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that sacred book and then kneeling with folded hands, with a look of deep concentration on his face
while his lips sought the words of a prayer begging the Savior to enlighten him and instill in him a deep
faith.

He had changed to the poi8nt beyond recognition. He began to read books which he had before
pushed aside with contempt. In his thoughts, opinions arose which were totally opposed to those which
he had always expressed, up until this time and every day he came closer to Christ Whom he learned
first to appreciate and then to adore and worship with his entire soul.

Five years have gone by since that time. One morning this young man was walking through town
deep in thought, when he suddenly saw a woman'’s face in the open window of a ground floor dwelling.
It seemed to him that these features were well-known to him from a long time ago. He recognized his
traveling companion in the mail cart. She had that same expression of gentleness and simplicity, except
that her eyes were full of a great sorrow. The young man, without a moment’s hesitation, ran to that
house and rang the doorbell. This very woman opened the door and she was extremely puzzled.

“Madam, don’t you recognize me?” he asked, bending his head low. “It seems to me that | met
you somewhere.” She answered, looking at him carefully.

“Do you remember our common trip about five years ago? Your little daughter at that time
asked me, ‘Do you love God?’” “I wanted to give her the answer to that question today.”

“I remember” answered the woman. “It seemed that you were very confused with this
question.”

“Oh, madam,” he called out, “allow me to thank your little daughter. You have no idea how
grateful | am to her. | would want to do this personally since today she is already a little girl of an age
that she would be able to understand how many good changes her sincere question brought about.”

Two big tears rolled down the cheeks of the young woman. “Sir, please come upstairs with me”
she said in a subdued voice.

She led him into a little room where a little bed stood. Beside this bed, on a little table lay a
small prayer book and in the corner, seated stiffly on a child’s chair, sat a large doll.

“This is all that has been left for me” said the mother sorrowfully. “My golden haired darling is

"

no longer alive

The young man was visibly moved. “That isn’t everything that was left by her,” he whispered,
grasping the hand of the woman worried over her painful loss — “I come today to give you thanks. My
soul was awakened to a new life and this is the work of this angel who went to heaven.

It was she who touched me with her glowing look of innocence and supposedly simple question
that brought new light to my soul that was weary from its pursuit of the truth. God used here as His
instrument to awaken me to give another direction to my thoughts.




image7.jpeg
| am grateful to her for this, that | made an effort to recognize the Almighty Creator and as much
as | used to impudently deny Him, today | am prepared to openly acknowledge Him before the entire
world. Having deepened my study of Christ, | acknowledge it as the peak of perfection and | bow my
head in humility before the Majesty of God!”

The young woman raised her tear-filled eyes to the man who was speaking and for the first time
in several years an expression of sublime joy brightened her face.

Perhaps some of you, at least momentarily, looking at what is presently happening in the world
today, how people deal with one another, how they announce strange principles and maybe, you also
are losing the meaning of faith and the importance of the principles of Christ.

Remember then these pictures which | have placed before your imagination today.
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December 8, 1957
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Our Holy Father is a gift from God, a gift that we have not earned; it is an unearned,
supernatural gift. It is at the same time a natural inclination and a general humaneness.

An intelligent, humble person must believe. And he who has the higher education, he has the
deeper faith in the true almighty architect, builder and engineer of the world. One from among the
many stars in the fields of education is Louis Pasteur, a professor of chemistry and physics at the
University of Paris. He was born in 1822 and died in 1895.

He was concerned with the examination of the phenomenon of fermentation and he proved the
purpose of yeast in these activities. He recognized that decay occurs only under the activity of tiny
organisms. He gave us ways of protecting the body from harmful decomposition and he discovered the
cause of the sickness of the silkworm; he discovered the method of inoculation of the germs of bacteria;
he applied this method in treating people who had been bitten by mad dogs.

While the educated world was enraptured by his discoveries and marveled at his sharp mind, he
daily hurried to Mass every day to show his gratitude to God.

From this point to our talk entitled:
FROM WHERE IS ALL OF THIS?

It is precisely why | am adding such events from the life of a true benefactor of humanity, the
deeply believing and highly educated Louis Pasteur.

On an express train headed from Lyon to Paris, two young people sat engrossed in a lively
discussion of biological questions. The people sitting in that section listened to this discussion. Among
them was an older gentleman with a kind face and a small, grayish beard.

The conversation of these young people revealed that one of them was going to Paris to defend
his doctoral thesis and work on the theme: How did life arise? at the Sorbonne.

An older man who was listening in to their conversation and looking at the several sheets of
reference which the young man had taken from his brief case answered with a smile: “Therefore, Sir,
you have written so many pages to answer a question to which the answer has been known for a long
time? “ “It was known? How, Sir?” asked the future doctor, rather hurt.

“Very simple! Life began where everything began. God created it!” The young man threw a look
of superiority at the older person.

“Yes! Definitely. It is only too bad that such an answer is insufficient today even for the cooks.
Education leads to a little more intelligent conclusions,” he added in the tone of a learned man.
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However, this did not intimidate the gentleman with the small, grayish beard. Education, which
does not lead to God in its conclusions is nonsense.

At this point, the doctoral candidate felt a little offense and closing his eyes, he asked in a rather
scornful tone of voice — “Who are you, Sir, that speaking to a person of education, you express yourself
in such a way?”

The older man introduced himself: “My name is Pasteur.” That ended the discussion.

Under the caption — Life Without God, Jerome Giertych wrote — “London is presently full of
guests from Poland. One of these guests was telling me of something that he had once heard in Poland
from the very lips of a distinguished communist and of his ruthless and brutal behavior as a communist.

“If, so help me, God, there is no God, then thank God! But if, and may God not allow this, there
is a God, then you should fear God!”

This was said as a joke. This six-time calling on the name of God in one continuous pleas was to
be considered as a sacrilegious joke.

But, there is a serious note in this joke; a note of unrest, this person realizes that he has burned his
bridges behind him. His life is based on the assumption that there is no God! But, is it really true that
there is no God? He has arranged things as though God did not exist, but one feels from his words that
he is assailed by doubts, and maybe despite everything God exists.

And if God exists that is something very fearful for him. What did | do? What should | begin?
What terrible fate awaits me?

This person knows that he is going against God. That his behavior, his activities, his politics, is a
rebellion against God is a sin is a crime and that bothers him. Incidentally speaking, perhaps this person
is not yet lost. Such anxieties could be the beginning of a troubled conscience. And a troubled
conscience is the beginning of conversion.

No one is irrevocably condemned and lost. No bridges are ever burned finally. It is a sin against
the Holy Spirit to doubt the mercy of God and the possibility of His forgiveness. Despair closes the road
to salvation. A person who dies in despair will not be saved. But whoever has not yet died, he always has
aroad open to contrition, to repentance for sins, for reconciliation with God. That person with his
doubts can begin to clear for himself his first narrow road towards salvation.

But how many are there in whom there is no doubt of that? How many people with their entire
life and behavior give expression to their conviction that there is no God and that this being the case,
one need not worry about God, His commands and orders, that one can bring about only by interest and
brutal strength, by caring only about oneself and one’s own well-being one’s own profit, of one’s own
pleasure, of money and the flesh and to commit every villainy and crime.
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Actually, the entire communistic ideology is based on the above assumptions. The essence of
the communistic doctrine is that there is no God and that material interests exclusively govern the
history of mankind.

The Communist does not concern himself about God and His commandments; he proceeds
according to the philosophy of life of which he is a believer. But, is it only communists who base their life
on the above foundations? How many people in the world behave as though there was no God? The
contemporary saying after the dearth of a certain very famous French man of State who lived in the
seventeenth century — what is it?

If we presume that there is not God, we must admit that his life was very successful, crowned
with so many successes and triumphs. But, if there is a God? Too bad for his soul! This person lived as if
there was no God. His life and his politics were one unending round of wickedness, pieces of deceit,
broken words, opposition to duties, justice and law and one streak of crime.

Were there many other people in the history of the world who lived in a similar way? From the
creation of the world we have politicians, rulers, leaders and prime ministers for whom there was no
other law other than force and conquer.

Morality? What did they care about morality? Force is above morality and the law; a strong fist,
the superiority of a personal gun and in case of necessity, a dagger and poison and finally money. These
are the only things that had any meaning for them.

And in their private life? There are so many people who conduct their private affairs like Stalin
and Hitler did, and before them, the Prussian King Frederick the Great, or Catherine Medici, or Ivan the
Terrible, or so many others.

How many shop-keepers and factory owners use fraud and exploitation, brutally breaking in
every way their competitors and having as if in the business world, one person was a wolf for the other
person and as though every means leading to their purposes was good and allowed.

How many people behave that way with women and with girls, as though they were not human
beings, but were spiritless objects of play.

How many people steal, cheat, lie, break their word, as though these were all things that are
permitted. Actually, we all commit sins. It's very easy to be pharisaical and say — “Look how they are
sinning and how virtuous we are.” We have no right to point out their sins to anyone. That is their
personal matter, it is their conscience and it is for their confessors.

But it is one thing to sin and something else to decide that a sin is not a sin. Or, that in general,
there are no sins on earth because there is no God and therefore, there are no moral laws which a
person could trespass.
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A well-known English writer, the Catholic Hilaire Belloc once wrote that the true atheist is not
the person who doesn’t believe in the existence of God, but the one who behaves as though there is no
God.

In this extreme saying, there is hidden a deep truth. A person who does not have the grace of
faith, but he acts as though he had it and lives a very upright and virtuous life is in essence a man of God
and God certainly will not deny him the grace of faith in a crucial moment. And if it were not his fault
that he did not learn the truths of the faith, he will be saved as a naturally Christian soul.

But a person who doesn’t care whether God exists or not and he lives in a way as though God
didn’t exist, such a person is a miserable individual, worthy of pity, not only a being without faith, but
one without honor. He is a true atheist or a person without God. And of such there are many in the
world.

Even in such people there is sometimes a throbbing of unrest. And even such souls who boldly
and carefree walk the road leading to damnation, are sometimes ready to suddenly give in to t he shock
of the realization that t heir road is wrong and horrible. They are ready to give in to contrition and to
walk on the road of conversion.

It is worth praying, not only sometimes, but always for the conversion of those who are people
without God, without faith, without the commandments of God.

There were always these kinds of people and now in our own times there are such naive people
who consider themselves so highly mentally developed that they are little about God and are even less
interested in their faith and the teachings of Christ. They look upon believers disrespectfully, tolerantly
and with contempt. But hear what happened to a certain young Englishman who was an atheist.

A young English Catholic woman entered a section in one of the luxurious British trains. She was
with her three year old daughter. Into this same section entered an elegantly dressed British man who
was going to a meeting of an association of non-believers.

Soon the young elegant man became friendly with the little girl. He placed her on his knees and
gave her his watch to look at. The child boldly looked him in the face and played with him. Suddenly she
asked him = “Sir, do you love God?” The young man became very thoughtful. A blush of shame and
astonishment passed over his face.

The little girl was not only staring at the face of her fellow traveler, but it seemed that she was
staring at his soul. This little one was stubbornly awaiting his reply. He had no answer. He kept silence.
The little one moved from her seat on his knees, went over to her mother and hid her face in the folds of
her mother’s dress.

The train was coming close to the town where the atheists were meeting. The young man,
bowing politely, bid farewell to his companion s and left. Outside, a carriage awaited him with two
officials from that organization. These men noticed that he was not himself, he was sullen, gloomy and
silent.
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When asked for a reason, he answered evasively that he didn’t feel very well. He said, “l even
will have to leave the meeting earlier in order to go to rest.” And he did just that.

Immediately after the opening speech, during which time he seemed very nervous, he left the
meeting hall and went to bed. He thought that sleep would blow away those distractions and the
depression.

But, once the conscience begins to work it will not let itself be silenced. That question — “Do you
love God?” he heard without a break. It beat against his ears, gave him no peace and demanded a clear,
firm answer. Then, very irritated, he said to himself — “I don’t believe! | don’t believe in anything!”

Despite that it seemed to him that the question was circulating in the air and even the pillow on
which he rested his head that was burning with fever, seemed to whisper into his ear: “Do you love
God?” It was only towards morning that he finally fell asleep for a short while.

But such a dream did not quiet his nerves nor did it drown out his conscience. That evening, he
went to one of his friends and they went to a dance. They introduced him to the ladies. He asked one of
them to dance. In his distraction, he asked her: “Do you love God?”

The woman, knowing the free-thinking youth from hearing, was puzzled at this unheard of
question. “Why are you asking this?” she said, looking him directly in the eyes. “I know that you do not
believe in God and that you have a strange understanding of religion; why all of this curiosity about my
religious convictions?”

“Forgive me, Madam, but this was the question that a little girl in a postal carriage gave me
yesterday. Since that moment it has persecuted me endlessly.”

The whirl of the dance interrupted any further conversation, but the young man was always
unusually distracted for he did f not find that alleviation for which he thirsted.

He left the dance hall. A vague uneasiness drove him forward he felt a dizziness and the thought
thrown into his soul by the lips of a child stuck like a swell-aimed shot, filling him with an unknown
shudder.

Returning home, he found the Bible lying for a long time in the dust of forgetfulness and he
quickly began turning the pages of that book. “Oh, God, if You exist,” he murmured, “let me recognize
You. If You really exist | want to follow You and serve You faithfully. But, let me know whether You exist.
Lord, pity me in my suffering.”

He spent the entire night reading the Book of the Gospels. These words that were so new to him
intoxicated him. The light of dawn was peeping through his window and this young man, while rubbing
his burning temples, immersed himself even deeper into the wonderful images of the Gospels.

How puzzled the friends and companions would be at this companion who was known for his
blasphemous and atheistic tirades if they would have seen him at that moment steeped in thought over




