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Memor fui óperum 
Dómini: quia 
memor ero ab 

inítio mirabílium tuórum. (“I 
remembered the works of the 
Lord: for I will be mindful 
of thy wonders from the 

beginning.”) — Psalm 76:12

When he received the 
Templeton Prize for Progress in Religion in 1983, the great 
Russian thinker Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn gave an oft-quoted 
speech at the London Guildhall. Rather than quote only the 
four words most frequently cited from that speech — his 
simple explanation of how the Soviet horrors befell his 
beloved Russia — I would like to put those words in the 
context wherein they were uttered three times in as many 
paragraphs:

 Over half a century ago, while I was still a child, I 
recall hearing a number of older people offer the following 
explanation for the great disasters that had befallen Russia: 

‘Men have forgotten God; that’s why all this has happened.’

 Since then I have spent well-nigh fifty years working on the 
history of our revolution; in the process I have read hundreds 
of books, collected hundreds of personal testimonies, and have 
already contributed eight volumes of my own toward the 
effort of clearing away the rubble left by that upheaval. But 
if I were asked today to formulate as concisely as possible the 
main cause of the ruinous revolution that swallowed up some 
60 million of our people, I could not put it more accurately 
than to repeat: ‘Men have forgotten God; that’s why all this 
has happened.’

 What is more, the events of the Russian revolution can 
only be understood now, at the end of the century, against the 
background of what has since occurred in the rest of the world. 
What emerges here is a process of universal significance. And 
if I were called upon to identify briefly the principal trait 
of the entire twentieth century, here too, I would be unable 
to find anything more precise and pithy than to repeat once 
again: ‘Men have forgotten God.’

Given his criticisms of the West as hinted at above 
(“the rest of the world,” “universal significance”), as also 
contained later in that same speech, and as stated explicitly 
in his famous Harvard Speech delivered five years earlier, 
Solzhenitsyn’s accusation that “Men have forgotten God” did 
not apply exclusively to men of the Eastern Bloc.

As a race, we men have a problem with being forgetful of 
many things, even — perhaps especially — those that are in 
our best interest to recall. In his Meditations on ‘Memory,’ 

Brother Francis calls memory, “the abundance of a man’s 
heart,” and the “greater part of personality, the index of love, 
the depository of wisdom, the determinant of virtuous action, 
the effective and abiding part of education.” What we choose 
to remember and what we choose to remind ourselves of say a 
lot about us. So, too, does what we forget.

Thankfully, we are not alone in this task of selecting what 
is most important to call to mind. Under the guidance of the 
Holy Ghost, the Church herself has crafted the masterpiece 
that is the liturgical calendar, which has for one of its tasks 
this very serious matter of filling and repeatedly “jogging” 
regenerated man’s memory. Those who attend to the yearly 
reminders we get of the mysteries of our Faith have annually 
paraded before our minds the Incarnation of Our Lord, His 
Birth, the Infancy Mysteries, the hidden years, His public 
ministry, Passion, Death, Resurrection, and Ascension into 
Heaven; His sending of the Holy Ghost at Pentecost; the 
doctrine of the Trinity, and more. And these all pertain to the 
annual cycle only. In the sanctoral cycle, where the Marian 
feasts and festivals of the saints recur, we see the work of the 
Holy Ghost sanctifying the members of Christ’s Mystical 
Body in the history of the Church. We call to mind, also, our 
beloved dead and recall our ultimate destiny: the four last 
things.

When he instituted the Feast of Christ the King in 1925, 
Pope Pius XI showed that he wanted to avail himself of this 

“memorial” aspect of the liturgy in discharging his task of 
teaching and reminding Christians of Christ’s Kingship:

 That these blessings may be abundant and lasting in 
Christian society, it is necessary that the Kingship of our 
Savior should be as widely as possible recognized and 
understood, and to this end nothing would serve better than 
the institution of a special feast in honor of the Kingship of 
Christ. For people are instructed in the truths of faith and 
brought to appreciate the inner joys of religion far more 
effectually by the annual celebration of our sacred mysteries 
than by any official pronouncement of the teaching of the 
Church. Such pronouncements usually reach only a few and 
the more learned among the faithful; feasts reach them all; 
the former speak but once, the latter speak every year — in 
fact, forever. The Church’s teaching affects the mind primarily; 
her feasts affect both mind and heart, and have a salutary 
effect upon the whole of man’s nature. Man is composed of 
body and soul, and he needs these external festivities so that 
the sacred rites, in all their beauty and variety, may stimulate 
him to drink more deeply of the fountain of God’s teaching, 
that he may make it a part of himself, and use it with profit 
for his spiritual life.

Br. André Marie,  
M.I.C.M., Prior

Prior’s Column
memory and our catholic metanarrative
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Later, Pius employs a kind of “holy pun” when he writes 
that “the feast of the Kingship of Christ sets the crowning 
glory upon the mysteries of the life of Christ already 
commemorated during the year…” (emphasis mine). In 
writing as he did, the Holy Father shows that he intended 
to institute no merely factual reminder, as if we were tying 
a Catholic string on one of our fingers, but a memorial that 
movingly and lovingly engages the entire person. That is what 
real liturgy does.

The ordinary of the Mass has a few references to words like 
“memorial,” “memory,” and “commemoration.” Immediately 
after the words of institution (and hence the consecration), 
we have the Anamnesis (“recollection”) in both Eastern and 
Western liturgies, where the sacrificial Victim is offered to 
God “mindful” of that same Victim’s principal salvific acts. 
Many liturgical propers also use this language of memorial. 
On February 12, the Church presented to us the feast of the 

Seven Founders of the Servite Order, whose collect says that 
Our Lord moved them to found a religious family, “for the 
renewal of the memory of Thy most holy Mother’s sorrows.”

I have written and spoken on the importance of “narrative” 
and “metanarrative” for us Catholics, especially in light of the 
constant stream of lies and false narratives we have drummed 
into us by the enemies of our salvation and their useful idiots 
in the media (see the following articles on our site: “Our 
Catholic Grand Narrative versus Satan’s Minions’”, “Writing 
A New Narrative: Something We Catholics Should Attend 
to!”, “Reconquest Episode 308: Our Catholic Counter-
Narratives”, and “Reconquest 309: Two Elements of a 
Christian Metanarrative”). If the Covid-19 phenomenon has 
taught us anything, it is that the powers-that-shouldn’t-be 
are pretty good at propagandizing large swaths of humanity 
with damnable lies. Pseudoscientists have been doing it for a 
long time — think evolution; think the overpopulation myth. 

The Angel of Peace in Fatima 1916
The Second Apparition of the Angel

In the summer of 1916, while the three little 
shepherds played in the yard surrounding a well 
at Lucia’s parents’ house, the Angel appeared to 
them once again. This is how Sister Lucia narrates 
what the Angel said to them:

“What are you doing?” he asked. “Pray! Pray a 
great deal! The Sacred Hearts of Jesus and Mary 
have merciful designs concerning you. Offer 
prayers and sacrifices constantly to the Most 
High.”

“How are we to make sacrifices?” I asked.

“Offer sacrifices of whatever you can to God as 
an act of reparation for the sins with which He is 
offended, and as a supplication for the conversion 
of sinners. By doing this, you will bring peace to 
your country. I am its Guardian Angel, the Angel 
of Portugal. Above all, accept and endure with 
patience whatever suffering the Lord sends you.”
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Our true metanarrative includes the Creation account in 
Genesis and God’s command to be fruitful and multiply; so, 
the fables of Darwin and Malthus be damned! “I remembered 
the works of the Lord: for I will be mindful of thy wonders 
from the beginning,” wrote the Royal Psalmist (Psalm 76:12). 
The divinely-inspired “origin story” of Genesis contains so 
much more seminal wisdom than these cheap purveyors of 
scientism could ever hope to narrate.

Civilized nations or “peoples” worthy of the name keep 
a memory of their story. If a people, a nation, a tribe, or a 
community of any sort is going to have a metanarrative, some 
portion of it, at least, must be committed to memory, with 
much of it memorialized in art forms intended to remind. 
Depending on what culture we speak of and in what era, 
these art forms will include folk-songs, epic poetry, sagas, 
Eddas, and the like, often mixed with mythology. The Greeks 
have their Iliad and Odyssey, the Romans, their Aeneid. God’s 
people of the Old Testament had their inspired historical 
narratives which they liked to tell over and over again (as we 
see from Saint Stephen and others). Many of the significant 
events in the history of the Jews were commemorated 
liturgically in their feasts, e.g., the Passover, annually calling 
to mind the Exodus story; and, much later, Hanukkah, 
commemorating the heroic Maccabean uprising.

All peoples posessed of something worthily called a culture 
have some kind of narrative that serves as their own history 
or pre-history, however mythologized it may be. In some 
cases, a people’s identity can be wrapped up in tragic events 
that are still fairly recent. The Armenian Genocide, for 
instance, is burned into the memory of most Armenians, 
not only in the mother country, but also in its far-flung 
global diaspora. Mets yegherrn, they call it, “the Great Evil 
Crime.” As some of his modern coreligionists despicably 
want to engage in what we might call Armenian Genocide 
denial, the Jewish novelist Franz Werfel helped memorialize 
this history in his Forty Days Of Musa Dagh. (Werfel would 
similarly narrate the story of Our Lady of Lourdes and Saint 
Bernadette in his Song of Bernadette. By writing these two 
novels, the Austrian Jew with the checkered morals won the 
gratitude of two groups of people: Armenians and Catholics. 
I cannot document it, but I have it on the authority of an 
old Armenian friend with connections to the monastery 
where it happened, that Werfel was baptized in Vienna by an 
Armenian-Rite Catholic Mekhitarist monk.) Personally, I met 
a survivor of Mets yegherrn: my sister-in-law’s grandmother, 
who was the youngest of a family of thirteen and the only one 
to survive the genocide. Most, if not all Armenian families 
have such memories. That kind of thing, on such a large 
scale, cannot help but press itself deeply into the collective 
consciousness of a people. Aside from stoking a hatred of the 

Turks in the Armenians, this episode also helps to give them a 
sense of national identity.

With His sending of the Apostles to evangelize all 
nations, Jesus Christ made us New-Testament faithful not 
a single people or nation in the conventional sense of those 
words (although we are called “a holy nation, a purchased 
people”), but a Mystical Body that is universal (catholic) in 
character, composed as it is of men from “every nation, and 
tribe, and tongue, and people.” For this reason, our story 
is more complex and more diverse than that of any single 
nation. Because we are the Mystical Body of Christ, our 
local beginnings are found in Jerusalem, with the physical 
Body of Jesus (extending also into His Old-Testament 

“back story”); therefore, His Incarnation, Birth, Death, 
Resurrection, Ascension, and sending of the Holy Ghost will 
give us our major feasts. After those, the Marian feasts and 
the feasts of the saints complete our calendar, which brings 
us to an interesting point. The unity of Christendom gave 
our Catholic ancestors a sense of shared identity, separated 
though they were by language and local customs (hence the 
social disruption caused by heresy and schism). There was 
much that was common across Christendom, centered on 
the Mysteries of Our Lord, Our Lady, and the saints. But 
new saints arose, as did Marian apparitions and other sacred 
occurences, and such persons and events were all woven 
into the story, the ever-added-to narrative of those localized 
embodiments of the one people of God that is the Catholic 
Church. This is to speak of a legitimate “inculturation” that 
gives Catholic peoples and nations their own local identity in 
addition to that which we all share.

“In all thy works remember thy last end, and thou shalt 
never sin” (Ecclus 7:40).

Let us take this to heart.

We are wiping out our Catholic memories, our Christian 
remembrances. The causes of this are manifold, but plain 
old bad will is at the bottom of them all. We need to reverse 
that horrible degeneration to save our souls, to rebuild the 
Church, and to restore Christian culture. Whatever we can do 
to sanctify our memories will help to accomplish these goals 
and to acquire the Mind of Christ.

After all, we do not want it said of us what was said of the 
Russians after their murderous, atheist Revolution: “Men 
have forgotten God; that’s why all this has happened.” Well 
beyond temporal punishments in this life, putting God 
outside of our knowledge invites upon us a terrible divine 
sequel that extends into eternity: “Amen I say to you, I know 
you not” (Matt. 25:12). ■ 

Email Brother André Marie at bam@catholicism.org.
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Dear Reader, euphoria 
is not something I 
have often felt. This 

particular bout of euphoria 
was caused by the announce-
ment that the Pope set a date 
to Consecrate Russia to the 
Immaculate Heart! On the very 

brink of world war and cataclys-
mic events … and, after several 
lifetimes of prayerful waiting 

and suffering (90+ years!!!) Our Lady’s requests at Fatima 
were finally going to be fulfilled! And, so many fantastic and 
miraculous events would follow, as Our Lady promised!

It seemed impossible to me that, knowing this information, 
that the sun should have risen in such a typical, early spring 
fashion ...that our school children should be arriving at school 
as they always do to spend the hours of the day just as sched-
uled. That the kitchen Sister should be making the regular 
coffee, eggs and toast breakfast as usual ...that the Sister who 
takes care of the chickens and pigs should be doing just that … 
and that the Liturgy was just one of the regular Lenten ferial 
days this morning. For me, personally, very normal duties 
awaited my application.

I wanted to cry out with joy about the fantastic news of 
the upcoming Consecration! I felt like dancing! At the least, I 
longed to have conversations about the subject with tremen-
dous enthusiasm!

Well … after a number of instances in which I turned with 
excitement to find someone to share the news with, and was 
repeatedly deflated by the dulling normalcy of everything and 
everyone, I made a decided effort to suppress the exciting 
news I had bursting inside of me.

But, of course, suppressing the feeling didn’t make it go 
away! So, I was left to deal with my “painful disposition.” I 
soon got to thinking and praying about how to do that.

I recalled the story of Saint Dominic Savio. (Giving this 
from my memory, the details may be in error but the story 
is essentially faithful to the original.) Young Dominic was 
playing a game with a group of boys. One of them asked the 
others what they would do if they knew they were going to 
die in an hour. One said he would run to the Church as fast 
as he could and go to Confession. One said he would begin 
praying fervently. And the others answered similarly. Finally, 
Saint Dominic replied that if he knew he would die in an hour, 
he would finish the game they had been playing. “Really?” 
queried the faces of the other boys. Why? “Because,” he said, 

“I started this game for love of God, and I will finish it for the 
love of God.”

It was at that moment, dear Reader, that I had a clear intu-
ition about what was going on before me in this tantalizing 

normalcy. Yes, everyone seemed too focused on what they 
were doing to spend time reveling in the good news! Instead, 
they were applying themselves to the accomplishment of 
God’s Will — their daily duties.

Recently, a good Priest gave a sermon on what we should 
do after the Consecration of Russia. In summary: don’t 
think that your part is finished in this great battle! Pray, do 
penance! The Triumph of the Immaculate Heart will come 
to pass … don’t get distracted from doing your daily duty by 
trying to “watch the flowers grow.” “Wow! The Pope is going 
to Consecrate Russia!!! Quick, get your popcorn, turn on 
the TV or Internet, and sit back for quite the show! Make 
sure you keep glancing out the window so you don’t miss 
the Miracle of the Sun! Yay! You don’t need to work and 
suffer any more, because Our Blessed Mother is going to 
fix everything at the moment of that Consecration! Ah! You 
don’t even need to worry about death any more! Isn’t that 
the fulfillment of Our Lady’s promises? Yes, we will have 
‘Peace’ — truly, Heaven on earth!”

“Penance! Penance! Penance!” cried the Angel of Fatima. So, 
that penance ends with the Consecration of Russia? Is the 
Triumph of the Immaculate Heart something instantaneous 
when the Pope and bishops are finished with that prayer of 
Consecration?

Dear Reader, I am actually penning this article exactly two 
weeks after the Consecration was done. You will be reading 
it two months hence. As of today, nothing obvious has hap-
pened as a result of the Consecration that I know of. Don’t 
get me wrong, dear Reader! I have full confidence in Our 
Lady’s promises, “Russia will be converted and a period of 
peace will be given to mankind.” As with all prophecies, we 
will have to wait to see exactly how it will be fulfilled. But, it 
will definitely be fulfilled! We will see that. And, we won’t be 
disappointed!

So, dear Reader, think about penance. Do you think we 
ought to stop now that the Consecration is done? What will 
you do for penance to help bring about the Triumph of the 
Immaculate Heart now that the Consecration has been done?

Well, dear Reader, what does God want from you by way 
of penance? Let’s have Our Blessed Mother Herself tell us: 

“The penance God wants, is the performance of your daily 
duty.” And, not just the external performance of our duty, 
but the sanctifying of ourselves and others through our du-
ties. Recollection! Prayer!

“O my Jesus! It [this duty] is for the love of Thee, for the 
conversion of poor sinners, and in reparation for all the 
offenses committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary, 
and for our Holy Father, the Pope.” The Fatima Sacrifice 
Prayer — the version I have memorized (of course, the Eng-
lish version is a translation and will have variations).

convent corner
euphoria

Sr. Marie Thérèse, 
M.I.C.M., Prioress
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Our Blessed Mother gave us that “Sacrifice Prayer” to be 
said “often, but especially when we make a sacrifice.” “Often” 

— once a month? “Often” — once a week? “Often,” once a 
day? Well, dear Reader, my unrequested opinion is that it 
will be most efficacious if we pray it (not just “say” it) many 
times in the day. It can help us to focus and do our work 
well and with a good intention. In fact, it can help us to do 
as Saint Dominic Savio did, which was beginning everything 
we do for the Love of God ... and then, finishing everything 

for the love of God — all through the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary whom we belong to.

And, dear Reader, doesn’t that sound like the best way we 
can personally have Our Lady’s Immaculate Heart triumph 
in our own lives? Won’t that be the sure path that ends in the 
... Euphoria ... of Heaven? 

■ Email Sister Marie Thérèse at convent@catholicism.org

• Teaching K-12?
• Writing talent?
• Editing experience?
• Secretarial proficiency?
• Agricultural know-how?
• Technical expertise?
• Mechanical skills?
• Professional aptitudes?
• The willingness and humility to learn a new skill?
• A strong desire to work for the glory of God as an instrument in Our 

Blessed Mother’s hands?

Living the vowed life of the evangelical counsels as a Slave of the 
Immaculate Heart of Mary is a way to consecrate your God-given 
talents to Jesus through Mary. Why not come to work and pray with 
us as you discern a religious vocation? Our Congregation and its 
Crusade for a Catholic America could be God’s holy will for YOU!  
Email Br. André Marie at bam@catholicism.org or Sister Marie Thérèse at 
smt@catholicism.org for details.

WHAT DO YOU HAVE TO OFFER?
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I have told you many times, I 
think, how dramatic death 
can be in any priest’s life. I 

don’t know of any priest who 
can’t tell you astonishing things 
that have happened. He doesn’t 
have to be holy — the thing 
itself is sacred. 

 I was in a hospital in Los An-
geles with some little sickness. 

I wasn’t very very sick, but had some trouble with my nose 
for which later I had to have an operation. So I went to the 
hospital for a few days. I was sitting up and reading, and I 
felt quite well.

 I was sitting there in the hospital, Queen of Angels hos-
pital, and a knock came at the door and a young priest came 
in, a Jesuit priest, Father Collins. “Are you Father Feeney?”, 
he said, “Father Leonard Feeney? My name is Father Collins. 
I come from a juniorate in Almen, and my mother is down-
stairs. She’s dying. I have just anointed her. She would very 
much like to see you. Are you able to come down? Would you 
come down? She is dying of cancer of the thyroid gland?”

 “Sure. I’ll come down and see her,” I said. 
 She was in articulo mortis. We have two phrases: in periculo 

mortis, which means “in danger of death,” and in articulo 
mortis, “in the moment of death.”

 So, I went down into the room. It is funny how you re-
member it, not every detail, but very vividly. Your senses be-
come very alive when you face death. It is not a prosaic thing. 
The room is packed with God, to use a childlike expression. 
The angel is there. The battle is going on.

 If it is a bad person, the good angel is trying to get him 
back. If it is a good person, the devil is trying to pull him 
down for the last time. Don’t tell me the room isn’t tense 
where angels are fighting! There is something tenser than air 
in there. You sense that. Nobody can joke — even an unbe-
liever would have to have reverence there.

 “Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death.” This 
is the “hour of our death” in the Hail Mary. This is the fullness 
of time for this entity. “Pray for us sinners now and at the hour 
of our death.” That does not mean literally 60 minutes, or the 
second of our death. Death does not always happen instanta-
neously. “Hour” is a nice word for it, even if it is a minute or a 
second.

 I remember very distinctly. There was her brother there 
and a young Jesuit scholastic, and Father Collins, a nurse, and 
myself.

 So I said, “How do you do?” not knowing whether she was 
delirious or semi-conscious or what — and prepared for any-
thing. You make great allowances at the deathbed, because you 
are not the major interest. They are the center of all the interest. 

Everybody wants to give in to their slightest wish.
 She said, “I’m so glad you came.” I said, “I’m glad I came, 

too.” I could see it was hard for her to breathe. Her poor 
neck was swollen.

 She said, “I prayed for years that you would be with me 
when I died, and here you are.” I said, “Yes, I am.”

 I didn’t know whether she had me mixed up with Father 
Brown of Santa Fe, or what. I didn’t know she knew who I 
was, but I was willing to be anyone for the moment to com-
fort her while she was going over the great bridge from time 
to eternity.

 Just as I was having this suspicious and skeptical thought, 
she said,“You are Father Leonard Feeney, aren’t you?”

 “Yes, I am,” I said, a little more tense.
 “Didn’t you write a poem years ago that began, “Angela 

died today and went to Heaven”?
 “Yes, I did.”
 “Well, that is my favorite poem, and I always prayed to 

little Jesus that when I was dying, you would be here to say 
it for me. Will you say it for me?”

 Well, the son bowed his head; the scholastic choked; the 
nurse was in tears. But I felt that I had a job to do, like a 
priest at a black Mass. I knew that if I thought about what I 
was doing, my heart would break, so I recited it.

Angela died to-day and went to Heaven;
We counted her summers up and they were seven.
But why does that trouble you, unloosened shutter,
That flap at my window in the wind’s wild flutter!
Angela’s eyes to-night are cold and dim ,
Off in the land of song and Seraphim.
But what does that mean to you, O creaking stair,
And mice in the wall that gnaw the plaster there!
Angela’s little hands are folded white,
Deep in the meadow, under the starry night.
But why should an ugly gnat keep finely whining
Around the candle-flame beside me shining!
And never again and never again will she
Come running across the field to welcome me.
But, little sheep-bells, out on the distant hill,
Why, at this hour, do you wake and tinkle still!
And not any more — alas! — and not any more,
Will she climb the stairs and knock at my lonely door.
But, moaning owl in the hayloft overhead,
How did you come to know that she was dead!

She didn’t dramatically die that instant, but she closed 
her eyes. That is the last I ever said to her, and that was the 
last day, or two days, that she lived. Isn’t that wonderful? ■

Founder’s column
a deathbed request

Father Leonard Feeney, 
M.I.C.M.
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He was probably in his 
70s, a frail little man, 
maybe five feet-four 

inches tall or so. Always wore a 
suit and tie, he did — the same 
suit coat, every day, the shoul-
ders overlapping his own, the 
sleeves ending half way down 

his fingers, and the hem of it almost reaching his knees. It 
may have fit him, more suitably, when he was younger but he 
would have had to have been a lot huskier too.

His name was Giuseppi. I’ve long since forgotten his last 
name, as it was thirty seven years ago that I knew him. He was 
the porter at the religious house where I was staying during 
the one year I spent studying in Rome. I don’t remember if he 
had any other duties; if he did it may have been as a dis-
patcher for the community’s phones, for there were about ten 
priests living in the house at the time. The system would have 
had to have been very simple because Giuseppi was a very 
simple man.

Every morning, at the same time we were saying Matins in 
the chapel before Mass, Giuseppi would shuffle into the back 
of the chapel and drop down on his knees and proceed to say 
in alta voce the beginning of the Our Father in Latin, then 
he’d slip into Italian for the rest of the Lord’s Prayer, which he 
completed in sotto voce, almost in a whisper. Then, he’d intone 
in the very same manner the Hail Mary: “Ave Maria, gratia 
plena,” he’d bellow, continuing on with the prayer in more 
subdued Italian. That was about it for his prayers, and he was 
off to his office by the front door.

Giuseppi was always flashing his gold tooth with his peren-
nial smile. He loved to greet us American students and we 
were always using him to test our conversational Italian. We 
would say: “Parla lungo, Giuseppi, lenta prego,” and he would 
accommodate us with the most affected, slow enunciation just 
to please us.

We had a tutor for some months who would stop by almost 
every day to teach us Tuscano Italian. She was a native Roman, 
a well educated matron, about Giuseppi’s age, and she would 
always chat with him before she left. She was a good woman 
and I always remembered how she was so courteous to the 
little porter who was always delighted to see her. I’ll call her 
Maria.

Giuseppi had such a good heart; his biggest joy was to greet 
us, even if it were just a passing “hello” and “goodbye.” He did 
not get along with the other employee, a younger man, who 
served in the refectory; his name was Gilberto, and with his 

occasional snide remarks — covertly delivered, of course — he 
let us know that he was more than a bit anti-clerical.

As I said, Giuseppi loved to talk to us. After a few weeks, 
he started to greet us with this endearing salutation: “Good 
morning, my dear.” And we would reciprocate: “Good morn-
ing, my dear,” with a chuckle. Giuseppi didn’t know why we 
found the greeting so funny. You see, to impress us, he had 
been listening to “Learning English” cassettes in his office. The 
speakers played the part of a husband and wife, and, in Italian, 
carrissima means “dear one,” so to Giuseppi we were all “my 
dear.”

I once met him walking down the street after he exited a 
nearby church. “Comé sta, Giuseppi,” I asked. “Bene, bene, 
grazie a Dio,” he replied. Then I said something that seemed to 
really upset him. I was young and it just slipped off my tongue 
without my thinking how such words, even though said half 
in jest, might affect someone as humble as Giuseppi was. I 
told him that I thought that God must love him very much — 
that much was fine — then I said that I considered him to be 
a saint.

“No, no,” he protested indignantly. “I am a miserable sinner. 
I have committed many, many sins.”

We were going in opposite directions, so he just kept walk-
ing ahead shaking his head, “No, no, not me, not me.” There 
was nothing I could say.

Giuseppi quickly forgave me for canonizing him, or he just 
forgot about it, because every day he continued to give me, 
and all the young Americans, the same unfeigned smile and 
the same hearty greeting. Every now and then he’d throw in a 
new word that he had learned, anxious to see if he understood 
its meaning correctly, and was pronouncing it right.

One day during Advent he couldn’t wait to talk to me. He 
was so excited and his face was beaming. He told me that he 
was taking a train to Florence to see his daughter during his 
Christmas vacation. Then the tears began pouring from his 
eyes: “I have not seen her since she was a child,” he said. “It’s 
been forty years. She is a nun in a convent.”

It was hard for Giuseppi to speak, his voice was choking 
so, and it was hard for me to understand what he was trying 
to explain. Somehow, during the World War, while he was 
stationed in Ethiopia, it seems that his wife and daughter were 
separated from him. I asked him why he could not find them 
when he returned home after the war. And this is where I 
could not understand his answer. Nor did I want to press him 
about it, for the pain, long buried in his heart, was not look-
ing for words, it had found its escape in tears. All I could get 

Kelly Forum
Giuseppi

Mr. Brian Kelly
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from him was “They were gone, they were gone. No one knew 
where they were.”

Well, at some point the daughter must have located her fa-
ther, for he was going to see her for the first time in forty years. 
And she was a nun. He was so proud, so happy. “God bless 
you, Giuseppi,” I said, “you will surely have the most joyful 
Christmas of your life.” I don’t remember if I got choked up at 
the time, but if I am so now just thinking about it, I must’ve 
been so back then.

When our diminutive porter returned to work sometime 
after Christmas he told us all about his “bambina”: “She is 
a nun, now,” he kept saying, “she’s all grown up, and very 
happy.” As he spoke he kept blessing himself over and over. 
But I don’t remember that he cried this time. He was perfectly 
content; he had received the answer to all those prayers that 
he offered for so many years, going from church to church 
(and Rome has one on every block) and stopping by one more 
church after work on his way home.

Home? Giuseppi didn’t have a home, a family to go to; he 
lived at a nursing facility for the elderly. It was about a half-
mile away. One would have thought that he could’ve slept 
over at the monastery, at least during bad weather, for he did 
have a cot in his office on which he would take his daily siesta. 
Apparently, he never asked for this favor from the abbot or the 
prior, nor was it offered, as far as I know.

A few weeks later Giuseppi developed a bad cough. Each day 
it got worse. He tried to hide the fact that he was not well and 
he forced himself to be there at the door to say “hello” when 
we would come in from classes. There was no one on the first 
floor in the house to hear the worst of his fits. We were on the 
second floor, and there were a few priests on the third floor, 

but no one on the first. We knew that he must have had a bad 
cold, but the fact that he was up and about, at least when the 
doorbell rang, quieted any concerns that “HELLO, maybe this 
old man has pneumonia.”

Maria was very upset when she came in to give us our lesson 
that week in Italian. “Don’t you realize that this man is gravely 
ill,” she chided us. “He belongs in a hospital.” She did not 
leave without telling the prior that Giuseppi needs a doctor 
right away.

He never got to see a doctor. In fact, he completed his usual 
work day, and then, around six o’clock, headed out into the 
night winter air for his half-mile walk to the hospice. And 
what about us students and seminarians? After our Italian class 
that day we had gone upstairs to our rooms for study period. 
Maria had spoken to the father in charge and, good man that 
he was, we assumed that he had heeded her admonition. I’ll 
never forget how upset she was that Giuseppi was working at 
all.

The next morning the prior told us that Giuseppi had col-
lapsed against a wall on the way to the hospice and that he 
had died. It was a secluded spot where he fell, no streetlights, 
and, especially in the freezing cold, no strollers. His body 
wasn’t discovered until the sun rose.

Every Mass, at the Memento for the Dead, I still pray for 
Giuseppi. I should be praying to him. “For him,” “to him,” he 
knows what to do with the prayers. He was, by his own admis-
sion, “a miserable sinner.” And miserable sinners, when they 
are as humble as Giuseppi, make great saints. ■

 Email Brian Kelly at bdk@catholicism.org.

Store.Catholicism.org
Father Feeney wanted Saint Benedict Center to be a School of Thought: a continuous, systematic 
approach to learning the Catholic Faith. As a result, Saint Benedict Center has made available 
many of the classes, lectures, conference talks and full courses that have been given here.

Whether new to the Faith or a faithful Catholic of many years, you can benefit from our 
impressive catalogue.

Log on to Store.Catholicism.org for the very best in scripture study, philosophy, history, current 
events, vocations and your state in life, doctrine, morality and much more.

We offer the finest books, audio, video and even downloadable products.

Visit our website today!
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Saint Augustine Institute of Wisdom
The Saint Augustine Institute of Wisdom (SAI) is the educational division of Saint Benedict 

Center. The Institute provides well-rounded and conveniently simple courses of instruction in 
Catholic thought.

The course will have the aspect of continued adult education: Catholic men and women, in any 
ordinary occupation in life, increasing their knowledge of the Faith, and of things pertaining to it.

Visit: www.SaintAugustineInstitute.org for more information.

The Art of the  
Holy Rosary

Meditations to accompany all 15 
Mysteries of the Rosary of the Most 
Blessed Virgin Mary

This book of beautiful artwork and 
quotations from the bible and from 
other holy men and women is designed 
to help us meditate on the life of Our 
Lord and Our Lady, as presented to us 
in Tradition and Scripture through the 
Holy Rosary of the Most Blessed Virgin 
Mary. Prayer is the lifting of our hearts 
to God and we hope that this little book 
will assist you in that work.

To those who faithfully follow 
Our Lady’s requests for the five First 
Saturdays, she has made a wonderful 
promise which she, as Mediatrix 
of all Graces, will certainly fulfill: 
“I promise to assist at the hour of 
death with the graces necessary for 
salvation.” This means that our Blessed 
Mother will be present at the hour of 
death with the actual grace of final 
perseverance, (which after the gift/grace 
of Faith), is the most important grace.  
Fully Illustrated In Color on high gloss 
paper — Paperback — 120 pages. 

Order at www.store.catholicism.org
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January to December plus Appendices etc. 

Very few published works require such a lengthy explanation of exactly which edition is being offered, 
in what format, and why, than Fr. Alban Butler’s Lives of the Saints. The reason is that there are so 
many very different books being printed under this author’s name and under this title due to it’s long 

history (the work is almost 300 years old) and its universal popularity. Few Catholic books except the Bible, 
the Confessions, the Imitation, and the Summa, are as widely read. This book has also been extensively revised, 
altered, and updated since its original publication, with new editions, even 21st century revisions being made, 
that we feel the time is ripe for an original, unexpurgated, and unrevised print version to be made available.

This edition is widely considered to be the most complete and authoritative ever issued. It is the 1854 edition 
of D. J. Sadlier of New York, and in the Preface it gives its “pedigree.” The original was printed anonymously in 
London in 1759, after 30 years work on the project. The edition published by Sadlier is an exact replica of the 
Dublin and London edition of 1833. Being a scholarly work, but also a work deeply imbued with the piety and 
devotion of a priest’s lifetime effort, it is loaded with footnotes which comprise a significant proportion of the 
total text. In the original book, the footnotes were printed in such a small, closely-set typeface, that they were 
almost unreadable. — Hardcover, Illustrated, 5100 pages $270

Order at www.store.catholicism.org

Father Alban Butler’s Original Lives of the Saints   
Complete Seven Volume Set
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preFect’s column
death

Bother John Marie Vianney, 
M.I.C.M., Tert., Prefect

Years ago I heard a joke 
about death. A wag 
said, “Death is God’s 

way of telling you to slow 
down.” We experience jokes 
about such serious matters 
so as to break the ice, so to 
speak. Let’s face it, death is not 
a subject modern man enjoys 

discussing, never mind reading about. It is a weighty subject. 
It is inevitable; well, for almost all of the human race. 

Holy Scripture teaches there were two exceptions. Enoch, 
or Henoch, who, “walked with God, and was seen no more: 
because God took him.” 1 He “‘was pleasing to God’, by 
continual recollection and watchfulness over himself. Thus 
he became perfect.” 2 The Haydock commentary goes on 
to say, “the holy Scriptures affirm, that God translated him 
alive, that he might not experience death ...” “He is the other 
witness, who will come with Elias, before the great day of 
the Lord ... (Malachias iv.) ... God preserves these two alive, 
perhaps to give us a striking proof how he could have treated 
Adam and his posterity, if they had not sinned; and also to 
confirm our hopes of immortality, when we shall have paid 
the debt of nature. (Worthington)” 3 The underlining is 
mine. 

With regard to Elias, he “Like Enoch, was ‘translated’, so 
that he should not taste death. As he was conversing with his 
spiritual son, Eliseus, on the hills of Moab, ‘a fiery chariot, 
and fiery horses parted them both asunder,’ and Elias went 
up by a whirlwind into heaven. (IV K., ii, 11), and all the 
efforts to find him made by the sceptic sons of the prophets 
disbelieving Eliseus’s recital, availed nothing.” 4

I have only witnessed two deaths. One was a beloved rela-
tive, my mother, the other was a complete stranger who was 
hit by a car. I wrote of these in a January/February 2018 
Mancipia article entitled, Death of a Child. Like many read-
ers, I have been to numerous wakes, funerals and burials. It 
is a sad time, for the most part, but, if one is living a truly 
Catholic life, it really should not be.

Death is an end, and also a beginning. Our bodies, corpo-
ral as they are, eventually die. Our souls, immortal as they 
are, will live forever and, if we get to Heaven, our bodies will 
re-join our souls in a glorified state. If we stay fixed on our 
goal, Heaven, we should not fear death. This was written 
about the Little Flower (St. Thérèse):

A few nights before her death Soeur Genevieve (St. Thérèse’s 
sister — I believe) came into the Infirmary, and found her 
(St. Thérèse) with eyes raised to Heaven and hands joined in 
prayer: “What are you doing? You ought to be trying to sleep.”

 “I cannot, so I am praying.”
 “What do you say to Our Lord?”
 “Nothing; I am just loving Him.”
That’s all we really need to do, to love God. We should 

recall, that the most important life led to the most important 
death. Without the birth and death of Jesus, Heaven would 
not be opened. If we can contemplate, and truly accept the 
Cross, then we should not fear death. “The Cross is the royal 
door through which one enters the temple of sanctity. It is 
impossible to enter it by any other way. Hence we frequently 
must immolate our heart to the love of Jesus upon the same 
Altar of the Cross on which He sacrificed His life for love of 
us.” 5

But what of the arrangements prior and after death? We 
should be practical. If we do not plan, others will be left with 
deciding what we desired. If your family is not traditional 
Catholic, there are many things they will not know.

A Catholic Death

Here are some principles, borrowed from a traditional 
priest-friend’s writings, that all Catholics should know. Some 
of these apply to one close to death. All are important.

1.  The soul takes precedence over the body.
2. Nothing may be done or left undone to the body that 
jeopardizes the life of the soul.
3. Provision of Sacraments, most especially Extreme 
Unction, is the first priority.
4. Food and hydration are mandatory.
5. Procedures, treatments, and medicines which are no 
longer effective in preserving or restoring health may be 
discontinued.
6. Procedures, treatments, and medicines which 
are considered “extraordinary” may be declined or 
discontinued. “Extraordinary” refers to that which is 
beyond what is morally obliged, medically necessary, or 
psychologically endurable to the reasonable man.
7. Food and hydration are not medicine, and therefore 
may not be refused (see 4 above).
8. Emphasis should be placed on how the person is living, 
rather than on when and how he might die — efforts 
must be made to help the person to continue living a holy 
life so as to ensure sanctity whenever death might come.
9.  The ill or injured person and his family must make 
decisions informed by the teachings of the Church; medical 
personnel can offer advice and counsel, but are not the 
final judge of what and how things should be done.
10. When in doubt, don’t! Wait to make decisions until 
consulting a Priest.

I would add two more things to this list. Upon the death 
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of any Catholic, the spouse, family or friends should, as 
soon as possible, arrange Gregorian Masses for the deceased. 
A Mass should be offered the week, month and year of the 
death. A Mass every year on the anniversary day of the death 
is encouraged as an act of the highest charity.

Important Things To Do At The Moment Of Death
 Call A Priest!

Ask Father to hear the dying person’s Confession, to give 
him Viaticum, to administer Extreme Unction, and to grant 
him the Apostolic Blessing before he offers the prayers of 
Commendation.

If a priest is unavailable, ask the dying person if he is sorry 
for his sins. Ask him to express a desire to receive the mercy 
of Jesus. If the dying person is an apostate, ask him if he 
repents leaving the Catholic Church and if he wills to return 
to the one true Faith of the Catholic Church. If the dying 
person is unable to speak, ask him to respond by squeezing 
your hand.

1.  Hold a Crucifix. If a dying person is unable to do so, 
then his loved ones should place a Crucifix on him. The 

Crucifix from a Rosary or other Sacramental is acceptable 
for this purpose. 

2. Repeat the Holy Names of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. 

3. Ask him to accept death as the just punishment for 
all of his sins. Only two people in the whole history of 
mankind were ever undeserving of death, Our Lord Jesus 
and the Blessed Virgin Mary.

4. Make the Act of Contrition. If the dying person is 
unable to speak, say it for him.

I hope this offering will help you, your loved ones and 
friends, to a truly happy death. May God bless you all. ■

Email Brother John Marie Vianney at toprefect@catholicism.org.

Footnotes
1 - 4. Genesis Ch. 5, V. 24. Haydock commentary.
5.www.catholic.com/encyclopedia/Elias 
6. Daily Meditations, Spring, quoting the Spiritual Dairy, pg.11. 

Blessed Leonid Feodorov
First Exarch of the Russian Catholic Church

By the inscrutable designs of divine providence, 
during the fateful year of 1917, when Our Lady 
appeared at Fatima, there were two events that 
also occurred in Russia. The very first Catholic 
Exarch (a bishop approved by, and under the 
direct jurisdiction of, the See of Peter) for the 
Russian Catholic Church was named. He was 
Blessed Leonid Feodorov. The other event was of 
course the Revolution, accomplished by Kerensky 
and Lenin in two stages, that turned over the vast 
Russian Empire of the Romanovs to a clique of 
anti-Christian persecutors. Holy Mother Russia 
(and the whole world) has suffered greatly from 
this Revolution, and both still suffer from the 
scars and effects of it. 
Paperback, 278 pages
$15.00 
Order at www.store.catholicism.org
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Presumably everyone 
reading this article 
is now aware of the 

news that broke on February 
16, 2022, that a priest in the 
Diocese of Phoenix had been 
relieved of his pastoral duties 
due to his having used the 

wrong words when baptizing 
people. It seems that one Fr. 

Andres Arango, ordained in 1995, had consistently, through-
out his career as a priest, purported to baptize people using 
the words, “We baptize you. . .” rather than “I baptize you. 
. . . .”, and as a result, an excess of twenty thousand persons 
were not validly baptized.

Why, you may ask, does this matter? And how could this 
happen? The purpose of this article is to address both of these 
issues, as well as the consequence of this priest’s apparently 
intentional acts. First, the sacrament of Baptism is essential 
to one’s salvation and for reception of any of the other sacra-
ments. It is this sacrament that, among other things, remits 
Original Sin and actual guilt, provides the grace of regenera-
tion and incorporates us into the Mystical Body of Christ. 
Further, like any other sacrament it consists of both Form 
and Matter. In Baptism, the matter is water, and the form 
consists of the words used along with the administration of 
the water. If either the proper form or the proper matter is 
missing, the sacrament is invalid and the person is not, in 
fact, baptized, There has been no regeneration and the person 
is not a member of the Mystical Body of Christ, hence not a 
member of the one True Church founded by Christ, outside 
of which no one at all can be saved.

Knowing this, and undoubtedly having learned how to per-
form a proper baptism while in the seminary, why would this 
priest knowingly use an invalid formula? The answer is all 
around us; it lies in the liturgical novelties foisted upon the 
faithful in the wake of Vatican II and the Modernist takeover 
of much of the Church. During the reign of St. Pius X, spear-
headed by the Belgian Benedictine Dom Lambert Beauduin, 
the modernist “Liturgical Movement” began gaining ground. 
This movement felt that worship had become altogether too 
private and interior, and could only be effective if it had a 
communal character, was “democratized” and consisted of 
“active participation of the faithful.”

 As early as the 1920’s, the celebration of the Mass Versus 
Populum began to appear in Europe, and in Germany, a hot-
bed of Modernism, it became the trend to speak of a “people’s 
liturgy” that would render the faithful’s relationship with 
God horizontal, rather than vertical. Papal Nuncio Eugenio 

Pacelli, the future Pope Pius XII, wrote to his superiors con-
cerning these changes in 1929, stating that, “The so-called 
movement exaggerates the value of the liturgy, attempting, so 
to speak, to replace the essential content of the Catholic faith 
with exterior forms.”

While some of this is perhaps harmless, it arises from the 
Modernist concept of Immanentism which holds that religion 
is all subjective and that the laity need to actively participate 
in Mass, in effect “concelebrating” with the priest, in order for 
the Mass to accomplish its goals. This has resulted in dialogue 
Masses, Mass in the vernacular, laity on the altar during Mass, 
Eucharistic Ministers, altar girls, reduction of the altar to a 
table with a priest “presiding” at the “celebration,” concel-
ebration of Mass, the discouraging or outright prohibition of 
private Masses, and a general conflation of the sacramental 
priesthood with the common priesthood of the laity. It is no 
accident that a person saying the Rosary silently during Mass 
may be interrupted by another person sticking out his hand 
with a big smile on his face. In fact, while in college during the 
late 1960’s I actually heard a priest say that prior to the chang-
es in the liturgy, the attitude of persons at Mass was, (and this 
is a verbatim quote), “Jesus and me and to hell with thee.”

Viewed this way, one can see how, in the wake of Vatican II, 
men such as Fr. Arango could leave the seminary believing that 
the “community” was baptizing the person and that the word, 
“we” could be substituted for “I” in the baptismal rite with im-
punity. (As an aside, with the rite done in Latin, the personal 
pronoun would not be necessary, as is observed in the Cat-
echism of the Council of Trent, because the Latin “Te baptizo 
” necessarily includes “Ego.” This is obviously not the case in 
English, but we must remember that the use of the vernacular 
arose out of the same mindset that brought about the other 
changes discussed above).

And it is clear that the case of Fr. Arango is not an isolated 
one. The Archdiocese of Detroit is dealing with the fallout 
after a priest’s own baptism was determined to have been 
invalid, rendering all the sacraments which he administered 
invalid, also. While this priest (who had been unaware of the 
problem of his own baptism and was not at fault) was quickly 
re-baptized, re-confirmed, re-ordained, etc., the damage had 
been done.

We have not been told how Fr. Arango’s superiors found out 
what he was doing. Perhaps someone turned him in, per-
haps, out of contrition, he volunteered the information. It is 
to Bishop Olmsted’s credit that he did not attempt to cover 
up what had happened, but instead relieved the priest of his 
pastoral duties and went public. The Vatican itself has made it 
clear that these baptisms are not valid. 

Guest column
Fruits oF modernism

Brother Dismas Mary, 
M.I.C.M., Tert.
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So where does this leave the persons with the invalid bap-
tisms? It leaves them outside the Church. It leaves them still 
bearing the taint of original sin, unable to receive any other 
sacrament, and (assuming they are still living) needing yet 
to be baptized, because this one priest chose to carry the evil 
torch of Modernism. However, there is a ripple effect. In ad-
dition to the persons purportedly “baptized” by Fr. Arango, 
there is the undeniable fact that this incident will shake 
the faith of the laity. For over fifty years everyone, Catholic 
or not, has been witness to an element within the Church 
which is seemingly intent on destroying Her traditions and 
remaking Her into something different. 

 As a result, credibility has been lost, and this latest incident 
can only worsen the situation. For one thing, in our Modern 
(or Postmodern) era, where, in the current climate of apos-
tasy, Catholic teaching is considered by many people to be a 
set of subjective rules and regulations subject to change arbi-
trarily; to many people a Church which upholds the integrity 
of the sacrament is merely a bureaucracy run by unfeeling 
clerics. This ties in directly with the approach that praxis 
can be separated from doctrine by a pastoral approach, and 
that after the Second Vatican Council it was the Spirit, and 
not the letter that mattered. To persons indoctrinated in that 
attitude for their entire lives, the Church can decide whether 
to be charitable or legalistic.

Thus it can be seen that the “Spirit of Vatican II” itself is 
what, in a sense, seems to put the Church between Scylla 
and Charibdys, having to decide whether to hold firm to the 

form of the sacrament on the one hand, or to show forth the 
love of Christ on the other, with a badly catechized laity who 
believe the Church has the option and who are justifiably 
concerned about the eternal fate of their loved ones who may 
have died invalidly baptized.

Yet the Church does not have the option of retroactively 
baptizing; we are not, after all, Mormons who purport to 
have such authority. In the words of Pope St. Pius X in his 
encyclical Pascendi Dominici Gregis, “The office divinely com-
mitted to Us of feeding the Lord’s flock has especially this 
duty assigned to it by Christ, namely, to guard with the great-
est vigilance the deposit of the faith delivered to the saints, 
rejecting the profane novelties ...”. If nothing else good can 
come of this scandal, at least one can hope that many of those 
in authority in the Church will realize that such “profane nov-
elties” got really out of hand in the aftermath of Vatican II, 
and a proactive approach needs to be taken in rooting out the 
damage unquestionably done. No matter which side of the 
issues one is on, no one receiving a sacrament in a Catholic 
Church should have to wonder if the sacrament was valid.

In the meantime, we, as Slaves of the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary, First, Second or Third Order, must go on. Despite how 
this must look to others, there is still no salvation outside the 
Catholic Church. And we must continue to carry this mes-
sage to others. Indubitably, we will run into this issue as we 
do so, and we must pray to the Holy Spirit to guide us, for 
souls are at stake.  ■

Veritas Radio Network
The Crusade Channel

Mike “The KingDude” Church brings republican, Catholic solutions 
to the most important issues facing ‘Muricans today. “A 51% Trump 
guy” the KingDude’s uncanny ability to comment on the present so-
cial, moral and political outrages of our day and accurately predict their 
outcomes has become legendary. From full length feature films like 
“The Road to Independence” and “The Spirit of ‘76” to hosting his 
radio show daily on The CRUSADE Channel “The KingDude” does 
it all. Here you will find Mike’s daily radio show, short films, movie 
trailers from his Founding Father Films, and video interviews from his 
radio show.

Listen to this and other Live Radio Channels at:
www.crusadechannel.com



notes:
• To advertise your business on the crusade channel go to www.crusadechannel.com/
crusade-channel-on-air-advertising-rates/

• Stop dangerous content at your internet router. Protect your children at home. 
Check out www.freefiltering.org/#16037576021 
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Slaves of the Immaculate
Heart of Mary

prayers for the holy father
V. Let us pray for our pontiff, Pope Francis.
R. The Lord preserve him, and give him life, and make him to be blessed upon the earth, 
and deliver him not up to the will of his enemies (Roman Breviary).
Our Father. Hail Mary.
V. Let us pray.
R. Almighty and everlasting God, have mercy upon Thy servant, Francis, our Supreme 
Pontiff, and direct him, according to Thy loving kindness, in the way of eternal salvation; 
that, of thy gift, he may ever desire that which is pleasing unto Thee and may accomplish it 
with all his might. Through Christ our Lord. Amen (Roman Ritual).

extra ecclesiam nulla salus
Ex Cathedra: “We declare, say, define, and pronounce that it is absolutely necessary for 

the salvation of every human creature to be subject to the Roman Pontiff.” (Pope Boniface 
VIII, the Bull Unam Sanctam, 1302).

Immaculate Heart of Mary School
ihmsnh.org

PO Box 627 Richmond, NH 03470
(603)239-6495

ihmschool@catholicism.org

Have you visited
our website?

Our website contains articles 
on education, news and pho-
tos of school events. Visit us 
today and sign up for our free 
emails!

@IHMRichmond

Immaculate Heart of Mary School


