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changed to the level of senseless and bloodthirsty animals. Some put on yellow uniforms
marked with a broken cross. Others like ants, have pretenses to the rising sun. Amidst the
storms, suffering and pain, the cross with the Crucified becomes very prominent. Christ stands
there quiet and peaceful. He stands and waits patiently. Human outrage, jeering, face-slapping
and blaspheming reach His ears. But even today from His lips comes: “Father forgive them!”

Finally, look at the cross and the crucified all of you that harbor anger, impatience and feelings
of revenge in your hearts. Don’t you feel ashamed in those stone hearts, and hardened souls?
Such feelings are unworthy of a Christian. No excuse can justify such feelings. Never be a judge
of your neighbor. God is the only judge. During this Holy Week let us look more often, longer
and more attentively at the Cross and the Crucified. We will get to know better our faults, what
we are lacking and our inclinations. The awareness will incline us to humility and love. It will
foster in us the feelings of gratitude. The cross and the crucified will be our incentive to a new
and better life.
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March 29, 1942

| greet you, my dear compatriots, in the traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ! Ancient
Venice was famous world over for two things: During the time of Doges it had the most
beautiful and strongest fleet of war and commercial ships and had a population that loved its
material comforts and abused the worldly goods .What was worse, was that men from the
intelligentsia and aristocracy fell into soft and effeminate life. In those days there was a zealous
priest who publicly condemned abuses of the Venetians and foretold the fall of the republic.
The priest’s name was Hippolytus. He lived on the outskirts of the Queen of the Seas, such was
the name given to the rich, proud and dissolute Venice! Opposite the humble dwelling of Father
Hippolytus was a magnificent palace, which was the property of the rich, Venetian merchant,
who was also the owner of many ships bringing the merchandise from far-off countries. This
merchant had one and only son. This merchant did not have a good reputation. He was knows
as impertinent, niggardly and a man of the world. About the son, too, various unpleasant stories
were circling. He was a vain and proud man, conceited and indifferent in regard to faith. Worse,
he followed his father. Father Hippolytus had a certain soft spot for the son perhaps because
they were neighbors. Father Hippolytus noticed that the young man spent hours before the
mirror, so he conceived an idea. Several times a day he would stand by the window and look at
the wall in his room as though he, too, was looking in the mirror. Such behavior aroused the
young man curiosity and also incensed him, because he said in himself, how could it be, that a
Catholic priest could be so vain to spend all these hours before the mirror. Impossible! So one
evening he accosted the priest asking what was he so intently looking at. The priest smiled
benignly and said: “I have this wonderful mirror in which | see myself so clearly that | cannot
take my eyes off from it.” The young man’s curiosity was really aroused, so he asked the priest if
he would lend him this mirror which so faithfully reproduced his image. Father Hippolytus not
only agreed to lend him this mirror but promised to bring it to him personally! They parted. The
priest very satisfied, and the young man extremely curious. That evening Father Hippolytus
came to the young man’s palace hiding something under his cape. The servant led the priest to
the young man’s rooms. After polite greeting, Father Hippolytus, with his right hand, throws the
cape over his right shoulder and to a surprised young man shows St. Veronica’s cloth with the
image of Christ’s beaten, crushed and bloody face. And not waiting for the young man’s
reaction he spoke slowly and emphatically: “Yes, this is my mirror into which | am constantly
and regularly looking. In this mirror | see how much my Savior suffered and how little | mortify
myself; | see how much Christ loved me and how little | love Him in return; | see how my soul
means to Him and how little do | care for it; | see value of my life and how | treat it lightly!” The
vision of suffering Christ and sincere and simple words of the priest did its job on the young
dandy. He left his worldly and empty life and from then began to be a practicing and believing
young man. Let’s move on to the regular talk:
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Christ’s Mirror

It was early evening and the inhabitants f Jerusalem were readying for bed. Silence overtook the
streets of the city. The moon shed its light on the city and its suburbs, with strange bloody rays
as though it felt something strange. Through the valley of Josaphat a group of people were
moving as though they were pilgrims. They directed their steps toward the hill curiously rising
over the valley. This was Mount Olive. It was named that way because at the very top was the
olive grove. Since the grove had a hedge it was called the Garden of Olives. Here the Savior
wished to be alone to speak with His Father, God. He wanted to be alone with God in prayer. Do
you hear me, you who cannot find satisfaction, but in the worldly affairs? And you, for whom
prayer became trite and ordinary? Are you forgetting gratitude toward God, so good and so
loving, of whom our poet sang: “You gave us everything you could possibly give us, Lord!” Don’t
you remember how our inspired Faher Skarga reminded us: “You are a poor and miserable
tenant in God’s world, by praying you beg God for graces and other gifts for yourself.” Stop and
think at least during this Holy Week. You need God. Without His care, His help and His grace you
will wander in the wilderness of this world amidst the darkness of the present time. And so
pray! In prayer you will find light and consolation; in prayer you will find comfort; in prayer you
will find strength to face difficulties, disappointments, and uncertainties of life. Without prayer
you will end with complete bankruptcy!

During His prayer in the Garden “Jesus became sorrowful and troubled” Why? Because, as the
Son of God, He foresaw His passion in the smallest details. He saw the judgment hall, the dark
dungeon and Calvary. Before His eyes passed the painful scenes: the betrayal, the scourging, the
crowning with thorns and the crucifixion! As the Son of Man He was afraid of suffering, before
the entire Way of the Cross! Despite that He grabbed the bitter and painful chalice pressing it to
His thirsty lips and whispered: “Father not as | want it, but as you want it” Isn’t it true that daily
we say: “may Your will be done” but only with our lips, without sincerity and without honesty.
Just so, that the incidents and occurrences do not agree with our outlook, our plans, as we
remonstrate with God, how we murmur and how we become indignant with God! And how
many people reject God and , blaspheme and fall away from God?

Campaigns of our present times undertaken against crushed and enslaved peoples are nothing
new. They are but scenes from Nero’s time reenacted now. The first of these campaigns was
done against Christ the Lord. On the road from Jerusalem leading to the Mount of Olives there is
a crowd moving quietly. The crowd consisted of soldiers and civilians. Just as the bats look for
food at night so is this crowd looking for its sacrifice at night. The crowd is led by Christ’s former
pupil, and presently the traitor of his Teacher! Judas — Judas covetous of the silver bloodied with
Christ’s blood. Judas for whom his conscience was preparing a halter. Judas who arranged:
“whoever | kiss, grab Him.” And why, why, “some frightened, maybe even scandalized people
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ask, this Christ did not show His power at this moment?” God could, but as Jeremiah sings:
“Gracious Lord, God does not want to lose His humans — He awaits their bitter tears and
confession.” If the good God treated us the way we want Him to treat others we would not be
we would not be among the living now. We do not understand and never will God’s actions or
judgments. If there is an atom or a letter missing in the Great Book of Creation, about which a
man could say: “l understand them” how could he understand God’ actions? Try to understand,
where the learning ends, it is there that faith begins! Tell me that the man without faith will be
good, noble and moral! A certain writer answers you: “Enlightenment without morality and
religion will move back the hands of the clock of history!” To confirm this | am sending you to
today’s pagan and barbarian German cultures! You have there a visible proof.

Let us go from the Garden of Olives to the palace of Caiaphas! They are questioning Christ and
witnesses who bring accusations: Jesus incites rebellions; Jesus tells people not to pay taxes and
calls himself a king! Every one of these is lined with lies! Three accusations — three untruths! The
Pilate knew that, none the less he turns to Christ and quietly asks: ‘Are you the king of the
Jews?” To which query he hears the reply: “My kingdom is not of this world!” Pilate, however,
afraid of public opinion, and not wanting to compromise himself with the people sends the
Savior to Herod!

Sometimes we do the same thing. Do we defend God when we hear someone blaspheming:
“What is your God doing? Why doesn’t He send lightning and thunder on the oppressors of
humanity? God doesn’t exist!” Despite the fact that those who really didn’t believe in God are
yelling such obscenities, we are silent excusing ourselves that we will only expose ourselves to
ridicule and jeering. We are afraid of people and their opinion.

Herod, that same Herod who murdered the innocents of Bethlehem, that same Herod who
ordered the beheading of John the Baptist, that same Herod did not get any answer from Christ,
and filled with revenge ordered Christ dressed in a white garment as though He were some half-
wit, and sent Him back to Pilate. Here Pilate undertook a strange decision. At that time, the
authorities held in prison a criminal Barabbas. Pilate said to the gathered crowd whomever they
want he will release to them: “Barabbas or Jesus?” Populace incited by the elders yelled without
thinking: “Barabbas!” “What should | do with Jesus?” The crowd yelled back: “Let Him be
crucified!” Unfortunately nothing different is happening now that did happen then in front of
Pilate’s porch! It is enough to look at today’s Pilates: the German, the Italian, the Japanese, the
Russian! It is enough! All that Christ portrays is nonsense. But because Christ lives in the Church
they scourge and crucify the Church. Then they yelled: “Away with Christ! Now they yell away
with the Church!” Yes, away with the Church, which ennobles the nations; the church which
returned the dignity to the women; the Church that preached the care of the elderly, the
children the disabled; the church which preached the mercy toward the poor and the
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abandoned, neglected and the forgotten! Pilate condemned Jesus to scourging Six executioners
stood over Christ. They disrobed Him to the waist, tied His hands to the stone post and began to
smite Him furiously. Christ’s body swelled, became blue, red. After a while the wounds opened
and blood ran toward to the ground. The executioners continued until His back became one
great wound and at His feet a puddle of blood. But this site did not prevent them from
continuing the beating and venting their anger on the defenseless and quiet Jesus. They made
the crown of thorns and put it on His head. The sharp thorns penetrated into His skull, from
which burst a stream of living blood. Now they though up a different entertainment. The Sat
Christ on a broken piece of stone and on His bloody and furrowed back they throw an old,
soldier’s toga, place a reed in His hand, they passed in front of Him jeering: “Hail, King of the
Jews!” Even the sight of this sad, abused and suffering Teacher did not move the crowd to pity.
No, they were not satisfied with suffering. The y wanted more. They wanted death, and the ears
of a frightened Pilate rang the words: “To the cross with Him, crucify, crucify Him!” Once more,
Pilate afraid of the crows and wanting their applause, afraid to lose his position, slowly and with
a shaking hand signed the sentence of death. At that moment the soldiers took Jesus and led
Him to be crucified.” To ten ort of Jerusalem is a Hill called Calvary. On this hill they did away
with criminals. And here, too, Christ was to end His life by crucifixion. First came the soldier
carrying the tablet with Christ’s name and the sentence. After him came the bugler announcing
to the inhabitants that soon crucifixion will begin. Then, with a heavy and slow pace came Christ
carrying an enormous cross. At a short distance behind Christ came the two criminals and
soldiers carrying various instruments of death. This sorrowful procession was followed by a
crowd of several thousands. The inhabitants of Jerusalem followed, but not only the inhabitants
but also all those who came to Jerusalem for the feast of Pasch. A little farther back followed
the women of the Gospel. They walked crying and lamenting. They saw the triple fall of Jesus
under the weight of the cross. The saw how Veronica got through the crowd and with her own
hand wiped the face of Jesus. They heard the words of Jesus, who forgetting His own suffering
was consoling the women of Jerusalem: “Daughters of Jerusalem, do not weep for me: weep for
yourselves and for your children!”

The procession stopped at the top of the hill of Calvary. The executioners began without delay
to carry out the verdict. They began by ripping off His clothes. I'm reminding you, listeners, that
by this time the clothes adhered fast to His wounded back so ripping of His clothes they also
ripped off His skin! New wounds, new suffering and new blood flowed. They threw the Savior
with force to the ground and began nailing Him to the cross. Slowly they raised the cross and
dropped it into the prepared hole. The wounds on His hands and feet were made bigger by the
jerk. The nailing to the cross lasted half an hour. During the crucifixion there was a strange
silence in the heavens and the earth, because heaven and earth were looking at the sacrifice the
Son of God made because of love for humanity. Such a sacrifice surprised even nature itself! On
Good Friday, around eleven o’clock the Savior hung on the cross, the dying began. Christ
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prayed: “Father forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.” To one of the
thieves, on His right, Christ said: “Truly, today, you will be with me in paradise!” His Mother He
gave us as our Mother: “Woman this is your son.” It was nearing three o’clock. The world, not
just around Jerusalem, but the whole world began growing darker. This wasn’t the regular
darkness of the night, but thicker, denser, terrifying darkness! | Athens, Greece a certain
educator said: “Either the Creator of nature is dying or the end of the world is coming!” |
Jerusalem the earth shook as if in anger because of human brutality. It shook angered by the
ingratitude of those who dared to raise their hands against the Son of God! From the bowels of
the earth arose those long dead and ventured through the streets of spreading fear among the
inhabitants. In the Temple of Jerusalem the curtain split in half. Aon the cross, Christ was dying.
And “bowing His head, gave up His spirit.” Those who up to this time directed their jeers and
spewed blasphemies at Jesus, and gloated at His agony and suffering began whispering : “Surely
this man was the Son of God!” and with quickened steps they began returning to their homes.
Let us remain on Calvary and look at the cross and the crucified. Man, whoever you are, and
whatever you may be, zealous or indifferent or cold, virtuous or evil, look at the sacrifice of
human ingratitude, a base, low and inhuman ingratitude. The scourged hung on the cross,
crowned with the crown of thorns, wounded and crushed like a bug, the Teacher of Love and
Wonderworker, as a reward for His curing of the sick, for the raising of the dead merited the
death on the cross! Listen, you frequently complain at you fate, murmur at the tine crosses
you're given to bear and the wants in your life, and with anger and bitterness you cry out:
“There is no justice in this world!” And in this present time, how many openly blaspheme God,
lose their faith, insisting there is no God! Once more take a look at the crucified He was accused
of blaspheming, inciting to rebellion, disobedience and dividing the nation, so they condemned
Him to death, a death of the criminals! And you dare to say you suffer unjustly? What kind of
pupil are you? You call yourself a Christian, professing and following His teaching. This Christ
chose for Himself humiliation, suffering and the cross. Oh, yes, already in this world there is
justice, and in the next world there will be justice. Christ’s cross and grave are the best proof of
this truth. You exalted, lofty and proud, look at the Crucified! Can’t you hear as from His lips
come the invitation: “ Learn from Me that | am meek and humble of heart and you’ll find rest
for your souls?” | am reminding you of the teaching of St. Augustine: “If you ask me what is the
first thing in religion and the teaching of Christ, | will respond: humility; and second? Humility!
And third, once again humility! Every human being, because he is a human being, from the very
nature of thing has to bear adversities, suffering and difficulties. It is rare that he wouldn’t
succumb to these and practically break under the burden. His lips may be quiet but the heart
bleeds and the soul cries. If we are humble we might bend but not break, we might fall but will
rise to new life. “Father forgive them for they do not know what they are doing!” This short
prayer is the key to peace and satisfaction. Present times have brought us changes, but not all
for the good. Teachings have changed. Human outlook and life have changed. The people have




