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December 5, 1937

I greet you, my fellow compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be, Jesus
Christ. For almost three years, I exchanged letters with a person with university
education. This person had all kinds of mental qualities. She was quick, intelligent
and clever. She had strange experiences, very interesting to me. She was raised in
an average family in which she was not only loved but highly praised and
cherished, not just by her parents but also by her siblings. All foretold a bright
and happy future for her. But it always is verifiable that people shoot but God
carries the bullets. People are frequently wrong in their prophesying and
foretelling. The circumstances came together in such a way that notwithstanding
her excellent upbringing and outstanding education, after the death of her parents
our person got into the circle of friends, that though not suspicious then definitely
insincere and uncertain. I purposely use this description. Honestly, this was an
unusual group, composed of people of exceptional intellectual capabilities and
churlish boors. The first ones possessed knowledge, but had empty pockets The
second, though they didn’t sin with exceptional quickness of mind and well
developed intellect, they made up for it by their facial expressions and with dollars.
We cannot be surprised that in this circle there was no room for God and faith. No
laws were recognized by this group: God’s laws, moral laws, natural laws or
human laws. In this circle no one was embarrassed. Every new whim was met
with a cynical smile. Despite the fact that from time to time, here and there,
someone’s conscience made itself heard. That mysterious voice that does not let
itself be bribed; it didn’t whisper, but called loudly: Return onto the path of faith
and you’ll regain peace of mind! You are treading on the road of death, turn
yourself around and start on the path of life. Because right now, you are just
wandering in the darkness. But if you look intently, light isn’t too far off.

All you need to do is want, and you will get light. Evidently men did not want to
understand God’s command. he sighed or called desperately: is it worth
abandoning my present mode of life. Someone whispered to him: No, it’s not
worth it. Continue living as you live. It’s much more comfortable. Your conscience
and God’s voice mean nothing now. It is too late. It isn’t God’s fault, but the fault
of miserable, stubborn human nature.

To you my dear listeners I propose this question.
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Why Don’t You Want To Believe?

Here right away [ will cite a fragment from a letter. I myself have elicited this
answer. | have sent personal wishes for Christmas and included a picture of Infant
Jesus. Someone wrote to me saying: Father, the picture which you sent me

moved my conscience, because it reminded me of years of my childhood. They
were peaceful and pleasant years which I spent with my family. [ remember that
that kind of picture hung on our wall. It always made a warm impression on me
and frequently I would ask my father to explain that picture to me. And I believed
the stories my parents told me. It was then, years ago! Those years, which
unfortunately passed so quickly. Sadly I have to admit that I forgot God, prayer
and church. I scoffed at everything. Bad surroundings, brutal company,
amusements and entertainment beneath human dignity; secret friendships with men
who had lots of money, reading of authors who did not recognize any higher
power; too much of everything. I intended to be a lady and reign over everything.
Now comes the time of reckoning. I wake up. I saw much in life, much beauty. All
of that not from human hands. People and human life is base, miserable, and
touches only baseness. How distasteful and disgusting it all is. I too, thought that
way. That thought threw me into the dance of life. I abandoned any kind of prayer,
and how did it help me? Only so much that now I hate people, I turn my back on
humanity, I curse my company and loathe myself! Too much of everything except
faith. What a life! I ask myself, what did I do with my life. What recompense do I
have for all of that? Distaste, loathing and dissatisfaction. I do not have that
support that those who believe have! Where should I look for peace? In the drink,
entertainment, games? The sun of all hope hid from me! To those who helped me
to lose my faith may God never forgive them. May they dance in eternal fire, may
my tears fall on them and burn them through and through. These are my wishes for
them. I will sink deeper and deeper into the morass of life, until Lady Death
inclines her head toward me. Besides, who cares? Despite this question, obviously
I still do care especially now having received that picture from you Father. When I
look at it, my whole youthful years pass in front of me, when I, too, knew how to
open my lips in prayer — knew how to kneel. Isn’t it unusual that such a small thing
evoked from me such melancholy memories. That in this picture I saw what has
been, and at the same time see the hideous reality now something we call human
life. Why should I ponder on this? Life, what is it in reality? Constant uncertainty —
one endless effort — one brief smile amid long tortures. Only those are happy who
believe and who have the strength to beat their breast and confidently and sincerely
say “my grievous fault”! I still cannot do it, perhaps someday but not today. God
could resolutely say to me: “Truly, you never sought me, that’s why you didn’t
find me.” So much and thus wrote to me the person who once had God and had
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faith. I understand very well that amid my listeners there are many of whom the
same could be said. These and those look on the scene of life. I look and see how
before their eyes pass groups of actors and actresses. Some play their roles almost
perfectly. Others play the role well. Still others move about as well as they know
how. There is a group on the sidelines who follows the others like a shadow,
dissatisfied and looks for answers in my faith to the puzzles of life. Despite the
seeming smiles of pity or even disdain, in reality, down deep in their hearts they
are jealous toward those people, who daily struggle with difficulties and
oppositions which pitilessly life throws in their path and places on their weak
shoulders. Some have faith. The others lack the faith. This is not my translation,
but of some Polish intellectual, who in 1934 wrote this statement: “Father, Justin
please advise me in my trouble, and if possible help me to regain my faith. I have a
twenty-year old sister who is a real guardian angel to me, but she has no education.
I admire her simplicity, but I cannot get back to my faith which I lost completely,
during my college career. Yet I envy my sister, oh, how I envy her! She hasa very
soothing effect upon me, strange as it may seem. We are distinctly opposites — yet
her religious theories are like balm to me. I think I know why. She believes. She is
calm. She has the faith which I lack!” This testimony is very valuable, that is why
I’m repeating it in the translation. “Father Justin, please advise me in my trouble,
and if possible help me to regain my faith. [ have a twenty-year old sister who is a
real guardian angel to me, but she has no education whatsoever. [ admire her
simplicity. She has faith but I cannot return to the faith, which I lost completely
during my collegial life. And yet I am jealous of my sister, very jealous. She has
such a gentle influence upon me, even though it may seem strange to others, we are
such opposites. Nevertheless, her religious outlook is a balm to me. I think I know
why. She believes, is peaceful. She has faith which I lack completely. Truly, the
modern world is made up of mental and moral cripples. Some people are of the
opinion that renouncing one’s faith and forgetting completely about the faith’s
precepts, one has freedom, satisfaction and happiness. Oh! how mistaken they are!
Poor things! How deep and humiliating is their slavery! Again, listen to the
persuasive reasoning of a soul who abandoned the faith, because once upon a time
that faith seemed to her as though she wore heavy and restraining handcuffs: *“ —
without faith life is empty, worth nothing. It leaves behind sorrowful and painful
memories. What falsehood and deceit! Sometimes it occurs to me that I should
curse myself and my whole life, the world and the people in it. But of what use
would that be? I wasted my life. What can I show for the years I lived? Not even a
crumb of good. I seek to forget those years in drink, in cards in entertainment! I
drown myself in these. All this doesn’t help. I have the feeling that over me hangs
an invisible sword. New remorse and new lack of peace await me. It is useless to

go to people for consolation. Today’s people I know well, that’s a group of smart
)
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alecks, and haughty persons whose souls are of ice and hearts hard as rocks. They
live for themselves only and everywhere. They only seek what will benefit them
and nothing beyond that. The only thing left for me is death. My head is spinning. I
can’t take it anymore. There is no peace and rest for me. I’ll find it only when by
force I will tear my soul out of my body. No one will cry that I am gone and no one
will be able even to stammer “Eternal Rest” over my body! I lived without God
and I’ll end without God.” It is the way all those who abandoned the faith lament.
What did the get in exchange for their faith? From the moment they began
convincing themselves that faith in God is the humiliation of mind and reason, they
were forced to write with red ink on pages of their life only expenditures and
minuses! Today thrown into the vortex of life the they flutter over the gorge of ruin
strain on the waves of time which any minute could throw them into the eternal
future from which there is no return! In the past they sang happily there is no God
and one does not have to believe! At this moment they stretch their arms and strain
their minds begging for consolation, for help, for some type of revelation, but all is
in vain Because that faith is a heavenly gift undeserved by us. We must look for it
in God not in people. That faith has a base in human mind and human free will.
Already famous St. Augustine wrote: “No one needs to believe if one doesn’t want
to!” However, I propose to each one of you that question with which I titled this
talk: “Why Don’t You Want To Believe?” A week ago I asked Didn’t you ever
believe? I passed before your imagination pictures from years past. In those
pictures you saw a replica of your own life. You saw yourself kneeling and
praying. Obviously you had believed. Alas, do not fault God or other people for the
loss of that faith. You simply said to yourself: “I do not want to know God and I
will not serve Him! You put into action your own resolution. You found for
yourself right friends and associates. You began to count yourself among the
liberals, the progressives, the educated and the enlightened. You may have
impressed some. Others you deceived, but you could not by any means silence
your conscience. Listen to one more letter. This one comes from a wife and
mother; ¢ I am married for 15 years My husband was good to me over for three
years. We lived in peace. he had a good job which brought him enough fora
comfortable life After three years he began name calling and cursing, He spent his
nights outside of our home. Not only that he himself stopped going to church, but
also forbade me to attend it. He gave me very little from his pay and began to play
cards and bet on horses! We have three children who are not yet baptized. He does
not speak to me for over four years, because he found a rosary in my pocketbook.
Perhaps he could still correct his ways, but his mother does not believe in anything
except in drink and carousing all night long. He threatens the children all the time
that they should not dare to kneel down to prayer in his house. He comes from

work just to change his clothes and runs off for the night. I have no one with whom
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I could speak about my problem. My parents are gone long time ago. There were
times when I wanted to leave everything and disappear, but I feel sorry for my
poor children.. I don’t know why God had punished me so severely by giving me
an unbelieving husband and the children a father who forbids them to pray. I ask
such husbands and wives: “why don’t you want to believe? Perhaps, because God
gave you life, health and prosperity? Or perhaps because God gave you good wives
and loving children? I don’t have any answers for you. You yourselves have justify
yourselves not before me and not before other people, only before your own
conscience and before God because He is your Creator, Lord and Father. Do it
today, for tomorrow He will be your Judge, severe and just Judge! There was a
Daily published in Paris, France, called “Aurora.” It was the property of two
famous French unbelievers. One of them was called “tiger’ Clemenceau, the
second no other than Ernest Vaughan, specialist in spewing blasphemies against
God. He, shortly before his death wrote in the columns of the paper “Victoria” this
appeal: speaking parenthetically, he spent several months in the hospital run by the
Sisters of Charity of St.Vincent De Paul. Naturally he converted and in his appeal
he acknowledged the mistakes he made. Here is the text of his letter: “I stand at the
edge of the grave. You know that all my life, beginning from childhood I jeered
from religion. But now that death looks me in the face, I confess that I was gravely
mistaken and did much harm to the country. I am now very certain that you cannot
build society on foundation of faithlessness. Truly, the religious explanation of the
mysteries that surround us is not for our poor reason completely clear and visible,
but the explanations of infidels and free thinkers is confusing, uncertain and less
consoling. Had I known this before, I would have spread that truth regardless of
what others might think or say. I empower you to publicize what I wrote to you.”
Truly a man behaves differently when he is full of life, when the sly world smiles
to him and lures him to itself; and how differently he thinks when death is around
the corner and the eternal gate is opening. My dear listener, do want to believe
while life is still with you and there is time! Perhaps, in that last moment it can be
too late despite your best wishes. So, want to believe now that you may not hear
the question and the accusation: Why didn’t you want to believe then? I ask all the
listeners without an exception to listen to the program next Sunday. I especially
ask the young people. I think they will benefit greatly from it.
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