December 30, 1934
Dear fellow countrymen and countrywomen, I greet you with the words: Praised be Jesus Christ!

There are two occurrences in this world, which happen among people, two contradictory but interdependent feelings. One is an occasion of joy and celebration.  That is the coming of another soul to this earth.  Then everyone is happy, not only the parents but the whole family, blood relatives and friends.  And so it is and no one will dispute that.  The second occasion is the reason for weeping, complaining, and sadness.  and that is the departure of a loved one from this earth.  Daily were are witnesses of funerals, processions with sorrowful faces behind the casket, a mother or father, husband or wife, sons or daughters. To the tears of the relatives are the tears of the onlookers who perhaps went through the experience of witnessing a procession closer to their saddened hearts.  It is the nature of every sincere person that he cries with the crying and is happy with the joyous. In a day or two the world is a witness to dying and death, and to births, which repeat themselves regularly and without interruption.  Time does not wait for peace or war; time does not look on the happy or the unlucky; it is indifferent to joy or happiness; it moves, runs, misses, speeds and sweeps into eternity.  Quite often time flows peacefully like the waters of a hidden stream in a deep valley; often too, time towers like the angry sea waves , and throws us to the rough edges of life or lifts us up and with a loud bang drops us into the pit of doubt, or hits us mercilessly as victim of the vagaries of nature.  Time is yesterday, a year ago, a hundred years, and a thousand before that. What does that mean in comparison with eternity/  A drop in the sea, a grain of sand; and so the human mind questions.  Uselessly. The world will celebrate the death of a certain period of time and the birth of another on Monday at midnight.  Death is an old man even though he is only 365 days old and the birth of a child heads toward old age.  The death of the year 1934 and the birth of the year 1935.  The same people will rejoice at death and birth.  What a contradiction.  But no matter.  Let us leave the world aside, let it in its own peculiar way say good bye to the old and ring in the new.  Let's sit down at the table with pen in hand and take stock of ourselves like a good administrator.  Are we going to care less about eternal and spiritual things?  Perhaps this will be the last time we will take stock of our relationship with God, with our neighbor and with our own conscience. Let us do that now while we have time so we will not have to be sorry for eternity.

						THE NEW TOMORROW
I have before me a painting painted by some unknown artiest.  It depicts a farewell to the old and a greeting to a new year.  We see a huge ballroom in one of the most modern hotels of our time.  It is decorated in garlands of flowers and green.  On the ceiling with paintings there hangs a gigantic chandelier which shines on gathered guests.  With an orchestra playing, guests, ladies and gentlemen dressed in formal attire are enjoying themselves.  Some seek forgetfulness in dance, others in cards at green tables, others are spending the last moments of the old year with champagne and other costly wines and liquors.  The doors open and Christ walks in with a peaceful step with seriousness and looking worries.  From his eyes comes the fire of wonder and sad anger.  After Christ come in imperceptively,  a group of elders, widows and orphans; sad and crying.  Blinded by the light of riches and playing of those who love gold and fun, they stood stunned at the entrance of the ball room.  
At lightning speed they move among the revelers, while dissatisfaction and hatred shows on the brows and the blanched lips of the revelers.  
On the sight of the sad Christ and the group of poor and forgotten, the music stopped, and the revelers dropped their glasses.  Curious and angry at the intrusion, the revelers are opening their mouths in order to complain to Christ while Christ lifts up his right hand as a sign that he wishes to speak.  Listen to His words of counsel:  "My people, when will you come to your senses. You are benefiting from the earth's liberality while these are suffering in their poverty.  Do you have stone hearts?   Don't you have even a spark of mercy for your unfortunate brothers?  How many Lazaruses, hurting and downtrodden, who would drench your hands with their tears, and kiss your feet for the crumbs at your tables; you forget that the time passes by and your lives are being shortened by the minute.  In a while another year will be gone, lost and not to be recovered, and then you will encounter death.  Time is ending for you.   The year will be gone, the subsequent years will pass; you world of revelry will end. Be careful in order for you not to be lost.  Remember that you to whom much was given, God will demand more.  You who have in abundance - have more heart, for those who are less fortunate than you. Otherwise, you shall lose the world, the entertainments and your life.  Would not Christ make sense, if on Monday at midnight, he would not journey among those who are delighting in music and play and saying good bye to the old year and ringing in the new. There is meaning in this imaginative excursion.  But I return to the reality.  I return to the yearly taking stock of our lives.  What are our spiritual assets gain in the previous year.  And what are our outlays?  A year ago we went through a similar self examination.  The outlay probably was greater than our income.  We made promises for the new year.  Did we keep them or not? Let us not deceive ourselves, let us not give excuses, let us not neglect to recognize our responsibilities or shuffle them onto others because that will not help our cause.  Let us admit that it is our shortcoming, because we lacked the good will.  We did not have that great and abiding faith and uncompromising hope - we forgot about sacrificial love.  We failed to take advantage of the graces God had given us.  We were morally bankrupt.  And today after 52 weeks, not only did we fail to go forward, we stayed in the same place we were a year ago or went backwards.  And time sped on and disappeared like a shadow.  It seems like yesterday that we were at the beginning of last year.  Mickiewicz, the writer, wisely put it in the words of this poem:
"What is my feeling?
Ah, it but a spark
What is this life?
Ah, but a moment!
What is the extent of eternity,
From my works revealed?
One moment.
I do not like to judge in the particular.  I do not wish to be the guardian of my brother, nor his judge. In order for you to find it easier for you to take stock of your conscience, to be at peace, to attain a better life, I present to your eyes a few happening from human life.

A year ago, on the last evening of 1933, a lawyer sat by a table.  The dinner was tasty.  Satisfied with himself, he lit up a cigar, took the newspaper in his hands and spread it out.  After a while, something evidently came to his memory. With a sudden motion, he threw the paper on the floor, went to the desk and began to write.  He brought out papers - documents and ledgers.  After several hours of calculating, he smiled with satisfaction.  Obviously his financial status was in good shape.  He was a man who because of his personal abilities and strength believed no one.  Because of his unscrupulousness, he worked out a career and even though he didn't particularly care about others opinion of him - among his friends he was an artful dodger, among his clients he was great.  Evidently it went to his head.  He gave up the practice of his religion, joined a forbidden society, and ultimately gave up God, Church, faith and honesty.  He claimed that every person could get along well without God as long as he didn't lose his head. His pockets were full.  Standing on the ladder of success, he could not envision an end to his endeavors.  Several months later, one morning, he left his house and went to the railroad tracks and threw himself under the wheels of a speeding train cutting off his head.  What had happened?  His practice deteriorated, the bank took his money - his wife, disenchanted, left him and went home.  She had no faith and could not find help.  One thing remained - suicide.  His material successes had squelched any spiritual income he could have had.  Although each year he counted his money and success, he forgot his accountability to his conscience and before God.  Perhaps we are in the same boat?

A  year ago, the father of a family was returning home.  He was drunk almost daily. Today however at the end of the year he celebrated in an unusual manner.  Despite that he received his pay, he was coming home with an empty pocked his head filled with cobwebs and curses on his lips wishing negatively.  At home - a group of children poor and neglected and a wife miserable and distraught.  This was the usual condition.  For them it was always the old year with no hope for the future.   What was there to celebrated with their plight in life.  There was no conscience for the father. He had lost God and so quieted his conscience.   The bells ring midnight for the new year which the father greeted with cursing.  Two years later he sat in a high chair, but a shotgun to his toe and mouth and took his life.  He shot most of his head off. You, husbands and fathers, who are addicted to alcoholism, is this not a time to think of a self survey.

A year ago a Polish businessman sat engrossed in thought.  He was away from home. What did he care about the end of a year  and the beginning of another.  He didn't even have a desire to think about God, about his conscience or about time.  He had something more important before him: a copper kettle.  It bothered him as he poisoned himself and others.  For him the kettle was God, guardian angel, church and religion. He put his faith, hope and love in it. And he received his award and payment.  Today he lays in a sanitarium bound like a wild animal.  The new year brought him more unhappiness.  If a year ago he had taken an examination of conscience - if.  Today it is too late.

A year ago, a young wife and mother, left her husband and small child and went for some fun.  She is young.  It is time to celebrate with music, fun, dancing, and drinking.  Camaraderie!  And so it was.  She was accustomed to this since high school.  There, not at home, but with fun lovers and drunkards she sought happiness.  She could not sit at home and plan a future for her child?  She could not get together with her husband and discus family matters.  That seemed less important from late revelry.  She was found in the woods shot and lifeless.  Her body was covered with bruises and tied with a cord.  That was her lot on the first day of the new your 1934.

A year ago in a small town, in a poor but clean house, a family was getting ready to go for an evening devotion in the Polish tradition, to give thanks to God for the graces of the past hear.  At home the sixteen year old daughter remained saying that she had a bad headache and couldn't go to church.  The elderly father complained but the mother assuaged him in the situation.  The family left and the daughter packer a suitcase and left home.  The parents were despondent.  No use crying and no use trying to locate here.   In the month of October the poor parents received information from one of the New York hospitals that their daughter, broken in spirit lay there.  Another unnecessary victim.  If she had gone to church a year ago and made an examination of conscience, she probably would have saved herself a lot of suffering and prolonged her life.  

On New Year's Eve, let us attend church and there in the company of Christ, ask ourselves about the condition of our souls.  Did we repay God for our lives and did we take care of the affairs of our soul by obeying the commandments.  Did we thank God for our life, our work, for the gifts and graces which came to us in such a generous way?  Did we try to develop our virtues of piety, mortification, dedication?  How about our neighbor, the way we love, as promoted by our Lord?  How about those less fortunate than we are?  Especially in these painful times in times of doubt.  If we are sincere with ourselves and acknowledge our shortcomings before the Savior, there is no question about the returns in our spiritual lives.  Let us take advantage of the time we have.  We could buy the ticket for our happiness or sorrow depending upon our spiritual lives.  Let us pay no attention to human respect, honor, glory or riches. These things will never satisfy the human soul. In all things let us seek God.  God certainly will repay us more than we could ever know.

We stand at the doorstep of a new year.   What does it promise us and what will it bring us in reality.  The last five years have been tough. That humanity cries out, it is the product of the leadership which has given up the Christian Way and went the way of self aggrandizement which resulted in injustices, one sidedness and hate.  Wherever we look, in any of our states, or across the sea, there is the same portrait of sorrow and pain.  Joblessness and poverty eats at the state of peace.  Nations in the pretext of self defense have built walls.  Patriotism becomes a national egoism.  Nations arm themselves to the gills. People have forgotten that one person could be helpful to another and even necessary for the existence of the other. Reaching hands out to one another is becoming a non-entity.  The new year can cure wounds and give peace to people if we see the image of God in each other.  The new year can be a new tomorrow.

Lastly, here in the United States, we have in the person of the president a man who with his understanding and nobility, asked for good will among us all and especially justice for the worker.  Under his leadership we can look forward to tomorrow.  There can be a new tomorrow.
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