[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image6.jpeg
Truly, fortunate is that child who is growing up at the side of and under the watchful eye of a
good — hearted, understanding and truly Christian and pious mother who really understands her
important task.

The Church credits the mothers of its Saints, its great bishops and self-sacrificing priests, the
best men among its lay people, who in these present times, defend faith and civilization with such
enthusiasm and zeal.

If a child who had received a good upbringing from a religious and pious mother is led astray by
bad example and the poisoned principles of the world was to someday step away from God and his faith
one can always yet have the hope that he will later easily convert to the faith and piety of his younger
years and will find again his former peace of soul and satisfaction of heart.

The picture of a beloved and loving mother will sometimes move before the eyes of the
imagination of a child who in searching for happiness threw himself/herself into the embrace of the
world. This will remind the child of the lessons and examples of its pious mother, of her prayers for
him/her and all of this will create a strong influence on the prodigal son/daughter and will lead him/her
back to the straight and virtuous path. We have countless cases of conversions in which both young and
old clearly credit their conversion to the prayers and the influence of a pious mother.

A famous surgeon wrote such a public confession in the columns of a Catholic paper — “My
mother was without a doubt one of the best mothers that ever lived. She loved us children and we
adored her. She prayed with us and would go to church with us. She lived for us.

Up until the time when | began attending the university, | was a believer, | said my prayers and |
attended Mass. The university was my downfall. | got involved with students who were without God,
had no faith or morals.

| then lost my faith and quit the practices of my religion. | joined others in scoffing at virtues and
good people. When | returned home for vacation | didn’t have the courage to tell my mother about my
spiritual change. Not wanting to sadden my mother whom | honored and loved so much, on Sundays |
went with her to church.

Despite the fact that | was so carefully hiding my lack of faith from her, nevertheless, she
noticed the inner change which had come over my soul. The eye of a mother who is solicitous and loving
penetrates more deeply into the heart of her child than that child realizes. Mothers have in this matter
some sort of unusual gift of foreboding.

Therefore, mother began making certain light and delicate reproaches, but | stubbornly assured
that she was mistaken. However, mother could not be convinced and she said: “My dear son, you have
lost your faith and that with which faith is so closely united. | can sense this, and this gives me no peace,
neither in the day nor during the night.” Terrified, | promised to reform but only visibly. When vacation
ended | had to return to my studies. | bid my mother farewell while she looked at me through her tears.
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Two months later, | received the sad news that my mother was seriously ill. | immediately set
out on my journey home. Unfortunately, | didn’t make it. My mother died an hour before | arrived
home. | looked at her lying on her death bed. In her and with her, | had lost one who loved me and cared
so much for me.

On her face | noticed the shadow of some sort of deep sadness and this undercut my feet. My
conscience began to make me heavy, painful reproaches and objections. | threw myself on my knees
and grasped her cold hand, covering it with kisses and wetting it with my tears. My heart squealed from
pain and | burst into tears. In the end | began to repeat the Hail Mary.

But something was asking me — “Why are you praying now? You no longer believe in anything.”
| answered loudly — “I want to believe just like my mother always wanted me to believe.” | arose from
that prayer and it felt as if some burden fell from my shoulders. Even my heart felt lighter. My sisters
began to tell me details of her sickness and death. Among other things, she gave them the following
instructions: “Tell your brother that | forgive him from the depths of my heart and | bless him. He
doesn’t know how deeply | love him and how | would willingly die for his conversion. Pray for him. Oh, if
only he would soon return so that | could again meet with him on high.”

That last request of my mother pierced my heart. Again | knelt before my mother’s body,
grasped her hand and said: “My dear mother! | was able to resist your many tears and heated pleas, but
your lifeless eyes and your speechless lips have overcome me. | must meet with you there in heaven, in
order to thank you for your love and all of the goodness which you showed me in my youth. | renounce
forever my lack of faith and my scandalous life.” And he kept his word. He became an exemplary
Catholic and a famous surgeon.

At every occasion he told the story of his conversion always giving honor and homage to his
mother attributing his return to faith and happiness to her who was always his teacher and guardian
angel.

One of the most active organizers of young Catholic workers was Kolping. While speaking t o t
he youth on one of his meetings in Moguncia, he mentioned the many and various dangers that threat
ened him in his youth. He said, “Besides myself, | had various people, sometimes real monsters. Billows
of vileness and depravity struck me and then | saw and experienced what humiliates and shames
people. And can you guess what kept me on the straight and narrow road in those dangerous moments?

| had a mother, a truly poor and simple mother, but a mother, the remembrance of whom
pervades my heart with feelings of pride and gratitude. | never saw anything in that mother that could
lower or belittle a person. When | was struck by temptations | would remember my mother and | would
never even dare to look at her in the eyes if | were to do something that was evil.

When she died with a prayer on her lips then my reverence for here was strengthened even
more. And that | am standing here today and speaking to you in order to raise the glory of God and
encourage you to live an honest life, | owe everything to my good mother.” This is the gratitude of a son
to whom his mother gave a Christian upbringing.
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Every religious and pious mother deserves similar recognition, respect and honor for raising her
children to be good, God-fearing and virtuous people. Such an upbringing is a fertile sowing which
quickly bears fruit and in a part, then it still matures and brings forth fruit when the motherly hand that
has sowed these seeds so plentifully and watched over them so carefully, had already long ago decayed.

From children who are well brought up, many blessings always flow and last a long time. They
make themselves and others happy and the results of their actions will shine even beyond their grave.
Children who are brought up well bring a lot of good to God and the world. Children brought up without
any religion or morality usually fall by the roadside bringing their parents a great deal of worry and
shame , a bad example for others and misfortune and suffering for themselves. And future generations
will curse their memory. According to their upbringing depends either a blessing or a curse of the world
and the next generations. No one is capable of counting the results of one’s upbringing because the
reach to God and people. They cover one’s life the entire life, death and eternity.

And what meaning does it have for the mother? You, mothers, tell me, can there be a greater
happiness here on earth for a mother than having the feeling that she has good, honest children? How
peacefully that mother can lay her head down into mortal sleep knowing she has left the world a
blessing in her good children.

But, how heavy must be those final moments of a mother who is leaving the world a scourge in
her children. She has brought shame upon herself and is leaving this world fully aware that the children
whom she raised so indifferently and carelessly, in breaking the laws of God and society, will live
miserably and will end their lives even more miserably.

This is the responsibility of every mother. It is in her hands that a choice lays: either a curse or a
blessing. In our present times, parents generally forget that the true and main purpose for raising a child
is mainly for God. Very many parents give their children some kind of new, modern and fashionable
upbringing which is neither to God nor for God, but is for the world and to the world.

They raises their children as dolls, they treat them like dolls and they don’t know how far to
advance their nonsense and naivete. Raising a child just for the world may be the greatest harm, even
sin that one can administer to a child. That which the English Chancellor, Sir Thomas More said about
the upbringing of his children should serve as a rule for mothers in fulfilling their honorable vocation. He
said: “My children must be raised for God and in God and only after that, for the world.”

For a mother to be able to achieve that goal, she must instill four truths in the hearts of her
children. First: that God is present everywhere and sees everything. Second: that everything, except sin,
comes from God. Third: there is no greater misfortune than a mortal sin. Fourth: that one must do good
deeds, not out of force of habit nor from fear of what people will say or think but, because God
commands this.

These are the rules which will help a mother to raise her children in God and for God.
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March 27, 1955
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In London, there is a Catholic monthly publication, Sodalis, which has many interesting and
educational articles. In the January issue, | read the following story which was written by Father Huang,
a Chinese member of the Oratorian Fathers.

This is in a community of secular priests that was established in the 16" century by St. Philip
Neri. This is the confession of Father Huang:

“In the 1930’s | came to Europe as a 19 year old youth. Then, | was a Communist. Today | am a
Catholic. How could that have happened? | became a Catholic because during my stay in Europe | found
a mother!

Huang was born in Shanghai. Already in his very early years, he read the writings of Karl Marx,
Lenin and Stalin. However, mainly through the reading of the stories by Lu Szin, The Chinese Hills, faith
in the ideal Communist state of equality, justice and order grew in him.

After receiving a scholarship, Huang went to Paris for the study of natural science and
philosophy but, within a short time his faith in Communism falls apart and all of his convictions fall intok
ruin.

Huang became a sceptic and a cynic. He didn’t recognize any values, any recognition of human
authority, any right to rule and he didn’t see any future.

During the time of his doctoral examinations at the Sorbonne, the Germans invaded Paris.
Huang had to flee. Somewhere at the foot of the Pyrenees, a French peasant woman accepted a totally
foreign and atheistic Huang into her home and he stayed there during the time of war and that poor
peasant woman grew to be called his mother. Not only did she take care of him, but her hands were
open to everyone.

One day when a crowd of fugitives were coming through her village she carried out from the
cellar her last supply of provisions and gave them to the hungry who were marching into an unknown
future. She had no idea from where she would find bread for her family for the next day.

For Huang, the peasant woman'’s behavior was a puzzle. He therefore asked her why she did
such things. She answered him kindly: “When | was a 15 year old girl, the old pastor in my native village
told me: “My child as many times as a poor person asks you for something, remember that our beloved
Savior is asking you.” “And | have kept that principle all through my life.”
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Now to the talk entitled:
TAKE THIS CHILD AND RAISE HIM FOR ME

The answer of the French peasant woman, whom Huang respected and adored as his own
mother, did not make Huang a Catholic, but this observation had great meaning in his conversion.

In 1944 Huang returned to Paris. He bid farewell to his hospitable family and to the little
daughter of the peasant woman. The little girl was seriously ill. Wanting to do something nice for the
little girl Huang asked her what he could do for her to give her pleasure. The little girl had only one
request for this Chinese nihilist: “There are many churches in Paris. | beg you to go sometimes into a
church and pray that God would give me health.” Huang promised and he kept his promise.

During the following year, every morning he knelt in one of the churches in the Latin region and
prayed for the little daughter of his mother benefactress. His prayer was uncommon. “O God, | don’t
know whether You exist, but this child believes in You. Help her!”

The pastor of that church, seeing this Chinese person every day in church, considered him a
zealous Catholic and one morning he asked him to serve that morning Mass. The puzzled Huang told the
priest about his position.

The priest said: “You believe in God, but you haven’t yet admitted that even to yourself. You
wouldn’t have prayed for this child for an entire year if you weren’t convinced in the depths of your
heart that this calling makes sense.”

There was still a need of months of clarification and explanation before Huang became a
Catholic and finally a priest. And he is indebted for everything to the example and prayers of the poor
peasant lady in whom he had found a mother.

Someone asked Father Huang why Czu En Lai, the present Prime Minister of China, became a
Communist and not a Christian. In answer to his question he heard, “Because he didn’t find a mother.”

When the young Czu En Lai came to Paris, he was not yet a Communist but, he left Europe as a
Communist. They brought him to Europe in the midst of many promises. They told him that in Paris he
would be able to study and at the same time work to cover the cost of his studies. But, when he came to
Paris all that he could get was a cheap job using force. Nobody was interested in his plans, because for
those in his environment he was only somebody from some foreign country, of little value and from a
backward race. No one took any interest in this young worker who came to Europe full of idealism and
enthusiasm. Czu En Lai did not find a good mother and he became a Communist. “But | found a good
mother and became a Catholic and a priest” ended Father Huang.

Very few people realize the meaning and influence of the dignity of a good mother in a family.
According to St. John Chrysostom: “The hear t is the most noble of all of the members of the body and
the existence of the entire body is entrusted to the heart.”
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If the activity of the hear t develops well, t hen the health of the person is good. In a moral
sense, the heart is the stronghold of God it is the dwelling place of God.

When the heart is turned to God and given to God, then the entire person is on the right road
and all of his thoughts and actions are dedicated to God.

What the heart is to a person that is what the mother is in a family. When the mother’s heart is
overflowing with love for God, filled with zeal for virtues, then there is harmony, peace, satisfaction and
happiness in the family nest.

A good mother understands that she has the obligation to be involved with her children in order
to lead them to God, to piety and to other virtues. In order to do this there is a need for a lot of grace.
Therefore, she seeks these graces through prayer for herself and for her children.

But God does not do everything alone; the mother, besides praying, must also use her hands.
The mother is most often found with her children, therefore she is not allowed to forget that her
children notice everything that mother says and that mother does.

Therefore, when they see that their mother peacefully and patiently goes about her duties,
when they hear what their mother is saying and see what their mother is doing and when they see their
mother peacefully and patiently fulfilling her duties; when they hear their mother speak about things
that are edifying and willingly kneels with them to pray, then these little hearts are peaceful, gentle and
obedient.

The daily life of a good mother is a living catechism for her children. Such a mother is the
greatest benefaction for her children. The child of a truly Christian mother who is a believer and
virtuous, is fortunate.

Up until the age of six years it is more or less the mother alone raising the child and no one else.
During this time no one else spends as much time with a child as the mother does. Whatever the mother
teaches the child during this time becomes second nature for the child.

The mother may later close her eyes and rest in her grave, perhaps for some time she may be
forgotten by her son or daughter but when the storms of life strike the heart of her child and virtue and
faith are shaken to their foundation then the noble image of their mother will stand before them and
with a miraculous force will again push them onto the road of faith and virtue. This is taken from life’s
experience and from happenings in life that have been confirmed.

A mother of children, who chases after fun and the distractions of life with her friends especially
of the modern type with the neglect of all her duties at home towards her husband as well as her
children while eagerly visiting public places, she loses her feminine heart, her feminine ideals and all of
the spiritual gifts which God had bestowed on her and she gives her family painful wounds which are
almost deadly.
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Woe to that family whose father is anxious for entertainment and chases after it vehemently,
maintaining that it is a waste not to use them but a hundred times greater is the misery of the family
whose mother prefers to spend time beyond their home at games and other pleasures.

A mother who is infatuated with the pursuit of entertainment beyond the home sooner or later
drowns the happiness of the home, of the family and her own personal happiness.

Christianity returned honor, authority and dignity to a woman and placed a mother on a high
and honorable pedestal. A religious wife who is a believer and pious is the best companion for her
husband both in good times and in bad and often the most certain support in wrestling with the
difficulties and burdens of daily life.

A mother who is deeply religious and truly pious is the best teacher for her children, she is
the3ir visible guardian angel watching over them day and night and leading these individuals entrusted
to her by the Creator over the narrow road.

A pious Cardinal used to say, “If God builds Himself an altar in the mother’s heart then the entire
house is a church” and with reason because through a pious mother who loves God, blessings flow down
upon the house and the entire family.

Another preacher called out — “A mother who has no religion affects her children like a lump of
ice on a field of flowers. The mother’s lack of faith as also the indifference of the mother is a contagious
breath that poisons the atmosphere at home and this is transferred to the children.”

A religious life is extremely important for the responsible fulfillment of the duties of a mother. A
mother understood this very well and naturally she was in her later years presently she is 70 years old.
She sent me a letter in January of this year.

“| raised ten children in very difficult circumstances because my husband was a miner and
earned very little but we lived frugally. | prayed every day for him and for our children. Every morning |
offered God all of my difficulties, disagreeableness and sufferings for their intentions. Every evening |
thanked God for all that He had given us that day. We often prayed together with our children. Either
their father or | went to confession and Holy Communion together with our older children.

My husband died two years ago. He had a beautiful death. He just fell asleep like a little child.
He was conscious until the very end. His last words were - “Love God and respect your mother. You will
be happy then.” My dear mothers, in piety, in the conscientious fulfillment of the duties of your
vocation there is your glory and it is there that you will find your happiness. You will make your
husbands very happy, you will make your children holy and you will save yourselves.

A religious mother exerts a great and salutary influence not only on the religious life of the
family, but on all of society. Pope St. Gregory understood this perfectly that is why when the artist drew
his likeness with the Papal tiara on his head and keys in his right hand, he told the artist to draw his
mother alongside of him, with his mother in a white dress, the garment of a priest and with the Book of
the Gospels on her lap.




image5.jpeg
With this he wanted to teach us, that he, as priest and Pope, owes his position and dignity to his
mother, who to some degree has the meaning of a priestess and exerts a priestly influence. Everyone
must admit that we owe it to our pious mothers that the spirit of Christian life did not flee from our
families that today’s lack of faith did not eat through to the marrow of Christianity.

A good pious mother raises her children for God, for the Church and for society. You probably
remember that biblical incident when the daughter of the Pharaoh who had given the order to cruelly
drown the sons of the Israelites as soon as they were born found Moses hidden in a bulrush. She called
an Israelite woman to take this baby to raise him and said to her, “Take this little boy and raises him for
me and | will pay you.”

It isn’t the king’s daughter, nor any earthly monarch but the Lord of lords and the King of kings,
the God Who is the Creator who gives a mother her children and says this every time He gives her a
child: “Take this child and raise him for My service, and for this | will give you a very great reward.”

In these words of the Creator, in this command of God, is hidden the entire dignity of a mother
and the immensely important task and apostolate of raising children for God, for the Church and for
society. This is an assignment that is huge, difficult and obligatory. For that God gave every mother such
a deep and wide influence over her child, such as God has not given any other person on earth. No most
caring father, no best teacher, no most zealous and most pious priest possesses similar influences over
any child.

From the first moment of its existence the child is in a sincere relationship with its mother; in its
weakness, incompetence and helplessness, this child is committed to the total care of its mother. No
one loves this child as sincerely, as firmly and sacrificially as his mother loves him. A mother’s entire
heart belongs to her child.

But, also the child does not love anyone as sincerely as this child loves its mother. The child
glances at the father with a certain awe and fear. The fat her in the eyes of a child has a certain authority
and gravity. Perhaps later the child will submit his mind to his fat her, but now, before everything else,
the child gives its heart to its mother.

Often, especially in later years, the father becomes a forgotten person, but the picture of the
mother remains carved in the soul of a child even after her heart stops beating for her child. That is why
a mother has an unlimited influence over her child.

Therefore, if the later man is to be a man of great worth, then today’s child must be given a
thoroughly religious upbringing. Thus a pious mother must fold her child’s hands and teach him to pray
— “Our Father, Who is in heaven.” A mother must often sign the cross on her child’s forehead and place
him under God’s protection. She must be the first to teach her child about God, about the Divine Infant
in a poor manger, about the Blessed Mother, about the Guardian Angel who watches over him and even
though he is invisible, he always stands by his side. She must teach her child of his duties, and patiently
call his attention to his faults and kindly induce him to virtue. In a word she must lead the child into a

pious, religious, Christian life.




