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The Enemies of the Soul.
Our spiritual life demands that our lives must be a
total commitment to God. If we are friends of God by
sanctifying grace, we must be careful by keeping away
from all the dangers hindering the salvation of our
souls.
We call these dangers the enemies of the soul.
They are three: the world, the devil and the flesh.
They are our spiritual enemies because they are the
main sources of temptation and sin. The world and
the devil are our external enemies; the flesh is the
internal one.
Nowadays, the world is without doubt the most
successful and dangerous enemy for many souls, and in particular to lukewarm
Catholics. The world is a formidable cause of sin by its evil examples, its prejudices,
its false maxims, its seducing and terrifying influences.
In the present crisis of the Church it would be useless to strive to keep the Faith,
to pray and to try to practice our religious duties, if we do not keep away from the
powerful seductions of the world. The crisis in the Church can be also assimilated
to the entrance of the spirit of the world among its members.
Our Lord and the World.
Our Lord is very explicit about the fundamental opposition between the spirit
of the Gospel and the spirit of the world.
In the beginning of his Gospel, the Apostle St John clearly expresses that the
world rejected our Divine Master: “He was in the world, and the world was made by
him, and the world knew him not.” (John 1:10)
During His long farewell discourse recorded by St John, Jesus clearly stated the
absolute incompatibility of His message with the spirit of the world by severely
condemning it:
“I have given them thy word, and the world hath hated them, because they are not
of the world; as I also am not of the world. I pray not that thou shouldst take them out
of the world, but that thou shouldst keep them from evil. They are not of the world, as I
also am not of the world.” (John 17:14-16)
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“If you had been of the world, the world would love its own: but because you are not of the world, but I have
chosen you out of the world, therefore the world hateth you. “ (John 15:19)
Jesus said to Pilate: “My Kingdom is not of this world,“ (John 18:36) and to the Jews, “You are from beneath, I
am from above. You are of this world, I am not of this world.” (John 8:23)
But Jesus professed also of coming to save the world: “For God sent not his Son into the world, to judge the
world, but that the world may be saved by Him.” (John 3:17)
Finally, Our Saviour told us to be confident of His power because he conquered the world, “In the world
you shall have distress: but have confidence, I have overcome the world.” (John 16:33)
What Exactly the World Is?
The world as such is not an obstacle to sanctity and perfection, because many Catholics who lived in the
world became saints. But the world is a formidable enemy when we become excessively attached to created
things, and too weak to resist the attractions of them.
Therefore, it is not the people in the world per se we must fear, but rather the worldly spirit and, behind
it, the Devil, “the prince of this world.” (John 14:30) The world also uses the concupiscence of men by presenting our disorderly passions in an attractive way.
The worldly spirit is manifested by four external marks. The first mark are false maxims which are
directly opposed to the precepts of Christ, exalting pleasure, riches, comfort, fame, violence and power. The
second mark is manifested in the ridicule and persecution of those who strive to live honestly and
decently. The third mark is manifested in the indulgence of pleasures, like sex, alcohol, drugs, food, and in
worldly diversions. Finally, the fourth mark is the scandal and bad example of evil lives, instead of
promoting the examples of virtue.
Worldly Tentacles
In Jesus’ Parable of the Sower, the world is represented by the seed fallen on ground covered with
thorns:
“And others [seeds] fell among thorns: and the thorns grew up and choked them. … he that received the seed
among thorns, is he that heareth the word, and the care of this world and the deceitfulness of riches choketh
up the word, and he becometh fruitless.“ (Matt. 13:7, 22)
Our Lord, in this parable, in order to describe the effects of the world on the souls uses twice the
expression “choke.” The action of choking means literally a severe difficulty in breathing because of an
obstruction or a lack of air. This is a perfect image to describe the influence of the world on the souls.
In Jesus’ parable the seed initially takes root, but the thorns soon choke the plant by depriving it of air
and light. In the souls, in the similar way, excessive solicitude for temporal things eventually stifles and suffocates the spirit. Worldly souls are only preoccupied with worldly things, pleasures, material
interests and affairs abandoning the interest on spiritual matters.
St John plainly explains in one of his epistles what are specifically the several means used by the world
to choke the soul:
“Love not the world, nor the things which are in the world. If any man love the world, the charity of the
Father is not in him. For all that is in the world is the concupiscence of the flesh, and the concupiscence of
the eyes, and the pride of life, which is not of the Father, but is of the world.” (1 John 2:15-16)
From this text we see that the world uses three tentacles to strangle and suffocate the souls:
(1) worldly pleasures, (2) worldly goods and (3) worldly honours.
1. WORLDLY PLEASURES. “Concupiscence of the flesh.”

Unmortified passions, especially of the flesh, can be a downfall to many by committing the sins of
impurity, gluttony, drunkenness, abuse of drugs, laziness, etc.
Fr. Gabriel of Mary Magdalene O.C.D., the famous Carmelite writer, gives us the remedy to worldly
pleasures: “In order to be able to seek God and live in close union with Him, even in the midst of our
occupations and contacts with the world, we must have interior solitude; that is "the inner cell" of which St.
Catherine of Siena speaks. … This “inner solitude” is detachment. A heart which is not completely detached
will always and everywhere find something to distract it from seeking God, to enslave it and make it more or
less a prisoner of creatures, and to fill it with worldly affections and desires.” (Divine Intimacy, No. 13).
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St. Mary Magdalene is an example of someone who succeeded in overcoming worldly pleasures.
2. WORLDLY GOODS. “Concupiscence of the eyes.”
Earthly goods are probably the most difficult worldly attractions to reject because they are not evil in
themselves and they are necessary for our lives, but the world instils in our minds and hearts an excessive
solicitude and craving for them. This is what Our Lord condemned the excessive attachment to money
when He said. “Beware of riches… we cannot serve two masters… God and Mammon.” (Mt 6:24)
Commenting on this passage, the same Fr. Gabriel of Mary Magdalene O.C.D., warns us:
“If you are attached to wealth, ease and material comfort, in vain you try to give your whole heart to God;
it will always be slave of worldly goods. That is why the rich young man after asking what he should do to
obtain eternal life, went away sadly when Jesus answered, "Go, sell whatsoever thou hast, and give to the
poor," for "he had great possessions.” He was a good young man; from his youth he kept the commandments
and he sincerely longed for eternal life, so much so that, "Jesus looking on him, loved him” (Mk 10:21-22). And
yet, attachment to his possessions kept him from following Jesus. This is the story of many souls after having
accomplished much in the service of God, stop and turn back because they lack the courage to detach
themselves from the goods of earth.” (Ibid., No. 85)
Let us sadly remember that the excessive attachment to worldly goods, and in particular to money, was
the cause of the eternal downfall of Judas.
3. WORLDLY HONOURS. “Pride of life.”
Worldly honours are not only about being praised by the world, but its scope includes also the
excessive concern about the opinion others have of us. Hence human respect and fear of ridicule are used
by the world to stop us in our total commitment to God.
Again, Fr. Gabriel of Mary Magdalene O.C.D. explains why worldly honours have to be despised:
“The practice of the hidden life has, therefore, two aspects, the first, negative and mostly exterior,
consists in hiding ourselves from the eyes of others and even from our own and in dying to glory and
worldly honours. The second which is positive and entirely interior, consists in concentrating on God in a
life of intimate relations with Him. The first aspect is the condition and measure of the second the more a
soul is able to hide from creatures, and even from itself, the more capable it will be of living "with Christ in
God," according to the beautiful expression of St. Paul. "You are dead: and your life is hidden with Christ in
God” (Cot 3:3). (Ibid., No. 116)
This disorder was the cause of perdition of St Peter who, moved by human respect and fear of
persecution, denied three times knowing Our Lord.
Modern Day Applications.
We cannot talk about the dangers of the worldly spirit without mentioning the particular applications
to our present times.
We must be aware that the general apostasy of today in our societies has conceived more refined
means of snaring souls into the spirit of the world. With the progress of the means of communications, the
worldly spirit is more successfully spreading its poison under the disguise of “entertainment,” consuming
the energies and time of many people, including lukewarm Catholics.
In addition to the immoral content of worldly publications, films and spectacles, the worldly spirit gains
also today many souls through more subtle content instilling in them superficiality, materialism, gossip and
silliness. I hope our Tertiaries are not enticed by the immorality from the world, but they should seriously
examine their consciences if they are giving ground to those means of the world, which in themselves
appear “less dangerous,” but not less effective…
Worldly books and magazines are now leaving the room to more appealing means like TV programs
and the Internet. The impact that the Internet especially is having on the moral lives of individuals and
families is tremendous. Besides the fact that through them evil is more easily available, the time consumed
by these two instruments is considerable. People spend long hours daily in front of these screens, often
neglecting their duty of state. Social media and blogs should be particularly avoided since calumny and all
sins against Charity are rampant, facilitated sometimes by the disguise of anonymity. Even some so-called
“Traditional Catholic” websites are not exempt of these dangers…
Our Tertiaries must also consider that not only they personally have to keep away from these tyrannical
and pernicious means, but also to make sure that those who are under their charge are protected from the
spirit of the world, especially the children.
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Remedies to the Worldly Spirit.
The most efficacious remedy against the pernicious influence of the world and worldly people is to flee, but
given that we must live in it, it is necessary that we acquire the mind and spirit of Christ, as opposed to the
worldly spirit.
The following are the main remedies:
1. Avoid dangerous occasions. “He who loves danger will perish in it.” (Ecclus. 3:27)
The world is filled with many occasions of sin, like worldly possessions or mundane pleasures. Keep in
mind that the occasions that are sinful for one may not be so for another. Nevertheless, we must learn by
experience where our particular weaknesses are, and take the necessary steps by practicing self-denial and
self-control. A rule of thumb is simply to ask oneself: “What would Jesus do?” It is likewise helpful to
remember the admonition of St. Paul to the effect that “All things are lawful for me, but all things do not
edify.” (1 Cor. 10:23) In other words, there are times when we will find it necessary to avoid some occasions,
which in themselves do not appear evil or dangerous, but because we do not want to take the risk to be
enticed by them.
2. Grow a lively Faith. St. John says: “This is the victory that overcomes the world: our Faith” (1 John 5:4).
When Faith is perfected, it gives us an attitude of mind judging all things in a divine manner. A strong Faith
will enable us to see God in all things and to walk through great dangers of the world unharmed. A lively
Faith also enables us to resist the ridicule of worldly persons.
3. Meditate on the vanity of the world. “The world passeth away, and the concupiscence thereof: but
he that doth the will of God, abideth forever.” (1 John 2:17)
There is nothing stable and permanent in the world's judgments, friendships or delights. Those who are
praised today are criticized tomorrow. We must realize that we have not here a lasting city. We know that only
God is changeless and only His justice and truth will remain forever.
4. Disdain human respect. Jesus said explicitly that “He would deny before His heavenly Father anyone
who denies Him before men” (Matt. 10:33).
St. Paul warns us that we must take a firm stand in this matter: “Do I seek to please men? If I yet pleased
men, I should not be the servant of Christ.” (Gal. 1:10). We must be absolutely indifferent to what the world
may think or say. Our only concern must be to do the will of God, cost what it may.
We can conclude recommending three remedies to worldly spirit based on the practice of moral
virtues: to worldly pleasures, practice temperance; to worldly riches, practice spiritual poverty; to
worldly honours, practice humility.
Everything we have said can be summarized by this recommendation of St Paul to the Romans which
could be applied to our Tertiaries:
“Be not conformed to this world; but be reformed in the newness of your mind, that you may prove what is
the good, and the acceptable, and the perfect will of God.” (Rom. 12:2)

God bless you all.

Fr. Juan C. Ortiz
Chaplain
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AN APOSTLE OF THE PRECIOUS BLOOD
Saint Gaspar del Bufalo
Taken from Glories of the Precious Blood
Rev. Max Fr. Walz

T

he illustrious Apostle of the Precious Blood, Blessed Gaspar del
Bufalo, beatified by Pope St. Pius X, December 18 1904, was born
in Rome on the feast of the Epiphany, January 6, 1786. He died in the
Eternal city, December 28, 1837.
During the first and second years of his childhood, the little boy of
frail constitution, was twice threatened with serious ailments. But God,
Who disposes all things for the good of the elect, made use of the
child’s weakness to bestow upon him special favours. At this early age he was confirmed and thus
received the fullness of the Divine Spirit. It is attested, that he never lost his baptismal innocence nor
grieved the Holy Spirit by one serious sin. A severe attack of the measles affected his eyes to such an
extent that it was feared he would remain blind for life. In her dire distress, his pious mother,
Annunciata, had recourse to St. Francis Xavier, who seemed to have taken the little boy under his
special protection, and obtained for him an almost instant cure. Later on, when Gaspar could realize
the favour received from his benefactor, he chose the saint as his special patron and his whole life
was inspired by the deeds of the Apostle of India.
Before his twelfth year, Gaspar astonished his parents, Antonio and Annunciata del Bufalo, by his
deep and fervent piety. Every Thursday night, and also during the novenas to the Holy Ghost and to
the Blessed Virgin, he slept on the bare floor. He even fasted, and wore a belt made of little pieces of
tin, which he fastened, by a wire, so tightly around his tender body as to draw blood. When he was
told that is was unlawful to do this without the permission of his confessor, he at once ceased wearing it; but he did not neglect the practice of interior mortification, which is a surer test of sanctity.
He was called the little Aloysius. For three years he prepared himself constantly for Holy communion. His ardent desire for the food of angels became a veritable fever. Often he would ask a companion returning from church: “What did Our Lord tell you today in Holy Communion?” Gaspar was
eleven years old when he received his first Holy Communion in the chapel of St. Aloysius of the
Collegium Romanum.
Even before he went to college, our little apostle was wont to gather around him the children of
the street and to imbue them with a hatred of sin and with the love of God. As a student at the Collegium Romanum, he would invite his comrades to his house for spiritual conferences. Later on when
he received minor orders, he gave catechetical instructions to the poor people of the marketplace. In
this manner, God prepared him for his missionary career.
Gaspar del Bufalo was ordained priest, July 31, 1808, and was at once made one of the canons of
San Marco, Rome. Napoleon was just then in the zenith of his glory and, in 1809, sent Gen. Miollis to
invade Rome and annex the Papal States. Excommunicated by Pius VII, Napoleon ordered the Pontiff
to be taken into exile, along with the most notable of the clergy. When called upon to swear allegiance to the invaders, Fr. del Bufalo resolute replied: “I cannot, I dare not, I will not.” He was twenty
-four years old when led into exile.
For nearly four years he had to suffer the greatest hardships in captivity. A severe sickness
brought him almost to the point of death. He was crushed, so to speak, and tried by Our Lord in the
furnace of tribulation. The seed of his future greatness and his glorious labours had been placed in
the soil. Divine Wisdom now sent a saintly priest, Don Francesco Albertini, to water and nurture this
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seed with the Precious Blood of Jesus.
Albertini approached the dying Gaspar del Bufalo and told him that his earthly career was not yet
over and, to prove his mission, communicated to him a prophecy which he had received from a saintly
nun, Mary Agnes Schiavi, who had died the same year in the convent del Paolette, and to whose
sanctity and supernatural gifts persons of the highest standing had testified. The prophecy was as follows: “You will find in a small church a young priest, who is full of zeal for the honor of God; when the

enemy oppresses and torments you, then you shall enter into close friendship with him and become
his spiritual adviser; a characteristic feature of his is a special veneration for St Francis Xavier, and he is
destined to become an apostolic missionary; he shall also establish a new congregation of Missionary
Fathers under the invocation of the Precious Blood, for the reformation of the people and as a model
to the secular clergy; he shall awaken the nations from their indifferentism and infidelity and arouse all
to a love of the Crucified. He will be the trumpet of the Precious Blood and in evil times terrify sinners
and secretarians.”
At this time the Jesuit Order was restored by Pope Pius VII. Fr. del Bufalo applied to the General of
the Jesuits for admission to the Order, and having been promptly admitted he returned home to make
the necessary preparations. The next day, however, he received a summons to appear before His Holiness Pope Pius VII, who gave him orders to devote himself to missionary work. God had now spoken
through the voice of His vicar upon earth, and Gaspar bowed immediately to His holy will, saying to
the Pontiff, “I am at your service, Holy Father, I will do as your desire.”
Gaspar del Bufalo laid the foundation of his new congregation, “The Missionary Fathers of the Precious Blood,” August 15, 1815. It was never his intention to establish a regular religious order. His was
to be a community of secular priests, banded together under a common rule by canon law, chiefly for
the purpose of conducting diocesan missions and spiritual retreats. Their simple and ordinary mode of
living, free from vows and any particular austerities, was to serve as a model to the secular clergy. The
members were not only to practice devotion to the Precious Blood, but were to consider the spreading
of this devotion an essential part of their mission.
During the next twenty-three years, up to the time of his death, the Apostle of the Precious Blood,
with his band of missionaries - many of whom died in the odour of sanctity - labored with astounding
success, dividing his time between his missions and the task of organizing and developing his new
society.
Our Lord once told Blessed Angela of Foligno that the word of the Gospel went with power to the
soul only when it passed over the lips stained with His Precious Blood. Evidently Gaspar’s singular eloquence received its impetus and its efficacy from the Blood of Jesus flowing from the Cross - that
same Blood which, from its pulpit on Calvary, caused the rocks to split, the earth to quake, and the
dead to rise. He was in truth “The Trumpet of the Precious Blood,” as the saintly nun had prophesied.
The name, “Precious Blood,” must have seemed very appropriate and beautiful to Cardinal Cristaldi,
for on February 28, 1815, he wrote to Gaspar del Bufalo as follows: “The wish of the good Canon
Albertini is also my wish, that the Congregation of the Missionaries be erected under the title of ‘The
Most Precious Blood of Jesus Christ’ - that which blots out sin, that Blood which saves souls, that
Blood which gives power to the divine word, to the voice of the preachers and the missionaries, and
which renders their labours in the vineyard of the Lord and for the salvation of souls so efficacious.”
The last words of the saintly bishop, Francis Albertini, were: “Lord, for the sake of Thy Precious
Blood let me hear these word which Thou didst speak to the penitent thief, ‘This day thou shalt be
with me in paradise.’”
He bound himself by a vow to spread this devotion, and everywhere on his missions he established
the Archconfraternity of the Precious Blood.
Whenever he preached about the Precious Blood his face became flushed with enthusiasm; he was
all fire and flame, and filled his audience with awe and wonder; he seemed to them like a supernatural
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being, and they would sob aloud, and drown his voice. It was at such times that he conquered the
hearts of the most obstinate sinners. Even bishops followed him in admiration, and some laid aside
their crosier and mitre to join him in giving missions. He was truly a wonderful speaker. Ven. Bishop
Strambi gave him the title of “Spiritual Earthquake.” When the Bishop of Todi heard him conducting
spiritual exercises for his clergy, he exclaimed publicly: “This is truly a man sent by God!”
“It is the Precious Blood,” he wrote, “that destroys sin, saves souls and lends power and fruitfulness
to the word of the missionary, per sanguienem salvi facti sumus.” In his letter we find these words: “I
feel the devotion to Mary, the Blessed Virgin, increase in me, but my devotion to the Divine Blood is
something inexpressible. Oh, that I could spread this beautiful devotion with my own blood!” And
again, “Would that I had a thousand tongues to fill every heart with a love towards the Most Precious
Blood of Jesus, and nothing I desire more than that souls might be imbued with it.”
When he saw the great armies of sin and irreligion, with united forces, taking the field against the
Crucified, he fairly burned with a desire to see the Blood of his Redeemer honored and glorified.
“Devotion to the Precious Blood of Jesus Christ is the weapon of our times,” was one of his favourite
sayings, quoting the words of the Apocalypse, “et ipsi vicerunt draconem per sanguinem agni.” This
rosaeate ensign of St. John: “And they overcame him by the blood of the Lamb” [Apoc. 12:11], was
made all the more glorious by the Apostle of the Precious Blood in the nineteenth century. Under this
crimson banner all the elect in Heaven had fought here on earth. By the Blood of the lamb shed on the
Cross, by the Eucharistic Blood of the Lamb, slain, as it were, in the Mass and received in Holy Communion, they overcame the ancient enemy, Satan, and won their crown in Heaven. The Blood of the
Lamb on their banner fired them with love and zeal and soothed them into patience and resignation of
the Will of God.
So glorious a standard must have enemies. As a certain animal is infuriated by a red flag, so the devil
is enraged by the flaming ensign of the Precious Blood. A true apostolate must be opposed from within and without, but the enemies only help to render the banner all the more glorious. It was in the year
1830, when his sufferings were at their height, that God consoled the holy missioner in a wonderful
manner. While he was offering the Holy Sacrifice, Jesus showed him two golden chains that rose from
the chalice, wound themselves around his body, and carried him up towards Heaven. His zeal was
untiring. He often expressed a wish to die in the pulpit. In one of his letters to Cardinal Cristaldi we find
these words: “If it is already so consoling to labor for God, what sweet repose must it be to rest in
God.”
Time and again the people were witness of the visible assistance and signal favours which God bestowed upon His apostolic servant. Once, during the sermon, a bright dove was seen to hover over his
head. At the process of his beatification there was abundant testimony that he had possessed the gift
of bilocation. During one mission a luminous cross was seen above his head; during another, a fiery
ball; at Spello the entire congregation, together with the Bishop of Foligno, beheld three brilliant stars
above him; at Gaeta he was seen to hover in the air while preaching and he was understood by persons
who did not know a word of Italian.
His deep humility was his constant safeguard against popular praise and applause which followed
him everywhere on his missions. Often he would repeat the words of St. Paul: “When I was weak, then I
am powerful.” That this virtue was the result of conviction with him, is evinced by the fact, that at one
time when he thought himself entirely alone, he was overheard saying: “I am doing nothing good.”
When the Father returned from their missions, he would kiss their hands, and repeatedly attempted to
kiss their feet. Although founder and superior of the Community of the Precious Blood, he considered
it his privilege to perform the most menial services in the household.
Much could be written of his missionary struggles, of his trials and tribulations; of his heroic virtues
and austere penances; of the gift of prophecy which he possessed and which he manifested on numerous occasions; and of the many miracles wrought by him both before and after his glorious death,
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which he himself foretold; but for a more extensive account we must refer the reader to his ‘Life’
published by the Fathers of the Precious Bloood, Carthagena, Ohio.
Blessed Gaspar del Bufalo died, it may be said, as a victim of his holy apostolate at the age of fiftytwo. He made a “libation, and offered of the blood of the grape. He poured out at the foot of the altar
a divine odour to the most high Prince.” [Ecclus. 50: 16-17]. Don Vincenzo Pallotti and Giovanni Merlini,
who themselves died in the odour of sanctity and are awaiting the honour of the altar, assisted
Gaspar del Bufalo in his last moments here on earth. To them he remarked, that he had now become
as a little child. His first sermon as a young levite was on Divine Providence, and his last words were an
expression of resignation to the holy will of God, “May the great will of God be done.” “His face was
radiant with joy and wore an expression of so sweet a peace, that I felt a desire for such a death struggle myself,” says Pallotti. At the moment of Blessed Gaspar’s departure from this life, Pallotti raised his
hands and eyes towards Heaven and exclaimed: “O happy Soul!” He afterwards confided to Merlini that
he saw the founder’s soul in the form of a luminous star taking its flight to Heaven and our Lord Jesus
Christ coming to meet His servant.
Seven days after his death, when his body was laid to rest, his tongue was still red and moist and his
eyes as fresh as those of the living. His body showed no signs of decay and emitted a remarkably sweet
odour. His remains are now preserved in the little church of Santa Maria of Trevia, near the famous
Fontans di Trevi, Rome. His feast is celebrated 29th December. Saint Gaspar del Bufalo was canonised
by His Holiness Pope Pius XII on June 12th 1954.
****

The Madonna of the Precious Blood
St. Gaspar del Bufalo - Apostle of the Blood of Christ
Vol. II - The Preaching of St. Gaspar on the Devotion to the Blood of Christ
by Fr. Benjamin Conti, C.PP.S.

Another means that St. Gaspar used in his ministry to stir up devotion
to the Precious Blood was the painting of the Madonna of the Precious
Blood. Like all the great missionaries who were dedicated to conducting
popular missions, St. Gaspar had his Madonna of the missions, which he
took with him on those occasions. He also prescribed the use of the
picture for his Congregation. Thus we find in the Praxis for article 6 of the Rule approved by Gregory
XVI in 1841: It is also the custom of the Congregation that in our churches there be an altar in which an
image of the Blessed Virgin Mary is displayed.
This image of the Madonna with the infant Jesus on her right arm, offering the chalice of His
Precious Blood. The Virgin invites sinners to make use of this Divine Remedy prepared with such love
for men and women for the forgiveness of their sins, and to clothe them again in virtue.
In the tradition of the Congregation of Missionaries of the Precious Blood, the painting has been
given various titles: Our Lady, Madonna of the Precious Blood; Help of Christians; the Madonna of the
Missions; the Madonna of the Chalice; the Madonna of the Precious Blood.
Our Venerable Founder established that our priests make use of the same image in the missions.
Given the importance that St. Gaspar gave to this image, it is important to discuss both its history as
well as its spiritual significance. An expert examination of the image from an artistic perspective has
been done by Dr. Maria Antonietta De Angelis.
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The History of the Painting
Some evidence asserts that Pope Pius VII gave this image to St. Gaspar when he entrusted the
preaching of missions in the Papal State to him. In fact, on the reverse of the painting of the Madonna
of the Precious Blood, given a new backing at the end of the nineteenth century and now preserved in
the museum in Albano Laziale, there is the following inscription:

Memorandum. According to the testimony of old Missionaries and mentioned by the Most Reverend
Giacinto Petroni, who brought it from ‘Sora Gigia’ [Gaspar’s niece, Luigia del Bufalo], and by Most Rev.
D. Nicola Pagliuca, [this image of] the Auxilium Christianorum, the image used by Venerable Gaspar in
the holy missions....is the original picture. Brother Adeodato de Filippis states that he always understood that this image was given by Pius VII to our Venerable [Gaspar]., Joseph Schaeper, Missionary.
Rome, September 16, 1898.
There is no doubt that the Madonna Auxilium Christianorum, is the original that St. Gaspar carried
with him on the missions. However, so far research into the testimony given in the processes for St.
Gaspar’s canonization has not confirmed the assertion that the image is the one given to Gaspar by
Pope Pius VII, as Br. De Filippis asserts. There is only a single reference in Merlini’s testimony regarding
the gift of an image of the Madonna to St. Gaspar by Pius VII, but it is not relevant.
Don Giovanni Merlini, his faithful disciple states:
“It is well known to all that with peace restored in the Church, the servant of God occupied himself not
only with the ministry of the holy missions, which he found highly stimulating, but also with other
kinds of preaching. And I must note that he wanted to become a Jesuit. Accordingly, I have confirmation from Gaspar himself that he was thinking about carrying out his holy desires in the Society of
Jesus. It happened, however, that in those early years, Pius VII, of happy memory, wanted to have the
holy missions preached in the principal cities of the state with the aid of ecclesiastics. Among others he
called the servant of God, who presented himself [in the Papal court], while standing before the pope
while he spoke to him about the holy missions, Gaspar found himself at a loss for words and did not
know how to respond except with “Yes, yes, most Holy Father, I will do what you want.” The servant of
God also told me that when Pope Pius VII sent the missionaries to Benevento, among whom was Gaspar himself, the pope graciously said to them: ‘When you are in Benevento, do not say Madonna mia
but Madonna mea,’ and further, he told me that he had as a gift an engraved copperplate print of the
Most Holy Virgin. I saw that he had it in a frame in his room in Rome and he himself pointed it out to
me.’”
The original painting is attributed to Pompeo Batoni [1708-1787], in his early period. Batoni, by the
way, is the same painter who produced the painting of the Sacred Heart venerated in Rome at the
Church of the Gesù, just a few steps away from the altar of St. Francis Xavier.
St. Gaspar had several copies of the painting made for his Missionaries or for other persons who
asked him for one. He did not want them to have other images painted and then used for the missions.
In a letter of 1st July, 1836 to Don Orazio Bracaglia, he writes with delicacy but with firmness: “I do not
know whether it is true that you had some influence on the new design of our image of the most holy
Mary of the Missions. If this is true, I would not be able to give it my approval. It would be wrong.”
The reproductions of the Madonna of the Missions had to be perfect and beautiful. He writes thus
in May 1837 to his niece Luigia, asking her to repeat his very words to the painter Luigi
Spalladoro:”......tell Spalladoro that he should make a beautiful Madonna for our Missions; a beautiful
one, not sad-looking, not with a drawn-down face, not languid. Tell him very clearly what I am what I
am pointing out here”
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The Spiritual Significance of the Painting
Speaking of the Marian devotion of St. Gaspar, St. Vincent Pallotti [1795-1850] makes the following statement regarding this image of the Madonna of the Precious Blood.
‘This same active faith toward the great Mother of God, following the example of other missionary
saints, induced him to include in his regulations for missions that a sermon on the Madonna should
be given, urging the people to have devotion to her by bringing before them the sacred and devout
image of Mary. Thus I know him to be the promoter of that sacred image of Mary that his
Missionaries used to carry when on a mission. That image, I believe that I can say, could be called the
expression of the servant of God’s faith in Most Holy Mary and in the infinite power of the Precious
Blood of her divine Son Jesus, since one sees in that picture a loving invitation stirring hearts to devotion. I mean to say that it is an image of our dear Mother Mary holding on her right arm the child
Jesus, who shows, through a chalice painted on His right hand to have been moved by the prayers of
Mary to offer to His eternal Divine Father His most Precious Blood to obtain the abundance of divine
mercies for us miserable sinners.
In promoting the pious use of such a holy image I do not know how to consider adequately that he
did, and all the hard work he had to sustain to spread such an image, which is distinctive to the
Institute. I can say, however, that having known the servant of God so intimately [if it is permissible to
say so]., that I believe he had wished to promote its use everywhere in the world, and that it would be
his great consolation if he had seen everyone engaged in promoting the use of the said image. Thus,
according to this interpretation, the Infant, moved by the prayers of Mary, offers to the Eternal Father
His Precious Blood to obtain the abundance of divine mercy in favour of sinners.’
In this painting of the Madonna of the Missions, the Holy Virgin exhorts us to receive with
confidence the chalice of the Blood, since she was the first to experience its saving effects and thus
she presents to us the perfect model of the person redeemed by the Blood of Christ. She, in fact, is
the creature who welcomed in herself the saving power of the Blood of Christ in all its fullness, from
her Immaculate Conception because she was greeted by the Archangel Gabriel as “full of grace” [Lk 1:
28]. Moreover, she collaborated in a very special way with her Son in the work of redemption so that
on Calvary she was proclaimed Mother of the Church by Jesus [Jn 2: 4; 19: 26-27]. Thus Mary, who
already knows through personal experience the immense benefits contained in the Precious Blood of
her Son, with the gesture of her right hand invites all to drink from the same chalice, that all might
welcome its saving power for their own sanctification, that they might collaborate with Jesus in the
work of redemption [Col.1:24] and also seek that others welcome the same offering of the Divine
Blood, thus expanding by means of the holy chain of welcoming, collaborating and offering, the
saving effects of the Precious Blood upon the great evil of the world, “so that God might be all in all”
[1 Cor. 15:28].
Precisely because of the catechetical significance attributed to the painting of the Madonna of the
Precious Blood, St. Gaspar prescribed that during the missions, after the preaching on the Blessed
Virgin, also called the “preaching of the triumph,’ the painting always be present on the platform
together with the crucifix until the end of the mission.
***
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A PRAYER FOR PRIESTS
Our Lady of the Precious Blood, watch over the living chalices of the Blood of Jesus.
Amen
Lord Jesus, by the Precious Blood shed in Thy painful Scourging, shield with Thine
own especial protection and that of Thine Immaculate Mother, all the ministers of the sanctuary, so that having renounced the goods of earth in order to belong entirely to Thee, they may
every day offer and receive Thy Body and Blood with such pious dispositions as to enable Thee
to find in their hearts “a paradise of delight.”
Our Lady of the Precious Blood, watch over the living chalices of the Blood of Jesus.
Amen.
Lord Jesus, by the Precious Blood shed on the way to Calvary, take pity on priests who
are victims of injustice, and who, like their adorable Model, receive in return for their devotedness, but crosses, trials and persecutions.
Our Lady of the Precious Blood, watch over the living chalices of the Blood of Jesus,
Amen.

† Henry Joseph O’Leary, D.D., Archbishop of Edmonton.
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“

Two days later the author of this letter was dead.
There were many left with unmarked graves during the Great War and that was the unremarkable
fate of the military chaplain Father Willie Doyle. In his case, however, it was to be curiously fitting. For
this Irish Jesuit had daily sought to walk the path of self-immolation, thus making the final ‘act’ of his
life’s drama, with its absence of tomb or marker, a not wholly unexpected finale. Nevertheless, that
was not to be the end of the matter.
As with so many of his contemporaries, Doyle had travelled from the relative peace of the
Edwardian age to the mechanized bloodstained nightmare that came to be known as the Great War. In
those muddied plains, with their flooded stagnant trenches, when all around appeared to be proof of
the worst of human depravity, one story, at least, emerged that had given hope to many at the Front,
pointing to a very different world. At its centre, stood a man whose life was as compassionate as it had
proved poignant, as selfless as it was heroic.
Superficially here was an ordinary, if much-loved, priest with a ready smile and a pronounced sense
of fun. Only after his internment did a more intriguing narrative begin to emerge. Discovered after his
death was a set of personal papers that he had asked to be burned. They comprised intimate notes revealing a radically intense life of prayer and penance, all with one aim: holiness, at any price.
“Leave will be possible very shortly,” he wrote in that last letter from the Front; sadly, this was not to
be. Instead, Passchendaele was to claim him. Yet, this seeming annihilation of just another military
chaplain stands contradicted by his unexpected return to the consciousness of our times. It is as
though, in spite of the decades that have since passed, his life’s witness has once more arisen from
those now still battlefields. And in so doing, it has become a testament, in stark contrast, even rebuke,
to this age of ease and infidelity. The ‘war’ today may no longer be of worldly empires, but his faithful
witness in the spiritual battle that we, too, still face is like a long-forgotten reveille sounding anew its
uncompromising call for nothing less than the martyrdom of self: sanctity.
“How many deceive themselves in thinking sanctity consists in the ‘holy follies’ of the saints! How
many look upon holiness as something beyond their reach or capability, and think that it is to be
found only in the performance of extraordinary actions. Satisfied that they have not the strength for
great austerities, the time for much prayer, or the courage for painful humiliations, they silence their
conscience with the thought that great sanctity is not for them, that they have not been called to be
saints. With their eyes fixed on the heroic deeds of the few, they miss the daily little sacrifices God asks
them to make; and while waiting for something great to prove their love, they lose the countless little
opportunities of sanctification each day bears with it in its bosom.”
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Born on 3rd March 1873, William Joseph Gabriel Doyle had by all accounts a happy childhood.
Raised in a well to-do household in late Victorian County Dublin, his father Hugh, who worked at
Dublin‘s High Court of Justice, was part of the growing and increasingly influential Catholic middle
class.
All the family, including aunts and his grandmother, lived together overlooking Dublin Bay, at
Dalkey, in a large house called Melrose. Willie was the youngest of seven children. He was particularly
close to his older brother, Charlie, who later would prove instrumental in helping determine the course
of his vocation. In fact, no less than four of the seven children were to enter religious life or the priesthood. Clearly the Doyle household was devout, but it was more than that. All who came into contact
with the family noticed that they appeared to incarnate the very essence of a Christian home. They
were united in devotion to one and another; something matched only by a love for the Faith, its
practice and beliefs being their cornerstone.
One story from his childhood relates how he left the house with eager anticipation, pocket money in
hand, to go to a local sweet shop only to meet a beggar and to return poorer and empty-handed such was the good nature of the boy that was to be refined further in the man. ..Nevertheless, Willie
was still a boy and, like most young boys, had a sense of fun and adventure. Alongside his brother,
Charlie, he was regularly in the thick of something or other - often misadventure - in the normal way of
children. Other than the sweet disposition he demonstrated to all, he was just a normal boy.
One childhood incident, however, did seem to preface the man to come. One Lent, his mother came
across Willie talking to a mirror. He was telling his reflected image of the starvation and deprivations
to expect during the coming Lenten season. In this minor vignette we have the man of later life in miniature - for, as we shall see, what would emerge during the course of his life was first and foremost a
penitential soul with profound sense of the value of penance not only as reparation, but also as the
means to live his Christian vocation to the full.
“One thing I ask of you, dear child: Don’t be a saint by halves, but give Him all He asks and always.
‘My way is sure.’ I think I can say now, without a shade of doubt or hesitation that the path by which
Jesus wants me to walk is that of absolute abandonment of all human comfort and pleasure and the
embracing as far as I can of every discomfort and pain. Every time I see a picture of the crucifixion or a
cross, I feel strangely affected and drawn to the life of immolation in a strange way. The heroism of
Jesus appeals to me; His ‘naked crucifixion’ calls to me and it gives me great consolation and peace to
offer myself to Him on the cross for this perpetual living crucifixion. How often does He not seem to
say to me in prayer, ‘I would have you strip yourself of all things - every tiny particle of self-indulgence,
and this ever and always? Give me all and I will make you a great saint.’ This then is the price of my life
-long yearning for sanctification. O Jesus, I am so weak, help me to give You all and to it now.”

Schooled at home until he was aged 11, he was then sent to Ratcliffe College in Leicestershire. Here
he would spend six years happily playing sports and studying - in that order. For Willie was not, even
by his own admission, academic. During his time there, however, some began to perceive something
far more noteworthy. He had a presence, a charisma even, that marked him out from the other boys,
helped no doubt by the fact that he was growing into a tall, charming young man. Popular with boys
and masters alike, he was, nonetheless, just like any other adolescent, full of playfulness and innocent
mischief. He was still noted as a friend to all, and as generous as ever. Many wondered what would
become of this young man? Although as pious as his fellow pupils, there was nothing that immediately
suggested a religious vocation, at least to the Rominian priests that taught him. Here again we glimpse
another of the traits that were to characterise the later life of the, by then, Father Willie Doyle. To those
closest to him, his parents for example, it was clear that the young Willie would become a priest; however, to the world around him, including his teachers, this was still unclear. Years later, after having
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indeed become a priest, the true extent of how he entered into that state was, as before, to be
revealed rarely, and only to those with eyes to see.
“A want of will is the chief obstacle to our becoming saints. We are not holy because we do not
really wish to become so. We would indeed gladly possess the virtues of the saints - their humility and
patience, their love of suffering, their penance and zeal. But we are unwilling to embrace all that goes
to make a saint and to enter on the narrow path which leads to sanctity. A strong will, a resolute will, is
needed; a will which is not to be broken by difficulties or turned aside by trifling obstacles; a determination to be a saint and not to faint and falter because the way seems long and hard and narrow. A big
heart, a courageous heart, is needed for sanctification, to fight our worst enemy - our own self-love.”
School days ended and he chose his path in life, sensing that the diocesan priesthood was what God
was calling him to. His brother, Charlie, had already decided to become a priest entering Religious Life
with the Society of Jesus, more commonly know as the Jesuits. Unexpectedly, after a series of visits to
his brother’s novitiate, Willie too felt that this was where God was calling him. Consequently, in March
1891, his soon to become novice master met a young, high spirited boy skipping his way up the steps
to the door of the novitiate. The older man noted this joy as a sign of a genuine vocation - of course,
this premonition was to prove right.

Willie would spend the next fifteen years in religious formation, preparing for his hoped for
ordination priest. It was not to be without its sufferings. During this time he was plagued with ill
health, to such an extent that it almost prevented him continuing in his studies. Nevertheless, he
persevered seeing it all as part of God’s plan for him. At school, he had been observed as headstrong
and impetuous - good qualities, albeit in need of disciplining. As a young man he set about the hard
task of training these qualities to serve God. His other traits of temperament so far displayed - a
devout faith, a love of all regardless of station in life, a willingness to throw himself into what he felt
was right [in other words piety, charity, a firm resolve] - all these began to coalesce and mature. They
were to be supplemented further by a spiritual training that had but one aim: to make him a saint. During these important years, that particular aim increasingly crystallised to such an extent that it would
be fair to say that sanctity became his life’s great quest:
“I feel within me a constant desire or craving for holiness, a longing for prayer and a great
attraction for mortification. Even walking along the streets I feel God tugging at my heart
and, in a sweet loving way, urging, urging, urging me to give myself up absolutely to Him
and His service. Over and over again I say, ‘My God, I will become a saint since You ask it.’
But there is no progress, no progress, no real effort. The truth is, I am afraid of the sacrifice,
afraid of doing what God wants; and I delude myself into thinking I am doing God’s will and
satisfying Him by an empty promise. What an abuse of grace! This cannot go on. I feel there
must be a change now…..an absolute surrender to all God wants.”

Those same characteristics that had marked him out at school were once more evident as a religious. His smiling, attractive demeanour combined with high spirits and pranks was still evident for all
to see. What most did not see beneath this external façade was an ever-deepening love God, and a
dawning sense of the uncompromising nature of such love. For he had begun to realise that what was
being asked of him was nothing less than ‘everything’. All had to be surrendered to God alone. Like all
mystics, the thrill of what was occurring - all interior - was worthy of the greatest romances as it
surpassed and transcended any earthly affection. This was the passionate nature of the young Willie
Doyle.
As part of his formation, he was assigned to Clongowes Wood College, a Jesuit school in County
Kildare. In what could have been a prosaic existence, he responded by seeing it all as the will of God
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and set about winning souls precisely where God had placed him. And so, by example alone, he proceeded to win the hearts, then the souls, of the boys around him. In fact, as was later noted, it would be
fair to say that the whole school fell under his spell. Often a charismatic personality can effect much
more though a ‘presence’ than by anything that is said; such was the case with the new young master,
Willie Doyle. And this presence, earlier noted at school, had begun to be purified. It was something
others perceived as holiness. Reading accounts of his life, it becomes clear that very few who came into
his orbit were not touched by his presence, even if on a merely human level. And for some, a simple
word or even a smile was enough to change the course of their lives.

Willie Doyle was ordained a priest at Milltown Park, Dublin, on 28th July, 1907. Immediately afterwards, he undertook the Long Retreat. As was the custom for all newly ordained Jesuits, for just under
a month, the young priest would pray and reflect alone in the silence of God. It was to prove a
formative experience He began his diary account of it thus:
“I feel a great desire and determination to make this retreat as I have never made one before, for I
know this is the turning point of my life - I can never be the same again.
“If I am faithful to the resolution of ‘doing all things perfectly’, I shall effectually cut away the
numerous faults in all my actions....I shall have a fierce battle to fight with the devil and myself. But I
begin with great hope and confidence, for since Jesus has inspired me to make these resolutions and
urged me on till I did so, His grace will not be wanting to aid me at every step.
“In the name of God, then, I enter upon the Narrow Path which leads to sanctity, walking bravely on
in imitation of my Jesus Who is by my side carrying His Cross. To imitate Him and make my life resemble His in some small degree, will be my life’s work, that so I may be worthy to die for Him.”
Thereafter, now finally ordained, he went forth an apostle with all the force that had been building
up in his interior life. Initially, assigned to the Jesuit Mission Staff, his apostolate was to give missions
and retreats wherever he was sent. Over the coming years, Father Willie would give hundreds. His first
two are noteworthy, however. Within days of his arrival at Aberdeen, fellow veteran missioners were
more than satisfied with how easily their ‘novice’ had taken to his task. As was to be expected, with his
natural gifts, demeanour and eloquence, Father Doyle excelled at preaching. This was coupled with a
deep spiritual power, born of a life of prayer and penance, that invariably drew souls closer to Christ,
especially in and through the Sacrament of Confession.
“I have not met a single refusal to come to the mission or to confession so far during my missionary
career. Why should there be one because Jesus for some mysterious reason seems to delight in using
perhaps the most wretched of all His priests as the channel of His grace? When I go to see a hard hopeless case, I cannot describe what happens exactly, but it seem to be able to lift up my heart like a cup
and pour grace and the love of God upon that poor soul. I can see the result instantly, almost like the
melting of snow.”
Great Yarmouth was his next port of call. Here again hearts were moved; souls cleansed; lives transformed. And hardened sinners returned while the weak were made stronger and the strong strove for
sanctity - none remained unmoved. Through this demanding work, and ever-increasing joy grew, as
well as a deeper understanding of his call. During these next years, his life would be a seemingly endless series of retreats and missions; weeks of preaching combined with long hours in the confessional,
before even longer nights in prayer and penances in reparation for sin. What had been asked was total
and, from now on, he intended that nothing would be held back.

“My success here has far surpassed anything I looked for. But it is, of course, the work of God’s
grace. I do not think I could possibly find food for vainglory in anything I have done no more than an
organ grinder prides himself on the beautiful music he produces by turning a handle. God knows I only
wish and seek His greater glory, and to make others love Him, if I cannot love Him myself? All along I
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felt it was all His doing, and that I was just a mere instrument in His hands, and a wretched one at that.
All through I had the feeling that I was like an old bucket full of holes, which broke the poor Lord’s
Heart as He tried to carry His precious grace into the hearts of His children.”

A hunter of souls: Father Doyle was fearless in tracking down his prey. He was single minded in
saving even the most hardened sinners from hell. Countless hours spent in the confessional were rewarded with many a ‘big fish.’ It appears from accounts, both his and others, that no opportunity was
missed - for example, the prostitute that remembered his look and quiet words to “go home at this
late hour”, enough for a later conversion; or the sinner who threatened to stab the young Jesuit
through the heart if he persisted. By way of reply, the priest simply opened his cassock to make it all
the easier for the knife to plunge into his heart. Stunned, the man thought better of it, and soon after
confessed all. Seemingly he was beaten by the priest’s good-humoured humanity; however, this belied
the deadly earnestness with which Father Willie pursued this ‘greatest game of all’. In the end, it seems
that sinners, both ‘big’ and ‘small’, never stood a chance, arraigned as they were, against the priest’s
hours of prayer and mortification.
Nevertheless, Father Willie was well aware that in this fight for souls there was no time to waste and
moreover, that only united with Christ could such a fight be propagated at all. As a result, and for this
purpose, his life was dedicated to the ever-closer union with his Saviour.

“My intense desire and longing is to make others love Jesus and to draw them to His Sacred Heart.
Recently at Mass I have found myself at the Dominus Vobiscum opening my arms wide with the intention of embracing every soul present and drawing them in spite of themselves into that Heart which
longs for their love. ‘Compel them to come in,’ Jesus said. Yes, compel them to dive into that abyss of
love. Sometimes, I might say nearly always, when speaking to people I am seized with an extraordinary desire to draw their hearts to God. I could go down on my knees before them and beg them to
be pure and holy, so strong do I feel the longing of Jesus for sanctity in everyone, and since I may not
do this, I try to do what I find hard to describe in words - to pour out of my heart any grace or love of
God there may be in it, and then with all the force of my will to draw their hearts into that of Jesus.”

“Today while praying in the Chapel, suddenly it seemed to me as if I were standing before a narrow

path all choked with briars and sharp thorns. Jesus was beside me with a large cross and I heard Him
ask me would I strip myself of all things, and naked as He was on Calvary, take that cross on my bare
shoulders and bravely fight my way to the end of the road. I realised clearly that this would mean
much suffering and that very soon my flesh would be torn and bleeding from the thorns. All the same
humbly I promised Him, that, relying on His grace, I would not shrink from what He asked, and even
begged Him to drag me through these briars since I am so cowardly. This inspiration, coming so soon
after the ardent desire really to crucify myself, shows me clearly what kind of life Jesus is asking from
me. I felt impelled to resolve as far as possible never to be without some bodily suffering, e.g. chain on
arm, etc. I have also made a vow twice [binding for one day] to refuse on that day no sacrifice which I
really feel my Jesus asks from me. All this has given me great interior peace and happiness, with fresh
courage and determination to become a saint. Life is too short for a truce.”
Inevitably, Father Willie’s identification with Christ led him ever closer to the figure of the Crucified
Saviour. Daily, he sought to incarnate this reality into his own life - not least through the age-old practices of Christian asceticism. At meal times, he denied himself not only the superfluous but also the
necessary. The constant guarding of his senses, not least his eyes, was perpetual. So too was the ‘dry’
mortification of accounting for every minute of each day. This spiritual recording would become as
endless as it proved rewarding: a spiritual practice he would regularly recommend to others. In addition, as was customary amongst some religious, he resorted to the penitential use of the discipline.
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There were other penances he noted. At Rathfarnam Castle on a winter’s night, he would immerse
himself in the ice-cold waters of its lake. At the night too, he would walk barefoot in pilgrimage to a
nearby shrine. These were all done in reparation for sins, both his and others, but especially for those
of priests. This was a dramatic and unusual path, but one that seems to have been taken with the
complete cognizance and agreement of his then spiritual director. Early in the path he had been
given, Father Willie realised that it would be a never-ending battle against self, with no quarter given.
Now, at last, it appeared that the boy who had stood in front of the mirror at Lent had finally come of
age.
This was no glory ascetic, but, rather a spiritual warrior in the full heat of combat with the perennial enemies: the devil, the World and Self.

“Heroism is a virtue which has an attraction for every heart. It seems to lift us out of our petty
selves and make us for a moment forget our own selfish interests. It appeals irresistibly to the nobleminded; to the cowardly even, it is a powerful stimulus. Thus it is that in all times the saints have ever
had such an attraction for men - they are heroes! In their secret hidden lives of prayer and penance,
men saw a heroism which was not the one sharp pang of a fearless deed, leaving their names to
history as nation’s pride, but a nobler heroism of a life of countless noble deeds, unknown perhaps to
man; by God alone were their secret victories seen.”

“I want you to know what I went through by volunteering for the
Front. God made me feel with absolute certainty - I suppose to I increase
the merit of the offering - that I shall be killed. The struggle was hard,
for I did not want to die; not indeed that I am afraid of death, but the
thought that I could never again do more for God or suffer for Him in
heaven made the sacrifice too bitter for words.”
A year later after these words were written, in November 1915, his
wish was granted. By then, he was with the 8th Battalion of the Royal
Irish Fusiliers at Borden Camp, Hampshire, prior to departure for France.
Already, he had quickly and easily fitted into military life. No doubt, the
environment reminded him of school, to say nothing of his later years as
a religious; hierarchical structure with its clear sense of order would have
been second nature to a Jesuit. Nevertheless, Father Doyle never forgot
that he was there first and foremost as a priest - his ‘flock’ was now the officers and soldiers of his
battalion. For them, he was prepared to spare nothing, down to the last drop of his blood if necessary. And all with one aim, the only thing he considered worth dying for: their salvation.
Father Willie was to find the theatre of war a fertile soil. He discovered war was no time for petty
concerns but that it concentrated the mind on larger questions - life, death, heaven and hell. And so,
from now on, his ‘flock’ was to prove as demanding, as he was to prove unrelenting.
“....What decided me in the end was a thought that flashed into my mind when in the chapel: the

thought that if I get killed I shall die a martyr of charity and so the longing of my heart will be
gratified. This much my offering myself as chaplain has done for me: it has made me realise that my
life may be very short and that I must do all I can for Jesus now.
“I long to go and shed my blood for Jesus and, if He will it, to die a martyr of charity. The thought
that at any moment I may be called to the Front, perhaps to die, has roused a great desire to do all I
can while I have life. I feel great strength to make any sacrifice and little difficulty in doing so. I may
not have long now to prove my love for Jesus.”

From the moment of landing in France, the lot of the Tommy was misery. In this regard, the fate
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the Royal Irish Fusiliers was to be no different. On their disembarkation on the Continent, they became
part of the then prevailing military stalemate. For years, the two heavily armed combatants had been
interminably blasting each other at close range in an attempt to break the deadlock - all of which had
proved futile. Thousands had died; many others were about to do so, whilst even more were to lose
their lives through disease, to say nothing of the wounded, maimed and disfigured.
From now on, the daily lot of the new padre was to be unrelenting: poor food and little rest, unhygienic and often flooded trenches, plus the severe never-ending noise of warfare. Nevertheless,
through it all, he was determined to share every moment with his comrades. Tellingly, from the start,
he eschewed the officer’s horse, instead opting to march each and every mile with the ranks, regardless of weather or fatigue. Where they went, so did he; sharing in every new horror along the way.
How could any of them forget the night the battalion marched through - and over - a field fresh with
corpses? At this point, even his vivid turn of phrase, a noted characteristic in his letters home, falls
silent at such an experience.
There was to be little rest at the Front. What sleep there was took place in a muddy dug-out that
barely held Father Doyle’s long body. He would often awake, body soaked through with, on occasion,
a rat sitting on his face. This was a daily occurrence, coupled with the threat of attack that was as constant as it was real. When not wholly unexpectedly, his dug-out was finally destroyed after having
taken a direct hit from a German shell, his reaction was to joke that he was nostalgic for its former
pleasures. Needless to say, whatever else had occurred, at least outwardly, his humour did not desert
him. Instead, all noted his constant smile and good cheer. In the misery of daily life at the Front this
did not go unnoticed by the men he served.
As time progressed, he became used to putting ‘a brave face’ on such sufferings and privations.
Only in some of his letters home would he reveal the true cost of war and all its horrors. And yet, in
the midst of it all, the mystic within him was awakened to the fact that, even here, in the mud and
blood, Christ was drawing him ever closer. Such an experience occurred during an uncharacteristic
cessation in the fighting at Loos. During this lull, Father Willie Doyle wandered out alone into the then
silent field of battle. There he found an unusual, if comforting, monument to the source of both his
mission and inner peace.

“I had an opportunity, a rare one, thanks to the fog, of examining closely in daylight one of the
wonders of the war, the famous Crucifix or Calvary of Loos. This is a very large cross standing on a
mound in a most exposed position, the centre of fierce fighting. One of the four trees standing by it
has been torn up by a shell, the branches of the others smashed to bits, a tombstone at its feet lies
broken in half and the houses on either side are a heap of ruins. But neither cross nor figure has been
touched. I looked closely and could not see even one bullet hole. Surely if the Almighty can protect
the image of His Son, it will be no great difficulty to guard His priest also, as indeed He has done in a
wonderful way.”

The Padre had marched to the battlefront with his battalion. This battalion, ‘his men’, was Irish and
predominately Catholic. It comes as no surprise to learn that his presence amongst them had a deep
resonance - something he was to comment upon on a number of occasions. The soldiers for their part
valued him as a ‘man of God’, not least as the means by which to help ‘settle their account’ with the
Almighty before ‘closing time’. But that was not the whole story. For they sensed, like the schoolboys
and mission-goers before them, that here was a true man of faith. Although it was not something they
would have been able to articulate, they were witnessing someone who had become in effect: alter
Christus - ‘another Christ’. And so, they watched as in their midst, the priest tended them like the true
Shepherd of the Flock. Knowing the lengths he would go to ensure that, when that final moment
came, one anticipated with such terror, and when all they had ever known was passing before their
eyes, he would be there: to anoint, absolve, with Viaticum.....And they were proved right. For even
when lying helpless, cut adrift in the dreaded ‘No Man’s Land,’ they knew Father Willie would find
them, often dodging enemy machine guns to do so. They were his ‘flock’, and he was no hireling.
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“I don’t think you will blame me when I tell you that more than once the words of Absolution stuck
in my throat, and the tears splashed down on the patient suffering faces of my poor boys as I leant
down to anoint them. One young soldier seized my two hands and covered them with kisses; another
looked up and said: ‘Oh! Father I can die happy now, sure I ‘m not afraid of death or anything else
since I have seen you.’ Don’t you think, dear father, that the little sacrifice made in coming out here
has already been more than repaid, and if you have suffered a little anxiety on my account, you have
at least the consolation of knowing that I have, through God’s goodness, been able to comfort many a
poor fellow and perhaps to open the gates of Heaven for them.”
In the months that followed, one struggles to imagine the horrors he experienced on a daily basis:
days that included anointing soldiers so badly wounded that they no longer had faces; or endlessly
holding in his arms the dying. Some of these were barely more than boys gasping their final prayer
before that familiar serene smile would pass over a now impassive face. And then there was the sorry
task of burying what was left of them, no matter what the dangers. Giving the dead a Christian burial
was an obligation that Father Willie Doyle took seriously, often doing so with his bare hands.
“The cemetery, part of the field, was outside the town in the open country, so exposed to shell and
rifle that it could not be approached by day.
“As soon as it was dark we carried the poor fellow out on a stretcher, just as he had fallen, and as
quietly as we could began to dig the grave. It was weird. We were standing in front of the German
trenches on two sides, though a fair certain would reveal our presence to the enemy. I put my ritual in
the bottom of my hat and with the aid of an electric torch read the burial service, while the men
screened the light with their caps, for a single flash would have turned the machine guns on us. I cannot say if we were seen or not, but all the time bullets came whizzing by, though more than likely stray
ones and not aimed at us. Once I had to get the men to lie down as things were rather warm; but
somehow felt quite safe, as if the dead soldier’s guardian angel was sheltering us from all danger, till
the poor dust was laid to rest. It was my first war burial though assuredly not my last. May God rest his
soul and comfort those left to mourn him.”
His letters from the Front, often to his father, are revealing. In the midst of what he described as
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“hell”, what can be gleaned from them, nevertheless, was his priestly soul, longing for the Reign of
Christ the King in all hearts throughout the world. With the eyes of the mystic, he went further still,
seeing war itself as an occasion when those around him, at last, had begun to realise the true meaning
of life, for some just in time. In the daily carnage, however, time was running out for many; it would be
the last time that their soul could be saved for Christ. This was the source of the urgency that drove
him on again and again in those never-ending forays into that desperate uncertainty called “No Man’s
Land’.
......”All day I have been busy hearing the men’s confessions, and giving batch after batch of Holy
Communion. A consolation surely to see them crowding to the Sacraments, but a sad one too, because
I know for many of them it is the last Absolution they will ever receive, and the next time they meet
our Blessed Lord will be when they see Him face to face in Heaven.”
In the midst of this deadly chaos, only prayer could sustain him. Alone in the trenches, Father Willie
still found time to adore the Eucharistic Presence, with the very Prince of Peace hung around his neck
in a Pyx, whilst all around him the only sounds to accompany these acts of adoration were those of
hell.
“Jesus has long urged me to give Him a whole night of prayer and reparation. Last night I prayed in
my dug-out at Kemmel from 9 till 5 [eight hours], most of the time on my knees. I bound myself beforehand to do so by vow in order not to let myself off. Though I had only two hours’ sleep, I am not
very tired or weary today. Jesus wants more of these nights or prayer, adoration and atonement.”

....Father Willie Doyle was soon after to march with his battalion to a place synonymous with the
worst of the industrial slaughter that the was the Great War - later simply known as: The Somme.
“I was standing about 100 yards away watching a party of my men crossing the valley, when I saw
the earth under their feet open and the twenty men disappear in a cloud of smoke, while a column of
stones and clay was shot a couple of hundred feet into the air. A big German shell by the merest
chance had landed in the middle of the party. I rushed down the slope, getting a most unmerciful
‘whack’ between the shoulders, probably from a falling stone, as it did not wound me, but it was not
time to think of one’s safety. I gave them all a General Absolution, scraped the clay from the faces of a
couple of buried men who were not wounded, and then anointed as many of the poor lads as I could
reach. Two of them had no faces to anoint and others were ten feet under the clay but a few living still.
By this time half a dozen volunteers had run up and were digging the buried men out. War may be
horrible, but it certainly brings out the best side of a man’s character; over and over again I have seen
men risking their lives to help or save a comrade, and these brave fellows knew the risk they were taking, from when a German shell falls in a certain place, you clear as quickly as you can since several
more are pretty certain to land close. It was a case of duty for me, but real courage for them. We dug
like demons for our lads’ lives and our own, to tell the truth, for every few minutes another ‘iron pill’
from a Krupp gun would come tearing down the valley, making our very hearts leap into our mouths.
More than once we were well sprinkled with clay and stones, but the cup of cold water promise was
well kept, and not one of the party received a scratch. We got three buried men out alive, not much
the worse for their trying experience, but so thoroughly had the shell done its work that there was not
a single wounded man in the rest of the party; all had gone to a better land. As I walked back I nearly
shared the fate of my boys, but somehow escaped again, and pulled out two more lads who were only
buried up to the waist and uninjured. Meanwhile the regiment had been ordered back to a safer position on the hill, and were able to breathe once more.
“Sometimes God seems to leave me to my weakness and I tremble with fear. At other times I have
so much trust and confidence in His loving protection that I could almost sit down on a bursting shell
feeling I could come to no harm. ....Shells are bursting some little distance away on three sides and
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occasionally a piece comes down with a unpleasantly close thud. But what does it matter? Jesus is
resting on my heart, and whenever I like I can fold my arms over Him and press Him to that heart
which, as He knows, beats with love Him.
“He has shielded me from almost countless dangers with more than the tender care of an earthly
mother - what I have to say sounds in parts almost like a fairy tale - and if He has tried my endurance,
once at least almost to breaking point, it was only to fill me with joy at the thought that I ‘was deemed
worthy to suffer [a little] for Him’.
“By cutting a piece out of the side of the trench, I was able to stand in front of my tiny altar, a
biscuit box supported on two German bayonets. God’s angels, no doubt, were hovering overhead, but
so were the shells, hundreds of them, and I was a little afraid that when the earth shook with the crash
of the guns, the chalice might be overturned. Round about me on every side was the biggest
congregation I ever had: behind the altar, on either side, and in front, row after row, sometimes
crowding one upon the other, but all quiet and silent, as if they were straining their ears to catch every
syllable of that tremendous act of Sacrifice - but every man was dead! Some had lain there for a week
and were foul and horrible to look at, with faces black and green. Others had only just fallen, and
seemed rather sleeping than dead, but there they lay, for none had time to bury them, brave fellows,
every one, friend and foe alike, while I held in my unworthy hands the God of Battles, their Creator
and their Judge, and prayed Him to give rest to their souls. Surely that Mass for the Dead, in the midst
of, and surrounded by the dead, was an experience not easily to be forgotten.”

And so, in the spring of 1917, with what was left of his battalion, Father Willie marched to fields
where the promised ‘final push’ to victory would take place or so the Generals claimed. The planned
offensive was to pass through Passchendaele.
Over the months that followed, wave after wave of prolonged British attack met with ever stiffer
opposition than that originally anticipated. Inevitably, casualties mounted, whilst the ground
surrendered by the enemy proved negligible. Nevertheless, throughout the padre continued his work;
serving as best he could the dying at the makeshift medical centres known as Regimental Aid Posts
and rushing to help the wounded in ‘No Man’s Land’.
“A sad morning as casualties were heavy and many men came in dreadfully wounded. One man was
the bravest I ever met. He was in dreadful agony, for both legs had been blown off at the knee. But
never a complaint fell from his lips, even while they dressed his wounds, and he tried to make light of
his injuries. ‘Thank God, Father,’ he said, ‘I am able to stick it out to the end. Is it not all for little
Belgium?” The Extreme Unction, as I have noticed time and again, eased his bodily pain. ‘I am much
better now and easier, God bless you,’ he said, as I left him to attend a dying man. He opened his eyes
as I knelt beside him: ‘Ah! Fr. Doyle, Fr. Doyle,’ he whispered faintly, and then motioned me to bend
lower as if he had some message to give. As I did so, he put his two arms round my neck and kissed
me. It was all the poor fellow could do to show his gratitude that he had not been left to die alone and
that he would have the consolation of receiving the Last Sacraments before he went to God.
The next day Father Willie offered the Holy Sacrifice for what would be for the last time.
“Close beside us I had found the remains of a dugout which had been blown in the previous day
and three men killed. I made up my mind to offer up Mass there for the repose of their souls. In any
case ‘I did not know a better ‘ole to go to,’ and to this little act of charity I attribute the saving of my
life later on in the day. I had barely fitted up my altar when a couple of shells burst overhead, sending
the clay tumbling down. For a moment I felt very tempted not to continue as the place was far from
safe. But later I was glad I went on for the Holy Souls certainly came to my aid as I did to theirs.”
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In the midst of this fighting, a German shell was fired randomly at British lines. As it exploded,
Father Willie was killed outright, whilst dragging a wounded man away from danger on the
battlefield. Unlike the many to whom he had given a Christian burial, the priest was denied this.
Instead, what was left of him was hastily interred without ceremony in a communal grave before all
around was once more engulfed in the ensuring battle. In that war-ravaged field in Flanders, with his
part now over, his mortal remains were laid to rest. The crash of exploding shells and the screams of
the dying were his only requiem.

The moment of his passing was already determined, he knew this, but, even so, for Father Willie it
was unexpected - thinking, as he did, that he would outlive the conflict that had claimed so many of
his comrades. Nevertheless, strangely such a death - dispatched to his ‘old armchair’ - could not have
been more fitting: to die, as he did, amongst the officers and ranks he had so faithfully served, and
whom he had indeed grown to love with a priestly soul. Throughout it all, his compassion had
deepened, in spite of the barbarity he witnessed daily. Finally on that 16th day of August 1917, the
Irishman met his death as he had lived his life - in the service of others.
On that August day, however, when the German armour piercing shell exploded, it was not metal
that had been pierced, but hearts.
The news reached Ireland quickly. Shortly after, it was reported that a Fusilier, home on leave,
incredulous on hearing of the priest’s death, fell to his knees upon a Dublin pavement and with an
anguished cry - “....no, not him” - before proceeding to tell an astonished crowd of onlookers of how
the dead man had saved his life. At the time, an Ulster Protestant wrote to a newspaper expressing his
“feeling of loss, like no other” at the death of this Catholic padre; whilst General Hickie was heard to
lament the passing of one of the best priests he had met as well as one of the bravest men. Father
Willie’s last letter was delivered to his father no doubt at the same time as the - dreaded - telegram
telling of his son having been killed in action. With tears the old man read of his dead child’s final
wish: once more to visit Melrose, his beloved childhood home.
On 15th December 1917, General Hickie, having finally discovered the Doyle family address, wrote
to the bereaved father as follows:
“I could not say too much about your son. He was loved and reverenced by us all; his gallantry, self
-sacrifice, and devotion to duty were all so well known and recognised. I think that his was the most
wonderful character that I have ever known.”

That is not the end, however. For hidden in death, his remains lie waiting until a trumpet of a very
different sort sounds across those now silent fields of Flanders. It is then, with his fallen comrades,
and with the whole army of his spiritual ones arrayed throughout the world, that Father Doyle, no
doubt still wearing his mud-splattered army greatcoat, will rise to greet the triumphant, true General
for whom he fought an gave his life. Only then, with the guns silenced forever, and the real Victory
won at last, shall all tears finally be wiped away...
“I have long had the feeling that, since the world is growing so rapidly worse and worse and God
has lost His hold, as it were, upon the hearts of men, He is looking all the more earnestly and
anxiously for big things from those who are faithful to Him still. He cannot, perhaps, gather a large
army round His standard, but He wants everyone in it to be a Hero, absolutely and lovingly devoted
to Him; if only we could get inside that magic circle of generous souls, I believe there is no grace He
would not give us to help on the work He has so much at heart, our personal sanctification. Every day
you live, means an infallible growth in holiness which may be multiplied a thousand times by a little
generosity.....holiness means three things: - Love, Prayer, Sacrifice.” Father William Doyle S.J.
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The Prophecies of Our Lady of La Salette
An abridged version
† 19th September, 1846

I kept my eyes firmly fixed on this light, which was static, and as if it had
opened up, I caught sight of another, much more brilliant light which
was moving, and in this light I saw a most beautiful lady sitting on top of
our Paradise, with her head in her hands.
This beautiful Lady stood up, she coolly crossed her arms while watching
us, and said to us:
"Come, my children, fear not, I am here to PROCLAIM GREAT NEWS TO YOU." These soft and sweet
words made me fly to her, and my heart desired to attach itself to her forever. When I was up close to
the Beautiful Lady, in front of her to her right, she began to speak and from her beautiful eyes tears also started to flow.
"If my people do not wish to submit themselves, I am forced to let go of the hand of my Son. It is so

heavy and weighs me down so much I can no longer keep hold of it. I have suffered all of the time for
the rest of you! If I do not wish my Son to abandon you, I must take it upon myself to pray for this
continually. And the rest of you think little of this. In vain you will pray, in vain you will act, you will
never be able to make up for the troubles I have taken over for the rest of you.
I gave you six days to work, I kept the seventh for myself, and no one wishes to grant it to me. This is
what weighs down the arm of my Son so much. Those who drive carts cannot speak without putting
the name of my Son in the middle. These are the two things which weigh down the arm of my Son so
much. If the harvest is spoiled, it is only because of the rest of you. I made you see this last year with
the potatoes, you took little account of this. It was quite the opposite when you found bad potatoes,
you swore oaths, and you included the name of my Son. They will continue to go bad, at Christmas
there will be none left."
At this point, I was trying to interpret the word "potatoes" (pommes de terre): I thought I understood it
to be "apples" (pommes). The Beautiful and Good Lady, reading my thoughts, repeated thus:
"You do not understand, my children. I will tell it to you another way. "If the harvest is spoiled, it does

not seem to affect you. I made you see this last year with the potatoes. You took little account of this. It
was quite the opposite when you found bad potatoes, you swore oaths, and you included the name of
my Son. They will continue to go bad and at Christmas, there will be none left. If you have corn, you
must not sow it. The beasts will eat all that you sow. And all that grows will fall to dust when you thresh
it. A great famine will come. Before the famine comes, children under the age of seven will begin to
tremble and will die in the arms of those who hold them. The others will do penance through hunger.
The nuts will go bad, the grapes will become rotten."
At this point, the Beautiful Lady, who was entrancing me, for a moment did not make herself heard. I
could see, however, that she was continuing, as if speaking, to move graciously her kindly lips. At this
moment, Maximin was receiving his secret. Then, turning to me, the Most Holy Virgin spoke to me and
gave me a secret in French. Here is this secret in its entirety as she gave it to me: "Mélanie, what I am
going to tell you now will not always be a secret; you can publish it in 1858.
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"Priests, my Son's ministers, priests, by their evil life, by their irreverence and their impiety in cele-

brating the holy mysteries, love of money, love of honor and pleasures, priests have become sewers of
impurity. Yes, priests call forth vengeance, and vengeance is suspended over their heads. Woe to
priests, and to persons consecrated to God, who by their infidelities and their evil life are crucifying
my son anew! The sins of persons consecrated to God cry to heaven and call for vengeance, and now
here is vengeance at their very doors, for no longer is anyone found to beg mercy and pardon for the
people; there are no more generous souls, there is now no one worthy of offering the spotless Victim
to the Eternal on the worlds behalf. "God will strike in an unparalleled manner. Woe to the inhabitants
of the earth! God will exhaust His anger, and no one will be able to escape so many evils at once.”
“The heads, the leaders of the people of God, have neglected prayer and penance, and the devil has
darkened their minds; they have become those wandering stars which the ancient devil will drag with
his tail of destruction. God will permit the ancient serpent to sow divisions among rulers, in all societies and in all families; both physical and moral punishments will be suffered. God will abandoned
men to themselves and will send chastisements one after the other for over 35 years.

“Society is on the very eve of most terrible scourges and greatest events; one must expect to be
governed by a rod of iron and to drink the chalice of God’s wrath.
“In the year 1864 Lucifer, together with a great number of devils, will be loosed from hell; little by
little they will abolish the faith, and that even in persons consecrated to God; they will so blind them,
that without a special grace, these persons will take on the spirit of these evil angels; a number of
religious houses will lose the faith entirely and cause many souls to be damned.
“With God’s holy faith forgotten, each individual will want to direct himself and rise above his
peers. Civil and ecclesiastical authority will be abolished, all order and justice will be trampled underfoot. Only murders, hatred, jealousy, lying and discord will be seen, with no love of country or family.
“A precursor of the Antichrist, with his troops drawn from many nations, will wage war against the
true Christ, sole Saviour of the world; he will shed much blood and will seek to annihilate the cult of
God so as to be regarded as a god.
“The earth will be struck with plagues of all kinds;” [Melanie added here: “Besides pestilence and
famine, which will be widespread”] “there will be wars to the last war, which will then be waged by the
ten kings of the Antichrist, kings who will all have a common design and will be the sole rulers of the
world. Before this happens, there will be a sort of false peace in the world; people will think only of
amusing themselves; the wicked will indulge in all kinds of sin; but the children of the Holy Church,
children of the true faith, my true imitators, will grow in the love of God and in the virtues dearest to
me. Happy the humble souls lead by the Holy Ghost! I shall battle along with them until they reach
the fullness of maturity.
“It will be at this time that the Antichrist will be born .....” “At birth he will vomit blasphemies, he
will have teeth; in a word, this will be the devil incarnate; he will utter terrifying cries, he will work
wonders, he will live only on impurities. ...
“The seasons will be changed, the earth will produce only bad fruits, the heavenly bodies will lose
the regularity of their movements, the moon will reflect only a feeble reddish light; water and fire will
lend convulsive motions to the earth’s sphere, causing mountains, cities, etc., to be swallowed up.
ROME WILL LOSE THE FAITH AND BECOME THE SEAT OF THE ANTICHRIST.
“The demons of the air, together with the Antichrist, will work great wonders on the earth and in
the air, and men will become ever more perverted. God will take care of His faithful servants and men
of good will; the Gospel will be preached every where, all peoples and all nations will have knowledge
of the Truth
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“I address a pressing appeal to the earth: I call upon the true disciples of the God living and reigning
in the heavens; I call upon the true imitators of Christ made man, the one true Saviour of men; I call
upon my children, my true devotees, those who have given themselves to me so that I may lead them
to my Divine Son, those whom I bear as it were in my arms, those who have lived in my spirit; finally, I
call upon the Apostles of the Latter Times, the faithful disciples of Jesus Christ who have lived in contempt of the world and of themselves, in poverty and humility, in contempt and silence, in prayer and
mortification, in chastity and in union with God, in suffering, and unknown to the world. It is time for
them to emerge and come enlighten the earth. Go, show yourselves to be my dear children; I am with
you and in you, provided your faith is the light enlightening you in these evil times. May your zeal
make you famished for the glory and honor of Jesus Christ. Do battle, children of light, you, the few
who see thereby; for the time of times, the end of ends, is at hand.
“The Church will be eclipsed, the world will be consternation. But there are Enoch and Elias, they will
preach with the power of God, and men of good will believe in God, and many souls will be comforted; they will make great progress by virtue of the Holy Ghost and will condemn the diabolical errors of
the Antichrist.
“.....Who could overcome, if God doesn’t shorten the time of trial? At the blood, tears and prayers of
the righteous, God will relent; Enoch and Elias will be put to death; pagan Rome will disappear; the fire
of Heaven will fall and consume three cities; the whole universe will be struck with terror, and many
allow themselves to be seduced because they didn’t adore the true Christ living in their midst. It is
time; the sun is darkening; Faith alone will survive.
“The time is at hand; the abyss is opening. Here is the king of darkness. Here is the beast with its
subjects, calling itself the saviour of the world. In pride he will rise skyward to go up to Heaven; he will
be stifled by the breath of St. Michael the Archangel. He will fall and the earth - which for three days
will be in constant change - will open its fiery bosom; he will be plunged forever with all his followers
into hell’s eternal chasms. Then water and fire will purity the earth and consume all the works of men’s
pride, and everything will be renewed; God will be served and glorified.”
***
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The Carmelite Corner
For your prayerful attention

Your prayer are requested especially for the following intentions:
The consecration of Russia to the Immaculate Heart of Mary.
For the conversion of Pope Francis and the Cardinals, Bishops, priests
and religious.
Pray especially please for the Bishops, priests and religious of the Resistance who bravely continue to fight for the True Faith.
Special prayers for our chaplain Rev. Fr. Juan C. Ortiz for his dedication and guidance of the Third
Order of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel & St. Teresa of Jesus.
The Carmelite sisters in Ireland, Rev. Mother Irene of the Holy Face of Jesus and Sr. Anne-Marie of
Sacred Heart E.Carm, need very special prayers to overcome the problems they are experiencing with
the local council and the purchase of a property.
Prayers needed also for the Carmelite nuns in Germany and Rev. Fr. Mayer who is very ill in hospital.
It was hoped that Father Mayer would become their chaplain, however his health has deteriorated
greatly.
Could you pray for the conversion of Sr. St. Cecilia’s brother who is in hospital suffering from cancer.
Prayers also for the conversion of Gianni and Sally Galver, who are friends of Sr. Maria Elizabeth of
the Sacred Heart of Jesus & the Immaculate Heart of Mary.
Your continued prayers for the sick tertiaries: Sr. Birgitta Joseph of the Holy Angels TODC; Sr. Bridget
of the Holy Rosary TODC; Br. Bruno; Francis the son of Sr. Joseph of the Immaculate Heart of Mary
TODC; Sr. Mary of the Blessed Trinity; Sr. Joseph of the Holy Cross of Jesus; Sr. Philomena of the
Sacred Heart; Br. John of the Cross TODC.
For the special intentions of Sr. Teresa of the Holy Face of Jesus TODC; and the son of Sr. Mary
Veronica of the Passion TODC and the special intentions of Sr. Mary Joseph of Jesus TODC.
For the three special intentions regarding employment: Sr. Susannah of the Most Holy Trinity & the
Holy Eucharist TODC; Sr. Cecilia TODC; and with special prayers on 20th September for Br. Johannes
Pio TODC
Your prayers for the special intentions of Mrs McGrath please.
Please remember in your prayers Br. Stephen of the Divine Mercy who passed away on Saturday 16th
June 2018. May he rest in peace.
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