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clear to me that | had ceased believing. It seems to me that | still hear the echo of my foot steps in my
empty and narrow apartment the entire length and width of which | paced long into the night. And that
pale moon, half hidden by the clouds, it seems like even today it looks at me, thoughtfully and sad. The
hours passed quickly, and |, buried in my thoughts was going constantly lower into the deep; | was
getting all the more entangled, roaming over the winding paths of my heart. In vain | seized at the last
truths of faith, which, as survivors, managed to survive on the surface of my troubled soul resembling a
drowning person, who reaches out to seize a board which is thrown to him from a ship, but everything is
invain.

Terrified by the emptiness among which | had gone astray, | wanted to retreat to the years of
my childhood, to my memories of family, to that which had been holy and dear to me; but even that was
in vain. Nothing was giving me peace; and it all ended. Like lead, | fell into the bottom of the abyss. | was
convinced that nothing of my former faith was left for me and | had become an unbeliever. That was a
terrible moment.

When, towards morning | threw myself on the bed, | had the impression that my past life which
up until now had been blossoming and so spring-like, suddenly, in a minute had died out. It became
new, dark and empty and this is the life which | will have to lead in this world as a solitary person fully
aware of the fact that | had chosen this road of exile; a road which | already wanted to curse.

The days which | later lived through were the saddest days of my life; my soul could not
accustom itself to a state which is so incompatible with the nature of man. Sometimes | tried to retreat
to the shores from which | had distanced myself. Sometimes it seemed to me that | may find sparks in
the ashes of my memories and from these sparks | could ignite again the fire of faith and its former
warmth but it was all in vain. My former faith has been covered over by such piles of rubble and debris
that | don’t even have the strength to somehow get to it.”

“How many times | could freely begin to meditate, whether at night, at my window, while gazing
at the starry heavens or whether it was during the day, while on a walk among the shady trees in the
park, something within me always returned to the beliefs of my youth which I had lost to the empty
spaces which filled my heart after | had lost my faith. Time and again, under the influence of these
thoughts, | determined to do something to fill my heart again with that faith which at one time had been
my joy and my happiness.

During the summer, when | had free time from my duties and | returned to my family’s place, |
found everything there exactly how it had been before, everything except myself. The same church filled
with the faithful; that same pastor who taught me my catechism had aged, but he was always full of that
strong, active faith as he always was. Everything that | saw and loved among my dear ones, breathed of
that same warm heart and portrayed that same decent soul, that same strong faith.

Unfortunately, | am the only one who had lost it. | am the only one who lived in this world, not
knowing how or why. And | am the only one who is supposedly educated, yet | don’t know anything. |
was the only one who was empty, restless, without any enlightenment or understanding.”
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It is this sincere unbeliever who raised his daughter very religiously and made every effort so
that she was fully prepared for her First Holy Communion. Unfortunately, he never returned to the faith.
You ask me why. | will answer you sincerely; | don’t know why. But | will ask you — shouldn’t such a
confession of an unbeliever give you a lot to think about especially during this holy season? | direct this
question especially to those who have abandoned prayer, forgot about going to church, for years have
not humbled themselves in the confessional nor have they approached the Communion railing. Some
are like this because of indifference and laziness; others because of their pride and self-conceit. You
must admit that God’s commandments have alienated you from the faith. Tell the truth — have you ever
tried to justify yourselves before your conscience? True, up until now, God has patiently waited for you
for a long time, but will He continue to wait? Isnt it time for you to again begin to believe and again
begin to pray? Stop abusing the mercy of God and with a new freshness, begin to use the gifts of the
Provident God; begin again to believe and to pray.
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December 11, 1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Wednesday morning, November 16, the newspapers published a telegram from Bermuda that
an American bomber, a B-29, flying from California to Bermuda vanished on the way, about three
hundred miles from the British islands. With the bomber, a whole garrison of twenty military people
vanished with it. As luck would have it, for unknown reasons, there was no communication from the
bomber’s radio, with the exception of a brief radiogram: “Due to a lack of fuel, we are sitting on the
sea.” Then silence, a deaf, ill-omened silence.

The English government, without delay ordered three war ships which were at that time taking
part in maneuvers in the waters of the Bermudas, to search for them. The American Air Force along with
that of the British sent out fifty-one planes in search of the wreckage. One must try to recall that from
November 5 there were terrible wind storms on the seas. Because of this it seemed that all searches
would be fruitless, because if the ship’s crew did not sink to the bottom of the ocean along with the
huge and heavy bomber, then the waves of the unruly sea shattered their rubber life rafts. Thus
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday passed — an entire seventy-two hours — and there was no sign or
sound of the wreck.

Suddenly on Saturday afternoon, we received word that at 1:30, Captain Lynch from the rescue
squadron from the Kindley Airport on Bermuda had spotted two life rafts about 385 miles northeast of
the island. He contacted Commander John Baker who was circling the area in the Canadian torpedo boat
Haida. In spite of the high, billowing waves and the weakened, shipwrecked men, the crew on Haida
managed to pull eighteen onto their deck and sped full steam ahead to Bermuda where they landed on
Sunday shortly after noon. Unfortunately, two of that crew had perished in the sea.

| have the impression that the news of the rescue of the crew of the bomber brought joy to all
of us. Out of curiosity, | was waiting for the details because usually odd and interesting accounts are
given by those who were facing death. This happened on this occasion. Fourteen of those who were
rescued, with an unsteady walk, but without any further help came on land from the deck of the cruiser
Haida while four very weakened and emaciated men were carried off on stretchers. One of them when
asked if he would describe what happened from the moment of the explosion of their bomber up until
the moment that they were rescued from the depths of the sea, gave a short and concise answer:
“Those were three days of real Hell but thank God we persevered.” From there to our talk entitled:

FAITH AND PRAYER

These are the testimonies of the survivors. They are short, but they tell us more than long,
learned sermons. They are seemingly dry, but they contain an awful lot of material for deep thinking.
These kinds of testimonies sometimes make a greater impression on some people than the reading of
the lives of Saints from past ages, or of others from present times. Because these are taken from books
and those others come from the lips of living persons who are similar to us. Furthermore, live words
always have a greater influence and make a stronger impression than is made by dead, written letters. |
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have in mind a generality, a whole lot and | am not speaking of individual personages. Listen to what
Grable, the group Captain said: “On account of a faulty compass, we got off our course and got lost
above the clouds. We knew that we would have to land on the stormy waves. Our pilot, after long and
skillful maneuvering, landed the bomber on the rising waters which stubbornly beat us with waves that
were twenty feet high. Fifteen minutes later, the billowing waves broke off the bomber’s tail and it sank
to the depths of the sea within the twinkling of an eye. We spread out our rubber rescue rafts and
jumped onto them. Twice, they turned over; it was exactly at that time that two of our buddies
disappeared. | said a home-made prayer for them.

How we ever managed to scramble out of the sea and take our places despite the fact that none
of us went to church regularly and seldom prayed. Now, surrounded on all sides by danger, every one of
us prayed in our own way. One of our buddies encouraged us to do this, saying: “Let’s pray and let’s
believe that God will send us help.”

However, when we heard the drone of motors high above us and we couldn’t spot the planes
that were searching for us, we felt agitated and alarmed. But we didn’t lose hope. Prayer had given us
courage. | don’t know what my companions were thinking about during those three days, but, to tell the
truth, | sometimes didn’t even notice the waves of the sea that were throwing our raft around like a
piece of straw. Despite the fact that | have always been fully conscious, | was musing in my imagination
in which events and circumstances from my childhood were moving before my eyes and all of this in the
greatest detail. In the seventy-two hours, | relived several times the thirty-two years of my life.

For example, | saw myself kneeling beside my bed saying my night prayers. In my imagination |
saw myself alongside my father when we were going to church. The altar, the prayerful crowds of
people, the altar boys, the religious service, the smoke from the incense, the candles and flowers on the
altar all of this came to my mind. It seemed to me that all of this was accusing me for having forsaken
my faith and disregarding prayer. And some kind of a voice that was stronger than the howling wind,
rose above the crash of the water of the sea and whispered into my ear: “This is the way it was years
ago, and why is it different today? Do you feel happier without faith and without prayer? Have you so
quickly forgotten all of your mother’s admonitions? Has your father’s good example been totally in
vain?”

In spite of myself all of my thoughts sped to my father and my mother. | then determined that if
God rescues me from this misfortune, my entire life will be a prayer of thanksgiving and as soon as |
possibly can, | will go to church. Doesn’t that simple declaration of that ship-wrecked person who is
encircled by the water of the sea have an effect on the views of our listeners? | give this question to
everyone. Let it sink in and eat into your conscience.

But, this is not yet the end. Everyone who was saved has something interesting to say, even
though every story ends on that same note, on faith and on prayer.

This is the testimony of 27 year old Ralstone Bennetta, the radar operator: “Every one of us,
above all, thanked God for tearing us out of the clutches of death. | was never an unbeliever, but again
my faith was never something worth writing home about. During the second night of our floating in the
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cold sea and in the darkness, one of our companions began to grumble and complain, but when he
heard that it would be better to pray rather than to despair, he became silent and he began to day-
dream. What did he think about? H told us that he remembered the words of an old hymn which begins
with the words — My Savior walks behind me and He is looking for me. Since he didn’t know any prayer,
he kept repeating the words of this hymn until, having grown weary, he fell asleep. In his sleep, he
talked deliriously: “I believe that God will protect us and we will come out of this danger.” These words
acted on us just like medicine that calms nerves. Thus we began to encourage one another to hang on
for some time because rescue planes would definitely find us. | was thinking of my wife and child and |
was convinced that she was praying for my safety.

On the third day, all of us, without exception, made the promise that we would go to church to
publicly thank God for our rescue. Not even a half-hour after we had made the promise, we spotted a
plane in the distance. It was headed in our direction. We began praying out loud for the plane’s crew to
see us.

God heard our prayers, because the plane circled above us and then began encircling the rafts.
We cried and prayed like never before. After a little more than an hour, we saw a ship on the horizon.
After another hour, we were all pulled onto its deck. They would take us to the hospital where we would
stay a few days until our health got better. On Thursday, Thanksgiving Day, we would go to church to
thank God for this miraculous rescue. There on the sea, far away from any land, tossed about by the
waves of an angry sea, we learned to believe and we learned how to pray.

Truly, sometimes God uses unusual means by which to force a person to bend those stiff knees
of his to bend that hard neck, to humble that proud mind of his so that he would call our -/ believe,
Lord, help my.

Modern times have cut off and completely isolated man from God to a greater degree than it
had ever been in the history of mankind. During the time of material progress, mankind lost a certain
spiritual richness and moral worth. This is exactly what faith and prayer is. That is why man trips over
the road of life totally alone. He walks with a shy and hesitant step. His confidence and hope break
under the weight of his tasks, problems and issues which hang over the world and all of humanity.
Modern man, bewildered by these modern complications, doesn’t know where to turn, doesn’t know
what to do and doesn’t know how to help himself. He searches for new paths and this is in vain for there
is no new path. It remains that one, true, certain, worn-out, as old as the world but, it is the path of
Christ.

Faith and prayer, which give strength to the weak, it supports the doubting and the embittered
with confidence and courage and instills peace and certainty in the unquiet and dissatisfied one. Such a
person is never alone. He faces the future bravely and peacefully. He goes forward under the attentive
and watchful eyes of the Creator, with faith in his soul and with a prayer in his heart and on his lips.

It is our good fortune that we have such people, we have many such people in our times. Look at
them, because it is well worth watching them. You will see peaceful brows, keen eyes, unclouded face,
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self-assurance in their movements and a balance in their behavior. This outward appearance is a
reflection of their inner disposition, a disposition that flows from their faith and prayer.

I see faith, and the power of faith everywhere. | see this faith in a child who before going to
sleep addresses his angel in his grateful and loving voice as Angel of God, my Guardian dear. When this
child falls asleep peacefully he knows that tomorrow will always come. | see this faith in a twelve year
old boy who carries out the wishes of his parents. | see this faith in a doctor and in a nurse who do all
that they can to bring relief to the hurting and the suffering in their moments of pain and suffering. | see
this faith in the eyes of mo9thers who with tenderness cuddle their newborn child to their heart; | see
this faith on the face of a father as he stands over the cradle of his first-born.

Yes, we can see this faith, everywhere we turn if we really want to. | repeat if because,
unfortunately, not everyone wants to see it.

Here, perhaps someone will ask me the question: Why do people cease believing, or why do
they renounce their faith? Is it because the human mind cannot reconcile faith with science, knowledge
and progress? No, that is not the reason. Is it because common sense does not agree with the truths
presented by faith? Not that either. Neither the mind nor common sense led to unbelief. There are
three reasons, and all three flow from the heart, from an unhealthy heart which is impaired to a certain
degree unless it is not slightly spoiled.

The first is the neglect of religious practices. Years ago someone wrote: “In order to blow out a
lamp, it is not necessary to forcefully blow at it is enough to quit pouring oil into it. Leave it alone, don’t
worry about it and the flame will begin to weaken and will then die. In order to loses one’s skill in some
acquired knowledge or in some art, it suffices not to practice it; insignificantly one loses a love for it, and
then the will to do it and then, sometimes, even the memory of it. The same thing happens with faith.
He who begins to neglect his religious practices, such a person also begins to lose his faith.

A young person who today cares nothing about Lent, tomorrow, on Sunday he does not attend
Mass, the following day he omits his morning and evening prayers and he keeps postponing his
confession from year to year. You will never see him present at a homily nor will you ever see him with
an inspirational book in his hands. Such a person slowly begins to lose any love for religious practices,
and having lost such a love, he begins to make light of them, until it finally comes to the point that even
if he still has some idea of God in his heart, it will be faint, indefinite as of someone about whom he has
no care or concern. From here to a total lack of faith is just one step.

In other people, the source of unbelief is self-conceitedness and pride. It is not only certain, but
itis most certain, that even though unbelief is something that is not intelligent and not understandable,
however to some people it seems that it is a symptom of a mature mind, an independence of character,
of freedom and of progress. Man tears himself free of every law, even divine law, in order not to
recognize as a measure of his actions, his feelings and even his thoughts, except himself. Such people
are all puffed up with smoke and they preach nonsense and vanity on the right and on the left that faith

could be good for children, for women, for simpletons, for the rabble. They are higher, they are more
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intelligent and they are more enlightened than most. Under the mark of unbelief a worm is hidden
which eats into the conscience, the heart and the soul of the person.

The third source of unbelief is moral corruption, in other words, the corruption of morals. A
pastor admits with sincere pain that the reason why some Catholics leave the Catholic faith and transfer
to non-Catholic groups is most often due to the corruption of morals. This is true at least with Catholics
who supposedly lose their faith | say and | repeat — who supposedly lose their faith, because no person,
regardless of who he is, will ever be able to completely uproot his faith from his soul. The divine germ
which was sown by the hand of the Creator is too strong for the human hand to be able to uproot it and
crush it.

Let’s take this first young boy or young girl who renounced her faith and now scoffs at it, as this
teenager, a seventeen year old girl from high school recently wrote to me: “I agree with my professor
who insists that faith makes a person a prisoner, because it constrains natural impulses which a person
must satisfy. Life without doing so is not full, and so on.” | prefer not to read the rest of this rubbish and
scribbling.

How many offenses, how many crimes and how much wickedness must we attribute to such
natural inclinations, if they are not kept under control, if they are not bridled by faith? As soon as that
heart changes, as soon as that heart begins to spoil, as soon as the moral filth covers that heart, it is
then that the heart turns into a swamp. From that swamp, just as from every other swamp, there rise
heavy, foggy and grey fumes, disgusting fumes which strike the mind, obscuring the mind, weakening
the will, they intoxicate and dry-out the conscience.

In the eyes of such a person, that which is bright becomes dark and that which is dark becomes
bright. In the soul of such a person there is no room for faith; in such a soul, faith has been made dark;
from such a soul, faith has been thrown out. Never believe those who explain their apostasy with
science and progress, or those who cover up their unbelief with reason because that is a hoax, that is
self-delusion, that is pulling the wool over someone’s eyes. Some lose their faith, others renounce their
faith because their faith tells them to stop certain escapades, do away with certain excesses, renounce
certain inclinations, break certain habits, in a word, plainly say it because faith forbids one to wallow in
the gutter, to roll in the dirt and in the mud and commands, strictly orders that one shake himself free
from these accretions, get rid of theses weaknesses, stand on two feet and live a noble life that is honest
and worthy of a reasonable person and a creature of God. Generally speaking, people don’t believe,
they sneer and jeer at faith because their hearts are drowned in the matters of the world and of the
body; because vice is dearer to their hearts rather than virtue. It is easier for people to turn away from
the prohibitions of faith, rather than to comply to its commands.

Here | point out that the one who throws away his faith, stops living according to the principles
of the faith. He begins to live, to exist and to abuse according to the principles of paganism. What goes
on in the heart and soul of a person who is an unbeliever? Let this one person who lost his faith tell you
about it because he left us this description. He writes: “I will never, never forget that night in December
when the veil fell away, the veil behind which unbelief was hiding from my eyes; when it became very




