Joseph de Veuster was the seventh of 8 children of a farming
family. When he was 13 years old . . .
Come on, Joseph!
Put your books away,
and give us a hand
with the harvest.

August, look at
Joseph! He is very
strong compared
with you.

The de Veuster family was
very devout.
Bless us,
O Lord, and
these your gifts
we are about to
receive . . .

Don’t you think that Joseph
should continue his studies?
He’s very intelligent.
I know he is,
but I think it’s better if he works in
the farm.

Amen!

I don’t
need muscles
to become a
priest.

Editor’s Note: We are glad to publish this short biography of Damian of Molokai who will be canonized on

October 11, 2009. His heroic life contains a powerful message for all of us.
This life of St. Damian takes the place of s erialization of the parables of Jesus, which will resume in the next issue.
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Not bad for your first attempt
at plowing, Joseph. You’ll make
an excellent farmer!

Joseph was good at any job.
He was very helpful and showed
initiative in all he did.

Have you
repaired the
damage on the
roof?

Joseph, have
you been here all
night?

Yes, but
I am happy.
Our neighbor’s
only cow has now
recovered!

If the next
storm snaps off
one of these tiles,
I’ll eat my hat!

A board
under your mattress?
What does this mean,
my son? . . .

Nothing!
I just like to
sleep on something solid . . .

Are you thinking about
your future? Do you ever
wonder what God may
want of you?

I don’t know yet.
But I do pray that He
will guide me.
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When he was eighteen . . .

Listen, my boy.
Your two brothers are
enough help on the farm.
Wouldn’t you like to help
me sell the grain?

In order to get the necessary training, his parents sent
Joseph to Braine-le-Comte to
learn French. He made good
progress, but after some time,
he changed his mind.

Well, if that’s
what you want me
to do, I will do it;
but I need to learn
how . . .

We have already
given one son and two daughters to God. That’s more
than enough.

Dad,
when God
calls, we
can’t
refuse.

Both father and mother gave their consent to Joseph’s request. On February 2, 1859 he joined
the Fathers of the Congregation of the Sacred Heart in Louvain. They gave him the name
“Brother Damian.”
Father
Superior, I would
like to become
a priest.

Dear Brother
Damian, I don’t think this is
possible. You are already 19
and have had only a basic
education. You don’t
know any Latin.

Well,
if that’s
all that’s
needed, I
can study
Latin,
too.
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Damian got down to his studies with enthusiasm. His brother
August-Pamphil helped him. After 6 months . . .
I think I’ve
already mastered the
Latin grammar. I can also
understand a Latin text
without the help of
a dictionary.

Great! Very
soon Latin will have
no more secrets
for you.
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Come on!
Enough with your
jokes! I’ll tell Father
Superior about your
progress.
Maybe I should
stop studying Latin
or they will make
me a cardinal!

At an evaluation session of the Superiors of the seminary . . .
So, there is
now no objection
to his continuing his
studies for the
priesthood.

Brother
Damian is quick
-tempered, but very
intelligent, hardworking and
friendly.

His superiors sent him to Paris to study Philosophy and Theology. On October 7, 1860
Bro. Damian made his first religious profession.

I renounce
myself and
promise to live
for God
alone.

Shortly after, there came to the
seminary an important visitor from
the missions of Oceania . . .
My Lord Bishop, tell us
about the Polynesians . . .

They still worship
pagan god but they are
most hospitable and good
musicians.

I wish
I could be
assigned
there.
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In 1863 Pamphil was assigned as a missionary to the
“Sandwich Islands” or
Hawaii. But shortly before
the day of his departure . . .
Too bad! Just
as I am about to leave
for the missions, I catch
typhoid! . . .

I could take
your place, if the superiors
agree. What do you
think of that?

Pamphil agreed. So did their
superiors. Shortly after, Damian
went home to bid farewell to his
parents and relatives.
May God
protect you,
my son.

Please,
pray for me,
Mom!
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On March 19, 1864 Damian arrived in Honolulu; and on May 21 of the same year, he was ordained
a priest. In 1873, Father Damian volunteered to be assigned to Molokai, the small island where the
Hawaiian authorities dumped all those who were struck by leprosy. Its unfortunate inhabitants were
at the pier to welcome him.
This is Molokai,
Fr. Damian. You will stay
here only for a few months,
then some other missionary
will relieve you.

What a terrible
sight! But this is
where the Lord
wants me to
work.

Welcome to
our island, Father
Damian! We
need you!

Before returning to Hawaii, the government official
toured Father Damian around to give him an idea of
the condition of the leper colony and the people.
This one will not
last long. That woman
has a bad flu.

That first contact
with the lepers upset
Damian’s stomach so
much that he dashed
out to throw up . . .

I can’t stand
the smell!

The terminally
ill should be kept separate from
the healthier ones.
Soon, however, he overcame his repugnance and started working with his usual enthusiasm. When his
time to be replaced arrived, Fr. Damian volunteered to stay on. He did his best to arouse some interest in
the lepers who had grown fatalistic and idle.
Can
you help me
a little?

What for?
Tomorrow it will be
dirty again! . . .

But Fr. Damian did not give up. Day in, day out, he spent his time working for his lepers.
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He took care especially of those
who fell sick.

He was friendly even wtih the
most aggressive ones . . .

Thank you,
Fr. Damian! You
are the best doctor
in the world.

Go
away from
me! I hate
priests!

Why? I am
your friend. I am
here to help
you! . . .

I am just an
apprentice nurse.
The one who makes
you feel well is the
Lord.

He washed their feet full
of sores . . .

Fr. Damian knew that the lepers
also needed to be nursed and
nurtured spiritually. Almost singlehandedly, he built a beautiful
church . . .

Fr. Damian
is also an
architect! . . .
Gradually, he succeeded in arousing the interest of the lepers who were still strong and got them
involved in building decent small houses for each family. He taught them how to raise poultry and
cultivate vegetables . . .

I am so glad
that Fr. Damian has taught
me and other women to cultivate
these patches of land and transform
them into a wonderful vegetable garden.
Thanks to him, I can now grow lettuce,
cabbage, and carrots, and a lot of
other crops needed by my
family and other members
of our village.

I never thought
I would also become
a carpenter! . . .
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A big problem for the leper patients
was the lack of water. Although
there was plenty, it was far from
the village. Fr. Damian found a way
to bring fresh water where it was
needed . . .

Courage,
friends! We are
almost through!

The entire village celebrated the arrival of the water
enthusiastically.
Water! What
a blessing!

We can take a bath
every day! . . .

Now we
can even raise
cattle! . . .
With the financial help of benefactors from Europe, Fr. Damian
also built two orphanages for the boys and girls who had lost their
parents. Those orphanages were his favorite work, and he loved to
spend time with the children there, watching them play and even
playing with them.

Come on,
Francis! Kick
that ball!

Such an extraordinary transformation earned Fr. Damian the admiration of the authorities in Hawaii. A memorable event in the history
of Molokai was the visit of Liliuokalani, the princess regent.

What a wonderful place
Molokai has become! And how
kind these people are!

Yes, Your
Grace. And all this
is the work of Fr.
Damian. Since his
arrival, things have
improved every day.
He has even put
up a brass band
among the
lepers!

Shocked
by the
conditions
of some
young
patients, the
Princess
expressed
her desire
to help.

Tony, the
princess wants to
take you to Hawaii
for treatment.

I prefer to
stay here with you.
This is the best place
in the world!
Back in Hawaii, the Princess Regent awarded the highest decoration to the brave missionary.
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Fr. Damian shared the life of the lepers in every way.
He felt at home in the house of everyone of them, ate
with them, and listened to their problems and desires.
He totally identified with the inhabitants of the village
and used to say, “We lepers . . .”

One day, in 1885, while washing
his feet, Fr. Damian burned his
skin, but did not feel any pain! . . .
That was the sign that he had
contracted leprosy!

Now I am
really one of
my people
here!

His superiors and the authorities would have wanted him to move to Hawaii or Europe in order
to undergo treatment, but Fr. Damian preferred to stay in Molokai and continue taking care of his
patients.

He cared for them for as
long as he could.

When he sensed that the
end was coming, he made
his own coffin . . .

He died on April 15, 1889. He was
49 years, 3 months and 12 days old.

He had lived in the “hell of Molokai” for 16 years. His body was laid to rest beside the church
he had built.
In 1936 his mortal remains were transferred to Belgium where they were given a hero’s welcome, and were entombed in Louvain.
He was declared “Blessed” by Pope John Paul II in 1995 and proclaimed a saint by Benedict
XVI on October 11, 2009.
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