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and return to God. Then with the words, “Jesus, Mary” and holding a cross spasmodically in his hands
and pressing it to his breast he ended his life.

From this example taken from life, it is of value to remember the words of that convert — “A
person looks at things differently when he is alive and differently at the hour of his death.”

Wanda Lakowiczowna wrote many things under the title of “Honor Your Father and Your
Mother.” She wrote — “Her face had turned pale and gray from misery. The glow of human dignity had
already faded from her discolored eyes due to continuous humiliations. She reaches out her trembling
hands to passersby, sometimes with a whisper for mercy, and sometimes just with a silent gesture of a
plea.

When | walk down the street every day, | see this poor, gray woman and this old man who bows
before everyone as they pass him by with his silvery aged and venerable head. | often think with deep
sadness ‘Where are their children? Have they all died? Maybe they are scattered all over the world and
are preoccupied with their own lives; they forgot about their first obligation, the care of their parents.
Maybe, because such things happen; the smartly dressed, elegant, painted up daughter is walking along
the pavement beside her mother who is cowering by the wall and begging, and turns her face away from
her.

She had so many children; each one so helpless, so small and crying. From the moment of birth
until the moment each went out into the world it was one streak of sacrifice, renunciation and hard
work. There were sleepless nights with sick children and nights when every few minutes, at every
whimper or rustle; that heavy, tortured head would tear itself from the pillow. And then, their
upbringing, the endless repetition, the sound of the word, every spoon of liquid or piece of bread; all the
patience that was needed, all the strength and perseverance; those were the days of mothers. They
were bound on every side by prickly worries about their children and then given in to fatigue.

Thus, the lives of our parents were one, gray, toilsome difficulty, one field of bloody drudgery.
They persisted in perseverance and in forgetfulness of self. There was work without rest, a week without
a Sunday. There was heroism beyond understanding; sometimes seeing the madness and the straight
dedication and self-denial of my beloved mother; | thought like everyone who has a mother. “How is it
possible that so much, so very much; a huge amount of sacrifice, of goodness and love could be given.”
Everything was in order to create a material existence for us in order to assure for us in the widest
possible range that which is necessary to develop our souls, minds and bodies.

At times, our home was not like the colored fantasy of a child. There were no coral palaces from
fairy tales, but the heart of a mother enlightened our paths with its rays of happiness, laughter and
brightness. Only the love of God, and His most sincere watching over the fate of man can compare to
the dedication of parents to their children. It is because that Heavenly Father from whom all life begins,
had thrown some Divine crumbs of His inconceivable love into the hearts of those who, according to His
Will, gave us our earthly existence. It is only with the love of the Mother of our Savior. She who
conceived, gave birth to, fed and brought up Jesus in her arms that one can compare the giving of self
and the dedication without limits of our own mothers.
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Mother, her sky blue loving eyes looking uneasily into the depths of a child’s soul; her goodness
and forgiveness, her readiness, always and everywhere for every sacrifice made for the good of the
child. Everybody disappoints us; all of our friends and those closest to us but, the heart of a mother
always remains faithful, always loving and dedicated. What gratitude should throw us gratefully at the
feet of God for this great gift of His goodness — our parents; for the model, the ideal of all mothers for
the Mother of the Savior! Before all ages, on Mount Sinai, the Lord wrote in fire from lightning on the
stone tablets, in the fourth commandment, the command of His will — “Honor your father and your
mother.” This is not a plea, nor is it a recommendation. This is a lesson, a commandment, a law. Here
there can be no excuses, compromises, commentaries or justifications. Honor! It is as though it never
entered the mind of our all-knowing infinite, eternally intelligent God speaking in the language of men
that children would be capable of forgetting, abandoning or insulting their parents. To take care of
parents in their old age is such a natural thing, impossible to be a questionable matter. God only said
“Honor” and honor is definitely more than polite kindness or deep, serious respect; it is also more than
fulfilling a simple duty.

Meanwhile, one hears so much of the arrogance and cruelty of children towards their parents;
of hard words and words that are sharp; of disobedience and insincerity.

Jesus who is God, who created and rules over the world was hidden in the figure of a child, then
a youth and a young man beneath that low thatched roof of the house in Nazareth, confidently placed
himself totally into the hands of Mary and Joseph. His sweetness and docility, his submissiveness and
humility are a glaring contrast of holiness with the lack of self-control and rebellion of the rest of the
children his age. Why — is it impossible for us to reflect in any piece of our character like the ray of the
sun in a glass, any rays of his perfection? When | happen to be in a crowded street car or train and | see
an old, weak woman or a sickly old man, grabbing with a trembling hand something to hold on to, while
near him a young person is sitting in a comfortable position, | am filled with sad thoughts. How far
removed are the people of today from the simple directives of God’s commandments. For some there is
even a lack of the inborn sense of morality; the proverbial Polish courtesy is kept only in archives.

To the objection that pious people are the worst kind of people, | will answer with an example. |
found this example in my pile of clippings which | habitually make and keep in order to some day make
use of them. Listen to this story.

“John’s mother was overjoyed when her beloved son, now already a grown young man,
returned home after completing his professional schooling and all the prescribed regulations. She gazed
at him with maternal tenderness and marveled at his youthful swing and the elasticity of his strength.
She had been so lonesome for him while he was studying in a foreign city and she had such sweet
memories of how attached he had been to her in his earlier years when he was at home, under her care.
Even her neighbors envied her for having such a beloved and exemplary son.

However, when John settled down at home, she noticed a great change in him. In the mornings,
he quickly arose at the last minute, ate his breakfast and sped off to work. He arrived home from work
in the evenings, late and sometimes drunk. On Sundays, he went out somewhere, but his mother
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doubted that he had gone to Mass in any church. Her soul was filled with sorrow. She reminded him a
few times of his Christian obligations, but he did not change. He told his mother not to interfere with his
affairs for he is now a grown man and possibly knows how to behave better than she does. In her
bitterness, she kept silent.

However, when her daughter Stella, who was a teacher, came home for the holidays, the
mother began to complain to her about her son so that he could hear — ‘I have no idea whether he
believes anymore, for there are no signs of a Christian life about him.”

Aroused, John called out, ‘Leave me in peace! | don’t want any of those practices, if only

because these pious people are the very worst.”

“Now that’s an open lie!” answered his sister. “A pious person, by the very definition, is a person
who lives in a God-like manner, just as God has commanded, and he fulfills his good duties towards God
and man. A pious person is better than other people because he lives according to the best and highest
principles, those of God. A truly pious person knowing that God penetrates everything, not only
interiorly but also externally, wants to be good and noble and keeps all of the regulations when others
are watching him and even when no one sees him. Therefore, it is easier for him to be better than
others for he has the examples of a good life; he has prayer and the sacraments which draw down grace
and the help of God.”

“But, my dear,” interrupted John, “that’s all unfounded talk which does not correspond to
reality. Just take a close look at the people who feign to be pious and are fulfilling their religious
practices. Can’t you see that this one is argumentative, that one is heartless; he would never help
another, and some others are swindlers.”

“Do you really think that they are so evil because they are pious? On the contrary, they do not
yet reach holiness because, like you, they are still subject to the evil influence of the world, or various
passions so that the spirit of Christianity has not yet completely penetrated them; that they even break
away from the commandments of God. They are still weak and even sinful, but one can affirm that they
are better than people of no religion.

Even though people of no religion are scandalized by the pious people and readily point out
their flaws, in reality they have more sins and it often happens that they do not see their own sensuality
and injustice and do not want to see it. Even the notorious gossiping is more widespread among the
unbelievers rather than the believers. These unbelievers often turn against each other, they have long
tongues and are scheming. Only before others do they consider their own sins as trifles.”

“But, | can show you,” explained John, “pious people who are worse, in every respect, than
people who are indifferent to religion.”

“| know about that,” admitted Stella, “that it is possible to come across a person who practices
religion but is completely bad or evil; but, such a person abuses religion and faith. He borrowed from
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religion only external practices; a sign board and with that he hides his evil life. It is possible to abuse the
very best things, but, should the abuse of things cancel out their use for good?

Some person abused food, became extremely ill and even died, but the horrified people did not
call out — “we are not going to eat!: Certainly, we will eat, but having learned through the experience of
others, we will avoid over eating and unhealthy foods.” At the same time when we see that someone is
abusing faith, we are not permitted to conclude that faith does not give anything because we know that
it ennobles millions of people and when faith is lived, it must ennoble each person because it has the
best directions for life, the loftiest incentives for acting and prominent helps.

It must be added also, that people who are not religious, but are good people, are often unconsciously
living according to the principles of faith because they were brought up in an atmosphere that was
completely imbued with the Christian culture.”

John kept silence. His sister left him in peace so that his soul could digest these observations.
She was determined to win his heart through goodness and kindness and help him so that he could
overcome his ego, his love of self, which makes it especially difficult to accept admonitions and a change
of life. But, she told herself, that with the help of God, she must change her brother into the former
good, religious person that he was.

| hope that these above examples will explain to some degree the certain difficulties met in our
daily life.
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February 6, 1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

There is one thing that every person desires in his life, for which he aims and which he seeks.
That thing is, of course happiness. All of a man’s efforts, both conscious and unconscious, are directed to
finding happiness for himself. His instinct, mind and will push man in one and the same direction —
towards happiness. When some form of humiliation has hardly touched us or some form of injustice, a
wrong, some suffering or disappointment. Or some upset in our plans, then something hurts us
immensely, discourages us and often leads us to despair. Man is truly a being that is oddly helpless and,
we must admit self-conceited. An either doesn’t know this or else he doesn’t want to admit to this. He
imagines that now that he is grown and has become a man, he has hardly achieved an education and
more or less some knowledge or experience in life, that he already knows what he needs for his
happiness and what is good for him and what is evil.

It happens that one hears too often complaints, indignant revolts, grumbling and even
blasphemies that God has allowed calamities and sufferings, that a wrong is being inflicted upon the
innocent and defenseless while an injustice is being inflicted upon the good and honorable.

Maybe you don’t believe me. Then listen carefully what an American veteran writes. He’s been
lying in the hospital since 1944. “On Iwo Jima, a Japanese grenade tore off my leg and horribly damaged
my belly. My other leg is useless because it is completely paralyzed. Lying in this bed in the hospital, | am
bothered by thoughts as to why it is | who must suffer. | am and | will be useless for my entire life. Why
should | pray, what good will prayer do for me?”

In another letter, this time from Brooklyn, New York | read — “I don’t understand how an
educated and intelligent person can speak of some kind of punishment from God. There’s nothing like it
here on earth.”

A third letter from Detroit maintains that “What | am in life that is what | will be in death. No
priest can convince me that there exists some sort of eternity with a heaven and a hell.”

Some sort of theologian in a skirt writes from Scranton, Pennsylvania “that people who go to
church are worse than those who live without church and without prayer.”

If | am not mistaken, | have already answered these objections several times at great length.
Today, | will limit myself to giving them examples because they speak most effectively to a person’s
mind. Therefore, please listen carefully to today’s talk which is entitled:

AN ANSWER IN EXAMPLES

In the Veteran’s Hospital in Chicago, a young 23 years old person, Jimmy Wallace lies since May,
1945. He was shot in such an unfortunate manner that he cannot rise at all from his bed and he is
unable to even move his fingers, because he is completely paralyzed. This unfortunate person expressed
himself deploring the fact that because of his helplessness and in ability to use his hands, and his
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difficulty in moving the rosary beads, he could not say the rosary which is his beloved prayer. When this
became known to the service staff of the hospital, someone sent him a very big rosary with large, thick
beads. The nurses arranged it on the head board of his bed. The sick man who cannot move his fingers
across the beads while praying the Hail Mary’s does it with his sight. He is very grateful to those who
enabled him in that manner to continue his practice of the recitation of the beloved rosary. Lying
motionless in his hospital bed and keeping his eyes fixed on the hanging rosary, he whispers the Hail
Mary’s while his face radiates peace.

This is a very moving example of someone who is totally bed fast. Let it serve as a lesson for
everyone, both the healthy and the sick as to the value we should attach to the daily recitation of at
least one mystery of the holy rosary.

Robert G. Neppel from Carroll, lowa was seriously wounded in World War Il. He was taken to
the field hospital where the surgeon immediately amputated both legs above the knees. When the war’s
activities ended in 1945, Neppel was transferred to an army hospital in Fort Hamilton, New York. This
veteran was not the least discouraged by the loss of his legs. As he himself testified, he completely
forgot about his being crippled and he prayed and was making plans for the future. Being the son of a
farmer, he dreamt of having and setting up a modern farm.

One day he expressed his plans to a friend who had come to visit him. This friend was very
moved by what he heard and was deep in thought when he left. He began to campaign for him among
the inhabitants of the veteran’s home town and among the local farmers. Soon, the entire population of
the State of lowa was interested in this case. The press began to collect donations for his cause. Using all
of these free offerings, a committee bought a 240 acre farm and built him a large, modern and
comfortable house.

After receiving his artificial legs, the doctors allowed him to leave the hospital and he returned
to the home of his parents where he learned of the goodness of all those people. Moved to tears at the
generosity of the people, he said, “God heard my pleas and inspired all of those people to come to my
aid. | am very grateful to God and to all those who helped.”

This veteran amputee now had his own home and a farm. However, he did not yet have a wife
but, fortunately he was already engaged to a woman. He did not wait long. Within a month, they
married and settled in his new house on his own farm. Under the direction of an expert farmer and two
workers, he earnestly went to work. He was able to personally fulfill many of the duties of a farmer. He
drove the tractor, harrowed and sowed the seed. He was able to drive a car because he received and
used special mechanical instruments. He was also gifted with an automobile by the veterans of AMVETS.
In his spare time, he drove around to all the farms and farmers selling instruments for raking and hoeing
for the tractor and the threshing machine.

How is this veteran getting along? Not only can we say, “not bad” but, “excellently.” When the
government agent checked their harvests, he proved that on the farm of the amputee veteran who is
not discouraged by anything, every acre that was planted with corn yielded a hundred bushels of corn
whereas the fields of the other farmers yielded an average of 47% bushels per acre.
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Neppel is one of the most outstanding proofs of how one can overcome the greatest obstacles.
He admits with heartfelt gratitude that faith and prayer have helped and continues to help him to
persevere.

At the end of October, 1939, not quite a full month after the Germans invaded Poznan, there
circulated in the town some monstrous information. These new authorities, the ruffians of Hitler, had
determined to des troy the statue of Christ the King, which dominated the square of Alei Ujazdowski.

This monument had been built ten years after World War | with money from the citizens as a
gesture of gratitude to Jesus Christ for freeing this Polish country from a half century of captivity. These
barbaric invaders knew this very well and that is why the monument, for them, was salt in their eyes.

Greiser was the past president of the senate at Gdansk and he was now the leader of the
Germans in Poznan. Before long his criminal activity became known. All the prisons in Poznan, the
military prisons in Mlynsk, the police prisons, the Citadel and Fort 77 on Bukowski were overflowing with
thousands who had been arrested. Among them were found the most outstanding Polish activists —
priests, university professors, high officials, political activists, editors, literary people, doctors — the
entire Polish “intelligentia” — all captured in night raids by the indefatigable Gestapo. With every printed
verse of Greiser’s program was seen the ordinary, arrogant — “Beware to the Conquered.”

Greiser quickly forgot that he is a son of this land, that in Inowroclaw he went to school with and
was good friends with John Kasprowicz and now he is surely planning in his program to eliminate and
destroy all things Polish in Poland. He insists with his full boot and Prussian insolence — “Polish people
can only be servants” meaning that they can only remain in this country as farm hands for the heaviest
labor. Within ten years this land will be thoroughly cleansed of all Polish elements as the original eternal
German country. Let the Polish people not have any illusions. Lord “gauleiter” governs and rules. He is
actually the one who conceived that sacrilegious thought and ordered the destruction of the monument
to Christ the King.

The great crowd of the citizens of Poznan had to stand at a distance, watching in cold, helpless
horror, as these arrogant Germans carried out the will of Greiser planting explosives around the
monument. With what wild delight they crush the radiant face of Christ and the barbaric soldiers
gathered around the monument howled with delight when the figure of the Savior fell and rolled over
under their feet. They were the conquerors and the triumphant ones.

After accomplishing this criminal act, they quickly removed all the shattered remains. Greiser,
obsessed by the one thought of rendering life hateful to the Poles was already planning how he would
put a German monument in this place.

In a murky November afternoon, he arranges a huge German celebration. On the very spot
where majestically stood the monument of gratitude in the person of Christ, they erected a platform
from which, filled with German pride, noisy and full of himself and his authority, he addressed the crowd
informing them that the new monument of Victory will be the symbol of German triumph over the
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Polish soul and for us, a symbol of the triumph of Hitler’s paganism over the tortured Christ the King and
His faithful Poland.

As Greiser was speaking to the Poles, at that moment a car arrived at great speed. Some officer
jumped out of the car nervously and quickly runs up to the podium, interrupted the talk and whispered
something into Greisere’s ear. Greiser forces himself to be calm and quickly ended his interrupted talk
with the stereotyped Heil, Hitler.

A few days later, people read in the Poznan newspaper Ostdeutscher Beobachter an obituary
notice, or a notice of a death and a funeral — “My only son, a member of the Hitler Youth, 16 years of
age, died tragically in an automobile accident — Gauleiter Greiser.”

This unexpected death of his son was the first sign of the Lord’s anger at their sacrilege and
crimes against the Poles. Seven years have passed. The German boot has been crushed and the
perpetrators of so many disasters in Europe and so many crimes committed against innocent people,
were now on the seat of the accused. This executioner-hangman of Poland, a stubborn enemy of the
Church persecuted the faith and the Poles in what was called Warthegan. After the court decision, he
was given a deserving and just punishment there, where he carried out his terrors in Poznan. Maybe at
the last minute before they hung him on the scaffold, maybe he then understood that God’s just
punishment has reached him — maybe.

| am attaching an article from the Polish lllustrated Weekly The Catholic Word given out in the
Monarchy which writes — “It is easy to live a sinful life, but is it easy to look death in the eye after such a
life?” He who was so educated found out that it isn’t.

Loud and famed throughout Florence and highly respected for his universal knowledge,
Professor Cesari Parrini was dying. People refused to believe the physicians who maintained with great
certitude that it was impossible to save this learned man. The members of the Masonic Lodge where
Parrini held a very high position began to confer among themselves as to what should be done in the
face of such serious loss with which they are now faced. They were all familiar with the testament which
he had written two years ago. The text was — “healthy in body and soul, | wish to make known today,
March 13, 1882, my last will and testament. | firmly insist that when I am mortally ill, no priest,
regardless of his religion or rite, be allowed to enter my house. | firmly demand that when | die, no
religious community, no brotherhood, no priest be allowed to touch my corpse. My brothers and friends
will place my remains on a bier and will thus accompany me to the grave.”

In this testament, he assigned a rather large sum of money for Masonic purposes and the
executor of his will was to be a free lodge Mason. Beyond that — nothing. God and his future life did not
interest him at all and he didn’t want to know anything about it. However, he could live yet and
continue to serve the Masonic Lodge; he could also continue writing articles with that venom of hatred
and blasphemy which permeated everything that referred to God and everything which the Church
demanded and taught. Thus, this person, so dedicated to the matter of free-thinking, must now die.
Why, really this individual who was the immediate cause of his death? He came out in defense of honor
therefore he had to do this. He was already dying as they carried him home, off the field of battle. The




image5.jpeg
doctors surrounded the bed of this terribly wounded man and were very worried they did not know
what to do. They did not fool themselves with the hope of keeping him alive.

Suddenly, this mortally wounded man opened his eyes and fully conscious, looked around at the
doctors who surrounded him. He spoke to the doctor nearest him who happened to be his friend - “If
my life is in danger, tell me the truth and don’t conceal anything, because | still have a lot to settle
before death.”

The next day there was again a consultation of all of these doctors. His friend came close to the
patient and said, “be brave, Caesar; prepare for the worst; you must die. Our medical skills will be of no
use to you.” The sick man nodded his head as a sign that he understood.

After all of the doctors left, he spoke to a woman friend who had come to visit him —“Call a
priest to come to me immediately because | want to settle a very important matter that cannot wait.”
His wish was fulfilled and a priest came.

In the presence of witnesses, Parrini retracted all of his mistakes and blasphemies. He tried to
correct the scandal which he had caused in society with all of the articles that he published in the
newspapers and in his books and in other writings. After making this public deposition, he made his
confession, received Holy Communion and the sacrament of Extreme Unction.

All of this happened so suddenly that the members of the Masonic Lodge had not been notified
and now they stood facing an accomplished fact. They were so filled with astonishment and
disappointment in the unexpected and sudden conversion of their highly educated companion that they
began to make sarcastic, ironic reproaches — “What is this? ... You ... You who spent your entire life far
away from God . . . you who denied the very existence of God . .. now, in the last moments of your life,
you are backing up in the face of death?”

“I knew” murmured Parrini who was still conscious, “I knew that God existed, that God must
exist but, | was stubborn and didn’t want to know anything about Him. | always believed in the Mother
of God. Just go and open my desk.”

One of the Masons who was present went to the desk at which Parrini always wrote all of his
blasphemies. Suddenly he drew back as though what he saw was even more than scandalous. “Give me
that picture; hand it to me this is the Mother of God. Itis to her that | owe my conversion.”

The members of that lodge with angry eyes measured their former master who was now in an
agony waiting his death. “My dear people,” Parrini again addressed them but now his voice was a
whisper, a person looks at things differently when he is alive and differently at the hour of his death.”

Then paying no attention to those furious enemies of God and religion who were present, he
repeated the prayers after the priest. Piously and with contrition, he made acts of faith, hope, love and
sorrow. At a certain moment, he cast his dying glance at his former co-workers, as though begging for
forgiveness for everything evil that he had done and as though begging them to get off that wrong path




