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Let me give you one example of what we should pray for. Let’s listen to the tale of a certain Marian
sodalist, for this happened during our times: “During my studies at the university, by a strange coincidence I
was living with a companion who, with a certain boastfulness always stressed the fact that he did not belong to
any religious denomination. At the beginning of the school year, I hung a picture of the Blessed Mother on the
wall of our room. He looked at me with a mocking smile and shook his head in pity.

The days went by quickly and we were so absorbed in our studies that there was little or no time for
conversation at home. Every time that life weighed heavily upon us with various worries, my companion would
support his head with his hands and with a dull look in his eyes would stare straight ahead, mumbling, ‘This is
too hard for me!” I on the other side of the room would kneel before the picture of the Blessed Mother and in
prayer I found healing and peace. Also, thanks to God’s help all my exams went very well and all my plans for
life were working out for me.

One evening I came home and as usual found my companion sitting at the table. He had a strange look
about him and his eyes were feverish. He stood and grasped both my hands and muttered, “Do you really and
truly believe in the help of the Blessed Mother?” “Yes,” I answered, totally puzzled by his behavior. “Life is
so very hard!” he repeated in his usual manner. “Like you, I have no parents, but you have the Mother of God
who consoles you and gives you strength to work! Visibly moved, I answered him, “But the Blessed Mother is
a Consoler and Helper for everyone, including you!”

From that evening on, morning and evening, we both knelt before the picture of the Blessed Mother and my
companion never again complained of life being hard!

How many of us, especially during these past few years, not once but many times have complained every
day. “Itis so hard”? At this very moment from among all of you who are listening to my voice, how many of
you are also sighing and admitting, “How hard this is for me™? Over there sits an old father. He has dedicated
his entire life to his family. He has used up all his strength and lost his health and today his own children
begrudge him some bread. The poor old man sits lost in thought while tears roll down his wrinkled cheeks.
“Oh, how hard it is for me to live on this earth!” But he understands that it is not worth complaining in front of
people. So, what does he do? He runs to God and finds comfort in prayer.

Over there we see a mother! She seems ill at ease and very sad. She is worrying about her children who
refuse to listen neither to her friendly advice nor to her practical warnings. It doesn’t pay to say anything to
them! So, what does she do? She reaches into her pocket, draws out her rosary and begins to pray, convinced
that with God’s help she’ll get further than she would relying only on herself. Prayer brings her comfort.

On this side we see the young father of a family and he is very sad and gloomy. He hasn’t been working
for quite some time. Oh truly, for him life is very difficult! He is healthy, strong and eager to work, yet there
are no jobs available for him. At this moment, however, he recalls his parents” admonition, “Son, never forget
God for it is there that you will always find help and protection!” Almost without thinking, his lips start
whispering the words of the Lord’s Prayer — “Our Father Who art in heaven...” His wrinkled brow becomes
smooth, his heart fills with new courage and he says, “Tomorrow is a new day and somehow, with God’s help
things will work out!”

Over there, a young wife is sitting at a table and she is weeping. Her husband is a drunkard and he is
worthless. Her life is not only sad but difficult. Her house is empty and miserable and there are times when
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even bread is very scarce. Besides that, people make fun of her. But she believes that God is above and that He
is just. She goes to God begging and pleading that her husband be given the grace to realize what he is doing
and be able to change and settle down. Prayer sweetens and lightens her crosses and suffering.

Over in that dark little room there are several children kneeling on the floor. They are praying for good
health for their parents and for the success and welfare of the entire family. Their guardian angels collect these
prayerful gems and carry them to the Throne of God. There they plead with God: “Lord, if the adults do not
merit to be heard and if the adults are not worthy of Your grace, then, Lord, at least consider the pleas of these
innocent children. Do not close Your ears to their pleas! Bless them and through them, bless their parents and
families.”

As our great writer Sienkiewicz writes: “And from the Polish souls straining with all their might towards
God, faith flows in a deep and peaceful stream. Everyone drinks it slaking their thirst and whose soul was sick,
it was cured. And God listens to their hymns, to their pouring out of their heart, to that fleeing to Him from the
world’s pressures in order to seek the shelter of God’s wings.”

Why should we pray? Because prayer draws God closer to us and draws us closer to God. When we are so
close to God, then all the difficulties and burdens of life may not entirely disappear but at least they seem much
smaller and less threatening.

Without prayer, everything becomes a heavy burden. Prayer holds a significant role in our human life.
Therefore, let us all pray
| Let us ignore the mocking or sarcastic remarks of unbelievers and atheists and concentrate on the invitation
of Christ: “Ask and it shall be given to you! Whatsoever you ask for in prayer, if you have faith, you shall
receive!”
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December 15, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

In the year 1924, after our General Chapter in Rome, I had the opportunity to visit Poland. This was the
first time that I saw the native land of my parents. I've always loved the Polish people, for Polish blood flows
in my veins. Ialso loved them dearly for my Dad told me so much about this nation that has suffered and bore
so much only because they served God and loved their native land. They also didn’t know how to be faithless
and they didn’t know how to betray their country. Looking from close up at these simple, but honest and pious
people, I realize that there is no other nation similar to them. I left a piece of my heart in Krakow, another piece
in Poznan and a third piece in Warsaw. I realized like never before that the Polish nation is made up of people
who work and pray!

I will never forget June 28. It was a Saturday and I was celebrating Mass in Czestochowa, at the altar in
front of the miraculous icon of our Blessed Mother where a group of pilgrims had just arrived. One group
consisted of students — young men and girls, who were accompanied by teachers and professors. The other
group had come from some village and was made up of peasant men, women and their children. In my eyes,
these two groups were a symbol of the entire nation of Poland.

When the curtain began to be lifted from this miraculous icon, there erupted spontaneous tears and pleas in
the church. Just as there was no difference between the conditions of these two groups, so too, there was no
difference in their prayers and pleas. They were all melded into one suppliant plea, begging for mercy and pity
on them.

I was trembling all over from emotion so that I had to hold on to the altar in order not to fall over. My heart
beat like a hammer from emotion, my tears flowed copiously and all my thoughts flew high up before the throne
of our Lord and Creator and to the feet of Her, Whom our people call the Queen of the Polish Crown. That
lively faith of our people uplifted and subdued me. That day I prayed like I never prayed before and never after
that! In my journal, I wrote the following impressions:

“Seeing our people kneeling and praying in church that day, it seemed to me that these people were
growing wings and their faith was growing stronger. The Polish nation knows how to pray sincerely and with
touching emotion! It is no wonder that our Good God answers such prayers!”

Then for the first time I understood the prayerful call of our great writer Mickiewicz, when in the name of
the Polish nation he pleaded, “Lord, God Almighty! The children of this war-torn nation raise their defenseless
hands to You from the various ends of the earth. They call to You from the depths of Siberian mines and from
the snows of Kamchatka, from the steppes of Algeria and from France, the land of miracles — Have mercy on
our nation! Through the martyrdom of thirty thousand knights who died for their faith and their country’s
freedom — Deliver us, o Lord! Through the martyrdom of thirty thousand inhabitants of Prague who were
slaughtered for their faith and freedom — Deliver us o Lord! For the independence, entirety and freedom of our
nation — We beg You, o Lord!”...This is how this great poet prayed in the name of the entire nation, and our
people prayed through the lips of this poet!

My dear radio listeners, today, in my radio talk I ask you™

FOR WHAT SHOULD WE PRAY?
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Here are excerpts from some letters: “Your God must be either very weak or very negligent. He labored
through six days only in creating the world and since then is He resting and doing nothing? I should pray? For
what? Tdid pray and how did it help me? Today, I am considered as nothing — worthless — even by my parents.
Why? Because I made a mistake once. Does God judge us as the people judge us? Because people have
condemned me, then does God also condemn me? Today, people are cruel and have no heart, so why doesn’t
God punish them? Thieves and dishonest people are respected, they have jobs, and everybody bows down to
them for they have money. With money, a person can buy everything! Here I am, very poor, and even if |
wanted to live honestly, I can’t! Evidently, the devil cares more about his own than God cares for His own!
Today, I no longer believe in the power of prayer. I speak from personal experience that either God cannot help
us or else He doesn’t want to help. So, why should we pray?”

Another writes this in the letter: “Even though I prayed, God only sent me misfortune. I lost my house — my
wife is always ill — my son was sent to prison and I can’t find a job.

My brother doesn’t believe in anything, and he has an abundance of everything. If God has abandoned me
in this way, I have no other resource except to throw everything away and let God take my life back!”

My response to these two letters that were not written in ink but in their tears, blood and bile, is with a story
taken directly from the Bible™

“In the days of the Patriarchs, a man named Job lived in Arabia. He had seven sons and three daughters.
His possessions were very extensive and he was famous among his own people and among strangers for his
goodness and his God-fearing life.

One day, our Creator spoke to the angel of darkness: “Have you noticed my servant Job?” The Devil
answered cleverly: “Of course, but he doesn’t serve You for nothing! You have always blessed the works of his
hands and You have multiplied all his goods. But, take away from him the goods that he has, and You will see
that he will curse You and will depart from You!” The Lord said, “Everything that he possesses is now in your
hands; just do not harm Him!”

Within a short while, the Devil began taking his revenge on this God-fearing servant of God. His enemies
attacked his shepherds as they were guarding their flocks. They killed the shepherds and stole all the sheep!
Then a fiery rain fell from the heavens and burned all the herds and servants. Then winds and storms destroyed
the house in which Job’s children lived and all his children, from the youngest to the oldest were killed. When
Job received this saddest of all the sad news he received, he rose and as a sign of mourning, tore his clothes.

However, within a twinkling of an eye, he came to his senses, fell on his knees and called out to God in a
humble and contrite voice: “The Lord gave and the Lord took away! As it pleases the Lord, thus it has
happened! Blessed be the Name of the Lord!™

Now — this is not yet the end! Satan arrogantly insisted before God, “Man will willingly give up his riches
in return for his life and health! Just afflict his body, and You will see that he will curse You and abandon
You!”

God answered that objection saying, “He’s in your hands. Just do not take his life!” — Satan didn’t wait
long. He covered pious Job’s body with the pus and sores of leprosy! According to the laws of that time, Job
had to keep at a great distance from all people and was forced to wear a bell around his neck warning others that
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he is afflicted with the highly contagious disease of leprosy. Even his own wife jeered at him from afar: “Are
you still persisting in your piety? Blaspheme! Leave God and die!”

Job admonished her gently, “You are talking like a godless woman! We had received so much good from
the Hands of God, so why shouldn’t we willingly accept evil?” Then, he returned to prayer.

At the encouragement of his wife, his relatives and friends came grieving and crying over him — but always
from a distance. They even threw bitter accusations at him — “God has punished you so severely on account of
your sins.” They rashly believed that God sends misery and suffering only to the impious! They forgot that our
Creator tests the just and the unjust with crosses and sufferings in order to test their virtue for more merit and a
greater reward. They forgot that God already in this life rewards those who bear pains and ailments that God
sends upon them when they bear it all without complaining, suffering patiently with resignation to the Will of
God.

Again Job prayed, “As heaven is my witness, I have not committed any evil! Even if God should kill me, 1
still place all my trust in Him, for I know that my Redeemer lives and that on the last day I shall rise from the
grave and with my bodily eyes I will see my God!” Job was not disappointed in his humble and confident
prayer. Shortly afterwards, God returned him to his full health and strength and returned to him all his
temporary possessions — twofold! For us, Job is a living reminder of patience. resignation to the Will of God
and persevering prayer!

Why and for what should we pray? Why and for what should a poor person beg for help for himself and
for others? It is true that God is aware of all our needs and He could help us in every circumstance and need.
However, God wants and demands that we ask Him, that we consider His gifts as blessings and in this manner
acknowledge our dependence on His Divine Providence! God deals with us as the ancient Spartans dealt with
their children. Parents should be concerned so that their children do not die of hunger. Children need and
deserve food and drink. Parents recognize that this is their duty and obligation, yet they teach their children to
ask for everything showing that they are dependent upon their parents for everything. The more sincere and
persistent is their plea, the more delicious are the morsels that they receive.

In addition to this, the Spartans proceeded in this manner: During one or two days they didn’t give their
children anything to eat. Then, they would take some bread and meat and place it on the top of the high
column. Then they would give their child a bow and the children were forced to knock down their food using a
bow and arrows.

God puts the bow of prayer into our hands and we are to send Him our petitions asking for help in all our
needs and shortcomings. There are times when God does not answer our prayer immediately. We must knock
at the Lord’s door not only once, but many times. We must knock humbly and sincerely and even if it seems to
us that our prayers are in vain, we must continue and call out, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” There
are times when the Lord God does not answer our prayer at all, because either that for which we are asking
would bring us great harm, or we are not worthy of being heard! “If you are praying and your prayer is not
heard, don’t blame God for this. It may be either your unsuitable manner of praying or the circumstances may
be such that the granting of your plea would not be of any great benefit for you. In such a case, God will give
you other graces, better than those for which you were praying.
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Here I want to give you an example of scandalous conduct. In Naples, Italy there existed some years ago a
group of professional crooks otherwise called “pick-pockets”! I don’t know whether that particular group still
exists today. That whole gang of thieves used to come to our church every day and they would kneel before the
altar of St. Anthony. They would pray there for about fifteen minutes in quiet prayer, and then they would light
lamps in honor of this great miracle worker. For what intention? For the success of their thefts and robberies.
However, if it so happened that one of that gang was caught by the police, then, not only did he stop praying but
he would threaten St. Anthony with revenge!

How many of us in our prayers imitate this gang of thieves in our prayers, if not totally, at least partially?
We don’t pray “Thy Will be done!” but we insist — “It has to be my way!” We stubbornly persist on having it
our way, not realizing that we are exposing ourselves not only to some temporal loss — but what is even worse,
to spiritual damage and perhaps, eternal damage as well!

How should we pray? I give you an example and a model:

“An old woman lived with her only son in a poor little hut that was perched on a rock high up in the hills.
Her son had grown up in the woods and despite his mother’s efforts on his behalf, he brought her very little joy
and a great amount of worry. He broke the laws of God as well as those of country. He brought ruin upon
himself and others. His mother begged him and warned him repeatedly. Neither her pleas nor her tears made
any impression on her son’s heart. He never prayed nor did he ever attend any services in church. At the mere
mention of God, he would smile cynically and reply, “Maybe old cripples, women and children need God, but I
don’t need Him!” His old mother, whose fingers were always clasped about her rosary, was terribly worried.
She prayed constantly that her atheist-son would come to his senses and be converted.

One day, a neighbor came running to this old mother with the news that her son is lying at the bottom of a
ravine. He has been shot in the chest and he has a broken leg. He told her, “You’ll never see him home again
alive!”

Trembling from emotion and fear, the old mother begged her neighbor to summon people who could help
her son. She also begged him to notify the Pastor about the terrible accident that befell her godless son. “Why
notify the priest? “asked her puzzled neighbor. “When I mentioned calling a priest to him, he cursed me out
repeatedly crying out, “How is a priest going to help me? Up until now. I never wanted to see him, so why
should you bring him here now? I do not want to even see him!”

His mother was wringing her hands in despair! Sorrow and despair choked her! After a few minutes,
swallowing her tears and gaining some self-control, she begged the neighbor to notify the priest of the accident
and show him the place where her son was lying in a pool of blood, waiting for help. Her neighbor was so
touched by her tears and sorrow that he left to do her bidding.

The old mother stood before the statue of Our Lady of Sorrows pondering what she should do. Finally, she
began to complain to Our Lady: “You are the Mother of all people, therefore you are my Mother! Have pity on
me and on my prodigal son! Have mercy on his wayward soul and I promise to do penance for him until the
day I die! Please help me so that my sacrifice and my prayers would win him the grace of conversion before he
dies!” Wrapping herself in an old faded shawl she started out to bring help to him, who as long as he was
healthy, had turned his back on God, refused to pray considering all such things as useless, unbefitting an
intelligent, strong and healthy man.
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His old mother set out on the wooded path that had been tread by so many people and animals alike. She
had not gone far when not only her feet but also her arms were all scratched and bloody. She stumbled
repeatedly and the stones that were sharp as knives cut deeply into her feet. Totally fatigued and breathing
heavily due to her asthmatic condition, she would wipe her sweaty brow and tear-filled eyes from time to time
with her bloody hand. Her bloody feet refused to take another step and yet she still had a great distance to go to
her dying son.

She held her old rosary in her left hand and she kissed its beads from time to time. Every kiss left a red
stain on these beads — the mother’s blood!” Then again, with renewed strength she forced herself to move
forward.

Finally, she stood over her son who was cursing the one who had shot him. He was also cursing God and
the entire world and was hurling insults and blasphemies against the priest who was kneeling beside him. His
old mother, with many sigs and sobs was praying, “Dear God, I offer you everything for my son, every drop of
my sweat and every drop of my blood! T offer You every wound that I have and every single pain for the
conversion of my son!” Meanwhile, the mother’s tears and blood colored the stones and the ground near her
dying son who thought that the ground beneath and around him was on fire. It seemed to him as though his old
mother’s pitiful pleading words were being lifted up to heaven and from there were falling upon his heart like
heavy rocks. He saw above him, as in a cloud, the grieving figure of Our Lady of Sorrows who murmured,
“Oh, my son! Nothing more!” Yet these words contained an ocean of bitterness, sorrow, pain and love! These
words pierced the hardened heart of this prodigal son! Suddenly his eyes streamed with tears and the cry “Oh,
my Mother!” was torn from his lips. Embracing his old mother’s neck, he began to cry as though his heart was
breaking from pain and sorrow! He listens as his mother laments to him, “My son, I always thought that you
would be escorting me to the cemetery, but it seems to me, that soon it will be me weeping over your grave.
But may God’s Will be done, just so that you may die in His grace!”

This old mother cuddled her son’s head in her lap and began reminding him of his first Confession and his
first Holy Communion. Listening attentively, he felt a sense of peace fill his heart.

His old mother continued, “But then, there came a time when you even refused to pray — up to this very
moment. Now, my son, pray with me — pray with your mother.” He obeyed and motioned to the priest to draw
closer, whispering in an almost inaudible voice, “I want to make my confession. My mother’s prayers have
saved me. Now, death seems sweeter to me than what life would be without God!”

After his whispered confession, he sighed one more word — “Mother!” and he fell into an eternal sleep,
totally worn out!

After the funeral of her son, the old mother did not live much longer. She died as quietly and peacefully as
her son had died. A granite tombstone was erected over her grave with her name as well as her son’s name
engraved on it. Their names are enclosed within the circle of a rosary, a red rosary, as a sign and remembrance
that it had been soaked in her blood.

Now, what was she praying for with such confidence and perseverance? I am asking all of you, my
listeners, isn’t it worthwhile for all of us to pray? A person who does not pray is like a bird without wings! He
goes astray, gets lost and can’t help himself. He gets lost and gets wasted for time and eternity!




