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procedure, despite certain emotions and irritation, | knew how to keep a certain balance and peace of
soul. At least externally. When our little ones were growing up and began to talk, to listen to stories and
children’s verses, | was not permitted to teach them those short, simple and easy stories in which all
Protestant children recognize their personal union with God and their dependence on God. No, this was
not allowed and | had no right to do this. The religious education of my children had to be solely and
completely Catholic. What did this mean? It meant that at the present time | must humbly entrust the
entire religious care of my children into Paul’s hands and later, without a word of protest, give them into
the hands of the religious teachers and priests with whom they will meet and who will watch over them.

My son Robert had barely turned five years old and already my husband took him to church for
Mass. Naturally, | always washed and scrubbed this little one and dressed him in his best clothes when |
sent him with Daddy to his church. Jerry was still too young so | couldn’t leave him alone at home and
therefore | couldn’t go to my church on Sundays. When my husband returned home with Robert, |
questioned him, just like every mother questions her child when he returns from Sunday school. But, |
couldn’t get him to tell me what he did or what verses he learned. Therefore, | questioned him as to
what happened in church, what he saw and what he heard. In answer to my questions, his answers were
always short and dry — “Nothing happened, Mom. | don’t have anything to tell you.”

These answers came to my mind not too long ago, when in a conversation with a convert to
Catholicism, she told me that the first warning given to her by a priest was to never get involved in
religious discussions and never argue with Protestants.

Paul and his family decided that Robert must definitely attend the parochial school. | knew long
ago that this was customary and parents held on to this custom very tightly. | didn’t oppose them in this
either. | certainly did not favor the idea that my children’s education would be solely Catholic, to that
degree that they would always be surrounded by children from Catholic families and as a result, would
have no contact with children of other faiths. | believe that school should be a general preparation for
life among people, for people and with people. | also did not want my sons to have some weird
impression that in real life they can safely turn about and work with and live in peace with, only and
exclusively with people who agree with them in their faith and are of the same religion.

All of this worked on my nerves. Finally, | couldn’t bear it any longer. One evening, | sat down
beside my husband and began telling him of my concerns and worries. | especially stressed my
uneasiness concerning the one-sided education of our children. My husband listened patiently showing
a lot of understanding and sympathy. We came to a very satisfactory accord, mainly that Robert will
attend the Catholic parish school until he finishes the fourth grade. Then he will transfer to a public
school so that while still in his childhood years, he can benefit from both systems of education.

For today, | interrupt this interesting declaration of the Protestant party to a mixed marriage.
The ending will be given next Sunday.

Perhaps some young Catholic man or some Catholic young lady will benefit from this sincere
declaration from the side of a non-Catholic, despite her mistaken views of certain basic truths and
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despite certain material benefits, they will draw back in time and will not leap blindly into a mixed
marriage.
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March 12, 1950
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

There are some matters of which it is very difficult to speak. There are some matters of which it
is very unpleasant to discuss. There are also matters which are very dangerous to debate. To such
difficult topics, among others, belong the topics of euthanasia or mercy killing, sexual crimes, artificial
birth control, government system of education, wild marriages, the public violation of God’s laws and
the laws of nature by the lovers and heroes of elite film and theater stars and many others gnaw into
the lives of individuals, of families, of society and of a nation. They predict complete slackness, ruin and
a fall. In this twentieth century, every modern person should recall the history of the Athenians and
ancient Rome and consider the downfall and end of these two great powers. Man could learn so much,
if only he wanted to. Unfortunately he doesn’t want to.

Today, the atomic bomb is the topic on everyone’s lips. Everyone is also talking about the
hydrogen bomb. Nations are frightened and they fear one bomb just as much as they fear the second
bomb. The results of these bombs are terrible, they are extremely frightening. However, | am quite
certain that neither of these bombs are capable of destroying an entire nation. For as a defense against
these two deadly and death dealing instruments, the human mind will discover effective means of
defense and help.

People who are involved in material matters, forget that there is a second army of enemies
which we can freely call the fifth column to which all the vermin mentioned above belong. They have
stolen in and made their nests in the roots of American society. To that vermin of which | have already
spoken and of which | will again someday return and speak of again | must add another — marriages of
mixed religions. This type of marriage is becoming more and more stylish and very popular. Mixed
marriage, in the general meaning is a marriage between two persons of two different beliefs, regardless
whether they are Christian or non-Christian denominations. In this sense, the marriage of a
Mohammedan with a Jewess is a mixed marriage. According to Canon Law, it has a more precise
meaning. It means especially marriages entered into by Catholics with persons of other denominations,
both Christian as well as non-Christian.

The Church most strictly forbids mixed marriages for many serious reasons, for example, for the
protection of the moral interests of the Catholic side, for the protection of their progeny and for the
protection of society from the dangers which flow from such marriages. But, we’ll talk more of this,
later. But at this time, | am limiting myself to give you, in translation, the testimony of a Protestant
woman who describes what she personally went through in her married life with a Catholic husband.
Her testimony is entitled:

OUR CATHOLIC-PROTESTANT MARRIAGE

“A large group of young people drove out of town for an outing. Some sat down to play cards.
Others went to the river; others stayed in a large group and argued about incidents that had happened
within the past few days. Only Larry and Margaret, holding hands and walking slowly, went to the edge
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of the forest. They sat on the grass and for the hundredth time, began to discuss their personal problem,
the problem of marriage. He was a Protestant and she was a Catholic.

Both, he and she were sincerely attached to their religion, they were both sincerely in love with
each other and were seeking some sort of resolution of the difficulties lying on the road to their
successful marriage.

Exhausted and discouraged, they did not wait for the rest of the picnickers but returned home.
About ten o’clock, Larry came to our house, He wanted us to cheer him by telling him that our
Protestant-Catholic, or mixed marriage was from the beginning idyll, the ideal happiness, a poetic
paradise; that a deep and true love, with one stroke is capable of moving and overcoming all of the
impediments and barriers of religious differences. And that young people should not pay attention to
those who are so backward in their religious views that they dissuade all marriages of mixed religions.

Both my husband and | felt that Larry was holding us as his last board of rescue and that he
wanted us to tell him that without any reservations and without further delay and without further
consideration he should agree on the contraction of the marriage before a Catholic priest on the
conditions demanded of the non-Catholic party despite all the difficulties and protests from his family as
well as the protests from the parents and family of his betrothed. The families of these young people
understand that the marriage of a non-Catholic with a Catholic creates an uncertain, unstable and
dangerous situation which commonly changes into a cruel and embittered war in the home and ends up
with the break-up of the family and a divorce.

My husband and | have known Larry for ten years. He was often a guest in our home and we
learned to like him very much. He was a man of character. He was also an intelligent, ambitious, hard-
working and a sober person. It is no wonder that he came to us, hoping to hear from our lips the advice
— ‘You love each other, therefore, despite the difficulties presented by your parents, get married. The
rest will even out with time and despite your religious differences, your married life will flow peacefully
and happily.”

But wait, our marriage is also a mixed marriage. Apparently, in outward appearance, it seems
that the difference in believing, that the difference in religion has in no unfavorable way affected our
marital happiness and has not upset the peace and harmony in our family. But also, no one knows our
life’s experiences. My husband has an unusually good job; he is the manager of a factory in a town of
about ten thousand people in lllinois. We have three healthy sons who are all full of life; seventeen year
old Robert, thirteen year old Jerry and eight year old Joey. We have a nice, comfortable home, a modern
home with all modern furniture and equipment. We also have a car that is fairly good. We have a lot of
diversions and enjoyments at home. Also, my husband and | belong to several social clubs. Every Sunday
morning, my husband together with our three sons, go regularly to their church — the Catholic Church,
while I go all alone to my church — the Baptist Church.

To others, even to our neighbors and friends, it seems that this Sunday Divine Service is the only
point which stands in our way and divides our family into two parts. In reality, this one hour Sunday
separation regularly every week reminds us, or rather, we ourselves recall that there is a religious
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barrier between us. It also reminds us that there is a certain radical difference between us not only in
our religious views, but at the same time we differ in our views and opinions of those many tasks and
questions of life that are closely tied in with religion.

‘You both are very happy, | know,’ said Larry, ‘and if you were to begin all over again, you would
do the same thing that you did so many years ago. You wouldn’t pay attention to your differences in
religion and you would have entered into that same marriage, wouldn’t you?’ The eyes of this poor man
formally begged and pleaded for us to answer ‘Yes, it’s true.” We are not unhappy; we must admit this
and we willingly admit it. Our love is deep, heartfelt and mutual. It is as it was. Otherwise, long ago, a
long time ago our married life would have shattered against the cliffs or glaciers of these past years. It is
true that we have spent many blissful and happy moments together, but the difference in religion
always created some sort of hard, unsolvable problem which did not allow for a compromise, for a
concession, for an agreement with very many important matters in life.”

Larry listened to our arguments with impatience and dissatisfaction. Finally, he said, ‘But | can’t
force Margie to change over to Protestantism; she only knows my religion from the way it is presented
by her Church; therefore, there is absolutely no way that she would change over to my side.” ‘Well that’s
good. But, what about you? Would you be able in all sincerity to become a Catholic?’ ‘That is, at this
moment, an impossibility.” He said this without the slightest hesitation. ‘But, | am convinced that in time
we will be able to even out all of our difficulties and live peacefully and happily.” The entire sentence,
word for word that we said to ourselves before our marriage: ‘With time, we’ll work out everything.”
This famous motto of the young people: ‘In time we’ll work out everything.’ This is such a calming
powder, it’s such a calming pill which dulls the mind of the young and shuts their eyes so that they
cannot see the realities of life.

Larry’s answer was the exact same answer we had given our parents who so eloquently had
explained to us the difficulties, obstacles and dangers in marriage between two persons who differ in
their religion. In trying to keep our young friend from making that decisive step, after making a complete
review of our nineteen years of married life, we both had to admit that in those long nineteen years, we
had not worked out anything, ‘that on no occasion had we worked anything.” During all of that time,
only once did we discuss the differences of our religions, and as a result, our marriage was close to
becoming broken and fallen apart. Well, our marriage survived, solely due to my yielding. | had to put all
of my religious convictions aside and renounce them on every step of the way. | had to give my husband
the greatest ease in fulfilling the practices of his religion and our children had to be raised in the Catholic
faith.

1 was born and spent the first sixteen years of my life in a little town in Missouri, where not only
wasn’t there any Catholic Church, but there wasn’t even a single Catholic person in our town. In such
surroundings, there are no anti-Catholics, but a person hears very little and knows even less of the
Catholic religion. At our home we said prayers regularly before and after meals; we read the Bible and
we liked going to church and then to Sunday school. For my brothers, sisters and me, such a simple faith
was never in any way threatening or something threatening. In our eyes, God was our Father. We saw
Him as good, loving and understanding and we went to Him with our problems and difficulties simply
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and directly, and we thanked Him for every success. Therefore, our faith was warm and sincere; it was
like a piece of our personal daily life. We never heard a word of prejudice against any kind of
denomination and we didn’t feel any line dividing us from neighbors and friends who belonged to other
Protestant sects.

When | was sixteen years old, we moved to a somewhat bigger town. There was a Catholic
Church and a parochial school in that town. There, for the first time in my life | met Catholics and |
became friends with them. There, the Protestant and the Catholic teen-agers took part in the social life
because there was no Catholic high school, but the younger children were forced to attend the Catholic
elementary school until they finished the eighth grade. | couldn’t understand that and it puzzled me. It
was natural then for these children had very little contact with Protestant children.

My husband, Paul was one of those whom I got to know only in high school. | was eighteen
years old when | fell in love with him and it was only then that we began discussing the differences in
our religions. Thus, as he explained to me the details of the principles and teachings of his religion, even
there | became convinced that | could never accept his faith instead of my own. It seems that Paul
somehow felt my convictions because he never even mentioned to me to convert to his religion despite
the fact that his parents were constantly insisting on this.

My parents never mentioned that Paul should become a Baptist, but they did express their
consent if | wanted to become Catholic — only under the condition that this would agree with my own
conscience. They explained to me very kindly that the years of marriage, even in the best of
circumstances, are years of purgation and therefore what can be said of that married life where the
husband and wife have different religious outlooks?

My answer to all of their reminders and advice was always the same — “I will go to my church
and Paul will go to his.” In such a short, curt manner, I solved my possible future difficulty. | spoke thus
because Paul and | always said to one another — “We’'ll work things out.”

Nevertheless, on the advice of my far-seeing parents, | agreed to a nine month engagement and
then take a three month trip and remain away from home. That period of time was meant to be a
certain test of Paul’s love for me and mine for him. Neither this plan nor our long engagement nor my
absence changed our opinions or our intentions. We had always said and promised each other that —
“We’d somehow work out everything.”

Before our wedding, the local pastor, a Catholic priest, gave me a few catechism lessons dealing
with the principles of the Catholic faith. This is the procedure demanded by the Catholic side if anyone
intends to marry a Catholic. So | had some sort of an idea of the Catholic faith. On the other hand, not
only did Paul not get any lesson from my pastor, but he never even saw him.

A Catholic knows and understands Protestantism only from the point of view of his own church.
Paul, his family and his pastor would have been indignant had | advised my future husband to go to my
pastor for a religious discussion in order for him to become acquainted with my faith. Such an inequality
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already then seemed very unjust to me. | also began having feelings of distrust and suspicion and anger.
The certainty that — “We’ll work out everything” restrained me.

The Catholic Church, meanwhile, did not allow the weddings of mixed marriages to take place in
church, therefore, our wedding ceremony took place in the rectory. Shortly before the ceremony, |
signed a long form promising that in no way would | prevent my husband from fulfilling the practices of
his religion and that the children born from our marriage will be raised in the Catholic faith.

For me, my signature to these conditions had an unusual weight and immense meaning. | felt
that | was swearing a solemn oath to God and taking Him as a witness, there was no way that | could
ever break this promise. | made no mental reservations. My promise was unconditional. | am sure that
no young person signing such a promise does not realize and cannot foresee how difficult it can be
someday and how difficult it actually will be to keep this promise in the course of life.

During our first year of married life, our Catholic-Protestant division showed up publicly only
once a week, namely on Sunday morning. Paul, together with his family went to his church for Mass. I,
along with my parents and my brothers and sisters went to our Baptist Church. Paul would drive me to
my parents” home, or he would drop me off at the Baptist Church and drive further to his Catholic
Church. Returning, he waited for me and drove me home.

The separation was short, it’s true; but it was always a separation that was deep, touchy and
irritating exactly then when everything else was common, mutual or joint. We both felt this separation,
but we never mentioned it and did not speak of it or ever mention it, always avoiding it as though
fearing that some word, imprudently spoken could deepen that religious chasm and change our life into
a stormy stream.

After two years, our son Robert was born. He was only seven days old and | was still dazed by
the experiences and feelings of those days, when Paul and his mother unexpectedly entered my hospital
room where | was lying and Paul gave orders to the nurse: “Prepare our child immediately and as quickly
as possible, we are taking him to be baptized.”

I had always known that my child would have to be baptized in the Catholic Church, according to
the Catholic rite, but in spite of that, when they took my child from my arms in order to dedicate it and
give it to a faith which was foreign to me and in which | had no share, then it was that | finally and
completely understood in entirety the meaning of the vow and promise | had made before my wedding.
I had renounced every right in the religious collaboration concerning the spiritual development of my
child. I broke into bitter tears and sobbed long and sincerely. In the end, however, | had to admit that
my pain and my grief were baseless and unjustified because | had agreed to these conditions and had
voluntarily signed them. | therefore, had to admit that all the discussions with my husband on this
theme would have been empty, to no avail and even misunderstood, wrong and harmful. | therefore
kept silent.

When Robert was four years old, | gave birth to a second son. The details and the incidents at
Jerry’s baptism were the same as those that began his brother’s life. Because | already knew their




