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and may we never forget our life’s mission that we may never resign from our apostolate. Please receive Holy
Communion for me!”

What strength of soul! What a deep understanding of the dignity and reason for life! The Polish soldier in
England and this Polish heroine in captivity — these should be your models for this New Year.

I end this by reading you a poem:

“Bid us farewell, Old Year and welcome the New Year
“Where do you come from — from heaven or from the cloud?
Whom will you bless with prosperity?

Whose heart will you leave empty and sorrowful?

Everyone is asking. What will you answer, oh young New Year?
Is sorrow, misery awaiting us or a crown of laurel leaves?

Are frightful horrors and the blizzards of war awaiting us?
Will the shining star light up the world with peace?

Tell us the future — but sincerely — the truth — from heaven!
Tell us our shortcomings, what we lack, what we should do!
The star twinkles in the folds of heaven and even smiles to us
Assuring us that the New Year predicts hope

Therefore we go forth in this New Year boldly, with good will
With the conviction that it will improve our destiny

Let everyone feel obliged to work constantly

May you account for every minute — and never waste time!

Instead of my continuing to answer your questions, I would like to tell you a story. The author is unknown.
Having read this story many years ago, I liked it, copied it into one of my old tablets and today I would like to
share it with you:

“She left her family home, leaving her old mother behind, she went out into the world. She was a young
and good girl. But, she had become totally bored with her quiet work out in the fields of black soil. She was
tired of the low, straw-thatched roofs and her monotonous life in the village. She wanted to see what life is like
in the city. She longed to meet rich people, to do a lot of interesting things, to earn a lot of money and to have a
lot of nice, modern clothes. In her heart, she yearned to go somewhere far away — into unknown territory. So
many young girls leave their villages every year and go to the city. “Everything must be better and nicer in the
city than it is here in the village,” she mused. Very often, as she sat by her spinning wheel on a wintry evening,
she pined for that big city!

On a certain day, she spoke to her aged mother who was bent over —“When spring arrives, I'm going to the
city where I will give you money to buy bread, for they tell me that they pay a lot of money. Mother let me go
there! You will see that our life will then be much easier! Then, I'll return and take you back to the city with
me and you will never have to work so hard anymore!”

Listening to her daughter’s rambling, the old mother sadly shook her head and replied, “Annie, are you
dreaming? I will never go to live in the city, and neither will you! Ilove this black soil — I was born here — I

played here when I was little — I picked flowers from these meadows to make a crown for the Blessed Mother. 1
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tended the cows here in these fields of black soil; I worked here with my husband and it is here that I want to
die. The city is not our area; it is a foreign area — for others. Our life here was very poor, but we lived an
honest life. This Mother Earth that feeds is black. It is very difficult to work, but — it is our land. It is
thoroughly soaked with the bloody sweat of our fathers and has been watered by the tears of our mothers. Even
the churches in the city are not like ours here. There — they play the organ differently, they sing the hymns
differently and the people pray differently.”

Annie listened silently, but when her mother had ceased speaking, Annie murmured, “She’s old and is just
thinking about death, whereas I am young. I want to live and I want to experience the world.”

When spring arrived, Annie packed all her dresses in a small bundle and leaving their little cottage, she
went out into the wide world. Her old mother had wept, prayed and tried to dissuade her but nothing succeeded.
Annie turned a deaf ear to all her mother’s pleading. As she bid her daughter goodbye, the mother hung a small
wooden cross around her neck saying, “Don’t ever remove this! Be honest, love God, love your family home
and hasten back to me!” And the mother remained home - alone!

In the garden that was under the window, the red poppies sadly bowed their heads to the ground and were
overgrown by grass. Annie’s spinning wheel was pushed into a corner of the empty room giving the room a
gloomy appearance. In the barn, the little cow that had been Annie’s darling, was very restless and kept looking
out to the outside field. Her little dog, Burek, kept barking pitifully, constantly looking in the direction that
Annie had gone. It was so empty —and so very quiet in the little cottage. Only the pealing of the bells of the
village church broke that silence at times. It would be then that the old mother would come out of the cottage
and taking her rosary into her trembling hand, would kneel on the ground. Staring in the direction that Annie
had taken, she prayed fervently while her burning tears splashed over her wrinkled cheeks. She prayed
fervently to the Blessed Mother to allow her to see her daughter Annie before she would die.

Annie did not correspond with her mother at all. In the big city, she quickly forgot about her mother and
the village where she had been born and raised. She was lucky and found employment in the home of wealthy
people. She loved the place and her job immediately and was very well paid. She immediately went out and
bought herself some very expensive and very stylish dresses. Removing the linen dress that her mother had
made for her, she threw it and the chain with the little wooden cross somewhere into a corner because one of her
new friends had remarked that it wasn’t stylish to wear such a wooden cross!

Annie, very soon, was no longer that sincere, pious and simple village maid. She no longer attended church
and she had forgotten how to pray. She had no time for her former devotions and instead of her prayer-book or
rosary, she now sported a sparkling beaded necklace around her neck. Annie learned to adapt to city life very
quickly — She had a lot of money and many very stylish dresses and never gave a thought for her village family.
Time passed very quickly and soon it was almost Christmas. On Christmas Eve, a time rich children, dressed in

soft velvet clothes were joyfully watching their beautifully decorated Christmas tree.
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Annie had also received many very nice gifts from her patrons because she really was a very good servant
in their house. However, none of this made her happy. The sight of these happy rich children reminded her of
the children back in her village and her soul which seemed to have been asleep for such a long time, began to
awaken. Mentally she was once more in their straw-thatched cottage and she was looking for her beloved
mother. The first star was already twinkling in the heavens and Annie thought that her mother would now be
sitting down at the supper table — all alone! In her mind, Annie could see her mother’s trembling hand holding
the Christmas wafer — and tears were flowing from her mother’s eyes. “Oh, mother!” Annie whispered in
despair. As though she was right there, Annie could see her family cottage, her garden with all its flowers and
all the village children. How she envied these children! She now wanted nothing other than to again be a
village maiden singing with the rest of the villagers all the familiar beautiful hymns. She also imagined the
little village church where she had been part of the choir. At that moment, Annie was ready to surrender
everything — her stylish clothes, her money and all her gifts in exchange for at least a few minutes of presence in
that village cottage.

She knelt down and began to pray — something she had not done for such a long time! She then noticed a
letter from her mother on the table. Sobbing like a child, she tore open the envelope. There was no letter — only
a small white Christmas wafer bearing the image of Jesus Crucified. This mother, full of worry and very lonely
had sent her daughter this wafer. There was no letter because she never learned how to write. But, this little
wafer with that little cross spoke volumes to Annie — more than any letter ever would. This was her mother
calling for her to return and this little cross on the wafer told Annie how much her mother suffered because she
had not seen her one and only child for such a long time. Annie stared at this little wafer with great tenderness
for a long time before she finally raised it to her lips, kissing it as a precious relic! She immediately made
arrangements and returned to her village where she loved her family cottage so much, that she never again ever
dreamed of going to the big city!”

Maybe all people do not have custom of exchanging wishes at Christmas, so that’s why on New Year’s Day
the whole world resounds with the wishes of “Happy New Year!” This greeting is sent by mail, by telegram, by
radio and by individuals orally! Ialso add my wishes to all my listeners. without exception: “May you have a
Blessed New Year!” Begin this New Year in the Name of Jesus and remain with Him throughout this year!
May all of you be filled with great happiness and be especially blessed with good health and prosperity! May
God in His goodness allow you to live wisely and peacefully! May He bless you with all the gifts you need for
your body and your soul! May you be able to make the best use of your time to improve your state in life and
your spiritual life! Do not bury the talents God gave you but use them for the purpose for which God gave them
to you! As long as your health permits it, work hard and do not waste you money! Keep a level-head! Be
merciful! Be just! Be noble! Then, this year will bring you contentment, much good fortune and great joy! I

wish all of this — to all of you!
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December 28, 1941
1 greet you, my dear fellow-countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Before I start my regular talk today, I would like to call everyone’s attention to the following: For some
time now, there has been a “war of nerves” going on here in the United States. On the international scene, the
diplomats have made various moves. Our government has warned our country about threatening dangers.
However, our nation didn’t regard these warnings given by authorities who had confidential knowledge about
the intentions of our cunning and traitorous neighbors. Then on December seventh, we learned that Japan
attacked American possessions in the Pacific. As a whole, the American nation at first did not pay too much
attention to this action by one of the international bandits. I want to remind everyone that our president did
everything that was humanly possible to avert an all-out war! Even at the last minute, he sent a personal letter
to the Emperor of Japan. None of this helped! However, when chaser planes started flying over our cities and
the wailing of warning sirens were heard in certain towns and when black-outs began of certain cities and
industrial areas, and then the nation came to its senses. They began to call out — “We are at war!” People were
thoroughly frightened and what was worse, they began to panic! This was neither the American nor the
Christian way to react! These were bandits who attacked us like a band of robbers. Nothing more than that!
Every gangster is successful at the beginning. But justice finally catches up with him and he either ends up in
prison or in the electric chair. This will also happen to these international gangsters!

We have to believe this unless we have lost our faith in God and in His justice. Let’s keep calm and have
faith in our country, our government, in our armies, our navies and our air force. Let us pray, work and help our
country until final victory. Let us believe in the justice of our cause, believe in God’s help and believe in
ourselves!

Let us be eager to make sacrifices and be faithful to all our obligations. Away with all fears! The
American nation is huge and this American eagle will spread out its mighty wings and protect us from all harm.
Let every man, woman and child thoroughly understand this.

Now a word of cheer for all the fathers and mothers of our boys who are in the service and are already
fighting to defend our country. When you send your sons off to defend our country, do so with a smile on your
lips while you pronounce a blessing upon your son. In this war that was thrust upon us, it is not only an
obligation but a privilege and an honor to fight the enemies not only of our country, but in defense of all
Christian civilization. These American soldiers, your sons, are in combat with the enemies of the entire world.

May your sons be those heroic knights against whose valiant breast-plates the armies of darkness will be
shattered forever and the power of the insolent Germans the impudent Italians and the traitorous Japanese will
be forever broken! Let us pray every day for your sons and for their well-being!

1 will never be able to fully repay or thank my Dad for all he has taught me. He raised a whole bunch of us.
Every one of us had the opportunity of going to elementary and high school. He was a true and upright parent.
His one aim in life was to make sure that his children would have a better and easier life. My Dad denied
himself and never spared himself working always even beyond his strength.

1 remember he planned and calculated so that we could live closer to the school and the church. He bought
a small farm in Everson, Pennsylvania and built a small house on a hill. He was very happy that we had it so
close to school even though he himself had to rise almost at midnight in order to walk four miles to his place of
work. Can anyone ever forget such a parent?
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I can remember how every day after supper he would pull out his little red book from a drawer and write
down how many hours he had worked that day and what he earned for that day. After my Dad’s death, I found
that book in an old trunk and I kept it as a remembrance of him. On one of the pages I found an account of my
earnings. You must know that when I came home from college for the summer, I, too, went to work on the
farms. In 1904, during the months of June and July, I earned $30.65 and in August and September, I earned
$19.15.

My Dad was also very conscientious in keeping track of all expenditures. The horse cost me 30 cents each
day. Wire for the fence cost $18.32. Thus he recorded everything, even the most minute expenses day by day
and month after month. On the last day of the year he balanced his earnings and expenses for the year so that he
would know exactly how he stood financially. The following was his account for the year 1926 — Profit from
the horse - $262.35 Annual profit $622 Expense for the year - $467.60 giving him a profit of 155.40.

You are probably wondering why I even brought up this topic about my Dad’s budget. But when he held
his list in his hand at the end of each month, he knew exactly how much he had earned and what he spent. This
is why, when he died, he left all of his property free of debt and still left money in his bank account. He really
was an excellent manager! Thrifty and hard-working, he was also very level-headed and understanding. He
was dearly loved by his family and highly respected by those who knew him. Fully aware of his possessions to
the exact penny, guided by his past experiences and working conscientiously day after day, he regarded the
future peacefully. He was like this not only concerning temporal affairs, but he maintained an equally balanced
spiritual side. After doing his annual accounts on the last day of the year, he always knelt and thanked God for
everything — for his health, for his work and for his strength and ability to bear his daily crosses. Early in the
morning of New Year’s Day, he would rise, dress in his best clothes and go to church. I always accompanied
him because I was the oldest of his children, and besides, I was an altar —boy. We would both go to confession
and Holy Communion. This is the way it was, year after year — as far back as I remember! We spent the first
day of the New Year at home — celebrating all day. This was the only day of the year that even my Dad did not
count expenses! Everybody celebrated! Even the family monsters!

A HAPPY NEW YEAR

On Wednesday, at midnight, we will tear off the last page of this year’s calendar with the title “December,
19417 and we will toss that page into the waste-basket! We do this every single year and then we forget about
everything that happened in the past! We generally cross out the past, regardless of what it was like! The
majority of people, especially here in our country, will spend these last hours of the old year and the first
minutes of the New Year in a lot of celebrating. They sit at well-stocked tables awaiting midnight, holding a
drink in their hand. Then, when the midnight stillness is shattered by the ringing of bells, the factory whistles
and sirens announcing the death of the old year and the birth of the New Year, neighbors come out and greet
each other amid shouts, singing and music. After a while, they all return to their homes, each with a belly-full
and his mind foggy from drink! Many have souls starved, hearts that are restless and minds that are fearful.
They end the old year without taking an inventory of their spiritual accounts. They have no idea of what they
lost or what they gained during the past twelve months. They can’t see the specter of bankruptcy hovering over
them! They learned very little, if anything, during the past year! They don’t even think of safe-guarding their
spiritual future.
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Let’s not be like so many others! Let’s make a conscientious and sincere examination of conscience — for
this may even be the last one for some of us! Divine Providence gives us the grace and the time to review those
365 pages of our life with the ending of the old year. As we begin this review, let me ask all of you, whether
you are believers or unbelievers, fervent or lack-a-daisical, conscientious or negligent - During these past
twelve months, wasn’t God a true Father to all of us and a caring Protector and solicitous Guardian ? Just look
around, my dear people at what is happening in Europe, Asia and Africa! Their murderous god is always
seeking more human sacrifices. The god Mars has opened wide his iron arms and has caught up millions in his
fatal embrace. Check all those countries where the armies are armed to the teeth and go about burning,
murdering and destroying! People in these countries are seeking refuge in steel and concrete containers; they
are hiding in channels, forests and in caves. Steel birds — these huge bombers — are always circling above them
—raining down fear, death and destruction on all those below. Death is in the air, on the ground, in the water
and under the water! Despite all of this, God has kept that war away from our shores up until this time and He
has protected us from the terrible consequences of war! Isn’t this the protection of our Heavenly Father?
Shouldn’t we be grateful to God for this?

Exactly a year ago, there were many people who were sitting by the radio listening to some end of — year
program for 1940. Today, they are no longer here — They have left this world! A father is missing here, a
mother is missing there; here there is no husband and over there - no wife! Here, a son is missing and there, a
daughter! And yet God spared all of us for another year! Isn’t this a grace for which we should be grateful? A
year ago, there were probably men who were robust, hale and hearty. There were women who smiled at life
and at the world. Nevertheless, today they are twisting in agony and complaining of their suffering! There was
one incident here and another incident there — and today they are cripples! There was a collision of autos, a
machine jammed in a factory — and today there are tears! Somewhere else there was a lot of sickness and thus,
a lot of suffering and complaining. And yet, this Merciful God protected us from accidents and sickness for we
enjoy good health! Isn’t this a grace for which we should get on our knees and thank God?

For many years people were complaining about the lack of work! More than one person was near despair,
not knowing how he was going to feel and clothe his family. This past year gave everybody an opportunity to
make a decent living. Isn’t this a grace from our Heavenly Father? Our harvest of crops was abundant. There
were millions of bushels of wheat, rye, oats and corn! Vegetables and fruit! More than enough food! We
didn’t have any floods, hail or locusts! Isn’t this a true blessing from God for which the entire nation should be
grateful? But who gave this any thought during the past twelve months? Everyone took it for granted, that this
is as should be! Does God maybe have a good reason to say to each of us: “You have forgotten God, your
Creator!” And could I say to all of us: “they forgot about all the goodness shown to them and the miracles
which He performed for them!”

In the Christian life, who does not live with God is simply wasting time! Who does not obey God, does not
love or honor Him — that person will be sorry! I will now address all the men and the fathers: What is your
annual balance like as regards God and your family? I am not your accuser and I cannot be your judge. I
simply want to help you to make your annual budget, that’s all! Have you rendered to God, both privately and
publicly, all that to which you are obligated? Have you paid God back for all that you owe Him? — By means of
morning and night prayer and your regular attendance at Holy Mass, Confession and Holy Communion? How
do you behave at home? Do you try to show your wife a lot of love and understanding? Do you show your
children that you really care for them and give them a good example? Do you maybe make your wife feel that
she means nothing more to you than a servant? Does your face give her a smile of appreciation and do your lips
praise her for her work — or — do you walk around with a frown, always ready to throw lightning bolts at the
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slightest provocation? Have you been a solicitous and caring father of your children concerning not only their
material and physical states but also their spiritual state? Where did you seek to enjoy yourself most —at home
or beyond your home? Have you worked hard to provide for your family, or were you too lazy to exert
yourself, then wasted money to satisfy your own personal love of food and drink? Please pick up paper and
pencil and make your accounts according to the above questions. Balance your account — That will show you
whether you are gaining or losing. You will then see if you are a rich man or one who is totally bankrupt!
Then, you will see what you must do in order to rescue yourself!

Now, all you wives and mothers, please listen carefully to what I have to say! Do you fully understand all
that you are obliged to do and be? Your entire life should be a sacrificial dedication to the family and your
home — not for the sake of public acclaim or fame, but for the good of society and the nation. Your duties are
the holiest of the holy because ideal goodness in the world depends upon your quiet, hidden work. It is you
who can instill the basics of faith and ennoble the hearts of people! As wives and mothers, are you faithful to
your calling and mission? Does each of your husbands have a companion who is serious, a good manager,
thrifty, loving and very patient? How do you regard your children? — As your treasure and riches? Or do you
consider them an unwanted evil and an obstruction to your career? Does your home fill you with happiness and
your family fill you with joy? Can you sense a terrible chasm that separates your husband and children from
you and creates a house of “boarders™ in your house instead of a close, loving family? Now it is time for all you
wives and mothers to write up your checks and balances! Check carefully so that you would know exactly how
you are rated in the book of your Guardian Angel!

Now — all you sons and daughters — it is your turn! Don’t even try to justify your behavior by saying that
your father is very stern and strict — or that your mother just never understands! They have obligations, but, you
do, too! How do you rate in God’s eyes? How have you lived and behaved during the past twelve months? 1
would like to believe that as far as God and your duties toward Him — that you are doing fine! Prayer, your
sacramental life, Holy Mass — you are very conscientious! But, how about your behavior and attitude towards
your parents? Do you remember to obey them and show love and gratitude to your parents? Or — do you repay
your father for all his hard work, and your mother for all her dedication — with arrogance, bitter excuses and
open rebellion? Do you really think that you are so much smarter than those who bore you, fed you and took
care of you? When you need advice — do you go to your Mom and Dad or prefer to consult your friends? Do
you open your heart to your parents, or do you look for comforting elsewhere? Are your parents able to be
happy because of you and take pride in you, or, do they often shed tears because of you? Are you their joy and
constant support? Or are you the source of their sorrow, pain suffering and worry?

How do all of you brothers and sisters get along in the family? Is there a lot of harmony and understanding
among you? Or are your hearts full of hatred, ill will and revenge? Check all your attitudes and actions an
check your accounts before God! I don’t know if you will be satisfied with the results! Maybe you will have to
be ashamed of what you find out about yourself! Yet, you will profit by such an exam if you show good will
and determine to become a much better person in this New Year. The hands on the dial of the clock of life keep
moving forward. Seconds become minutes, minutes become hours and hours turn into days! The days soon
become years and we measure our life in years! Then again, our human life which is temporary, meets with
eternity which cannot be measured in time.

A person’s life is like a stream which flows between rocky cliffs and flows through valleys, also.
Sometimes it becomes a roaring river, other times it flows slowly and peacefully. However, it never stops until
it drops into the sea of eternity. Therefore, every person should live and work for this eternity as long as he/she




image5.jpeg
&

has time, because, sooner or later there will be no more time — only eternity. We all move into this eternity
quickly.

Someone described life so: “Four generations make up humanity: the elderly, the adults, the young people
and the children. Really, what are these generations? They are four waves, one rubbing against the other! The
adults rub against the elderly calling out: ‘Away with you! The world doesn’t need you anymore.” The next
wave presses or pushes the one before it. The young people call out to the Adults: ‘Keep moving forward!
Now it is our turn to take over your earthly positions!” But there is another generation pushing the young
people and they are coming on fast, calling: ‘Make room for us! We are no longer just flowers and we demand
the fruits of life.” Thus flows this ‘river of life’ until it falls into the fathomless bed of eternity!” I will just add
this to what was said: “Every man thus goes to his own eternal home.” To his own home — the one that he
prepared for himself during his life-time ! It is well-worth your time to give this statement some deep thought!
Better yet, make some good resolutions now, at the end of the year which could very well be your last year on
earth!

We know exactly what our past years had in store for us because we lived through them. What will the
New Year bring us? That we do not know! Our Merciful God has wisely kept our future under cover.
However, from experience of past years, we can say that the New Year will bring us a mixture of joy and
sadness, some suffering and some happiness! There will be dark days and stormy moments. There will be
times when all will be clear and bright. There will be days of difficulties and adversity. However, there will be
times of victory and satisfaction. It is imperative, however, that we understand the value of time and beauty of
life. We must make the most of every moment and cooperate with the grace of God. Let us look to the future
with great faith and confidence. Let us base our future on the commandments of love. Then, nothing will fill us
with fear and nothing will break us!

Let us remember that life is a battle! In any battle, there is no room for people of little faith or for people
who are indifferent or just plain lazy! Battles are won by combatants who are seasoned, courageous and firmly
believe in the cause for which they fight. To you young people especially, I hold up as an example of life’s
battle, today’s modern knights who are fighting so heroically in defense of liberty, justice and Christianity.
Father Vincent Donavan, in speaking to the people in Poland exclaimed, “Your soldiers in England are an
exemplary and excellent example of deep Catholicism. During a Mass that I celebrated with them, they sang
their songs with great fervor. Those songs make me realize that by singing them, their thoughts carry them
back to their churches, villages and towns in Poland. They prayed so fervently for a speedy victory and begged
God to protect their nearest and dearest who were still living in areas controlled by the enemy. Some of the
soldiers with whom I spoke had crossed entire continents in order to finally reach British soil. They had
endured untold sufferings and difficulties in order to reach British soil from which they could launch new
attacks against the enemy of Poland and the implacable enemy of Christianity. Believe me, their faith in God
gave these soldiers the will and strength to succeed.

Even those from among you brothers who for many months have not received any news of their wives or
children, they managed to maintain peace of mind and stubbornness in decision making. Because of them, it
was ever so clear to all of us that the spirit of Poland will never be broken!” “Heroism would disappear if faith
became interested in mercenary motives”, are words that a Polish woman living in the eastern Soviet-controlled
part of Poland wrote in a letter to her brother in England. She also wrote this in that letter, “We must stand on
the heights of our destiny, and most important of all, may we never lose our spirit in these days of humiliation




