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1 greet you my dear fellow country-men and women with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Today’s program, the twenty-sixth, closes the audio series of the Rosary Hour for this season. In spite of so
many pleas and stirring appeals not to break the broadcasting of these programs in this historic and crucial time,
Iam obligated to temporarily suspend my radio work until autumn or at least for a few months. This is not for
lack of good will. I believe that God would help me and all you listeners would willingly help, but for the last
few months my strength has been failing. Traveling through the Balkan countries has really undermined my
health. The scenes upon which I was forced to look have frayed my nerves to some degree. The settlements
and the camps of the refugees, with their poverty and their misery, their sicknesses and deaths, their worries and
uncertainties bordering on despair, continue to haunt my imagination. I am haunted by the great crowds of
homeless exiles, both — soldiers and civilians; I see so many who are sickly, near death and dying! I listen to
their stories of terrible air raids, bombardments, murders, expulsions from their homes and villages, their
exportations to concentration camps, their being locked in prisons, their ill treatment, their torture, all the public
hangings and shootings they were forced to witness — I think about all these things which haunt me all day even
in my dreams at night. It seems to me that there are millions who are begging me for help through these
thousands of refugees. Millions of refugees in lands that were seized are begging me in tears, pleading for help,
begging to be rescued and protected. Meanwhile, I feel that I am so small, so weak and totally helpless! If only
I could, what would I not do to rescue our good and honest people who have to suffer so much from hunger and
misery? In the face of all this my head reels, my soul is in tears. Nevertheless, I must begin. It is not permitted
to fall under the cross! You must carry that cross! We must bombard God and call upon all people — knock on
their conscience, their hearts and their souls! Maybe then, no — not maybe, but only then will we succeed in
awaking their consciences, warming their hearts and enkindling their souls with the fire of Christian love and
mercy.

MARY, CURE ME

Wladyslaw Reymont left us a marvelous sketch about a pilgrimage to Jasna Gora. Listen: “We come out
on some mountainous paths. The sun is rising but it is drowning in fog and just colors it in slight purple. The
paths are steep and full of sharp stones. The entire area is mountainous and bald peaks of mountains can be
seen between the clouds of fog. We are walking at such a rapid rate that everyone is breathing heavily and
everyone’s eyes are immersed in fog at each high peak. With restless eager glances, everyone is searching for
the outlines of the steeples of Czestochowa through the swirling gray mists. They stop for a while and crane
their necks but see nothing — It seems like the whole world is drowned in this swirling gray fog. Suddenly, a
strange thrill is felt by all for the sun had risen above the fog and, in the distance, directly before us the shade
drew itself up as a huge phantom and then sank. The mists, as though struck by the force of light swirled about
and then thickened and again covered everything. A groan of disappointment rippled through the crowd and
slowly it seemed like this crown and the fog were locked in a quiet and stubborn struggle.

Their faces flushed with the ruddy sheen of fatigue, their hearts beating rapidly, all their emotions
intensified, their voices hoarse from the strain joined together and flowing like a stream of fire penetrated these
mists. It was as if they inhaled them for these mists began to dissipate rapidly. A certain thrill that penetrated
these pilgrims every few minutes, so blinded and overpowered them that they began to race each other, going
straight ahead. Their bloody feet left bloody foot-prints on the ground and the rocks became more numerous,
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but they kept walking ignorir;g the pain and the blood flowing from their feet as they still found the strength to
go on! On the next hilltop they paused while a few Brothers gave them last minute instructions. Then began
the whispered cleansing of some before others. The echo of voices conversing sounded hollow in the fog, but
hardly anyone was listening. Everyone’s ears, eyes and hearts were straining elsewhere! We ran down this
very steep hill and again this shudder of excitement swept through everyone. The sun rose a little and this
phantom tower — as a certain reflection — as if it had torn away from its foundation and was floating above the
mists with its glistening steeples until a new cloud of mist engulfed it.

We finally came to the last hilltop and stood transfixed watching how these clouds were gathering into
layers which then swirled up high opening a clear vista before us. All eyes were fixed on the next hill crowned
by a tall steeple. ‘Mary!” — The name gushed out like a flame from a thousand throats and they all collapsed on
the ground with a cry of joy! This scene was such that one would think that a hurricane had thrown them all
into the dust! ‘Mother!” — cried these voices that were choking with joy and ecstasy while tears of joy flowed
from eyes that were shining with love. They were all trembling with sobs, their hearts bursting — and there
wasn’t a single soul who would not lay prostrate in tearful ecstasy. This weeping grew so loud that it almost
sounded like a low roar. It flooded their minds and hearts and fused everyone into one solid mass, trembling
with sobs. It tore out from all their hearts their sadness, their pain, the whole bitterness of their existence, all the
difficulties and miseries that they had endured and let it flow to the feet of her who had seen all their hearts — to
the feet of her who is their Goodness and Comfort! That power of this deep rhythm of weeping, pleading and
enthusiasm echoed in the air, swirling around everyone and burning them like a fiery windstorm remaking their
souls into another measure. Then they arose and suddenly all their faces became bright with sunshine and
determined in appearance. They intoned a hymn to the Blessed Mother and walked with shining eyes and a
smile gracing their thin faces that bore the traces of great hardships. The music of that triumphant hymn rang
out over the wide world and its tones fell upon the sunny earth that was bursting with spring.

After a talk by one of the Pauline Fathers, we entered the church on Jasna Gora. The press of the crowd
was unbelievable! The people were so tightly packed in that it was difficult to disentangle them when needed!
Every few minutes they had to carry out someone who had either fainted or had been smashed!

Then Mass began! The soft tones of the flutes became a spiraling vibration of a golden-hued melody that
flowed and seemed to envelop the soul like a golden netting. This was followed by the penetrating music of the
violins playing songs of full of emotion that spread like the fragrance of roses. The organ hummed quietly
resembling the surf slowly lapping the shore and spilling over its banks. It then became agitated, grew in power
and roared as a storm with crashes of thunder and bolts of lightning which the brass horns stridently announced.
This became a kind of chaos of unbridled despair with sobs and pleadings until the flutes like an angelic choir
responded with a slow, sweet plaintive song which was poured out on a wide scale calming the chaos and
flowing under the roof of the chapel bringing comfort and solace to all. It pierced their souls with emotion,
cradled them with words of grace and became silent in a sudden moment of quiet. It was the Consecration of
the Mass and the silence was only broken by the sharp sound of metal plates and the ringing of the bells.
Suddenly, a hymn was struck up by all the instruments and a storm of cries and sighs rose up from all their
hearts and all fell onto the dust before the uncovered image of the Blessed Mother.

At that moment a young girl was squeezing her way through the wall of people. Led by her mother, she
walked with a crutch. Her eyes were closed and reaching her arms out to the image of Mary in a loud voice that
was vibrant with faith, she called out — ‘Mary, heal me! Mary, heal me!” Then she fell to the ground like a
felled tree! Suddenly, she stood up and radiating joy cried, ‘Mary, I can see! Mary I can walk!’ — and she
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walked towards the altar ami:i aroar of cries torn from the hearts of all present to rest at the feet of Her who was
regarding them with so much love! The young girl hastened like a bird ready for flight, with a smile of
unspeakable gratitude, her eyes like blue cornflowers, with outstretched arms she was panting from gratitude
and was full of joy and tears! ‘Mary! Mary!” Falling to her knees, she embraced the stones that were under
Mary’s feet pressing her thin lips to them while Mary, full of peace and sweetness was seated holding Jesus and
like a mother looked down upon her with a smile of indulgent love.

Meanwhile all the people were wailing and with tears in their hearts, with their minds, blood and total love
were praising Her goodness and begged for mercy. It seemed like the church had opened up its towers for the
great crowds who were bursting with endless prayer. High above them, it was as if a blue cloak was unfurled
which encompassed all of them while white hands and shining eyes blessed, comforted and strengthened hearts
granting them forgetfulness of all their pain and the grace of perseverance. Now the crowds of people were
sobbing more than ever and they seemed to be carried away to another world on the waves of music which like
a comforting angel drifted ahead carrying all these souls to the Source of goodness and happiness.”

Today, in the times when the glow of the horrors of war lights up the country of Poland; today when the
spectre of hunger spreads out its bony arms over the Polish people; today when the phantom of death reaches
out its hands to grasp newer and ever more numerous sacrifices; today when infectious diseases threaten to
decimate the most helpless; today when our modern-day Pilate and Herod have joined forces to root-out and
exterminate all Christians — from infancy to old age inclusive.

“In the name of this nation that is being strangled, tortured and trampled underfoot, I kneel before you,
Mary who art not only the Mother of God but our Mother, also! Oh dearest and kindest Mother, we are calling
upon you — begging and pleading: Mary, cure us! Mary, cure us! I believe, dear Mother, I believe with all my
heart that you will hear and answer our prayerful pleading! I believe that you will wipe away our tears, will lift
us up, free us from this captivity and will bestow upon us a praiseworthy freedom! In exchange, dear Mother, I
make this vow to you and to the Fathers of my native land:

I swear to you, on your honor — on your name
On the honor of the Polish soldiers:
In blood and the smoke of battle
I must live out my life and face death
For your Name!
I swear to you on the reputation of our Fathers on the battlefields
On the rusty relics of war
And all the broken swords
On your banners captured by the Kremlin
On our terrifying enemies
On our smoldering ruins and all the ashes
On their bloody scaffolds
On those drops of blood produced by a bayonette
That nailed the Cross to the ground
I swear to You on the crown of kings
And on the rags of dishonored paupers
They came to You in the crimsonness of their blood
To promise You that they will defend You ‘till the end of days
Regardless of whatever happens...
I swear on my Mother and on my Father’s shade
And on the tears of those countless maidens
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That neither tears nor me’mories will break me
And I will not give up in exchange for a safe life
I'swear to You—

On eternal life!

Therefore I go to my death and to life

I swear to You on all the legions of angels

On all the stars in the heavens and the sun in the blue sky

I swear to You on my soul and on God —

On your dearest and purest dreams — my beloved Native Land!

1 cannot end this talk today without giving a few words of warning! There are certain individuals among
the emigrants who are insolently sneering at the Holy Father, at the cardinal in Poland and at all the Polish
clergy. Even here they are not ceasing but these vile individuals are even continuing: They are blaspheming
God and ridiculing our Faith. We should consider these people not only as adherents of neo-paganism and
atheism, but also as the apostles of Prussian Nazi-ism and Bolshevism. They are also the messengers from hell
and the companions of Satan because they are spreading the principles, expanding the lessons and carrying out
the work of that triple dictatorship: Paganism, Atheism and Satan. They want to ruin the Kingdom of God and
destroy the rule of Christ! They carry out their work under the slogan of “Progress and Enlightenment™

In 1906, the paper “The Catholic Review™ announced a contest to explain the meaning of the Catholic faith
in all spheres of life. Henry Sienkiewicz participated and won! He proved that Catholicism not only fulfilled
our consciousness and united us with the great Latin civilization, but it shaped our moral nature and created a
historic model — Poland! Catholicism is our faith and our custom. Who weakens it destroys the life of the
nation! Let’s take faith away from a man and we will see if education is able to take its place! Sienkiewicz was
hostile towards education without any religion. His conclusion was that it leads to corruption that cannot be
prevented even by the most intelligent mind. Knowledge protects one from making mistakes but it does not
form character. In Poland only an education that is permeated with the Catholic spirit will be able to bring
about a moral rebirth. Sienkiewicz bows his head before a religion whose source is God! Catholicism is a
genuine gem of the Polish character. And then, glowing with dignified pride, this world-renown writer asserts
that that statement can be reversed to say that the Polish character is the jewel of Catholicism and that we, as a
nation did much to promote its growth. People who are noble, intelligent and humble teach and write in this
manner.

Now, since such great evil has befallen us, they do not give up hope. We are filled with horror when we
read of the barbaric cruelties and atrocities to which they are exposed. Despite it all, they do not give up!
Why? Because they believe and they pray! There are some who write about them saying — “Now we know the
meaning of faith!” Others say, “They robbed us of everything but they will not be able to rob us of God!” Still

others comment, “How lucky we are that we know how to pray!” And such comments are heard without end!
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Let this be an example to all of us! Pay no attention to the whims and attacks of these morons, animals and
vultures whose filthy lips and poisonous pens dishonor God, the Church and our faith! Let us believe, let us

pray and let us work! It is safer to be with God rather than against God!




