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November 2, 1952
1 greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

About 20 years ago, standing before a microphone I said, “I expect this program of The
Rosary Hour to be a welcome Sunday guest for you and that you will receive it in your homes with
joy and satisfaction, but, not only you who were born in Poland, but also you young people who are
Americans of Polish heritage. The purposes of this program, The Rosary Hour are well known by
you. I presume that by now everyone knows them - to explain the laws of the Catholic faith and the
explanation of our duties towards God and the Church.

My secondary purpose is to teach you about our duties to our nation these United States
which once showed such gracious hospitality to our fathers and cuddled them to herself and these
United States have become the best mother to us. These wonderful United States, which give us our
freedom are not properly appreciated now.

Those always were the goals of the Rosary Hour and today those aims are still the same; to
instruct and perfect characters and souls in their duties towards God and their country in a word, to
form exemplary Catholics and perfect citizens.

But that is not yet the end. It is neither from my fault nor is it to my credit that [ am a child
born to Polish parents. Evidently this is what Divine Providence arranged. My parents, it’s true,
were simple people, but they were people of deep faith. They taught us, their children, not only with
words, but also by their example.

Very often our departed Dad, especially on cold winter evenings used to tell us of the
adversities and difficulties of the Polish people under occupation by foreign powers. He really knew
how to tell a story. Sometimes he choked while swallowing his own tears. He almost always
encouraged us to become educated so that we would not have to always walk with a lunch box in
our hand to heavy work. He added in a hard and firm voice - “To know foreign languages is a great
virtue, but to forget your own language is the greatest disgrace.”

Remembering all of this in order to give you some courage in your daily struggle for a better
existence, from time to time I shall cite some moving and touching incidents from the lives of our
fathers and mothers. These will be not only from the past in far-away Poland, but rather from here,
when they found themselves here, 30 or 40 years ago, in this country. Perhaps these memories will
strengthen the hearts of some to persevere on the road to an honorable life.

Perhaps no one will consider me wrong or one-sided because I have always believed and 1
still believe that the people of our nationality do not stand on the last step of American society. The
greater part of the people of our nationality are people who are pious, sober, hard-working and
noble. That doesn’t mean that we have no faults, deficiencies or shortcomings far, far from that but
let no one say and don’t let them convince you that we are worth nothing or else very little because
if you let them do that to you, you become victims of feelings of inferiority which leads to a slavish
life, that is restrictive and degrading.
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Finally, in these talks of mine, don’t look for some classic style, no kind of rhetoric because
that’s not my style. Furthermore, I am speaking to a simple people so I will speak in a simple and
familiar fashion.

WHY SHOULD I BELIEVE?

According to my custom, | begin today’s lesson with an incident taken from my life that
means from my past life.

Years ago, here in Buffalo, there were bands of young evil-doers prowling about. They were
engaged in attacking and robbing, especially the marketable goods from trains and railway wagons.

There existed then, more or less about 25 years ago, a certain gang called The Blue Ribbon
Gang. It was made up of three or four Polish guys. I don’t remember exactly. Their leader was a
person about 37 or 38 years old, but he was not of Polish descent.

One day, the ear of this pitcher finally broke off, and at one of their robberies beyond the
city of Buffalo, the police arrested the entire gang.

Meanwhile, I used to go to listen to confessions in the old Erie County Penitentiary which
was located in the middle of town. I wanted to see the young criminals none of them at that time,
with the exception of their leader, was more than 22 or 23 years old. I drew near to that leader and
[ began to talk to him. He looked at me naturally but from lowered head and he kept his hands in his
pockets.

After a few sentences, he told me openly and clearly in what one could say was a haughty
tone, “Father, why are you bothering to talk to me? Do you want to convert me? I never believed in
anything; | don’t believe in anything today and I never will believe in anything.”

I didn’t stop talking. I continued and he raised his head and spit in my face several times. |
wiped my face and left him.

A few weeks later, their law suit began in the local court and naturally, after two and a half
to three weeks, their case went before the jury. They were all considered guilty of murder and were
all sentenced to death. They were all sent to Sing Sing and with the exception of one, they all died in
the electric chair.

The one left behind was given life in prison. Presently he is located in the state prison in
Attica, New York. Thus, that person never believed that is what he insisted and he didn’t want to
believe.

Now this second picture - in 1942 I happened to be in London. Please remember that these
were the times of World War 11. Having been invited by Father Staniszewski, the rector of the Polish
mission in a suburb of London, I went there in order to visit not only the church and to get
acquainted with the priests there, but at the same time to have a chat with those who had recently
returned from Russia.
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Please recall that in 1941 because of a certain accord or understanding between General
Sikorski, the Commander in Chief of the Polish Armies in Great Britain and Stalin, the head of
Communism in Russia, a certain number of Polish people who at that time were in prisons in
various parts of Russia, returned from prison, from captivity and returned to England or sailed to
India, Persia and other places.

In a small hospital near the Catholic Mission in London a young Polish mother lay in bed.
She made that entire trip crossing 22 countries and she brought her five children with her. She was
very ill. However, when I stood by her bed, she smiled and began to tell me her story. She spoke
very peacefully, naturally with a certain amount of effort due to her weakness. She spoke about all
of her experiences and she ended thus: “Father, if I didn’t believe as I believe, I would never have
been able to undergo all of these sufferings and all of these burdens of such a trip; but faith, faith
gave me the power and the strength. It was that faith that I had received from my good parents. It
was faith that told me to believe in God’s protection, and that some day after these difficult and
painful trials, I will finally reach a peaceful corner with my children. There I will be able to continue
to live my life.”

This is the difference between him who didn’t believe because he didn’t want to believe and
this woman who with a deep, sincere and lively faith endured various worries, difficulties and
burdens in life.

Now, for a third picture: A few months ago, as I was walking on Broadway here in Buffalo, a
man whom I had never seen before stopped me. He asked me: “Are you Father Justin?” “Yes” |
answered. “In person!” He said, “Father, [ also had been in a concentration camp. [ was in one for
four difficult years. I saw horrible things there; things which surpass man’s comprehension. These
were horrors which no person to whom I told them wanted to believe what I said.

You know, Father, that | come from a very God-fearing family. Our parents raised us in the
faith and they taught us to pray. But now, after all that I had witnessed in the camp at Dachau, I lost
that faith and I can no longer believe. What they did to us there both humiliated us and insulted us.
No person would behave with his own dog or cat as cruelly as the enemy treated us.

They tortured us, starved us, beat us, kicked us and then they either shot us, starved us to
death or poisoned us or they packed us into the crematorium. They even exchanged people’s ashes
with manure and carried it off to their own country. Human dignity meant nothing there.

I lost my faith. Why should I believe? If man can deal with man in such cruel ways, then
perhaps there is no God in heaven. And if He is there, then evidently He cares very little, or not at all
about humanity, how it is mistreated and how it must suffer.”

Now listen, we also, in our life go through various changing cycles. Once there is prosperity,
another time there is misfortune; one time we are sad and another time we are rejoicing. There are
sufferings and there are crosses which are visited upon every one of us on this earth. That's why
there are times when we, too, lost heart. We think to ourselves - “Why should I believe?” I look
around at everything on all these changes in life that often are not for our good and will not make
things better, but perhaps even worse.
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Therefore, we ask ourselves, I repeat: “Why should I believe?” Nevertheless, in the presence
of all of this, a person who believes feels a certain happiness, a strengthening and feels certain that
he is on the good road leading to true and eternal happiness. And he talks to himself and argues
with himself - “Let’s others do what they want, let them organize themselves as they feel it is best,
but I am certain that everything that is crowned will remain successful someday at least before the
end of my earthly pilgrimage.”

This time of sadness, suffering and all types of worries must pass, just as a dark, cloudy,
stormy night passes and a bright, golden, radiant dawn appears. That thought is for us poor people
the source of untold comfort, a source of peace, a source of happiness and a source of strength in
the battle with the adversities which we meet in our daily life.

It is evident that somebody will envy such a disposition and wants us to feel certain
sufferings, certain torments and wants us to suffer, despairing our fate. That is why in our life there
comes a certain darkness just as there is a darkening of the sun, there comes a darkening in our
soul. Meanwhile, heavy moments fall upon us. It feels as though we are in a fog. We walk as though
in darkness, and everywhere we turn, it is sad and oppressive and it is cramped everywhere.
Swarming therefore through our head are objections and difficulties against our holy faith.

Involuntarily, the questions arise: “Is everything that faith teaches me true? Can I peacefully
depend on this? If this faith is true, if it is the actual foundation of hope, if it is the source of that
strength, of that every in our daily battle, why do so many doubts come into my mind?”

At that time it is best to say: “I believe that there is a God that the Creator of heaven and
earth exists, that this Lord God is my Lord and my Father. I believe that everything that this God
reveals to me through the Church is truth that is inflexible, irrefutable, unshaken and holy. Just as
my parents lived and died in this faith, so I too, want to live and die.”

But is there yet another means of seeking help; not only seeking help but finding help to
believe this truth? I most willingly admit that the truth of this or other revealed truths through
religion given to us through the Church is not obvious that is not from that type that it would
exclude every doubt, even if not justified, just like it excludes for example that two times two is four,
or that every result has its cause, or that now the sun is shining and so on. Therefore, that one can in
every case force oneself to recognize as an axiom like, for example it does not force the truth that
the earth revolves about the sun. The level of that brightness in which such truths present
themselves to our minds is not the glaring blaze of the noon day sun, but rather to the breakdown
in the atmosphere at daybreak or the sun breaking through the clouds of fog on a rainy day.

Here there can be various degrees. There can be uncertainty as to whether that light is
already shining; or one can deliberately close his eyes and feel that he is in total darkness. But,
prudently, one cannot insist that there definitely is no light because as soon as the eyes are open
one always sees something.

This is similar to that light of the Spirit which consists of the truths of faith. There can be
moments that come over a person when the light does not penetrate inside directly but only as
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through a thick fog gathered in his mind or by the doubts in his heart. But it will always penetrate
enough so that he will not be able to take them as definitely false.

And from where does that thick fog come; from where does the partial darkness come? Are
they coming from a place where they don’t have enough light? Is it that they are not sufficiently
based on the bright and convincing proofs? No, that fog does not arise from them nor from the sun
but from the ground. Otherwise, the great thinkers of this measure that St. Augustine, Thomas of
Aquin and others would not have been able to arrive at their bright and certain perception.

For the source of doubts concerning the truths of faith resides not in the intellect, but in the
will. An unbeliever does not believe, not because there aren’t enough proofs to show the credibility
of these truths of faith, but because he turns away from them or he doesn’t want to surrender his
reason and allow himself to be convinced.

The famous Father Franchi writes: “The force of convincing proofs attached to the defenses
of faith depends, in the final moments, always on the person’s disposition. Therefore, none of them
can force the recognition of faith as a truth that is, you can’t convince someone of its authenticity if
he refuses to be convinced. One must love truth and seek truth in order to find this truth.

The old pagan philosophers knew about this and they placed this love as the first condition
for obtaining wisdom or the recognition of the truth. This is what one of the wise converts from
another religion to the Catholic religion had to say concerning that matter: “We stand here on one
side, a quarter of a million Catholics; we all believe in the same things, we are all truly united in one
spiritual society, under one spiritual authority that is conscious of the strength and influence of its
authority over each one of us.

On the other side there is the rest of the people, broken up into various faiths, systems and
religions. There are among them idolaters, Mohammedans, hundreds of Christian sects and a
handful of people without any religion, without God. Thus, we insist that the pure truth, untouched
by any falsehood is our exclusive possession because we have this directly from God, the Creator of
the world. That is why our religion and our faith can only do good for our body and soul in this life
and in the next.”

Due to a lack of time, I must cut this talk now and leave the rest for next Sunday.




