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and some sort of bank certificates from this corporation. Since | am unfamiliar with such matters and in
addition to that | am now in great need, | came to find out if my papers have any monetary value for it
would be a great help for me in the future. Otherwise, | shall be forced to go to a home for the elderly.”

Having said this, with a trembling hand she retrieved from her bosom a thick envelope stuffed
with certificates as though to prove that she is telling the truth. The mighty Madam Secretary scarcely
glanced at the contents of the envelope and sped into the sanctuary or the private office of the
treasurer. Within a few minutes, the treasurer himself stood in the doorway and with a smile on his lips,
invited the little old woman into his office. The little old woman, hugging the envelope to her bosom,
uncertain as to what the verdict will be, with an unsteady step followed him into the private office of the
all-powerful manager of the corporation’s cash box.

He seated the little old woman in a comfortable director’s chair while he, with certain fervor,
began to examine the contents of her envelope. He was also writing down some kind of numbers on a
note pad at his right side. Finally, after three quarters of an hour of calculations, he smiled and said to
the nervous little old lady: “Madam, these worthless papers are really certificates of our corporation and
today, their value amounts to more than sixty thousand dollars. Madam, your old age is secure.

The little old lady was stunned. She opened her lips, choked and fainted. Now, that was a
romantic little story, wasn’t it? Nonetheless, it was factual and from real life. This little old lady had all of
that property for so many years without knowing it. Thousands of dollars lay in an old trunk on the attic;
they were covered with a thick layer of dirt, dust and a variety of discarded items while, during all this
time, the little old lady was living in poverty with a great fear of the future. All the while, there at the
bottom of the trunk lay a fortune, a hidden fortune.

Now, you too, will be amazed when | tell you that somewhere in the depths of your soul, and |
will tell you plainly, that in the depth of the soul of every person there lie riches, fortunes and treasures
of which man is unaware, which are unknown to him. In a word, everything that is needed and helpful
to a life that is victorious, successful, happy and useful. That possession, that wealth and treasure is faith
and prayer.

Perhaps for the time being, for this or some other reason this treasure lays buried under the
junk of the world, stifled under the ashes of the dispositions of the overestimated intellect, the muffled
conscience and the hardened heart, but it always was, is and will be. It only waits for a wind to blow in
order to again burst forth in warmth, splendor and light in order to help man to live a new life, a reborn
life.

Dr. Norman Peale writes: “One of my friends, a very capable and educated person, at the same
time a serious industrialist, invited me to visit his factory. | willingly accepted his invitation because this
was during war time and delicate and very precise instruments were being manufactured in this factory.
His office was something taken out of a fairy tale — the ideal. Not only was it modern as far as its style
and streamlined lines, but it was very modernistic as far as decorations and furnishings. There was both,
style and luxury wherever one looked.
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What made the greatest impression on me was the huge desk lined with boards of expensive
wood from Haiti. This desk shone like a block of some sort of expensive stone. A big ink stand stood on
the desk and there were several documents of some type. On that rich, beautiful desk lay an old Bible.
That Bible was really old faded and the pages were turning yellow. | pointed out this apparent
contradiction. It was then that my friend gave me a lesson: “There’s not the least contradiction here. In
our entire factory there is nothing more modern than that Bible. All of our furnishings will wear out and
go out of style, but that book remains unchanged and it precedes us so much that we will never catch up
to it. My dear Mother gave me this Bible as a gift when she sent me off to college. In order to satisfy my
mother, | took this Bible with me to college, but to be truthful, | hardly ever looked into it.

When | left college, | found employment in an office. Immediately from the very beginning, |
encountered many difficulties. | was unpopular; not only that | had no popularity, but | was openly
despised. | was too sure of myself, | was overbearing and unapproachable. Because of all of this, | felt
discouraged and disappointed, and who knows how all of this would have ended if | had not then picked
up that old Bible.

Flipping through the pages | came across the following statement: ‘This God is my strength and
my glory. The Lord became my salvation.” ‘God is with us, fear not!” ‘God is the strength of my life and |
will trust in Him.”

At that moment, without any further thought, | decided to believe in God and some sort of new
courage filled me. Some sort of belief in myself, in my abilities and in my future. | began to pray and beg
God for Divine guidance. That changed my outlook on human life. | discovered that with God’s help,
nothing is impossible. Prayer is the key that uncovers the hidden and unheard of riches in one’s own
soul. It is the key that opens the inestimable treasures which enrich the life of every person. Prayer gives
that secret force by means of which man becomes the lord of life, and without which a person is, not
only a servant, but a slave and prisoner of lifel”
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January 8, 1950
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Not too long ago when | was speaking about faith, | maintained, and perhaps it seemed to some
that | did so too firmly and boldly, that there is no creature or person who doesn’t believe in someone or
something both in natural matters as well as in the supernatural sphere. Man must believe another man
in certain things regardless of who he is. Why do children go to school? Why do young people go to the
university? Why does a person go to a doctor? Why does anyone seek advice from a lawyer? It is
because he believes, in all of these cases, in the person’s knowledge, in their help, and in their
cleverness. Therefore, a person believes another person, he asks another person and he even begs for
help from another person. That’s very clear and understood.

This also holds true in the supernatural sphere. Man either believes in God or in some false gods
which he creates for himself in various forms, and he either prays to God, or he prays to his false gods.
Since prayer flows from faith, which in its wider meaning is nothing other than a plea, every person
prays. However, here | have in mind prayer, in its strict meaning, namely that prayer which is the raising
of one’s thoughts to God to, either ask Him for something, thank Him for something, adore Him or beg
pardon of Him.

Such prayer is an acknowledgement, a humble acknowledgement of one’s personal misery
which places all of its trust and hope in God the Creator. Mankind has always understood this correctly
and all scholars who study the history of past ages, admit this. Excavations and ruins testify to the fact
that temples and altars once stood there where people would offer their prayers and petitions.
Therefore, prayer is not only universal, but it is somewhat eternal, because nothing was able to destroy
it then, now or ever. It was of no avail in times of revolution, uprisings or other religious persecutions
that the powerful rulers of the world entered into a contract with hell itself in order to erase the
knowledge of a Creator from the souls of people along with their longing to communicate with God. The
storms had barely passed and the heavens were just beginning to clear and already the people, instead
of thinking of rebuilding their own enclosures and homes, on the very first place were gathering to
rebuild their churches. The walls of these churches were barely standing and already the people
crowded within in order to thank God for protecting them from the past dangers and to commend
themselves, their families and all of their affairs to God’s protection.

“This same thing,” insists the scholar Bougand, “is repeated in the depths of every soul, butin a
more miraculous manner. In the days of pride and passions, prayer is forbidden to the lips, but it returns
shortly. Sadness brings it about, pain demands balm for it; at the bedside of a beloved wife or a beloved
child, the broken person, in desperation falls on his knees calling out, ‘Lord, my God, save me!’ Thisis a

new and public proof of the never expiring power of prayer. Prayer is just as immortal as man’s soul

Now to today’s talk entitled —




image2.jpeg
| WANT TO TALK TO GOD

This is what I'm reading, “Not too long ago | heard the story that claims that every person is
inclined to prayer. In Washington, on one and the same street, two great churches stand side by side.
One is a Catholic church, the other is a Presbyterian church. A parish school is by the Catholic church.
The nuns who teach at that school encourage the children to pay a visit to the hidden Christ in church
during their free time at noon.

One day, two little girls from kindergarten wanted to visit Jesus. But these little ones were mixed
up and made a mistake because they couldn’t recognize which was the Catholic church and which was
the Protestant church. They entered the Protestant one. They walked down to the railing and were
stupefied. They stood, as though transfixed. They looked into the interior and instead of seeing the great
main altar and before it the golden chain with the sanctuary lamp, they saw a huge organ with rows
upon rows of small, larger and very large pipes.

They couldn’t even kneel. Everything seemed so foreign, dry, cold, shocking and repulsive. These
little ones turned around sadly, and with their eyes lowered gazing only at the floor they began slowly
walking to the door.

It just happened that at that moment to Protestant Pastor entered the church and seeing the
puzzled look on the faces of these little ones, he kindly asked: “I see that you have some sort of
problem. May | help you? I’'m at your service.” “Reverend Sir, we wanted to have a little conversation
with God, but we didn’t find Him here. He’s not here!”

This fact proves that man, every human being feels the need of conversing with God, to be able
to complain to Him, to bare one’s soul to Him, to lay before Him one’s shortcomings and weaknesses
and to beg Him for help and support. Also, in order to rest awhile and be able to receive new and fresh
strength to grapple with the storms of daily life.

In connection with this, | add the testament of a woman who is a recent convert: “I always
believed, | sincerely believed in the necessity of prayer. In time, on account of being mixed up in my
mind and feeling spiritual unrest, | noticed some kind of inner tendency to more frequent prayer. | was
not fully satisfied nor completely strengthened and satisfied with morning, evening and Sunday prayers.
I sincerely desired and almost desperately sought occasions in order to pray at any time, at whatever
hour and every day. Often, when that secret force pushed me to prayer, | would run to the church to
which I belonged. It was always locked. As a result, | went to a church that was always wide open and
that church was a Catholic church.

But those moments in which | was searching for relief, peace and happiness in prayer were not
always moments of fear and worry. | will never forget that historical hour spent in the grave yard silence
and in deep meditation in the gloomy and yet so splendid and imposing cathedral in Toledo, Spain. The
old sacristan came over to me with the question as to whether | would like to go into their treasury in
order to look at their many expensive memorials which are kept there under lock and key. | told him
politely that | had dragged myself all day from store to store purchasing various commemorative shiny
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souvenirs and therefore had no desire to look into their treasury. In reality | was so exhausted that |
couldn’t even genuflect. So | sat down and stared at the main altar. The old sacristan looked at me
quizzically and whispered: “Good, Madam, the church is a good place for a person to rest and in silence
speak to God.”

There is so much truth in this, so much healthy judgment. At the same time there is so much joy
and assurance that we are not alone or abandoned or exposed to the changing fates of blind nature. It is
thus the reason for that short yet sincere reminder which often fell from the lips of our merciful Savior:
“Ask and it will be given to you.” There is also that warning of the Apostle which strikes down the many
objections made by impatient people who do not know or who do not want to agree to the Will of God
when their petitions are apparently ineffective. Just listen to what the Apostle says to them - “You are
asking, but you are not taking therefore, it is because you are asking badly.”

Not too long ago | was reading a book entitled The Chaplain of the Parachutists. This was really a
very interesting work because it described the spiritual side of our boys on the war front. Here is an
excerpt — “One day when | had just finished several hours of visiting the sick in the hospital, | had just
returned to the barracks and began to pray my breviary. At that moment, the telephone rang. The
nurse at the hospital, in a very nervous tone of voice, informed me that two American soldiers were just
brought in. They were both badly burned, were in great pain and were asking for a priest. She also told
me that they had both been in a terrible accident. A truck filled with gasoline for the bombers had
overturned into a ditch on the wayside and exploded.

| threw down my breviary and ran to the hospital. On two operating tables lay the two young
bodies, bandaged from head to foot. They looked like two Egyptian mummies. The doctors declared that
one of them will survive his burns, but the other has just a few more hours of life left. Both of them
were taken into a separate hospital room.

| stood at the bedside of the one who was burned to a crisp like piece of coal. He knew that he
must die. He begged me to cut and remove the bandage from his head. The doctor, knowing that his
death was imminent, complied with his request. When the bandage was removed, | looked at his burnt
face. It showed a peace, such as | had never seen on the face of a healthy man. His eyes were full of
gentleness.

Filled with pity at the misfortune of this poor man, | quietly whispered to him, ‘Soldier, do you
want to make your confession?’ ‘No Father, | don’t think that to be necessary because from the time |
entered the army, | was a weekly communicant and | had just made my weekly confession on Saturday. |
think that the matters of my conscience are OK but, please pray for me.’

He repeated after me the words of an Act of Contrition; | gave him absolution and the
Sacrament of Extreme Unction. During this time, he was totally conscious. He was praying the Our
Father, the Hail Mary and the Apostles Creed. Then he repeated after me the words of the prayers for
the dying. Tears were streaming from the doctor’s eyes, the nurses were sobbing and my own heart was
beating like a drum. Every few minutes a nurse put a few drops of liquid between his burned and coal
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black lips while the sick man kept whispering, ‘My dear Jesus, have pity on me. Mary, help me, St.
Joseph, pray for me.”

Finally, | said to him, “Soldier, you know that you can die. Every one of us must die sooner or
later. However, | hope that when my hour comes, | will be as well prepared as you are at this moment.
Now let’s pray together the Acts of Faith, Hope and Love.” And he, without any of my help began to
whisper those prayers. Not only did he say them all himself, but he repeated them several times.

A young nurse who evidently was terribly frightened, at first was sobbing quietly, but listening to
the peaceful prayers of this burned soldier, she burst into loud crying. The dying soldier glanced at the
weeping nurse with a certain surprised look, then he looked at me, winked and with just a trace of a
smile on his face, he closed his eyes and died.”

It is perhaps in the heroic behavior of this American soldier who prayed, that every decent
person sees meaning, the influence and the results of prayer. Yet, despite such happenings not only in
unusual circumstances but also in our daily life, we have people who for such or other reasons dare to
assert that prayer doesn’t help, that prayer is superfluous or that prayer may be good for women and
children but never for men.

Listen, then, my dear brother — you refuse to recognize God as your Father and Lord. You refuse
to admit that you are a child of God. You don’t want to beg God for anything. You want to live loosely,
all by yourself, totally independent. How long will such a life be good for you? For ten years? For twenty-
five years? Perhaps for even fifty years, but after that what happens? Then it is death, a coffin, the grave
and the cemetery. Now, that’s all for the body but for the soul there is neither dearth, nor a coffin, nor a
grave nor a cemetery; and that, without the least consideration of whether you believe in this or do not
believe. It’s true, none of us can force another to pray, but there are other forces, other powers, other
influences which force a person to humble himself, to throw himself on his knees and to beat his breast.

Misfortune, adversity, suffering, sickness and death — these are the instruments God often uses
in order to break through the self-conceitedness, the haughtiness and the stubbornness of man. For
examples of this one need not reach for books, there is no need to look far for one can find them in
almost every family. Look around; pay close attention and learn from such living examples.

On December 1 and 2, 1942, the American daily papers carried the headlines: “A Young Girl
Pleads for Everyone to Pray for Her Health!” and “Thousands Pray to Save a Child’s Hand” — “Crowds
Respond to the Call of a Child.” These are the details according to the wires of the Associated Press in
Memphis, Tennessee. “The future looked gloomy and terrifying for a little ten year old girl, the daughter
of a poor farmer who, by herself, in her childish scribble that was scarcely legible, presented her worries
to the public knowledge. These are the words of her heartfelt plea: “I beg everyone who reads my letter
to pray that | do not lose my hand and that | get better soon. | believe that God will hear your prayers.”
The girl, Betty Marbury from Brownsville, a farming village near Memphis, sent this heartfelt plea to the
newspaper, The Memphis Appeal. “I| am presently under the care of doctors and | am getting treatments
with x-rays. | am under the observation of surgeons as | lay in the Baptist Hospital in Memphis. The
doctors state that they may be forced to amputate my hand in order to prevent the infection from
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spreading through my entire system. | not only believe, but | am convinced that God will answer the
prayers of the people. | am asking the editor to publish my plea, and if there is any cost involved, please
contact my Dad, Clay Marbury. He will take care of the cost.”

This world of ours, so hard in outward appearance and seemingly so turned in on itself, is not
insensitive to human suffering. Under that cover, under that hard shell beat warm hearts that have
compassion for the adversity of their neighbors. The morning papers had hardly hit the stands when
people read the appeal of the very sick girl and already from entire neighborhoods promises of prayerful
and material help began to pour in. In the evening edition of the paper, on the editorial page, the
readers found this moving prayer — “God, Who cured the lepers and brought back to life Lazarus, please
also cure and take care of this believing and sweet child!” Note to Betty: “The charges for publishing
your letter were prepaid, long ago and far away in the hill called Calvary.” All of this is beautiful and
poignant, isn’t it?

Ten year old Betty is suffering from a so-called malignant lesion of a bone in her hand. After all
the x-ray treatments, the surgeon will schedule her surgery for some day in the month of January. But,
little Betty is not worried, neither by the numerous x-rays nor by the difficult surgery for she believes in
the efficacy of prayer. In her letter to the editor, she explained her deep, unwavering faith with the
following fact. “:Not too long ago,” she wrote, “my little brother Earl became very sick and was close to
death because he had a burst vermiform appendix or a ripped open appendix; the doctors declared that
he wouldn’t live, that he would die from poisoning. We began to pray. | prayed and everyone in the
family prayed and Earl got better and was cured.”

The spiritual leaders of all religious groups in Memphis and the surrounding area arranged
special services of petition at the request of their parishioners who joined in prayer with thousands of
people of various denominations who complied with the wishes of the deeply believing Betty.

You see, my dear people, especially you who shrink from prayer, run away from and avoid
prayer as though prayer were something humiliating to the human mind, take an example for yourself
from this little girl who as yet is untouched and unsullied by the mold of life and the rust of the world.
Believe and pray! Then, you too, will work miracles.

Since we are talking about examples, listen to one more. “One day, near the end of last year, a
very poorly dressed woman came to the office of an enormous corporation. On the invitation of the
fashionably dressed secretary, she timidly entered the brightly lit office, and almost in a whisper asked if
she could possibly see the treasurer of the company. The secretary looked disdainfully on the woman,
considering her as some sort of crazy woman, or a half-crazed individual who wants to sell back some
sort of thought-up invention. Or perhaps she was just a plain beggar. Therefore, without interrupting
her typing for even a minute, she asked her coldly and almost in a mocking tone: “And what is so
important that you are demanding a meeting with the treasurer who is so totally busy with the
company’s finances?” The little old woman with a humble look measured the fashionably secretary and
said, “ am not demanding, I’'m only asking and that is because during these last few days | was going
through a lot of trash and old clothes on the attic. In one of the trunks | found a bundle of documents




