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April 9, 1939
| greet all of you, my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Today the entire world is celebrating the great feast of the Resurrection of the Lord. People
everywhere are celebrating with great joy, humming and singing this appropriate hymn: “This happy day
has dawned today — The day for which we all waited — For this is the day that Christ arose from the
dead!”

| speak to you today in the words of the Apostle Paul: “For what | received | passed on to you as of
first importance: That Christ died for our sins according to the Scriptures, that He was buried, that He
was raised on the third day according to the Scriptures and that He appeared to Peter and then to the
Twelve. After that, He appeared to more than five hundred of the brothers at the same time, most of
whom are still living, though some have fallen asleep. Then He appeared to James, then to all the
apostles, and last of all, He appeared to me also, as to one abnormally born.”

But if it is preached that Christ rose from the dead, how can some of you say that there is no
resurrection from the dead? If there is no resurrection of the dead, then not even Christ has been
raised. And if Christ has not been raised, our preaching is useless and so is your faith | now begin my
talk entitled:

THREE RESURRECTIONS

It is already two thousand years since that first resurrection! Listen to this simple and tender
description of this historic incident: “It was very early on the first day of the week and still dark when
Mary of Magdala came to the tomb. She saw the stone had been moved away from the tomb. She
stood outside of that tomb, weeping. Weeping bitterly, she bent over and looked inside the tomb.
There she saw two angels dressed in white sitting where the body of Jesus had been, one at the head
and the other at the feet.

They said, "Woman, why are you weeping?’ ‘They have taken my Lord away,’she replied, ‘and |
don’t know where they have put Him.” As she said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing
there, but she did not recognize Him. Jesus said, ‘Woman, why are you weeping? Who are you looking
for?’

Supposing him to be the gardener, she said, ‘Sir, if you have taken him away, tell me where you
have put him and | will go and remove him.” Jesus said, ‘Mary!” She knew him then and said to him in
Hebrew, ‘Rabboni!” which means Master. Jesus said to her, ‘Do not cling to me because | have not yet
ascended to my Father. But go and find my brothers and tell them: ‘l am ascending to my Father and
your Father, to my God and your God.” A simple and convincing description of the first actual resurrec-
tion. Now, let us proceed to our times — to the year 1930:

It is Resurrection in the capital of the Soviet Union! Their Orthodox church is filled to capacity.
Laborers are there with their wives and children, all very poor but their faces are radiant with joy and
emotion and their lips are moving in prayer. This night, all of these people have forgotten their poverty




image2.jpeg
and misery, their persecutions and torments - for today is the feast above all feasts — Easter that
reminds all of the resurrection of Christ!

The people join in singing lustily the hymn intoned by their priest: “Christ arose from the dead — By
dying he conquered death — He now gives eternal life in heaven to all people of good will.” The soldiers
who are present, instead of firing into that pious congregation, lay aside their fire-arms and begin saying
to one another with an odd show of emotion —“Christ has risen, brother!” — whilethe other replies, “He
is truly risen!” They extend their hands to one another and kiss one another as they had been taught
from early childhood by their mothers!

That is a simple description of the second resurrection — on streets that had been drenched with the
blood of believers! Now we proceed to the third resurrection, which can be entitled “The Last
Resurrection!” It is tender and heart — stirring:

“The village was engulfed in darkness when Simon Socha, complaining quietly, dragged himself
from his hard bed and went outside in front of his hut. Barefoot, in his night shirt, with his sheepskin
coat thrown across his narrow shoulders, he greedily inhaled the cool air. He was choking from a high
fever and the wound in his side which he had received during the Bolshevik invasion, bothered him
more than ever. Pressing his hand to his right side, he muttered, ‘It burns as though someone was
applying a live fire to it! | didn’t even serve in the army,” he grumbled further, ‘yet | got wounded more
than some of those who were lying in the trenches.” His toothless mouth cracked into a painful grin as
he imagined himself, an old man nearly seventy years old, holding a fire-arm in his hands and going after
the enemy. ‘I would have made a sturdy soldier,” he murmured while trying to stifle a cough, ‘but this
nasty sickness’ and he swore —‘attached itself to me and won’t let go! On Candlemas Day, | got a wee bit
of sharp wind and since then | can’t recover. | stayed in bed every day — not like the respected master of
the house, but like some free-thinker from town. It’s a good thing that Magda comes to see me and
brings me food; otherwise, without saying more, | would have died like that dog without a master..
True, she is my daughter-in-law, but even so, she has a husband and children to look after, so she is
really doing me a big favor by coming to check on me.

Tony should come to look in on his old father, for he is my son, but he has a farm to look after, a
whole forty acres. He also wants to be the chief officer in charge of a group of villages next year, so how
can he possibly come since he has no time?’ Even though he felt bad that his son was not concerned
about him, nevertheless he did not feel the least bit of animosity towards his Tony. A peasant, like every
man is ambitious and is not going to worry his head about his old father!”

A cool gust of wind fluttered the leaves of the willow tree by the wayside. The old man coughed,
drew his sheepskin coat across his chest and looked up at heaven. A purple radiance began to scatter
the shadows of the night announcing an early dawn. Day is drawing near. Looking quickly to see if
Magda is coming, the old man blessed himself. ‘Our Father, who is. . . he interrupted his prayer and
began to concentrate deeply on something. ‘It seems to me that yesterday Magda said that she will not
be coming today. But, why? Aha! Now | remember! Because today is Easter! Because everybody is
going to church, so | must also go!”
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He looked all around. In the eastern part of the sky, the purple color had taken on a pearl tint and
was a light pink at the top. The gray fog rising up over the fields was rather clear up until now. It
thickened, changing into a milky white cloud that hid the nearby woods so that only the tops of the
trees could be seen. Suddenly the fiery disk of the rising sun appeared on the horizon and a shower of
purplish rays flooded the neighborhood. As though touched by magic, the foggy mists were torn open
and disappeared, rising up into the air. Before the old man’s eyes, the entire forest suddenly shone in
all of its majesty. It was pink from the sun’s rays which glided through the tops of the trees and trmbled
in great drops of dew showing the entire gamut of the colors of the rainbow that were still damp from
the morning’s mist. The sun had just a little earlier appeared from the depths of the waters, tempted by
the secret of the murky interior.

simon’s hut — stood nearby — all alone just as he was. It was located at least a good fourth of a
kilometer from the nearest building in that village. Simon’s fading eyesight did not notice all the
movement that prevailed there. Beautifully dressed villagers were coming out of their freshly, white-
washed huts and were going to church for the Resurrection Mass.

Simon sighed deeply and entered his hut. He decided to get dressed and to go to church. Breathing
heavily and resting every few minutes, he got dressed in gray pants and a cloak to match, drew on a pair
of high boots and covered his head with a sheepskin cap. For several minutes he was undecided as to
whether or not he should wear his sheepskin coat. Even though he was racked by a fever and his lips
and tongue were parched, he waved it aside and went outside without his coat. ‘It will be easier for me
and it won’t be so hot,” he muttered under his nose. He moved slowly forward, placing one foot in front
of the other along the narrow path through the field, passing by the village and headed in the direction
of the church.

He walked with great difficulty and finally had to sit down. ‘I will rest a little,” he whispered. The
church was already close by, but the old man felt so weak that he didn’t even want to move from that
spot. ‘I’'m already old and | can’t make it there,” he complained. Suddenly he heard the powerful voices
of the bronze church bells announcing the Resurrection of Jesus Christ. This joyful news was resounding
from one end of the country to the other! From the silvery peaks of the Carpathian Mountains, from
the wild crags of the Tatra Mountains, over the amber shores washed by the blue waters of the Baltic
Sea, from Dvina the wind carries this joyful news beyond the Oder River:’ Our Redeemer has risen from
the grave! Rejoice, o people!”

The spring sun gilds the young plants on the village green and with a sunny kiss teases the branches
of the bushes and trees that are swollen with sap. Great joy fills the hearts of all the people! Christ
arose from the dead!

In the little wooden church a great many people are humbling themselves before their Redeemer.
A fragrant cloud of incense rises over their bowed heads and floats through the heavens to the feet of
the Lord in a great prayerful song: ‘Alleluia! Alleluia! Christ arose from the grave — He announces the
victory of good over evil, of light over darkness!’




image4.jpeg
Above old Socha’s head, a gray skylark soared warbling its own joyous song. ‘Look, even this bird is
praising the Lord!” mutters this old man. ‘I,too, must go to church.” He tried to rise from the damp
ground, but he didn’t have enough strength and he fell back on the ground —‘I can’t, dear Jesus, | am an
old man and have no strength,” he lamented.

Suddenly, it seemed to him that he saw a great light which was approaching him. Why this is the
merciful Jesus who is coming to him over the green field. ‘O sweetest Jesus’ — his sobs are torn from his
aching breast — ‘’m just a miserable worm and do not deserve your grace!’ —and he covered his eyes
with his hands and sobbed with great joy.

A soft hand rested on his head and he heard a tender voice: ‘Simon!” He slowly uncovered his eyes
and he sees — The Savior is standing near him and is gently smiling — ‘You couldn’t come to Me, so | have
come to you. ‘But —I’'m just a simple peasant’ — sobs Socha —‘When my wife was living, | used to argue
with her and | often even beat her — | drank liquor instead of honey — I'm a big sinner — and today — my
dear merciful Jesus, | am not worthy to even look at You!” ‘You are dearer to Me than others ‘ whispers
Jesus. — ‘Merciful Jesus!

The Savior slowly withdraws with Socha following Him. He is going somewhere into the light —
towards the stars!

Returning from church, the villagers chanced upon the dead body of Simon. A smile of great
happiness shone on his pale face!” Now, isn’t that a tender story of the third and last resurrection? |
end now quoting the appropriate verses of our writer Antoni Pietkiewicz:

Alleluial The Redeemer of the world has risen from the dead!
It was on love that God based His covenant
He commanded that we see and love a brother in every neighbor
That we bear the burden with him, bring him back when he goes astray
Feed him when he is hungry, clothe him when he is naked
Comfort him when he is in sorrow, encourage him when he’s in despair
Strengthen in us the covenant of your reign.
That we would live as brothers in a kind-hearted family
Where everyone is sad when one is sad or all rejoice with the one who is glad
Where everyone wants to share his bread and his heart with the other
That we may be like those who were abundantly blessed by God
Today while inviting guests to share your blessed Easter food
Remember the hunger of the widows, the orphans and the beggars
Be generous in providing for the hospital and the many refuges
There are those who despite their luxuries will give just crumbs
To those who eat their dry bread with their sweat and tears.
But in feeding the hungry body, let us also remember — That man doesn’t live on bread alone
Therefore let us distribute spiritual food everywhere — As every soul seeks it hungrily
When satisfied fully, he will experience the Resurrection of the Lord, singing Alleluia!




