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November 13, 1938

| greet you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

During this past month of July, | received a cablegram from my General Superior ordering me to
come immediately to Rome. Venerable Father Glapinski accompanied me on this voyage across the sea.
The first three days of this trip, the weather was very pleasant and the sea was very calm. However, on
the fourth day we received a surprise. From early morning, a strong variable wind was blowing and
within a few hours it became a strong wind storm. The ocean waters which had been very calm until
now, became very stirred up. First, little white caps, the spittle of the sea, began to appear on all the
waves. Then wave crashed against wave, and breaking apart in foam, escaped in the distance. The
waters of the sea began rocking from side to side- at one moment swinging the ship high up on a wave
and then dropping it into the watery depth, so that one could almost touch the gray crests of the unruly
waves. Despite the fact that a storm at sea is not a novelty for me, it still possesses for me some sort of
spell and fascination which | find hard to describe.

Standing on the wide deck of the ship that was wrestling with the waves of the angry sea which
were playing with the ship and tossing it from side to side, like a child playing with a ball, I couldn’t help
but think of the power and might of God our Creator compared to the weakness and impotence of His
creation — Man! If man’s efforts are so inconspicuous regarding nature, then what happens when one
thinks about God, the Lord and Creator of this nature?

Later, as | gazed into the distance as far as my eyes could see, | saw the watery heights through
which the huge ship was slowly moving with great difficulty. The wind was hissing and whistling in a
terrifying way. We were surrounded by darkness for thick black clouds cut us off from the rays of the
sun. Terror, fright and fear pulled tight cords around the souls of all

Despite all of this, | repeat that there is in all of this something that is truly magnificent! This is not
only a good but a true picture of our life. The world is likened to the sea, to a sea that today is stormy,
very unquiet and very uncertain. Man and his life — is like that ship —tossed here, there and
everywhere. Not only is it tossed but it is broken, crushed and thrown upon the shores of time. This
leads me into today’s talk, entitled:

ARE YOU GOING TO CROSS OVER?

Nobody dares deny the fact that the ships of people’s lives in these present times are sailing over
the waves of poisonous waters and they are surrounded by an atmosphere that contains the germs of
contagious diseases that are so much worse because they threaten their souls. An infection that thus
weakens the soul is more threatening and more deadly than infections that only threaten the body. We
float on such waves and in such an atmosphere month after month, year after year, almost unknowing-
ly. Over the years, we become patients. Finally, we notice that our soul and its actions are paralyzed.

We look to the past, maybe with a touch of sorrow or sadness, maybe even with indignation or
some indifference, at the years that passed when we used to think differently, we spoke differently and
acted differently. However, when our conscience reproaches us, we justify ourselves before this
reprimanding voice with a variety of excuses. We blame others rather than ourselves. We understand
very well that we had good parents who not only taught us well, but they themselves did well for they
gave us a good example. We understand that they taught us to love God and to love our neighbor and
to do good things for him. We understand that they promised themselves so much about us. There was
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a time when life seemed so beautiful and loving! Yet today, we are bitter and discouraged. Why has
there been such a great change?

On every ship there must be a pilot or steersman. The ship travels according to a compass and
every ship needs an anchor. God should be the Pilot of the ship of our life. Otherwise our life falls
apart. Our compass should be the true faith in Christ. Otherwise we will never find the port of peace
and happiness. Our anchor should be frequent, sincere and trusting prayer which can uphold us and
prevent us from becoming shattered by the storms of the teachings and principles of the world. In this
manner — with God, faith and prayer — in the company of this trio, no person need fear that his life will
break or that it will be shattered by the waves of the world.

Is it possible that in this life’s voyage, with our excessive and exaggerated confidence in our own
powers, we have left God as our Pilot far behind us? Did we throw away the compass of faith? Have we
forgotten prayer which is our anchor? Therefore, how are we going to succeed in reaching our
destination successfully?

Listen carefully! A withered old man with gray hair who probably didn’t even remember how old he
was and a handsome youth, slender as a poplar tree, with big blue eyes and a head of golden hair, were
walking side by side on the high road — their eyes gazing straight ahead. Hour after hour, day after day
they silently walked without taking a break to rest, without even taking the shortest stop to take a
longer breath.

After such a long journey during which they passed through many hills, forests and rivers, they
finally stood on a level plain that seemed to be an uninhabited steppe. Here, this handsome youth felt
shivers of terror throughout his body. His eyes, which a minute before were smiling happily, were now
staring fearfully at this huge stretch of land covered with thorns. The sun above, as red as human blood,
was burning it all with its glow.

The old man groaned, “Finally, the end of our journey is right before us! Look,”he added while
turning to face the youth, “this terrible picture that unfolds before your eyes and breaks your heart just
to look at it — that is the path of a human life! If, without fear, with bare feet and your head uncovered
you can walk over these thorns that are as sharp as needles, you will earn for yourself the title of MAN,
and you will become a true picture and likeness of God! As you go forward, do not count on receiving
any help because love of neighbor exists only on people’s lips and not in their hearts. Seek holy patience
from heaven for yourself through ardent prayer. Then, as you approach the end of your journey and
your heart is still as pure as the tears of an orphan, then be assured that a n eternal reward awaits you.”

Looking at the old man with tears in his eyes, the youth asked, “Father, what if my body begins to
weaken and my spirit begins to fail?”

“My son,” he answered,”if it should be due to your own fault, then, God will judge you! But, if
people are the cause of your fall and at that sad moment no one offers you his hand to raise you up
again, God will forgive you, but the clan of Cain will answer bitterly on the last day of judgement before
the throne of God. But it is your holy duty and obligation not to allow this to happen. Remember that
your Guardian Angel writes down your every action in his book!”

“Then bless me, Father,” said the golden-haired youth as he bowed down respectfully before the
old man. “My child!” groaned the old man in a trembling voice, and bending over him, he said, “I bless
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you with my whole heart and soul!” After placing a long loving kiss on his forehead, the old man quickly
turned and left him.

Now look at this young man — at his first steps in this new life! The heat of the sun burns his head
like red — hot iron! The suffocating atmosphere chokes the breath in his lungs and there is that pain,
that unbearable pain —and yet? With his head held high and his eyes fixed on the heavens, he strides
bare-footed without any complaint, leaving his bloody foot-prints behind him. But — will he cross over?
After passing through such a living purgatory, will his heart be still as pure as an orphan’s tears?

Yes, he will cross over as long as he keeps his eyes fixed on God, as long as he goes forward with
faith in his heart and a prayer on his lips. Our Polish poet Jan Kasprowicz tells us in these beautiful lines:

Blessed are they who in stormy times
Have not lost the balance of their soul
Who at the sight of devastation and waste
Do not allow a song of deaf despair to flow from their hearts
Who go through nights of impassable shadows
But never lose faith in the brilliance of the morning sun!

Unfortunately, today we can compare ourselves to those piles of rocks scattered about in the quarry
about which the poet Skarga wrote, “They gather a pile of various rocks, some big, some are small, some
are round, some are long — making up an ugly and mixed pile. But when the stone mason begins his
work and places stone upon stone, he creates a lovely wall.”

Despite the fact that we carry the seeds of inferiority in our system, we sin by self-conceitedness.
We imagine that we are self-sufficient and with great aversion we cast aside not only God and His help,
but even the very thought of God and His graces. We are lazy, sluggish and negligent. We do not want
to raise our heads to look at the face of the intelligent Pilot. We have cast aside the true compass and
we have thrown the anchor into the rubbish pile. Meanwhile the ship of our life is being tossed from
side to side by the rapid waves of time. We are floating, surrounded by the currents of atheism
paganism and materialism. We ourselves do not know where we are headed or why. We must wake up
and call out,”Lord, save us for we are drowning!”

Let us not depend on our own personal strengths and abilities for then we will definitely be
bankrupt, both morally and materially. For evidence, we do not have to refer to ancient times, nor do
we have to reach back to the Middle Ages. Let us look back only a short 24 years. Nations then depen-
ded on their own intelligence and on brute force. Therefore God confused their intelligence! Thirteen
million people fell as a sacrifice. Even that disaster did not bring people to their senses. In the last
twenty years, we have had nineteen wars which were stamped with the deaths of three million soldiers!
1 also remind you of the Great Depression that hit us in 1929

How much help did we get from education, knowledge, progress and civilization or anything that
was purely materialistic? Did they bring us peace, satisfaction or happiness? “We sowed abundantly
but harvested very little! We ate a lot but never felt satisfied! We covered ourselves, yet we never felt
warm!” This is because whoever was collecting the gains or profits, was storing them in a bag that was
full of holes! “You carried them home and | blew them away, “says the Lord of Hosts! Therefore let’s
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entrust ourselves into the hands of God, our Pilot! Let’s open our souls wide through faith; let us
strengthen ourselves with prayer for it is the only way by which we will pass through life and safely
reach that heavenly port!




