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January 3, 1954 /

Dear Fellow Countrymen and Countrywomen, | greet you with the words: ,,Praise be
Jesus Christ

During the time that the present pastor of St. Joachim Parish was in Buffalo,
Fr. Peter Mellerski was chaplain of the Attica Prison, and often invited me to help
with that spiritual work. | helped whenever | could. | had to purposes in mind: First |
witnessed the type of work he was doing among the prisoners. Secondly, the occasion
helped me meet many of the prisoners and hear their life stories. | heard from their
lips, fantastic stories. Sometimes, unbelievable! The stories were not created from
some overactive imagination of some author be it man or woman but written about
real factual happenings. After hearing many of them, | said to myself: “There go | but
by the grace of God.” But | go to this story. It concerns a young man, just about
twenty six years of age. He was not Polish but was a Catholic. He comes from a
wealthy family. His Father and Mother took all possible dedication to raise him as a
noble and honorable man, a family he would be proud to be part of. But he knew
better. What did his parents know! He not only paid no heed to their requests, but
simply mocked himself, so with parental orders. After all, what did his parents know? He
was sarcastic in his remarks to them and wouldn’t let them tell him anything. He knew
better. His parents sent him to the university, but instead of hitting the books, he hit the
class and the shot glass. It was no wonder that he flunked all his studies. The Rector of
the University told his parents that it would be better that their boy would seek some
profitable work which the son did not want to hear. So their son went out into the world,
leaving home. He changed his name and no trace was found of him. He steals what
he had in his hand fell in with outcasts in one of the largest mast America! He drank to
excess. He learned how to use narcotics. He had got rid of any idea of God and forgot
how to pray. He maintained that he did not need God; that was a useless idea. He
maintained that what we called faith or religion was just a shackle around his legs. His
ideas were that he did not agree about any of God’s laws, neither religion which he had
learned when he lived with his parents. And so, continued his drinking. He shot a man
in a robbery and was sentenced to thirty years in prison; it is then that he rethought his
way of thinking. Told me: “Father | missed my boat to a happy and peaceful life! And so
on to today’s talk”

FROM WHERE A COVERSION

Michael was a good worker; he never got drunk; he didn’'t gamble; he worked
honestly a diligently every day and when he returned home, he washed and ate dinner.
The he would take his harmonic, sat by his home on a bench and played various songs.
But he was always sad; shunned people and never prayed, and when on Sunday both
of his parent went to church, he took | hat and went somewhere far away and came
back in time for dinner. His mother was worried and often said: “Michael, for God's
sake, how can you live like you do?” — But Michael pushed his hand and said nothing.
After a while his parents thought that some evil had come upon him and that they had to
reprimand him and he would change. His parent were about to take some action when
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Halinka, the girl next door, who had taking a liking to Michael and they hung out
together and once he laughed. He often looked at the window of house. Once she
came out beautifully dressed and said: “Today is the Feast of Corpus Christi and | am a
Christian; I'm going to carry the flag in procession. | heed to hurry. Michael should go
with her to church on such a big feast, but Michael lived like a pagan. People said
openly that some kind of evil entered into Michael but | didn’t believe it. But | can't
understand why Michael always sad. Halina just waved her hand, “Come with me.” He
looked at her and said: OK, I'll go. Michael thought he would tell her why people thing
some evil had come into him. Walking with her to church he spoke to her: “When | was
younger | went with my parents to church and was happy; my mother gave pictures of
the saints and explained about them. While studying the Catechism the pastor praised
me in front of the others about how quickly | learned. | remember after my First Holy
Communion the pastor put his hand on my head and said: Remember always about
God and do not abandon Christ. | then decided and promised that would serve God
well. However | did not keep my promise. The Germans are at fault. He became silent
and hung his head and the walked in silence. Subsequently he exhaled heavily, moved
his cap and spoke further with anger. But you know, my dear, that when | was drafted
into the army, | never went to bed without praying, even thou | was very tired. My friends
were Germans because | was sent to Hanover. They laughed at me and looked at me
with derision and called me a dumb Polka who crossed himself while praying. | was
angry at the outset and | told myself that they themselves are crazy — but because there
were so many of them that they beset me like crows. | began to be embarrassed to
kneel and pray. | said my prayers while lying in bed until once or twice | had forgotten.
And after that | stopped praying all together. | befriended my colleagues again and
laughed at the practice with them when they laughed at my faith and they said it was all
a silly Polish practice. - One thing is curious, that from that time on | suffered
misfortune in my life. | was dissatisfied, restless and nervous. | did not go to Church or
to confession. My colleagues derided by of other things but | went with them
everywhere like a dumb calf. When | left the war, it became worse. | didn’t-speak
Polish well. | was ashamed of my Catholicism. | remained in Hanover and changed my
name. | got a good paying job, so | stayed but | had no peace. My parents wrote to me
often and asked me to come home for they were lonesome without me. | thought about
it often: that | should go back home and then | forgot about it and lived without God, like
and animal. Until one time | stopped into a “Gast-Hausu” or to an inn on the road. My
friends drank me into unconsciousness and took all my money at cards and ridiculed
me again calling me a dumb ox. The assaulted me mercilessly. | was in bed for two
weeks. | returned to work, earned some money and then returned home. My parents
were overjoyed. My mother wept with joy, because | did not have the heart to speak to
them of my experiences. | promised myself that | will be good to them for their caring
about my bad life. | work honestly now and give the money to my parents, but tell me
my dear how | ought to begin going to church since | stopped going so long ago. People
think that | am obsessed but now | think of God often except that | fear Him. And what
would the priest say about my being away from the religion so long. But, anyway, | will
go to confession with you as you asked me to. People will not notice me and | will be
able to see you carry the flag. | smiled to myself. Evidently, some of the heaviness fell
from my heart after my admission. She listened with concentration until we arrived at
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the church entrance and said emotionally, Poor Michael! | will pray for your intention at
your conversion. Wait here for me and we shall both return home. Michael looked as
the departing figure. He moved closer the building before which he stood. At the press
of the crowd. He overlooked the crowd and saw everything clearly! The buildings were
decorated with multicolor cloths; tapestries hung on the walls; windows held floral
displays and shone with waxen candles. One could hear the bells of the towers. The
procession was leaving the church... Shortly the first banners were visible. All eyes
turned toward the procession. Figures were seen in the windows. Many people climbed
onto the flat roofs. Meanwhile the banners passed by one by one. White, red, blue
carried by men, married women, young girls and children! Among them small altars
were carried by the older children. At first they proceeded in a slow pace. The army
orchestra, and as the throng passed the throne at the moving hymn — Yours is the
honor and the glory... Michael looked and listened and lost consciousness of what was
happening before his eyes. He spotted Halina, who was smiling as she looked at him
but he wasn't paying attention. He stood motionless as if he was riveted to it. Flags and
altars passed by him the rosary and sodality societies on each side of him. They were
carrying lit candles; the music had passed by. Then the little children in white dresses
throwing flower petals and then the priests and final the baldachin! Suddenly the priest
carrying the monstrance stopped, the singing stopped a drumbeat and then the
trumpets blared their tones. The crowd dropped to their knees. The banners fell lower
in tribute to Him and He, hidden under the form of bread gave the sign of benediction to
the assembled throng. — Some unearthly force threw him to his knees. He knelt with the
others and would not rise as the others did. Something is his throat caught and he good
not withhold his tears. He broke out with loud sobs. It seemed to him he heard the
benevolent voice of the Savior who seemed to say: Why did you forget about me?
What evil have | done to you? Despite that, | love you as the same as the others! And |
bless you and since you did not come to me, | came to you, and now you certainly will
not abandon me!” He tore himself from his knees, stood, and gripping his cap in his
hands he went along with the crowd hearing nothing and seeing nothing. Half
conscious, he kept repeating: “Lord, have mercy on me, a sinner!”...With great difficulty
he got to the Church, attended Mass, and finally the people were leaving, he went to the
sacristy where one of the priests were praying. When the priest noticed him he asked
him if he could help him. “I would like to go to confession. Now? asked the priest. — It's
almost two o’clock in the morning. Father dear, he begged, it's been quite a few years
since | have been to confession or even in a church. | can no long stand with the weight
I have on my soul. — Ok, OK. Go to the confessional and I'll come there. Michael
confessed for a long, long time and Christ mercifully from the cross at this lost sheep
that had come back!

If you have listened to this story with good attention, you do not have the slightest
doubt or difficulty as to the reasons why the person lost his faith. He admitted it himself.
It was the shame, cautiousness, lack of seriousness, in response to the opinion and bad
example of his colleagues. | call your attention to a few important points, namely: one
frequently hears how one or another maintains that it doesn’t matter what faith a person
professes since every faith is salvific and every faith leads to God and faith is equal. If
the common man without an education had said this; but no, it is an argument put forth
by a contemporary educated intellect. It defies logic. Can an intelligent, educated,
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rational propose that it doesn’t matter in what manner God is honored? The God does
not consider both falsehood and truth good? Does the pagan, Jewish, Mohammedan
religion have the same worth, same salvific power, same truth and the faith that the faith
the Jesus Christ, the Son of God taught? That teaching is, in its totality the possession
of the Catholic Church. And that means that the Church goes back to Christ's and the
Apostles’ time but also the Fathers of the Church and historical writers. In order to
achieve salvation | is not only necessary to search by one’s own self but believe like
one would believe their mother and father. And one who accepts the Catholic faith like
a child would accept the word of the parents is a Catholic in the full meaning of the
word. Not only a few people are certificated Catholic. He was baptized and recorded in
a book. He was in the Church, since the baptized parents brought him to the church for
baptism. He was in the church when he was brought in in a coffin. Let me be honest
and say that he attended church at Christmas and Easter, thinking that he will
experience grace. And he had considered himself as Catholic because he didn't kill
anyone, or steal, or cheat anyone. There are also Catholics who make arguments
about the different articles of the faith. As important they deem certain articles of faith
as important; others as less important. In other words they differ in the consideration of
the more important and less important. They see the importance of Baptism,
Confession and so forth. In contemporary times we have a special class of class of
Catholics, the so called “modern” or “progressive” Catholics. The pick apart the
teachings of the Church. “They have a particular and delicate taste. What they like,
what tastes good to them they withhold; what they don't like, they discard. They defend
divorce, marriage by belief and birth control; finally there are those Catholics who
believe only those articles of faith that don’t relate to any kind of sacrifice. | am not
referring about the sacrifice of life in defense of the faith, but the sacrifice with name,
position, office, and even friendship, earning, or momentary convenience only. That kind
of faith is not what it should be, namely: common and strong and at the same time lively
and stable. Let me explain what | mean by these words a little more accurately. The
Catechism tells us that such a person who believes anything that's thrown at him or her
is gullible; who believes in some mysterious might, some extraneous source which
neither God nor the Church gives us, like witchcraft or fortune tellers; a person who
discards the teachings of God, and relies fortune tellers etc. We are called to believe
everything the Church gives in terms of dogma for Our Lord wants us to believe.
Remember when the apostles were given this directive: “Go out into all the nations
teaching them what | have taught you!” If the apostles had to teach everything that
Christ the Lord taught them, we should believe everything that they taught. That is why
the apostles were compelled to broadcast the faith in its entirety as they were taught by
Christ. St. Efren said: “The stature of the faith is in its entirety should be indivisible.
Saint Augustine wrote: “If you take away even one article of faith you imperil your
salvation. Basil the great said:” What does the Church teaches is at the directive of the
Lord and it gives life and sustenance and no iota of it should be retained and not
discarded. We should believe everything that has come down to us from Jesus Christ.
Let us not say what some of the listeners of Christ said: “These things are hard to
believe!” If we take only those teaching of Christ that appeal to us as the truth or what
we like to believe, and not the word of Christ, through the Church we are creating our
own truth and belief. Our faith ought to be strong. That means we ought to believe




