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even though he became a slave he did not cease to be a human being. To this the general
responded: “You, a human being, you dare to say you are a human being?! Several months
you are in my service and not even once did | see you pray to your God!” This what this
pagan, Muslim considered the Christian who did not pray to God! When the Apostle of the
nations defended himself before the King Agryppa negating the accusations leveled

against him, among others he said: “What could be unworthy of faith in this, that God raised
the dead”? Why we can’t do it? We don’t want to believe that God can come with miraculous
help for those who are pressed against the wall, to those who lost all hope in human help,
when they with all the confidence beg God for help and will not stop asking him for that
help. The examples cited for you today are a clear proof, that God hears and answers prayers.
Just as before so it is today that final need, final misery of man is a proper time for God’s
mercy!
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| greet you my fellow compatriots in a traditional Polish way: Praised be, Jesus
Christ!

January 6, 1952

Whenever | am with the priests of my community in Athol Springs, | frequently

enter our chapel for a short confidential but sincere prayer. Once to give homage

to the hidden Jesus to thank him for some grace received or a petition that he does

not forget me, that I'm still on this earth. At another time to have a talk with our
Blessed Mother about troublesome matters which painfully weigh on me, so that

I would not become discouraged and indifferent and neglected my obligations. The
third time | poke my head into the chapel so that | could whisper to our St. Anthony,
sometimes praising him, or to threaten him that he disappointed me! After such
excursions to the chapel | feel peaceful and content then the work goes a lot better!
Sometimes | forget the problems that trouble me and | don’t think about those troubles
which may fall on my shoulders tomorrow! And so a week before beginning the Rosary
Hour in this season, 28 of October, | put my used coat over my shoulders and entered
the chapel. The day was cloudy and so even the chapel was somewhat dimmed! | knelt
down before he statue of St. Anthony which is on the right side of the chapel, right next
to the side altar of St. Joseph, and almost directly underneath the stained glass window
of our Servant of God Father Raphael Chylinski, whose process for beatification is in
course in Rome. Moving fingers over the beads of the Rosary | almost didn’t notice that
someone else entered the chapel right behind me and knelt down in the pew behind me.
| thought that it might be one of our students, because they too, enter the chapel from
time to time! | was mistaken. After a while | heard some murmur. | raised my head and
saw that a young man, a soldier, parachutist, was approaching communion rail. He
limped slightly. He knelt by the altar of Blessed Mother. From his uniform pocket he
pulled a black rosary. He set his cap on the steps of the altar and kneeling straight like a
candle prayed the Hail Mary’s. Piety of this soldier intrigued and interested me. He
prayed very ardently. His eyes were focused on Mary. He finished the Rosary, he went
and lit the vigil light. Then knelt before the statue of St. Anthony and here, too, he lit

a vigil light. After a short prayer he started to leave the chapel, | stopped him. His face
betrayed astonishment especially when | spoke to him in a whisper. “Soldier, | said, |
admire your piety. I'll bet you have a story to tell and | would like to hear it.” The soldier
Smiled at me and began his story in Polish: “Father, | joined the army and was assigned
to the parachutist division. In January of last year, | was sent to Korea. In March, our
division was dropped behind the line of our own army, and unfortunately too close

to Communist soldiers who chopped us to pieces! For three days and four nights | lay
very seriously wounded. | lost much blood but luckily | was conscious. All that time
held the Rosary in my hand and prayed Hail Mary’s. Some voice kept whispering: “Help
will come and you will be saved. On the fourth day American helicopter came down

| was evacuated to the American field hospital! Here, | healed from the wounds,

even though there was a possibility of poisoning. Despite that the doctors had to remove
a piece of bone to save my leg from gangrene. Prayer saved my life and leg!”
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From this story we proceed to our talk titled: 9
“The Soldiers Speak With God!”

Ancient English proverb affirms that ultimate human hopelessness is the right
moment of God’s action, in other words, frequently Providence of God acts only
then, when the human situation in the eyes of others is hopeless, everything seems
to be lost. Here is the example | am citing from a letter written to the parents by an
eighteen-year old soldier; Robert E. William: “Dear Parents: Most likely you have
already received an official notice that | was wounded in action! Don’t worry about
too much! Despite severe shoulder pains, | was really very lucky. Many of my fellow
soldiers will never return home. On their graves stands a wooden cross! Many others have
have lost their arms and legs, and three or four have lost their sight. | just returned from
the Holy Sacrifice of Mass, which was celebrated for us by the priest not too far from the
front! During the celebration | cried like a baby! | was so moved by a special care of me by
God, when during this horrible night our positions were bombed mercilessly that the
earth shook under us, and then several thousands of enemy soldiers cut us from
our own! Then | realized, and others did too, I'm sure, that only God had saved us!
All of us prayed as only we knew how! | prayed till dawn! | prayed God to save my life
And get me out of this hell so that | could see you. And as you see, God heard my
prayer! After this experience, realized the value of prayer and know how to value
God's goodness and mercy!” He was completely right. An American author, not even
a Catholic, wrote that If a man was sinking in the sea a thousand feet from the shore,
not even hoping for man’s help, turned ardently to God for help, | believe that God would
send him the help! These are undeniable proofs which stand before our eyes, just as
the rock of Gibraltar, does not give in to mines, we heard from every division of armed
forces wherever our men were found during the Second World War! Official documents,
army reports deposited at Washington, D.C., eloquently testify about the truthfulness of
the events! Records show that the fighters on land, sea and air, that soldiers, sailors and
air crews, when they were in need and indescribable dangers, when they could not
expect any human help, with fervent confidence and deep faith prayed and sought help
from God, undoubtedly God heard their prayers, and saved them from certain death!
We read how some, even hardened and unbending, lukewarm and indifferent toward faith,
were not ashamed to bend the knee and publicly kneel down and pray aloud, which once
he/she prayed at home and now completely forgot or put aside, just like a child throws
away his toys which by now no longer interest him; but now frightened by his inability to
do anything, reaches out for the discarded toy, just as a drowning person reaches out for
a piece of board, in his last effort to stay alive! We read how sailors, from torpedoed ships,
the crews from downed airplanes, swam in rubber dinghies, not only a day or two, but
a whole week without food or drink, prayed and hoped that God would send the help!
The shipwrecked were saved and today they witness to the miraculous care of God!
Actually we shouldn’t be surprised, that the fighters, in gravest danger, following the
example of the father of our country — George Washington, who knelt on the snow at
Valley Forge, following the example of great Abraham Lincoln, humbly asking for God’s
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God’s help In the critical and changing moments of the Civil War! He, Lincoln, said to the
Members of his cabinet: “Without the help of Divine Providence, who watches over me,

| cannot have any luck, but with the help of God everything becomes possible!” Lincoln
was not ashamed to ask for this help, in frequent and ardent prayer! It is worth to pray.
Prayer is useful! Unusual results come from prayer. This is what Major Allen Lindberg

said. He was a pilot of a “flying fortress,”which for some mechanical malfunction on the
way to Australia, fell into the sea. It seemed that there was no help for the pilot and nine
crew members! But listen to what | am reading in the report given by the Major: We fell
into the sea in the early morning! We managed to get into our rubber flat boat. There

was no time to think about our canned food and water! We were deathly terrified with

the exception of our sharpshooter. He pulled the Rosary from his pocket and began
praying. In addition, he showed such unusual peacefulness, which added courage and

hope to all of us that all was not lost! After a day of fighting with huge sea waves, he turned
to us saying: “Don’t be afraid. Not only do | believe, but | also know that God will send us
help!” Three days and three nights the waves threatened us with drowning; our lips cracked
and tongues swelled from thirst and fever. Our sharpshooter barely whispered prayers.

On the fourth day very far away we spotted an outline of a coral island from whose shore
three small boats were leaving. To our great surprise, they turned in our direction! When
they came closer we noticed those were kayaks, and three naked, dark skinned, Australian
natives. How did they find themselves on this uninhabited island. They said they were
returning from a fishing expedition when some mysterious voice commanded them to
change direction and spend the night on this uninhabited island, that’s how they noticed
the shipwrecked, when they were returning home. So there is Providence of God! It is worth
then, to supplicate it. The second incident confirming the power of prayer is also found in
department of war. Here the main character was General Nathan F. Twining, leader of the
thirteenth squadron of American flying! Listen to his witness: Our fortress fell into the open
sea, which tossed us like a small board! The crew of fifteen managed to crawl out onto our
rubber flat boats, the huge sea waves threatened us with drowning, in addition we didn’t
have even a drop of drinking water. All we had is a piece of chocolate and a small can of
sardines and two birds which | shot with the revolver, and we ate those uncooked! How
good they tasted!! After five days of hunger and thirst which cracked our lips and tongues
swelled, we looked up and saw three planes, which never used this route before. They
noticed us and we were saved!! After a brief silence, the general added. We were helpless
and that’s why | began praying aloud. All prayed with me. There were no sceptics. All of us
knew that it was prayer that brought us help!” Yes, many, very many, in the armed forces,
experienced the power of prayer, those were usually the persons, who in their civil lives, took
prayer very lightly, ignored it, and jeered those who prayed! When death looked them in
the eyes, mercilessly and unyieldingly, when they couldn’t see any help from people, only
then, they called on God for help! | have the feeling that the good God waited for that
moment is to show them that he is their father and they are his children; to prove to them
his existence, to show them his omnipotence and might. That is why he performed miracles
for them!

In our times there are swarms of sceptics in the world; that is, unbelievers and doubters

of truth, assertions, and customs established and practiced for centuries! They do not
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believe in existence of anything, which does not fall under the five senses! Such claim that
only that exists which can be seen, touched, tasted, smelled, and heard! It doesn’t pay
to argue with such. But listen what the certain American colonel wrote to his sister from the
field of war: “Dearest sister: | have to inform you in detail how | managed to avoid death
from the hands of the enemy. It was really miraculous and | am in a daze to this day! You
remember, | am sure, how, when | was leaving home to go to camp, | put into my vest
pocket a tiny bible, especially edited for young men in the army! And so this tiny bible is
the reason that | am alive today and am writing this letter to you! This is my little story!
“My buddy and | were sent for reconnaissance of the terrain by the war front. We had to
get our information from a certain farmer who was well disposed toward us. We reached the
house in the woods without any problem. The farmer gave us much of important information,
which concerned the enemy’s position. When we were leaving his house, we saw far away,
enemy patrol. | commanded my buddy to run and give the report to the commandant.
I decided to stay in place! He did not move from his place. We stooped to the ground. | was
readying to take aim and before | pulled the trigger, a bullet went into my chest. The
automatic fell out of my hands, my buddy shot two from that patrol, the rest two or three
ran for their lives. | turn over on the side and reached to the pocket on my chest. | took out
my little bible; | was speechless and almost lost consciousness for the second time! Bible’s
cover was in strips. The bullet hit the center of the leather cover, passed through hundreds
of pages, do you know where it stopped? You would never guess! It stopped on 90" Psalm
on verse : “Thousand will fall at your side, ten thousand on your right side, it will not come
come near you!” When | read those verses, | grew at least three feet! With tears filling my
eyes | whispered: “Thank you, thank you, merciful God!" | believed, | always believed in
prayer, and now my faith is even stronger and humbler.” You, who ignore the supernatural,
what have you to say in defense of your outlook? A young pilot, student, Clifford Anderson,
tells of the following incident. During the training session, during the flight, my training, my
training sessions were in the evening, and because it was winter we flew in the darkness. It
was a cloudy evening. Heavy, lead clouds darkened the moon. It was nine o’clock and | was
already returning to the base, when the engine began to snort and spit and... died. | began to
descend. | couldn’t jump out of the cabin with the parachute, because | was flying too low.
I had the impression | was sitting in the bottle of ink. | began to pray as never before! In a few
seconds my whole, twenty year old life was before me! Huge drops of deathly sweat covered
my forehead, my hands shook, my knees clattered from fright. Altometer showed me that |
was going down: hundred feet, twenty feet and bang, the plane hit the ground. It began to
tilt to the right and then the left, it kept jumping and finally turned over on its back throwing
me out of the cabin! When | regained consciousness, an old farmer stood over me with a
lantern in his hand. He lifted me up and led me to his house. My face and hands were
scratched and nothing else. Early in the morning we went to see the scene of the accident!
| looked and scratched my head! The plane lay upside down and looked like a smashed turtle!
About thirty feet away was farmer’s house. On one side was the barn and on the other a huge
Windmill, better the windmill to thrash the grain, all of this was surrounded by a three foot
stone wall. Near it were the main electrical lines with very high voltage (power lines!) Can
anyone explain to me how did | escape with my life? | could have been broken into smithe-
reens! | was flying blindly, nervous, terrified, but | prayed ardently begging God for help! God
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did not disappoint me! God heard my prayer, directed my arm and made my plane in that field,
on which even the bravest, the smartest pilot would not dare to try to land even during

the day! Humanly speaking, it would have been impossible! God directed my hand and my
plane! If only people would care to listen and to understand how helpless and powerless
aman is! A man is lost without the help of God! If anyone, | know it!”

A private, Fred Peter with some other American soldiers found himself in no small predicament
on a small island in the great Pacific Ocean. For two nights and days Japanese bombers did
not stop to bomb American positions. The bombs fell like hail! We didn’t lose a single man!
Every one of those who were in this hell of fire, perfectly understood, that their lives were
spared by no other than the Providence of God! How we prayed there!! Who knows if

those who practically forgot the prayers, prayed the hardest and most ardently. After we
were called off, | noticed that my colleagues regularly attended the devotions of their faith!
This one personal experience affirmed the fact that there are moments in our lives, when the
Bullet or poison brings relief to those who do not pray. The believers, however, seek relief

In prayer, because they remember the words of the Psalmist, who at the command of God
called out: “Call me in the day of your misfortune, I'll relieve you and you will praise me!”
None the less, the fact remains a fact, that when a man is threatened by danger or some
misfortune hangs over his head, nothing will mitigate the fear or remove it, like faith in

God'’s omnipotence and mercy! No one understood it as well as Dr. Carrel, who wrote: “At
times as the present, prayer is the greatest need of individuals and nations. Prayer is the
deepest source of strength and perfection, but unfortunately, is neglected and undervalued!”
Unconquered and unsurpassable is the human spirit which does not put much faith in himself,
but places much confidence in God! He relies on God’s help! Private, John Connolly, can serve us

as an example. During the battle he suffered mortal wounds. He lay on the battle field at the
edge of the woods for seven days. For the most part, he says, he was unconscious because

he lost much blood. He himself writes to his mother: “So, Mom, God heard your prayers and
mine! | was one of the few lucky ones, who came out from that hellish hole alive! I believe
inflexibly that only prayer saved me! | prayed ardently from Wednesday, July 7" when |

fell wounded, until 14" July, when our men found me and sent me to the hospital, where

| am healing and returning to health. Thanks be to God!” So much wrote this private!

Perhaps you are astounded when you hear the accusation that people are becoming pagan!
That today’s Christian isn’t better than a pagan! Please do not be offended! Because even

The wildest and unpolished pagan acknowledges that there is a higher, absolute, and
omnipotent Being. He adores him, makes sacrificial offerings to him. He prays with respect
and honors him. A Christian in his pride and haughtiness and blindness does not acknowledge
him as G d and Lord! He feels he does not have to pray, and in spite of all of this he wants to be
considered wise. Didn’t God complain through Prophet Isaiah just about such people?!

“| brought up and exalted sons for myself, but they rejected me! The ox and the ass recognized
their Lord but Israel did not understand!” Many years ago a prominent French preacher,
Bossuet, gave this example: “Turks took into slavery a group of French soldiers and among
them an officer. The officer was assigned as a servant to one of Turkish generals. At the
beginning the general treated the French officer fairly, but after three or four months the
general became quite severe with his servant, the general became contemptuous, called him
names—Ilike dog. The officer servant , took offence and reminded the Turkish general that




