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At any rate, | am living very differently than I did when I was at home. I pray all the time for God to
protect me from death — although I would prefer death rather than becoming as crippled as some of the soldiers
are whom I see here. I beg you to pray for me and may God’s Will be done!

This, my dear listeners, is what our own prayer should always be — “May God’s Will be done!” Whether in
times of happiness or times of misfortune, when everything goes well for us or when nothing goes well, whether
we have plenty or have nothing, whether we are in sickness or in good health — because among people nothing
happens by accident! God watches over the world and His Providence directs our fate. We must also
understand and remember that the Lord God doesn’t want everything that happens, but he allows things to
happen because He has endowed man with a free will which God will neither destroy nor thwart. This explains
why there are transgressions, crimes and great injustices. It often happens that what appears to be an evil to us,
Divine Providence takes this and turns it into something beneficial for us.

If we want to be true Christians and true believers in Christ, let us go to Him and not only when He is
distributing bread and manna but let’s walk with Him and beside Him when He is distributing crosses. Finally,
please consider — Do comforts and easy circumstances, recreation and entertainment toughen ones strengths and
powers of endurance and produce courageous and heroic soldiers? On the other hand it is shortages, lack of
comforts, a hard bed, a rough uniform, black or brown bread — in other words, a simple self-sacrificing style of
life which prepares a person for the performance of heroic deeds which the world admires and praises. Aren’t
all of us — or rather — shouldn’t all of us be soldiers for Christ? We forget about that. We want God the Father
to give us — immediately — all that we consider our due. We don’t say “I beg You” but “I must have!” then,
when we do not receive whatever we had been praying for, we become angry and accuse God of not being
good, of being unjust and even uncaring and cruel. Why do we have problems and those others have it so
good? So it goes on — without any reason! God’s Providence serves as the reins by which God directs our life.
Always and everywhere, let us end our prayers with “Thy Will be done!” for that is the Lord’s prayer: “Father,

may Your Will and not mine be done!”
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January 20, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Man very willingly praises all his strengths. He boasts about all of his abilities, extols all his talents and
takes great pride in his handsome appearance. However, he scarcely ever admits to the truth, because that truth
presents him with a picture of man as he truly is. Mean and miserable, weak and helpless, indecisive and
changeable. Man, left to himself, is like that morning mist. It is there and then, suddenly it disappears. Man is
like a weak cutting that sways and bends according to the direction from which the wind blows. Man is likened
to a soap bubble that bursts and spatters into a thousand pieces at the first good blast of an enemy. Man is like
that bug that is crushed by small misfortune, a case of being crushed, an accident grinding him into the dust!
However, a proud and self-conceited man does not reflect on these truths. On the other hand, as I have already
mentioned, he swells up and praises himself, pursues glory for himself and seeks praise. People’s opinion about
his greatness and his abilities constitute for him the sweetest daily nourishment. Thus these human peacocks
develop; they are brilliant for a while and for some time are admired by the world!

Can we speak to such a person about God? That’s superfluous! Can we lecture him about church? That’s
not needed! Can we remind him about faith? That’s totally childish! Can we point out God’s commandments?
That’s old-fashioned and totally worn out! Can we call him to prayer? That’s funny! Who feels the need for
prayer anymore? Who wants to pray?

Yet, God allows thoughts to cross our minds that present God’s truths which are eternal truths and which
we are not permitted to forget or discard! We often hear about incidents at the mention of which our
conscience, awakening from its lethargy of coldness and indifference, begins to call and cry out to us. There are
also times when we are eye-witnesses to happenings which remind us of our obligations and we become numb
with fear lest the same thing may happen to us. Finally, it may really happen that the Hand of God touches us
painfully, in order to keep us from going over the cliff, to which we had been headed all during our life. Then,
if we haven’t totally renounced our faith, if there still remains in our heart a tiny flicker of hope and love has not
yet completely died out — then, we take stock of ourselves, we recognize ourselves for what we have become,
admit our helplessness and begin to seek the narrow path which leads to peace and happiness.

However, if we have betrayed our faith, discarded all hope and trampled upon love, then truly — we should
beware! Will we then go to the world and to other people with all our regrets? Will that help us in any way?
What we will find will be indulgent smiles and jeers. Sometimes we will find others being joyous and happy
due to our misfortune and failure! Will we perhaps turn to God? I doubt it very much. Pride and self-conceit
will not allow it. Then, this lowly man begins to revile, curse and blaspheme God the Creator, because it is
always the will of God that prevails and not the will of man. How much more can I say by just using words?

Here are a few illustrations taken directly from people’s lives. These true-to-life examples always deliver
the message in the clearest and easiest to understand manner:

OUR WILL BE DONE

In the Lord’s Prayer, we say: “Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy kingdom come,
Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven.” I repeat this emphasizing the plea: “Thy will be done on earth as it
is in heaven.” Our words ask for this but, do our daily actions ask for this? Or, does our prayer say, “Our will
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be done on earth as it is in heaven?” Nor is that sufficient for the plea on our lips actually becomes an order.
The creature dares to command the Creator — “Our will must be carried out not only on earth but also in
heaven.” God pays little or no attention to such empty and silly claims of human creatures. God in His
Providence watches over this world, directs the fates of nations and individuals in a manner that is often little
understood by us but is always intelligent and just.

The unbelievers ascribe such incidents to fate, chance, accident or fatalism while we call out — “Who is like
our God Who lives on high and watches over all things below?” or “This happened because of God and it is a
marvel in our eyes!”

Chicago, Illinois — December 15, 1934

Dear Father,

I cannot understand why I am suffering and why God is punishing me this way. Is it because of my
parents? Because of my husband? I have always tried my best to lead a good life. I have never —in even the
smallest thing — done anything to hurt anyone.

When I was eighteen, I left my home because conditions there were unbearable. Our father was a drunkard,
and our mother, perhaps due to her nervousness, constantly swore at us and called us names. Instead of living
in such a hell, I left home. I met a young man in the place where I worked. He was Catholic but was of a
different nationality. We got married and at the beginning things went rather well. In time, everything changed
and my situation became worse than it had been when I had been living with my parents. Within four years, I
lost three children — all of whom died a few months after birth. Now, my last child — an eight-year old son —
died shortly before the holidays.

Now, I do not understand anything, nor do I really care about anything. Our house seems so very empty
and when my husband returns late at night, I have to listen to his complaints, arguments and cursing.

1 no longer have any desire to pray because I feel it is all so very useless and God is not listening to me.
But, why is God taking revenge on me by taking away all of my children? Besides, I have also lost my health!
Now, there is nothing left for me to look forward to besides death and the grave!

Is God really just? There are so many other wives and mothers who have no such problems. Some of them
even murder their own children — and yet they go everywhere and enjoy themselves — while I just weep and
suffer. When I go to visit these graves at the cemetery, I become so full of despair that I cannot remember
where I live and can’t find my way back home! Why did such a terrible misfortune befall me? All my life I've
never had anything but evil and trouble! Why should I therefore continue to live and suffer?

To this poor, doubting individual who is full of pain and desperation, and to any others who may be in the
same situation, I would like to present a picture of another incident that was described by an unknown author. It
is worth listening to:

“Pale, practically unconscious, held under arms by her husband and brothers, she staggered along. She did
not see the worried faces of her relatives nor the tears of the children. All she saw was that little white coffin
that seemed to be floating somewhere in the air amid flowers and torches. The melancholic singing of the
priest, the rattle of the waiting cabs, and the hushed murmur of all the people who were present — all of this in
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her darkened state of mind created a type of impenetrable darkness — a fathomless abyss. There were moments
when she completely lost touch with reality. She walked as in a heavy, painful dream. It was only a louder
word or a stronger burst of wind that awoke her from her faint and the thought flashed through her mind — that
terrifying thought — “funeral” — “the funeral of little Sophie!” Then a desperate groan of immense pain was torn
from her breast and her lips were twisted in a sudden spasm of unspeakable pain. But her eyes were totally dry
for she did not shed a single tear! This was the worst part!

The sad funeral cortege wound its way through the streets and finally stood at the gates of the cemetery.
The spring sun shone brightly, the trees shone with their fresh new foliage, here and there could be heard the
twitter of the birds — a type of lively happiness pervaded this entire scene creating a certain melancholy contrast
in this forest of crosses and tombs.

The grave-diggers stood leaning on their shovels, indifferent, with the thoughtless expression on their faces
that are typical of hard-working people.

When the priest intoned, “Requiescat in pace” the choir group assisting him joined in and a song filled the
air — a sad accompaniment to the mournful groans of the despairing mother. At that she felt the irrepressible
urge to seize that little coffin and run away to — somewhere at the other end of the world....- Yet, she had to
commit her to the cold damp earth. She hears the words, “For the soul of little Sophie, please say three Our
Fathers, three Hail Mary’s and three Eternal Rests.” Therefore, with trembling lips she begins to pray: “Our
Father, Who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy Kingdom come, Thy will...” — Here, she falters and
buries her face in her hands. She cannot agree and be reconciled to God’s will and finds it impossible to say
these words of humility and resignation! Her entire being rebels against God and the words of prayer disappear
from her lips. Her deeply pious, believing nature fights, frets and fumes — but to no avail! Her inner rebellion
grows and when clods of earth begin falling upon the little casket with the remains of her child, with a heart-
rending cry and her outstretched arm raised in threat to heaven, she collapsed, unconscious!

Days, weeks and months went by and instead of her pain decreasing, it multiplied within her soul and tore
her away from her eternal life. With tears her husband implored her to try to regain control of herself and her
life, but nothing helped. Her other three little children would kneel at her knees and timidly caress her. She
responded by mechanically smoothing their hair while her thoughts escaped to the cemetery — to that little grave
covered with flowers. It was there — by this grave — that she spent the greater part of each day. Even the much
cooler weather of autumn did not keep her away.

On one of these hopeless mornings, a quiet melancholy seems to spread on the wings of fog from the
overcast skies while she sat on a stone bench staring at the little earthen mound that concealed her happiness
forever. She sat there motionless, for a long, long time. Suddenly, she heard a voice behind her: “Lady, are you
feeling sick? Do you want some water?” She turned her head and saw a middle-aged woman standing there
with a sprinkling can in her hand, observing her respectfully with her faded eyes.

“Thank you,” she replied, “but I am not ill. But, I did want to call attention to the fact that today I found
my little grave completely covered with dead leaves. I had arranged with someone to keep this little grave in
perfect order...- I remember now...- I had arranged this with a young, very pretty girl.”

The older woman, sighing deeply, responded, “Please don’t get upset. From now on, I will take care of
this!”
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“And why doesn’t that young girl take care of it?”

“Because that young pretty girl died!”

“She died?” she asked with sudden interest.

The older woman responded: “We buried her yesterday, my poor dear. Death took away my dearest,

sweetest daughter, the only support that I had for my old age!”

“Was she an only child?”

“Oh, my dear Lady! I had given birth to eight children — three of whom died while still in the cradle. Our
Blessed Mother took them to her Kingdom. The others were growing up so beautifully...but...God’s Will be
done! Two of my grown sons were working in the brick-yards. They were earning money and I was able to
relax a little, when one day, they brought them back to me — two corpses! Oh, sweetest Jesus! They had gone
to swim in the clay pits and they both drowned! Supposedly one tried to rescue the other...and they both
perished! As to the rest of my children? Two of my young daughters died of smallpox. At that time, very
many people died from that. Then, all T had left was my one and only joy — Mary.

Finally, my husband found a job in this area and we moved here. Things were beginning to look much
better for us — until my husband became sickly, was coughing a lot and something was causing him to have
shooting pains in his body — probably as a result of heavy lifting — and the poor thing died two years ago!

The younger woman, shaken out of her melancholy, gazed with great admiration and sympathy at this older
woman’s sad, wrinkled face that bore an expression of serenity. She questioned her: “What are you doing
now?” The older woman smiled — “They left me here to take care of this place. Everybody in my family is
buried here and I am waiting for my turn! I keep repeating that this is the Will of God. Jesus is testing me now,
but then — I will see them again in heaven! While I wait for that to happen, I am trying to earn my eternal
salvation!”

The younger woman, who was very pale, pulled out her purse and gave some money to the older woman:
“Please take good care of this grave!” The older woman bowed, thanking her for the generous offering. “Be at
peace,” she said, “I will go immediately to buy some flowers and I will decorate my daughter’s grave also.
Praised be Jesus Christ!” With that promise, the elderly woman left, leaving that young mother standing there,
lost in her thoughts!

“How can this be? That simple uneducated woman has more will power, more resignation and a deeper
faith than I do. She was not complaining but peacefully and with resignation she’s bearing her cross and
waiting! Then, here am I who have parents, duties and other children and I am bent over, forgetful of
everything and drowning in my sorrow! Isn’t this just egoism and the height of selfishness?” With such
thoughts, the young mother’s face became scarlet. She suddenly reminded herself that since the day of the
funeral, no prayer had passed her tightly closed lips and the sweet words of the Savior: “Come to Me, all you

who are burdened ...” had not found any entrance to her hardened heart. Great and deep sorrow flooded her
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heart and she began to feel her tears coursing down her cheeks, the first tears since that terrible moment. Her
knees buckled as she knelt to embrace that little tombstone while, between sobs, her pale lips whispered, “Thy
Will be done!™

I have before me a letter that is dated August 4, 1918. It was written by a soldier who was at the battle-
field. The author is a young man, who when he was living at home, found it very difficult to go to church. He
never was in the mood to kneel in order to pray and found it most difficult to go to Confession. Basically, this
young man was not totally bad, but he was very thoughtless and flighty. To dress up elegantly and have a good
time at dances and games was — in his opinion — the height of happiness. Since his parents were rather well-off,
he was just a play-boy enjoying life.

Then the government began drafting young men into the armed forces and he was drafted. At that time he
had no understanding of the meaning and horror of war. How well I remember the day that he was leaving for
camp. His parents, — especially his mother — were drowning in tears while his brother and sisters were so heart-
broken that they couldn’t say a word. In the face of this, he remained indifferent and rather arrogant. However,
it is evident that the hardships in camp and the rigors of army life changed his outlook on life. Please listen as I
read his letter:

Dear Father,

Thank you most sincerely for the cigarette money that you sent me. You have no idea how I feel when I
receive a letter from you, Father. Now I remember everything you told me — How many times you called my
attention to things and warned me — and I made light of it all and never took anything to heart. Presently I am
in the trenches out on the battle-field and it seems to me that the end of the world is near. There is death before
us and above us — beckoning us to dance. Instead of an orchestra, bombs are bursting and gunfire is present
everywhere. I can hear the cries and the moans of the wounded. Once in a while cursing or blasphemy can be
heard, but more often one still hears the quietly whispered prayers of these soldiers. It is hard to see so much
blood flowing from our wounded soldiers and at times we have no choice but to lay in it. We hide in these
trenches like the animals do and we fight like these beasts, also.

It is only now that I know what it means to pray. If one didn’t pray, he would surely become insane seeing
a mine explode ripping apart some soldiers causing a shower of separate body parts — hands, arms, legs and
even severed heads falling from the sky to the ground. Ihave been lucky so far even though I was wounded
twice. They didn’t send me to the hospital but tended to me and sent me back to the battle-field. We are all at

the battle front and wonder what will happen.




