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_A Blessed Anniversary

At 10:30, twanty~five years ago this morning, the head of the Mexlcan secret police
enteved the Mexico City prison and called out at the entrance of a particular cell:
"Michael Pro.” |

A man of medium height, about 36 years of mge, stepped into the corrider, nofded
respectfully to the police, and followed the eofficer into the courtyard. On the way
5 soldier ran up to the young Jegult periest srd bsgged his pardon.

"I not only pardon you, but I will pray for yew. I thank you for the great favor
you are going to do for me today.” ¥Them with & ealm expression, he walked past
the throng of officers. For a moment Le stupped to have his pleture taken, then
moved to the spot indicated by an offieey, de faced the firing squad.

"Have you any request to make?"

| 1% down on the soft, red sand where

many before him had already spilled ﬁggaxfﬁﬁgﬁﬁQia;the persecution which President
goh., After a  few .wementa, Father

Calles was waging against the Cathelie Ch | ‘

Pro made the sign of the cross; he Agwoutly klsged the cruclfiix he held in his hands,
and stood up. Refusing to he blindfelded, he faced the throng and spoke: "Ged is
my witness that I am innocent,”

"Yeg, I want to pray a little while." &Ami he kn

With a1l the dignity of the priesthmm&,hg raised his arm and with the crucifix made |
the sign of the cross over the assembly., "May God have pity on all of you," he said,

Then he spread his arms wide in the form of a eross. In his left hand he held his
beads; in his right, the crucifix. Gazing resolutély forwerd, he cried out: "With
81l my heart I forgive my enemies.” Then he locked to heaven. In a low, c¢lear veolce,

¥ 1

he gave the triumphant battle call of the Mexican martyrs: "Viva Cristo Rey.

A sharp command to the firing squad. The elick pf rifles. Then a volley shattered the
silence., The priest fell forward, his arms still forming a cross, a red stain widen-
ing on his chest,

Such wag the earthly end of & courageous, apostolic career that rivaled the exploits
of the rriest-mertyrs of 16th Century England., Hunted and pursued, constantly
harassed by his enemies, Father Pro had carried on his priestly apostolate in the
midst of dlabolical hatred against the Faith of Mexico., For 17 months he had wan~
dared soout in disgulse -- nov as a mechanic, now as a young student, now as & chauf -
feur -~ saying Mass in secret hide-outs, giving Communion behind closed doors,carry-~
ing on retreats, and missions -~ under the very noses of the men who had placed &
pricre on his head,

Ohregon is gone. Calles is gone, So are the soldiers who put Father Pro to Adeath,
They have all disappeared from the Mexican scene, The world moves on without then -~
romenbering only thelr moment of power, of lust, of greed, of cruelty.

mut the Chureh, recognizing Father Pro's heroic life and vallan® death, has Ao red
her duberest in his sunetity; and will soon begin the study of his Cause, And 850,
what appeared to be shame, and dishouor, and cowsrdice bhelore men, aud a tragic end-
Ing to 2 heroie cireer, novw evolves into the beginning of o triuphant eterntty for
this servant of Gud, Forevermore, nig name will be a benedictiow on his people,

Say o prayer to Father DPro tonight. Ask him Tor a share of his fortitude, and his
coursge -~ that you may ultimately rejoice with him in the high court of henven.



