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That sincere public confession of a woman who apparently is an unbeliever is in reality a deep
and very moving sermon.

A police patrol car brought a young, elegantly dressed girl to the hospital. She was unconscious.
After a quick exam, the doctor said: “morphine poisoning.” He arranged a stomach pump and began
shaking the unconscious girl. He forbid that she should be put into bed. He gave orders that this
incomplete suicide not be allowed to sleep that night for it would be death for her.

Ayoung nun came in and it would be her duty to watch over this unfortunate girl until morning.
The doctor looked at the thin haggard face of this over-worked and exhausted nun and said in a hard
and strict tone of voice — “No, this Sister should go to rest herself.”

“Please,” insisted the Sister, “give me that sick girl, she needs me. Maybe | will be able to save
her!” And without further consideration, she grasped the half-conscious girl under her arm and thus
began a true way of the cross through the long, wide corridors of the hospital.

The girl could scarcely stand on her feet, her knees kept bending beneath her, but she slowly
moved from foot to foot. This nun kept close watch over her. Despite the fact that she herself walked
with difficulty and effort, she supported her almost unconscious patient.

Finally, the girl stood still and said, “Sister, | am so very tired — so very tired — let me sit down
and rest.” “We can’t, my child, we can’t. If you would stop or fall asleep, you would certainly die!” “And
what is wrong with that” whispered the exhausted girl, “l want to die. That is why | used that poison. |
don’t want to live any longer!

People stole from me everything that | had; the world had no pity on me; everybody abandoned
me. | don’t want to live. Want to die and the sooner the better!”

Now with a sincere and heart-felt, half aloud voice the nun said: “You shouldn’t have done that.
You didn’t give yourself life therefore you are not allowed to take it away from yourself. You are so
young and the world is beautiful. True, here on earth there is no lack of people who are evil and
perverse but, despite your past wounds and sufferings you are not permitted to despair.”

Little by little the girl was returning to consciousness and she said, as if to herself: “I hate all
people and | curse this world and that is why | took poison and wanted to end my life. Why didn’t | listen
to my father’s admonishments and my mother’s pleas?”

The poor girl began to cry. It was already midnight; sleep sealed her eyelids from under which
flowed warm and bitter tears. And weariness and fatigue covered the nun’s face. They were silent.

The first hour passed; then the second; then the third. This march continued without a break.
The nun began to pray the rosary aloud. The girl pulled herself up, raised her head and began to speak in
a rough and angry voice: “I don’t want you to be praying, Sister. | no longer believe in God nor in prayer.
| don’t believe because both God and the world left me.”
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“But, God was so good to you, my child. Don’t you want to belong to God any longer?”

“No, | don’t want to. What for? If God were just, He would never have allowed me to be so
maltreated.”

“Don’t blaspheme, child. Don’t blaspheme! Aren’t you still alive? Weren’t you rescued from
certain death? Are you complaining about God Did you act justly towards yourself by taking poison? God
suffered for you. The Savior died on a cross for you and you dare to throw up to God that He abandoned
you?”

The girl came to her senses, but the poor nun felt more and more exhausted and was losing her
strength. It was exactly 6:00 am. At that moment the doctor came by. He looked at the patient and then
said to the nun — “Sister, you saved her from death.”

The girl burst into loud weeping and began kissing the Sister’s hands. “Promise me,” said the
nun, “that you will soon come to visit me. Then we can have a long talk.” The girl promised and she went
out into the world.

That poor nun, however, good and merciful, extremely exhausted, went to her convent cell to
rest a little after that all night march.

That rest was the beginning of a long serious illness. After a few months, she was able to get up
but, she still had a constant, dry cough that did not predict anything good. She often thought about that
poor girl who had been tired of life and who used poison. She often prayed for her intention and for her
conversion.

She’ll keep her given word, won’t she? For today | am interrupting this story taken from real life.
How does it end? You will find out next Sunday.




image1.jpeg
January 19, 1958
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

There are many, perhaps too many, who are looking at the people of our present times with a
certain cynicism and even pessimism. They don’t see anything or very little that is good and honorable in
the people of our present day and they are mistaken because we have many people, great crowds of
sacrificial beings, dedicated individuals and noble individuals.

For example, those thousands of missionaries, nuns and nurses working in mission areas among
the pagans and wild tribes and cannibals. Then count those other thousands of nuns teaching in lower
and higher institutions of learning, in hospitals, orphanages, in foundling homes, in homes for the aged
and in the homes of the Good Shepherd. These are true heroines in the service of God and people.

But, the greatest truly miraculous, heroic dedication, although quiet and hidden is found in their
daily, drab life. | give you this example. She was left a widow with three children. What had been her
saved pennies, for her husband had been sober, hard- working and economic, all of it went to pay for
the doctor, the medicines and his burial. What was left were these three little children and poverty and
misery, as they said — bite the wall!

But this woman had a deep and sincere faith. Therefore, she was not discouraged by these
difficulties and obstacles. She would say sincerely and repeated stubbornly: “I will not raise my little
ones to live in the kind of misery that we had. | gave them life therefore, | must also give them a better
fate.”

Her children were actually good, obedient and willing to work as well as to study. In a poor little
room by the weak light of a naphtha lamp, in wreathes of steam, these children somehow grew up and
became hard-working, honest and noble people.

This poor little lady who was weak physically, drew her power and strength from faith and
managed to instill in the souls of her children a love of learning, a respect for divine and human
authority and that strength which creates character in a person.

One of her sons became a priest and a professor; the second one became a doctor and her
daughter became a nurse. The two, supposedly weak hands of this believing mother raised them, hands
that were never wearied by anything.

From here to today’s talk entitled:
A WOMAN WITHOUT FAITH

Sometimes it may seem to you that when | speak to you | am too sharp and too stern. That | am
too demanding. What | say and how | say it doesn’t matter, | speak from a sincere heart with the desire
of bringing help and showing the way to an honest and noble life that is to a Christian life.
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A person is not evil, but he is inclined to evil. In addition to that he is weak. Therefore, on the
road of life he becomes a cripple and unfortunately he falls.

This is what a woman wrote to me in English. She had forgotten here womanly dignity and had
thrown herself into the whirlpool of modern life and began to taste fruit that was forbidden.
Nevertheless, she was sincere enough to come for help. | listened patiently and | asked her to write me a
letter in which she could give me certain explanations as to why she was leading such a wide and loose
life. She promised she would.

In reality, more or less two weeks later | received a letter from her, written in English. | am
sharing it with you in a literal translation: “For showing me so much understanding and sympathy, | am
more grateful than | can express in words. | sincerely maintain that you can do a lot and help those who
need and want your help. Don’t wear yourself out over me. Father Justin, you already cannot help me.
Furthermore, | am not asking for that help because | am not ready to become reconciled with your God.

A long time ago | sold my soul to the evil spirit. | followed the example of the legendary Faust,
and he alone will accompany me in the general march known as the Grand Finale. However, there are
others, yes, there are crowds of thousands into whose souls you can instill a deep and sincere fear of
Almighty God therefore, Father, continue your radio work for by the help of this means you are reaching
everywhere and everyone, especially those who do not go to church and no longer believe.

For me, it is too late. Your God would not want to have anything to do with me, a deep and
great unbeliever! However, please pray for me from time to time, for 10 feel that you speak from the
sincerity and cordiality of your heart.

Father, you advise me to go to confession. My confession would only be an insult and a derision
and therefore it wouldn’t straighten out nor improve my matters. My conscience is already dead and
hard as stone. Maybe | even no longer have a conscience. In its place there exists some sort of vacancy
and emptiness. | no longer feel any movement, no qualms of conscience.

| don’t know and | don’t dare to foretell what my feelings will be in those last moments before
the curtain falls on my dissolute and unworthy life, but | imagine that my end will not differ greatly from
my life. | will die in the gutter. Literally; | somehow feel that | will die just as | lived —in the gutter!
Besides, can anyone expect anything else or something better? Therefore, Father, your duty should be
to turn souls back to your God before that something that you call a conscience is completely erased or
destroyed.

As for my personal fate, do | really care? If | cared | would have to say that my final fate will be
and must be eternal damnation, written by the hand of some kind of Nemesis, a goddess of justice.

That what | am and how | am, | owe to the philosophy of the mad man Nietzsche whose views
on life did me harm which can never be corrected and my mind is so corrupt and my nerves so
disordered just as was the mind of that German philosopher!
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In the second place, | am such because my husband was a non-believer. He made nothing for
himself, neither of God or people. He did not want to have a family. He preferred spending hours in the
evening and at night in the company of the outcasts of society.

Thirdly, my style of life, | must admit, is thanks to the loose women companions who mocked
among themselves their marital duties and they dropped their reins on the road of morality as a result
of which, your God and my God do not speak the same language and they cannot come to an
understanding.

Never, for me to convert! It’s already too late but thousands and thousands of others can
benefit from your efforts and your concerns. Father, you can work wonders with the help of the radio,
under the condition that you will beat on their conscience with the hammer of sincerity, sympathy and
truth. You have a serious work and a heavy assignment before you and you have no time to lose.

People of these present times, especially the so-called modern women who lead empty, raw
lives and go with the flow. Their minds are puffed up, self-conceited; their hearts are hard and empty;
their souls, if they have them, are raw, deprived of all sublime and noble feelings. Please don’t throw up
to me that | am one-sided, cynical and unjust. | am only crossing out those things that strike my eyes.

Father, now do you see and understand what your duty is? Deep in my heart | feel that your
work, your efforts will not be 100% successful! Why? because Satan, from time immemorial, has shown
himself to be stronger than your God. He is superior over your God; also people in general and we
women especially love to hear when he whispers various flatteries into our ear. We are morally lepers.

Father, maybe now you see what a battle you have before you; maybe now you understand
those many difficulties in your work. In the presence of this, are you permitted, are you able to
disregard your opponent? Everything is on our side. Which one of us has the will power to say a definite
NO to the various occasions, temptations and tempters which we meet at every step and every hour of
our daily life? We honor and love ourselves too much to be able to refuse anything to the gentleman
demon who is always standing on guard, is always watching and constantly exerts himself over the fresh
and new offerings.

At least | haven’t met and | don’t know such a brave modern woman who considers herself as a
symbol of freedom and progress and fluently translates all sallies for equality of rights.

In my opinion, we women have too much time that is free of any occupation and we have too
much free time. Such apparent equality of rights leads to a fall, to misfortune and it is a loss for the
feminine sex. Time free from difficulties and duties played not a secondary role in the derailment of my
personal life. And this proves true in the life of every woman without exception.

That is why there are so many divorces, so much discord in marriages, so many broken families,
so many ruined lives and so many suicides. You can talk about means that are efficacious in converting
the feminine sex or to lead to a normal state to a state of regularity.
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You can put forward many learned and wise arguments, but you will not accomplish anything.
Why? because a modern woman never returns to the narrow road of morality since she got off of it and
began to tread and pace over the wide high road of moOdern life freely and arrogantly.

Every one of us questions, not only with amazement but more with indignation: “What is the
use? What for? There is nothing left to return to. Nothing sacred, no God, all inconsistencies. Too much
to cope with!

In conclusion, | wish to thank you for the interest you have taken in my sad plight. | was not
seeking reconciliation with your God, but I'm seeking peace and that | can only get with death. It will be
arelease, Father. | assure you.”

That poor woman wrote to me three more times. | answered all of her letters for | felt that not
everything was yet lost.

After an interval of several weeks, | received a letter from her mother who wrote: “While
returning from a dance, my daughter was in an automobile accident. Her chauffeur was killed instantly.
The other couple is still in the hospital. My daughter died in the hospital, but before dying she asked for
a priest, made her confession, received Holy Communion and the Last Rites. She begged me to let you
know that she returned to our God and finally had found peace. She died with a rosary in her hands.”

| call your attention to some of the last words of this supposedly thick-skinned person who for
so many years was deaf to the call of her womanly conscience: “I am returning to our God; | have found
peace!” All commentators are superfluous here and they would diminish the impression. She returned
to God to Whom she refused to talk for many years and she found peace.

Here is a second letter, also written in English and written not with ink, but with the gall of
hatred and malice. Listen and make your judgment.

“I am 18 years old and | am educated. | come from a Catholic family, but | completely
abandoned my faith when | was 17 years old when | married a non-Catholic sailor whom | met at a
dance hall. We got married in court. A long time ago when | was still going to elementary school that
was non-Catholic, | had stopped reciting prayers and constraining myself with a variety of rules which
deny a person ease and freedom. For example, who has the right to forbid me to eat meat on Fridays?
Where is there any sense to that? Other people eat meat every day of the year and nothing evil happens
to them.

Other people go dancing every Friday and during Lent and no ceiling falls on them. Who has the
right to teach me whom | can kiss and whom | can’t? And what about your unreasonable laws from the
Middle and Dark Ages concerning marriage? Who has the right to teach me how | should behave during
married life? That is all totally my business.

| didn’t get married in order to have children. That’s nonsense and they are a clog in the home. |
am young and healthy, | have a right to good times and to amusements and | must make use of my
youthful years and use that which the world gives me. My husband has the same views and opinions. He
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goes his way and | go mine. He doesn’t question me as to where | go, to whom, with whom | spend my
evenings and | do not put my nose into any of his affairs.

During the first weeks after our wedding, he thought that he would be able ro remake me into
an obedient little servant or even into a slave girl, but | told him clearly not to expect any considerations
from me because | was born in America and not in Europe where a wife’s activities are limited to the
kitchen, the children and the Church.

1 don’t know how to cook, | don’t want any children and | don’t know the Church. Moreover, it's
not at all difficult to get a divorce. Since then | have peace. | go where | want, do as | please and I'm fine.
| don’t ever look in on my parents because | know that they would begin to threaten me with
punishments, misfortunes and hell; these old fears and nothing more.

At home I'm listening to the Rosary Hour out of force of habit and | had to laugh when there was
talk against mixed marriage, against civil marriage and about some sort of sanctity of marriage and
about fidelity in marriage. What simple-mindedness and nonsense!

What do you think — that we are old-country farmers or some sort of backward people? You
could have given such orders to our parents who were uneducated, and unenlightened people, but not
to us! Not to modern people. It's evident that you are losing control over the people of these present
times, people who believe in themselves, in their own abilities and in their personal capacities.
Furthermore, why believe in anything else? Wake up and be conformed to the times and progressive
people. Bible lessons had their place in the old times, in the dark ages but you can’t apply them to the
times in which we now live.”

This letter had no signature. Every sentence smelled of self-conceitedness, malice and
perversity. With such a person who is haughty and hard, it is not worth arguing. However, it may be
worth-while to remind her that the mills of God grind slowly, but they grind constantly and grind justly.

There is one more letter and | give it to you in the original that is in English for | fear that in
translation it would lose a lot of its value. Therefore listen: “Father Justin, you write advising me to take
advantage of God’s grace. Who? Me? It’s a little late, after living without God for so many years. It’s
useless to talk to me about returning to God. You may pray for me, because | need it since | myself have
forgotten how to pray. | am neither ready nor willing to return to the straight and narrow path. Seems
more impossible today than ever. | have had good moments of yanking myself away from filth of every
sort, and being if not a goody, at least humanly decent, perhaps just a little decent. Well, those were
really good moments — but they would soon —too soon, flit to more fertile soil and leave me frightened
and despondent. No use, no use, Father Justin. You should use my letters as a text, to make your
audience understand what faith, deep and sincere fait h should mean to them, and what an important
role faith should play in their lives. By using my letters, you can probably scare some women and girls
into proper behavior, but even in that | doubt. We all must receive this baptism — sings our wings — and
then whine like | do! | am not seeking sympathy from anyone. But, and | do not blush in confiding to
you, Father Justin, when | threw my Faith overboard, I lost sight of the real purpose of my life.
Something died within me. And today, | am weary of living, weary of writing, weary of it all!”




