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As I watered them then when my heart was young
Looking at the Master with that unearthly serenity.
And again I heard these words from God —
“Come to Me all you who suffer
Come to Me to be healed of all earthly stains
In Me there is peace and in Me is true life.
Don’t waste your tears on your present ruins
Everything passes — Only Truth does not change!”
Therefore I heeded that sweet invitation
And hence [ am going with my sickly heart
And I am most certain of Your mercy
For I have sinned greatly — but I have loved much
And T have passed through the thorny paths of life
Therefore, O Christ — You will not push me aside now!

Such beautiful verses! Everyone, listen to how the Savior invites everyone to come to Him! Your first step
towards Him should be a good Easter confession! Do it during these days! Christ will receive you, He will

embrace you and fill you with His peace!
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I greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

To introduce my talk for today, I'm reaching into a little book entitled “The Imitation of Christ” and I'm
reading: “Man should not be disheartened when he encounters difficulties!” Listen to the Savior’s words: “Son,
1 am more pleased with your patience and humility in difficult situations, than in your great joy and piety in
your success! Why do you grow sad when they criticize you for some small thing? Even if it was something
bigger for which they criticize you, you should not get offended! Let it pass peacefully for it is not the first time
nor will it be the last time this will happen, especially if you live longer. You are rather brave as long as there is
no opposition. You know how to advise others and you know how to encourage others; however, when some
great worry suddenly knocks at your door, you no longer can help yourself and you lose heart.

Consider your great weakness which so often overcomes you whenever you encounter even the smallest
obstacles. Remember that everything that happens to you leads to your sanctification. If something really hurts
you, do not take it to heart but as best you can, forget it. If another new adversity confronts you, don’t lose
heart on account of it and do not keep thinking about it. If you cannot suffer joyfully, at least suffer patiently.
Even if it is not pleasant for you to listen to something which fills you with indignation, control yourself and
don’t allow any ungodly words to escape your lips that you may not scandalize any of those who are younger
than you. That rising rebellion within your breast will quickly be quelled and your inner pain will be healed by
the return of God’s grace.

The Lord assures you — “I am still alive and ready to support you and fill you with joy beyond all measure
if you only put your trust in Me and call upon Me for help. Have a more peaceful mind-set and prepare yourself
to persevere. Everything is not lost even though you are undergoing more severe suffering or temptations.
Remember that you are human and not God; you have a human nature and are not an angel! How could you
possibly always maintain the same level of virtue when neither the angels in heaven nor Adam and Eve in
paradise were able to maintain that? Tam He who lifts up those who cry out to Me in sorrow — and those who

admit their weaknesses, I raise up to My Divinity!” —

TODAY “HOSANNA” —- TOMORROW “CRUCIFY HIM!”

We are celebrating Palm Sunday! About two thousand years ago, all roads led to the holy city — Jerusalem.
Crowds and infinite number of people filled these roads and surged in the direction of the city gates. Not only
did these Pilgrims want to spend the Jewish holiday in that famous temple, but they were also driven by a
feverish curiosity to see Jesus — this Jesus who for the past three years had been preaching a type of new, and
until now unheard of lesson on the love of God and neighbor. This preaching had drawn great crowds to follow
Him. These people followed Him in great crowds regardless of the time or the weather.

This famous preacher underscored His teaching with many miracles. He miraculously multiplied bread and

fish with which He fed thousands of people. He cured the sick. He even called His friend Lazarus out of the
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grave and restored him to life. The crowds were amazed! It was loudly rumored that they would acclaim Him /Z
as the King of the Jews.

These rumors reached the ears of the Pharisees, the learned and the Jewish priests and they were obsessed
with anger and rebellion. They noticed how people were withdrawing from them and flocking after this Christ
and this made them very angry. They held meetings to decide how to remove this Christ in order to capture
Him, humiliate Him and belittle Him. They had just learned that Jesus intends to come to Jerusalem for He sent
two of His disciples into the city to find and bring Him a donkey on which He intended to ride into the city.
This knowledge spread throughout the city and the people were delighted. They feverishly began preparation
for a suitable reception of Christ.

Several thousands of Pilgrims set out towards Bethany. When His disciples brought Him the donkey, they
spread their cloaks upon the animal on which Christ was seated. Amid cheers and happy shouts, the entire
group started moving towards Jerusalem. Some stripped branches from the trees by the wayside and scattered
them on the road while others carried these branches and waved them about. There were even many of those
who removed their cloaks and spread them out on the roads over which Christ would travel. Delirious with joy,
the crowds called out — “Hosanna! Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord! Hosanna in the highest!”
The crowds grew greater, the closer they came to the city! Another great crowd burst forth from the city going
to meet Christ! They, too, burst into song — “Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is He who comes in the
name of the Lord, the King of Israel!”

The multitude stopped for a while. Christ looked sadly at the walls and ramparts of Jerusalem and His soul
was shaken by great pain! His eyes filled with a strange light and tears flowed over His cheeks. Those who
were closest to Him heard this sad rebuke come from His lips — “If only you had recognized this day which
brings you peace, but it is now hidden from your eyes. The days will come when your enemies will surround
your ramparts; they will crush you from all sides and will tear you down to the ground. They will also do this to
your sons who are within you and will not leave a single stone upon a stone because you did not recognize the
time of visitation!”

The entire procession moved forward with the crowds singing songs of joy and adoration. The streets were
decorated with leaves and flowers. Above everyone’s heads was waving a veritable forest of branches and
palms.

The Pharisees and the priests were fearfully whispering among themselves! “Look! The whole world is
following Him!” One group of Pharisees pushed through the crowd and one of them sarcastically called out:
“Teacher! Silence your followers!” Jesus answered calmly but with forceful conviction — “I tell you that if they
would be silent, these very stones would cry out!”

Christ directed the crowds to go into the temple where He began to teach them in His gentle pleasant way,

but the crowds kept interrupting Him singing “Hosanna to the Son of David!”
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This first Palm Sunday was coming to an end. This triumph of Christ with all its glory was coming to an
end. The pleasant day was ending and dark foreboding clouds were stretching out across the heavens giving
warning of an oncoming storm! The face of Christ was covered by a cloud of painful sadness. The Savior felt
that all these joyous “Hosannas™ are finished and that within five days the walls of this town will re-echo the
angry shouts “Crucify Him! Crucify Him!” The entire way of the Cross — from the Garden of Olives to
Calvary moved through Christ’s imagination! He saw Himself condemned and sentenced to death and again
tears flowed down His cheeks. He therefore told His admirers to scatter while  He gathered His disciples
together and He returned to the home of Lazarus!

The Bible tells us the story of a certain God-fearing man on whom God had bestowed great spiritual and
material riches! Job lived a peaceful and happy life until one day a messenger arrived with the news that
enemies had stolen all his oxen after they killed his servants. While the first messenger was still talking,
another arrived with the news that lightening had struck his barns and storerooms which were totally destroyed
by fire. A third messenger came from another part of the country with the terrible news that the enemy
Chaldeans had attacked his immense flocks of sheep, killed all the shepherds and made off with all his sheep.
At that moment another messenger arrived and between sobs related how Job’s sons and daughters were dining,
a sudden storm arose which leveled the house in which they were dining and not a single one of them remained
alive. Overcome with grief, Job tore his garments and fell to the ground unconscious. The enormity of his
misfortune knocked him totally off his feet!

Now, come with me to the Garden of Olives where we see Jesus kneeling before a huge rock. He is visibly
trembling from fear for He can see already the terrible sufferings He will soon endure. He can see the whole
crowd of hired assassins. He can also see the crowd — the same crowd that sang “Hosannas” to Him on Sunday
has now become a seething mob thirsting for the blood of their Benefactor and Teacher! He can already hear
their shouts, their threats and their blasphemies. Jesus feels the acute pain of desolation and contempt. Along
comes Judas — his traitor. He touches his icy lips to Jesus’ forehead and greets Him: “Hail, Rabbi!” The rabble
armed to the teeth with clubs, old swords and ropes surround Jesus as though He were the worst criminal. Some
who were bolder and more arrogant tied His hands and amid laughter, joking and blaspheming, they led Him to
the palace of the High Priest.

There He suffers further insults and is the butt of crude and brutal soldiers’ games during which they slap
His face and cover Him with spittle. Like vivid snapshots, Jesus sees in His imagination — Pilate’s judgement
chamber, Herod’s palace, the pillar used for scourging, and the hill on top of which stood the cross. He
visualized the scourging, the thorns and the nails ripping His flesh, the unfaithfulness of His disciples, the
injustice of the judges, the ingratitude of the crowds, the brutality of the hired assassins — all of this was eating
into the delicate heart of Christ. Then this Divine Job could bear no more and huge drops of sweat appeared on
His brow. These turned into blood and completely drenched the ground around Him. A sharp shudder shook
His body and Christ fell to the ground moaning. His parched lips whispered in a pleading tone, “My Father, if it
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is possible, let this chalice pass away from Me. But Not as I will, but as You will. Not My will but may Your
will be done!” This sincere prayer which is an humble plea and a total sacrifice was repeated by Jesus several
times. Finally, Jesus said, “My Father, if it is not Possible that this chalice pass without My drinking it, may
Your will be done!”

Jesus slowly rose from the ground in the same manner that a sick person rises from his bed after a long,
serious and death-threatening illness! He was changed, very pale and exhausted! His pale lips kept repeating
this phrase — “Thy will be done! Thy will be done!”

I am omitting those extremely painful scenes from Judas® kiss up to the moment when the cross was
positioned on Calvary with Christ hanging in the air without any other support other than the nails which were
tearing His flesh. His face was covered with blood and blood was oozing out of the openings torn by the nails
in His hands and feet. While His body was racked with twitching and shaking, His feverish lips uttered moans.
His eyes, however, were fixed on the heavens seeking courage and comfort in His agony on the cross. His ears
resounded with blasphemies and derisions hurled at Him! “He saved others; now let Him save Himself; if He is

really God’s Chosen One! H
AT THE FOOT OF THE CROSS

I have suffered much...but the end is near

In peace after the pain I suffered —

I will go, oh Christ, to the foot of Your Cross

With longing to reach out my hands again

To greet the stillness stretching over the dawn

Which will leave me as dust at Your feet.
I no longer remember the prayers which at one time with sorrow
1, who was so innocent once said at my mother’s knee
These have all drowned in the deafening waves of life
And from the time my childish heaven was destroyed
I have not opened my soul to anyone.

Not even to You — I couldn’t, oh Lord,

Draw out any weeping from my tightened breast

For my eyes fell upon the bottomless abyss

And You, pinned to the Cross disappeared from my sight.

From among generations of bones tossed about

Behind a dark cloud of blood, tears and nothingness.
With my earthly hand I touched mud,
I witnessed the crime — I didn’t see the punishment
Other than the pains and misery of life
I found nothing — and I lacked faith
And I went further into darkness in despair
Envying those people who cry over graves.

I witnessed the helplessness and fear of dying

I saw the spirits of shame and defeat

But nowhere did I see any resurrection

As a horrified witness of empty martyrdom

Staring at the heavens which never show dawn

Having lost my faith, I now lost all hope.




image5.jpeg
I still loved the poor human shadows
Which are burned on stakes and shine
For I thought that if I ran into the fire
At least I know why I am running there.
And that receiving every pain and wound
They are bearing unblemished angelic sweetness in their breasts
However, when I saw from where these actions
Derived their secret beginning
From where the bloody laurels grow *## ¥k k
Where those fall those aim at heaven
And when they sneak into wounded hearts there is darkness
Behind every pain I found meanness
At that time love became very similar
To hatred — sad and gloomy
And I cursed that sorrowful crowd
And I despised them — I became vicious
1 wanted to take revenge — for the bitterness of the disappointment
That I could not love You as I did when I was young.
Therefore in the demolished sanctuary of my soul
There remained a terrible emptiness and solitude
I alone, like a pauper, remained in the ashes
I began to analyze my own false heartedness
And T found within my heart the very same things
That I had considered a corruption in others
All the miserable, dirty, shabby desires
That lie by appearing as higher virtues
But are but gigantic nothingness and gigantic pride
I found all this at the very bottom of my being
And therefore, recognizing that my own heart is sick
T lost in myself my last support.
But in the end that very fall
Had plunged me into a bottomless night
Led me to recognize the all-powerful necessity
Of a higher and an endless power
Thus my mad despair and fear
Still witnessed to me the power of God.
On my breast there hidden rests
A little crucifix made of ivory
A witness of the stainless faith of my youth
It was a gift from my mother, of purest love
That survived all the storms and madness
A sign of God’s quiet martyrdom.
When I now found it on my aching breast
After so many years that I was unfaithful
Then it again seemed so shiny, so white
So very powerful and so very merciful
That again my bosom shuddered with yearning
For that figure so very honored.
And I greeted the light that is eternally new
That gushes from the bright arms of the cross
And on the bloody feet of Christ
1 poured my hot tears in the same way




