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Looking at this picture, it seemed to me that I heard a voice coming from the lips of the
suffering Christ: “I came on earth to preach the lesson of forgiveness and love and these people,
maddened by their teachings of obstinacy and hatred, have lost all noble human feelings and have
turned into monsters who are spilling the blood of their brothers and changing the world into a
cemetery of human fury!”

We have successfully gone through a long, bloody war where everything was ruined. We
have lost hundreds of ships and thousands of airplanes. We lost millions of tons of war materials.
Several thousands of our men died on the fields of battle. Several thousands of them perished. We
feel these losses and sincerely mourn them but, I repeat this with heartfelt emphasis and with deep
gratitude - but, Divine Providence kindheartedly and mercifully saved us from very many bloody
experiences during the war and withheld from us many mortal blows with which the other nations
were struck. Our towns and cities stand whole - untouched. Our eyes need not look at thousands
and thousands of bombed out houses reduced to rubble. Here we do not have thousands of expelled
people who roam the fields and the forests searching for a place where they can lay their head. No
bombs destroyed our churches, schools and museums. No, we do not have to look at such scenes of
violent, brutal destruction. No, we do not see those scenes of poverty and misery which at this
moment are played out in so many other countries. You remember, no doubt, with what kind of
sentiments we used to sing - “From the weather, hunger, fire and war, deliver us, Lord!” Do you
remember how with this humble plea there would be mixed in the moans, sighs and the weeping of
the people? Remind yourselves of all of this. Tomorrow, won’t it be worth your while to go to your
churches tomorrow and in gratitude sing with your whole heart, “Lord, we praise you!”

This year, just as in other years, God has not only shielded us from misfortune, but has
showered us daily with the most wonderful gifts. Some of us have thereby drawn in fresh
willingness and strength to live. Many hearts were cleansed from the burden of sin. Many souls
returned to God. It is true that there were many crosses, especially in the families who had
husbands, sons and daughters in the military service in far off lands. I do not want to reopen
wounds that were healed by prayer and the passage of time. There were crosses to bear in those
families that were visited by the Angel of Death and a loved one was chosen. Despite all, I repeat
with the Psalmist who sang: “The mercy of the Lord, I will announce forever.” - and with the patient
Job who called out: “The Lord gave, the Lord took away: whatever pleased the Lord, happened;
blessed be the Name of the Lord!”

In one of the letters that was sent to me by a wife whose husband was killed on a certain
island in the Far East, | read this complaint: “I prayed so fervently for the successful return of my
husband and it was all in vain. God did not answer my petition, so why should I continue to pray?”

1 take into consideration the sadness, sorrow and pain of this young wife. However, | must
remind her that it is not proper for us to judge God Who is all-wise and knows everything. We
shouldn’t appraise God by using measurements or the happenings of twelve months since a
thousand years in His eyes are like the yesterday that just ended. Are we permitted to dictate to
God and command that He must answer our prayers? Or that He must help us - here - now
immediately - in this or that manner?
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Your faith should be patient, willing and cheerful. Have faith, a deep faith that if in the past
this God had the power of working miracles, feeding the hungry, comforting the doubting and the
neglected and restoring the sick to health - then believe that even today “He is the same God!” Have
faith that if your plea is agreeable with the Will of God and the salvation of your soul, that God will
use His wise power to guide the future of your life for good and for your gain and happiness
because “God is able to do everything” and furthermore, He said, “I will never forget you nor will I
ever abandon you!”

Tomorrow at midnight we will close one more volume of our lives. In this volume there are
365 pages - each one completely filled. Every year makes one more volume. It depends on us as to
whether these volumes will someday testify for or against us. Let us always thank God not only for
His blessings but also for the crosses which He sends us. Let us apologize and ask for forgiveness for
our transgressions, failures and shortcomings that were caused not only with our weaknesses but
also by our malice. Let us beg God not only with our lips, but also with our heart. “Jesus of Nazareth,
have mercy on all of us in this year 1946. Take all of us, from the smallest infant to the eldest elder
and keep us in your tender and solicitous care. Help us to bear the burden of our duties and
obligations. Watch over us that we may not break down under the cares and worries of daily life.
Jesus, please cast your eyes of mercy on all who are poor, both materially as well as spiritually and
grant your people bread, warmth and light. Grant peace to all the world, a noble and merciful peace.
Itis in You, O Merciful Jesus, that we place all of our trust. With that hope and trust, we continue on
our path of life, confident that we will arrive at that state that Your divine Providence has
predestined for us.”
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December 30, 1945
I greetall of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Once more, thanks to Divine Providence, we stand on the threshold of a New Year. You hear
the ticking of the clock. You see how the hands of the clock cancel the seconds, minutes and hours,
diminishing the division between the old year and the new year. The New Year is drawing closer,
with swift pace, pushing the old twelve month old out of peoples’ lives. Here, it is worth recalling
this one fact that is often forgotten by many people, that every old year shortens the years of our
life and brings us closer to death, the grave and eternity. However, there are many people who do
not take this truth into account. That is why just a small handful, on midnight of Monday going on
Tuesday, will want to seriously think of the years already lived which will never return and of the
future time which might be or may not be ours, for that same Divine Providence which has already
given us mercifully so very many years, can cut that weak thread of our earthly life and slam the
gate of eternity behind us.

People do not even want to think about this bitter truth and reality that is as certain as God
is in heaven. On the other hand, when the clocks strike midnight, the bells in the church steeples
will answer amid the shouts, noise and music and guests will spring from their chairs raising their
glasses in a toast to greet the New Year! Such foolishness! Is this the way one greets a strange and
unknown person not knowing whether he may be carrying a murderous weapon? - or maybe
poison? - or is he maybe a carrier of some contagious disease? There is no exaggeration in this
comparison. Who really knows what this year will bring him or her?

To whom will it bring joy and happiness and to whom sadness and great sorrow? To whom
will it bring success and satisfaction and then again, to whom will it bring disappointment and
unrest? To whom will it bring health and to whom will it bring sickness and suffering? How many of
those who are toasting each other’s health and wishing each other a hundred years of health, will
not even live to see a hundred days? All of this is possible. A prudent and cautious person proceeds
intelligently. He draws up a certain account which shows his annual income and expenditures. In
that way, he sees the balance and whether he is at a profit or at a loss. According to his balance, he
makes plans for the future to correct his mistakes, lower his losses and increase his profits. When
he finishes his accounts, he breathes a prayer of gratitude to God and confidently looks toward the
coming year without being anxious about that which the next twelve months will bring him.

THE AIM AND VALUE OF LIFE

Tomorrow, we end the 527 weekly chapter of the Book of our Life. Today, we have arrived
at the last Sunday of the year which twelve months ago seemed so very distant that it could scarcely
be seen in the foggy future. Our life has moved forward and the time of our temporary pilgrimage
has been shortened by a year. The Biblical writers and the poets of all ages have compared your life
and mine to the wind or to the foam on the waves of an angry sea, or to a short story that can be
told in a single breath, or to a flower which blooms in the morning but by evening is withered, or to
a shadow which does not remain the same for long but quickly changes its shape.
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Our years are like that cobweb which the slightest breeze tears apart and carries high into
the air. St. James the Apostle wrote clearly and concisely, “You don’t know what tomorrow will be.
For what is your life? It is a vapor that appears for a short time and then it disappears.” It is worth
looking back at the past twelve months in order to better understand that they were only a short
flash in the lamp of eternity.

They have carved out deep and painful wounds in the hearts of some people. They have left
gloomy shadows in the minds of others and have left behind weakness, suffering and painful
changes. Today, at this very moment, people are counting up their annual losses in broken hearts,
shattered health, wasted fortunes and failed hopes.

I understand that for many people, this year of 1945 which is ending was a year of profit
and many blessings. But, even you, whom Divine Providence so copiously blessed with both
spiritual and material blessings, you who have not experienced hunger or cold, nor unrest or
reproaches - even you must admit that life in our times is so complicate d, and is complicated to
such a degree with so many details, that today there is nothing that is certain or stable. The present
generation was the witness of more and greater changes than any of the preceding generations.

The struggle between nations, the struggle between labor and capital, the suspicious exertions in
the fields of international business and industry, the waves of crime committed in the name of
“arch-patriotism” and under the motto of knowledge and progress, the plague of being out of work
- all of these factors have dealt mortal blows, almost incurable wounds that have knocked people
over in every corner of the world.

To the above factors, add revolutions, anarchy and civil wars, and fratricides that are today
a daily matter. Then, it is not necessary to be a seer in order to see the future, nor a prophet in order
to foretell that the world which is drunk on the spilling of human blood, is already planting the
seeds of a new crash and complete bankruptcy. The shadow of the specter of new dangers and
sufferings are already showing up on the horizon. One need not be a historian nor a socialist, not an
expert in economic affairs in order to understand that this past year did not solve any of the
puzzles of modern life, puzzles that were created over the previous twenty-five years. For that
reason, peoples’ lives today are always so full of instability, changeability, uncertainty and
surprises.

It is therefore for this reason that every person needs faith, faith in Christ, in that Christ who
from Bethlehem to Calvary, even to the open grave, taught a certain, constant, unchanging lesson,
with which everyone is able to find light in his darkest moments. It also enables him to choose the
truth from the midst of lies and falsehoods and to find the hard essence and spiritual certainty in a
life that is always changing. It is because “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, today, forever and
always.”

Standing on the threshold of a new period of time, or better yet, a new period of our life, I
give each and every one of you two questions: “What is your goal in life? What value does your life
have? Why are we living and how do we value and respect our lives? Why are we on this earth?
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One will answer, “In order to use the world, because life is such a carnival during which one
must play without any regard for God’s commandments or people’s rights. Life is too short in order
to be concerned about that which belongs to God and what belongs to some neighbor. Don’t trouble
my head, neither with God nor with neighbor.”

Another, a very gloomy person, gives a hard and dry answer - “I am living in order to work
and in this manner to assure myself and my family a roof over our heads and daily bread on the
table. Nothing else interests me. Let me along.” The third person, fascinated by his own importance,
answers in the voice of a scared peacock: “I live in order to gain meaning, fame, and honorable
position and a paid office in order to impress others and earn for myself the praise of others!”

Finally, here and there we hear such an answer: “I live for knowledge, for learning. I live in
order to serve my neighbor, my nation, my country.” All of these answers which are strange in
themselves, do not fully and completely answer the question. They testify to the torpor and the
negligence of some people and of their short-sightedness and the inability of looking into the future.
The purpose of man, the real purpose of a human life is something sublime and something noble: to
recognize God - to honor and love God - to serve God and thereby gain both temporal and eternal
happiness. This is the reason why God created man. Those few simple words, correctly and
satisfactorily explain the purpose, the seriousness and the value of life.

Now do you know why you are living on earth? You will easily see God and easily recognize
Him from His created works in the water, on the land, in the air, in the heavens. All of that will draw
you to showing Him honor and love. It will make you love your neighbor and to respect yourself.
The life of a person who does not appreciate and does not know the purpose of his life is cold, and
colorless. Somebody correctly compared such a person to an ox who is pulling a very heavy wagon
but does not know where he is going or why. Life is a very holy thing, a very serious thing, a
precious treasure and an enormous gift from God, for which, sooner or later, we must answer for it
when we shall stand before our Creator to give an answer to: “Give a report on your stewardship.”

The year is ending for us - we are one station closer on our life’s journey towards that
unknown eternity. We ask ourselves - “What? Have we already come so far? Why, it seems such a
short while ago that we were standing at the Gates of Life, free of all fear, worries or problems. And
today? The weight of the day bends us to the ground and the weight of life carved creases into our
brow and covered our cheeks with wrinkles. Our bodies bear the vestiges of the pains and miseries
of the day and uncertainty pulls at the soul. Soon, we will have to get out at the last station of life,
and then what?

From here, today, in a very special way, every sensible person should ask himself sincerely
if he is on the right road, if he is traveling to his goal that God has marked out for him. Will this road,
which he has been traveling during the past twelve months bring him to a peaceful and happy end?
The Roman Emperor Trajan took an account of his day every evening. If he noticed that on a given
day he did not fulfill some good action, embittered by his negligence, he accused himself saying,
“Friends! | wasted a day!” He was right because one day in the life of a person is an important
matter - a great matter. Our great Polish poet Mickiewicz understood this perfectly when he wrote:
“om words, we only see the intention - the power is in the action! “Tis more difficult to live well
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through the day - than it is to write books.” A year passes. In that year 365 days pass. What good
have we accomplished in those days? How many days during that time have we completely wasted?
We will find that out without any great difficulties if we just make a short review of God’s laws.
Thanks to the infinite goodness of Him who gave me life and now prolongs my life, I have lived
through one more year. But, how did I use that time? I should have dedicated it to God, seriously
working at my sanctification. Am I really and truly trying to do this? Instead of progressing from
virtue to virtue, I floundered from sin to sin, from one mistake to another. And yet, God was patient
and put up with me. The mercy of God did this and His unspeakable goodness. Isn’t it high time for
me to remember the truth? Every one of us has not only general obligations to fulfill but also the
duties of our state of life; the duties of a husband and father; the duties of a wife and mother; the
duties of sons and daughters. Look into this matter thoroughly. Settle it quickly by yourself before
the Creator begins to settle with you. And don’t forget to ask yourself - “How many tears did I wipe
away? How many poor people did [ support? How many suffering people did I comfort?

Personally I look back and examine the years of my past. And what do I see? On one side
there are mountains of mistakes, failures, offences and guilt; on the other side, a few virtues and
even less merits. The sight of this fills me with fear, anxiety and terror. I tell myself: “Look, your life
is running out. There is so little of it left and it is probably near the end and there is so little of
goodness in your soul, and in your heart, the ground is a wasteland that is uncultivated and
overgrown with weeds and tufts. And I am standing like that villager out in the field. He looks at it
but he does not feel like getting down to work because once it is too hot, a second time the weather
is uncertain and the third time, there is a threat of infertility. Thus, I stand like that not only all day
long, but also loafing all year long. This, despite the fact that only one hour of life is left to me.
Therefore, what should I do? Nothing, except to humble myself and strike my breast saying: “Lord, |
have sinned, but I know that You do not scorn a humble and contrite heart. Therefore, I come to You
and beg You for forgiveness.”

Today, all of us should ask God, using the words of the Psalmist: “What do You want from us,
Lord, for all of your generous gifts?” Who among us is capable of counting all of these gifts with
which Divine Providence has gifted us? Who knows how much adversity Divine Providence has
diverted from our path? Our country has won a complete victory after so many years of struggling
with the enemy. Our men are now in the process of returning home from the distant war fronts. The
enemy had never succeeded in reaching our own country and we have successfully avoided the
great poverty, misery, homelessness and wandering. Our eyes behold a much different picture in
the other countries through which the Angel of war passed. There, it is not only the villages that
have been wiped out from the surface of the area, but entire cities were totally set ablaze and
ruined. Also, the inhabitants of these cities were incinerated with their cities and only their
footprints remain. Since the walls were all blackened with smoke, the walls are all tottering, yet
even in such ruins, the people are looking for shelter.

Yet, this is not the end. The enemy, intoxicated with their victory, systematically carries out
the plans that were made long ago. All of the fathers of families are locked up in concentration
camps. They tear the terrified infants out of their mothers’ arms or steal them out of their cradles
and cribs. The mothers are all taken away and put into forced labor gangs while the children are
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placed in government orphanages. What can be said about the concentration camps in which not
hundreds nor even thousands, but millions of defenseless people were put to death? These can’t be
human beings but must be vultures!

Crematories, huge steel incinerators with chimneys, large gas chambers, experimental
clinics and communal graves, all of these consumed in innumerable sacrifices and then spit out only
the human bones, often already thick with ash. War corrupted the minds, hearts and souls of
people. Yet this is not yet the end of the ignominy of some and the suffering of others. In the
footprints of war, step by step, dragging itself and spreading everywhere is - pestilence. People who
do not have sufficient nourishment, who are sickly and wasted, die like flies. The fields lay fallow
because it is not worth cultivating them. Life is very uncertain. All the mines are closed and there is
alack of tools. All the work places are immobilized. All the machinery was either confiscated or
ruined.

Mothers look at the death of their children with indifference, without any tears in their eyes
for they have long ago shed all the tears that they had. Everywhere there are vacancies, poverty,
hunger, misery. Only the crows are the vultures have sufficient food for they feed on the entrails of
the human corpses. Death moves further.

There, in an old broken-down barn sits a little girl. I have no idea of her age, but she couldn’t
be more than nine years old. She is seated at a table made of crude boards. This little girl had a very
pale face that was bloodless and very thin. Her black-ringed eyes were bloodshot. Her temples were
as transparent as though they were carved from alabaster and covered with a web of tiny blue
veins. Every few minutes she raises her tortured eyes to look in the corner where a young woman is
lying on a couch. A rapid, uneven and hissing breath raises her sunken chest. Her face is aflame with
fever and her hair is in disarray.

Showing great sadness, the little girl quietly asks, “Mom, do you need anything?” The
mother understood the heart of her child. She wrung her hands until her knuckles cracked and with
a voice that was full of despair, she whispered in a voice that was full of despair - “For me, nothing,
absolutely nothing, but you haven’t eaten anything yet today.” Then something, whether it was a
moan or a sob, tore from her breast.

The little girl whispered softly and sweetly to her mother, “Mom, please calm down, please
don’t cry. I am not at all hungry, not even a little bit.” Her voice broke and choked in her throat
which was tight with pain and hunger. Huge bitter tears streamed from her eyes. This is misery, this
is poverty, this is wrong because it is directed at mothers and their children.

In the year 1942 I was in London. With my own eyes | saw the results of war. In one of the
illustrated weekly’s, | was looking at a picture of something that actually happened in Poznan. The
German soldiers encamped in one of the churches in Poznan. One of the German soldiers hung his
cartridge belt that was filled with ammunition of the neck of the statue of a sad and pale Christ. He
himself was drunk to the point of unconsciousness and he was enjoying the company of drunken
girls. A great crowd of German soldiers scattered through the entire interior of the church. Some
were playing cards, others were playing with dice while still others were cheering.




