[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image6.jpeg
Do we value this life properly? Shortly after World War I, in 1923, | was traveling in Europe. | was
roaming about in Germany. | stopped in Strasburg in order to visit the world-renowned cathedral of the
eleventh century.

The cathedral stands on a hill and in order to get to it one must climb 461 narrow, spiral, stone
steps. Finally, when | was rather tired and stood on the terrace, | turned to look at the scenery. There,
beneath my feet lay the old town that had at that time about 175,000 inhabitants. It is a pretty town
with narrow, winding streets and alleys. Two streams wind around it and in the distance flows one of
the largest rivers in Europe — the historic Rhine.

Between the ends of the town and the Rhine, the land is covered with villas, orchards and a
park. The cathedral is not only a real gem of art, but it is a pearl of ancient architecture.

In the cathedral itself, in a side aisle there is a huge world-known clock that not only teaches
certain truths every hour on the hour, but at the same time, it is a monument to the power,
inventiveness and intelligence of man.

Among the many and complicated mechanisms is one which at the right time shows the eclipse
of the sun. The combination is so expertly and successfully put together, that experts insist that it is
everlasting. As long as the earth will revolve around the sun that machinery, unless they damage it,
always records the eclipse.

Please listen patiently. At 12 noon, little doors open in the clock and one sees 12 Apostles
moving out before the Savior who at a given moment raises His right hand and solemnly blesses them.
Meanwhile, a little rooster runs in, flutters its wings strongly and crows three times.

Then four figures come out in the form of a circle. They represent the four stages of human life,
namely: the age of childhood, the age of youthfulness, the age of maturity and old age. In the middle of
that wheel, solemn and gloomy stands Death.

When the hand on the clock points to quarter past 12, the figure of a child breaks away from the
group dancing and jumping happily she moves to the clock and rings the bell, at the second quarter, the
figure of a young boy comes closer with a military step and with a hard blow strikes the bell; the third
quarter shows the figure of a mature person in the strength of his age in order to ring out the last
quarter, there came an old man with a bent stature whose hair was as white as snow. He moved with
the help of a cane, slowly and laboriously, he reached for the bell and he slowly and quietly rang out the
last quarter in a scarcely heard manner.

Childhood, youth, manliness, old age — death. Alongside me stood representatives of all four
ages, representatives of the four quarters, and among us, majestic, cold, pitiless death. A sign of dignity
and solemnity beamed from those four faces; a child who is the object of such deep love, who is the
complete fulfillment of fervent prayer and heart-felt pleas and at the same time, a hope for the future.

And youth, joyful and sharp, expecting so much and prophesying about so much and yet at the
same time so reckless and blind to the pitfalls and snares, to the pain and misfortunes of the road of life.
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And manhood, weighed down by the worries and responsibilities of his state and vocation; from the
look in her eyes and the expression on her face she lets you know that she had more than once tasted
the fruit of both, the good tree and the bad tree, but despite that with faith and courage she is pressing
forward, even though here smile of years past has vanished from her face and her intentions and the
dreams of her youth have long been shattered by reality and the facts of life.

And old age — weakened, exhausted, super saturated, needing at this age more love, care and
tenderness than at any other time and thus neglected, often cast aside and detested, always and
everywhere aware that every minute of both day and night, death must strike the bell of life and then
the silence of the grave will prevail. Human life is that long chain — beauty, joy, sadness, uncertainty,
fear hope.

When | stood there before that clock and watched how these figures rang out every quarter of
an hour, it made a deep impression on me that was solemn and indelible. This urgent question kept
coming to me: “How much time do | have left? A quarter of an hour? Two quarters?

On Tuesday evening | will see the same thing as | did in other years in my imagination. And again
the question will come up: “What have | done with my life?”

Let us all stand before the clock and closely observe how quickly and steadily that pointer of
seconds changes into a minute, the minute hand or pointer moves a little slower and changes into an
hour; the hours into a day; the days into a week; the weeks into a month; the months into a year.

And my life, your life moves relentlessly forward and comes close to the end. Every minute is
closer to death. And no one can hold this march back, not even for a second. No plea, no prayer, no
doctor is in any position to hold back or stop that pace of a person’s natural life. That fact of time and
life which will someday end for us gives time and life serious, deep and strict meaning.

That thought should at the same time force us to a sensible usage of our time and to make up
for wasted time as much as possible because the clock of time is only wound once and no one can
foresee nor can anyone guess where and when the clock’s hands will stop.

No one knows whether it will be in the morning, at noon, in the evening or at midnight. No one
knows whether it will be at home, or in the factory or in the office. We only know one thing and that is
that that fifth ruthless, cold, merciless figure is standing beside us, waiting to strike the bell of life as a
sign that our time of life has finished.

Time is an era of testing and experience. It is a novitiate. What breath is for the body that is
what time if for the soul. Time is a helper and a friend to man. Let us want to understand that for then
and only then will we make an effort to benefit from every moment, from every second that the Lord
grants us. How can we do that? By fulfilling our duties and the Will of God for that is why the Savior sent
us on this earth and this is the purpose of human life and it was for this that we were given time.
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We must apply ourselves the words of the Savior who called out — “I must do the work of Him
Who sent Me while it is still day; the night is coming when no one will be able to work.” Yes, my night
will come and your night will come. Then neither you nor | will have more time. Darkness will come!

But, while there is time, from the goodness of the Creator it is our time, as long as the sun’s rays
light the path of life for us, let us serve God gratefully and humbly Who reminds us lovingly: “Yet for
some short time, the light is among us — walk while you have the light, so that darkness will not
encompass you!” And “Search for the Lord while He can still can be found.”

On one of the bells in the steeple of an old Catholic Church in Poland there is engraved the
following saying: “Come to the Lord on time children, young people and elderly, come on time.”

It is worth thinking about this in the last hours of the Old Year and thank God for life and the gift
of time.
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December 29, 1957
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Tuesday is an important day because it is the last day of the year 1957. Punctually, at midnight,
the bells from the towers of various churches will notify the world that the so-called Old Year is dying
and it had brought all of us 365 days closer to death.

At that moment our Guardian Angel will close the book of our life for the past 12 months and
will open to a page for the New Year that is being born. This is a solemn, important moment from which
not everyone adequately profits.

Those who are short-sighted, coldly and unfeelingly look at the death of the Old Year and the
majesty of death and burial does not make the least impression upon them. By the remains of the Old
Year they sing worldly songs and they bid the year Farewell with toasts.

They never give a thought to what our highly educated Pope Leo XIil said that “God did not
create us for unimportant and insignificant happiness; He assigned us this place as a place of exile and
not as a permanent abode. Whether you possess or do not possess riches and that which passes as
goods here on earth, that’s an indifferent matter for eternal happiness — what is most important here is
what use you make of the gifts you have received.

Jesus Christ with His most generous redemption, at least did not wipe out the various
annoyances which nearly make up all of the thread of earthly life, but He changed them into motives
and incentives to virtue and for the cause of merit.

Our Lord, by willingly accepting the difficulties and passion, softened our pains and difficulties,
not only by His example, but also by His grace and by showing us an eternal reward, He made the
burden of suffering lighter: “for that which presently is quickly passing and our light worries bring about
in us a great balance of eternal glory.”

From this point to our talk entitled:
WE PLACE OUR FAULTS, LORD, BEFORE YOUR EYES

For many long years, every year, with a certain piety and emotion | would ring out the old 365
days and ring in the New Year. During the past years, for reasons that were not my fault, | have
neglected this tradition.

Now in the evening of the last day of the year, | go to the chapel in order to thank God in my
clumsy way for all of the benefits | have received so often during the year. | do not forget to thank God
sincerely and humbly for my health, for all of my success, for the strength and power to labor under
difficulties and obstacles met on the road of life; for the crosses sent kind-heartedly.
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Involuntarily, | get lost in my thoughts because my imagination flees to the past and carries me
with it. It carries me back to events and happenings of years past, not only a year ago, but several years
past. It reaches farther, much farther.

| relive, one after another, my first years as a priest. These are pleasant memories of visiting the
sick in hospitals and private homes and long hours daily spent in school among the children, the regular
visitation of prisoners in Houses of Correction.

My imagination leads me farther for it leads to my long years in college, in the novitiate and in
the seminary, not only beyond my family home, but far across the sea.

My thoughts reach even further. To my family home, where, under the watchful eyes of my Dad
and the tender care of my Mom and a group of brothers and sisters, | spent those first years amid
certain shortages, privations and poverty, but always amid hearts that were warm and sympathetic.

It is a strange thing that all of this flashes by in my imagination. It seems so close as though it
only happened yesterday or a week ago. Where did all of those years go? They disappeared forever.
They will never return. | am getting lost in my thoughts but my imagination pushes me further. Old, well-
known forms that are friendly have moved out of the arena of life and battle. New faces have taken
their place.

The bones of my Dad and Mom are in the grave already for a long time. Nevertheless, | still see
them. | remember the very lines of their kind-hearted faces, their practical advice, their solicitous
reminders. | remind myself of their work, their care, their dedication.

This only now that | see all of this in its true light and | value it all properly. In these past years,
the family circle has also diminished because the good Lord has called several brothers and several
sisters to Himself.

Despite so many years of various experiences in life, these memories tug at the heart and | melt
into tears like a child. In these and other instances, | see as in a mirror, bright and clear, the extreme
goodness, graciousness and mercy of God and my faint heartedness, smallness and ingratitude.

And soon some sort of sincere sorrow and a type of deep sadness encompasses the soul, gnaws
at the heart and shakes one’s conscience. It is then that | recall my wasted time, moments that were not
fully taken advantage of, graces that were not used and faults that were not corrected.

A huge number of weaknesses and shortcomings and falls grow to an alarming degree, for |
must add a whole series of duties that were either totally ignored or fulfilled in a dry, stiff or indifferent
manner. Before my eyes stand heaps of bad examples and many scandals; then moves in the march of
impatience, angers and irritations. At the head of this parade marches a lack of understanding and love
and the procession closes at a snail’s pace with selfishness.

At the sight of this procession, | admit without any reservations that | will feel ashamed,
humiliated and disturbed. | will beat my breast and repeat after Tobias: “You are just, O Lord, as are all
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the paths of Your mercy, truth and judgment. And now, Lord, remember me and do not take revenge on
my sins nor remember my sins or the sins of my parents since we did not keep Your commandments.”

Today is the last Sunday of this year about which we will speak as the Old Year. It was just 12
months ago that we greeted it as a child and already, at midnight we will bid it farewell as an old, gray
tired old man. At this time, our lives have moved 12 months closer to death.

Biblical writers and poets of all times have compared peoples’ lives to a strong wind, to the foam
on the waves of the sea, to a flower which blooms in the morning but fades and is trampled upon by
evening; to steam; to shade; to a spider’s web which even a slight wind tears and scatters.

St. James the Apostle wrote short and sweet _ “You don’t know what tomorrow will be. For
what is your life? Steam that is seen for a little while and then is destroyed.”

It suffices to glance at the last 12 months in order to understand that they were only a short
flash in the lamp of eternity. And yet, they have dug deep and painful wounds in the hearts of many,
very many.

In the minds of others, they have left gloomy thoughts and a lot of turbulence. They have left
behind weaknesses, suffering and painful changes. Already today, people are counting their annual
losses with broken hearts, fallen hope, broken health and doomed properties.

| know that for many people the year 1957 that is ending was a time of many graces and gifts
from God for which we should be grateful, but everyone must admit that modern life is so involved and
complicated, so shaky and uncertain as never before.

Most probably everyone will admit that the year that is now drawing to a close did not solve the
riddles of modern life, the riddles created by the past quarter of a century. That is why people’s lives are
full of change, uncertainty and surprise.

That is why faith is needed, a faith in Christ, in that Christ who from the crib to the cross, even to
the open grave, announced a certain, stable, unchangeable lesson, by which everyone is able to find
light in the darkest moments and learn to choose the truth from the midst of lies; he will manage to find
the hard, solid and spiritual certitude in this life that is so unstable and changeable: “For Jesus Christ,
yesterday and today is the same now and forever.”

Entering the threshold of a new time, to be more exact, over the threshold of a new time of our
life, | ask everyone: “What is the aim of your life? What value does your life have? or Why are you living
and how do you value and respect your life? Let tell you how the people answered:

“| live in order to make use of things. Life is too short in order to restrict oneself with some sort
of commandments and to worry about a neighbor. Do not confuse my head neither with God nor my
neighbor.”
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Another, looking very gloomy, answers drily: “I live in order to work and in this way assure
myself and my family of a roof over our heads and a piece of bread every day. Nothing else interests
me.”

A third person, fascinated by his own dignity and importance, answers in the tone of a bristling
peacock: “I live in order to gain fame, an honorable job, a well-paid position in order to impress others
and to gain for myself the approval of the crowds.”

Finally, here and there we hear the answer: “I live for learning and knowledge. | live to serve my
neighbor, my nation and my country.”

These and similar answers do not completely answer the question. Since the purpose of man,
the actual purpose of human life is something sublime, something beautiful, something noble; to know
God, honor and love God, to serve God and by that to be happy here on earth and in eternity. It is for
this that God created man. These few simple words, clearly, precisely and satisfactorily explain to us the
purpose, gravity, dignity and value of life.

Try to understand why you are living. This is not secret. You can easily see God and easily
recognize Him for His creative works in the vaults of heaven, in the air, on earth, in the earth and in the
waters. This consideration forces you to bow your head and bend your knees and give the Creator honor
and love. It forces you to do good to your neighbor and to respect the personal dignity of human beings.

The life of a human being who does not realize why he is on earth, of a person who does not
know the purpose of his life is cold and narrow; it is dry, sickly and colorless. Someone every accurately
compared such a person to an ox who pulls a heavy wagon, not knowing where he is going or why.

A human life is a holy thing, it is something serious, a precious and great treasure, it is a huge
gift from God for which sooner or later one will have to answer from alpha to omega, where the Creator
calls out — “Give an account of your stewardship!”

Another year is now ending. We are now one station closer on our life’s journey towards an
eternity that is unknown to us. Very puzzled, we ask ourselves — “What, have we already come so far? It
seems like just a while ago that we stood on the threshold of life without any fear, any worry, any
problem - and today?

The weight of the day bends us towards the ground; the plow of life cut deep furrows into the
brow and difficulties have lined his cheeks with wrinkles. The body carries traces of pain and daily
wounds and the soul is torn by uncertainty and a lack of peace. Soon it will be necessary to get off at the
|ast station of life’s journey. And then what?

That is why, On Tuesday evening, every wise person should ask himself theses sincere questions:
“Am | on the true road to the goal assigned to me by our Creator? Will this road that | have been walking
during these past 12 months bring me t 0 a peaceful and happy end? Has this been time put to good
account or has it been time wasted and lost?”
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We must remember that every day of our life is a matter of great importance. Our poet
Michniewicz understood this perfectly when he wrote: “In words, | only see a willingness, in action there
is power. It is more difficult to live through a day well than it is to write a book.”

On Tuesday at midnight, we will be closing yet another volume of our life; it will include 365
pages cram full and filled up. Every year lived through is one more year. It depends on each person as to
whether these books will someday testify for him or against him.

Let us pause here for a little while!

The fact that we lived through this year is due to the mercy of God. That unspeakable goodness
of God! Despite our mistakes, falls and offences, God has put up with us, has suffered and prolonged our
lives.

Let us settle these matters with ourselves and in this discussion, in this self-judgment, in this act,
let us remember that every one of us not only has general duties to fulfill, but in addition the duties of
the state of husband and father; the duties of a mother and wife; the duties of a son and that of a
daughter.

In discussing these questions be sincere and be humble. Do not excuse yourself. Don’t justify
yourself. And in addition as yourself: “How many tears did | wipe away? How many poor people did |
help? How many suffering people did | comfort?”

Personally | look back and review the past years. There are many transgressions and mistakes,
very little virtues and merits. This sad sight fills me with anxiety and fear. | say to myself: “Can’t you see
that time is passing and life is getting shorter and is perhaps coming to an end? There is so little of
goodness in the soul and so much ground covered with weeds and tufts.”

And you stand there like that farmer in the field. He looks around indifferently and he doesn’t
want to get down to work because once it is too hot another time the weather is uncertain, a third time,
the drought is too great or there is a threat of bad crops.

And thus you stand, year after year doing nothing despite the fact that you may only have a few
hours of life left. Therefore, what should you do?

Nothing other than to humble yourself, throw yourself on your knees and beating your breast,
say — “Lord, | have sinned. However, | know that You never scorn a contrite and humbled heart.
Therefore, | go to You asking for forgiveness.”

Once more | repeat and stress the fact that life is a precious gift from God. It is a time of sowing
for eternity. Human life is beautiful and precious despite the fact that our present times are thoughtless,
false, hypocritical and chaotic.




