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November 7, 1954
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In January, 1922 there appeared in Cracow he first number of the monthly edition of The Knight
of the Immaculate. The editor in charge of this new magazine was a humble and quiet Franciscan, our
Father Maximilian Kolbe who in 1941 died a martyr’s death in the concentration camp of Auschwitz.

Some day in the near future, | will talk about this Servant of God, who freely gave up his life in
order that a young fellow prisoner might live. A Franciscan in the fullest meaning of the word, of whom
the German torturers and Nazis spoke with acknowledgement and admiration: “We have never seen
anyone like this man before. He must be an unusual person.”

In the first edition of The Knight this unusual person wrote the opening article entitled: Where is
Happiness? The article is short, clear and intelligible. He wrote: “Everyone wants happiness and seeks
happiness, but not too many find it because they seek it there where it does not exist.”

Let’s go out on the street. On this wide avenue, people of various ages and states of life are
feverishly hurrying to some goal which should be a part of his or her happiness. In the middle of the
street there is a movement of wagons, automobiles, and buses and those people who are seated within
them are all dreaming of happiness.

In the windows there is a display of a variety of goods being offered to the passers-by in order to
draw their owners and buyers closer to and give them happiness. Everywhere you look, you see people
everywhere who are thirsting for happiness.

But, are all of these people certain that at the end of all of their endeavors they will find this
longed-for treasure? One of them pointed out for himself as his goal the accumulation of material goods
and money.

He still didn’t reach the limits of his wants therefore he still is racing ahead. However, will he
ever reach his goal? The more of these goods that he accumulates, the more enthusiastic he becomes
concerning them and the more he desires more of them.

Even if he possessed the entire world, he would still look jealously at the moon. He wants to
gain more and more, sooner and sooner and to possess it forever. How much work, endeavors,
dedication and health, that which he possesses has already cost him and how many more difficulties still
await him. And what if sickness befalls him; or if a thief robs him?

Finally, in the end death comes what then? One must leave everything and go alone into
eternity. That very thought poisons for him that short moment of satisfaction from the derived benefits.
Therefore, he did not possess happiness. Let’s go further.

Near the doors of a huge hall, there hangs a placard which reads — Dance tonight. Crowds of
people are pushing their way in. Their motto is “Let’s use the world, as long as we are young.”
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Apparently they are without any worries. They appear to be happy, but in reality are they really happy?
If they are then why do they seek a bigger, fuller and sweeter chalice of pleasure? They are constantly
seeking new pleasures and in the end they feel a surfeit — a boundary. But what they want is happiness
that is without any boundaries and it is endless. Thus these kinds of people do not find it.

But, perhaps fame satisfies a person. Let’s look at the crowds of people who are so considered
who occupy high positions and enjoy wide renown. Is it possible that they possess the talisman of
success? Let us ask them if they would not wish that their fame would encompass even wider circle3s so
that they would shine in other areas.

Without a doubt every one of them would willingly accept that and perhaps even sometimes
think about how he would flash an even stronger and brighter light.

Meanwhile, perhaps others overshadow him and there are many who do not appreciate his
merits and as a result many who are less worthy are considered higher than he.

Finally, that fame is a crystal that is very fragile; there are very many people who not so long ago
were still being praised and were famous and now they are already in the shades of forgetfulness. And
in the end death even visits such a person.

And after death, of what value are people’s praises and monuments if one’s eternity will be
unhappy? What? Even in that there is no happiness; besides the human heart is big. It is too big to be
able to be filled with money, sensuality or the seductive and intoxicating smoke of fame.

That heart desires the highest good, a good without any boundaries, a good that lasts forever.
And such a good is only God!

This is how the Servant of God, our Father Maximilian Kolbe wrote in the first issue of Knight of
the Immaculate that was published in 1922.

In the underground chambers of the majestic basilica of St. Peter in Rome, among others there
is the grave of one of the bravest successors of St. Peter, namely Pope St. Leo I. He ruled the Church in
the 11" century. He renewed discipline and weeded out various depraved accretions which had become
rampant among the faithful as well as among the ranks of the clergy. He was the man of the moment in
God’s Church.

When after the toils and difficulties of a hard-working and saintly life, he felt that the end was
drawing near and the time was drawing close for his body to rest in the grave and his soul to stand
before the Judgment Seat of God. He called together all the bishops and the lower clergy. He spoke to
them fervently, giving them sincere admonitions, and at the end he foretold the exact day and hour of
his own death.

On the following night, despite his fatigue and weakness, he spent the night in church, lying in
the form of a cross before the main altar, absorbed in prayer and deep meditation. In the morning he
asked to be carried over to his already prepared grave, and there, in a hushed and tired voice, he again
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addressed those who were present. Then he made his confession and received the Viaticum for his
journey into eternity. He prayed fervently, not so much for himself as for the Church that was being
persecuted and was in distress — that Church which he had led wisely and gloriously for six years.

Finally, slowly and with great effort, he raised himself from the stretcher on which he lay and
supporting himself with his elbows against the marble grave, he said: “Look, brothers, from so many
honors, dignities and praises, my little dwelling remains so small.”

He was absorbed in thought for a while then he raised his hand, blessed his grave and lay down
on the stretcher. He did not allow himself to be taken to the papal apartment. He spent the entire night
in prayer by his own grave. Towards morning, he received Holy Communion and shortly after, he fell
into an eternal sleep.

So what do honors, praises and the applause of the world mean? Everything is empty, leaving
behind a feeling of surfeit, bitterness and dissatisfaction. Man needs God in order to be happy. A person
can possess riches, honors and the respect of others, but, despite that if he doesn’t possess God, he is a
pauper and is miserable, and in the end he is bankrupt, completely bankrupt because his conscience
does not give him peace, his heart will be dissatisfied and his soul will sink into despair.

Please listen to these excerpts from a letter written by a new convert to his friend: “I did not
have a good upbringing. The faith was not alive in my family. That was the first and greatest misfortune
of my life.

As a youth, with a scoffing smile, | threw religion away from myself. | began to look for
happiness on my own. | wanted to live and | wanted to use things. Today | see and understand what a
terrible thing it is when someone with a cold mentality begins to enjoy things. | did that. | drank the
chalice of pleasure to the very bottom.

To live and to live and enjoy a hundred times became my motto. | became the murderer of my
own soul and the murderer of other souls. | trampled the lives of others mercilessly due to my
conviction that | was greater. | don’t know how many people | swindled or how many | made unhappy.
Enjoying myself, | didn’t care about what was happening or what could happen to my victims.

Like that evil spirit | went through life, ruthless, brutal, without a trace of respect or love. | had
completely lost all feelings of guilt and | had deadened the qualms of conscience with false distortions.
And | lived like this until | was 25 years of age. It was at this time that a change began.

| became friendly with a noble family that had deep faith. The lady of the house, among other
things, suspected what had happened in my soul. Perhaps because of this, on my feast day she gave me
a book with the Gospels.

| courteously returned this gift to her adding an indulgent warning that | don’t believe in
evangelical fairy tales. In reality, | was afraid that through the reading of the Gospels, my conscience
may awaken, for someone said that if you give God a finger, He soon takes the entire hand. But this
woman insisted, rather she begged that | keep this book. In order not to worry her, | kept the book and
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at home | wrote on the front page: I received this as a gift but, of what use is it? And without further
ado, | put it in a corner.

Not too long after, maybe out of curiosity, | took this despised book into my hands and | began
to read it. | realized that God seized my hand.

The book awoke my conscience. My life began to seem brutal, vile and inhuman. But, | didn’t
want to give it up; | just couldn’t kneel down to pray. | explained to myself that these are just transitory
feelings, the feelings of an over-worked and fearful imagination. Despite this, my resistance from day to
day grew weaker and feelings of contrition and remorse grew and became stronger.

After a few months of torment, | went to the woman who had gifted me with that book. | didn’t
say anything to her, but she looked at me with eyes of understanding and pity. After a longer moment of
silence, | began to cry.

It is then that she spoke in a gentle, soft tone of voice: ‘I see that even you understand that you
can no longer resist the grace of God. Go, throw all of that filth out of your soul and begin a new life —a
regenerated one.’

I don’t know how long | sat there — silent, broken, crushed by the grace of God. We were both
silent. | was steeped in meditation. She was absorbed in prayer. Finally, as though she were inspired, she
spoke earnestly: ‘There is a convent nearby; those nuns do not know you. Go there; confess everything
and your tears of contrition will become tears of joy. You will find God and with God, you will find peace
and happiness.’

| went but, the road to the convent was for me the way of the cross. Some sort of voice called
out to me: ‘Put it off until tomorrow. Why are you in such a hurry? Don’t be a coward; don’t kneel
before any monk for he is a human being just like you. Are you some sort of hero?’

Those moments were terribly difficult for me. But | did go to confession. | sincerely admitted to
everything. After | returned home, for the first time in many years | again slept like an innocent child.
But the enemy doesn’t let the victim out of his grasp so easily. When | awoke, my mind was flooded with
new doubts. The evil one whispered: ‘What an empty forgiveness. What can be forgiven? How naive you
are. What has already happened cannot be taken away; and nobody can erase that.”

In this uneasiness, | again went to a confessor who talked to me in such a loving and tender way,
as a father to his son. As he talked to me some sort of strange, unearthly peace filled my soul and the
work of God was accomplished within me.

But on the other side, the way of the cross began for me. Those who up until now had been my
friends now were mocking me. They were calling me a holy roller and a bigot. But | bore everything; God
gave me the strength to persevere. | am trying to use my life for the glory of God; | am trying to do good
and lead others to God Who is the only One Who can give us a certain, true and full happiness on earth
in the hour of death and in eternity.




