PERSONAL MEMORIES
by Rev. Monsignor Vincent Foy
With Biographical Notes on this TRUE PRIEST
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Forward/Introduction
This book, compiled after his death, offers a glimpse into the life of Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy. Part of his life story was
recounted as he reflected on photos. Other events he wrote about in delightful and often humorous memorable stories.
Msgr. Vincent Foy is truly a hero in every sense of the Word. What is a hero? God is our ultimate and perfect Hero, our
Merciful Saviour. Saints and martyrs are also our heroes and heroines. A hero is someone who practices heroic virtue,
virtue to the highest degree, in imitation of Jesus Christ. This is an accurate description of Msgr. Foy.
A hero is defined in secular dictionaries as a person who is admired or idealized for their bravery, courage, outstanding
achievements and noble qualities; and is regarded as a role model or ideal. In the face of danger, he combats adversity
through impressive feats of ingenuity, bravery, and strength often sacrificing his own concerns for a greater good.
This true priest of God upheld and defended what is true, holy, good, and right. He offered his life, his whole self, his
vocation, and his career as a sacrifice in union with God to save and sanctify souls. He did this without counting the cost,
with steadfast fidelity and courage. In the words of St. Paul he was able to say “I have fought the good fight, I have run
the race, I have kept the faith.”
Msgr. Foy was an all round ideal person, Catholic and priest, in every aspect and belief of our Faith – for example in life
issues, Catholic education, orthodoxy, liturgy, canon law and in his personal life.
Jesus said “Be perfect as your Heavenly Father is perfect.” Msgr. Foy lived a life of heroic Christian perfection.
Those who had the privilege of knowing him can attest to the belief that, since he recently went Home to God Msgr. Foy
may not yet be recognized as a canonized saint by the Church on earth, surely souls in Heaven recognize this Beacon of
holiness and sanctity as a Saint in Heaven.
He practiced what he preached, and preached the fullness of the Catholic Faith, without watering it down and with so
much Love.
Msgr. Foy had a tremendous love and devotion for the Faith, daily Mass, daily Holy Communion, Eucharistic Adoration,
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frequent confession, examination of conscience, the practice of heroic virtue, and so much more.
He is an ideal patron and model and intercessor for clergy, confessors, spiritual directors, popes, cardinals, bishops,
monsignors, canon lawyers, pro-lifers, families, children and youth, the sick, the dying, the persecuted, the suffering, the
elderly, and the abandoned.
Brief Family History

1920s Foy family (Vincent beside dad).
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A death certificate and an 1881 census shows that my grandfather, Nicholas Foy, after whom I was named, lived from
1832-1886. An 1891 census shows that my grandmother Mary Foy (widow of Nicholas Foy) died around 1911, before I
was born. Nicholas Foy came to Canada by himself during the famine in Ireland. Later he brought over his brother
George, who had the largest cemetery monument in Ontario, constructed at Mount Hope Cemetery. My grandfather died
of pneumonia. He resided at 28 St. Alban's Street in Toronto, Ontario.
My father, Edward Foy, was born in 1880 and died in 1968 at the age of 86. A friend of my father's named Gerry
Henderson, who wasn't a Catholic, introduced my mother and father, who were both Catholic. My parents Edward Basil
Foy and Josephine Walburgis Schnitzler were married on June 25, 1912 at St. Francis of Assisi parish on Grace Street in
Toronto. My mother's sister, my Aunt Anna (a smart looking girl) was her Maid of Honour. She lived with us for a while on
Fulton Avenue until she married our neighbour, Fred Cartin. He lived on the Dixon Avenue, the street where we had
previously lived and where I was born.
My Uncle Fred had been married before, but his wife was killed in a railway train accident. Anna and Fred had three
children. During the birth of their third child, my Aunt Anna died in St. Michael's hospital and at the same time my sister
Doreen was also born there. My mother had double pneumonia. The doctors at St. Michael's hospital told my father to
prepare us children for death and that was when I made a promise to God to try to become a priest. It was a surprise to
the doctor that my mother recovered. After she recovered, she found out her sister Anna had died.
My mother's other sister Appolonia went to look after the three children of Anna and she married my Uncle Fred. He had
a nice car and a cottage on Lake Simcoe with a cook and a maid where I used to spend some vacation time with their
family in August when I was a child. My Aunt Appolonia died when I was in the seminary. Uncle Fred married a fourth
time, after Aunt App died.
My mother was born in Ontario, Canada in 1885. She was raised near Kitchener, Ontario which used to be called New
Berlin; but after the First World War broke out, it was renamed Kitchener because Germany was at war with
Canada. Kitchener was the name of a British captain and war hero whose ship was sunk during the war. My mother had
ninety-first cousins in that area. She had a brother who was in the Canadian Army in World War I and was killed after
Armistice was declared and on that same day of November 11, 1918, since word hadn't reached the section where he
was yet. My mother had a photo of him in his uniform.
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My mother had a cousin who was a priest, Fr. Matthew Schnitzler. He was ordained in Hamilton and volunteered to go on
the missions out west. He was the first diocesan priest in the diocese of Calgary, AB. He used to visit us occasionally
and my mother sent him money out west, since he lived very poorly there. I have kept a copy of Fr. Schnitzler's 25th
Ordination Anniversary card.
My parents had eight children. I was the second eldest. As of 2015, they are all dead except for me - I am in my 100th
year of age now and my youngest sister Shirley is 87. My sister Doreen was a nurse and my sister Mary was a teacher.
My three sisters didn't marry, but all of my four brothers married.
My grandfather, Nicholas Foy, came over at the age of ten by himself during the potato famine and later brought his
brother George over from Ireland. His brother George became a millionaire through importing liquor and built the Foy
building on Front Street. My grandfather Nicholas died when my father was only six years old and only had four
children. My father was baptized at St. Basil's Church in Toronto. My grandfather Nicholas was a cab driver and invested
in real estate. His wife, my grandmother, Mary Gorman, died in 1911 before I was born, so I never met her. As a widow
she had lived on the rents from the houses they had purchased. They had four houses - two at 28 and 30 St. Alban's
(later this became Wellesley) Street and two behind them on Fifth Street. When I was a boy I used to go with my father
every week to collect the rents over there. There was a stable there where the cab was kept that my grandfather had
driven.
On my father’s side, my aunts were Elizabeth (Delphine) and Babe and my uncle was John. My father called his sister,
my Aunt Agnes "Babe". Her husband was my Uncle Will Sheppard. They got married and lived in the United
States. Agnes and Will retired in Canada in their old age. My uncle Will died of kidney failure. I saw him on his deathbed
at Toronto Western Hospital. Their parish priest, Fr. Howard McMillan, anointed him.
In those days, all the money went to the oldest son. My father's older brother John went over to England where their
money was kept. I had a postcard from him. He went over on a boat. He came back and lived on Fulton Avenue with his
sisters, my two aunts. His money had just run out when he was killed at Parliament and Bloor by a streetcar. He stepped
back to avoid the streetcar and was killed by a car. He used to give me and my brothers ten cents every week.
My father bought a house at 53 Dixon Avenue in the east end of Toronto where I was born in 1915. In 1918 we moved up
to Fulton Avenue, which was further west near Broadview and Danforth, in Holy Name parish. In those days, Fulton
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Avenue was the last street in the city and beyond that was country and farmhouses, with cattle. At the end of Fulton
Avenue was a store we used to call The County Store.
I have a photo of my father's other sister, my Aunt Delphine, her husband Pat Brown and their son Gorman, my cousin, on
the left side. Gorman was also the maiden name of my grandmother, my father's mother, Mary. Pat and Delphine had
another son, but he died at age five. Gorman died of a heart attack in his forties. They lived at 96 Fulton Avenue. I used
to drop into their home when I was a child and my Aunt would give me a cookie. She was very pleasant and goodnatured. Before they were married, my Uncle Pat was one of the last men to drive a fire wagon led by horses before we
had fire trucks.
After they were married, my Uncle Pat was in charge of the merchandising store in the main floor of the Foy building, a
six-story building on Front Street that was built by my grandfather Nicholas's brother, George Foy. Uncle Pat used to give
us chocolate bars from the store he managed. Importers operated business in the building. He used to let me and my
brother Edward go through the old envelopes from the business offices there on Friday evenings and get the stamps from
all over the world. This is how I was introduced to entrepreneurship - as children we used to sell the stamps. We made
little booklets of the stamps and sent them out to anyone that was interested. They would pick the stamps they wanted
and send the booklet back with the money.
Our relatives near Kitchener used to send my mother eggs and when they started to build up the land behind us, I used to
deliver eggs for her as a favour. She used to share the eggs with others. I had a basket that carried about two-dozen
eggs. I climbed over the back fence to my father's sisters', my Aunt Elizabeth and Babe's place at 96 Fulton Avenue. A
police dog jumped up at me and I dropped the basket. Most of the eggs were broken. I had to go back to my mother and
tell her that I had broken the eggs. I was very sorry about it, but was frightened by that dog. I was about ten years old at
that time.
My parents never missed Mass, that's for sure, and they taught us our prayers. My mother was a marvellous woman,
raised eight children, did her own cooking and sewing at night and got us all up in the morning.
My brothers were all very good boys. We had a Holy Name Society where we were trained to do public speaking. I
already had the intention to try to become a priest when, around 1928, I gave about a five minute speech on "The Duties
of a Priest".
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I was an Altar boy early on. Fr. Fullerton, our pastor, came to the house and told my mother that he'd like to train me to
serve at the Altar. My mother used to get me up to serve Mass. I served at the 8am Mass and went to school without
having breakfast, since I went to Holy Communion. The Eucharistic Fast in those days started from midnight onwards and
with no water. I didn't go home for lunch, but sometimes my mother gave me fifteen cents and I got fish and chips. If I
served at the 7am Mass, I went home for breakfast. When I went to De La Salle Catholic Secondary school I used to take
lunch in a bag.
I have a class photo from 1925 when I was age 10. I am missing some baby teeth at the front and the only one in my
class wearing eyeglasses. My brother Edward is in the second row from the front, fourth from the left. We were
classmates since he had to start school late due to his severe asthma.

Top row: 1938 Jack, Edward, and Vincent. Middle row: Frank, Doreen, and Mary. Front row: Shirley and Jimmy
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All of the Foy family siblings attended Holy Name Catholic Primary school. Edward, whom I wrote about already, was the
oldest child.
Jack was born after me. He was the third child. Jack served in the Canadian military overseas during World War II. After
the occupation of Germany by the Allies, he stayed in Germany for a while with the Knights of Columbus, of which he was
a member. He sold cars later on. He was a very good-looking fellow. There was a photo of him as a soldier in Maclean's
Magazine. I officiated at his wedding at St. Boniface. When I was living in residence at Mary Lake Monastery during my
year and a half "sabbatical" in Rome, after I had been pastor in Phelpston, I used to go out for dinner with Jack and his
wife about once a week. He was a car salesman at that time. His wife eventually got Alzheimer's and he was very devoted
to her. He used to visit her every day and spent most of the day with her when she was in the hospital. He was going to
visit her and had a car accident. The day after he was found dead in bed. At that time, he lived in the same apartment
building as my sisters Doreen and Shirley. Doreen phoned me when she found him dead and I rushed over an Anointed
him conditionally. I don't know how long he was dead for when I got there.
We are told that we don't know exactly when the soul leaves the body, so we anoint up until an hour after they stop
breathing, when rigour mortis sets in. I offered Jack's funeral Mass at St. Boniface parish near where they lived. Fr. Ron
Krafchik was the pastor then and I used to help hear Confessions there in my retirement. I lived in an apartment on
Parkcrest Drive across the street from the church, that Jack had picked out since it was near his apartment building. Fr.
Monahan built that church and he died shortly after. My sister Mary was in the hospital at the same time that Jack died. I
used to visit her there.
Mary was born next, the fourth child. She was a very good girl and never married. None of my three sisters married. Mary
attended St. Joseph's Wellesley Catholic Secondary School. She became a Catholic primary school teacher. She bought
her own house and lived alone on Mortimer Avenue. She died in the hospital. Her funeral was at St. Boniface Church.
Francis (Frank) was the fifth child. He was also a good fellow and very handsome. He attended De La Salle Catholic
Secondary School. On September 25, 1950, Frank married Mary Ruth McIlhargey at Holy Name Church. They had a
daughter Karen, whom I am still in contact with. For a while they lived on Browning Avenue in Holy Name parish.
There was a Foy's Grocery store at the corner of Browning and Broadview Avenue. Three of my brothers had charge
there. Sometimes while Jimmy was otherwise occupied, Doreen opened up the store for him.
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Doreen was the sixth child in the family. After attending St. Joseph's Wellesley High School, she trained at St. Michael's
hospital and became a nurse. She worked as a nurse at St. Mike's Hospital and later at Providence Villa for years when
my parents died there at Providence Hospital. She took care of my elderly mother for years at home and then at
Providence Villa. My father had a stroke and went to St. Michael's Hospital and then to Providence where he died when
Doreen worked there. I offered the Funeral Masses for both of my parents.
The mother of a Canadian senator spent some winters in Florida and Doreen looked after her down there as her nurse.
This senator gave the Toronto Cardinal/Archbishop a new car every year. My youngest sister Shirley, who was
handicapped, was living with my parents at that time. Later on after my parents died, Doreen continued to take care of
Shirley. For years when I was retired, Doreen helped with my laundry and cleaned my apartment. Shirley came over to
pick it up. Doreen called me daily to make sure I was alright on my own. I often refer to her as "An angel of mercy." She
was a very sweet, polite and intelligent woman. Doreen was ever smiling, cheerful and kind. Doreen's funeral Mass was at
All Saints parish in 2006 in Etobicoke, near Humber Heights retirement centre where she was living at the time of her
death with our sister Shirley.
Then came Jimmy. Jimmy was at De La Salle College high school and later became a horse trainer. He used to go down
to buy the racing form for my father and got interested. There was one race where the winner was falsely declared and
everybody tore up their ballots with the winner's name on it. They disqualified the horse that was supposed to have won.
Jimmy stayed up until midnight collecting the torn ticket halves. When they announced the new winner, he had put they
pieces together and with the money ($1500) he won he bought a horse called "Danger mark". As a result of that, a law
was passed that patched up race bet cards were not valid.
Later on, he became a taxi driver. He married Pauline, whom he met through horse racing; and she also became a taxi
driver. She was from England. Later in life, Jimmy had to have kidney dialysis. I brought Jimmy to Fr. Ted Colleton for
Confession. I used to collect postcards, which I gave to Pauline to sell and to keep the money. There was an annual
postcard sale and she won a prize with them. I had a postcard collection of Popes, which was donated to and kept at St.
Augustine's Seminary library. After my sister Doreen got sick and Jimmy had died, Pauline continued to visit me and
helped with my laundry.
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Shirley is the baby of the family. It was discovered that a nurse had dropped her on her head shortly after she was born.
As a result, she was always partly crippled and could not go beyond primary school. Doreen took care of her. Shirley
enjoys having a good laugh and is living in long-term care as I write this on October 14, 2015.
Fr. Williams, the priest who officiated at my baptism on August 29, 1915, was the first priest buried at St. Augustine's
Seminary (Queen of the Clergy) Cemetery. My baptismal Godparents were my grandfather Nicholas Foy's sister, my
Great Aunt Delphine Foy and his brother, my Great Uncle Jim Foy. Neither one of them married and Uncle Jim worked for
the Post Office. They had some beautiful ferns at their house and when they died we replanted them in the backyard of
our house at 40 Fulton Ave.
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This photo was taken circa 1919. Later this day, my mother took me to a barber and had my curls cut off. My father
worked at McCall Brothers (later renamed McCall Frontenac Oil and then Texaco Canada) from the 1890s until his
retirement around 1945. Before he bought his first car in 1922, a baby grand Chevrolet, he used to get a ride home from
a co-worker. This man used to tease and call me "Mary" (which was my sister's name) and I hated being called by a girl's
name; he has also gave me a quarter occasionally, which was a lot of money at that time.
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1922 My First Holy Communion

This photo was taken in front of Holy Name Church community hall. I was seven years old. The priest in this Holy
Communion photo was Fr. Flanagan. My classmate Jack Mitchell (2nd row at left) was killed that summer. He fell down
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Riverdale Park Hill and hit his head. All six pallbearers including myself became priests (Jack Miller, Andy Pinfold,
Armand Desaulniers, Murray Allen, Vincent Foy, and another who joined a mission society). Sr. Celestine taught us first
grade 1921-22 at Holy Name.
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This photo with my brother Edward (1913-77) was taken in 1922 on the day of my First Holy Communion. That was a
great day. I don't have socks on, since a bicycle drove by and sprayed me with mud. The girls wore the long white
dresses and the boys were given a white sash that looked a little like a deacon's stole. I am beside my older and the
eldest brother in my family, Edward, who had to be a year late starting school due to his severe asthma. Therefore, we
were in the same First Holy Communion class. He was born in May of 1913 about a year after my parents were married
and I was born in August of 1915.
Edward was a daily Communicant. He was consistently a cheerful person. You couldn't help but like him, since he was
very likeable. We got along well.
All of my siblings went to Holy Name Catholic Elementary school. I went to De La Salle Catholic high school and Edward
went to the School of Commerce. As a teenager, Edward played the banjo with a group called "The Four Fs" since their
last names started with F (Foy, Fernandez...). They played at Holy Name church hall and other venues. He also played
the piano and I played the violin. His music teacher who lived on Fulton Avenue once put on a recital and Edward and I
played together. This was reported in a newspaper at the time called "The Chronicle". I got a violin for free if I signed up
for lessons at the Harris School of Music on Danforth. I had three years of violin lessons, once a week, for seventy-five
cents each. My poor father encouraged me - he said "There is only one thing I ask: Do not practise your violin when I am
in the house." The piano was different. My father promised me twenty-five cents when I could play a certain Irish song. I
eventually earned the quarter. When I entered the seminary I did not play the violin anymore. My mother played the piano
when I was very young and later she didn't have the time for it.
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This is a 1928 photo of me at age 13 at the Foy family home on 40 Fulton Avenue, Toronto. This type of trouser was
called "potato bags". It was a sign that a boy was approaching manhood when he started wearing them.
When I was in the seminary, two visits were allowed per month. Edward always came out with my parents. During the
1930s there was a Depression. He couldn't find work and I could see this was hard on him. I made a Novena that he
would get work. On the last day of the Novena, I had word from him that he got a job with the Red Rose tea company. It
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was there that he met his future wife, Lenore Thompson. Although I was not the pastor, I married them at St. Vincent de
Paul church, the parish of the bride.
Edward and Lenore had three children: Paul (named after a close friend of my father's), Mary Pat, and Linda. They had a
nice house out in the west end of Toronto. There was a Catholic store on Church Street where he became employed for
years and was in charge of things. Being a cheerful person, he was very popular. Most priests in Toronto shopped
there, knew him and liked him.
Edward predeceased his wife and died of a stroke before his retirement, when he was only sixty-four. I remember my
nephew, his son Paul said he came home from work, suddenly put his hand to his head and said "There is something
wrong" and died. It was around Christmastime in December of 1977. I was in Rome for a year and a half, from part way
through 1977 and in 1978. I flew back to Canada during this time for his funeral Mass. I conducted his burial at Mount
Hope cemetery. His widow Lenore kept in contact with and used to phone me after he died.
I have a photo of Edward in the garb of a choirboy of Holy Name Church near Pape and Danforth. It is taken in front of
the Foy family home at 40 Fulton Ave. The choir director was Mr. Joseph McDonald. Some of the other choirboys
became priests including: Murray Allen, Armand Desaulniers, Andy Pinfold, Msgr. Cooney, and Francis P. Carol (later
Bishop of Calgary).
I still have a 1939 letter from Fr. Murray Allen, one of my classmates in the seminary and the younger brother of Bishop
Francis Allen, who was six years older than him. We were all from Holy Name parish. Their father used to be a daily
Communicant. His sister never went to a theatre in her life, since they were from a very strict family. They were originally
from the Isle of Man, off the coast of England. Fr. Murray Allen started St. Pius X parish on Bloor Street West. Bishop
Allen became the Chancellor after Msgr. Callahan became pastor of Blessed Sacrament. When Bishop Allen was pastor
of Our Lady of Sorrows parish, I used to help hear Confessions and preached the Forty Hours devotions there, as well as
about forty other parishes. I travelled all over the peninsula and the diocese preaching Forty Hours retreats. I drove long
distances to parishes in the evening after working at the Chancery Office and then drove back to Toronto at night.
Sometimes I stayed over night, such as when I preached at Victoria Harbour or Port McNicoll.
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Secondary School

From 1928-33, I attended De La Salle Secondary School. This is my Honours Matriculation graduating class photo. I am
in the top row, third from the right. De La Salle was a very good high school. My father was born in 1880 and went there in
the late 1890s. One religious Brother who taught him was still teaching when I went to school. "Del" was located in a
different location then than now. "Upper Del" for grades 11-13 was at Perpetual Help parish primary school. They didn't
have enough students from the parish, so Del had five rooms in that school. "Lower Del" for grades 9 and 10, was next
door to St. Michael's Cathedral in a building on Bond Street. We had two floors of the building. St. Michael's Choir school
was opened in 1950. Before that, Msgr. Ronan taught singing to the choirs at 200 Church Street. The current location of
Del on Farnham Ave. was donated to them in someone's Will.
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Since my mother knew I wanted to pursue the priesthood she never let me go to school dances, including the graduation
dance. I still have a copy of my Certificates of Promotion, a circa 1928 copy of a French Award, and a speech I gave on
St. Louis.
A Vocation Almost Lost
Every priest walks a unique path to the altar. Some vocations come late, others early. Here I briefly recount my own
providential journey, for which I am eternally grateful.
My hope of becoming a priest began when I was eight years old, in December of 1923. It was on December 22nd of that
year in St. Michael’s Hospital, that my mother gave birth to my sister Doreen, now a retired nurse. Soon after my mother,
then 38 years old, grew gravely ill with double pneumonia, and was not expected to live. There were no antibiotics in
those days.
As though it were yesterday, I recall our father gathering together my older brother Edward, my younger brother Jack and
me, in our parlour. The doctor had told him that it would be most unlikely that mother would last the night and that the
children should be prepared. Our father told us that mother was very sick and God might be calling her to heaven and we
should be brave.
Shortly afterwards I went into the dining-room, separated from the parlour by sliding doors, and paced up and down, tears
streaming down my face. I promised God that if mother lived I would do my best to become a priest. That is not the best
way to choose a vocation, but that is the way it was with me.
Remarkably, my mother passed the crisis and next day was considerably better. From that day I never wavered in my
hope and resolve. I never told my mother or anyone of my promise. Incidentally, while mother was in hospital, her younger
sister, Anna, also in St. Michael’s, died of pneumonia after giving birth to my cousin Barbara. Mother was not told of this
until some time after.
It was in 1926 that Fr. James Fullerton, then a curate under Father Cline at Holy Name parish, entered our Junior Fourth
classroom and asked my close friend Billy McGuire and me to step into the hall. He told us we were to be altar servers
and would join a group of younger boys the following week to begin learning the Latin and ceremonies. Soon after he
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dropped into our home at 40 Fulton Ave., and told my mother in my absence that I was to give a talk at the next meeting
of the Junior Holy Name Society. The subject was to be: “The Duties of a Priest”. That would be my first speech.
Throughout high-school I was encouraged in what I believed was my vocation by Father Cline, Fr. Fullerton, who would
preach at my first Mass and my Silver Jubilee Mass, Fr. Hodgins, and Fr. Fred McGinn - all great role-models.
In September of 1933, just turned eighteen, I entered St. Augustine’s Seminary. No X-ray or doctor’s report was required.
Shortly after the Fall retreat, the newcomers lined up on a Thursday morning for a medical check-up. I was behind Albert
Goetz from Hamilton. We talked about age and Albert said: “I will never see a quarter of a century again”. I thought to
myself: “They are taking in old men now”. Conducting the examination was Dr. Brown, the seminary physician, in the
presence of Dr. Davis, the Prefect of Discipline. Dr. Brown had been my mother’s doctor when I was born and had
brought me into the world at home in 1915. The exam took about one minute. Dr. Brown listened to my heart, thumped
me a couple of times on the abdomen and declared me fit.
For the first two years in the seminary my health was good and I took part with exuberance in all the sports: touch football,
golfing on the “flats”, handball, hockey, bowling in the gym, and cliff-climbing. Because I had one weak eye and did not
have three-dimensional vision I was always on the “bizz-cat” teams reserved for the poorer players.
Joining our class in September 1934 was Jack Myers. He had been to St. Michael’s College for a year after High School
and so was admitted into second year philosophy. We were related. His mother was Kathleen Foy, daughter of George
Foy, the wealthy liquor importer, younger brother of Nicholas Foy, my grandfather. All during the 1934-1935 year, Jack sat
opposite me in the refectory.
Jack Myers was a fine-looking, polite and always good-humoured young man, though quite frail. During the year he had
several facial boils; which I was told later were sometimes a sign of early tuberculosis. In any event, during the summer of
1935, he was admitted with tuberculosis to Mountain Sanatorium in Hamilton, where he spent the next two years; he was
unable to return to the seminary. We kept in touch until his death about ten years ago.
In the Fall of 1935, my health deteriorated rapidly. I did not suspect it then, but learned much later that it was my own first
bout with tuberculosis. I thought it must be the strain of the rather exacting seminary discipline. Studies were more difficult
and my marks took a dip. I was no longer able to enjoy the sports. I remember dragging myself around the chapel dusting
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the pews when I was on Thursday morning “sacristy duty”. My weight dropped from 150 to 140 lbs. Shortly before our
Christmas break of 1935, Msgr. Carroll, the President, called me aside in the corridor. He said: “You are not looking well
at all. I am afraid that if you do not pick up we may have to send you home”. To me that was like a stab in the heart, yet I
knew I could not continue the way I was.
Shortly after, just before our fifteen-day Christmas break, I packed everything I owned into my trunk and labeled it with my
home address of 40 Fulton Ave., Toronto. It was my firm intention to have the trunk sent me during the holiday season
and write a letter to Msgr. Carroll saying that my health would not permit me to return.
By God’s merciful will, I felt considerably better during the Christmas break, resting much and eating well. I decided to
give the seminary one more try.
Early in January of 1936 I discovered a book, which I believe saved my vocation. In those days students were not allowed
to visit the reference library on the top floor without the written permission of a professor. We did have a list of books,
mostly lives of saints and other spiritual books, available in the students’ library, which was at the north end of the main
corridor. We were not permitted to enter it, but the librarian, that year Bill Capron of Ogdensburg, was at the door for a
short time on Thursday evenings and would give us the book or books requested. The book that attracted me was entitled
“My Water Cure” by Father Sebastian Kneipp, a Bavarian priest. This book was first published in 1886, and became a
worldwide best seller.
Father Kneipp, later Msgr. Kneipp, was a pioneer in hydrotherapy. As a young man he wanted to become a priest but had
a breakdown in his health due to consumption. A little book on water therapy changed his life. He regained his health by
walking barefoot on the grass in the morning, cold water applications, and wading in streams. After his ordination, when
he was a parish priest, he opened a clinic to help others. He became world famous and was even invited to Rome by
Pope Leo XIII, who sought his advice. In the eighteen-nineties, so widespread was his fame, that scores of New Yorkers
could be seen every morning in Central Park, walking bare-foot on the dewy grass.
Taking Father Kneipp’s advice, I began my own “water cure”. My room that year was on the main floor of the Annex, or
Kehoe Hall. Just to the right of the door entering the Annex from the main building was the washroom in which there was
one bathtub. Near the end of the long recreation period from 4:00 to 5:30pm, I began paddling around in cold water in the
tub. I knew the danger of shock from proceeding too quickly. At first I walked in only a thin coating of water and very
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gradually, as the days and weeks went by, increased the water-depth until I was splashing in water up to my knees and
then was even able to enjoy a cold shower. At night I sometimes wore a wet shirt or socks, following Fr. Kneipp’s advice.
These were supposed to promote circulation and draw off toxins.
So Fr. Kneipp’s cure became my cure. I became stronger, felt more energy and my marks improved dramatically. I started
doing push-ups in the morning until I could do more than 200. Once in the winter, Steve Horvath, Frank Flynn, and I were
walking along the shore and I was challenged to get on a small raft. It was given a push and when the water was chest
high I fell off and went under in the ice-cold water. I walked ashore feeling quite exhilarated and had no bad effects.
Although I never regained the health I had when I entered the seminary, because lung tissue destroyed by tuberculosis is
never regained, I passed my last years at St. Augustine’s in reasonably good health. On Saturday June 3rd, 1939, in St.
Michael’s Cathedral, together with my classmates, I was able to reply “Adsum”, and became a priest forever.
Five years later, living with a priest who had been released prematurely from a Sanatorium, and still had active
tuberculosis, I came down with the disease again. By the time I was diagnosed, there was a cavity in one lung and
infection in the other. In those days, a lung cavity was a death warrant, unless the lung could be collapsed by surgery. No
water cure could have saved me. I spent nine months at Mountain Sanatorium in Hamilton, and fifteen months at San
Gabriels near Saranac Lake. That is another story.
Seminary Entertainment in the Nineteen Thirties
It was not all prayer and studies in St. Augustine’s Seminary in the nineteen-thirties. Spirits and the energy level were
high. The general atmosphere was of exuberant good will. It is not surprising that there were many expressions of this
within the bounds of a rather confining Seminary Rule.
All recreation was communal. Seminarians were not permitted to walk alone except on Retreat. I discovered this in
September of 1939 when I dared to walk alone to the Regina Cleri cemetery and was reminded that this was against the
Rule. Particular friendships were to be avoided. It was forbidden to have a radio in one’s room. Early in the fall of 1933,
the rector, Father Francis P. Carroll, announced that perhaps a few of the new students were not aware of this strict
regulation. He said it was known that two seminarians were in possession of radios. If they left these outside the door of
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the Prefect of Discipline that night after night prayers, nothing more would be said. Six radios were left there that night,
most of them, I was told, little crystal sets.
Sports, of course, varied with the season. There was baseball, hockey, tennis, handball, bowling in the “gym”, golf on the
“flats” above the bluffs, cliff climbing, and hiking along the shore. I recall one important ball game between the
seminarians of the China Foreign Seminary and those of St. Augustine’s. Emmett Lacey, with his fastball, was our pitcher
and great hope. For some strange reason I was appointed to be base referee. I have only one good eye, do not have
three-dimensional vision, and was no expert on rules. In any case, my first call was to call one of the China players out at
first. There was a great hue and cry, laughter and cheers on our side and boos and heated indignation on the other. I was
summarily dismissed and so ended my career as a referee.
In the winter of 1933-34, after the Christmas break, in an evening recreation period from 7:30 to 8:30 pm, a grand skating
costume carnival was held. Imaginations ran riot. There was Percy Johnson in a bathing suit over long underwear with the
sign “George Young”, on his back. George Young was the great marathon swimmer of the twenties. Sal Cirivello was
dressed in a “maggie” uniform. Where he got it was a deep mystery. The “maggies “ were the ladies dressed in blue and
white uniforms who helped the Sisters in house cleaning, looking after the quarters of the Seminary professors. Another
participant was a China Mission seminarian speed skating, dressed in a nun’s habit, smoking a cigarette. I recall watching
Father Carroll, the rector, watching this spectacle in apparent shock. The next evening during the spiritual lecture period,
he announced that there would be no more female impersonations in seminary events.
Every year we had one great sports event. I still have in my files the program for the “Tenth Annual Track and Field Meet Oct. 13, 1937”. In charge were Roy Monahan and Ray Carpenter. Assistants were J. Mattice and F. Marrocco (later
Bishop Marrocco). Sixteen events are listed, beginning at 1:15 pm sharp. Here are a few of the grand events: Forward
passing, sack race, obstacle race, relay race, wheel-barrow race, tug of war, and 440 yard dash. It is difficult to describe
the intensity of enthusiasm that greeted these demonstrations of prowess and physical strength and agility.
Theatricals were a regular part of our entertainment. In the early and mid-thirties these took place in the old gym, where
there was a dilapidated stage in the south end. I can still see, through the mists of time, a few cameos of the
performances. There was Ray Morrison who did an energetic tap dance. The problem was that the dancing raised such a
cloud of dust that he could hardly be seen, resulting in loud and sustained applause. In one presentation, little Joe Welch
of Ottawa took the part of the lady known as “Lou” in “The Shooting of Dan McGrew”. In real life he did not smoke, but
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here he was rouged, puffing away at a cigarette and flashing his eyes. This performance, though it provoked loud
laughter, led to a second banning of female impersonations, this time announced by our new President, Msgr. Edward
Brennan. Another memory is of Gerry Cochran singing a plaintive “I Need Sympathy”. The loud laughter indicated that
everyone agreed with him.
In the mid 1930s we had a much better stage, assembled and taken down after each performance. It was erected at the
north end of the refectory. Here we had a grand minstrel show in which I was in the chorus. There were stars like Goetz
and Kennedy who put on a hilarious magic act. Here we had a Passion Play, with John Carley as Our Blessed Mother,
John Brennan as St. John, and Al DeLuca as a convincing Judas. We also had a fine rendering of “Macbeth” put on by
the China Mission seminarians. Two episodes elicited unexpected and loud mirth. One was the scene of the three witches
mixing their brew over a great black pot; the other was Lady Macbeth walking through a large window instead of a door.
Next evening at spiritual lecture time, Msgr. Brennan reprimanded us severely for our behaviour, when our guests were
trying to elevate our literary tastes. He told us “The ones who laughed so loudly last night were the very ones who, after
they are ordained, will be reading the Saturday Evening Post”. We did not dare smile, but all of us knew that Dr. Lucius
Barnett, our professor of Canon Law, was an avid reader of the Saturday Evening Post.
In my files is the mimeographed program of a presentation entitled “Silly Sympathy: The Little Red School House- with a
Galaxy of Stars-Ten Years Run in New York- Closely Chased by Audience”. “Steve McGillivray and his Merry Men of
Music” provided music. One of the program Ads reads: “Do you suffer from: Fallen Arches, Athlete’s Foot, Dandruff? Then
use Wheat Germ, sold exclusively by Dr. Ray Morrison”. Another reads: “Why be Weak and Puny? By the Earl
Liederman System you can make yourself a Physical Giant in 2 weeks- Apply to Percy Johnson”.
Worthy of mention were two lectures given by Dr. “Louie” Markle, Professor of Dogmatic Theology, illustrated with large
colored slides. One was of the life of St. Therese of Lisieux. The other was about his pilgrimage to Oberammergau. Not to
be forgotten were two performances of Dr. Kirkpatrick, our Professor of Elocution. Without notes and taking all the parts,
he gave us, with changes of voice and appropriate gestures, the complete plays “Macbeth” and “Othello”.
These are some of the memories that appear like ghosts in the mists of time. Recreation was a happy interlude as we
prayed and studied, with our hopes always on the great goal of the Priesthood.
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1939 Ordination Class (top row right)
Apples and Applesauce - Dining at St. Augustine’s Seminary in the Nineteen Thirties
Ordinarily, during recreation periods at St. Augustine’s Seminary, we were not permitted to walk alone. That rule did not
apply during retreats, when silence was to be observed. I remember that on retreat in September of 1934 I was walking in
the apple orchard, which took up the large patch of land from the entrance-gate to the seminary on the eastside. By a
remarkable coincidence, I was just reaching up to pick an apple when there was a tap on my shoulder. I looked around to
see Fr. Martin Johnson, our bursar (later Bishop Johnson of Nelson, B.C., and still later Archbishop of Vancouver). “Mr.
Foy”, he said, “You are not allowed to pick the apples in the orchard. You will get your apples in the form of applesauce in
the refectory”. Indeed, our dessert was often applesauce from that bountiful orchard.
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Dining at St. Augustine’s in the nineteen thirties was somewhat different from dining there today. Seminarians sat at
approximately twenty oblong tables, ten students at each table. There was a Prefect, a Deacon, at each table. There was
also a special table for Deacons who were not table Prefects. They sat at Table No.1, directly beneath the raised platform
at the south end of the refectory where the professors sat at the head table. The rector sat at the center of this table,
facing the students. He had charge of the dinner bell, signaling when talking could begin or when to stand for concluding
grace.
The students of each table took turns in waiting on the others. Two were assigned to the head table. Each of the others
was assigned to two or three tables. It was by drawing lots that the head table waiters were chosen. This was not an
envied duty. I remember that in my first year Clem Dougherty drew the head table. He begged me to take his place, which
I did, and remained a head table waiter for most of my seminary days. On his first experience at the head table, Leo
Murray was so nervous that he spilled the soup on the lap of the rector, then Msgr. Francis Carroll, later bishop of
Calgary. “Get down out of here,” said the rector “and never come back”. Leo was happy to comply.
Waiters never saw the St. Martha Sisters and their help in the kitchen. Staples like the soup tureen and bread and butter
and milk were on the table when we entered the refectory. The main dishes were served on a revolving drum from which
the waiters took the plates to their hungry companions. After meals the waiters had their fill, and I mean fill, because they
had free access to whatever was left over at the head table. The pickings there were good indeed-meat and vegetables
and pies. Al Goetz, once a butcher’s assistant, had an astonishing appetite for meat and eggs. I recall that after one
waiting duty he finished off eight or nine eggs from a head table platter.
Meals were good, but appetites were even better. When I went to the seminary in 1933, we had bacon and eggs every
Sunday morning. I was told that before our time bacon and eggs were served every morning. In the thirties that privilege
was reserved to the head table. One or two professors even had a breakfast steak. Two or three times a week we were
served two pies per table. I had the distinguished honor of being pie-cutter at my end of the table. The secret of retaining
that position was to cut oneself a portion slightly smaller than the others. It was then easy to cut the remainder into four
equal parts. During Lent some of us gave up pie and the extra pieces were graciously devoured by Lenten pie-eaters.
Seminary pies bring to mind our best checker player, a seminarian from Winnipeg known as the “The Sheriff”. At St.
Augustine’s we could not stay indoors during the evening recreation hour. Seminarians at the China Mission Seminary

28

were allowed that privilege and sometimes we joined them. The Sheriff habitually sat at a table with a checkerboard and
challenged all comers. If he did not win five games in a row, he would send you his next piece of pie. If you lost five
games in a row you would send him your next pie slice. I challenged him once and lost my next pie. It was a rare occasion
when he did not have two or three portions of pie on pie days.
Our food was wholesome. The Sisters baked bread and there was an unlimited supply. Many vegetables came from the
seminary farm. Milk was from our own dairy herd. It was not pasteurized, though the herd was regularly inspected. About
1936 Jim Meehan of Ogdensburg and Fr. Leonard Hodgins, our bursar, came down with undulant fever from the milk, and
were seriously ill. That was the end of our non-pasteurized milk. It was the recurring fever, which was the principal cause
of the death of Fr. Hodgins in January 1943, at the age of 44.
Alcohol was a no-no. On the Easter Monday free day about 1936, two seminarians returned from downtown Toronto with
alcohol on their breath and were immediately expelled. The penalty for drinking an alcoholic beverage during vacation
was dismissal. All Toronto students, before becoming Deacons, were required to take a solemn pledge, in the chapel with
hand on the bible, to abstain from alcoholic beverages for a period of ten years.
Shortly after he arrived in Toronto, Archbishop McGuigan, concerned about the large Archdiocesan debt, employed an
efficiency expert, a Mr. Stoeckle, to cut down seminary expenses. Gone went the Sunday morning bacon and eggs, up
went the frequency of applesauce desserts. Whereas formerly pancakes and syrup were served occasionally as dessert,
now they became a main course. Once tripe was served for dinner, but so widespread was its rejection that the rector
promised it would never be served again.
It was a rule that no food was to be kept in one’s room. Like all rules without serious consequences it was often honored
in the breach. In the fall of 1933, Dr. Davis (later Msgr.), the Prefect of Discipline, announced there would be an official
visitation of all rooms. When the knock came on the door (incidentally, no locks were allowed on doors) we were to open
our trunk or any other containers and stand at attention outside the door until the inspection was complete. One autumn
evening the knock came on my door, room H in the basement of the main building. After the examination Dr. Davis
reported that all was in order except some fluff under the bed, which I was to take care of immediately. I do not recall that
any seminarian was found with contraband in his room.
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A few weeks later, Dr. Davis replaced the rector at 5:30 p.m. in the spiritual lecture room. He informed us that though he
informed us beforehand of his visitation while we were in our rooms, we were not told of a subsequent visitation when we
were not in our rooms. He said the some had broken an important disciplinary rule and were to be admonished. He read a
list of about twelve seminarians: “Mr. Albert De Luca, you had cheese and crackers in your desk drawer. Mr. Matthew
Darby, you had an apple in your bookcase. Mr. Percy Johnson, you had a Sweet Marie chocolate bar under some papers.
Mr. Bernard Belanger, you had two packages of Planters’ Peanuts in plain view” etc.
The public admonition did not entirely correct this abuse. Sometimes concerned parents smuggled in edibles on the two
Sunday afternoon visiting periods allowed per month. I recall one occasion when Art McMahon had been brought a large
paper bag full of apples. As he was rushing from the outer to the inner door, the bag broke and apples went rolling over
the floor in full view of the visitors. There was much laughter as Art gathered up his forbidden fruit and disappeared in
great haste. It must be said that in my time, to my knowledge, no one broke the rule against having a magazine or
newspaper in one’s room. That would have resulted in expulsion.
There was another breach of the rule for which many should have later struck their breasts and said “mea culpa”. On
Thursday afternoons we were allowed to trek as far as we could go along the shore or even along the top of the bluffs to
the East. Then there was nothing but open fields until one came to the Guild of all Arts buildings. Occasionally in good
weather some seminarians participated in a grand wiener roast on the fields not far to the East. By some mysterious
communication a truck delivering wieners and buns was met on the road leading down from the China Mission Seminary.
By another mysterious connection with the Sisters of St. Martha, a good supply of butter was obtained. All of this resulted
in a grand picnic over a good fire. I have photographic evidence of this delinquent behavior; showing Ross Guernsey,
Frank Flynn, Al DeLuca, Matt Darby, Gerry Loftus, Bill O’Flaherty, myself and others in a festive mood.
On the one occasion, when I could not make it to the picnic the revelers were discovered by a hiking professor. This was
reported to Dr. Davis and there was a public reprimand. Each hot-dog consumer was named in the spiritual lecture hall
and required to pay an individual visit to Dr. Davis in his study. So our picnics came to an inglorious end.
In the Fall of 1934 it was discovered that a few seminarians were in the habit of visiting Wade’s Dance Hall, on top of the
bluffs just to the West of our property. There on Thursday afternoons one could relax over a cup of coffee or coke and
biscuits. There was even a five-cent slot machine. It was rumored that a certain student, who shall be unnamed, lost five-
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dollars on that greedy machine. This was during the depression when most of us had no more than a dollar or two to our
names. Word got around, and Wade’s was declared off limits.
All in all, we dined well at St. Augustine’s in the nineteen thirties. It was not exactly like dining at the Ritz but the curbs on
our voracious appetites was a lesson in temperance. There was little danger of obesity. It was a bit of a mystery how
Louie, “butter-ball” Hickey maintained his avoirdupois. Surely, among our happiest seminary memories were the times at
table; enjoying not only the meals, but especially the good company, high spirits and cheerful banter of our companions.

1939 My Priestly Ordination Holy Card
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Curator of the Museum
It was September 1934. We who had entered St. Augustine's Seminary in 1933 had the joy and privilege of going into our
second year of Philosophy. Our text was in Latin by Lortie, professor of Philosophy at Laval in Quebec City. Years later I
was to discover his grave in the crypt of the old chapel at the entrance to the Quebec seminary.
Out of twenty-one students in first year Philosophy for Toronto Archdiocese, twenty returned in 1934. Missing was Joe
Cartan, whose blood uncle was my uncle by marriage. He was married in 1938 on the same day most of the rest of us
became Deacons. He would go on to become General Manager of Massey Hall. Jack Myers came into the seminary from
St. Michael's College in September 1934, so we were still twenty-one for Toronto.
We in second Philosophy went as it were from the bottom to the top. The seminary was so full in 1932-33, with some
students doubling up, that in the summer of 1933 rooms were hastily built in the basement of the main building. We
referred to them as "the Catacombs". Now we found ourselves at the top of the annex called "Kehoe Hall" after our
beloved Spiritual Director Fr. Kehoe. My room in Kehoe Hall was number 159 on the top or fourth floor.
On the bulletin board upon our return were the names of seminarians appointed to special tasks, e.g. Head Prefect, the
other Prefects, sacristans, master of ceremonies etc. I was named to the lofty position of Curator of the Museum.
The museum, long since gone, was at the south end of the main corridor on the ground floor. It contained numerous glass
cases with interesting items from many countries, mostly from the Holy Land. The museum was also the Reading Room.
There we were allowed to read Catholic newspapers and periodicals in our free time on Thursdays or Sundays. We were
not allowed to receive secular newspapers or have a radio in our rooms. Until Archbishop McGuigan came in 1935, the
front and sporting pages of the Toronto Globe and The Mail and Empire were posted on the bulletin board after lunch, in
the corridor leading to the Annex. That was stopped when Archbishop McGuigan first came to talk to us in the chapel. He
told us we were "the apple of his eye". He also said that anyone found with a newspaper in his room would be
"peremptorily expelled".
My position as Curator of the Museum was not all honour and glory. I was to dust it and clean it and keep it in good
general shape during my recreation time. I also had to knock on the President's door every Thursday and Sunday
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mornings to get an armful of Catholic reading to be temporarily put in the Reading Room, and return them later. This was
to me a rather fearful experience. The President, Msgr. Francis P. Carroll, later Bishop of Calgary, was not always
pleased with my intrusions. Sometimes he would say "Can't you see I'm busy. Come back later." Or in a voice from his
inner room would shout out "Later! Later!" Once I was put out three times and did not go back. After lunch I was given a
rather severe reprimand for not doing so.
All went well until the spring of 1935. It was announced that we were to have an Apostolic Visitation by the Apostolic
Delegate, Archbishop Cassulo. I was called in and told that the museum had to be in better shape. Among other things I
was told that every label, and there were many, had to be replaced. They were getting yellow with age. I was given the
rare privilege of staying inside the building during the main recreation period of 4:00 to 5:30pm to carry out renovations.
Let me digress. Another interesting preparation was for the possible entrance of the Delegate during one of our lectures.
Although most texts were in Latin, the lectures were in English. Our professors were simply unable to speak Latin like
those in Montreal and Quebec City. So Father Ingolsby, who taught philosophy, practiced one lecture in Latin and we
were given a few Latin questions to ask. Thankfully the classroom visit did not come, at least to us.
Archbishop Cassulo, later Delegate to Hungary where communists once stoned him, did make a thorough investigation of
all the seminary facilities. He visited many student rooms and later reported a number of repairs to be made.
The rule that one could not stay in one's room during the main recreation period was a strict one! We were supposed to
be out playing handball or other sports or climbing the Scarborough Bluffs on the property or walking in pairs or groups.
Walking alone was prohibited, as I found out during my first week in the seminary.
It happened that after my diligent work in the museum I was quite exhausted. For the first and last time in my six years in
the seminary, I took to my bed during the main recreation period. I thought I was safe on the fourth or top floor of Kehoe
Hall.
Happily in bed, at about 4:30pm I heard footsteps on the stairs and then voices. One of them was the very recognizable
voice of Msgr. Carroll. The other heavily accented voice I knew must be that of the Delegate. I was quite terrified. My
room was just opposite the top of the stairs. I heard them go into the room next to mine on one side, and then go into the
room next to mine on the other side. When I heard them going down the stairs I said a silent prayer of thanksgiving.
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If Msgr. Carroll had opened the door of room 159 and found me cowering under the sheets, I wonder whether I would be
writing this today?

1942 at St. Michael's (Cathedral) Palace

Dr. Markle’s Call-Wheel
As star differs from star, so does teacher differ from teacher. That was the way it was with our professors at St.
Augustine’s Seminary in the nineteen-thirties. There were bright star teachers and less bright star teachers. One thing
they had in common: all were dedicated priests doing their best to mold the rough clay of seminarians into fit vessels for
the priesthood.
The rector until late 1935, when he was named bishop of Calgary, was Father, later Msgr., Francis P. Carroll. He taught
Sacred Scripture, but our class did not have the privilege of listening to his lectures. I imagine he was an excellent
teacher. Who can forget those piercing eyes and intensity of delivery as he gave us our half-hour spiritual lectures five
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days a week? Every lecture was written by hand, but reading them did not prevent eye contact. One felt that he was
talking to each of us personally. In his presentation the Seminary Rule took on the gravity of the Ten Commandments. A
great priest and rector!
Our Spiritual Director and professor of Ascetic Theology was Dr. Cyril Kehoe, a Carmelite Father who had been at St.
Augustine’s from its opening. He was well past his prime, but we had great respect for him. We called him “The Chief”. He
taught well with a question and answer method. So trusting was he that when we had our term exams he presented us
with the questions and then announced: “Gentlemen, I know that I can trust you completely”. He would then retire to his
room and return shortly before the end of the test time. I am ashamed to report that in his absence two or three students
pulled out their notebooks to refresh their memories-proof of original sin even in those hallowed halls.
Fr. Richard “Dickie” Dobell taught us English Literature and Rhetoric in our philosophy years and Sacred Scripture in our
theology years. He was methodical and dedicated and in my opinion a good teacher. His notes were those used by Fr.
Carroll and for the most part handed down from the noted Scripture scholar Msgr. Kissane who taught at St. Augustine’s
in its early years and later was rector of Maynooth in Ireland. Fr. Dobell was not charismatic and I do not recall that he
ever told us a joke. Once he asked for a quote from Scripture illustrating God’s Providence. Howard MacMillan raised his
hand. “Yes, Mr. MacMillan?” Howard answered: “Doctor, ‘The hairs of your head are numbered’”. There was loud
laughter, for Fr. Dobell, then in his thirties, was quite bald. His face blushed crimson as he replied: “Mr. MacMillan, one
day you may come to this same sorry state.”
Fr. John “Buck” Ingoldsby taught us Latin and Philosophy from the Latin text by Lortie. We respected him greatly for his
dedication and sincerity. He taught by the book; even jokes he told every year were written in the margin of his text. One
of his favorite expressions was: "Gentlemen, I say to you now what I have said before: learn to profit from your mistakes.”
Dr. Lucius Barnett was our teacher of Canon Law. His course in Canon Law was really a post-graduate course. He rarely
came into class without an armful of books and was able to give an assortment of opinions on any given point, so that
often we were confused by the abundance of contradictory pronouncements. I confess to often nodding during his
classes. Once I kept awake by counting the frequency of his use of the word “then”. I tallied 133 “thens” in one lecture. Dr.
Barnett’s zeal and expertise made him an invaluable resource for pastors, the chancellor and the marriage tribunal.
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Church History was taught by Dr. J. B. O’Reilly (“J.B.”). I confess that I enjoyed his lectures more than any others.
Although our text was the great four-volume “History of the Church” by Philip Hughes, “J. B.” found it impossible to stay
with any text or program. His talks were wide-ranging, the fruit of his voracious reading. Books were piled high in his oneroom quarters, giving him a narrow passageway to the sink and his bed.
Head and shoulders over all our professors as a teacher was Dr. William Davis. He taught moral theology, with three
volumes of Noldin, in Latin, as our text. Dr. Davis was not a scholar, but imparted expertly what he knew, with clarity,
emphasis and enthusiasm. Who will ever forget the principles of double effect when they were taught by Dr. “Bill” Davis?
Hardly any extra study was needed in moral theology, so well were we taught. All who came under his tutelage were
especially grateful to Dr. Davis.
Other stars in the professorial galaxy were Fr. Basil Ellard, Fr. Alphonse Belanger and Fr. Gerald Quinlan. They are
remembered with gratitude.
All the above is prologue. The teacher who influenced my studies above all others was Dr. Louis, “Louie” Markle, our
professor of Dogmatic Theology. He was ordained in 1921. When he taught our class from 1936 to 1939 he was in his
early forties, though to us he seemed older. In the second and third year of our theology course he taught us from the
Latin text of Herve. In fourth year theology, the text was the Latin “Summa” of St. Thomas Aquinas.
Dr. Markle had the reputation of being an excellent spiritual director, but he was a poor teacher. His method centered
around a call-wheel. This instrument of torture was a small aluminum wheel mounted on a metal base. It was marked
along the circumference with as many numbers as there were students - about seventy, for second and third theology
students took their dogma together. Each of us had a number, recorded in a notebook on Dr. Markle’s desk. At the
beginning of the class the call-wheel was given a whirl and when it stopped a little arrow indicated the fateful number. The
name of the unlucky seminarian corresponding to the number was called and then began a perhaps twenty or thirty
minute grilling on the matter assigned the previous day. Sometimes there was only one call, sometimes two.
In the normal course of events, one could expect two or three calls in a term. So intelligent was the wheel that some
seminarians were never called, or very rarely. Albert Goetz, who repaired the professors’ watches, and had been out of
school for a few years, and had now reached the advanced age of about thirty, was never called. Towards the end of the
class we were assigned a section of Herve for study, with very little explanation. Because Dr. Markle believed that
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dogmatic theology was more important than any other subject, he insisted that we should spend an hour and a half of
study each day on his assignment. Our longest study period was from 7:30 to 9:15 pm, when we went to chapel for the
rosary and night prayers. Lights were out at 9:45 pm. So, according to Dr. Markle, the study of all other subjects was to
take place in the brief study periods before or after each lecture. This seemed unreasonable to me.
Early in the Fall of 1936, I made an analysis of Dr. Markle’s calls and found that by making a point by point summary I
could “get up” a call in about half an hour. Using this method I survived my first call quite well and so continued in blissful
ignorance of what was to come.
One evening I was out walking with my good friend and classmate Leo Austin. We had been friends and classmates all
through De La Salle High School from 1928 to 1933. At the seminary I had chosen the newly ordained (1933) Fr.
Alphonse Belanger as my Spiritual Director; Leo had chosen Dr. Markle. I explained to Leo my method of preparing for
the inevitable calls in Dogma and how it could be done in half an hour. In all innocence, when he next went for weekly
Confession and spiritual direction, he mentioned how Foy could get up a call in half an hour.
The following Monday morning, greeting us with his usual good-natured smile, Dr. Markle spun the call-wheel, but before
it had stopped he called out “Number 12 - Mr. Foy!” I had no idea of the inquisition to follow. He questioned me on points
not in the text and in the footnotes and in general made me look like a perfect ignoramus. At the end of a long call he
asked “Mr. Foy, how much time did you spend on this assignment?” I truthfully replied “Half an hour, Dr.” He said “How
much time did I say you should spend?” “An hour and a half, Doctor”. He replied with a frown, “Now you see the reason”. I
had no idea at this point that Leo Austin had told him of my brilliant method.
Thinking that I was safe from a call for two or three weeks at least, I went back to my method. That was a big mistake.
The next day, again before the wheel had stopped, Dr. Markle called out my number and name. This time the inquisition
was even more detailed and the humiliation more complete. Again I was asked how much time I had spent on the call and
again I replied honestly “Half an hour”, and I was rebuked more severely. A third day I was “put to the blush”. This time I
said truthfully I had spent an hour on the subject and was told “Evidently that is not enough”.
I realized I was in deep trouble. My worst fears were confirmed. I learned that Leo Austin had innocently betrayed me. It
was also obvious that Dr. Markle thought I had told many in the class of my technique and that his authority had been
undermined. Actually, I had told only Leo.
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From then on, until ordination, I spent an hour and a half in preparation for each class of Dogmatic Theology. In the Fall of
1936 I had at least fifteen calls. Until May of 1939 I had many more than my share of calls. The result was that I had the
highest marks in Dogma, and it became my favorite subject.
My good friend and classmate Matt Darby had a favorite subject: Canon Law. That was my worst. He was always
apprehensive about making a poor showing during the Dogma calls. After ordination we were both sent to Laval
University in Quebec City for post-graduate studies: he to study Theology and I to study Canon Law. We never knew
whether Archbishop McGuigan had made a mistake or whether he over-ruled the recommendation of the Seminary. We
never asked.
That is the story of Dr. Markle’s call-wheel. It was a smart wheel. A few it ignored. Some it remembered only occasionally.
Some it treated kindly. For those suspected of not recognizing Dogma as the Queen of all Ecclesiastical Studies, it could
be a little severe. For some time after seminary days, in my dreams I could see a little spinning wheel and then a
mellifluous voice call out: “No. 12! Mr. Foy!!”

1939 newly ordained Fr. Vincent Foy
Almost Ordained in 1938
There is no doubt about it. The last year in St. Augustine's Seminary was what one could call the glory year.
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Father John Brennan, ordained in 1940, recalls that in the summer of 1939 he met Fr. Frank Mogan (R.I.P.). In those days
seminarians were required to wear a black suit and black tie, so it was not difficult to spot one. The conversation went
something like this:
"Young man, I presume you are a seminarian."
"Yes, Father."
"What year are you in?"
"I am a Deacon, going into fourth year theology."
"Oh, so you will be a Big Shot! Well, enjoy it while you can, because it will be a long time before you are a Big Shot
again."
How true! Yes, the last year was the glory year.
Those entering the last year, the fourth year of theology, were nearly all Deacons, ordained at the end of third year of
theology. They were in Holy Orders and this gave them added dignity and status.
In the chapel of St. Augustine's Seminary in the 1930's, the pews were arranged in choir style, with half the seminarians
facing the other half. Each row was higher than the one in front of it. The lowest pews were occupied by the first year
philosophers and the highest pews by the Deacons. The Head Deacon sat next to the Seminary Rector, nearest to the
sanctuary, on the north side. Deacons were on Ceremonies as Deacons or Sub-Deacon on Sunday Solemn High Masses.
They took turns in leading the Rosary at night prayers.
Their pre-eminence did not end there. In the refectory, a Deacon presided over each of the nineteen or twenty tables of
ten seminarians each. He ladled out the soup and tried to keep the hilarity and youthful high spirits at a respectable level.
Those Deacons not presiding over a table sat at table number one, just under the raised platform on which was the long
table reserved to the Rector and professors.
Nor did the authority of the Deacons end there. Most Deacons were floor Deacons, supervising the general discipline.
There was a Deacon on each floor of the Annex (Kehoe Hall) and two on each floor of the main building, one at the north
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and one at the south end. They had the rare privilege of entering the students' rooms when necessary; for example, when
five cents was collected from each seminarian for a High Mass when the parent of a student died.
Well do I remember the respect I had for Neil McKinnon, Prefect over the north end of the basement rooms called "The
Catacombs", when I was opposite him in room "H". I recall similar respect for Bob Farmer of Ogdensburg Diocese, prefect
at our table, 1933-1934, situated furthest away from the head table; and for Joe Wilhelm, (later Archbishop of Kingston,
R.I.P.) Head Prefect in that same year.
I almost missed the glory year.
In September 1938, a day after we returned to the seminary, Msgr. Brennan, the Rector, called me to his study. He said:
"I have important news for you. You are to be ordained to the priesthood in two weeks by Archbishop McGuigan in a
private ceremony. You are then going to Rome where you are to take your post-graduate studies in Canon Law. You can
make up your fourth theology studies on the side. You are to tell no one except your parents. You may call them to the
seminary to say goodbye. Pack your trunk. You have enough time to memorize all the Latin prayers and prepare your
Mass ceremonies."
I asked Msgr. Brennan whether I could keep my lights on after 9:45 pm, which was "lights out" time in those days. "No,"
he said, "that would be an infraction of the Rule. You are to attend all lectures and prepare yourself in regular study
periods." I thanked him and left in something of a daze.
In the following two weeks, I studied as perhaps I had never studied before. I packed my trunk. I notified my parents who
came to the seminary for a tearful goodbye and promises of prayers. By the appointed deadline, I believed I was
prepared.
The evening before the ordination date, I knocked on the Rector's door. Msgr. Brennan invited me in. "Msgr." I said, "I
believe I am to be ordained tomorrow." A look of surprise came over his face. "Oh, I forgot to tell you, it's all off. You are to
finish your year here and go to Rome next year. Unpack your trunk. Tell no one about this." He did not give any reason. It
was only some years later, when I was Vice-Chancellor, that I looked into my file and discovered the Apostolic Delegate
had denied the application for the necessary dispensation because of my lack of due age. I had just turned twenty-three in
August 1938.
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So I had my glory year at St. Augustine's. I sat in the top row of chapel pews, was Deacon and Sub-Deacon at Solemn
High Masses and gave my first sermon one terrifying Sunday. I still have the text of that homily. At table, I was Prefect
and ladled out the soup to such bright, young, first year philosophers as Basil Courtemanche (R.I.P.) and Robert Clune
(now Bishop Clune). I was Prefect on the third floor south of the main building to such promising men as William Carvill
(later Msgr. Carvill, R.I.P.), Herbert Delaney (later Msgr. Delaney, Vicar General of St. Catherines (R.I.P.), Harry Clarkson
(R.I.P.), Walter Firman (R.I.P.) and others.
Then there came the great day. Although a few of us were ordained separately, most of the class prostrated themselves
in the sanctuary of St. Michael's Cathedral to be ordained by Archbishop McGuigan on June 3, 1939. One Basilian Father
was ordained with us, Fr. James Wilson, whom I did not see again in life. I attended his wake in January 1997 (R.I.P.).
So that is how I was almost ordained in 1938, and by God's good Providence, had my glory year and the hope of going to
Rome in September 1939. That is another story.
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Ordination Class of 1939 - Toronto Star newspaper
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The Toronto Archdiocesan Blue Laws

1941 St Anne de Beaupre, Shrine, carrying Divine Office
As a young priest, ordained in 1939, I had some experience of what it was like to live under the so-called Blue Laws of
Toronto Archdiocese. I don’t think the great majority of us considered them a heavy burden. In general I think the morale
of the clergy was higher than it is today.
The Blue Laws had their origin in about three incidents, which took place in the spring of 1937. Two priests, one diocesan
and one religious, were arrested for driving under the influence of alcohol. One of these charges involved the death of a
pedestrian. Another priest was charged with immoral behaviour with a nurse in a parked car. The anti-Catholic Toronto
press carried reports of these events in headlines. When the public was excluded from the trial of the priest charged with
immoral behaviour, the headline in the Toronto Evening Telegram was: “Why is priest case held in camera?”
At the time, since we saw no newspapers, news of these sad events filtered only gradually to us seminarians at St.
Augustine’s Seminary. We learned that Archbishop McGuigan was away during at least two of these incidents and when
he returned he was greatly shaken. First he called a meeting at the Seminary of all curates. I recall that when I was
returning to my room after the afternoon recreation I could hear his raised voice coming from the spiritual lecture room,
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where he was talking to the priests. He could be heard, I think, anywhere in the building. I remember his words: “If you
can’t live your commitment to chastity, rip off your collar and get out”.
The following week he called all pastors to the Seminary and lectured them, but in a much more subdued tone.
Following this, on July 6, 1937, Archbishop McGuigan sent a letter to all priests. It was entitled “Regulations for the Clergy
of the Archdiocese of Toronto. The subheading was “Serva Regulam et Regula Servabit Te”. This letter contained the
famous or infamous Toronto Blue Laws. Here are the principal parts:
1. All priests were to be in the parish rectory not later than 11pm. When a curate foresaw that he would be later for
a good reason, he was to inform and obtain permission from the pastor before leaving the rectory. If detained
for some unforeseen reason, he must report to the pastor or rector on his return.
2. Social visiting in parish homes was altogether discouraged.
3. No priest may purchase a car without permission of the Archbishop. Permission would be denied when there is
no real need or when the priest could not afford to pay for or operate a car without incurring debt.
4. Absolutely, and “sub gravi” it was forbidden to any member of the clergy, Diocesan or Religious or peregrini to:
(a) operate a motor vehicle within eight hours after having drunk any quantity, no matter how small, of any
intoxicating liquor, including beer and wine (except the wine actually used during the celebration of the Divine
Sacrifice of the Mass).
(b) enter, be in, ride in or operate a motor vehicle in which there is present a member of the female sex, exception
made only for the mother of the priest
Both these laws, binding “sub gravi”, carried with them the censure latae sententiae of suspension a divinis et
suspensione a jurisdictione, each incurred ipso facto and each reserved to the Ordinary of the Diocese.
5. Drinking with the laity or in the homes of the faithful was altogether prohibited.
It should be added that all seminarians destined to serve in Toronto Archdiocese, upon ordination to the diaconate, were
required to take the pledge to abstain from all alcoholic beverages for a period of ten years. I recall that our class took the
pledge one by one in the seminary chapel. Under the supervision of Dr. Davis each of us placed his hand on the bible in
the sanctuary to make this solemn commitment.
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Such was the situation when I was ordained on June 3, 1939.
What a great tragedy it would be to be suspended on one’s day of ordination. Yet in the objective order, on my ordination
day, I committed an act which merited suspension according to the Blue Laws. It was the custom in Holy Name parish, to
which I belonged, for the newly ordained priest to stay at the parish rectory the night before his first Solemn High Mass.
Msgr. Cline, the pastor, called the visitor's room, on the third floor, “Patmos”. So I had the privilege of sleeping one night in
Patmos. I had spent the afternoon and early evening after ordination at home on Fulton Ave. About 8pm my brother
Edward drove me to the rectory. It was just after the car stopped that I realised that my little sister. Shirley, then ten years
old, was sitting in the back seat. So I was saved from suspension by my inadvertence.
By a letter dated June 20, 1939, I was appointed to serve as a curate to the Dean of St. Catherine’s. I was sent a copy of
the 1937 Regulations, which I still have. I was also reminded that I was to be in the rectory by 11 p.m., and that social
visiting was absolutely forbidden. I was also told “The spirit of serious reading and study should be fostered, great zeal
shown in the work of parish visiting and reclaiming lapsed Catholics, also in any other specific work given you by your
Pastor”.
Something of a ridiculous situation arose when I was stationed in St. Catharine’s in the summer of 1939. I was walking
back to the Deanery from the General Hospital when Ed Sheehan of St. Mary’s parish stopped to give me a drive. When I
opened the front door of the car I saw a baby on the front seat. I said “ Ed, is this a boy or a girl?” He told me it was little
Mary (I am not sure of the name, but I know that later she became a Sister of St. Joseph). I said, “Many thanks, Ed, but I
need the exercise”. I gave no explanation. Msgr. Cline told me he once ordered a little girl out of the rumble seat of a car
when he was offered a drive home. She went crying into her house. He was too ashamed to give a reason.
The wording of the Blue Laws was not quite canonical. It forbade driving with a member of the opposite sex instead of
person of the opposite sex. This gave rise to a number of humorous comments. Msgr. Cline said that if a queen bee flew
into his car he would have to stop it and get out.
Various interpretations were given to the prohibition against driving after consuming an alcoholic beverage. One was that
both actions, driving and drinking, had to take place within Toronto Archdiocese. According to some it was licit in driving
back from the Niagara Peninsula, then in Toronto Archdiocese, to stop over for a meal and drink in Hamilton and then
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proceed to Toronto. A very few claimed that the Blue Laws were invalid and a very, very few ignored them, but the old
code of canon law stated that a bishop’s doubtful penalty had to be obeyed until the matter was settled by the Holy See.
Only once did I suffer the consequences of violating the Blue Laws. While a curate under Dean Cullinane of St.
Catherine’s, I arrived at the Deanery shortly after 11pm. I had been over to Niagara Falls, New York, and my driver
underestimated the time it would take to get back. The door was locked and barred. After I had alerted him by throwing
coins at his window, the senior curate, Fr. Austin Sweeney, kindly came down and let me in.
The regulations in Toronto sixty-five years ago are now considered overly restrictive, but they were not as severe as were
rules in Quebec province at that time. When I went to study Canon Law at Laval University in Quebec City in the fall of
1939, regulations were much stricter. No curate could have a phone in his room, or own a car. In parish visiting one was
expected to stand at the door except for sick calls. It was obligatory for a priest to wear the soutane outside at all times,
even when riding a bicycle or skiing or skating. Priests were forbidden to attend movie theatres or even professional
hockey games. We were allowed to attend classical musical concerts at the Palais Montcalm. Yet in Quebec also, the
morale of the clergy was high, and there was always much laughter and good conversation and solid piety at the Maison
des Etudiants, where I lived.
All in all perhaps the Toronto Blue Laws were not so Blue after all.
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Early Sick Calls Remembered

Father Vincent Foy recovering from TB in 1945, age 30
If a priest is not familiar with death and dying before he is ordained, that is soon remedied afterwards. That is the way it
was with me. I was ordained on June 3, 1939, at the age of twenty-three. That summer I was stationed at St. Catherine of
Alexandria parish in St. Catharines, Ontario. At that time, the Niagara Peninsula was part of the Archdiocese of Toronto.
Many sick calls in the summer of 1939 are fresh in my memory. One involved a head-on collision of two radial cars
between Port Dalhousie and St. Catharines. When I got to the General Hospital there were about twenty-two injured
people strewn over the emergency section. Very seriously injured was the motorman of one of the cars. He held on to the
controls until the crash came, whereas the other motorman jumped to save himself. The injured motorman was a Mr.
Schenk, an uncle of a young man who would become Bishop John O’Mara. I entered the room where Mr. Schenk was
rolling in agony. His son-in-law entered the room at the same time and fainted at the sight of his relative. Mr. Schenk was
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moaning, “I’m dying. I’m dying.” I obtained a General Confession and anointed him. It turned out that his severe pain was
caused by a piece of wood lodged in his back. He recovered, but was a cripple for life due to severe injuries to his feet.
Another sick call in early September of 1939 was what I consider a remarkable one. One afternoon, I received a phone
call in which a lady’s voice said, “I am not going to tell you who I am. A dying lady needs your help at once. She lives at
[here the address was given, about three miles away]. She lives with her daughter and son-in-law. The latter would not
allow a priest in the house. Now the sick lady is by herself. I ask you to go at once to look after her.” I phoned Oz Darte,
the junior Funeral Director of the Darte Funeral Home. He had offered to take me on any urgent sick calls. He was then
about twenty-nine and is long since deceased. He came at once and drove me to the address given. It was on the
outskirts of St. Catharines, a large corner house surrounded by a picket fence. I was able to unlock a gate in the fence. As
I did so, I encountered a large German Police Dog, barking furiously.
Here I would like to remark that I had an unusual fear of Police Dogs. That went back to childhood days. My mother used
to get a large shipment of fresh eggs from a relative on a farm near Mildmay. She used to get enough to supply two or
three neighbours with eggs at a very reasonable price. On one occasion I took a large basket of eggs to my aunt along
the street. I still had two or three-dozen eggs to take to a family on Nealon Ave., the street behind ours. As I was climbing
over my aunt’s back fence at the corner to the next-door fence, a large Police Dog jumped at me. In my fright I dropped
the basket and most of the eggs were broken. I had to report the accident to my dear mother.
To get back to my sick call in St. Catharines, I knew I had to face the ferocious Police Dog. While barking loudly at my
heels, it did not bite. The front door of the home was locked, but remarkably, the back door was open. I entered and found
the dying lady on a bed on the main floor. Her eyes lit up when she saw me. I heard her confession and anointed her.
Then I asked her “Would you like to receive Holy Communion in the form of Viaticum?” “Oh yes!” she replied.
So I faced the barking dog again, had Oz Darte drive me back to St. Catherine’s Church and returned with the Blessed
Sacrament. Once more I went by the dog and found the woman still alone. She very devotedly received Viaticum.
It was soon after that the woman died and was buried from a funeral home.
Often I wondered who notified me of the dying woman’s need. Could it have been her Guardian Angel?
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On to Rome - Almost!
The summer of 1939 was an exciting one for me, full of hope and joy and new experiences in the priesthood.
Ordained on June 3,1939 at the age of twenty-three, with no parish experience, as is the fortunate case today, every day
had its new challenges and surprises. Always in the back of my mind was the promise of Archbishop McGuigan that he
would take me to Rome in September, where I was to live at the Canadian College and study Canon Law.
The question of where I was to go for the summer was settled by a phone call. In those days the newly ordained priests
learned of their appointments not by a formal letter, though that would come later, but by a notice in the morning paper. In
mid-June Fr. Fred McGinn (died 1964, aged 60), then curate at Holy Name Parish, phoned me to give me the good news.
“Congratulations” he said, “You are going to St. Catharines, to be a curate under Dean Cullinane at St. Catherines
Church. I was a curate at St. Mary’s in St. Catharines and can tell you that is a great place to start.”
Soon after I arrived at 3 Lyman St., St. Catharines, also known as the Deanery. The door was opened by Fr. Austin
Sweeney (R.I.P.), No. 1 curate, who graciously received me and showed me to my quarters. It was the room of Father
Stan Cassin (died 1947, aged 47) whose belongings were still there. He had developed a stomach ulcer and was on leave
for the summer. He was much loved and respected especially for his work among young people.
So began a quite wonderful three months under Dean Cullinane (died as Msgr. Cullinane, 1953, aged 68). I could literally
write a book about that summer. Dean Michael Cullinane, whose brother was the Dean of Tweed, initiated me into the
mysteries of pastoral care. He was kindly, good-humored, not above giving a visiting priest an exploding cigar, and a bit of
an “indirect” disciplinarian. Once I had been with Mr. Coyle, a parishioner, to Niagara Falls and got back at 11:05pm. The
rectory door was locked and barred. Curates were supposed to be in at 11:00pm. A few coins thrown up against the
window of Fr. Sweeny got me re-admitted. I did not let that happen again.
In late July we had a visit from Archbishop McGuigan and his buoyant secretary, Msgr. John Virgil Harris (died 1950, aged
50). The Archbishop reminded me to have my trunk packed and be ready for Rome in September.
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That August, international affairs took a turn for the worse. Hitler demanded the return of Danzig. Germany signed a nonaggression pact with Russia. England was rapidly re-arming. In St. Catharines, I noticed that tents were being put up
outside the armories and there was an influx of young soldiers.
Then came the fateful first of September. Hitler’s army invaded Poland. On September 3, a Sunday, I was walking down
Church Street in the evening when I heard the cry of a paperboy “Extra! Extra! England declares war! Athenia sunk!” Only
a few hours after England went to war a German submarine sank the Athenia, an ocean liner on route from Scotland to
Montreal. Many passengers drowned. Of course my own dream of going to Rome went up in the smoke of battle and I
wondered about the future.
The following Saturday a telegram from the Archbishop was delivered at the Deanery. Dean Cullinane was told that I was
to report to the Chancery Office on Tuesday, packed and ready to go to the Catholic University of America at Washington.
The telegram arrived late at night and I was told about it the next morning. That Sunday I was preaching. The Dean asked
me to sit down after the homily and to look surprised when he read the telegram to the congregation.
I was to look surprised three times that morning. In the afternoon the Dean told the Sunday-school children that I had
volunteered to go to Rome by submarine, but the Archbishop thought it too dangerous.
Tuesday morning I presented myself to the Archbishop at 200 Church Street. I had purchased a new raincoat because I
had been told that there was much rain in Washington. Archbishop McGuigan greeted me warmly and handed me two
letters, one a letter from Msgr. Brennan, the Seminary rector (died 1978, aged 87), detailing my seminary record and the
other a letter of introduction to Dr. Motry, Dean of the Faculty of Canon Law. I was directed to see Fr. Callaghan, the
Chancellor, (died 1960, aged 64), who would get the information about my accommodations.
While I was in his office Fr. Callaghan phoned Dr. Motry. Dr. Motry said yes, he was expecting Fr. Foy and that lectures
had already started. When asked about accommodations he said: “I have nothing to do with that. That is in the hands of
Dr. Armand at the Priests’ Residence.” Next came a call to Dr. Armand. I could see a look of surprise on Fr. Callaghan’s
face. Dr. Armand informed him that because of the war their house was packed, with not a room left. I suggested that
perhaps I could stay at one of the Religious Houses. The reply was (I never understood why), “If you can’t stay with the
other diocesan priests, you are not going.”
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I returned to the Archbishop’s Office and told him the news. He commiserated with me, but then his face lit up. “ Ah! Now I
remember! Only last week I received a letter from Fr. Aderville Bureau (died 1949 in the crash of the Canadian Pilgrim
plane over the Alps). He is the dean of the new Canon Law Faculty at Laval started because of the war. They are anxious
for more student priests.” A phone call settled everything. That night I was on the train to Quebec. It was like going to
another world. Previously I had never travelled further than Buffalo.
Here I would like to recall that another classmate was sent away for post-graduate studies: Fr. Matt Darby (died 1970,
aged 56). Fr. Matt was a very good man and was in my 1939 Ordination Class at St. Augustine’s Seminary. He knew
early in September that he was going to Laval to study theology, and envied me when I phoned to tell him I was going to
Washington. He did not relish taking courses in Latin. In the seminary his highest marks were in Canon Law and mine
were in Dogmatic Theology. Did the Archbishop get our marks confused? We never knew.
Fr. Darby arrived in Quebec City the day after I did, on a Thursday. I was already in my quarters at the “Maison des
Etudiants“, on Rue St. Joachim, an old and dilapidated residence for student priests, where rats roamed at liberty. The
“Maison” was about a twenty minute walk from the university.
I had already reported to the Chancery Office as required, to obtain the
“faculties” of the Archdiocese, and was given a
copy of the Archdiocesan regulations. I was down at the railway station to greet Fr. Matt as he stepped off the train.
“Bienvenue à Quebec” I said, and I could see that he was not altogether happy about his new life. “Do I have to wear
that?” he asked, as he looked at my soutane. “Yes” I said, “and there are a few more rules I will tell you about. The good
news is that because we are from outside of the province, we don’t have to wear the tonsure.” So began our great
adventure in dear old Quebec.
It was not until twenty years later that I saw “Alma Roma”. In 1959, my classmate Msgr. Stephen Horvath (died 1988,
aged 74) and I, on the Grand Tour of Europe, called in at the Canadian College in Rome. There we met three Canadian
bishops also on the Grand Tour. They were: Archbishop O’Neill of Regina, Bishop Klein of Saskatoon, and Archbishop
Pocock, then of Winnipeg. We also met two bright young student priests from Toronto. One was Fr. Thomas McHale (died
1972 as Msgr. McHale, aged 44). The other was Aloysius Ambrozic. On one occasion Bishop Allen, our Auxiliary Bishop
(died 1977, aged 68), said to me: “Cardinal McGuigan, referring to Father Ambrozic, said: “That young man will be the
next Cardinal Archbishop of Toronto.” He was almost right. There was one intervening Cardinal.
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Afternotes:
I kept on file a letter of September 1939, from the Rector of St. Augustine's Seminary, Msgr. Brennan, who wrote to Dr.
Motry asking him take me at Catholic University of America to study Canon Law. Dr. Motry said that they had already
started classes and I would have to arrange it with Fr. Armand who was in charge of the residence for student priests.
Cardinal McGuigan of Toronto contacted Fr. Armand, who said 'We can't take him - because of the War every place is
taken since they cannot study over in Rome. He better unpack... O wait, I just remembered that they are starting a new
Faculty of Canon Law in Quebec City. I have a letter from the rector there saying that they are looking for students'. So
the Chancellor, Fr. Callahan, called Quebec and they said 'We'd be delighted to have Fr. Foy'. That night, I was on the
train to Quebec to study for a Doctorate in Canon Law for three years.
I also kept a 1939 letter with good advice: "Pray hard and leave the future in the hands of God." I have a photo of two of
my ordination classmates Fr. Frank Flynn and Fr. Fred La Brake just before they left for British Columbia on May 7th,
1939. Fr. Frank was from Toronto and volunteered to go out to the new diocese in Nelson, BC. He became the Vicar
General of his diocese and was buried out west. I still have a June 1939 letter from Fr. Hugh Callahan, who was the
Chancellor of the Archdiocese of Toronto. Before that, he was the Director of Catechetics. I became his Vice-Chancellor.
He later became pastor of Blessed Sacrament parish.
In the seminary, from 1933-35, I studied philosophy. We got "calls" in the seminary. Our names were called out in the
chapel. We each got a little envelope that told us whether we went ahead and were promoted or had to leave. If you
were out, it would say "Vide Rectorum", in other words, "See the Rector" - you knew you were in trouble and it meant that
he was going to kick you out of the seminary. "Ad Primum Tonsuram" was "To the First Tonsure" which was a minor
order. These were abolished in the present rite. I received this call in 1935. In Quebec, when you got the first tonsure, you
had a bald circle on the top of your head, and when you went out to get a haircut at a barbershop, they paid ten cents
extra to get the tonsure cut. We did not have to have that in Ontario. The Archbishop here, with a big smile on his face,
would just cut a little hair off the sides and the top. "Ad Ordines Ostiarii et Lectores" was a minor order to be a gatekeeper
and lector. This came after the first tonsure. I received this in first year theology in 1935. We didn't actually physically
open a gate, but doorkeeper was an order from the early church.
The call card given to me when I was being promoted to ordination to the minor orders was of exorcist and acolyte “Ad
Ordines Exorcistae et Acolythi”. This was a step towards the priesthood. You took on a different role than altar boy in the
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liturgy. "Ad Subdiaconatum" was to be a subdeacon and this came in June of 1938. Back then, you made a lifetime vow
of chastity, unless you were later dispensed. We were only a subdeacon for three months. At a solemn high Mass there
was a deacon and a subdeacon. They were usually priests. The deaconate was in your last year of the seminary. I was
ordained a deacon in September of 1938. They had a special table in the seminary. The deacons were scattered through
the seminary and were more or less the watchdogs for the different years. If you entered another seminarian's room you
were kicked out. You could go to a deacon’s door with your request. I received the call card "Ad Presbyteratum" a few
months before my ordination "To the Priesthood" in June of 1939.

Studying Canon Law (1939-42)

1939-42 Resided at Maison des Etudiants in Quebec
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From 1939-42 I was sent for post-graduate studies and completed a three-year doctoral course in Canon Law at Laval
University (L'Universite Laval). All lectures were given in Latin. I was the only English-speaking Canon Law student. All
others spoke French. I graduated Summa Cum Laude (with top honours).
In the above photo of Laval University professors and students from various faculties, I am in the second row, second
man from the right. I lived in residence at La Maison des Etudiantes, which was a twenty-minute walk from the University.
There were rats in the residence, running between the two floors. At night, the professor of Canon Law in the front row on
the left side in this photo, who resided in the room above mine, would throw his boots at the floor and I would throw my
boots up at the ceiling in order to scatter the rats. One time I opened my door and there was a big rat right in from of me.
One of the other priests in this photo (second row, fourth from the left) visited me years later years in Toronto. He became
a missionary in Brazil. He was on a rowboat in the Amazon River there and was eaten alive by piranhas. They are small
fish but have a big jaw and sharp teeth and they hunt in swarms. Don't trust piranhas.
Another fellow student and priest in this photo, Fr. Gerin (second row, beside me, third from the right), had five sisters in
the missions in China. He wanted to learn English and I wanted to learn French; so we would walk together to classes
trying to learn our respective languages.
One professor of Canon Law (front row on the right) had three doctorates.
Professor Auxiliary Bishop and Chancellor Bernier of Quebec (front row, second from the right) spoke Latin just as if it
was English. I had to pass an oral examination in Latin in order to get into the Faculty of Canon Law. He was my
Examiner. He asked me, in Latin of course, to pick a little slip of paper with a number of a Canon from the Code of Canon
Law on it. I picked the longest Canon in the Code. It consisted of the honorary rights and privileges of cardinals. I think
there were thirty parts to it. He said, 'I don't expect you to know all the answers, but I just expect you to be ignorant
enough to enter our faculty.' Professor Bernier became the Archbishop of the Gaspe in Quebec.
The priest in the front row on the right wrote a textbook on Philosophy that was later used as the textbook in St.
Augustine's Seminary.
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The Dean of the Faculty of Canon Law, Fr. Aderville Bureau, (front row, second from the left) was the Director of my
doctoral Thesis. In 1949, he was on a plane called the Canadian Pilgrim on the way back from Rome. It crashed into the
Alps and he and others were killed.
One priest, who was also a student of Canon Law, Fr. Crapault (top row, fourth from the left) already had his doctorate in
Theology. He was also the youngest of the Examiners and asked the most difficult questions. He tested the only other
Toronto priest, Fr. Matt Darby, for admission into the Theology department. Down in Quebec (not in Toronto) at that time,
you got your Licentiate in Theology in your seminary course and then you only had to take one more year to get your
Doctorate in Theology. Therefore, Fr. Matt did not have his Licentiate when he entered. He would have had to spend an
extra year there to get his Doctorate. Fr. Matt decided to stay on for only one year to get his Licentiate and then became a
parish priest. Fr. Matt and I were not allowed to sit near one another at table since we were the only English-speaking
students and they wanted us to speak French. The courses in Latin were challenging and this was compounded by the
total immersion in French.
At that time, diocesan priests with faculties in Quebec wore the soutane (cassock) and were not allowed to take it off in
public, even to play hockey or any other sport. The French priests wore knickers tied at the knees underneath the
cassock. They skied and biked in the soutane. Priests were not allowed to go to a movie but could go to concerts, such as
at the Palais Montcalm. I remember one time there was a concert to be given by a famous violinist. He had a very
precious violin. On the way to the Palais, he fell. When he opened his violin case, the very valuable violin was broken. He
just stood there holding up the violin with tears running down his face. The concert was called off. At the time, his rare
violin was worth about $100,000.
Lay students waited on tables in the residence. Sisters, who we never saw, did the cooking there. Every night, we got an
omelette for dinner.
We had a very strong caretaker by the name of Ferlande. He used to stand on the street corners on a box giving
speeches before political elections, though he could not read or write. I remember seeing Ferlande with a stick in his hand
chasing a big rat around the room. He was a very good man.
When I finished in Quebec, I served for twenty-five years in Marriage Court work. In 1946, the Holy See divided the courts
in Canada into six areas. The Toronto Provincial Tribunal, of which I became Head and Presiding Judge, looked after all
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of the formal (difficult) cases in Toronto, Hamilton, Kingston, Ottawa, London and Sault Ste. Marie. I lived at St. Michael's
Cathedral Rectory and for many years said the 10am Mass every Sunday and heard confessions there every week.
My Battle with TB (1944-45)

Recovering from tuberculosis, 1941, age 26
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When people with tuberculosis in their lungs or throat cough, laugh, sneeze, sing, or even talk, the germs that cause TB
may be spread into the air. If another person breathes in these germs there is a chance that they will become infected. It
seems that I caught TB from another priest living in residence at Blessed Sacrament. I worked all day in the Chancery,
returned by streetcar, and had supper with Fr. Schwam and the pastor there. Fr. Schwam would ask me to take his
evening appointments because he felt too sick. Afterwards, he needed someone to talk to so I sat with him. It was
discovered that Fr. Schwam had TB and later ended up back in a TB Sanatorium - I think in California.
I did not know that I had caught TB and was moved back in residence at the Cathedral, but I began to feel weaker and
weaker. A doctor came to see me and listened to my lungs and said 'You are not to do anything. I am going to make an
appointment for you to go to St. Michael's Hospital.' The next day they discovered I had TB. They transferred me to
Hamilton Mountain TB Sanatorium. There they found I had a cavity in my right lung and I would have to have that lung
collapsed or I would die.
They did what is called a pneumolysis operation. They cut me open in two places. Through one they put a light and
through the other they put an electric knife to cut the adhesions between the lung and the pleural wall. If they could not cut
those adhesions, you were dead.
I was awake during this surgery. Someone held my feet and someone held my head while they cut me open. They
pumped in air and sewed me up. Every week I had to have air pumped into my lung to make sure it was
down/collapsed. Even then, there was TB in the other lung. I was short of breath. They thought they might have to
partially collapse the other lung.
That's when I was in a six-bed ward. Four of the other men in my room had been in jail and were still serving their
sentences. It was thought that being with me would improve their language. They would sneak down to Hamilton at night
to go to a bar. One night, they were caught by our nurse who saw their pillows in their beds where their heads should be.
They were sent to the "dead end wards" at the end of each floor. There they were put in two bed wards where the other
patient was haemorrhaging and dying.
Some of the other patients had difficulty with the food, which was very poor. On visiting Sundays some would throw the
tray of food over the balcony to land on the pavement so the visitors could see it. There was a veterinary doctor that
wound up in the bed opposite me. He had never been in a hospital. We were not supposed to get out of bed so we had to

57

use a bedpan. That was something new to him. He leaned back and the bedpan shot out onto the middle of the floor and
turned over. When the male staffer (who apparently suffered from shell shock from the War) arrived to pick up the pans
and saw the mess he went berserk. I was going downhill there. I spent nine months at Mountain Sanatorium in Hamilton.
The Cardinal came to see me and realized it was a bad situation. During the Second World War, he got me transferred to
San Gabriel's TB Sanitarium in the Adirondack Mountains near Saranac Lake in New York. It was run by the Sisters of
Mercy.
I had to get a Visa to stay in the United States for treatment.
At San Gabriel's, I had a private room opening onto a balcony onto which eight or nine other patients were put during the
day to get the fresh mountain air. I began to pick up immediately. The food was good and we even had a choice of food
for our meals. Soon I was allowed to go to the Priests' Cottage where we got special attention and when we were able, we
said Mass at the chapel. The treatment by the Sisters of Mercy was excellent. I began to recover.
At the Priests Cottage, there was a young surgeon named Doctor Causabon who was also recovering from TB. He
allowed me to use his name as a pseudonym when writing some hobby booklets. He typed them out for me. For a while I
kept in contact with him after he recovered. He eventually married a nurse from there, who was not a nun. One of the
things I wrote for a magazine got an award and they sent it to him. He forwarded it to me.
After fifteen months at San Gabriel's, I was returned to Toronto. Bishop Allen asked for my early release so I could work
on marriage cases, which had not been touched since I got sick. At first, I was only allowed to work half the day. Every
week at St. Michael's Hospital in Toronto, I got air put into my right lung cavity. My right lung was collapsed for five
years. Anywhere I travelled I had to go to the nearest hospital to get air pumped in.
The collapse used to move a little bit. Each time before I had the air pumped in I had to have an X-ray done. They knew
where it was safe to put the needle in. I got the air pumped in at the front, back or sides. I was always kept awake for this
procedure. In the United States, they froze the outer tissues and then put the thicker needle in. In Canada however, there
was no freezing, and they just went in with the bigger thick needle. They usually did it in front of a bunch of medical
students. The thick needle was attached to a machine which told them how much air was in there already and then they
knew how much to put in to keep the lung down for a week.
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After five years, all the tests showed that there was no more TB, so they let my lung come up gradually. I certainly did a
lot of praying during my illness. I've had pneumonia a number of times since then. When the new antibiotic penicillin came
out, they did not know the right dosage, so they gave me a shot every four hours for eight days. As a result, I had an
overdose. The next time I had to get penicillin my legs swelled up. I had become allergic.
I used to travel back to New York on vacations to visit Saranac Lake even in my retirement.
Given my battle with TB and other serious health conditions, it is quite marvellous that I am now the oldest diocesan priest
who has attained the most years of ordination in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto and possibly in Canada.
November 3, 2015
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1945 Letter from Father to Son
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My father wrote this letter to my youngest brother Jimmy when he was away from home in the Canadian Army. This letter
was kept, framed and I still have it. Warning: we know now that smoking is hazardous for your health.
November 9, 2015

Fr. Richard Ward 1913-56, Gail Ward 1911-2015
Fr. Richard Ward (1913-1956) was my best friend - we were both in the same class and were ordained out of St.
Augustine’s Seminary in 1939. He was a very intelligent priest with a great sense of humour and died in his early forties.
I visited my dear friend and his sister, Miss. Gail (“Honey”) Ward (October 17, 1911 to January 15, 2015) for her 100th
birthday in 2011 in her room on the first floor at the Houses of Providence. She died in her 104th year of age shortly after
she fell and broke a few ribs.
When I became elderly she used to phone me occasionally, like a big sister, to see how I was doing. Her niece Kathryn is
a very fine woman and still keeps in contact with me.
The chaplain at Providence and another priest visited Gail in her room to bring her the Sacraments before she died. About
a week before her death, she received a Brown Scapular with Miraculous and St. Benedict medals around her neck from
my assistant.
From the time she was a teenager, Gail worked at St. Mary’s church in Toronto on Bathurst Street. She was with the
pastor at St. Mary's when he died. Then she worked at Our Lady of Lourdes parish and looked after her mother. She had
been engaged to a man who was killed during the war. She never married. She was an excellent cook, housekeeper and
took care of the finances and books at the parish.
Gail's brother Fr. Richard Ward and I took our holidays together. One time we travelled up to the Bruce Peninsula,
studying wild flowers on the beach and went swimming.

61

He became Chaplain on the HMCS Magnificent aircraft carrier, generally referred to as the Maggie in Canadian service. It
was a Majestic-class light aircraft carrier that served the Royal Canadian Navy from 1948-1956.
I drove from Toronto with my first car, a new white Ford, to pick Fr. Ward up to drive to New York together during a
vacation. The Maggie was in dry dock because it needed some repairs. I heard of a shortcut down in New Brunswick
where the aircraft carrier was in dry dock. On the way, I hit a rock on the road, which blew out the front tire and sent me in
my new car right towards a tree. I knew I had to miss it. I swung the wheel around and landed upside down at a right
angle to the tree. Oil poured out over my shirt. In my pocket, I had a postcard addressed to my brother Edward. The card
was ready to mail and I had written “You can have the car as soon as I get back”. My front windshield was shattered and
the other windows were smashed in. I crawled out covered with oil. Thank God it did not take fire. A crowd gathered
around and they wanted to know “Where is the body". I said: "I am the body". They were amazed that I had survived.
We waited for the police and finally I got a drive to the dry dock. Fr. Richard was all packed and ready to go. He said
“Where is the car” and I told him. We left the car in charge of the Protestant chaplain on the Maggie and the two of us
went by bus to New York. The doctor examined me and said 'You are very lucky that you have no broken bones, but you
have some bruises and you will likely suffer from shock within the next twenty-four hours.' I waited for that shock, but it did
not come. So we had a holiday down in New York. I had the car towed back to Toronto and was able to have it fixed for a
few hundred dollars but sold it for a big reduction. I got another car, but not right away.
A few years later, Fr. Ward was visiting his mother on mother's day. He invited me to go back with him to visit the convent
outside of Ottawa, in Vanier, where he resided as chaplain, but I had too many appointments.
The following day, on May 15, 1956, he died when a plane crashed into the convent where he was residing as chaplain.
He was also still a navy chaplain at this time. He had been out playing cards with the Oblates and returned to the convent
at 10:15pm, a few minutes before the crash at 10:18pm. I had to break the news to his mother. His sister Honey answered
the door and I told her first and then we broke the news to the mother. I gave the funeral homily at St. Michael’s Cathedral
and there was a full crowd. After the funeral, the head navy chaplain was crying and Mrs. Ward comforted him saying
'Now, now, it’s God’s Will and we can’t do anything about it'.
I was pleased to find out that there is a "Father Richard Ward Park" named after him in Ottawa, Ontario. He is considered
a hero because he survived the initial explosion and then tried to get the Sisters out before there was a secondary
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explosion. When the plane hit there were two explosions - the initial impact and then when the gas tank exploded. He got
as far as the door and was blown out by the second explosion. His body was in good shape, but the frame of the door
pierced his backbone. Had he left without trying to help others he may have survived; but instead he died a martyr,
helping to rescue others.
Since I had been busy with work, I just missed being killed in that crash. Fr. Ward was a great reader of Charles
Dickens. I had a two volume "Life of Charles Dickens" which I had loaned him. That went up in the flames.
After his death, I visited his mother occasionally. She was a lovely person. Her husband died in his thirties.
This is Fr. Richard Ward's memorial card. The photo on the front was taken when he was a navy chaplain.

Fr. Richard Ward’s memorial card, photo when he was a navy chaplain
Written November 2015
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1957 Named Monsignor
Msgr. Lucius Barnett and I were named as Monsignors in 1957 at St. Michael's Cathedral. He had been my professor of
Canon Law at St. Augustine's Seminary. At this time, he was pastor of Our Lady of Perpetual Help parish. Cardinal
McGuigan had Perpetual Help pay for my robes, since I did not have enough money. There was a fee from Rome, which
the Cardinal never paid, since he ran a tight budget. Rome kept sending the Cardinal the bill for five or six years. It was
finally paid by Archbishop Pocock. Until then, I was not officially listed as a Monsignor in the Roman directory. I used to
get the Annuario, which did not include my name, but I did not say anything. Years later, I noticed that they began to
include my name. One of the Archbishop's secretaries informed me of the situation.
When Providence Hospital was built, the Cardinal called the priests together and said: 'I am going to raise your salaries.
Curates will get $40 instead of $30 a month. Pastors will get $50 instead of $40 a month. But, for the first three years you
will all voluntarily give that money towards building the new Providence hospital.'
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Saving St. Michael’s Palace
I lived at St. Michael's Palace in different rooms in the summers of 1940-42 when I was an assistant at the Chancery
Office, for part of 1943 and then again from 1946-66.
St. Michael’s Palace, the rectory for St. Michael’s Cathedral, has a long and glorious history. That long history nearly
came to an end in the spring of 1961. But before speaking of that, I take a brief look at the Palace’s past.
St. Michael’s Palace, as it is called, was built at the same time as the Cathedral, but finished before it. It was blessed on
December 7th, 1846, and was to be the Episcopal residence, Chancery Office and cathedral rectory. First to move in were
Bishop Michael Power and his secretary, Fr. J. J. Hay.
Every bishop or archbishop of Toronto has lived at the Palace, had offices there or dined there. It has been the residence
of a long and distinguished list of rectors, from the Very Rev. John Carroll in 1848 to Msgr. S. Bianco as of this writing in
2005. Four rectors became bishops: Very Rev. John Walsh (rector 1861- 1864) later Archbishop of Toronto; Very Rev.
John Jamot (rector 1864-1874) later first Bishop of Peterborough, Fr. Martin Johnson (rector 1936-1937) later Archbishop
of Vancouver, and Fr. Pearce Lacey (rector 1966-1979) later Auxiliary Bishop of Toronto.
Cardinals, and countless bishops and priests have been Palace guests. Cardinal Mindszenty and his secretary, I recall,
dined there shortly before the Cardinal’s arrest and torture. Again, he was a guest after his mass in the cathedral in 1973.
In 1951 a guest at the Palace was Msgr. Giovanni Montini, Pro Secretary of State, later Pope Paul VI. I recall that
Cardinal McGuigan asked me to show Msgr. Montini around our matrimonial court offices. This I did. I have often said that
if I knew he was to become pope I would have offered him coffee and biscuits.
In 1984, after ceremonies in the cathedral, Pope John Paul II was escorted to the Palace. Other distinguished guests
were Msgr. Fulton Sheen, later Bishop Sheen and Fr. Patrick Peyton, the “Rosary Priest”, when he was promoting the
Family Rosary in Toronto. One late evening he and I sat in the kitchen while he had a bowl of shredded wheat. He had
missed his supper. I was much impressed by his humility and dedication. Msgr. Ronan founded St. Michael’s Choir
School in the Palace in 1937.
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This rather disordered list gives but a glimpse of the ecclesiastical notables who lived or were guests at the Palace. I do
not detail the many momentous ecclesial decisions, appointments and sometimes little tragedies that took place within its
walls. An interesting note is that in the excellent website for St. Michael’s Cathedral, we learn that St. Michael’s Palace is
the oldest building in Toronto still dedicated to its original purpose - rectory of St. Michael’s Cathedral.
My own experience with the Palace began in the summer of 1940. After my first year of studying Canon Law at Laval
University in Quebec City I was assigned to work in the Chancery Office as assistant to Msgr. Hugh Callaghan, the
Chancellor, and to live at the Palace. I was also to be the notary in the Archdiocesan marriage tribunal. My desk was the
end of the large desk of the Chancellor.
My first day at the Palace was the last day of Fr. Gregory Kelly, the rector, just appointed pastor of Our Lady of Lourdes
parish. The next day Fr. Alfred McQuillen arrived as rector. The following summer I lived in the Palace as well and on
completion of my studies in 1942 lived for most of a year in Blessed Sacrament rectory and went to the Chancery each
day by streetcar. In the spring of 1943 I took up residence in the Palace and with the exception of two years spent at
Hamilton Mountain Sanatorium and San Gabriels near Saranac Lake, was there until June of 1966. At that time I held the
record for the number of years lived at the Palace, but then Msgr., later Bishop, Thomas Fulton later broke the record. In
this period, Father Peter Hendriks succeeded Msgr. McQuillen as rector and Msgr. Bernard Kyte, who died in 1966,
succeeded him.
It would take a book, as the saying goes, to recount even a portion of the events and changes at the Palace during my
time. There was a constant change of faces at the long dining room table, the great majority no longer with us. I recall only
two members of the laity invited to the table. About 1943 my cousin Freddy Cartan, about 22 years old and in Air Force
uniform, came to say good-bye to me before going overseas. An Air Force friend accompanied him. Archbishop
McGuigan saw them and invited them to lunch. About three weeks later Freddy was killed in his first bombing raid over
Hamburg. He was the tail-gunner in a Lancaster bomber and although the plane arrived safely in England, Freddy was
mortally wounded.
No one appeared at the dining room table except in full clerical dress. To that I remember one exception. Fr. Matt
Schnitzler, my mother’s first cousin, ordained about 1913, was the first secular priest of Edmonton Archdiocese. He was a
guest at the Palace for a few days in 1948. Once he came down to the dining room wearing slippers and a black shirt over
which was a pair of rustic suspenders. He seemed completely unaware of the mild sensation he caused.
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Living conditions at the Palace were somewhat primitive compared to today. On the top floor there were three very small
rooms and four large ones. Only one of these, Fr. Cantillon’s room, had its own bathroom. The washroom opposite the top
of the stairs served six priests. Fr. Cantillon had a phone in his room; the rest of us had the use of a phone in the corridor,
near one of the small rooms. We could phone out through the switchboard until 9 p.m. For incoming calls, each had his
own signal. Mine was one long ring and three short ones. I lived at various times in all three very small rooms. When Fr.
Cantillon went to Mercy Hospital, I had the great luxury of occupying his former quarters, replete with phone and bath.
Here I once entertained two then good friends, Fr. Alex Carter, Montreal pastor, later Bishop Carter and his younger
brother, Canon Emmett Carter. Later Cardinal Carter, then Director of Catechetics in Montreal as I was in Toronto. I recall
taking them to a fine dinner at the Ports of Call restaurant on Yonge Street.
In 1957, when I was named Presiding Judge of the Toronto Provincial Matrimonial Tribunal and Domestic Prelate, I was
given the two-room suite on the second floor facing Church Street and opposite the top of the stairs. I remained in these
prestigious accommodations until my departure in 1966.
In 1961, because of his ailing health, Cardinal McGuigan was given a Coadjutor Archbishop in the person of Archbishop
Philip Pocock, Archbishop of Winnipeg. Until he could make other arrangements Archbishop Pocock was to live at St.
Michael’s Palace, in the visiting bishop’s rooms on the second floor.
The rector, Msgr. Bernard Kyte, decided that the whole Palace should be spruced up in preparation for the arrival of the
new guest. My own quarters on the second floor were given wall-to-wall carpeting. I was given a new reclining chair and
other improvements. The walls of the Palace were repainted and even the baseboards were redone, after removal of the
old varnishing,
It was my custom, after the morning's work at the marriage tribunal offices on Bond St., to retire to my quarters at about
five minutes to noon to wash up prior to lunch in the Palace dining room.
One morning during the Palace renovations, I climbed the stairs to the second floor and in front of me, just outside my
door, white smoke was coming up between the boards, not just in one place, but in several.
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I rushed to my phone and called Mary Downey at the switchboard. I said “Mary, call the Fire Department at once; there is
a fire up here.” Instead of calling emergency, Mary rushed up the stairs to see what I was talking about. When she saw
the smoke she went screaming down the stairs to the front office and put in the call.
Within minutes firemen came up the stairs. It was sloppy spring weather and they came into my room leaving large dirty
boot-marks on my new rug. They took axes to the lower wall of my study inside and out and to the corridor floor and
turned on the hoses. It was not long before all trace of the fire was extinguished.
What had happened was that a worker on the main floor, using a blowtorch, was burning off the old varnish on the
baseboards and a spark had somehow got into the inner space. There is no doubt that in a few more minutes the whole
Palace would have gone up in flames. The fire-chief remarked “That was a close one”.
That is the story of why we still have that glorious repository of history and memories called St. Michael’s Palace…
Afternote:
After twenty years in Marriage Court work I asked for permission to become a pastor and was assigned to St. John's
parish, where I had two curates (assistant priests). On Saturdays I continued to work at the Marriage Tribunal.
While I was pastor at St. John's I maintained the Communion Rails and Pulpit. The Chancery Office issued an edict
requiring them to be removed, so I went down to the Chancery and got permission not to remove them. The majority of
parishioners wanted to keep the Altar Rails. I also maintained the Central Tabernacle. When I left the parish seven years
later and became pastor of Holy Martyrs of Japan in Bradford, I was disappointed to find out that the new pastor at St.
John's took out the Altar Rails and the Pulpit. Receiving Holy Communion on the tongue and kneeling down at Altar Rails
shows reverence.
November 2015
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1940 with my camera (beside Fr. Matt Darby) at St. Anne de Beaupre Shrine
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My Mexican Adventure
In the 1960s, I frequently took my vacation in Mexico. For one thing, it was much cheaper than Canada. For another, it
was like another world or other worlds. I travelled by bus from Monterrey in the north to Oaxca in the south, from Vera
Cruz in the east, to Acapulco and Baja California in the west. Each part had its unique attractions.
About 1965 I went north from Mexico City to San Miguel d’Allende, a delightful town with its own charm. Many Americans
retire to San Miguel. There on a modest pension they could live in high style, with a maid and cook at a remarkably low
cost. I took a room in an attractive posada. It had once been a convent and was confiscated by the government not long
after the anti-Catholic Benito Jaurez had seized power in the 1860s. While there I learned of a grand festival to take place
the next day in a small Indian village not far away.
At about ten o’clock in the morning, after saying Mass in a local church, I took a weather beaten bus to the neighbouring
village. All in the bus were Mexican Indians. When I had taken my window spot an Indian outside pressed his face near to
the window and made a gesture as though he were cutting my throat. It was evident that tourists were not welcome. The
Mexican beside me had a large bag, which pressed against my feet. This was not going to do me any good, as I soon
learned.
At the village in front of the Church natives in native costumes were singing and dancing to the native music. It was a
good opportunity to take pictures, which are still stored with my sizeable collection of photos. That same day I returned to
San Miguel to make plans to leave for Guanajuato the following day.
Next morning, I took the bus to Guanajuato. Guanajuato had been at one time the silver capital of the world. The altar of
the church had once been of solid silver. It was seized by the anti-clerical government forces many years ago.
On the bus beside me was an American doctor and we engaged in an interesting conversation. In Europe in World War II
he treated many wounded soldiers. Sometimes he would not have the time to save an arm or leg when that could be done
with more time. On one occasion he had and took the time to save an arm from amputation. The owner of that arm later
became the governor of a mid- western State and appointed his wartime doctor as chief medical officer of his State.
The doctor told me further that when his wife died he went to live in Mexico. He had a hobby of searching for Spanish
treasure cached by some of the early conquerors. He made one rich find and although law compelled him to turn over the
valuables to the government he received a notable reward. He was not permitted to make a business of surgery in Mexico
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but was allowed to offer free services. So he practiced surgery at a hospital in Guadalajara, where he met a young nurse
and was married to her by the Cardinal of Guadalajara. With him was the sixteen-year-old son of that marriage. He and
his son traveled to small towns in Mexico, bringing with them equipment for digging wells to obtain potable water. They
offered their equipment free and usually the parish priest would provide the necessary manual labour. In this way, they
were able to save many lives lost previously from polluted water.
In the course of our conversation we talked about religion. The doctor told me that he had been raised a Catholic but had
lost his faith in medical school. His son was raised a Catholic and was faithful in his practice. The doctor said he should
return to his Catholic heritage but had a deep-seated fear of going to confession. I tried to persuade him that no matter
what he had done, the brief humiliation of a good confession would bring him great peace and joy and would be worth
more to him and his family than all the Spanish treasure in Mexico.
It was at this stage of our conversation I showed him my left ankle, which had been near the sack belonging to the Indian
next to me in the bus the day before. Already there were about eight or nine inflamed spots. The doctor looked at them
and gave the opinion that they were infected flea bites. “Those could be quite dangerous” he said, “They could be a close
relative of the bubonic plague.” He told me that he spent some time in the East during the war and that a number of
sailors succumbed to the bubonic plague from infected flea bites. The United States spent a large sum of money on
obtaining an antidote to those bites. After the war, when the need for it was small, money was not available to obtain the
certification of the antidote for general use, so this was not done. However, the antidote was available in Mexico. He wrote
me a prescription and advised me to go to the nearest pharmacy in Guanajuato when we arrived there. I thanked him and
promised prayers for him and his family.
On the outskirts of Guanajuato I noticed a fine looking hotel called the Castillo Santa Cecilia. After having obtained the
suggested prescription at a pharmacy near the bus station, I took a taxi to the Santa Cecilia hotel. There I languished for
three or four days. Even with the prescription I had severe sweats and took little more than water. Gradually I regained my
strength and was able to enjoy some of the noteworthy spots of Guanajuato. I offered Mass in the central church, where
once the altar was of solid silver. In the sacristy there was a life-sized statue of the boy Jesus. He had his forefinger to his
mouth and at the base of the statue was the caution “Silencio.” Until now I have in general kept silence about my
“Mexican Adventure.”
May 1, 2010
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Pastor at St. Patrick’s Church (1975-76) - My Dog Sandy

Ever since childhood I wished to have a dog as pet and companion. My dear mother would not allow a dog in the house:
she rightfully thought that eight children were enough.
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My childhood wish was realized when I was appointed as pastor of St. Patrick’s parish, Phelpston, a village a few miles
north of Orillia and south of Elmvale. I was there for a year from late 1975 to late 1976. The former pastor left to me his
fine German Shepherd dog named Sandy.
Sandy had a more intimate relationship with the former pastor than I would permit. She had the habit of sleeping on the
top of his bed and had full run of the rectory. Her usual station was a pad in the corner of the kitchen, where she was fed
and watered. My first change of discipline was to have her sleep beside the bed, instead of on top of it, and then, after
several weeks, to sleep on her pad in the kitchen. To do this I had to place a board preventing her from going upstairs.
Sandy was the Number One Dog in Phelpston. She proudly accompanied me each weekday to the Post Office. All other
dogs kept a respectable distance. All visitors to the rectory were considered enemies until I had given approval.
Once Fr. Jim Hayes came unannounced via the open back door. He was immediately challenged by Sandy and felt her
teeth on his leg as a warning signal. He told me that the dog was dangerous and that I should get rid of her. He had
forgotten that once he had told me a visitor had come into his rectory without knocking and that his dog had taken the seat
out of his pants. He had justified this on the theory that no one should come without knocking and that he had a good
watchdog.
Some parishioners thought Sandy a bit overzealous as a watchdog and gave her the nickname “Fang.” The school was
just behind the rectory and the teachers asked that I keep Sandy in the rectory when they came to school and when they
left, and this I did. The weekend secretary was quite afraid of Sandy and asked that I keep the door closed into her
office. On the other hand, when I had evidently approved of a visitor, Sandy was quite docile. At a parish council
meeting, when there were about ten persons in the big front room, I had Sandy greet each personally. She would raise a
front paw to be shaken by each in turn and bow her head, though it was obvious that this was most distasteful to her and
she would much rather bark or bite.
Sandy loved to ride in the car. Whenever I used the word “car” in conversation, she would jump all over me, indicating
she wanted a ride. I took her with me each Monday to make a bank deposit in Elmvale. She would run around a bit but
was waiting at the car for me when I was ready to return. One day when I left the bank she was nowhere to be seen. She
had gone wandering and I could not find her. I drove back to Phelpston and had her disappearance announced on the
radio. The next morning I visited the school and asked the children if they had heard what happened. They answered in
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unison “Sandy is missing.” That afternoon a police cruiser drove up to the rectory in Phelpston, opened the door and
Sandy made a beeline for the rectory. The two officers told me that Sandy had evidently spent the night sitting outside the
veterinarian’s office. Sandy had a remarkable sense of location, because I had only taken her there once.
Sandy took her care of me seriously. Once I had a weekend retreat given by Fr. Jim Bennett, a Redemptorist Father. He
slept in one of the spare rooms on the second floor of the very large old rectory. It had no lock on it. He rose early
Sunday morning and when I joined him in the kitchen he was obviously very upset. He said he had hardly slept. Sandy,
now sitting on her pad in the kitchen, looked the picture of innocence. Apparently she had jumped over the board I had
placed at the foot of the stairs and was determined to examine the intruder. She nudged him in his bed and quite startled
him. When he got her out she came back. He ended up with all the furniture in the room stacked against the door. This
whole scenario was spread over several hours.
Every evening, I let Sandy out the back door for an hour’s exercise. As a rule she returned promptly when I opened the
door an hour later. One evening she was reluctant to return. I tried to entice her with a wiener, but she grabbed the
wiener and ran off. So I locked her out for the night and found her patiently waiting outside the door the next
morning. She knew I was upset with her and at breakfast she came over to lick my hand, obviously begging for
forgiveness.
The time came, near the end of my tenure at Phelpston, when I thought Sandy should go. A nearby parishioner offered to
take her. He said she was just the kind of dog he wanted. What I did not know was that Sandy was to be a stabledog. He already had a family dog. The comedown was too much for Sandy. When I visited the neighbour two weeks
later, I was shocked to see Sandy. She had refused to eat and was down to skin and bone. I took her home and soon
she was her own happy self.
The next move was Sandy’s last. A fine Catholic family, the Daniels, who lived on spacious grounds near Elmvale,
offered to take her. I shall never forget the day I took her to her new home. After going to the bank in Elmvale as usual
on a Monday morning, we started home. A little south of the town, instead of continuing south, we turned east towards
the Daniels' residence. As soon as I made the turn, Sandy began to moan and groan, evidently in great distress. I had
never heard her react like that before. By what remarkable insight did she know that she would never return to
Phelpston? Sandy was received joyously by the Daniels family and I believe she eventually felt at home there. Anytime I
visited she jumped all over me in evident welcome. She never forgot the Phelpston days.
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Early in 1977, I went to live for about two years in Rome. Sometime in my first year there I received the sad news that
Sandy had been “put down.” She was nearly blind with age and had been much enfeebled.
So ends the realization of what I wanted as a boy: realized in My Dog Sandy.
March 31, 2010

1976 St. Patrick's Phelpston First Holy Communions
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Pilgrimage to Ars (1978)
"And I will give your pastors according to My own heart, and they shall feed you with knowledge and doctrine" (Jeremiah
3:15).
This prophecy of Jeremiah was admirably and remarkably fulfilled in St. John Vianney, the Cure of Ars in France (17861854). His long priesthood was spent in the confessional, in prayer, mortifications and good works. He is the patron saint
of parish priests; and was declared to be the patron saint of all priests, during this Year of the Priest, 2010. One cannot
read his biography or his catechetical instructions without being deeply moved. This Year of the Priest seems a fitting time
for me to reflect on my pilgrimage to Ars.
My yearning to make a pilgrimage to Ars dates back to 1932, the year I entered St. Augustine’s Seminary in Toronto to
study for the priesthood.
At that time in the Seminary there was at the south end of the main floor, on a small pedestal, a life-sized statue of St.
Jean Marie Vianney, the pastor of Ars (Cure d’Ars). Very often after night prayers seminarians would kneel to say a brief
prayer before retiring.
Inspired by this statue, I borrowed from the Student Library everything I could find on the Cure d’Ars. There was the
classic biography by Trochu, who not only wrote from personal experience but also drew from the Acts of Canonization to
give the recollection of many concerning the saintly pastor. There was Henri Gheon’s “The Secret of the Cure of Ars” and
one or two other biographies.
That year I was in Room H in the basement of the main building of the Seminary. In 1932-1933 the Seminary was so
crowded that some students resided two in a room. In the summer of 1933 additional rooms were built in the basement;
rooms A to Z. There were well over 190 seminarians.
In the books on the Cure there was detailed mention of the attacks on him by the devil, whom he called “Grappin”. In the
period I was reading about these attacks, I began to hear or imagined some rather strange noises at night. There was
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what sounded like a rustling of paper or a plucking of a bedspring. Was I being attacked by “Grappin”? One night I woke
up to see two eyes staring at me, very close to my face. I jumped out of bed and turned on the light to see a mouse
scurrying across the floor. There was my “Grappin.”
I should mention here an event about the statue of the Cure. During the 1932-33 year two students played a rather nasty
deception on one of their classmates. They observed that every night after night prayer, this classmate knelt down in the
semi-darkness to say a brief prayer. On one night the classmates hurried to the statue and removed it. One of them,
dressed in soutane and surplice stood on the short pedestal. When the prayerful seminarian knelt to say a prayer, the
figure bowed over and said in a solemn voice “God bless you, my son.” One can imagine the frightened reaction of the
victim of this prank.
During seminary years I continued with my devotion to the Cure of Ars, bought booklets on him and prayed that one day I
would make a pilgrimage to his parish. It was not long after my ordination that I obtained a small statue of the Cure of Ars.
Years later, I obtained a first class relic of him which is in a reliquary on my desk as I write these words.
Early in my priesthood, when I was vice-chancellor, I lived at Blessed Sacrament rectory in northern Toronto. The pastor
was Msgr. Hugh Callaghan. About the mid 1940s he made a pilgrimage to Ars and sent me a postcard, still in my
possession, which read: “Here is that card you asked me to send you from Ars.”
My grand opportunity to make a pilgrimage to Ars came in 1978. I had spent nearly two years on a mission to Rome. I had
my bags packed to leave when a priest announced to us who were living at the Casa del Clero that Pope John Paul I had
been found dead. I unpacked and stayed until the election of Pope John Paul II. It was my privilege to be a Eucharistic
minister at the funeral of Paul VI, the inaugural Mass of Pope John Paul I, his funeral and the first Mass of Pope John
Paul II. I have a rosary which was blessed by Pope Paul VI, touched to his hands in his coffin, blessed by Pope John Paul
I, touched to his hand in his coffin and blessed by Pope John Paul II. I hope to be buried with it.
Now came my trip to Ars. A few days after the inauguration of Pope John Paul II, I headed north to Turin and then on to
Lyons in France. I had read in a travelogue that there was a residence in Lyons for travelling priests but was assured at
the railway station that it had been closed - so near the station I found a room in a bed and breakfast place.
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The next morning at about 7:30am, I found a church nearby which was attached to a religious order. There I found an
open door and received the coolest welcome I have ever received from a fellow priest. He was dressed in civvies, with no
sign of his priestly state. I was dressed, as I habitually have been, in black suit and Roman collar. He said in French “Why
are you dressed like that? You look ridiculous.” I explained that this was the approved dress for a priest in Rome and in
my own archdiocese of Toronto. I asked if I could offer Mass. He said I could if I could concelebrate in French; and so I
did. Afterwards he quickly discarded his vestments and departed. There were about fifteen elderly people there, with
whom I stayed while they recited the rosary.
The following morning, on Saturday, I went at about 7:30am to the great Cathedral of Lyons. When I entered, the church
was completely empty. It took me some time to find the entrance to the sacristy. There, about seven or eight elderly
Canons of the Cathedral were vesting for Mass. They offered to let me concelebrate with them. About five or six lay
persons assisted at the Mass. It was evident that in Lyons the Church had come upon hard times.
After Mass and checking out of my bed and breakfast dwelling I went to a small bus station. Some high school students
there asked me to help them translate a paper into English. Then, I was on a weather beaten bus to Ars, about 25 miles
away. Arriving at Ars, I was the only one to get off. I felt a great feeling of peace as I looked at the little town so famous for
so many years. There was the statue of the Cure of Ars with a little boy. The inscription read in translation: “You show me
the way to Ars and I will show you the way to Heaven.” That little boy, as an old man, testified at the hearing for the
canonization of the Cure.
It was not a long walk to the basilica. There was the old church as it was in the nineteenth century. Built onto it was the
more modern larger basilica. Next to it was the original rectory; much of it was as it was when the Cure was living. It
reminded me of a large reliquary.
Inside the old church, I was greeted by two elderly sacristans or brothers. They kindly showed me around. One pointed
out the spot in the sacristy where Our Lady appeared to the Cure; they showed me where he heard the confessions of
men in the sacristy and a confessional in the church where he heard those of women. They advised me to stay overnight
at what was once a residence for orphan girls and was now a retreat house. I took their advice and was soon in a small
room with only the bare necessities: a bed, chair and sink. I ate my supper with several of the elderly residents. The price
was quite low and the atmosphere was of peace and kindness.
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At 7:30am the next morning I went to the Basilica and vested for Mass. One of the Brothers brought out the chalice once
used by the Cure and prepared it for me. I was ushered to the Altar in the new Basilica. In front of me was the glass
sarcophagus containing the mortal remains of the saint. It seemed to me that his face had a wax coating, though his
incorrupt hand holding a rosary was visible. Here was the realization of a dream of long ago. I was blessed with a special
fervour in offering that Mass.
The principal Mass at the Basilica, at which I assisted, was at 10am. Here it was evident that the example of the Cure had
not been forgotten. There was a full church with moving hymns and music and a good homily given by the current Cure of
Ars.
That afternoon I again took the bus to Lyon and then on to Paris and London, where I offered Mass at the Oratory and
then home to Toronto. I have burned into my memory, with deep gratitude, the memory of my solitary pilgrimage to Ars.
This Year of the Priest many other priests and countless laity will repeat an unforgettable journey to a place in France
where the Faith flourishes because of a humble and holy Cure.
May 1, 2010

Cruise in honour of Our Blessed Mother's Birthday and for my birthday August1998, Bishop Danylak & Carmelle Harrison
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Msgr. Foy’s Life Devoted to the Church (2002)

The bank of file cabinets along one living room wall and the large, paper-strewn desk opposite tell the visitor that
Monsignor Foy is active in retirement.
“I keep busy with my research and my writing,” he says. “For example I’ve had a number of articles published on causes I
believe deeply in, especially the Pro-Life movement. I’m also a member of the Board of the Call to Holiness Canada
movement.”
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“In order of ordination, I am now third in the archdiocese,” he says. “I was ordained in 1939. The discipline in the Seminary
then was strict. One could be expelled for having a newspaper in one’s room, for allowing another seminarian to enter
one’s room, or for having an alcoholic beverage, even while on vacation. Discipline in recent years has gone to the other
extreme. Perhaps that is one reason why vocations are down so drastically. We all need a sense of order and a
willingness to deny ourselves.”
Monsignor Foy was baptized at St. John’s Parish, in Scarborough. As a child he lived in Holy Name Parish, also in the
east end. “Our pastor was a great role-model, ” he says “There were always thirty or forty altar boys, and we all had to be
there for the 11a.m. Mass on Sunday and then in the evening for Benediction. I was about ten when I knew that I wanted
to be a priest. Nothing else even occurred to me.”
“I entered St. Augustine's seminary in 1933 and was ordained in 1939. I was to study Canon Law in Rome, but the start
of World War II complicated things, and I ended up at Laval University in Quebec City. In those days there was no salary
or allowance for student priests and so I spent three years in real poverty. I did receive thirty dollars per month for the
summers spent working in the Chancery Office. In 1942 I was posted full-time to the Chancery Office, and for some time I
lived at Blessed Sacrament rectory before moving to the Cathedral.”
Monsignor Foy spent nearly twenty-five years in marriage tribunal work. He said, “When the Toronto Provincial Tribunal
was set up in 1948, I was its only full-time member. Later, I was joined by Father Fulton (now Bishop Fulton) and then
Father Courtemanche. Fr. Clune, now Bishop Clune, was a part-time member. We were fortunate in having Margaret
Cronin as our first full-time secretary. She could translate evidence into French and at that time all cases going to Rome
had to be in French, Italian, Spanish or Latin.”
In 1957 Monsignor was appointed the head of the Archdiocesan and Provincial marriage tribunals and named a
Monsignor. He is the last of Monsignors in Toronto Archdiocese created by Pope Pius XII. The adage, “If you want
something done, give it to a busy man.” comes to mind with his next words: “During this time, I was also Director of
Catechetics for the Archdiocese. It was a part-time assignment but I had the duties of approving texts, setting annual
examinations, marking the top papers from the whole Archdiocese, and organizing summer school and the annual
Catechetical day in the Cathedral. All of this was on a budget of sixty dollars per month for postage. Any additional
expenses were to be paid from the Tribunal budget.”
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In 1966 all this changed. Monsignor Foy was assigned to St. John’s Parish as Pastor. “Imagine coming home as Pastor
to the church where you were baptized!” he marvels. Pastorally, it was a difficult time. The quite revolutionary changes
following Vatican II were not always welcomed, especially the liturgical changes. Seven and a half years later he was
transferred to “one-man parishes” in Bradford and Phelpston for the remainder of his service as a pastor.
Ill health forced an early retirement. However, he continues pastoral visitations at Providence Villa and other long-term
care facilities. His work in support of the Pro-Life movement has been described above, and continues unabated. He has
won a number of awards in recognition for his Pro-Life writings.
Three final questions prompt him to reflect a little further. When asked to describe a memorable experience during his
priesthood, he thought quietly, and then said, “Always daily Mass remains my most memorable experience. That Rosary
hanging there also brings back vivid memories. When I was living in Rome, it was blessed by Pope Paul VI. I was often on
papal ceremonies as a Eucharistic minister. When he died I touched this Rosary to his hands just before the coffin was
closed. It was then blessed by Pope John Paul I and again touched his hands after his death. It was also blessed by Pope
John Paul II. I hope to be buried with it.”
What about The Shepherds’ Trust? “Some of our priests are in need, and for them, The Shepherds’ Trust ensures that
they are not neglected. I knew real poverty when I was studying at Laval; compared to that, what the Trust provides is a
real bonus!”
What does he hope to be remembered for? That one is easy. “For fidelity,” he says. “Fidelity to the Church and to the
teachings of the Church… and trying to live that fidelity. We must stay with Peter. Living the truth means that we are living
with Love and in Love. It's as simple as that.
Note: The above interview of Msgr. Foy by Anne Conway appeared in the Winter 2002 edition of “Shepherds’ Trust
Newsletter.
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An Unexpected, Exhilarating Experience (2005)
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“An Unexpected Exhilarating Experience”, by Aldo Missio, Fall 2005, Shepherds’ Trust Newsletter
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The Seventieth Anniversary of Ordination

On June 3, 2009, at age ninety-three, I was privileged to and thoroughly enjoyed celebrating my Seventieth Ordination
Anniversary with a Mass and reception with priests, friends and family.
Introduction
Your Grace, Your Excellencies, Rev. Monsignors, Rev. Fathers, Rev. Brother, Rev. Sisters and dear relatives and friends:
I have waited 70 years for this day.
There have been a few changes in seventy years.
My ordination suit, donated by my Aunt Agnes and Uncle Will, cost $29.95. It was made to order by Tip Top Tailors: there
were two pairs of trousers and a vest. My ordination shoes, of fine English leather, given to me by my Aunt Elizabeth,
cost $6.00 - no GST.
Down Memory Lane
Permit me to take a brief journey down memory lane. Our 1939 ordination class was the last admitted to St. Augustine’s
Seminary, in 1933, under Archbishop Neil McNeil, who died in 1934.
In 1936, we were told that there were too many of us, and that unless some of us volunteered for other dioceses, some of
the Toronto seminarians would be asked to leave. We all went, one by one, to the rector’s office and volunteered to go
wherever we were sent. Two of us were given to the new diocese of Nelson, BC, and two to Kingston Archdiocese.
Three were loaned for three years to Western Canadian dioceses. Two of us were sent away for further studies.
I was almost ordained nearly 71 years ago. In September of 1938, Msgr. Brennan, the seminary rector, called me into his
office. He said I would be ordained privately in two weeks. I was to tell no one, except my parents, who were permitted to
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visit me for a farewell. Archbishop McGuigan was going to take me to Rome, where I was to continue my fourth year of
theology with my first year in post-graduate Canon Law. So for two weeks, I worked feverishly to prepare to offer the
Latin Mass and packed my trunk and was ready to go.
The night before the date set for my ordination, I knocked on Msgr. Brennan’s door. He invited me to come in and I said,
“Msgr., I believe I am to be ordained tomorrow.” He looked surprised. “Oh” he said, “I forgot to tell you. It is all off. You
can unpack. You are going to be ordained with the rest of the class next June. The Archbishop will take you to Rome
next year." No reason was given. It was years later when I was vice-chancellor and had access to the priests’ files, that I
learned the reason. The Apostolic Delegate had refused to grant the necessary dispensation for insufficient age. In Sept
of 1938, I had just turned 23.
So, I was ordained on June 3, 1939, one of a class of thirty-four.
The Class of 1939
I would like to pay tribute to the class of 1939, though there was no episcopal timber among us. In Fr. Murray Allen we
had the brother of a bishop: Bishop Francis Allen, once pastor of this parish. I used to help him here by hearing children’s
confessions.
Seven of our class belonged to the Scarborough Foreign Mission Society and served the Church in China, Japan, the
Dominican Republic and other places. One, Fr. Francis Diemert, became the Superior General of the Society.
Fr. Jim Sheridan became head of Classics at St. Michael’s College.
Augustine’s Seminary.

Fr. John Bouvier became a professor at St.

Three of our number became Chancellors of their Dioceses: Msgr. Flynn in Nelson, BC, Msgr. Hubicz in Winnipeg and
Msgr. Welsh in Kingston.

87

Four of the class of ‘39 served as military Chaplains. Fr. Hank McFadden of Ogdensburg was decorated for bravery in
the North African campaign of World War II. Fr. Richard Ward, first chaplain in the Korean War, my closest friend, died a
hero’s death trying to rescue nuns when a plane crashed into a convent near Ottawa in 1956.
Most of our class became parish priests. I served in the diocesan and provincial matrimonial tribunal courts for twenty-five
years before becoming pastor of my natal parish of St. John’s in 1967 and later pastor of Holy Martyrs of Japan parish in
Bradford and St. Patrick’s parish in Phelpston.
I salute all my dear classmates. They have all gone to God. They helped in their way to build up the Mystical Body of
Christ.
The Priesthood
Now a word about the Priesthood… I can say with certitude that there was no identity crisis among priests of the class of
1939. We knew we were priests forever and that our model was Christ, the great high Priest. There were no dissenters.
We knew that the teaching of the Church is the teaching of Christ. We knew the importance of devotion to Mary. Our
class motto was “Nihil nobis nisi per Mariam” -- “Nothing comes to us except through Mary”.
When I left the Matrimonial Tribunal in 1966, I was given a beautiful watercolour painting of a chalice set in the middle of
vines and grapes. That painting reminds me that the chalice is the symbol par excellence of the priesthood.
First of all there is the chalice of joy and consolation. There is an abiding inner joy in the priesthood associated with its
many consolations: so many opportunities to bring grace through the sacraments and help in many ways. I think of the
many thousands of times I have been able to say, in the place of Christ “I absolve you from your sins.”
There is the chalice of suffering. Every priest must spend his hour in the Garden of Gethsemane and join Simon of
Cyrene in helping Christ carry the cross to Calvary. But God has graciously put a time limit on all earthly sickness and
sorrow.
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Above all there is the chalice of sacrifice, the greatest privilege in the world; that of standing in the place of Christ to offer
the sacrifice of the Mass: to glorify God and Our Blessed Mother and all the angels and saints, for the souls of the
departed and for the living.
Permit me to do a little boasting. I have been privileged to offer Mass in numerous places, signifying the Catholicity of the
Church: at the Church of the Annunciation in Nazareth, at the Church of the Holy Sepulcher in Jerusalem, at St. Peter’s
Basilica in Rome, at the Shrine of Our Lady of Loreto, at the tomb of St. Francis of Assisi, beside the body of Pope St.
Pius X when it was brought to St. Mark’s in Venice in April of 1959, at the great cathedral of St. Stephen in Vienna, in a
village Church in Hungary during the Russian occupation, at the Shrine of St. Bernadette of Lourdes, beside the body of
St. John Vianney at Ars using his chalice, in the ancient Cathedral of Cologne, in Westminster Cathedral in London, the
private chapel of Cardinal Newman in Birmingham using his chalice, in the pro-cathedral in Dublin, the Shrine of Our Lady
of Guadalupe in Mexico and many other places.
I was privileged to be a Eucharistic minister at many papal Masses, including the funeral of Pope Paul VI, the inaugural
Mass of Pope John Paul I, his funeral, and the inaugural Mass of Pope John Paul II. All of this points to the centrality of
the Eucharist in a priest’s life, and that it is the priesthood that we are honouring today.
Gratitude
I cannot let this occasion pass without an expression of thanks and gratitude. First, I am grateful to God. Christ said: “You
have not chosen Me, but I have chosen you”. This is a great mystery, the choosing of such a weak instrument.
I am grateful to my dear departed parents for their many sacrifices on my behalf. I am grateful to my brothers and sisters
and all my relatives and in-laws. I single out my dear sister Doreen, a registered nurse, an angel of love and mercy to all
the family, and my sister Shirley, here today. I thank my sister-in-law, Pauline Foy, for countless acts of help.
Sincerest thanks to Archbishop Collins, to Bishop Lacey and to this parish, who graciously hosted this occasion.
I thank all who have helped with this celebration.
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I thank the many priests who inspired me and my priest friends who have been my help and companions. I thank my
teachers, especially the De La Salle brothers who taught me in high school and who are taking care of me in my old age.
There are many here to whom I owe much. I wish to single out many outstanding pro-life workers who are here. What a
great and noble and difficult work it is, trying to restore in Canada the Culture of Life.
Once when I was walking along a road near Rome, I met a small group of children. As they passed, they raised their arms
and said “Salve!” -- “Hail!”. I thought to myself: children were using that same beautiful greeting two thousand years ago.
In similar vein, I say to you “Ave! Salve! Vale!” -- “Hail and farewell and may it go well with you!”
May God bless you! Amen.
Here is a homemade video of the Mass including my personal address:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PPwehj-8_bs
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Celebrating with a talented family choir (parents with 8 children) who also provided entertainment at the reception
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Mexico, Land of Mary’s Wonders
This is a sequel to the fine article “The Virgin of Guadalupe” which appeared in the August 2010 “Cinqdoos" newsletter. It
was suggested by my tablemate at Houses of Providence, Fr. Derm Cullen.
In 1958, St. Anthony Guild Press of Paterson, New Jersey, published a book entitled, “Mexico, Land of Mary’s Wonders.”
It described, with photographs, twenty-eight Mexican Shrines to Our Lady, from Our Lady of the Immaculate Conception
at Aguascalientes, to Our Lady of Covadongo, in Mexico City. I obtained a copy of this book in 1961.
Inspired by the countless miracles, cures, and favours obtained through the intercession of the Blessed Virgin in Mexico, I
visited a number of these shrines. I took photographs of them, studied their history, and for a number of years, gave
illustrated lectures on the shrines.
Among my most vivid memories of these shrines are those of Our Lady of Zapopan, near the city of Guadalajara, in the
state of Jalisco. On December 8, 1540, a Franciscan missionary gave to the settlement at Zapopan a small image of Our
Lady of the Immaculate Conception, now called Our Lady of Zapopan. For ten years, he had carried this image with him
on his missionary journeys and attributed to Our Lady’s intercession his success in converting and establishing peace
among the neighbouring Indians.
Our Lady of Zapopan is little more than thirteen inches in height. She has many changes of vestments for various
occasions, all richly silvered and enhanced by pearls and precious stones. On her head rests a jewel-encrusted golden
crown and there is a golden half-moon beneath her feet. She is venerated under many titles, including Patroness of
Guadalajara, General of the Armies, and Queen of Jalisco. Each of these three has its proper history.
It would take a book to list the many graces and favours obtained through the intercession of Our Lady of Zapopan. Here
is one example. The end of the seventeenth century saw Guadalajara scourged by a terrible epidemic. The Bishop
ordered the statue of Our Lady of Zapopan to be carried in procession from its temple into the cathedral of Guadalajara.
There are sworn medical testimonies that, following this procession, the plague ceased at once.
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Following the cessation of the plague, each year, certainly up to the time I was there, Our Lady of Zapopan leaves her
sanctuary on June 13 and visits the churches in every barrio of Guadalajara. I was much edified to witness the
enthusiasm of the people. It seemed that the whole parish marched in procession through the streets. At the end was the
parish priest, carrying the statue of Our Lady.
On October 5, Our Lady is borne back to the basilica of Zapopan in the arms of the Archbishop. The procession includes
a line of cars that stretches from the cathedral of Guadalajara to the Zapopan basilica. Overhead airplanes strew flowers
along the line of the march. The air is filled with hymns, almost drowning out the military bands. Far into the night are
fireworks, lights and music.
No wonder the Faith is strong in Guadalajara. When I was there, the chancellor, trained in Texas during the persecution,
assigned me to a daily Mass at his parish. There were six daily Masses at his large church and twelve on Sundays. The
seminary was full and each year sent priests to other parts of Mexico and to South America.
Of course, the greatest shrine to Our Lady in Mexico is to Our Lady of Guadalupe. When I visited there in the early sixties,
I had a letter of introduction to the rector of the shrine from Archbishop Pocock of Toronto. He and the rector had been
classmates in the Catholic University of America at Washington. I arrived at the basilica at about 7:30am on a Sunday. I
noticed dozens of the faithful going towards the church on their knees. The rector received me graciously and assigned
me to the 8am Mass. The basilica was full, with standing room only. My back was towards the people and in front of me
was the miraculous image of Our Lady. I was amazed at how brilliant the colours were on the tilma. I found it difficult to
keep my eyes off that marvellous image.
When Pope Benedict XIV was first shown a reproduction of Our Lady of Guadalupe in 1752, he fell to his knees, weeping.
Pope Leo XIII said “Never before has it been given to us on this earth to see so lovely an image; and its loving-kindness
moves us to reflect: ‘How beautiful must Mary herself be, in Heaven.’”
Our Lady of Guadalajara and Our Lady of Zapopan, pray for us.
August 14, 2010
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Dream of a Bug
It is remarkable how inventive our minds can be in dreams. I experienced an example of this last night.
In my dream I was visiting my good friend Fr. Leo Ramsperger. He is retired on an idyllic property between Maynooth,
Ontario, and Barry’s Bay. He had just received, on loan, a remarkable cricket, which could whistle a number of musical
tunes. However, I became annoyed when the cricket kept crawling over our food at meals. On a sudden impulse I took up
a paper, folded it and killed the precocious insect with one swipe.
Fr. Ramsperger phoned the owner to give him the sad news. He was inconsolable and asked that the body of his pet be
returned to him. We were able to find a suitable tiny box, and set the battered remains of the cricket in a bed of cotton
batten in its little casket and wrapped it carefully.
Accompanying the packet was a letter of condolence from Fr. Leo. The last line was “You will be happy to know that your
bug was swatted by a Monsignor.” End of dream.
On waking and thinking of this singular dream I could not stop laughing for a considerable time. I do not remember having
a more hilarious fit of laughing. Such is the power of a dream.
August 21, 2010

94

Dr. Redmond & Fr. Roche laughing at one of Msgr. Foy’s birthdays

Christmas 2010 Newsletter
Advent – Venite Adoremus Domino!
Houses of Providence, Room 414
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Dear Friends,
After many advantageous happenings in Advent, may you have a joyful, peaceful and happy Christmastide.
For me, the past year has been one of blessings, though at age 95, I remain perched on the edge of eternity. Last
Christmas, after six months of being fed through tubes in my throat and side, I was able to eat a little and drink a glass of
water. It was better than sipping champagne. After the feeding tube was removed, I was able to apply for admittance to
the Houses of Providence long-term care center. In January, I was brought here to room 414, which I visited from time to
time, when Bishop Clune was the incumbent. Cardinal Ambrozic, suffering from a form of progressive paralysis, is here,
as are about ten other priests, in various states of health. Both my parents died in Providence Villa. My sister, Doreen, a
saintly and dedicated nurse who died this past year, was a nurse here many years ago.
Although some days remain unproductive on some levels, I was able to do some writing during 2010. I wrote an article
entitled “The Betrayal of Homosexuals”, which will appear in the next issue of the bulletin for the Fellowship of Catholic
Scholars, thanks to Pat Redmond. An article entitled “The Recovery of Humane Vitae in Canada” was published in
Catholic Insight magazine for October, thanks to Fr. Alphonse De Valk. There were a few short articles like “Pilgrimage to
Ars”, “Mexican Adventure”, “Mexico, Land of Mary’s Wonders”, “My Dog Sandy” and a short attempt at humour called
“Dream of a Bug”.
I thank the good chaplain here, Fr. Donlin, my priest friends and confreres, my physicians, Dr. Ashley and Dr. Chris
Hassell, for their care. I am also very grateful to my nurses, the staff, caregivers, family and friends who also prayed for,
cared for, visited, wrote or contacted me. May God bless you all abundantly.
I thank God for seventy-one years of priesthood. And now, I thank Him for Christmas, the birthday of Our Saviour, who
redeemed us and gives us the hope of eternal joy with Him and His Mother, and one another.
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Fr. Ted. Colleton 1913-2011

Kidding around with Fr. Ted Colleton in 2007
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I met Fr. Ted Colleton CSSp when he used to help out at St. John's when I was the pastor there. His congregation, the
Spiritans had a house nearby. We shared common interests and quickly became close friends. I visited him and the late
Fr. Edward Graham at their motherhouse. We used to go out for dinner occasionally.
Fr. Ted used to joke: "There were two brothers whose last name was Divine. They were afraid they were going to be
fired. They worked for a family. One brother said to the other: We're safe, I heard the family last night saying 'May the
Divine Assistants remain always with us.'" Father Ted would also say: "I was born on July 20, 1913. I am happy to say
that my mother was there."
We both lived in La Salle Manor retirement residence for clergy and religious for a few years. Fr. Ted, a lively Irish priest,
spent many many hours in the chapel praying. He did not have a TV in his room. He enjoyed entertaining and doing card
tricks - he could find the card you selected. He spent several decades as a missionary in Africa until they "kicked him out
of the country" for attacking polygamy. The head of Kenya had two wives and was not impressed. After delivering his
message, Fr. Ted was told to get out of the country and did not even have time to pack his bags.
He once told me that a woman on a bus in Africa remarked to him: "My, you priests are smart learning Swahili". Fr. Ted
replied: "Well I've been on the bus for a whole hour."
Back in Canada, he became involved in leading Nightwatch - an all-night Eucharistic Adoration vigil held on First Fridays
of the month to pray especially for vocations to the priesthood. Nightwatch took place at floating parishes in the
Archdiocese of Toronto. Fr. Ted offered opening and closing Masses, gave a short reflection every hour on the hour
throughout the night, led hymns and prayers and invited adorers who needed refreshments to the church hall during the
vigil.
Incidentally, although unfortunately Nightwatch was later discontinued, it is encouraging to see that pre-ordination
Eucharistic Adoration prayer vigils are taking place from 6pm-midnight in the Archdiocese of Toronto on Friday, April 29,
2016, the night before upcoming Ordinations on April 30.
Fr. Ted also became avidly involved in the pro-life movement, going to rallies, raising money speaking and selling his
books "Yes, I'm a Radical", "Yes I'd do it Again" and "Yes, I'm still a Radical." One time he was arrested for "mischief" for
pad-locking the gates to the Morgentaler abortuary shut. I visited him in jail in Mimico when he got arrested another time
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and held prisoner for months for peacefully praying in front of an abortion mill. He was very busy there enjoying doing
card tricks and ministering to the prisoners.
One time Fr. Colleton delivered a pro-life homily in Holy Name church in Toronto and was attacked. In October 1997, I
wrote "A Privileged but Sad Day at Holy Name Church in Toronto - Father Ted Colleton CSSp Comes with the Gospel of
Life". This was a response letter to the dissenting Catholic New Times' attack on Humanae vitae and Fr. Ted:
I attended his 90th birthday cruise party on Lake Ontario in 2003.
Fr. Ted was a regular columnist for “The Interim”, a pro-life, pro-family newspaper. The Interim wrote about him in
2003: Fr. Ted "has certainly known setback in his long life and priesthood. But he continues to find inspiration from his
priestly calling. Call him sentimental, but Colleton still gets misty-eyed at these words he wrote in 1990, on the occasion of
his 50th anniversary as a priest: 'For half a century, I have daily stood at the altar of God and offered the Holy Sacrifice of
the Mass, raised my hand in absolution over more repentant sinners than I could ever count, poured the waters of baptism
over the heads of babies without number, preached the Gospel in Ireland, England, Africa, the United States and Canada
and anointed the foreheads of those who were within minutes of meeting God face to face. And through the teaching of
the Church, I know that, in spite of my unworthiness, all these actions were not only valid but also fruitful. And although I
was only the instrument of the Church, it is consoling to realize in the evening of life that I was chosen to be such an
instrument. In this period of Church history, when the glory of the priesthood has been somewhat overshadowed by the
clouds of scandal and doubt, I want to affirm this fact: if I had another life to live, I’d do it again.'"
http://www.theinterim.com/issues/yes-i’d-do-it-again/
Fr. Ted kept us laughing, 2007. He died on April 26, 2011 at age 97.
A Cut Above
In 2011, my book "A Cut Above" was published. It is a collection of one hand card "flourishes" or cuts. Here are a few
excerpts I have permission from the publisher to post:
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Incidentally, I helped write this as a volunteer - it's not something I make money on. One of the magicians who helped
publish the book recently shaved his head for cancer research and has raised a lot of money. He and his assistant did a
great deal of work putting this book together and gave a free magic show at my 100th birthday party.
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Changing Eternity Today
A Greek philosopher said that with a lever long enough one could move the earth. It has been said that the flutter of a
butterfly’s wings could have an effect on the weather on the other side of the earth.
Certain it is that small things and events can have great or momentous effects. I am here, in the Providence Health Care
Centre, because of one small pill or capsule. About four years ago, at the age of 92, I was taking care of myself, driving a
car, saying daily Mass, and doing my own shopping and cooking. Every Sunday I would visit the sick here. Among these
was a classmate, Fr. Joseph O’Neill, who I would take out for supper. I visited also the late Bishop Robert Clune, who
was in this room where I now live.
Then came the little thing that changed my life. I had a fever and went to the hospital and they thought I had pneumonia
so they prescribed me antibiotics and sent me home. On the following morning, after taking the pill, I had an attack of
vertigo on getting out of bed. I lost my sense of balance and fell on the floor, hitting my head against a glass case.
I was able to press a Lifeline button around my neck and soon an ambulance crew was able to get access to my
apartment and take me to the Scarborough Centenary hospital. In the following days, I had two more vertigo attacks. I
had pneumonia and was told I could not return to my apartment, could never drive a car again and had to enter a nursing
home. I learned later that vertigo attacks were a common secondary effect of the strong antibiotic I had been taking. I
never had another vertigo attack. So my life was changed by one pill.
There is another marvellous way in which small things can have eternal effects. I refer to the things of the spirit. What we
do or do not do today can affect us in eternity. A person may be in God’s grace in the morning and by night be deserving
of eternal punishment in hell because of one mortal sin.
On the bright side, there are a thousand ways in which one can use the time in a day to merit a happier eternity. By the
morning offering all the good of the day can have a never-ending effect. Attending the Sacrifice of the Mass, every prayer,
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long or merely an ejaculation like “Jesus, mercy” or “Mary, pray for me”, every act of charity, and every temptation
overcome, will be eternally rewarded.
The more we think and meditate on this, the more we should be motivated to positively change our eternity today. May all
of us use the lever of time to earn an increase in happiness forever in the company of God and Mary and the Angels and
Saints.
March 5, 2012
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Testimonial for Fr. Alphonse de Valk’s Retirement (2012)

2009 Visiting with Fr. Alphonse de Valk of Catholic Insight & Mary Ellen
It would take a long article to list all the accomplishments of Fr. de Valk. Among these was his long editorship of Catholic
Insight magazine. He made this periodical a crusader for life and truth.
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He used many other ways of championing the right to life of the unborn. There are many alive today because of his voice
raised in their defense. Often his course was unpopular and difficult, but was always in harmony with the Church. He has
merited a rich reward and in that we rejoice.
So on October 18th we join in praising him, giving thanks for his steadfast apostolate and pray for him. God bless him.
Special thanks to Catholic Insight, Campaign Life Coalition, The Interim and Niagara Region Right to Life for hosting this
dinner.
Msgr. Vincent Foy, October 18, 2012
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Christmas Newsletter 2012
Cardinal Ambrozic Houses of Providence, Room 414
3276 St. Clair Ave East
Toronto, ON, M1L 1W1
Dear Friends,
A joyful and blessed Christmas Season! May it bring special graces and good things to all of you!
For me, the past year has brought many blessings. Among these is the gift of time.
On August 14, I celebrated my 97th birthday. I have retained the very passing title of the oldest Archdiocesan priest of
Toronto Archdiocese.
Here I remain in the room once occupied by Bishop Clune, who I visited often. My last classmate, Fr. Joseph O’Neill died
here about seven years ago. I visited him every week. Incidentally, my father died in Providence Hospital in 1965 and my
mother in 1969. My late sister Doreen was a nurse here about forty-five years ago.
We receive excellent care here and most of the eleven priests here are, including myself, concelebrate daily Mass. The
main celebrant is Fr. Victor, the only priest in Canada from Bangladesh. This year, our former chaplain, Fr. John Donlin
retired.
During this past year, I was able to do a little writing including an article, “Early Sick Calls Remembered” that was
published in Catholic Insight thanks to Fr. Alphonse de Valk and “Changing Eternity Today”, published in a retired priests’
newsletter. In November, I wrote an article on the errors of Gregory Baum, which received wide circulation on
LifesiteNews.
In addition, I was asked to help with a letter, initiated by the laity, to the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith
regarding the longstanding problem of the dissenting Winnipeg Statement (which I still hope will be revoked) not being in
harmony with Humanae Vitae,
I am preparing to write an article on the errors of arch-heretic Teilhard de Chardin.
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This year, I had what seemed to be a mini-stroke and spent eight hours getting tests in Emergency at the hospital. I will
see a specialist in January.
Many thanks to the Archdiocese for the excellent care of retired priests, and to my confreres, friends, and others for all
their prayers, help, and visits.
Blessings and Yuletide prayers and best wishes,
Msgr. Vincent Foy

1957
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Christmas Newsletter 2013
Cardinal Ambrozic Houses of Providence, Room 414
December 2013
Dear Friends,
A blessed and joyful Christmastide and a grace filled New Year!
I am surprised to find myself still here on earth. I turned 98 on August 14th and retain the passing title of the oldest
Toronto Archdiocesan priest. Bishop Lacey is fast on my heels, now here as companion at my dining table.
This year has not been without trials. I had a few trips to the hospital Emergency room and spent one week in
Sunnybrook Hospital because of low sodium. I have bouts of severe insomnia and was diagnosed as having a serious
heart condition, so I became more wheel chair bound. My hearing deteriorated more and I am being fitted for hearing
aids. I continue to try natural health remedies as much as possible.
Due to poor health, I have not been able to do much writing. I wrote an article on the Arch heretic Teilhard de Chardin,
which appeared in Catholic Insight magazine.
In an attempt to stop the contraceptive mentality, which has led to the suicidal birth rate in Canada, I have written to Pope
Francis and several cardinals and bishops. The Winnipeg Statement of the Canadian bishops has still not been retracted
yet. As Von Hildebrand wrote: it is not sufficient to affirm the truth: error must also be rejected.
Together with the other ten priests here, I am able to concelebrate daily Mass. The main celebrant is our excellent
chaplain, Fr. Edward McGovern.
Here we receive excellent care for which I am deeply grateful.
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At his 90th birthday, Honest Ed Mirvish said: "I am glad to be here. In fact, at my age, I am happy to be anywhere." I
echo his words.
Rejoice with me - in June of 2014, I will be celebrating my 75th Ordination Anniversary.
Yours in Jesus our Saviour and Mary,
Msgr. Vincent Foy
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My Seventy Fifth Anniversary of Ordination Anniversary (2014)

Your Eminence, Rev. Monsignors, Rev. Fathers, Sisters and friends:
This occasion reminds me of many events in my priesthood.
Nearly ninety years ago my mother was in St. Michael’s Hospital during the birth of my sister Doreen. My mother’s
younger sister was also in the hospital at the same time and died of double pneumonia while giving birth to her third child.
My mother was not told of this but also contracted double pneumonia.
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The doctor was certain she also would die and asked my father to prepare us. My father spoke to my two brothers and
me. He told us that God was calling our mother to Heaven and that we must be brave.
After this, I paced the floor, tears running down my face. I told God that if he spared my mother, I would do my best to
become a priest. That night my mother began to get better, to the surprise of the doctor. She lived to see her eight
children reach maturity and died at the age of 84. I never told her of my promise.
From that time I never wavered in my resolve to try to become a priest.
While still in primary school, I was asked to give a talk at our Junior Holy Name Society. I spoke on The Duties of a Priest
and still have the page-long talk.
In 1933, I entered St. Augustine’s Seminary, in the last class admitted by Archbishop Neil McNeil, who died in May of
1934.
Archbishop McGuigan succeeded him. He visited us in 1935 and told us there were too many of us for Toronto and that if
we did not volunteer to go elsewhere, some of us would be asked to leave. We all went in, one by one, and told the rector
Msgr. Brennan, that we would go wherever we were sent.
Two were sent to Kingston, two were sent to the new diocese of Nelson British Columbia, two to Victoria and two of us
were sent away to study. There were thirty-four in our class, seventeen of them for Toronto.
I am the only survivor of the 34 ordained in 1939.None became bishops. There were six monsignors and six worked in
foreign missions. One, Fr. Hank McFadden of Ogdensburg was a chaplain in World War II and decorated with a medal for
bravery. Most became parish priests. Two became chancellors of their dioceses.
In September of 1938, the seminary rector Msgr. Brennan called me in. He said I would be ordained in ten days and the
Archbishop would take me to Rome to take my last year of theology and first year of post-graduate canon law. I was to get
my Mass up and was to tell no one but I could call my parents to say goodbye.
I studied hard to learn the Latin Mass and packed my bags.
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The night before the date set for my ordination, I knocked on the rector’s door. I said ‘I believe I am to be ordained
tomorrow.’ He looked surprised. ‘Oh’ he said, ‘I forgot to tell you. It is all off… unpack your bags. You are going to be
ordained with the rest of the class next June. The Archbishop will take you to Rome next summer.’
So, I was ordained on June 3, 1939, and for the summer was stationed at St. Catherine’s Church in the Niagara
Peninsula, which at that time was part of the Archdiocese of Toronto. The Archbishop visited me in mid-summer and told
me to pack my bags at the end of August, when he would take me to Rome.
I packed my bags and was ready to go on the last day of August. That day, the war broke out, so I could not go. Fr.
Cullinane, the pastor, told the school children that I had volunteered to go to Rome by submarine, but the Archbishop
thought it was too dangerous.
I thought that was the end of it, but two weeks later, I had a phone call from the Archbishop – he told me to pack my bags
and be at the chancery office the next day – I was going to the Catholic University at Washington.
The following morning, I was in the Archbishop’s office, he told me that Dr. Motry, Dean of the Canon Law faculty at
Washington, was expecting me. Lectures had already started. He gave me the necessary papers, including my seminary
marks and had the Chancellor, Fr. Callaghan, phone Dr. Motry. Dr. Motry said, “Yes, we are expecting Fr. Foy.” When he
was asked where I was to go, he said “Oh, that is under Dr. Armand, who looks after the residence for student priests.
You will have to phone him.” Fr. Callaghan phoned Dr. Armand who said: “I am sorry but we can’t take him. Because of
the war, every room is taken.” Fr. Callaghan said, “You can unpack your bags. You are not going.”
When I told the Archbishop he said “Well, that is too bad. Oh, I just remembered. Two weeks ago, I had a letter from Fr.
Bureau of Laval University in Quebec City. He said that because of the war, they were looking for students.”
So that night, I was on the train for Quebec, where I spent three years. There were thirteen students and twelve
professors, some from Europe, including the world famous Gommarius Michels. I was the only one who spoke English. All
courses in Canon Law were in Latin. Only the courses in Roman Law and International Law were in French, I lived at the
“Maison des Etudiants” about half an hour walk from the university.
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After my doctoral year, I was named Vice-Chancellor of Toronto. At first I lived at Blessed Sacrament parish rectory and
went to the chancery office each day by streetcar. From a priest at Blessed Sacrament, I contracted tuberculosis and
spent two years in bed. I was nine months in the Hamilton Sanatorium. There I had one lung collapsed, was in a six-bed
ward, and going downhill. When the Archbishop saw me, he had me transferred to San Gabriel’s, near Saranac Lake,
New York.
It was run by the Sisters of Mercy and I received excellent care. After fifteen months there, I returned to Toronto and was
Vice-Chancellor under Bishop Allen. In 1946, I was appointed to the Regional Matrimonial Tribunal and was there for over
twenty years.
Next I was pastor of three parishes. I spent a year and a half in Rome, during the time of three popes. I had my rosary
blessed by Pope Paul VI and served as Eucharistic minister at his funeral. Just before the coffin was closed, I touched my
rosary to his hand. I had my rosary blessed by Pope John Paul I and again touched it to his hand when I served as
Eucharistic minister at his funeral. I served at the first Mass of Pope John Paul II and my rosary was blessed by him. I
hope to be buried with that rosary.
I had my share of sick calls. I recall that my knees were shaking when I climbed the firemen’s ladder to the top deck of a
ship called the Noronic, when it burned in Toronto harbour in 1959 and 119 people were burned to death.
My greatest privilege of course was the celebration of Masses over so many years. I said Mass at Our Lady of Guadalupe
Shrine in Mexico, at the church in Dublin, which had a major relic of St. Valentine, sent to Ireland by the pope as a sign of
love during the famine of 1847, at Ars in France, at Lourdes, and in a small village in Hungary during the communist
occupation. I offered Mass beside the body of Pope St. Pius X in St. Mark’s in Venice. He had said when he left for the
conclave of 1903 that he would return to Venice living or dead.
My writings are on the Internet now. I agree with the great theologian Fr. John Hardon SJ, that the greatest evil in the
Church today is the contraceptive mentality, which has left Canada and elsewhere with a suicidal birthrate.
My thanks are first of all due to God, the Father of all good, to Our Blessed Mother, to my parents and teachers and many
others.

112

God bless you all. An inner voice is telling me that I should pack my bags for eternity. Amen.
June 3, 2014
***
Message from the Apostolic Nuncio for Canada with blessing in the name of Our Holy Father Pope Francis, read in a
homily by His Eminence Thomas Cardinal Collins for Rev. Monsignor Vincent Foy’s Seventy-Fifth Ordination Anniversary
Mass, in his ninety-ninth year of age:
“Dear Monsignor Foy,
On the momentous occasion of celebrations marking the Seventy-Fifth Anniversary of your Priestly Ordination, His
Holiness Pope Francis is pleased to communicate his prayerful greetings and assures you of his closeness in communion
and in prayer as you mark what is surely a unique and historic moment in the life of the Archdiocese of Toronto and
indeed, for the entire Church.
Since the day of your Ordination, June 3, 1939, you have served under five archbishops, giving to each that loyalty and
obedience which you pledged to Archbishop (later Cardinal) McGuigan before the High Altar of St. Michael’s Cathedral so
many years ago. You have generously accepted the various offices and appointments assigned, carrying them out with
great dedication and zeal.
Since the years of an active retirement, you have been especially committed to providing a vigorous and invaluable
defense of that great and prophetic Encyclical Letter of the Servant of God, Pope Paul VI, Humanae vitae. Through your
valiant efforts, dear Msgr. Vincent, may more and more people come to know its liberating truths and the great benefits
and blessings that come from living in accord with its teaching.
May the celebrations marking your Seventy-Fifth Anniversary also inspire many young men to answer the call of the
Master and ascend to the altar of God who gives exceeding joy (cf. Ps. 43).
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In the name of Our Holy Father Pope Francis, I am please to convey to your dear Monsignor Foy, the Apostolic Blessing
as a pledge of peace and joy in the Lord,
Fraternally Yours, Luigi Bonazzi, Apostolic Nuncio”

Advent-Christmas 2014
Dear Friends,
This year I am grateful to have celebrated my 75th Ordination Anniversary and my 99th birthday. Many thanks to all who
made my 75th a memorable occasion. I was very happy to have Cardinal Collins, so many clergy, friends and family in
attendance.
Besides correspondence, an address for my 75th Ordination Anniversary and a few letters to the editor, this year I have
not been able to do much writing. However, I am happy to now have much material uploaded onto my website: “The
Selected Writings of Msgr. Vincent Foy” www.msgrfoy.com.
As the years pass, I am told that I say, “I think I am dying”, with increasing vigour. Although we don’t know if I will make it
to my 100th birthday, I am in my 100th year and we have much planned and ready for my funeral. I keep saying, “Just
don’t bury me alive”.
I am currently reviewing the book Remaining in the Truth of Christ – Marriage and Communion in the Catholic Church
featuring His Eminence Cardinal Raymond Burke.
God has allowed me the great gift of continuing to celebrate daily Mass. I pray for you and God’s blessings upon you.
Remaining in the Truth of Christ,
Msgr. Vincent Foy
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Here are a few photos from one of my 99th birthday parties back in 2014, when I didn't feel a day over 110....

2015 A Hobby
I have spent many hours doing pastoral work and in the confessional. I had some recreation time to get physical exercise
and to maintain a balanced life with healthy interests like family, friends, studying, reading, writing, being a pen-pal,
religious and family-friendly entertainment like watching EWTN and natural healthcare.
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One of my other hobbies has been doing some magic tricks and flourishes using a deck of playing cards. I was interested
in sanctifying and saving souls and this was just one of the ways I enjoyed reaching out to them. I used to do some magic
shows for school children, parish groups, nephews, nieces, and small gatherings of my fellow priests. Hopefully, the faith I
taught is more remembered than the magic shows I gave.
St. John Bosco can be seen as a patron saint of Catholic magicians since he used magic and juggling as a tool. His
autobiography lists dozens of magic tricks used for the purpose of offering religious instruction to children and youth.
Fr. Ted Colleton, a very prayerful friend and pro-life warrior, used to enjoy doing card tricks. It was amazing how he could
find the cards you picked in a deck and got you laughing, even into his old age. It is a way to be able to meet people and
share some good cheer.
I have not read it yet, but there is a book that received an Imprimatur from the Catholic Church that shows how catechists
can teach the faith using "magic" tricks.
Sleight of hand magic, or illusions, should not be confused with sorcery. This kind of innocent magic is not a “new age” or
occult practice.
Someone who does sleight of hand tricks to manipulate objects, including playing card shuffling games or flourishes, to
catechize or entertain with a pure intention is not attempting to invoke evil forces.
What the Church condemns is summoning or attempting to manipulate supernatural power to further the magician's ends.
“All practices or magic or sorcery, by which one attempts to tame occult powers, so as to place them at one’s service and
have a supernatural power over others – even if this were for the sake of restoring their health – are gravely contrary to
the virtue of religion.” (CCC 2117)
In 2011, my book “A Cut Above” was published. It is currently the most complete collection of one-hand card cuts ever
published. Many of them are original. It is for those who are interested in learning some challenging card flourishes.
Flourishes are basically fancy ways of shuffling or “cutting” playing cards in an entertaining way that requires skill with the
hands and takes practice.
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Even if you are an amateur and make a mistake trying to do a trick that is designed to entertain or catechize, you can
laugh at yourself and get others laughing about it. You can still intend to make friends and evangelize or catechize,
directly or indirectly, at the same time.
True ecumenism is to bring all souls to God, Who is Love, through the fullness of the Christian Faith in the Catholic
Church. Everything we do, including our recreation, such as exercise or hobbies, can be offered up for the glory of God
and the salvation of souls.
I once wrote a booklet including card tricks I invented using table salt as a card locator. You could even use blessed salt. I
was recently asked to bless and exorcise some salt according to the 1962 missal, for use on food etc.
I am posting a photo of me teaching a one-hand card flourish to “Dr. Casaubon.” As you can see, we were having a good
laugh.
February 27, 2015
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Interview by Catholic Answers (2015)
Patrick Coffin is the host of the top-rated national radio show Catholic Answers Live and the popular podcast Catholic
Answers Focus. He has degrees in theology and philosophy from McGill University in Montreal and Franciscan University
of Steubenville. Patrick has appeared on the FOX Channel, Comedy Central, and EWTN, and his writing has appeared
in Inside the Vatican, National Catholic Register, Toronto Star, St. Austin Review, New Oxford Review, and Catholic
Answers Magazine.
Patrick contacted and interviewed me in December of 2015. Below is a copy of his interview.
Seventy-Six Years a Priest!
The year 1939 saw many milestones. Most critics say it was the best year for movies (Gone With the Wind, The Wizard of
Oz, Mr. Smith Goes to Washington, Ninotchka, Ginga Din, Stagecoach, for starters). For the Polish people, however, all
the attention was on the terrifying sight of Hitler's tanks and shock troops rolling into their homeland. In Spain, the civil war
ended and the rule of Franco began. I could go on.
In Toronto, Canada, on Saturday, June 3, 1939, young Vincent Foy was ordained to the Catholic priesthood, the
beginning of a high and lasting adventure: the longest life of priestly service in Canadian history and one of the longest in
the world.
From the start, Foy had a passion for helping ordinary Catholics with their family struggles. Although he dearly loved
theology, out of obedience Foy took a doctoral course in canon law at Laval University in Quebec City. In 1942, he was
appointed vice chancellor of the Archdiocese of Toronto and secretary of the Toronto Archdiocesan Matrimonial Tribunal;
by 1957, he was named both presiding judge of the regional and archdiocesan tribunals and a domestic prelate by Ven.
Pope Pius XII.
Born in 1915 during the so-called War to End All Wars, Foy has lived a life spanning the reigns of nine popes, with the
Second Vatican Council bisecting his nearly eight decades of service to God's people. At a hale and hearty 100 years old,
Msgr. Foy still celebrates daily Mass and keeps up an impressive roster of correspondence and other writing. I have
admired Msgr. Foy for many years, having learned a great deal from his courageous defense of the teaching of Humanae
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vitae. He has suffered much because of this courage, but his is a witness of firm and persistent gentleness. He's also got
stories galore.
The pro-life lion agreed to a Q&A interview this week:
PC: Monsignor, you have been ordained now seventy-six years. By any measurement, that is astounding. I
understand your vocation was tied in some way to a promise to God to spare your mother. Tell us about the seed
of your priesthood.
VF: About ninety years ago, I was going to lose my mother to double pneumonia. She was fighting for her life at Toronto’s
St. Michael’s Hospital after giving birth to one of my sisters, Doreen. I begged God to spare her life. “If my mother
recovers,” I prayed, “I will do my best to become a priest.” My mother recovered, and I remained true to my promise—a
promise that I kept a secret for the duration of my mother’s life.
I was an altar boy early on. Fr. Fullerton, our pastor, came to the house and told my mother that he'd like to train me to
serve at the altar. [Afternote: I have a 1939 letter from Fr. Jim Fullerton who taught me to become an Altar Boy. He had a
brother who was a priest. He spoke at my First Mass at Holy Name parish. He became the Director of Charities for the
Archdiocese.]
My mother used to get me up to serve Mass. I served at the 8 a.m. Mass and went to school without having breakfast,
since I went to Holy Communion. The Eucharistic fast in those days went from midnight onward and with no water. I didn't
go home for lunch, but sometimes my mother gave me fifteen cents, and I got fish and chips. If I served at the 7 a.m.
Mass, I went home for breakfast. When I went to De La Salle Catholic High School, I used to take breakfast and lunch in a
bag.
These were some of the seeds to my priesthood.
PC: The year you were ordained, 1939, was a tumultuous one, a year of great crisis. Do you see a pattern of God
raising up saints in such times to manifest his care?
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VF: Politically, 1939 was a tumultuous year. World War II began the very day I was supposed to leave for Rome to study
canon law. I don’t know whether there are any extra saints. God provides all the grace and strength we need for difficult
and tumultuous times.
PC: Whom have you met who you consider a saint?
VF: My former confessor and friend, the late Fr. Oliver Moloney. He had a very delicate conscience and gave an excellent
example of a holy life. Another holy priest was Fr. Gerald Loftus of St. Catherine’s diocese. I went on a pilgrimage to the
Holy Land with him. We had an agreement never to go out without wearing our priestly garb with Roman collar.
PC: So much of your priestly ministry has been devoted to family life and marriage, especially through your
leadership in the Archdiocese of Toronto and across Canada. How did your interest in canon law begin?
In the seminary, I was much more interested in studying theology than canon law. My ordination classmate Fr. Darby was
interested in studying canon law rather than theology. We were the top students in our ordination class. When I was
ordained to the priesthood, I was sent to study post-graduate canon law and Fr. Darby was sent away to study postgraduate theology. I did so in obedience to my bishop; we both simply obeyed. I got a doctorate in canon law. I found it
difficult, but graduated summa cum laude and was appointed to the marriage tribunal. I had to apply canon law in the
marriage tribunal for twenty-five years. I was appointed vice chancellor of my archdiocese and then head of the provincial
marriage court. I became co-founder of the Canon Law Society of Canada.
PC: A major characteristic of your priesthood has been the defense and explanation of the Church's teaching
against contraception. I first heard about you because you were one of the few Catholics who saw what was
terribly wrong with the so-called Winnipeg Statement. Its appeal to an alleged "primacy of conscience" has been
the source of much confusion to this day. Even though there are dynamically orthodox bishops today who
strongly support the norms of Humanae Vitae, you believe that the Canadian bishops must formally repudiate the
document. Why?
VF: The reason is that many Catholic couples still quote the Winnipeg Statement as justification for the use of
contraceptives. Currently, more than 80 percent of women of childbearing age are using contraception. There are six
times as many abortions through contraceptive use as there are through surgical means. Although, the CCCB’s recent
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statement "Liberating Potential" is a positive affirmation of Humanae Vitae, Dietrich Von Hildebrand says it is necessary
not only to teach the truth but also to correct error. The erroneous Winnipeg Statement has never been specifically
repudiated. I believe that the CCCB should officially retract/repeal the Winnipeg Statement, even though it's been fortyfive years.
I am very edified that we have so many current bishops in Canada who had nothing to do with the publishing of the
Winnipeg Statement and who preach and fully support Humanae Vitae. A repeal would take the form of a specific
acknowledgement of the error of the Winnipeg Statement by the CCCB. Along with the repeal, the doctrine of Humanae
Vitae should be preached from every pulpit on frequent occasions. It would greatly help if the Congregation for the
Doctrine of the Faith would condemn the Winnipeg Statement by name.
Speaking ex-cathedra, a pope cannot make a heretical change of Church doctrine.
PC: For the first thirty years or so of your priesthood, did you ever hear of a Catholic politician saying, "I'm
personally opposed, but . . ." when it came to things like abortion, euthanasia, or the redefinition of marriage?
VF: No, I don’t recall that. The first thirty years of my priesthood were from 1939-1969. Pierre Elliot Trudeau did not
become Prime Minister of Canada until from 1968-1979, and then from 1980-84. Although he was a baptized Catholic, he
enabled the serious evils of abortion, the legalization of the sale of artificial contraception, divorce, and the
decriminalization of [homosexual acts]. Politicians have gone downhill since the first thirty years of my priesthood, when
there was more of a sense and defense of Judeo–Christian morality. Marriage is a sacrament between a man and a
woman and cannot be redefined. Members of the same sex cannot be “married” in God’s eyes. If a person or politician is
personally opposed to something, then they do not endorse it. If a politician is personally opposed to abortion, euthanasia,
etc., then they must not condone it publicly. That would be a schizophrenic approach and is duplicitous. We have a
responsibility to inform our consciences properly and then to be faithful in our views and actions.
PC: If my math is right, your life has so far spanned the reign of nine popes (nine!). Did you ever meet any of
them? I am particularly interested in your reflections on the papacy of St. John Paul II.
VF: The only pope I met personally was Pope Paul VI before he became pope, when he was an archbishop. He visited
Toronto, and Cardinal McGuigan asked me to show him our matrimonial court offices. I have often joked that if I had
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known he was going to be pope, I would have offered him a cup of coffee. I was in Rome in 1978, the year of the three
Popes. I gave Holy Communion at the funeral Mass of Pope Paul VI in August, the first Mass of Pope John Paul I also
that month, the funeral Mass of Pope John Paul I in October, and then the first Mass of Pope St. John Paul II in October. I
think St. John Paul II made an excellent pope. His writings were orthodox and inspiring. He received a great welcoming
when he visited Toronto and the Martyrs’ Shrine. I was present when he spoke to all of the priests in St. Michael’s
Cathedral.
PC: Monsignor, you're also a teacher of magic technique. Magic evokes a sense of childlike wonder, as the
patron of magic, St. John Bosco, knew well. How did you get bit by the magic bug?
VF: In 1925, when I was a child, I saw Blackstone the magician at the Pantages Theatre in Toronto. I went to the magic
shop in the Toronto Arcade and bought some books. I enjoyed magic as a hobby from then on. I liked trying to figure out
how sleight-of-hand tricks were performed. I used to entertain children and others and wrote three books and many
articles on magic tricks.
PC: My last question: Is it easy or hard to become a saint?
VF: First of all, there are few canonized saints—that is, those persons the Church declares officially to be a saint. In this
day and age, the process of getting someone canonized also takes a great deal of money due to all the investigations and
procedures necessary to intensely study the person’s life and possible miracles involved through their
intercession. People who die in the state of grace are really saints, since they will eventually make it to heaven. That’s the
Church Triumphant. For some, it may appear to have been easy and for others very difficult.
Jesus said: “Enter ye in at the narrow gate: for wide is the gate, and broad is the way that leadeth to destruction, and
many there are who go in thereat. How narrow is the gate, and strait is the way that leadeth to life: and few there are that
find it! Beware of false prophets, who come to you in the clothing of sheep, but inwardly they are ravening wolves” (Matt.
7:13-15).
And:
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“Take up my yoke upon you, and learn of me, because I am meek, and humble of heart: and you shall find rest to your
souls. For my yoke is sweet [easy] and my burden light” (Matt. 11:29-30).
And:
“Again I say to you: It is easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle, than for a rich man to enter into the
kingdom of heaven. And when they had heard this, the disciples wondered very much, saying: Who then can be saved?
And Jesus beholding, said to them: With men this is impossible: but with God all things are possible” (Matt. 10:24-26).
PC: I know I speak for many in expressing deep gratitude for your priesthood and your great love for Christ and
his Church, Msgr. Foy. Ad multos annos!
VF: Thank you very much Patrick. As you know, I am in my hundred-and-first year of age now. In 2016, I hope to continue
to offer daily Mass, celebrate my seventy-seventh ordination anniversary and to continue to write my autobiography with
many photos posted on my website: www.msgrfoy.com. If anyone is interested, they are welcome to please enter their email address there to follow the blog and receive notifications with copies of new posts by e-mail. May Almighty God bless
you and your work!
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Merry Christmas Newsletter (2015)
Dear Friends,
This year I am grateful to have celebrated my 76th Ordination Anniversary and my 100th birthday. Thanks to all who
blessed me with prayers, Masses, communications, visits, entertainment and love.
Besides correspondence, this year I wrote and posted on my website articles such as: All Glory and Honour to God;
Saving the Church; several letters exposing the errors of Teilhard de Chardin and the Fully Alive program; Legal and
Moral Rights and Obligations of Catholics Regarding Harmful Sex Education; My 76th Ordination Anniversary June 3,
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2015; Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy in his One Hundred and First (101st) Year; Venite Adoremus: O Come Let Us Adore Him; A
Hobby. I was also honoured to have Eternal Word Television Network air the documentary: “Champion for Life”.
In 2015 I wrote, and hope to continue in 2016 to write, my Autobiography with many photos posted on my website: “The
Selected Writings of Msgr. Vincent Foy” www.msgrfoy.com. If you are interested, please enter your email address there to
“Follow the Blog” and receive notifications with copies of new posts by email.
It has certainly been an eventful year, not without trepidation. “The gates of hell shall not prevail against the Church”.
God has allowed me the great gift of continuing to celebrate daily Mass. I pray for you and for God’s blessings upon you.
May the Christ Child Jesus grant us the strength and courage to face each day in His grace, through the Immaculate
Heart of Mary.
Let us Keep and Remain in the Faith,
EWTN Documentary Monsignor Vincent Foy: Champion For Life (2015)
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The television premiere of the ½ hour documentary “Msgr. Vincent Foy, Champion for Life" aired on Eternal Word
Television Network on Wednesday, June 3, 2015 (my 76th Ordination Anniversary) at 3am and 6:30pm ET and in a
repeat broadcast on August 14, 2015 (my 100th birthday) at 3am and 6:30pm. Thanks to EWTN, Dunn Media &
Entertainment and all who helped with this production.
http://www.ewtn.com/tv/index.asp
Professional copies may be ordered from EWTN through the link below (from which I make no profit):
http://www.ewtnreligiouscatalogue.com/shop.axd/ProductDetails?edp_no=29813
MSGR. VINCENT FOY: CHAMPION FOR LIFE
A celebration of "Pro-life Man of the Year" Msgr. Vincent's Foy's life, whose defense of Church teachings on family and
marriage earned him a papal commendation.
TV-G Religious Catalogue Item #01
http://www.ewtn.com/vexperts/showmessage.asp?number=643000
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76th Ordination Anniversary, June 3, 2015

Today I was asked if, on June 3, 2015, will 76 years as a diocesan priest qualify me in any way for the Guinness World
Book of Records?
Although permission was properly obtained by EWTN to record and televise the attached, I was told that due to time
constraints in the 1/2 hour TV documentary they are premiering on my 76th Ordination Anniversary, the producers were
only able to include the beginning of this homily, so it is posted here:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6i4Tl6PD2sU
At this time, I am reminding myself of the introduction to "A Spiritual Autobiography" by Servant of God, Fr. John Hardon
SJ (1914-2000). He wrote: "If there is one autobiography that has deeply shaped my life, it has been the story of St.
Augustine. He credits himself only with the commission of his sins. He credits God with whatever good he has done."
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In agreement with that statement, I give all glory and honour and credit to God and thank him for 76 years of priestly
ordination coming up on June 3, 2015.
Fr. Hardon helped found the:
Marian Catechist Apostolate (an excellent catechetical program for any diocese to use) http://www.mariancatechist.com
Real Presence Eucharistic Education and Adoration Association http://www.therealpresence.org
Eternal Life http://www.lifeeternal.org
He often warned: "Unless we recover the zeal and the spirit of the first century Christians - unless we are willing to do
what they did and to pay the price they paid, the future of our country, the days of America are numbered."

Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy in his One Hundred and First (101st) Year
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Happy to celebrate my birthday at Providence Healthcare
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Written for the Cardinal Ambrozic Houses of Providence Newsletter:
On June 3, 2015, I celebrated my 76th Anniversary of Ordination to the Priesthood and on August 14, 2015, I celebrated
my 100th birthday. In light of this, I was asked to submit something for the Providence newsletter.
I am now the longest-ordained diocesan priest ever in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto (and possibly in Canada)
and the oldest diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto (Source: “A Calendar of the Deceased Bishops,
Priests and Deacons of the Archdiocese of Toronto”).
Since 2010, after six months in the hospital on feeding tubes and recovering from five surgeries in one month, I have been
a resident at the Cardinal Ambrozic Houses of Providence. I enjoy living alongside other priests and laity. I am very
grateful for all the Providence Healthcare staff, volunteers and residents have done for me.
At Providence, I am able to continue to live my number one joy: daily, I can celebrate Mass with the other priests for the
residents in the chapel here. I am also grateful that there is a chapel on my floor.
I am possibly the least likely of my graduating class of priests to survive. I was near death on many occasions.
In the 1940s, I contracted a case of tuberculosis that left me out of commission for over two years. I once came close to
dying of pneumonia but was saved by the new medication (penicillin) administered every four hours for ten days. When I
was on vacation as a young priest, I was involved in a serious car accident but narrowly avoided hitting a tree. I can’t help
but wonder what would have happened if someone hadn’t saved me and my cousin from a runaway raft while we were
playing in Lake Simcoe as young boys. I once changed my plans and missed a plane crash. In 2009, I was on and off life
support several times. I’ve had tracheotomy and feeding tube reversals.
Against the odds, I lived a long life and have been able to serve God and the Church.
I experienced a variety of priestly duties. With a doctorate in Canon Law, I spent time working in the Archdiocese of
Toronto’s marriage tribunal, served as Vice Chancellor, Director of Catechetics, pastored a number of parishes, was
chaplain of several groups and spiritual advisor. I co-founded the Canadian Canon Law Society. For many years, I was
the head of the Provincial matrimonial tribunal.
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While I was working at the Marriage Tribunal, an archbishop from Rome visited Toronto and asked for a tour of the
tribunal. Years later, he became Pope Paul VI. I like to joke that if I had known he was going to be the pope, I would have
offered him a cup of coffee!
I have also tried to be an advocate of life and the pro-life cause. In June of 2015, Eternal Word Television Network
premiered a documentary on my life (Monsignor Vincent Foy: Champion for Life).
About 90 years ago, I was going to lose my mother to double pneumonia. She was fighting for her life at Toronto’s St.
Michael’s Hospital after giving birth to my sister Doreen. I begged God to spare her life. “If my mother recovers,” I prayed,
“I will do my best to become a priest.” My mother recovered and I remained true to my promise; a promise that I kept a
secret for the duration of my mother’s life.
During my priesthood, saying Mass has been my greatest joy.
Some of my writings can be found at: “The Selected Writings of Msgr. Vincent Foy”: www.msgrfoy.com.
August 17, 2015

2016 Secret to Longevity and a Clear Mind?
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My 100th Birthday in 2015
I don't know why I have lived so long, but a friend who is writing a book on natural health wrote to me recently: "Words
cannot describe how overjoyed I was to receive your card and letter, and to know that you are well... I recall how very
energetic and vital you were whenever I saw you years earlier. You certainly have been blessed with an extra special
event in your life - to celebrate a 100th birthday - experienced by so very few.... People must ask you your secret to
longevity and a clear mind. What do you tell them? Special food? Clean living? Drive and motivation to be always
productive and achieving goals? I would be very curious to know your response. It seems to me that people who survive
to their late 90s or beyond, are those who are very busy with meaningful projects. Or is it something more? What do you
think? And may I inquire about your health, Msgr. Foy? In a letter a couple of years ago you mentioned being wheelchair
bound. Are you out of the chair and up and about? Obviously you are blessed with a clear mind: you are still writing. How
wonderful! I am delighted for you..."
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As far as I know, I am the oldest diocesan priest ever and with the longest years of ordination in the history of the
Archdiocese of Toronto (and possibly in Canada).
I had and have a lot of health problems. A few years ago, after a battery of tests requested by a physician who
specializes in internal medicine, I was diagnosed as having "a serious heart condition" - but now I am told by another
physician that a recent test shows that my heart is now perfectly normal and so I do not have that problem anymore. How
can that be explained?
I have continued to try to stay alive and live well over the age 100, but with all sorts of ailments (in a wheelchair,
colostomy, legally blind, partial deafness, hypothyroidism, prostate surgery, episodes of choking, arthritis, kidney and liver
problems, a collapsed lung etc.).
It's ironic that also at this time in Canada the Liberal government and pro-death organizations are fighting to have people
legally murdered by physicians through "assisted-suicide". Euthanasia is morally wrong. Health care providers,
physicians and workers should not be forced to cooperate with "assisted-suicide". Human rights are based on objective
moral norms. The right to life should be upheld by law.
Anyway, back to the questions... here are a few thoughts:
The end is near: "Remember man that you are dust and to dust you shall return."
Do God's Will.
"Clean Living" - avoid sin, frequent the Sacraments.
What saved me in the Seminary was a book in the seminary library called "My Water Cure" which helped me to recover
from an illness.
I was not a smoker and all seminarians in my time were required to take a pledge to abstain from alcohol for ten
years. We put our hand on the Bible individually in the chapel under the Prefect of Discipline and made the pledge. I
basically abstained from alcohol for most of my life.
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Studied natural health care remedies for ailments.
I avoided prescription drugs as much as possible.
I remember a book I read: "How to be Always Well" by Dr. Jackson. There was a breakfast food called “Jackson's Food”
which I used to take in the morning. There was little meat in his diet. For a while I was vegetarian and got weaker. I didn't
end up as a vegetarian.
Within the past two decades I read all of Dr. Sherry Roger's books. I have read hundreds of books on health.
Drive and motivation to fulfil one's vocation, to be productive and achieve goals.
Healthy Eating, but basically I simply ate what was put before me. When I lived on my own I had more choice.
Exercise: I did a lot of walking. When I was young, I used to go to daily Mass, which was a good walk in itself. On
Sundays as an Altar boy, we all had to attend the 11am Mass, whether we served or not and had a Procession of Altar
Boys. We had to fast from midnight. I used to go to the 8am Mass fasting, walked home and had breakfast and then
walked back to attend the 11am Mass. Mental toughness - I had active jobs like I used to deliver the paper weekly over a
5 mile area when I was a child. I walked home from High School each day - that was about five miles. Later, I used to
work at the desk during the day. For years I did push-ups every morning (up to 300). In the summer time, I sometimes
walked from the East end of Toronto to the Exhibition and back (four hours or more of walking). On Sundays in the
summer I sometimes walked from Scarborough to High Park and back. I used to take a long walk every day before
supper for twenty-five years. A man told me he could set his clock by the time I passed by his door. Long walkers are
sometimes long livers.
Have a balanced Life.
Work and Prayer - Divine Office, Mass.
Keep the mind active - did a lot of reading and studying.
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Recreation: Interests
Social - family, friends
Supplements - as I got older, I began taking more vitamins, minerals etc. to keep up with aging and various health issues.
The head physician of the intensive care unit at a hospital where I was on life support in 2009 and had five surgeries in
one month, gave a comment about recovery from serious illness: "about 50% is based on heredity, 50% is based on a
person's will to live".
In my nineties, I got a tracheotomy for breathing and a feeding tube in my stomach, that were both later reversed. After six
months in the hospital, on Christmas Day I began to be able to drink and eat again on my own; after I had, at one point,
been told by a swallowing specialist that there was no hope of that happening. However, I kept praying that I would
recover and asked for more testing to be done, and in God's time, food and water started going down successfully like
Haley's Comet. I gave the swallowing specialist a postcard of the original St. John's Church, my natal parish - someone
had written on the back of it: "Last night I saw Haley's Comet". My father Edward Foy saw Haley's Comet in 1910. I am
near the end, that's for sure.
God bless you,
Age 100 years and over six months, Ordained for 76 years and over eight months, February 18, 2016

2016 Death of Mother Angelica
It has been a great privilege to be involved in the pro-life movement.
Incidentally, EWTN reported a day after Mother Angelica PCPA died that she once told her Sisters to keep her alive as
long as possible on tubes etc. - she had said 'You don't know the value of one offering'. She gave an example of longsuffering in silence and the courage to take prudent risks for the sake of the Kingdom. She once said: “I’m not afraid to
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fail, but I am scared to death of dying and having the Lord say to me: ‘Angelica, this is what you might have done had you
trusted me more.’”
Dr. Alice von Hildebrand has noted Mother Angelica’s trust in divine providence: “She started from nothing. Everything
was against her. But she trusted that with His help, she could spread the Gospel to the world through EWTN. It edges on
the miraculous.”
EWTN's Fr. Mitch Pacwa said: “She didn’t worry about a thing except being faithful to Christ. It was the number one issue
for her, hands down. She didn’t care who you were or what you said – if it contradicted the faith, she’d shut you down,
even if you were ordained clergy.”
March 30, 2016

Tax Dollars Should not Fund Physician Assisted Suicide-Murder
After six months in the Scarborough General Hospital on a feeding tube in 2009, I was accepted into Cardinal Ambrozic
Houses of Providence and moved in there in January 2010. At SGH, I had a fractured hip repair surgery, followed by
complications which led to peritonitis, being on and off life support, a colostomy, hernia repair surgery, a tracheotomy and
swallowing difficulties leading to having feeding tubes through my nose later surgically inserted into my stomach. During
my stay at SGH, I contracted MRSA and was kept in total isolation. Besides full reversals of my tracheotomy and feeding
tube, I was also later cured of MRSA without drugs or supernaturally. Many thanks to God, Our Lady and all the Saints
and Angels who helped me, all who prayed for my recovery, and the SGH for all the care I received during my stay.
As I just celebrated my 77th ordination anniversary on June 3, 2016 and happily approach my 101st birthday, I object to
and it is wrong that our tax dollars here will now be paying for murder-suicide through "medically assisted death
service", as announced yesterday by Ontario Liberal premiere Kathleen Wynne and Ontario Minister of Health and Long
Term Care Eric Hoskins.

137

I am grateful to Cardinal Collins and the many millions of others speaking out against this evil of euthanasia, supporting
palliative care and for conscience rights for medical health care professionals and providers.
"The Choice of Life or Death: This commandment, that I command thee this day is not above thee, nor far off from
thee: Nor is it in heaven that thou shouldst say: Which of us can go up to heaven to bring it unto us, and we may hear
and fulfil it in work? Nor is it beyond the sea: that thou mayst excuse thyself, and say: Which of us can cross the sea, and
bring it unto us: that we may hear, and do that which is commanded? But the word is very nigh unto thee, in thy mouth
and in thy heart, that thou mayst do it.
“Consider that I have set before thee this day life and good, and on the other hand death and evil: That thou mayst love
the Lord thy God, and walk in his ways, and keep his commandments and ceremonies and judgments, and thou mayst
live, and he may multiply thee, and bless thee in the land, which thou shalt go in to possess. But if thy heart be turned
away, so that thou wilt not hear, and being deceived with error thou adore strange gods, and serve them: I foretell thee
this day that thou shalt perish, and shalt remain but a short time in the land, to which thou shalt pass over the Jordan, and
shalt go in to possess it. I call heaven and earth to witness this day, that I have set before you life and death, blessing
and cursing. Choose therefore life, that both thou and thy seed may live: And that thou mayst love the Lord thy God, and
obey his voice, and adhere to him (for he is thy life, and the length of thy days,) that thou mayst dwell in the land, for
which the Lord swore to thy fathers Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob that he would give it them." (Deuteronomy 30:11-20).
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2011 - Hail Mary and blessings!

Longest Ordained Diocesan Priest (2016)
Glory to God that I celebrated my 77th Ordination Anniversary on June 3, 2016, and my 101st birthday on August 14,
2016! Life is eternal. As I am perched on the precipice of eternity, I am pondering some historical records in the temporal
realm.
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Longest Ordained Diocesan Priest in the Archdiocese of Toronto
I found out that I hold the record as the longest ordained and the oldest diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese
of Toronto (Source: “A Calendar of the Deceased Bishops, Priests and Deacons of the Archdiocese of Toronto”).
Longest Ordained Diocesan Priests in Canada
I contacted the Canadian Conference of Catholic Bishops, but the Archivist said that they do not compile any statistics on
the years of ordination or ages of priests in Canada. The CCCB suggested contacting the archivists in every diocese to
obtain records. This was attempted by email.
I could only find one other diocesan priest in the history of Canada who was ordained for longer than I; but he is in a
different category (French Canadian and Francophone) and is now deceased, as noted below. If I live until about
December 29, 2017, I will surpass his record.
Therefore, according to records sought and obtained from nationwide diocesan archives, as far as I know, I hold the
record for the most years of ordination of Anglophone and currently living diocesan priests in the history of the Church in
Canada. I am also the oldest living diocesan priest in Canada.
Longest Ordained Diocesan Priests Worldwide
Besides the priests listed below that were discovered only through an online search, there may be other priests worldwide
with more years of ordination.
–Msgr. Vincent Topper
Ordination date: June 6, 1936. As of June 6, 2016 ordained for 80 years.
Birthdate: July 28, 1912. Currently living as of August 2016 and is 104 years of age. Diocese of Harrisburg, PA, USA
http://www.ncregister.com/daily-news/oldest-priest-in-the-us-tells-his-story/
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–Fr. Jacques Clemens
Ordination date: July 5, 1936. As of July 5, 2016 has been ordained for 80 years.
Birthdate: July 11, 1909. As of July 11, 2016 is currently living and is 107 years of age.
BELGIUM
http://www.reuters.com/article/us-life-belgium-priest-idUSKCN0ZQ0FU
–Bishop Albert Malbois
Ordination date: June 29, 1938. As of June 29, 2016 has been ordained for 78 years.
Birthdate: November 17, 1915. Currently living as of August 2016 and is 100 years of age.
FRANCE
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_oldest_Catholic_bishops
http://www.catholic-hierarchy.org/bishop/bmalbois.html https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Albert_Malbois
–Pere Roger Dorval (French-speaking category, French-Canadian)
Ordination date: February 7, 1926 (died with 78 years, 6 months, 26 days)
Birthdate: February 16, 1900
Deceased: September 2, 2004 at 104 and six months old.
Archdiocèse de Québec, Canada
–Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy (Canon Lawyer)
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Ordination date: June 3, 1939. As of September 14, 2016, I have been ordained for 77 years and 3 months.
Birthdate: August 14, 1915. Celebrated my 101st birthday on August 14, 2016.
Archdiocese of Toronto, ON, CANADA
www.msgrfoy.com

Afternote:
https://zenit.org/articles/nearly-80-years-a-priest-at-least-4-priests-around-the-world- have-this-grace/
This article was published in Zenit news in September 2016. Since then, in response to an inquiry I made to the Vatican to
see if they have any international records, I received a personal letter of congratulations and a Rosary from the Prefect of
the Congregation for Clergy including the following:
"Unfortunately, we do not have a chronological list of dates of ordination of all the Priests in the world. That being said,
however, there can be little doubt that you are certainly among the longest living and serving Priests."

“Msgr. Foy Shares Almost a Century of Christmas Wisdom” (2016)
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Christmas blessings to all!
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The following article was published in the Catholic Register, December 16, 2016:
God willing, this will be my 102nd Christmas on Earth (if you count the one when I was an unborn child) and my 77th
Christmas as a priest.
I still recall giving the homily at Midnight Mass at St. Michael’s Cathedral one Christmas in the 1960s. Back then, it was
broadcast on the radio. When I went to Cardinal James McGuigan to get his blessing before I preached, he leaned over
and whispered: “Be bright, be brief and be gone.”
My father, a devout Catholic, listened through the radio and said I did very well. That meant a lot to me. His kind words
remain a fond Christmas memory.
Another memorable Christmas occurred more recently. In 2009 I fell and broke my hip. Complications ensued, which led
to five operations and left me in hospital being fed through a tube. I was unable to offer Mass for six months, but
requested and received daily Holy Communion by one drop of the Precious Blood on my tongue.
I was told I could not get accepted into long-term residence at Providence Healthcare unless I could eat and drink on my
own. It was a very difficult time in my priesthood. Then, after six months, I was able to take my first drink of water on
Christmas day.
I celebrated my 101st birthday at Providence in August and now, as I am perched on the precipice of eternity, I’ve been
pondering some historical records in the temporal realm. I have discovered I hold the record as the longest ordained and
the oldest diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto, according to a booklet called A Calendar of the
Deceased Bishops, Priests and Deacons of the Archdiocese of Toronto. Research done by contacting every diocese
nationwide found only one other diocesan priest in the history of Canada who was ordained longer, but he was Frenchspeaking (Fr. Roger Duval of Quebec City, who is deceased). If I live until about Dec. 29, 2017, I will surpass his 78.5
years of ordination.
I’m the oldest living diocesan priest in Canada and have the most years of ordination for any Anglophone diocesan priest
in the history of the Church in Canada. Worldwide, I found only four priests who have served longer, two of whom are still
living and more than 100 years old. Fr. Jaques Clemens of Belgium is 107 and has been a priest for 80 years.
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As the years passed, I became aware I was outliving my colleagues and former classmates. I certainly would not have
imagined such longevity when I was ordained in 1939.
I wanted to be a priest from the time I was six or seven years old. My mother was very ill in the hospital. The doctor told
my father she might die and he told us to be prepared. I appealed to God and promised that if my mother lived I would do
my best to become a priest. My mother recovered and I kept my promise.
A lot has changed over the years, but the role of a priest remains the same: to offer the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass and to
provide the sacraments. A priest is to be “in the person of Christ,” in Persona Christi.
One noticeable difference today is the way Christmas is celebrated. When I was ordained, Canada was a nation of JudeoChristian morality and beliefs. Then came secularization, false ecumenism and many persons of other religions joining
Canadian society.
But there are many ways to keep Christ in Christmas.
As a priest, we can put Christ back in Christmas through homilies, catechesis and encouraging traditions. These include:
sharing the real story of St. Nicholas, especially for the children; promoting Advent and Christmas hymns and carols and
concerts; setting up an Advent wreath, nativity figures, and keeping Christmas lights on.
Make this time of year spiritual. Enjoy the Advent liturgies, even go to daily Mass if possible. Go to Confession. Be
prepared early and avoid the last- minute rush. Pray the family rosary. Where you can, say Merry Christmas. Forgive and
forget.
I enjoy sending Christmas cards that recall the real meaning of Christmas, including a religious image and message,
especially with Jesus and the manger.
Christmastide is a time to be grateful to God and to spread some cheer and reconnect and strengthen family and society.
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Chalice of the Cure D’Ars
I had the privilege of celebrating Mass at the Altar where the Curé's body is preserved and with the Saint's Chalice. This
is a postcard sent to a priest friend.
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March 7, 2017
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St. Catherine of Sienna
I sent this postcard when I visited the home of Saint Catherine of Siena and celebrated Mass at the Altar where her head
is kept inside a glass case.
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March 13, 2017
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HEROIC DEATH
The last days in the life of Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy
As his life was holy, so Msgr. Foy’s last days were sanctified.
On Sunday, March 5, 2017 he may have aspirated on a small piece of food at lunch. By Monday, he was on oxygen and
had laboured breathing. He was told he could go to emergency or he would get a chest X-ray at his long-term care
residence that day. He had recovered previously from choking on things because of his botched and unnecessary
tonsillectomy a doctor convinced him to undergo when he was in his 50s.
Then he found out that X-rays were not done there until Tuesdays. He asked for as early an X-ray as possible and it was
done that afternoon.
On Tuesday, March 7, a friend from the Fellowship of Catholic Scholars called and came by. Friends waited with Msgr.
Foy for results. With Msgr. sitting in his wheelchair with an oxygen tank and nasal prongs, we prayed the most beautiful
prayers for the dying in the book “The Blessed Sacrament Prayerbook” by Fr. Lassance. We prayed the Rosary and the
Chaplet of Divine Mercy.
The X-ray results needed to be analysed at another hospital and were supposed to come in by Tuesday evening, but they
did not arrive until the next day, Wednesday, March 8. The X-rays did not show any changes since he had one several
years ago, however, sometimes small aspirations might not show up on an X-ray. If there was a blood clot in the leg that
had moved up to the lungs, it would only show up on a scan done at the hospital and the treatment would be a blood
thinner, which could be given now just in case. There was hope that he would get through this crisis. Since there was a
possibility that there may have been a blood clot, but it was unsure, trying a blood thinner was a way to take care of that
just in case. A side effect was coughing up some blood.
As Msgr. Foy was gasping and struggling to keep breathing on oxygen, he suffered attacks in various ways that caused
him more pain. His condition then took a turn for the worse. The hope of recovery was dashed. He said “Don’t worry about
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it” as we suffered together. We pray in the Hail Mary “Pray for us now and at the hour of our death. Amen.” He pointed to
a Rosary ring indicating to continue in prayer. Through everything, he was an example of faithful perseverance in love.
He held and squeezed the hands of visitors. He blessed and prayed with us. It was hard for his friends to hold back the
tears. Our saint and hero was heading home, though he gladly would have stayed and suffered with and for us and the
Church.
The on-call physician told Msgr. he was a very ill. We were told to prepare for death. She said: “I think it is his time. I think
he is dying. Emergency is an awful place to die. We can keep him comfortable here surrounded by those who love and
care for him. It looks like he may have aspiration pneumonia and some heart failure.”
On Palliative care, we were told he would not last long. We had to let Msgr. Foy know that he would be going home to
God within two weeks. It was heartbreaking. The chaplain came and anointed him.
He was in such terrible agony that the nurse had to call family, to give hydromorphone (not morphine but 10 times
stronger). The pain medication was not working and due to the agony a sedative was given the first night. Before he went
out I told him “You are going to Heaven soon” and the nurse said that he smiled and went out like a light.
The doctors felt he may now be approaching his time. Palliative care meant he would be kept comfortable. Then he found
out that he would not be allowed to eat or drink and that IV fluids would fill his lungs and make him suffocate more, since
he seemed to have aspiration pneumonia.
The physicians, nursing and palliative care staff employed by Providence were wonderful. They informed, guided, hustled
and were there each step of the way.
Since Msgr. Foy had had a tracheotomy previously and there would have been some scar tissue, intubation in emergency
was not the route to be travelled down. The doctor said that if he went to acute care he could wind up on kidney dialysis
and IV fluids were contraindicated and dangerous anyway. IV antibiotics would make his suffering worse and he was in
End of Life care at this stage.
We began to prepare for death. Msgr. Foy has been receiving the Sacrament or the Anointing of the sick regularly. We
requested that he also receive the Apostolic Blessing, which we were told could help bring a soul straight to Heaven.
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A friend reminded us that death is precious and suggested making a vigil at the bedside. We would not want to miss this
precious moment.
Vigil for the Dying at the Bedside of Msgr. Foy
On March 11, the following email was sent to some friends:
Dear Friends,
Our dear friend and most holy priest of God, Msgr. Vincent Foy, holding up his priestly Chalice of Suffering for souls,
advanced from palliative into end of life care last night.
Please pray for him in his final agony as his soul is being prepared to meet Our Lord.
He received the Sacraments. Barring a miracle, we are told he will be dying soon. We are not sure if he will last a week.
If you want to drop by to pray quietly with us, you are welcome. We will let you know by email when he passes into
eternal life.
Thank you for your prayers and friendship with Msgr. Foy.
Prayer vigil for the dying is here at:
Msgr. Foy's Room 414
Houses of Providence
3276 St. Clair Ave East,
Toronto, ON, M1L 1W1
End of email.
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The Jewish tradition of never leaving the bedside of the dying is of great value, not only to the dying person but also to
those about to be bereaved. How helpless and how guilty we must feel when we hear of the death of a loved one,
especially if no one was there to ease the fear of uncertainty and the pain of separation… The community provided
reassurance that everything appropriate was done.
Someone had a dream that they were praying that Msgr. would be taken straight to Heaven and a light opened up in the
Heavens above to receive the prayer.
After the second laboured night, we began to invite more friends to join at a bedside vigil of prayer. Early the next
morning a recently married couple arrived and stayed until late that evening in prayer. Some stayed overnight, sleeping on
chairs. We had visits from several palliative care music therapists. Angels helped.
We prayed, cried, laughed and accompanied our hero Msgr. Foy. He was able to stay in his own room for Palliative Care.
We were able to use the Palliative care facilities over on the other side for families. We went for some counsel and a
listening ear.
A family of homeschoolers and arrived with the grandmother and stayed for hours at the bedside. The son who would like
to become a priest placed a special crucifix from the holy land into the hand of Msgr. Foy to grasp upon which he clung to.
Over the next few days about twenty Priests, including our Cardinal and a Deacon visited and prayed, blessed, anointed,
administered the Sacraments to Msgr. Foy.
About fifty other friends dropped in to pray with us, some driving many hours to be with our dear Msgr.
The Sisters of Life visited and prayed the Divine Office with him. We were comforted and consoled by their presence. It
was a very special time for all.
Prayers for the dying were said.
Msgr. Foy was able to have the consolation of the Mass being aired EWTN in his own room.
Msgr. said “I will take you with me.” He pointed to the Rosary and to the Mass on TV.
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Msgr. Foy Went Home to God
This was a holy death.
On Friday March 12, the palliative care nurse thought that he might not last through the weekend.
Msgr. Foy received Holy Communion, in the form of a tiny pinhead each day until his death.
On Saturday, March 13, we were told that he had about 24 hours left. His oxygen levels were going down. We called a
religious to find out when Holy Communion would arrive. Some children and friends prayed the Rosary and other prayers
with Msgr. Foy over the speakerphone. Friends who could not make it to the vigil called and prayed with him over the
phone.
A relative brought some food to caregivers. Jesus arrived in Holy Communion around 9:15pm. We thought that we
needed to wait an hour to keep the fast, so we had to wait and thus were enabled to make a Holy Hour of Eucharistic
Adoration with him right before he passed. The Rosary was recited, hymns were sung and each received a miniscule or
small piece of the host.
After receiving Holy Communion it seemed that great joy, lightness and brightness began to fill the room and the three of
us with Msgr. Foy felt so filled with happiness that we began to laugh. We were joking about Fr. Ted Colleton and some
funny stories. We were singing. One friend’s stomach began to hurt due to laughing so hard talking about pro-life bumper
stickers etc. We began to sing more hymns.
It was around 10:30 pm that Msgr. sighed very loudly into the oxygen mask. We wondered if maybe all the jubilation was
keeping him awake and whether to take his hearing aid out. We were told hearing was one of the last things to go and we
didn’t want him to miss out. His colour had suddenly changed but the oxygen mask was on and the machine was still
going on the highest setting.
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He passed so gently and sweetly and we were feeling such jubilation at that time that we kept singing and did not notice.
When the nurse came in to check on him she announced that he had died. The big sigh he had given seemed to have
been the final release that takes place right after a person dies.
The staff from the morgue downstairs was called. In the middle of the night, his body was wrapped up and moved to the
morgue, we processed and sang hymns: "Oh When the Saints, Go Marching in”, “Swing low sweet chariot, coming forth
to carry me home, swing low sweet chariot, coming forth to carry me home.” The group of staff along with us experienced
the joy with us. It felt like we were walking with him towards Heaven.
The mourning had not set in and the shock came later. Friends slept on the benches in the palliative care. We called the
funeral home and they came to pick him up. The next morning, all of his clothes for burial were that he had made ready in
his closet, including the rochet vestment garment his mother made by hand, were delivered to the Paul O’Connor Funeral
Home.
A friend had a vivid dream that Fr. Ted Colleton and Fr. Oliver Moloney came to take Msgr. Foy to Heaven: The three
walked along, in their clerical garb, towards Heaven and they were laughing joking. Then Jesus appeared in the dream
and said something like: Do you know what is wrong with the world these days? Lack of Love… People are mistaking sex
for love. Then Msgr. Foy said to the person having the dream, hold on, hold on, you are coming to Heaven soon.” The
friend was comforted in believing that Msgr. was safe and happy now with Jesus.
Some of his last words of comfort were: “I’ll take you with me.”
+ Msgr. Foy RIP
Please pray for the repose of the soul of Rev. Msgr. Vincent Foy who died yesterday on March 13, 2017.
Msgr. Foy piled up many graces throughout his life. We pray for him and give thanks for all the good he did.
Arrangements were posted at http://www.pauloconnor.ca and on www.mgrfoy.com.
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Many thanks to at least 75 friends, including about 20 priests and our Cardinal, as well as all the staff and volunteers at
Providence who brought him the Sacraments, blessed, visited, and prayed with and for him at his bed side vigil over the
past four days.
Requiem aeternam dona ei, Domine, et lux perpetua luceat ei. Requiescat in pace. Amen.
Eternal rest grant unto him, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon him. May he rest in peace. Amen.
The image of Msgr. Foy on his holy card, circa 1957, 42 years of age, as Head of Provincial Marriage Tribunal. His
mother made his white Rochet (vestment like a surplice) by hand including the lace.
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Msgr. Foy, longest-serving priest in Toronto Archdiocese, dies at 101
The article below was published in the March 19, 2017 issue of The Catholic Register. Some close friends of Msgr. Foy,
who do not use email/Internet, who do not subscribe to this newspaper and who did not know he had died, found a copy
of this issue of The Register, unaddressed, right on their doorstep inside their condominium on March 15, two days after
he died on March 13, 2017. This ensured that they did not miss his Visitation and Funeral. They felt honoured and that
they had somehow received a personal invitation with all the arrangements and details. They do not know any Catholic
neighbours who delivered this paper. They were touched and felt it was even miraculous, since Msgr. Foy would have
wanted them to attend his funeral and they could have missed it.
At his Visitation, they led the Rosary and prayers of the Legion of Mary. Years ago, they presented an award to Msgr.
Foy as the "Most Conscientious Spiritual Director of the Legion of Mary Ever". Msgr. did not miss a single one of their
weekly meetings. Each week, he went there with a well-prepared and inspiring five-minute allocution/homily.
Daily they recite the Legion of Mary prayers which conclude with: "So that the battle of life over, our Legion of Mary will
reassemble without the loss of anyone in the Kingdom of Thy Love and glory. Amen." Msgr. Foy knew how to reach out
to those who were suffering or persecuted, especially with correspondence, postcards, and letters, which encouraged
others to keep the Faith and not to lose hope.
They prayed to Msgr. Foy asking him to help them find a parking spot on a busy street for the packed Funeral Mass. He
provided a perfect one, right on the corner, just across the street from the church. (Incidentally, the pastor of the parish
where the funeral was held was a member and vice-president in Msgr. Foy's Legion of Mary Praesidium as a young man).
At his burial, as his casket was being lowered into the ground, these friends exclaimed: "Semper Fidelis" - Msgr. Foy was
ever faithful. They plan to return to pray at his gravesite, as do others, at St. Augustine's Seminary, Queen of the Clergy
Cemetery, 2661 Kingston Road, Scarborough (between Brimley Rd. and Midland Ave.). Msgr. Foy's Grave # 261 is in a
select place - right in front of the statue of the Blessed Mother.
We were so pleased that His Eminence went the extra miles and remained with Msgr. and us for the burial and that the
seminarians also attended the solemn burial ceremony, officiated by Oratorian Fr. David Roche. A young deacon
seminarian and others were given the honour of helping to carry his casket at the gravesite, as pallbearers. The yoke of
the blue cloth casket was very light - Msgr. Foy kept himself fit through the discipline of peddling his wheelchair around
using his feet and through exercise.
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If anyone obtains miracles through the intercession of Msgr. Foy, we encourage and invite you to document and submit
them through this website. (Note: a computer just got safely recovered after a prayer to Msgr. Foy).
Msgr. Foy's life alone and the humility of it, given all the gifts that he had, and with his unassuming example, speaks for
itself.
Here is the article that arrived inside their condominium right at their doorstep:
Msgr. Vincent Foy, longest-serving priest in Toronto Archdiocese, dies at 101
TORONTO – The oldest and longest serving priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto has died. In his 78th year
of priesthood, 101-year-old Msgr. Vincent Foy was proud of his longevity, his loyalty and his defence of Catholic teaching.
In a Catholic Register article last December, Msgr. Foy, who died Mar. 13, wrote about being “perched on the precipice of
eternity” as he recounted his long career.
In addition to being the longest ordained and the oldest diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto, he
found that only one other diocesan priest in Canadian history had served longer, a Fr. Roger Duval of Quebec City who
served 78.5 years.
Worldwide, his research found only four priests, two of whom were still living, who spent more than 78 years in diocesan
priestly ministry.
“Msgr. Foy inspired us by his fidelity and personal witness, serving the Lord and all those he encountered most
generously,” said Toronto Cardinal Thomas Collins. “As a prayerful shepherd, champion of life issues and witness of
loving service to others, may his legacy live on for years to come.”
Msgr. Foy served as a Eucharistic minister at two papal funerals, those of Pope Paul VI in 1978 and Pope John Paul I
later that same year. He also served at the first Mass of Pope John Paul II.
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When Msgr. Foy was ordained by Cardinal James McGuigan June 3, 1939 he fulfilled a promise he had made as a
seven-year-old boy. In 1922 his mother was close to death and young Foy promised God that if she survived he would do
all he could to become a priest. She lived.
Doing all he could became Msgr. Foy’s lifelong touchstone.
After graduating from St. Augustine’s Seminary in 1939, he was sent to study canon law at Laval University. Armed with a
doctorate in canon law, he was immediately useful to the archdiocese as vice chancellor and secretary to the Toronto
Archdiocesan Matrimonial Tribunal. When the tribunal became the Toronto Regional Marriage Tribunal he became
defender of the bond and judge.
In 1957, at the age of 42, Pope Pius XII named Msgr. Foy a Prelate of Honour, earning him the title of Monsignor.
When Cardinal Paul-Emile Leger convoked the first meeting of the Canadian Canon Law Society in 1965, Msgr. Foy was
among the founders.
But Msgr. Foy’s long priestly career was not confined to canon law. He was for years the part-time director of catechetics
for the archdiocese. In 1966 he became pastor of the parish he was born in, St. John’s in Toronto’s Beach
neighbourhood. In the 1970s he was pastor first of Holy Martyrs of Japan in Bradford then of St. Patrick’s in Phelpston.
He retired in 1979, but in 38 years of retirement Msgr. Foy was never idle. His dedication to the pro-life movement was
constant and he campaigned furiously against the 1968 Winnipeg Statement, in which the Canadian Conference of
Catholic Bishops had urged Catholics to read Humanae Vitae carefully and make their decisions about contraception
according to their conscience.
His insistent and unrelenting pro-life preaching and writing saw Msgr. Foy named Pro-Life Man of the Year and inspired a
30- minute documentary on his life by EWTN in the United States.
After the celebration of the 75th anniversary of his ordination in 2014, Msgr. Foy recalled the significance of his rosary in
his life.
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“I had my rosary blessed by Pope Paul VI and served as Eucharistic minister at his funeral,” he wrote. “Just before the coffin
was closed, I touched my rosary to his hand. I had my rosary blessed by Pope John Paul I and again touched it to his hand when
I served as Eucharistic minister at his funeral. I served at the first Mass of Pope John Paul II and my rosary was blessed by him.
I hope to be buried with that rosary... something tells me I should pack my bags.”
Visitation for Msgr. Foy will be held at Holy Family Parish, 1372 King St. W., March 17, 2 p.m. to 9 p.m. His Funeral Mass will be
celebrated in Latin according to the extraordinary form at Holy Family, 11:30 a.m., March 18
Obituary of Rev. Msgr. Vincent Nicholas Foy
(Retired Monsignor of the Roman Catholic Archdiocese of Toronto)
Monsignor went home to God on March 13, 2017 at over 101.5 years of age, having celebrated over 77 years and 9
months of priestly ordination.
He is the longest ordained English-speaking diocesan priest in the history of the Church in Canada and the longest
ordained and oldest diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto. Worldwide, we found only four diocesan
priests who have served longer.
Msgr. was born on August 14, 1915. Son of the late Edward B. and Josephine W. (Schnitzler). Beloved brother of
Shirley. Predeceased by siblings Edward (Lenore), Jack (Marjorie), Mary, Frank (Ruth), Doreen RN and James (Pauline).
He will be sadly missed by his nieces, nephews and his many friends.
Msgr. entered St. Augustine’s Seminary in 1933 and was ordained on June 3, 1939. He obtained a doctorate in Canon
Law from Laval University in Quebec City.
Msgr. held the following positions in the Archdiocese of Toronto: Vice Chancellor of Spiritual Affairs, Toronto Marriage
Tribunal (Secretary, Defender of the Bond, Head), Toronto Regional Marriage Tribunal (Presiding Judge), Director of
Catechetics, and Chaplain of various groups. Considering his outstanding service to the Church the Holy Father, Pope
Pius XII bestowed the title of Domestic Prelate in 1957.
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In 1966-1973 he was the pastor of St. John’s Church, Toronto, the parish of his Baptism. He was also Pastor of Holy
Martyrs of Japan Church, Bradford and St. Patrick’s Church, Phelpston. Upon “retirement” Monsignor continued his
priestly ministry selflessly to serve the people of God and also focused on his writing. He has written many articles and
books.
Msgr. was an avid traveler, photographer, storyteller, postcard collector and hobby magician.
Many thanks to the Archdiocese of Toronto, the staff of the Houses of Providence, family and friends.
Msgr. hoped to be remembered for his fidelity: “Fidelity to the Church and to the teachings of the Church… and trying to
live that fidelity. We must stay with Peter. Living the truth means that we are living with Love and in Love.”
Visitation at Holy Family Church, 1372 King St. West, Toronto on Friday, March 17, 2017 from 2-9pm. Funeral Mass on
Saturday, March 18, 2017 at 11:30 am, followed by a reception in the church hall. Interment at Queen of Clergy Cemetery
– St. Augustine’s Seminary, 2661 Kingston Road, Scarborough.
In lieu of flowers, prayers or Masses may be offered or donations may be made to a pro-life organization.
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Tribute by Lianne Laurence (reprinted with permission)
Msgr. Vincent Foy: the 101-year-old priest who refused to be silent about betrayals in the Church
TORONTO, March 14, 2017 (LifeSiteNews) — Canadian Catholics are mourning the loss of one of the local Church’s
most ardent defenders of life. Monsignor Vincent Foy, who died March 13 from natural causes at age 101, is remembered
especially for his decades-long battle to promote the Church’s authentic teaching on procreation.
A canon lawyer and priest of the Archdiocese of Toronto for 78 years, Msgr. Foy was “an inveterate defender of the
sacredness of all human life, especially that of unborn babies,” said Basilian Father Alphonse de Valk, former editor of
The Interim and founding editor of Catholic Insight Magazine.
“His greatest and most courageous contribution to Canada’s pro-life cause came when he decided that he could no longer
be silent about the betrayal by a large majority of Canada’s bishops” of the Church’s teaching on contraception, Fr. de
Valk told LifeSiteNews.
That betrayal came in the form of the Canadian Conference of Catholic Bishops’ 1968 Winnipeg Statement, released two
months after Pope Paul VI published Humanae Vitae in July 1968, which reaffirmed Catholic teaching that contraception
is intrinsically evil.
In the Winnipeg Statement, the bishops “contradicted and opposed” Humanae Vitae, “virtually nullifying the encyclical in
large part in North America and elsewhere,” said Fr. de Valk. The “bishops fell into the trap of moral relativism,” Msgr. Foy
wrote in Tragedy at Winnipeg, his major critique of the document first published in Challenge Magazine in 1988.
It gives a play-by-play account of the lead-up to and fallout from the Statement’s publication on September 27, 1968,
which Foy described as “the saddest day in the history of the Catholic Church in Canada.”
The Statement’s Paragraph 26 tells Catholics if they sincerely try but cannot follow Church teaching in this matter,
“whoever chooses that course which seems right to him does so in good conscience.”
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Msgr. Foy was unflagging in his opposition to the Winnipeg Statement, even though “he often seemed like a lone voice”
speaking out against it, “with many Canadian Catholics welcoming the document,” noted a 2014 LifeSiteNews article.
“Despite advice that he was wasting his time, reprint after reprint appeared, article after article continued to savage
contraception,” de Valk told LifeSiteNews.
‘A hero in every sense of the word’
“Monsignor Foy was a hero in every sense of the word,” noted John-Henry Westen, co-founder and editor-in-chief of
LifeSiteNews. “He battled on the most difficult field, against his own confreres in the hierarchy who refused to remain true
to the teaching of the Church on the intrinsic evil of contraception.” “Through his writings and clarity he likely saved
countless souls,” added Westen. “Not only of those Catholics who would otherwise have been led astray into a false
vision of their warped consciences as supreme arbiter, but also the souls of clergy who would otherwise have misled
many of the faithful resulting in their own damnation.”
“He was solid as a rock,” echoed Jim Hughes, president of Campaign Life Coalition, who knew Msgr. Foy for 50 years.
Msgr. Foy will be remembered for “his constant faithful leadership over the years,” said Hughes.
“He was a great supporter, he was a great son of the Church.” “Whenever a dicey point came up, I’d say, ‘Well, pass it by
Msgr. Foy first, talk to Msgr. Foy, and let me hear what he has to say’.”
“The archdiocese of Toronto mourns the death of Msgr. Vincent Foy, the longest-serving priest in the history of our
archdiocese,” said Toronto’s Cardinal Thomas Collins in a March 14 tweet. “As a prayerful shepherd, champion of life
issues and witness to the loving service to others, may his legacy live on for years to come,” wrote the cardinal. “We give
thanks to God for the incredible journey of Msgr. Foy.”
We mourn the death of Msgr. Vincent Foy, the longest serving priest in the history of our archdiocese
https://t.co/BiilGdNDb8 #catholicTO pic.twitter.com/VjU2zcPPDq
— Archdiocese of TO (@archtoronto) March 14, 2017
—
‘Saying Mass is my greatest joy’
Msgr. Foy was born in Toronto on August 14, 1915, the second of eight children. As a young boy, he promised God that
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he would try and become a priest if God healed his mother of double pneumonia, according to a 2015 article by Marlena
Loughheed on the archdiocesan website.
His mother recovered and Vincent kept his word, going on to be ordained a Catholic priest on June 3, 1939 at age 24. He
earned a doctorate in canon law from Laval University, and in 1942, was appointed Vice-Chancellor of the Archdiocese of
Toronto and Secretary of the Toronto Archdiocesan Matrimonial Tribunal, according to a biography on his website. In
1947, he was named the Secretary of the new Toronto Regional Tribunal, which he served later as Defender of the Bond
and Judge. Msgr. Foy also “ministered to orphans and pastored several parishes,” wrote Loughheed. Those included St.
John’s in Toronto’s Beaches neighbourhood, where he was born, as well as Holy Martyrs of Japan in Bradford, then of St.
Patrick’s in Phelpston.
Msgr. Foy was part-time director of catechetics for the archdiocese for many years, and in 1957 when he was 42 years
old, Pope Pius XII named him Prelate of Honour and gave him the title of monsignor.
Msgr. Foy was also a founder and honorary member of the Canadian Canon Law Society, involved in the Fellowship of
Catholic Scholars, lived in Rome for a year
in an advocacy capacity, and was chaplain of the Legion of Mary.
He recalled his love for the Rosary at his 75th ordination anniversary, according to the Catholic Register. “I had my rosary
blessed by Pope Paul VI and served as Eucharistic minister at his funeral,” he wrote. “Just before the coffin was closed, I
touched my rosary to his hand. I had my rosary blessed by Pope John Paul I and again touched it to his hand when I
served as Eucharistic minister at his funeral. I served at the first Mass of Pope John Paul II and my rosary was blessed by
him. I hope to be buried with that rosary… something tells me I should pack my bags.”
He retired in 1979, giving him time to go full tilt on exposing the Winnipeg Statement and on his pro-life evangelization.
For these efforts he earned “a papal commendation,” according to his website. In 2014, American Catholic network EWTN
named him Pro-Life Man of the Year, and commissioned a documentary on his life, produced by Dunn Media with the
help of Niagara Region Right to Life.
Msgr. Foy in 1957 when he was made Prelate of Honour by Pope Pius XII
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He lived his last seven years at the Catholic Cardinal Ambrozic Houses of Providence. The only priest in the history of the
Toronto archdiocese to reach 75 years of ordination, he
marked that milestone in June 2014 with Mass celebrated by Cardinal Collins.
Above all else, observed CLC’s Hughes, Msgr. Foy was a faithful priest. “He deserves whatever accolades come his
way,” Hughes told LifeSiteNews. “But he would deflect them all because he was only doing what he was ordained to do.”
Or, as Msgr. Foy put it himself to Marlena Lougheed: “Saying Mass is my greatest joy.”
Visitation for Msgr. Foy will be held at Holy Family Parish, 1372 King St. W., March 17, 2 p.m. to 9 p.m. His Funeral Mass
will be a Traditional Latin Mass at Holy Family Parish on March 18 at 11:30 a.m.
Visitation of Msgr. Foy on March 17, 2017
Those that had the privilege of knowing Msgr. Foy are witnesses to his saintliness. He lived out heroic charity, had holy
and true brilliance and real common sense. He had the grace to accept and to remain ever in harmony with God and His
Will. We saw that he practised prudence, humility and all of the virtues. We were fortified and amazed as
we experienced and were blessed through his pastoral and mystical gifts, insights and words of wisdom. He did things
with Love, very well and carefully. This man was a true priest and Christian.
About a week before he died, Msgr. Foy had not yet been informed by his physician that he would soon be called
Home. In his 102nd year, even with his severe insomnia and a heavy cross of other ailments, his mind was sharp and
clear. He began having great difficulty breathing, and therefore, talking; yet he managed to utter something sweet, in his
usual gentle and delightful manner and tone, about St. Patrick’s day.
With hindsight, this seemed like a prophetic hint that something special would be happening on that day. We felt it was a
confirmation when we were later told that the date set for his Visitation would be March 17, the Feast of St. Patrick. Foy is
an Irish family name and this was a fitting day for an Irish wake. Msgr.'s mother, Josephine Schnitzler, was of German
descent.
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Since he is a priest, the Visitation was held at Holy Family Church, 1372 King St. West, Toronto, ON, from 2-9pm, instead
of at the Funeral Home. We were so pleased with and recommend Paul O'Connor Funeral Home. Paul O'Connor himself,
his wife Margaret and family took excellent care of this special priest's funeral. It is a Foy family tradition to make
arrangements with them.
The Visitation began with a ceremony officiated by Oratorian and pastor of Holy Family church, Fr. Martin Hilbert, who
when he was a younger man, was Vice-President of the Legion of Mary Praesidium that Msgr. Foy was once director of.
A beautiful cross-shaped wreath of flowers was placed at the foot of the open casket and a vase of red and white roses
was positioned at the head. These were lovely surprise donation from the sacristan - a very kind and generous gesture
indeed. Six tall candlesticks were carefully set and burned brightly around his casket.
Throughout the Visitation, a reception took place in the church hall run by the parish's ladies' auxiliary and volunteers. On
the parish hall video screen, a projector played a 1.5 hour DVD with a collection of photos and memories of Msgr. Foy's
life set to music.
At 5:30pm, the usual parish Mass took place. Msgr. Foy's casket was closed and reopened after Mass. Prayers were
then led by a group of Legion of Mary members and friends, including the full Rosary, Chaplet of Divine Mercy and hymns
such as "Godhead here in Hiding Whom I do Adore". At 7:30pm, Fr. David Roche led the Stations of the Cross with
singing.
“Jesus waits for us in this Sacrament of Love. Let us be generous with our time in going to meet Him in Adoration and
contemplation that is full of faith and ready to make reparation for the great faults and crimes of the world” (Dominicae
Cenae).
During the Visitation, we were delighted and it was a tremendous grace to have Exposition and Benediction of the
Blessed Sacrament - the Real Presence of Christ in the Monstrance was made known and filled the church. By taking
Jesus out of the Tabernacle for adoration, we were able to experience the Presence of Christ in a powerful and special
way.
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Prayers continued until 9pm, including the Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary, the singing of the Salve Regina and "Holy
God We Praise Thy Name". The casket was closed and a lovely black cloth pall with a cross on it and a scarlet vestment
were respectfully draped over Msgr. Foy's casket for the Funeral Mass. His body was allowed to rest safely overnight
before the Blessed Sacrament in the Tabernacle at Holy Family church.
Paul O'Connor Funeral Home staff and the Oratorians of Holy Family parish and their staff and volunteers worked
tirelessly to make sure everything went smoothly. It was a great relief and consolation to have such prayerful, attentive,
efficient and loving care. All went the extra mile to give Msgr. Foy a beautiful, holy and reverent Visitation.
Many visitors signed the Guestbook with Condolences in the narthex of the church. Thanks to so many who gave such
heartwarming thoughtful and sincere condolences by phone, email, cards and in person.
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Homily at Funeral of Msgr. Foy, March 18, 2017
Many thanks to His Eminence Cardinal Thomas Collins for being the homilist at Msgr. Foy's funeral and for posting his
homily. People were asking for a copy of the homily and we are pleased to see that it was made available
online. Wonderful!
In his homily, the Cardinal shared that: "There is a sign in many sacristies: 'Priest of God, celebrate this Mass as if it were
your first Mass, as if it were your last Mass, as if it were your only Mass.'"
He then extended an invitation to all of us to keep "a figurative sign in our minds: 'Christian, live this day as if it were your
first day, as if it were your last day, as if it were your only day.' We need to be attentive each day, ready to meet the Lord,
and seeking to dispel the illusions that lead us to disaster, and hold fast to the path that leads us home to our heavenly
Father."
Here is His Eminence's full homily:
https://www.archtoronto.org/media-centre/news-archive/chancery-news/homily-at-funeral-of-msgr-vincent-foy-ph
Archdiocese of Toronto Homily at Funeral of Msgr. Foy
Monday, March 20, 2017
Cardinal Thomas Collins provided the homily during the funeral Mass of Monsignor Vincent Foy, P.H. on March 18, 7.
Msgr. Foy was 101 years old and in his 78th year of the priesthood.
From Shadows and Illusion into Truth
Cardinal Newman, who like Monsignor Foy lived a long life, though not as long as that of Monsignor Foy, chose as his
epitaph the words "ex umbris et imaginibus in veritatem", which the great Newman scholar, Fr. Ian Ker translates as "out
of unreality into Reality." Whether by earthly standards our life be long or short, death comes to us all; it dispels illusion,
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and compels us to face reality: certainly the fact of our mortality, which we too often are tempted to ignore, so full are we
of fear, but also the reality of the providence of God, who is our loving creator and our judge, the source of our hope.
Samuel Johnson remarked that the prospect of imminent death concentrates the mind wonderfully, and that is true; we
rush heedlessly through our brief experience of earthly life with scattered minds, bewitched by so many illusions. The
prospect of our own death certainly brings us up short, and shocks us into recognizing our foolishness, our failure so often
to distinguish reality from illusion. But that is true whenever we confront the hard fact of death, even the death of one who
has lived a long life, by human standards, and has lived it well. The fact of death forces us to stop, and to be attentive to
what is real, to what truly matters in life. The prospect of death does indeed concentrate the mind. If we are to navigate
through this treacherous world we need concentrated minds.
Through the light of our Christian faith we can see the reality of God's providence that is hidden from the person without
faith. That providence is reality, not illusion, as is the promise of the resurrection that is part of it.
In today's reading from the First Letter of St Paul to the Thessalonians, the earliest writing in the New Testament, written
only about twenty years after the resurrection of Jesus, the Thessalonians and we also are comforted and given hope
through the assurance that when we die in Christ we will experience the power of his resurrection: "We would not have
you ignorant concerning those who are asleep, lest you should grieve, even as others who have no hope. For if we
believe that Jesus died and rose again, so with Him God will bring those also who have fallen asleep through Jesus." We
all grieve at the death of one we love, as Jesus himself mourned the death of his friend Lazarus; grief is an inescapable
part of the human condition, for we suffer the pain of loss when the earthly bond of fellowship with those we love is broken
through death. That human sorrow is real, and no illusion.
But our hope and consolation comes from the fact that when we die in Christ we will rise in Christ. There is no foundation
for optimism in the face of death or of life, for that matter, for optimism is based on the illusion that all is well from a human
perspective, and that is simply unreal: all is not well. But the knowledge of reality that comes from faith is the foundation
for hope, and it is hope which consoles us as we mourn the death on one we love. True consolation can come only from
what is real.
The Gospel today is taken from the account of the death of Lazarus, and the great miracle by which Jesus brought him
back to earthly life, for a time. That astounded the onlookers, but all it meant was that Lazarus eventually had two
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funerals. The raising of Lazarus, like all the miracles of Jesus, was a sign that pointed far beyond itself to a deeper reality.
The hope which Jesus offers in his dialogue with Martha is much more than a promise that her brother will be brought
back to earthly life for a few more years, which was what she was asking for. Instead, Jesus tells her, and tells us: "I am
the Resurrection and the Life; he who believes in me, even though he die, shall live; and whoever lives and believes in
Me, shall never die." In this world, death comes to us all, as it came to Jesus Himself; the reality that gives us hope is not
an extension of life here, but the sharing in his resurrection, beyond the scope of this earthly world, in the home of the
heavenly Father, which through Jesus is our home as well. Ever since the earliest disciples first experienced the presence
of the Risen Lord in the days before he ascended to the Father, it has been clear that the Resurrection, which we are now
preparing during Lent to celebrate liturgically, is the rock solid foundation for our hope, based on our faith in Our Risen
Saviour: "I am the Resurrection and the Life; he who believes in me, even though he die, shall live; and whoever lives and
believes in Me, shall never die."
The prospect of death, our own or that of one we love, forces us to shed our illusions and to be attentive to reality. We see
our mortality in the context of divine providence and the glory of the resurrection, and we are consoled with hope; but we
also recognize our need to repent of our sins, and so are challenged to come to conversion. St Paul writes to the
Thessalonians: "For the Lord himself will cry a command, with the voice of an Archangel, and with trumpet of God, shall
descend from heaven, and the dead in Christ will rise up first." He is describing the sharing in the resurrection by those
who have died in Christ, but he is also describing the last judgment. So at a Christian funeral, we pray for the repose of
the soul of the one who has died, and for the forgiveness of his sins. St Theresa of Avila famously rejected the praise of
those who sought to declare her a saint while she was alive, saying: "But if you call me a saint, no one will pray for me
when I am dead." And so we pray for Monsignor Foy, that great and faithful priest, as he would surely ask us to.
But we also realize that we will face judgment ourselves, from our Loving Saviour, who calls us to account for our use of
the time, long or short, which God entrusted to us for our journey through this vale of tears. Even a hundred years is a
mere moment in the divine perspective of eternity, and most of us will live a lot shorter life than that. We realize especially
at a Christian funeral, as also during every Lent, that we must make good use of the very limited time we are given to
prepare to meet the Lord, and to respond to his first evangelical message: "Repent, for the kingdom of God is near at
hand." There is an urgency in the call to repentance, and we are given a salutary reminder of that when we reflect on the
inescapable fact of death. Very few people live as long as Monsignor Foy, and he was quite conscious with an
understandable human satisfaction of the fact that he was indeed rare in having been a priest so long. But I remember a
few years ago visiting him at Providence, and he cheerfully remarked, "I'm on the way out, you know." I recall my bishop,
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Bishop Paul Reding, who died of cancer at the relatively young age of 58, still able to do confirmations for several months
after the diagnosis. A little boy said to him "Are you the bishop who is dying?" He replied: "Yes, but I think we all are." So
we need to be attentive, each day, to the urgent need to prepare for our death by a life lived with fidelity and repentance.
There is a sign in many sacristies: "Priest of God, celebrate this Mass as if it were your first Mass, as if it were your last
Mass, as if it were your only Mass." We could all have at least a figurative sign in our minds: "Christian, live this day as if it
were your first day, as if it were your last day, as if it were your only day." We need to be attentive each day, ready to
meet the Lord, and seeking to dispel the illusions that lead us to disaster, and hold fast to the path that leads us home to
our heavenly Father. If we are to journey through unreality to Reality, we need to know which is which.
This is where Monsignor Foy made a priceless contribution to our life in Christ, for he insisted passionately and
persistently decade after decade that our navigation system through the pitfalls of this world, that is, our conscience, must
be grounded on objective reality and not on subjective sentiment, so prone to illusion. In the late 1960's that insistence on
the formation of conscience according to objective reality in light of the Word of God, the living faith of the Church, and
natural law was surely needed. But it is needed far more in these days.
This insistence on objective reality as the norm which guides and challenges our subjective desires and perceptions is
essential to our life in Christ, and indeed to any human life lived well, for if we are blown about by our subjective impulses
and take them as our norm of behaviour, then we return to the sin of our first parents, and make the human will a false
god. There is nothing harsh or lacking in compassion in insisting that we be guided by objective norms external to our
subjective will, though because of our ego we will always struggle in becoming what God calls us to be, but God's grace
triumphs over human frailty and hardness of heart. It is a matter of being lovingly attentive to human weakness, and
always proposing and not imposing the call of the Gospel. But we must not let sentiment, which is compassion's false
twin, subvert the call to conversion. As Monsignor told me forty years ago "suaviter in modo, firmiter in re", or, in the spirit
of St Francis de Sales, clarity and charity. They are not opposed to one another.
We celebrate this requiem Mass for a great priest, a faithful servant of Jesus, who through a long life well lived always
was true to the commitment he made on the day of his ordination, and indeed which his parents and godparents made on
the day of his baptism. Over his 78 years of priestly ministry he celebrated Mass more than any priest of this diocese has
done, and each time he, like each of us at every Mass, was joined to the suffering, death, and resurrection of Jesus. Each
Mass is a preparation for the hour of our death, for in each Mass we encounter the Risen Lord. When we meet him at
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death, as Monsignor Foy has met him now, he will be no stranger, for we have grown to know and love him in the
Eucharistic sacrifice.
We pray for the repose of the soul of Monsignor Foy, a great and holy priest of Jesus Christ: Eternal rest grant unto him,
O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon him.
May his soul, and the souls of all of the faithful departed, through the mercy of God, rest in peace. Amen

Rev. Msgr. Foy’s Requiem Mass
This is a video of Msgr. Vincent Foy's Funeral Mass on March 18, 2017 at the Church of the Holy Family in Toronto, ON,
Canada.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wAmtC94vqFw and at www.msgrfoy.com
It was produced in high resolution with a wider view. This public closer-up version has been intentionally reduced to a
lower resolution to blur everyone’s' images.
Celebrant: Very Rev. Father Jonathan Robinson
Organist and choirmaster: Philip Fournier
Peccantem me (English translation)
I who sin every day
and am not penitent
the fear of death troubles me:
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Responsum
For in hell there is no redemption.
Have mercy upon me, O God, and save me.
Versus
God, in Thy name save me,
and in Thy virtue set me free.
In Paradisum
In paradisum deducant te Angeli; in tuo adventu suscipiant te martyres, et perducant te in civitatem sanctam Ierusalem.
Chorus angelorum te suscipiat, et cum Lazaro quondam paupere æternam habeas requiem.
"May the angels lead you into paradise; may the martyrs receive you at your arrival and lead you to the holy city
Jerusalem. May choirs of angels receive you and with Lazarus, once (a) poor (man), may you have eternal rest."
Amen.
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Msgr. Foy’s Burial Ceremony

Here are some videos from Msgr. Vincent Foy's solemn burial ceremony on a windy afternoon on March 18, 2017:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i6mlA82JmQg
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4CmJ4uZ6GSE
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sXtrJPrKXbo
At his burial, as his casket was being lowered into the ground, a friend exclaimed: "Semper Fidelis" - Msgr. Foy was ever
faithful. Friends are welcome to return to pray at his gravesite, at St. Augustine's Seminary, Queen of the Clergy
Cemetery, 2661 Kingston Road, Scarborough (between Brimley Rd. and Midland Ave.). His grave # 261 is in a select
place - right beside the statue of the Blessed Mother.
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His bronze gravesite marker has a Chalice in the central place of honour.
We were so pleased that His Eminence went the extra miles in the harsh winter storm and remained with Msgr. and us for
the burial and that the seminarians also attended. A young seminarian and others were given the extra honour of helping
to carry his casket at the gravesite, as pallbearers. The yoke of the blue cloth casket was very light - he kept himself fit
through the discipline of peddling his wheelchair around using his feet and through exercise.
A Catholic doctoral scholar and advocate who knew him well and prayed prayers for the dying, including the Rosary and
Chaplet of Divine Mercy, with Msgr. Foy near his passing, says that "Msgr. Foy is not recognized yet as a Saint by the
Church. However, those who knew him can be confident that he is recognized as a saint in Heaven. I am sure he is
helping us. Ask him to help you..."
If anyone obtains miracles through the intercession of Msgr. Foy, we encourage and invite you to document and submit
them through this website. He cared diligently for souls in life and we can trust that he is remembering us now.
May the good Lord inspire ways that we can honour this heroic priest. For example, any future Catholic school would be
blessed if they had the privilege and were fortunate enough to be named after Monsignor Vincent Foy.
"And the peace of God, which surpasseth all understanding, keep your hearts and minds in Christ Jesus." (Phil 4:7)
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Exposition and Benediction at Visitation of Msgr. Vincent Foy, March 17, 2017
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All Glory and Honour to God
Below are some parting words from Msgr. Foy that he wanted distributed upon his passing:
Since I have received compliments for fidelity to the Church, a Catholic lawyer friend suggested that I publish something
on this topic, which he researched and helped to prepare.
In the introduction to the book published in 2012, “A Spiritual Autobiography” by Servant of God Fr. John Hardon (19142000), internationally renowned theologian and adviser to His Holiness Pope John Paul II, wrote: “If there is one
autobiography that has deeply shaped my life, it has been the story of St. Augustine. He credits himself only with the
commission of his sins. He credits God with whatever good he has done.”
There is merit in cooperating with God’s grace and we do earn that. Just look at the saints. God rewards the good and
punishes the wicked.
Who am I and why am I here?
“God made us. God is the Supreme Being Who made all things. God made us to show forth His Goodness, and to share
with us His everlasting happiness in Heaven. To gain the happiness of Heaven we must know, love, and serve God in this
world. We learn to know, love, and serve God from Jesus Christ, the Son of God, Who teaches us through the Catholic
Church” (New Saint Joseph Baltimore Catechism).
All honour and glory belong to Almighty God: “I am nothing”.
Father John Hardon refers to the Spiritual Exercises of Saint Ignatius of Loyola and states: “God keeps us in existence by
the same Almighty Love that brought us out of nothing into being in the first place. And this is something we cannot too
often reflect on – our nothingness. And the great Doctor of the Church, ‘the great theologian of nothingness,’ as he has
been called, is Saint John of the Cross. Oh, how deeply he realized that except for the loving omnipotence of God, we
would be what we were before we became what we are, and that is nothing.”
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Dom Lorenzo Scupoli wrote: “The Evil One even uses virtue to tempt us to sin, inflating our egos with exaggerated selfesteem and complacency to the point where we succumb to vainglory. Thus, we must be ceaselessly vigilant, cognizant
of our own nothingness, our sinfulness, our appalling inadequacy, and ever mindful that we deserve nothing but eternal
perdition. Let this remembrance be to us as a sword with which we defend ourselves from the insidious attacks of
presumption and vanity; and let us fight with the vigour of a man struggling for his very life. Unquestionably, therefore,
those things which we truly merit of our own power are scarcely worthy of self-esteem, let alone the esteem of others. For
our glories can be traced to Heaven, but our sinfulness can be traced to ourselves”.
I am a sinner, trying to avoid sinning.
“For if any man think himself to be something, whereas he is nothing, he deceiveth himself” (Gal 6:3).
“Unless the Lord build a house, they labour in vain that build it” (Ps 126).
“For it is God Who worketh in you both to will and to accomplish, according to the good-will” (Phil 2:13).
“Not that we are sufficient to think anything of ourselves, as of ourselves; but our sufficiency is from God” (2Cor 3:5).
“It is God alone Who gives us strength, light and Grace. I am far from giving a part only to God, and a part to myself. It all
exclusively belongs to Him” (Saint John Chrysostom).
“Saint Paul lays down the general principle that of our natural strength and ability we are not able even to think, much less
to wish or to do, anything supernaturally good and meritorious of life eternal. The beginning, as well as the completion, of
each and every salutary act requires the Grace of God” (A Commentary On The New Testament, Washington, D.C.:
1942, pp. 488-489).
“For it is incontestable that the respect men pay you, and the good for which they honour you, are due to God. You rob
Him, therefore, of all the merit, which you appropriate to yourself. Can any servant be more unfaithful than one who steals
his Master’s glory?” (Venerable Louis of Granada)
Give all honour and glory to Almighty God.
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“And upon a day appointed, Herod, arrayed in royal apparel, sat on the judgment-seat and made an oration to them. And
the people with acclamations cried out: It is the voice of a god, and not of a man. And forthwith an Angel of the Lord struck
him, because he had not given honour to God: and eaten up by worms he expired” (Acts of Apostles 12: 21-23).
The humility of Our Lord Jesus:
Let us imitate the good example of Jesus Christ, our leader Who said “I can do nothing of myself.” (John 5:30); “I do
nothing of myself.” (John 8:28); and “If I glory Myself, My glory is nothing; it is My Father that glorifieth Me” (John 8:54).
“Attribute nothing of good to ourselves”.
The Little Flower, doctor of the Church, counsels us: “‘A soul is not holy, the Saint explained, just because Our Lord uses
it as an instrument.’ ...We should try to grasp this truth,’ she added, ‘and attribute nothing of good to ourselves. No one
actually possesses the virtues he practices, so let everything redound to the glory of God.’ ...She never tired of repeating,
‘God has need of no one, so let us not take foolish pride in the thought that He decides to make use of us at times.’” –
Sister Genevieve of the Holy Face (My Sister Saint Therese (Rockford, Illinois: Tan Books and Publishers, Inc., 1997, pp.
204-205).
We obtain everything through the Blessed Virgin Mary.
How fortunate are we to have the Blessed Virgin Mary as our Spiritual Mother.
His Holiness Pope Pius IX proclaimed on February 2, 1849, in Ubi primum, On The Immaculate Conception, what a
significant and necessary role Our Blessed Mother Mary plays in our salvation.
“Our confidence, as you know well, Venerable Brethren, is found in the Blessed Virgin Mary. For, God has committed to
Mary the Treasury of all good things, in order that everyone may know that through Her are obtained every hope, every
grace, and all salvation. For this is His Will, that we obtain everything through Mary.”
Thanksgiving
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Regarding compliments that I have received, I sincerely thank those persons who made them and redirect them all to
Almighty God. It is good to thank people and to be grateful.
I thank the Blessed Trinity, God the Father, God the Son, Our Lord Jesus Christ, and God the Holy Spirit, for creating me,
for calling me to be a priest, and for all the innumerable graces, and benefits that I received from them, through Our
Blessed Mother Mary, the Mother of Jesus Christ, and Queen of Heaven and Earth.
I also thank Almighty God that I was born into a practising Catholic Family, for my dear father, my dear mother and all my
dear brothers and sisters – for all the love, affection, support and encouragement they showered upon me, the prayers
they recited for me, the good example they gave me in their faithful saying of our daily prayers, attendance at the Holy
Sacrifice of the Mass, recitation of the daily family Rosary and the practice of other devotions of our Catholic Faith.
I also wish to thank everyone during my life that is due thanks.
In making this statement my intent is to give all honour and glory to Almighty God before I die and meet Him face to face
for the final judgment.
Amen.
Msgr. Vincent Foy, April 23, 2015
Commentary:
Besides his autobiography, Msgr. Foy wrote much about many topics including life issues, Catholic education, orthodoxy,
the Eucharist, liturgy, biographies and obituaries, and canon law.
As a brave warrior he is a leader in the battle against the infamous Winnipeg Statement, which deceived Canadian
Catholic couples seeking guidance from the Church. It did three things: It denied the sufficiency of grace. It put the private
individual conscience above doctrine without also speaking of the formation of conscience, and it encouraged sex-ed to
be taught wherever and whenever. This was a violation of the Age of Innocence as taught by John Paul II.
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As Deacon Daniel Dauvin commented upon reading this autobiography: “Monsignor Foy fought courageously to warn the
faithful of dangers. He was instrumental in getting the American bishops not to openly dissent from the Papal
encyclical On the transmission of Human Life. However, his warning fell on deaf ears among the Canadian episcopate.
They dissented along with a dozen other episcopate throughout the world.
I believe that the Monsignor's intervention, despite great opposition, was his greatest courageous and prophetic step
taken in the battle for true doctrine in the preaching of the Gospel of life. For that alone, he should be honoured. He, was
in a sense a modern-day Athanasius who went against all odds to continue fighting the good fight of the faith in Canada.”
Important Dates, Events and Accomplishments in the Life of Msgr. Vincent Foy
The purpose of publishing these autobiographical facts, is to give honour and glory to God, for the salvation of souls:
•
•

•
•

•
•
•
•
•

1832 Ireland, Birth of Nicholas Foy, birth of Msgr. Foy's grandfather, after whom he was named
Nicholas Foy came to Canada by himself as a refugee on a boat during the famine in Ireland (when he was about
12 years old). Later he brought over his brother George, who has the largest cemetery monument in Ontario,
constructed at Mount Hope cemetery. It took twenty horses to pull it up Yonge St.
1880 Canada, birth of his father, Edward Basil Foy. He died at age 86 in 1968
1885 Birth of his "mother, Josephine Walburgis Schnitzler in Ontario, Canada. Her parents were born in Canada.
They were dead by the time I was born in 1915. Her grandparents immigrated from Alsace-Lorraine (between
France and Germany)."
1886 Nicholas Foy (born 1832) died of pneumonia, lived at 28 St. Alban's Street, Msgr. Foy’s aunts were Elizabeth
and “Babe” and his uncle was John
1911 Death of Mary Foy, grandmother (widow of Nicholas Foy). Her sister was his Aunt Delphine and her brother
was my Uncle Jim
1912 "my parents Edward Foy and Josephine Schnitzler were married at St. Francis parish (originally on Queen
St.). They had 8 children."
August 14, 1915, born at home on 53 Dixon Avenue, Toronto, ON, Canada to Josephine and Edward Foy
Second oldest of eight Siblings who were named Edward, Jack, Mary, Frank, Doreen, Jimmy, and Shirley
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•
•
•
•

•
•
•
•
•
•

•
•

•
•
•
•

•
•
•

Baptized at St. John’s Church, Toronto on August 29, 1915 by Fr. Williams the first priest buried at St. Augustine's
Seminary
The Foy family moved to 40 Fulton Avenue, Toronto, 1918
Attended Holy Name Catholic Elementary School in Toronto, was top student of class, 1921-28
First Holy Communion, Holy Name Catholic Church, Toronto, 1922 Age 7. “My classmate Jack Mitchell was killed
that summer. He fell down Riverdale Park Hill and hit his head. All six pall bearers, including myself, became
priests (Jack Miller, Andy Pinfold, Armand Desaulniers, Murray Allen, and another who joined the mission society)”
Honours Matriculation, De La Salle Catholic High School in Toronto, top student of class, 1928-33
Confirmed at Holy Name Catholic Church, 1928
Augustine’s Seminary, top student of the class, 1933-39
Ordained to the diaconate one year before priesthood, June 1938
Ordained to the priesthood, June 3, 1939, age 23 (received two month age dispensation)
Note: “One of my classmates was Murray Allen, brother of Bishop Allen. We were both from Holy Name parish,
were ordained together and offered our first Masses on the same day at Holy Name parish. I offered at 10am and
he offered at 11am.”
Assistant, St. Catherine’s Church, St. Catharines Ontario, June-Sept 1939
Sent for post-graduate studies, completed three-year doctoral course in Canon Law and graduated Summa Cum
Laude (with top honours), Laval University, Quebec, 1939-42. “The courses were given in Latin and all of my
classmates spoke French.”
Assistant at Chancery Office, St. Michael’s Cathedral, Archdiocese of Toronto, Summers of 1939-42
Appointed Vice-Chancellor “in Spiritualibus”, Archdiocese of Toronto and Secretary of the Toronto Archdiocesan
Matrimonial Tribunal, 1942
Lived in residence at Blessed Sacrament parish in 1942-43 and also at St. Michael’s Palace in 1943
“Enjoyed” and suffered from poor health for much of his priesthood, contracted tuberculosis, became legally blind in
one eye, had cataracts, lost partial hearing due to a viral infection, got hypothyroidism and underwent a botched
tonsillectomy which led to frequent choking attacks.
On sick leave recovering from tuberculosis with a collapsed lung in the hospital in Hamilton, Ontario and San
Gabriels, New York, 1944-46
Resided at St. Michael’s Cathedral, Toronto, 1946-66
Named the Secretary of the new Toronto Regional Matrimonal Tribunal (which covered the formal cases of the
dioceses of Toronto, Hamilton, Peterborough, Sault Ste-Marie, London and Kingston), 1947
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•
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•
•
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•

•
•
•

•
•
•
•

Appointed and served as Defender of the Bond (Defensor Vinculi), 1948-53
Appointed and served as Vice Officialis (Judge), 1953-57
Named Presiding Judge (Officialis) of the Regional and Archdiocesan Tribunals for all cases, 1957-1966
Named a Domestic Prelate (Monsignor) by Pope Pius XII, Oct 15, 1957
Co-founder and honorary member of the Canadian Canon Law Society, 1965
Named and served as pastor of my natal parish of St. John’s in Toronto, 1966-1973
Served as pastor of Holy Martyrs of Japan Church in Bradford and then St. Patrick’s Church in Phelpston, 19731977
Lived in Rome in an advocacy capacity, 1977-1978
In addition to other assignments, was appointed for many years in a part-time capacity as Director of Catechetics,
Archdiocese of Toronto.
Upon “retirement” Monsignor continued his priestly ministry selflessly to serve the people of God and focused on
prayer, avid spiritual reading and study including Catholic subjects, languages, health; writing booklets, articles,
letters, and books (on pro-life and pro-family issues, orthodoxy, Catholic education & catechetics, liturgy, personal
memories, biographies, obituaries, hobbies) and doing as much pastoral work as possible as spiritual director,
confessor, advisor and preaching.
Served as chaplain for 25 years of the Pro Aliis Club. He was also chaplain of the Legion of Mary, helped religious
orders and convents, promoted Perpetual Eucharistic Adoration and was an active as a member of other groups
including the Fellowship of Catholic Scholars.
Received award for "Most Conscientious Legion of Mary Director We Have Ever Known" (50 years ordained, age
74), 1989
Continued to reside independently and to drive a car into his nineties and consistently scored 100% on written
driving test.
After attending a Call to Holiness conference in the USA and hearing Mother Angelica, Fr. John Hardon and other
orthodox Catholic speakers, he helped found and was a director of the Canadian chapter of Call to Holiness in the
1990s
Bishop Roman Danylak (Ukrainian Catholic Eparchy of Toronto) presented him with a 60th Ordination Anniversary
Papal Blessing from John Paul II, 1999
Received a Human Life International Award of Excellence that included a large replica of an unborn child, 1999
Received the Pro-life man of the year award
Original hymn “A True Priest” first written in honour of Msgr. Foy, 2004
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•

Received a “Priests for Life Meritorious Service Award in Recognition of Outstanding Service in the Pro-Life
Cause”, May 2009
Celebrated 70th Ordination Anniversary at age 93, June 3, 2009
Informed he would die within a few days, but instead chose to undergo and survived five surgeries within one
month. Spent six months in hospital recovering from life support, a tracheotomy, feeding tube, hernia repair, partial
hip replacement/repair, peritonitis, punctured colon and a colostomy. Had quite a miraculous recovery with
tracheotomy, feeding tube and MRSA virus reversals Since then, lived with a colostomy and recently had prostate
surgery, 2009-2010
Started his own website msgrfoy.com and posted a selection of his writings, 2014
On June 3, 2014, as far as we have been able to discover, became the first known diocesan priest in the history of
the Archdiocese of Toronto (and possibly Canada) ever to celebrate his 75th year of ordination to the holy
priesthood (Source: A Calendar of the Deceased Bishops, Priests, Deacons of the Archdiocese of Toronto).
On June 7, 2014, at his 75th ordination anniversary Mass and celebration, Cardinal Thomas Collins preached the
homily and presented a papal blessing and message of commendation and gratitude from the Papal Nuncio on
behalf of the Pope.
June 3, 2015 EWTN television premiere of the documentary “Msgr. Vincent Foy – Champion for Life”
On June 3, 2015 celebrated his 76th Ordination Anniversary as a diocesan priest. He became the only and first
diocesan priest to reach 76 years of ordination in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto and possibly Canada
August 14, 2015, celebrated his 100th birthday. In his 101st year of age, Monsignor Foy was the only surviving
priest of the Class of 1939 of St. Augustine’s Seminary and retains the title as the oldest and first diocesan priest to
reach 100 years of age ever in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto.
“Fearlessly articulated and defended the teachings of the Church through a time of moral and doctrinal chaos,
especially in Canada. Best known for his untiring defense of Catholic teachings on marriage and family life and
Pope Paul VI’s encyclical Humanae vitae”.
June 3, 2016 77th Ordination Anniversary
August 14, 2016 101st Birthday
March 13, 2017 Msgr. Foy went home to God during his 78th Year of the Priesthood. He is the longest ordained
English-speaking diocesan priest in the history of the Church in Canada and the longest ordained and oldest
diocesan priest in the history of the Archdiocese of Toronto. Worldwide, we found only four diocesan priests who
have served longer.
March 17, 2017 Visitation of Msgr. Foy

188

•

March 18, 2017 Solemn Requiem Mass and Burial of Msgr. Vincent Foy

A True Priest – Hymn Written in Honour of Msgr. Foy
He’s a humble scholar versed in Canon Law, many cases he’s judged.
But annulments granted few and far between, marriage vows to defend he was keen.
His mind’s razor sharp and cool as ice. He’s often asked for advice.
And he gives it wisely, prudently and more over confidentially.
He’s a voice of faith and reason, whether in or out of season.
A priest of great love, peace and joy. That’s Monsignor Vincent Foy.
He has always strongly fought against dissent. To untruth he’ll not assent.
To oppose rebellion he seems heaven sent. For this cause much energy he’s spent.
When Humanae Vitae first appeared, the Modernists planted doubt.
Even priests and nuns began to disobey, but Monsignor did it God’s way.
He’s a voice of faith and reason, whether in or out of season.
A priest of great love, peace and joy. That’s Monsignor Vincent Foy.
He has always worked assiduously and preached courageously.
But when the job is finally done, he knows how to laugh and have some fun.
Did you know he expertly does card tricks? From magic he gets his kicks.
He enjoys a joke if to be told it is fit and recounts his own with charm and wit.
When he gets to Heaven’s gate, I am certain of his fate.
He’ll hear God say: “Enter into your joy, my faithful servant Vincent Foy”.
This Hymn was written by Fr. Louis Di Rocco and is sung to the tune of The Rose of Allandale.
Audio version available at: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-XNmYYkN0rA
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Encore reprinted at request of a friend
Tragedy at Winnipeg: the Canadian Catholic Bishops' Statement on Humanae Vitae"
Preface
There is no doubt that Friday, September 27, 1968, was the saddest day in the history of the Catholic Church in Canada. That was the day when
the Canadian Bishops issued their commentary on the encyclical "Humanae Vitae". The worst fears of faithful Catholics were realized. The
bishops fell into the trap of moral relativism. In the word of a reporter, the Statement tried "to take a stand at variance with the Pope and still
remain in complete and loyal union with him".
In the present article I tried to give an objective evaluation of that tragedy which has so grievously wounded the Church in Canada. It does not tell
the whole story - that would take a large book as yet unwritten. It gives an outline, which I believe is accurate.
The article appeared first in Challenge magazine in 1988 and was reprinted by Human Life International. It was translated into French for
circulation in Quebec.
TRAGEDY AT WINNIPEG
THE CANADIAN CATHOLIC BISHOPS' STATEMENT ON
HUMANAE VITAE
By Monsignor Vincent Foy
This year should be for Canadian Catholics one of special thanksgiving. It is the twentieth anniversary of the encyclical Humanae Vitae signed by
Pope Paul VI on July 25, 1968. That document is a greater charter of life and love than any other in human history. Unfortunately, this year is also
the twentieth anniversary of the Winnipeg Statement of the Canadian Bishops. A small group, driven by a Liberal Imperative, persuaded our
Bishops to ratify a document which virtually nullified the encyclical of the Pope. It gave couples a veto over human life which God in His love had
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refused. Countless persons have been barred from existence, countless others conceived but not born because of that document. Every Canadian
Catholic living today suffers directly or indirectly from its effects. This is but an outline sketch of the genesis of what is called "The Winnipeg
Statement."
Canada Before Humanae Vitae
The Church's teaching against artificial contraception was constant and unchallenged from within until the early sixties of this century. In 1964 the
errors of Father Louis Janssens of Belgium, Father Schillebeeckx of Holland and others spread like an AIDS virus through the academic circles of
many countries, including Canada.
Typical was a book published in 1964 by Herder and Herder called Contraception and Holiness. It was presented as "a balanced and perceptive
declaration of Christian dissent." Among the contributors were three professors of St. Michael's College in Toronto: Gregory Baum, O.S.A., Stanley
Kutz, C.S.B., and Leslie Dewart.
Gregory Baum was a catalyst of dissent in Canada and elsewhere. He described his technique: "The Catholic theologian ... will engage in
common research and conversation with others until a certain agreement arises as to whether a position of the magisterium that seems binding at
present is losing, for such and such reasons, its normative function for the future" (Christian Century, April 6, 1966, p.429). Gregory Baum had
been an "Expert" to Archbishop Pocock of Toronto at Vatican II and was in continuing favour. He focused his attention on the Church's teaching on
papal authority and contraception. To destroy either was to destroy the Catholic Church. To destroy both at once was to hasten ecclesial
annihilation.
An article reporting an interview with Gregory Baum was printed in the Toronto Globe and Mail for April 9, 1966. It was entitled "Catholics May Use
Contraceptives Now." He asserted that the traditional norm had become doubtful and therefore could not be imposed. His views got widespread
coverage (e.g. Time Magazine, April 22, 1966). Letters of support were printed from Leslie Dewart, Mark McGuigan, Cecilia Wallace and others. I
spoke to Archbishop Pocock but he saw no need to respond. Others and I wrote letters to the Globe and Mail and the Catholic Register in rebuttal
but were left without support. Unchecked, a year later Gregory Baum was saying that even if the Pope came out against artificial contraception his
decision would be irrelevant (The Globe and Mail, April 12, 1967).
At the Episcopal level, early after dissent began in Europe, Canadian Bishops were listening to the wrong voices. At the third session of Vatican II,
on Oct. 29, 1964, Cardinal Leger of Montreal advocated that fecundity should be a duty pertaining to the state of matrimony as a whole rather than
to an individual act. He said: "Confessors are assailed by doubts. They no longer know what to answer."
In some dioceses, as in Toronto in 1964, confessional norms were given which were contrary to Church teaching. Although Pope Paul VI
reaffirmed the teaching of the Church in 1964 and 1966, calling it a time of study and not of doubt, some Canadian Bishops encouraged confusion.
In London, Ontario, on Feb. 7, 1967, priests were told: "If doctors can be confused about the scientific aspect of the Pill, then priests should be
confused about the morality of the use of the Pill." Pope Pius XII had condemned the contraceptive use of the Pill on Sept. 12, 1958.
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Humanae Vitae
The moment of truth came on the Feast of St. James, July 25, 1968, when the Pope signed the encyclical Humanae Vitae, on the transmission of
life. He invoked the mandate given him by Christ. He said, " ...the Church, calling men back to the observance of the norms of the natural law ...
teaches that each and every marriage act must remain open to the transmission of life" (par.11). The encyclical gave pastoral norms, pointed out
the sufficiency of grace and taught that subjective criteria could not make what is illicit licit. It showed that God's law of life was also one of love, a
law both of holiness and sweetness (cf. par.25).
From Humanae Vitae to Winnipeg
The encyclical was published July 29. July 30 the Canadian papers contained scores of comments, most of them derogatory. Father Edward
Sheridan, S.J., said, "It did not necessarily demand absolute obedience." Gregory Baum said Catholics had the right to dissent. The following
Sunday I proudly announced from the pulpit of St. John's Church in Toronto that Archbishop Pocock had said: "To the encyclical on Birth
Regulation I give my complete ascent."
Personally, I was confident the Bishops would stand firm with the Pope. The red lights did not start flashing until I read in the papers comments by
Father Walter Principe, C.S.B., professor at St. Michael's College. In support of a group of dissenters based at St. Michael's, he said: "For some
Catholics the proper conduct of their family life can mean using other forms of birth control than the rhythm method." (Globe and Mail, Aug. 6,
1968.) He also said: "I hope that they (the Canadian Bishops) will make clear to all that one who dissents with a well-informed and well-formed
conscience is still a loyal Catholic in good standing." (Globe and Mail, Aug. 9.) What made these statements ominous to me was that Father
Principe was a writer for the Canadian Bishops in their calamitous statements of 1968 on Contraception and Divorce vs. Civil Law.
On a CBC coast-to-coast television program on Aug. 18, Father Edward Sheridan, S.J., Father Robert Crocker, C.S.B., and Father Walter
Principe, C.S.B., attacked the encyclical. Father Principe thought that perhaps reaction against the encyclical was "the Holy Spirit working through
the whole Church ..." There was much applause. The only defender of the encyclical was Msgr. Austin Vaughan, an American, now Bishop
Vaughan. When he replied to an objection from Gregory Baum by quoting Vatican II on papal authority, there was no applause.
In August of 1968, Archbishop Plourde of Ottawa issued a pastoral letter on the encyclical. He was for study to penetrate "the papal mind" but not
for blind submission. Individuals had the right "to reach a judgment different from that of the Holy Father."
Early in Sept. 1968, I spoke on the encyclical at a Serra Club meeting. I was cross-questioned with evident hostility by two priest-professors from
St. Michael's College. In the next week I compiled a 15 page listing of common objections to Humanae Vitae with answers from the magisterium. I
sent it to Toronto priests and the English-speaking Bishops of Canada, hoping they would express solidarity with the Pope. The Apostolic
Delegate sent me a letter of thanks. Not all replies were complimentary. One priest said he preferred the theology of Hans Kung.
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In August and September of 1968, Gregory Baum was like a whirling dervish in his hyperactivity. He spoke here and in the United States. Aug. 1,
1968, the Globe and Mail had a feature article by him, "Catholics May Follow their Conscience." In the Aug. 23 issue of Commonweal, there was
his article "The Right to Dissent". The September issue of the Homiletic and Pastoral Review carried his "The New Encyclical on Contraception."
He attacked the Pope for going against "the Christian experience of vast numbers of Catholics and the witness of other Christian Churches."
Pressure groups sprang up. The chorus was the same: "Freedom of Conscience!"; "Allow the sacraments to your contracepting faithful!" Among
them were the Western Canadian Conference of Priests, the Catholic Physicians' Guild of Manitoba, Catholics in Dialogue, the Canadian Institute
of Theology and 58 "intellectuals" of St. Francis Xavier University ("the cream of Antigonish," their Bishop said). Most significant was that fifteen
Directors of the departments at the Canadian Catholic Conference signed a statement calling for a "Vatican II approach." They said that a large
number of Canadian priests were agonizing "in acute crises of conscience" because of the "apparent directives of Humanae Vitae."
In the main, faithful Catholics remained silent. They did not believe their shepherds would turn into sheep and scatter before the theological and
"intellectual" wolves. In mid-September a Bishop asked me to organize telegrams to Winnipeg encouraging support for the encyclical. I asked
many priests to wire. John Philips of Toronto organized telegrams among the laity. We knew nothing of the Trojan Horse preparing to wheel into
Winnipeg.
The week before the meeting, I learned that Father Sheridan, S.J., was having a translation made of Karl Rahner's theory of dissent and intended
to take it to Winnipeg. After consultation with Bishop Ryan of Hamilton, I wrote a two-page letter pointing out the danger of Rahner's theory. A copy
for each Bishop was sent to Father George, S.J., secretary to the English-speaking Bishops. My own Archbishop had it suppressed.
So the curtain was set to rise on a Canadian tragedy. If we had known the extent of the moral havoc to be launched by "The Winnipeg Statement",
I think we would all have been weeping: Bishops, priests and people.
The Mandate of the Bishops
The Canadian Bishops assembled in Winnipeg with a mandate.
As individuals, they shared the obligation of all Catholics to give internal and external assent to the doctrine of Humanae Vitae. As Bishops, they
had the mandate to follow the pastoral norms given specifically to them (par. 30).
As a national hierarchy, the Canadian Bishops had a mandate from the Pope. Just before the release of the encyclical, Bishops were asked
through Cardinal Cicognani, Secretary of State, to stand firm with the Pope on his presentation of the Church's teaching and "to explain and justify
the reason for it." Winnipeg was the grand chance to stop the errors in seminaries and colleges and pulpits and confessionals, and to show unity
with the Holy Father and other hierarchies so that the teaching of the encyclical might prevail.
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A Meeting in Winnipeg
An excellent account of the Winnipeg Meeting is given in Anne Roche Muggeridge's brilliant book, The Desolate City. What is written here is from
contemporary press reports and bits of information from some Bishops.
The meeting began at the Fort Gary Hotel, Winnipeg, on Monday, Sept. 23, 1968. Its principal purpose was to issue a statement on the
encyclical Humanae Vitae. Already a theological commission under the joint chairmanship of Bishop Remi de Roo of Victoria and Bishop Andre
Ouelette of Mont. Laurier had met the preceding weekend. They were authorized by the administrative board of the Bishops to submit a schema
as a basis for discussion. One Bishop told me the first submission was worse than the final statement.
Present were about 75 Bishops. Besides the theological commission of Bishops, there were consultors or "experts". There were Father Edward
Sheridan, S.J., professor of moral theology at Regis College, Toronto, Father Andre Naud, president of the Canadian Institute of Theology and
Father Charles St. Onge, director of the French section of the CCCB family life bureau. Father Ora McManus of the Western Canadian
Conference of Priests and Bernard Daly, director of the CCCB's English section of the family life bureau, came to present petitions to the
theological commission. They were asked to remain and were brought into the process not only of consultation but of writing. All of these
consultors were dissenters from Humanae Vitae. It is obvious that the Bishops were going to be dealt some cards from a stacked deck.
A notable presence at Winnipeg was Father Edouard Gagnon, (now Cardinal Gagnon). I believe he was there as a consultant to Bishop Ouelette.
The late Bishop Francis Allen told me that he was much impressed by Father Gagnon's clear and uncompromising defence of Humanae Vitae.
During the meeting, three distinct bodies were at work. There was the theological commission of Bishops, the consultors, and the main body of
Bishops. The commission and the consultors had their workshop in Room 526 of the Fort Gary. Here the drafting and writing were done. Out of
this nerve centre were sent drafts and suggestions and objections and back came the Bishops' comments and criticism. Incredibly, the main body
of Bishops did not see the draft of the statement until Tuesday morning, when it was adopted as a basis for discussion. There was no time for
study, reflection or in-depth consultation. One Bishop called this pressure"calculated."
Meetings went on morning, noon and night, sometimes until 2 and 3 a.m. One point emerged clearly: It would be a contradiction for the Bishops to
accept the encyclical without equivocation and at the same time tell the faithful they could "follow their consciences." The encyclical called for
conformed behaviour to the creative intention of God (par.10). Bishop de Roo held out for the "right of freedom to follow conscience."
Nevertheless, to their credit the commission of Bishops voted down Bishop de Roo's position by a vote of 8 to 3 and sent to the floor a revised
draft which declared: "We are at one with the Holy Father in his teaching and pastoral concern about conjugal love and responsible parent-hood."
The consultors were greatly agitated over the theological commission's draft and sent their objection to the floor saying: "As worded, we think it
would be a pastoral disaster, inevitably dividing the bishops from pastors and people." Bishop de Roo championed their cause before the full
assembly. He said the eight to three vote showed a deep division in the theological commission and there was a similar disagreement between
him and Bishop Ouelette. Should they not prefer the unanimous opinion of the consultors over the split decision of his own commission?
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This was undoubtedly the crisis in the meeting. It was clear that the vote would be on the critical issue of acceptance of the encyclical or its
modification.
The Bishops were asked whether their responsibility consisted in unconditional approval and mere repetition of every point in the encyclical?
Should they not go deeper than it and beyond it, in a broader vision? When a vote was taken, the position of Bishop de Roo and the consultors
carried by one vote.
It was only after an emergency meeting on Thursday night that the necessary two-thirds vote was obtained. Friday morning objections were still
being raised. Some Bishops left rather than take part in the final vote. A few courageous Bishops voiced their disapproval. I would think these
might be Archbishop Routhier of Grouard-McLennan, Archbishop Carney of Vancouver, Archbishop Wilhelm of Kingston, Bishop Ryan of
Hamilton, Bishop O'Neill of Grand Falls and Bishop Morin of Prince Albert.
The Statement
Friday afternoon, Sept. 27, 1968, a press conference was called presided over by Sister Ella Zink, public relations officer at the CCC. The socalled Winnipeg Statement was announced, a document of about 2500 words. In the words of Douglas J. Roche of the Western Catholic Reporter,
it tried "to take a stand at variance with the Pope and still remain in complete and loyal union with him."
The foundation of its dissent was cloaked. Instead of the recommended wording of the theological commission, "We are at one with the Holy
Father in his teaching and pastoral concerns about conjugal love and responsible parent-hood," we get "We are in accord with the teaching of the
Holy Father concerning the dignity of married life, and the necessity of a truly Christian relationship between conjugal love and responsible
parenthood" (par.2). This paragraph is the root of which the dissent in paragraph 26 is the fruit.
Paragraph 3 says there is nothing in the encyclical at variance with the Canadian Bishops' recent submissions to the federal government on
contraception, divorce and abortion. In regard to the statements on contraception and divorce, that is not true. The statement on abortion was
flawed and weak.
The Statement speaks as though the Church were still searching for the answers which the Pope and Church had already given (cf. para. 3, 4, 6,
7, 13, 18, 34). Father Charles Curran's theme of "Dissent in and for the Church" is brought out in par. 34: "We stand in union with the Bishop of
Rome ... But this very union postulates such a love for the Church that we can do no less than to place all our love and all of our intelligence at its
service ... If this sometimes means that in our desire to make the Church more intelligible and more beautiful we must, as pilgrims do, falter in the
way, or differ as to the way, no one should conclude that our common faith is lost or our loving purpose blunted."
Instead of rejoicing in our heritage of truth, the last paragraph quotes Cardinal Newman's "Lead kindly light amidst the encircling gloom." The
Statement was to bring that encircling gloom.
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Paragraph 26: "The Worst"
Shortly after the Winnipeg meeting, I attended a banquet at the Royal York Hotel in Toronto marking the Golden Jubilee of the Scarboro Foreign
Mission Society. There Father Oliver Molonev and I discussed the Winnipeg Statement with Cardinal Pignedoli, former Apostolic Delegate to
Canada. He introduced us to Archbishop Clarizio, the incumbent Delegate and asked us to go to Ottawa to discuss the Statement further. In
expressing his profound concern over what had happened at Winnipeg, Cardinal Pignedoli said: "Do you not think paragraph 26 is the worst?"
Indeed it was.
Here is the text of paragraph 26: "Counsellors may meet others who, accepting the teaching of the Holy Father, find that because of particular
circumstances they are involved in what seems to them a clear conflict of duties, e.g., the reconciling of conjugal love and responsible parenthood
with the education of children already born or with the health of the mother. In accord with the accepted principles of moral theology, if these
persons have tried sincerely, but without success to pursue a line of conduct in keeping with the given directives, they may be safely assured that,
whoever chooses that course which seems right to him does so in good conscience.”
The paragraph is addressed to counsellors, not restricted to confessors. This generic address could only spread more widely and quickly the evil
permitted. Special norms promised to confessors have never been given.
The advice is for those who accept "the teaching of the Holy Father." Dissenters have tried to obfuscate the issue by calling Humanae Vitae the
teaching of the Holy Father. It is the teaching of the Church (Humanae Vitae par.1 and 4). The Holy Father is speaking not in his own name but by
virtue of the mandate entrusted to him by Christ (par-6).
Paragraph 26 is self-contradictory. Those who accept the teaching are told that in some circumstances they need not observe it. The Church has
constantly taught that artificial contraception is intrinsically evil, wrong in all circumstances.
There is a rejection of the sufficiency of grace. Those who have tried sincerely but without success to keep the teaching of the Church are told that
they may then deviate from it. The Church has always taught with St. Paul and the Fathers that grace is sufficient for us to do what is commanded.
The encyclical spells out the means of grace in Section III.
It embraces the error of proportionalism. It allows parents to balance the right to life with other goods such as the education of children and the
health of the mother. The encyclical forbids such a balancing of goods (par.14). Compare the words of the Statement with those of Pope John
Paul II: "It would be a very serious error to conclude that the Church's teaching in this matter is in itself only an 'ideal' which must then be adapted,
proportioned, graduated to the so-called concrete possibilities of man: according to a 'balancing of the various goods in question.' What are the
'concrete possibilities of man?' Of which man are we speaking? Of the man dominated by lust or of the man redeemed by Christ?" (Address of
March 1, 1984)

196

It refers to "accepted principles of moral theology." There are no principles of moral theology accepted by the Church which permit artificial
contraception.
It calls the teaching of the Church "directives." They are not directives but divine natural law.
Paragraph 26 allows the couple to use contraceptives only after they have tried sincerely to avoid their use but failed. How long do they need to try
to be good before they need not try any longer? Does this apply also to masturbation and homosexuality and adultery?
The words "that course which seems right to him" opens up a world of subjective error. What if this means an abortifacient pill or device or
sterilization? Supposing the course which seems right to him does not seem right to her? Supposing his counsellor or confessor differs with her
counsellor or confessor?
Paragraph 26 embraces a wrong concept of conscience. It says "whoever honestly chooses that course which seems right to him does so in good
conscience." There is an obligation to have an informed conscience and then conform oneself to it (Vatican II, The Church in the Modern World,
par.51). Married couples are obliged to conform their activity to the creative intention of God (Humanae Vitae, par.10). In their statement
"Conscience and Morality" the Irish Bishops tell us it is contrary to the clear teaching of the Church to appeal to the authority of conscience to
justify exceptions to a moral law that is universally binding (Feb.22, 1980, p.25).
Reactions
Most Bishops looked on the Winnipeg Statement as a liberal pastoral interpretation. Bishop Alexander Carter, President of the CCCB was more
precise. He said: "It was something of an identity crisis. For the first time we faced the necessity of making a statement which many felt could not
be a simple Amen, a total and formal endorsement of the doctrine of the encyclical." (Canadian Bishops on 'Of Human Life' by Rev. Edward
Sheridan, S.J., America. Oct. 19, 1968, p.349). Please note the words "For the first time"; "simple Amen"; and the reference to the doctrine of the
encyclical. Why did the Bishops so act? Bishop Carter continued: "We had to reckon with the fact of widespread dissent from some points of his
(the Pope's) teaching among the Catholic faithful, priests, theologians and probably certain of our own number" (ibid.) Father Sheridan gave a
correct assessment when he wrote: "The statement contained no general profession of assent to the whole teaching of Human Life; and nothing
that could be interpreted as adding the local authority of the Canadian Hierarchy to that of the encyclical in general." (ibid.)
As important as what was said was what was communicated. The Statement communicated different meanings, none of them in full harmony with
the encyclical. Only representative comments are given; literally scores more could be added.
To some the Winnipeg Statement endorsed a National Church. The National Catholic Reporter called it "A Canadian Credo" (Oct. 9, 1968).
The Toronto Catholic Register of Oct. 5, 1968 said editorially: "It will take weeks, perhaps months, for Canadians to appreciate and really believe

197

what happened at Winnipeg last week. It has not happened in the Church - anywhere - for centuries. And in Canada, perhaps for the first time in
our history, we can now become a truly Canadian Church in the deepest sense of the word."
To many the Statement communicated ambivalence and compromise. Typical was this: "The whole section (Par.17) is a prime example of doublethink, which is the ability to hold two diametrically opposed views in one's mind at the same time and believe both of them." (John C. Caines, B.C.
Catholic, Oct. 17, 1968)
To most it meant "Let Conscience Be Your Guide." In a personal letter Archbishop Routhier wrote: "At the final meeting I was sitting next to
Archbishop Wilhelm and said to him: You will see that Douglas Roche of the Western Catholic Reporter will publish this text in the next issue of
the Diocesan paper in large lines and introduce it with 'freedom of conscience'. This is what happened." In fact, Douglas Roche exultantly
reported: "The issue is over in Canada. Catholics are free to use contraceptives if their informed conscience so prompts them." The National
Catholic Reporter had the headline: "Canada: Yes on Conscience." (Oct. 2, 1968)
A fair assessment of what the Statement communicated was given by Dale Francis: "The practical consequence has been that it has been
interpreted as virtually negating the Pope's proscription of contraceptives." (Twin Circle, Oct. 20, 1968)
Auxiliary Questions
1. Did Pope Paul VI approve the Winnipeg Statement?
No. One could go into greater detail but it is sufficient to say here that the Pope did not dissent from himself. He believed truth, with its own grace,
should be received for its own sake. Father James Schall S.J., thinks that is why the Pope did not exercise authority. In August of 1968 the Pope
called the teaching of the encyclical "Not Our Law but the Law of God."
The weekend of Sept. 7-8, 1968, there was a joint meeting of representatives of the U.S. and Canadian hierarchies at St. Augustine's Seminary in
Toronto. The principal question discussed was "The preparation jointly of pastoral guidelines in accord with the papal encyclical on human life."
After the publication of the Winnipeg Statement Sept. 27, the reference to joint guidelines was disturbing. The American Bishops were due to meet
in Washington in November. After correspondence with Cardinal O'Boyle, I prepared a commentary on the Winnipeg Statement and with the help
of Father John Eves was able to get sufficient copies to Washington for the meeting. This commentary tried to show how the Canadian stand was
a dissenting one and the likely consequences. The American Statement was not in dissent but was pastorally weak.
Cardinal Cicognani, the Secretary of State, sent me a letter expressing the thanks of the Holy Father for my commentary. He also added his
thanks. What is significant is the manner in which this letter was forwarded. It was sent in an open envelope through Ottawa with the instruction
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that it be given to me by my Archbishop. Archbishop Pocock called me to the Chancery Office and handed me the letter without comment. Later I
received thanks from the Apostolic Delegate.
L'Osservatore Romano, the Vatican newspaper, refused to print the Winnipeg Statement.
2. Was the Winnipeg Statement Revoked?
No. On April 18, 1969, the General Assembly of Canadian Bishops adopted a report on Family Life which read: "Nothing could be gained and
much lost by an attempt to rephrase what we have said in Winnipeg. We stand squarely behind our position but we feel it is our duty to insist on a
proper interpretation of that position."
A Statement on Conscience was issued Dec. 12, 1973. It stopped short of practical application to either Humanae Vitae or the Winnipeg
Statement. The Ontario Conference of Catholic Bishops' "Guidelines for Family Life Education," June 1977 and revised Oct. 1, 1983 include
paragraph 26 of the Statement.
To help implement the Synod on the Family, in 1983 the CCCB published a set of "Working Papers" called "Responsible Parenting." In one called
"Responsible Procreation" the Winnipeg Statement, Humanae Vitae, Rahner and Curran are quoted with equal alacrity. It concludes: "To state that
it is possible for everyone to carry out this law (against artificial contraception) would risk creating in the faithful a feeling of despair and guilt."
(p.52). In a review of a book containing comments of Rahner, Haring and the Statements of the German, Austrian and Canadian hierarchies we
are told: "This collection is an excellent compilation of the best commentaries on the encyclical." (Building Christian Families, p.77). They are, in
fact, the worst.
3. What is the Binding Force of the Winnipeg Statement?
None. National hierarchies cannot constitute a parallel magisterium anymore than can theologians. The Winnipeg Statement was therefore not a
magisterial one. Nor is the Statement a collegial act, for collegiality supposes unity with the Holy Father. By withholding assent to the doctrine of
the encyclical, the Bishops lost the right to be heard. (cf. Vatican II, Dogmatic Constitution on the Church, par. 22).
The Fruits of the Winnipeg Statement
Our Bishops were the first victims of the Winnipeg Statement. The bond with the Holy See was weakened. Unity among Bishops was strained.
One Bishop wrote, when he was not re-elected to the theological commission as expected: "My defence of papal authority (at Winnipeg) did not go
down well with my brother bishops." Respect of priests and people was diminished. In giving in to pressure from their Offices the Bishops gave
themselves in thrall to their own bureaucracy. Now Catholics can no longer presume the orthodoxy of their Bishops' Statements whether on the
economy, the role of women in the Church, or abortion.
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Priests were also victims. Those defending the Church's teaching were betrayed, and if they voiced opposition to the Winnipeg Statement, they
were sometimes harshly treated. In some parishes pastors and assistants took opposing sides in the same pulpit. Gradually the pulpits fell silent
on the most vital questions. Confessionals became a hidden arena of conflict. The faithful began to absolve themselves, for did they not have the
right to follow "that course which seemed right to them?" The confessionals fell silent and deserted.
Education was quickly infected. Two of the seven priests dismissed from St. John Vianney Seminary in Buffalo for dissent were welcomed into St.
Augustine's Seminary in Toronto. Dissent, Winnipeg-style, spread through other seminaries. Texts like Married in the Lord by Father Michael
Prieur, Christ Among Us by Wilhelm, marriage preparation courses, Family Life programs and CCCB kits all carried the life-destroying Winnipeg
message.
In the 1970 Medico-Moral Guide, approved by the Canadian Bishops for use in our Catholic Hospitals, there is a prohibition of sterilization as a
means of birth control (Art.18). The guide also opposes all artificial contraception (Art.19). But there is an addendum. It reads: "Reference should
be made to the Canadian Bishops' documents in the pastoral application of this general direction." This addendum gave the green light to moral
relativism in our hospitals under the cloak of "freedom of conscience." Now our Catholic Hospitals schedule sterilizations daily and have clinics
which dispense contraceptive pills and other abortifacient devices. Father Paul Marx has told me that the evidence is now in and that all
contraceptive pills are abortifacient. We must conclude that our Catholic Hospitals have units which are no better than Morgentaler clinics.
The prime victim is the Catholic family. Since Winnipeg the use of contraceptives has increased until Catholic Canada has one of the lowest birth
rates in the world and is on a suicide course. The contraceptive mentality has spread.
The children of the contraceptive mentality are many and depraved: adultery, fornication, venereal disease, homosexuality, pornography, radical
feminism, sterilization, violence, child abuse, corrupt family life education, abortion and euthanasia.
The Winnipeg Statement has been the occasion of many invalid marriages. "Follow Your Conscience" has meant to many "I have the right to
exclude children by contraception for a time or until I am ready, or forever." To exclude the right to have children, whether for a time or forever,
whether on the part of one or both parties, invalidates the marriage covenant. To concede the right to dissent from Humanae Vitae is to concede
the right to enter an invalid marriage.
Righting the Wrong
Cardinal Newman once wrote that it is very difficult to set right what was once set wrong. The longer the Winnipeg Statement is allowed to retain a
guise of external respectability the more difficult will it be to establish the teaching of Humanae Vitae in the minds and hearts and practice of
Catholics. As the harm has been done at three levels so restoration should take place at these same levels of people, priests and Bishops.
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Despite Winnipeg, the laity must restore Humanae Vitae by the example of their lives. The encyclical gives specific pastoral norms for (a) public
authorities (par.23), (b) Men of Science (par.24), (c) Christian husbands and wives (par.25), (d) the Home Apostolate (par.26) and (e) Doctors and
Medical Personnel (par.27). Some Catholics will respectfully protest any deformation of the Church's teaching whether it occurs in the pulpit,
confessional or school text.
Rejecting the Winnipeg Statement, priests ought to heed the words of the encyclical: "Beloved priest sons ... Be the first to give in the exercise of
your ministry the example of loyal internal and external obedience to the teaching authority of the Church" (par.28). All priests can do great good
by sermons, in the confessional and by instruction and marriage preparation.
Diocesan Bishops have the immense duty of restoring Catholic teaching in their own Dioceses. This duty extends to every institution and person in
teaching or counselling authority under their jurisdiction. As Archbishop Carney of Vancouver said in October of last year: "We will not have deep
renewal in the Church until the faithful accept the Church's teaching that artificial contraception is seriously immoral and form their consciences
according to that norm."
But every effort at restoration of Catholic truth in Canada is crippled by the barrier of the Winnipeg Statement. Its killer paragraph 26 is in Bishops'
Guidelines on Family Life Education and CCCB kits on marriage and marriage preparation and the derivative teaching tools.
There is only one way of righting the wrong and that is to withdraw the Statement of 1968 and replace it with the teaching of the Church. That
teaching, as Pope John Paul II has said, is part of the permanent patrimony of the Church. " It ... belongs not only to the natural moral law but also
to the moral order as revealed by God." (Reflections on Humanae Vitae)
Recognizing the disastrous consequences of their dissenting Statement of 1968, on March 29th of this year the Austrian Bishops announced its
withdrawal. They declared themselves in complete harmony with Humanae Vitae, Familiaris Consortio and the statements on human life of Pope
John Paul II.
Now it is Canada's turn. I respectfully submit that in justice and charity our National Conference of Catholic Bishops has the duty to withdraw the
Winnipeg Statement and replace it with the life-giving, grace-giving, peace-giving teaching of the Church. Sooner or later that will be done and
those Bishops who do it will be forever honoured.
In the meantime, every day's delay is costing Christ's Body members and Heaven souls.
In Conclusion
According to all statistics the great majority of Catholic couples in Canada practice methods of contraception which unjustly kill or prevent life.
Catholic Canada is suicide-bent and spiritually stricken and prostrate. Many give in self-defense the teaching of their own Bishops. When the Holy
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Father was visiting France in 1980 he said: "France, what have you done with your baptism?" Might one not say here: "Canada, what have you
done with your charter of life and love?" To every Canadian Christ says what He said to St. Paul "My grace is sufficient for you." On May 7, 1988,
addressing married couples in Uruguay, Pope John Paul II said: "Be faithful to the teaching of the Church and you will be united by a love that
grows stronger and stronger ... Fidelity has not gone out of fashion. You may be sure that it is the families that are truly Christian that will bring the
smile back to our troubled world."
Msgr. Vincent Foy

Suaviter in modo, furmitur in re
Latin - Sweet/gently/pleasantly in manner, firm in action.
Attestation of Fr. Engene Tramble OSA on the holiness of Msgr. Vincent Foy

I gave a homily at Mass today that explained the motto of Msgr. Foy: “Suaviter in modo, firmitur in re” Sweet in manor, but firm.
This motto describes Msgr. Foy perfectly. He lived up to it.
I first met Msgr. Foy, when he came here to the Augustinian Monastery of Marylake in King City in the
1970s, around 1978. He lived here as a resident for 2-3 years, and actually in the very room I now have.
I feel happy to have the same room that he stayed in.
I was privileged to be able to ask him for and receive guidance. He was able to give comforting words in
times of trouble. He was excellent at calming you down. I followed his sound advice.

202

He was a great spiritual director. He was an expert on psychology. He understood and had good advise
on the spiritual life.
He gave super duper answers to the most difficult and complicated theological questions. He would
have made an excellent bishop or cardinal.
He was an inspiring example and mentor for vocations. He helped priests with challenges and
difficulties in their vocation. For example, he was a great help for Fr. Henry MacErlean OSA to be
reinstated. He helped others to become ordained to the priesthood. He encouraged priests to be
faithful.
Christ went up to Calvary as did Msgr. Foy. Jesus said “Father forgive them they don't know what they
do”. Msgr. Foy had this spiritual dimension. He had a very focused mind and was grounded in truth and
forgiveness. He preached forgiveness and lived it.
He could console you.
He was strong and firm on the Catholic teaching and a great admirer of Pius X, a very saintly pope.
He covered charity, forgiveness, fidelity to Humanae vitae, and was devoted to Pope St. Pius X and the
Church. By the way, the current pope has recently made SSPX confessions valid since the Year of
Mercy in 2016.
He was a man of great virtue – very kind and understanding.
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He was polite with those who were arrogant and theologically argumentative in opposing Church
teaching. After defending the Church’s position and teaching, he kindly said to a young man: ‘young man
you will find out’. When he had to confront someone with heretical views, he did so in a very nice way.
He remained consistently exceptionally well mannered and charitable.
He lived up to the motto he preached: “Suaviter in modo, firmitur in re” - Sweet in manor, but firm. He
was able to remain very firm.
He had a genuine concern for the all-round well-being of others, and demonstrated a brotherly
compassion and love. He did not put others down and said things in a loving way.
Msgr. Foy was a very wise man and priest.
All the best in your efforts to promote the cause of Monsignor Foy.
Fr. Eugene Tramble, September 12, 2019
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