French doctors take upon completing their studies at the Catholic University at Lille. Listen carefully to
the words of these vows that are made publicly and solemnly:

“I'vow in the presence of God to carry out most conscientiously the duties of my religion and my
profession. During my entire life, | desire to keep the commandments of God and of the Church. | will
always remember and maintain a deep reverence for this Catholic University, its professors and
directors who gave me knowledge. In my profession | want to faithfully serve according to all the
principles and duties of a Christian doctor. | will always remember the high dignity and the high ethics of
my calling. In my life as well as in my profession, | want to remain pure and immaculate. | consider it my
sacred obligation to bring help to the sick in all contagious diseases and epidemics, not retreating
before any danger. | want to be merciful to the poor and | will see them as brothers of our Savior Jesus
Christ. | will always consider human life as an inviolable good and | will especially protect the life of a
mother and her child. In case it is impossible to save the child, | will do everything within my power to
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baptize it. | consider it my sacred duty to turn the thoughts of those who are seriously ill towards

religion
It is a pity that here in America, doctors are not obligated to take a similar vow. It is truly a pity.

More and more often we meet people, certain professionals in particular for whom certain
dosage of knowledge mixed with dollars went to their heads and caused them to be dizzy. | won’t go
into further details, but | am adding the intelligent words of Polish Casimir Abgarowicz who wrote:
“More and more | see this better and | understand better, that we, the intelligent, are able to represent
a significant value and force in society, but only if we ourselves keep the faith and live according to the
teachings of our religion. Of what good is my intelligence and knowledge if | stay far away from God and
lead a low life? Someday God will not ask me if | recognized this or that great work, or whether | was
well-read, eloquent or witty, but He will ask about how | lived and fulfilled the Will of God knowing the
divine lesson and the sublime life of Christ the Savior.

Therefore, sometimes | fear my own intelligence that it may some day testify against me, that
having received so much enlightenment and knowledge from God, my life has brought forth so little
fruit in return. Sometimes, | think that it would be better for me to know less, but to possess more virtue
and especially humility above all. It seems to me that a proud intelligent person, playing the sophisticate
on all sides, who cleverly succeeds in making truth out of falsehood and in exonerating and embellishing
people’s vices — such a one is the greater mischief-maker in society than is the common criminal
because the crime is condemned at once by every lawful person, but this moral poison, that is spread by
a godless intelligent person, by his sophistry trickles down unnoticeably into the human heart confusing
it with its pretenses of reasonableness and truth.

As far as the Polish people are concerned, | think that the Catholic Church can be at peace,
because there is a lot of simplicity, sincerity and humility in the common people and these are so
needed in order to keep the faith. Among the intellectuals there is still a lot of self-conceitedness, pride
and the spirit of the world. Every one of us can apply this pronouncement in its entirety to ourselves, for
even among us there are too many smart-alecs and not enough wood-cutters.”

Here is an interesting story: We often hear that there are no miracles in our times, and an
unbeliever, with a certain indulgent smile on his lips asks: “Why were there miracles at one time but
there are none today? Because long ago, there was a lot of ignorance and it was very easy to fool
people.”

Now, | am not that ignorant, but what | went through in my life, | consider it a miracle. In 1931, |
became sick with tuberculosis of the lungs. Frequent analyses constantly pointed to the presence of
rods of consumption. Totally discouraged, | was considering suicide. To crown all of this evil, | fell down
the steps, suffered a contusion and tuberculosis of the bone in the joint of my right foot. This laid me up
completely for a long time, making me completely incapable of any work and bringing mi8sery into our
home.




