
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]

[image: ]
[image: ]

[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
image6.jpeg
God, T am going to church, because there is waiting for me the One who said: “Come to
Me all you who work and are burdened and I will give you rest. Take My yoke upon your
shoulders and learn from me because I am meek and humble of heart and you’ll find rest
for your souls. Because My yoke is easy and My burden is light.” Go to church for the
Stations of the Cross. Compare your sufferings with those of Christ. Go to church and
sing our beautiful Lamentations. Sing and ponder every word of those Lamentations and
you will be convinced that these Lamentations are a source of consolation. You will find
the balm for your conscience, for your dissatisfied heart and soul. Finally go to
confession! You will surprise yourself with the change in your life. Begin tonight going
to church you, and you, and you!
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March 9, 1941

I greet you, my dear compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ!
This particular incident I will tell you about occurred in 1925. In one of the suburbs of
Chicago, far from the main street there stood a house all alone as though it was
abandoned. It was a house of a Polish laborer who cared more for what went down his
throat and to his stomach than for his family. Thanks to that his wife died. That poor ife
and mother had a real purgatory with her drunkard husband. Because of his drinking she
had to go to work. She caught a cold and then pneumonia and died. Even the death of his
wife did not bring him to his senses. His evenings were spent in the company of his
friends, playing cards and drinking. But one evening he was returning home somewhat
earlier than he used to. Entering the house some unusual silence met him. He entered the
kitchen. threw his at on the table then went in to the next room. Stood on the threshold as
though struck by lightning. He became numb! There, in the bedroom of his thirteen-year
old daughter, were his children, kneeling before the statue of the Blessed Virgin Mother —
daughter and his three little sons. The children were very recollected and their hands
piously folded. They were looking at the sweet face of Mary confidently and calmly, to
this old sinner it seemed that the statue was smiling kind-heartedly at the sight of such
great faith in such young souls. He heard his daughter saying: “And now let us pray for
our father that will stop drinking”, and she began reciting the Hail Mary ... the little ones
responded with the second part of the prayer. What happened? This old, hardened sinner
who hasn’t prayed for years, could not bear it any longer. It grew dark around him. he
began sweating and his eyes filled with tears. Some mysterious weakness shook his stony
soul. Despite himself, his knees bent and he knelt down and began whispering the Hail
Marys for himself. A strange and sincere sorrow moved his heart and in mind’s eye he
saw the figure of his deceased wife. A strange and to this time unknown peace filled his
heart and soul He got up, humbled, he hugged and kissed his children and at that moment
For the first time he realized the meaning and effects of prayer. He changed his life from
that moment on. To this day he is an upright and hard-working man and a very caring
father. He ends his letter to me thus: “my children’s prayers opened my eyes. I believe
that of yore, as my wife looked at me sadly and with much pain, today she is happy that
the children’s prayers converted me to God.” How many husbands and fathers we have
today who do not fast, do not pray and don’t go to church. Such men say that such
practices are good for the women and children, but totally useless for the men! For these
men, in particular, I prepared today’s talk under the title:

Attend Church

When I visited the Polish refugee camps in Romania in November of 1939 I arrived at the
place known as Lacu Sarat. This village is situated on the shores of a lake whose waters
have healing qualities. Evidently these waters have a healing effect on the rheumatic
pains. At least, so claim the Romanians. However, the place had a very depressing effect
on me. There, on the empty fields stood deserted and neglected barracks. Not too long
ago the Romanian government settled some farmers from Rzeszow. In addition to that
there was a division of young Polish boys, refugees, poor refugees living in extreme
poverty. Their only possessions were the clothes on their backs. Few among them had
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some warmer underclothing. They slept on hard, bare boards. They ate stale, dry, dark
bread and drank unsweetened tea. They were a group of destitute people in a not too
friendly land. Despite their misery and depressing surroundings, there was a mysterious
peace reigning among those destitute refugees. They acted with great peace, accepting all
as the will of God. This surprised me greatly. This was also noticed by the director of the
camp who was a Polish general who was to these poor people father and mother, brother
and caretaker of this group of older and younger ones whom fate scattered beyond the
borders of their native land. The director led me to one of the buildings. Pulling the
curtain aside showed me a tiny chapel. There was also an altar and on it the statue of the
Mother of God surrounded in the sea of Polish flowers! Polish refugees built this chapel.
Here they met every morning and evening. Here they prayed the rosary and on Sunday
the noble general read the holy Gospel to them. Here they prayed and cried. This was
their shelter from despair and doubt. Here they found comfort and consolation. Here their
spirits were strengthened and they found peace. I noticed that there were several young
boys and I noticed that tears were running down their cheeks. We left the chapel. The
general looked deeply into my eyes and said: “Father, this chapel is our treasure. Before
we built it, everyone was going around gloomy and peevish. Now, they give way to one
another, they help and console each other. They live like brothers of one family!” In total
understanding and sincere gratitude I squeezed generals hand. The general, a true
Christian soldier. saluted me and we parted. Since then, in my imagination, I relive these
moments in that far away, miserable and poor little chapel in Lacu Sarat. I often ponder
over the church’s meaning, importance and influence of prayer on human life and daily
behavior in very difficult and painful situations.

At the certain meeting of the Americans, a representative of a certain charitable
commission, which helped war prisoners, said how he was visiting prison camps and
looked at their miserable situation. He described their situation very vividly and
picturesquely. He told us how he visited a French camp and the prisoners asked him to
get them various things such as decks of cards and footballs. The English prisoners asked
for tea, cigarettes and all that was necessary to play a game of croquet. At last he came to
a Polish camp and its prisoners. Did they ask for food? No. Did they ask for clothing,
tobacco or games? Not at all! These took him to an old building and begged him to get
for them a tiny altar and some curtains so they could pray and talk to God in peace. The
man who was talking about these prisoners was not Catholic and much less a Pole. He
had tears in his eyes. There were a few among the listeners who cleared their throats so as
not to show their emotions. Next to these heroic figures, how small are those who ridicule
everything that is dear and holy to us, namely: church, faith and prayer.

Good, my dear man. You need not believe my arguments, but listen to what a non-
Catholic professor of medicine at one of our famous universities has to say: “The Church
represents to us an inspired institution bringing us closer to truth. In every devotion you’ll
find beauty, in every homily you’ll find food for the soul. Attending church is one of my
life needs!” Well, what would our progressive men and women say to this sincere
expression of his belief? Would it be because they don’t believe and don’t go to church
they consider themselves better than those who pray and believe? Would it be because
they do not observe fasts they consider themselves healthier than those who do fast? Can
we believe atheists?
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Listen to what one American wrote and he was not a Catholic. “Only six months ago I
derided the church. One day, however, almost unaware and inadvertently I entered the
church. There was some devotion going on. From that day I regularly attend the church.
At first I entered a bit unwillingly, perhaps from curiosity, just to see just what are these
churches that are so viciously attacked, what are they doing and what goal do they have.
Now I attend the church with ever-greater understanding and emotion. I am convinced
that today’s church gives me something I greatly need, and I realized that one cannot
believe without a church, and so faith and church go hand in hand. They are inseparable.
I finally understood that you cannot separate the church from religion and religion from
the church. Certain Sunday in May of 1940, the newspapers brought me some terrifying
news “Rotterdam on fire! One can hear the shooting on every street!” That Sunday I
found myself in church after 22 years! And what did this church have for me? The.
devotion was simple, but it exuded respect and worship, beautified by the homily about
St. Peter, the Rock™ in other words, about eternity and beauty of the church. Pondering
that, I listened with great interest about the institution, which has traits of constancy and
beauty, and its goal is nobility of life. Description of these traits fell on my soul as the
rain falls on the desert sands. I left the church moved to the core and very grateful. A
week later, consumed by an even greater curiosity I went to another church. The very
building with its imposing style invited me in. The homily was simple but eloquent and
convincing. The preacher spoke of a noble life. Calmly he was proving how the human
life in itself demands that a person must rise above other created creatures, that a person
must better himself every day by growing in virtue. This homily was marked by a spirit
of manliness and spirituality. To me this homily was very helpful and useful.

I ascertain here publicly and with deep conviction that Church’s critics today do not
know what they are talking about. The do not know what churches are doing. It is clear as
the sunrays on a clear and sunny day, that these critics do not frequent the church. I have
the impression that such persons prove, perhaps unwittingly, that personal laziness,
perhaps even perverseness, is some weird concept that, intellectually, they are better than
someone else. In every case, this is true of my own person. Now I defend the church and
support her, because I understand that the church has something for me, for everyone else
and for our civilization. A certain preacher explained it thus: “Thank God that there are
institutions in this world that have an exalted understanding of human beings,
ascertaining that each person is, in a certain sense, a child of God, and has God’s traits in
him. That there is an institution that is above races, nations and classes. That there is an
institution that works faithfully and steadfastly to instill the spirit of Christ in them, and
in Christ’s name desires to lighten human suffering, unite its people, and bring peace to
the world. I heard various excuses why people, especially men, do not attend church.
Their platform is this: “T would rather go into the forest and worship God by myself.
Greater number of clergy is tedious, playing with theoretical prohibitions. Secondly,
Sunday is my day to repose and wanderings. Empty are such excuses! Frequently, I find
something exalted in the church. It was this I was seeking. I know of one church whose
doors are open day and night. Thirty thousand people visit this church yearly. Different
people go there because they seek repose and peace. Materially an morally bankrupt
people frequent this church and they find what they seck. They leave the church peaceful
and consoled. They leave better that they entered. They leave with a greater love for God
and man.
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When you go to church you go expecting something, seeking something. You shouldn’t
go as an empty bucket and wait passively to be filled. You do not go to the theater with
that attitude. Every Sunday I saw the churches packed. These people went to church for
something and received that for which they came. They left the church with a peaceful
and joyful spirit.

Most of the homilies given by me were well prepared. Some accuse me that the homilies
have nothing to do with our every day life and are far from daily and life happenings.
And here they are completely wrong. Half, a good half of the homilies preached by me
spoke of social affairs from the Christian point of view. The third part of these homilies
usually explained the Gospel truths. The best work is done by churches whose clergy
teaches the uncompromising Christianity and holds to hard and challenging teaching of
Christ. The more courageously the church teaches and preaches, that’s when more people
respect and honor the church and follows her teaching. What I like the best about
attending church is the fact, that it turns the attention of people away, even if only for a
moment, from every day’s grayness and sameness to higher and nobler things, for man
does not live by bread alone! It is obligatory for man to form his spirit. At present time,
where there is so much force and violence the church tries to present to her people the
spiritual side and I am geateful for that whenever I am in church. It is a very meaningful
fact that it is these two nations whose governments are opposed to church activities, are
the very nations where there are Communist and Nazist nests. Only in democratic
nations, churches flourish and grow, becuase man’s spirit is free. It is possible that the
democratic systems will not overcome totalitarian systems unless they unite under the
banner of the Church. How could the destructive teachings of Nazism and

Communism be overcome unless we use constructive methods which build up the spirit?
William Penn had a habit of saying “that people need to be ruled by God, otherwise they
will be ruled by tyrants?” All the world events testify to the truth of these words. One of
the preachers used to say: “To love God means to believe despite all that is happening
and seems to be just the opposite of that which you believe: that slavery, wars, the
temporary difficulties and miseries, all these can be removed from the world and more
favorable conditions which nourish spiritual growth could be created. This is the practical
Christianity in the fullest sense of the word. Practically no one can separate Christianity
from democratic ideals. Attending church is one of the noblest actions of the believer.
You must nourish your spiritual health. T assure you that you will find the strength for
your spiritual health. The church will give you that which you need. Whether you are
aware of this fact or not, but each of us seeks something spiritual. If we neglect this
“yoice”, this mysterious inclination, we only deceive ourselves. At this time we have an
obligation to seek something better. For me, the church is the most suitable place of this
seeking. But even if the church could not give us anything, even then the church should
be respected, upheld and defended by all people of good will.” I repeat these are not the
exclamations of a Catholic.

One editor of an American magazine writes thus: “Life that crosses my desk isn’t always
beautiful. Violence, injustice, deceit and hate make the titles in my paper. But life is
made of better things. Life is made of peace, justice, noble aspirations and love. That is
why I need the church. The church gives me a certain perspective to look at the world and
life. The church renews and strengthens my faith in humanity and providence. The




image5.jpeg
5

church upholds in me certain spiritual values and qualities, which are somewhat dimmed
by weeks hideous actions!” So much from the editor.

Some judge had this to say: “For me, the church is a sanctuary. After a week’s contacts
with greed, pretensions, haughtiness and force, many long hours of listening to polemics,
1 find the church gives me strength. When I enter the church my soul finds its balance.”
Up to this point I deliberately presented the thoughts of non-Catholics. Now we’ll look at
what Catholics think and say about attending church — “I go to church because I am to
meet God. I go to church because I have a young son.. When I hear his strong voice
singing hymns and songs, when I watch him listening to the Scripture texts which are the
voice of God, when I see his head bowed piously, when together we receive the Holy
Communion, I am deeply convinced that his life will be different, better, because he sees
in the church something better and nobler than in himself!”

Someone else writes like this: “A great act is taking place in the church — the sacrifice of
the Holy Mass. And I am helping in helping it happen; the word of God is spoken and I
am helping in saying it. My words of prayer reach the heart of God. My actions help to
save the world. I attend church not just to receive and listen, but I attend church so that I
may act and give.”

Attending church “broadens, deepens and elevates human nature, saves and softens
hearts, strengthens and ennobles the will, enriches mental creativity.” I will add one more
example of the modern French writer, Paul Claudel. He writes how he rediscovered his
lost faith. He writes: “I went to church from sheer curiosity. During the Mass, I was
pushed from all sides by the crowd of people. Children dressed in white sang and the
clerics assisted them. Then suddenly, something strange happened to me. As though
something grabbed my heart and from that moment I began to believe with such force,
with such certainty and surrender, that from that moment on nothing in my busy life
could separate me away from my faith. Later, I would ponder o what exactly happened to
me in those few seconds, and more or less these thoughts went through my mind: “how
happy are those who believe! Is all of this truth? It is the truth, because God exists. He
loves me and calls me!™ I then began to cry bitterly. After that, I spent every Sunday at
Notre-Dame. I knew my religion very superficially like I knew Buddhism, but the drama
of the Mass so clearly played out in my soul that it surpassed all imagination. This is the
deepest and superb poetry, which the human imagination can view. The excellence of
Mass simply could not sate me. Every movement of the priest penetrated deeply into my
soul. The Epistles of the Requiem Mass, the Midnight Mass, the Lenten devotions, the
Exultet of Holy Saturday are so forceful, that all the poetry of Pindar and Sophocles are
nothing by comparison. All of that has filled my heart with such joy, thanksgiving,
repentance and adoration! ... This is the testimony of a French writer, who, after years of
unbelief and a mean life, has entered the church out of curiosity and found God, found
faith and with them found peace and happiness.-

To end this, I turn to all of you without exception: attend church! There you will find
what the world will not give you, because it doesn’t have it, so it cannot give it. You, who
have rejected and abandoned God and do not attend church return to the church very
quickly. May you recall those years when you knew how to pray and wanted to pray. I
believe that you left God and church not because you are perverse and wicked, but
because you forgot. I know it is human to fall, but know also, that it is devilish to remain
stubbornly in the wrong. It is Lent now so it is time to say to yourself 'm returning to




