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The Man Who Forgot God
B Y  F A T H E R  G E R A L D  T .  B R E N N E N

A B O U T  A N F
America Needs Fatima aims to spread 
Our Lady of Fatima’s message of hope 
in the final victory, through personal 
conversaion by means of prayer 
and amendment of life, with special 
emphasis on the Holy Rosary. Our 
goal is to obtain the return of America 
to God through the means proposed 
by Our Blessed Mother at Fatima. 

The Man Who Forgot God!
That’s the name of my story for you this morning. Michael was the 
name of the man in the story. Yes, Michael was the man who forgot 
God. What did Michael do? Well, here is his story! 

Michael owned a store, a store where he sold ice cream and candy. Michael’s 
store was always a very busy place, and Michael made lots of money. Every 
day, even on Sunday, Michael worked in his store from early morning until 
late at night. Michael was so busy making money that he forgot all about 
God. Why, Michael wouldn’t even take time off on Sunday to go to Mass. 

Now, Michael had a daughter. Her name was Jennie. Jennie was a fine girl 
— a girl who, even though she worked hard, always had time for God. Every 
morning, Jennie came downstairs, threw her arms around her father, kissed 
him, and went off to Mass. After Mass, Jennie came back to her father’s 
store, and worked hard all day. 

Jennie always seemed to be very happy, but there was something that 
bothered Jennie. It was her father. Jennie worried a great deal about her 
father. She worried because her father never went to Mass. Every day, while 
Jennie was in church, she prayed that her father would go to Mass. Jennie 
wanted her father to save his soul. 

Finally, one day, Jennie asked her father a question. 

“Father,” she asked, “why is it that you never go to Mass?” 

“Why should I go to Mass?” was the father’s answer. “Why, I don’t have to go 
to Mass. God is up in heaven and I’m down here. God loves me, and I love 
Him. God knows that I love Him, and I don’t have to prove to Him that I 
love Him. God understands everything. So, why should I go to Mass?” 

Jennie didn’t try to answer her father’s question. Jennie was hurt.  
She hurt inside. 
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For several days, Jennie thought about what her father 
had said. She knew that her father was wrong. Finally, 
Jennie decided that she would teach her father a lesson. 

The next morning, Jennie came downstairs as usual, but 
she didn’t throw her arms around her father — nor did 
she kiss him. She merely said “Hello” to her father and 
went off to Mass. After Mass, Jennie came back to her 
father’s store and worked hard all day. 

The next day, Jennie did the same thing. In fact, Jennie 
did the same thing for several days. She didn’t hug or kiss 
her father in the morning. She said “Hello,” went off to 
Mass, and then returned to work in her father’s store. 

The father began to worry. He knew that something was 
wrong. So, one day, the old man spoke to his daughter. 

“Jennie,” asked the old man, “don’t you love me 
anymore?” 

“Yes, Father! Certainly I love you.” 

“Well, Jennie,” said the old man and he began to cry, “if 
you still love me, you certainly don’t show it. You used to 
kiss me every morning and show me that you love me, 
but lately, you have changed. How can I tell that you still 
love me, when you don’t show it?” 

Jennie’s plan had worked. She knew that she was about to 
teach her father a lesson. 

“Father,” said the girl, “when I spoke to you about going 
to Mass, you said that you love God and that God knew 
you loved Him. You said that you didn’t have to prove to 
God that you love Him. Well, Father, you love me, and I 
love you. Why, then, should I have to prove to you that I 
love you?” 

For several minutes, the old man stared at his daughter. 
Finally, he shook his head. 

“Jennie,” he said, “I’ve made a mistake. You have taught 
me a lesson. It isn’t enough for me to know that you love 
me. I want you to show me that you love me. And it’s the 
same way with God. It isn’t enough for God to know that 
I love Him. I have to show God that I love Him.” 

Yes, children, it’s not enough for us to tell God that we 
love Him. We have to show God that we love Him. God 
is our Father, and we are God’s children. Now, God 
doesn’t want us to take Him for granted. God doesn’t 
want to us to forget Him. God wants us to show Him that 
we love Him. 

How can we show God that  
we love Him? 
Oh, there are so many ways by which we can show God 
that we love Him. True, we can’t throw our arms around 
God and hug Him, but we can talk to God every day. We 
can pray to God every day. That’s one way to show God 
that we love Him. Then, too, every time we go to Mass, 
we show God that we love Him. Every time we receive 
Holy Communion, we show God in a special way that we 
love Him. Yes, and every time we keep one of God’s laws, 
we show God that we love Him. Our prayers, our Masses, 
our Holy Communions, our obedience to God’s laws — 
all these prove to God that we love Him. 

Children, God never forgets about you.  
God thinks about you every second of the 
day and night. Don’t ever forget God!  
Don’t you ever act like the man in our story!


