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many are mighty, not many are upright; but God choses the foolish of the world in order to shame the
wise; and God chose the sickly from the world in order to embarrass the strong.

And God chose the poor and the castoff and those whom you don’t have, in order to ruin those
who are. So that nobody will praises himself before His eyes.”

To these sayings of the Apostle which should be for all of us an encouragement to put forth our
efforts against discouragement, complaining and cursing, | give you the admonition given to us by St.
Vincent DePaul. It is worth listening to them and remembering them:

“Life is made up of little things

From moments that seemingly are worthless;
But for whom a worthless piece disappears
Life overflows in laments.

Therefore, brother, gather up those single cards
With which God writes a life.

On earth and heaven with an open eye

Love your work and the quiet.

If you sew together the pages of life

It then becomes a book of life

And there will be love, usefulness and virtue
For God and people, of course.

Sew it up, brother, adjust it tightly,

Submit it under the Order of God —

And you will go straight over the earth bravely
And the Book of God will close.”
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April 27,1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In the introduction to today’s talk which is the last 09f this season, | am using excerpts from a
letter sent to me a few days after Easter. The letter is exceptional; unusually exceptional. It doesn’t
contain any blasphemies nor derision. While she writes with all humility and sincerity, she blames
herself and takes full responsibility on her own shoulders. But listen to what she writes among other
things:

“During the time that | was listening to the last few programs of The Rosary Hour, | burst into
tears and something forced me to write this letter.

| am not worth anything. My entire life is of little importance. | was such a butterfly. | drank and
played and from day to day I felt worse. | stopped going to church and to confession. | neglected prayer.
I am becoming more and more nervous and | have very high blood pressure. | haven’t done anything
good in my life. Therefore, | am not looking for pity because | don’t deserve any.

| admit that | have wasted all of these years; | am bad, not worth anything. | don’t deserve the
sympathy of people nor the mercy of God. | am suffering, but this is what | deserve.”

From this public confession to our talk entitled:
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE

There is not even one person on earth in whose heart there is not at least a flicker of some
virtue; there is no human individual in whose body there is not at least a flicker of a good nerve. In every
person there is something good, honest and noble.

Afall, a crime, a sin can darken that goodness, that honesty, that dignity and darken, surpass
and often completely darken that nobility; despite that, sooner or later that added characteristic will
show up.

A person is never either worthless or useless. We don’t know the decrees of Divine Providence.
He who insists that he does not deserve God’s mercy is treading on the edge of despair. We must
remember that it is human to make a mistake and to fall. By nature we are all weak and imperfect.
Somewhere deep within our soul lay the results of the original sin which we inherited from our first
parents. In addition to that, we are living in deceitful times, in a world which values material values.

True, God has endowed us with intelligence, but this, too, is often clouded. We have a free will
that has been greatly weakened and is unsteady, which often tends to the false and frowns upon the
truth.

Despite these deficiencies, a person is neither completely evil nor rotten to the core. No, far
from that. With the help of kindly Divine Providence, it is never too late to rises and stand. It is never too
late to bend back one’s sleeves and try to straighten out and improve the path of one’s life.
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To those who have lost the will to live and have convinced themselves that it is not worth
carrying further the cross of daily life, | call out — “Do not lose faith in the help of God, nor confidence in
your own strength. Do not drop your hands for our Merciful God will not refuses you help and comfort.
Didn’t He cancel and erase the failures of the penitent Mary Magdalen?

Didn’t He look with the eyes of love and forgiveness on the Apostle who denied Him? Didn’t He
personally stand before the eyes of His unbelieving disciple? Didn’t He cast words of merciful pardon in
the direction of the repentant thief? Didn’t He personally stand before the eyes of His unbelieving
disciple? Didn’t He throw words of merciful pardon in the direction of the penitent thief? The pity and
mercy of God is greater than the sea, for it has no limits and is inexhaustible.”

Despite the fact that a sinner can be compared to a sick person, often to one who is extremely,
mortally sick, but he is not yet a corpse. Must | remind you of the soothing words of the Savior calling
out — “It is not the healthy who need a physician, but those who are ill.”

You explain to me that you are a sinner. And again | hear the voice of the Savior saying, “I did
not come to call the just, but the sinners to penance.”

Kraszewski left us a marvelous description of a person’s wandering on earth. Years before, he
was invo9lved in the following: “A serious sickness knocked a long-term officer from his feet. During his
long army career he had used a lot. He only thought about bodily matters. He totally forgot about the
soul. Nevertheless, when one day death stood not too far from him, the poor man remembered that he
must do something for his soul.

He made a vow that if God turns death away from him and returns him to health, he will take his
cane and will travel the rest of his life teaching the simpletons.

He got better. He began traveling from village to village. He told them about the people and the
things that he had seen. He always ended by encouraging everyone to have faith in God and to trust in
the goodness of God.

However, sometimes he would just sit and think. He wouldn’t say a word to anyone. Evidently, it
was then that he was conversing with God. What he saw during those moments he wouldn’t tell anyone.

On a certain day he revealed one of those scenes. It seemed to him that he found himself in
another world. He exactly hit upon an interesting event for he saw how the Creator was sending out
very young souls on a pilgrimage of life in the world on earth.

God hung a little bag around the neck of each one of these souls and He blessed each one for
the road. This old man could not see what was in these little bags although he looked long and up close.

Luckily, some person came close to him asking, “Old man, what is so interesting in those bags in
which you are searching? You would definitely want to know, right?”
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“Oh, definitely, | am truly very curious as to what is hidden there” answered the old man.
“Therefore, try to understand that no little soul leaves here without these heavenly gifts which God
Himself gifts her but, later all of them, returning from the earth must give a strict account of what they
did with the treasure entrusted to them.”

Just look at that earthly road and art the little souls who are going on it. Look at what is
happening with those little heavenly bags.

Because the little old man was very curious, he looked for a long time; he looked, watching
closely with his eyes as to what was happening on earth.

Along the road of life there walked countless rows of souls with full bags on their bosoms. This
old man was not quick in looking over this enormous crowd but, as his eyes slowly scanned the first,
second and third soul, he them noticed how these gifts of God are wasted on earth.

Some walked along singing happily and they were losing the contents of their bags all over the
ground due to their negligence; others not looking at what lay under their feet as they should have
were falling spilling their bags’ contents all over the ground; for others, again, these cunning chaps
fussed over the road and for barely a trinket, they bought out from them the most expensive supplies of
life; and there were very few of such who were adding to the measure of that which God gave them
entirely or just increased.

Most often, a person in rags or naked, came to the end of the pilgrimage and only when he was
already at the heavenly door did he notice that he was carrying an empty bag.

Sometimes there were also such who guarded their inheritance, but when it came to settle the
accounts, they were asked why they didn’t increase God’s gifts and why they haven’t benefitted from
them with their own work. They couldn’t give a satisfactory response.

Then again there were others who were carrying in their little bag mud and sand. Others, finally
had their bags filled with tears of bitterness and sorrow, but these last ones, the Heavenly Father
hugged to His Heart because those tears and sorrow were worth diamonds and other valuable heavenly
stones.

Our little old man looked and looked; it was such a miraculous scene with these earthly pilgrims
at first in their white robes which became stained, were washed in tears, then shone again and again
were stained.

That little old man would not have known how long he had been looking, but suddenly, he
awoke as from sleep and found himself on that same rock on which he had seated himself by the
roadside.

But, the memory of that vision remained for the rest of his life. He willingly related it to others
and often reminded himself with what he had entered the pilgrimage of life and with what he should
return from it. Therefore, he gathered what he had lost and he constantly increased what he gathered;
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therefore, when he came to the end of the road, to the final reckoning, probably he filled the rest of the
little bag with his tears of a kind-hearted sorrow.

Shouldn’t this qualification of life’s pilgrimage give one comfort in the struggle with the
difficulties of daily life? True, intelligently and reasonably acts he who admits to his weakness, but
unintelligent is he who loses hope and despairs.

With the help of God’s grace and with good will, a person can rise, not only from one fall but
even from many falls and then he is capable of living an exemplary life that is noble and profitable. But,
in order to achieve this it is necessary to want it. You cannot fold your hands inactively and all the more
50, you cannot wring your hands despairingly, but putting to good account all that has happened with
new energy and with holy zeal, seize the wheelbarrow of life and push it from day to day.

Then, not only will those deep and painful wounds heal from those falls, but even the scars will
disappear. That person will revive physically and morally.

True, none of us is absolutely needed on this earth. But it is no less true that each of us can and
should be profitable and helpful. The Creator had to have some sort of purpose in calling us to life.
Don’t we want to understand this? Therefore, away with all doubts, away with despair. It is never too
late to begin to work in God’s garden.

In the Eternal City of Rome which is the capital of Christianity from Apostolic times there is a
church there named St. Peter in Chains — in Italian San Pietro in Vincoli. This church was built in the
fifth century. In it are found two chains. One of them was used to bind the Prince of the Apostles and at
the command of Herod, he was thrown into the prison in Jerusalem. This chain had been given to Queen
Eudoxese by the bishop of Jerusalem and she brought it to Rome.

The second chain was the one with which St. Peter was tied to a pillar in the deep and dark
Mamertime Prison. But, there is yet another reason which led me to visit this church. Mainly, because
here is found the huge statue of Moses. It is the work of immortal artistry of Michelangelo. It is his work,
or rather his masterpiece. It is a unique work of sculpture. There is nothing similar, nor equal to it in the
world. This figure of him who conversed with God on Mt. Sinai is magnificent, it is majestic.

The statue shows Moses in a sitting position; a long, very white beard reaches to his chest; from
his huge widely open eyes fire glows and the sight fills one with fear and trepidation. It seems that it was
exactly with such a look of piercing amazement, indignation and anger that he threw at his countrymen
when he saw them on their knees before a golden calf.

His right hand is resting on the tablet with the commandments and his left hand is resting on his
right knee. On his huge shoulders, neck and legs every vein is molded. His muscles stand out in relief.
Experts of human anatomy say that the entire figure corresponds even in the smallest detail most
exactly to the build of a human body.
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To some people, staring at the statue, it seems that at the command of God, the live Moses
turned into stone; to others, that the artist from cold marble, called Moses to life. There is a certain
story that circulates regarding this.

The Romans stubbornly insist that after finishing his work on the statue, Michelangelo was so
amazed at his finished work, that he struck the forehead of the finished work, calling out: “Moses! Now
speak!” There is also another story connected to this statue. The artist Michelangelo carried about in his
imagination for several years the dimensions of that statue. However, he couldn’t realize them because
he couldn’t find a big enough block of marble needed to create a statue of such dimensions. He
searched for it in the most famous marble quarries in Italy. He spent hours examining solid pieces of
marble that had been dug out. None of them suited his purpose.

One time, he left the walls of the Eternal City behind in order to breathe the fresh air of the
Roman countryside. He avoided the local rubbish site. Suddenly he stood rooted to the spot. There, on
the dump among litter, refuse and pieces of junk, he saw that which he had been seeking for years.
There, right before him lay a huge piece of marble without any shape or form. Coarse, rough , crude, not
fashioned. Not only that, but what was worse, here and there a piece was broken off, crumbled and
broken off.

Michelangelo began to caress this stone and to speak to it tenderly and with emotion. He saw in
this uncultivated mass the possibility of embodying in it his own thoughts, imagination and plans.

From the caretaker of the place, he learned that the prefect or the mayor of the town had
ordered that mass of marble to be thrown out on the public dump since he considered it to be useless.

The elated artist, with the eye of an expert, saw the possibilities in this piece that was cast off by
others, and were hidden from the eyes of others. He ordered that marble to be removed to his
workplace.

He began to work on this supposedly good for nothing material. Not only from day to day, but
even from hour to hour, that solid block of stone changed miraculously into a majestic figure. It took on
the likeness of a living person to that degree that in the end, the sculptor himself was under the
impression that in this cold and stiff figure a living soul breathed.

If human wisdom could bring about such a miraculous change, what could the unlimited wisdom
and the indefinable might and power of God do? For if Divine Providence uses weak, miserable and
despised beings as its instruments in order to show people God’s might and power.

Christ, the Son of God did not choose greatly learned, efficient and wise men as Apostles, but He
reached out to simple fishermen in order to show His Divinity and the divinity of His teachings.

From the persecutor Saul, He created a zealous Apostle and martyr. The public sinner Magdalen,
He changed into St. Magdalen and so on endlessly. Truly, the works of Divine Providence are strange and
they are often not understood by us. St. Paul referred to this in writing to the Corinthians: “Brothers,
look at your vocations and see that God did not choose many who are wise according to the flesh, not




