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that in reality? Nevertheless, some kind of voice, for | know that kind, told me that such sacrifices, such
devotions are meritorious, they have certain influences and the results are very profitable.

Again | felt lost. Very many other incidents added to the confusion in my mind. | was such a spiritually
blind man, constantly surrounded by a wall of unbelief. | was struck by this one fact: | noticed that at the
front, everybody prayed. | repeat everybody prayed. When bullets are hissing above one’s head, when
shrapnel is bursting beside him and bombs are exploding, and the soldier lies, rooted to the ground
then, he had no time for planning or for plotting, or for hatred and revenge. in such moments every
soldier thinks of prayer and he prays! When a soldier sees that his buddies are going on patrol from
which they possibly may never return or they will be brought back on stretchers, or when he sees how
his buddies are moving out for a far-off mission that is fraught with danger, in such moments he doesn’t
know and he doesn’t consider it appropriate to extend to them the ordinary wishes of good luck and
prosperity. Every soldier comes to this heart-felt, secret conviction that the only, best and most
profitable way is to pray for those who are being exposed to, or are already in great danger.

Seeing this, even | finally prayed from time to time, but to whom? The soldiers had faith and
therefore they prayed to God. But, of course, | didn’t believe in God. | turned and directed my thoughts
to some sort of Higher Intelligence, to some sort of Order in the Universe. Then, it was exactly here that
the thick walls of my atheistic unbelieving cell began to crack. Despite my stubborn and unbending will,
despite the pride of my intellect, despite the haughtiness and arrogance of my behavior, | had to admit
that science and learning, despite their progress, do not know and cannot properly and satisfactorily
explain certain things and matters connected to human life. In my eyes, human life began to take on a
new dignity, a greater meaning and a more priceless value.

I was prepared to believe that faith, some sort of faith that is reinforced by learning, with the
help of science would be able to explain certain difficulties that were constantly oppressing and
disturbing me. Emerson once wrote that “At the time that the half-gods are moving out, it is then that
the true gods come in.” It can be said in a better way: “When the false gods step aside, then God steps
in.” My half-gods, at that time were the soldiers under great stress and tension, good and honorable
people. But, despite the fact that people can be and are magnificent and heroic in crises, dangers and
misfortunes, one cannot always and safely depend on them. Humanity is a very unreliable altar before
which one can prostrate oneself and offer it homage. No human individual on earth, even if he were the
most noble, is capable of filling the emptiness in the heart that is intended and reserved only for God.

Again, | was troubled by the question — “From where do people derive perseverance in
sufferings and courage in dangers? Where is their source of dedication and self-sacrifice? It has to be
some sort of Being that is independent, unlimited, omnipotent, all-powerful, but who at the same time,
is pure Love, Generosity and Sacrifice and whoever has contact with this Being draws from Him some of
these characteristics.

I decided to seek explanations and in seeking them, not to stop until | find the source, the true
source, of goodness. | have the impression that it was exactly here that was the turning point in my life
and | took the first step towards my conversion. As soon as we humble ourselves to that point that we
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can say in our heart with all sincerity — “I want to find the Truth, wherever it can be found” then, we
definitely will find the Truth. However, when we set up certain, personal conditions in our seeking
truth, we will never find that truth.

For example, if we say that we are ready to accept as truth whatever bears the stamp of
approval of the Association of American Scholars, then we are lost. We willingly cut ourselves off from
truth every time when we lock ourselves in the cellar of narrow, personal prejudices and we want and
hope that the ray of truth will find us there. This hiding and running away from truth and not seeking the
truth. Instead of us seeking the truth we want truth to look for us.

Despite the fact that | was deeply convinced that a certain light must find me that the
enlightenment of my mind must happen, | never stopped seeking. This continuous, urgent, directly
irritable seeking led me to the edge of a black deep despair.”

Here, | am interrupting this interesting talk. | will finish it next Sunday. However, it is worth
asking ourselves if we properly value the gift of light, the gift of truth and in other words the gift of Holy
Faith? What is a person who doesn’t believe? What is life like if it is not based on faith? A child believes
his parents, a student believes his teachers, why then does a creature refuse to believe the Creator? A
person without faith is a ship without a pilot or steersman and without anyone at the rudder. It sails on
the stormy waves of life, not knowing why or where it is sailing. It sails with despair in its soul, with
dissatisfaction in its heart and with uncertainty in its mind. A person without faith drowns in the waves
of uncertainty and bitterness and he dies in despair.

One who is a believer, does not trust himself but depends on the Providence of God and boldly
walks the paths of life. Such a person understands that he cannot manage alone therefore he seeks
God'’s help in everything. Thanks to this faith, in spite of shake-ups, in spite the storms in the world, he
leads a serene and peaceful life. He lives with God, he dies in God and he goes to God!
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November 27, 1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

As an introduction to today’s talk, | am using excerpts from a letter that was sent to me after the
first program of the Rosary Hour was broadcast in this season. This letter was written in good English, in
a refined style that is fluent and in some places high flown. Unfortunately, | can’t say the same about the
contents and the spirit of this letter. Nevertheless, | will give you excerpts of this letter by which you can
judge for yourselves.

“I'am immensely happy that the Rosary Hour has returned to the air waves. In this program |
find so much stimuli and incentives for the souls that are so necessary to a person’s life. My thoughts
are still filled with the expressions from Sunday’s talk. They are still ringing in my ears and they will
remain in my memory for a long time. | really like the very eloquent manner in which you use words,
phrases and sentences in the Polish language. It just proves the fact that no other human speech is so
capable of speaking to the mind and so deeply touching and moving the imagination and feelings of
people as the Polish language does. | can boldly state that the Polish language is the language of
intellectual aristocrats.

Despite the fact that i consider myself a free-thinker, | have the highest respect for those who
give the Polish people intellectual and cultural food. That is why | carefully listen to your program of the
Rosary Hour, even though | cannot agree with certain principles of your beliefs. | was greatly impressed
and | was thrilled spiritually listening to the life story of Maximilian Kolbe. | consider him a saint. There is
no need to wait for his so-called canonization, in my eyes, whoever lays down his life in defense of
absolute, unlimited principles such a one is a true saint.

| have hope, Father Justin, that you will have the courage to preach and explain Truth, but not
that which was preached by and is still preached by people who are liars and hypocrites in order to
control people’s minds basing oneself on Christian writings and the Bible. Preach the truth just as your
common sense dictates.

| repeat that | am a free-thinker which gives me total freedom. You, as a priest and as a Catholic,
do not have that freedom, and therefore you are a prisoner mentally. Man cannot be a true disciple of
Christ and a confessor of that magnificent and pure Religion of Truth unless he is totally free. Think what
you want, say whatever pleases you, but a person’s life is not completely his own unless he is totally free
to follow the voice of God.”

So writes my correspondent. | have the impression that he expects me to call him a heretic or
that | will allow him to drag me into a long, heavy and learned theological rebuttal. He is mistaken. |
won’t do the first one for that would go against our love of neighbor. | won’t do the second one,
because we have a variety of many volumes written by enlightened, skillful and scholarly people to
whose ranks | do not belong. Therefore, please be patient and listen to the talk of a sincere, simple
person, based on the story of a recently converted, very famous personage. | entitle talk —
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FROM UNBELIEF TO FAITH

My story revolves around an unusual individual. She comes from a family that is a pure type of
American. For a mother, she had a woman who believed in very little of anything. Her father had been a
Catholic at one time. Something happened in his life that alienated him not only from the Catholic
Church, but also from faith altogether | n general. The girl, however, used to go on Sunday for religious
talks, the so-called Sunday School.

After finishing elementary school, they sent her to a boarding school. Then the mother admitted
that she belonged to a certain sect; the father did not profess any faith, their daughter was in an
irreligious school; finally, she finished her studies in a sectarian academy in which the daughters of the
American elite were educated. Therefore, as she herself sincerely admits, her knowledge of any kind of
religion and religious principles was not only insignificant, but it equaled to a zero. Besides, she never
had time for such a trifle which her teachers, professors and fellow students considered every religion to
be. Then, add to that a mother who had changed religions three times and a father, who very many
years ago had abandoned his faith, had forgotten all of the religious principles and led a life that was
comfortable, wide and free. Thus, we need bot wonder why that girl grew up wild, not having the
slightest idea of any religious principles.

She grew up to be an unbeliever. She herself admits: “I lived in a bright, cool cell, which | called
the universe. This, my universe was bare, modern, antiseptic, with bare walls, without windows. In my
world one could sense the sharp, suffocating odor of knowledge and modern and progressive lessons
which obscure the mind disturb the heart and imprison the soul. It is that learning and knowledge
which never allows the rays and the brilliance of faith into the human mind. For many lo9ng years, once
on a high and then in the depths, | loved locked in a cold cell of murky and slavish unbelief. Day by day
the world became more tortuous and narrow. Thus life became constantly more uncertain, more
misunderstood, more devoid of purpose.

We atheists had two faiths or beliefs. One was in Freud, the creator of psychoanalysis which
exonerates all of the moral offences and excesses of the inclinations of nature. We blindly believed in his
revolutionary teachings which lead to mental madness which distorts and warps young characters.

Oh, yes, we had a second faith, namely a belief in some sort of a mystery that was never proven
by anything as a principle of life, boisterously called modern progress. Because the properties of the
mind cannot properly develop on prison fare, by mind was overflowing with hundreds of contradictory
mistakes, and awash with deceptive falsehoods. It was wandering in the wilderness. Since doctors had
found a cure for small pox, | thought that soon they would find a vaccine that would prevent man’s
hatred for other human beings.

Since the art and knowledge of engineering had reached such amazing success, | deluded myself
with the hope that in the near future the engineers of welfare works will create and form solid and
certain principles by which every society will operate smoothly and peacefully, without any jolts or any
friction, just like a modern diesel machine operates.
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One of the most threatening things that one can say about the goal of an atheistic non-believer,
and | say this from personal experience that one lives in that objectives rather comfortably and
comparatively freely. The atheists, the moral jailers, do not beg to be freed from that mental prison. No,
they are not seeking freedom but they are constantly trying to enlarge, better and modernize their
prison cell; in a word, to perfect their material existence and raise the level of their material existence to
the highest level. They promise themselves and they are convinced that then all of their problems and
difficulties will surely end.

A few years ago | was not unfortunate or unhappy in that cell of an unbeliever, in that prison of
atheism. | didn’t have any sufferings, any failures or any disappointments which for me would be motive
or an incentive to rethink things and make plans to get out and free myself from that prison. According
to the formulae of scholarly psychiatrists, my life was normally happy, full of success. If, then anyone
warned me, that | needed some kind of God, that | needed faith, | would most probably have felt
surprised and | would have asked out of curiosity — “Do | need God?” or “Do | need religion?” Why?
Everything is moving along efficiently, things are working smoothly. My life moves in perfect order. My
thoughts, intentions and aspirations are moving along according to a program marked from on high.”

Until suddenly, something snapped, my mind was totally mixed up — chaos prevailed; my sincere
and humble thanks to God for the fact that that happened. What caused all of this; nothing other than
the outbreak of World War Il. This threatening and fearful fact woke me from my sleep and jerked my
imagination. Evidently humanity had not yet grown up. Instead of improving and becoming perfect, the
human race had worsened, diminished and weakened. Our learned people of all types and kinds did not
point out to man the road to peace and happiness. While some were looking into the firmament of the
heavens and measured the size and the distance of the planets and stars; while others were planning
and building modern murderous machines and weapons of destruction; in the meantime, hatred was
growing as well as contempt; conceit grew stronger until all of these unbridled passions created one
huger volcano which in exploding threatened mankind with complete annihilation.

| realized that the advice, codes and prescriptions of these learned men were nothing more than
just scraps of paper. Everything was groundless, meaningless and had no results. Then | began to
carefully examine the walls of my cell of unbelief and atheism to see whether | could find in that wall
some chink, or even the smallest crevice which would allow even the most feeble ray from the radiance
of the true sun into my disturbed mind.

Meanwhile, | still did not realize that by beginning to search for a new truth, | began to search
for God. | talked at length with scholars, with authors and professors who argued on purely materialistic
principles, but none of them knew how to give me any satisfying explanations as to why nations do not
know how to live in mutual agreement, in peace. Restless with this result, | began to read and study the
works of Jung, Freud and Adler, Menninger, Alexander and Horne. It was only in some of the works of
Jung that | found a few good words about God. | was totally amazed that such a Middle Aged and
backward idea was found in his scholarly dissertations.
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Now, even more dissatisfied and becoming more and more restless, | drowned myself in the
works of sociologists: Summer, Mead, Soule, Myrdal, Mumford, Burnham, Moreno, Burrow, Levin,
Burgess, Cottrell and many others. | was just wasting my time nothing else. They all agreed on one thing,
after singing the one same song, in the one and same melody — There is no God! | learned one thing
from all of this, namely, that when materialistic scholars separate the human creature from God, then
the results of their reasoning are unsatisfactory, comical, childish and absurd! This scholarly atheist, an
unbeliever, who is preparing for the study of man, cannot bring out any true diagnosis, nor any efficient
dissection of man’s behavior if one cuts man away from God the Creator.

Unfortunately, at that time and for many long years, | did not know nor did | understand this
truth. Unable to extricate myself from this snare of unbelief, in order to find new impressions, which
would somewhat quiet my restless mind and my conscience which tormented me, | flew to Italy and to
Northern Africa. However, | didn’t go there to see the operations of war, but only to see Europe coming
closer to peace. | thought that those places which were in the beginnings of liberation would be for me
the occasion of new profitable information which | was seeking with such yearning.

| asked myself — When people undergo certain experiences of distress, bitterness and hatred,
after it is over, are their hearts cleansed so that the natural virtues, like forgiveness, goodness and love
flow from them?” | had hoped to rediscover brotherhood among people, that brotherhood which the
Catholics call — love of neighbor. And | found such, but not there where | expected to find it.

There was very little of that love of brother or neighbor among the poor, starving, terrified and
shocked Italians. However, | did find all of this in the ranks of the fighting Americans. The dedication and
sacrifices of the Americans on the field of battle were impressive. | never saw anything more beautiful in
my life. This exhausted soldier, already swaying on his feet, obstinate, completely burned out by the
worries, problems and sufferings, was not looking around for a promotion, he did not claim any praise
nor was he looking for an award. His one motto, his guiding thought, his one and only aim was to help.
Relieve and cheer a fellow soldier, his companion on the fighting front. “Take these cigarettes | still have
another pack.” “Here, you can have my money. It will be of greater use to you in the hospital than it
would be of use to me at the front in a fox-hole.” “Today, | will go on patrol. | will take your place
because you have a wife and a child. You are needed. No one is there to cry for me.”

These boys also showed a lot of indulgence, compassion and mercy to their enemies. What
inclined them to such magnificent behavior? What caused such noble-minded, sympathetic and merciful
actions in these American soldiers; all of this despite certain depressing news from home, like the death
of a loved one, the break-up of an engagement or betrothal, the faithlessness of a wife, complaints
concerning a divorce, and so on. Nevertheless, none of this succeeded in undermining and breaking the
American soldier. Nothing, not even the most painful news succeeded in knocking him off the trail. It
was almost as though he did not forget about that part of the world located beyond the field of battle.
Life in quiet, in peace, far from the front lines of battle seemed to him to be a dream, some sort of
unreality.
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On the other hand, life with his comrades, with his buddies in the mud and grime, with very
little food and sleep, wounded and in death, in endless danger such a life was real, true, dignified and
worthy. Thus, a soldier was ready to dedicate himself totally and whole-heartedly for the benefit of
defending his comrade. It sufficed to live among these soldiers for just a few days in order to see the
conditions of their situation, in order to admire their actions, despite their 14 months of emaciation in
cold and hunger. That is why instinctively there arose in me two questions: What gives these soldiers
this spirit of dedication, sacrifice and sympathy? What is the source of behavior that is so splendid and
so very brotherly? | was convinced at that time that noble-mindedness, generosity and the spirit of
sacrifice there on the war fronts, were something contagious, something seizing the minds and hearts of
the soldiers. | was comparing for myself the difference between these dirty, perspiring, unshaven, tired,
in heavy muddy boots, in uniforms that are soaked often with human blood — with those on the home
front-people who are cold and indifferent to the misfortunes of others; people who are always chasing
after pleasures, amusements and comforts; selfish people who are hard, misers who consider goodness,
dedication and generosity as weaknesses or as a burden which should be avoided as carefully and
cautiously as one avoids fire. In my eyes there grew two worlds. The first one on the battle front; it was
made up of excellent heroes full of dedication and sacrifice. This world created an extreme impression
on me and | was enchanted with such a world.

This second world, on the home front, had nothing human in it except for the bodies. It was a
flock of peacocks, ostriches, leeches and eagles feeding on others. | was disgusted with this second
world. I sincerely loathed such a world. In spite of that, | had to return to such a world, but | did not stay
in that world for a long time. | couldn’t bear to look peacefully on all that was happening around me. |
was sent far away, very far away. On the road, something mysterious, some sort of force that | didn’t
understand was tugging at my unbelieving soul as though it was trying to pull my soul out of its cell of
atheism. Despite the fact that | was more and more restless and dissatisfied, my mind was always walled
in by heavy and hard atheism.

Again | met crowds of American soldiers who were sick, hungry, who looked like they were
starving and covered with rags. They were returning from the prison camps where they had been
imprisoned since the fall of Corregidor. They told me all about what they had lived through. These
soldiers did not break down in spite of beatings, hunger, humiliations and unheard-of tortures. Every
one of them returned from prison with a smile on his lips. They persevered through all the horrors of
prison life because their faith upheld them and they believed that their imprisonment will finally end
with their freedom. None of them, not even one of them, ever doubted even for a little while that in the
end, this war will end with their victory.

Again | asked myself — From where did they get such faith? Did the death of all of these and
there were hundreds of them, who despite inhuman tortures, would not open their mouths and never
revealed any information to the enemy; they preferred to die rather than make any kind of statement
from which the enemy could possibly benefit. Furthermore, maybe the enemy got the information they
wanted from the lips of another. Was it worth his dying for it? What was the benefit of his not betraying
the secret? That he paid for his obstinacy with his life? His death did not protect even one life and it did
not hasten the end of the war by even one minute. All of this is to all appearances, but is it really like




