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Listen to how nicely our Savior’s parable covers such instances. This may be an old tale, but in
applying to life, it is always timely. “Take care to guard against all greed, for though one may be rich,
one’s life does not consist of possessions. There was a rich man whose land produced a bountiful
harvest. He asked himself, ‘What shall | do, because | do not have room to store my harvest?” And he
said, ‘This is what | shall do — | shall tear down my barns and build bigger ones. There | shall store all my
grain and other goods. | shall then say to my soul ="You have so many good things stored up for many
years, now rest, eat, drink and be merry.” But God said to him, ‘You fool. This night your life will be
demanded of you and the treasures which you have stored up, to whom will they belong?’ Thus it will
be for the one who stores up treasure for himself, but is not rich in what matters to God.”

A little later, He reminded them in this manner: “Sell what you have and give to the poor.
Provide money bags for yourselves that do not wear out, an inexhaustible treasure in heaven that no
thief can reach nor moth destroy. For where your treasure is, there also will your heart be.” How
straight forward are these words which should beat an alarm in the human conscience. They should be
engraved on people’s souls to warn people of dangers on the road of life.

The picture of that rich man who is so masterfully described by the Savior should be engraved
on our imagination and on every person’s memory so that on our every step it will warn us of any
deviation from our true goal, mainly from working for God and for our soul.

There are so many people whom | know personally, who after achieving property, and this
wasn’t even showy, after years of slavish drudgery, at a time when it was impossible to even reach them
with a pole, they became ill. On the advice of a doctor, they had to drop everything and go away for a
rest. They went away for a short rest, one of a few months and they ended up in eternal rest; a heart
attack, an attack of paralysis, a loss of memory, or insanity. This pursuit of many years to accumulate
property ended up in a premature coffin and grave.

Is it worth talking to people about such things? Is it worth reminding them, that time spent in
working only for oneself, in order to get rich in material things and not spiritually, that it is time that is
spent and wasted forever? Perhaps there will be someone who will benefit from such a talk and will
begin to work for God.

There are also those whose only goal in life is pleasure or enjoyment which before long changes
into abuse, and this in every physical part of man. A love for exquisite foods gives birth to horrible
gluttony. Thus we have many people who live only in order to eat. We may still have many more of such
who delight in elegant drinks and fall into disgusting intoxication. Then that liqueur glass, that wine glass
and bottle become the main goals of life. These people are under the impression and they firmly believe
that God created them in order for them to drink all the distilled liquor from all of the distilleries not
only in the United States but also in Canada.

This is exactly how a certain habitual drunkard expressed himself to me a few years ago. He was
a person of an unusual cut. He came from a wealthy family who didn’t spare the cost of giving him a
good education. God had blessed him with many abilities. He studied well in the schools where he
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January 22, 1950
I greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

It was the Friday before the New Year. According to our custom of many years that was
started by Father Hyacinth Fudzinski, I was visiting certain good and well-deserving benefactors of
our St. Francis High school in Athol Springs, in order to personally thank them for their cooperation
and help and in order to offer them greetings for the coming New Year of 1950.

Among others, [ stopped at the office of one of our local doctors who with his energy, his
hard conscientious work and his professional knowledge, placed him at the head of his profession
as a specialist. The fame of his knowledge spread far and wide and as a result, his offices were
always filled with patients.

I not only respected him, but I loved him and this for many reasons. He was one of the first
who came to my aid when we organized a committee of Drivers to collect the beginning funds to
build a high school in Athol Springs and for twenty-five years he helped us with his mind and his
wallet. He gave us good advice and he helped us with his donations. In addition to that, several
years ago, when I was placed in charge of a parochial school, there were so many children of poor
parents whom I brought to this doctor, who after hearing my pleas carried out many surgeries
without receiving a single penny in recompense. Why that alone exceeded the sum of several
thousands of dollars. Furthermore, all of this happened in the beginning of his career when he was
not overflowing in abundance. Therefore, to some degree 1 became familiar with this good person.

Don’t think that he had a serene, easy and peaceful life, because he underwent storms,
troubles, worries and crosses. But, nothing was able to break him, for he was an honorable man of
deep faith. With God’s help, as he himself often repeated, he came out on top and finally the sun of
success, recognition and respect smiled upon him.

I dropped in on him on the Friday before New Year’s Day. He came out to me with a big
smile on his face. He invited me to be seated and we began chatting about everything and about
nothing. You must know that this doctor was an avid fisherman. On this day, he became indignant
with me that despite my promise, I never went with him to experience the joys of fishing.

In the course of this friendly argument, the doctor revealed to me his plans for the coming
summer season. He intends to decrease his work a little, because he cannot sit forever in the office
like a dog in his kennel. He plans on a week in the office and two weeks of rest. He made up a
schedule for himself of consulting hours and surgeries according to this plan. “I'm going to take life
easy and have a little rest.” I gave the doctor my wishes for the New Year, we shook hands and I
returned home. That evening [ drove out to Athol Springs.

On Monday morning, January 2, at seven o’clock in the morning, I was going to the chapel to
say Mass. The Father Rector stopped me and whispered: “I didn’t want to wake you but a little
while ago there was a telephone call that this morning at a quarter to five, the doctor died of a heart
attack.”
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That news almost knocked me off my feet. Everything went black before my eyes. It was
only during Mass that I recovered and came to my senses. From this, we now move to our talk
entitled:

STOP! REFLECT!

There are very few in these feverish times who want to stop for a little while and even from
time to time reflect on the meaning of a person’s life. There is not time for such a thing. That is their
general excuse. But, that is not their real reason. The real reason is fear and anxiety before tat which
every person must meet with in the end and which no person can avoid, for such is the decree of the
Creator and such is the law of nature: “Man, born of a woman, lives for a short time and is full of
miseries. He comes out like a flower and becomes crushed. Then he flees like a shadow and never
lasts in that state.” It was thus that patient Job who was full of pain, once complained.

That is exactly why people don’t want to think, they don’t want to reflect on the meaning of
life because such reflections have one logical ending, the end of this life, death. Our human nature
shrinks before this and man fears this. By doing so does a person perhaps somehow help himself, or
does it bring him relief in anything or is this death forced to come much later or to completely omit
him?

Perhaps you will admit that such suppositions are not based on anything and that such
reasoning is extremely naive, and worthy only of a child who is not fully developed mentally. This is
not worthy of an adult with a fully developed and healthy mind. A prudent person who is sensible
and intelligent, a person who in reality cares not only about his material and temporal goods, but at
the same time is concerned about his spiritual good as well as his goods in the life beyond the grave.
He will not be some sort of ostrich in a human body and will not hide his head in the sand, the dusts
and fogs of the world and of life in order not to see, in order not to catch a glimpse of human life, in
order not to understand what life is about, where this life leads and on what this life ends.

Just listen patiently and graciously. Listen to these reminders and suggestions, on the basis
of a certain translation from the English written by our worthy Father Felix Feldheim: “Mass is” as
he says in a certain Greek proverb, “like a bubble on the water.” The ancient writer and philosopher
Lucian, explains that proverb in these easily understood words: “The entire world is a tempest or a
storm, and people rise up in their several generations like bubbles descending from God and from
heavenly dew ... from the tears and drops of a person’s sweat . .. from nature and Divine
Providence. Some of them immediately drown themselves in the flood of their first parents and
they are covered by the surface of the water, not having any other goal on earth except to be born in
order that they can die. Others float on the water, once on the bottom, then again high up,
interchanging thus two or three times and then they suddenly disappear, making room for others.
Those that remain the longest on the surface of the water are in continuous motion, without any
rest or peace and being crushed by the heavy fall of clouds, they plunge themselves into the flatness
and the foam.”

Besides, on the first good, rather stormy day, stand on the shore of a lake or of the sea and
looking with your own eyes to see if that above seen is not accurately described. This is the way it is
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with every person. For a person is born in emptiness, he is born in sin. He comes into this world like
the morning mushroom, sticking its head on the ground and associating with those who are like
him, formed from the same species or creatures who soon will be like he is dust and forgetfulness.
Some of them exist without any other purpose except to give their parents a little bit of joy and a lot
of worry and sadness. Others float on the waves of the tempests of life a little longer, maybe up to
seven years. Then, something happens and they find shelter in the darkness of the grave.

However, if that human bubble can bear the shock of the shorter or greater fall and survives
the hazards of infancy and childhood, especially negligence, a lack of affection and tenderness and
often the hatred of a modern mother who often in today’s modern times, care more for a dog or cat
than for the child of their own flesh and blood. If this child does not drown in the bath tub, does not
suffocate in its cradle or crib, does not perish in a fire, then this child grows into a young man or
woman and dances like empty, thoughtless and seemingly happy bubbles. They dance through the
emptiness of their youth, always on the surface of the storms of life until some sort of unexpected
accident stuns them and this happy, radiant, colorful bubble bursts into pieces and into crumbs and
within the twinkling of an eye, it vanishes from the sight and memory of its companions.

Considering these facts, to maintain a person or to keep him alive in the midst of so many
and so frequent accidents is also a miracle, just as it is a miracle to create a person. To keep a
person so that he does not fall into nothingness and first of all, to take him out of nothingness and
create him these were and are equal tasks of almighty power, of creative power of God’s power.

The true wise men of the world, the pagans, the Christians, the ancients and the modern
ones and that is why they exerted their mind with word and pen in order to show people in the
most vivid, clearest and most comprehensible way the futility of man’s life by showing and pointing
out the weakness, the emptiness, the inconstancy and the brevity of man’s existence on earth.

It is worth listening to them because perhaps someone who drowns himself totally in
worldly affairs and forgets about his soul may realize that just like others passed on before him, so
too, will he pass on that he will not live forever and despite the fact that he doesn’t want to hear
this, nor does he even want to think about it and he’s making plans for himself and making various
efforts as though he was never destined to see death. Is it possible that a person who refuses to
think about death, by doing so avoids death or at least is thus able to prolong his life?

Homer, that most famous Greek poet who lived about seven hundred years before Christ,
calls man a leaf the smallest, weakest part of a short-lived weak plant.

Pindar, an outstanding Greek lyrical poet, already in the fifth century before Christ, asserted
that man is the dream of a shade. Someone else even pushed it further saying that man is not even
the dream of a shade but only the dream of a shade of smoke. However the best definition was given
us by St. James the Apostle when he said, “For what is your life? It is steam that shows up for a little
while.” It comes out of the ground with the help of atmospheric influences made up of exhalations
or evaporating waters, it is flung by every wind and moved by the influences of higher heavenly
bodies, without any of its own merit it is carried very high or left down far below, depending upon
what pleases the sun its protector.
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Steam or vapor has nothing of reality in itself. It is only the showing of fantastic imaginary
steam. Steam is not even as much as fog, nor is it sufficiently material to create a sort of little cloud.
Steam, not real but something imagined, showing itself, but only for a very short time. Dream
foreseeable, vanishes after a short time, like a shadow, which fades away, or like a story already
told, or like a shadow after awakening.

A person is such an empty, unstable and insignificant creature that he cannot last for a long
time. A person leaves and is forgotten like the dream of a distracted person. The sum of all of this is,
that you are a person without an equal example here on earth; the heights and the low points, the
lights and the shadows, the misery and the folly, the laughter and the tears, the anxieties and the
fears and death.

This reminder is very useful and needed for the purpose of wisdom and for many spiritual
benefits. For all of the consecutive times, all the changes in nature, all of the changes from light to
darkness and thousands upon thousands of incidents in the world and each and every happening in
the life of man, they all constantly announce to every person the sorrowful and burial
announcement and tell him to take a good look as time, the servant of God is digging in the ground
with a shovel, preparing a grave for each one of us. This is where each of us will someday have to
place all of our infirmities, our pains and our body until, at the command of the Creator all will rise,
either for eternal happiness or for eternal damnation.

Every turn of the ground causes a division between life and death, in other words, every day
cuts us from life and draws us closer to death. We have therefore, died to some degree to all of
those days, weeks, months, and years through which we have already lived and we will never again
live through them.

In the same way, our Merciful God creates small periods, short terms in the life of a person.
First, we change our world when we leave the dark womb of our mother in order to see the light of
day and to feel the warmth of the sun. Next, we sleep and every sleep is a picture of death because
in this state we are completely oblivious to all that is happening and to all of the changes in the
world.

Towards the end of our seventh year of life, our teeth fall out, and in leaving them behind, it
presents a formal prologue or beginning to this tragedy. When nature, or some sort of accident
takes parts of our body, weakens certain parts and loses others we recognize the grave and the
ceremony of our own funeral, first in those parts which made use of sins and then in those which
served as a decoration, and finally even in these which served a need, for they become useless, like
a little wheel from a broken clock.

Abald head is just a decoration for a funeral. Besides that, we have many more symptoms
that have the same meaning such as gray hair, decayed teeth, cloudy eyes, trembling hands,
shortness of breath, stiff joints, cold feet, wrinkled skin, short memory, bad stomach and many
more. We can meet up with death everywhere. It presents itself to us through various means, in all
possible circumstances and it enters through many doors. Sometimes death comes in a violent
manner, sometimes it takes us from a wrecked automobile, sometimes from a stumble and a fall,
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sometimes with a full stomach and sometimes due to a starved stomach, sometimes in great heart
and sometimes in a deep freeze, sometimes in a sleepless night, sometimes during a sleepy day,
sometimes in a violent, baking drought, sometimes in a merciless flood, sometimes from the Mercy
of God, sometimes out of His anger, in a word, through everything in nature everywhere and in all
occasions.

People try to collect all of the material things that are more or less necessary for life and
they obtain death in their chase after these things. The person is snatched away, taken away and
removed - those articles remain to the joy and happiness of others. All of these things happen
according to the law of nature, according to the never changing laws of Divine Providence and is the
punishment for sin.

All of the wealthy people, and those greedy not only for money, goods and property, but at
the same time, those greedy for knowledge, fame, honors, titles and the power to rule do not want
to understand that the pay is poor and miserable for all of their worries and efforts, for their
sleepless nights, for all of their toils in heat and in cold, for when they close their eyes, they will go
to sleep forever. Their relatives, friends and people who know them will whisper in public
mourning but in secret, they will rejoice, he died a wealthy man.

For this is nothing other than a black, deep tragedy for the wealthy man, or the greedy man,
or the miser, always, in every instance wins and dies. With this painful tragedy, there is always
connected this funny comedy, that these properties, honors, and fame that were often so cynically
picked up and collected with such great toil and so strenuously they all remain while the body of
that person is lowered into the grave and the soul remains alone, without any merits, without help,
without witnesses and without a lawyer. It stands in the presence of the Judge who does not look at
properties, education or dignity of the person, but very carefully investigates the actions of the
person.

Then, and only then, does that person recognize that those so-called temporal and material
treasures, that were so desired so highly valued, were not helpful to him, but were certainly very
detrimental to him before the tribunal of the highest Judge, for the verdict from which there is no
appeal, for there is no other recourse, no other appeal. For those to whom God had given more, for
such the exam will be stricter, for such the Judge who is the giver of all goods, both material as well
as spiritual, will be stricter and more demanding. Then, in truth, there will be great weeping and
gnashing of teeth.

Years ago, when I had more time, more energy and much more common sense, I had the
custom of visiting the sick. I did this on the advice of the enlightened and good Father Hyacinth
Fudzinski, the long-time Provincial of our Province. By the way, this year on May 14 will mark
twenty-five years since his death in Poznan. I spent about fifteen years under his watchful and strict
eye. | benefitted very much from his enlightened and practical advice and directions. How many
times he told me when he was thoughtful and rather emotional: “Father, remember to always be
good to the sick, to the little old people and to children.” Therefore, I visited homes where there
were sick people, | visited them in hospitals regardless whether I had been asked to come or not,
not paying the least attention as to whether the sick person considered me a comforter or whether
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he considered me a bother, for at that time [ was filled with an apostolic spirit and I labored under
the impression that I would convert the entire world.

I conscientiously practiced such sick calls until about fifteen years ago. During that time [
saw several thousands of sick and dying persons. I say thousands because for various and serious
reasons, | wrote down the name and address of the sick person along with the date of my visit.

I assisted at the death of people who were good, bad and indifferent. | witnessed the
peaceful, satisfied deaths of the saintly who fell asleep almost joyfully with a smile on their lips. |
also sometimes witnessed a long struggle and a scuffle between the soul and the body and from
tearful eyes there showed terror, fear, and fright.

I was a witness at the death of a man condemned to die in the electric chair when that
electric current within an incomplete two minutes extinguished that spark of life in a young, strong
and healthy body. However, I am skipping over all of these cases and I am adding two incidents
which, on the surface are common, average and daily, but they made a very deep impression on me
and are fixed in my memory forever.

Twenty-five years ago | was collecting money with drivers for the building of our high
school in Athol Springs. These good drivers advised me to go personally to beg an offering from a
certain citizen who meanwhile was worth more than a quarter of a million dollars. He had the
reputation of being a hard, cold person with a heart of stone. He despised religion, he slandered the
Church, laughed at good and pious people and openly blasphemed God. He was known far and wide
as a professional unbeliever. One mania possessed him - money. He chased after dollars, he scraped
dollars together, he thought about dollars and dreamed about dollars. He worked from morning “till
night; he drowned himself in work; he forgot about everybody and everything. He drowned his
human dignity and nobility.

It was to this man that | went to collect money. I went there in fear and anxiety. I remember
my reception as though it all happened yesterday. He stood before me in his work shirt with his cap
on his head. He looked at me, more from astonishment rather than anger. Perhaps he thought that I
had come to murder him or to rob him.

Before I could even explain to him why I had come, he already began blabbing, concocting a
story and insulting everyone. After a quarter of an hour of such foolishness, I was finally able to get
aword in, and in a few words, I explained to him the purpose of my visit. Then he began explaining
in a thunderous voice that he doesn’t even have a penny for lazy people, free loaders, loafers, idlers
and greedy people.

Despite the fact that everything in me was boiling, I kept quiet. I waited. Finally, he reached
into his pocket and pulled out a thick roll of bank notes and with an angry gesture, handed me a five
dollar bill. I thanked him and left.

Thant was in February. In April, | was called to a sick person and who was it? You will be
surprised when I tell you that it was exactly to my magnanimous five-dollar benefactor. Why was |
called? For the simple reason that this greedy dollar chaser did not belong to any parish and never
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went to church. The poor guy never had the time to stand still and reflect on his life. Then, that
constant chasing after money wore him out so completely, that finally his heart stopped.

When I arrived at his bedside, he was unconscious. It was midnight. He was dying. 1 gave
him conditional absolution, the last rites and I said the prayers for the dying. He was still dying. He
was scuffling and tossing about; he chewed his lips, tossed about, groping with his hands as though
he was search for help.

I sat by him until he dies. It was close to six o’clock. Immediately after the funeral, his
children began fighting amongst themselves over his fortune. They finally divided it up amongst
themselves and began to dance and to celebrate. Within two years they had danced, drank and
gambled away a fourth of a million dollars. Today, just like after their father, so too after his
children, all memory is gone. There stands a grave stone at the cemetery without any name or
inscription. Under that grave stone lie the crumbling bones of a forgotten man who never had time
to stand still and reflect.

The other memory that I have is that of the death of a little, old woman. She was seventy-
two years old. She worked hard all of her life, but she always had one eye turned towards heaven.
She sould often stop and reflect. She always had time for her work, time for prayer and time for
good works. Hard work, many cares and various troubles finally knocked her off her feet.

She was confined to her bed for six years. I used to visit her every week. One day, with a
trembling hand, she handed me a long, yellowed envelope which she pulled out from under her
pillow. In giving it to me, she said, “Father, there’s a thousand dollars in this envelope - five
hundred for your school and five hundred for Masses to be said for my soul and the souls of my
customers. There may have been times when in my haste I either didn’t measure or weigh things
correctly. A person would like to die in peace without any qualms of conscience.” Then the dear old
lady smiled kindly. I was present at her death, also. She died peacefully, repeating the Hail Mary
after me.

I would like to know, how you would want to end your pilgrimage of life. Would you like to
be like the one who dashed about from morning until night for years making money which he had
to leave, anyway at the end, and over which his arguing children sued one another. Or rather like
that little grandma, who peacefully and with such great trust breathed her last. Your fate lies in
your hands whatever you choose, that you shall end up with. Therefore, find some time in order to
stand and reflect upon the meaning and the goal for your end of life.
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January 15, 1950
| greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In the last week before the feast of the Birth of Christ, at the command of our superior, we all
made our annual retreat in the monastery on Clark Street, not only to fulfill the demand of Canon Law
and to comply with the demands of our Franciscan Constitutions, but above all, to put our conscience in
order and to end the year with God. Perhaps one asks — “Just what is a retreat?” The Church demands
that we set aside a number of days for ourselves, breaking away from all regular work. This must be a
time of strict, almost graveyard silence, frequent prayer, meditation and other spiritual exercises; a
special shake-up of one’s conscience, a serious reflection on the stat e of one’s soul as a preparation for
a good and holy confession.

Our Retreat Master was the Venerable Father Peter Witoslawski, a missionary from the Order of
the Brown Franciscans. | don’t know about others, but | was truly edified by his talks. They were
perfectly worked out and very well given. His talks were short, to the point, solid and filled with
attractive examples from real life.

This kind hearted and beloved Father Peter also had undergone many personal experiences. For
fifteen months he was in the custody of the German Gestapo in Hungry, and then spent another fifteen
months in the concentration camp at Auschwitz where he was beaten, kicked and tortured to such a
degree that today his hearing is impaired and his nerves are shattered.

In one of his talks he told us about an interesting and little known incident that happened
between the Archbishop of Lwow, Joseph Theofil Teodorowicz and the stigmatist Theresa Neumann von
Konnersreuth. The Archbishop was extremely interested in Theresa and visited her often concerning
scientific matters. He even wrote several works about this stigmatist. In fact, | have one of his works
here before me — Mystical Phenomena and Their Explanation from which | read: “I came in order to see
and not in order to feel. And | enter; and | see; and in spite of everything, | feel an unlimited pity, and
then admiration. A village girl is looking at the Way of the Cross.

She sees it so forcefully, gazes at it so ardently that the blood flows in long streams from her
eyes and down her face, blood from the wound in her side dyes her shirt red, blood from the wound on
her head dyes her kerchief red. And the eyes — | have never seen such eyes . . . tortured, filled with
horror, her eye lids stuck together by blood. This ecstatic person is weeping tears of blood. And on her
extended hands that are colorless and white like the dull bone of an elephant, there appear the red
marks of the mails that pierced the hands of the Savior.

It was exactly this Archbishop Teodorowicz who wrote such gripping descriptions. One time
after he had written many times about her, he came to visit Theresa whom he had known for years. He
found her half-conscious. Holding her by the hand, he said, “My dear child, do you know who | am?” He
heard this answer — “I know very well; you are the one who writes about Christ, but not for Christ.” The
Archbishop stiffened, became very pale and stood motionless.
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From here we go to today’s talk entitled —
YOU TALK ABOUT GOD BUT DO YOU LIVE FOR GOD?

This happened on the vigil of Christmas. The husband and father of the family, who ordinarily
returned home from work regularly in time for supper, today on this holy vigil evening was late for the
vigil supper. The wafer from the traditional Advent food was all on the table from six o’clock. The four
children, all washed, combed and dressed beautifully, with their happy faces and sparkling eyes, were
impatiently awaiting the arrival of their father.

Six o’clock passed then seven o’clock and then eight. Their father was not coming. The mother,
who had been crying, shared the wafer with her children and sat down at the table with them without
their father. In that little dining room, the atmosphere seemed to be very tight and heavy. It seemed
that an angel of sorrow and sadness hung over the heads of these children. Who knows, if the children
did not ask in amazement : “But where is our Daddy? What is he doing? Why isn’t he with us at the
table? Other children have their Daddy whom they hug and kiss, and what about us?”

Very sad, timidly they sneak glances at their mother who is sitting at the table, very sad and
deep in thought. She’s not eating because she’s swallowing her tears and a painful movement is tugging
at her heart. In her imagination she is reliving the vigils of past years that were happier, more peaceful
and more satisfying; Years when her husband was a more loving, more honest and a more caring
person; Years when harmony, peace, unity and understanding reigned in their home. This unhappy
woman kept comparing what they once had, with what they have today. Puzzled, she keeps asking
herself — “Why is it like this? Where did that change come from? What caused it? What was the
reason?” Meanwhile, especially in those first years, her husband earned very little, but he would give
her his entire pay, and in spite of difficulties, she thriftily managed the household. Within two years she
paid off their furniture. Then they bought a small house. Three years ago she put down their last
payment. They still had a small debt, but then something snapped.

Her husband opened a small business for himself. From a friend he took out a mortgage; now he
began to allot out money to his wife to maintain the home and pay all of the current bills. Three years
ago he had given her twenty dollars every week. Two years ago he gave her fifteen dollars weekly and
last year, every Saturday he brought home and threw on the table a ten dollar bill.

Now he never gave it to her hand, but he would angrily throw it on the table just as one throws
a bone to a dog. Meanwhile, did he pay off the debt he incurred? Not at all; in fact he kept incurring new
debts. Was he perhaps putting his profits into expanding his business? Not at all; his business was
always anemic and today it barely exists. Therefore, what was he doing what does he do with the
profits? His wife may be guessing, but she really doesn’t know. Their friends are making judgments, but
they, too, really don’t know. Because on the surface and what they see is a hard working person who is
decent, honest, who obeys all the laws, not only those of God and the Church, but also all federal, state
and local laws. He appears to be a conscientious Christian, an exemplary citizen and a perfect
gentleman. | repeat this is all that one can see it is all that is apparent and superficial.
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That evening of the holy vigil, this exemplary husband and tender father returned home when
the clock was striking nine. Exactly at that moment the children were standing by the Christmas tree and
his wife was busy in the kitchen. He entered, gloomy and mournful-looking. He walked right past his
wife like an ill-omened specter, without saying a single word. He went into the room, and without
removing his hat, seated himself heavily in a chair in a corner as though he were ashamed of the looks of
his own children.

The children became totally silent out of fear just the way little sparrows become silent when
they see a blood-thirsty vulture or a hungry hawk circling above them. And he sat motionless, dark,
stubborn and silent like an Egyptian sphinx.

Finally, his little five year old son picked up a package wrapped in shining paper and decorated
with a bow, and shyly, with hesitant step, he drew near to his sullen father. The little boy, handing him
the Christmas present, said, “Daddy, this present is for you from Mom and from us.” It is then that that
Herod of a father, instead of hugging his little son to his breast and kissing him, he shoved the little boy
away from him and shouted angrily “Get out of my sight, you brat.” The little boy moved away, terrified,
and all the other children burst into tears of fear and sorrow.

| did not take this sad and painful picture out of any book and | didn’t make it up, but | took it
from real life, from last year’s vigil of Christmas. In how many homes, in how many families has this
same scene been repeated? | ask myself for whom such a husband and father lives and works? For his
wife; absolutely not. Is it for his children? I’'m sure you can’t believe that. Is it perhaps for God? How
could that be? Being so cruel to his wife and neglecting the children that he himself brought into the
world. He lives totally for himself, he lives totally just for himself, sealed in a shell of egoism and self-
love. How long will this last? And how will this finally end? It is not in my domain to foretell or prophesy,
but the fate of this person will grow worse day by day and his life will end abruptly and violently.

Here is another, also a foul smelling flower of modern life: But here, it is the wife and mother
who has the main role. Let me read to you from this letter. “I am thirty five years old and my wife is
twenty five. We have three children — aged five, three and one. My wife not only dislikes our children,
but she plainly hates them and neglects them. She says that the children are in her way, they are an
obstacle, because she likes a social life. When | explain to her that the place of a wife and mother is in
the home and not beyond the home, she begins to get angry and irritated; she then throws up to me
that | am too old for her and she regrets the fact that she married me; she claims that she must enjoy
herself while she is still young; that marriage broke her career; that before marriage she went wherever
she pleased and with whomever she wanted and now she must stay at home with my children; that
she’s a slave and not a real American.

Imagine this — a few weeks before the Holidays she drew up a schedule of all of her invitations
to entertainment and holiday receptions. From the vigil of Christmas until Tuesday, January 3 she was
not at home all of the afternoons and evenings. She never said where she was going or with whom she
was staying. She would take off whenever she felt like it and would return in the early morning. | know
that she smokes and drinks and | presume that she also gambles.
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She doesn’t want to cook because it is too time consuming. | must depend on a servant for
everything and as for the children, | must get up several times at night to help them.

| am a professional and | must take care of my office. When | return home, | would like to rest
awhile. | just about cross over the threshold and my wife begins to complain about her fate and quarrel
with me. She threatens me with court and a divorce. Her only concerns are money, dressing up,
amusements and good times. Here children, her husband and our home mean nothing to her. She
always insists that she’s not doing anything wrong because she’s only doing what other modern women
are doing. | am now a husband without a wife and my children are orphans without a mother. | have a
lot of patience, but if that runs out | don’t know what I'll do.”

Well, in this instance, can you explain to me for whom that wife and mother is working; for her
husband; for her children; for God; for herself? | suppose you can easily answer this question. You can
easily find the answer to this puzzling question.

Various people set up goals for their life. Some insist that their only goal in life is to absolutely
make these years pleasant for themselves on earth through entertainment and joys like those to which
the world entices and encourages one. These people forget that every joy is mixed with bitterness that
every rose has its thorns which injure and draw blood; furthermore, joys and fun at the beginning
intoxicate a person, but after some time, they awaken in a person a surfeit and repugnance. Finally,
everything passes quickly, as someone wrote that “they are like that flower that blooms in the morning,
but already at noon begins to wither, they do not satisfy the desires of the soul so that even if that
person drank all the water in the sea, that soul will always thirst and at the moment of death will call out
in great pain — ‘Vanity of vanities and everything is vanity’.”

Maybe a person lives for this so that in the first place and above all else, to work and dedicate
oneself for the family, for the nation, for humanity. | willingly admit that all of these goals are honorable,
noble and lofty. Despite that, these are subordinate and not the main goals. Because every work, every
endeavor, every effort, it these do not have God as their goal, they will at last exhaust and weary a
person who will never achieve a true and lasting happiness. He will never achieve that imagined
happiness. His life, under the burden of his obligations will suddenly and unexpectedly break down. And
with this, naturally and at the same time, that imagined and desired temporal and life happiness also
breaks down.

Then maybe science, learning and progress are the main goals of the pains and worries of life.
Not that, either. All the more so since that science, learning and progress of today, of modern times, is
not only seasoned, but completely soaked through and through with the spirit of thick, coarse and hard
materialism which rejects God and does not recognize the existence of the soul. Such teaching makes a
person drunk with conceit and pride, does not offer any solution to those many problems in life and
instead of showing him the road to the true goal, it darkens that road and leads him off onto a side
track.

Well, then, can human love be the goal of a person’s life? If that love flowed from the source of
God’s love, if it would be eternal, constant and solid, then one could defend this thesis. But, and this is
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unfortunate, that love flows from infatuation, from shallow , superficial motives and is often unfaithful,
soiled, always changing and always fragile. It is not the main objective of human life and those people
are mistaken who work almost exclusively just for this love.

Thus it is that a healthy mind and a deep faith point out clearly and emphatically what is the
goal of human life and why and for whom every person should work, What are the directions given by
intelligence and faith? They are very short, mainly: to live and work for God and for one’s personal soul,
in other words, to praise God throughout one’s life and through that life to save one’s soul.

Once more | return to that church writer who argues thus: “God Himself and He alone is our
beginning, because He has torn us out of nothingness and called us into existence. He gave us this body
that is so wonderfully and so finely put together. He gave us this soul, so great and so beautiful, a soul
created in His own image, a soul endowed with so many powers and abilities, a soul gifted with the
power of recognizing and loving its Creator and He united this soul with a body, or in other words, He
gave us life and He didn’t give it to us just once, but He constantly maintains it, otherwise we would
return to the nothingness from which we came.”

God not only gave us natural life, but He raised our soul to a supernatural state and unites it to
Himself through grace. Therefore, we have everything from God and we belong totally to God more
than a slave belongs to the master who bought him; more than a fruit belongs to a tree which gave it
birth; more than a painting belongs to the artist who created it.

Why did God give us life and with that life everything — for His own glory. Therefore, to worship
God, to serve God, to work for God, this is the main purpose of the life of every person. It is the highest
purpose, the vital purpose; it is the only purpose leading to true happiness. To serve God, to work for
God, this is the task and goal or purpose of our life - it is the most important, in the presence of which
everything else is nothing, to such a degree that if we were to experience all the pleasures of the world,
if we were to collect all the treasures of the earth, if we were to possess all the crowns of several kings,
if we were to achieve the fame of all the heroes of the world, if we were to possess the wisdom of all
the wise men, if we were to overwhelm with joy our family, our nation and all of humanity and we did
not serve God and did not work for God, then we are nothing and we are not really living because our
life is not a true life but is a delusion, it is a vision, it is a dream after which there will be a terrible and
horrifying awakening. It is for that reason that our Savior calls out — “What does it profit a man if he
gains the whole world, but forfeits his own soul?” Unfortunately, people pay little attention to Christ’s
reminders. They either totally disregard it or they forget why they are living and for whom they should
be working. Such people are under the impression that they will live forever. Some of them have as their
main and only purpose in life to acquire property, money and things. In this mad chase of the almighty
dollar, they dedicate a lot of time, effort and ability. They work day and night for years and years,
impairing their health, wasting their efforts, forgetting about God and their neighbor. Some sort of a
strange madness envelopes their whole being, their conscience hardens, their heart becomes like stone
and those who already possess much, greedily continue to reach out for more until finally they break
either physically or mentally. Or, they are forced to back out of circulation and they live one, two or
three years and die in abandonment, in grief, often in despair to the delight of their heirs.




