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We had scarcely been seated at table when General Sikorski leaned over to me and whispered —
“Father, ask that professor to tell you about his experiences in Russia and you will hear some interesting
things.”

The professor was sitting across from me. He was an old man in his seventies. His face was very
thin and very haggard, but at the same time, his face was surprisingly calm, remarkably peaceful and
very kind-hearted. In a word, full of deep feeling, actually ascetic.

At my first opportunity in the midst of a very animated conversation, with timidity | asked the
professor, “Sir, did that experience in a Soviet prison teach you anything?”

The old professor who until recently had been a fervent socialist, answered peacefully: “Yes, it
taught me to pray. | spent 18 months in dark, filthy, damp dungeons of Moscow. Their hangmen
knocked out several of my teeth and partially deafened me. They condemned me to death; however,
thanks to an agreement between the Polish and Russian Prime-Ministers, | was set free. | learned to
pray. In prison, everyone prays. We counted our Hail Mary’s on our fingers. That which my good wife
and my children could not accomplish, the prison accomplished.

In prayer, | found God again and | recognized the value and dignity of man. In prayer | found
strength and peace. That is why | persevered. My stay in prison was for me a retreat and a mission.” The
professor spoke of many details. | have forgotten many of them, but | remembered: “I learned to pray!”

In every person there is some kind of tendency, some kind of force that was put in by the Hand
of the Creator, which pushes that person to prayer. This tendency, this force, is sensed by every person
in every event.

It can be grateful and triumphant: “We praise You, Lord God!” It can be petitioning:
From the air, hunger, fire and war, preserve us, O Lord!” It can be merciful: “Eternal rest grant to him, O
Lord!”

There is some sort of spiritual element which formally forces a person to draw near as a
creature to the Creator. In prayer, the soul sings from joy; in prayer, the soul weeps from pain; in prayer,
the soul pleads and in prayer, the soul begs for pardon!

Prayer for a person is air, medication, food and drink. If prayer is necessary for every person, it is
also necessary for every family. It is prayer that connects and bonds the members of a family into one
harmonious unit. It teaches mutual love and respect for each other’s dignity. It checks outbursts of
impatience and anger. It urges one to dedication and personal sacrifice.

This is not yet the end. Nations also feel the need for prayer. That is why savages, pagans and
civilized people pray. Some pray to the sun, others pray to the moon, to the stars or to animals but, they
pray. But, they pray in their own way.

Woe to the nation which forgets to pray. With time it weakens, rots and falls apart. The history
of nations teaches us this. Someone once wrote: “A nation cannot have peace without prayer. Just as
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peace of conscience follows the prayer of an individual so too, the prayer of a nation brings about
national peace.

Prayer protects the buyer from the rogue and prayer changes the rogue into a working citizen.
Prayer subdues the problems of society and class hatreds. Workshops, factories, foundries, business
concerns and schools will change into holy places under the inspiration of prayer. The prosperity of the
country will blossom because prayer brings it peace and prosperity.”
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November 13, 1955
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Believe me or don’t believe me, but | will give you at first glance an impossible yet true event
taken from real life. This happened to me more than 30 years ago.

In those days we had a large number of so-called boarders. There were various types among
them. The majority of them were honest, hard-working believers but there also was no lack of
suspicious and sophisticated individuals. Some of them worked, prayed, lived frugally and after a year or
two brought their wife and children to America.

Then there were the others who forgot about their wife, children, mother and father and of
course about God. Despite the fact that God gave them health and work, they repaid God with a lack of
gratitude and forgetfulness.

They led lives that were wide, leisurely and wanton. Despite the fact that in the old country they
practiced their religion and prayed, somewhere while crossing the ocean, they lost their faith.

They were under the impression that in the United States, God does not exist and that prayer is
superfluous. Despite the fact that their conscience gave them no rest, that their memory kept taking
them back to their family home where a crucifix and holy pictures hung on the wall before which they
always said their morning and evening prayers, despite that, they got rid of all of their old Polish
accretions and adopted for themselves a style of life without God, without the Church, without prayer.

Meanwhile in Buffalo the city swarmed with boarders. While going to homes for the annual
census and collection | happened upon a two-story home where 16 of such boarders had nestled down.
Amongst them one stood out by his rebellious attitude and his insolent attitude.

He was sitting at a table with his hat on his head. He watched me from the corner of his eye.
When | was writing the offerings into the parish books, he said supposedly to the person sitting next to
him, but in reality he said it to me. “I don’t go to church because the church only takes but gives nothing.
| haven’t prayed since | was seven years old and yet | have my health, a good job and enough bread. |
prayed enough back in Poland and yet there | lived in hunger and poverty. Here, I’'m doing fine without
God, without the Church and without prayer.”

Since these clever words were directed to a fellow boarder and not to me, | decided to answer
him with silence. Then | praised the Lord, put my hat on my head and walked out of the house.

When | finished the census and the collection in the fourth or fifth home and came back out on
the street, someone was called after me: “Father, please hurry here because a man is dying.”

Looking, | recognized the landlord of the houses in which that boarder was arguing so smartly
and also blasphemed. Now, he was lying on the floor like a log. His lips were covered with foam. His face
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was twisted out of shape. He, who just a while ago was full of life and health, now lay motionless and
helpless a victim of apoplexy.

| gave him conditional absolution. Then | ran to a nearby convent to get the holy oils. | then
anointed him with the holy oils. He was then taken to the hospital where he died the following evening
without ever regaining consciousness.

Here some will tell me that this was only an accident. Another will call this a fortune. A third
person will say that it is only a collection of circumstances. Perhaps, | don’t maintain that it is a miracle. |
am only giving you a fact, a true fact of life. You can put all of the pieces together and interpret them for
yourselves as you please.

From this point to today’s talk entitled”
MAN, YOU MUST PRAY

The obligation to pray rests upon every person regardless of his ancestry, condition or age. |
repeat, the obligation of having recourse to God, of speaking to God, is not the obligation of any one
individual, or of some group or some class, but it obliges every person, every group and every class. It is
obligatory not only in adversity, in misfortune or in sick ness but always in good health, good fortune
and in prosperity.

God demands that we pray — “Seek the Lord and you will find Him; and if you abandon Him,
then He will abandon you.” “The Lord will listen to your pleas if you will ask Him with fasting and
prayer.” “Seek the Lord, as long as He can be found, call upon Him as long as He is near.”

In the New Testament we read how the Savior prayed and encouraged us to pray — “Watch and
pray.” “Ask and it will be given to you, seek and you shall find, knock and it shall be opened to you.”
“You shall pray thus: Our Father, Who art in heaven . . . “The Apostle of the Nations reminds us — “pray
without ceasing.” St. Augustine would call out: “He knows how to live well who knows how to pray
well.”

Now, let’s look at the universe. Without any difficulty one can see that it is always and
constantly praying. It prays out of necessity. Things pray unconsciously, that means, not knowing that
they are praying. The sun prays with its rays. The moon prays with its mirrored brilliance. The stars pray
with their luminous smiles. And the infinite expanse of space prays. It prays in the time of storms,
throwing thunder bolts and flinging lightning bolts.

They pray so loudly and so frightfully that a person grows pale, his knees bend beneath him and
involuntarily his lips whisper: “Our Father, Who art in heaven.”

The entire world of nature converses with its Creator night and day. The forests pray with the
rustle of the trees. The fields pray with their golden cornfields and ears of wheat, grass and the perfume
of flowers. The birds pray with their chirping and singing. Animals pray by their purring, growling and
squeaking. Everything in nature calls out: “Man, pray!” Health and sickness reminds us: “Man, pray!”
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Success and misfortune whispers: “Man, pray!” However, many persons pay no attention to these
reminders and to this advice. They don’t want to turn their mind and bend their will to prayer.

A person who recognizes the dignity of his origin, understands the purpose of his life and values
the value of his life, recognizes the need of prayer. And he prays sincerely and humbly.

Is there anyone who doesn’t pray? Such a person is one who doesn’t know where he is from,
why he is here and where he is supposed to be headed.

One who doesn’t pray is he who considers himself as a supreme person, as a lord who regards
others as a gang of naive, credulous, powerless and helpless people. One who doesn’t pray is he who
breaks the laws and crushes honesty.

Such a one doesn’t pray who has drowned himself in material things, in dollars, in his stomach
and in personal pleasures and comforts.

A person who considers himself to be self-sufficient doesn’t pray namely, such a person who
insists that with his own min d he is capable of solving all problems, complications and difficulties or
problems of life.

Such people do not pray even momentarily because sooner or later they wake up and fall upon
their knees. Adversity, the loss of property or health or some other personal disaster knocks him off his
feet and throws him on his knees. Proud and self-conceited, intoxicated by his own abilities and power
of his own mind, he finally happens upon the bogs and swamps of life from which he cannot extract
himself with his own skills. He is encircled. What can he do?

He kneels and begins to pray. It is then and only then that the rays of prayer shed light on the
darkness of life, and all of his difficulties if they don’t vanish then they grow smaller and dwindle.

There is a well-known proverb that states that the pen is mightier than the sword. It’s possible,
but mightier than the sword, as well as of the pen is without a doubt prayer. A person must pray;
families must pray; nations must pray.

Between the first and second World Wars, | visited Poland several times. | had the good fortune
to visit Czestochowa where | was able to say Mass twice at the altar in which the miraculous picture is
enshrined. It was in Czestochowa that | witnessed scenes that | will never forget.

It was there that | heard how ardently, how sincerely, the Polish people have learned to pray. In
Warsaw, in Crakow, in Poznan,| had Mass for the soldiers or for the university students. The piety of
theses Polish men and women not only edified me but shamed me immensely. Don’t try to excuse me
by saying that they were all very simple people there, all women and children. Not at all!

Present at Mass were professors of world-wide fame; officers, and officials. These people pray
because they feel the need, the meaning and the blessed results of prayer.
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There was a professor from the Jagielonski University who did not pray for 30 years. It was only
out of curiosity that he went to Czestochowa. When he saw the crowds of pilgrims there — over 60,000
and when he heard how this crowd sang, prayed and wept, something snapped within him.

His legs bent beneath him. He knelt on the cold stone floor and began to weep and to pray. With
the permission of the Prior, he came to the altar before the miraculous picture and | gave him Holy
Communion. Tears poured from his eyes.

After Mass he came with me into the sacristy. He got down on his knees and wrapped his arms
about my legs. When | raised him he kissed my left shoulder and again burst into tears. After he had
somewhat gained control of himself he began to tell me of his life’s experiences. He ended saying,
“Today, | feel as happy as | did on the day of my First Holy Communion. Today | begin to live again.” And
he burst into tears but, this time they were tears of happiness, tears of joy.

| departed from Czestochowa strengthened in my soul. The scenes of those people in prayer and
in song after so many years of suffering were so moving and so sensitive as though this had all happened
yesterday or the day before.

On my return trip back to the United States, | traveled through France. | stayed in Lourdes for
three days. Instead of describing my personal impressions of what | saw in this miraculous place, | will
use the description given by one of the members who had taken part in a pilgrimage there just recently.
This is what he wrote:

“The people who live in Lourdes advise anyone who is coming to Lourdes to bring not one, but
two handkerchiefs to wipe away one’s tears, especially when one is participating in the procession on
the piazza in front of the basilica for there is no such cynical person for whom this sight would not draw
tears from his eyes. And no one in Lourdes is ever ashamed of those tears.”

“Something grab bed me by my Adam’s apple and is holding me,” old Zagloba would say if he
were present at this solemnity at Lourdes. Actually, something seizes a person by the throat because the
person is a witness to a heavy collective act of faith, hope and love of a crowd of many thousands of
people towards God and His Mother. The crowd and especially the sick on their carriages, are expressing
their feelings loudly, almost shouting their pleas which are picked up ty loud-speakers and flow over the
hills and valleys. It makes a huge and stirring impression. This is an impression that you cannot ever get
anywhere else.

The afternoon procession begins near the Grotto. However, before it begins, all the carriages
with the sick people stand for a long time around the Grotto and one can hear them saying the rosary
together.

Then, in a very long line, they pull the sick in their carriages to the piazza before the basilica,
setting them up on both sides under the trees. At that moment, the police were clearing the crowds out
of the passage ways out to the streets. The crowds closely filled the route of the procession all around,
as well as the enormous rotunda leading to the upper basilica.




image5.jpeg
The priests solemnly praying the rosary, moved in front of the rows of the sick; the sick who
were cared for by the so-called brancardierzy and nurses, were answering the prayers together.

The voice of a bell announces the beginning of the procession as soon as the Blessed Sacrament
is brought to the Grotto from the basilica.

We learn that the intention of our prayers today is for the Church of Silence and for world
peace. We also learn that from many languages today they pray in Polish, for Polish people are leading
the procession. Many long moments pass during which the procession encircles the spread out lawns
and flower beds and then ret urns to the piazza in front of the basilica.

Then, when the baldachin reaches the piazza, from the loudspeakers flow sonorous petitions,
begging God in various languages: “Christ our Lord, have pity on us, Christ our Lord, have mercy on us,
Christ our Lord, help us!”

While this is happening, the celebrating priest, with a small group to assist him, approaches the
sick with the Monstrance and by turns blesses them. Meanwhile, the crowd repeats with rapture: “Lord,
if You will, You can heal me! Lord, grant that | may see! Lord, grant that | may walk again! Lord, may
Your will be done.”

| suppose that there is no person who is such an unbeliever, who, by being there, would not
believe at that moment in the almighty power of God and the power of the intercession of the Mother
of God.

Actually, not all of the sick receive a miraculous cure for God knows better than man what he
needs. But, in this act of faith in the power of God, there is at the same time an act of resignation to the
Will of God. An act of agreeing with whatever it is that God wants.

The procession ends with prayers and a general blessing along with the invitation for everyone
who was present, especially if they had not yet done so, to answer the invitation of Our Lady of Lourdes
and make their confession in the chapel.

Little by little, the crowd fills the piazza and all of the passages. The sick return to their places.
The steps of the basilica on which the members of fraternities, members of Rosary Societies and
Children of Mary had occupied, gradually emptied. The procession ended, but the prayers continued.
Everyone was praying both the sick and the healthy. The sick were praying for health, and the healthy
were thanking God for their health.

In 1942, | flew in a bomber to the British Isles. Believe me it was not for pleasure but out of duty.
After one of many meetings, | was invited to have a snack in the quarters of General Sikorski, the leader
of the Polish Armed Forces who has since died.

There were about 14 persons around that table. Among them was a professor, a known
socialist, who in Poland openly praised himself for his lack of faith.




