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wounds, and blood. His hands and feet are pierced and nailed to the cross. His joints pierced, His limbs
twisted; His body from head to toe are covered with wounds and bathed in blood.

Those who crucified Him were sitting or lying at the foot of the cross. Crowds covered the hill of
Calvary with people watching this bloody sight. They didn’t want to and they didn’t know how to respect
the majesty of Death. They didn’t know how to satisfy their craving for revenger and to the last minute
they showed Him their hatred and did not allow Him to die peacefully.

From 12 noon until 3 in the afternoon, the Savior hung dying on the cross until finally calling out
in a loud voice, He said, “Father, into Your hands | commend My spirit.” And having said this, He bowed
His head and died. And in that manner, after hanging on the cross in terrible agony for three hours, the
Savior fulfilled His sacrifice saying, “It is finished.”

“The Son of God,” says St. Alphonsus Liguori, “gave everything that He had, His honor, His
heavenly joys, His blood, His life and He offers all for an ungrateful people. He dies in shame and great
pain in order to make up for our sins. This is what the love of God has done. This is the value of the
human soul.”

Here I'm changing direction. | am returning to certain details from the life of the good thief.
They are very interesting. The bright morning sun throws shafts of spring brightness on the high, gray
walls of the prison in Jerusalem. Among the prisoners, there are two criminals who, for their bloody
crimes must pay with their life. Such was the sentence that fell from the prefect’s lips.

One of the prisoners is still asleep. He is breathing deeply, rhythmically and peacefully as though
he had no worries or fears. The other is awake. His eyes, full of anxiety and fear, stare at the heavy
chains with which his feet are immobilized. He looks at his chains with a stupefied look. For today, yes
today, he and his companion are to die on the cross. In his imagination, he sees hundreds and hundreds
of human arms and legs that in the past years had to writhe from pain here in chains by these walls.

And when he looks at these bronze chains shining in the rays of the sun, then that shiny metal
seems to him to be brilliant gold. It was exactly from greediness and covetousness that he desired as
much gold as he could get; he chased after gold and murdered the well-to-do and the wealthy. That is
why he must die today.

He closes his eyes tightly yet despite that, somewhere in the distance he sees gold, he sees the
crimes that he committed because of his love of gold and here, close to him, he sees the heavy cross to
which he will be nailed within a few hours. His conscience no longer begs, nor does it admonish him as it
once did, but with a solemn voice it passes sentence: “You must die! Yes, today you will die on the cross.

His imagination is working. Thus, today when the sun is still high in the heavens, they will nail
him to a cross. Thus, what that new and strange prophet was teaching out there by Lake Genezareth
has come true — “With whatever measure you measure, the same will be measured for you.”
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Thus, the prophecy in his case was fulfilled down to the last iota. Up until this time, he used to
kill. Today they are going to kill him. And the thief trembled. He opened wide his eyes and again his gaze
rests on the swinging prison chains.

He reminds himself of the time that led by curiosity, he went to hear the talks at the lake where
the sun was shining as brightly as it is today. He recalls how he sat down comfortably under a huge
cypress tree. There was a great crowd of people. He laughed aloud from that strange person whom the
crowd called a teacher and a prophet. He was teaching from a fisherman'’s boat as it bounced about on
the troubled waves of the lake.

Meanwhile, he laughed at all of that and mocked Him. Even today, despite the knowledge that
within a few hours he will part with life, he does not believe in that which he had listened to. So what?
They had caught him in a murder, but that’s an accident, that happens, that’s blind fate. Is he afraid of
death? Not he! He knows no fear.

If he would have succeeded in avoiding that arm of justice, then, that gold for which he became
a criminal and a murderer would have brought him first-rate happiness. Then it would be measured out
to him by some other gauge and not by a death by crucifixion. People would have respected him and
praised him and who knows perhaps they would even bestow some role of honor upon him. He would
somewhere and someday die, highly esteemed for despite everything no one ultimately extricates
himself from dying. He knows this therefore, he has never feared death and today, he does not fear
death.

Therefore, today when they will be crucifying him, he will be sneering at this death. He will
throw that crowd of curiosity seekers who surround his cross a smile of contempt and spit into their
impudent faces. And when he dies, then that eternal night will place its healing hand on his brow.

Wild cries broke into the reveries and plans of the murderer in prison — “Away with this One and
free Barabbas. And crucify Him! Crucify Him!”

These shouts began in Pilate’s palace and the crowd that tightly filled the courtyard of the
palace repeated them. This shouting snapped the second thief out of his hard sleep which he was using
for the last time in his life. In anger he tugged at his chains in a fit of rage and began to spit out terrible

curses.

Three of them were scheduled to die today by crucifixion. Who is the one for whom the mob is
insisting that the authorities release Barabbas? Would he be an even greater criminal than Barabbas?
But these shouts and screaming are coming constantly closer. The guards are standing at the gates. The
hinges creaked. The Roman soldiers are bringing in a new prisoner. The mob is kept behind the gate. Yet
soldiers fill the courtyard. The curious thief raised his head, looked and was stupefied. Isn’t this person,
tied up with ropes — Isn’t he that prophet who was surrounded by a silent, fascinated and adoring crowd
on the shores of the lake? Could He possibly be the third one who is to be crucified today?
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But what a strange brightness and what an unearthly peace radiates from His face. Could He
truly not fear a prolonged agony and a slow death on the cross?

The soldiers arrogantly tear off His robe. Some are beating Him in the face others are hitting
Him with rods. They clothe Him with a scarlet cloak. Onto His temples, they force a crown of thorns in
the shape of a hat. They blindfold Him with a dirty kerchief. While they are doing this they are singing
drunken, filthy songs. They are prostrating themselves before Him, kneeling and calling out, “Hail, King
of the Jews!” Others are spitting in His face, slapping Him hard in the face saying scornfully, “Guess who
struck you!”

The condemned thief sees all of this and hears all of this. And he doesn’t want to believe it. How
could this be? This Man who has been so cruelly beaten, He who has been so terribly mistreated and so
painfully humiliated was He supposed to be the King of the Jews? And why are they beating Him,
slapping His face and spitting on Him? And the Jewish people are applauding and are happy with this.
And what is He doing; how is He behaving, the One whom they are torturing, over whom they are
enacting such torture?

There is not even a trace of anger or a sign of hatred in His bright, peaceful eyes. On the
contrary, His look is sweet, forgiving and merciful. He turns His tortured face, filled with a certain
understanding, and even tenderness to those who show Him enmity. Who can He be? Who is He in
reality?

The thief forgets about his own fate; of his personal misfortune. Being unnoticed, he looks
carefully and closely at this strange Companion. Even then, when the hangmen are beating Him with
their fists, dragging Him out of prison and leading Him across the courtyard, he does not take his eyes
off that Person whom they are dragging in front of him and on whose shoulders they are forcing the
same cross as they gave him and the other thief.

The sun is pouring streams of heat on the streets of Jerusalem. He sees those clenched fists and
those lips twisted in contempt and the hatred of victors who relentlessly pursue the tortured Christ.

The thief, despite the fact that he is in the prime of life, totters under the heavy weight of the
wood of death; the soles of his feet are bleeding from the sharp stones of the rocky road, but in reality
he doesn’t feel this. Besides the mounds of dust and dirt, he doesn’t see anything.

He doesn’t see the fresh spring green fields and gardens; he doesn’t see the sky blue firmament
above him; He doesn’t hear the chirping of the birds. One and only one puzzling thought gives no peace,
“Who is that Person who is walking ahead of me and has fallen again under the weight of the cross?”

The soldiers have forced some passer-by to help Him carry that cross. Evidently His shoulders
are too weak yet He raises His head above the heaps of hatred that strike Him from every side. Even the
sight of Calvary the place of His execution does not awaken in Him any fear or horror.

This Person of the big bright eyes, is He just a person like he is or is He something more? The
executioners have already nailed His hands to that hard wood. But who is that woman standing close to
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the cross? Could that be His mother who is weeping so sorrowfully? Both, men and women are sobbing
over Him. Even the eyes of the groups of children are filled with tears. Yes, the children are evidently
lamenting over their friend.

And He is supposed to be only a man? Why this is not understood; this is impossible. And when
they already nailed Him to the cross, the heavens were covered with thick, heavy black clouds and
darkness covered the earth.

It was only around the Head of the dying Prophet that another-worldly splendor shone. Don’t
these crowds see this strange vision? They are scoffing at the sufferings of that poor Man, stretched out
on the cross, totally helpless and defenseless.

They are blaspheming Him! Wagging and shaking their heads, they shout “Hey, You Who
destroys the temple of God and rebuilds it again in three days, now save yourself. If You are the Son of
God come down from the cross.”

Again there were others who, pointing to the crucified, said to those who were passing by,
“Look, He was able to save others, but He can’t save Himself! If He is the King of the Israelites, let Him
now come down from the cross and we will believe Him! He trusted in God, so now let God save Him if
He wants to because He used to say, ‘l am the Son of God.””

And how does He react to this? His lips move; His eyes shine, not with the fire of anger or
revenge, but they radiate patience and goodness. Is He praying? For whom? Then, pleading words are
heard: “Father, forgive them for they don’t know what they are doing.”

Yes, this unusual Person is praying for those who were tormenting Him, for those who beat Him,
for those who nailed Him to the cross. He is praying for His enemies; He is praying for His oppressors.

It is only now that a tiny spark of some sort of unknown light tears through the hard soul of the
thief. Where did it come from, especially now in these brutal and inhuman surroundings? Could it
possibly be a reflex of that which people call love? Can similar feelings be felt by vile and criminal people
who are outcasts? Or is it perhaps that love of which they speak that comes from God? Are those eyes
of that tortured Person on the cross the eyes of God? Why is it that perverse people, wicked people,
make fun of him? Is it because there is such brightness shining from His eyes? Is He truly a messenger
from God? Or perhaps even the Son of God? Or maybe even because they are afraid of Him and that is
why they scream like that at Him?

It is evident that that fear led them top revenge; to murder this person: “If You are the Son of
God, then help Yourself!” This is the same thing that that embittered thief who is hanging on the other
side calls out: “If You are truly the Son of God, then help Yourself and us!” Suddenly, the one whose love
for gold led him to become a robber and a murderer, felt as though some untold weight had fallen from
his heart. He looks at his companion and reproaches him saying, “Aren’t you afraid of God Who is
suffering the same agony that we are? However, we deserve to do penance and to suffer for what we
had done, but this Man — what evil has He done?”
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He then turned his head towards the Prophet, and sincerely asks, “Lord, remember me when
You enter into Your kingdom!” From the lips of the dying Savior he heard this kind-hearted, forgiving
and salutary reply: “Truly, | tell you, today yet, you will be with Me in Paradise.”

Hearing these words, the thief began to weep, but these were tears of joy. He recognized and
understood that sorrow and contrition on the side of man and mercy and love from the side of Christ
open the gates of heaven even to the greatest sinner.

Here, | refer to the teaching of St. Augustine who said, “There were three crosses on Mt.
Calvary. On one of them there was nailed a thief who received salvation because he was sorry for his
sins; on the cross, there hung another thief, but this one went into eternal damnation because of his
hardness of heart; on the third cross, Christ hung between them and He was all-holiness and innocence.
The crosses were all even but the crucified were not.

And the way it was on Calvary, that is the way it is in the lives of people. Many people bear the
same cross, but not all have that same attitude, and on account of that their lots are not the same. If
you are suffering innocently but, despite that you bear your cross with humility, eternal salvation awaits
you. If you are suffering justly, but you are incensed you curse and become vindictive and vengeful, they
know that you will meet the same fate as the hard-hearted thief.

None of us are obligated to beg God for crosses of any form. Nor is there any law which would
obligate us to take upon ourselves penances for the sins of others, but if God sends us experiences, trials
or some form of cross, we should accept it and bear it with humility, submissiveness and patiently bear
it.

An intelligent person knows well that human nature shrinks from pain and long lasting
sicknesses and fears every kind of suffering, but the believer always remembers that what comes from
the Fatherly Hand of God can never be evil. God knows best what He must do and on whom and what
kind of cross to send. We should always, in every instance leave it up to the Will of God. This cross or
some other may be only a test or perhaps a penance, or maybe even a just punishment for our sins. In
every instance, it is worth reflecting upon the Passion of Christ. It is in reflecting upon the Cross of Christ
that we find the courage and the strength to carry our own cross.

Finally, our Savior Himself gave us the example of how to completely agree with the verdicts and
the Will of God the Father. Don’t try to explain to me that He could because He was the Son of God,
because at this very moment | remind you that He also had a human nature, one that is similar to our
very own.

To prove it, let me recall for you that scene that was played out on the Mount of Olives. The
Savior went there to pray. Falling to His knees, He prayed. In His imagination He began to see the bloody
details of His forthcoming Passion. And His soul began to sadden. He began to be alarmed and to fear.

A fervent prayer flowed from the lips of the terrified Jesus: “Father, if it is Your Will, take this
chalice away from Me; but let it be not My Will but Your Will that is done.
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And an Angel appeared from heaven, refreshing Him. And being in depression, He prayed all the
harder. And He was covered with perspiration that were drops of blood flowing down to the ground.
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April 11, 1954
I greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

The truth of the existence of a soul in man that a person besides having a body, has a soul within
himself which gives life to the body, directs the body, thinks and works within that person is a truth of
the Catholic faith that is equal in importance to the truth of the existence of God the Creator.

The Lord God exists and the human soul exists. God and the soul, that’s the entire religion. But
we don’t say that a person has a soul in order that there would be a religion, but on the contrary there is
religion because a person has a soul, because the Lord God exists in the world and over the world. And
that a person has a soul, Sacred Scripture testifies to this from its first page to its last one.

All of the revelations of God, written on the pages of the Old and New Testaments, these are the
works of the soul. “Then the Lord God created man from the dust of the earth and breathed into this
image the breath of life and it became a person with a living soul.” This is the beginning of man, who on
account of his soul is different from all the other creations on earth.

The entire Old Testament speaks of the soul in various ways. From the breath of the first soul in
the first person, up to the mother of the Maccabees, “full of wisdom and of a courageous heart” — who
encouraged her seven sons to persevere in faith, saying: “For it was not | who gave you your soul and
life, but the Creator of the world, Who in His mercy will return to you your soul and mercy.”

The entire New Testament is also directed to the peoples’ souls. Without souls, the Gospels
mean nothing. They are without value. There would be no sense. The entire work of Christ is the seeking
of that which had been lost; His entire purpose - the salvation of souls.

He spoke and taught about pearls, leaven and fields; of the prodigal son and the Good Shepherd
and He was thinking of the soul. Using earthly, daily pictures, He showed us eternal, immortal truths. He
cured bodies in order to save souls.

“Stand and walk!” He says to the paralytic so that by working a miracle on his body, He can free
these witnesses to acknowledge the miracle worked on the soul of the sick person. “Have trust, my son,
your sins are forgiven.”

What is easier to say? Both the first and the second is a great miracle. A person does not only
have a body. What is the value of the soul? It cannot be compared to anything on earth. Didn’t our
Savior stress that when He asked: “What will help a person, even if he gains the entire world but suffers
the loss of his soul?” The entire would and the soul . .. What a comparison . . . the entire world and one
human soul.

The soul — that’s an entire other world. There is nothing in the material world that could be
compared to the soul. For that reason there is no price on the soul except God along.
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And again the Savior asks, “What will a man give in exchange for his soul?” This is the entire
lesson about the human soul, a lesson to which we cannot add anything. It is worth underlining the
words of Christ: “Fear not those who kill the body but cannot kill the soul; but rather fear those who can
push body and soul into hell.”

What the human soul is worth to God, we can best see in that which Christ did. For that was
how much was needed to save the soul of man.

What did He do? Listen, and listen carefully. The Son of God did not hesitate to come down to
earth. He came to a stable, hiding His majesty and almighty power under the appearance of a helpless
Babe.

He did not back out before the bloody road of crucifixion which let to Calvary. He did all of this
in order to redeem, in order to save human souls.

From here to my talk Which is entitled:
THE PRICE OF HUMAN SOULS

The Passion of Christ began in the Garden of Gethsemane on the Mount of Olives. When the
Savior saw that the moment of his betrayal was coming closer, He complained to the Apostles Peter,
James and John, “My soul is saddened unto death.”

Distress and sadness intensified the fear and suffering. Unlimited deadly pain took possession of
his body and soul so that His perspiration became as drops of blood falling to the ground.

Despite that, His feverish lips whispered: “Not My will, but Yours be done.” An angel, sent by His
heavenly Father, gave Him the strength to complete His holocaust mission. He approached His Apostles
saying, “Arise, let us go. He is drawing near who will betray Me.”

Jesus had scarcely finished saying these words and Judas was already standing before Him, and
with him a crowd of a few hundred soldiers, priests, leaders, crowds of vagabonds and street people
with lanterns, torches, swords and clubs. Judas quickly drew close to Jesus and kissed Him, saying “Hail
Rabbi!” This greedy man and betrayer used a kiss, a sign of love and friendship to betray his Master.

Jesus asked him this gentle question: “Friend, why have you come?” Have you ever thought
about who, when and to whom these words were spoken; the Son of God, after being betrayed by His
disciple. There is so much gentleness and so much love in those few words.

Despite this terrible crime, the Savior still wanted to force him to reflect upon what he had done
in order to save the soul of this traitor.

Jesus took a step forward and asked the crowd, “Whom do you seek? They answered Him —
“Jesus of Nazareth!” “I am He.” On these words they moved backward and fell on the ground.
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And again they heard that quiet and gentle voice: “I already told you that | am He; if you are
only seeking Me, then allow these others to leave.” After a few minutes, He added, “You have come out
as against a robber with swords and clubs. Day after day | was with you in the temple area and you did
not seize Me but, this is your hour, the time for the power of darkness.”

When His disciples saw their Master in the hands of His enemies, they all ran away. And this is
neither anything new nor anything strange. The pagan poet was right when he wrote: “As long as
success favors you, you will have many friends, but as soon as that page is turned you will remain
alone.”

If these Apostles, due to weakness and fear abandoned their Divine Teacher, do our friends act
differently? Let us put our trust in God for we can’t depend on people. It is now that that crowd of
arrogant thugs lead the Jesus Whom they tied up now to Annas. He questioned Jesus about His disciples
and His teachings. “I have always spoken openly to the world, came the answer. “I have always taught in
the synagogues and in the houses of prayer where all the Jews gather and in secret | have never spoken.
Why are you asking Me? Ask those who heard Me as to what | said.”

At this response one of the temple guards struck Jesus a blow on His cheek shouting: “Is this the
way You answer the high priest?” Jesus answered him quietly: “If | have spoken wrongly, testify to the
wrong, but if | have spoken rightly why, do you strike Me?”

From Annas they led Jesus to Caiphas. Here, several bribed witnesses were already waiting.
These began to bring out various reproaches and complaint. Jesus did not answer them. Finally, an old
atheist, pretending to be offended and scandalized, called out in a loud tone: “I adjure you on the living
God to tell us whether You are the Christ, the Son of God!”

It was only here that Jesus broke His silence: “You have said it, yes, | am He.” When Caiphas
heard this, pretending indignation and having been scandalized, he tore his robes calling out in a loud
voice: “He has blasphemed! What further need do we have of witnesses? What do you think?” And they
shouted: “He is guilty of death.”

For the time being, the questioning of the accused was interrupted. The soldiers and servants of
the court led Christ out into the court yard. Here they kept Him under guard for the rest of the night.
And that was a difficult night — a terrible night. The servants and the soldiers of that prison insulted their
Divine Prisoner in every possible way. They spit into His face, beat Him with their fists, slapped Him in
the face, covered His eyes and called out: “Guess who struck You.” The Savior bore all of these
humiliations with superhuman patience.

It was hardly dawn when the high priests and the elders gathered together to lead the Savior
before the Roman prefect, Pilate. They did not have the right to condemn anyone to death because
Judea was under the rule of the Roman Caesar. Pilate as a governor for Caesar had the law of life and
death.
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Pilate after hearing the charges and accusations recognized that they were without any base
and were made up out of jealousy and hatred. He therefore said to the crowd’ “I find no cause in Him.”
At that one of the elders threw out a new accusation, “He is creating confusion in the nation. He is
teaching in all of Judea beginning in Galilee and ending in Jerusalem.”

Pilate hearing the mention of Galilee asked whether Jesus was a Galilean. When he heard that
He was, he sent Him away immediately with all of His accusers to Herod the ruler of Galilee. Herod had
heard much about this teacher from Nazareth. He heard that with miracles and the dignity of His
Person, along with sublimity of His teachings, He had drawn many, very many people after Him
therefore he had long wanted to see this Person before him. Who knows, maybe he will see some sort
of miracle.

But the Savior kept silent and did not answer any of his questions. Herod became angry and
together with his council considered Him demented. To make fun of Him he had Jesus clothed in a white
robe as a fool and sent Him back to Pilate. Pilate was not pleased with this. He didn’t want to condemn
an innocent man, but at the same time, he was too weak to oppose the demands of the Jews. Then
Pilate remembered that on this Jewish holiday he had the right to release one prisoner for whom the
people would ask.

Pilate wanted to take advantage of this law. At that time they had Barabbas, a great criminal,
trouble-maker and murderer whom everyone feared, locked in their prison. Pilate was convinced that
the people will ask for the release of Jesus instead. Therefore he asked, “Which of these two should be
given their freedom — Jesus or Barabbas?” Pilate was shocked when he heard the loud cry, “Away with
Jesus! Release Barabbas!”

“What should | do with Jesus who is called the Christ?”
“To the cross with Him,” they all shouted.

“But what evil has He done? | will have Him scourged. Then they will be satisfied with that
bloody sight and then | shall give Him His freedom.”

The soldiers led Jesus into the courtyard, stripped Him of His clothes, tied Him to a column and
mercilessly began the scourging in an inhuman manner; His shoulders were covered with wounds and,
not only was His blood flowing in a stream, but pieces of His flesh were falling to the ground. Christ was
scourged so mercilessly that He resembled a trampled bug more than the figure of a man but that
wasn’t the end.

The soldiers made and forced a crown of thorns upon His Head, threw a scarlet cape over His
shoulders, forced a reed into His hand and now the soldiers treated Him cruelly in a most inhumane way
while the Savior was greatly weakened because of the loss of so0 much blood.

The sight of Jesus not only moved Pilate but filled him with horror. Thus, he judged that this
sight of Him would also move this mob to pity.
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Pointing to the tortured Jesus, he spoke in a voice that trembled with pity, “Behold the Man!”
He had already suffered enough. He can’t live much longer. Allow Him to leave and to die among His
own.

But the enemies of Christ had lost all human feelings of pity. “To the cross with Him! Crucify
Him!” Such was their response.

Pilate asked for a pan of water, and washing his hands said, “l am innocent of the blood of the
Innocent Man!” They shouted back, “His blood be upon us and upon our children!” According to how
they calculated time then, it was the sixth hour which by our calculations would be twelve noon.

It was at that hour that Pilate announced the death sentence. Immediately, the soldiers pulled
off the Savior’s robe in which they had dressed Him earlier to make fun of Him, and they dressed Him in
His own robe. Then they brought the cross on which He was to die and placed it on His shoulder.

This cross was made of ordinary rough boards. According to St. Bonaventure, the perpendicular
board was 15 long while the one lying crosswise was 8 feet long. They also brought two thieves to join
Him since they too were to die.

Christ lifted that cross with great effort. His entire Body trembled from weakness, His legs
swayed beneath Him and finally, He fell to the ground. He repeated this two more times.

The soldiers realized that He would not be able to carry so much weight all the way to Golgotha.
“Therefore, they forced a Cyrenian who was coming out of the country, the father of Alexander and
Rufus, to help carry that cross.”

Among the crowds that accompanied the Savior on the road to Calvary was a group of women
who loudly lamented Him. Christ turned to them with this reminder — “Daughters of Jerusalem do not
weep over Me, but weep instead for yourselves and for your children.”

In the midst of unspeakable pain, totally exhausted, the Savior finally stood on the hill of
Golgotha, the place of crucifixion. The hangmen stripped Him of His clothes; new pains, and fresh
torment.

His clothing had stuck to His blood and wounds so that when they stripped His clothes, all of His
wounds reopened and chunks of His flesh were torn off.

Finally, the crucifixion began; the hangmen, the ropes, hammers and nails. There are no words,
in any language on earth, with which the most gifted writer the most eloquent speaker could adequately
describe the pains of the tortured Savior when His hands and feet were nailed to the cross with thick
nails. The hangmen then dropped the cross into a hole that they had previously dug.

Cast your eye on the cross and on the One hanging on that cross. The crown of thorns, dyed
with His blood is on His head from which streams of blood flow. His pale face, swollen, covered with




