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February 15, 1942
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Despite the calamities that have fallen upon the world during these past two years, despite all the sufferings
that have befallen the people who are moaning, complaining and crying, despite the curses and swearing uttered
by the lips of the tortured and persecuted, despite the specter of death which cuts down people’s lives wherever
they are, despite all of that, there are still individuals who behave like animals, without an intellect and a soul!
They are blind to signs that are so evident and deaf to the urgings of their own conscience. Instead of humbly
bowing their head and bending their knee before the wisdom of Divine Providence, instead of begging our
Creator God for mercy, they blaspheme God, scoff at our faith and make fun of us! Being very sophisticated,
they preach tolerance, yet they themselves have no idea what that means. They rave about freedom of
conscience even though they have long ago strangled their own conscience. They argue that faith is nothing
else but superstition, yet they themselves read books to interpret their dreams, they frequent fortune-tellers and
willingly pay to have their fortunes told!

These are people who once had faith! These are people who stood at the death bed of a father and mother
and swore to their dying parent that they would keep the faith for the rest of their life. I wonder what their
conscience tells them every evening as they prepare to sleep! I wonder if they ever wake up suddenly in a
sweat of a dream in which they suddenly see their father who measures them with a stern look and in a sever
tone of voice asks, “Son, how are you keeping your promise?”

I wonder if there are times when such a one very often cannot fall asleep because he sees his deceased
mother standing at his bedside with tears in her eyes, asking with such sorrow. “Son, have you forgotten how
you used to kneel beside me and so innocently said your morning and evening prayers? Do you no longer
remember the day you received you First Holy Communion? Son, you must change while there is still time!”

Here is an example: About 17 years ago I was visiting prisoners in an old county jail. There was an
assortment of the scum and outcasts of society in that jail. Naturally —a few of these were Polish — about five
or six, as far as I can remember. One of them was staring at me with open hatred and disdain. I questioned
him, but he looked at me as though I were the wolf and said, “Just let me alone! I don’t believe in God! I don’t
need God for He never gives me anything any way!” [ walked away from Him without saying another word.

A week later, one of the supervisors of the prison came to get me. He was Polish and I knew him well. He
asked me to go with him for one of the prisoners is begging to see me. I went and we arrived at the prison.
They led me to one of the cells and whom do I see? - None other than the prisoner who on my previous visit had
regarded me as a criminal. What had happened? During their afternoon recess, this prisoner’s friend, while
joking around accidently stabbed him in the lung with a knife. Spitting blood the entire time and with a raging
fever, he spoke with great difficulty; I told them to call a priest because I want to go to confession. Idon’t
want to go into the next world without making my accounts! I want to die in the faith which my mother taught
me and in which I was brought up!” He made his confession — and that very same night - he died!

THE FINGER OF GOD

This happened in the winter. There were very many villagers in a railroad shed which reeked from dirt.
Among these was a certain healthy and strong fellow who was warmly dressed in a new sheepskin fur jacket
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and warm felt-lined boots. With great emphasis he was lecturing the villagers that they should never listen to
priests nor believe any of the religious writings since all the lessons about punishment for sins in hell and the
reward of virtue in heaven are the invention of priests to make fools out of the common folk so that it would be
easier to thus take advantage of them. Oh, how wisely and beautifully Mr. Szumczak spoke! “He is very
eloquent for my conscience!” This was the high praise bestowed on Mr. Szumczak by the innkeeper who was
carefully listening to all this talk! With great fervor, Szumczak continued, “You should read the letter I
received from my son in Russia. Then you would learn the truth. He wrote, “We have long ago thrown out all
the priests and we threw all those holy pictures out of our houses and nothing happened to us. On the contrary,
we are living better than all of you in your priest-filled Poland.” “Yes, yes! My son wrote me the same thing,”
added a publican eagerly. “He also wrote that the son of Mr. Szumczak is a big shot over there!”

“You have no idea of what you are talking!” This was the comment of one of the poorest dressed and
sickliest looking man. “We heard a lot about this Bolshevik heaven from which may God save us, O Lord! As
for your preaching that we can live without priests and holy pictures — so if man did away with them then he
would live as the dumb animals do! Then, what would happen after death? One must carefully consider this!
Szumczak chuckled, “That is a good joke! What is left after we die? We die and we decay just like everything
decays! That’s the end! It’s here on earth that we have heaven and hell! Just look at me — I am healthy and
strong! I am not in tattered rags like you. At home I have been living well for so many years without the
fictitious Being created by the priests — God! Why hasn’t your God given you all these good things since you
spend your last penny on candles to burn before Him?” asked Szumczak, triumphantly looking at all the
villagers! “That still is not proof that you will always have it so good,” retorted the poor man. “It is only for a
certain period of time that a pitcher can hold water! According to my beliefs, it is wise to remember wise
sayings of our forefathers for every step of the way — ‘Without God you can’t even reach the threshold, but with
God you can even cross the sea!” In the past, when people were more mindful of God, these people were much
happier!” — Szumczak laughed derisively, “Good! Let’s see today which one of us manages in returning home
safely! You — such a skinny sickly guy, with your God — or me, without the God whom I don’t need since I'm
wearing a warm sheepskin and have good horses!” - “Hey, bar-tender! Give me a good bottle yet for my trip!”
— he called out to the bar-keeper who was busy in his master’s inn. When he received the bottle, he raised it on
high and cheerfully called out to the crowd — “This is the god you should worship! It keeps you much warmer
than the priests” God does!” — “Such wise words for my conscience!” laughed the bar-tender. All the other
men, wanting to please this wealthy landowner, also laughed loudly! The poor ragged man was the only
exception! He answered them very sadly — “Do not offend God for no one knows what may happen to you in a
short time!” Szumczak burst out laughing! — “Look at him! What a preacher he became! He doesn’t have a
decent warm rag to wear and yet, he presumes to preach to us! Well, it’s no wonder! He serves some priest
hand and foot so he belongs to their kind! You can threaten and frighten others with sin — others who are as
crazy as you are — but I will remain just as Iam! Enough — It’s time to go home!”

The rest of the villagers also began to disperse, each leaving the station to go his own way! Outside, it was
snowing! Szumczak did not stop making fun of the poor, sickly man! “Hey, you crazy guy! Look what a nice
cold carpet your God is rolling out for you!” Saying this, he climbed into his powerful and comfortable sleigh
which was led by a pair of beautiful strong horses! — “This carpet of snow is for everybody, not just for me!”
was the response of the poor man. “Oh, no! It is special — just for you! Continued wealthy Szumczak. “We
are driving and you are going to walk! If you were not hanging around with priests, I would ask you to ride
with me because we both live in the same village! As it is you can walk home with your God, while I will ride
without God — but with my horses!” Turning to his horse, he shouted, “Ho! My little devils!” and cracked the
whip causing the horses to take off at a gallop in the snowstorm!
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This innkeeper then turned to the poor man and said, “What good did you accomplish by arguing with
Szumczak? That was so foolish of you! If only you had kept silent...!”

“That’s right!” added one of the villagers. “What good does it do to argue with an atheist? He barks, so let
him bark! A rich man can have everything — but we, poor people, we have to just listen — and be silent! Now,
look! How are you going to walk home in this terrible snow-storm?”

“I couldn’t keep silent,” protested the poor man.” By the grace of God I will somehow make it home, but I
could not keep silent hearing such blasphemy against God! Would you be able to keep silent if someone was
speaking evil of you father?”

“Just let somebody try to do that!” called out one of the peasants.

“What about the truth? Isn’t God our Heavenly Father? Then, why were all of you silent?” countered the
poor man.

Put to shame by these words, the peasant had no answer! He waved his hand — and spit! Meanwhile, the
poor sickly man wrapped himself as well as he could with his rags, blessed himself and set off for home.
Despite the fact that he was filled with fear. He doubted whether he could make it home for he had such a long
way to go — far beyond the town! The storm was steadily getting worse!

The poor man prayed fervently, “Jesus, please help me to make it home to my wife and my children!”
While he prayed, he fought the wind that kept tearing at his covering of rags. “Lord, don’t let that atheist
triumph over my faith in You! Help me to get home, Lord, so that I can tell that atheist-blasphemer — “Look! I
made it home through this terrible snowstorm even if I was so poorly dressed — and that’s because, according to
our Catholic custom, I set out on my way home in the name of Him Who was with me and helped me to get
home!”

Minute by minute, the storm was growing more violent. The howling wind swirled the snow into mounds
making it difficult for the poor man to walk for he was drowning in snow — like a little boat caught in the waves
of a stormy sea. More than once, when he was almost drowning in deep snow-drifts, he was sure that he was
going to die and would never see his family again. It was getting harder and harder for him to climb out of
those deep snow-drifts. Finally, he was totally exhausted and an overpowering weariness began to crush him!
If only he could rest a little on that blanket of snow with its seductive softness! He fell into the fluffy snow and
soon a strange, serene anaesthetizing dream began to seal his eye-lids! With the last remnants of his strength
and will power, he struggled against that dream that was overpowering him, knowing that if he falls asleep, he
will never wake up again! Despite this struggle, he would have fallen asleep and his family who were awaiting
him with such great anticipation would not see the return of their one and only provider, if at that moment he
did not hear the village church bells ring!”

“Dear God, thank You! My village is now close by!” he cried joyfully and with renewed energy, he
jumped to his feet! Soon he saw the lights in the windows of the village homes drowning in snow and he
entered his own house.

Besieged by the embraces of his wife and children, he explained, “The Hand of God led me home through
this terrible storm!” Then, breathlessly, he told them how the village church bells awoke him from that deadly
sleep! However, his wife explained that on that evening, their church bells did not ring! The entire family knelt
to pray, thanking God for his safe return.
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As the family sat down to supper, their door was suddenly thrown open, and the terrified wife of the
wealthy Mr. Szumczak ran into their kitchen. Crying hysterically, she begged, “For the love of God, please tell
me what happened to my husband! Both of you were in town and surely you saw him!”

“What? Isn’t he home yet?” asked the frightened poor man. “He left for home in his sleigh sooner than I
did!”

“No, he’s not here! He never returned,” she lamented, “only the horses returned with the busted sleigh!”

“0, Jesus!” moaned the peasant, jumping up from the table. “Probably the horses got frightened and
bolted, throwing him out somewhere into the field.” Having said this he grabbed his ragged coat and dressing
in haste, he ran out into the village. Within minutes, a large crowd of people moved out of the village carrying
lanterns and shovels seeking the missing atheist and blasphemer. But, how could they possibly find him since
the night was pitch-black, the snow was falling so thickly that it sealed their eyes and the wind howled
ceaselessly! They all searched for him in vain until morning!

It was not until the beginning of April when Mother Nature began to throw off her snowy blanket and the
spring waters began to flow that the body of this wealthy landlord, atheist and blasphemer was found in a deep
ditch off the main road. In his bony hand he was still clutching the unfinished bottle of liquor!

I was in Rome studying in 1908 when Sicily experienced an earthquake on December 28 of that year. It
only lasted thirty seconds but, in that short span of time, the city Messina was reduced to rubble. The town of
Reggio and many villages were also completely destroyed. On top of all that, the sea was disturbed and flooded
the island. Huge waves crashed over the island drowning both, people and animals. Approximately 85
thousand inhabitants were killed. This catastrophe surprised people in the very early hours of the morning when
most of the population was still asleep. Palaces, stores, homes, churches and army barracks were crushed and
crumbled like a child’s cardboard toys. Of the more than a hundred churches on that island, only one survived.
This church had been closed because architects had considered it an unsafe structure. This church was guarded
by a woman of the age of 104 years — the oldest woman in town.

Many scholars and scientists have disputed the reasons for this catastrophe — the greatest since the volcanic
explosion of Mt. Vesuvius in 79 A.D. Some proposed the theory that it was due to the fact that the earth had
cooled. Others claimed that the earth had spasms while still others claimed that hot air was infiltrating the
depths of the ground through volcanic openings and this created the gases causing the explosion.

Various writers who were unbelievers or atheists have shed crocodile tears over the fate of these inhabitants
who were the victims of a blind and spontaneous fate. However they forgot about one highly significant fact.
They forgot this fact willfully and intentionally. This is the fact: In the city of Messina there was a humorous
atheistic article in the paper which was making its rounds. It was entitled — “the Telephone™ and it was full of
mockery and blasphemy against God and the Blessed Mother. The writing smacked of animal lewdness.
Despite the lewdness, it was so popular that the newspaper in which it appeared was completely sold out in
every kiosk in the city. This filth was passed on from the hands of older people to the younger ones in Sicily
and all greedily ate this up and then put this immorality into action. In one of the Christmas editions of his
paper, a writer who was a scoundrel sneered at the novena that was being currently prayed in honor of the Infant
Jesus. In this novena the faithful prayed for a different grace for each day of the novena. This despicable
atheist and blasphemer used the verses of the prayer to ask for hunger, typhoid fever, bad crops, etc. In the
sixth stanza he deliberately and unashamedly asked for — Guess! For an earthquake!
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I will read you this blasphemy in Italian as it was written. I have an Italian newspaper clipping about it with
the editor’s comment. Listen:

“O bambinello mio, vero nomo, vero die,

Per amor della tua croce, fa sentir la nostra voce,
Tu, che sai, che non sei ignoroto,

Manda a tutti un terramoto!”

In translation, it says:

“O my little Infant, true man and true God
Through the love of your Cross, please listen to our voice
You, who know that You are not unknown,
Send on everyone an earthquake!”
For such blasphemous request, this Italian writer could be considered depraved!

In an editorial of the weekly “Scintilla”, there was this write-up: “The terrible catastrophe which
completely destroyed Messina was anticipated. The corruption of morals, blasphemies, schools without God
and especially an atheistic press which jeered at that which was most holy — all this has brought about the pitiful
state of this city! Ialso truly believe that the indifference and the inaction of all the Catholics in the area is to be
condemned and I’m sure that their indifference greatly infuriated God — even more so than the actions of these
atheist unbelievers! Because of all these circumstances, was it so difficult to realize that the Hand of God was
raised above the city? This was foreseen and forewarned — but — to no avail! The message of Jonah was
ignored for everyone’s attention was on the lewd “Telephone.” They lived so indifferently until God’s anger
thundered underground, the sea roared and they heard the rumble of all the city walls falling!

You will most probably ask — “What happened to the author that blasphemous poem? Was he maybe killed
by falling buildings?” the answer is — “No! He safely walked out of his shattered mansion! However, his wife
and children were killed in this earthquake! But he became totally insane! He lost the mind that he was
abusing in his fight against God and faith!”

Let all these progressives, liberties, faithless and atheists debate all they want about the mindless Nature
and blind fate, but they will always come up against a wall which cannot be pierced by nature, fate, instinct nor
even the human intellect! Why? Because, regardless whether man wants to believe or not, there exists a power
which is above every other power — God! This God is merciful — true! But at the same time this is the God
Who told Peter — “God does not allow Himself to be mocked!”

Every city then, especially in these present times when it seems that the whole world is falling apart, call
out vehemently,”...and where is your God? Let us all then humbly and sincerely acknowledge, “This is the

finger of God!”




