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John Haffert gave you “Mary In Her
Scapular Promise3 and “A Letter From
Lisieux,3 now he gives you a bold autobi-
ographical challenge: “From A Morning
Prayer/3

Someone said of tins book, after reading
the manuscript, that it was dynamite. By
ihat he meant that the book appeared to
him to be so spiritually frank that he hardly
knew how, in the hands of a wide variety of
readers, it would explode.

“But why should I wait twenty-five years/
the author asks in his foreword, “when a
generation of American Catholics will have
missed the message . . . ?”

It all started through what may have been
the vision of a holy Carmelite lay-brother.
A prominent ecclesiastic says; “A very un-
usual Catholic book ... of high purpose
and dramatic presentation,”

The high purpose is to set the Catholic
world on lire with an apostolate of action
and prayer, through Mary. The dramatic
presentation is the author’s own life, with
details so extraordinary that we fear to
describe them out of their setting.

This revised edition contains the writer’s
experiences during his trip to Europe in
1946, at which time he was honored with a
private audience by Pope Pius XII, visited
most of the shrines of the Blessed Virgin,
and was favored with a personal interview
with Sister Lucia das Dores, the only living
visionary of Fatima.

We can only beg that, if you read from
no other book this year, you will read “ From
A Morning Prayer
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PREFACE

For aLMosT four centuries now the heresy of man’s
aclf-sufficiency has brought woe upon the human
race. The emergence of the human Ego, the shift
of focus from God to man as the center of the uni-
verse, brought chaos into theology, philosophy, eco-
nomics and the whole concept of society.

In theology, man was his own interpreter and
nceded no infallible Church; in philosophy, he
bounded his mind by the limits of material objects
und either denied or depreciated the spiritual; in
cconomics, man denied that he was his brother’s
keeper and embarked on a devil-take-the-hindmost
kind of commerce which brought the poor to the
wall, and created a false, mercantile aristocracy.
Man came to think that he was quite able to take
care of himself, that he was hard-headed, practical,
conqueror of the mysteries of nature through
science.

Now, however, human nature is not so sure of
itself. Now that the sad bugle-melody of “Taps” has
become the national anthem of nations once proud
and mighty, the myth of man’s self-sufficiency lies
shattered. More and more we are coming to realize
that man without God is a savage, that civilization

without God is a sham which, by the slow working
vii
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of natural causes, must inevitably become a shambles.
Many of us, as Edmund Burke said, would have no
teacher but experience. Twice in the lifetime of
adults has experience demonstrated these truths in
two great wars.

Confused and bewildered, with what they had
considered as an unshakable set of values broken into
shards, men need now a new certitude, a new hope.
When he was happy, when the wine flowed and the
dance was loud and error walked attractively garbed,
the preaching of the Church fell hollowly on man’s
ear. But now that he is down in the primordial mud
fighting for his life, and error has thrown aside the
lamp of pseudo-knowledge to pick up instead a
flame-thrower, man is turning in desperation to God.
He is ready for a spiritual rebirth, a reunion with
the Father Whom he deserted long ago. He has
lived riotously, his coinage is gone, his soul revolted
by husks; he is ready to return.

The role of the Blessed Mother in such a rebirth
is obvious. She was the Mother of God; He, in His
last bloody testament, made her likewise the Mother
of Men; through her the world could be spiritually
regenerated. As St. Augustine says: “She is the
Mother of His members because by her love she co-
operated that the faithful members of that Head
might be born in the Church.” Pope Pius X points
out the same lovely concept and openly declares
“She administers the treasury of Christ’s merits with
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full maternal right.” The power of her intercession
and her motherly influence with her Divine Son is
(lexcribed strikingly in the words of Leo XIIX: “The
only begotten Son of God in no doubtful manner
showed His reverence for His Most Holy Mother.
While still living His hidden life He made her an
asociate in the ministry of both wonders He
wrought: the one of grace, when upon the saluta-
tion of Mary the infant leaped in the womb of Eliza-
heth; the other of nature, when He changed water
into wine at the wedding of Cana.” She is no less
aware of our needs now than she was conscious of
the embarrassing development at that little country
wedding centuries ago. Her influence and interces-
sory power are no less great.

Hence, the timeliness of Mr. Haffert’s solidly pious
hook, “From a Morning Prayer,” is patent. It is
a call to turn back to Mary, to walk that ancient
path to which the Fathers so often directed us: To
Jesus through Mary. She is, in another metaphor
frequently used by the Fathers, the “bridge” where-
by we can go back to God. She is “our life, our
aweetness and our hope.”

May she gather all of us unto Him Who is the
way, the truth, the life. May she call back those
who have lost the way and who blunder along de-
tours of sin. Many are hostile to her and scoff at
her. To them we address the glowingly Christian
words of Cardinal Newman: “May that bright and
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gentle Lady, the Blessed Virgin Mary, overcome you
with her sweetness, and revenge herself on her foes
by interceding effectually for their conversion.”

WiLLiaMm A, DoNacnhy, S. J.

July 16th, 1943



AUTHOR’'S FOREWORD

SoMEONE sAID of this book, without intending that
| should hear, that it was “dynamite.”

By that he meant that the book is spiritually
frank, almost to the danger point; that it is “ticklish”
in the sense that one hardly knows how, in the hands
of a wide variety of readers, it will explode.

But sometimes dynamite is necessary. Obstacles
that would take years to remove by hand labor can
frequently be removed by one charge of dynamite.

The obstacle to be overcome by these pages is in-
ertia.  And one could give countless examples of the
obstinacy of inertia as a power to prevent the growth
of a religious idea . . . not only of any religious idea
but of the very one to which this book applies a little
“dynamite.” That is why it has been written.

For five years, I wondered how I might write
this book without using any proper names, and with-
out revealing myself. Finally, it was not only be-
cause I could find no solution to this problem that I
gave in to it. It was also because I saw the sense-
lessness of worrying about such worthless things as
names. The two facts . . . that the characters of the
book are living and that the writer is the most con-
tinually appearing figure in' most of the narration

. . neither add to nor much detract from the mes-
xi



xai AutHoOR’s FOREWORD

sage n the book. And that message, however poor-
ly written, may just as well start on its way now as
twenty years from now . . . when a generation of
Catholics will have missed it.
The greatest harm that could come from this dy-
namite . . . if, indeed, any -harm could come of it

. . is to myself. For many will undoubtedly accuse
me of show, and some may do me the even greater
injustice of thinking me saintly.

But I do not think that anyone will read this story
and not be convinced. For I was myself convinced
to the point of great sacrifice, and every skeptic this
story has met thus far has become its apostle.

That everyone may receive it in the spirit in which
it is written is my earnest and heartfelt prayer. For
thus received, it will be a dynamite that may blast
a wonderful message mto its readers’ hearts.

I well remember that Monsignor Fulton Sheen
said to me: “You are doing a wonderful work.”
And when I answered that the degree of goodness
in my work was certainly not the slightest ray in
comparison to the good he was accomplishing, he
made an answer I shall never forget:

“It is a case,” he said, “of opportunity.”

By that he meant “of a following.”

To have a personal following is important to a
leader in any field. People like to deal personally
with an acknowledged leader. They appreciate the
autographed book, the signed letter, the hand-shake.
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'This contact is as though they had entered into the
hcart of the ideal or of the organization they are fol-
lowing, and they themselves more readily become
apostles.

To be a leader in a Scapular apostolate was not
of my choosing. Indeed, it would have been far easier
for me at many points along the road to make a
chotce more to my personal liking, But since leader-
ship has fallen to me as a trust, I shall use the above-
inentioned psychology to its utmost. And in that fact
one has the explanation of much of the outrightness
in this book.

May God bless those who have made it possible!
And may the reading of these pages be a source of
increased admiration and love of His Mother, in

whose honor they were written,
J. M. H.



“E fructibus eorum
cognosce eos ”

Matt.—xil, 33



CHAPTER TWO

The First Meeting

WHAT YOU are about to read is true, unusual though
some of the things I have to tell may prove to be.

Some years ago, in a great, grey-stone seminary of
the Carmelites, I made my simple profession of Pov-
erty, Chastity, and Obedience to the Carmelite Rule.
As I lay on the tile floor, prostrate before the Blessed
Sacrament, oblivious to the crowded chapel, with
tears of joy streaming down my cheeks as the glori-
ous tones of the Te Deum rose from the choir and
cchoed from the rafters, I little thought that three
years later I would be shedding tears of heart-break
in a Pullman berth . . . leaving that monastery, aft-
er having striven to become a Carmelite priest for
cight years.

But I could not go on to solemn vows.

And when, after so long an absence, I returned
home to parents who had idolized me and idealized
me, I was highly sensitive, with a dozen battles
going on at once within me. "

A short time later, I received a position as teach-
er of French in another Carmelite seminary (at

1
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Middletown, New York) and had lttle time to
worry about myself and my future.

That new-found vocation was probably the first
thing that began to shock my skepticism about the
extraordinary things I want to tell you . .. all in due
fime.

My sToRY could begin in many places; taken chron-
ologically it would not make very interesting reading
nor great sense. I think it will make the most sense
if I begin right at the time the extraordinary things
began to happen.  That was when I was a Car-
melite novice, at a general recreation on New Year’s
day.

A “general recreation” is one in which Novices,
who are otherwise entirely segregated, may speak
to everyone i the Community.

I had looked forward to this recreation with par-
ticular anticipation. I was anxious to speak with
a little lay-brother whom, during my four years as
a postulant, I had always considered saintly. Now
my curiosity was edged regarding him particularly
because my best friend (who was my room-mate in
the Novitiate and who had progressed so far on the
way to sanctity before he took the Habit that I looked
to him for counsel and advice in everything) cus-
tomarily spoke of this brother in awed tones.
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As the members of the Community began to file
into the Novitiate recreation room, my friend and I
stood by the door waiting for the lay-brother (to
whom, in this book, we will refer simply as “Broth-
cr,” or “the lay-brother™).

Of course it was my friend who really knew
Brother. I had merely admired him from a distance.
Not long after I first became a postulant I learned
that this Brother had started out to become a
priest, but that he went almost blind. Rather than
give up his vocation altogether, he then received per-
mission to become a lay-brother, and within two
days his sight was completely restored. When he
wanted to become a priest again, his advisor coun-
sclled him to accept what had happened so inex-
plicably as a sign, and to remain a brother. More-
over, 1 also knew, on good authority, that with
hardly any higher education, this Brother had such
an extensive knowledge of theology, both dogmatic
and moral, that sometimes priests sought counsel
from him. (I later witnessed this fact myself.)

When Brother finally arrived, my friend seized
his arm and at once engaged in a spritely conver-
sation about family, books, news.

He was a small man . . . this quiet little brother
. with thinning, black hair, luminous, dark eyes,
and a round, jolly face that seemed out of proportion
to his slight body. He had little to say in the con-
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versation, but somehow seemed to be wholeheartedly
participating.

A short time later, my friend was called away and
I suddenly found myself alone with the Brother,
talking to him as though I had known him all my
life. I was remarking on the joy I found in being
a religious. Suddenly, with no preface, he said:

“How do you feel about your vocation, now?”

The “Now” had such an explosive connotation
that my jaw fell open.

“I have never been so happy, Brother,” I said,
recovering myself. “I love religious life.”

“I’m glad,” Brother said. “When you were falter-
ing in your vocation last year I went to Father John
(his advisor and, by coincidence, also my own .
from earliest childhood) and told him to watch over
you. I prayed earnestly for you.”

“But,” I exclaimed, no longer trying to hide my
now confirmed amazement, “how did you know that
I ever faltered in my vocation? I have not even
known you, and that is a secret I have never shared
with even my best friend.”

Brother smiled, probably at the expression on my
face. “I passed you one day in the corridor and
it was written plainly on your face.”

I was silent.

I did not suspect anything pretcrnatural But
how could anything of this kind have been “written
on my face”? Brother was right in his conviction
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that I had faltered in my vocation. But I had
not gone through any inward struggle over my
vocation while I was in the seminary. The falter-
ing had come about during a summer vacation, at
the time Brother mentioned, over a girl I had met
at a beach-party. She was a pretty girl, dark, at-
tractive, not very spiritual, and had so captivated
me that I became utterly rash in my devotion for
her. And I cannot say yet what changed me. But
I did go back to the seminary and, once out of her
bewitching company, I got down to my books and
wondered how I could have been so foolish. But
not even my closest friend . . . with whom I spent
most of my waking hours because proximity in seni-
ority placed us together at the table, in the chapel,
in the dormitory, everywhere . . . will know that I
faltered in my vocation until he reads these lines!

Then Brother began to talk to me about
the Blessed Virgin. He certainly touched the warm-
est spot in my heart, because I had been avidly
reading everything about Her that I could get my
hands upon. The conversation became intense and
I found myself betraying a fact that I had just
learned in the Novitiate, but which seemed to be
all that was beautiful and good in life: Union with
Our Lady.

“I think that union with Her, Brother,” I said
with the air of one imparting a great finding, “is
the secret of quick and secure sanctity, because if
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God sees Mary in us, He will unite Himself to us
and give Himself to us entirely. | think it is quick,
because it would take a life-time to obtain an im-
maculate spirit, and it takes only a heartfelt wish to
unite us morally to the Immaculate. And I think it
IS secure because Mary, a real Mother, guides us
and protects us in the ways of virtue, and even im-
parts to us Her own virtues.’5

Brother listened attentively, with obvious satisfac-
tion . . . amazingly as though he were a teacher,
proud of a student’s well-recited lesson.

When the recreation was over, | pondered my sur-
prise. And | felt a little ashamed of my loquacity,
over a new-found sanctity, with a man who had
probably lived that message for years and had
reached heights known only to God Himself.

But that strange conversation was the beginning
of a stranger drama ... a drama that was, as we
shall see, to affect millions of Catholics.



“ Brother ”

During the twenty years since this book was first pub-
lished the “Brother" was unknown. But in 1954, with per-
mission of the Carmelite Fathers, he accepted the invitation
of the Most Reverend Charles P. Greco, D.D., Bishop of
Alexandria, La., to found a new congregation of Brothers
for diocesan secretarial, teaching, and social work. The
Brother is shown here in the habit of the new Community,
the Brothers of the Holy Eucharist. In 1961 the Community
had five houses, with motherhouse in Bunkie, La. In June
of this year, John HafTert and the Brother were united for
the first time in seven years on the occasion of Father John’s
50th anniversary of ordination, celebrated at the Philadel-
phia Carmel where Haffert's sister (Sr. Therese of the Queen
of Carmel) was completing her twentieth year.



CHAPTER THREE

Who Is He?

THE MOsST Important person in this drama, as the
reader can probably gather, will prove to be this
lay-brother. He will appear in these pages, and
then suddenly bow out after having left the negative
of a wonderful message, to be developed, and du-
plicated millions of times.

It is about twenty years since the day Brother
applied for admission to study for the Carmelite
priesthood. He was an American of Sicilian ex-
traction. His father owned a butcher shop in a
Mid-Western city. His mother, who could not speak
English, was a pious woman who had tried repeat-
edly to join a cloistered community in Sicily. She
was finally accepted . . . but was later forced to re-
turn to the world because her health failed. Al-
though greatly crushed, she knew how to say: “Thy
Will be done!” She married, and came to America
with her husband. She raised a family of seven,
among whom Brother was her favorite,

When he was five years old, as Brother confided

to me in later years, his mother found him lying on
9
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his bed, stretching his arms upwards and sobbing
through copious tears: “I want to die and go to.
Heaven! I want to die and go to Heaven!”

But this was not all that led Brother’s mother to
hope particularly in him. Once, after she had prayed
with unusual fervor to Saint Therese of Lisieux
for her seven children, she walked into her living
room and found seven fresh roses lying beneath a
picture of St. Therese. Six were red and one was
white. “The white one,” she thought, “is. . .” and
she mentioned Brother’s name.

I have had the privilege of meeting Brother’s
mother and of studying her as a skeptic would study
the syllogism of a conclusion that seems fabulous.
And, in her dark, swimming eyes, I saw a great
deal of common sense and fathoms of purity and of
divine love. I somehow knew that being close to
her I was not far from the Divinity. I had no doubt
that even extraordinary favors were not unusual with
her.

Little though I may evidence the fact, in the fol-
lowing pages, I am really quite skeptical about ex-
traordinary favors, unless they have happened in the
past and have some corroboration . . . like the mnir-
acles of Lourdes confirming the vision of Bernadette,
miracles confirming the Scapular vision, and the
like. It was a long while before I said a full “Credo”
to the extraordinary happening that is the focal
point of this book, and it was only my belief in
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that that really settled my skepticism about many
other things of which I shall speak.

However, to get back to Brother’s entry into
(farmel:

‘The Master of Novices at that time was Father
John, whom we have already mentioned.

During the winter, shortly after Brother . . . then
hardly more than a boy . . . had become a Novice,
Iither John noticed one day that there were no
blankets in his room. He immediately asked:

“Where are your blankets?”

'I'he Novice-brother looked frightened.

“I...I'm not very cold, Father,” he said. I
don’t need blankets very much.”

T'rying to hide his amazement at such extreme
mortification, Father John murmured something
shout pneumonia and told Brother to get blankets
it once, because the nights were bitter-cold.

It was not long after this that Brother had his
first experience of what seemed to be a vision.

It is almost sacrilegious to put the fact of this
fuvor so bluntly. It was cajoled from Brother, twelve
years later, with the gravest difficulty, with multiple
arguments and an air of great sacredness, and only
then did I learn it falteringly and with his long
preface about the little faith we should put in ex-
traordinary favors. And, above all, had I the pen
of Werfel I could not describe the look in his eyes
as he recreated what he had seen.
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“One night, not knowing whether I was awake
or dreaming,” Brother said, “I saw a very beautiful
lady writing in an immense book. The letters, as
she inscribed them, shone like real gold, gleaming
in the brilliant light that radiated from her. When
she had finished, I saw that it was my name she
had written! And then she tumed and smiled at
me . »

It was almost as though Brother were seeing
his Iady for the first time. I was spell-bound. His
deep brown eyes were like pools reflecting some beau-
tiful, hidden radiance.

“It was the Blessed Virgin!” I said.

To that, Brother made no answer. With an air
of heavy seriousness, almost as though to share the
secret were to lose it, he said: “That smile was so
swecet that it impressed itself indelibly in my heart
so that I need but think of it to see it again.”

Although that is all that I could get from him

. . and with what persuasive arguments, the read-
er will see later . . . I felt sure he had not told me
everything.

But I had learned enough to give myself great
food for thought.

Who was this wonderful little man whose life was
to wind through mine like a stream of crystal spring-
water mingling with a brook . . . a brook that even
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yet so much likes the taste of earth that it caresses
its banks lingeringly and is unashamed of its own
babbling?



CHAPTER FOUR

Signs

I BEGAN to make a study of this wonderful Car-
melite. There were few of my fellow religious who
were able to aid me. Most thought Brother
extremely good, even saintly. A few thought him
eccentricc. No one disliked him, but neither did
there seem to be anyone who could claim to be close
to him.

Therefore I observed. I talked to Brother as
much as I could and I took every opportunity to
study him for any signs that might betray his true
nature.

Before long, my main observation was that this
little man, who seemed so ordinary, was practicing
extraordinary virtue.

One of the best examples I can give is the strange
thing I observed at an unusually interesting Pro-
vincial chapter. |

The Provincial in office had served four terms,
and there was a close division of opinion as to
whether he or another would be elected. The vote

had been cast several times, and several times it
14
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had been a tie. More than personalities were at
stake. And it was difficult to say which way the
powers of the Province, gathered at the house for
this momentous meeting, would cast their lot.

Crowding outside the chapter-room door, as was
the custom when the lots were cast, all the members
of the community who were not participating in the
chapter waited to see the door open.

Standing in a doorway with the crowd in the cor-
ridor, 1 was watching Brother. He did not see me,
Enjoying the extraordinary privilege of talking in
the corridor on this special occasion, he was laugh-
ing and participating in a conversation that en-
grossed the little group chatting to him. Every once
in a while, being short, he stood on tiptoe and
strained towards the chapter-room door, apparently
the most anxious person in the corridor to see who
was going to come through the door first.

Fmally, as though by some secret communication,
the talking in the corridor died. All faces were
turned towards the chapter-room door. The scrap-
ing of chairs revealed that the voting had been com-
pleted and that one of the two candidates had been
elected.

Standing hidden in the doorway, entirely ignored
in the pitch of excitement, I kept my eyes fixed on
Brother. Was he, then, not at all to mortify his
curiosity? There he was, stretched on tiptoe, with
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apparently the most natural and most expectant of
all the faces I could see.
Suddenly, while one might have heard a pin drop,
the knob of the chapter-room door turned noisily.
Brother, still on tiptoe, no one noticing him (ex-
cept myself, of course) had closed his eyes, morti-

fying himself after a long show of curiosity!
Shortly after this chapter, the ex-Provincial died

at Niagara Falls while Brother was visiting in Chi-
cago, and Brother knew about his death before he
was told about it.

Perhaps he guessed it?

Once, almost with a touch of comedy, this re-
markable power did not work to the good fortune of
the Novice-Brothers, over whom Brother had jur-
isdiction.

Brother came into the choir-loft one afternoon
and, after a prayer, he sat down at the organ to work
on an Awve Maria he was composing. (Brother
painted and also played the organ; he never had
training in either art, but he did manifest some
native talent.) He had just seated himself and was
about to begin, when his hands stopped over the
keys and that far-away look came into his eyes.
After a moment, his hands changed their direction
and reached for the music, folded it, closed the or-
gan, put the music away, and Brother went out.

I discovered later that he went down to the kitch-
en . . . which was a good distance from the chapel



. and caught his young protegés in the act of
taking an illicit snack!

On another occasion I was talking to him, alone.
He was listening to what I said and occasionally
passing judgment. A great deal of time had passed,
and still the subject seemed inexhaustible. Suddenly,
however, I noticed that Brother was not listening to
me.

“Is something wrong, Brother?” 1 asked.

“Would you excuse me,” he asked apologetically,
“but I think someone is looking for me.”

“Oh, nonsense, Brother!” I exclaimed. “What-
ever could give you that idea? We've been here
an hour and there has been no sign of someone look-
ing for you.”

“Well,” the Brother said, with a smile that made
the expected permission pleasurable, “I'll only be
gone 2 moment. Wait for me.”

I cannot say what peculiar feeling crept over me

. . whether eeriness, amazement, incredulity, or
curiosity, or all four together. It really seemed as
though some person in the room, whom I could not
see, had spoken to the Brother.

A short time later, he came back . . . and quietly
resumed his seat as though nothing had happened.

“Was someone really looking for you?” I asked,
with obvious awe.

“Oh . . . it wasn’t anything important . . . just
someone delivering produce down at the cellar door

17
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and I have the keys. He could have left it there
. but then, you know the boys.”

However, this is straying from my observation of
his virtues, of which humility was one of the most
salient. An example of this was afforded me many
times, and usually to my chagrin. I could never get
Brother to talk about himself. The greatest com-
mitment I was able to have him make was: “To me,
prayer is an embrace with God, and it can last for
hours.”

On one particular occasion, for instance, I was
talking to him about the Blessed Virgin, and he so
forgot himself that he suddenly exclaimed: “Oh ... .
if we had only one drop of the love that filled the
heart of Mary as She stood beneath the Cross, we
would be lost in an ocean of love!” And he seemed
almost to go into an ecstacy. I could never, even
were I the most gifted of writers, depict the ex-
pression on his face. His eyes were luminous and
there was a wonderful quiver of emotion about his
mouth.

“My! Brother,” I involuntarily exclaimed, “how
you love the Blessed Virgin!”

Instantly his face changed. He became flushed,
and was filled with confusion.

“If I do,” he said hastily, “it is by the Grace of
God . . .itis by the Grace of God. Never say that.”

And never again, much though I tried, could I
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ever draw him to speak unreservedly about love for
Mary!

Were 1 to use every other page in this book to
talk about Brother, I do not feel that I could do
justice to the wonderful purity of soul, abandonment
to God’s Will, and humility which I discovered in
him.
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A Moming Prayer

For EVERY conversation with Brother I had to ob-
tain specific permission from my Master or from
the Prior . . . and these superiors soon began to be
worried about the frequency of the conversations,
The rule was that clerics should not talk to lay-
brothers, and I had a suspicion that permission would
not be granted much more often.

Such was my observation to Brother on this par-
ticular November day. We had been walking on
the campus. Our conversations of late had taken
a very practical turn: each used the conversation of
the other to draw closer to Mary (although it was
a particularly “me-sided” advantage). We had just
been wondering whether we were not living in an
age when all men should be borrowing a little of
that same practicality, and had stopped in front of
the chapel before parting. Then, like a bolt of
lightning, a surprising thing happened to me.

I shall never forget any detail. I remember where
I stood, where Brother stood . . . under the arch at
the chapel entrance . . . on a grey November day.

20
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We had just spoken at length about the value of
truc devotion to Mary and what a wonder that de-
votion would work on all mankind were men but to
practice it.

Suddenly, as though I were hypnotized, I heard
words coming from my mouth that were not in my
mind! It seemed unbelievable.

“Brother,” the words ran, “It is for you to find
a way to lead men to Jesus through Mary without
words.”

Brother saw the startled look on my face.

But I saw an even stranger expression on his.

He seemed to be hearing his life sentence. His
cyes were intense, his body rigid, his brow furrowed
with lines of concentration.

Without another word, we parted.

All that afternoon and evening, I felt that some-
thing was going to happen . . . to Brother or to me
. . . possibly even something extraordinary. I could
not (and cannot yet) cease to be amazed at the
words that came from my mouth on the chapel
porch. All I could think was: “I did not say those
words myself!”

The next morning, Brother came to my cell and
knocked on the door. This was unusual. Ordina-
rily I was the one who sought him. My heart started
to pound.

“Frater Mathias,” he addressed me by my name
in religion, his features revealing nothing, “do you
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remember what you said to me when we parted yes-
terday afternoon?”

“Yes, Brother,” I answered, trying to remain calm.

“This prayer suddenly came to me last night,”
Brother said, drawing a piece of paper from beneath
his habit. “It is a morning offering for a Scapular
apostolate, and I think such an apostolate is what
you mean by a devotion to draw men to the Sacred
Heart through Mary, without words.”

Saying this, he was gone, and I was standing in
my doorway, holding a slip of paper.

Here, my personal emotions are irrelevant; so I
will speak little about them. But the average reader,
who is an ordinary person like myself, may imagine
that he was in my place . . . closing the cell door
and turning in solitude to contemplate “A morm-
ing offering for a Scapular Apostolate . . . an apos-
tolate to draw men to the Sacred Heart, through
Mary, without words.”

How could a prayer be the basis of a wordless
devotion? What could a Scapular apostolate be?
Whatever 1t was, would it be so valuable that it
would draw men to union with Jesus, through Mary?

The morning offering read as follows:

O my God, in union with Qur Lady of Mount
Carmel,

I offer Thee the Precious Blood of Jesus

From all the altars throughout the world,

Joining with It the offering of my every thought,
word and action of this day.
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I desire to gain every indulgence and merit 1
can,

Offering them, together with myself,

To Mary Immaculate,

Whom Thou hastappointed the dispenser of the
merits of Thy Precious Blood, especially by
means of this Scapular (Here kiss the Scap-
ular you wear—3500 days indulgence),

That She may best apply them

To the interests of Thy Most Sacred Heart.

Precious Blood of Jesus, save us!

Qur Lady of Mount Carmel, pray for us!

Sacred Heart of Jesus, have mercy on us!

I cannot say that I did not understand, because
I felt that, at least mistily, I did understand. But
I was somewhat confused and disappointed.

“O my God, in union with the Immaculate Heart
of Mary, I offer Thee the Precious Blood . . . and
join with It the offering of my every action,” I said
to myself, trying to re-phrase the prayer to find
its secret,

But all I could find there was a repetition of the
well-known Moming Offering of the long estab-
lished Apostleship of Prayer.

“I offer my actions, together with myself, to Mary
Immaculate,” I continued my thoughts, “that She
may best apply them to the interests of Thy Sacred
Heart.”

That was nothing more than the consecration of
Blessed Grignon de Montfort, an elaboration of
the first part of the prayer.
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The only difference T could see was that, after
saying, “Together with myself, to Mary Immacu-
late,” one should kiss the Scapular.

Then my heart bounded.

Scapular Apostolate . . . wordless . . . that was
it! The Scapular is a silent bond of union with Mary.
Advertence to that bond would make it alive .
alive to the point that all we might do or think or
say would be through, in union with, the Immacu-
late . . . who is One with the Sacred Heart!

Thoughts came tumbling over each other.

What a glorious message! What a simple, prac-
tical aid to make the formula “To Jesus through
Mary” more than just a formula! Here, for seven
centurics, Catholics have had a bond of union with
Mary . . . a bond so intimate that She Herself
promised that those who cling to it cannot lose their
souls! And yet, most of us seem never to have
thought to use it as a bond, but merely as a sign of
devotion and of predestination, How the world
would be changed if all Catholics who wore the
Scapular . . . some two hundred million . . . were
to advert to the fact that the Scapular made them
Mary’s chosen ones, as the Church sings in the Pref-
ace of the Mass on the Scapular Feast. And what
if they all began to act as such!

The similar thoughts that came to me then and
since have filled a rather large book, so I will not
try to set any more of them in writing here.
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Who were Brother and I to suggest that much of
the Catholic world had, for seven hundred years,
failed to capitalize on one of its greatest treasures?
Was I making a fool of myself, thinking that some-
thing I had said was said by the Holy Ghost, and
that a simple little prayer this Brother had written
was a revelation?

I immediately sat down at my desk and began to
write. I recorded everything that had happened.
I recorded my conversations with Brother, various
little things I had noticed, and all my reactions. “I
shall send all of these things to Father John (then
at Middletown),” I determined, “and he can judge
whether there is anything good or evil in them since
he is at once Brother’s confessor and mine.”

The more 1 wrote, the more I saw things I had
not seen before. Although a Carmelite cleric, I
had never realized the importance of Carmelite tra-
ditions and of the fact that a Scapular wearer, by
being affiliated to Carmel, was a member of a Fam-
y of Mary . . . a Family that had its roots, at least
mystically, in the Old Testament. I saw that the
early history of the Order was a Divine preparation
of this Marian Society in which, to use the words
of Saint Alphonsus Ligouri, “Men would need but
stand silently to be sure of Salvation.” And these
thoughts frightened me, because I did not know
then that they were the common knowledge of men
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like Blessed Grignon de Montfort and Saint Alphon-
sus Liguori . . . and the Popes and of Catholics
in many countries. I thought they were new. “This is
indeed a mighty thing,” I marveled, “and it cer-
tamnly seems sound, since the Church does teach and
believe that one who wears the Scapular is, by the
power of Mary, assured of Sainthood.”

Not being able to contain my élan of enthusiasm,
I rushed to the chapel to pour forth my whole being
before the tabernacle, lest my self-diffidence should
rise and rob me of this joy of spiritual discovery.

It was then that I felt sure that Brother had been
favored with a wision.
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Accused of a Vision

I'wo pavs after I received the morning offering
from Brother and had decided that he had been
favored with an apparition, I went down the corri-
dor to his door, determined to find out just how
much he did know about this Apostolate . . . and
how he knew about it.

I little suspected in what strange manner this
drama was to unfold.

Knowing in advance that my great obstacle would
be Brother’s fear of talking about anything concern-
mg his own spiritual life, particularly about any-
thing at all out of the ordinary, I laid a scheme.

It was difficult to get him to say “I think,” or
“It is my opinion,” and it was almost impossible to
get him to say “I have experienced such and such.”
I knew that my one way to draw him out was blank,
direct questioning. He could never dissimulate; his
reactions usually wrote themselves on his face.

The moment he opened his door, I said bluntly:

“Brother, have you had a vision?”

He looked stunned. His face turned scarlet. Lines

27
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of self-confusion, almost of pain, drew down the
corners of his mouth. After a moment of silence, he
stammered :

“Not in that way . . . not in that way,” and he
was trying to close the door.

My foot was in the way. An overwhelming curi-
osity had seized me and driven any other consider-
ation out of my mind.

“What do you mean, ‘not in that way’?” I ac-
cused. “You did have a vision, didn’t you?”

Obviously getting a hold on himself now, Brother
spoke more lucidly, but was very ill at ease. The
door was not open more than four or five inches,
The moment is as clear to me as though it had just
passed.

“I might have had a vision,” he said in a whisper,
“and I might have had a dream. We mustn’t be-
lieve in such things.”

But I realized that he did believe, otherwise his
reaction would not have been so strong. Undoubt-
edly he wanted to consult his spiritual advisor before
giving the full consent of his will to what scemed a
supernatural experience.

“Why not tell me?” I said. “After all, we are
together in this.” And then I told him, for the first
time, what I had expenenced when I spoke those
words on the chapel porch.

He was silent.

“I’'m writing everything out to send to Father
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John, Brother,” I whispered, “and you could share
cverything with me, go over what I have written

to make sure that it is correct, and we can send it
to Father John together.”

“I’ll see,” Brother then replied, nervously, anxious
to be rid of me. “T'll see.”

I drew forth my foot, and he closed the door.

What I had said proved to be just the right thing.
It was not more than fifteen minutes later that I
heard Brother’s knock at the door, and he invited
me into a corner of the library to talk.

For once we had both forgotten the law of segre-
gation.

“Frater Mathias,” Brother began, after a con-
ventional preface which I forget, “I saw a series of
pictures so real that they woke me, leaving me with
a feeling . . . a feeling that they were supernatural.

“First I saw myself opening a large wooden crate
that had arrived downstairs, and in it were dishes
and goblets as though for a banquet. The prior was
there, and he said that a banquet was to be held at
the Church of Our Lady of Peace, and then he left.

“Suddenly, I found that I was not unpacking
dishes and goblets but mutilated statues of the Im-
maculate Conception . . . thousands of them . . .
each one with broken arms or legs or head. I al-
most wept at the loss of so much beauty, and I set
about gluing each statue together.
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“To my amazement, I found that each one lacked
some part.

“In the midst of all, I found a large and perfect
statue of the Sacred Heart, unbroken.

“Then the scene changed and I found myself
secated at a banquet table. It was on the lawn, be-
side the Church of Our Lady of Peace. A large plat-
ter of food had started at the head of the table and
I noted that there was a kind of food there . .. one
piece of it ... that I had never seen before. The
platter was passed all the way down the table, and
no one took that strange piece. When the platter
arrived at my place I said to myself: ‘Well, no one
else has taken this, so I might as well take it’, and
I put it on my plate.

“The moment I did so, a hand reached over and
took it.”

He sat silent a moment.

All the while my mind raced. I remembered the
visions which led Saint John Bosco to his wonder-
ful vocation. How very similar they were to the
experience Brother had just narrated! But what
did the pictures mean?

Brother broke in on my thoughts.

“When you asked me whether I had had a vision,
Frater, I know you meant a vision of Qur Lady,
speaking and giving some message. And I will not
say that what I have just described was supernatur-
al, although I do think it was; and I awoke with the
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understanding that, lacking in our devotion to the
Immaculate Conception is moral union with Her,
in all that we do. 1 understood that if we do live
through Mary by the Scapular, assuming, as it were,
Her immaculate purity of heart and divine charity,
we shall quickly become united to the Sacred Heart.
And I understood that at the banquet table, where
truths about Our Lady were passed down from cen-
tury to century, this one was saved for general prop-
agation until now, placed before me, and taken by
you to be made known to the world.”
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For WEEKS I spent every spare moment working on
the manuscript to be sent to Father John. I read as
many books on the Scapular and the Sacred Heart
as I could immediately obtain. Brother and 1 were
frequently obtaining permission to talk together, and
I learned a great deal. We worked out the message
that seemed to have been entrusted to us. It can be
told in a few paragraphs.

True sanctity is as natural as a flower, never turn-
ing its face from the sun, and ever pouring forth the
perfume of doing the little things God wants of it on
this earth, while depending on Him for all that it is.
The safest flowers are those in Mary’s garden, be-
cause She, over whom Satan has never had domin-
ion, shields Her flowers against even the strongest
storms. Moreover, Mary does more than this for Her
flowers. She also places the sparkling glass of Her
Immaculate Heart over each of them so that the Sun
is drawn to them, and they grow strong, becoming
more beautiful and reaching higher than the flowers
in any other garden.

32
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This is the doctrine of Saint Therese of Lisieux,
the “Little Flower,” who found that, having been
brought back to life in her infancy, by Our Lady, she
was transplanted to “Our Lady’s garden of Carmel,”
where she reached a height of sanctity, in a few
ycars, that dazzled the world.

During the following years I wrote repeatedly to
Lisieux to find, from the living sister of Saint The-
rese, corroboration of this belief. And it came. And
more came. Mother Agnes {Pauline) later wrote:

“We can only collaborate with you by our prayers
in making known this wonderful message, but . . . it
is our belief that Saint Therese of the Child Jesus,
who so much loves the Blessed Virgin, will aid in its
realization . . . Qur Saint wnll know, at the oppor-
tune time, to obtain the necessary aid for the work
in question.”

I had not spoken of aid . . . although aid, and
almost miraculous aid, was going to prove necessary.
And the Little Flower was indeed to obtain it.

Carmel and its Confraternity of the Scapular . . .
Mary’s Garden . . . are not bound by cloister walls.
This 1s rather a garden that reaches throughout the
entire world, to every corner of the world, and which
is bounded by no walls other than a formula and the
wearing of a sign: the formula of admission into
Mary’s Scapular Family, and the active profession
of membecrship by the wearing of Our Lady’s Scap-
ular. '
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When the Carmelites left Mount Carmel and the
Holy Land 10 move to the West for the first time,
Our Lady appeared to Saint Cyril of Jerusalem and
said: “‘Carmel is to be a light, not for Syria and Pal-
estine alone; its rays must illumine the entire world.”

Hardly had the Order . . . even then known as
“The Family of Mary” . .. settled in the West, than
Our Lady appeared to its Prior General and made
Her most celebrated of all promises, the promise that
extended the boundaries of Her garden to the ends
of the earth: -

“Whosoever dies clothed in this (the Carmelite
Scapular), shall not suffer eternal fire!”

Since that time, the largest society in the world,
after the complete Church herself, has come to be
the Scapular Confraternity. The Scapular, with the
Rosary, has come to be Catholicity’s main expression
of devotion to God’s Mother. Speaking to the semi-
narians of Rome, Pope Benedict XV, of happy mem-
ory, said: “Let all of you have a common language
and a common armor: the language, the sentences
of the gospel; the armor, the Scapular of the Virgin
of Carmel, which you all ought to wear . ,.”

Some two hundred million Catholics wear it today.

And during the seven centuries that Catholics
have enjoyed “Mary’s Sacrament,” as the Scapular
is called, not everyone has overlooked its great val-
ue: that it unites us, morally, to Our Mother in
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Heaven. Deepening this union, many have been able
to reach true sanctity quickly and securely.

When the Scapular was placed over her shoulders,
at the moment of investiture, Saint Theresa Mar-
garet of the Sacred Heart swooned with joy, so much

did she feel the intimacy of that bond with the
Blessed Virgin.

Blessed Claude de la Colombiere, S. J., coadjutor
of Saint Margaret Mary Alacoque in making known
the famous revelations of the Sacred Heart, said: “I
would reproach myself w ere I to weaken your con-
fidence in other devotions to Mary but, if Our Lady
is propitious to those who practice other devotions,
how much more propitious must She not be to those
who wear Her holy Scapular!”

And corroborating this ascetical value of the Scap-
ular, over and beyond its value as a certain sign of
true devotion to Mary, and consequently of predes-
tination, the Church does not praise Our Lady in the
Mass on the Scapular Feast because She assured
salvation, but because “On this day, through the
holy Scapular, She took to Herself special children
. . . filios dilectionss.”

The Scapular makes us more than just favored
Catholics. It places us beneath Mary’s Mantle. It
keeps Her at our side, by a mutual contract. S$ke has
promised that we shall not die but in the state of
grace, and we are living up to the conditions of the



36 CHAPTER SEVEN

Promise: membership in Her family, professed by
wearing the Scapular.

A Scapular Apostolate would be nothing but the
simple offering of what we do (as affiliates of Heav-
en’s Queen) into Her hands, to be dispensed accord-
ing to the intentions of the Sacred Heart. It would
be lving the special sonship which Our Lady con-
ferred with Her Promise of assured salvation. In
one sentence, it would be an extending of the morn-
ing offering of the Apostleship of Prayer, through
the day.

Instead of just once offering all our actions to
God in union with the Immaculate, we would per-
form them in union with the Immaculate. We would
advert frequently, during the day, to the fact that
we, beneath Our Lady’s Mantle, are morally united
to Her by a mutual contract.

Brother and I worked tnese thoughts out, bul-
warked them with weighty quotations and eluci-
dated them with examples, also recounting all that
had happened. Then we sent it off to Father John,
who was then Novice Master at Middletown, New
York, and a Carmelite priest not only of deep spirit-
ual perception, but one whose years and depth of
soul had brought him an unfailing judgment in mat-
ters both spiritual and temporal.

I could hardly wait to hear from him. He knew
Brother, and extraordinary though all these things
had been, he would certainly believe, for one as
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near to God as that Brother could never be deceived.
Besides, there was much logic in it all.

Two days later, Father John’s reply came.

“Take any papers you have,” he said, “and all the
notes you have written and saved about these experi-
ences, and burn them at once!”

Brother was older than I, and the weeks of super-
vision he had contributed to those pages were not
weeks of enthusiastic endeavor, but of serious and
very prayerful meditation. I was enjoying everything
that happened because it was as though Butler’s
Lives of the Saints had suddenly come to life and
I were in the midst of them. But Brother did not
live in feathery idealism as I did, but in an idealism
tried and plodding; he lived not so much by enthusi-
asm as by earnestness.

I cannot help admitting that I took the letter to
him with a great deal of curiosity, wondering just
how he would react to its humiliating message.

He read it through silently, his face revealing ab-
solutely nothing to me. When he had finished, he
asked:

“Will you bring down the papers, Frater?”

A short while later, every last sheet and scrap was
blazing in the furnace.
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Separation

Nort rong after this, Brother was sent to a foreign
mission, half way around the world. He had volun-
teered.

“My vocation, Frater,” he said, “is to pray. Yours
is to write and to do the work.”

He is in that distant mission now, hoping he will
be martyred, since he has begged God for martyr-
dom from the time of his earliest childhood. He
does not know of this book, and he probably will
never read it.

Before he left, he had two things to tell me.

First, the best kind of sanctity is the sanctity of
spiritual childhood, as taught by the Little Flower.

Second, one should read, and re-read, the Little
Flower’s Autobiography.

It was understood that T was to launch a Scapular
Apostolate, but I asked:

“What about the Apostolate of the Scapular?”

“Leave it in the hands of God,” he replied. “If it
is His Will, it shall be.”

During the next two years, by utilizing spare time 1
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succeeded in learning to read a number of languages,
and I took almost a thousand copy-book pages
of notes on the Scapular. I do not hesitate a mo-
ment to say that this was largely through the power
of Brother’s prayers. In high school 1 had had only
good averages. I failed the third grade in grammar
school. But even while I was doing all this Scapu-
lar work, I was achieving unusually high averages in
my college studies. One semester my average, to my
own amazement, was over ninety-seven per cent.

One day, during these years, as a passing example
of the thought I am trying to convey, I was walk-
ing down a corridor, at the end of which there was a
fairly good-sized room in which hundreds of old
books, habits, newspapers, magazines, pieces of soap,
and what-not had accumulated. 1 was intent upon
going somewhere, but a thought almost like a com-
mand cried: “There is something about the Scapu-
lar in that room of hodge-podge that you ought to
read.” I went in, and the first thing upon which my
hand lighted was the back number of a small mag-
azine in which I found an important article.

I kept Father John acquainted with all that I did.
He did not object to my learning as much as I liked.
As a matter of fact, he encouraged it, so long as I
did not neglect my physical exercise and gave my
best attention to my regular studies.

Moreover, after Brother went to the foreign mis-
sion, the Master of Professed was changed. The new
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Master was an inspiration to me. I loved him and
opened my heart to him, abiding by his every wish
and following his every counsel. He was a true Car-
melite . . . studious, prayerful, prudent, meditative,
obedient, and passionate about anything that con-
cerned the good of his Order.

In these days, that means a great deal. To be a
good religious in any order, today, is to be a man
of sterling character, of good nervous constitution,
and of prayer, We are living in a worldly age . . .
an age which definitely stresses the material rather
than the spiritual. And the automobile and radio
have brought religious houses closer to this more ma-
terialistic world.

So, between my letters to Father John and my
daily contact with this fervent superior, I was guided
in everything and I had never been, and never ex-
pect to be again on this earth, so happy.

One of the things I did in my spare time was book-
binding. I worked with an Italian priest, professor
of Church History, to whom book-binding was a
hobby and who loved books almost as much as life.
This experience was to be valuable.

Also, the subject of Father Anastasius Kreidt is
an interesting ray of side-light. Father Kreidt was
the second person to join the Carmelites in this coun-
try. He later became Provincial, and built the first
half of the big monastery in which I was professed.

During Father Kreidt’s theological studies in
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Rome, religious houses were confiscated by the gov-
ernment and the students were dispersed to the four
corners of the earth. Father Kreidt went to Hol-
land, to finish his studies, and before he returned
to the United States he had lived in monasteries in
several countries of Europe. He brought back with
him a number of books on the Scapular devotion,
in which subject he was vitally interested.

It was to read these books, which were collected
in the monastery to which I belonged, that I became
a linguist. At my disposal . . . due to the unplanned
interest of Father Kreidt, who was my own grand-
uncle! . . . I had the finest collection of books on
the Scapular to be found in North America.

Father Kreidt also founded (and edited) two
Catholic magazines, one in German: *“Rundschau
vom Berge Karmel”; and the other in English:
“The Carmelite Review.”

In these magazines, the main topic was the Scapu-
lar Devotion and from them I gathered many of
the facts that made up those thousand pages of
Scapular notes.

Towards the end of these years . . . at no part of
which did Brother seem very far away . . . I had
a premonition that I would not be a Carmelite.
There was nothing outward to indicate that I
might not realize my vocation, since I had my
simple vows and 1 was happy actually to the point
of bliss; but I nevertheless wondered what would
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happen to my strange, perhaps extraordinary voca-
tion . . . if I were not solemnly professed.

After three years of simple profession, I was re-
fused admission to solemn vows and sent back into
the world.

The only explanation was: “God has not called
you to this state.”

No one will ever know with what feelings I laid
aside my Carmelite Habit for the last time, having
worn it over my good suit until the last minute before
I had to leave.

What did the future hold?
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An Unexpected World

As THE train sped through the night, clicking off
the miles to my home in South Jersey . . . home I
had not seen for years and which somehow seemed
remote . . . I knew that Brother was praying . . .
probably in brilliant daylight . . . on the other side
of the world. Above all, however, I knew that I was
doing God’s Will. It would be still a month before
my vows would expire, and I was obeying my direct
representatives of God.

After a few tears, for the first time in the many
times that I had traveled by Pullman ¥ fell into a
sound sleep.

When I awoke the next morning in Atlantic City,
and realized where I was, I began to experience a
dangerous nervous tension. It was just the morning
before that I had learned, so suddenly that the shock
had not yet reached its climax, that I could not go
on to solemn vows. And here I was, in America’s
pleasure city, five hundred miles from the building
in which I had passed through adolescence and tried
to shut the material world forever out of my life.
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Even had I wanted to do so, I could not say much
about my years in religion because I lived a very
simple life there . . . a life very regulated and interior.
During those youthful years . . . the longest years in
a man’s life . . . I was so engrossed with the task of
self-education for the special vocation to which I
began to believe that I was called, that things hap-
pened around me without my notice It was pleas-
antry among some of my companions that I did not
know the major news events. For example, a na-
tionally-famous bridge spanning a nearby river was
brought tumbling down by a moving mass of ice one
winter, and although the school was buzzing with
the news, I was ignorant of it until two days after
it happened. I did not even notice things that hap-
pened right in the school itself. My letters home
were meditations on death and on the joy of loving
God, with occasional descriptions of a hike, a hockey
game (to which sport I was much attached, although
I played with my ankles dragging on the ice), or
the beauties of nature. One news occasion presented
itself when I was interpreter for three French priests
from Quebec, who did not know English. Another
was when I lost my place following the music, while
playing the pipe-organ at Benediction. These few
things, etching ever so small a groove in my tenor
of study and prayer and more study, were innuendoes
of a bliss of insouciance, in Mary’s Habit.

And now I found myself, a grown man, in Atlantic
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City. My family . . . which had been afflicted with
those spiritual letters because I knew not how to
write aught else . . . was waiting for me. And the
world, which I had found unique happiness in leav-
ing, had me back again.

From that day of my arrival in Atlantic City to
the present day, so many things have happened to
me that their narration would fill volumes. There
was book-writing, several innocent love affairs, the
launching of a nation-wide religious organization,
marriage, book-publishing, travel, lectures, teaching
school, consultation with the Under Secretary of
State about joining the consular service, a start for
France and from there to accept an offered profes-
sorship in England, and also the discovery that
Brother had not been deceived .. . that it was
indeed true that I was to transmit his message. And
millions of American Catholics were to hear it in a
much shorter time than I would have believed pos-
sible!

I do not think that all the things that have hap-
pened to me are important to readers of this “decla-
ration.”” But I think that some of them . .. par-
ticularly interior experiences and reactions . . . were
deliberately guided by Providence.

This may seem presumptuous, but it will readily
appear that some of the things that happened were
things of which I cannot be proud . . . and must, in-
deed, be ashamed. They are things which show the
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devastating effect of spiritual unguardedness, in to-
day’s materialismm, and which betray the weakness
of a man unguided.

So I shall start with this morning in Atlantic City
and narrate the “highlights” of the ensuing months
and years, insofar as they may bear on the message
which was left with me for development by our de-
voted, now far-away, Brother,

What might happen now would be the test of
his message.
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Suffering

My ramiLy . . . particularly my father . . . consti-
tuted my main immediate interest.

My parents had given me much, and they had
expected much of me. Now I was back on their
hands, an utter disappointment to them. My mother
wept for days. She did not know how to face the
many friends with whom she had discussed her
“Carmelite” son. One of her greatest joys had been
to see me officiating as sub-deacon at Father John's
jubilee of ordination and she had . . . oh, so proudly!
. . . displayed pictures of the ceremony. And my
father, a man of deep though gruff spirituality, had
been counting the days to my ordination. He had
asked nothing greater of Heaven than that one of
his sons should be a priest . . . and I was his one
hope, since my younger brother had married, and
my older brother had never been inclined to clerical
life.

I could not assuage my parents’ disappointment
and grief by telling them that this was all in God’s
plan . .. that a certain lay-Brother had had a vision
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that involved me. They would have thought me in-
sane. And I could not say: “Well, here I am and I
shall go into your business, Dad, and make my way”
. . . which is the one thing that would have eased the
trial for him.

I could take no definite step because I felt that I
had a special work; even though I did not know
how to go about that work!

This suffering was akin to torture. I loved my
father so much that I could not bear to deal him
such a dual blow . . . defeating his hope for me, and
yet refusing to enter his business although having no
plan whatsoever for earming my way. And this lat-
ter fact caused me increased suffering because I felt
that I was a man, and the thought of remaining
dependent on my parents, like a child, so wrenched
my pride that every fibre of my being rebelled.

What . . . oh what did God want me to do?

My next three years were a struggle to find the
answer to that question, I was to try one door after
the other.

Of course, prayer was a principal refuge, but my
mind lost little time ferreting out every possibility.
Somewhere there was a door to my vocation, and I
had to find it.

My initial plan . . . and the one which I first
presented to my father . . . was to make a fortune
by revealing to the scientific world a discovery I had
made while studying Cosmology. I would write a
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book on my discovery, and the royalties would sup-
port me in spreading the Scapular Devotion . . .
(which, I did confess, was my major interest).

My “scientific discovery” was not foolish. Indeed,
it was not genuinely original; ffhad some adherents
in the world of philosophy, although few in the
world of physics. I felt that I could make philoso-
phy and physics meet, and give a splendid working
hypothesis for the entire science of Physics and Phy-
sical Chemistry. The only obstacle I could see was
how to present my hypothesis in a manner that would
be popular and financially satisfying.

Being quite practical, my father shook his head.
I explained the hypothesis to him as best I could.
It was a hypothesis that explained electricity, tele-
vision, radio, the transmission of light, and many
other natural mysteries. It stated: Quantity is made
up of positive and negative points of force.

What makes a table or a wall or a stone resist
pressure? “Quantity,” 1 hoped to demonstrate,
“which is nothing more than positive points of force,
held in place by co-relative negative points of force.”
Electricity, I said, has no quantity because it is
merely points of force in the pure positive or nega-
tive state. And the proof that something without
quantity could constitute quantity is found in the
fact that a bolt of lightning can split a giant tree
as though it were a mighty steel ax.

The applications of the hypothesis were numerous.
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Naturally, between a positive point of force and
a negative point of force, there is an electrical field.
And since all the world is fundamentally constituted
of these positive and negative points of force, this
field is universal. Tke undulations of this field con-
stitute light and sound. Some undulations pass
through most densities of the universal field, but
there are certain densities through which they cannot
pass . . . for example, light passes through the field
that exists between the planets, but it is “undone”, as
it were, by the field in a piece of wood. Radio can
transmit light and sounds by reducing them to a
strange undulation that is not undone by most fields,
and then reproducing and undoing the original un-
dulations in a receiving set.

We would imagine that the five senses work simi-
larly. It is not an electrical impulse that rushes to
the brain when a man sees something. The optical
nerve is merely a receiving set, undoing the undula-
tion of light, to which it is sensitve, and reducing it
to a new undulation: the type of undulation to which
the sense of touch reduces tactal sensation . . . the
same undulation to which the ear reduces sound . . ,
the same undulation that causes all things sensed by
man to seem one sensation, and to be thus the tool
of his active intelligence.

The application that held greatest interest for me
was to the Eucharist. Our Lord’s physical presence
under the appearance of bread would mean that the



SUFFERING 51

points of force in His physical quantity were pres-
ent, but that their effect was withheld by Divine
Power . . . just as the fire that caressed the hand of
Saint Bernadette was real fire, but its effect was
suspended.

These are only a few of the many mysteries upon
which this hypothesis seemed to cast light. And
physicists seem to be coming more and more, from
their experimental approach, to this very hypothesis
which had so thrilled me from the philosophical ap-
proach. Accidents . . . such as color, odor, size . . .
are modifications of quantity: modifications of the
electrical field of a given substance. Essence is the
entelechy that commands the points of force making
up the Universe . . . and most essences were prob-
ably placed in a confused mass of these forces, with
Divine plan, to evolve into the known Universe: a
Universe designed to serve man.

Again, in the light of this hypothesis, how simple
a mystery the glorified body becomes . . .

My mind reeled with satisfaction.

Yes, I did write the book. Quite a good-sized and
unusual book, too, I thought at the time. Moreover,
I later thought of a way of proving the hypothesis! I
would take a dry cell battery, seal it to prevent es-
cape of moisture, then weigh it before electricity
was drawn from it, and weigh it afterwards. If the .
battery lost weight in the generation of electricity,
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then electricity . . . or pure force . . . might indeed
be the constituent of quantity.

But I never submitted the book for publication,
nor do I intend to do so. And I have never satisfied
my curiosity about the comparative weight of a used
and unused dry-cell battery.

When I was nearly finished with the book, the
thought occurred: If you publish a book on a con-
troversial subject . . . a book which will have both
followers and opponents . . . what will be the effect
of your book on the Scapular Devotion? Will not
a great many people, particularly the intellectual
opponents of your hypothesis, receive the Scapular
book skeptically?

So, after long hours of thought and research,
though sorely tempted . . . I passed by that first door.
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A Lesson

Durince THE “scientist era” of these struggles at
habilitation I came to know an unusually intelligent
and capable scientific student, now with the staff of
the celebrated Institutum Divi Thomae. She was
a German refugee. And I allude to her acquaint-
ance to open this anomalous, but highly important
chapter. Her father was chief of staff of the Leo-
schutz Hospital . . . until Hitler promulgated a law
which Catholic doctors were forbidden by the Vati-
can to obey.

That was the Nazi form of persecution.

It was not forbidden in Germany to attend Sun-
day school and Mass. But the youth had to be pres-
ent at Nazi exercises during Mass and Sunday
school. And Catholics were not forbidden to be
Catholics, but if they did not abjure their religion
and join the Nazi form of paganism, the govem-
ment made their lives unbearable . . . as it is possible
only for government officials to do.

In one town, over a period of twelve years, a pop-
33
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ulation of thirteen thousand Catholics stopped go-
ing to church.

If these Catholics, immediately upon Hitler’s rise
to power, had been suddenly given the alternative of
their lives or their religion, perhaps Germany would
have had thousands of martyrs and her Catholic
faith would be stronger today than evere.

But upon Hitler’s rise to power, Catholics were
assured of freedom. Hitler boasted that he was
himself a Catholic.

Yet, insidiously, every assurance and every boast
cloaked a new step to alienate Catholics from their
faith.

In the event of similar persecution, Catholics of
America would descend the same road down which
so many Catholics in Germany have been drawn
and pushed. England had a persecution of this
nature once, and “Mary’s Dowry” became a place
where devotion to Her was considered an abomina-
tion. Russia had a similar persecution, and her new
generation is godless.

This indirect form of persecution is diabolical in
the extreme. And it is certainly the form of perse-
cution of . . . “the latter times.”

“If only German Catholics would stick to their
Scapulars!” I thought to myself. *“Our Lady has
made Her promise and not any kind of persecution
could pry a generation of Mary-clothed Catholics
from their Sacraments.”
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I spent much time with the German refugees. The
Doctor had letters from Cardinal Bertram (Primate
of Germany) and from Cardinal Faulhaber, testify-
ing to the sacrifice he (the Doctor) had made in
leaving his high position in the German medical
world rather than betray his Catholic obedience,
and recommending that he be received warmly in
the United States. It happened that my name
was known to the Sisters of a metropolitan hospital,
and I was able to give my friend a little aid. In
return, I spent many hours learning from his lips
the meaning of godlessness when it strikes in truly
diabolical manner.

About this time (it was just before the occupation
of Austria) an article appeared in an Austrian mag-
azine called Das Skapulier-Briicke . . . “The Scapu-
lar Bridge.”

To my amazement, the article was a description
of Brother's message! Of course, the writer did not
know Brother, but he had written:

“The Scapular is a bridge to Mary, and we should
cross this bridge by umtatmg Our Lady, and thus
our safety will be certain.”

A few months later, the magazine in which this
article appeared was suppressed. Austria had been
struck.

I wrote an article myself, at this time, called Zum
Unbekannten . . . “To the Unknown.” It was a
treatise on the Scapular Devotion, urging, by the
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most cogent arguments, that wherever there was
danger of diabolical persecution, one should cling
to Mary. I sent it to a friend in Vienna, with whom
I had been corresponding for some time, and asked
him to submit it to the Jesuit paper Stimmen Aus
Maria-Laach.

I never again heard of the article. I never again
received any correspondence whatsoever from Ger-
many . . . not even my customary supply of maga-
zines,

But, at this same time, I had a wonderful con-
solation.

While I was still in the monastery, I had sent a
copy of Brother’s “Morning Offering” to my family,
suggesting that they recite it.

Knowing that I liked the prayer, and liking it
very much himself, my father secretly sent away for
some full-color holy-cards of Our Lady of the Scapu-
lar, and imprinted the offering. He sent me several
hundred copies as a Feast-day gift.

I put the prayers away for the time, since my
father had overlooked the necessity of an Impri-
matur,

However, these few years later I was visiting a
family in Philadelphia and had been invited to join
with them in their night prayers, and after the seven
members of the family had recited the Rosary I
suddenly noticed that they had all taken out their
Scapulars, and they began to recite that ofiering!
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Three years before, my father had sent them a
copy.

I cannot say what a feeling of consolation stole
over me. It seemed almost as though I could hear
all the Catholics of America pouring forth the offer-
ing of their great and menial tasks into the hands of
Mary, for Her Divine Son. And when, at the words
“She, whom Thou has appointed dispensatrix of the
merits of Thy Precious Blood,” they all reverently
kissed Our Lady’s Sign, it seemed that Our Lady
had suddenly embraced them.

No persecution, of any nature, would be able to
destroy the love of God in those hearts!
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Our Lady’s Book

WHILE TRYING various doors violently, and vainly,
ranging from consideration of a chicken farm to
actually studying for a Doctor’s degree in Philosophy
at Fordham University, from writing the already
mentioned scientific treatise to actually seeking out-
right subsidy from several wealthy people, Our Lady
was quietly achieving Her own plan.

A short time after I arrived home, among the
many things I thought to try was teaching at the
Carmelite seminary in Middletown, New York,
where Father John . . . as was previously mentioned
. . . was Master of Novices. 1 offered my services
free of charge, to “fill in” until the real chance to
realize my vocation presented itself . . . and also to
pay the debt which I felt that I owed to the Order
for my education.

My application was accepted, and I soon found
myself teaching French and conducting a two-year
course in Scapularia (the study of the Scapular De-
votion) to applicants for the Carmelite priesthood.

Soon my old happiness asserted itself. I was no
58
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longer a burden on my family, because I did not im-
mediately need clothing and I was being housed and
fed. I had the constant companionship of Father
John . . . in whom I could confide my every prob-
lem, particularly the problem of my vocation.

The seminary at Middletown . . . Saint Albert’s
College . . . is a very monastic, almost cold building.
It has an air of implacable rigidity and solitude.
It is just outside the limits of the town, surrounded
by eighty acres of stream and lake and woodland
. . . a sharp, stone and brick building that contrasts
itself to the rolling terrain and nearby verdant moun-

tains like a concrete Maginot fortress in a French
forest.

I arrived just as the school term was beginning,
and went to work immediately. I rejoiced at being
once again in a monastic house, near the Blessed
Sacrament at all times, able to seek advice whenever
I needed it, brought back, in a word, into much of
my old element.

Yet, it was really not my old element. There was
one tremendous difference; My freedom. 1 could
go and come as I wished. Strange above all, to me,
was the experience of deciding I might go into town
of an evening and go to a motion picture. In the
seminary, I had only twice seen the city lighted at
night. Indeed, I had only twice been outside the
monastery walls at night: Once when I walked
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too far on a hike, and once when I was “showing the
sights” to the three French priests from Quebec.

This element of freedom did not please me. It
was the one thing to which I had to become ac-
customed. I had previously found all my happiness
in knowing that whatever I did was exactly what
God wanted of me because it was either dictated by
my rule or by my superior. Now I did not know.
To go to a motion picture did not seem quite right
to me; yet I knew it was not wrong and I was fas-
cinated every time I went. The motion picture
seemed a wonderful marvel but, often, not an up-
lifting one. And this was only one of the things to
disturb my peace of soul. I was no longer making
my meditation. I had been so accustomed to *“‘pop™
out of bed at five in the morning and to be kneeling
in the chapel for meditation twenty minutes later,
that to get up at an hour of my own choice and to
meditate at an hour of my own choice found me ris-
ing at an ever later hour, and meditating less and
less.

I had not been trained for freedom; I was trained
only for obedience. Under obedience to a Religious
Order I had been strong; under freedom 1 was
tempted to do all that was not forbidden by that
broader rule of the ten Commandments.

But very few who have had the same experience
of being prepared for a religious life, and then re-
turning back to the world, have had the good for-
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tune of being eased back into the laical state in the
same manner that I was. I had a monastic atmos-
phere, Father John guided me, the teaching of
Scapularia forced me to keep to spiritual meditation
to a considerable extent, and thus I became used to
the fact of being a layman, little by little.

As the snow was beginning to melt in the valley
around the college and to disappear from the moun-
tains, during Lent of that first year at Saint Albert’s,
I set to the task for which 1 had studied so hard:
the writing of “Her” book.

Teaching the facts of the Scapular Devotion to
the students for several months had greatly clarified
them in my mind, and I had my myriad notes thor-
oughly catalogued and unified. I made a rough out-
line . . . an outline I had dreamed about almost
five years. Almost ecstatically I began to fill it
out. Chapter followed chapter in rapid succession,
and Father John read each one and made various
constructive criticisms,

I had little confidence in myself asa writer; I had,
up to that time, written only three magazine articles
about the Scapular, and they had all been rejected.
But Father John expressed an ever-increasing sur-
prise and interest as the complete manuscript took
shape.

I knew that it was not really my own work. I
knew I had collected all the facts, but I knew, too,
that those facts had come more or less providential-
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ly into my hands. And sometimes, as | wrote, |
felt that Our Lady was there. One time, particular-
ly, Father John picked up what | had most recently
written. Rather than sit silently while he read it,
| decided to utilize the time and begin the last chap-
ter. Father John said he didn't mind the clicking
of the machine, so | rattled off the first few pages.

Hardly a word of that last chapter has ever been
changed, and when Father John took it from me
and read it as | continued to type, he suddenly
looked up at me as though he had been present at
a quasi-revelation.

And | think he had. For that last chapter is the
message from Brother, who had said: “If it is to be,
God will see to it.”

The reader probably knows that Mary in Her
Scapular Promise, as the book was called, was re-
ceived with enthusiasm by the Catholic public.

And thus Our Lady took care of the work, and of
me: by easing me into the laical state, giving me
a perfect environment for the writing of Her book,
and giving me Father John to be my constant com-
panion and to mould me for whatever She had for
me to do.

Before | left Middletown, two years after | had
gone there, | had arrived at a new character.

However, a priest had become available for teach-
ing French at the College, and certainly a book
would not support me. This book particularly would
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not support me, because | resolved before it was pub-
lished that any proceeds from it would go to its fur-
ther propa?atlon. | |

Should T now become a priest? Or should 1, with
this job done, go into my father’s business? What
about the other books | felt I should write:  Might
| beg until they were accomplished? | was not
needed at Saint Albert’s, and the old problem was
there again:

What was to become of me? Was the task ac-
complished?
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The Lecturer

THE FIRsT affair of the heart, the struggle about my
priestly vocation, the solution of my problems by a
Bishop, are all so jumbled with my belief that I
might support myself by giving lectures that I want
to segregate them all from that most interesting and
significant of all the doors I tried: the rostrum.

My first lecture was given at Immaculata College,
about forty miles outside Philadelphia, the College
with the fourth highest scholastic rating of all the
Eastern Colleges for girls. The lecturers there were
usually such persons as Father Gillis, Frank Sheed,
Michael Williams, and so on. I wrote as profession-
al a letter as I could muster, offering my services
for the cost of expenses, explaining that I wanted
to make known that age-old, but somewhat forgot-
ten devotion of the Brown Scapular.

The fact that my sister was a well-liked student
in the College could have had something to do with
the fact that I was invited. Besides, she did go and
fairly plead to the College President that he would
not regret the invitation . . .

64
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Anyway, as a recent ex-Carmelite, to whom pub-
lic speaking was a class-room lesson and to whom
college girls were an unknown and frightening quan-
tity, I found myself . . . by some magic . . . pacing
the marble floor outside the Immaculata auditor-
ium. The buzz of feminine chatter from three hun-
dred students sounded through the door like the
murmur of a Metropolitan Opera House audience.
My clammy hands were keeping each other nervous
company behind my back, and I stared vacantly into
space as I tried to look nonchalant. The priest who
was to introduce me was late.

But Our Lady was there. For some reason, I
seemed cut out for an casy path in this new work.
When my master of ceremonies arrived . . . it was
genial, self-composed, Father Francis Walsh. He
took one look at me, put his arm over my shoulders,
and asked quietly: “Well, what do you want me to
say about you, other than that you’ve written a book
on the Scapular and that Monsignor Sheen has
written the preface?”’

Very few people knew that the book had just been
written, and Monsignor Sheen had merely consented
to write the preface, so I knew my sister had been at
work and I immediately ceased to feel like a stranger.

I have lectured literally hundreds of times since
that first day, but I never received any other intro-
duction like the one then made by Father Walsh. It
was such a wonderfully fabricated “build-up” that I
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actually felt that it was I who was doing Immaculata
College a favor.

The lecture was well-liked and I was invited back
to give it again the following year, and I was given
a good deal more recompense than my expenses.
Moreover, when I had spoken the first time, only
three in the entire audience were wearing the Scapu-
lar; and when I spoke the second time, almost every
girl in the College was wearing it.

This spiritual and financial success encouraged me
very much. I felt that here was certainly the solution
to my problem: I could lecture once a week, and have
the rest of the time for writing books! Surely, con-
sidering all the Catholic schools and Colleges in
America, it would not be difficult to obtain fifty-two
lecture invitations a year!

The next invitation came from the Redemptorist
seminary, at Esopus, New York.

I had bought myself a second-hand car for fifty
dollars . . . subsidized by my father, of course. The
trip to Esopus {where I expected to speak before stu-
dents of high school or early College age) was filled
with anticipation and the thrill of owning and driv-
ing a car. Each curve I turned, each car I passed,
each time I halted the miraculous machine and
started it, were inexplicable thrills. Tt was a massive
Nash sedan, 1929 vintage, weight two tons, plush
seats inside and shining brilliantly outside . . . al-
though several years behind the current style. And
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the scenery along the Hudson left me spell-bound.
As the car rolled up and down the concrete pavement
that seemed to rush southwards under the wheels, my
heart sang. “And to think,” I said to myself, “that
I’'m having all this fun and yet I’'m traveling to do
Our Lady’s work . . . to spread Her message among
young followers of Saint Alphonsus, one of my favor-
ite saints!” No matter how I looked at the situation,
it was blissful.

Delayed by ignorance of the road, I arrived at
Esopus much later than planned. It was dusk, and
I was scheduled to lecture in just an hour. When
I drove into the courtyard, a strange feecling came
over me. The place was tremendous. It seemed like
a miniature city. A priest came out to greet me and
took my bag. Priests seemed to be everywhere 1
looked. 1 was shown down endless corridors to the
Bishop’s suite, which had been prepared for me. 1
was installed, and the young priest said: “Our Father
Wuenschel will be down to entertain you until lec-
ture time; the Rector was called away.”

Left alone, for some reason that “old” feeling came
over me. This was not a petit seminaire, as I had
supposed, but it was a major seminary! And here I
was . . . a layman, barely old enough even to be
ordained, honored in the Bishop’s suite and expected
to lecture to priests! Certainly they had thought me
a much older person. And Father Wuenschel . . .
surely I knew him!. .. he was the famous Redemp-
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torist lecturer on the Holy Shroud, whose magazine
articles and public talks were known throughout the
country.

A few minutes later my worst fears were confirmed.
A knock came on the door, and it was indeed Father
Wuenschel, S. T. D., professor of Theology and ex-
pert on the Holy Shroud. And I soon knew that I
would be addressing an audience of advanced semi-
narians and of from sixty to seventy priests! I al-
most melted on the spot.

But again Our Lady was with me . . . or would 1t
be better to say She was with the Redemptorists?

Father Wuenschel told me that the seminary was
celebrating a jubilee of Saint Alphonsus, their found-
er. And I knew, while the prospective audience
probably did not know, that everything in the tomb
of Saint Alphonsus . . . his flesh, his episcopal robes,
everything corruptible . . . had decomposed with a
single, marvelous exception: the Saint’s Brown
Scapular. And I had so loved the Glories of Mary
that I had read it in four languages as my means of
mastering a2 Marian vocabulary in those languages.
Thus a new talk began to formulate itself in my mind
.. . punctuated with a fervent “Saint Alphonsus, help
me!”, or “Mary, don’t fail me!”

When I walked down the aisle to the rostrum,
through a sea of Redemptorist habits, my knees
knocked against each other at every step.

“You all have probably read,” I began in a high-
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pitched, strained voice, “the book by A. J. Cronin,
called The Citadel.”

Everyone apparently felt sorry for me.

“Well,” I struggled on, “you will remember the
layman in the book who specialized in the study
of tuberculosis. He didn’t become a doctor, be-
cause he wanted to give all his time to tuberculosis

. and a doctor has to study so many things he
cannot usually afford to spend all his time on one
thing. And you will remember,” and here I made
a mighty effort to lower my voice an octave or so,
while fishing for the next word because this intro-
duction had just occurred to me, “You will remem-
ber that he became such an expert on tuberculosis
that all the doctors went to him for advice.

“Now I have not become a priest, as you have
done, but I have devoted my time to specializing
in the Scapular Devotion.”

As [ said this, it became apparent to me that I
was comparing myself to an expert, and my emo-
tions, of sudden realization and of dismay, were
so plamly written on my face that the whole audi-
ence broke into a hearty laugh, and I laughed with
them.

That mutual laugh was like magic. It broke
down a thousand barriers, and I honestly believe
that I have never given a more natural talk than
the one that followed. It was an exposition of the
Scapular Devotion with frequent allusion to Saint
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Alphonsus and his writings and, including the hour
of questions, it lasted two hours.

I knew in my heart that after the experience of
lecturing on the Scapular to College girls, of whom
I was afraid, and then lecturing to Priests, of whom
I was in awe, that I would not be dismayed by any
other audience.

And as one of the effects of this lecture at Esopus,
I learned that a Redemptorist at the Catholic Uni-
versity of America, two years later, remarked to a
Carmelite student that he had heard a layman lec-
ture on the Carmelite Scapular at Esopus, and that
he had resolved to study and pray to become a great
missionary, since a layman could speak with so
much zeal and effectiveness on a spiritual subject.

However, that same night that I lectured at
Esopus, I had a great deal of cold water thrown
on my awakening fire of enthusiasm for lecturing as
an economical enterprise.

After the talk, Father Wuenschel had addressed
a few words to the audience, among which he said:
“When it becomes known that this lecture we have
just heard is available, it will be in demand from
Coast to Coast.” So, back in the solitude of the
Bishop’s suite, I eagerly asked him:

“Do you really think the lecture will be in de-
mand?”’

“I really do,” Father Wuenschel answered, sens-
ing that I was seeking genuine advice. “I am con-
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stantly called to lecture on the Holy Shroud, and
you are lecturing on something of even greater im-
portance and interest, and your lecture is excellent.”

“Im glad to hear that,” I replied, “because I
love the work, and the talks not only help to accom-
plish my desire to spread knowledge of the Scapu-
lar, but they will also pay my way.”

“Well, that’s where you're wrong,” Father Wuen-
schel interposed. “They will not pay your way. If
I were not supported by my Order, I would have
starved as a lecturer. Fees barely cover expenses.”

My heart sank.

Was this, the most attractive of all the doors yet
before me, also to be passed by?
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Nearing the Right Door

THE vocatioN I considered most during all this
time was the vocation to the priesthood. That vo-
cation would have solved most of my problems. It
would have brought security, peace of mind, satis-
faction to my parents, the realization of a childhood
dream, the practice of the one vocation for which
I had been educated.

But, as a priest, I had to ask myself whether I
would be able to write and go about lecturing on
the Scapular. Besides, if God had wanted me to
be a priest . . . much though I myself desired it

. . would He have sent me into the world almost
on the eve of ordination?

If T became a secular priest, as an assistant-pas-
tor I could certainly not lecture around the coun-
try; as a pastor, I would be still further bound . . .
having every soul in the parish on my conscience.
And, in religious life, how could I know what I
might be permitted to do? It might happen that I
would be found most acceptable for teaching, or

72
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for something seemingly more important than the
spreading of one Marian devotion.

Until my doubt was finally settled authoritative-
ly, I was constantly on the verge of casting hesita-
tion to the wind and applying for admission into
the Society of Jesus; the Jesuits had taken an im-
portant role in the promotion of the Scapular De-
votion, and they encouraged specialization.

When I first went to Middletown and had a long
conference with Father John . . . who knew, of
course, the complete nature of my problem . . .
Father John was as much bewildered at the number
of various possibilities as I was myself. He was in-
clined to feel, however, that I should by all means
keep myself free for the founding of the Scapular
Apostolate.

That was how I first knew that Father John ap-
proved . . .

Meanwhile, the book, Mary in Her Scapular
Promise became ready for publication. And this
gave me my chance to express the idea that had long
been closest to my heart: A Scapular Organization.

My father had a small publishing business, and
in that I saw my main opportunity.

“Dad,” I said, “you finance this new book and I
will earn a partnership in the enterprise by doing
all the work . . . even proof-reading, press super-
vision, sales. We can publish it under a Scapular
trade name, since spiritual book-publishing will be
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new to you. People will read the book and will
then be moved to become apostles of the Scapular,
and they will write to us for further literature . ..
pamphlets, leaflets, books, holy cards, prayer-man-
uals, scapulars. Thus a following will develop, and
we can use our address as a place where the Scapu-
lar miracles . . . that happen daily . . . can be re-
corded. The final step will be the publication of
a magazine called The Scapular.”

I reasoned that, in this manner, the propagation
of the Apostolate was assured. The main requisite
was the trade name, address, and possibly some
symbol which people might identify with the move-
ment.

But my father, looking at the proposition from a
practical businessman’s point of view, refused to
touch it. Yes, if I liked, he would publish the book,
but only under his established name; it would
jeopardize the success of the book to publish it not
only under the name of an unknown author but also
under the name of an unknown publishing house, ob-
viously founded for that one book. Besides, he
owned two successful magazines and he knew . . . as
I did not . . . that magazines which support them-
selves solely on subscriptions are apt to lose money
for years before they are successful. And as for
selling ten-cent articles by mail . . . that was posi-
tively a project for financial disaster.

If my father knew then what the reader knows,
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after reading the past few chapters, probably he
would have risked financial disaster. But he did
not know these things, for the simple reason that I
did not have the ability to describe them to him.
'The feeling that Scripture expresses “a prophet is
without honor in his gwn country” was like a seal
on my lips.

Unfortunately, as a consequence, my father
looked upon my attitude towards life with great
concern. He thought I had become lazy and un-
willing to work, and as I presented one seemingly

inane idea after another . .. all avoiding the priest-
hood or preparation for some acknowledged posi-
tion in the business world . . . he wondered that I

might even be his son. He would have liked noth-
ing better, in lieu of my becoming a priest, than
that I go into the business that had taken him
years to build.

This suffering he underwent was almost as great
as my own. And it was augmented at this time by
the death of his mother, and by my sister’s longing
to leave home to become a Carmelite nun. My
sister had always been his “pet.” He could not
consider life without her, and the walls of a cloister
seemed to him almost like the walls of death . . . so
isolating were they. I was the one who had fostered
my sister’s vocation and I was urging, strongly, that
she realize her longing.

Then suddenly everything changed.
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I was wondering how my father ever bore his mul-
ti-weighted trial as equably and unselfishly as he did,
because he would have died either to prove his de-
votion to my sister, or to solve his concern for me.

But one morning, when he came down to break-
fast, he seemed fairly to radiate a strange peace, as
though the entire trial had been suddenly lifted from
his shoulders.

My sister entered the convent, not only with the
full consent he had been so reluctant to give, but
with his ardent aid and fervent blessing. In
Carmel, like a soul freed from the cage of the world
into the regions of Heaven, she found unspeakable
happiness, and she was given the name Sister Therese
of the Queen of Carmel.

Furthermore, the Scapular Press was founded, and
with its own symbol . . . to which point my father
had particularly objected because he felt that if the
Scapular Press was to be the spiritual book division
of the Garden State Publishing Company, that it
should work under a Garden State symbol. Again,
too, the permission was more than an acquiescence;
it carried full cooperation.

Somewhat sheepishly, my father later confessed
the reason for his sudden complete change and peace
of mind.

“It seemed to me that my entire life,” he said,
“was a hopeless muddle of odds and ends. And then
the lives of you and your sister suddenly appeared in
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the muddle like magic keys, and the odds and ends
formed a radiant mosaic of the Blessed Virgin.”

I drew up the title page for Mary in Her Scapular
Promise and, to get a rough concept of the page, I
roughly scribbled a few circles where the seal would
be, and put the words of our motto around the
scribbled lines. Then I drew a blending plan for the
chapter heads and left both of them on my father’s
desk.

My father did not comment on them but, a few
days later, to my surprise he brought home an artist’s
drawing. He passed it to me and said, quite natural-
ly:

“I had our staff artist draw up that seal, John. I
personally think he did a good job, although I was
afraid he was going to have difficulty with that fig-
ure of the Blessed Virgin. What do you think of it?”

I took the drawing, my eyes wide with amazement
and curiosity, and there, copied from where I had
merely scribbled some lines, I saw a beautiful image
of the Blessed Virgin standing over the world with
the Scapular, as though to clothe it and, radiating
from behind the clouds on which She stood and
which seemed to support the world in space, was the
rising sun. Encircling the picture, in Latin, were the
words: “The world in the arms of Mary!”

(See illustration at the end of the chapter)

If I had racked my brain, I could not have con-
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jured up a more ideal symbol of the Scapular Apos-
tolate: Our Lady of the Scapular clothing us in Her
Sign and, seeing His Immaculate spouse in us, the
Spirit of God rising up to illumine us to Divine Life.
The symbol was actually a picture of the message in
Mary in Her Scapular Promise.

“O might all the world receive this message,” 1
thought, “and approach, through QOur Lady and
with Her Sign of Alliance, to Her Divine Son!”

“The artist carefully copied your drawing, John,”
my father broke in on my silence which he had pre-
sumed was disapproval. “He added only those few
clouds around the world to give it the idea of float-
ing in space.”

“But, Dad!” I exclaimed, “I didn’t draw any pic-
ture! I merely scribbled a few hapless circles to see
how a seal would have looked on the page!”

And little did either of us think, as we stood there
in silent awe, that only a few years later this wonder-
ful symbol would have been printed millions of
times.

At any rate, we were satisfied that the Scapular
Press was a step in the right direction.
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Wealthy Widow

THE ENTIRE skein of mystery seemed to be solving
itself in a magical manner, but there were still many
loose threads. It would take possibly four or five
years for Mary in Her Scapular Promise to create a
following, and the Scapular Press could not dissemi-
nate literature on an unknown subject. Indeed, the
growth of the Press would be a long and slow pro-
cess, and probably for several years would not re-
quire my full time.

My father felt that I should become a priest. “I’ll
carry out the Press idea,” he said, “and you can tell
me what to do, if your priestly station hinders you
from participating yourself.”

So the old trouble was back again: Indecision.

Then I thought of my Bishop. I did not have a
pastor, properly speaking, because I was traveling
about giving lectures and had not settled down. But
the Bishop who had given the Imprimatur to the
Scapular book was unquestionably my religious su-
perior . . . and to obey him would be to obey God’s

will! Furthermore, by delightful coincidence, I
79
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knew His Excellency . . . for the Bishop had read
Mary in Her Scapular Promise himself to give it the
Imprimatur, and he had been so deeply moved by
it that he called me to the Chancery office to tell
me o,

Bishop Eustace, of Camden, probably needs no
introduction in these pages, because he was long a
professor in the New York Archdiocesan seminary,
and his reputation for sanctity and wisdom had
traveled the Eastern States. He had tender and in-
telligent blue eyes, and a modest manner which no
one who met him could readily forget. When I first
met him, I felt that I had no secret from him; before
the brief interview was over I had told him the secret
I had until then most carefully guarded: Brother’s
vision. He listened gravely and understandingly, and
then said: “Well, son, you have certainly made a
wonderful start in your vocation with this book.”

So now I was going back to him to finally settle
the doubt . . . at least the doubt about the priesthood.

The Bishop had just been in his diocese two years
and he was so deluged with work that he said his
Divine Office immediately after his Mass in the
morning because often, at night, due to utter fatigue
he could hardly carry himself. His primary devotion
was to Mary Immaculate, and he had dedicated his
diocese to Her and had placed the names of all
his priests in a golden reliquary about the neck of
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the statue of the Immaculate in his home, on the
staircase where he passed it morning and evening.

“Will you forgive me for taking your time, Your
Excellency,” I stammered, “but it will not take
long, because I have carefully prepared what I am
going to say, and I think you are the only one who
can help me.”

When I first presented my problem to Bishop
Eustace, the month of May was just about to open.

“I am going to pray every day in May, son,” he
said, “for Qur Lady’s guidance; and I want you to
pray with me. Then, at the end of May, I'm sure
we shall find the answer. Meanwhile, I want you
to lecture on the Scapular in my diocese. I'll have
an itinerary of the important parishes made up for
you.”

A short time later, a new development appeared
on the already difficult scene.

I was lecturing to a select audience at a convent
of Third Order Carmelites in Philadelphia. The
community of nuns formed the major part of the
audience, and the few lay people had been individ-
ually invited by the sisters.

Unknown to me, the smart-looking young lady
whom I particularly noticed among the invited
guests was a well-to-do widow, who had read Mary
in Her Scapular Promise and had been so moved
that she had immediately decided that she would,
for the rest of her life, spend much of her time and
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fortune in making the Scapular more known. She
had been invited to the lecture at her own urgent
request.

It may seem disappointing to have such an inter-
esting part of this story shortened, but suffice it to
say that before the end of May I had come to know
this young lady well. She was a daily communicant,
very devoted to Our Lady, well educated, tall, smart-
ly dressed, attractive. And after that short time she
seemed to be in love with me.

When I went back to see the Bishop at the end of
the month . . . exactly on the Feast of Mary, Me-
diatrix of All Grace . .. I was bursting with the
news, but had decided to wait and see what the
Bishop had decided with reference to the priesthood.

“Son,” the Bishop said with an air that imme-
diately told me he had come to a decision, “I think
you are called to the laical state. The fact that you
have a serious doubt about the matter primarily
brought me to this decision, but the value of your
work as a layman . . . the power of a layman’s mes-
sage . . , has given it strength.” Then he asked:
“What is your attitude towards marriage, son?”

“Well,” T answered, “I thought that should you
decide that I was not to be a priest that I might
marry were my work such that I was kept in one
place most of the time, but that I should not marry
if my work called for much travel.”

The Bishop was evidently much pleased with this
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answer. Then I felt that it was opportune to tell
him about the widow.

ilc received the news calmly, and then said:

“Well, son, proceed very cautiously in this mat-
ler.”

So I did. I saw a good deal of the lady in ques-
tion, and every time I saw her I was seeking faults.
All in all, T was much pleased with what I found
and finally thought that I must have reached the
mage of love. So I wrote to the Bishop . . . not hav-
ing the courage to make a personal visit . . . and told
him I thought it was “the real thing,” and that my
parents made no objection. His answer seemed to
hesitate, but based on my parents’ attitude, he gave
his blessing.

Plans for the wedding were set that very June for
the following October 7th, Feast of the Holy Ro-
sary. In other words . .. a dyed-in-the-wool celibate
was contemplating marriage within four months!

Few will know what this means. Perhaps that is
why the Bishop hesitated. Education to celibacy can
be very powerful; it can almost completely alter
one’s outlook on life. And I now began to experience
this fact. I simply was not conditioned for marital
life; like an instrument pitched to a different key, it
was going to take more than wishing to bring me in
harmony with a way of life I had never contem-
plated for myself.

My fiancée did not altogether understand me. For
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instance, she thought it queer that I should object

to, of all things, a new Cadillac. We quarreled.

And it soon dawned on both of us that I was neither

ready for marriage nor ready for comfort, good

though both of us appeared in each other’s eyes,
And thus another door was passed by. |
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Interlude

Wit THE help from Bishop Eustace, who hand-
somely recompensed me for the Scapular lectures in
his diocese, and through the good fortune of having
a succession of lecture invitations from many quar-
ters, I found that my way more or less paid itself;
I was even able to buy some new clothes, despite the
fact that I had to meet the cost of continually travel-
ing about. Mary in Her Scapular Promise was pub-
lished a little more than a year after I had com-
pleted the manuscript, and it found immediate pop-
ularity. Four months after the date of publication
it took first place among the best-selling spiritual
books. Naturally I found many doors open to me.

One of these doors was that of Saint Leo’s Abbey,
in Florida, about thirty miles from Tampa. Having
learned my problem through correspondence, the
Abbot graciously invited me to come and stay, free
of charge, as long as I liked.

I went. And were it not for a sizable schedule of
lectures in Southern Louisiana, I might be there yet.

In the morning, after Mass, I did spiritual read-
85
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ing beneath palms, on the shore of an azure lake.
Then I went to my room . . . a wonderfully severe
and studious room, with high ceiling and monastic
furniture, books, my little radio that brought all the
Spanish stations from nearby Cuba, and windows
that looked over a beautiful green plaza, through a
lane of palms, and down an orange-planted slope to
the blue lake. It was something one would dream
about. I studied and worked at my notes in the
morning, and in the afternoon I went out and
worked around the grounds . . . cutting grass (of
which there seemed to be acres), picking up the fall-
ings from the palms, pulling Spanish moss from sag-
ging oaks, raking debris, carrying stones for a wall
being built by one of the priests (the Prior, no less),
and sundry other physical tasks.

It was during this time that I particularly studied
the Scapular Medal question, from every conceiv-
able angle. The results filled pages, which I di-
gested into an article which appeared a short time
later in the American Ecclesiastical Review.

Saint Leo’s Abbey was so interesting to me that
even though I have pledged myself to write in these
pages about only those things which bear upon the
fulfillment of Brother’s trust, I cannot help but tell
one little story about my arrival there,

I had lectured in West Palm Beach, and was
traveling across the Everglades in my 1934 Ford
(for which I had traded the more antiquated Nash).
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‘The strange, tropical scenery held me utterly capti-
vated. I saw wild ducks gliding undisturbed in the
stream beside the road as I whizzed by. And it was
open secason! And everywhere along the way I saw
cgrets, and white and gray cranes of a variety un-
familiar to me. I almost wrecked the car the first
time I saw a pelican. I was driving at about fifty
miles an hour when suddenly, whizzing down from
the sky with cavernous jaws, this strange beast hit
the surface of a passing lake, like a plane in crash-
landing. When I came to myself, I was driving on
the left shoulder of the road!

This fascination with tropical vegetation and ani-
mal life reached its peak when I started to drive
through the citrus groves. There, hanging from the
trees just as naturally as though they had been care-
fully hung there from the bins of Consolidated
Stores, Inc., were grapefruit, oranges, and tangerines
. .. mile after mile, as far as I could see!

I stopped the car many times. Whenever 1 saw
trees hanging over the road, with the fruit just about
to drop, I got out to help nature along . . . and with
the decision of not going to Saint Leo’s Abbey empty-
handed. I was going to take enough fruit for the en-
tire community.

Before dark, the seat beside me was piled to the
top with grapefruit, oranges and tangerines, and
every time I made a left-hand turn, several dozen
oranges rolled down an improvised cardboard bar-
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rier and piled around my feet. I soon began to re-
gret my enthusiasm.

Two flat tires added to my delay. But finally,
seven miles off the main road, in the pitch dark of
night, I belatedly drove through the gates of the Ab-
bey.

I had expected to find one large building. Instead,
looming in the darkness in close proximity there were
at least five buildings.

“Now where on earth, at this hour, am I supposed
to go?”’ I asked myself, driving up and down the
palm lanes that twined around the buildings end-
lessly.

I finally determined that the building with the
plaza in front was the Abbot’s building, because it
looked large enough for the whole Benedictine
Order. So I parked the car, draped my coat over
the “surprise” load of fruit, blocking back a few
oranges that held the door from closing, and then
climbed the steps of the utterly dark Abbey.

The front door was open. It led into what seemed
to be a tiled court, and I could gradually discern
rooms on either side and large double doors at the
end. I groped my way towards those doors, knowing
that the Community undoubtedly lived on the second
floor.

I did not, for some reason, feel like an interloper;
but rather as though I belonged there.
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The two doors indeed led to a staircase, and a
faint light gleamed from somewhere above.

So I went up.

The light was from the room of one of the monks,
down a long corridor to the left. I walked down,
marveling that all the doors of the cells were screen
doors, and knocked on the door through which
streamed the guiding light. It was, as I found later,
the Prior’s room. And it was the Prior who heard
me say, as he was pouring over some financial state-
ments: “Pardon me, Father, are you the Abbot?”

The next day, I somehow slept through the five-
o’clock Mass. But one of the monks had come to
light the fireplace in my room, and at some equally
ungodly hour, with banging eyes, I was led to the
dining room for breakfast.

The dining room had what a New Yorker would
call “plenty of atmosphere” . . . with solid wooden
tables, low ceilings, dark walls, and the monks gath-
ered silently with their hoods over their heads, each
at his own place. The Abbot’s chair . . . an im-
mense armchair with His Lordship’s coat of arms
blazoned on its crest . . . was vacant. The Abbot
was away on business, and he had forgotten to tell
the Prior anything at all about me . . . with the re-
sult that the Prior treated me like an Auxiliary Ab-
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bot, “just in case.” By exception, talking was al-
lowed at breakfast.

The meal started with half a grapefruit, and I im-
mediately thought of the treasure I had brought half
way across Florida to the Community: enough citrus
fruit for several breakfasts!

When we had finished, the Prior asked me if I
would like to see the grounds.

He took me out into the early morning sunshine
and there . . . almost as far as I could see . . . were
citrus trees! “Are they all orange trees?” 1 gasped.
“No,” the Prior replied, “there are all sorts of citrus
trees here. The factory, where they are cleaned and
packed for shipping, is over there,” and he pointed
to a large building to the cast. ‘““You see,” he added,
“we support ourselves for the most part by raising
citrus fruit.”

A few days later, placed conspicuously on the side
of the main road where some tourist could not miss
them, was a pile of slightly battered grapefruit and
oranges.
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Attitude

EvErywHERE I went, I lectured.

And it seemed to me that in both North and South
the word “Scapular” was familiar to my listeners,
but that its meaning was obscure.

This general ignorance of the Scapular every-
where made the talks “amazing,” as several com-
mentators remarked. But it was indeed myself who
was amazed . . . amazed by the fact that anything
as near to the Catholic heart, anything as highly in-
dulgenced and as old and miraculous and acclaimed
by saints and Popes, could be unknown to any Cath-
olic, particularly in Catholic institutions of learning.
And finding this ignorance so widespread, 1 could not
help but fear a little for any quick success with the
apostolate I had been trusted to launch. In general,
I think I might even say that some audiences I have
addressed were at first not only skeptical, but even
slightly antagonistic. I somehow felt that I had far
overestimated, in my own mind, the appreciation
American Catholics have of the Blessed Virgin.

Consider the man who says: “Cut out non-essen-
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tials! We hear too much talk about the Rosary and
these devotions. What we need is the Sacraments,
because they're the essential things!”

Is not such a man poorly informed? And, un-
fortunately, is it not possible even for a priest to be
so poorly informed, owing to a stripped-down cur-
riculum in our seminaries?

The Popes have gone to great pains to point out
that we NEED these devotions; Pope Leo XIII, for
example, wrote encyclicals on the Rosary, and Pope
Benedict XV, great Pontiff of World War I, told
the seminarians of Rome of two essentials: “Let all
of you,” he said, “have a common language and a
common armor: the language, the sentences of the
Gospel; the armor, the Scapular of the Virgin of
Carmel” , , . that is, let all of you have Christ as his
life, and Mary as his protectress!

Catholic life must include devotion to Mary . . .
the Mother Who consented to the Incarnation and
who suffered beneath the Cross for us . . . or it will
die. The surest way of insuring that any man or
woman will go to the Sacraments . . . the source of
Grace . . . 18 to place his or her hand in the hand
of the Blessed Virgin. And the surest way to kill in-
terest in the Sacraments, or to insure that the Sacra-
ments will be little appreciated, is to say that Mary
is non-essential.

Mary is so absolutely essential that NO CATHO-
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LIC CAN BE SAVED WITHOUT BEING DE-
VOTED TO HER.

Therefore it must wrench the heart of anyone who
loves Our Lord to hear an educated Catholic say
that devotions to His Mother are stressed too much.
It was that we might truly find Him that He said,
as He died on the cross, “Behold thy Mother!” For
as He is necessarily all Justice by His Divine Na-
ture, Our Lady 1s all mercy by Her motherly nature.
When Our Lord would say “This soul is faithless to
Me . . . My time is not yet come” {as Mary asks
Him to change the water of faithlessness in some-
one’s heart to the warm wine of love) then She would
still whisper some little counsel in our hearts that we
might prepare for His coming . . . because She knows
that Her Divine Son can refuse Her nothing She
asks of Him and has, indeed, made Her the Mother
of men for that very reason.

It is possible to become frightened at the sight of
many Latins almost worshipping the Virgin, attend-
ing Mass only on Easter and the Feast of the Brown
Scapular, and neglecting all other church duties.

However, it is not right to throw out devotion to
the Blessed Virgin, or even to minimize it, simply be-
cause some Catholics' may have what Saint Grignon
de Montfort describes as false devotion.

It is often true that a man will be strong in charity
and weak in humility. And should we minimize char-
ity to foster humility? Or rather should we not be-
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gin with charity to foster humility, by pointing tact-
fully to the fact that humility is a form of charity,
because pride offends God and man?

It is shortsighted, therefore, to omit instructions on
devotion to Mary . .. and particularly on the Scap-
ular . . . for fear of detracting from *‘the more im-
portant facts . . . the Mass, the Sacraments.” Where
devotion to Mary is strongest there is a good ground-
work for education to the Sacraments. And where
there is not sufficient devotion to Mary, there is
probably no religious solidity whatsoever.

Was it overemphasis on the part of Heaven when,
in 1929, only one corruptible thing was found pre-
served in the tomb of Saint John Bosco: his Scapu-
lar? Was it overemphasis on the part of Hell when
Satan was forced to admit, to the Venerable Francis
Yepes, that one of the three things that most tor-
ments the damned is the Brown Scapular? Was it
overemphasis on the part of Saint Bridgid when she
declared that it had been made known to her that
all Hell trembles at the very mention of Mary’s
name?

It is a very great pity that there is not more place
in Catholic studies not only for Mariology in general,
but for the simple devotions to Our Lady.

Moreover, if it is true . . . and it probably is true
. . . that most educated Catholics are well-informed
on Marian devotion, the thing to be deplored is that
they had to inform themselves; and if the material
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for this self-information had not been at hand, they
might have gone forth from college or seminary and
through their entire lives without being able to
answer some fundamental Catholic questions, and
without being able to take the hands of the less edu-
cated and place them in Our Lady’s hand for sheer
ignorance of where Qur Lady’s hand might best be
found.

This complaint is not new. And we can thank
Heaven that it is growing to the point where some-
thing may be done about it. Certainly the mean-
ing and necessity of devotion to Our Lady has
doubled its emphasis during recent years.

I do not know whether I speak from a unique ex-

perience. But I do speak from experience . . . a
fairly well-crossed experience . . . that has at times
been bitter.

However, appearing thus in this book . . . obvious-
ly a deliberate diversion from the general context
and discussed at a disproportionately great length,
this criticism of Catholic attitude in America to-
wards Our Lady and Her primary devotions will
seem much more severe than is intended.

Most Catholic priests, and most Catholics, have a
very deep and a very tender devotion to Our Lady.
And this was never more evident than in war-time,
with the Rosary prayed fervently for Victory, vari-
ous Novenas to Our Lady attended in great number,
thousands making all sorts of sacrifices to clothe
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Service men in Mary’s Scapular, and with Catholic
chaplains, the world over, preaching devotion to
Mary in camp and trench.,

This complaint is addressed at education. For of
what avail is it that the Church transmits a mighty
devotion for centuries, enriching it unspeakably al-
most in competition with the miraculous riches
heaped upon it from Heaven, if this same devotion
is not explained to the generations now to come, and
if its relation to the Mass and the Sacraments is not
understood?

Perhaps the point to be made is that plain faith
. . . through tradition and her allies . . . 1s no longer
sufficient. Scientific skepticism has created a cer-
tain amount of religious skepticism. And therefore
the fundamental reasons for our devotions should be
taught as well as the facts. There are reasons why
we should be devoted to Mary, and there are reasons
why certain devotions to Mary are excellent in
themselves and perhaps more excellent than others.
And educators should know these reasons, so that
they will themselves be able to give a rational ex-
planation. And that is why criticism is leveled par-
ticularly at the seminary curriculum and the usual
college course in Religion, because these curricula
too much overlook the science of Marian devotions
. . . which devotions certainly are not non-essential.
“If the world would but turn to devotion to Mary,”
said Pope Pius IX, “it would speedily be saved.”
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Back to Carmel

WHILE I was at Saint Leo’s Abbey, a new possibil-
ity had presented itself: the foreign service. It hap-
pens that a friend of the family was a Consul in one
of our large cities, and this Consul (at least until
war was declared) had much time to himself, and
yet was handsomely paid. So it occurred to me that
I would have ample time to write, until the Scapular
Press came of age, if I got myself a similar job.

I wrote to a friend in Congress and asked him to
do what he could, and in a few days I received a
sheaf of literature from the Department of State.

Upon reading the literature, I found that most of
it was signed: G. Howland Shaw, Undersecretary
of State. 1 thought for a moment. Wasn’t that
name familiarto me? Did I not have a letter . . . ?
And then I suddenly realized that this Undersecre-
tary of State, in charge of the personnel of the diplo-
matic service, had sent me a letter congratulating
me on Mary in Her Scapular Promise, which he had
read and very much admired!

On my way North, therefore, feeling that this per-

97



a8 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

haps was the way Our Lady intended to take care of
me for the writing of books, I “dropped in” at the
Department of State in Washington. Mr. Shaw was
busy, but would see me at noon. So I stopped over
at a neighboring museum and passed the interven-
ing hour.

Mr. Shaw took his responsibility too seriously, of
course, to give a high position to someone who would
regard it as an avocation. “A few years ago,” he said,
“you might have found a Consul’s job, perhaps some-
where in South America, the thing you’re looking
for; but with present world conditions you have to
work at it ten hours a day. We need good men
desperately.”

Since it was Mr. Shaw’s position to direct men in
their vocations, I sought his advice, and in the course
of an hour not only was a friendship formed, but I
got many practical ideas.

My next call that same afternoon (not counting
the call at a police station to pay a fine for passing
through a stop-sign which, preoccupied with my re-
cent visit, I did not see) was to a priest who had
been one of my teachers in the seminary some ten
years before, and who had recently been in Rome as
Assistant General of the Carmelite Order. The
war had forced the Prior General and his American
Assistant to leave Rome and to take up their resi-
dence in the United States, where communication
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with the Carmelite Order in most other parts of the
world was far more facile.

As was mentioned earlier, Mary in Her Scapular
Promise had become a best-seller. One of its great-
est advocates and admirers was this very priest: the
Very Reverend Gabriel N. Pausback, O. Carm.; and
he had asked me to stop in to see him.

This was to be my first contact, as a layman, with
associates I had known in the seminary. Several of
my former classmates had been ordained and were
stationed in this house. Before I had joined the
Order, I had spent a few weeks at this same house
one summer, visiting my uncle who then was Prior
there. So when I parked the journey-stained little
Ford at the door and walked up the path, I had
many mixed feelings.

One of the first persons I met was a priest who
had been my best friend and idol, in eight years to-
gether at the same classes and at the same table; he
was formerly the boy with whom I had skated and
played tennis and walked by the hour and made all
sorts of friendship pacts. Neither of us could talk.
There seemed to be some barrier between us, and
yet our eyes told what was in our hearts. “Hi ya,
Matt,” he said. “Hello, Fa . . Father,” I replied,
stumbling on the word.

I had never really left the Order, and it had not
left me. I had loved it too much for that. It was
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simply a case of God’s Will. I had been chosen to
work elsewhere.

Father Pausback received me with great kind-
ness, and what seemed to be eagerness.

“Look here,” he said significantly after the usual
exchanges, “what do you think of this?”’

The sheet he passed to me had the title “Scapular
Militia” above a description of the Scapular Devotion
and an appeal to give a Scapular Medal to every
Catholic boy in the American Armed Forces,

Having recently meditated on the Scapular Med-
al, the thing I saw principally was that one item.
To my mind, filled as I was with months of study
on that one subject, any wholesale emphasis on the
Scapular Medal would have been a set-back to the
devotion and immediately I thought only of how I
might convey such a criticism without seeming
critical. Thus the significance of the paper was lost
to me. But I was to hear a great deal more about
it, and I was to see a great deal more of this fiery
and meditative priest.

Father Pausback was a fairly young man, tall and
wiry, well-informed and intelligent, and having a
thoroughly religious attitude towards everything.
He was, to my mind, a real Carmelite. The fact
that he was Assistant General of the Order at the
age of thirty-five was evidence enough of his virtue
and ability.
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After a talk together, most of which probably
neither of us can remember, we parted company.

But we were destined to be partners . . . the lay-
man and the religious . . . in a mighty enterprise.
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The Right Door

Ever siNcE the moming when I awoke in the Pull-
man berth in Atlantic City I had been trying, with
the hands of my mind, any door that might be the
one through which God wanted me to pass. Never
for a moment did I doubt that there was such a
door, and my criterion for finding it was: The op-
portunity to establish a Scapular Apostolate.

Perhaps Our Lady was pleased with these futile
efforts.  Anyway, I think the reader will discover
that, all the while, She had Her own plan that we
may briefly trace here in the light of what has hap-
pened.

The fact that my father published magazines and
owned a sizable printing plant presented greatest
food for thought. I wanted a magazine in which to
express my ideas and in which I could publish the
miracles that were going to be wrought through the
Scapular; I wanted to flood the country with leaf-
lets; I wanted to publish books.

But enthusiastic as [ was, I realized that my father

was right in saying that a magazine cannot precede
102
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its following, and leaflets distributed by the thou-
sands cost a deal of money, and to publish many
books without knowing whether there would be a
market was business suicide.

It gradually dawned on me that I would probably
have to “go into business” for Our Lady . . . much
though business was distasteful to such a born dream-
er as myself. So I began to evolve a plan, the basis
of which was the “Scapular Press.”

First, I laid plans for a Marian magazine, study-
ing editorial techmique, typography, make-up, sub-
scription-drives, departments . . . and, by repeated
questions, fairly ruining my father’s good humor. I
wanted to call it “The Scapular,” but I thought that
title would be premature. So I called it Through
Mary, and I asked the Carmelites, the Marianists,
the Missionary Catechists, and Blessed Grignon de
Montfort’s Society if they would like to collaborate
on this strictly Marian periodical, in which I would
forward their own Orders. (The Carmelites and
the Society of Blessed Grignon were interested and
it looked as though the plan would work. My
“scheme,” of course, was to emphasize the Scapular
in this Marian periodical . . . and thus “by indirec-
tion, find direction out.”)

Second, I wondered what could be done about
the inactivity of the vast Scapular Confraternity
.. . a Society in which millions of Catholics became
special children of Our Lady of the Scapular and
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even received Assurance of Salvation from Her, but
also a Society in which these Catholics did nothing in
return. And I drew up a plan which, worked out in
detail, was several pages long and, if I do say so,
quite convincing. The plan was described in a letter
to the Prior General of the Carmelite Order, ask-
ing him to name me President of an American
Scapular Society and to give me power to appoint
officers in the Confraternity in America who might
become apostles for Our Lady in their own locale.

‘That letter was never mailed .

I had just finished it, and had it piled with sheafs
of data on the magazine project for further and
final consideration after a few nights of sleep, when
I was called to the telephone by the long-distance
operator.

The call was from the Assistant General of the
Carmelites, in New York City, who wanted to find
out whether my services were available, because his
Order was interested in founding a Scapular Society,
to give Scapulars to boys in the Service, and he
thought I might like to cooperate in the job! The
immediate sponsors of the project were the Carmel-
ite Fathers of the New York Province, under the
zealous leadership of the Very Reverend Lawrence
D. Flanagan, O. Carm., and with the expressed wish
of the Most Reverend Hilary M. Doswald, Prior
General of the Carmelite Order.

It was eight months before Pearl Harbor.
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And by that fateful December 8th, when America
went into war, I found myself in a bustling office in
New York, with the beginning of a magazine called
“The Scapular” and seven thousand members in
an active Scapular Society called “The Scapular
Militia.”

This, then, was the door.

All the struggles I had made merely prepared
me to pass through it when it was opened by Our
Lady Herself.

It is not presumptuous to say that the growth of
the Scapular Militia was miraculous. Father Paus-
back worked right along with the organization, in
the capacity of Religious Director.

In a short time it mushroomed throughout the
nation and soon had Units in almost every large city,
from coast to coast.

The Prior General of the Carmelite Order him-
self, who was exiled in this country by the war, and
who had collaborated in the foundation of the Mili-
tia, as was mentioned above, wrote the following re-
port when the organization had just finished its
first year.

“Material has been distributed to Catholic women
for 530,000 Scapulars, and already 325,000 com-
pleted Scapulars have been returned to the Militia
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Headquarters. The chaplains in turn have received
130,000 Scapular packets. The Militia now num-
bers 6,400 formal members, though persons actively -
cooperating in the work exceed 10,000. Numerous
Marian sodalities, units of the Catholic Daughters
of America, and Girl Scout Troops have taken part
in the extensive sewing campaign conducted by the
Militia, Due to the work of the Militia, the Scapu-
lar Medal has become part of the N. C. C. S. kit
distributed to our Catholic soldiers. Over one hun-
dred Catholic Colleges and High Schools have con-
tributed to the campaign to raise funds for the en-
terprise.

“While primarily intended for the spiritual bene-
fit of soldiers, the Scapular Militia has been mstru-
mental in bringing about an increased interest in
the Scapular on the part of priests and lay people
also. Since December, 1924, one of our American
Provincials had received applications for Scapular
faculties from only eight priests. Since June of last
year he has given faculties to 413 priests, and 507
listed chaplains. The activities of the Militia, as
reported in many Catholic newspapers and maga-
zines, has given widespread knowledge of the Scapu-
lar, its meaning and efficacy. Approximately 100,-
000 pieces of Scapular literature have been dis-
tributed. A number of practical Scapular problems
have been given public discussion, and their solution
put under way. A strenuous campaign has been
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conducted against the selling of invalid Scapulars.
A permanent Scapular Bureau has been established
which handles articles of Scapular devotion, and in
every way strives to promote Scapular information.”

The Prior General made this report in a circular
letter to members of the Carmelite Order. When
he had finished the above quotations, he added:

“I have presented these results of the Scapular
Militia to you because I know that you will, as true
Brothers of Our Lady of Mount Carmel, rejoice in
the honor She is receiving. While we must felici-
tate those responsible for its organization and eff-
cient administration, we should regard the Militia
as the work and concern not only of a few, but rath.
er as an expression of that inner urge in the Order
itself to honor Mary: ‘Ratio Ordinis nostri in eo
ponenda est quod . . . specialem erga Beatam Vir-
ginem Mariam . . . devotionem . . . ubique terrarum
praesertim per sacrum Scapulare propagare cone-
tur.” The Carmelite Order is never lacking in de-
voted sons to spread Our Lady’s glory. This work,
therefore, as an expression of the living urge of the
Order to propagate the Scapular, deserves the active
interest and cooperation of all of Carmel’s sons.”

No one can say where this general Scapular move-
ment that began with a holy lay Brother’s “vision”
will end. The very consideration of one million
leaflets completely explaining the Scapular Devotion
having been distributed to men in the Service alone
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is bound to have far-reaching consequences. Above
all, we may consider the fact that the book, which
has proved the groundwork of the entire movement,
went into nineteen thousand copies in three years
. . . and one case is known of a single copy having
been read by eight hundred nuns. It is also to be
noted that hundreds of copies are in use at spiritual
libraries; and thousands of copies went into religious
houses where, according to many reports, it was read
to the entire communities.

In conjunction with the apostolate launched
through the Militia, the perpetual Scapular Novena
was begun at the Militia Shrine, in New York City,
and in less than a year after the Novena had begun,
more than fifty thousand copies of the prayers had
been distributed, and wonders reported at the Na-
tional Shrine were already of frequent occurrence.

The main work, however, still remains, and that
is why this book has been written. And since I have
pointedly made this book so conversational . . . albeit,
perforce, one-sided . . . I will tell how the book came
to be and what the “Scapular Apostolate” means
when put into practice.

I had yet to learn about Our Lady of Fatima.
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Why a Layman?

THE ScapuLar Militia had been organized for four
months. I was home for the weekend.

Even an imaginative artist could not have chosen
a more ideal spot for what happened. And how
well I remember every detail!

It was a log cabin on a wood-bound lake . . . a
summer night . . . moonlight vied with a million stars

. a yellow arc of light flooded the green foliage
over the cabin chimney where, inside, over a crack-
ling fire, there sizzled a dozen steaks.

Only six couples were invited. The cabin was
privately owned, on an immense, wooded estate. My
brother was giving the party . . . otherwise I know
I should never have been invited: I did not know
how to dance, was stopped at the second drink, and
invariably led the conversation around to something
religious or academic . . . But my brother insisted
that I come, and all that I had to bring was my
presence, and a couple of extra frying pans from
a boat he had given me.

It was about dusk when I drove up the dirt road,
109
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through beautiful woodland with pine and holly and
oak and stopped at the isolated little cabin, for the
sake of which God seemed to have planted all the
trees and to have laid out the gorgeous square mile
of lake that rippled peacefully to the front door.

I was wearing boating clothes, with a comfortable
jacket, and was smoking my evening pipe. I had a
conscious appetite. The day had started with a
“stag” boating trip that was supposed to be for fish-
ing, but which ended in heavy swimming and a suc-
cession of such bad luck at the fishing spots that I
had practically spent the day pulling a fifty-pound
anchor.

Of course, I could make this long story short, but
this evening proved to be one of the most momen-
tous of my whole life.

I was one of the first to arrive at the cabin. The
colored man who had charge of preparing and serv-
ing food and drink was the only one before me.

The cabin had two tremendous rooms, each with
a long, stolid dining table, hunting trophies on the
walls, fireplace, all sorts of manly gadgets and me-
mentos. In the corner of the larger room was a dusty
upright piano, almost adjacent to the fireplace. A
stuffed pheasant and a stuffed owl stared down at

- me.

I cannot remember exactly when she came in. It
secems that the whole crowd straggled in almost to-
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gether. She says I was bending over the fire, toss-
ing a log.

She wasn’t supposed to be my “date” anyway.

But a year later, she was the girl I married.

The cabin, the moonlight, the woodland and lake,
the mystery of a summer night, were enough to stir
romance even in my book-bound soul. But they
only contributed. As my father said, when I asked
his advice before marriage: “If you looked the world
over, you would not find a finer girl.”

It wasn’t love “at first sight,” at least on my side.
But the railroad company did a wonderful business
between New York and Philadelphia {where she
owned a juvenile outfitter’s shop) during the fol-
lowing year.

We were supposed to be married at the National
Shrine, but it would not do for anyone to marry us
but Father John, and he had not been well of late
and could not travel. We therefore went to Middle-
town . . . the city where Mary in Her Scapular
Promise was written and where, strange to say,
the pastor of the church in which the ceremony
was performed had so much admired the symbol
of the Scapular Press that he had had it enlarged
and inlaid on the floor before a shrine of Our Lady
of the Scapular.

Until the last minute, I was deeply worried about
my decision to marry; 1 was not certain that the
marital state would be conducive to the good of my
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work. I had asked God that His Will be done, and
hoped that He would make it known to me. Then
a little thing happened, shortly before the marriage,
that means little itself but which brought me peace.

Whenever I have written anything . . . and it
seerns that I spend most of my waking hours writ-
ing something or other . . . I always make a little
cross at the top of the sheet and write “Maria!” as
I recite: “In the name of the Father Who created
me, and of the Son Who redeemed me, and of the
Holy Ghost Who sanctifies me, I offer up this action
which I am about to perform, through Mary!”

My fiancée had noticed this sign on all my letters
to her, and when she gave instructions to have the
wedding ring engraved she told the jeweler to use
this sign . . . the cross over the word “Maria!” . .
and then to write after that “To A. E. K. from J.
M. H.” And she did not have the slightest idea of
the personal consecration which the sign implied.

When I saw the engraving, it seemed almost as
though I were seeing a Heavenly consecration of the
contract I was “now about to perform.”

The marriage ceremony was beautiful. I had
been working in the office until a half-hour before
train-time, and I had no thought of ordering flow-
ers or in any way preparing for the ceremony. But
when I entered the church the next morning, the
entire sanctuary was overflowing with gladioli and
roses, and a choir of Carmelite theologians from the
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seminary, beautifully trained, were singing a hymn
to Our Lady.

It was the first time in his many years as priest,
as he had never been a pastor, that Father John had
ever been called upon to say a nuptial Mass. Father
Pausback had traveled all the way from Chicago,
and was kneeling in the sanctuary with the venerable
Father Provincial . . . the Very Reverend Lawrence
D. Flanagan, O. Carm. . . . who had come from
New York. It was a solemn-high Mass, with two
othér Carmelite priests assisting at the altar.

The beauty of the nuptial ceremony is beyond
words. Attended in proper spirit, the Nuptial Mass
seems to bring a stream of graces into the soul of
man and woman that transform them for that un-
selfish partnership . . . in which they share all that
they are and all that they have, ceasing at that mo-
ment to be independent.

Before marriage I had been nervous, often fight-
ing a sense of irritation, distracted by worry of where
and what to eat and of the cleanliness of my house
and of the order of my clothing. Above all, I had
never really known the meaning of self-abnegation
for another, which is true fraternal charity. I under-
stand now why there is such a warm attitude about
conscientious married folk. This was an innuendo
of human character I had never before noticed, and
which even yet I could not define.
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I could not help drawing a comparison between
this new state and my former state.

In some respects there is an entirely different
mentality between the cleric and the layman. The
natural drives in a religious can never include per-
sonal economic aggrandizement; and this drive is
usually a necessity in the layman’s makeup, and it
increases the layman’s sense of dependence on God.
On the other hand, of course, the religious is not dis-
tracted by worldly cares and attachments, and can
thus devote full creative energy to his work.

I had only been married a short time when Father
Pausback started a drive at the National Shrine to
increase its chapter of the Third Order Carmelite.

“Have you ever joined the Third Order?”’ he
asked me one morning.

“I have thought about it for the past five years,
Father,” T answered, “but every time I had the op-
portunity to join I knew I wasn’t good enough, and
I postponed.”

“The Third Order is supposed to make you bet-
ter, John,” Father replied. “It would be foolish to
postpone exercise to make yourself stronger because
you don’t feel strong enough to take it.”

So, after such long hesitation, I joined, and I
asked my bride whether she would like to join with
me. When she learned what the Third Order was,
she became as eager to join as I was myself.

Three days before the ceremony of investiture in
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the Third Order Habit, Father Pausback came
straight to my office in the morning.

“The Director of the Third Order is pleased to
know that you are going to join, John,” he said, “and
he invites you to address the Third Order chapter,
in the church, after the ceremony.”

This would be the first time I had ever spoken to
a congregation before the Blessed Sacrament! By
marriage, 1 had closed the door on my longing to
be a priest to forever join the ranks of laity from
which the vast membership of the Scapular Aposto-
late must come. And now I was to have an un-
expected priestly privilege.

The talk I gave made me choke with feeling, and
the congregation did a little choking, too. Every-
one knew I had recently married, since the banns
had been published in that parish, so I admitted that
I had not felt worthy to join the Third Order for
several years and that, by providential coincidence,
I was joining shortly after I had married.

“It is for the First and Second Orders to pray and
work, and it is for us, the laity, to raise families in
the Spirit of Christ. And by joining the Third
Order with my wife, I feel as though both of us had
taken the hand of Qur Lady in starting out into
life together with one heart, one mind, one soul to
achieve God’s Will for others, and our mutual sal- -
vation.”

The “right door” had closed behind me.
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Miracles?

PusLic RecoGNITION of the Scapular Militia began
when the Most Reverend John F. O’Hara, Bishop
of the American Armed Forces, blessed ten thousand
Scapulars in OQur Lady’s chapel of Saint Patrick’s
Cathedral, with the Prior General of the Carmelites
present. Pictures of the scene appeared in Catholic
papers all over the country.

One news-release followed another, each one con-
taining the name and address of the National Shrine.

But only a handful of people joined the organi-
zation !

After three months, we had less than one hundred
members, and we had invested over two thousand
dollars {albeit of credit) in the printing of folders,
in the buying of office equipment, materials for mak-
ing Scapulars, and other necessities.

It was nearing the Feast of Our Lady of the
Scapular, which falls on July 16th, and elaborate
plans had been made to celebrate the Feast at the
church which the office adjoined . . . the Church of
Our Lady of the Scapular of Mount Carmel. With
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the aid of a part-time secretary I constituted the of-
fice force . . . writer, business director, shipping and
filing clerk . . . and we “all” intended to recreate on
the Feast Day, especially since the mail brought only
two and three letters a day to keep us busy.

It was taking a pretty strong vote of confidence
in Qur Lady of the Scapular to face the future with
optimism, after a stream of publicity for three
months had brought such negligible results,

However, on the Vigil of the Feast, over one hun-
dred letters came in the morning mail alone! Within
the week after the feast, the membership of the Mi-
litia yjumped to almost one thousand.

Soon the little office adjoining the church was
too small; so we moved most of the material to the
second floor of the parish school and kept the church
office as the reception office. Gradually an office
force was hired and, almost miraculously, six large
desks appeared in one room, shelves went up in an-
other room, and from almost nowhere came work-
ing tables and chairs and filing cases and other
requisite equipment.

Particularly memorable is the first filing cabinet.
I had just remarked to my secretary, before going to
lunch: “If only we had a place to file all those let-
ters!” And when I came back there were six brand
new filing drawers in the office, anonymously do-
nated!

At first, all the desks were in one large room, and



118 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

it was bedlam. Four typewriters were going at once,
and visitors kept coming and going constantly. I
was gradually becoming a nervous case.

One morning had been particularly difficult and
I went out to lunch choking with chagrin. “It’s im-
possible to do creative work in that office!” 1
moaned to myself. “If only I had a private office
somewhere! By George, I’'m going to see about get-
~ ting one if it puts us twice as badly into debt!” And
I came back to work feeling no better than I had
felt when I left, even though I had stopped in at the
Shrine to ask Our Lady’s prayers.

When I walked down the corridor towards the
main office, to my astonishment I saw the door of a
room that had always been closed off standing wide,
and the room was piled high with office equipment!

In the time that I was gone, a truck had arrived
bringing complete office equipment . . . filing cases,
two desks, chairs, tables , . . even the supply of ink
and rubber bands and the decorative plant.

All of this equipment was an unheralded donation
from an organization closed by the war.

The next day, needless to say, I was working in a
private office.

And these wonders that we experienced at the
National Shrine were being experienced also by the
people working for’' the Militia.

A woman in Buffalo who had suffered for years
with acute rheumatism was seen walking the streets
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in mid-winter. When asked for an explanation of
this wonder, she said: “I was making Scapulars, and
my rheumatism left me.”

In California, a woman had prayed for a certain
favor for years . . . having offered up various novenas
and having had many Masses said. On the Vigil
of All-Saints Day, she was making Scapulars for the
Militia and the thought came: “Why not ask Our
Lady of the Scapular to help you?” Immediately she
said: “Dear Virgin, if I obtain this favor I will do-
nate a thousand dollars to the Militia.”

On All-Souls Day, itself, the favor was granted.
In the next mail, a check for one thousand dollars
went to the National Shrine . . . where it was re-
ceived as another miracle, because we had been ur-
gently praying for funds!

After the Scapular Novena was started, wonders
became a regular occurrence.

Although not directly connected with the Militia,
there are two wonders that greatly affected me.

During this time, while Father John was visiting
his sister, in Pleasantville, New Jersey, I remember
that a woman suffering with a badly infected leg
came from a farm some miles distant, at great in-
convenience, believing that if Father John would
touch his stole to her leg it would be instantly cured.
I was there at the time, and I shall never forget the
deep faith expressed by that afflicted soul; if ever
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faith was strong enough to move mountains, I
thought to myself, it was like this.

Father John applied the stole but, despite the
woman’s faith, nothing happened.

Later, a specialist had been called and he decided
that the infection had so spread that science could
do no more; that the leg would have to be ampu-
tated. Father John wrote to the woman and told her
to put the Scapular on her leg and ask Our Lady of
the Scapular to heal it.

When the doctor came the next day, the amputa-
tion was unnecessary. At the precise moment that
the woman touched the Scapular to her leg the
pain left, and she completely recovered.

Father John had a similar experience with his
own mother. She became paralyzed, and a Protestant
doctor said that nothing could cure her because of
the severity of the stroke and her advanced age.
Father John said: “There is absolutely no hope?”
“If she walked again,” the doctor said significantly,
“it would be a miracle.”

Father John fastened a pair of Scapulars on his
mother’s legs.

She grew steadily better and regained complete
use of her legs.

With these, and particularly the other very extra-
ordinary favors continually being wrought, but for
which we have not the space, I almost apologize for
closing this chapter with the little story I am about to
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tell, but 1 do so because it bears directly upon the
Scapular Apostolate.

When the Novena was being launched, I very
much wanted it to close with the singing of the
brief hymn that Saint Simon Stock was saying when
Our Lady gave him the Scapular. But there was no
music to the approved English translation. It was
the week before the Novena opened and I awoke
during the night and decided to write a simple melo-
dy myself.

I had once before composed a “Flos Carmeli” to
the Latin words, and someone who knew the laws
of composition found a great many flaws in it. So
I did not want to risk the harmonization of this new
melody, simple though it was, and I wondered who
might do it. In all New York, I did not at once know
where to turn.

The next day, through a mutual acquaintance I
came to meet the piano accompanist of Giovanni
Martinelli, Doctor Emilo Roxas . . . who had written
a book on harmony and who had been assistant-
conductor to Mascagni, in Lyons, France. I gave
him a copy of Mary in Her Scapular Promise, and
the following day he telephoned to the National
Shrine, wondering if there was something, anything
he could do, with his knowledge of music, to help.

The day before the novena opened the little hymn
was ready, and it had been harmonized by one of
the world’s great masters. A year later it was heard
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in a radio broadcast throughout the nation, sung by
the famous Jessica Dragonette, just several hours
after she received an award as America’s outstanding
concert radio singer.

Our Lady does not do even the slightest things

by halves!



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Groundwork

IT woulp not be far wrong for me to convey the
impression that the Scapular Apostolate just dropped
from Heaven . . . membership, shrine, magazine,
organization, novena, public relations, and all.

The founding of the Apostolate was fraught with
but few problems., The Militia was supposed to be
a war-time project, to give Scapulars to Service men.
But it almost automatically proved to be not only a
war-time project but also the opening of a door
towards which, in painful darkness, the trust from
Brother had been leading.

While working towards the ultimate goal of a
Scapular Apostolate . ., which our country had al-
ways needed but which it took a war to uncover. . .
I was interested primarily in helping with the task
of getting Scapulars to the boys in the Service, not
only because that was the publicized object of the
“Scapular Militia” but also because it was one of
the best possible objects of a Scapular Apostolate and
I found that the Carmelite Fathers had already been

planning for the same goal.
123
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In accomplishing this primary objective for Serv-
ice men (who needed the Scapular) the Militia staff
was anxious to establish an Apostolate that would
never die.

In the years of waiting and of expectancy, I had
made many plans. There was to be organization . . .
with local units spread throughout the country, led
by holy men and women in love with Our Lady and
anxious to use Her “Promise of Salvation” to help
insure the salvation of souls. There was to be a
special magazine to knit the organization together
and to be a clearing-house for progressive thought
and an editorial fire at which the hearts of all mem-
bers might be enflamed with zeal and love. There
was to be prayer: perpetual novena, and the Morn-
ing offering. There was to be a National Shrine,
under the altar of which the names of all members
would be placed to be remembered in special votive
Masses of Our Lady of the Scapular.

But I did not have to make any effort whatsoever
to realize these plans. They were all demanded by
the war-time project itself.

First, organization was imperative. The Scapu-
lars had to be made for the Service men and that
meant promoters and sewing circles; some sort of re-
ward had to be made to stimulate a holy competition
in the organization, and that gave rise to from one to
twenty-five years of membership in the organization
for donations made or work accomplished, with spe-
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cial Mass remembrances as the reward for each year
of membership; and the communication system

throughout the membership . . . which soon became
so large that mimeographed bulletins were as ex-
pensive as printed ones . . . within fwo years de-

manded, of necessity, a magazine which has not yet
had enough pages to contain all that it fairly
bursts to say; the novena and offering were demand-
ed by the members themselves, who soon began to
ask whether there wasn’t some weekly devotion or
some prayers to be said in honor of Our Lady of the
Scapular, because they wanted to pray.

And that is why it seems as though the whole pro-
gram, in full act, had suddenly dropped from
Heaven. One year it was a blind street, and the very
next year it was a busy highway.

Most members of the Militia had never thought
- of the apostolic possibilities of the Scapular Promises.
Naturally, when they heard the appeal to help as-
sure the salvation of boys facing death on battle-
fields, they instinctively thought of a similar appeal
for an aged relative, or a sick friend; some thought
of all aged people, everywhere; some thought of the
domestic and foreign missions; most thought of any-
one near and dear to them whose salvation might be
in any doubt.

Thus the mail brought many, many suggestions,
and appeals, to continue the Apostolate after the
war,
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Of course, even before the Militia was organized,
Father Pausback recognized the providential char-
acter of the Apostolate. Particularly after learning
the story told in this book his efforts became cease-
less. He knew no rest. Almost his every waking
thought, in so far as official priestly and Curial
business would permit, was for the progress of
the Scapular Apostolate. In July, 1943, in cele-
bration of the Scapular Feast, not only did his voice
reach millions in a coast-to-coast broadcast on the
Scapular Devotion, but he organized, at the National
Shrine, an immense religious-patriotic parade and
demonstration that might have been the envy of any
country in which Qur Lady’s Scapular Promises have
been ceaselessly recognized and honored for cen-
turies. And this was by way of precedent.

In May of this same year, the Prior General of the
Order, the Most Reverend Hilary Maria Doswald,
issued a pastoral which commanded and specified
unity on all disputed Scapular questions, and which
officially assured the progress of the Scapular Apos-
tolate by ordaining spectal classes for the study of
the Scapular Devotion in the Carmelite seminaries.
This was perhaps one of the most significant acts of
a Carmelite Prior General, for the furtherance of
the Scapular Devotion, since the thirteenth century.

After the appearance of Mary in Her Scapular
Promise (November, 1940), in which a special ap-
peal was made for writing and preaching about the
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Scapular, many magazine articles appeared on the
subject. One of the best was by Father William A.
Donaghy, S. J., Associate Editor of America, and it
led to a personal friendship between myself and this
wonderful Jesuit that ultimately gave birth to this
present book, which he encouraged me to write de-
spite my own misgivings.

However, it is not my purpose to give credit in
this chapter to the various leaders in the Apostolate
. . . from the Carmelite Order, from other members
of the clergy, and from the laity . . . because that
would not be possible. There are easily a hundred
active leaders, at the time of this writing, who have
as much or more right than myself to be in this little
history. And their number increases steadily.

The branches of the Scapular Apostolate’s organi-
zation can best be summarized by the simple star
that has for centuries been a symbol associated with

Our Lady of the Scapular.

The two supporting points of the star are com-
merce and donations; the two central points are
formal organization (Units) and communication
(especially by the magazine); the peak point is
charity (giving scapulars, with explanatory litera-
ture, where most needed) and the apostolate of

prayer (which includes novenas for favors sought,
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but eminently implies the highest point of the apos-
tolate: living the morning offering).

It can be said that this star did drop from Heaven
in that it has appeared almost miracuously here on
earth. And QOur Blessed Lady is choosing leaders for
the Apostolate, to help accomplish Her mission of
“Uniting all mankind in Christ” by means of Her
greatest of all promises . . . the promise of eternal
salvation.

Some of these leaders have been making positively
staggering physical and financial sacrifices.

This activity, which has been reminding so many
American Catholics of the significance of the Scapu-
lar Devotion, is the groundwork and container of an
even more significant apostolate: The apostolate of
the extended Momning Offering . . . of all “For Jesus
through Mary.”

Beyond my most remote expectations, this was to be
accomplished through the whole world with the estab-
lishment of an International Centre in Fatima. Portugal,
and with the special and direct intervention of the Holy
Father himself.
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From Their Fruits

THE READER will notice that I have alluded to
Mary in Her Scapular Promise as the intellectual
- groundwork for the wordless apostolate . . . the apos-
tolate to draw souls to Jesus, through Mary, even
without words.

Mary in Her Scapular Promise does not treat of
any organized apostolate. It merely demonstrates
that a tremendous power is latent in the Scapular
Confraternity, and it suggests that wonderful things
would happen in this world were all wearers of the
Scapular to recognize this hidden power, and to
utilize it.

The appeal to a specific apostolate, with the
“Morning Offering,” was to be a book which I have
decided not to write, I decided, instead, simply to
tell what happened, leaving the appeal for apostles
in Our Lady’s hands.

129
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The strongest appeal is the appeal based on facts,
just as the strongest argument is the argument of
facts. Our Lord pointed this out when He said: “By

their fruits ye shall know them.”

The facts are these.

A lay-brother, whom I knew to be of unusual
purity of soul and nearness to God, as I have de-
scribed to the reader, had what seemed to be a
private revelation. When he left for Palestine, hop-
ing for martyrdom, he said simply: “If it is to be,
God will see to it.”

Therefore, could I offer any better argument for
the message which Brother entrusted to me?

The reader will recall that I at once made known,
on beginning the book, that I am not a mystic, but a
comfortable “businessman.” Then the reader was
carried back through the extraordinary experience
of meeting a saintly Brother.

Then came the dénouement.

We accused this Brother of having an apparition,
and we drew from him the extraordinary statement
that closes the sixth chapter: “This message was
saved until now, placed before me, and taken by you
to be made known to the world.”

After that, everything went contrary to expecta-
tion. When we expected approval from the confessor
most likely to believe, we had to burn every scrap of
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evidence. (Now, however, is an acceptable time to
admit that Father John kept the copy that had been
sent to him, and later returned it.) Then came
separation; the world was literally placed between
the one who said “My duty is to pray,” and between
the one of whom he said: “It is for you to write and
to do the work.”

Unexpectedly, almost inexplicably, the latter re-
turned from the Carmelite Order to the world . ..
having been in the Order just long enough to re-
ceive the message and to study it.

From that time forward, the things that happened
to me, as I wandered from one door to another seek-
ing a door that would lead to a fulfillment of my
“trust,” were forcing out the cry: “Is there a right
door?”

I was so convinced that there was a right door
that I refused to publish a book after working on it
for weeks on end and began, as the reader remem-
bers, an almost nomadic existence, with absolutely
no assurance of victory and . . . at first . . . no one,
including those closest and dearest, to believe with
me.

Then things began to happen. The sister of Saint
Therese, whom the Saint had called “My little
Mother,” placed the realization of the work in the
hands of her sainted sister. Monsignor Sheen wrote
the preface to the book Mary in Her Scapular
Promise. Opposition to the founding of the Scapular
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Press crumbled with the wonderful origin ot a sym-
bol, appearing where lines had been scribbled. Lec-
tures “caught on.” And finally a real apostolate was
launched, with the Carmelite Fathers establishing a
National Shrine, a foundation of Masses for mem-
bers of the Apostolate, and so on.

These, then, are the facts.

But later,, when the magaZine which I had begun
on a mimeograph machine was running into 143,000
copies per issue and it seemed that success was assured
. . . there came another cycle of darkness . . . and then
the most amazing fulfillment of Brother's dream; The
Blue Army.
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Four Pillars

WiTH THE Scapular, Our Lady has lowered a
bridge to our hearts across the chasm of the world.
“Whosoever dies clothed in this,” She proclaims,
“shall not suffer eternal fire.”

To the casual observer, this bridge seems flimsy.
But to the careful observer, this bridge is seen to
stand on four inflexible pillars . . . the pillars of
homage, confidence, love and alliance.

For centuries . . . before the Scapular Bridge was
lowered . . . the Catholic Church believed that any-
one who perseveringly practiced a devotion of hom-
age, of confidence, and of love towards Mary could
not be lost. Those three elements of devotion con-
stitute true devotion, and the Doctors of the Church
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were unanimous in proclaiming that a true devotee
of the Immaculate Virgin (over whom Satan had
never had dominion) could not be lost.

When She gave the Scapular, Our Lady instituted
a sign of alliance, the use of which constitutes a true
devotion to Her . . . a devotion of homage, confi-
dence and love.

Anyone who wears the Scapular has a mutual
contract with Our Lady: She has promised to save;
he pledges, as 2 member of Her Carmelite family
on earth, to wear Her sign. This is a true alhance.

One who wears the Scapular desires to bave Mary
as his Mother; he wears the Scapular because he
wants Mary’s help and protection. And this desire
is love.

One who wears the Scapular wears a sign that
denotes reverence for Mary: and this is homage.

Finally, one who wears the Scapular does so be-

cause he believes in Mary’s promises and power.
And this is confidence.

But is it enough to have a bridge between our-
selves and the Immaculate Heart of Mary? Above
all, is it wise for us to refuse to cross this bridge?

Millions of Catholics wear the Scapular and never
advert to its ascetical value, They remember simply
that it is richly indulgenced and privileged. And
thus they ignore why it is indulgenced and privileged,
and lose its essential value . . . value that is beyond
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human understanding, because it is the value of
MARY.

This “bridge-crossing” is called an apostolate for
two reasons: It leads to self-perfection; and it en-
ables Our Lady to release the torrent of Grace that
is enclosed in Her Immaculate Heart, awaiting our
prayer for its release.

All this is explained fully in Mary in Her Scapular
Promise, particularly in the last chapter. Here we
wish to answer the question: “How shall I practice
this apostolate?”

A. As an apostolate of self-perfection and prayer,
a person may do the following two things:

1} Say the Morning Offering (mentioned earlier
in this book) every day.

2) Frequently during the day (perhaps when
the clock strikes, or when occupation is changed)
remember that by the Scapular you are allied to
Mary, and rededicate yourself and your actions to
Her disposition.,

{It is also urgently recommended, albeit in poor
taste, that the latter chapters of Mary in Her Scapu-
lar Promise be read and re-read, so that the im-
portance and meaning of the above two practices
may be ever more fully realized.)

B. As an apostolate of action, over and above
the two practices already mentioned, one might add
the following:

1) Consider the Promise of Salvation, which Our
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Lady attached to the Scapular, as a weapon for
conquering souls. Your motto will be: “To anyone
whom | cause to wear the Scapular until death, |
assure eternal salvation!”. And with this goal, in-
terest others in wearing the Scapular by dissemi-
nating literature, by talking about the Scapular, by
distributing Scapulars.

2) Preach the Apostolate of Scapular prayer,
mentioned above. It is practically the same as the
Apostleship of Prayer, being little more than a
spreading of the morning offering throughout the
day by a deepening of the alliance achieved by Our
Lady with the Scapular. The strength of this apos-
tolate will depend on the number practicing it.

Let us consider how a Mr. and a Mrs. Jones, and
a Father Reilly and a Sister Maria, and a Lay-
Brother Francis, would go about the fulfillment of
the Scapular Apostolate.
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Practice

Mr. JoNEs does not go to Mass every day; he feels
that attending Mass on Sunday is enough. He goes
to Confession about every other month, because he
never has very much to confess. Besides, he usually
goes to a late Mass and doesn’t get to Communion
unless it’s Holy Name Sunday.

The Scapular Apostolate is designed for just such
a man as Mr. Jones.

“It doesn’t take much energy to offer up the works
of your day while kissing your Scapular in the morn-
ing, does it Mr. Jones?” his conscience may ask him.
“No, I guess not,” he is forced to answer. “And you
are not doing as much as you should do in the way
of prayer, are you, Mr. Jones?” And he is again
forced to answer “No.” And he thereupon decides
that he would like to sanctify the good, and at least
the indifferent actions of his day, through Mary, by
the good intention.

If Mr. Jones is faithful to that little practice of
adverting to his alliance with Mary . . . an alliance
that bears Her promise that he will one day be in
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Heaven, and if he is faithful to the offering of what
he does . . . through Mary . . . for the intentions of
the Sacred Heart, he will see a wonderful transfor-
mation occur within himself. His life will acquire a
new meaning. He will discover greater imperfection
in himself and will want to go to Confession more
often. Above all, Mr. Jones will come to think more
of spiritual values and particularly of the greatest
source of these values: the Holy Eucharist.

At first, Mr. Jones was not at all interested in
getting other people to wear the Scapular . . . and,
least of all, to say the morning offering every day, and
to think of the offering occasionally during the day.
“A man’s religion is his own secret,” Mr. Jones would
say, “and I’'m no preacher.”

But seeing in himself the effect of such a simple
thing as true devotion to Mary actively practiced,
Mr. Jones meets his old friend at the Monday night
poker club and thinks to himself: “Poor Joe! He’s
missing so much in life! He wouldn’t be disturbed
by worries so much if he had his eye a little more on
the next life.” And before he is aware of it, Mr.
Jones is saying out of the quiet corner of his mouth:
“Say, Joe, do you wear the Scapular?* And when
Joe is wearing the Scapular, Mr. Jones will be say-
ing: “Did you ever hear of the Apostleship of
Prayer?”

And thus, while he would bristle if someone “ac-
cused” him of “preaching,” Mr. Jones will have
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persuaded Joe to wear the Scapular and offer the
actions of his day, through Mary, for the best in-
terests of the Sacred Heart.

Mrs. Jones is in a different category. She may
not go to Mass every day, but she does go more often
than every Sunday. She thinks Mr. Jones is a “good
man,” but more than a few times she finds herself
praying that he will “get more religion.”

The Apostolate of the Scapular was made for Mrs.
Jones, too.

Saint Alphonsus tells us of a vision of two ladders,
with Our Lord at the top of one ladder and Our
Lady at the top of the other: Men trying to climb
the ladder to Our Lord were falling back; and those
climbing to Our Lady were going up easily. This,
Saint Alphonsus explained, was the portrayal of a
soul going directly to God without much considera-
tion of Our Lady versus the soul going to Our Lady
that it might come, through Her, to God. The first
type of soul is climbing the wrong ladder. Our Lord
has willed to come down to us through His Mother,
and He wills that we climb up to Him in the same
manner.

Does Mrs. Jones know this?

“By the Scapular, the Mother of God has laid a
bridge to your soul, Mrs. Jones,” her conscience may
say to her, “and don’t you think it would be profit-
able to cross that bridge? Don’t you think it would
be wise to think often of the fact that you are allied
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to God’s Mother? Don’t you think you ought to let
God see more of His Immacuate Mother in your
life?”

And as an honest answer, Mrs. Jones consecrates
the actions of her day into the hands of Mary, kissing
her Scapular fondly as an embrace with her Heaven-
ly Mother as she thus surrenders her entire being,
through Mary, into the all-consuming embrace of
the Sacred Heart.

It is not long before Mrs. Jones realizes actively
the wonder of having Mary for a Mother. And de-
spite herself she is soon telling her neighbors about it.

Father Reilly’s entire life is devoted to religious
works. He says his morning Mass, his Office, his pri-
vate prayers; he hears Confessions and visits the
sick; he explains the faith from the pulpit.

The Scapular Apostolate belongs to Father Reilly
in a special way., |

“Whatever devotion to Mary can do for Mr. and
Mrs. Jones, as people, it can do for me as a man,”
Father Reilly will say to himself. “And it will do
more for me, because I am pledged to a higher per-
fection.”

But it is particularly the Scapular Apostolate of
- action that is Father Reilly’s birthright. People need
the Sacraments more, and if it is devotion to Mary
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that will bring them the grace of this realization,
then it is devotion to Mary that Father Reilly wants
his people to practice . . . and particularly the devo-
tion which guarantees, on the word of God’s Mother,
that those who practice it will not be lost. “Ah,” says
Father Reilly to himself, “if only I knew that every-
body entrusted to me had the Scapular on while
dying . . . I could say to the Master: ‘Not one of
those whom thou didst entrust to me has been lost?
I have the word of Your Mother for it!”

Father Reilly has the advantage of the pulpit. It
may not be Mr. Jones’ right to preach, but it is
Father Reilly’s duty. And Father Reilly will see that
his people learn about the devotion of the Scapular,
and about purifying their actions by consecrating
them to Mary that the satisfactions be dispensed in
the best interests of the Sacred Heart.

What Father Reilly will need most for his task is
knowledge. Almost any book on the Blessed Virgin
will help him, because the alpha and omega of the
Scapular devotion is alliance with the Blessed Virgin,
Perhaps The Glories of Mary, by Saint Alphonsus
Liguori, and True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin, by
Blessed Grignon de Montfort, will be of greatest
value to him. Books specifically on the Scapular
could be obtained from the National Shrine.

Another opening for Father Reilly is the Scapular
Novena. The devotion of praying to Our Lady of
the Scapular on every Wednesday night dates back
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many centuries, and there are indulgences to be
gained by all the faithful attending the service in a
Confraternity church. Father Reilly can send a card
or letter to the National Shrine, in New York, re-
questing personal faculties to enroll in the Scapular
and to commute the conditions of the Sabbatine
Privilege, and also for the erection of the Confra-
ternity in his church, if it was never erected there
before, and from the same source he can obtain any
literature or information he needs.

Now we come to Sister Maria.

Sister Maria teaches school. She sometimes wishes
she had been a man so that she might have become
a priest,

The Scapular Apostolate can bring many blessings,
much satisfaction, and much happiness, to Sister
Maria.

“Whosoever dies clothed in this Scapular,” Our
Lady said, “shall not suffer eternal fire!” And Sister
Maria works with growing children, amenable souls
which can easily be placed beneath that Scapular...
and thus assured, by Mary’s own word, of eternal
salvation!

But the joy of assuring the salvation of souls is
not all that comes to Sister Maria. Being truly
Catholic, Sister feels for the Catholics in other parts
of the world who are suffering, she feels for the souls
in Purgatory, she feels for the suffering endured by
the Church in current persecution. And thus Sister
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Maria finds tremendous solace in knowing that all
she does, as the child and affiliate of the Immaculate
Mother of God, is being sanctified and beautified by
the hands of Our Lady as Qur Lady applies all to
the best interests of the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus.
With what fervor Sister Maria makes her morning
offering! And how often, with equal fervor, recalling
her union with Mary through the Scapular, she re-
news that offering through the day!

Only in Heaven will we know the number of souls
assured of salvation and the world-wide good ac-
complished by simple, quiet Sister Maria, who taught
school.

Of Brother Francis . . . who sweeps corridors and
serves at the table . . . who would suspect a great
apostle . . . an apostle reaching millions of souls? |

Everything that Brother Francis does is done out
of the love of God. He is the servant of the servants
of God. And how pleasing his actions must be to
God as they reach His Heart through the heart of
His Immaculate Mother!

“I am allied to Mary by the Scapular, and con-
secrated to God by my vows,” Brother Francis can
say, “and all that I do shall be Mary’s as so many
weapons in Her hands to lay low the enemies of Her
Divine Son, and to enlighten the most needy souls
with Grace.”

The reader need not be told what wonders the
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Apostolate of Brother Francis will achieve, Saint
Therese of the Child Jesus became Patroness of the
Missions because of just such an apostolate.

* * * # %

Every Catholic will find his counterpart in one of
the persons described here, or in a mixture of them.

The Scapular bridge was built by Our Lady to be
crossed, and to be crossed by all.

The Church sings in the preface of the Mass of
Our Lady of the Scapular: “, .. through the holy
Scapular, She took to Herself special children.”

But all of the redeemed are Our Lady’s children;
She has a mother’s anxiety for the sanctification and
salvation of all. Therefore, what the passage means
is: “. . . by the holy Scapular, Our Lady made it
possible for us to be more especially Her children

. . made it possible for us to be in a special way
morally united to Her, inseparably, unto death.”

The choosing is to be made on our side: Will we,
or will we not, be special children of Mary? Our
Lady offers the Scapular; it is our option to use it or
not to use it.

Naturally the reader is left to his own decision
about most of the things that have been said in this
book. But some of it is just common sense, and the
rest is fact.

We are not living in ordinary times, if indeed any
times can be called ordinary. We are living in
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unusually dangerous times. The persecution which
Catholics in many parts of the world are now called
upon to face is an insidious, poisonous persecution.
It is not the persecution of bludgeon and dagger, but
the persecution of deadly narcotics concealed in ap-
petising dishes.

The only guard against such a deadly persecution
is spiritual strength. And spiritual strength does not
come solely from Sunday Mass and avoidance of
decalogue violations. It comes from inward convic-
tion, and from appreciation and frcquentation of the
Sacraments.

A way of insuring our approach to this strength
is true devotion to Mary.

Our Lady is likened to the neck of the Mystical
Body . . . Christ is the Head and we are the trunk.
All Grace. .. which is the Life of the Body . . . flows
from Christ, through Mary, to us. Where the neck
1s severed . . . as it was severed by the Reformation
. . . the flow of Life splashes away.

A Catholic who lacks true devotion to Mary is not
a good Catholie, regardless of his obedience to the
Commandments and to the laws of the Church. He
is overlooking an essential part of the Divine plan:
The Divine plan not only for our redemption but
for our sanctification. And when the poison of an
ever increasing materialism presses its way into his
soul, the soul withers and dies.

One of the things that would amaze anyone com-
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ing from the seclusion of a studious life into an active
life in the world, would be the number of fallen-
away Catholics. Literally tens of thousands of Catho-
~ lics- stop going to church during each succeeding
decade. The falling away does not come at once,
but gradually.

And is there anyone who can doubt that if these
people had practiced a persevering devotion to the
Blessed Virgin that they would never have lost their
love of spiritual activities? As Saint Alphonsus says,
it has never been known that a devotee of Mary was
lost.

And among devotions to Mary, naturally some are
better than others in drawing us to the Sacraments.
Of such devotions, Blessed Claude de la Colombiére,
S. J., coadjutor to Saint Margaret Mary Alacoque
in makmg known the celebrated revelations of the
Sacred Heart, said: “The Scapular is the most fav-
ored of all.” It was given to us specifically as a sign
of alliance to Mary, and of assured salvation.

Does it not follow that we need the Scapular to-
day, more than ever before?

Yes, it is not the pieces of cloth and string that we
need, any more than we need the paper on which a
contract is written, or any more than we need the
chalice which holds the Precious Blood. It is the
contract itself that we need, and MARY, who comes
to us in that contract.

There is no time for delay, and that is why this
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present book has been written in a manner almost
careless of propriety. Our Lady needs an Army to
fight with Her that She may crush the head of the
infernal serpent, and we must be that Army. We
must clothe ourselves in the Sign of Mary, which
assures victory over Hell, and we must unite in an
offering of all that we are and have and do that She
may apply everything to our own betterment and to
the world-wide interests of the Sacred Heart.

We must make the Scapular Apostolate our way
of life: To Jesus in the Eucharist, through Mary in
the Scapular.

A wonderful path has been laid among skeptics by
the Miraculous Medal. Many thousands of non-
Catholics, from the famous Ratishonne down to one
of the most recent catechists, have found the miracle
of conversion through this simple devotion to QOur
Lady . . . which professes no other strength than
confidence in Her and is even sometimes worn in
merely half-skeptical homage. And Our Lady’s
manifestation of Herself in various parts of the world
during recent years, followed by continual miracles
now well-known even to agnostic scientists, can be
compared to the manifestations of Our Lord during
His public life . . . manifestations which made His
teaching so powerful that it changed the world.

Blessed Grignon remarks that God chose to keep
His Mother hidden during His public life and during
the early life of the Church, even though She was
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so important in His plan as to be Mediatrix between
the world and Himself. But, Blessed Grignon adds,
God wishes to make Her known now, in these latter
times, so that He can come a second time through
Her . . . and this time, more than ever, into our
hearts . . .

Few people realize that this second coming of
Christ has long been under way. It has been under
way since apostolic times, but is merely gaining full
momentum today. How long it will take for the full
climax to be reached would be difficult to say. Any-
oné who has found mystical union with Christ
through moral union with Mary, has already ex-
perienced the ‘“second coming.” And when, one
Marian dogma after another having been pro-
claimed, all Catholics will have made ‘“‘through
Mary” their own ascetical formula, then the second
coming will have reached its climax.

Today, it is doubtful whether any Catholic truly
striving for perfection has not learned that he should
seek it through Mary. Books on the subject have
been very widely circulated. The Holy Father even
attached a plenary indulgence to the reading of a
book on the subject, “T'rue Devotion to the Blessed
Virgin,” by Blessed Grignon de Montfort.

But a very small percentage of Catholics are
striving for perfection, i.e., full union of one’s own
heart to the Sacred Heart. Most Catholics think it
enough to fulfill the Commandments, avoiding mor-
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tal sin; to say the morning offering, but not to live it.

It will be the ultimate object of the Scapular
Apostolate to make all wearers of the Scapular . ..
now about half the total membership of the Churcls
... come to a realization of the fact that the Scapular
morally unites them to Mary and that they should
find, through this moral union with the Immaculate
Heart of Mary, the bliss of union with the Sacred
Heart of Jesus.

“Can anyone fail to see,” exclaimed Saintly Pope
Pius X, “that there is no surer, no more direct way
of uniting all mankind in Christ, than through
Mary?”

It must be the object of the Scapular Apostolate
to see that the Holy Father’s question, at least on the
part of Catholics, is answered not only by voice but
by action. As an aid, they have Our Lady’s own
promise of eternal salvation.

Now I have delivered the message, and it is yours.
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Fatima Climax

THE sTORY of the Scapular’ Apostolate told in these
pages is just beginning. Things that are written
here, and especially in the book Mary in Her Scapu-
lar Promise, will have far more significance with the
passing of each year. The messages of the apparitions
of Our Lady at Girkalnis and then in Germany read
like a chapter from the latter book. And there is
even greater confirmation in the miracle of Fatima.

In 1917 Our Lady appeared to three shepherd
children in Fatima, Portugal, and said: “If my re-
quests are heard Russia will be converted and an
era of peace will be conceded to humanity.”

To prove that Her promise was truly from Heav-
en OQur Lady added that on October 13, 1917 She
would perform a public miracle: “That all the world
may believe.” __

Seventy thousand witnesses gathered that day in
the Cova da Iria of Fatima. As they fell trembling
to their knees the sun danced over their heads in
weird motions . . . finally plunging towards the

ground.
151
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“If my requests are not heard,” the Vision said,
“there will be another, a more terrible war {World
War I was then being fought) beginning in the reign
of Pope Pius XI; whole nations will be wiped out;
errors from atheist Russia will spread through the
whole earth, the good will be persecuted, and the
Holy Father will suffer much.”

The three requests She made in delivering this
ultimatum to the world were:

1) Offering of the sacrifices necessary to fulfill-
ment of daily duty, in reparation and for the conver-
sion of sinners; 2) Recitation of the Rosary with
meditation on the mysteries, using fifteen minutes
on five consecutive first Saturdays of the month in
meditation; 3} Consecration to Her Immaculate
Heart . . . and She stood in the sky, in the last vision,
and held the Brown Scapular down to the World.

In earlier chapters I have said that Mary in Her
Scapular Promise has never seemed to me to be
mine, even though it bears my own name on the title
page. I read from it myself, and learn new things.
I have sat with study-club groups, and studied it
with almost as much a sense of wonder and novelty
as any others in the groups. It is a circumstance
that my name is on the title page . . . and, frankly,
I have taken advantage of that circumstance to
preach the doctrines of Our Blessed Lady with all
my heart. This present book is a part of that oppor-
tunism . . .
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Years, and a World War, have come and gone
since the Lay Brother had his “vision” and since
the Scapular Apostolate was founded. The Scapu-
lar Magazine has become one of the most accepted
religious periodicals of America, increasing steadily
month after month and year after year at the aver-
age rate of more than a thousand new subscribers
with each issue. The half-a-century old church of
Our Lady of the Scapular of Mount Carmel has
emerged from its formerly dismal East-side sur-
roundings and gradually assumes aspects of beauty,
and even the city immediately around it has been
been transformed. Soon people reading these lines,
who may have joined the pilgrims going to that
shrine to pay a visit to the American Madonna of
the Scapular, seeing great new apartment build-
ings to the south and towering structures housing
United Nations to the north, may wonder that they
should ever have been written. The Shrine . .
like the world with it . . . has so rapidly changed,
and tens upon tens of thousands of names now rest
there beneath the High Altar for remembrance in
special Saturday votive Masses . . .

‘Today, there are Scapular headquarters in England
and Spain and France and Australia, and an inter-
national headquarters near the Vatican, in Rome.
The Scapular Magazine is now published not only
in New York but also abroad, and has been blessed
with some of the most startling “religious scoops”
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of the day. The number of leaflets explaining the
Scapular conditions are numbered in the millions.
The “Moming Offering,” which the Brother “re-
ceived” is now in circulation in almost every nation
of the world and many Catholics are signing pledges
to say it every day. The symbol of the Scapular
Press . . . with the words “The World in the Arms
~ of Mary”. . . has been duplicated around the entire
. globe, it has been copied into the floors of churches,
displayed on letterheads, used again and again in
books and magazines and leaflets . . . in almost un-
believable figures.

And there is a climax:

Upon invitation of the Bishop of Leiria-Fatima, I
visited Sister Lucia Maria das Dores, the visionary
of Fatima, on August 12, 1946, During the conver-
sation I asked Her about the final apparition . . .
the one of Our Lady of Mount Carmel.

The seal mentioned in the book, which came to
being at a time when neither I nor any of our asso-
ciates knew about Fatima, has a remarkable resem-
blance to the final apparition of Fatima . . . where
Our Lady promised (for consecration to Her and
the fulfillment of Her other requests) the conversion
of Russia and world peace!

The three requests of Our Lady of Fatima so co-
incide with the three requisites of the Sabbatine
Privilege of the Scapular that by fulfilling the re-
quests of Fattima one may obtain the privilege (as-
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surance of liberation from Purgatory on the First
Saturday after Death). MOREOVER, THE
MORNING OFFERING EMBODIES THE
PRINCIPAL REQUESTS OF FATIMA.

We learned about Fatima the first time from
Archbishop Finbar Ryan, O. P., of Trinidad, B. W.
I., who had just read the early edition of From a
Morning Prayer (to which this and following chap-
ters. have been added). After reading it the Arch-
bishop could hardly believe that the apparitions of
Fatima . . . most amazing revelation of the Chris-
tian era . . . were not even mentioned in it. He was
himself thc author of one of the first books in the
English language on Fatima. So he immediately
wrote to us.

“The book From a Morning Prayer,” he said, “is
indeed dynamite . . . to blast apathy towards Our
Lady from human hearts! But why do you fail to
mention that in Her final appearance at Fatima
Our Blessed Lady stood beside the sun, and held the
Scapular down to the world?”

Could it be that the origin of the Scapular Aposto-
late, and the writing of Mary in Her Scapular
Promise and From a Morning Prayer, took place in-
dependent of Fatima that the apparitions of Fatima
might be a final proof of their message? . . . That,
at least, was their effect on myself.

Fatima, of course, is sufficient proof in itself of
Our Lady’s great desire to see the Scapular . . . the
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most indulgenced and most miraculous sign of con-
secration to Her Immaculate Heart . . . spread to
the shoulders of every Catholic.

Fatima is the most extraordinary revelation of
the Christian era . . . an ultimatum to the world in
its “Darkest days (to use the words of Pope Pius
XI) since the deluge!” And the final apparition,
during which QOur Lord stood at Her side and bless-
ed the world while She held down the Scapular,
must convince all that we must mark and distinguish
ourselves by this sign . . . this seal of being in the
arms of Mary,

All that has happened in these previous chapters

. and especially the fact that the miraculously-
given seal of the American Scapular Apostolate
should be a picture of the last apparition of Fatima
. . . must bear special meaning and special consola-
tion to all who have worked in this Apostolate, be-
cause they will know beyond any doubt that they
have been following the inspiration of Our Blessed
Lady Herself . . . for the speeding of Her Reign and
the salvation of the world.

Not long before the time that I am writing this,
and a good many years after the earlier chapters
of this book were written, the Lay Brother came
back . . . after World War II . .. from the foreign
mission,

His ship landed in New York City, so I was one

of the first to meet him.
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He had not changed physically, but his clothing
was unbelievably poor. He was smiling. Our hand-
shake spanned the years.

One of the first things we did was to get into an
automobile and start for Father John’s monastery
. . . only about seventy miles away, in the mountains
to the west.

When we arrived at the monastery Father John,
with the rest of the fathers and clerics, was in choir.
We slipped into the back of the chapel and listened
to the dignified and rhythmic chant of the Divine Of-
fice being recited with the wonderful respect that
one would expect in that monastery. It was soon
over, and we slipped out to intercept Father John
as he walked out of chapel.

Never shall [ forget the way his sweet face chang-
ed when he saw us. . . how his eyes lighted and his
whole being reacted in a little quick raising of the
arms which even across distance was an embrace.

Sometime during the next hour, with a twinkle
in his eye, the white-haired and venerable Carmel-
ite Novice Master raised his head and said in what
scemed to be a slow and very unpremeditated tone:

“Say, Brother, did you ever hear of a book called

.eh ... From a Morning Prayer?”

I repressed a laugh and was all chuckles inside,
but Brother either missing the facetiousness of the
tone or clse simply considering the matter gravely,
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turned and said seriously but kindly: “Oh yes,”
Father, but I would never read that book.”

Of course both Father John and I knew well that
he would never read it, but if we had hoped that we
might find out how much of its contents the good
Brother had been told, we were disappointed.

I can very well understand Brother’s feelings., I
pray that he may ever be spared offense to his hu-
mility, and feel sorry for anyone who may ever harm
that humility . . . because Our Blessed Lady has
so carefully nutured it in him; Her Divine Son
must be jealous of it. The book was written under
direction and before publication was submitted to a
cross-section of critics such as few books have en-
dured, yet I was myself too ashamed ever to open
and read it from that day it was published until sev-
eral years later when it was deemed advisable to
add these last chapters.

Still, it was gratifying to note that of more than a
hundred reviewers who appraised the book in maga-
zines and newspapers across the nation, only one
had any criticism. And when we asked that one to
specify his criticism (which was a generality) that
we might change the part criticized (which we
would have done), he refused to answer. No one
will know with what bated breath and misgivings
I saw these pages first go to press. Yet now I can
see the wisdom of Our Blessed Lady in obtaining all
that has been done. Everyone who has participated
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in the work has been blessed, and sadness has visited
many who refused to accept Qur Lady’s invitation
to join with Her final apostolate to bring men, in
Her arms of Scapular and Rosary, back to the Sac-
raments.

God spoke clearly in the garden of Eden when He
said to Satan that He placed enmities not only be-
tween Satan and Mary, but also between the seed of
Satan and Her seed. For indeed, as I heard Father
Daniel Lord say, over Her is the world divided, and
since the declarations made at Fatima this division
will necessarily sharpen.
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Her Seed and His

Topay, QUIETLY yet surely, the forces of Mary
which have for so many centuries been scattered in
many different organizations and under many dif-
ferent titles, are marshalling together against the
united forces of Satan.

There are three things which Our Blessed Lady
expects today from all Her devotions and all Her
organizations, and upon those three things hinges
the salvation of the world.

If it be God’s Will, another book will supplement
this one . . . based on my colloquies with Sister Lucia
and reaching through the story of Fatima for its
mystery, for its hope. Our Blessed Mother has been
very good to me in arranging the contacts necessary
for the bock . . . including a private interview with
the Holy Father, and private sessions not only with
Sister Lucia but also with the Bishop of Fatima,
with the Cardinal Primate of Portugal, and even
with Doctor Salazar, the Portuguese premier.

Therefore I will not speak here at any length
about Fatima, and I know that the reader is already

160



HEr SEED anD His 161

well acquainted with the events that took place there
in 1917 and of Our Lady’s great promise: “If my
requests are heard, Russia will be converted, and an
era of peace will be conceded to humanity.”

But I do want to speak here . . . concerning the
forces that work against Qur Blessed Lady and the
Fatima message,

When Doctor Ralph W. Sockman, the “Mon-
signor Sheen” of Protestantism, asked me why Am-
erica had not heard about Fatima before, my answer
surprised, and . . . I think . . . repulsed him. Yet I
think it is the same answer I would give again: “To
my mind it is primarily because not only seventy
thousand human witnesses watched the sun miracle
at Fatima and heard the dire injunction of the vision,
but the Powers of Hell were there, too. They have
marshalled their force over all the earth to prevent
the spread of the Fatima message, and only prayer
and sacrifice on the part of the just will bring these
diabolical machinations to naught and cause the Fa-
tima message to spread in triumph.”

It might have been more circumspect to point out
that Fatima took place during World War I, just
after the United States entered that first great war,
and that the news of the vision was drowned in the
noise of Verdun. I might have pointed out, too,
that Portugal at the time was ruled by anticlericals,
that radio was not developed, that news was com-
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paratively slow, and that the church was at first
very reticent about Fatima.

But what would be the genuine and ultimate ex-
planation?

The Powers of Hell are feverishly at work today
against Mary and Her seed. Pope Pius XI implied
this when he told Father Mateo that our days are
“The darkest since the deluge”.

Pope Pius XII wamed the world, when the year
1946 was turning into the year 1947: “A crisis caus-
ed by anti-religious forces is developing in Europe
and calls for an extraordinary amount of sacrifice,
energy and faith on the part of Christians.” Osser-
vatore Romano, official Vatican newspaper, said
just before Christmas of 1946:

“The struggle between Christ and anti-Christ is
ever more clearly outlined. Feelings of terror pre-
sage an imminent and appalling battle. A fearful
abyss is seen into which Europe is on the verge of
falling.”

Our Lady of Fatima pleads for sacrifices for the
conversion of sinners, by persons strengthened to
that sacrifice through Her Scapular and Rosary. She
makes this plea in order that her power may be un-
leashed against the power of Satan.

Only devotion . . . only union with Her Immacu-
late Heart by the Scapular, and a pouring over of
the mysteries of that Heart in the Rosary, can
strengthen us to that Sacrifice . . . to avoid sin, fre-
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quent the Sacraments. There is real power
working to lead us to sin, to prevent us from fre-
quenting the Sacraments. This power is not only
our fallen nature. It is the power of Hell, now
stronger on the earth than perhaps ever before since
the time of Adam and Eve. (And only conserva-
tism, not personal conviction, persuades me to leave
the word “perhaps” in that statement).

This will be much further elucidated in the book
Flight to Fatima, but I will say here briefly (as I did
at some length in The Scapular Magazine in May,
1946) that I have seen much tangible evidence of
the activity of that power. I saw a project for a
nationwide rededication to the Immaculate Concep-
tion on December 8, 1946 (our American centen-
nial of consecration to the Immaculate), which had
cost months of work and thousands of dollars,
crumble overnight. I have had lectures interrupted
(almost always while 1 was pronouncing the words
“Satan, I shall place enmities between thee and The
Woman . . . ”) by a sudden wind crashing open
windows, by a strange disturbance in the audience,
once even by the sound of shrill, cackling laugh-
ter that was heard in the entire hall and drowned
out my voice.

America has been slow to hear the message of
Fatima . . . because there have not been enough of
us in America to pray and to make sacrifices, placing
our trust in Mary’s Immaculate Heart, offering up
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to Her all the sacrifices of our day that She might
distribute them to the best interests of the Sacred
Heart.

Not long before writing these lines, I was in the
Vatican, kneeling in the room next to the Holy
Father’s study and waiting for His Holiness to enter.
I was alone, and stared at the floor thinking.

He came so quickly and silently across the floor
that I did not see him until his white cassock was al-
most touching my hands. And when I looked up,
and into his face, my mouth fell open with shock.

I had never seen such suffering.

The Holy Father had just come from his study.
He wasn’t smiling. And in those deep pools of sad-
ness that were his eyes, and in those heavy lines that
dragged at the corners of his mouth, I seemed to see
him looking upon those two Catholic-Action priests
of Lithuania who were hanging from crosses in
a public square; looking upon those signs all over
the city of Rome, sporting hammer and sicklie and
crying in great red letters: “Viva Stalin, Viva Com-
munism!”’; looking at bodies in the gutters of Trieste,
at the democratic and Christian death of France,
where only a few days before I had heard from
the lips of a Catholic Action leader in Paris that
France was doomed; looking at the piles of corpses
of priests and sisters in Albania, Poland, and over
an ever rapidly expanding surface of the world
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(400 priests had been shot or otherwise killed dur-
ing the previous ten months in Yugoslavia alone!).

The prophecies of Our Lady of Fatima had all
come true . . . and, sadly enough, they were continu-
ing to come true, especially the prophecies: “Several
nations will be destroyed, the good will be persecut-
ed, the Holy Father will suffer much, errors from
Atheist Russia will spread over the earth . .. ”

I could not help but wonder, as does the Holy
Father who by radio appealed to mankind for ful-
fillment of the requests of Fatima as far back as
1942, how long the Powers of Hell will continue to
darken the vision of many Catholics who, refusing
to be “As little children,” look for remedies other
than the one remedy of flying beneath the mantle
of their Mother . . . where they will be fed by the
Sacraments which most of them seem no longer to
have the strength to receive.

The three requests of Our Lady of Fatima are
intertwined . . . one bearing upon the other. “The
most important,” Sister Lucia told me, *is sacrifice
. . . fulfillment of daily duty . . . and offering these
sacrifices necessary to fulfillment of duty for poor
sinners.”

The secondary requests are Rosary and Scapular

. and perhaps even more specifically the things
which those two devotions demand: Prayerful medi-
tation on the mysteries of the Rosary, and Consecra-
tion to the Immaculate Heart.
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After hearing both Sister Lucia’s and the Bishop’s
explanation of Fatima, I asked the Bishop: “Your
Excellency, why isn’t more said about the impor-
tance of the Scapular?”

“Here in Portugal,” His Excellency replied, “this
devotion is universally considered one of the three
essential devotions of Fatima, and everyone wears
the Scapular,”

A lieutenant, professor of History at the Portu-
guese West Point who was with me in the Bishop’s
chambers, vigorously nodded his head, tapped his
uniformed chest significantly and echoed: “Every-
body in Portugal wears the Brown Scapular.”

Unfortunately this is far from true in the United
States.

IF WE APOSTLES WORK EARNESTLY
ENOUGH, thereby doing “more than our share,”
Russia will be converted and there will be peace
before America has to walk down the same road as
Poland and Yugoslavia, Roumania and Russia, Li-
thuania and parts of Germany. This is what Sister
Lucia said;

“I think that the next thing that will happen will
be that the Holy Father, and all the Bishops, will
make a special consecration of Russia to the Imma-
culate Heart of Mary.”

“And then, Sister,” 1 asked, “will Russia be con-
verted, and will there be peace?”

“Yes,” she answered, “that is what Our Blessed



Her Seep anp His 167

Lady promised.”

“Antl when, Sister,” 1 begged, “when will this
happen?”’

“WHEN A SUFFICIENT NUMBER ARE OF-
FERING THEIR SACRIFICES AND FULFIL-
LING OUR LADY’S REQUESTS,” she answered.

It may be that you, reading these lines, may be or
may obtain the VERY LAST OF THAT SUFFI-
CIENT NUMBER, and we will see a wonder over
Russia greater than the wonder over Fatima in 1917
that caused 70,000 people to fall in the mud and
cry “My God, have mercy on us!” and there will
be peace.

And, oh!. .. in the name of Heaven . .. don’t lay
this book a51de without having made up your mind
to do something—something more than you have
already done.

Take a look at the world and ask yourself: “How
much time do we have?”

The Promise of Our Lady of Fatima is our only
chance. “Only the Blessed Virgin,” She said, “can
save the world.”

What YOU, reading these lines, do today . . .
may make Her promise come true TOMORROW.

And your own reward will be boundless . . .
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO HELP?

For the people of any faith, Fatima shows us a simple,
three point program for the conversion of Russia and
peace.

First, we should start the day with an offering some-
thing like this:

"O My God, I offer Thee every thought, word,
action, pain and suffering of this day, in repara-
tion for my sins and for the sins of the world.
[ desire to gain any favor from Thee that is pos-
sible by obeying Thy law . .. and I offer myselt
and everything [ am or have to Thee that Thy
Kingdom may be established in the world as
it is in Heaven."”

Those who know and love the Blessed Virgin should
make the offering in a slightly different way, giving them-
selves to Christ through Her Immaculate Heart and also
asking the aid of her prayers through the day. (Copies of
a recommended Morning Offering may be obrained free
from Ave Maria Institute, Washington, N. ].).

Second, we should wear some profession of our offer-
ing . . . a cross, or star of David, a scapular, or something
like the ribbon of the Blue Army. As we say our offering,
we may kiss this sign of our pledge. Then, during the
day . . . bur ar-least when we go to bed . . . the sign will
remind us of our consecration.

Third, we should say the Lord’s Prayer a certain number



of times . . . perhaps in a family group before or after
meals; and Catholics should say the Family Rosary. This
is our prayer to God that we may have the inspiration and
strength necessary to live up to our daily offering.

Finally, and most important, when temptations strike
. . . we should remember our offering and, at least by a
flash of thought, renew 2. -

These four things are a formula. If we leave out one
practice or another, the good resolution we are making
now will probably be soon forgotten.

We are human beings . . . composed of body as well as
soul. Unless we make & formal offering with our
lips, and manifest it in some concrete outward practice, and
unless we pray to God for strength, daily spiritual duty will
soon be nothing but three words.

This formula is not 4/l we can do. It is perhaps the
simplest. Itisa daily routine . . . a minimum which we will
explain in a little more detail .

In addition to this, and as a consequence, we must and
we will go to church. If we are Catholics we must and
we will frequent the Sacraments. And once a month, on
the first Saturday of the month, we can take out fifteen
minutes to think of the Life of Our Lozd . . . and to be sorry
for our failures and to renew our purpose.

It is always a help, to, to belong to spititual organ-
1zations.

There are probably enough organizations at hand with-
out necessity of adding to them. The important thing is
that we beiong, and perfect the religious organizations
avatlable to us.

We are not in a position to speak for non-Catholic
organizations. Each of us, without much difficulty, can
apply the Christan tests: “Humility, prayerfulness,
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For the past few years, there has been a growing in-
terest in the idea of integrating the various devotions . . .
striking to their fundamental meanings, showing how
one aids the other all to the one purpose of living with
Christ through Sacramental life.  Marian Federation,
which has been constitutionally founded at the National
Shrine of the Immaculate Conception in Washington, is
one of the most important modern developments in the
field of Marian organization.

This federation (which unites approximately two mil-
lion Marian apostles) was founded in response to the
primary resolutions of the important Marian Congress
which Pope Pius X convened in Rome, in 1903, on the
occasion of the fiftieth anniversary of the definition of the
Immaculate Conception. In that Papal Congress, after
many discussions of the growing materialism and prob-
lems being born with the new century, the Cardinals re-
solved that all over the world we should particularly
promote the Family Rosary, the Scapular, and devotion
to the Hearts of Jesus and Mary, and they then advocated:
“That directors of different Marian organizations . . .
should meet several times a year to confer together on the
needs and progress of the propagation of these devotions.”

Fourteen years after this congress and these resolu-
tions, Our Lady appeared at Fatima. In addition to other
messages and devotions, she asked for the daily
Rosary and she appeared in the final vision as Qur Lady of
the Scapular., In the visions it had been made clear that
devotion to her Immaculate Heart should be established
as a way of bringing the reign of the Sacred Heart of Jesus
to mankind.

Therefore, on December 8th, 1945 . . . twenty-hfth an-



niversary of America’s yet unfinished National Shrine of
the Immaculate Conception . . . the Marian leaders of the
United States met in the shrine, and in the incompleted
building they discussed the incompletion of the entire
Marian effort. Recalling the Congress of Pope Pius X
and the subsequent verification of the recommendations
at Fatima, the most important address at that first meet-
ing was made by Father Terence Seery, Servite from
Chicago, who said: "It is remarkable that in the appari-
tions at Fatima Our Blessed Mother . . . for the first time in
history . . . brought together all Her major devotions in
one mighty series of apparitions. After this series she
wrought a public miracle to confirm her promise to save
the world and to bring it to Christ. Certainly this same
Blessed Mother has brought us together here. She is right
here with us. Since it is She who is to save the world, and
since we (speaking to all the other leaders) are the bearers
of the devotions through which she comes to the world,
we must find a way to unity. She said, herself, at Fatima:
‘Only the Blessed Virgin can save the world.” Therefore I
mazke a motion that we form a permanent committee of
the leaders here assembled for a united furtherance of
the Reign of Jesus through Mary.”

The motion was immediately and unanimously adopted.
And in subsequent meetings a constitution was drawn and
approved . . . and for the firsc time 1n America steps were
taken to meet a request made in Rome almost half a
century before.

If only these things were done sooner, and if only they
would now be pursued with greater selflessness and fervor!
“It 1s almost staggering to think,” Father Daniel Lord,
S. J., said at that first Congress, “of the great” apostolic,
power that we could wield in the United States, and sub-



Pictured above are the Marian leaders as photographed in the iirst
closed sessions of the Congress December 7, 1946. Left to right the? are;

Fathers Terence M. Seery, O.S.M.; William Ferree, S.M.: Vincent Gor-
man (replacing Miss Mary Duffy, Legion of Mary); Edmund Baumeister,
S.M. (head barely visiblej; Francis X, Woods, D.D.; Gerald Dougherty,
O-S.M,; William McClimont, C.M.; Miss Dorothy Willman (standing);
Father Joseph A. Skelly, C.M.; Mr. John Haflert (standing); V. Rev. E.

Kilian Lynch, O, Carm,; Miss E. Gavin (stenographer); Fathers Daniel A.
Lord, S,J,; Dominic Dolan, O.P,

sequently in the world, by uniting our strength in com-
mon objectives promoting . . . together . . . all the devo-
tion which Mary through the centuries has given us. We
have here, in this meeting, an opportunity such as we may
not have again for a generation.”

One might almost say, with a worried look back over
the shoulder upon the mustering land and air groups of

East and West, simply: 'This is an opportunity we may
not have again."”



For these reasons, out of all the various American So-
cieties founded specifically to promote the message of
Fatima, | have a penchant for a movement founded on the
principles of the Marian Federation and known simply as
THE BLUE ARMY. *

The Blue Army was founded in Saint Mary's Parish, in
Plainfield, N. J., by a very apostolic diocesan pastor, Father
Harold Colgan.

At the beginning of the decade, Father Colgan had
been teaching his parishioners that they should practice
all the major devotions to Mary that they might thus ac-
quire a fuller intimacy and fellowship with Our Lord.
Father Colgan held up devotion to the Sacred Heart as
the goal. His sermons were ofren inspired by such books
as Saint Alphonsus’ immortal Glories of Mary, showing
how devotion to Mary was a beginning of fuller spiritual
life ., .softening and disposing the soul to Christ.

When he came to the problem of devotions, Father
Colgan instinctively unified them by showing that one
aided the other .. , just as any parts aid the whole. And as he
saw the spiritual effect of this work right in his own parish,
seeing that it was those who practiced the Marian devotions
who were beginning to come to the Sacraments and to
lead lives of true intimacy with Christ, he was deeply
struck with the importance of the message of Fatima and
he began to take time from his busy parish life (Pastor,
with three curates) to lecture in the metropolitan area of
New Jersey. He began to urge people to wear something
blue as an outward sign that they were saying the Morn-
ing Offering, wearing the Scapular, saying the Rosary,

*Fuil information about The Blue Army may be obtained free of charge
from Ave Marie Institute in Washington, N, J.



making the Five Saturdays, and above all finding Our
Lord in the sanctity of daily duty. "By the blue ribbon,
which is easy for anyone to get and wear, we can know
each other . . . and we can have a constant reminder of
our pledge,” he said. "We will be Mary's blue army of

Christ, against the world's red armies of Satan.”

On May 13, 1950, Father Colgan took the names of
those who had signed the Blue Army pledge to Fatima.
The one million names were copied on microfilm and
Father buried them in the ground of the Cova da lIria
where the apparition had taken place thirty-seven years

before.

Later, arrangements were made to have special Masses
said on the first Saturday of each month there for all
members of the Blue Army anywhere in the world. Shortly
thereafter, even though it was the Holy Year in which
private audiences with the Pope were exceedingly rare,
Father Colgan was received by the Holy Father alone. In
his opening sentence, the Sovereign Pontiff said: "As the
world leader against Communism, | gladly give my bless-
ing to you, to the members of the Blue Army, and to the
staff and readers of SOUL magazine.” (This magazine is

the official of the Blue Army.)

Finally, in the fall of 1950, as a token of appreciation
for the work done here in America, the Bishop of Fatima
had a special statue made, especially blessed, and sent
gratuitously to the national offices of the Blue Army in
W ashington, N. J. The statue is hand-carved and might
be considered even more beautiful than the Pilgrim Virgin,
(See picture on page 39). It was the only such gift the

Bishop has ever made to anyone in America.



Union of Roman and Byzantine styles in Blue Army International Headquarters at
Fatima symbolizes ultimate conversion of Russia and worldwide vinion of faith.

Membership in the Blue Army is increasing so rapidly
that one is reluctant to mention current statistics in some-
thing as timeless as a printed book. During the first two
years, the signed pledges were in excess of one million.
By the end of the second year there were "full-time” na-
tional commanders in England and the United States, with
part-time commanders in many other countries-—even in
places as incommunicable ... in 1950 ... as Red China.
By 1954 it was in 33 nations and Father Colgan esti-
mated enrollment at more than five million. The Bishop
of Fatima became the official International Spiritual
Director and it became (somewhat as a result of the
first edition of this book) the largest, most official Fatima

apostolate in the world.



Those who join the Blue Army make a pledge (which
is, as we have said, a simple pledge to fulfill the requests of
Our Lady of Fitima) and they wear a blue ribbon, or blue
button, s a token of their pledge . . . of their membership
in the Blue Army of Qur Lady of Fitima against the
red army of International Communism. They pledge to
wear this sign of blue until Russia is converted . . . or
at least until the Holy Father and all the Bishops of the
world consecrate Russia to the Immaculate Heart of Mary.

Information about the Blue Army may be obtained
from local headquarters, if such headquarters are estab-
lished in your area, or from the office at Ave Maria

Institute, in Washington, New Jersey.

In addition to organizations like the Blue Army (of
which there are five in the United States alone, plus more
than a dozen allied organizations) there i1s a crying
opportunity for lay apostles.

In the present writer’s opinion, after fifteen active years
in the apostolate, this field is particularly effective and
important in the Fitima message. There was much wis-
dom, with perhaps a touch of something much deeper
than human wisdom, which caused Bishop O'Hara of
Buffalo to exclaim, when almost a quarter of a million
people of Buffalo turned out to welcome the Piigrim Vir-
gin to America on December 8, 1947: “Fatima is some-
thing which must come from the people.”

All over the world . . . from the moment Qur Lady
stood on that little tree in the Cova da Iria and spoke

to three children . . . it has been primarily a lay move-
ment.

In Dayton, one family publishes large advertisements
in all the daily papers on the eve of each First Sarurday,



urging the people to fulfill the requests of Our Lady of
Fatima. Today, hardly a parish in that city does not have

a large representation at the Communion rail . . . and the
recitation of the Rosary . . . each Pirst Saturday of the
month.

In New Orleans, six people began the Fatima work in
1945. Within a year they had six thousand people turn
out for a public lecture, put the rosary on the air every
day, and obtained tens of thousands of pledges.

In Detroit, a group which began in 1943 with just three
women had, by 1950, forty units, with an average of
thircy-five of the forty leaders turning out for monthy
meetings. In 1950 alone they distributed 334,000 pairs
of Scapulars, with free leaflets, in the Detroit area. That
was seventy-five thousand more than they had given away
the previous year. It meant a Scapular and pledge for al-
most every other Catholic in the City of Detroit.

In Los Angeles, a group which originally consisted of
four lay people and which began by putting on a Fitima
lecture for a CYO group, climaxed in 1949 with a May
Day celebration in which sixty thousand, led by the Arch-
bishop, participated in honor of Our Lady of Fitima in
the Hollywood Bowl. Today, through the work which
began with those four lay people, there is hardly anyone
not only in Los Angeles but in the whole lower part of
California who has not heard of Fatima. :

In Seattle, one married couple who read an advance‘
copy of this very book decided they ought to do something,.
They persuaded a bookstore to adveruse the book and fea-
ture it, and then they began a talking campaign. Within
a month, every bookstore in Seattle was carrying it; one
store had to order over a hundred copies within two weeks. |

Although the present writer is only partially acquainted



with the work that is being done in the United States, it
is impossible for him to think of a single principal city
without the name of some very active lay apostle springing
to mind. The number of these apostles grows in quality
and quantity each day. :

In southwest Louisiana, there is a man who, despite
the time required to operate a 3,000 acre cattle-and-rice
plantation, spends more than half of all his time engi-
neering a Fatima drive throughout his entire part of the
state. He had been named Diocesan Blue Army Com-
mander in his area, after obtaining (through his efforts,
and with the aid of a diocesan religious director appointed
by the Bishop) upwards of one hundred thousand pledges!

An invalid in San Jose, California, wanted very much
to see the Pilgrim Virgin when it passed through her part
of America. She could not leave her house. She thought
how wonderful it would be if copies of the Pilgrim Vir-
gin . . . even little ones . . . could visit private homes even
as the official Pilgrim Virgin was visiting the churches -
and cathedrals. "

She talked the idea over with some friends. One neigh-
bor volunteered to ger a statue; another offered to make
a portable shrine. Thus was born the idea of the “Home
Pilgrim Virgin,” which has now swept through all Ameri-
ca, with hundreds upon hundreds of statues being circu-
lated from house to house, day after day, in towns and
cities throughout the nation. Today not only are there
approximately two thousand Pilgrim Virgin statues cir-
culating throughout the United States, but hundreds more
in other nations, and the numbers increasing . . . with
people gathering in each other’s homes to say the Rosary
. . . all over the world.



In Detroit, an Italian immigrant who visited little with
her neighbors because she was conscious of her imper-
fections in the use of the strange language of her adopted
America, got up the courage to begin the " Block Rosary.”
She suggested that the Rosary be said in a different house
on the block each night, from house to house. The idea
caught on like the “"Home Pilgrim.” Big national maga-
zines and newspapers featured the story and the Block
Rosary became, almost overnight, a national Catholic in-
stitution. It has changed local social atmosphere, increased
the feeling for family prayer, and brought the Rosary into
thousands of homes.

We are reluctant to go into detail about any one apostle
because the pages of this entire book would not be ade-
quate to name and recount the activities of all. But we
think it noteworthy that many of the people who have
done these things (and are doing them now) have been
as “little” in their way (physically handicapped, financially
impoverished, or otherwise limited) as the three little
children of Fitima. Some of those who have accomplished
most . . . with their achievements in the tens of thousands
of pledges . . . bear out forcibly the words of Saint Paul:
“The weak things of the world doth God choose. . .

‘We might have cited any one of many similar apostles
known to us. Almost every city has one or more of them.

To every apostle there is always the financial problem.
There would be many Christian apostles . . . if there were
more Christians who could bring themselves to spend their

lives freely. That's why movements like the Blue Army
and the Christophers are so important. “Full time” apos-
tles are usually bachelors, or women who squeeze time
out of family life or breadwinning. But there are excep-
. tions like the famous Doctor Donovan of Springfield, Ili,,



(founder of Te Deum International) whose groups have
extended to half the country and for which . . . despite his
large family and busy medical practice . . . he seems always
to have time. |

It is our personal experience in working in different
apostolates that money, while being the drawback and often
a major consideration in apostleship on any sizeable scale,
is altogether secondary.

When the Communists held their 1949 “Peace Con-
gress” in the ultra-expensive Waldorf Astoria grand ball-
room, in New York, the non-Communists held their
counter-rally in a hall which cost $45.00 to rent; that was
all they had. But their congress pointed out the Moscow-
control of the Communist congress and helped tremend-
ously to defear the Communist plan of belittling America
and publicizing Russia as the Peacemaker. The “Forty-
five dollar” Congress got so much publicity that it com-
pletely undid the Fifty-thousand dollar Communist effort
to get its propaganda into American papers.

The strength of the Christian apostle rests specifically in
sacrifice. He may need money . . . and should accept what
he receives to get the radio time, the newspaper space,
leaflets to distribute, travels and works he must undertake.
But in telling His apostles how to conduct themselves in
this matter, Qur Lord said:

“Therefore I say to you, be not solicitous for your life
wondering what you shall eat, or for your body wondering
what clothes you shall have, The life is more than the
meat and the body more than the raiment, Consider the
ravens. They do not sow, nor do they reap, nor do they
have storehouse or barn. Yet God feeds them. And are
you not much more valuable than they? . . . Consider the



lilies, growing. They do not labor or spin. Yet not even
Solomon in all his glory was arrayed as one of them. So
if God clothes the grass in this manner, which is in the
field today and cast into the oven tomorrow, how much
more will He not care for you, O ye of little faith!?”

Then Our Lord repeated again that we should not be
solicitous for what we must have to eat and drink, and at
the same time He said that we must not be haughty or
made proud by what He will give us: “For all these things
do the nations of the world seek, but your Father knows
that you have need of these things. Seek ye first the king-
dom of God and His Justice and all these things shall be
added unto you. Fear not, little flock, for it hath pleased
your Father to give you a kingdom.”

We should act with confidence, without fear of the
pitfalls which the Infernal Enemy of souls would set for
us, and with the conviction that the conversion of Russia
might depend on our sole effort.

In concluding this matter, which we have treated so
briefly and inadequately, it seems to us that «// organiza-
ttons which are dedicated to the furtherance of the Reign
of Christ through Mary should receive as much support
as we can give them, and we should be conscious of the
unity among devotions as manifested in the Marian Feder-
ation and its constitution.

We are getting ready for the new age of Mary in which

.. with the conversion of Russia . . . a new world will be
born.



The most powerful Fatima force in the world today, with
millions of members from almost every nation outside the
[ron Curtain, is the Blue Army of Our Lady of Fatima,
Above, before a poster which repeats words of Pope Pius
XIl to Fatima apostles, laymen speck at Blue Army Con-
gress In July, 1953. At lower left, Father Colgan...foun-
der of the Blue Army, places box of microfilm with al-
most half a million names in ground beneath tree in the
Cova do Iria at Fatima. New names are added constantly.
At lower right is actual photo of the Pilgrim Virgin in
Moscow, Through window behind statue, Kremlin towers
are visible. Much of story behind it is still unknown, but
Blue Army was largely responsible.



Explanation of This Issue

FROM A MORNING PRAYER, written in 1941, be-
came a “best seller” in it's field. The first edition was
sold out in a few months.

Because of the highiy personal character of the
book, the author was not pleased to see it spread
to such a wide audience. He had thought it would be
limited to those interested in the then newly-formed
Scapular Apostolate, with which he was associated
in New York. He therefore refused, for almost five
years, to have the book reprinted. But demand was
so great that a new edition was released in 1947,
Soor: the 1947 edition was exhausted, and again
the author refused to have it reprinted.

This time it was “out of print” for more than ten
years. Several hundred would-be buyers, when told
the book was out of print, refused a refund and said
they would wait until it was available again.
Finally, in 1961, twenty years after the book was
first written, the 1947 edition was reproduced by
photo-offset. Since the apostotate of which the book
speaks came to its highest peak during the years
since 1947, a few pictures and an epilogue have
been added. The latter, from Haffert's more recent
book Russia Will be Converted (Published by AMI,
262 pages) will bring the reader “up to date”. Haf-
fert is now editor of SOUL Magazine (published by
AMI, Washington, New Jersey) and International
Lay Delegate of the Blue Army of Our Lady of Fa-
tima. He also produces the Blue Army Television
series and has written five other books, latest of
which is Meet the Witnesses.



Conclusion

SEVERAL MoNTHS before the apparition of the Bless-
ed Virgin in the Cova da Iria of Fatima, an angel
appeared to the three children in a cave nearby. In
his hands the angel held a chalice, surmounted by a
Host, from which drops of blood flowed into the
chalice. The children were dazzled by the great
light surrounding the angel and emanating from the
Host and lip of the chalice, and they fell to their
knees.

Leaving the Chalice suspended in the air, the
angel knelt beside the children and asked them to
recite with him three times: “MOST HOLY
TRINITY, FATHER, SON, AND HOLY
GHOST, I ADORE YOU PROFOUNDLY! I
OFFER YOU THE MOST PRECIOUS BODY
AND BLOOD, SOUL AND DIVINITY OF OUR
LORD JESUS CHRIST, PRESENT IN ALL THE
TABERNACLES OF THE WORLD, IN REPA-
RATION FOR ALL THE OUTRAGES COM-
- MITTED AGAINST IT; AND, BY THE INFIN-
ITE MERITS OF HIS SACRED HEART,

18§



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

THROUGH THE INTERCESSION OF THE
IMMACULATE HEART OF MARY, I PRAY
FOR THE CONVERSION OF POOR SIN-
NERS!?

Then the angel arose, took the Chalice and Host,
and gave the children Communion, saying: “Re-
ceive the Body and Blood of Jesus Christ, horribly
outraged by ungrateful men. Make reparation for
their sins and console your God.” And afterwards
he knelt again, and again, three times, he recited
the same prayer as before.

This prayer which the angel taught the children
is almost identical to the Morning Offering of the
Apostleship of Prayer, and even more particularly
with the little additions made in our book “From a
Morning Prayer.”

About nine months after the apparition of the
angel, when the Blessed Mother of God appeared to
the three children in the Cova da Iria, they were
prepared for the great message She made to the
world through them. And is it surprising that this
message 1s hardly more than an appeal to make that
offering of the angel extend through the day? Truly
can we say that it was Our Lady, at Fatima, who
appealed for an apostolate from a Morning Prayer.

Throughout the apparitions of Fatima, Our Lady
asked principally that sacrifices (especially those
necessary to fulfillment of duty) be offered to Her



CONGLUSION

in reparation . . . that She might use the power of
those sacrifices for the salvation of the world.

This Morning Offering, then, is a power. It is a
power great enough to bring about the conversion of
Russia.

It is a power great enough to lead the world from
war to an “era of peace.”

It is a power that will halt “persecution of the
good,” where every other power on earth fails.

This morning power of prayer can be extended
through the day literally by wishing . . . by adverting
during the day, as we have said so often, to the fact
that we belong to the Immaculate Heart of Mary
by the Scapular and that we offer every thought,
word, action, pain and suffering into Her hands to be
distributed to the best interests of the Sacred Heart.

This is an apostolate without words because it is
an apostolate of simple offering and sacrifice. All
the necessary things of the day become a part of this
“power”.

Power properly used always brings its rewards,
but since there is no power greater than this formula
prescribed at Fatima, so perhaps are there no re-
wards under Heaven greater than those which are
its sanctions,

First, there is the reward of Our Lady’s victory
over Satan, of our victory over him and his seed.
Those who exercise this power inevitably frequent
the Sacraments.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Second, there are the personal assurances of salva-
tion, and of speedy liberation from Purgatory.

Finally, there is the material, “here and now” re-
ward of world peace.

It is only the Precious Blood of Christ which truly
washes away the sins of men, and hence in making
our daily offering, through Mary, we place our sacri-
fices in Her Immaculate Heart . . . from whence Al-
mighty God drew the fount of Precious Blood which
brought salvation to the world. We follow His ex-
ample. Her heart was the first Chalice, and now She
has come to hold out that Chalice that we may place
our daily actions there with the Precious Blood as
She . . . The High Priestess of the Atomic Age . ..
lifts it through the clouds and cries for Mercy.

We could make this offering of our daily actions
without using the Rosary and Scapular which She
holds out to us from the sky of Fatima, but it is not
probable that we would do it successfully. This
Scapular and Rosary, which Saint Dominic (accord-
ing to Ventimiglia) predicted would “One day save
the world”, are the symbols which join our hands to
the hands by which She holds that Chalice! And
they are the aids which She has provided for best
placing ourselves and our lives inside that Chalice,
to be offered with the Precious Blood of Christ for
the salvation of the world.

Never before have the words with which Almighty
God threatened the Serpent in the Garden of Eden
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been more important, since the time of Redemption,
than they are today: “Satan, I shall place enmities
between thee and The Woman . . . thy seed and Her
seed; thou shalt lie in wait for Her heel and She
shall crush thy head.”

Today Mary’s seed . . . Her “chosen children”
(filios dilectionis) are marked by Her Sign, and
they join with Her in the fifteen mysteries of Re-
demption in bringing about the defeat of Satan.
They rise from the earth with the great power of an
offering . . . the offering of their lives in the same
Immaculate Chalice in which Almighty God first
placed the Precious Blood of His Only Begotten
Son . . . for the salvation of the world.



h

LETTER FROM THE AUTHOR:

I do not re-read this book myself because | behold my place
with shame. From those inclined to envy me the Heavenly asso-
ciations of which 1 have written, | earnestly plead for help. It
is the weaklings whom God chooses for His successes to con-
found the pride of the Prince of this World. The same weaklings
need your prayers, ., lest they lose their oivh way.

My life seemed hardly to have begun when | wrote this book.
Though it was autobiographical, / was not really writing about
my life ... but rather about something that happened to me.

Since the book was written, other things have happened to me:
Interviews with great people, many travels, appearances before
vast audiences, radio and television, the seeing of actual miracles
at Fatima, helping to get the Pilgrim Virgin to Moscow, life
threatened b\ a Communist bomb, held at gun-point outside Jeru-
salem, etc., etc.

But as | look back today | realize that nothing can equal that
experience described in FROM A MORNING PRAYER.

In 1948, | left the Scapular Apostolate in New York almost as
suddenly, and just as completely, as | had ...just ten years ear-
lier...left the Carmelite Order. Only this time the parting was far
more painful. And in anguish | wrote to Brother (the real hero of
FROM A MORNING PRA YER) and told him that apparently my
part of the work was finished.

He wrote back: “ After a time of quiet and rest, your greatest
work lies ahead.”

My physical.and mental condition was such that | could not
even find myself much caring whether he was right or wrong.

But two years later, as the Pilgrim Virgin went to Moscow
(after 1 had written the book RUSSIA WILL BE CONVERTED in
its presenced, | became associated with Father Harold Colgan in
promoting the Blue Army of Our Lady of Fatima throughout the
world. And the successes in promotion of the devotions of the
Rosary and the Scapular, together with the Morning Offering,
were multiplied many, many times. Within three years there were
more than FIVE MILLION PLEDGES, identical to that with which
| began in New York in 1947, AND CENTRES IN THIRTY-
THREE NA TIONS.

Meanwhile the work of the Scapular Apostolate in New York
goes on. But in the BLUE ARMY OF OUR LADY OF FATIMA
the prophecy of the humble laybrother is being fulfilled to a de-

gree which staggers the imagination. — john m haffert
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