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Maybe now you can see that the seemingly mysterious question, in reality is no mystery. It is
only a soap bubble which under the beams of faith, it bursts into tiny pieces.

And what is the life of man? Again, faith explains to you that “. . . from the fruit of your labor on
the land; you will eat all the days of your life; in the sweat of your brow you will eat your bread; thorns
and thistles shall the ground bring forth; you shall eat your bread in the sweat of your brow until you
return to the ground from which you were taken, for you are dirt and into dirt you shall return.” Doesn’t
the light of faith enlighten you concerning these disturbing questions which constantly trouble me, you
and every thinking person?

Again | quote from an author: “You are going through a difficult Calvary of life but for what
purpose, what kind of end will it have and what awaits me after all of this?” You are a doctor, a lawyer,
an official - every day you sit at the desk, stand in court, examine patients and in the evening, tired and
discouraged, you are seated in the family circle every day you do the same thing, every day you face the
same irritating routine; the same every year, with the new tenth year very little or nothing has changed.
But, how will this endless rushing about end?

You are a laborer — daily, early in the morning, you are standing by a growling machine, you
exert yourself, you worry and you perspire, then you return home to wash all the grease and dirt from
your body; tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, next week, next month and next year you will still be
doing the same thing, but what happens after all of that?

You are a mother, daily you are the first to rise at dawn until late at night you have problems
with the children, with your husband; you are the last one to retire for the night; what is the purpose of
all of this? What kind of fate then awaits you? This is such a stubborn, tormenting, disquieting question.
You search for answers in philosophical systems — silence! Neither do you find an answer in art or in
literature. There is silence everywhere. Seek an answer from everyone — it is futile.

But, ask of your faith and you will immediately hear an answer: “Man, you came from God, you
are living for God and you are headed towards God. God breathed an immortal soul into your earthly
body and after many years of honest, seriously conscientious life on this earth, the soul returns to the
hands of its Creator.” The best and most intelligent people who lived on this earth have admitted that
up until now, there has not been a more sublime faith than Christianity which would show the ultimate
goal of life. It is very stranger that the faith that gives full satisfaction and is man’s treasure only if man
fully recognizes that faith. Isn’t such faith a sure foundation, a port and a harbor in earth’s stormy life?

Nothing can change human nature and nothing can change the human soul. That is why so many
people are mistaken when they want to convince themselves and others that God doesn’t exist or that
man has no soul. The life of such people is empty and raw and their minds are lost in darkness. The
hearts of such people whine from pain. Such people seek relief and forgetfulness in work, in recreational
activity and in the whiskey glass but all of this is futile. The soul is tortured the problems of life keep
growing, not allowing any peace or rest.
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Every created thing in the world follows the voice of its nature. A star cannot stop in its track
across the sky for it moves according to the force of gravity. Oxygen and hydrogen are united with each
other only according to certain basic laws. The flames of a fire always rise up while a rock always falls
down. Try holding oil under water. You can’t because oil will always rise to the top. Everything is ruled
by the laws of nature and knows no peace until it finds its place.

Tear the soul away from God by tearing yourself away from faith, and that soul begins to wage
war with you. It becomes restless, begins to despair, to stray and to suffer up to the moment that you
return to God and to the faith. Perhaps no one has written so emphatically about the results of a loss of
faith as Lenau.

He wrote: “Having lost my faith, | cannot find the words to describe the state of my erring soul.
The world appeared to me as a dead city with long dark streets in which one has to fight every step of
the way, because from every window, ruin and death were flashing their teeth at me. From the time
that | lost the certainty of faith, from that time | lost the noble joy of my spirit.”

The person that has faith possesses a completely different vision and a different hearing than
the unbeliever has. He who doesn’t believe, he only hears pitiful complaints and moans. He who
believes hears a song of praise throughout the world. He who doesn’t believe, sees unsolved problems,
oppressive problems, tormenting mysteries. He sees before himself a heavy and thick curtain of fog and
darkness. He who believes, sees before himself the majesty, power and the omnipotence of God. He
sees the stars and the sun a merciful and good God.

We are able to explain, by a lack of faith, these terrifying visions in modern life that is led so
feverishly and carried away by its own momentum with such haste. A person who is a believer, one who
is well aware of his beginning and goal will never dare to reach for poison, for a revolver or for a rope.
He knows and acknowledges the dignity of his origin, his life, his destination and his end. He
understands that life is not heaven on earth. He will be faithful to his Creator because he knows how to
answer the questions: “From where? Why? and Where to?”
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November 12, 1950
| greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

With true joy and satisfaction we want you to know that today we are adding the Canadian
station CHLP in Montreal to our chain of radio stations carrying our program The Rosary Hour. If | am not
mistaken, this is the first time since World War | that the Polish people in Montreal will hear a Polish
voice on their radios. In addition to the Polish people who had settled there years ago, there are
presently in Montreal and on the surrounding farms about two thousand former Polish soldiers and
close to six hundred girls from the concentration camps. Due to the efforts of Reverend Father Bernard
and Mr. Stanczykowski, the Canadian government permitted the program of The Rosary Hour to be
broadcast over station CHLP. Therefore, we greet our fellow country men and women in Montreal and
we sincerely hope that in this program you will find something that is useful and of benefit to your mind
and soul.

The twentieth century lays claim to many pompous, lovely-sounding names and titles. Thus,
some people claim that this century in which we live is an age of discoveries. Others claim that it is an
age of education. A third group claims that it is an age of progress in happiness. Still others claim that it
is an age of golden prosperity.

Today, | am not going to debate the reasonableness or the unreasonableness of these claims.
Every one of the above has certain gaps, certain errors which gives the lie to their advocates and
defenders. The fact is undeniable, that today, despite the assertions of certain idealists who float in
space and neither walk on earth nor do they mingle among the misery and poverty of people; the fact is
tangible that this world is neither the promised Paradise nor the imagined perfection or Utopia. It
remains and continues to be that heavy Mother Earth, that Way of the Cross, that thorn-crowned
pilgrimage and the Vale of Tears. One must be an unusually naive person or definitely blind in order to
deny this.

Do you know what kind of nickname should be given to our times? What name does this
twentieth century deserve? Without any further deep thought | would call this twentieth century the
Age of Pessimism. What is pessimism, you ask in a puzzled tone. Let me explain. Pessimism refers to a
certain attitude that there is no happiness in this world; that happiness is only an illusion it is nothing
real or substantial. Pessimism makes a person see the world and people through dark glasses, therefore
to seeing everything and everybody if not in black colors, then at least in dark colors. Therefore,
everyone is evil and everything is evil. A long time ago, someone defined pessimism as the fruit of a
warped mind and a depraved heart which hands one the knife to commit murder and suicide.
Pessimism, violently and radically changes ones noble views of human life and lowers the idea of the
value of human life.

In our times, the value of a person revolves around only material components. This became
fixed and won’t move further. Therefore, how much is a person worth? Thus, according to the
calculations of chemists, biologists and other scholars, the price of the value of a person on the world
stock exchange has fallen and is now equal almost to a zero. We'll discuss this further today.
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FROM WHERE? Why? WHERE TO?

These are the statistics given us by educated men according to the calculations of the chemical
value of man. From the fat in the human body one can make two pieces of soap. From the sugar in the
human organism, one can sweeten a cup Of coffee or tea. From the iron in the body, one can make a
small key for a suitcase. From the magnesium a pinch of dust; from the phosphorus, a few boxes of
matches; from the solid body a shovel of manure. How much is this worth? Very little. Maybe a dollar.

Please remember that I’'m speaking of the human body. He who measures and weighs the value
of the human individual in this manner, swerves from his goal in general and is not capable of enduring
changes and the upheavals of life and does not last long. For such people, they become weary of life.
Such people have contempt for life. Such people take their life, regardless of their state in life, their age,
descent or education. If you don’t believe this, | suggest that you read the newspapers more carefully.
The daily papers describe widely and in detail the suicides of not only older people, but also of young
people and even of children. Perhaps it is worth proving this with examples. Therefore, listen to some of
these.

This happened in Keesville, New York. Harry or Henry Lapidus, fifteen years of age lived with his
mother who, two or three years earlier had divorced his father. Being a modern woman and also being
very attractive, she did not hesitate in going out and having a good time. But a person only lives once
she answered her neighbors who called her attention to her life of revelry.

She would leave her young son to the mercy of fate. Our wise forefathers used to say, Like
mother, like son. Therefore, instead of this son growing stronger in the wisdom and grace of God as the
years went by, he faithfully walked in the footsteps of his modern mother.

He left the house whenever he wanted and returned whenever it pleased him. One morning,
when his mother returned home from an all-night drinking party, instead of finding her young son in
bed, she found him hanging. He hanged himself with his own belt. Near him, on a table lay a card with
the words, written in pencil: “Mother, | see no future.” These terrible words were written by a fifteen
year old and he stamped them with a cord.

Here is another such flower from the garden of today’s life. In Washington, DC, our nation’s
capital, a seventeen year old youth, Richard Onslow lived there. He was a student in one of their high
schools. He was not only an excellent student in all of his classes, but he also excelled in athletics. He
was the captain of their football team and also the captain of the basketball team. His fellow students
chose him as their hero and the most popular person in that school. He was healthy physically, kindly by
nature and supposedly happy.

One evening he went on a so-called date or a romantic appointment with a chosen fifteen year
old girl. When he returned, he searched for and found his father’s revolver, put it to his temple and shot
himself. On the desk he left a long letter for his parents explaining why he decided to commit suicide —
because | am upset about life.
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In Los Angeles, California, fifteen year old Richard Elliot was the hero of the following tragedy.
Richard was examining a revolver which had been in the desk for a long time. After various maneuvers,
he aimed at his twelve year old brother and pulled the trigger. His brother fell on the floor. The blood
bubbled from the chest here he was shot. It was filling his throat and the wounded boy moaned. Richard
stood over him. After a few minutes, seeing his brother wallowing in puddles of blood, he aimed the gun
and hilled his brother with a second shot. When the detectives questioned him, he answered arrogantly
and cynically: / shot him in cold blood the second time so that by brother wouldn’t suffer. Did this young
shooter realize the value of human life?

In the town of Milan in Michigan, in a family by the name of Rose there was a case that had such
a gloomy incident: There were two brothers in that family — eight years old Richard and six years old
Leroy. Today cowboy dress is in style; comic books are also in style. These last ones are read by father,
mother, son and daughter with enchantment and rapture, regardless of their substance. Bah, today
already with a baby in the cradle, instead of giving it a rubber nipple or bottle of mild, the mother
pushes a piece of the comics into his little hand. But let me return to Leroy and Richard.

One day, both boys were lying on the floor looking at a comic book. Leroy couldn’t keep up with
Richard in their reading of this comic book. They began to argue and Richard gave his little brother
several jabs and cuffs. Without a word, Leroy went to the desk, pulled out the revolver, primed it and
with one shot killed his brother.

In juvenile court, when the judge asked him why he had shot his brother, he answered, He took
my comic book so | got mad at him and | shot him.

What value does human life have? The monstrosity of such actions by children must fill with
horror every intelligent person who soberly looks at human life. One cannot explain away all of these
aberrations by their miserable situation, poverty or the undeveloped mentality of these young criminals.
We read great piles of printed articles we listen to the discourses of learned and wise psychiatrists,
because we are all looking for an answer to the question Why? Where is the reason? Where is the
source of such escapades?

The answers to these questions are not satisfying; they are not exhaustive nor are they
thorough or exact. Therefore, evil spreads in ever widening circles, causing constant new and fresh
offerings. How can such a modern wise man solve the above problems if he considers man as a
somewhat perfected and well-trained animal? How can a person give a proper and true answer to this
burning question if he himself does not acknowledge the existence of the human soul? How can he
satisfy and appease our curiosity if he, himself does not know where he came from? Or, why he is here
and where he is going? A person without a soul is worth very little. A person with a soul is worth more
than the whole world because the soul of a person is an inestimable treasure, because Ghrist the Savior
came down from heaven for us and offered His life for the souls of men. Does the modern person know
why Christ came to earth? Very few do.

In general, the person of today is insolently calculating, keeping in view only his own personal
profit. It is no wonder that he is constantly chasing after money. He doesn’t sleep or eat enough, and he
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only acknowledges the laws of nature. Material gain which promises him so much happiness becomes
his only goal — his one and only dream. Such a soul turns stone cold to all warnings and urgings of
conscience. They never have enough. They are never satisfied. Their temperature turns into a fever
which burns their mind and heart and finally brings them dissatisfaction, anxiety and surfeit.

Such a person, after years of efforts, exertions and difficulties feels a distaste a repugnance and
fatigue. Then looking for a way out of the traps that he had set for himself, he uses the poison pill or he
places a noose around his neck, or he places a revolver against his temple, or he jumps from a very high
building or he throws himself into water. Often, very often such is the end of a person who forgot about
his soul.

| know what some of you will say to this: “You want me to be a believer, such a simpleton like
my father was who believed, prayed, attended church, worked like an ox and what did he gain? A
wooden coffin, the funeral of a poor man.”

Listen man, stop blaspheming God and insulting your father. He was a simple person but he
lived with God. He believed. He was poor in material things, but spiritually he was a millionaire. Yes, |
want you to be a Christian Catholic, not because your parents were believers, but because this faith is
true and beautiful, but because this faith will give you answers to all of your questions, even those that
are the most complicated and it will solve the most difficult problems of life.

Let me add such a paternal, but at the same time, a very firm reminder: You must be a Christian.
Yes! You must be a Christian not only in your beliefs, but also in your life, not only in your speech, but
also, in all of your actions because if you do not want to be a believing Christian — you will become a
brutal animal. Is it perhaps because of a lack of faith that the world is becoming a house of imbeciles, a
hospital for the insane, a cave for robbers and bandits?

| want you to know your faith so that you would be a Catholic of conviction. This is what a
certain Hungarian aristocrat used to say: “I strictly kept all the regulations of the Catholic faith, not
because that is what my parents taught me to do, and not in order to give a good example to others, but
| would attend Mass and go to confession because | am a Catholic of conviction.”

Yes, | want you to know your faith. Why? Listen to me — because your faith cannot become an
old piece of junk that is scrupulously preserved, which cannot be touched by anyone for fear that it will
fall apart. Everyone should know his faith well and exactly; one cannot blink his eyes at the difficulties
and doubts in order to be able to explain every criticism and repel every attack. Every person should
understand that faith demands great sacrifices of the believer, because it demands the humiliation of
the mind in the presence of Divine Truths and demands the humbling of one’s will in the presence of
Divine Truths.

It is not enough for a Christian Catholic to simply say, “I believe.” He must conform all of his
daily actions to this / believe. It is because that faith covers and extends itself to our behavior, it applies
to our daily life and enters into and includes all of our daily duties. With its directions, which are often
very sharp it regulates our life. Your faith goes with you to church, it stands beside you when you are
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silently whispering your prayers at your bedside, it is with you by your desk , in the store, by the
machine, in the kitchen, during your recreation; it is a witness of your family secrets. In a word, it is
involved in everything, regulates everything, controls everything!

What kind of faith does a person need, especially in today’s confusion? The kind that famous
Paul Claudel had as a young man he was a hot headed unbeliever but, when he converted, he once
wrote down this short confession: “The truths of the Catholic faith are more certain for me than the sun
which shines above my head.

Here | quote the words of a certain preacher who wrote: “One can complain about present
circumstances, but one can also rejoice over them. One can complain that in this century so many
people have abandoned the faith of their fathers. But, one can also rejoice that today so many people
have come to know that faith and to love it.”

One can be sad that the sun of Christianity no longer shines on modern pagans, but one can also
rejoice that the Christian faith as regards culture, morality and the advantages of a good upbringing to
this day have no equal; that it preserved for humanity the treasures that are more precious than all the
precious stones which without Christianity would all vanish, as, for example marriage, the family, the
lives of children, respect for women, the right to property, authority, respect for authority, honesty and
discipline.

The airplane whirrs, the car honks, the radio signals can be heard — a new world surrounds me
and | raise my head and call out: “I believe, | believe, | believe!”

A little while ago, | said that faith gives man a lot of happiness because it gives him a satisfactory
answer to every question, solving the puzzles of life, it levels all difficulties, soothes all sadness,
alleviates all pain, enlightens the mind, strengthens the will, satisfies the heart and fills the soul with a
deep peace — a peace that is unknown to people who have no faith.

There is no living person, who from time to time, looking at people and considering the lives of
people, reflecting on the odd behavior of people, did not present to himself these three basic questions:
“From where? Why? Where to?”

Who knows how to answer these questions for you? You will be seeking advice from the learned
in vain. In vain will you seek answers in the works of great thinkers. The longer you listen to their
arguments, the deeper you dig into books, you will understand even less, the greater will be the
confusion in your mind and rebellion in your heart. Meanwhile, some sort of inner voice that is always
importunate, always curious, demands an answer: “How did you get here? Where did you come from?
Why are you here? Where are you going?”

Listen to what faith tells you: “You come from the Hand of God. You are a child of God. You must
get to know your Creator, love your Creator, serve your Creator in order to live happily, die peacefully
and be happy for all eternity.”




