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Some people, seeing that as the years go by, the body begins to fade away, that their strengths
are disappearing or fading away from year to year and they feel that they are approaching their death
and the grave.

From all of this it seems to me to be most unlikely that life, even the longest possible life, would
be the goal of human life. The entire world with all of its promises is not capable, it cannot, it does not
know how to satisfy the aspirations and desires of man. Therefore, neither usage, nor riches, nor fame,
nor life even the very longest life cannot be the main goal of a person’s life. The purpose or goal of a
person’s life is different as we will learn in the next talk.
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November 21, 1954
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

In the past years | was very interested in doing charitable work. | used to visit nursing homes,
homes for the aged, homes for the poor and hospitals. | was interested in criminals — the so-called
outcasts of society. | often visited the Home of the Good Shepherd, the local prison and the county
prison. | have listened to many true stories and too many made up fairy tales from the lips of individuals
looking for sympathy and help.

| was often in the state prisons of New York in Auburn, namely Sing-Sing and Attica, where the
office of chaplain was held for many years by the former priest, but today, the Most Reverend
Monsignor Peter Mellerski.

In those penal institutions | met with people of various states, callings and levels of crime.
Among them were simpletons who could neither read nor write. There were also people there who
were educated. There was no lack of graduates from high school, college, universities and there were
even several professors. There were prisoners there from poor families, men who were reared on the
back streets and the city dumps, but there were also many there who came from wealthy families who
lived well and lacked for nothing. Every profession, every occupation, every denomination and every
nationality was represented in prison.

There were young men there in their prime of life there were also men in their middle years as
well as those who were already mature. There were also many who sported gray hair.

How many of them were serving a life sentence? | don’t know but there had to be quite a few of
those. There were others who were doing penance for their crimes with sentences of five, ten, fifteen,
twenty and more years. Were there ever any criminals who were sentenced to death in the electric
chair? There were and it is of one such that today’s talk deals.

IS EATING, DRINKING AND ENJOYING LIFE MAN’S PURPOSE IN LIFE?

In July, 1939 | received a letter from the prison Sing-Sing. It was written by a prisoner whom |
knew very well, who was condemned to die in the electric chair. Why? for murdering his wife. He wrote
that he would like to see me. | went. Sing-Sing is located in Ossining, about 30 miles from New York. This
prison is made up of old and newly built buildings. The older building stands in a valley above the
famous Hudson River. The new building is on a hill near the suburb Ossining. It is to this part that an
edifice was added in which the cells of the condemned criminals are located, as well as the electric chair.
At one time, 23 unfortunate prisoners were located in these cells where they awaited their death by the
electric chair.

The jailer led me to one of those cells which was empty at the time and he went off to get my
friend. After a few minutes, he returned with the condemned man who had chains on his hands. The
jailer unlocked the chains and moved out of the cage. As he was leaving he locked the door. We two
remained alone.
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After greeting me, the condemned man began to talk. He spoke with difficulty, almost in a
whisper, due to a heavy cold and a bad case of nerves.

“Father, | understand that my end is drawing near and that there is no more help for me. | had
very good parents who were of a deep faith. | made fun of them. | ignored their directions and willingly
listened to my friends. Then | ran away from home. | roamed about among people. | was working, but
whatever | earned, | wasted and drowned it in alcohol.

When | was 25 years old, | got married, but marriage did not change me. It seemed to me that
having good health and a job | didn’t need anything else. | didn’t believe in God and considered prayer
as something that is just for women and children. | hadn’t been in church even once since the day |
married. | drank, | blasphemed and | laughed at pious people. | praised myself, that even though | don’t
believe, | lack nothing.

When my life reminded me that God does not act speedily, but He is always most just, | would
just curse and blaspheme all the more. Sometimes | even abused her.

Finally, one day she left me. Since | was ashamed of all the people and was unable to quiet my
conscience, | drove out to a big city to be among people who were total strangers to me. | even changed
my name hoping that that would help me to forget the past. In addition to that | was wallowing in
immoral filth.

| was going downhill. | threw God out of my life. | was pretending that | was a bachelor. |
frequented all of the amusements and | sought satisfaction and happiness in dancing and in the whiskey
glass.

After three years of such a gypsy life, | became very friendly with a woman whom | met at work.
| tried to convince her to live with me on faith but she wouldn’t even hear of that. Therefore, | agreed to
a wedding with her in church. | had no qualms of conscience or any scruples when | made a deceitful
confession and received Holy Communion unworthily. | just didn’t believe in any of this anymore. |
considered myself to be very intelligent and clever. It seemed to me that | not only fooled the people,
but also God Himself. | would smile to myself in self-satisfaction.

From the very beginning | looked upon my wife as a being who was beneath me. | mocked her
when she knelt to pray. | forbid her to go to church. | wanted to teach her my way of living without God,
without faith, without prayer. This gave rise to angers, quarrels, discords and brawls.

Meanwhile, | led a very comfortable life. Nothing bothered me. | took good care of my stomach,
my throat and all of my fancies. | didn’t deny myself anything, but catered to all of my whims. And yet,
something seemed to be missing. | wasn’t satisfied with myself as | had been once before.

| was no longer as sure of myself. | was becoming more suspicious, more restless, more sarcastic
and more nervous. My wife threatened me that if | don’t change for the better soon she will file for a
divorce. That threat drove me into a rage. | wanted to drown that bug with liquor. Therefore, | drank to
kill. One evening, | took a razor and murdered my wife and then | cut my own throat. In the hospital, the
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doctors saved my life. The court, despite the fact that | had been drunk almost to the point of
unconsciousness, declared me to be guilty and condemned me to death.

Thus, | wasted my life. It seemed to me that | was smarter than my parents. It seemed to me
that one could live without God, without faith, without prayer and still be happy. Today when it is
already too late, | know better.” At this point, exhausted from talking he became silent.

| looked him directly in the eyes. In those eyes there loomed great fear, a fear that was almost
wild, something that | cannot even describe. His eyes had the appearance of one who is dying, who sees
the events of his entire life moving before him on the screen before death.

His brow was covered with an abundance of perspiration which then like beads of hail flowed
down over his feverishly hot cheeks. On his throat could be seen a very red scar, evidence of an
unsuccessful attempt of committing suicide.

The prisoner shivered, as though a fever shook him. | was afraid that he was going to faint. But,
after a few minutes he recovered. Then he spoke in a voice that seemed beyond the grave: “Now | want
to go to confession. And this will be the first good confession of my life.”

Having said this, he slid off his chair and began his confession. He confessed for a long time,
sincerely and with true contrition. Time and again there was a stifled sob, and then a loud weeping
interrupted this confession of the condemned man in Sing-Sing.

After his confession, he begged me to walk with him to the electric chair on December 23. |
promised him that | would. Unfortunately in mid-November | had to travel to the Balkan countries with
a commission of Quakers to visit the camps of Polish refugees. | returned to New York exactly on the day
of his execution. From the newspapers | learned that the prison guards had to carry my condemned
prisoner to the electric chair where the electric current killed him within two short minutes.

| mention this example taken from the life of our times to prove to you that the purpose of our
life is not that which in various forms is considered as happiness. Both, faith and a healthy mind teach us
this truth.

If for example, the purpose of man was to accumulate money and the collection of all kinds of
properties, that person would have to find in that action the appeasement of the heart and the
satisfaction of the heart. And, of course, it’s not like that. From almost daily happenings, we know that
life is not like that.

Generally, he who has accumulated more tries so much the harder to accumulate even more.
And one must remember that normally such a person is very cautious and careful in the care of this
property; he is hardly ever known for generosity or even normal almsgiving, but instead he is known on
account of his miserliness and his greed. We have an old, worn out saying about such people — “He
won’t eat it himself but neither will he give it to another.”
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If such a person accidentally loses something, he ends up in despair. Is it necessary to remind
you of the time of Depression or the failure of the New York Stock Exchange, when at the sight of the
specter of bankruptcy, hundreds of rich people committed suicide?

Such people used to say this and those who are like them in these present times repeat: “My
soul, you have a lot of wealth prepared for many years. Therefore, now rest, eat, drink and enjoy it!”
Those people forget the solemn words of admonition flowing from the lips of our Savior: “What good is
it for a man if he gains the whole world, but suffers the loss of his soul?” Neither do they remember
those sharp words of Christ: “You fool! This night your soul will be demanded of you.

Let me be understood. Every person has not only the right but has the obligation to make every
effort to safeguard himself in case of sickness, for his old age, for any so-called black hour. But he is not
permitted to make this the main purpose of his life and forget about his soul and the needs and
demands of that soul.

Others stubbornly insist that the purpose of human life is to satisfy all of fancies of the body, to
try everything, to satisfy the body and, as worldly people say, to use life without any limits and without
any restraints. Such people strip man of all nobility and human dignity and make him equal to senseless
animal. Otherwise, how else can one define a glutton? a drunkard? a voluptuary? What is such a one
who lives in order to eat and not in order to live? The more he eats, the hungrier he is and he eats until
he overeats and he brings upon himself various sicknesses that shorten his life by years.

He looked for happiness in gluttony but he found death. Take drunkenness. A drunkard seeks his
happiness in a whiskey glass and in a bottle. He doesn’t care about God, his wife, or his children. The
water of life or hooch, the illicitly distilled liquor to him it is all the same. To get a pint he would walk
from Buffalo to Pittsburgh. Through drunkenness, he is paving a way for himself to the hospital, the Poor
House and to the grave.

Nevertheless, it seems to him that he was created in order to drink. And he drinks until he falls
over. The more that he drinks, the greater is his desire for liquor. What can | say about a voluptuary who
allows his/her body to frolic like a wild steed? How can one define a person who does not know how to
bridle his own body — does not know how to control his own body? Can this be the purpose of a man’s
life?

Such pleasures build a coffin for the inconsiderate man who uses his body, which should be a
temple of God and makes it a burrow of vipers and disgusting toads. This body, while still alive breaks
down, rots and decays. The pleasures are gone, the shame remains and the severe judgment of a just
God awaits it.

There are people who are so naive and short-sighted, that for a single goal of their life, have set
up a good reputation and dignity. If they would have wanted to become famous for Christian virtues,
but that was not in their mind. Pride leads them, feelings of superiority and leads them and therefore
they are not particular about their means and for this reason they sacrifice everything that is worth-
while and noble in order to gain the applause of the crowds.
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There is no need to reach back into ancient history, nor into medieval history; there is no need
to even dig into the descriptions of the two world wars in our times. All that is needed is to look around
among our friends and relatives. Is it possible that such people who are ambitious and are constantly
chasing after honors and fame are peaceful and happy? Not at all! The higher they climb, the higher
they try to climb. Maybe someday, but it will already be too late, they will look back and ask themselves
the very words of the biblical sage: “In what way did pride help us or the glory of riches — what did it
bring us? Everything vanished like a shadow and like a passing messenger — or like a ship that passes
through stormy waters — or like a bird that flies through the air — or like an arrow sent to a certain point.
“Therefore, it is neither dignity, nor fame, nor the seeking of such that is the goal of man.

Among the crowds of those who are supposedly educated, who brag about their lack of faith, a
group emerged from them claiming that the main purpose of people’s life is the longest life of man.

| admit that we should respect our life for it is a gift from God. | understand that we are not
permitted to expose our life to danger, nor are we permitted to squander our health —that |
understand. But, to say that the purpose of life is to live the longest possible life, that | cannot
understand.

How long did our ancestor Adam live? The Bible teaches us that he lived 930 years. And after
that? After that he died. Our world already exists more than 6000 years from the time that God created
the first man, and the people who lived during those times have disappeared from the face of the earth.
Not even their dust nor ashes have remained.

Today do things happen differently? In our present times, aren’t some forced out to make room
for others? Every day the grave diggers are digging new graves at the cemeteries. It is into these graves
that they place these pilgrims who are wearied, worn out and often discouraged by the difficulties of
life. Will it be any different in the future?

The prophet foretells that “Everybody will decompose like hay and like the leaves that are
blooming on a green tree. One grows and the other falls; such is the type of body and blood one leaves
and the other stays. Every corrupt work at the end will stop.”

You know that it has been determined for man to die once. Man counts on his health and there
is nothing that is more uncertain. He counts on living for long years. He does not know where and how
he will someday fall. Will it be at home, in the office, in the factory, or on the street or in church? There
is no assurance and no guarantee.

He counts on his children. But, it is uncertain as to what his children will do, or how they will
turn out. Wherever man turns, everywhere and everything is uncertain with one exception for only
death is certain but as to where, how and when that is uncertain. In one of his sermons St. Augustine
called out — “Since you were born, it is certain that you will die.”




