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our homes. . .when this hell will finally end. . .desiring only. . .to settle somewhere peacefully. . .and go
to a job that I like. . .and to be able to believe in things. . .and in people. . .and to breathe the air of love
and freedom. . .It keeps getting darker. . .but if only | could know. . .for the sake of my comrades . . .if
the people at home. . .far from the warfront. . .know. . .or can they at least imagine. . .what it means. . .
to die for something. . .for something that you believe in. . . am tired. . .so very exhausted. . .if only |
could know. . .it wouldn’t be so hard for me. . .to leave everything. . .home. . .my father. . .my mother. ..
my little brother. . .my little sister. . .Oh, how cold it is!”

The body of this young soldier twitched violently once, twice, then remained motionless. He
who promised to give so much of himself to his country, his parents, his brother and sister, his future
wife and children, ceased to exist. He was killed! This is how our boys are being killed. They are being
killed in the air, on the sea and on the land.

Now, it is no longer | who speak to you. Someone else is calling to you about your son, O father
and mother! About your husband, O wife! About your betrothed, young lady! Listen carefully for no
doubt the last minutes of his life, whether in a falling plane, in the muddy jungle, on the desert sands or
at the edges of occupied countries, were terrible and filled with horror. In his final sufferings and
struggles, he was filled with a terrible, painful longing for his loved ones. Lightning thoughts thrust
before his imagination the faces of his parents, brothers and sisters, his betrothed. He can again feel the
hugs and kisses given him at their last parting. He sees his family home, the garden, the small room,
even the dog. He recalls those happy moments spent among his loved ones. In his knapsack, he
remembers that he has letters that he started writing to his loved ones, but never finished them.
Spasmodically he grabs the medal which his mother had placed on a chain around his neck. Is anyone
going to find him? Will anyone, for that matter, be looking for him? Will they find out where he fell? He
lies a little distance from the others, alongside the battered bomber or the pursuit plane which had been
shot down. Just seconds before that happened he had been flying through the air. He had been floating
for days in a rubber dinghy, hungry and thirsty, suffering from the merciless rays of the sun and tossed
about by the waves of an angry sea. He lays there, riddled with bullets and pieces of shrapnel. He lays
there alone in his suffering. He’s defending himself from death, but he is slowly dying. . .He’s gone!

Multiply that scene, my dear fellow countrymen and women, multiply that scene by a few
thousand and you will have a faint idea of total war and the dedication and sacrifices made by our sons
and our boys! This is just a gentle reminder as to the meaning of dedication, for say what you like, but a
great many of our people have no feelings and do not realize that we have been at war already for the
past two years! Therefore, all of you who are complaining about the taxes, the discomforts, the
shortages, the enforced economy and all of you who get angry because of the lack of certain types of
food, clothes and shoes, remind yourselves that at that moment, somewhere our own boys, in uniform
soaked with blood, are fighting against death itself. These boys are dying for us. These boys who are
dying had hardly begun to live!

You who are bitterly complaining because the government gave you “C” coupons when you
wanted “A” coupons for gasoline so that you could playfully cruise along state’s highways looking for
amusement in some far-off night clubs with some suspicious characters just remind yourself that
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somewhere out there a bomber or some other type of army airplane is falling on account of its lack of
fuel and oil the entire crew either lose their life, survive the fall but are terribly crippled or they are
captured by the enemy and taken prisoner. Who knows whether your son, relative or neighbor is a
member of that crew?

You who are swearing because of the liquor shortage, think about the fact that somewhere out
there our boys haven’t had any fresh water to quench their thirst for many days and they are suffering.

You who are complaining at the shortage of your favorite meat in the stores, remind yourselves
that your boys are standing somewhere on guard with nothing to eat but the berries and the roots that
they dig up.

And don’t forget that millions of people must satisfy their hunger with just two, three or four
ounces of food in seven days. Another million people haven’t had a piece of meat in their mouth for one
or two years. Other millions of people are dying, not due to the lack of meat, but due to the lack ofa
piece of black bread!

Especially you, my fellow countrymen and women, think about this because in the country of
our fathers, the enemy has ruined the land and expelled its people, condemning them to starvation.

If everyone here in America understood the threat to the situation of our people, if they would
only recall to themselves the dedication and sacrifices of our boys, no one would feel sorry for himself
and no one would complain. There would be no strikes and no one would excuse himself from work. Our
boys at the front do not know what it is to relax or the meaning of a strike out on the battle front. They
fight, bleed and die! Meanwhile, we are arguing about trifles and hiding under our shield of freedom, we
refuse the worthy and just demands of our authorities.

Somewhere out there, young pilots, young sailors and young soldiers are dying. Every one of
them is a beloved son of his parents who dreamt of the happiness and success of their child. They lived
for him and made every effort to educate him so that he would have it better in the world than they
had. Who knows? Maybe this one was the only child in the family. Maybe this other one was the only
support of a widowed mother. Just as your son is beloved by you he, too, was beloved by his parents. He
and all these boys had a right to life and to happiness. Yet, he went to war and he died.

And you? You sit at home and bitterly complain about everybody and everything. There are
others who complain just like you do — workers, farmers and industrialists — while out there our sons,
our boys are dying. Have we lost every shred of love for our country and all sympathy for our young
defenders? We are demanding everything, but we don’t want to give up anything that is ours. America
has given us so very much and continues to give us so much. You answer that this is good, but, after all,
we have a right to all of this because we are American citizens! This is true, but doesn’t citizenship imply
that we also have certain sacred obligations? And these are heavy and sacred obligations. You argue
that every soldier has the obligation to defend the country and us. Now, listen! During war, every man,
woman and child is, to some degree, a soldier. From every one of us this country now legally and
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rightfully expects from every one of us discipline, cooperation, help and obedience. If we do not exhibit
these virtues or we show them but very unwillingly then we are not true citizens and we should beware!

In these present times there are very few countries in this world where you will find so much
prosperity and such an abundance of God’s gifts as we possess here and use. | know this as a fact. | have
seen people who subsisted for months on only one meal a day. And what a meal. Just a crust of bread
and a cup of tea. | saw children who for months had had no milk, fruit or sugar. | talked with soldiers
who for a year or longer fed on the dead bodies of dogs and cats and they also ate rats! | saw people
who were swelling from hunger. If you touched any of these wearied and emaciated bodies, you would
leave a permanent painful depression on their bodies because the tissues were either destroyed or were
completely weakened. As for us, it would even be a sin to compare ourselves to them.

It suffices to look at the British people, to live among them and associate with them in order to
be convinced of the sacrifices they already made and are still making in order to defend their country.
All you have to do is look at the ruins, all the rubble and destruction in the towns and villages. It is then
that an intelligent person feels humbled and ashamed, for in comparison to their sacrifices, up until
now, we have done very little. Furthermore, how much meaning is in those taxes, in buying of bonds
and in those small restrictions in comparison to the dedication of our boys who are fighting and dying?
How great are our sacrifices in comparison to the sacrifices made by the fathers, mothers and wives of
those who were already killed? Let’s remember that house in the field where a service flag hangs in the
window and a black ribbon of sorrow encircles each of the two stars on that flag!

| think it is appropriate to quote a poem by Joseph Marynowski entitled:
At the Grave of the Unknown Soldier

The oil lamp burns blood red
At the sarcophagus stands a guard,
Bow your head and fold your hands.
Concentrate and pray an “Our Father.”

Let this penetrate your soul:
Who sleeps in this grave?
An unknown, brave soldier
Someone just like you and me!

He didn’t want to die —
He was too young and full of life!
But he just had to leave
His wife and the world behind!

When the news of his death
Reached his Mom’s house,
Sorrow bleached her temples
Tears flowed from her eyes!
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Thousands of these soldiers sleep —
In unmarked graves so deep!
No one knows who lies where —
Makes no mention — sheds no tear!

Today, humbly kneel and pray —
That God may grant them mercy
Because they died in battle
So that you and | may be free!

“Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon them! Amen.
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February 20, 1944
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

These present times, in addition to various other novelties, have given us a countless number of
Jeremiahs. Today, everyone is complaining and everyone is dissatisfied. Harsh and bitter words fall from
people’s lips. Today, anyone who can’t think things out is considered an oaf. He who doesn’t know how
to complain, takes no interest in what is happening around him. Now, the American passport is no
longer a sign of citizenship. One’s citizenship is proven by endless bewailing, whining, complaining and
tale bearing and discontent. With whom and with what? Against everyone and everything especially the
government, especially the laws and rigor of government laws.

A good example, in order not to look too far, is my Kashubian chauffer, the owner of the
Chevrolet. He worries because he feels that he does not get enough coupons for gasoline. He just can’t
understand why the officials just can’t add on several extra gallons of gasoline for him every month.
Thus he walks around with such a look on his face that one would think that all of his teeth hurt!

Another example is my “Grandpap”. First, he insists that it is so difficult to buy tobacco for
himself. Why? Next, he can’t get any feed for his chickens. Why? A third time he complains that no one
will sell him a sack of corn —and this kind of talk goes on from Sunday to Sunday.

Not too long ago, someone told me, “My mother is coming to visit. | shall have to drive all over
town, but | will surprise her and give her a whole ham as a gift!” And then, on and on they complain
about the injustice and the helplessness of officials who restrict the supply of food stuffs. When | hear
these arguments and thoughtless complaints and then look around and see tables set with a numerous
variety of foods, and when | see pieces of bread and remnants of cakes and cookies strewn on the
streets, then my heart is filled with pain! Then, a certain fear shakes my soul, a fear that we may yet
encounter very dark moments during which we will be extending our hands, numb from cold, begging
for a piece of black bread, even if it is old and moldy and there won’t be any.

We constantly complain, but do we really have a reason for doing so? What do we sacrifice in
comparison with what others sacrifice? What do others willingly sacrifice? What are these little
mortifications compared to the shortages, the hunger, the misery and the freezing cold which is borne
by those who have been displaced, by the exiles and those who are in camps or prisons? What are our
small sacrifices in comparison to the sacrifice of the blood, health and life of our own boys who are
fighting in the swamps in the islands of the Pacific? Or of those fighting in the steep and high mountains
of Italy? Or of those on the look- out in the freezing Aleutian Islands? Or of those who are in the
uninhabited parts of Alaska? Or of those in snowy Iceland? Or of those in the wide open air space? Or of
those who are far out at sea? Let’s all think about that during today’s talk.
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WE ARE NOT PERMITTED TO COMPLAIN

Look! Out there in the field stands a little house. It’s away from the main road and it’s partially
hidden from prying eyes. At one time, that house was full of warmth and happiness. Life was very
peaceful but now, just look at the window by the main entrance. Do you see it? There’s a little flag
hanging in the window with two stars on it. “There’s nothing unusual about that,” you’ll tell me, “since
such a service flag hangs in the window of almost every family!” Very well, my dear, but take another,
closer look there’s something there that you haven’t noticed. Above each star there is a piece of black
ribbon sewed above it. A sign of mourning . Now, do you understand what that means? It means that
death has already struck this family twice. Listen carefully, for this is a very interesting story. It is an
interesting and poignant story that is heart- felt and moving.

“There were two sons born into this family. Their father and mother will tell you that it seems
just like yesterday that these boys were attending school. They were always together because they had
just one year difference between them. Very often, people assumed that they were twins. They were
both very good students. One of them was always dreaming of the navy, while the other dreamt about
flying airplanes.

Despite the fact that one was 19 years old and the other was 18 years old, their parents never
even had to raise their voice at them. These boys always worked hard and they were always obedient to
their parents. Every Sunday, one of them would walk alongside their father on the way to church, while
the other walked with their mother, holding her under her arm.

The local people often joked that these boys are still holding on to their mother’s apron strings,
but at home, they held these boys up as a model for their own children to follow. The parents were so
very proud of their sons and they never hid their feelings about them from others. They felt that with
such good sons they need never worry about their future.

Suddenly, two years ago, the radio and the newspapers brought us the news of the treacherous
bombing of Pearl Harbor by the Japanese and our government declared war! These two boys held a
brief consultation with each other during which they agreed that one would join the Air Force and the
other would join the U.S.Navy. They had both already finished high school and decided that they would
not wait to be drafted. After all, this concerns the country which had welcomed their parents and had
given them the opportunity to gain an education. Their conscience dictated to them that now, this
country is in danger and they must help defend it. Otherwise, the enemy will come bringing in its wake
oppression and slavery.

With this decision, they approached their parents, not to seek their advice, but to inform them
of their decision. The older son did the talking. The parents listened with tears streaming down their
cheeks. Their father sat as still as if he were carved from stone, while their mother sobbed loudly! But,
these parents didn’t utter a single word of protest. They did not dissuade them, nor did they forbid
them. Therefore, both boys kissed the hands of their parents, thanking them for being so understanding.
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Both boys passed their entrance exams with flying colors. Four days later they were already
leaving for camp. Their farewell was something to see. Their father got dressed in his very best clothes.
Their mother wore her very best dress. They walked to the railroad station in two’s, the way they had
always walked to church. At the station, they stood in a tightly knit group like a group of frightened
sparrows.

Their father pretended to be very brave, but every few minutes he would extricate his big
handkerchief from his pocket and wipe his nose. As for the mother, every time that she glanced at her
sons, her eyes would fill with tears. Bidding them farewell, both boys kissed father and mother and then
walked quickly through the gate leading to the train.

Slowly, this father and mother, with unsteady step, walked across the wide station and sat down
on a bench, totally exhausted and mentally drained by this farewell. They just stared at the gate, as
though expecting their sons to return. They sat thus for a least fifteen minutes.

Finally, they awoke as from a dream. They stood and with a heavy step and an even heavier
heart,they left the railway station. They returned home but it was now so quiet and seemed so empty.
Their happiness had vanished and they were now alone.

The next day they began their customary work, but somehow, nothing seemed to flow for them.
It continued thus for them, day after day. Despite the fact that they received letters from both sons
bringing them good and cheerful news, there was something that terribly troubled the mother and
seemed to poison the father.

In those first months of the war, there was a great need of recruiting the most soldiers in the
shortest amount of time. Just three months after he enlisted, the younger son wrote that he was already
sailing with convoys. These were very critical and extremely dangerous times. But, praise to God for he
is getting along fine.

The older son passed all his exams in aviation school. He was therefore, being sent to Great
Britain. For four weeks they didn’t hear anything from him. The parents worried that something may
have happened to him. Finally, after many sleepless nights and so much worry, a letter arrived with the
good news that he was safe and sound and had arrived in England. His parents breathed sighs of relief
and felt very much relieved. They comforted each other and gave each other strength.

Unfortunately, after seven months a telegram arrived. Short. Cold. ‘Your son is missing in action
at seal’ That and not a word more. The father sat at the table and covering his face with his hands and
he wept. The mother sat opposite him and her tears fell on the yellow paper telegram blurring the
words of that cruel piece of news. Thus, their younger son died in defense of our country.

The next day, the mother took down the service flag from the window and sewed a black ribbon
of mourning around the lower star. Then, almost reverently, she rehung the little flag in her window.

Their friends and neighbors felt sorry for them when they read in the newspaper that their son
was missing somewhere out at sea. Outwardly, these parents seemed peaceful, but pain was eating
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their insides. Sorrow filled their heart at the loss of their son and loneliness filled their soul. However,
time which is the most merciful healer slowly healed their wound. They took comfort and were happy
with their older son to whom they never said a word about the death of his brother. When he began to
worry about his younger brother, his parents wrote him that this younger boy sailed far away. They
didn’t have the courage to tell him the truth. Their older son wrote to them regularly. He had already
seen and experienced so very much. His plane bore the marks of having been shot at many times, but he
always returned from these raids whole and entire. He would comfort his parents and assure them that
this war will end shortly and America will win. Then he will return with thousands of others and they will
never again be separated from their parents.

His parents would read and reread these letters and then the mother would place them in a
small trunk as a remembrance.

But then something happened for they hadn’t heard anything from him for two weeks. His
mother and father were very uneasy. They hardly spoke to each other. They had already suffered too
much. Three very long weeks went by. After this long tortuous time of uncertainty, an official, laconic
telegram arrived: "We have learned that your son has become missing in action during a flight mission
over enemy territory. We do not have any details.”

This mother and father cried together, but then the father said through his tears, ‘It is God’s
Will. Now we are alone again.” The mother just bowed her head for not only were her eyes filled with
tears, but her lips were, as well, the tears of a good, caring and loving mother. That same day, after
supper, she took that service flag out of the window for the second time and sewed a black ribbon of
mourning around the second star.

Again her imagination carried her back many years. It seemed to her that it was only yesterday
or before yesterday that her little son would fold his hands, kneel beside her and whisper the “Hail
Mary.” How well she remembered the first day that she took him to school. He looked so comical with
that enormous book bag in his hand. How well she remembered the day of his First Holy Communion.
How quickly that has all passed and disappeared. That poor, painful heart of a mother. She drowns
herself in past memories and prays fervently.

Two weeks later they received a letter from the main headquarters of the American Air Force
overseas. The commander wrote: “I write this letter in sincere depression understanding your great
sorrow and sadness because of the untimely death of your son, an officer bombardier. Every officer and
everyone in our squadron sends you their heartfelt sympathy. Maybe the knowledge that your son died
in the service which he loved above everything else in the air force, will help to numb your pain. All of us
feel his loss. He was the life of our squadron. He was always peaceful and happy. He never avoided even
the most dangerous missions. He earned the respect and admiration of every one of us. Truly, he was an
exemplary officer, a courageous bombardier and an excellent example of all that is the best in American
youth. The memory of his deeds, his self-sacrifice and his dedication in the service of his country will
always be an inspiration for us to fulfill our duties towards our country and our families.”




image5.jpeg
His mother and father were moved to tears over this letter. The mother enclosed this letter in
the trunk where there was a package of letters which they had received from both sons who had chosen
to enter the service and both had given their life in defense of this country. Till this day that little service
flag still hangs in the window. The two stars on that flag are both trimmed in black ribbon.

The people who pass by understand. The neighbors are amazed that no complaints, bitterness
or words of self-pity have ever fallen from the lips of the father or the mother. But, every Sunday,
instead of that foursome, the parents and their sons, they see only the mother and the father going to
church. They will never see those sons again. They will never even be able to visit their graves for one
has been buried somewhere at sea and the other, no one knows.

Who can imagine the feelings of pain and anguish of that father and mother? | will get back to
them later. Please listen further — over there somewhere, it makes no difference as to exactly where
there lays a young American. The uniform he wears is soaked through and through with sweat and
blood, water and mud. The helmet on his head has many holes made by pieces of shrapnel. His shirt is in
shreds. His right shoulder rests on a machine gun. His left hand holds an empty cartridge box. He has
been wounded by enemy fire. He is breathing heavily. He is muttering something. Let’s come closer and
bend down over him. Maybe we will understand whatever he is trying to say. Listen! This mortally
wounded is talking, half aloud:

“It's getting dark. . .it keeps getting darker and it’s so quiet. . .so peaceful!l Just a few minutes
ago. . .bullets were whizzing by. . .machine guns were barking. . .so much gun fire. . .here it is so peaceful
that it is scary. . .yet | am not afraid. . .it seems weird. . .when finally a bullet marked with my name finds
its mark. . .when there had been so many that missed me. . .there is very little time left to think. . .| feel
so tired, totally exhausted. . .like never before. . .I just want to sleep. . .just a little nap. . .| can’t keep my
eyes open. . .or maybe this is just a black fog from this swamp. . .strange. . .the way things happen. ..
darkness is covering my eyes. . .yet my imagination is working. . .my thoughts are racing there. . .yes. ..
there to my home, to my mother. . .to my father. . .to my sister. . .to my little brother!. . .| remember,
how well | remember when they were bidding me goodbye. . .In my arms. . .| held my little sister. . .my
brother Eddie. . .stood next to me. . .| remember how | reminded them. . .to always listen to Mom and
Dad. . .| said. . .and | promised. . .that it would not be long. . .when | would return. . .and then stay with
them. . .But it seems to me. . .that | won’t be able. . .to keep my promise. . .How | wanted to. . .because
they love me so much. . .all of those at home. . .| just wonder. . .if those who are at home. . .understand
what is happening here. .. Do they know. . .what it means. . .to die. . .for something. . .for something
you believe in. . .I'm really curious. . .if it is true. . .that our people back home are dissatisfied. . .that
they are complaining. . .because they don’t have certain things. . .that are needed for the soldiers. . .
things that are often meaningless but people consider them absolutely necessary. . .| just wonder if the
factories back home are making us munitions. . .so that many of us. . .men just like me. . .would not
need to die just like. . .l am dying. . .Why, we too, want to live. . .back home. . .where man is free. . .
where a person can be. . .someone. . .his life can have some meaning. . .he can accomplish something. . .
and he won't be kicked and beaten. . .as in Europe. . .If only those back home would want to
understand. . . while there is still time. . .just so it will not be too late. . .If only | could know. . .then. . .it
wouldn’t be so hard. . .to die. . .and leave others. . .to finish this task. . .Thinking of family life. . .back in




