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THE OTHER LAW

Address delivered on April 1, 1951

The other day I was visiting
a Rectory, and there on the wall
hung a very gaunt and impres-
sive crucifix—though, to tell the
truth, I was more impressed by
the two lovely paintings of Our
Lady that hung on either side.
The picture on the left portrayed
Mary kneeling in prayer, eyes
modestly cast down, hands de-
voutly folded, while a very court-
ly Archangel was announcing to
her that soon her Cousin Eliza-
beth would give birth to John
the Baptist. Now the other paint-
ing showed the reaction, the re-
sponse. There was Mary hurry-
ing over the rolling green hills
of Galilee, her white robe flut-
tering like a sail on the waves,
as she hurried to help Elizabeth
in her imminent confinement.
Somehow to me, these two pic-
tures flanking the Cross of
Christ like wings on a stage,
seem to catch the spirit of the
whole drama of Christianity. For
—isn’t it true ?—the first picture
shows religion at prayer; the
second, religion in practise. The
service of God in the Temple,
and the service of neighbor in
town!

We need both but we more
easily forget the second. And
when Christianity falters (it
never can fail) the reason will
never shine in the sharp bayon-
ets of persecution. The Church
patiently buries her persecutors,
and makes each tombstone an al-
tarstone over which she sings the
Te Deum of her new deliverance.
Nor will the reason be the false
doctrines of Communism, which
is only the contemporary heresy,
and which eventually will go in-
to the musty files of the finished
business with the Arianism or
Nazism. Arianism — once half
the Christian world was Arian;
how many can even define it
now? No—when Christianity
falters, there is only one reason
—Christians! You know there
are people, and if you hinted
they were half-pagan, they would
broil you with an incredulous
glare; but as a matter of cold,
objective fact, they are only half-
Christian. They practice only
fifty percent of God’s law. Oh, let
the church bells tumble about in
their towers and ring the call to
prayer, the law of the love of
God, and they answer eagerly.
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But let the doorbell ring—some-
body in need or in trouble—(the
law of the love of neighbor) and
somehow they can’t seem to
hear!

Put them in a quiet prayerful
church, especially at sunset when
every stained-glass window
blazes like a flower-garden, and
the soft candle-light mellows the
pale and peaceful statues, and
perhaps a rosary rustles leisure-
ly through their fingers, and they
love it! But this is only half of
religion: religion under the
steeple. The other half is the
harder half: religion out there
among the people. Surely, it is
considerably easier to live pious-
ly and righteously among the
statues and stained-glass win-
dows! Why there is no trouble
at all—no irritations, no compli-
cations, no obligations.

But remember God made the
people. God loves the people. God
died for the people. He didn’t die
for any statue or any stained-
glass window, or for any rosary
even though fashioned from ol-
ive wood and brought all the way
from Jerusalem or Lourdes or
Rome. Why, the sorriest, most
soiled and tattered wreck of hu-
manity that shambles along a
city street is more precious in

the eye of God than the most
glorious statue of the Madonna
executed by the most famous ar-
tist and exhibited in the world’s
greatest museum. Because the
only purpose of the painting is
to lift up the minds and hearts
of human beings to the love of
God, and (for His Sake) the love
of neighbor!

That is why it has always
struck me as a bit strange (may-
be your experience is different)
but I have never seen in any rec-
tory or in any church a picture
or a statue of a certain Scriptur-
al figure who stands very high in
the Litany of practical charity.
Maybe he is not the champion, or
even the challenger, but only a
candidate; still his particular
deed was very dear to the Heart
of Christ. We don’t even know
his name, but History has al-
ways called him the Good Sam-
aritan, and admirers for short
have called him just Good Sam.
Anyway, here he is loping along
on horseback over the sloping
road that dips down from Jeru-
salem toward Jericho; and sud-
denly, there in the bushes beside
the road, he sees a groaning Jew,
beaten up, bleeding, robbed by
bandits, helpless and pitiful . . .
The marvelous thing about the
story is that the Samaritan did
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something; did it right away;
did it himself.

If you don’t think that was
pretty extraordinary, just re-
member that a priest and a le-
vite, who had possibly just come
from the Temple at Jerusalem,
passed by—as coldly as icebergs
in the Labrador current. But the
Samaritan stopped. And notice
too the easy and obvious things
the Good Samaritan didn’t do.
He didn’t wring his hands in
pity and murmur, “Poor fellow!
How I pity you! My heart goes
out to you!” He didn’t stroke
his beard and mutter, “I wonder
who this chap is, and how did it
all happen ?” He didn’t unload a
quantity of that very free and
futile product, good advice, and
say very cheerfully, “Come now,
my man, you must learn to help
yourself. On your feet with you!
You can if you try, you know.”
He didn’t wrinkle his brow and
begin to wonder, “If I were the
one in this mess, would anybody
stop and help me?” He didn’t get
official and formal and shake his
head and say, “This situation is
horrible. Of course when I get to
Jericho I shall report it immedi-
ately to the proper agency.” He
didn’t put his hands on his hips
and get I-told-you-so-ish and say,
“Well, after all, if a chap is go-

ing to travel this road alone and
in the dead of night, what can he
expect? He’s inviting assault
and robbery!”

No—the marvel of the whole
story is that the Good Samaritan
saw a man in trouble. He did
something promptly. He did it
personally. He did it practically.

And furthermore—he did it
for someone who meant nothing
to him at all. There was no hu-
man attraction in the case. He
wasn’t playing the gallant knight
to a beautiful young damsel in
distress. He was a Samaritan be-
fore anybody ever heard of a
“Good Samaritan”; and the man
bleeding in the bushes was a
Jew. Probably the closest modern
parallel to the feeling between
the Jew and the Samaritan in
Palestine, was the feeling of a
few years ago between the
Irishmen of St. Patrick in
the South of Ireland and the Or-
angemen of Ulster in the North.
The Jews despised the Samari-
tans for “selling out” to the Ro-
mans. They looked down on the
Samaritans as half-breeds. They
hated the Samaritans as here-
tics. But the Good Samaritan
never thought of these things.
All he knew was that there in
trouble was his brother in the
great family of humanity, his
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brother because they were both
children of God — so, like a
brother he helped him!

And oh, notice this, because
here is where most charity stops
dead. People will make the high-
est resolves, the noblest promis-
es—to themselves or to others
—and then, then they run flush
against the realization that this
is going to cost them something,
cost them in some way or other,
and they draw back. They didn’t
think the water was going to be
80 cold. But not the Good Samar-
itan! And it cost him, too. It cost
him time and trouble, to begin
with. It interrupted and delayed
his journey. Very possibly it
made him miss an important ap-
pointment. Possibly it meant ex-
planations to his wife who was
waiting with fire in her eye and
thunder on her tongue. It cost
him physical effort. He had to
bandage up the poor fellow as
best he could, heft him up on
the horse, and himself trudge
along on foot all the way to the
inn. It cost him the oil and wine
he poured into the wound. It cost
him money to the innkeeper . . .
And that’s the last we see of
the Good Samaritan as he goes
riding down the road of history,
an obscure, humble figure with-
out benefit of press agent, who

never even turns around in his
saddle to show his face. I wond-
er how many of us will ever
catch up with him, Christians or
Catholics though we be?

Who was it that said God had
divided man into men so that
they might help one another?
Yet you will find people who bub-
ble and gush, for example, about
their love for the Mother of God,
but who never dream of giving
any practical help to some other
poor mother who really needs it.
If there is sickness in that moth-
er’s home, they never think to
drop around to help straighten
out the house or stir up a meal.
They would never get the idea to
manoeuvre in a very tactful and
delicate way to outfit one of the
children for First Communion,
or send one of them away to
summer camp. Children? Listen
to some good church people prate
of their tender and vibrant love
for the Child Jesus, and you
might be impressed; but you
soon find out that He is the only
child they do tolerate and that at
a pious and poetic distance. Ev-
ery other child is apparently just
a brat, brats to be shooed away
from playing in front of their
door; and the youngsters scatter
like a flock of sparrows! That is
all they are, little grey sparrows
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hopping around the city streets.
Still not one of these sparrows
falls, but He knows it and loves
it.

Didn’t Our Blessed Lord say,
“Whatsoever you do to the least
of My brethren, you do to Me?”
There is the difficulty: to recog-
nize God behind the masks of
men. But we have to do it. Be-
cause when He appeals to us for
help, He won’t send a special
Star of Bethlehem pointing its
finger of fire to the spot where
we are to do our bit of good.
Charity done for Christ doesn’t
need fireworks and a full heaven-
ly choir. No, Our Blessed Lord
will always stand in the shadows,
and under the guise of some poor
creature, even as He hid that
Christmas Eve under Mary’s
ample robe. Some one else al-
ways knocks at the door for
Him, as at the Inn at Bethlehem.
If that door had not slammed
and shuddered in His Face, to
this day men would have beaten

a path to it, the most famous
Shrine in the world! As it is, it
is only the sad symbol of Christ
unrecognized, Christ turned
away!

In these matters you cannot go
wrong in following the Saints.
Yet here is something fairly
startling from the life of one of
them. One Holy Thursday Morn-
ing, Blessed Angela of Foligno,
with her girl companion, went to
the Cathedral church. They
heard Holy Mass, received Com-
munion, made their thanksgiv-
ing, and then Blessed Angela
nudged her companion. “Come
on,” she whispered, “it’s all over
here. Now let’s go out and find
Christ among the poor and the
sick and the needy.” Our Blessed
Lord s still out there among
them. So, hands clasped in pray-
er? By all means! But don’t for-
get to unclasp them and reach
them out to any neighbor in
need! The body you help may be
anybody’s, but the soul you save
will be your own! God bless you!



THE TEARS OF CHRIST
Address delivered on April 8, 1951

In our parish we are the chap-
lains to twelve hospitals, and the
other evening as I came out of
one of them, high up upon a hill
that overlooks the city, and be-
fore I began striding down that
steep ski-run of zig-zag streets
that drops down to the rectory,
I stopped to admire the magnifi-
cent view, the brilliance and the
beauty of the city’s lights. There
they were, spread out like a gi-
ant garden of electric flowers,
green and scarlet and gold.
Sometimes they all seemed to
shimmer and flash in the atmos-
phere, and it was as though
someone had laid out before you
a huge tray of multicolored gems
for inspection and selection. Or
- the height of the hill impressed
you, and it was like looking down
on Fairyland from the top seat
in a ferris-wheel.

But then, for some reason, I
glanced up, and my eye caught
the street-lamp I was standing
under, the light I was closest to.
And do you know — it was
streaked and crusty and
smudged with dirt? Yet this was
one of those lights down there,
one of those golden bubbles, one

of those distant jewels, which
were beautiful only because they
were far away. And I don’t doubt
that any one of them, if you
could get close enough, would be
streaked and crusty too. And I
wondered if that is the difference
between man and God. Man sees
other men always at a deceitful
distance; but God sees every man
at close-range, point-blank; not
merely the appearance, but the
reality : just as he is!

And isn’t that the reason that
one afternoon, when Christ stood
upon a lofty hill, and looked
down upon the beautiful city of
Jerusalem, He cried? This des-
pite the fact that before him lay
a glittering spectacle; the
Temple’s golden dome winking
back at the sun as to an older
brother; the marble turrets
standing like frozen fountains;
the gay-tiled roofs glowing here
and there amid the green trees
like Oriental rugs. And yet,
Christ did not catch his breath
and sigh like a man who wanted
to paint all this beauty into a
picture, or enshrine all this love-
liness in the locket of a poem.
Christ just cried. Why? Wasn’t
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it because He was seeing not
merely the city but the citizens;
not just houses but human
hearts; not the scenery but the
sin?

I wonder if Our Blessed Lord
in His white robe stood up there
on the hill and looked down upon
our city or your city or any city,
would tears come to His thought-
ful eyes? As He gazes down on
the distant city, the city draped
with lines of electric fire, the
“city smoky and populous like
Hell,” the city with its faint hu-
man and mechanical hum float-
ing up to him — would He weep
again? Well, you are as good a
judge of that as anyone, so stand
beside Him, you, and look at it
down there, the city and the
lights — the dazzling rainbows
of neon, the shooting sprays of
color — all the flickering vigil-
lights before the shrine of adver-
tising! At Bethlehem the Heav-
ens showed forth the glory of
God, but here these man-made
stars burst forth to the glory of
some gasoline or some ten-cent
cigar. Still, if you keep your dis-
tance from it all, and as at a
museum stand back of the red
velvet rope so you don’t see the
daubs of oil but just the whole
painting, the city does make an
enchanting effect. The skyline
spiked with tall buildings, light-

ed here and there with golden
squares like honeycombs; the
graceful arches of the bridges;
the highways coiling in and out
like loops of silver braid; and
over it all and around it all the
lights, like strings of bright
balloons hung for a festival—
yes, it is all very picturesque and
attractive, as long as you have
eyes only for the technicolor
splendor, and are willing to for-
get the dirt and grime, the trag-
edies, the sins, the souls!

But the deep, searching eyes
of Our Lord would look down and
see nothing but souls. And tears
would glisten in those eyes be-
cause amid all this apparent
beauty, this artificial glamor,
look at what sin is doing to
souls! Down there in the city,
He sees Drunkenness lurching
out of the tavern door with bul-
bous eyes and bleary face and
beery breath, more a cartoon
than a man, and staggering off
to bring a little of the atmos-
phere of hell into some broken-
hearted home. Down there in the
city Christ sees flaming-faced
Anger still staring and glaring
at the door it has just slammed,
while on the other side of the
door a sobbing daughter turns
desperately to the street. Down
in the city, Christ sees wild-
eyed Gambling, tense and sick in
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the stomach, throwing down its
worthless cards or tearing up its
useless tickets, knowing it is
tearing up green dollars that
should have gone for groceries.
Down in the city, Christ sees
Lust with its shifty eye and wan-
dering hands, now whispering
soft flatteries into a silly ear,
as it turns the car out toward the
dark lonely stretches of the
countryside. Down in the city,
Christ sees Unfaithfulness slyly
slipping off its wedding ring,
and hurrying to its rendezvous
of broken vows, but strangely a
ring still shows faintly upon the
finger — a scarlet circle.

Down in the city, the Scholar
is busy writing his big book,
proving there is no God, and us-
ing (or abusing) the brain God
gave him to do it. Down in the
city, the little atheist is stamping
on his soap-box and screaming
that there can be no God, be-
cause God does not see fit to
distinguish him out of a billion
people and strike him dead this
minute, as per instructions.
Down in the city, the scientists
in the white coats are watching
their bubbling test-tubes, study-
ing how to preserve human
blood. And across the city, other
scientists in white coats are
pondering their tables of atomic
radiation, studying how to de-

stroy human blood. In the uni-
versity, the professor is carefully
bringing his class up to date on
the meaning of words: what
used to be pure has now become
puritanical; and what used to be
condemned on the stage as raw
is now commended as realistic.
Meanwhile, newsboys peddling
their papers after school, sing
out in their high young voices
the slimiest scandals of the
city. . . and the cars purr by, and
the crowds hurry along, and the
electric signs blink.

There is good in the city too,
of course. Like the widowed
mother up there in one of those
skyscrapers, on her knees in an
empty office, soaking up the
dirty footprints of people she
has never seen, in order to buy
shoes for the two youngsters she
doesn’t see enough. Or like all
those clean young girls scattered
all over the city like water-lillies
on a scummy pond. Or like all
those unappreciated Dads, with
calloused hands and soft hearts,
who work hard, say little, and
love much.

Oh there is good in the city,
but slow tears are sliding down
the cheeks of Christ because of
all the evil there, the rising,
spreading, overflowing mass of
evil; because the city lies under
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a smoky pall of sin. Does it de-
press you? It depressed Our
Blessed Lord too. That is why
He cried, yes, that is why He
died. Isn’t it about time that we
of the city should look up to
Christ and weep — weep because
in the beginning God made the
world a garden of goodness, and
we have made it a city of sin;
because we have taken the beau-
tiful blooming tree of life, the
life and innocence He gave us,
and turned it into the dead ugly
tree of the cross; yes, because
if He hangs up there on that
cross, the nails that hold Him
were forged in the hot fires of
our passion. Each year in the
springtime, during Holy Week,
the statues are draped in purple,
and we know that Good Friday is
near. Have you ever thought of
those draped statues, huddled,
indistinct, mysterious figures as
the ghosts of your past sins, ris-
ing at that tragic time to haunt
you and remind you of all the
pain your guilty pleasure cost
Him. . . taking you to that other
hill looking down upon the city
of Jerusalem, where it was not
tears He shed but splashing
Blood?

Yes, Our Lord looked down up-
on the city twice. Once, from
Mount Olivet, and He weeps for

it. And once, from Mount Cal-
vary, and He bleeds for it. Shall
we, like Jerusalem, forget both
the tears and the blood? You
too, He says, you whom I have
loved and blessed? Oh, suppose
that on the black-edged day
when they pushed Him out of the
city and prodded Him up the hill
to be crucified, He saw that the
man leading the gory procession,
and gleefully pointing that way
was the man whose blind eyes He
had opened; and over the howl-
ing and hooting of the mob He
heard the jeering voice of the
man whose tongue He had
loosed; and suppose as He lay
flat upon the cross with out-
stretched hands, He looked up
and knew that the arm that
swung the clanging hammer was
the withered arm He had made
straight and strong—that is just
how Our Saviour still feels when
we, His own, sin against Him!
He is Our God who has given us
all we have, made us all we are,
and—well, Judas betrayed Him
only once. Isn’t it time that we
in the city should pause, and
look up-to Him on the cross, and
weep ourselves? Let the cross be
the new rod of Moses to strike
the rock of our hearts, and let
those saving waters, the tears of
the spirit, flow forth for the
evil we have done but, by His
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tears and His Blood, we will not
do again, so that our soul at
least (and we are responsible for
no more) will not be a grimy
city of sin, but a garden of
beauty like the garden through

which God walked in the morn-
ing of the world, and the garden
through which His Son walked
and met the pentient Magdalen
on the morning of the Resurrec-
tion! God bless you!



BREATHLESS INTO HEAVEN

Address (ielivered

Today let us consider the case
of Mike Machine Gun, gambler,
gangster and Catholic. The name
of course is pure fiction, but the
circumstances are solid fact.
And it happens often enough in
every American city to make
most Catholics want to cross to
the other side of the street in
order to avoid being hooked and
thrown by the question marks
of their non-Catholic friends.

Strangely enough the major
trouble begins when Mike Ma-
chine Gun comes to his end. Not
that he didn’t cause trouble
enough in his day — and his
night. Behind him lies a rolling
road of drunken parties, a twist-
ed trail of broken hearts and
empty bottles, the sad wreckage
of other men’s homes and busi-
ness and lives. But comes the day
when Mike Machine Gun sudden-
ly crumples over the wheel of his
cream-colored convertible, mow-
ed down by the bullets of a rival
mob. However, thanks to a natty
steel vest he has been thought-
fully wearing, he is not killed
outright. But Mike is dying. He
knows he is dying. And Mike re-
members he is a Catholic. Maybe

on April 15, 1951

the last time he was inside a
Catholic Church he was in the
Seventh Grade, but he feels he is
a Catholic. He always said he
was a Catholic. He had always
planned that he would die as a
Catholic; though, to tell the
truth, he had not planned on do-
ing it so soon. Anyway, he in his
agony groans for a priest. So in
the white hospital room, as the
black-clad priest with the purple
stole round his neck bends over
the bed, Mike Machine Gun
hoarsely whispers his confession,
his brutal story of shattered
commandments and stained lives
—the autobiography of a minor
Beelzebub. Then the priest sol-
emnly pronounces the absolution.
With cool, moist thumb he an-
oints the eyes and ears and lips;
administers the last rites. And
Mike Machine Gun, in the mid-
dle of a panting, half-remember-
ed prayer, goes into a shudder-
ing convulsion, and then lies
very still.

That evening the newspapers
flare it — and the newscasts
blare it — the story of this man
about town who has sufidenly
left town for good. Mike Machine
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Gun, gambler and gangster, died
at Mercy Hospital early this af-
ternoon. He received the last
rites of the Catholic Church. He
will be buried with a Requiem
Mass from St. Mary’s Church on
Tuesday at ten.

People read this, and their
eyebrows go up like awnings.
Heads shake, and tongues cluck,
and there are deep sighs of
scandal. Not only non-Catholics,
mind you; Catholics too. Why,
the whole affair cheapens the
church! — implying that a case
like this hurts the Church’s soc-
ial prestige, or pulls down its
batting average. It reduces all
standards to elastic! — meaning,
if you have enough pull the rules
will stretch. It turns the hard,
persevering virtue of earnest
Christians into a farce. Because
if this swaggering rake can lead
a life like that, bowling down the
ten commandments like ten-pins;
walking arm in arm with the
very devil all his days, till Death
like a conductor shouts, “All
aboard!” and then just hops on
the train for Heaven as it is
actually rolling out of the sta-
tion — then what is the sense
and where is the percentage in
trying and striving to be good all
your life? Why not choose what
you fancy from every bright
counter of sin, and then just

when the bill is about to come
in, when the end is near — hum-
bly and shyly declare bankrupt-
¢y, that is, go to confession; and
presto, everything is cleared
away and straightened out and
the slate is absolutely empty.
You’ve had your fun; and now,
after all this, Heaven too! If
Mike Machine Gun can get away
with it, why can’t other people?

That is just what I'd like you
to remember. Other people do.
I don’t say they actually “get
away with it.” I don’t admit
that Mike Machine Gun “gets
away with it.” But at least not-
ice that the case of Mike Mach-
ine Gun is no unique, towering
exception in the pattern or the
policy of the Church. The only
thing exceptional about his case
is the publicity. Why, in every
hospital in the land, in almost
every week of the year, the very
same procedure is being followed
with sinners whose names don’t
happen to be up in neon lights.
Other men and other women,
who have eaten every forbidden
fruit in the devil’s orchard, who
have never said “no” to an im-
pulse for forty years, who have
lived and laughed and sinned un-
der the bright lights of pleas-
ure . . . but now when the dark-
ness of death suddenly falls
around them, and the noiseless
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gate of eternity slowly swings
open before them, and fear
clutches at their heart, they turn
to God too. Maybe it is just ter-
ror of the unknown ahead of
them, maybe it is really disillus-
ionment and dissatisfaction with
the past behind them, maybe it
is a sudden awakening and sor-
row for sin. Anyway they send
for a priest, and he comes. He
hurries to the death-bed of life-
long sinners every day of the
week, but they are obscure
people, and so nobody pays any
attention because. nobody cares.
But because Mike Machine Gun
has lived his life under the tele-
vision lights of prominence and
notoriety, when he dies this way
everybody notices and everybody
wonders. They know the hero
so they ask, “What’s the story?”
There is no story. The Catholic
Church has not done a quick
shuffle with her doctrine just to
favor a prominent gangster. The
only thing different in Mike
Machine Gun’s case is the size
of the electric bulb. He just hap-
pened to die under a spotlight,
that’s all . . . the white glare of
publicity picked him up receiv-
ing the Sacraments, but any oth-
er Catholic properly disposed
would have received the same
Sacraments!

Put it another way. Is there

any man who dare say when
another man may not return to
God or from this point on, it is
too late, and you must stay on
the dead-end street of despair?
That was the thought of Judas,
not of Jesus. With Him, as long
as there is life, there is hope.
The sinner may be dyed-in-the-
wool, but as long as he is not
dead, he is a prospect for Para-
dise. And why should anyone be
scandalized that there are great
sinners in the church, when if
there were not, Christ would
stand branded as a liar! Didn’t
He compare His church to a net
containing all kinds of fish, both
good and bad; to a field where
the wheat and the weeds would
grow up side by side? And, by
the way, didn’t He Himself take
the outstretched hand of a dying
criminal, and draw him up to
Heaven? We call him the Good
Thief, but we forget that up un-
til a few minutes before he died,
he wag a felon and a public en-
emy, dying the death of a mur-
derer. His life was finished. Like
a letter, it was written, folded,
inserted in the envelope, about
to be sealed. But now when it
comes to sending it off, at the
last moment he writes for the
address not Hell but Heaven. He
had sinned; he was sorry; and at
his side the Savior whispers,
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“This very day thou shalt be
with me in Paradise!”

Granted that this Good Thief’s
faith may have been somewhat
exceptional, and his sorrow
somewhat extraordinary, does it
not still prove that with God all
things are possible? If not, then
when a headstrong boy leaves
home, takes the trail of the prod-
igal son, hugs to his heart the
husks of sin—if in spite of all
this, he cannot somehow be saved
in the end, then let all you good
mothers who pray each night for
your straying boy, get up off
your knees, and give up your
praying! That perhaps shocks
you. But aren’t you forgetting
that Mike Machine Gun’s mother
may have worn out her knees
and cried out her eyes, praying
that he would come back to God?
Will you deny to her boy what
you would want for your own?

So let’s not be harsh and judge
the death-bed repentance of Mike
Machine Gun. But even more,
let’s not be foolish and imitate
it. Suppose he did have a Fun-
eral Mass, and a glittering fun-
eral, with a bronze casket now
instead of a steel vest, and cele-
brities for pall-bearers, and the
longest line of limousines wind-
ing out to the cemetery. People
have left before, are leaving ev-

ery day with great pomp—for
hell. About him specifically, we
do not know, and until Judgment
Day never shall.

All you can say about any
death-bed repentance is that it
is possible. A theologian or a
philosopher would defend that to
the last ditch; but only a fool
would want to risk it for him-
self. Because normally, doesn’t a
death-bed repentance seem like
eating the apple of life and then
generously flinging God the
core? Flipping at the feet of God
a cigarette stub, after the years
you should have given Him have
gone up in smoke? On his death-
bed, is the sinnher really aban-
doning sin, or is the ability to
sin abandoning him? “I detest
all my sins” — oh what a mir-
acle of grace he needs to detest
what all his life he has loved!
“I firmly resolve to sin no more”
—but if at that moment the
nurse came in with ten more
years of life on a tray, would he
go back to sin for another nine
and 99/100 years? God knows
and God judges.

And suppose the man grown
grey in sin does have true sor-
row in the end. But suppose too
that in that same hospital, at
that moment, in the very room
next to him, there dies a holy
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nun, grown old in the service of
God, a life of sacrifice and ser-
vice behind her — do you think
that both souls shall go streaking
off together to the same joys of
Heaven? I'm afraid that Mike
Machine Gun’s train would have
a rather long stop-over on a
very uncomfortable side-track
called Purgatory.

However, let’s be charitable,
and not judge death-bed conver-
sions. But above all let’s be wise

and not bank on one. It isn’t easy
when you are old and your mus-
cles are stiff to do a somersault

‘or a backflip — especially from

sin to virtue. And if we could,
how do we knew we shall have-
the chance. The God who always
promises forgiveness, never pro-
mises even tomorrow to ask for
it. And people who figure on
coming back to God at the elev-
enth hour, generally die at half-
past ten. God bless you!



THE WINTER OF LIFE

Address delivered

Modern Paganism attacks life
at both ends. It is difficult to be
born because of Birth Control,
and easier to die because of Eu-
thanasia. And when Paganism
thus slams the front door
against the Child timidly trying
to enter the world, and pushes
the old man, before his time,
out the back door, the rooting
section of Paganism lifts its old
cheer, “Survival of the Strong!”
On the other hand, Christianity
has always quietly consecrated
itself to the help and protection
of the weak, whether they be in
their first or second childhood.
To that end it has its orphan
asylums for the young and its
homes for the aged — but some
social workers tell us that today,
when it comes to taking care of
their own old father or mother,
many young people, otherwise
almost pious, have callouses on
their hearts.

Well, it’s true we of 1951 dwell
in a distant valley of time, but
there still comes rumbling down
from Mount Sinai the thunder
of the Fourth Commandment:
“Honor thy father and thy moth-
er!” Unfortunately we learned
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about that in grade school. And
even though at times we grum-
bled and balked, we still could
see it was reasonable. To obey,
well that was 0.K., lgut when the
lesson droned on that we were
supposed to support our parents
in their old age, to provide them
with food and clothing and shel-
ter and medicine and spiritual
assistance — why that went over
our heads like the air mail. We
were wondering what Mom
would have ready for lunch. Our
busy and bustling mother didn’t
seem to need any help. Not then.
Maybe she does need it now. And
the obligation to support our
parents which we took so lightly
when we were nine, still binds
heavily whether we are twenty-
nine or thirty-nine.

After all, they provided for
you for many years when you
could not provide for yourself.
Why shouldn’t you do as much
for them now? Maybe they are
a care. . . and tie you down?
Don’t you think you were a care,
and tied them down, when you
were young? Perhaps they are
cranky or crochety now and
then; so were you, unless as a
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child you were the angelic ex-
ception. Maybe they upset your
routine a little; you used to up-
set their whole house. And do
you know, their whole life faced
toward you, toward welcoming
you into the world and making
you comfortable when you came?
Don’t you think you could do a
little toward making their life
comfortable as they get ready to
leave?

I don’t imagine it is easy to be
old. I remember once hearing a
young girl pouting and whining
because she thought her home
supervision was too strict. It
wasn’t, actually. But the girl
flared up and said, “The trouble
with you, Mother, is you don’t
want me to have a good time!”
“Good time!” said the mother.
« it down, Citronella. You talk
about me keeping you from good
times. Did you ever think about
the good times you keep me
from? You know, it would be a
whole lot easier to forget all
about you. Some day you are go-
ing to learn that being a mother
is a whole lot harder than being
a daughter. It’s work, and it’s
worry.”

And sometimes I wonder if be-
ing a grandmother may not be
even harder than being a moth-
er. Oh not from the score of

work or worry, but indifference,
neglect, suffering. After all, to
be a grown woman, and an older
woman, in a younger woman’s
house — say, your daughter-in-
law, and to be definitely second-
ary and always in the back-
ground — don’t you think that
hurts? To feel as you grow old-
er more like a boarder and less
like a relative; to be a mother-
in-law but not ¢n love—oh, if
there is one word I would gladly
rip out of the dictionary, it is
that word, mother-in-law! Does-
n’t it seem to imply and to insin-
uate an unwelcome meddling
stranger? Well, on second
thought, maybe too many of
them do meddle. Maybe at the
marriage ceremony, we should
have something like the solemn
cutting of an apron string, to
symbolize that henceforth just as
man and wife are joined, mother
and son must part — in the
sense: that henceforth the best
mother in the world has to be a
distinct second in the life of her
married son. The girl he chose
was not good enough for him,
of course — what girl would be?
But, once he has “thrown him-
self away,” and has given his
hand and heart to the girl of his
choice, a real mother never inter-
feres.

Some mothers are so deter-
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mined not to interfere that they
deliberately live alone. Some pre-
fer it because, though they rear-
ed a noisy brood of their own,
now when they are no longer
cushioned by youth, they wince
at the shrill voices and stamping
feet of the grandchildren. There
are many old mothers like this,
living in little rooms, all alone.
Well in this situation, do you
think it is enough if a son or
daughter mail them a few dol-
lars every month? Surely they
deserve more than mere support.
They are not old police horses
turned out to pasture. They are
mothers. They are hungry for
other things than food — hun-
gry for a little affection, a little
visit, a little remembrance, a
little love. And mark you, all
this is not sentimental charity.
This is our solemn, bounden
duty. It is the adult part of the
Fourth Commandment!

I don’t think I have to add that
it holds for fathers too. Yet per-
sonally I have come across a case
where they forced an old Dad to
take his meals in the cellar. In
that house they treated the dog
better than the Dad. Oh it must
be the very worst feeling in the
world to realize that somebody
you live with thinks you are a
burden, and will be relieved and
happy when you do the decent

thing and die. I think that God
will see to it that we are treated
when we are old, pretty much
as we treated others. And it’s
not too long away. Every old
person we see is the first rough
proofs of our own picture a few
years hence. Every baby carriage
coming along the sidewalk says,
“Get out of my way! Here I
come!” Do you remember the
story of the sturdy Bavarian
peasant who got disgusted with
his father because the trembling
old man, carrying his plate away
from the table after dinner, had
broken two plates in the last
month? Don’t ask me why he
had to carry the plate away; the
farmer wanted him to carry it
and not break it. So this day
when the old man dropped it, the
farmer swore at him, and went
out into a nearby forest, and
began to carve a plate out of
wood. Seems his own little son
had tagged along after him, and
got interested and asked his Dad
what he was making. “I’'m mak-
ing a plate that that clumsy old
grandfather of yours won’t be
able to break!” The boy watched
his father whittling away, and
then he said, “Daddy, be sure
you make that plate good and
strong, because then when you
are old, I can give it to you!”
Daddy almost cut his finger
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when he heard that. He looked
at the boy, looked into space,
tossed the plate back into the
woods, and said, “Come on, son,
let’s see how Grandpa’s doing.”

Practically the last words Our
Blessed Lord preached from the
pulpit of the cross was when He
rolled His blood-rimmed eyes to-
ward Mary, and said to St. John,
“Son, behold thy Mother!” as if
to say, “Be good to her, take care
of her, when I am gone.” The
eyes of Christ still look lovingly
on those who are good to their
parents before they are gone!
For example, often it is a daugh-
ter who gives up her own moth-
erhood to take care of her moth-
er. And in return the world is
pretty cruel toward her, pinning
on her the label of old maid, as
though she were only a remnant
left there on the bargain coun-
ter of life after the rush was
over. . . a spinster. . . an old
maid. They forget that once she
was a young blooming maid with
an old fading mother. They for-
get that when her generation
walked up the aisle to the puls-
ing boom of the Wedding March,
she wasn’t left behind: she stay-
ed behind. Yes, she is a spinster,
maybe now and then she spins
dreams of what might have
been; but all the time she is
spinning out of herself care and

comfort for an old parent who
needs it.

And for the young and vigor-
ous that isn’t always easy. Most
people love old folks at a roman-
tic distance. They think of the
sad beauty of an old face, the
gleaming silver of the hair, the
gentle manners of a by-gone day.
Meaning they like old age in
charming little poems or in
character actors in the movies.
But that’s like liking a snow-
storm through a comfortable
picture window. To live with
the foibles, crotchets and the
eccentricities of the old is an-
other matter, like—well all the
way from a hand cupped sus-
piciously to the ear, to a hoisy
way of taking soup as though
there were an outboard motor
on the spoon. Especially it isn’t
easy when the old person is an
invalid, so confined by walls and
window-panes that she is rest-
less; so crippled by pain she is
cranky; so helpless to do any-
thing herself that she wants
everything done at once and per-
fectly! Show me the girl, the
daughter who cares for a parent
like that; a girl who spends all
day patiently answering each pe-
tulant call, and who is all honey
to an invalid who is sometimes
all hornet; who takes her moth-
er’s thin arm as she hobbles
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down toward the sunset, when
she might have slipped her arm
into some man’s and headed to-
ward the sunrise of a new life of
her own—a girl whose brothers
and sisters are married off and
have their families, a girl who
perhaps is just as pitied as Aunt
Peg or Aunt Sue—well, I don’t
think God pities her. I think he
loves her dearly and will reward
her richly. Maybe she is not a
saint; maybe her picture is only
on a piano instead of up in a
stained-glass window; maybe
her name is in a letter box in-
stead of in a litany, but she be-
longs to those martyrs not of

blood, but of blood-relationship,
who do not lay down their lives
but who give them up! That
God who loves old people like old
books, old books that were tossed
around so much in their time
they are battered and faded and
falling to pieces, and now up on
the shelf, ignored; that God who
loves them, these precious first
editions, and sends his angels
to collect them for Heaven, He
will write high in His own Book
of Life, the Catalogue of
Heaven, those who appreciated
and valued and cared for the
treasure they had, their own old
mother or father. God bless
you!
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Address delivered

When I was in tne Seminary
twenty-five years ago, three or
four of us used to meet every
week in the Lower Chapel and
practice speaking. We would
preach to one another and there-
by strengthen our voices, and
then we would listen to one an-
other and thereby strengthen our
patience. Being very young we
wrote pretty flamboyantly, and
every sentence pranced along
flaring its adjectives like jockey
silks. Being very young too, we
walked among the mountain
peaks of high ideals, not know-
ing much at all about “this valley
of tears,” the world of reality
where people lived and loved, and
had their headaches and their
heartaches, and worked and suf-
fered and died.

All this came back to me a
couple of weeks ago when I open-
ed an old book, and out fluttered
one of those forgotten youthful
sermons. Reading it now was
like finding a picture of yourself
as an altar boy. Apparently the
Feast of Christ the King had
just been added, like a new cam-
paign ribbon, to the calendar of
the church, and this particular
sermon was a salute to that oc-
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casion. Talk about rhetoric and
decoration — every paragraph
was painted like the Book of
Kells. It was more like a stained
glass window than a sermon. I
had Christ, the King, up there on
an Ivory Throne, amid the wav-
ing of purple banners and the
blaring of silver trumpets, and
all the races of mankind like dif-
ferent-colored rivers, came
streaming past the Throne to
pay Him homage. Prominent in
the picture was a Crusader, blood
upon his armor and a broken
sword in his hand, a warrior for
Christ the King. An early Chris-
tian too, a smile wreathing his
lips, going gaily forth to meet
the bounding lions, a martyr for
Christ the King. Not to mention
‘the foreign missionary, cour-
ageous blackrobe amid the green
palms and the brown natives of a
tropical island, holding aloft his
cross, a courier of Christ the
King. And of course, a saintly
nun, immaculate lily growing in
the garden of the cloister, the
princess of Christ the King.

In a way, I suppose, it was all’
beautiful and true, but again as
remote as a stained-glass window
to the people kneeling down there
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in the pews. You see, in the Sem-
inary we lived on a little island
of innocence in the midst of the
rough and bitter waters of the
world. We were barricaded be-
hind book-cases. Our skyline was
steeple and tower and dome and
the rolling ridges of distant hills.
We read no newspapers. No Sec-
ular magazines. We heard no ra-
dio. Being members of a Re-
ligious order, we came home once
in six years, for not quite four
days, after we were ordained.
So the world outside was just
about a sad rumor. Sin was
something in the textbooks. Suf-
fering was something in the
Lives of the Saints.

I am not saying that this is a
bad preparation for a priest. I
think it is good. As a matter of
fact, it is just an elaboration of
the forty days Christ spent on
the mountain-top in meditation
and prayer and communing with
His Heavenly Father before He
came down to preach. But it is
still true that when we came out
and at the first step stubbed our
toe against hard reality, we
winced with the shock. Well, you
got over the shock, but you
would never preach a sermon like
that on Christ the King again.
He was still your King, only now
you knew Him better—and His
followers, Henceforth to you His

crown would be thorns, and His

throne a cross, and in His Hands
not a scepter but a nail and a

wound. And His heroes and hero-
ines would not be dramatic fig-
ures in picturesque costume.
They would be, and they are, the
little people in the small print
whom the world never hears
about; heroic but unsung; not
the crusaders in their castles,
but the common people in their
kitchens; not shouting dramati-
cally, “Long Live Christ the
King!” but whispering, yes, and
perhaps sobbing those hard,
hard words, “Thy Wiil be done!”

The other day I met a post-
man coming down the street,
whistling like the very spirit of
spring. We stopped and chatted
for a moment, and I turned into
the gate of the house he had just
left. Would you believe it, al-
ready there was a tear on the
letter he had delivered two min-
utes before? I saw it when she
handed me the letter, the letter
that brought the details of how
her boy had been killed in Korea.
And as I tried to console her, I
saw the postman on the other
side of the street now, ringing
doorbells and dropping letters,
his brown bag jouncing against
his side. Oh, that bag carried
some good news no doubt, but it
bulged with more than its share
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of bad. Bills that cannot be
paid, taxes that cannot be met,
this envelope with a crushing
hospital report, and that one a
failure at school, and another one
regrets that there is no position
available at present, but if in the
future—

Every postman’s bag is heavy
with heartaches delivered right
to the door, life’s little unknown
tragedies. Every rectory parlor
echoes the same sad stories day
after day. Every votive candle
burning before a shrine, tells
the same tales in the language of
light and shadow. When you see
a candle burning like that before
a shrine, never think it is just
a pious decoration. Every holy
candle waving in the dusk is like
a little golden flag waving over
a battlefield where some soul is
hard-pressed in the fight. Every
bright candle is a blazing flare
leaping up from a sinking ship.
Every nervous flame is a moving
tongue of fire calling, “Help!
Help!”

Sometimes the trouble is so
overwhelming, the situation so
apparently hopeless, and we so
helpless, that we just feel like
burying our head in our arms
and almost crying. With some
people, especially at the first im-
pact of sorrow, this is under-
standable. But to stay that way

for a long time, to be always
despondent, in chronic despair—
where is the virtue of Fortitude
(as the theologians call it) or
plain Christian Courage? Whom
do you think Our Lord loves the
more, the sniffling, pouting
self-pitier, or the person who
quietly takes it on the chin, or
even on both chins? Once, the
test of Christian Courage was
pouring out one’s blood; now the
test might be not shedding tears.
Peculiar thing here: each of us
thinks that his trouble is greater
than anybody else’s. If you
ever feel that way, a good re-
buttal is a walk through the
nearest hospital. If after that
you don’t come running down
the hospital steps, thanking God
that you can run, your sense of
values are off-center. None of us
has any monopoly on trouble.
There is plenty to go around.
There always has been. And be-
sides the obvious one of prayer,
the only antidote is Fortitude,
Courage!

And yet sometimes people will
light a candle (as we mentioned
before) and then go back to their
pew, and as they gaze at the
sweet, serene face of the Ma-
donna, a bitter, rebellious feeling
wants to break through their
lips: “Mother of God, it is well
enough for you to be so primly
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pious up there, sheltered and
quietly happy in your Shrine!
But you don’t know what it is to
be responsible for a struggling
family, to provide for them day
after day—do you remember
that you must eat before you can
pray?” Does she remember?
How could she forget? We for-
get, for example, her flight into
Egypt when the Holy Family
were refugees, and Joseph try-
ing to get a job in a foreign
country and not knowing a word
of the language! Don’t you think
those days needed courage flying
like a flag?

Or a young man might kneel
before Our Lady’s picture and
try to choke back the thoughts
that rise within him, “Forgive
me, Mary, but I don’t think you
know what it’s all about. Oh it’s
easy for you to be so immacu-
late and chaste and saintly there
in your picture frame. But I
don’t live in a picture frame. I
live out in the world. How can
you know what it means to try
to be good when everything
around seems bad, to keep a
clean tongue in your mouth
when so many tongues about you
are dripping with slime, to hold
on to those Ten Commandments
till your hands are raw and
bleeding, when so many others
have let go, and are boasting of

their freedom, and taunting you
with being too strict—oh it isn’t
easy serving God out past the
church doors!” And Mary lis-
tens sympathetically, but there
is a far away look in her eyes.
She is still thinking of her so-
journ as a young mother in
Egypt—Egypt where there were
no Ten Commandments, and
where god was an obscene carv-
ing multiplied a hundred times
over, and where vice was a vir-
tue, and men and women went
singing merrily down the road
to hell—only there was no hell,
because when you died, your
body became a mummy, and your
soul went drifting off into a
beetle or a bee. Don’t you think
that to live for God in an atmos-
phere of utter paganism meant
the highest kind of courage?
Nobody who ever served God
ever served Him long, without
courage! Courage sat in the
prow of Pere Marquette’s canoe
as it swerved round each new
bend of the river, as he dared to
bring the faith to hostile In-
dians. Courage steadied the
fingers of Father Damien as he
wound his bandages round the
leprous sores of the walking
ghosts on the grey island of Mo-
lokai. Courage filtered through
the tiny barred window in the
Tower of London as St. Thomas
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More knelt for the last time on
the stone floor beside his bed, be-
fore he laid his head on the
hard pillow of the headsman’s
block.

But these are headline figures
and we were talking about the
postman’s bag and ordinary peo-
ple and the tragedies and the
courage in little lives. Often it
takes more courage to meet dis-
aster in your own living room
than it does for some national
hero in his hour of crisis. Be-
cause in your ordeal there is no
dramatic setting to remind you
that everyone is looking; no elec-
tric excitement to make you for-
get danger and lift you above
yourself; no thought of thun-
dering applause when it is all
over. Nobody but yourself or
your family will ever know.

Who is courageous? I will tell
you. Courageous is the mother
who keeps her home going de-
spite a husband who is a drunk-
ard, and for the harm he does
that home were almost better
dead than just dead drunk. Cour-
ageous is the man who on his
job silently swallows insults and
abuse, not because he is afraid
of the boss, but because he needs
that job for his family. Cour-
ageous are those who sincerely
go on striving to serve God,
though they sometimes fall, even

though the world hangs round
their neck the sign “Hypocrite.”
Courageous are those who go on
praying when no answer comes
back and their prayers seem to
go into a dark empty tunnel, and
Heaven seems to be a wall of
brass; because in God’s own
way, in God’s own day, the an-
swer will come. Courageous is
the wife who enters marriage as
a virgin and remains in it as a
martyr for the sake of her little
ones, and in spite of a husband
who even taunts her to her face
about another woman. No mat-
ter where such a wife lives,
whether it is the slums or the
suburbs, the address is Calvary,
and Christ the King recognizes
the vinegar and the gall, and the
kiss of a Judas that mocks and
betrays. Courageous are those
people who have come to know
how bereavement can empty the

heart of happiness overnight

like an empty cup, but comfort
and resignation are slow to
trickle in—people who may have
lost a loved one in cruel circum-
stances but do not therefore lose
faith! People who have humbly
stretched out their arms to em-
brace the cross, and find that
their arms are around the Cru-
cified Himself . . . for from His
wounds come the transfusion for
our courage! God bless you.



THE PURPOSE OF THE CATHOLIC HOUR

"Extract from the address of the late Patrick Cardinal Hayes at the in-
augural program of the Catholic Hour in the studio of the National
Broadcasting Company, New York City, March 2, 1930.)

Our congratulations and our gratitude are extended to the National
Council of Catholic Men and its officials. and to all who, by their financial
support, have made it possible to use this offer of the National Broad-
casting Company. The heavy expense of managing and financing a
weekly program. its musical numbers, its speakers, the subsequent an-
swering of inquiries, must be met. . . .

This radio hour is for all the people of the United States. To our
fellow-citizens, in this word of dedication, we wish to express a cordial
greeting and, indeed, congratulations. For this radio hour is one of
service to America. which certainly will listen in interestedly, and even
sympathetically, I am sure, to the voice of the ancient Church with its
historic background of all the centuries of the Christian era, and with
its own notable contribution to the discovery, exploration, foundation
and growth of our glorious country. . . .

Thus to voice before a vast public the Catholic Church is no light
task. Our pravers will be with those who have that task in hand. We
feel certain that it will have both the good will and the good wishes of
the great majority of our countrymen. Surely, there is no true lover
of our Country who does not eagerly hope for a less worldly, a less
material, and a more spiritual standard among our peonle.

With good will, with kindness and with Christ-like sympathy for
all. this work is inaugurated. So may it continue. So may it be ful-
filled. This word of dedication voices. therefore, the hope that this radio
hour may serve to make known, to explain with the charitv of Christ.
our faith. which we love even as we love Christ Himself. May it serve
to make better understood that faith as it really is—a light revealing
the pathway to heaven: a strength, and a power divine through Christ:
pardoning our sins, elevating. consecrating our common every-day duties
and joys, bringing not only justice but gladness and peace to our search-
ing and questioning hearts.
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Omaha -Wow 4 590 ke

Nevada Reno. SIKOF S e v 630 ke
New Hompshire...............Manchester. -WFEA 1240 ke
New Mexico........ Albuquerque. .KoB ol 1030 ke
York Buffalo WBEN ________ 930 ke
2 ) New York WNBC 660 k¢
Schenectady. GY il 7810 ke

1i Asheville WiISE® ri 00 1230 ke

North Carolina. ol i
Raleigh WPTF 680 ke

Winston-Salem WSJS e 600 kc

Bismark KFYR ! 550 ke

North Dakota F;srgo R
Ohio. Cleveland WTAM 1100 ke
Lima WLOK  __ 1240 ke

Toledo D* 1340 kc

Zanesville WHIZ sl 1240 Ve

........................ Oklahoma Ci WKY* 930 ke
Oklahoma. Okioh om ty. VOO s 1
Oregon. Medford KMED: = i oo 1440 ke
Portland KGw* 620 kc

Pennsylvania. Altoona WSAN - 1470 ke
Erie WFBG . 1340 kc.

Johnstown WERC  _ 1230 ke

Lewistown WIAC 1400 ke

Philadelphia. WMRF 1490 kc

Pittsburgh. YW e 1060 ke

Reading KDKA 1020 ke

Wilkes-Barre WRAW 1340 kc

Williamsport WBRE 1340 ke

Allentown WRAK 1400 ke

Rhode Island..______ Providence. WIJAR i 51920 ke
Sout tina i ol Charleston WTMA 1250 ke
B Columbia WIiS* S5 560 ke
Greenville.. WFBC* _______ 1330 kc

South Dakota._..___ Sioux Falls KSOO-KELO ..1140-1230 ke
5 Memphis. WMC* 790 kc
Tennessee Nasheli“lln L e e e
Texas. Amarillo -KGNC* ___.___~__|“° ke
El Paso RSN L 1380 ke

Fort Worth WPAB* ____ 820 kc

Houston. .KPRC* ___ 950 kc

San Antonio. -WOA| 1200 ke

Weslaco. -KRGV®* 1290 ke

Utah Salt Lake City KYDL* 1320 ke
IMQ..eeenecemensemmeem—e Harrisonburg *% -WSVA 550 kc
Ly Martinsville WMVA 1430 ke
folk 790 ke

Richmond. ke

Washington_.____ Seattle . ke
Spokane. ke

Wisconsin Eau Claire ke
La Crosse. WKBH  __ 1410 ke

Marinette WMAM* Dk,

Hawaii Honolulu. AU Sl LEL TR Be

* Delayed Broadcast
** AM and FM

(Revised as of March 6, 1949




CATHOLIC HOUR RADIO ADDRESSES IN
PAMPHLET FORM

Prices Subject to change without notice.

OUR SUNDAY VISITOR is the authorized publisher of all CATHOLIC HOUR ad-
dresses in pamphlet form. The addresses published to date, all of which are available,
are listed below. Others will be published as they are delivered.

Quantity prices do not include carriage charge

. “The Divine Romance,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 80 pages and cover.
Single copy, 25c postpaid; 6 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.76 per 100.

. “Christ and His Church,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Joseph M. Corrigan, 88 pages and cover.
Single copy, 25¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $13.00 per 100.

. “The Marks of the Church,” by Rev. Dr. John K. Cartwright, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Organization and Government of the Church,” by Rev. Dr. Francis J. Connell,
C.SS.R., 48 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In
quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Moral Factors in Economic Life,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Francis J. Haas and Rt. Rev.
Msgr. John A. Ryan, 32 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 1be
each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

. “Divine Helps for Man,” by Rev. Dr. Edward J. Walsh, C.M., 104 pages and cover.
Single copy, 80c postpaid; 5 or more, 25¢c each. In quantities, $15.00 per 100.

“The Parables,” by Rev. John A. McClorey, S.J., 128 pages and cover. Single
copy, 35c¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 30c each. In quantities, $18.00 per 100.

“Christianity’s Contribution to Civilization,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 96 pages
and cover. Single copy, 30c postpaid; 5 or more, 25¢ each. In quantities, $18.75 per 100.

“The Way of the Cross,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 32 pages and cover.
(prayer book size). Single copy, 10c postpaid; 5 or more, 6¢ each. In quantities, $4.00 per 100.

“Christ Today,” by Very Rev. Dr. Ignatius Smith, O.P., 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.50 per 100.

“Rural Catholic Action,” by Rev. Dr. Edgar Schmiedeler, 0.S.B., 24 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid: 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $7.560 per 100.

“Religion and Human Nature,” by Rev. Dr. Joseph A. Daly, 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Church and Some Outstanding Problems of the Day,” by Rev. Jones I. Cor-
rigan, S.J., 72 pages and cover. Single copy, 25c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In
quantities, $10.50 per 100.

“Conflicting Standards,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 80 pages and cover
Single copy, 26c postpaid; 6 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.756 per 100.

“The Seven Last Words,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, (prayer book size) 32 pages
and cover. Single copy, 10c postpaid; 5 or more, 6¢c each. In quantities, $4.00 per 100.

“The Church and the Child,” by Rev. Dr. Paul H. Furfey, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Love’s Veiled Victory and Love’s Laws,” by Rev. Dr. George F. Strohaver, S.J.
48 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid ; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities $8.00 per 100.

“Religion and Liturgy,” by Rev. Dr. Francis A. Walsh, 0.S.B., 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“God, Man and Redemption,” by Rev. Dr. Ignatius W. Cox, S.J., 64 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“This Mysterious Human Nature,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Eternal Galilean,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 160 pages and cover.
Single copy, 40c postpaid; 6 or more, 30c each. In quantities, $19.50 per 100.

“The Queen of Seven Swords,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen (prayer book size)
82 pages and cover. Single copy, 10¢ postpaid ; 5 or more, 6c each. In quantities $4.00 per 100.

“The Salvation of Human Society,” by Rev. Peter J. Bergen, C.S.P., 48 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Church and Her Missions,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. William Quinn, 32 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Church and the Depression,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 80 pages and
cover. Single copy, 25c postpaid: 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.76 per 100.

“The Church and Modern Thought,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 80 pages and
ogver. Single copy, 25¢ postpaid; 6 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.756 per 100.

“Misunderstood Truths,” by Most Rev. Duane Hunt, 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities. $8.00 per 100.



“The Judgment of God and The Sense of Duty,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. William J. Kerby,
16 pages and cover. Single copy, 15¢ postpaid; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities,
$7.00 per 100.

“Christian Education,” by Rev. Dr. James A. Reeves, 32 pages and cover. Single
copy, 156c postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“What Civilization Owes to the Church,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. William Quinn, 64 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“If Not Christianity: What?” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 96 pages and cover.
Single copy, 80c postpaid: 6 or more, 25¢c each. In quantities, $13.756 per 100.

“The Coin of Our Tribute,” by Rev. Thomas F. Conlon, O.P., 40 pages and cover,
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Prodigal Word,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 140 pages and cover.
Smgle copy, 40c postpald b or more, 30c each. In quantities, $19.50 per 100.

“Pope Pius XI,” by His Eminence Patrick Cardinal Hayes. An address in honor of
the 79th birthday of His Holiness, 16 pages and 4 color cover. Single copy, 16¢ postpaid ;
b5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“Misunderstanding the Church,” by Most Rev. Duane G. Hunt, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8 00 per 100.

“The Poetry of Duty,” by Rev. Alfred Duffy, C.P., 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more. 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Characteristic Christian Ideals,” by Rev. Bonaventure McIntyre, O.F.M., 32 pages
and cover. Single copy, 15¢ postpald 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7. 50 per 100.

“The Catholic Church and Youth,” by Rev. John F. O’Hara, C.S.C., 48 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Spirit of the Missions,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Thomas J. McDonnell, 32 pages and
cover. Single copy, 15¢ postpaid: 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“The Life of the Soul,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 96 pages and cover. Single
copy, 30c postpaid; 6 or more, 25¢ each. In quantities, $13.75 per 100.

“Society and the Social Encyclicals—America’s Road Out,” by Rev. R. A. McGowan, 32
pages and cover. Single copy, 15c postpaid ; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.560 per 100.

“Pius XI, Father and Teacher of the Nations,” (On his Eightieth Birthday) by His
Excellency, Most Rev. Amleto Giovanni Cicognani, 16 pages and cover. Single copy, 15¢
postpaid; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $6.00 per 100.

“The Eastern Catholic Church,” by Rev. John Kallok, 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The ‘Lost’ Radiance of the Religion of Jesus,” by Rev. Thomas A. Carney, 40 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 16¢ each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“God and Governments,” by Rev. Wilfrid Parsons, S.J., 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Saints vs. Kings,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 96 pages and cover. Single
copy, 30c postpaid; 6 or more, 25¢ each. In quantities, $13.756 per 100.

“The Mission of Youth in Contemporary Society,” by Rev. Dr. George Johnson, 40
pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“The Holy Eucharist,” by Most Rev. Joseph F. Rummel, S.T.D., LL.D., 32 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Rosary and the Rights of Man,” by Very Rev. J. J. McLarney, O.P., 56 pages
and cover. Single copy, 15c postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“Toward the Reconstruction of a Christian Social Order,” by Rev. Dr. John P.
Monoghan, 48 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 1lbc each. In
quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Marian Vignettes,” by Rev. J. R. Keane, 0.S.M., 32 pages and cover. Single copy
15¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7 50 per 100.

“The Peace of Chrisi,” by Very Rev. Martin J. O’Malley, C.M., 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 16c postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, 57.50 per 100.

“God’s World of Tomorrow,” by Rev. Dr. John J. Russell, 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Catholic Tradition in Literature,” by Brother Leo, F.S.C., 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 156¢ each. In quantities, $8.756 per 100.

“Prophets and Kings: Great Scenes, Great Lines,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 96
pages and cover. Single copy, 30c postpaid ; 5 or more, 25¢ each. In quantities, $13.75 per 100.

“Peace, the Fruit of Justice,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 64 pages and cover.
Smgle copy. 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16e each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

30——Memor1eu—-1940, the addresses delivered in the Tenth Anniversary Broadcast

of the Catholic Hour on March 38, 1940, together with congratulatory messages and
editorials, 80 pages and cover. Single copy, 30c postpaid; 5 or more, 25c each. In
quantxtles $12.75 per 100.

“What Kind of a World Do You Want,” by Rev. Wilfrid Parsons, S.J., 40 pages and

cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8. 00 per 100.
“The Life and Personality of Christ,” by Rev. Herbert F. Gallagher, O.F.M., 48 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid ; 5 or more, 16¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.
“Law,” by Rev. Dr. Howard w. Smith, 40 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c
postpaid; 6 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.



“America and the Catholic Church,” by Rev. John J. Walde, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

““The Social Crisis and Christian Patriotism,” by Rev. Dr. John F. Cronin, S.8., 40
pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid ; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per too.

“Missionary Responsibility,” by the Most Rev. Richard J. Cushing, D.D., LL.D., 32
pages and cover. Single copy, 15¢ postpaid ; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“Crucial Questions,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.S.P., 64 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“War and Guilt,” by Rt. Rev] Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen of the Catholic University of
America, 196 ;Imges and cover. Single copy, 60c postpaid; 5 or more, 60c each. In
quantities, $22.75 per 100.

“The Purposes of Our Eucharistic Sacrifice,” by Rev. Gerald T. Baskfield, 8.T.D., 82
pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more. 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Case for Conscience,” by Rev. Thomas Smith Sullivan, O.M.L, S.T.D., 82 pages
and cover. Single copy, 15¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

. “The Catholic Notion of Faith,” by Rev. Thomas N. O’Kane, 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.
. “Freedom Defended,” by Rev. John F. Cronin, S.S., Ph.D.,, 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 15¢ postpaid; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“The Rights of the Oppressed,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Martin J. O’Connor, 40 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100,

“The Practical Aspects of Patriotism,” by Rev. George Johnson, Ph.D., 40 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“What Is Wrong and How to Set It Right,” by Rev. James M. Gillis, C.8.P., 80 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $10.756 per 100.

“Peace,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 160 pages and cover. Single copy 40c
postpaid; b or more, 30c each. In quantities, $19.50 per 100.

“Christian Heroism,” by Rev. Robert J. Slavin, O.P., 64 pages and cover. Single
copy, 26¢ postpaid; b or more, 20c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“A Report to Mothers and Fathers,” by Rev. Willlam A. Maguire, Chaplain, U. S.
Army, and Rev. Christopher E. O’Hara, Chaplain, U. 8. Navy, 24 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Liturgy and the Laity,” by Rev. William J. Lallou, 82 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Catholic Interpretation of Culture,” by Rev. Vincent Lloyd-Russell, 40 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.50 per 100,

“Conquering With Christ,” by Rev. John J. Walde, 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 26c postpaid; b or more, 20c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“The Victory of the Just,” by Rev. John F. Cronin, S.S., 40 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100. .

“Thoughts for a Troubled Time,” by Rev. John Carter Smyth, C.S.P., 82 pages and
cover. Single copy, 16¢ postpaid; 6 or more, 10c each. In quantities, $7.560 per 100.

“We Are the Children of God,” by Rev. Leonard Feeney, S.J., 82 pages and cover
Single copy, 15¢c postpaid; 5 or more, 10c each. . In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“Justice,”” by Rev. Ignatius Smith, O.P., 32 pages and cover. Single copy 20c
postpaid; 5 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Crisis in Christendom,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen. 112 pages and
cover. Single copy, 85c postpaid; 6 or more, 30c each. In quantities, $17.50 per 100.

“The Christian Family,” by Rev. Dr. Edgar Schmiedeler, 0.S.B., 82 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid: 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Social Regeneration,” by Rev. Wilfred Parsons, S.J., 24 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $7.50 per 100.

“Second Report to the Mothers and Fathers,”” by Catholic Chaplains of the Army
and Navy. 48 pages and cover. Single copy, 25¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In
quantities, $9.756 per 100.

“Sainthood, the Universal Vocation,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Ambrose J. Burke, 24 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Path of Duty,” by Rev. John F. Cronin, S.S., 40 pages and cover. Single copy,
20c postpaid; b or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“The Church in Action,” by Rev. Alphonse Schwitalla, S.J., Rev. Paul Tanner, Rev.
William A. O’Connor, Rt. Rev. James T. O’Dowd, Very Rev. John J. McClafferty, Rev.
Dr. Charles A. Hart, Very Rev. George J. Collins, C.S.Sp., Rev. John La Farge, S.J.,
and Rev. L. F. Schott; 64 pages and cover. Single copy, 26c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c
each. In quantities, $10.00 per 1.00.

“The Foundation of Peace,” by Rev. T. L. Bouscaren, S.J., 82 pages and cover
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15c each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“Human Plans are Not Enough,” by Rev. John Carter Smyth, C.S.P., 82 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.00 per 100.

“One Lord: One World,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 100 pages and cover.
Single copy, 80c postpaid; 6 or more, 26c each. In quantities, $15.00 per 100.

“The Catholic Layman and Modern Problems,”” by O'Neill, Woodlock, Shuster, Mat-



thews, Manion and Agar, 68 pages and cover. Single copy 25¢ postpaid; 6 or more, 20c
each. In quantities, $10.50 per 100.

“Geod,” by Rev. Richard Ginder, 36 pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; &
or more 1b¢ each. In quantities, $8.75 per 100.

“The Moral Law,” by Rev. T. L. Bouscaren, 8.J., 32 pages and cover. Single copy,
20c postpaid; B or more, 16¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

. ““The Sacramental System,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Ambrose J. Burke, 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c pestpaid; 5 or more, 16c each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.

*“Concerning Prayer,” by Rev. John Carter Smyth, C.S.P., 86 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15c each. In quantities, $8.76 per 100.

“You,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 104 pages and cover. Single copy 80c
postpaid; 6 or more, 25¢c each. In quantities, $16.00 per 100.

“Problems of the Pestwar World,” by George N. Shuster, Richard Pattee, Frank
Sheed, Fulton Oursler, G. Howland Shaw, William Hard, Rev. Timothy J. Mulvey, O.M.L,
128 pages and cover. Single copy, 40c postpaid; 5 or more, 80c each. In quantities,
$19.50 per 100.

“Saints For The Times,” by Rev. Thomas J. McCarthy, 48 pages and cover. Single
copy 25c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

“Do We Need Christ?” by Rev. Robert I. Gannon, S.J., 40 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 16c each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.

“Happiness and Order,” by Rev. Robert Slavin, O.P., 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 26c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

“Love On Pilgrimage,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 96 pages and cover.
Single copy, 80c postpaid; 6 or more, 25¢c each. In quantities, $18.756 per 100.

“Hail, Holy Queen,” by Rev. J. Hugh O’Donnell, C.S.C., 48 pages and cover. Single
copy, 25c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

“The Road Ahead,” by Fulton Oursler, G. Howland Shaw, Neil MacNeil, Dr. George
F. Donovan and Thomas H. Mahony, 112 pages and cover. Single copy, 86c postpaid;
b or more, 80c each. In quantities, $17.50 per 100.

“Christ The King And The Social Encyclicals,” by Rev. Benjamin L. Masse, S.J., 82
i)g.ges and cover. Single copy, 20¢ postpaid: 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per

“The Catholic School In American Life,” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. T. James McNamara,
40 pages and cover. Single copy 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities,
$10.00 per 10v \

“Advent: Souvenir or Promise,” by Rev. John J. Dougherty, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 26c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $9.75 per 100.

“The Eastern Rites,” by Rev. Alexander Beaton, S.A., and Rev. Canisius Kiniry, S.A.
%g Ox(;ages l%xd cover. Single copy, 20c¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities

.00 per .

‘“America, Morality, And The United Nations,” by Rev. John McCarthy, 82 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Light Your Lamps,” bv Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 128 pages and cover.
Single copy, 40c¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 30c each. In quantities, $19.50 per 100.

“The Family in Focus,” by Rev. Joseph Manton, C.SS.R., 82 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Our Faith and Our Public Problems,” by Mr. Jerome Kerwin, 48 pages and cover.
Single copy, 26c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $9.756 per 100.

“The American Way,” by Mr. Justice Matthew F. McGuire, 24 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 16c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Road Back,” by Hon. John A. Matthews, LL.D., K.M., 24 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Church and Labor,” by Louis F. Budenz, 48 pages and cover. Single copy, 26c
postpaid; 6 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

““The Missions,” by Rev. Joseph P. McGlinchey, Rt. Rev. Leo M. Byrnes, Archbishop
Mitty and Bishop McDonnell, 24 pages and cover. Single copy 20¢ postpaid; 5 or more
16c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Church in Rural Life,”” by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Leo J. Steck, 82 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Marriage and the Home,” by the Rev. Edmond D. Benard, 82 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Defense of Peace,”” by Rev. Wilfrid J. Parsons, S.J., 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; & or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Stable And The Star,” by the Rev. Joseph Manton, C.SS.R., 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Modern Soul in Search of God,” by the Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, 104
pageso and cover. Single copy, 35c postpaid; b or more, 80c each. In quantities, $17.50
per 100

“Religion And Economic Life,” by the Rev. Benjamin L. Masse, S.J., 40 pages and
cover, BSingle copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.



“The Church And H t ¢ Charity,” by Rev. James D. O’Shea, 382 pages and
cover. Bingle copy, 20c ;;gtsp:i:i’, ? or morey;'15c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“Justice and Charity,” by the Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, Ph.D., LL.D., 104 pages
and cover. Single copy,y BOcYpostpaid; b or more, 25c each. In quantities, $15.00 per 100.

“The Church Looks at Some Sccial Questions,” by Rev. Joseph E. Schieder, Rev.
John F. Cromin, S.S., Rse; Donald A. McGowan, Rt Rev. Msgr. F. Hochwalt. 86 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $8.76 per 100.

“The New Crusade,” by Mr. Charles Fahy, Mr. Fulton Oursler, Mr. James McGurrin
and Mr, Maurice Lavanoux; 64 pages and cover. Single copy, 25¢ postpaid; 5 or more,
20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

“Not By Bread Alone,” by Rev. John M. McCarthy, 40 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 6 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.
. “The Everlasting Kingdom,” by the Rev. Edmond D. Benard. 64 pages and cover,
Single copy, 25¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.

“Give Him A Thought,” by the Rev. Joseph Manton, C.SS.R., 32 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16c each. In guantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Love That Waits For You,” by the Rt. Rev. Msgr, Fulton J. Sheen, 120 pages
and cover. .Single copy, 85¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 80c each. In quantities, $21.00 per 100.

“Morality And Government,” by the Rev. Francis J. Connell, C.Ss.R., 48 pages and
cover Single copy, 26c postpaid; 6 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100.
. “One Needs the Other,” by the Rev. Frank J. McPhillips, 86 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20¢ postpaid; b or more, 16¢ each. In quantities, $8.76 per 100.

“Christian Education in an Age of Confusion,” by James F. Twohy, 36 pages and
cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; b or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“God’s Love And Mine,” by the Rev. John J. Walde, 32 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid ; 6 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100.

“The Unknown God,” by Rev. Edmond D. Benard, 40 pages and cover. Single copy,
20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢c each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.

“Of Saints And Kings and the Prince of Peace,” by the Rev. John J. Dougherty, 40
pages and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100.

“The Rock Plunged Into Eternity,” by the Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen. 104
pageiognd cover. Single copy, 40c postpaid; 6 or more, 35 ¢ each. In quantities, $18.50
per L

“Sanctity On The Sidewalk,” by the Rev. Joseph E. Manton, C.Ss.R., 52 pages and
cover. Single copy, 80c postpaid; b or more, 25¢c each. In guantities, $15.00 per 100.

“God on Weekdays,” by the Very Rev. Francis J. Connell, C.SS.R., S.T.D., 40 pages
and cover. Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100
plus postage.

“This Nation Under God,” nine addresses by laymen, 64 pages and cover. Single
copy, 26¢ postpaid; b or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per 100 plus postage.

“Operation Survival,” four documentary programs on Communism, by Robert C.
Healey. 80 pages and cover. Single copy, 30¢ postpaid; 5 or more, 25¢ each. In quan-
tities, $15.00 per 100.

“Hope and the Voyager,” by the Rev. Edmund, 32 pages and cover. Single copy,
20c postpaid; 5 or more, 16¢c each. In quantities, $8.00 per 100 plus postage.

“Faith and the Heart of Man,” by the Rev. John J. Dougherty, 40 pages and cover.
Single copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100 plus postage.

“Charity Begins At Home,” by the Rev. John M. McCarthy and guests, 64 pages
and cover. Single copy, 25c postpaid; 5 or more, 20c each. In quantities, $10.00 per
100 plus postage.

“The Woman,” by the Rt. Rev. Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, Ph.D., LL.D., 96 pages and
cover, Single copy, 85c postpaid; 5 or more, 80c each. In quantities, $17.00 per 100.

“Spring Fervor,” by the Rev. Joseph E. Manton, C.SS.R., 40 pages and cover. Single
copy, 20c postpaid; 5 or more, 15¢ each. In quantities, $9.50 per 100 plus postage.

(Complete list of 145 pamphlets to one address in U. 8., $23.75 postpaid. Price te
Canada and Foreign Countries, $29.25 payable in U. S. dollars.)

Address: OUR SUNDAY VISITOR, Huntington, Indiana
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