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Only God — God alone can give relief, tranquility and joy. This is the miraculous result or effect of
confession. The learned Bishop Bougaud wrote: “Confession both wounds and heals, humiliates and
raises one up. In confession, everything is miraculously melted. It tells one to bend his knees in humility,
obedience and offering and at the same time and simultaneously it pours joy, enlightenment, peace and
forgiveness over the soul. Responding to the noblest needs of the human soul, as well as to its most
acute wound, it clearly shows that it is the work of God who created this soul.” The benefits of
confession are numerous, huge and real not only beneficial to man but directly indispensable to him.
This is felt most often and very severely by those who once possessed these benefits and later lost
them.

This is what one of them wrote: “Who hasn’t jealously looked towards the tribunal of Penance,
longing to kneel in the Catholic confessional? Who hasn’t yearned, amid his bitter pangs of conscience,
amid his uncertainty as to whether or not God will forgive him — to hear the voice speaking with the
power of Christ — “Go in peace; your sins are forgiven?”

A distinguished gentleman who was a non-Catholic maintains: “In speaking about the Catholic
Church, one can argue about very many things. But there is one thing that cannot be denied and before
which | bow my head, namely, that it is the creator of saints. Decent people can be found everywhere
but saints are only found in the Catholic Church.” It is confession that creates saints.

Confession transforms souls. Sometimes it pulls the soul out of a deep swamp; sometimes it lifts
the soul to the greatest heights. It is confession that forms the Christian, and after a virtuous life, gives
him a peaceful death.

If confession were well known and understood and if it would be more often practiced, it would
return peace to the family and would guard society against the very worst dangers.

Confession can be considered the best restraint against sins, even against the most secret sins. It
inclines the wounded heart to vigilance and it compels the thief to return that which he stole from a
neighbor.

The liberal Rousseau wrote: “There is so much restitution among Catholics, so much
recompense for evil happens because of confession.” Someone else once wrote: “It often happens that
Protestants prefer to have Catholics as their servants, because if they steal something, their confessor
would tell them to return it.”

Finally, let’s take the soul of a person who is most corrupt. At the moment when that person
kneels down in the confessional, lowers his head and admits his sins, then promises to improve and
receives forgiveness, at that moment he returns to grace and returns to virtue. The darkest stains of sin
vanish from his soul and nothing remains on his soul from his most horrible actions. It is as though
everything was drowned in the sea.

It is possible that after that first, sudden, lightning change, some weakness will remain in the
soul, but the next confession and a fresh forgiveness supports and strengthens the soul. Slowly, little by
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little, the disposition changes, peace flows into the soul, and the scars on the wounds caused by sins
heal and dry. Such souls sometimes rise much higher than the souls of those who had never sinned.

Confession exerts a miraculous influence over the ordinary daily life of a person by maintaining
that person in virtue. It forces him to a strict examination, to a very conscientious examination of all of
his thoughts, words and actions. It teaches him how to recognize what is good and virtuous within him
and what is evil and sinful.

“Know thyself” said the Oracle of Delphi. Confession commands and teaches the same — “know
yourself.” But, confession doesn’t stop here. It moves further and teaches man how to conquer and
crush evil and how to get rid of evil. With some, it tells us to do battle and put up a lot of resistance.
With others, it advises us to run away and to seek help in this flight. It does not demand that we engage
in one great battle with all of our inclinations, but rather advises us to do battle with one at a time. Only
when we have conquered one evil inclination should we start working on another.

We must begin with the main fault or inclination or passion which is, at it were, the root of
others. Take this to the first fire and then start on the next one. Confession teaches us something much
more, namely, how to acquire virtues, like humility, patience, self-sacrifice, dedication and many, many
others. That is why | said that confession forms the Christian.

I know what some people are thinking at this moment. “What?” you ask. That you know some
people who frequently go to confession, yet they do not change and they are not any better. | know that
this happens. But, the best, the healthiest seeds thrown into soil that is very poorly prepared, will not
give a good, full abundant harvest.

Do foods have the one and same effect on all those who consume them? They strengthen some,
and yet there are others who gain no benefit from the same food. The same applies to confession.
Confession heals, confession nourishes, confession strengthens, but only then when the person shows
good will, a contrite heart and a firm resolution to change. Under these conditions the confession is
effective.

Now what should | say about the mystery of confession? Doesn’t this prove that confession is a
work of God, that it is a divine institution? Again, | speak with the historian: “When the priest leaves the
confessional, everything that he heard there is as though it does not exist. There is something
miraculous in that. One can meet priests who are in their second childhood, who torture everyone
around them with their endless stories from the past however, they never mention one word from the
confessions they heard in the past. The faithful know this so very well, that no one feels uneasy about
this.

There are also priests who are afflicted by the terrible mental sickness of insanity; they talk
unknowingly about past memories and impressions. In whatever manner, memories of confessions they
have heard in the past are never on their lips. That sacred mystery lies so deep within, that not even any
insanity is able to touch it.
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Finally, there are criminal priests, deserters of the faith, who have fallen so much lower, the
higher they stood, horrifying in their cynicism. Among these, has at least one of these fallen priests,
who in his hatred for the Church, did not try to obscure his brightest halo by bet raying the mystery of
confession? Not even one! How did this happen? It's God’s miracle.

| still have a fact to add on. Confession, perfecting and sanctifying life, prepares a person for a
saintly death. It helps the just to fall asleep peacefully, in accord with the Creator’s will. It shields the
guilty from despair for despite their qualms of conscience, it gives them the certainty of forgiveness
from their Most Merciful Judge. Confession causes an unspeakable peace, a heavenly peace to close the
eyes of the dying who on earth washed their souls with the cleansing, healing, strengthening water
flowing from a sacramental confession.
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1 greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Things that happened long ago and experiences in life teach a person wisdom. At the same time,
a person becomes gentler and observes the strange, eccentric and thoughtless behavior of people with
indulgent, kindhearted and frequently pitiful eye.

In the evenings, when a grave-yard silence prevails in the monastery and | am at my desk
working on a radio presentation, suddenly my train of thoughts breaks and | can’t continue. It is then
that | put my pen aside and my imagination carries me back to the years that are long passed and
reminds me of scenes, incidents and happenings from years that have long passed but in which | had a
role. Again | relive those moments which at one time had made such a forcible impression on me so that
| could never erase them from my mind.

It was exactly this past November that | experienced such an evening. It was already very late
almost midnight. There was a snow storm outside. It is the first storm of this winter. The wind storm was
heaving clouds of snow and throwing them angrily at the windows of the building. My work was going
slowly. | was totally exhausted.

| put aside my pen, closed my ink-well and straightened out my desk. Suddenly, neither from
here nor from there, the wheels of my imagination began to turn.

They threw before my eyes two old pictures from the first years of my priesthood when our former
Provincial, the honorable Father Hyacinth Fudzinski sent me as an assistant to Milwaukee, to the basilica
of St. Joseph. Meanwhile, | was still not the worst religious and a rather zealous priest. The fields of work
were wide and the conditions bet ween the clergy and the faithful were rather strained. That did not
discourage me. The Provincial told me to go, therefore | went. Furthermore, as a newly ordained priest,
full of enthusiasm and fervor, | imagined that | could convert the world.

Soon, for it wasn’t even after a full three years, the hardened Kashube taught me common
sense and convinced me that it is one thing to learn from books, but another thing to learn from life.
Sometimes | sat in my room, or in the confessional, and believe me or not | was so disillusioned with
what was happening around me that | wept and | wept bitter tears.

But, that did not alienate me from work. My favorite pastimes were the school and the two
hospitals. In addition to those, | went regularly, every week, to hear the confessions of the forced
resident in the house of correction. At that time it was a huge building and it was located on the border
of Kosciuszko Park. Today, not a trace of it remains.

| was also on call of the head supervisor of the district prison in which criminals were held from
the day of their arrest until they were given their sentence after the ending of the entire process. | know
that this building was somewhere in town, but | can’t recall the name of the street.
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It was a brick building, gloomy and repulsive both externally as well as internally. In this house of
correction as also in that prison, | met people of various ancestries, races and faiths. There were good
people and bad people there and some who were plainly such idiots, who were surprised to find
themselves behind bars. They were robbers, bandits, murderers and such ordinary drunks. There were
experts or professionals and dilettantes whom we call amateurs.

But above that crowd of ragamuffins and unfortunates, my imagination shifted and was held by
two individuals in these two institutions. These two individuals gave me the theme of today’s talk
entitled:

WE WASH THE BODY WITH WATER — THE SOUL WITH CONFESSION

It was a cold morning, clean and bright, but very icy. | had already celebrated Mass at six o’clock.
| had been sitting in the confessional until 7 o’clock. | returned from church in order to get a cup of
coffee when the telephone began to ring. | snatched it up impatiently and held it to my ear. A familiar
voi8ce asked to speak to Father Justin.

“Itis | in person. With whom do | have the pleasure of speaking?” “This is the chief guard at the
prison.” “What happened?” | interrupted him. “One of our guests whom the police arrested yesterday
evening tried to hang himself last night. He ripped both sleeves from his shirt, tied them together and
hanged himself on the bar of the grating of his cell.

Fortunately, as the night guard was passing between these cells, he noticed him hanging there
and he cut him down, saving him from death. Now this prisoner is carrying on like a lunatic. He is
screaming and demanding to see a Catholic priest. Father, would you please come out here and talk to
him?” “Most willingly! | will be there within three quarters of an hour.” | answered, terribly frightened.

| dressed hurriedly and boarded a street car at First Avenue next to the Church of St. Josaphat
and headed to town. The street car was overcrowded. The passengers were staring at me as though |
were a green calf. Most likely they were very curious as to where, to whom, and why | am going to town
so early in the day. As for me, | was thoroughly frightened and my legs were trembling. | was wondering
as to what | will find in that cell of an incomplete suicide and | felt as though ants were crawling over my
feet.

| finally arrived and | made my way to the entrance of the prison. The guard opened the gate
and after our exchange of greetings, he led me through a grated gate to the cell of my patient. Here
again two deputies were keeping watch. | entered and the doors slammed behind me. | heard the sound
of the key turning in the lock and | was left along with the prisoner in his cell.

The fact that at that moment | did not die of fright is due to the grace of God and not to any of
my courage. | glanced at the prisoner. He was sitting, cowering on the bed. This poor fellow was like a
huge oak tree. Who knows if he didn’t weigh about 280 pounds. And I? | was like a little David by
comparison. He slowly raised his head, looked at me with the look of a mad man and commanded: “Sit
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down, Reverend.” And with his hand he pointed to the sofa bed, adding — “and don’t be afraid | won’t
hurt you.”

| breathed a sigh of relief. | felt just a little bit better. | sat on the edge of the sofa bed and
waited but not for long, because he immediately began to speak: “l am not a Catholic. | really don’t
believe in anything but, | used to move about among Catholics. | lived among Catholics and they
sometimes talked about confession; how they go to their priest and tell him, into his ear, all the evil, no
good things that they had done. Then they boasted that after that, they always felt better. One was able
to recognize on what day they had gone to this confession, because they returned smiling, satisfied and
peaceful. | became envious of them.

Yesterday the police arrested me, not so much because | was carrying on as a drunkard, but
because they suspect me of other matters because evidently, my buddy talked too much.

When they threw me into this cell, | fell into despair and | wanted to remove myself by
committing suicide. They caught me in time. When they revived me, | thought to myself that maybe it
will be worth calling a priest and making a confession before him to everything | had done because
otherwise | will either go crazy, or | will take my life or that of someone else. Even now, at this very
moment, some force is pushing me to strangle this priest, put on his Roman collar and try to escape.”

Again | began to feel hot and | began to shake as in a fever. Fortunately, he did not notice this,
because he asked, “Reverend, are you ready and willing to hear my story?” “Yes” | answered, “just speak
sincerely and that which you tell me, | will keep in secret. | am convinced that this confession will return
balance to you, it will bring you relief and will calm your nerves.”

He began his story in the greatest detail without any reservations. It lasted a good forty-five
minutes. He finished saying , “Do you know that | already feel better?” | spoke with him a few more
minutes and then | began to strike the grating with my keys and the guard let me out.

| visited him two more times. In court, he admitted his guilt. The judge sentenced him for ten
years at the state prison in Waupun, Wisconsin. There he was baptized and after eight years, he was
granted his freedom.

A second similar incident happened in a House of Correction. The only difference is that here,
the main character is a young Indian maiden.

As | mentioned before, in a House of Correction these lesser criminals such as drunks, both male
and female, rowdy fellows, pick-pocket thieves and such petty criminals sat out their punishment. They
kept such for a few months at the cost of the town or city and then they literally threw them out into
the street.

| used to go to this institution every Saturday in order to hear confessions. There wasn’t too
much work for me there, but there was always someone, who once he became fully conscious, would
choose to come to the confessional.
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It happened that one Saturday, as | was sitting in the confessional, | hear someone on my left
coughing and clearing a throat as though someone wanted to draw my attention to himself or herself.

| moved back the wooden grail and | heard someone saying to me, “Are you listening, Reverend?
I am an Indian girl and a Protestant. May | speak with you, for | am very uneasy and very confused.
Maybe my talk with you will bring me peace when | tell you my troubles.”

“Well then talk and | will listen” | answered. | listened to what she had to say. She came
regularly every week for six months for she had been sentenced for that length of time.

Having completed her sentence and received her freedom, she came to our monastery by the
basilica of St. Josaphat in order to thank me that | did not chase her away from the confessional,
because after having related all of her difficulties and problems she always left very much at peace.

As she was bidding me farewell, she said, “Do you know, Reverend, that I'm thinking of
becoming Catholic? It's because confessing must do wonders to one’s mind.” This was said by a woman
who never really made a true confession but whispered to me in my ear all about her problems.

Perhaps every Catholic man and woman knows where confession came from or knows who
instituted confession. This is not the place to knock down the accusations that the priests founded or
started confessions; that the Church made confession, or that this Pope or some other Pope introduced
confession in this or some other century.

Furthermore, there are works, entire volumes which very clearly prove that confession is a
Divine Institution and not an idea or a human discovery. It suffices for us to recall the writing of John the
Evangelist.

It was the day after the Resurrection. The Apostles were terrified over the events of the past
three days. They were afraid to be seen out on the streets. Out of fear of the embittered crowds, they
locked themselves in the Last Supper room. Suddenly, although the door never opened, the Savior stood
in their midst saying: “Peace be to you.” And in order to prove to them that their vision was not tricking
them, He showed them the wounds in His hands and in His side.

The Apostles rejoiced greatly and in that moment the Savior opened His lips saying: “As the
Father has sent Me so | am sending you.” Having said that, He breathed on them and said, “Receive the
Holy Spirit. Whose sins you shall forgive, they are forgiven, and whose sins you shall retain, they shall be
retained.” Having said this, the Savior disappeared.

Evidently, the one and only purpose for this appearance of the Divine Teacher was the
establishment of holy confession. This is how it was understood in the Church from the very beginning.

This Divine Institution continues and lives in the world for twenty centuries. It has not been
ruined by human faults, nor by the faults of confessors or the faults of penitents. Therefore, we are
forced to admit that it is of divine origin.
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This is what the preacher writes: “The Church calls out to proud humanity, ‘Kneel! Admit your
faults! Despite personal resistance3, humanity kneels and admits its faults.

“The Church calls to its priests: ‘Sit here and in the spirit of God, with the love of Christ, listen to
all of the secret pains, sorrows and shames which the people will pour into your hearts and may no
indiscretion, no weakness or danger, not even death ever be able to extract these secrets that were
entrusted to you.”

Throughout all of these centuries, despite their weak human nature the priests carry this
impossible burden. Every one of us admits that we priests are not that which we should be. There were
and there are priests who are good, indifferent and bad. But the world, up until now, during the past
two thousand years, has never found a priest who betrayed the secret of confession.

Never, not during the times when proud heresies were breaking away along with self-conceited
schisms, nor during the revolution, nor on the scale of fever or madness, never was a priest found who
revealed what had been committed to him in confession. Even the atheists did not succeed in naming
even one such priest. That is why, despite our mistakes, faults and weaknesses, the world continues to
kneel and confess its sins.

Scholars claim that in all of the pagan literature of the ancient world, there is nothing more
beautiful or more deeply thought out from that which the philosopher Plato wrote: “If a person has
committed some sort of iniquity, he must go to a place where he can receive an appropriate punishment
for that and stand before a judge as before a physician. There he must accuse himself, and not
concealing his transgression, admit it openly in order to be punished and regain his health. He must do
violence to himself in order to rise above all fear and put himself in the hands of justice with his eyes
closed and a brave heart, just as we place ourselves in the hands of a physician in order to suffer
through the cuttings and the burnings, ignoring the pain and desiring only the beauty and the good. And
so it is, that if the fault committed deserves a lashing, then let it be done to you; if it deserves handcuffs,
then extend your hands for them to be applied; if it deserves a monetary penance, then pay it; if it
deserves death, then undergo it; be the first in testifying against yourself with your own lips so that by
admitting your transgressions, you will be freed from the greatest evil, from injustice!” Didn’t this pagan
Plato sense the need for confession in this excellent, masterly description?

Confession consists of three acts. The first is an act of humility. “Father, | have sinned.” The
second is an act of offering. The heart opens and the lips voice acknowledgment. The third is an act of
obedience. The head is bowed and for these three acts sinful man, full of guilt, receives forgiveness and
regains peace, dignity and honor in the eyes of God, in the eyes of others and in the eyes of the faithful.

Only an all-powerful God can accomplish this. Because who on this earth knows how to forgive?
Society does not forgive. It stigmatizes, defames, punishes and even after the punishment if fulfilled, it
does not return one’s good name. The world does not forgive, despite the fact that it has few scruples
and is very lenient. Neither does one’s conscience forgive. Always and everywhere it prods a person,
never giving him peace. Man doesn’t know any way by which he can suppress or silence that voice.




