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you, Madam, as to when you should show up to take the formal Oath of Allegiance. Until then, may God
be with you and with your sons.”

We probably would never even have heard of this incident if a certain radio program known as
“Crisco’s Radio Newspaper” had not broadcast it and bestowed upon Mrs. Sobocinska the title First
Woman of the Week. Later, the newspapers carried extensive coverage of this event and commented on
the life and actions of this Polish woman, now an American citizen!

Somebody wrote that there in the jungle, when the stars shine throughout the quiet of the
night, brave soldiers converse with God, and God listens and answers them. Proofs of this truth come to
us from various corners of the world in which our boys are fighting. They confirm that there were many
incidents on land, on the sea and in the air when our men had urgent needs and in these critical
moments they prayed ardently for God’s help. It was then that Divine Providence, and it could only be
Divine Providence that tore them from the jaws of death. It is true that when a soldier is looking death in
the eye, he is not ashamed to call upon his Creator for help. He prays when he is on the battle field;
sailors from ships that were torpedoed and pilots from planes that had been shot out of the sky who
find themselves floating in the sea for days and weeks without any food or water, pray fervently. Itis in
this prayer that they find the will and the power to survive. After their rescue, they publicly and boldly
attribute their rescue to prayer and to faith. One need not wonder that those who are fighting for the
freedom of profession of one’s faith turn to God in those darkest moments. These soldiers, sailors and
air men are walking in the footsteps of George Washington, who in the presence of his army at Valley
Forge, called out, “Without the help of that Divine Being who is standing beside me, | cannot accomplish
anything; but with the help of that Divine Being, there is nothing which I cannot accomplish!” It is true.
Prayer works miracles.

Listen to the testimony of a Major Lindberg from Westfield, New Jersey. He was the pilot of a
Flying Fortress. While flying to Australia, he and the rest of the crew fell into the sea. There were ten
young men on two rubber rafts. “We fell before sunrise. We managed to get away from our drowning
plane. We didn’t have either a crust of bread or a drop of water. We were very frightened and very
anxious —all of us except our gunner, Hernandez. He began to pray out loud. After fifteen minutes, he
spoke calmly and convincingly, “l am positive that God hears me and that He will rescue us.” We then
began to repeat prayers after him. During the day, the sun’s rays beat on us mercilessly. They were
cutting into our dehydrated and weakened bodies. Our lips were all cracked and our tongues were
swollen. We were repeating these prayers with great difficulty for blood was trickling from our lips.

On the third day, towards evening, out in the distance was the outline of the shores of some
kind of island. Puzzled, we soon saw three small boats filled with naked fishermen. They were coming
toward us. They were savages, dark skinned men who were a couple of hundred miles away from their
native island. They explained to us that yesterday, after fishing successfully, they planned on returning
home, but some strange feeling made them remain on that uninhabited island. From there, they noticed
the rafts with the castaways and therefore they came to offer help.
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Private Peter wrote to his wife from the jungle on one of the islands in the Pacific: “My entire
company was exposed to bombing and being bombed. This lasted without a break for two days and two
nights. In spite of that, we did not lose even one soldier. All of us understood that our rescue cannot be
attributed to pure chance or plain luck. We were protected by the almighty hand of the Divine
Protector. Even those who, up until that time, placed no importance on prayer admitted that they
prayed fervently during that time and after they returned to their headquarters, they promised that
from now on they would pray regularly.”

Another soldier was lying in a swamp for seven days. He was unable to move for a bullet had
shattered the ankle of his left foot. Besides, the Japanese were in his area. Finally, after seven days of
indescribable suffering, an American patrol found him and took him to a field hospital. There, after he
was taken care of, he wrote this letter: “Dear Mom, | am convinced that our prayers have saved me. |
say our prayers because | know that you pray for me always and for seven days and nights | was
constantly praying. | firmly believe that | owe my life to our prayers. From July 7 until July 14, only faith
kept me alive.” | don’t know what answer to this will be given by those who insist that women and
children can pray, but men can get along without any prayer.

During our life time, we meet many difficulties, are exposed to so much misfortune and often
find ourselves in circumstances from which we can find no way out, However, a person who believes in
some higher Being, independent of people and the world, a person who has a strong and deep faith, will
not give up and will not break. Faith in God and in Divine Providence will light the way for a believer to
freedom from all doubts, hesitations and fears. | also don’t know if such a person exists in whose soul
there is not that inherent conviction that God exists and that he is a God who does not need man, but
every man needs this God. For this reason, some intellectual wrote: “Today, like never before prayer is
needed in the life of people and in the life of nations. The deepest source of our strength and perfection
is prayer, yet it is ignored and undeveloped.”

Let me return once more to the statement that human life is beautiful and every moment of
that life contains something new. Human life is truly magic. But people do not see this and they don’t
know how to benefit from the loving and noble impressions of life. They think that they are living when
in reality they are dying. Some people never wake up from the torpor of life. They walk about with their
eyes completely and tightly closed. Others wake up in their later years and then they reproach
themselves that they wasted so much time and saw no beauty, neither in life nor in nature.

We can make our daily life more beautiful and we can ennoble it through our small, seemingly
meaningless actions. How? Through a closer, more sincere living together without events and
happenings and with our thoughts and our imagination. Let us open our eyes wide to that which exists
and to that which is happening around us. There are too many people who look at all of this without any
emotion, totally lifeless, saying, “I'm indifferent. Why should | care about this? Thus they walk in the
midst of the miracles of nature and the wonders of life and the daily changes as though they were
walking in their sleep. It is difficult to understand how in these times anyone can feel bored or
indifferent or fall into despair.
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No doubt, the future generations, reading the history of our times, will envy us for being
witnesses of such enormous changes and all these historical happenings among people all over the
world. Yet, how many of us take into account the seriousness and the meaning in this tragic world
drama? People only then enrich and make their life better when they take interest in what is happening
day by day. This is true of the entire human race as well as in the scope of a private life.

We live in the midst of lightning strikes, thunder and world- wide storms; humanity treads in
dangerous areas, bends under great misfortunes, yet in spite of that, it believes in a better tomorrow.
Days are loaded with victories and defeats. They are totally filled with splendors and with touching
incidents. In spite of that or maybe because of that fact that we live so far away from all of that, we are
living just as we were living in peaceful times, we play just as we always did; we walk freely, each one
totally absorbed in his pursuit of trifles. We are thick-skinned and our minds cannot be penetrated. We
neither feel, nor value, nor judge rightly, nor do we even show any interest in all the beauty which God
throws in great handfuls right before our eyes. Let us finally open our eyes to the realities of life which
are thickly interwoven with threads of silver and gold. Let’s tear our eyes away from the ground that is
rather stained and dirty and raise them on high. We will see a lot of marvelous beauty. This should
definitely change our outlook on the world, on people and on life.
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April 15, 1945
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In November, since | was exhausted from the work involved with my radio talks, | drove out of
the city to the farming area. | love to go there from time to time because it is so very peaceful there as it
was in my family home in the hills of Pennsylvania. Besides, Grandpa lives there and he knows how to
tell very interesting tales of old Polish incidents. With him there is the 30month old little “wise guy”
Johnny and 18 months old intelligent Madge. It is in this select company that | can fully relax and
become renewed in my strength to further deal with daily problems.

That certain November evening | put Johnny and Madge into their stroller and took them out for
a walk. It was a most beautiful evening. The rays from the setting sun poured a golden hue over the
leaves of trees. What a wealth of color! The most famous painter would be incapable of catching the
totality of this scene and transferring it onto a canvas. But, who pays attention to these miracles of
beauty? One automobile after another was speeding past us. Where were they going and why? To the
closest nearby town, some to the theater, others to a restaurant, still others to some tavern.

All at once, one of those cars stopped because they had a flat tire. Four women and two men
came out of the car. They stood in a half circle, all lost in deep thought while they stared at the damaged
wheel. No one raised his eyes from the ground. Not one glanced at the vast and beautiful scene of
surrounding nature. Not even one of them noticed that above them the sky was bright, clear and
cloudless. Nor did they notice that there, on the edge, this enormous fiery orb was flickering a farewell
and with its shafts of light it was adding luster to the shrunken leaves of the trees with streams of
glistening gold. But these people had neither the time nor the desire to admire this marvelous scenery
sketched by the hand of the Creator. All their thoughts were centered on that cold steel wheel and its
rubber tire.

For me, this scene made a very unfavorable impression on me. | saw in it a symbol of peoples’
lives in present times. Just like that little group, having eyes did not see the smallest detail of so much
beauty and did not delight in the beauty of nature in spite of the fact that they were surrounded by it on
all sides, so almost all people behave that way today. Some sort of brain fever, some type of abnormal
fever pervades the souls of people to the extent that during their lifetime they don’t see anything good,
noble or beautiful. For them, everything is tarnished, gray and dark. Not only do they close their eyes in
order not to see the beauty of life, but they also dull their feelings in order to not even notice this
beauty. Their vision is blunted and short so that they only see material things and they drown
themselves in such things wasting God’s gifts and wasting time and merits.

LIFE’S RAINBOW

In July of 1944 | visited a certain army hospital. Normally, these kinds of institutions, whether
federal or state, are found beyond the edge of town, in colorful areas that are lovely and peaceful. This
one was an exception for it stands almost in the heart of town; the noise and the clamor of medern life
deafens the moans and complaints of those who, in the service of their country and in defense of
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freedom had already lay down their sacrifice of blood and health. From the outside this hospital building
is miserable and unpretentious. Three stories high, this brick building looked at passers-by with a
gloomy and sad look. However, a person scarcely came through the entrance way when his eyes and
nose informed him that he was in a hospital.

There was bed beside bed in row after row. The wounded and the crippled lay in these beds. For
the most part they were sailors and the majority of them were young. Their average age was twenty. |
don’t intend to describe in detail neither the condition nor the plight of these patients for you probably
are already well acquainted with scenes in military hospitals. It is here that one sees the results of war. It
is here that one recognizes how and with what our boys pay for defending us and our country.

| look about to find my sick one. He lies over there, at the end of the second corridor. He is
already a true veteran for he is 21 years old. He joined the navy three years ago. Since then, where
hasn’t he been! Guarding a convoy at a time from the attack of divers and bombers, the ship on which
he was sailing was not only damaged but was sunk. From the entire crew they barely rescued twelve
men. These were sent to one of the hospitals in the British Isles. He lay there for three long months.

His physical wounds healed but his nervous system broke down completely. After two weeks the
Army transported him to America for further treatment, He spoke to me in a very low tone as though he
were afraid. His eyes were restless and his lips quivered. From time to time some sort of violent spasm
throws his body upward. Suddenly, he compresses his lips and he stops whatever he was saying. After a
moment of silence which | did not dare to break, he spoke with great effort. “Father, | always had great
confidence in God’s help. | firmly believed and | believe that God rewarded me by saving my life.
Without God’s help, | would never have been able to survive this hell, these bombs, torpedoes and fire!”
and he again stopped. | couldn’t even try to talk. He was looking directly into my eyes. After a short rest
he whispered as if in his sleep, as if he didn’t see me: “Father, when you are able, please bring me a
prayer book but, one that is Polish. Mine is now at the bottom of the sea. My mother had given it to me
on the day of my First Holy Communion. It was now tattered and worn because | always carried it with
me. Prayer gave me the confidence that God would protect me and | will return to my loved ones.” The
sailor’s eyes filled with tears.

The following day in the afternoon, | not only brought him a Polish prayer book, but | also
brought him several other gifts. | don’t know which of us felt a greater satisfaction and joy from these
visits, he or |.

Speaking of faith and prayer, | recall these words of our Savior; “Have faith in God! Truly | say to
you that if any says to this hill ‘Rise and throw yourself into the sea’ and does not doubt in his heart but
believes that this will happen, whatever he said, will happen. Therefore, | say to you, whatsoever you
ask for in prayer, believe that you will receive it and it shall be done.”

The War Department sent the father of a certain soldier the following letter: “It is with deep
distress that | write to you. Today, there has come into my possession a most tragic letter written by
your son immediately prior to his death. It will cause you heartache and grief, but at the same time, it
will give you even greater pride in being the father of a son who could face death as he did. | send this
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letter to you, his father, because with you must rest the decision of whether your wife and daughter
shall see it and read it. Please do not let your wife feel that | have any desire to conceal or hide this
letter. . . | simply feel that such a letter might be too shocking for many a mother to receive. This
communication has been a difficult one for me to write. | hope you understand and appreciate my
feelings. To you and your family | extend every sympathy.” This was written by the quartermaster. Now
let’s look at this soldier’s diary:

“New Guinea Swamp,

Terrible battle on Thanksgiving Day — lost six men and six wounded. November 29, the
20" day on the trail, 19 straight days with wet sore feet. Received new socks yesterday. The tops of all
the brush over my head has been shot away by Jap machine guns. | have lain here three days now.” This
was written in his Prayer Book.

Here is the copy of his last letter. Written in his note book and kept in his prayer book:
“New Guinea, December 11, 1942
Dearly Beloved, my dear sweet Father, Mother, and Sister,

About 9:00 am, | came out on a mercy patrol to pick up dog tags, etc. of our dead. This was the
morning of Tuesday, December 1, 1942. | was trying to turn over the body of Captain K., a friend of
mine, when | was shot two or three times in my right leg and hip. Lieutenant E., Sergeant Y., and Private
C. were with me. | yelled that | was shot. | was in front of all but C., and they ran for shelter. | dragged
myself toward a Jap grass shanty about twelve yards to the rear of where | was shot.

Sergeant Y. said he would send help as soon as possible. Possible, never came evidently because
| lay there unattended in any way without food, water or any medical care. Two days of semi
deliriousness and then | called Captain S. and help. Finally, Lieutenant G. and one of his men from the
anti-tank company came to me. Their Medic also came up. The medic gave me my first drink of water in
three days, but he had no food to offer. The medic bandaged me temporarily. Lieutenant G. promised
me aid, but | never say him again. The medic came back and gave me some more water, but a man who
was helping him got shot there, and that scared him away. Life from then on was a terrible nightmare;
the hot, burning sun, the delirious nights. No one came near me from then on, but | did dig a water hole
in four days which was wonderful to me, although it was polluted by all the rotting bodies within 12 feet
and 14 feet of me. Then two or three rescue parties from my company came out, but they could never
find me. On two or three occasions, they nearly got me, when the Japs, or a rainstorm made it
impossible. The Japs are living within 15 yards of me — | see them every day. | have tried to make splints
and either crawl or walk out, but | just can’t make it. Today, as nearly as | can judge, December 11, |
managed to stand, but | could go no further. A Jap shot me in the neck and the shoulder as | weakly sat
there, and | thought my time had come. But, no, | sit and lay here in this terrible place wondering , not
why God has forsaken me, but rather, why He is making me suffer this terrible end. It is true that |
understand life and its reasons now, but why should He send it to this terrible grave with me? Why not
let me live and tell others? | am not afraid to die, although | have nearly lost my faith a couple of days
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here. | have a pistol here, but | could never kill myself — | still have faith in the Lord. | think He must be
giving me the supreme test. | know now how Christ felt on the cross. | have imagined hearing several

other rescue parties, but one’s imagination grows as his body shrivels. | have had no food of any kind

since that morning when | was shot. My right hip is broken and so is my right leg; both are compound
fractures or else | could have been out of here in those couple of first days, wounds or no wounds.

My life has been good, but | am so young and have so many things undone, that a man of 29
should do. We may never know God’s purpose in striking me down like this, but He must have one. | can
still say truthfully that | have never killed a man, although | have been ordered to order others to. |
wonder how long a man can go on like this? | shall continue to pray for the miracle of a rescue. | want to
commend Lieutenant K. for his wonderful efforts and heroism in attempts to rescue me under Jap
treachery. God bless you, my loved ones. Keep the faith, don’t worry. I shall see you all again someday. |
now prepare to meet my Maker.”

There is so much deep and sincere faith in these last few statements from a soldier who is
slowly dying in a foreign land and so far away from his loved ones. What a humble and confident
agreement to the inscrutable Wisdom of God. It is no wonder that the mother of this soldier wrote
these words at the end of a copy of this letter: “My son lived every day of his fine life, just as he laid it
down for others. His life was an inspiration; his blessed memory, a benediction.”

Here is another letter from one of our soldiers to his parents:
“My dearest Parents:

Today, January 5, | received your letter. | was very happy with it because you write that
everyone at home is healthy and that everything is fine. |, too, am well. On the Vigil of Christmas, our
chaplain celebrated Mass for your intentions. This is my ‘thank you’ to you for raising me as a Catholic
and in the Polish spirit. Neither you nor | have anything to regret or be ashamed of. When | am going to
bed for the night, | look at your photograph and call to mind your parting words to me when | was
leaving, “Son, keep the faith. God will keep you in His protection!”

| believe that God will allow me to return healthy to you, and that may be in the near future
since | am already in the service for 18 months. | think of you, not only at times, but always. | have
already had Mass said for you four times.

| know that when you shared the wafer at the Christmas Vigil supper, that you did not forget me even
though | am stationed so far away from you. | attended Mass on Christmas Eve ina small church. | cried
a little because | recalled how we always shared the wafer at the Vigil Supper and exchanged holiday
greetings.

It is now that I realize how much good you have done for me. It is only now that | understand how many
problems you sometimes had with me. It is for this reason that | feel such a debt of gratitude to you. |
don’t know whether anyone has parents who are better than my beloved Mother and my very dear
Father. I loved you when | was a little boy now, | not only love you, but | adore you. When | was still at
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home, | did not realize all that you do for me now that | am on the other side of the ocean | have time to
think about that. May God bless you and keep you until | return to my dear home and my loving
parents.”

This letter is evidence of the results, of the blessed results of a Catholic up-bringing. Maybe now,
my dear friends, who attack me who are missing out on truth as well as logic, may want to admit that |
am right in asserting that every Catholic child should be in a Catholic Polish school.

In January of this year, a certain Probation Officer, among others, wrote to me: “As a Juvenile
Probation Officer, may | ask you to prevail on our people that they give their youngsters a “Polish home
training and education” which means a Catholic training and education. | suppose this Officer, who of
necessity must be in contact with young criminals, had very good reasons to insist on a Catholic and
Polish upbringing for children and youth.

Here is another picture taken from our life. Both Polish and English newspapers, especially in
Chicago where this incident took place, gave it wide coverage: A peaceful woman stood in Federal Court
among others applying for citizenship papers. She was dressed modestly, nothing outstanding. Her face
reflects a certain satisfaction and joy. Some gray hair intersperses her dark hair. This woman is about 55
years old and her name is Marianne Sobocinska. She was born in Poland and came to the United States
in 1916. Despite her unfamiliarity with the English language, she found employment as a charwoman at
one of the railroad stations. During the day she worked very hard. She understood that without
knowledge of the English language, she would not go far. Therefore, she signed up for evening classes in
English; Despite her all day hard work, despite her physical exhaustion, every evening she satin a
classroom plodding through English lessons until she mastered the intricacies of English grammar. She
learned to read, write and speak correctly in the English language. Even when she went to work, she
carried with herself a history book of the United States. She learned about the make-up of federal
authorities and of the duties of American citizens. At that moment George McKay, the Federal Examiner
began to examine her. Mrs. Sobocinska answered all his questions correctly and without any hesitation.
At the end, he gave her this conventional question that is always rather problematic for most people:
“What reasons can you give me as to why you should receive citizenship?” Mrs. Sobocinska spoke in a
soft voice: “Sir, | have two sons. One of my boys is fighting with the American forces in France. The other
one is in General Mc Arthurs’s army. | would have applied earlier for citizenship but | didn’t yet know
how to read, write and speak in good English. | learned by going to school in the evenings, after work.
Here is my card that certifies that | gave blood at the Red Cross. | don’t earn much, but | save what | can
for my sons, who, | pray God, will return from war.”

Here she took several war bonds out of her handbag and spread them out on the desk in front
of the Examiner. Totally amazed, he counted up her bonds which totaled about one thousand dollars.
Very impressed by so many proofs of patriotism and worthiness for citizenship, the Examiner was silent
for a few moments. Then, returning her roll of bonds to her, he spoke with emphasis, “Truly, you are an
American! America could not gain a better citizen than it will have in you. | congratulate my country
upon gaining such a citizen and | congratulate your sons on having such a mother, We will soon notify




