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People, on entering the church, sense or feel their own meaning, their dignity, their greatness
while little children, upon crossing the church threshold, are overcome by the powerful voice of the
organ, they listen to the majestic songs and the melodious Latin words which they don’t understand but
which tell them so much.

Bursting with faith, hope and love, these children go from home to church and then hurry home
from church, bringing with themselves the blessing of God.

The wife returns home with a smile on her face and her husband is much more peaceful. On
Sundays, good will and a sense of satisfaction prevails everywhere.

If anyone wants to recognize Sundays well, one must examine it in the areas of workers for
Sunday brightens, makes pleasant and sweetens this day for them.

You must see Sundays in the suburbs, where already from early morning one feels its soothing
and invigorating effect in those silent closed factories and in the sounds of church bells. Then one
understands the meaning of Sundays. Then one understands that Sunday satisfies the religious needs of
the people, that it satisfies the longing of the conscience and soul of the people.

What saves the world and keeps it from the precipice? the prayer of individuals, the prayer of
families, the prayer of nations and the prayer of the Church. Let me tell you two examples from the
times of World War Il. Someone by the name of Joseph Stemler writes thus:

“In March, 1941, | was arrested and brought to the terrible prison at Pawia. The cell was built to
hold two prisoners and they packed seven of us into it. Among us was the Franciscan priest, Father
Anthony from Niepokalanowa. He had a nice bearing and an ascetic face. His face seemed like that of a
saint on a holy picture. | was therefore very curious about his person.

They brought us a great bucket of soup. | had never in my life eaten such slop, even though | had
been on the wagon and under the wagon. I’'m holding the bowl in my hand and I'm turning my nose
away from the terrible smell of this food.

| meet the lovely spiritual face of Father Anthony. | hear his sonorous voice and distinct words:
‘My dear Sirs, let us pray.” And at that moment he began a prayer. | already had some curse words ready
for the Germans, for our fate and for this soup but, those words died on my lips in the presence of that
prayer. ‘We must eat, men, we must eat to maintain our strength. Otherwise we will grow very weak’
Father Anthony said convincingly. The locksmith and the peasant dig in to t heir soup as though it were a
delicacy. The squad laps it up loudly. Even | try it. But what is this? Did Father Anthony already eat? NO
way! He divided his portion between the locksmith and the peasant. ‘For these men, there somehow
wasn’t enough, and for me, | must fast today’ he said with a smile.

Thus, he wanted to fast every day. But, we rebelled against that move. After dinner, there was
the washing of those bowls. ‘Today is my turn’ he said. Again, he wanted it to be this way every day. We
did not allow it. The clean bowls are already on the shelf.
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We squatted down on the floor. Our bones hurt, our muscles hurt, despair seized our hearts.
Involuntarily our lips whisper, ‘Have mercy on us, God.”

‘And now, men, let us talk about St. Joseph who had to flee to a foreign country.” And from his
lips flowed wonderful words about the Protector of the little Christ. We listen to these words with
growing attention and we forget about the pain in our body and soul; we forget about the prison, about
the sufferings of our families and the uncertainty of our fate.

‘And now, gentlemen, let us say the rosary’ says Father Anthony as he kneels and begins. Thus,
we too, kneel. The successor looked around, saw that we were all kneeling, then he rubbed his knees
and decided to risk it. He first knelt on one knee and later, on the other. After that, every day he knelt
on both knees.

‘And now, gentlemen, let’s pray and lie down on the floor one next to the other, and tomorrow
we will talk about our dear Mother of God.”

That was such a strange cell. There was no cursing and the rest of the prison was full of cursing.
There were no complaints, no charges against others, no arguments.

That Father Anthony was such a godly man; a person of very strong faith; a person of ardent
prayer. That is why he held our hearts and out thoughts in continuous tension and serenity.

Even then when for unruly behavior in the previous section in relation to Scharfuhera SS, they
wanted to starve everyone in our cell and for two days and nights, they didn’t give us any food or water
he, with his serenity and peace, destroyed everyone’ anxiety and fear.

Finally, we were all riding to the concentration camp of Auschwitz. Father Anthony had a terrible
first night in that concentration camp on April 5, 1941. He was still wearing his habit. The SS men
tormented him mercilessly. Their nasty questions — did he ever see God or did he ever see the devil —
constantly repeated vulgar, degenerate, plowmen of Hitler went on without end. He was beaten over
his head, face and eyes with his own rosary. Father Anthony spoke German fluently. He answered their
questions peacefully and carefully despite the fact that blood was dripping from his lips. He surprised
them and made their blood run cold with the sagacity and accuracy of his answers. Despite the fact that
he himself was fainting away due to the cruelest beatings, he prayed loudly for the tortured Jews, and
especially for the lawyer Schenk who was slowly dying under the boots of the SS shock troops.

In the morning, we were divided up into various blocks. On Holy Wednesday, we met at a work
site. It was very cold and we were only dressed in the light, striped German prison uniform. We were
carrying merchandise from the demolished houses in the suburb of Auschwitz. This was one of the
German ways of finishing off their prisoners.

Father Anthony was extremely weak. He kept falling every few minutes under the weight of the
beams. He prayed fervently and from his eyes there sparkled uncanny flashes of light. The guards beat
him falling, for his lack of strength. From the movement of his arms and general behavior, | suspected
that he suffered severe swelling.
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However, he never complained. He was terribly thin. He had a beautiful ascetic face. When we
were getting in line to march back to the camp, the prisoners from his group of twenty were pulling him
out of the wayside ditch. | never saw him again.

However, | learned that he died shortly after. In the terrible hours of my life, | always prayed to
this magnificent believing and constantly praying Franciscan. Even today, in moments of alarm, fear and
fright | call upon him for help.

Gustaw Morcinek, a Catholic writer wrote — ‘In the concentration camps, everything was a
denial of God.” The prisoners were horrified at the sight of so much crime and they were full of fear,
such an animal fear for their own life. For this reason, they asked themselves: ‘Is there a God or isn’t
there a God?’ This was a terrible cry, the cry of man locked in at the very bottom of hell, a helpless cry
petrified in deformed fingers, in wide open staring eyes and in a wide open mouth.

But, finally there came about the seeking of paths to God — a seeking that was arduous,
stubborn and continuous. The prisoners became seekers of God. They dug into their memories for
former prayers, they began to recite them constantly even in secret and they even created their own
prayers and gave them unusual meanings. They believed, just like children believe that if they don’t say
these prayers in the morning, they will surely face hunger, beatings, some sort of harm and maybe even
death.

Religiosity multiplied in the camp, but it was different from the religiosity of people who were
free. It was a deep, simple religiosity, often adorned and confirmed by long reasoning and the
investigation of the laws of God. The presence of priests as prisoners in these camps favored this vision.

A person in the camp who had forgotten about God for many years, had given up praying, now
yearned to pray and make his confession. During the times when this was strictly forbidden, prisoners
confessed to a priest during a walk on a prison street, while they were working, somewhere in nooks
and corners. It was very important so that the room guard or the SS man of their block didn’t see for in
that case they were in danger of an outburst of bestiality from them.

This unusual rebirth of religion in the concentration camps brought about that a person now fell
less often spiritually, that he looked at happenings with the eyes of faith, that he achieved heroism.

How else can one explain the behavior of this young boy from Slask. A student, he was brought
to Dachau, whipped and severely beaten by the Gestapo and finally condemned to death by hanging.
“What is death?” he said to me a few days before his execution. “For me, death is extremely simple. For
me, it is the same thing as crossing a threshold, going from one room into another. | will hesitate a little
on the threshold for | don’t know what I'll find in the next room. But, | believe that it will be something a
hundred times more joyful, something that is difficult to express in words.”

When they were leading him to a bunker, he walked peacefully, but his lips were moving in
prayer. On the next day, they hanged him near the crematorium.
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With this story, | end my talk on the need and the results of prayer. Let us pray. Let us talk to
God. Prayer that is constant, humble and confident will help us in life and in the hour of death.
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December 7, 1952
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Heavy, leaden clouds moved close to the earth. It was only five o’clock and already darkness
covered the earth; in addition to that, it was raining cats and dogs and mercilessly lashed the faces of
passersby and created puddles of water, dirt and mud. It was such an average autumn evening — heavy,
gloomy and sad.

In a little wooden house in a suburb of Buffalo, a sad, tearful woman sat. She sat at the table in
the kitchen. Evidently she was highly nervous. Every few minutes she was opening the door to the
bedroom where four small children were asleep on an old iron bed. Time and again she would go to the
window and fix her eyes on the evening darkness as though she was searching for someone. Then she
returned to the table and her gaze sought help and solace in the painting of Our Lady of Sorrows that
hung on the wall.

Not only were the heavens weeping, but also the heart of this wife and mother. Why? Because
she had a husband who was an incorrigible, habitual drunkard and gambler, who gambled away
whatever money he did not spend on drink, paying no attention to the poverty at home and ignoring the
tears of his children and the pleas of his wife.

He had just left about a half hour ago as was his custom, in order to meet with a group in a
saloon who were just like him, drunkards and card players. When his wife, in tears, begged him to stay
home, this villain beat her mercilessly. She felt very abused and her tears streamed down her black and
blue face and moistened the old, worn out oil cloth on the table. She looked with pain at her past and it
was almost in despair that she looked at the future, for she would see a threatening, terrible,
unavoidable misery that was drawing closer. What should she do? Where can she seek help? Can it be
true that there is no help for her anywhere?

At that moment, her tear-filled eyes glanced at the worried countenance of Our Lady of
Sorrows. By some strange force she was presented with the thought that at least this Blessed Mother
cannot be indifferent6 to her suffering or to the adversity of these innocent little children. She is
everyone’s Mother, therefore she must have compassion. Not only compassion but she must help for
this doesn’t only concern her personally, as much as it concerns her small, innocent children. Why this
Mother understands well, she understands perfectly what motherly love is like and what sincere worry
entails. Therefore, this Mother will not refuse she will never refuse her help.

Quietly, this mother went to the bed and woke her four children. Together with them, she knelt
before the picture and they prayed ten Hail Mary’s for the conversion of her husband. She had probably
never before prayed so ardently and never with such conviction that her and the children’s prayers will
be answered. It seemed to her that the weeping face of the Blessed Mother gently smiled to her and her
praying children.




image2.jpeg
It is finally Friday, the day of weekly pay. Her husband stands at the pay window. He takes the
money that he earned, puts it into his pocket, turns on his heel and heads straight home. All of his
friends, lovers of cards and the bottle waited for him at the saloon in vain.

What happened to this person? Why that sudden, strange change? Don’t ask me, but let that
wife and mother, who with gratitude in her voice and heart and with tears of joy in her eyes said to me:
“Father, my faith in God’s Providence and my prayers and those of my children converted my husband
and gave my children a caring and sober father.”

Where did | get this story? From real life for this happened around 1919, shortly before the
introduction of the ill-fated Prohibition. From here we continue our radio talk under the title:

THE RESULTS OF NOT PRAYING

| had already mentioned in previous talks that just as a person needs air in order to live, just so
is prayer necessary for man’s soul. Without air, a person dies; without prayer, the soul becomes
paralyzed, falls into a lethargy, a condition of apparent death.

A person who does not pray, quickly becomes discouraged in life and often deliberately
shortens his life, cynically claiming that life is not worth living, that life has no purpose and therefore it is
better to not exist than it is to exist. Even on the threshold of death, he despairs, blasphemes and curses
God.

At this moment | reach for the arguments used by a certain preacher who argued thus: “The
neglect of prayer by an individual causes other misfortunes. The first of these is the complete
disappearance of common prayer in families. The Savior said: ‘And you, when you pray, enter into your

chamber. Pray to your Father in secret, and your Father hears you in secret.

This is the prayer of an individual — sweet, vivifying and bringing peace. But, because man is not
a lone creature on earth, but a social creature, a part of society, therefore the prayer of an individual is
not sufficient. Evidently, this is why Jesus said: “Where two or three are gathered in My Name, there am
|in the midst of them.”

It is worth remembering that phrase two or three are gathered in MY Name. First the married
couple, praying together — better, purer, permanently, loving one another forever. In the prayer of a
married couple, there exists an unusual force, an unbreakable durability. When a married couple pray
together it is like a beneficent light rain falling daily on the burning crosses of life, as a balm healing the
hurts of married life.

Praying in common is mutual forgiveness; it closes up wounds and sores. And if the married
couple is so fortunate that they encounter any clouds or shadows, then that prayer of feeling, which is
sometimes rather earthly, pours something other worldly, something heavenly which strengthens their
love and does not allow it to ever cool.
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“Two or three who are assembled together in My Name.” Who else does that include? With the
father and the mother are their children. A child will never learn to pray if he does not learn at his
mother’s knees, and later, when he is a little older, at his father’s side.

It is not enough for the father to say: “My daughter, go to pray.” He must say, “Daughter, come
to pray.” And better: “My son, my daughter, let’s pray together.”

Prayer in common is for the children a school for respecting their parents. They will never honor
their father more as when they see him every evening, kneeling with head bowed before God. How
much dignity and how much authority children see in their father when he kneels in prayer. Will we still
see some day that beautiful sight of a family united in prayer?

Here the father lost out the most. Ignoring prayer, sneaking out of the room stealthily at the
moment that the mother and the children are kneeling down to pray — for since the husband already
doesn’t pray, since he doesn’t want to know about things pertaining to God, he gives up the right to the
title of the master of the house.

And how do you bring up children? Tell me, you fathers of families, are you able to give a
Christian direction to that upbringing since your soul does not have anything of God in it and cannot
pour anything godly into that young soul?

If we want to regain the true spirit of the bond of marriage and return to the peace and joy of
family life in which souls have the right to happiness, there must be a return to faith and to common
prayer together in families. It is important, so very important for father, mother and their children again
to kneel together at the feet of Jesus. Then the words of that Divine Teacher will be fulfilled: “Where
there are two or three gathered together in My Name, | am in the midst of them.”

No doubt that you are surprised that for years | have been encouraging you to get into the habit
of praying together a part of the rosary together after finishing your supper. Instead of hurrying off to
the newspaper, the radio or to the television, why not kneel there at the table and together pray at least
one mystery of the rosary? That won’t take any more than four or five minutes. You stand and talk with
a neighbor sometimes for half an hour. You can gossip with a neighbor lady — for that you have time but,
for a three or four minute talk with God you have no time. And this is just too bad!

It is perhaps because of the neglect of praying together that is one of the main reasons why so
many children send so many elderly mothers and fathers to public shelters or homes for the aged,
leaving them to be taken care of by the goodness of strangers? | often think about that. Now let’s go
further.

However sad is the disappearance of the prayer of individuals and praying together as a family,
what is even sadder and more disturbing is the disappearance of national prayer.

A nation is not a casual and passing group of a certain number of persons gathered together in
one certain area. A nation, that living thing which God created; that living thing, having its own mission,
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having a soul, a creature that can suffer, be exposed to danger, and can die, and which must know
prayer, since it knows poverty, misery, hunger and need.

All nations must pray, and those nations who stopped praying, have either already disappeared
or they will disappear. No nation can live without prayer especially in these present times, these times
of confusion and chaos. Fervent, unanimous national prayers could become almighty. They would crush
the mountains of pride, private interests, discords and hatreds. They could lift, cure and unite nations.
Then the Savior’s promise would be fulfilled: “Where two or three are gathered together in My Name,
there | am in their midst.”

Finally, higher than individual prayer, higher than family and national prayer, stands the prayer
of the Church for here, it is not two, three or several who kneel to pray but, it is the entire Church. The
Church is that huge congregation of souls, families and nations that gathers all of the petitions of
humanity expresses them in prayer and throws them under the feet of God the Creator. No person on
earth knows how to fittingly describe the beauty and power of the prayer of the Church. In this prayer,
one can feel the vibration of all of the chords of the soul that are capable of moving the heart of God
and moving to tears the hearts of noble people.

These prayers flow with the confidence that they will be heard; they are, as it were, an entreaty
to the tender heart of a loving Mother. How could God possibly remain deaf to such entreaties? Most
definitely the angels listen to these prayers with tenderness.

The prayers of the Church have their solemn day — Sunday. On a Sunday, prayers flow to the
Creator from the entire world. One can boldly maintain that it is on a Sunday that one senses the
presence of God among the people. The Polish citizen of Lwow was right when he told me with a smile,
“My dear Father, in Lwow one could already on Saturday feel in the air that tomorrow is Sunday. And on
Sunday, it felt as though Jesus Himself was walking the streets and alleys of Lwow.” How beautifully that
was stated.

Alphonse Daudet, a French novelist who died in 1897 says this: “I recall what happened to me
when | was a child. Waking up in the morning, | felt good and knew that today is Sunday. A bird was
singing beautifully in the gushes under my window; the church bells were ringing joyously; the air was
filled with fragrances; the sky was so clear and the sun was so bright. | didn’t understand this secret and
| asked myself how could nature change on an appointed day. It was only later that | understood.

On Sunday, everyone goes to church, to the temple which is not only God’s home, but also the
home of all people. Children go there, rich people who live in palaces go there, poor people who live in
huts go there. All people need these churches and need the solemnities which the church celebrates.

Sunday is the real solemnity of a people. In a Catholic church all the fine arts are joined together
sculpture, painting, music and above all else speech. Yes, speech. Even though sometimes the words of
the preacher are not learned, nevertheless through the very nature of the truth announced through
them, by touching certain chords in the souls of the people, they always become eloquent.




