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you when you were in need? Were you charitable especially to orphans and old people, or were you a
miser and niggardly without a heart and the poverty and misery of those close to you concerned you
just as much as last year’s snowfall?

To all of these questions give the short response of yes or no. Don’t excuse yourself; do not
justify yourself; do not exonerate yourself; it is for these matters that our all-knowing God will judge you
and me and one cannot joke around with this Judge - joking is not permitted.

And now, you, husband and father, as head of a family, what are your expenses and income for
this year? Are your home, your wife, your children dearer to your heart than the club, the tavern or your
so-called friends? How many evenings did you spend at home this year? Did you consider your wife as a
friend and companion or did you treat her as a servant and slave? And to your children, who consider
you a source of intelligence and take great pride in you, praising you before others — how do you
behave? Do you have for them a kind word of recognition and praise or an indulgent and understanding
smile? Or do you look down at them and rule over them liked a Nero or a Prussian or Austrian general?

My dear father, remember that it is easier to win the hearts of children with a spoonful of the
honey of goodness and gentleness than with a barrel of the vinegar of anger and spitefulness. Wake up
and come to your senses on this last evening that ends the year.

You, wife and mother, you also need to look into your conscience. And this should not be done
hurriedly and superficially, but thoroughly and seriously. Do you really understand your true mission and
your exalted role? What are they? A wife and mother should be the priestess and Guardian Angel of the
home and family. You should be, but were you, are you? Is your house already too cramped for you, too
oppressive? And your children, instead of being a gift from God and a blessing from heaven you consider
them as a ball and chain on your leg and as fetters on your hands which hamper your modern freedom.
As a mother, you should be an example of dedication and sacrifice, even that of a holocaust. Examine
yourself in this matter. Make sure that this exam is sincere and honest.

Perhaps it wouldn’t harm any of you husbands and wives if on this last evening of the old year,
you would recall to mind the words of your wedding vows which, years ago, you repeated with such
sincere conviction after the priest. These were not the words of a simple promise, but they were the
words of solemn vows. Just listen: “I take you as my wife/my husband, and | vow to you love, faith and
honesty in marriage and | promise that | will never leave you, even unto death. So help me, almighty
God in the Holy Trinity and all the Saints.”

Perhaps the consideration of these words of the marriage ceremony will begin a greater
understanding, will lead to more peace in that marriage in which one side and the other side have both
forgotten their obligations.

Finally, you sons and also you daughters, shake up your conscience. Don’t explain that you have
time that you are still young, that this can be put off for a later time. Such excuses are empty and
worthless. Who can guarantee the fact that you too, may very soon not hear the summons: “Give an
account of your stewardship because you can no longer be steward.”
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Therefore, my dear children, both older as well as younger, consult your conscience and ask it if
God and your parents are satisfied with the way you have conducted yourseives during this year? How
have you fulfilled your obligations towards God and your parents?

How many sons at this moment find themselves in schools of correction, in prisons. How many
girls are in the Homes of the Good Shepherd because they didn’t want to listen to the commandments
of God nor the warnings and reminders of their parents? It seemed to them that they were above every
law, above all the laws. Did not only your parents, but also your Guardian Angel weep over your
arrogant and wanton life? You have preferred to listen to the advice of strangers rather than the advice
of your father and mother who always wanted your happiness; who gave you everything that they
possibly could. And you, for all of their efforts, for all of their pains repaid them with coarse, boorish
words, self-conceited answers and a rebellious disobedience.

Who knows if when you go out for a good time on this last evening of this last day of this year,
your father or your mother may take in his or her work-worn hands a rosary and complaining to God
about your unresponsive and ungrateful hearts, doesn’t pray for your coming to your senses, for your
conversion? And what will you answer in order to justify yourselves? Besides, what will your excuses
mean compared to your father’s complaints and your mother’s complaints? How can you expect a long
life and a prosperous one for your arrogant and disobedient behavior towards your parents who are
crying over you and complaining about you to God?

My dear children, stop now for you are standing over a precipice. Change yokur ways while
there is still time; tomorrow my already be too late.

St. Augustine reminds us: “No one is so terrible and so dangerous for a person, as that person is
for himself, through his own mistakes, his own rashness, bad habits and tendencies?

Therefore, with the old year, let us close the book on the old year and let us begin a new life, a
better life, a more sober life, a more virtuous life. Let us follow the advice of the Apostle to the Nations
who in his letter to the Ephesians wrote: “Let us throw off our former way of life, take off the old man
who gets spoiled through seductive desires. Let us renew the spirit of our mind and let us put on a new
self who according to God was created in justice and the holiness of the truth.” Then, the good and
merciful God, from the Book of Life for 1952 sill cross out our offences and erase our guilt.

When on Wednesday at midnight our clocks ring out the death of the current year, at the same
time they ring out the birth of the New Year 1953. This year is not only new on the calendar, not only in
the history of the world, but at the same time it is a new year in our life. And everyone is asking: “What
will it bring to me and my family, what will it bring to society and to the world?” However, no one knows
how to give us a satisfactory and exhaustive answer.

We stand before this new born year like before a secret door. It will open before us slowly, just
a little, little by little. | will go day by day, one after the other, again 365 days of difficulties, struggles,
joys and doubts. Which of these days will be the very happiest for us? Which will be the saddest? And
maybe which will be our last?
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Again, we must say that we don’t know. There is, however, one thing that we can know today
already that we ourselves cause our happiness or our unhappiness and that it depends entirely on us
how this entire New Year shapes up.

Millions of times that worn-out greeting is given in all languages: Happy New Year! Some of
these are given from the sincerity of one’s heart others are simply thrown out from custom and from
courtesy. But, regardless only a small, tiny piece of these greetings will be fulfilled; for many, for very
many, this coming year will be a chain of poverty, misery, sickness and suffering. It will be one, huge,
heavy cross.

Wouldn't it be better, instead of extending empty wishes of happiness, top say other greetings
in the form of a sincere warning or a sincere admonition? For there exists a fixed ancient, certain road to
happiness and it is short, straight and clear: “Avoid evil and do good.” Mothing more but, one could add
a little clarification: “Avoid evil” means the same as “Keep the commandments of God” because in
keeping them, you will find happiness and peace, such as neither money, nor fame, nor honors, nor the
ways of modern people of the world, ways that are musty and moldy with evil and malice.

Avyear is a serious, a precious time of life. It is very possible, that for many of us who on
Wednesday at midnight will be crossing the threshold of the New Year will bear on our foreheads the
verdict of Divine Providence: “This year, for you is the last one.”

That is why they who will cross this threshold of the New Year with a prayer on their lips will be
far wiser and more prudent than those who do so with wreathes on their heads and wine cups in their
hands, dancing to the tunes of modern music. This was in complete accord with the spirit of paganism,
but it does not agree with the spirit of Christianity.

The wintry morning of the New Year 1793 found Elizabeth, the saintiy sister of the unfortunate
French King Louis XVI on her knees in prison. She had written in prison and in the year which was the
last one in the life of this Princess, since she soon lost her head at the guillotine. This prayer reveals her
deep and simple faith. Let’s listen to it: “What will this year bring me, O my God? | don’t know. But,
everything | know is that nothing will happen to me that You have not foreseen, have not determined
and have not ordered from all eternity. For me that is sufficient. | therefore adore Your eternal and
impenetrable intentions, and with love for You, | surrender to them with my whole heart. | want all of it,
l'accept all of it and | offer all of this as a sacrifice to You in union with the sacrifice of our Divine Savior,
Jesus Christ. In his Name, for his unending merits, | beg You for patience in all my anxieties and perfect
resignation as is due to you, God, in everything that You want for me, or allow to happen to me. Amen.”
This is such a big hearted, ardent and confident prayer. It does not mean that by our resignation to the
Will of God means awaiting some sort of misfortune, some sort of very painful times.

On the contrary surrendering ourselves to God and being prepared for everything, we look to
the New Year with hope and trust. That same goodness and mercy of God that watches over us even in
often very difficult moments will never disappoint us. Behind that secret door the New Year, stands our
Heavenly Father. He will strengthen, console and soothe us.
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And if He gives us little crosses or a big cross He also gives us the strength everything for our
benefit as St. John the Evangelist wrote: “. . . so that your joy may be full” “and that your fruit may last.”

Every day will shine for you in this New Year like dew on the grass, from the graces which the
Lord will not begrudge us. They await us it is only for us to take, just so we wouldn’t bypass them, just so
we wouldn’t waste them.

Every day of the New Year, He will wait for us in the tabernacle in order to converse with us and
hear of our needs. He encourages us to visit Him, calling out “Everybody, come to Me.” Every day of the
New Year, if we stumble or if we break down, His grace of forgiveness awaits us, in order to lift us up,
cleanse us and clothe us in a festal garment.

In the evening of the last day of this year, let us call out to Him from the depths of a grateful
heart: “Thanks to you, Heavenly Father, for one more year of life, a year of grace, a year of forgiveness,
a year of merit and of Your endless mercy. In this New Year, please be my good, tender and merciful
Father.”
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December 28, 1952
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In a rather large and modern room, there stands a heavy, expensive bronze casket. Around this
coffin there are larger and smaller wreaths and bouquets of fresh flowers that gave off an intoxicating
aroma.

This coffin contains the remains of a young man, who died after just a few days of illness. He
was well-known by many, by very many people and everyone expected many great things from him.
However, things turned out differently.

Today his parents, brothers and sisters, relatives and friends are weeping over his coffin; in this
room, death in all of its majesty, authority and dignity rules. One can feel this in the air and recognize it
in the behavior of those who come to pay their respects to his remains and to at least whisper a Hail
Mary and then in farewell to whisper, Eternal rest grant unto him, Lord.

These people, after their prayers, stand and with teary eyes continue to look at the lifeless, icy
features of the deceased and they lose themselves in the contemplation of this short, momentary life;
this uncertain human life which vanishes like steam; they think of the vanities of life, they think of the
unavoidable death that awaits everyone, but no one knows when or where. In this parlor, there is quiet,
sadness and sorrow.

But from the kitchen which is close by, there are heard the sounds of loud conversations and
laughter. Let’s look in.

There is a row of chairs against the wall. They are all taken by people. There’s a table in the
middle of the kitchen. Under the table there are two chests of beer. On the table there is a quart bottle
of vodka. There are a few men seated at the table who are drowning their sorrow at the death of their
friend. Their brows are clouded, but their eyes sparkle with some sort of joyous satisfaction.

In reality, this death and coffin means little to them, and for now, all of their interest centers
around the whiskey glass and the bottle. Some of them are gossiping while others are telling jokes to
one another. They pay no attention to the death, to the dead man or the coffin.

They are even happy because for them this has become an occasion for feasting and celebrating,
and they are satisfied. Maybe someone mentions something about the deceased, but that person
always uses the expression: “when he lived.” Just that much and he returns to what he was doing at the
table. That was more important and more interesting.

On Wednesday, at midnight there will be a funeral. In this funeral, it is not one family or even
several families that will participate; not only one nation will participate but the entire world. Yes, All
the people of the entire world. We are all going to bury the so called old year - The year 1952. That year
will begin to die at the first strike of midnight. Our clocks will scarcely finish ringing out twelve and the
world will already have slammed the coffin shut over the ruined body of the old 1952, and dropped the
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coffin into a grave of the past and forgetfulness. At that moment, very few people will reflect on the
meaning of the burial of the Old Year this despite the fact that this year has drawn each one of us twelve
months closer to the grave. People do not want to think about serious matters, especially about the
things that come to mind in these last hours when the OId Year is bending over its grave. It is at such a
moment when these unwanted images come before one’s imagination. At such a moment, people
prefer to feast and party, sing and dance while who knows if for one or another of these, that secret
hand is not inscribing already that biblical verdict — mane — thekel — farez — that verdict that was once
written on the wall of the palatial room in which Baltazar was entertaining and feasting with a thousand
lords of his kingdom.

From this point we continue our talk entitled:
GIVE AN ACCOUNT OF YOUR STEWARDSHIP

My Dad of holy memory had many praiseworthy customs which he brought with himself from
the Old Country and which he conscientiously observed during all the years of his long, difficult and
useful life.

Among others were the following which made a very strong impression on me. On the Saturday
preceding the New Year, Dad went to Holy Confession, because he said, “It is necessary to cleanse the
soul of all dirt.”

In the evening of the last day of the year, carrying a very large prayer book under his arm, he led
us older children to church. He had to be the first one to come to church and the last one to leave. This
was not exactly pleasing to us children, but it was impossible for us to protest.

As we were returning home he always complained that there were so few people in church. “In
Poland it was different. There, one had to walk one or two hours in order to reach the church, but
people went in order to thank the Lord for that daily black bread. And here, where people have so much
more than they had there they forget about prayer, church and God.” He complained about the
ingratitude of people.

We would return home about 9 pm. Our Mom would heat up a glass milk for us with which she
gave each of us a slice of home- made bread and we then all felt like we were in the vestibule of heaven.
These moments that were so dear and so worry free have already gone. They will never return, but |
remember them down to the smallest detail as though they happened yesterday or the day before that
and not some fifty years ago.

While we were enjoying our tasty treat under Mom'’s watchful eyes, our Dad went into the next
room and opened an old damaged trunk from which he withdrew a notebook in which he honestly
wrote down his earnings for each day. He took a pen and a bottle of ink and began counting his income
and expenses for the past twelve months. | don’t know how long this lasted but | imagine that this lasted
until midnight.
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Nevertheless, when God took our Dad to Himself and | went back to our family home, our
Mother gave me the key to that old damaged trunk. | opened it and among various documents, | found
three notebooks. In these in very distinct numbers were written the daily income and expenses from the
year 1880 until 1916 Interesting and amazing figures.

In 1880 Dad earned a total of $300.67. How much did he earn in a day? From a beggarly 79
cents to the royal fortune of $1.39. Despite that, near the end of his report which he did on the last day
of the year, he wrote this note: “Thanks be to God for my health and my earnings.”

On the opposite page were written his expenses, so that on that last night of the year, Dad knew
exactly how much he had earned, the amount of his expenses and the amount of money he had left. He
knew the value not only of the dollar, but of every single cent. He was very careful not to be in debt. He
knew how to be a good steward.

St. Luke the Evangelist writes how in one of his lessons our Savior said, “There was once a
wealthy man who had a steward that means, he was in charge of all of the property. This steward was
accused of being unconscientious and negligent in looking after the workers, the farm and of everything
that belonged to his master. As a result, instead of growing, the farm was shrinking, falling apart and
was threatened with bankruptcy.

This lord was a good man, he was patient and wise. He waited for quite a long time, but there
was no visible change for the better. Then this owner who was a very wealthy man called the foolish and
careless steward and said — ‘Prepare a full account of your stewardship because you can no longer be
my steward.”

Perhaps some of you forgot that this biblical lord is God the Creator and the steward is every
person. God gave life to every person. He gave each person a certain amount of talents to some more,
to others less. He then made each of us stewards over these talents. For how long — | don’t know and
neither do you know but we all know and this with the greatest certainty, that sooner or later every one
of us must render a strict account of our stewardship over these talents. That is as certain as there is a
God in heaven.

During the rest of the year many, very many people listened to similar talks on the radio. Today,
they are no longer here. A year ago they were still here, but today they no longer exist. At the call of the
Creator they have gone to render an account of their stewardship here on earth. Count yourselves at
this moment — is there someone missing in your family, someone who a year ago was healthy and happy
and was eagerly looking into the future, trying to guess what it shall bring him?

Over there a father was sitting deep in thought. This is the father who worked so very hard for
so many long years without ever sparing himself, always only thinking about his children. He probably
promised himself that he’ll work yet one or two more years and then he’ll slow down and rest a little.
This is how he planned and it ended on that note. Yes, he found rest but not among warm hearts, but
under the clods of the cold and heavy earth.
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There, a mother was sitting on that chair last year. Several children were playing near her. She
was gazing at them with eyes filled with tenderness. Who knows whether she was promising herself that
these children will be her support in her old age in gratitude for her careful endeavors on their behalf. It
was almost with longing that she was looking into her future years, but evidently her plans were not the
plans of the Creator because today she no longer lives. Her chair at the table is empty, but instead a new
tomb has been raised at the cemetery bearing the inscription: “Here rests our Mother.”

Thus in many a home a good husband or a good wife is missing. Here a daughter is missing and
over there a son is gone. That son in whom his parents saw so much promise is perhaps sleeping that
eternal sleep, far away from his loved ones in some Korean valley, or is perhaps lying in some army
hospital behind the war front, or at this moment, death is staring into his eyes at the front. To all of
these their Creator either already told them or is telling them at this moment — “Give an account of your
stewardship, for you will no longer be a steward.”

This year, like every previous year, has thinned out the ranks of families, relatives and friends.
They were here yesterday, but today they are no longer here. They have gone and will no longer return.

Among other things, | have one custom that | inherited from my Dad. On the last day of the
year, | make an inventory of my spiritual profits and expenditures of the past twelve months. | ask my
conscience whether | have behaved in the way that God wants me to behave. | must admit publicly and
sincerely in all Franciscan humility that | did not measure up. | admit that if the good God gave another
as many of such graces as He has given me that other person would have profited better from them
than | did.

Then | always see in my imagination the face of my beloved deceased Mom which again forces
me to ask myself: “Could | have been a better person if she had lived?” This strange question persists in
my head for so many years after her death; that it bothers me especially on the last day of the year
when | am making for God and for my conscience an account of my stewardship over the past year.

Twelve months ago, the year 1953 seemed so very far away, such a great distance from us.
Today, we are standing on its threshold and we marvel that these 52 weeks have passed so quickly. It
seems like it was just yesterday that we greeted that year, and today we are already bidding it farewell.
One year has passed we sometimes say and our life has been shortened by one year.

Biblical writers, under the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, writers filled with the spirit of faith and
writers who are soaked through and through with the spirit of the world compare the life of man to a
wind storm, to the foam on the waves of the stormy sea, to a very short novel that can be told in one
breath to a flower which scarcely opens in the morning and already in the evening bends its head and
dries up, to a shadow which shows up for a little while and then immediately disappears, and to
cobwebs which the slightest breath of wind tears into pieces and throws about on the ground.

For such reasons the Apostle James wrote such a serious observation: “You do not know what
tomorrow will be, for what is your life? It is steam or vapor showing itself for a short time, and then —
then it will be destroyed.”
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Nevertheless, this life, this enormous gift of God, this great and precious treasure, this serious
thing, this holy thing — sooner or later one must answer for this life to the Creator when He commands:
“Give an account of your stewardship.”

The history of the world describes for us how the Roman Caesar Trajan, every evening before
going toi sleep, checked his own conscience. If he discovered that on a given day he had not done some
good, praiseworthy action, greatly disgusted with his own negligence, he would accuse himself before
others calling out: “Friend, | lost a day.” This pagan was totally correct. One day in a man’s life is an
important thing, it is a great thing. Our poet Mickiewicz understood this perfectly. He sang: “In words |
only see the desire — in the action is the power — it is more difficult to live well through a day than it is to
write a book.”

Yes, the year 1952 is coming to an end. From these 365 days how many days did we waste and
from how many did we duly profit? Thanks to the endless goodness of God; thanks to the mercy of our
Creator we have lived through one year, one more year but, how did | use that time?

| understand that | should have spent it profitably for myself and for the glory of God but, in
reality was this really my purpose? Did | really strive for this?

The true purpose of human life is so lofty, so noble, just as man is; to know God, to love God, to
serve God so that in this manner man becomes happy here and for all eternity. These few simple, easily
understood words perfectly explain the purpose and the task set before man, plus the value and dignity
of man.

The life of a man who does not know this purpose is cold dull, empty and egoistic. Somebody, |
don’t remember already who, compared such a person to an ox who pulls a great and heavy wagon, not
knowing to where or why.

Let’s make at least a very short exam of conscience in order to see whether we are on the right
road leading us to the destination assigned to us by the Creator Lord. Every one of us has a two-fold
obligation; first, a general one regarding God and neighbor. | deliberately am avoiding our duties
towards our native country. Our second obligation is tied in with our state in life as a man, a father, a
wife, a mother, a son or a daughter. But first let us look at the general obligation towards God.

Did you attend Mass on Sundays and holy days of obligation? Did you go to confession and Holy
Communion? Did you say your morning and evening prayers? Did your children ever see you on your
knees at prayer? Were you conscientious in your work? Were you sober? Did you behave as a person
who is worthy of being called a man?

Don’t forget that you have duties and obligations towards your neighbor. Don’t ask who they
are for you know perfectly well who they are. How do you get along with your neighbor? Have you given
him a good example or have you scandalized him by your words or actions? Have you spoken well of
him or have you stoned him with curses, slander or calumny? Did you repay your debts, what you
borrowed and such or did you laugh at or make fun of their naivete and credulity for they came to help




