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Years ago, | was a vicar at the Basilica of St. Josaphat in Milwaukee. | used to go to
hear confessions of the prisoners in correctional institutions. The noble Kashubes,
knew these institutions as “root” places rather than correctional houses. That
higher institution of learning of American citizenry used to be near the Kosciuszko
Park. Later, this monument of American progress was moved to another location.
Every Saturday evening | was at the correctional house. Among others, the regular
attendant was an Indian woman. She admitted that though she was not Catholic,
she wanted to unburden herself from all her problems and worries because, as
she said, she could not really tell them to anyone else. And always after she
confessed she felt much better. The, she said, | would be ashamed to say this to
anyone else rather than the Catholic priest. Why do we go to confession?

Francis Coppee, was not only a famous French poet and dramatist, but also
known all over the world as an unbeliever. One day, suddenly the literary world
heard of the conversion to the Catholic faith of their beloved poet. The small
mention of a friend that he was going to confession, became an occasion for
debates, and the atheist poet became a zealous advocate-writer, courageously
defending the teachings of the Church against the most vehement enemies. From
the lips of this converted poet came the words: “If you want to relieve yourself of
the burden which gnaws at your conscience, courageously and confidently
approach the confessional, but remember that while going there you have the
obligation to trample the god of this world whose name is “human respect”. There
is no place for it here. The one to whom you are about to reveal the most hidden
mysteries of your heart does not know you, he heard the worse revelations that
yours. He will neither frighten your nor turn in disgust away from you. He won't
even see your face which will burn with shame. His heart full of love and mercy,
that what you will tell him will be kept in the sacramental secrecy which he cannot
under any circumstance reveal. So take courage! Reveal to him your misery. Why
are you afraid? Why are you ashamed? He will receive you as that father in the
Gospel received his prodigal son, and will console you, pacify you and restore
peace to your troubled heart. He will give you penance but for your sins.
Comparing to your sins what really is that penance? Normally he will tell you to
recite some short prayer, or do some service, or some small mortification. And
then lifting up his hand he will say some powerful words and you will feel entirely
different. When he will say to you “Go in peace” you will leave the confessional
peaceful, lifted in spirit, strengthened, different. Is it possible that you got so far
that you don’t feel Christian at all? That faith which invigorated our predecessors
for centuries? Poor you! No, don’t believe those who tell you that faith had died,
and that humanity shook off the fetters that had kept it in the grasp of former
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centuries. Don’t believe them for they are lying. For if the laws of the French
Revolution were to be proclaimed and put into practice, France would have to be
covered with a net of guillotines and Europe would have to be submerged in the
blood of millions! You poor sinner! | know how troubled you are. | know, because
for a very long time | was a greater sinner than you and most likely more guilty.
Lead by instinct, |, too, searched for some full of kindness of heart and
understanding, before whom | could open my heart. | found hi, Follow in my
footsteps. Go to the Tribunal of penance, where mercy rules. Let us hurry to
rediscover peace of heart through the merits of Christ, who, on the cross forgave
the thief and opened the gates of paradise. Here we have the answer of educated
one, “Why go to confession?”
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Why Do We Need Confession?

Every New Year, almost everyone, from the youngest to the oldest, wears new
clothing from head to toe. The worn out clothing usually are thrown out, or burnt
or sold as second-hand clothing. Everyone thinks and wants to look his best before
others. This merits praise. But a human being besides having a body has another
part, an immortal soul. Every human being has an element of God in him, the
breath of the Creator, a spark which no power can extinguish, because it has that
element of God, eternally living, immortal. Why, then, so few people, at the
beginning of the New Year, take care to wash that soul of all the dirt and other
accumulations, and dress it in new holiday clothing. It is easier and cheaper to
dress a soul than to dress a body. What will it help us if our outer clothing is new
and beautiful, if there is a worm in our conscience, poison in our hearts and our
mind is weighed down by worry? Of what benefit is it to us that we are pleasing to
another’s eye and be negligent in the eyes of God? True, it is our duty to care for
our body but that doesn’t mean we should neglect the soul! The body is but a
small house or a mud hut, fragile, flimsy and transitory. The soul, however, is
eternal. Norwegians have a beautiful proverb in which they describe human life.
One day, when the birds of the woodland sang themselves to exhaustion, they sat
quietly on a branch. Chaffinch broke the silence by asking in a loud voice: “Tell me,
it said, what is life, really? The lark answered without thinking: Life is a song. — No,
said a mole, who just now stuck his nose out of the ground. —Life is a battle in the
darkness. — | think that life is growth — whispered a budding rose to the butterfly
hovering above it. The butterfly kissed the rose and said: Life is nothing more than
joy. Then the voice of a crow was heard. — Life is nothing more than sadness.
Then, some melancholic tiny fly buzzed. — Life is only a brief summer. — Oh, life is
work and hardships — sighed a little ant — who barely managed to drag a piece of
straw. But a wagtail, flapping its wings, called out: Life is only a joke! — Suddenly,
it began to rain, and little droplets said: Life is a valley of tears. Dusk was
descending on earth and a tiny sparrow said: All of you know nothing. Better let’s
go to sleep. But a delicate wind rustled amidst the trees whispering: Life is but a
dream. After that all became silent and all dreamed. When the dawn came the
wind began to whistle strangely, calling: Oh, life is actually a great mystery. More
and more light came onto the earth and sun arose and lighted up the earth with
its rays. All of nature seemed to say: - Life is only the beginning. We read this in
the Norwegian folktales. But we should be saying: - Life is an ending work for
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which we will receive a reward in eternity. Life here is only an entrance to life
above. But the life above depends on the life below. Why not, then, throw out
every dirt, why not weed out the weeds, pull out the every corn cockle and let out
every poison? How? By sincere and full of sorrow confession! Why? The benefits
of confession are numerous. The one confessing recognizes what leads to
humility, and through it learns to understand his fellow human beings. At times it
will shame us, that, we, too, are weak and unstable, and yet we dare to demand
perfection from others. The one confessing develops in within him strength of
character and will, because he conquers himself and his weaknesses and
inclinations, his likes and whims. St. Augustine wrote: “The beginning of good
deeds is the confession of bad deeds.” Above all, to each one it gives new
confidence and comfort, strengthens his faith and gives complete satisfaction, and
unspeakable, supernatural peace. Listen what happened in the life of one peasant.
For years he did not go to confession. He walked around closed in himself,
depressed and speaking very little. In fact, he avoided people. If any of his relative
would stop to visit, he replied with half words just to get rid of them. Once upon a
time this man was very talkative, approachable and helpful. Now, he became
stubborn. All his relatives couldn’t figure out what had happened to him. Finally,
one evening before the holidays, his old friend came to him and spoke with him
saying: "You know what? If your conscience bothers you go to our priest to
confession. Tell him nicely everything. Our priest is old, understanding and wise.
He will tell you the same thing | was telling you. Go to him and confess and you
will see that all will be well. He’s not going to praise you, because he is a priest so
that he can tell you about forgiveness. So go to him and tell him everything and
you'll see that you will feel much better. He will give you a penance, will tell you to
say some prayers and you will pray until your lips will swell. He might tell you to
go on a pilgrimage to Our Lady of Czgstochowa, you'll go, and there, too, you will
tell Our Lady everything. She is a good Lady, she’s ours, Polish and you are a Pole.
She will intercede for you to Her Son. But first go to our priest and confess.” The
peasant heeded the words of his old friend and that very evening went to his
pastor. He was there very long because he returned somewhere around midnight.
What did they talk about? Only good God knows. They sat in a dark room and
whispered to each other in the darkness. The pastor purposely did not put the
lights on. He knew that his penitent would feel more at ease in the darkness.
There are words that a person is ashamed to say in light. For even the words are
ashamed to be spoken in light. These words are either very poor and timid or
grimy with worry, dragging behind them the load of sin, or as a beggar in tattered
clothing saturated with suffocating burning cinder, barely carrying the burden of
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collected sins which are impossible to reveal in the light. The penitent is ashamed
of them. They spoke very long and from time to time that whisper would be
interrupted by a sigh or a stifled sob. Some of these words dragged like the birds
with broken wings, fatigued and bereft of every joy. Others, however, approached
as a loving look of a mother, encouraging, embracing and kissing. The room, now
and then, would be illumined by a far distant afterglow of the steelworks, and
above their bent heads hovered, slightly illumined, large corps of Christ crucified.
From the wall, the same sweet and quiet Christ looked at them, just as quietly as
were quiet and sweet the words of the pastor. When the peasant arose, he took
the old and worn hand of the pastor and kissed it and the pastor in turn took his
bent head into his hands and kissed him on the forehead and blessed him. It was
then that Christ crucified smiled as a child would smile while dreaming. At least so
it seemed to the sobbing peasant. The peasant arose with head high and a joyful
and peaceful brow. The priest, however, continued kneeling and praying before
the Crucified Christ. He complained and begged for consolation. He was terrified
before that sea of hatred that seemed to grow in the hearts of his faithful. He
finds himself an abandoned orphan, looking on helplessly, how the accursed
human hatred sows and changes into the unproductive field, where all that he has
sown before withers and dies. Only corn cockle and poisonous weeds multiply
more and more that looking at it an indescribable sorrow fills the heart. Hatred —
love: what a deep abyss exists between the two. Listening to the peasant’s
complaints, the priest saw it all, what is found in his heart and that of thousands
other hearts similar to his, and knew that they were fighting with remnant of their
strength. There was no room for love, for ability to forgive and to forget. There is
none. These hearts are poisoned to the core, poisoned by hatred. And those
enemies are the guilty ones. O, God, forgive them sobbed in silence the broken
heart of the pastor. Forgive those poor, unfortunate creatures that they are like
this. The others are innocent. Look on them in your mercy, help them. Give them
strength that they may persevere amidst all this evil, which prevents them to
forgive their enemies. They are only defending themselves like any other creature
even the smallest bug, because You wanted it. The humans do the same. For a
long time the words and thoughts of the pastor meandered in the darkness, rising
on their toes to the feet of the most holy Christ imploring His mercy. The peasant
changed his life completely from that evening. He became happier, rather, his
eyes betrayed greater joy. Evidently the burden he carried fell off from his heart.
The neighbors knew that something great has happened to him, but what no one
seemed to know or say. From this occurrence we know why the confession.
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1 will cite here excerpts from a letter written by pot Julius Stowacki, from June 14"
1837. He was returning from the Holy Land where for 45 days he hid himself in the
Lebanese hills, in the monastery known as the Rest of the Dead. | spent, writes
Stowacki, days just thinking. Leaving the monastery | felt a certain longing. | was
strangely jealous of the monks’ stability of life. | turned around. | was down and
the monastery’s silhouette was visible against the sky. On its flat roof there were
small black figures. They were the priests who lead me with their eyes. | spent
Easter night at the monastery. | made the confession of all the sins of my life. But
when in the grey dawn | knelt before the confessor wanting to say the first word, |
bawled like a kid, it reminded me of the long ago years, the innocence of those
years — everything that somehow these long years have separated me. After the
confession the priest rose, touched my shoulder and said: “Go in peace, your faith
has saved you”! Here we have an answer why confession.

Just a while ago they brought me a letter which came from Chicago from an
educated man who writes thus: “l am a veteran of the Polish army. The war filled
my heart with anger and hatred toward everyone. | lost my faith completely. |
could not comprehend that God would allow the humans to murder each other
and at the same time pray for victory. After the war, | returned home without
faith. Life was good to me. | did not brag about my lack of faith, because | am
sufficiently tolerant to respect the beliefs of others. Bu | was not satisfied with
myself. | lacked something, especially around the holidays. This year, on Sunday, |
sat with my wife listening to the radio and | was lost in thought. The words took
me in mind to my native village, Mielce. | sat at the table with my parents and my
brothers and sisters. We were sharing the wafer and exchanging the wishes. |
heard as my poor and kindhearted father with tears in his eyes was saying to us:
“Children you are growing, | don’t know how much longer we will be together. But
wherever the fate will take you, remember that you retain your faith and remain
Polish, because these are gifts from heaven that you should respect.” As the
father was reprimanding us thus his eyes were turned on me. Those eyes burned
with some unusual light. | still see him this moment as | write this letter. Then |
remember my departure and the farewells with my parents and siblings. Then, the
vigils in the ditches when for lack of the wafer, we shared daily bread. All this
remembering moved me to tears | could not stop. The morning of Christmas vigil |
went to confession for all those years | didn’t do it. After communion again,
something strangled me. | don’t know if it was remembering of the past or just the
satisfaction and peace of restored faith and prayer and return to God. While
kneeling there and praying | bawled again like a kid. | will tell you the truth that for
a long time | did not experience such a happy and satisfactory Christmas as | did
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this year! Father Justin, | give you my permission to use my letter in its entirety or
partially, if it will help someone to return from neglect and lack of faith, and
thinking that it is better without prayer and without God, rather than praying and
believing in God, as many had done for years.” Here we have a practical answer to
the question, why confession? —
Every human being searches for happiness. This is a natural law. But where is?
Where? | am answering with the words of Kraszewski:

With my eyes | searched, searched the world.

There is no happiness anywhere, - where is that happiness?

The birch is crying and trembling, and the strong oak laments:

They’ll cut us down, they will take us away and the men will chop us and

burn us.

The grass told me that it will be trampled by the animals

The water lamented, that the earth is sucking it up.

The bird said it is chased by the hawk,

The herds of cattle are lowing, the herds of horses neigh.

| asked the cloud if it feels good being in the heavens?

It had tears in its eyes as it threw off the lightning.

| also asked the people, but no one knew the fate:

Everyone labors, and all do ache! —
Such is the fate of each human being in this world. There are grades in toil and
hardships. One has a few miseries and the other finds it on every step. One carries
a small cross, while the other falls under a heavy, huge cross. However, every one
of us can make our crosses smaller and lighter. How? By humble and contrite
confession! Under one condition: to do it immediately!
In the year 1859, famous and erudite Protestant Naville, at the dispute at the
university in Geneva, said with eagerness: “Which of us Protestants, at least once,
did not turn his eyes to the tribunal of confession and did not feel a longing in his
heart, or perhaps even jealousy? Who of us, troubled by our conscience against
uncertainties, whether or not he received forgiveness —and would not feel happy
if he could hear through the power of Christ: “Go in peace! Your sins are forgiven.”
As far as | am concerned if | believed that there is such a person on earth, whose
words possess such power, | would go to him with great joy and eagerness,
renouncing the freedom to examine, which, for me, is frequently a burden rather
than a privilege.” This educated Protestant confessed this publicly, and for this
reason and no other, we go to confession, which comforts us, and gives us
strength and restores confidence!




