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At the main railroad station in Paris, the railway man called out: “Express from Arras — this way.
The entire Durroyer family, the father, mother, little brother and grown-up sister are squeezing through
the crowd to platform number 5, where at the same time at 7:00 pm stands the panting locomotive
surrounded by steam.

A clatter — the soldiers are coming down from the steps, heavily, covered with soot, scorched
but so very happy — 8 days of leave! The eyes of the mother of the Durroyer family are searching
through the groups. “That is he! Cries the girl and she took off like an arrow, towards the handsome
sergeant on whose breast shone a medal for bravery.

Three hours later at the Durroyer home there are a lot of stories about war. Supper was
finished. The mother rises she must prepare the bedroom for her soldier son a little better. The poor son
must be very tired.

The father is planning the program for the next day because they can’t waste even a moment of
these 8 days of leave. The sergeant listens carefully, finally he interrupts — “Good, father, | only ask you
for one hour tomorrow morning.” “Why?” “Because it's Sunday and | want to attend Mass.”

If a thunderbolt had fallen at the feet of this old free thinker, as this father of the soldier is like
for years, it would have made a smaller impression.

“For Mass? You are going to Mass tomorrow?” he asked in a tone of indignation. “Tomorrow,
and next Sunday, and on all Sundays!” “Perhaps you are also going to consume a host?” he said scoffing.
“Exactly, | will receive Him Whom our ancestors worshipped and Who is the Son of God!” “But, you
aren’t even baptized.” “Quite so, on the eve of the great battle at Carency. By an ordinary young vicar
from Paris who was our chaplain, and on the next day he was missing in battle.”

The old unbeliever cannot listen any longer. He breaks off and with an angry voice says: “Listen,
son, this is terrible what | want to tell you. | would love you more . . . but | don’t dare to continue
further.” Silence falls between the atheistic father and the believing son, when from the side is heard
the laughter of the mother and daughters as they were decorating this dear soldier’s room with flowers.

Finally, the son opens his lips and he speaks slowly and thoughtfully. His voice resounds
solemnly and convincingly: “Father, listen to me please. There is no one whom | respect and love more
than you. You are fascinated by freedom. Therefore, allow me to live according to my faith just as you
live according to yours.” ... “I. .. but, | have no faith. | don’t believe in anything.” . . . “And yet, father,
you did not finish your sentence, a minute ago. You were afraid that someone might eavesdrop and will
not hear you. Admit it.”

The father kept silent. The young man sighed and continued: “As for me, | believe that God
exists. | believe in a future life. | believe that Christianity presents that which should be the religion of
the people and no person has the right to deny the results of this teaching.”

At this point, the father interrupted — “And | am asking myself, is this my son who is standing
before me? He, whom | thought that | had armed his brain well against all of these lowly superstitious
practices. | don’t recognize you anymore.”

“Father, | saw how people die. | experienced the strength that faith gives one to fulfill the lowest
duties. During the long nights in the trenches, | would meditate with my eyes raised to the stars and |
would say to myself, what a miraculous order in this universe which surrounds me with its silent
majesty. There’s order everywhere. In the petal of that flower which grows; order in the dizzying course
of these worlds, in the infinite expanses of which the very vision overwhelms a person. What benefit do
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of these worlds, in the infinite expanses of which the very vision overwhelms a person. What benefit do
we have from this? What . . . there would only be chaos in the moral world, that means, in the most
important place of all for it is exactly here that one thinks, suffers, loves. | don’t understand, | had my
comrades, excellent officers, soldiers before whom one wanted to kneel. | saw so many of them in
agony, dying in the midst of terrible suffering. And everything was supposed to end for t hem? Was it
worthwhile for them to fight heroically in order to achieve nothing? The entirety of their sacrifices to be
locked; in this body which decomposes there, unknown, in the depths of a hole in the ground?

All of humanity protests and vows that only the mortal remains are there while their souls have
departed to the land of heroes. Furthermore, | have seen their souls. Often their bodies could not do
more. Sometimes, they trembled from fear. Left to themselves they would have run away far from the
bullets, bombs and death.

It was the soul that turned them back, upheld them, pressed them forward just like a horseman
with his spurs goads a horse and speeds towards a gun.

It was exactly at that moment that the little sister of a soldier entered. “You know,” the father
said in a hard voice, “Il am going to give you news which will make you fall down in joy.” “What?” “Your
brother returned covered with medals, rosaries and scapulars.”

“Oh, father . . . thatis unworthy of you. | don’t have any medal, nor scapular. The sergeant dug
in his pocket, in that soldier’s pocket where everything is crowded together and he pulled out shreds of
something — burned, flattened, tied with black string.

Looking at it a little longer, he recognized his rosary, with crushed beads some of which were
missing; a button from the soldier’s cloak takes the place of a medal.

Some pious and courageous Breton who was terribly wounded in battle, gave it to me when he
was dying. “Say a few Hail Mary’s on this for me because | can longer do it. What will it say to this old,
stubborn anti-cleric — this worn out rosary from the field of battle, fallen from the hands of a hero who
was on the threshold of eternity? The secret of hidden work even in the most hardened souls.”

The old man examines it carefully for a long time, then returning it to his son he says in a quiet
voice — “Yes, it could be. But those words . .. God! ... Christ! ... Mary! .. . They seem so far away, so
very far away!” “However, sometimes they are so close” answered the young soldier who knows
something about this from experience.”

After 8 days the son returned to the army and his father went to confession. This is what the
pious soldier was able to accomplish with the aid of the soldier’s worn out rosary.
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March 20, 1955
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

After five years of study in Rome, in August, 1911, | returned to America. In September of that
year, our then Provincial of holy memory, Father Pudzinski, sent me to Milwaukee, Wisconsin as an
assistant at St. Joseph Parish which we had taken over just eight months earlier at the request of
Archbishop Messmera.

Meanwhile, the times were difficult and stormy. The parishioners, stirred up by spiteful people,
were looking at us with a suspicious and not a kind eye. This hurt me terribly. One day, being terribly
nervous and worried, | sat at my desk and in Italian wrote a long letter to my Professor of Moral
Theology in the Seraphic College of Reverend Father Dall’Olio. In the letter | complained about the
people; on their frigidity, on their lack of understanding, on their injustice and ingratitude. About five or
six weeks later | received an answer. The answer was written in a paternal fashion and was short.

The Professor wrote: “Dear Father, you are too demanding. You forget that there are people
here on earth and not angels. As people, these are weak and infirm. Some of them cannot even think
straight. You duty is to teach them by word and action. Ask, beg and make right and do this always with
gentleness, goodness and patience.

For faithfully fulfilling your duty, you will do best if you forget about people’s gratitude. When
you feel discouraged, recall to mind how after all the miraculous benefits, the Savior didn’t find even
one person who out of gratitude would have helped him to bear the cross to Calvary. Therefore, carry
that cross of priesthood and follow the Master.”

| memorized the lesson given to me in this letter and | have greatly benefitted from it. | still
benefit from it especially when | read into the letters that | receive. | don’t lose patience; | don’t get
angry and | don’t get irritated. | often sympathize with such people and have pity on them.

For example, when | talked about holy confession and especially of the secrecy of confession,
someone wrote to me after thinking about if for a long time — “Give me one example.” Good, today | will
give that example.

Someone else attacked me because | mentioned that often parents are guilty, that the number
of juvenile criminals is growing from day to day and they told me to watch out by the altar. A third
person calls the recitation of the rosary @ machine-like, senseless repetition of one and the same thing.
Here, too, | give an example. Finally, that the Catholic faith did not do anything for education, but
certainly always overpowered education. | have a few words to say about this matter.

From this point to my talk entitled —
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VALUABLE CRUMBS

In 1948 Stanley Torosiewicz wrote about such an incident: “When | was in my second year of law
at the University of Vienna, the newspapers carried the news that the Dalmatian Bishop Jordan
Zaninovic died suddenly at the altar while he was saying Mass. The highly dramatic detail was this, that
he fell dead, immediately after drinking the consecrated wine.

Much has been written on this theme, admiring how God sent such a beautiful death to His
servant. The house doctor gave the diagnosis that the bishop died of a heart attack since he had
suffered from this sickness for a long time.

About a year later, a poor Croat, Anthony Korevac was dying in a hospital for the poor in Vienna.
He called for a priest and three witnesses, amongst them me, Stanley Torosiewicz as a translator, a
lawyer and an imperial official.

The doctor certified that the sick man is in full possession of his mental faculties and cannot be
suspected of talking in a fever or in a feverish delirium. This is his deposition, or as much as | can
remember, not word for word but in any case it is faithful as to its content.

He spoke with great emotion in a broken German tongue interlacing it with words or sentences
in Croatian and Italian. “Bishop Zaninovic did not die a natural death by a heart attack: | murdered him!”
You can imagine what a huge impression that made on us; we stood as though we had been struck by
lightning. The killer began to tell the s tory of his life and of his crime which was so subtle that it was
beyond all imagination.

“I was born the son of the rural manager of the estate of the wealthy Zaninovic family. | was
given in service at the Lord’s country estate when | was still a teen-ager. The son of the Lord Jordan was
also my age and he was a very violent character. One day he punished me severely even though | was
innocent. | left that estate and | vowed revenge on him. | vowed to myself revenge on that dandy. Years
passed by and | was wandering here and there and lived only for that sworn revenge. In time, | learned
that Jordan had entered the service of the Church — he became a priest and later a bishop. | thought that
now | cannot delay any longer for it could be too late.

| went to the palace of the bishop asking for work. The bishop willingly gave me a job, naturally
not recognizing me after so many years. | worked conscientiously and in the end | became the personal
lackey of the bishop.

One day, the bishop notified me that his sacristan is sick therefore on the next day | was to
prepare everything for holy Mass in his private chapel. | understood that this is the opportune moment
for which I had waited for many years.

The thought of revenge never left me even though seeing the great holiness and boundless
mercy of him who in his youth was so rash and violent. | sometimes felt ashamed at the thought of
dealing such a terrible blow to him who had become a loving father to me. But the voice of the devilish
tempter was stronger than the voice of the grace of God.
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Having served the bishop for such a long time, | became acquainted somewhat with the
teaching and theology and | knew well about the conditions of the secrecy of confession. Therefore,
with satanic fanaticism today | see it and admit it with sorrow, | approached this work.

First | added a strong poison to the cruet with the wine for Mass. Next, feigning humility, I asked
the bishop to hear my confession. Then, | revealed to him who | really was and | reminded him of the
great injustice he had done to me, and | admitted that the wine for tomorrow’s Mass was poisoned.

The bishop was horrified at the state of my soul and that ill-omened intention of revenge
through murder, and he begged me to give up such a terrible sin. | was very shaken; that which most
impressed me was the fact that the bishop was not thinking of himself but only about my soul.

For the last time before | committed that sin, a ray of God’s grace entered into my heart; |
already wanted to leave this path of impenitence, but sin had hardened all of my better emotions. |
decided to fulfill that for which | had waited for years.

Actually, the bishop denied me absolution, but nonetheless | knew that he will keep the secrecy
of confession and will not make any use of that which | had told him.

This is my story; this is the truth of by what kind of death the bishop left this world. After a few
hours, he died. He made his confession with humble sincerity and sorrow. He ended his life united with
God in His infinite mercy.

We can imagine, if it is possible, through what kind of agony, the bishop had to pass during
those hours between his servant’s confession and the bishop’s Communion at Mass. Slowly the moment
draws near when he drinks from the chalice and falls down a corpse. Yet his hands were tied. To refuse
to say Mass that morning or to order under whatever excuse, a change of the wine would have to
depend on that which he had heard in confession and the secrecy of confession forbid him to do that.

But, maybe he did not undergo any agony; maybe his heart was filled with joy that he will
become a martyr of his holy obligation. In any case, witnesses agree that on the day before his death,
the bishop was completely peaceful at the altar and did not show the least sign of nervousness or
anxiety.

His secretary admitted that the bishop dictated to him until late at night, letters and documents,
with such calm of mind and heart as though nothing had happened in the few hours before the
beginning of work at the office.

The rest we know from the history of the first martyrs who went to their death in the Roman
arena calmly and even with a smile on their face and unusual joy. The psychology of the people of world
|s different from that of God and His mercy is boundless and bottomless.

Not too long ago, one of the famous advisers in family matters was asked by the mother of a
two year old son on the theme of the time when one should begin to educate a child. The answer was
interesting giving one much to think about: “| regret to have to give you such an answer, but you are
two years late with your question.”

But even in this, such an embracing statement, there still is a certain lack of precision. For the
above advice that mother should have turned back, not two, but three years earlier. The upbringing of a
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new person must begin not from the time when the child is already talking, not even from the moment
of his birth but from the first moment of life or from the moment of conception. Unfortunately, how
often, how very often this is forgotten.

Let’s just look at mothers and their endeavors around all t heir preparations —a cradle, a
cushion, diapers, dresses, little hats, ribbons, etc. All of this is done and all of this is remembered down
to the smallest, most minute details.

They already begin dreaming of the great and glorious achievements of the child in the future
when it is an adult. Only one thing takes the last place. Yes, one and this one is exactly the most
important for it decides everything.

Man is an individual made up of body and a sensible soul. When a new organism comes to life
and begins to live its own life even though it will still draw the sap of life from its mother’s blood for a
long time yet, while the Merciful God pours an immortal soul into this tiny beginning organism.

The bodily as well as the spiritual side of the new tiny person reminds the parents, under many
appearances, of their own external qualities the expression of the eyes, the shape of the face along with
their inner qualities and dispositions, likes and abilities. Both, the father and the mother of this child,
long before this new person is conceived, must develop in themselves those ideals with which they
would like to see their child enriched. The law of heirdom that unchanging law of nature.

Parents give to their child, what they themselves possess in their souls, what has become, as it
were, a part of their souls. Therefore, the work on themselves, the development of their own character,
the extraction from the deepest layers of the soul, all that is beautiful - that is the first part and not the
least of the work that parents should put into the raising of their children.

A father can give his child something good and valuable for his entire life. When a father is a
drunkard, or has a venereal disease, a father who doesn’t know the meaning of strength of will,
character, self- improvement and the overcoming of one’s own passions.

All of nature demands only one thing from the father that when a new person is to be conceived
and God is to create a new little soul, that the father of that child be sober, healthy, strong, serene,
religious, self-possessed, gentle and that he be a good person. Then the child will be good and will have
a beautiful soul.

The oversight and neglect of this obligation leads to later years of complaining, “What a terrible
son | have! What a wicked daughter | have!” The breaking of the law of nature must always be punished.
Every father should reflect about this.

How beautifully we speak of a young mother, saying that she is in a blessed state. What a lovely,
beautiful role to feed a new person with your very own food. What a miraculously important role to
bring up a child, that very possession of God. It is for this reason that we love our mothers so much,
bestowing upon them such honor and respect. Blessed is that time, miraculous that time of
nourishment.

But, what kind of food hoes that mother feed her child? With what will she feed him during that
long series of months? The child’s body will receive its food, but what does the infant’s soul get?

In this regard, the mother’s role is unbelievably great. She gives direction to the entire future of
the life of that person. Her every anger, every spite, every loss of self-control, every stubbornness, every
glass of liquor, every bit of cigarette smoke, her every sincere reaction of love or hatred — all of this sinks
slowly into the ego of the child.
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If you ever see an incapable child, who has no willingness for life, a grumbling child, an angry
child, a child without any energy even in playing in a word an unhappy child, then think of how empty
was the soul, how shallow was the mind, how cold must have been the heart of this unfortunate person.

If you see a child bubbling with laughter, alive, curious, intelligent, a pious and truthful child, a
modest and obedient child, then think of how lovely was the soul, how pious and industrious the mother
of that child had to be.

God demands dedication and sacrifice from every mother. The mother who perseveres in this
self-denial will be rewarded already here on earth. She will be the happy mother of a happy child. These
opinions are not just mine they come from the lips of famous Catholic educators, expert pedagogues,
who are working to improve the methods of educating and of teaching.

One more thing yet. Some woman was highly indignant with me affirming that the Catholic
religion is an enemy of science and education. She came to that conclusion because she read it in the
newspaper. This woman had forgotten that a certain fragment of the press aiways sowed hatred for the
Catholic religion and depending on the simple-mindedness and the credulity of a certain class of people,
feeds these minds with lies, falsehoods and the twisting of facts.

History teaches us that the Catholic Church, from the very beginning of its existence, fostered
education. Throughout the Middle Ages that were full of wars and confusion, it preserved the
educational attainments of antiquity. Catholic monasteries were the centers from which not only
philosophic and humanitarian knowledge shone, but also in agriculture, breeding and engineering. The
majority of the inventions happened in monasteries. But a sad thing happened.

The great scholar, the Franciscan Friar Roger Bacon of the 13" century foresaw the huge
development of education and foretold the coming of steam ships, airplanes, etc. but at the same time
he expressed the fear that science would not totally leave from the hands of the Church and get into the
exclusive hands of worldly people, who not having enough morality, would use science for evil purposes.
That this has happened, we ourselves see this. When Nobel invented dynamite, people used it to
destroy cities. Airplanes had barely been discovered, and they were already being used for bombing and
the modern atomic and hydrogen force. There was hardly any discovery that was made which was not
used for the ruin and harm of people.

What can science accomplish in the hands of people who do not acknowledge morality? The
light-minded or reckless scholars have done even greater damage to the souls of people.

Basing themselves on the laws of the pious, deeply believing Newton, they came to the
conclusion that only the constant, unchanging laws govern the world and therefore God is not needed.
God does not exist.

Since they didn’t see a soul in a rock, they decided that God is not in a person. Since it was
difficult for them to explain the beginning of life, they said, that life arose by itself by accident. Species
of creatures arose some from others. The last one, the most perfect species, man arose from a monkey.
They spread these and other theories which they had no right to spread. From science, they pulled out
conclusions that were not scientific.

The Catholic Church opposed such and condemned such for it always stood and stands in
defense of the Creator God, in defense of the creature man and in defense of Christian morality.




