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their activity. A person who has such a faith is a moral, noble and honest individual who is capable of
life.

Once again | draw again from the reminders of a certain preacher who called out: “Faith should
not only be in word and thesis, but works a real life. Brothers, do not forget that we are living among
pagans and we must give them an example by the way we behave. May our lives be open and visible,
open to the eyes of on-lookers, like the life of a fish in a glass enclosure, in an aquarium. This is so that
the pagans, seeing our lives, would praise our Heavenly Father who is in heaven, for sending Christians
into the world.”

Happy is the man who believe3s, who has a lively faith because faith makes him moral and
ennobles him; it sweetens his life, makes it more enjoyable and renders it more pleasant. It gives him
the strength a resistance and the ability of withstanding failures and difficulties. Faith equips him with
the certainty of persevering despite momentary disappointments and doubts.

In a person who believes, the spirit of faith pulsates in him just as the blood pulsates through
the human body. It penetrates his life and animates all of his actions.

What about a person who is a non-believer a person who has no faith? If a person who has faith
is happy, then a person without faith is unhappy.

A person who is a believer finds an answer to every question, for every incident in life. He finds
the solution to every puzzle in life. In difficulties, he finds enlightenment, in crosses and sufferings he
finds consolation and strength. Both, the believer and the non-believer are worried by such questions:
“Where did the world come from? From where did man come? What is a person? What is worth a
human life? What is the goal of a man’s life? Does human life end with the grave? What kind of life
exists beyond the grave? These are basic questions which strike every person, be he a simpleton who
cannot read or write, or a scholar and a philosopher.

For one who believes faith comes to his aid. For a non-believer, even if he be highly educated,
he stands helpless. In vain, he will search for answers in systems of philosophy, in the teachings of
natural sciences, in the deductions and arguments of educated pagans and he will end up by the Great
Wall of China which he cannot pierce with his own mind.

In 1942 | was in London. | was visiting ancient edifices, especially those which at one time were
the property of the Church, but were later confiscated by the authorities on behalf of the British
government. Among the places, | chanced to visit the Cathedral of St. Paul which was built in 1666. In
this Cathedral, many famous and brilliant British people are buried including generals, admirals, writers
and poets. On their marble tombstones appear inscriptions announcing the onlooker the glorious deeds
of these heroes. On some of them were engraved pleas for a pious thought or a prayer for eternal rest. |
was deeply interested in studying these tombstones and | was very interested in reading their
inscriptions.
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| was just about ready to leave when Monsignor Michalski called my attention to a modest tomb
in the corner of the Cathedral. | know that it contains the remains of some writer, but unfortunately |
can’t remember his name. The inscription was in English, very short and so characteristic that said so
much that it stuck in my memory. It said -/ lived with doubts, | am dying in uncertainties and | don’t
know where I’'m going.

Aren’t these terrifying words? They are really worth repeating —/ lived with doubts, | am dying in
uncertainties and | don’t know where I’'m going. There is so much doubt, so much helplessness and so
much despair in this gloomy confession. Is not this a proof, isn’t it a faithful silhouette of a man without
God? What need does he have of property and riches? Of what use is knowledge to him? How will fame,
honor and adoration help him if he doesn’t know where he came from and why he is living? What is
man? What awaits man after death? A person without faith lives for his stomach, for money, for his
career, for usage.

1 don’t know how much truth there is in this, but supposedly once a Chinese person was asked
what he believed in. He answered, “I believe that it is good to eat, drink, sleep and use things.” Can that
be a goal worthy of a man? Faith tells us something other than that.

For a person without faith, the world is a conglomerate of accidents, events and blind incidents.
Blind nature created the world; hallucinations and nothing more.

A person with faith understands that the world is not a chain of blind events, nor a string of
chaotic incidents, nor any kind of chaos, but that it is a shapely, beautifully arranged whole, a massive
edifice according to the outline drawn by the Hand of the Almighty Architect and Builder — the Creator
God. That in this world every nation, every person, every tree, every leaf and every flower has its place
and has its purpose.

A person with faith fully appreciates the value of life. He knows that during the course of this life
which was graciously and kind-heartedly lent out to him, he has the duty of conducting himself with
dignity, nobly and honestly because he has a soul, he comes from the Hand of God and was created in
the image and likeness of God. He knows that his soul is precious and of great value because it was
ransomed by the death of Christ the Savior.

The person who is a non-believer does not realize the value of human life and therefore, he
doesn’t really live but just exists and vegetates. For a person of faith, there is an answer for every
question; there is a solution for every problem in life. For a person without faith, these answers and
these solutions do not exist.

Our poet Brodzinski expressed this well:

“Faith opens heaven for people

A person of faith dies peacefully;

When we are pressured by some accident,
What else but faith gives us a hand?”
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December 3, 1950
| greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Because of a lack of time, | had to cut short the radio program of last Sunday and put off the
ending of it until today. | talked about our Father Maximilian Kolbe, who despite annoyances,
humiliations, persecution and torture, knew how to maintain his peace of soul and arouse respect from
his fellow companions in suffering. At the same time he inspired a deep admiration from the enemies of
God and faith who despised him. In the eyes of the faithful, he became not only a symbol of faith, of a
fathomless deep faith that was alive, sacrificial and dedicated, but he was a saint.

For nonbelievers, he was impossible to understand, an eccentric, in other words a fool. | am
repeating this in order to again tie in the thread of last week’s talk with that of today.

After last Sunday’s program of the Rosary Hour, | was immediately driven to Buffalo where | was
to give a talk to an extraordinary meeting of a detachment of Veteran of World War Il, of the American
Legion. This detachment bears the name Pawlowski Post in honor of the memory of a young sailor, the
first from Buffalo, and as certain people claim, in general he was the first American who died at his post
due to the betrayal and unexpected attack of the Japanese on Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941.

At this meeting, not only Polish people and believers were present, but also representatives of
other countries and religions, not excluding the veterans of the Jewish religion. There were even two
veterans present of the women’s organization, the WACS. The chairman of this event called upon one of
these WACS to give a talk. This woman and | say this without any reservations, gave not only a talk, but a
real sermon. She spoke from the heart, with conviction and verve. | listened to her talk with curiosity
and wonder. Please listen to her also, because it is well worth it.

One Sunday, a few weeks ago, a man who was about thirty-five years old reclined in a
comfortable rocker in a warm room. He was reading the Sunday paper, looking over the sports’ pages. A
little further away, his twelve year old son was stretched out full length on the floor. He too was reading.
But, he was reading the front page of the newspaper where they place important national and
international news from the entire world, even from the farthest corners of the world.

In today’s edition, the newspaper carried articles of the bloody battles in Korea, the unrest on
the island of Formosa, the revolt of a certain branch in the Philippines; the riots in China and the attack
by the Communists in Tibet; several oppressions in Europe; the formation of new armies in Europe; the
misery and poverty of the nations under the rule of the Communists and more.

| don’t know what inspired the young boy, but he slowly arose from the floor, and holding the
first section of the newspaper in his hands, he went over to his Dad, looked over his shoulder and said,
“Dad, how can you read about sports when such terrible things are happening in the world? Better yet,
show me on a map where these nations are located where there is so much unrest and misfortune, and
explain to me why they can’t live the way that we are living.”
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You will hear the continuation of this extraordinarily interesting talk given by this good veteran
WAC. You will hear it in today’s talk that is entitled:

WHERE THERE IS NO GOD — THERE IS NO HAPPINESS

His father, greatly puzzled and most likely also impatient at the unexpected question of his
young son, told him to bring him the large map of the world. Folded into a roll, this map0 lay on a shelf
of the family library. The boy spread it out on the floor and his father began pointing out that the
Philippines lie here; there is Japan, China, Formosa, Korea, Tibet, Palestine and so on. Here white people
live, over there are black people, over there the people are yellow, over there they are mixed. Here they
profess this religion, over there another religion and again over there no religion. Here they are civilized
over there they are wild and are cannibals.

Despite these lo9ng explanations of the father, the boy was not satisfied. For every statement
made by his father, the boy had another question. This troublesome persistence of his son finally caused
his Dad to lose his patience. He picked up the map from the floor, tore it into pieces and threw them on
the table.

The boy, astonished by his father’s actions, didn’t even flinch. His Dad reseated himself in the
comfortable rocker and was again engrossed in reading the newspaper. There was dead silence in the
room. The boy collected all the pieces of the map and quietly went into the kitchen. He spread out all
the pieces of the torn map on the kitchen table and began putting it together. The work was difficult and
slow but the boy did not stop and soon the map took on its former appearance.

After about a half hour of thumbing through the newspaper, the father finally took his eyes from
the paper and looked about the room. His son was not there. All the pieces of the map had also
disappeared. Puzzled, he rose and looked into the kitchen and what did he see? His son was sitting by
the table. Before him lay the newly put together map, the same map which he, just a short while ago
had torn into pieces in his anger. He was ashamed of himself.

Curiosity took over. He looked at his son who was laboriously and painstakingly working on the
correct and detailed putting together of the rest of the map of the world. Then, as though
unintentionally, he exclaimed: “Well, this has really worked out for you. But, may | ask you, how could
you put all of these pieces together to create the entire map in such a short time? This is an art and
shows cleverness of the highest order.”

The boy raised his eyes to his father and spoke quietly: “Daddy, | didn’t have any difficulty. You
didn’t notice one thing because you didn’t give yourself any time and you were absorbed in reading the
newspaper. But, one the opposite side of this map of the world, there is a huge likeness, a picture of a
man with wide open arms and hands. It was exactly the picture that showed me how to put together the
pieces of the map that you tore. | put together the parts of the man and the parts of the map came
together themselves to create the whole world.”
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With that statement, without any further explanation, the good WAC ended her talk. The
assembly rewarded her with their sincere applause.

I don’t know what the assembled guests were thinking as they were listening to that talk. | sat
there, lost in thought. My imagination was working because it was showing me a restless humanity,
spiritually and morally torn to shreds. How then can nations be peaceful and happy if people do not see
in themselves and in others the dignity and nobility of the origin and the goal of man? For on the reverse
side, let me say of the map of the world and of the nations, by the Hand of the Creator is sketched a
picture, an illustration of Christ the Savior, a picture that is at the moment torn into shreds by people
without faith or conscience. This picture, regardless of the endeavors and efforts of deceitful people,
can never be completely removed and ruined. All of the efforts of diplomats and world leaders to
establish a map of the world in order to assure a lasting peace, happiness and prosperity are useless if
the remaining countries do not come together in the likeness of God the Creator, putting their faith in
Him Who is the Lord of Lords and the Ruler of the entire world.

The world has lost faith in that God and that is why the entire moral order was shaken in its
foundations and certain nations are returning to barbarity. Regardless of the fact as to who believes or
who doesn’t believe that he comes from the Hands of God and that God is the final destination of every
person, it is a fact. Therefore, God determines the entire content, the entire subject matter of man’s life.
The union of God with man and the dependence of man on God is the foundation of religion.

Therefore, one must realize the fact that religion is not some wort of day-dream or some term
of endearment, but it is an obligation, a law of God which flows from the truth that God is the Creator
and Lord and someday, He will also be the Judge of every single person.

Don’t explain yourself that every religion is good and equal because | immediately will ask you:
“Hitlerism was a faith. Communism was and still is a faith. Do you dare to set these two faiths as equals
to the faith of Christ? | don’t think that | must reach more deeply into the bag of history for further
proofs.”

Don’t say that honesty can take the place of faith or that honesty can be considered as faith.
True, it suffices to be an honest person in order to avoid judgment and imprisonment, but it is not
enough to earn for oneself a life of eternal happiness. It suffices to show oneself as innocent before a
human judge, but it is not enough to excuse oneself before God’s judgment.

Furthermore, is there any person on this earth who has not convinced himself that he is an
honest person? Is there even one person on earth who does not want to appear as an honest person?
You probably know gamblers who steal from their wife and children; you know habitual drunkards who
squander their money and their health; you know men who are bunglers, you know wives who are
unfaithful — call their attention to their disreputable behavior, their criminal life. Does any one of them
consider himself or herself as a dishonest person?

Why these are the most honest people on earth. This is how they consider themselves and this
is how they want to be considered, regardless of the price.
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Please also tell me when a crime stopped being a crime and when a wickedness stopped being a
wickedness? Is it because it is hidden or kept in secret? True, you can avoid human judgment, but can
you avoid Divine judgment?

Perhaps you belong to those people who insist that “. . . with death, everything ends.” Good,
but listen to what Voltaire wrote: “At the moment of death, the free-thinker disappears and the
Christian who believes in eternal life reveals himself to his eyes.” Le Bruyere says, “I would like to find a
person who is good-hearted, temperate, just and morally pure who would deny the existence of God
and the immortality of the soul. Unfortunately, you will never find such a person.” The philosopher Kant
speaks thus: “There wasn’t even one honest soul on the earth who would some-day nurse this thought,
that everything ends with death.”

Father Zenon, a Capuchin, adds bluntly: “Only those people deny the immortality of the soul for
whom the fate of man seems to be an oppressive weight, who envy the beasts their senseless lot of
satisfying their carnal joys and they want to dissolve into nothingness. But this will never happen
because the Psalmist sings; “The desires of the impious will vanish.”

Faith teaches us that God is the Lord over man; He is the Lord of the life and work of man, a
greater Lord than the gardener in relation to the tree which he planted, as also of the fruits of that tree.
God having planted you in an earthly garden marked out a special plan for you and appointed a certain
goal for you. You came from the Hand of God and you must work for God. God promised you a reward,
as the Apostle clearly wrote: “As for him who comes to God, one must believe that there is a God and
that He rewards those who seek Him.”

St. Augustine writes that once he asked himself what his soul is lacking because it seemed sad
and dissatisfied, and it seemed to him that he heard a voice saying, “Seek beyond us.” He stood on the
seashore and asked the waves of the sea, “What is lacking to my soul.” And again he heard the voice,
“Seek beyond us.” He asked the heavens and the choirs of angels. The answer resounded: “Seek beyond
us.” It was only now that some invisible power forced him to throw himself on his knees and call out:
“You created me for yourself, Lord, and my heart will not be a peace until it rests in Thee.”

That strange person of whom | spoke to you last Sunday used to think this very same way. As
you already know, that eccentric man of God was our Father Maximilian Kolbe, whose process of
beatification is already in progress. He was a person for whom no burden, no vexations, no tortures, no
prison or concentration camp was able to break him. Why? Because he was a man of a faith. He
understood perfectly that without suffering, trials and failures, there is no human life. The person that
has no faith is the first to break down under the first blast of suffering. He feels alarmed and gets angry,
and not seeing any way out from the vicious circle of adversity and difficulties, he clenches his fists and
curses.

Anyone who has faith has a different outlook on the world, on people and on life because he
looks at all of this not only with his human eyes, but with his eyes of faith. In the light of faith, anxieties,
troubles and annoyances take on value, they dwindle. In the eyes of the unbeliever, they take on weight
create confusion and chaos in the mind, and cause fright and despair.
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A certain pious writer reminds us — “l assure you that faith does not remove any worry, any
disappointment any failure from the life of a believer; no don’t ever expect such miracles. But faith
makes a believer stronger, more courageous and more resistant in the same way that iron is hardened
under the force of the hammer blows and marble becomes more beautiful under the chisel of the
sculptor.

A believer is surrounded by darkness and the puzzles of life but the light of faith which burns in
his soul clears his vision and as a result his eyes shine like two bright windows in the midst of a gloomy
and stormy night.

Fortunate is the one who believes because he does not suffer without consolation and he can
boldly repeat after the poet: “Faith strengthens me and faith restores me to health; how unfortunate is
the one who is deprived of it. Faith pours into my heart on ocean of consolation . . . that is your greatest
grace, O Lord.”

Some of you who are listening to this talk are shaking your heads and murmuring: “None of this
applies to me because | am a Christian and | possess the faith which I inherited from my parents.
Therefore, | am in good shape.”

But wait and don’t be in too great a hurry. Good, you are a Christian but, what kind? You must
know that one Christian differs from another just like day is different from night. There is a Christian by
principles, by actions, by one’s life; there are also Christians by title only, by name, those who only
believe with their lips. Someone named such people tin-plated or straw Christians. Tell me, what good
does it do to confess Christ with your lips but acknowledge false gods with your actions?

Therefore, tell me, brother, what kind of Christian are you? Are you one in word and speech or
in actions and your life? You insist that you have faith. Good, but | dare to ask you once more: What is
your faith like? Is it alive and blossoming — bearing fruit? Or is your faith perhaps lifeless, atrophied,
congealed, barren or sterile?

How often we meet people who regret that they were born into the faith, because on account
of this faith, or perhaps more often on account of their relations with people, they are forced to go to
church, to receive the sacraments, to praying and to observing fasts. Most likely, such a person does not
have a living faith and does not live out that faith. Such a person is not happy and he will never be

happy.

Why should I insist that | have faith if that faith is only on my lips and there is not even a trace of
that faith in my daily life? What good does it do me to call myself a Christian if this Christianity of mine is
only a cold cover, such a very weak and bloodless film, instead of being the main artery spreading health
and spiritual life throughout the mind, heart and soul of a person?

Speaking of faith and stating how fortunate is the person who has faith, | do not have in mind
everyone who says that he has faith, but only those who have a faith that is alive; a faith that is the basis
, the pointer, the manager of their life; a faith which is the motor and the force of their behavior and




