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This coming Saturday, that same scene will be repeated. The scene, more or less sincere wishes
will be made, the greater part of which, unfortunately, never materialize. Therefore, even though this
may not be the place and it may not benefit us let’s make a shorty examination of conscience as to how
we spent the past 12 months. Have we fully benefitted from this precious time that was given us so
graciously? Did our Guardian Angel have a reason to write something good about us in the Book of Life?
Or did he have to leave 365 pages empty? Or maybe he had to fill up many pages with our reproaches,
accusations and our faults?

A year ago, | made an examination of conscience with all of you. | spoke sincerely to you. For
many that was the last examination of conscience. How many of them who last year sat by their radio
listening to me but today — today they are asleep in the cemetery. In how many families are there gaps
and spaces? In vain we keep looking for them but for them, time has stopped and eternity began. They
have gone there where every one of us will go.

At this moment, those who were and no longer exist, call to us in a solemn voice: “Do not forget
that we were once what you are today, but that you too, tomorrow will be what we are today.”

A year ago we were very puzzled, asking ourselves what the future will bring us. Today we know
therefore, let’s look behind us. Let us recall whether God wasn’t gracious, merciful and kind-hearted to
us. And what about us?

True, on the horizon of our lives, some black clouds appeared, but God cheered us, God
strengthened us and God helped us. And we persevered. We are still living. And isn’t one’s health a
benefaction and grace? Do you know what it means to be healthy? The Lord’s sage maintains that “You
have no greater wealth than the wealth of good health.”

Maybe you don’t believe this. Then go to the first good hospital. Look at all of these sick people.
There is so much pain and suffering. And how about you? You enjoy good health. You are alive and you
are healthy. Did you earn this for yourself?

How many individuals have broken down under the weight of life in these last 12 months? How
many betrayed their peace, satisfaction and happiness?

Today, many cast a fearful look at the wide highway which they traveled so wantonly and
naively at the end of the year and they see the ruins and the devastation. Are you one of those?

For example, did you ruin your health by using drugs? Did you come home at very late hours?
And at home, was everything in your way? Therefore, you harassed your wife; you mistreated your
children, you gave them bad example and cursed them. And these poor children of your often went to
sleep hungry and terrified. You damaged your own health, you wasted your wife and you poisoned the
lives of your children.

And you — wife and mother, perhaps you are one of those who under various pretenses, spends
evening after evening beyond your home. Your husband and children mean little to you because you
belong to that freed group. You believe, you stubbornly believe, that you have fulfilled your duties
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honorably, if you do his laundry and prepare his meals and you give your children a roof over their
heads. True? After all, you too, need a break, need to have some fun and to allow yourself a break. And
to this there naturally is needed a glass, a liqueur glass and cigarettes. And in this you find happiness. |
doubt very much that you find in this your peace of conscience and satisfaction.

And you, young man, who considers his family home as a restaurant, or as a hostel where one
can get a meal and spend the night. You prefer to stay among strangers from whom you have learned
much evil and in this you found so much fun and satisfaction. Are you really satisfied, peaceful and
happy?

And now, you my daughter, you who didn’t want anyone to say that you are old fashioned and
therefore you tried hard to prove that you are modern and a good sport. What did that applause and
popularity bring you? Let me tell you the truth even if it hurts.

Your eyes became clouded over and the brightness of that heavenly brilliance disappeared from
them. Your brow, covered with furrows of dissatisfaction; nerves that are very tense and an uneasy
conscience. You don’t have the courage to look people in the eye. You run away from your own shadow.
You see not future. You convince yourself that life is meaningless and has no value. | won't go further.

In a kind-hearted manner, | turn to those who are seeking peace and happiness without prayer,
without faith and without God. Can such principles, such views give a person true happiness? Can they
give him the strength so that he does not break down under the burdens and difficulties of daily life?
Don’t try to make yourself believe that you are self-sufficient, that you can manage without God.

God can get along without you, but you without God — never! Do you truly believe that prayer is
unnecessary, maybe even humiliating. Weren’t you better off when you believed and prayed?

At that time didn’t you understand better the purpose of your life? During that time, didn’t you
place greater value on the dignity, value and meaning of your life?

You can possess everything that the world can give you, but if you do not have God in your soul,
or prayer on your lips, if you do not believe, if you do not pray, darkness will be in your soul and
emptiness in your heart while your mind will be filled with uncertainty and uneasiness.

You don’t have to believe me, but listen to the deductions of the wise and experienced King
Solomon. Listen to what he writes: “I was king in Jerusalem. | saw everything that happens under the
sun and all of that is vanity and the affliction of the spirit. The perverse improve with difficulty and the
number of stupid people is countless. | pressed down on my hear t so that it would absorb wisdom and
skill, mistakes and nonsense.

A miserly person is not satiated by money and he who loves riches will have no profit; for that,
too, is vanity.

| built myself houses and | planted vineyards; | began gardens and orchards and | grafted in
them trees of every kind; | acquired men servants and female servants for myself and | had a big
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household. | also had a big herd and big flocks of sheep, more than anyone who had been in Jerusalem
before me.

| collected for myself gold and silver and the properties of kings and countries; | arranged to
have for myself male and female singers and all of the delights of the sons of man.

And when | turned to all of the works which my hands had wrought, and toward the works over
which | had sweat, | saw that everything was vanity and the distress of thoughts and that nothing under
the sun is lasting.”

On Saturday we end this current year, which except for the disappointments, pains and sorrows,
brought us many graces, benefits and gifts from God. Let us humbly and sincerely thank Divine
Providence for everything. Let us ask God’s forgiveness for all of our faults and offenses. Let us make
peace with our neighbors. Let us forgive all faults. Let us make an agreement with God, our conscience
and our neighbor. Let us end this year with God, going to church on Saturday evening. In this same
manner let us begin the New Year on Sunday. Then we will be able to bravely face the future, confident
of God'’s help and protection.
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December 25, 1955
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

The city Buffalo, often called the City of Buffalo and the City of Good Neighbors lies on the
shores of Lake Erie. Here, too the Niagara River flows out whose waters about 23 miles below Buffalo,
create that miracle of nature which draws tourists from almost every corner of the world — Niagara
Falls!

The mouth of the river is narrow therefore, the water flows through peacefully. It washes the
shores on which are found factories of various sorts. When the waters flow out beyond the Peace Bridge
that connects the United States and Canada, the river bed widens, but the waters still flow without any
noise.

A few miles further and the river becomes much wider and its current much stronger. Here, one
sees the water reeds and the greenery that serves as a hiding place for all of the wild birds.

Here, the water no longer flows peacefully, but, it soars up with a roar and a crash, as though
angered by all obstacles. And the closer it gets to the waterfall, the greater the roar and the crash of
more and greater rocks. The waves grow and the current grows stronger, to the point that for a man
who accidentally or deliberately finds himself in these currents there is no help. People who are
discouraged with life for various reasons, choose this place for their certain death. Year after year
several men and women commit suicide by jumping into these currents. The force of the current lifts up
those unhappy ones and with great fury hurls them over the edge and into the abyss which is about 80
feet deep where the angel of death lurks.

It is truly worth the while to not only see but to contemplate Niagara Falls, because here the
power of our Creator and the force of nature is visible as well as the weakness and helplessness of man.

From this point to our talk entitled:
ON THE EDGE

I’'m convinced that someone at this moment is asking himself what that above title has in
common with the ending of this year. In that picture there is a comparison with the life of every person.
People’s lives at the beginning — in childhood, flows peacefully in the narrow trough of the family home
under the watchful eye of the father and the tender care of the mother.

Not too much farther from the beginning, mainly in the years of youthfulness, the waters flow in
a wider bed; the water also flows faster for it is carried by the waves of dreams and imagination. In the
years of maturity, a person must struggle with the currents of worries, difficulties, doubts and sufferings.
We hardly notice how months and years pass.
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Thus a person drowned in the matters of living, becomes more than ever wearied, exhausted
and discourages, drops his hands and the current of time carries us to the edge and we stand above the
precipice — eternity.

We count the life of a person in years and we say that this one lived a short life and that one a
long life. That word long is erroneous. Despite the longest, the very longest years, this life of a person is,
in reality, short. That short, as those four seasons of the year. Therefore, a Christian philosopher aptly
made a comparison, affirming that the life of a person, the average life of a person has its spring, then
summer. It also has its autumn and after autumn winter.

Spring, that’s the age of childhood; summer the age of youth; autumn the years of maturity;
sinter period of old age. Everyone does not get the opportunity to live through those four short phases.
But, despite that fact, what happen next? Death — which no person is able to avoid. And then — eternity!
And again, what is eternity? It is an unlimited length of time, from independent time. In comparison
with that, how short is the life of man which we measure in 60, 70 or 80 years.

The eaves of time carry us from month to month, from year to year, up to the moment when we
have managed to live the time granted us by Divine Providence, and the Creator will slam the door of
earthly life behind us and will open before us the gates of eternity.

The first beat of the heart of a new born child is not only a sign of life, but at the same time it is
a reminder of a future death. It is not only a reminder, but an assurance because the beating of the
heart is like the beating of a clock which measures time, and every ticking shortens time by so much and
comes closer to death.

During the past years, on account of my duties, | was forced to make frequent trips across the
sea. Up until 1942 | traveled by ship. From 1942 | traveled by bomber, Clipper and in huge planes with
four motors.

Let me tell you a little of one of those trips which especially stands out in my mind. | December,
1939 which is three months after the outbreak of the war, | was returning from Italy, Yugoslavia and
Rumania where | had visited Polish refugees.

| was returning with Senator Wolcott on the Italian ship Rax. This was the biggest ship on the
itinerary between New York and Naples. We sailed out of the port of Naples in wonderful, peaceful
weather. Within four hours of our trip, the Mediterranean Sea began to cover itself with white caps. The
water began to murmur and grumble and finally, the3 waters took this huge ship into its arms and
began to throw it about, this way and that way as though it were but a shell from a nut. As a result of
which, the ship plunged into the deep bed of the sea and new waves washed over the ship’s deck. It
seemed that the crazed waves would sink the ship.

Suddenly the ship sailed out on the crest of a new wave. Sometimes, a part of the ship was in
the bed of the sea and a part was on the crest of a wave. Then one had the feeling that the ship will
break in half.
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Then again the waves would rock the ship like a cradle or they would raise the ship high into the
air and then with a crash and a bang they would throw it down.

The sea became rather peaceful when we were entering the bay of Gibraltar. But, when we
were sailing back out into the Atlantic Ocean, we sailed into a new storm.

| went out on the deck for a while. Black, heavy clouds hung low on the horizon — ill-omened
harbingers. Zigzagged lightning made themselves fleeting races on them. Heavy, often deafening
thunder reverberated over the ocean waves. Terrified at the sight, | returned to my cabin. This storm
lasted for three days and nights. Finally, it passed.

The ship continued to sail but it bore on itself the signs of a long, stubborn struggle with that
storm. It had an impaired mast, it lost a few rescue boats, a dozen or so steel plates on the side were
crushed, not counting the broken implements and furniture.

These storms were repeated several times. We reached New Jersey port only one day late. |
made similar sea voyages several times.

Despite the fact that they belong to the past, they made such a deep impression on me, they are
so deeply ingrained in the corners of my mind, that despite my will, they repeated themselves in my
imagination. | heard the thunder and lightning, | would see the angry storms, the waves and the billows
of the sea and on it the ship being tossed on all sides.

This scene is never so explicitly repeated as it is on the last evening of the old year when | am
making a certain strict and exact review of my behavior and conduct during these past 12 months.

The ship, that is life. The sea, that is the world. The storms and waves, those are the troubles,
difficulties and worries. True, there were also serene days, peaceful moments and happy hours. But, |
never fully appreciated or valued those moments and | rarely suitably thanked Divine Providence for
them.

But, how many times the waves of difficulty, adversity and discouragement threatened me with
a break-down and dropping my hands from work?

It was only then that | went to chapel, got down on my knees and humbly bowed my head. Yes,
it was only then, when | was surrounded by clouds of adversity, when my mind was roaming in darkness,
when my heart trembled from fear; seeing that | am threatened with certain drowning, | knelt and
commended myself to the mercy and pity of our Hidden Jesus.

After a while, my mind, heart and soul became calm, the darkness was shattered, and the
courage, the confidence, and the will to work intensified and grew. And the ship of my life left the
storms behind and sailed out on the peaceful, serene seas of time.

What more did | see on those stormy, unruly waves of peoples’ lives in these last 12 months? |
saw on the international horizon a lot of misunderstanding, discord, suspicion and hatred. | was the
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violation of rape of small nations; | saw the abolition of religious freedom; | saw proofs of hatred in
matters of God; | saw duplicity, lying and hypocrisy in diplomatic circles. | saw how all of this brought
about a constantly growing confusion, uncertainty and a lack of peace on earth.

| saw on the waves of time, fathers and mothers when they deplored and complained about the
escapades and disobedience of their sons, on the insubordination and insolence of their daughters. |
saw such sons and such daughters in courts for adults and courts for juveniles and they were
condemned to do penance in penal institutions.

I saw children in tears, weeping over a drunken father or over parents who were quarreling. |
saw men who had abandoned their lawful wife, given up their children, and now after a civil marriage,
often even without that, are living together.

| also saw many wives and mothers, who forgot about the sacredness of marriage and
motherhood and the dignity of a woman, have gone out into the world to live leisurely and happily.

On the waves of time, | saw crowds of sons and daughters who were castaways. To whom it
seemed that family life, under the rules and directions of parents in sharp, severe and a type of slavery.
They forgot that their father and mother are their most sincere, most tender and most caring
protectors. No, they don’t believe that. They willingly followed the advice of others. They said: “We will
not listen to you. We will not obey you.” And they went out into the world. These are the modern
prodigal sons and the modern Magdalenes. | won’t go into further details.

| saw families where there was no patience, no understanding, no harmony. There was anger,
spite, cursing on a daily basis. | saw marriages in which the husband was severe, ruthless and without a
heart. He treats his wife as a servant, as his slave, and the children as an obstacle to his peace and his
wantonness. | also saw wives who were always gloomy, always frowning and quarrelsome, never having
a good word or a heart for their husband. Wives who were annoying, as sharp as wasps, who were not
economical but were very extravagant.

| saw parents who teach their children to lie, to cheat and to steal and are raising a bunch of
criminals; parents who have no faith or fear of the Lord and have no respect for God’s laws, nor the law
s of nature or those of people. To suppress their qualms of conscience, they claim that for the modern
person, for the progressive person, all of that is not needed and is useless.

Probably no one has given us a more distinct definition of life than the Apostle in the following
admonition: “Brothers, time is short. What is your life? It is steam, showing itself for a short time, and
then it will be destroyed.”

Our poet sings: “A dream, for one moment, is the life of man. Days flit by like an arrow, like a
stream of water. And year after year disappears in the shadow of the ages. Death draws near; judgment
and eternity wait. Every hour, every moment is dear. Wasted time will never return; from the moment
when the soul casts off the bonds of flesh. Then, it can no longer do anything for God. Thy, oh why, does
a person on a proud scale, not appreciate the value of time. In the pleasures of the world, he wastes
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away life. Day after day passes, year after year goes by. Merciless death in the last hour will knock that
illusory happiness from his hand.

At midnight this Saturday, the bells, sirens and whistles will tell us that this old year of 1955
already belongs to the past and that a new year — 1956 arrived.

The last six days that end this year are important, very important for all of us. Why? because the
Merciful God gave us something which He denied to thousands, many thousands, because He gave us
the grace to reflect upon our life, to settle our accounts with our conscience and give an account of
these last 12 months for we must remember that our life is not only short but it is also very uncertain.

Let’s not fool ourselves for we are not going to live forever. Not on earth. Who is able to
promise us, who is able to guarantee how long our pilgrimage will last? No person can foretell, no
person knows how to foretell, we have no way of knowing how much more time will be given to us in
this life - Perhaps a day; maybe a week; maybe a month; maybe a year; maybe five years. We ask in vain
for there is no certain answer to this question. We will not find an answer and we cannot find an
answer.

God gave us life. God is the Lord of our life. The decision rests in God’s hands. He was
completely right who insisted that because the Creator gave us life, that is why death has no regard
neither for a palace nor for the home of a poor person. It considers neither the age nor the condition. It
pulls a soldier out of line. It tears the plow out of the peasant’s hands and tears the pen out of the hand
of the scholar. It tears the epaulettes from the shoulders of a general and the medals from his chest. It
tears the miter from the head of a bishop and breaks the crozier in his hand. Death spares neither a king
nor a beggar. It tears a child from his mother’s breast and carries it off from the family cradle. It attacks
a family and cuts short its members. From one family it takes a caring father; from that one, a loving
mother; from one family a very promising son and from another an exemplary daughter.

Death pays no attention to place. It reaches into homes, churches, factories and the streets for
its offerings. There is no place that safeguards a person from death. Death never rests, neither during
the day nor at night. Sympathy and crying, complaining, despair and pleading do not make the least
impression on death. It is indifferent, cold and absolute. Neither age, nor one’s situation, not status, nor
vocation, nor value as a person — nothing on this earth creates a protective rampart against death.

Perhaps you will tell me that you are young and very healthy. | admit that you are, but what
good is that? You drive to work. You can meet up with misfortune. You work in a factory, there may be
an accident. In the evening you go to bed to sleep, perhaps in the morning you will wake up in eternity.

Let us want to understand that man is constantly walking on a coating of ice which at any
moment can break off under our feet to our wonder or to our misfortune.

Twelve months ago the world bid farewell to its predecessor with joyful songs and buried it in
the grave of time. But over the cradle of the New Year, people were wishing each other a brighter future
and happier and more peaceful days.




