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As | stand here, several pictures from my past life move through my imagination: | see very few
good things, but a great deal of faults, falls and transgressions. | see a great deal of benefactions,
blessings and graces from God and so little gratitude for all of that and so little cooperation. My
conscience is making bitter reproaches, my heart has not peace and my soul trembles from fear.

And before me there is uncertainty; the uncertainty of time and the uncertainty of my fate. But
some secret voice reminds me that life is fighting on earth. Conscience strictly warns us that every
person is filled with misery; he comes out like a flower and is crushed, his days are short, his months are
counted, his boundaries are measured and they can never be crossed.

But that secret voiced silences the voice of conscience with this gentle reminder: “You have time
and since you have time do good things.”

Death and a funeral, these are two sad events. These are days of mourning, sadness and regret.
On Wednesday, November 3, here in the parish of Corpus Christi, we buried one of the drivers, who a
few days before, after returning from work, sat down by the television and at that moment suffered a
heart attack and died.

He belonged to The Drivers that is a group of noble gentlemen who work without any pay for
our High School in Athol Springs. This Driver was well known by you because he was the announcer for
The Rosary Hour for many years. His name was Louis Samulski. All the Drivers took part in his funeral
and formed a Guard of Honor.

This made a great impression on me when on the evening before the funeral, despite the very
inclement weather, all of the Drivers showed up at the funeral parlor in order to pray the rosary for their
deceased companion. After the Rosary, | looked about at those present every one of the Drivers had
tears in his eyes. But that isn’t all. On Wednesday, after the funeral Mass, while singing the Benedictus
we led the mortal remains to the vestibule. There our Drivers wept like little children. Even | was so
moved that | was so choked up that | couldn’t catch my breath.

That same scene repeated itself later at the cemetery when the priest intoned the Requiem and
they began to lower the coffin into the grave at the song Hail, Queen of Heaven. Everyone was deeply
and sincerely moved because they were taking leave of a very good friend. But that wasn’t the only
reason. There was still another. Everyone present understood that his turn will also come. Perhaps, in
his imagination he saw in that coffin his own remains being lowered into the grave.

On Friday at midnight there will be a funeral. When the clocks begin to announce midnight the
bells will begin to ring out a solemn Requiem and God will lower this present year into the grave of
eternity, the year that was so close, friendly and blessed.

It was close to us because it was with us and we were with it for 12 months; it was our friend for
during that time we did not perish from hunger, from the cold, nor from any other reason; it was
blessed for us in many various ways as proofs of the Providence of God.
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Despite that, how many people at the moment when the coffin closes on the year 1954, will
shed tears of sorrow and gratitude for those friendly past 12 months which overflowed with graces and
benefactions? Tonight at midnight, the greater majority will forget to thank God, to apologize to God
and to beg God for His blessing.

They cross the threshold between the so called Old and the New Year in the midst of shouts and
noise while they hold a wine glass in their hand, all the while keeping time to noisy music. These naive
people don’t take into consideration the fact that at that moment they know what they lived through,
but they don’t know what still awaits them. They have no time for that. Over the freshly poured grave,
over the just buried Old Year, they drink, dance and shout cheers to one another.

A certain Franciscan preacher deplored the actions of a similar group: “With such joyful
pleasures, the people in the world would want to deafen their conscience since they probably lived
through this year that is ending without gaining any profit for themselves perhaps even guilty of many
falls and offenses; that they lost one entire year of time irretrievably; that they became debtors of 12
months; that they didn’t care about paying off their debts; that they are one year closer to death,
judgment and eternity. Thus, without any deeper reflection they come to the threshold of the New Year.
They don’t thank God for the past year. They don’t beg for His blessings for the New Year. They live for
the moment, without the least care or concern for the future.”

But perhaps behind the curtain of the future, is a bed of pain awaiting them; maybe some other
type of misfortune who knows? Without a doubt this is a very serious moment, serious because it
reminds us that everything changes, that everything comes to an end.

The old Sage understood this perfectly and through the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, he wrote
these famous words: “I saw everything that was happening under the sun, and everywhere there is
vanity and the distress of the soul of man, and there is nothing that lasts on earth.”

I don’t often go to the Books of the Old Testament for examples. Today, however, | am reaching
there and citing certain historic happenings that apply to today’s talk. Listen carefully!

“In the capital of ancient Babylon, the proud and powerful kings built for themselves a huge and
extremely rich palace. During this time, King Balthazar, a conceited brute was the ruler. He knew well all
of the commandments of God because it was his father who defeated the Jewish nation and brought
thousands of Jews as slaves to do hard labor in Babylon. He sneered at the God of the Jews. He cursed
and blasphemed Him. On one occasion he arranged a reception for the elite in his kingdom. It was
already midnight. Despite the hour, Balthasar drank and enjoyed himself in the brightly illuminated
palatial hall, along with all of his invited guests. They were drinking from the costly and consecrated
chalices that they had stolen from the temple in Jerusalem.

Balthasar was not concerned about God. He despised God. In order to prove his contempt,
raising a bowl filled with wine, he called out scoffing: “Jehovah, God of the Jews, I'm declaring eternal
contempt for You ... 1...1, the King of Babylon!”
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Aloud murmur of admiration and flattering cheers with applause in recognition of the
blaspheming authority figure filled the hall. It had not yet died down when on the wall, behind the
seated monarch, there appeared a fiery hand on which the eyes of all assembled there looked at with
great fear.

That hand wrote three words on the wall. Those who were present there did not know how to
decipher those words. Therefore, Balthasar commanded that Daniel the Prophet be called and he read
what was written: MANE - THEKEL - PERES! They mean — MANE, God has numbered your kingdom and
put an end to it; TEKEL, you have been weighed on the scales and found wanting; PERES, your kingdom
has been divided and given to the Medes and the Persians.

Before the morning of that night, servants attacked and murdered the blaspheming king, for
God had weighed his actions on the scales of justice and numbered the hours of his rule. Not long after
that the Persians attacked and took over the Babylonian kingdom.

Who knows who can possibly know, for how many people, in these last moments of the old
year, the unseen hand of the Creator is tracing a similar verdict on the heads of stubborn, hardened and
blinded people.

There are only five days — five short days — and this year will pass beyond retrieve and will
vanish in the abyss of eternity. It was just a year ago that we were looking forward; we were counting
these 12 months before us which seemed so long, so slow and so difficult.

Today, we are looking behind ourselves at those very same months, and wondering we ask
ourselves — where they are and what happened to them.

They passed, they are gone they are lost. Days, weeks and months are gone; moments of
happiness and joy; hours of sadness and sorrow; days of success and days of disappointments. Tears of
tribulations and suffering have dried up. All of this has passed just as day passes before night, as fair
weather passes away before a storm. And today, those same months which a year ago seemed so
unendingly long, today, they seem to us like a short dream, so unbelievably short. Yes, in reality our
entire life passes so quickly. And thus, just as on Friday evening we will stand at the end of this year, so
too someday, sooner or later, we will stand at the end of our life.

A certain deep thinker confirms this: “What is time? It is hardly the blink of an eye. That time
escapes us from under our feet and runs away from our hands. Chase after it if you want, but it has
already slipped away. And you will never, never more catch up to it. And what is a day, a year, a century,
a thousand years?

Day just about arrives and already night is coming. We just barely begin to live and already we
are creeping towards the grave. Even if you would live to be 99, or even 100, still at the end you
sorrowfully ask: ‘But this entire life of mine passed like a shadow.” When time flies everything passes
quickly with that time.
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In spite of that, people with a blind and indefatigable fervor drown themselves in chasing after
that which is changeable, mean and often lowly and vile and not conforming to human dignity; that
which is here today and gone to tomorrow.

A man, and the number of such is enormous, works very hard from his youth, he works
strenuously so that he can guarantee for himself at least a piece of bread; at the same time, however,
he remembers about God and the purpose of his own life. He works and he prays. He is a sensible
person.

But, unfortunately, there is no lack of such people who toil and take pains, only in order to use
life breathing deeply; a life that hangs on cobwebs that can be broken at any moment but they have no
time for God and they completely forget about God.

There are also such to whom the value of time means nothing and they scurry about as though
blindly chasing after momentary trifles and tinsels, squandering their talents and abilities that were
given them by God; they are oblivious that time urges them on, that time is racing by and that time is
disappearing. Such people are under the impression that everything that is alluring or entertaining, is
permitted. This keeps them occupied, to this they dedicate themselves and in their eyes, only this is
valuable and profitable. They leave God and the affairs of God to the poor, the sick, the worried, the
uneducated and to children. These kinds of people only then when it is already too late do they begin to
think seriously.

One of those to whom death was already staring into his eyes had this to say: “If | could gather
all of moments of peace and happiness from my 82 long years of life, | they would not make up even
one month.” And in that depression, he died.

A person can think or say whatever pleases him. However, when it is time to die, he is already
not so sure of himself and he tries to regulate his ruined life. Unfortunately this does not always work
out for everyone.

Sufferings and death teach us how we should make use of our time. The thought of death has
never harmed anyone. It has never shortened anyone’s life even by one second and it can teach all of us
the wisdom of life. Death is an absolute certainty.

Perhaps you will tell me that you are young, healthy and strong. So what? Are youth, health and
strength a protective armor against the cutting of the scythe — death?

Read the necrologies in the newspapers and you will read that besides the elderly and the sick,
young people and children also die.

When you first light a candle, you know that that candle will burn out and go out. Literally, that
very same thing happens with human life. They burn out and go out. You will hear the command: “Leave
everything. Today your Creator demands an account from you.” And you will have to leave everything
that today you call your own — your material possessions. You will take with yourself only that and as
much as you put into your soul, into your relationship with God and your relationship with people
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according to God'’s laws. Therefore, no merit, no good work, no mortification and no prayer will get lost.
They will all go with you, they will testify for your benefit, they will be your advocate.

Death is not only a separation of the soul from the body, but it is at the same time a separation
from people. How many times | have knelt at the bed of a dying person. For example, at the bed of a
dying child. This child, with lips burning with fever, begged — “Mommy, help!” The mother, almost in
despair was weeping bitterly but she couldn’t help.

A good father of a family was dying. His wife knelt at his bedside weeping bitterly, along with a
group of sobbing children. His friends also stood by, but everyone was helpless. They were unable to
save him from death.

A mother was dying. Her husband knelt near her and he could not restrain his tears. A few small
children were near him and they, too, were not only weeping bitterly, but frightened by the appearance
of their mother, they were loudly crying out — “Mommy, mommy, what are we going to do?”

Nothing helped. Not even the tears and pleas of these children. They did not move the Angel of
Death, as for the mother time ended for her and eternity began.

God Himself, especially in these few last days of the old year, warns and reminds us — “Watch
and pray for you don’t know the day nor the hour. Death comes like a thief.”

God gives each of us time to repent and we should be grateful to God for that. Everyone should
arrange a purging of his soul; a complete purging by making a good examination of conscience; by a
sincere confession; by sincere sorrow for having sinned and then by making a sincere resolution to
improve. Let him become a new person and thus begin a new year.
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December 26, 1954
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In five more short days the world will be celebrating the end of this current year and the
beginning of the New Year, 1955. Despite these five short days not everyone will remain on the road of
life, for them life and time will end and eternity will begin.

No one knows the day nor the hour when the Creator will order his book of life to be closed and
only He will give that solemn declaration: “Give an account of your stewardship for you can no longer be
a steward.”

Don’t look at me with such alarm, nor listen to my words with such unbelief, and what is worse,
don’t listen to this with disdain because daily life experience teaches us that there is nothing so
uncertain and weak as human life and on the other hand there is nothing as certain, nothing so all-
powerful as death.

Death is written out for each person by the same hand which created that person. The prophet
called out, “Life and death are from God.” It has been determined for man to die once. That is certain
but where, when and how that is a secret. God kept that for Himself.

The prophet reminds us, “Man doesn’t know his end, just as fish are caught with a fishing rod
and a bird is caught with a snare, so too are people caught up at a bad time that comes upon them
unexpectedly.”

As for the rest, look around the family circle of relatives, friends and acquaintances. A year ago
they were all with you. They enjoyed health, prosperity and respect. And today? At this moment your
eyes look for them in vain. Who would have expected this? And yet it happened.

Death often comes as a thief and steals the persons who are the best and the most needed.
Death often strikes suddenly like lightning and unexpectedly like thunder regardless of age, health,
abilities or vocation.

Who knows if at this very moment a dying person may be lying in one of these homes and is
surrounded by children who are weeping bitterly and are shaken to their depths as they pray.

Or is it possible that a coffin is standing in some home and in the coffin rests the cold remains of
a father who had worked hard for many years? Or perhaps that is the coffin of an attentive mother who
was unlimited in her dedication, who was mother, nurse and a visible Guardian Angel to the entire
family. Considering all of this, it is neither health nor age or any other kind of circumstance that assures
one a long life.

It is worth keeping this in one’s thoughts and before one’s eyes during the course of this talk
entitled:
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A NEW YEAR'S EVE MEDITATION

There are two days in the year and two evenings in the year when | forget what and who | am.
These evenings are the evening of the vigil of Christmas and the evening of the last day of the year. This
is a strange thing and it seemed that man is strange. In these two evenings | would forget about all of
the difficulties and problems and God knows that there are plenty of them, and | lose myself in my
thoughts and dreams.

On the wings of my imagination, | fly to that poor little family house in Everson, PA where |
spent those dear, peaceful and carefree years before | left home for school. It is not because that little
house overflowed with abundance and comforts — not at all, because there was a lack of one and the
other, but because my hard-working and sober Dad and my pious and caring Mom were there. The
warm and sincere love plus the evident care and concern of your parents, united and molded us into
one big heart.

On that vigil evening; the big table, covered with a great white table cloth and on that table,
large and small bowls of traditional foods. The touching sharing of the wafer when we kissed our
parents’ palms. A Christmas tree decorated with lights and under the tree many gifts, at the sight of
which, faces glowed and eyes lit up with curiosity and impatience. The Christmas carols which we sang
to accompaniment mixing the words and the notes.

After that — Midnight Mass in a church filled to capacity with miners and coke makers who came
on foot from villages that were three, four and five miles away from the church.

| don’t remember last year’s vigil, but the vigil evenings of 50 years ago stand out in my
imagination like the mosaic pictures in the Vatican museum. Year after year my thoughts return to them
and | sentimentalize over them.

The last day of the year was also observed in our house according to a certain ritual. Dad went
to work shortly after midnight. Mom would get up early about 5 am. She spent the entire morning
cleaning because on New Year’s Day everything had to shine like it did when it was new.

The older children worked caring for the cow, the pigs, and geese and the chickens. Then, they
polished the great iron kitchen stove, cleaned the cylinders, trimmed the wicks of all of the lamps.

In the afternoon our Mom baked great loaves of bread and rolls and we children bathed in a
great wooden barrel; we did not own a tub. After bathing, we dressed in our Sunday best and waited for
Dad.

For supper, special dishes were added — herring, noodles with poppy seed and apple pie. After
supper we all went with Dad to church.

The service was very long. | will never forget those services. At this very moment | can still see
those serene faces of those hard-working, kind hearted miners. And in those faces | see recollection,
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affection and gratitude for one more year spent successfully and profitably in that heavy and dangerous
labor.

In prayer, they poured out their gratitude to God for their arrival in this country in which they
had the opportunity of earning money for food and where they could praise God in the language of their
fathers. You should hear how these men and women sang the supplications and the hymn, God We
Praise Thee.

Words cannot describe how much faith, hope and gratitude was in their prayerful songs. These
were simple people, accustomed to accept the undesirable, who demanded little and were tough; were
deeply believing and grateful to their Provident God. Yes, they were grateful for everything and
confident in the help of God. “Thank God for everything” they often said.

That is why, despite many difficulties, they were not discouraged. It is exactly thanks to their
hardness, thanks to their faith and thanks to their perseverance to which we owe what we are and what
we have. Perhaps these observations seem superfluous, but they can prove to be useful for some
people.

After this evening service we returned home. There a tasty snack awaited us for the ending of
that year; fresh rolls, butter, jam, poppy seed cakes and a glass of warm milk. After that we prayed
together and went to bed. Our parents remained at the table on which a kerosene lamp was still
burning. Mom was mending underwear and darning stockings. Dad brought his notebook in which he
scrupulously recorded his daily earnings, and on this last evening of the month, he balanced his income
and expenditures for the end of the year.

After the death of my Dad in 1935, we were looking over various documents and letters that he
kept in a trunk under lock and key. Among other things, | found two notebooks in which he wrote in his
earnings and his expenses. | took these two notebooks to remember the unflagging work and the frugal
domestic economy of my Dad.

In one notebook | saw his earnings from 1886 until 1910 when he lived in the village of McClure
in Pennsylvania and worked in a coke maker plant. Thus in a year, for the entire year 1886, he earned
$509.16. What a colossal pay for 12 months of daily work. And yet that wasn’t exactly a bad year in
comparison to other years. As proof, in the following year, 1887, his entire earnings for the year totaled
$313.19. Year by year his earnings dwindled.

From February, 1891 to January, 1892 there was a strike; his income during that time - $0.00. In
January, work began again but it did not last long because there came a period of no work during the
time of President Cleveland. But my Dad was prepared for that also.

In his notebook he had written: “For months they have been talking about hard times that are
coming. Therefore, on the attic we have hidden 12 great sacks of flour; four buckets of jam; three rings
of cheese. It is better to have food rather than money.”
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In 1895, he bought several acres of land in Everson so that we children would be closer to a
Polish Catholic School. He paid $50 for two acres of land. He built a small but graceful and comfortable
home at the cost of $900. He was paying off this loan to a bank at $8.00 each month.

My good Dad had written all of this exactly and regularly in his little notebook, and in the
evening of the last day of the year, he sat at the table and counted. He knew exactly how much money
he had earned during the year; how much he had spent and what he bought. He knew how much of his
debt he had paid off and how much money he still owed and to whom he owed it.

Under every annual balance, he wrote in his big clear handwriting such a note of gratitude: “I
have to thank God! | had work and | had my health. My debt has diminished. Thanks be to God.”

Year after year my Dad sealed each annual report. Finally, in 1935 when he finished his 85 years
of earthly pilgrimage, a pilgrimage that was truly toilsome, full of hard work and productive of good fruit
he left behind everything in very good order.

Until this very day, | insist that Dad didn’t die he just fell asleep, exhausted from the efforts,
exertions and endeavors of life. He didn’t die but lives on in the grateful memories of his children who
often recall his fatherly actions with reverence, pride and love.

| believe, | firmly believe that when Dad stood before his Creator and Judge, he gave Him an
exact, sincere account of his spiritual finances. | have no doubt that he showed great profits. | also
believe that this Merciful God, having heard the report of his management of his affairs, smiled to this
simple, faithful soul of deep faith and kindly said, “Very good, My good and faithful servant. Because you
were faithful over a little, | will now put you in charge of much more. Enter into the joy of your Lord.”

This is probably the second or third time in my talks at the end of the year that | bring up the
memory of my Dad mentioning his actions, not omitting those seemingly little meaning details and
trifles. Maybe you are surprised.

| do this deliberately. | have reasons for this. First of all, to remind you of what type our parents
were. It's true, they were simple people, but they were people of spirit, courage and faith. They were
sober, hard-working and peaceful people. They were faithful men and loving fathers. They were very
strict but they were just. Our fathers belonged to the working class. Later through tears and sometimes
blood, they cut out a road for us to a better life, one that was easier and more even.

If it wasn’t for the matter of fact, heavy work of the father for many long years and add to that
the thriftiness, the management and dedication of the mother, we would not be what we are today.
Truly, it is worth-while to think of this, at least on the last day of the year.

Perhaps these thoughts will make us recall that long forgotten question: How do we show our
gratitude to our father and mother for giving us such an upbringing and protection, and for everything
they have given us? Someday, we will have to give an account to God for this also. Isn’t it better to now
count our income and our expenditures in this matter, in order to prevent a severe verdict which could
someday fall from the lips of a justly angry Creator.
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Secondly, | am talking to you in such a manner about details, trifles about my Dad, because the
average life, the normal life of a person whether it’s my life or yours, or every one of you, is not made up
of heroic deeds or of heroic achievements, for God Himself does not oblige us to such. The lives of
people are not made up of such. The life of a person is one long chain of small actions, gray small
ordinary duties that supposedly do not mean much, but in reality they exert a very great influence on
the mind, the heart and the soul of man.

Conscientiousness and fidelity in these little things, you can call them duties if you please, build
peace, satisfaction and therefore the happiness of this man; negligence, sluggishness and laziness cause
dissatisfaction, unrest and discord ruining a happy and compliant life.

Time flies and falls into the abyss of eternity. We measure people’s lives with time and count
them in years. And this life does not stand in one place because it also continuously moves ahead, until
the moment when the Creator says, “Up to there and no further.” Then there will no longer be any time,
because there will be no life. How many such deep thoughts are hidden in these two short words: time —
life.

“A dream — for a little while — is the life of a person

The days pass like an arrow — like water in a stream

And year after year the ages disappear4 into the shadows
Death draws near — judgment and eternity wait!

Every hour — every dear moment

Wasted time will never return

From the moment the soul casts off it chains

It cannot, anymore accomplish anything for God!

Why, oh why, doesn’t man on a proud scale

Doesn’t value at all the value of time

He squanders his life in the pleasures of the world

Day follows after day — year flows after year

A merciless death at the last hour

That deceptive happiness will be knocked from his hand.”

These last few days of the current year are very important for us. They are truly a blessed gift
from God because God gave us the grace which He refused to many, the grace of reflection over our life,
and making a certain kind of examination of conscience, which might be the last one in our life.

These last few days are like a bridge between yesterday and tomorrow, between the past and
the future, between time and eternity. | look behind me and | see time past. | read: He died at the age of
20, 30, 40, 50, 80, 90, but he died. That’s the past.

| look before me — the future is enveloped in a secret fog. What is hidden there? joy, a wedding,
prosperity, happiness, sadness, pain, competition and suffering. But as to what each one will receive,
that | do not know.




