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December 12, 1937

| greet you my fellow compatriots in a traditional Polish way: Praised,be Jesus Christ.
Even though, | never liked to travel, | must admit that | saw, heard and learned much
just traveling through America, but also visiting many different countries of Europe. |
saw many countries, met many different people. My eyes saw the marvels of nature and
masterpieces of men. | saw exceptional riches and right next to them dire poverty. |
spoke with the wise and educated but did not shy away from the simple and the coarse.
| saw joy and happiness as well as sadness, sorrow and suffering. | heard laughter as well
as crying and sobbing. Looking at all of this various thoughts crowded my mind. Among
these there was always one which came to the fore: so old, as old as the humanity itself.
What in reality is human life? What is it? Nothing else than, what God’s wise man
accurately described when he wrote: “Vanity of vanities, all things are vanity!”What
profitdoes a man have from all his labors? Generations passed and new ones are coming
and will pass; the earth rotates unceasingly and the sun rises and sets and returns to its
own place from which it started, and from there rises again circles through noon and
inclines toward midnight. The wind blows, by-passing everything and turns toward its
own paths. All rivers flow into the sea, and the sea doesn’t overflow its shores. The
rivers return to the place where they have started, they return in order to flow again!
All things are difficult and a human cannot explain them. The eye is not satisfied just
looking or the ear just listening.
What is and what was will be the same after that. There is nothing new under the sun
and no one can say this is new, because it was from time immemorial. Neither the world
nor the people remember olden times, nor the ones coming. There will be no memories
for those who will be at the end. | saw everything that is happening under the sun, and
allis vanity and affliction of the mind. Perfidious are corrected with difficulty, and the
number of stupid is impossible to count. | said to myself in my heart, I'll just let loose
and in all sorts of pleasure and good things. Then | realized that this too is vanity. |
multiplied my works, built many houses and planted many vineyards and orchards,
acquired more servants and had a huge retinue. | accumulated gold and silver;
Everything my eyes desired | did not refuse them or denied the desires of my heart.
Then when | turned to the works my hands have wrought, for which | sweated uselessly,
and saw that all this was vanity and that nothing under the sun lasts. Fear God and keep

His commandments, because He is a great person; all that is happening God will bring to
judgment each deed good or bad.” After this introduction let me begin the talk:

Without Faith, What?

I am quoting from a letter: “Touching on such important topic like lack or loss of faith,
you speak to the do not want to minds and hearts of people, who stretch out their arms
begging for help, because they feel lost, in these chaotic times of ours! Today people
lost sense of real living. They do not know the art of living. The older people look and
discouraged say;”You cannot blame us for this!” The younger ones only seek comforts;
they know any restrictions or limits. They want to taste ealsoverything in the shortest
time. One cannot wonder, then, why in the few short years life burns out and
extinguishes. After, that they complain that human life has no value and no purpose. If
you consider another person in terms of profit to yourself, and that’s the goal of your
life, you live only from day to day, surely sooner or later that person will wake up and
will be convinced that there is no point in living longer. I'll give you an example: My
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close relative left his wife and children in Poland. There, too, he left God and buried his
faith. He came to of odGAmerica after the war. Here he played bachelor. He married
before the justice.

His new wife knew nothing of his former life. He pretended to be a patriot and an

an activist. He laughed at Polish peasants because they went to church. He jeered from
God saying that God and faith are needed by boors and priests but not by intelligent
people. He grew angry with all those who counseled him to stop blaspheming and giving
bad example to others. he often said that he had a very strong rope in his attic. And he
did. A few months before he hanged himself with this rope He left behind the woman
he lived with and two children. Here in our town are many Poles who have fallen away
from their faith and stopped going to church. | will have to address my talks to them and
remind them that there was a time when they willingly acknowledged God and owned
up to their faith. | will have to fill my talks with an abundance of Catholic and Christian
dynamite which will shake their conscience and force them to their knees, and beat

their breast.
May God help us in these exalted efforts, because this is not only for the glory of

God, but also useful to our nation, which in itself is not bad or spoiled!” So then | ask,
without faith, what?

Now | will give you a letter from a highly educated person who frequently gives a sign of
life of herself. | will cite the letter literally. The letter is written in English and so here it is
itis in its original form:

Dear Father:

In view of the fact that you have shown me consideration, | feel more gratified, than
mere words can express. | maintain that you can do more for those who need you. You
cannot help me, for | am not ready to be reconciled with your God. | have sold my soul
to the Evil one, as did the legendary Faust — and he shall be the only one who will
accompany me when it is time for the Grand Finale. But -there are others, countless
thousands, in whom you can instill the fear of a mighty

God - to carry on your great work. Your God would certainly refuse to have anything to
do with me —as | would not, were | a God! | only ask an occasional

prayer of you, because | believe you sincere. My confession would only be an insult: for
I am not ready for it, because my conscience is not there. There is only a vacuum. | feel
no remorse | do not know how | will feel just before | ring down the curtain — but |
somewhat feel that | will die just as | have lived. In the gutter:

What more would one expect? Ergo — you must convert your souls to God, before

that elusive something called conscience is obliterated. My own destiny is that of  of
eternal damnation penned by Nemesis herself. The philosophy of the madman
Nietzsche has done irreparable damage and my brain is as neurotic as his. Your God and
mine do not speak the same language, Father! The countless thousands

of others will benefit by your good work, and that should be a consolation. You can
perform miracles through the medium of radio. You have work to do and no

time to lose. Your own kind of work, with nothing to hinder you. Deep in my heart,
Father, | do not believe that you will succeed, because the devil has shown himself more
powerful than God — from time immemorial he had ruled and how we like what he
whispers into our ears! What lepers we are! Hence, you have a real battle on your hands
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and the odds are against you — but, that is your kind of work! The odds, | repeat are
against you - for who wants to say No to temptations which are flaunted into our

faces day after day? We love ourselves too much to deny gentleman demon — ever busy
—ever on the alert —anything. | for one, know no person who does. On the contrary we
have too much leisure. Leisure spells but one word: Mischief. Leisure has played havoc
with my life, and truly in the years of our so co-called economic crisis — we do have
evidence — what too much leisure can do. You insist on readjustment to normalcy?

I cannot see it. We never return to the narrow path once we stray. We say: what is the
use? What for? There is nothing left to return to. Nothng sacred — no God — only
inconsistencies. Too much to cope with for a human, if that human believes not in God.
Strange indeed! | am not seeking reconciliation with your God — but | am seeking peace -
and that I can get only with Death. It will be a release, Father — I assure you!” — To all
these arguments | answer with a simple question: Well, if you lack faith, what then?

Again | reach into the briefcase of letters and read: “It's been years now that | lost my
faith in God, in people and myself! Please, do not judge me too harshly, but | beg you to
read my letter. Before you, Reverend Father, | will open my conscience and my soul.
From a young age | became involved with a group of friends, male and female, who

acknowledged no authority over them except the policeman’s baton. Quite quickly |
learned to drink, smoke and play. Our group had as its motto: “Let’s play today, for
tomorrow is uncertain!” My parents, though very zealous Catholics, did not hamper me
in anything. | had complete freedom to do as | pleased. Despite the comforts and
sufficiency | do not have peace. Apparently we do have conscience which speaks to

us. | am passing through real hell. | wanted to pray but don’t know how. | even went
into the church and heard the Mass leaving | asked myself, for what is all this? Where is
the peace for me? Where am | to seek salvation? We have to believe in some kind of
God, we have to have some kind of faith, otherwise we are lost! How important is faith
to us, which can be lost so easily and to regain it is so difficult. Here now, again I ask
everyone; without faith what? It is for the last time | that reach into the mail box. There

is a letter dated December 24, 1936. It was written on the Vigil of Christmas, the day on
which the entire world readies for celebration of the Birth of the Prince of Peace.

The very writing is a sign of exceptional education. It is a strange thing though, that the
best written letters bring forth hideous and painful thoughts. At any rate listen and
judge for yourselves.

Reverend Father Justin:

I don’t know why | have to you in this matter. | do not know you and you do not know
me. However, listening to your talks, | believe you to be honest and cordial. Something
in me pushes me and coerces me to confide my secret to you. It seems to me that the
whole hell let loose in me. How long will | be able to withstand it | cannot say. True, | do
have moments of happiness and peace. But these are too few and far between. When |
have these feelings they vanish under the pressure of worry and remorse. What can |
do?

Before my imagination pass very lovely pictures of my childhood and youth. When |

immerse myself in them, something pounds in me as with a hammer, asking why such a
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change in me in so short a time? | don’t have the courage to tell myself the truth. Oh,
how | hate everyone! How | abhor everyone and myself. Because none of us has faith

and one is not better than the other. All are the same if not worse. | cannot explain my
feelings to myself. The world is nothing else than a huge hospital. No, it is a real insane
asylum. | understand that | myself don’t mean anything. | myself don’t know where my
life will lead me. Oh! If only each of us could be a child and believe without questioning
and hesitation! Unfortunately the world is not like of only people had more faith and
not complain so much. | too, complain, but it is my own fault. | was always justifying
unfair deeds of others. | myself kept telling myself that someday | will return to faith,
but not now, not yet. Year after year went by. Years passed. Today again | dare to tell
myself it is too late. But | don’t know where and by whom | should seek peace and
tranquility. | came into this world to do something good. Now as look back, my whole
life was a failure. | accomplished nothing. There are no adequate words in any human
language with which one can describe the dark hopelessness of a soul that lost its faith.
Why should such people live? For what? They cannot turn to God it because they
betrayed God and renounced Him. Now God would not own up to them. They cannot
seek consolation from people, they won’t find it there because these themselves are
despairing. Therefore, the most happy are those who believe and live according to their
faith! Oh! What wouldn’t | give If those happy childhood years would return; the years
of faith and years of peace! | don’t know what to do next? Up to this time | sought to
forget by drinking and entertainment! This was only temporary. Now even this does not
bring peace. Some unknown strength rose in me and slammed me with a battle-axe. |
walk around as though unconscious. What horrible remembrance of years past. If |
could only erase at least a small part from the list of my life. But my conscience calls out
to me: You cannot erase anything by yourself. You yourself could write on the tablet of
your life but you yourself cannot erase anything! Only God can cross out certain items,
but t yourself will never be able to do it.” My life is really a true nightmare. | see that
God is really needed by the human family, in order to keep them on an even
keel. Why then doesn’t this God grab the world by the collar and shake it or
doesn’t strike it with lightning and force them to return to God through faith.
Why? | finished the reading of the letter and my talk also. I'll end with this

question with which | began: So without God and without faith, What?




