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February 8, 1942
I greet all of you my dear fellow-countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

The first word uttered by a little child is — “Mama!” The little mouth of a baby is still too weak to form
other words, but it succeeds in saying, “Mama!” One of the last words spoken by the twisted lips of a hardened
criminal sitting in the electric chair is none other than, “Mother!” The feverish lips of a dying youth call out,
“Mother!” The blurred eyes of the dying old man seem to have caught sight of something far away, and
through tightly compressed lips, the plaintive cry of “Mother” escapes. The pilot ona bombing mission, the
sailor standing on the deck of a ship that is ripping through the waves of a boiling sea, the helmsman of the
submarine that is stealthily moving through the depths of the ocean, the crew in the armor-plated tank, the
soldier on the field of battle — all of these from time to time, in their imagination run to the feet of their —
mother! Her photograph is treated with the reverence and respect of some holy object. Each and every person
not only believes, but is deeply convinced that his mother is the best and the most perfect creature in the whole
world. He praises her in front of his friends and companions and takes great pride in her. When he receives a
letter from his mother, he goes off to some private place where he reads that letter, not once or twice, but many
times. While he reads, a kind of peace fills his heart. Who knows how many warm tears splash over words that
were written with difficulty, yet so much love by the toil-worn hand of his mother? He then folds the pages of
his letter and hides it as a keepsake! When his mother sends him a package of her home-made goodies, he
willingly shares them with his companions for he wants to hear them praise his mother! He is very content
knowing that his mother remembers him, thinks of him and is concerned about him!

Mothers, today your sons are not only in the service, but many of them are thousands of miles away from
the American shores. They stand on guard so that the enemies of Christianity, civilization and democracy
cannot break through their line of defense to wreak havoc upon our cities and towns. They are the guardians of
our safety and peace. They need help and support from everyone! They especially look to their mothers hoping
to hear warm words of encouragement and comfort. They do not want sad letters that are full of tears! They
understand their military mission perfectly! They want you to understand the meaning of having a son who is
a soldier.

] am not going to foretell any more. Let your own sons express their own opinions. I think that their words
will deeply penetrate your hearts!

I am giving this talk the title:

VOICES FROM THE CAMPS

This is a letter written January 15, 1942 from a soldier in the camp “Forrest Tullchoma” in Tennessee.
Listen to what he writes: “Dear Father: 1 was on a ten day leave in Chicago and I had the opportunity to hear
you on the radio and I really liked your talk. You were talking about how people should respect bread. This
reminded me of my Dad who always taught us this very same thing. In our house, if even the smallest crumb of
bread fell on the ground, we had to pick it up and kiss it. At home, we didn’t have bread on the table every day
as they have here in America. Early morning, my Dad would bring a loaf of black bread out of the cupboard.
He would cut each of us a slice of this bread and then he put the rest of the loaf back into the cupboard.
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Therefore, when I came to America on June 20, 1939 and walked through an alley sometimes, I saw entire
loaves of bread thrown out into the alley and trampled underfoot. This sight almost caused me to get sick!
There, in my parents’ home, everyone handled bread so carefully and respectfully while here, people tramp all
over it.

It seems to me that I will spend my whole life in the army! In Poland, when I was seventeen years old, I
signed up to “junactwo” — a young men’s labor brigade that is similar to the American C.C.C. camps. I stayed
there for two years and then joined the Polish army. Within two years I became a corporal. I loved being a part
of the Polish army. However, somehow the Polish government learned that I had been born in the United
States, so they advised me to renounce my American citizenship and become a citizen of Poland. Since I
refused to do so, the authorities asked me to leave the army and I then came to Chicago. Within a very short
time, I found a good job working in the stock yards earning 65 cents an hour. Everything went very well for
me. I even found myself a very good girl. Then, they called me into the service and I am not sorry that they
did. I am already a First Class Private. Since I have been called upon to serve my country, I am determined to
do a good job!

Father, please encourage our young people to enlist. The armed services teach young people many things.
Our government really cares about its soldiers. Father, I am enclosing two dollars and asking you to please
send me a medal. Ihad one but I lost it when we were on maneuvers.”

Shouldn’t the mother of such a soldier take great pride in the fact that her son is wearing the American
uniform? He is a type of Christian knight in whose veins flows the blood of his Polish ancestors! How well he
understands the duties of soldiers, of citizens and of Catholics! He proves it by his actions! He wants to repay
the United States for all the good things that he has experienced in this country and to show his gratitude he
chose a military career!

I quote from a letter from another soldier in fort Knox, Kentucky: “Dear Father Justin: I am a soldier of
the good U.S.A. and very glad of it. It certainly makes one feel good to be able to serve this blessed country of
ours. All of us should show a deep gratitude towards America, because our fathers and mothers found safety
from oppression under the Stars and Stripes!

Father, I did not wait to be drafted because I thought that it was not only my duty but a privilege to fight for
out American way of life. I gave up my job, and a very good-paying job at that, in order to serve my country,
but I do not regret it in the least. If America is to remain a safe and decent place in which to live, it has to and
must be protected. That is our duty and we are proud to be able to do our share!

Father Justin, you can help us soldiers a lot by telling our folks back home not to fret and worry so much
about us. We understand that it is quite hard on our mothers, sisters and sweethearts, but then, aren’t we in the
army in order to protect them? Would they prefer to have us hiding behind their skirts and holding on to their
apron strings? Then, what would happen to all the women in our country? Tell our folks to pray for us and
send us letters filled with hope and cheer. Uncle Sam takes good care of all his soldiers. He’s like a father to
us!

By the way, Father, I am enclosing a money order for two dollars as my contribution to the poor, starving
people suffering in Poland. If you have an extra military medal like the one you sent to one of the boys from
Buffalo, please send me one. I assure you that it will be greatly appreciated.”
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As you read these words, one would not even think that a very young man has written this, but that these
words were written by a seasoned and hardened soldier! This young man understands perfectly his duty as a
citizen — better than all the politicians throughout the entire United States. A curious thing is that he writes his
letter in English but his heart has such feelings of pity for the poor and hungry in Poland!

I’m sure that the mother of such a soldier will never have reason to cry over him! Let’s hope that such a
mother never writes him letters filled with sorrow and complaints! Such a son will never betray neither his faith
nor the United States and he will never deny his ancestry!

Here is another letter from Fort McClellan in Alabama. It is dated January 15, 1942. Please bear in mind
that [ am reading these letters exactly as they are written:

“Dear Father: I just received a letter from my mother in which she told me all about your radio talk about
the men in service. She also said that she sent you my name because you were going to offer three solemn High
Masses for the men in service. I thought I would drop you a line to thank you for helping us soldiers by
comforting our mothers and telling them not to worry so much about us. Also, thank you from the bottom of
my heart for those Masses for us.

The “South” isn’t very religious and Catholics are hard to find here — especially in Alabama. The majority
of the boys in my outfit are Catholics and of Polish extraction. Most of them are either from Buffalo or
Chicago. When I was with the 106™, we used to listen to your Sunday broadcasts coming over WCFL from
Chicago. We really enjoyed that hour on Sunday. The boys couldn’t be pried away from their radio sets. I will
let you in on a secret which until now was entirely our own: Some of the boys had tears in their eyes! Your
program seemed to transport us back to our homes and made us think of Dad and Mom or brother and sister.
We always felt better and happier after hearing your voice! So, Father thanks again — and tell our folks not to
worry about us. As far as religion goes, the fellows lately are turning to religion more than ever before because
they find peace of mind in prayer. Father, please pray for us soldiers in these crucial times as we need your
prayers to carry on our work!”

Truly, when I read such letters, then I do not regret the work involved in putting on these broadcasts. 1
would want to do so much more for our soldiers and for everyone else! However, our lack of more funds does
not permit the further expansion of this ministry. All you who are in my audience please listen! You will only
fully appreciate the meaning and value of these radio programs when they cease to exist!

Here is another letter from a soldier in Camp Langdon, New Hampshire. In his letter, dated January 11, he
writes: “My dear Parents: I just finished listening to Father Justin’s talk on the radio and I’'m writing to you
because his talk referred to you! I don’t know whether you were listening to his talk, but if you weren’t, I'll
write down as much as I remembered. I just kept nodding my head in agreement as he talked, for just last week
I had written to you asking you not to send me any sad letters. Father Justin told all parents the same thing, so
maybe now you will believe me.

1 will be coming home for a visit at five o’clock this coming Saturday afternoon. It is very cold here. I
must always wear my galoshes or my feet will freeze. Please ask your dear daughters to launder my white
shirts for Sunday. Yesterday we had several inches of snow with a very strong wind, but the air is very fresh.
Please read over the enclosed transcript of Father Justin’s talk and ask your daughters to read it, also, as it will
help them, don’t you think?”

The following is what that simple soldier remembered and typed up for his parents to read:
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DO NOT CRY OVER YOUR SONS

“This was the title of Father Justin’s talk on Sunday January 11, 1942. A few weeks ago I was in Granby,
Massachusetts in St. Hyacinth Seminary. On my way home I noticed some buildings in this camp where our
soldiers live. I met a few of these soldiers on the way and I listened in as they conversed among themselves. I
felt so proud and satisfied when I heard one soldier speaking beautifully about his mother. Everywhere that I
met any of our soldiers, I always hear such talk.

Dear Mothers, your sons are the sons of a heroic race! Thank God that you have sons serving in the army
of this great country! Do not write your sons letters about family squabbles or household problems! You
mothers, have a great role to play concerning your sons. Encourage them in your lovely letters and never give
them any cause to worry! Would you prefer having your sons sitting home with you rather than protecting you
and your dear ones from the ravages of war? Remember 8" of December when the Japanese made a sneak
attack on our soldiers in Pearl Harbor and in the Philippines? Remember how they killed innocent women and
children in the open city of Manila?

True, you sons in the service must undergo various discomforts but remember that they bear it all for you
sake, dear Mothers! When they come home to visit, encourage your sons in their work. Remember that a
soldier’s life is tough. Send your son packages of candy or some home-made favorites so he can treat his
friends, but don’t ever send him sad letters! Mothers, just don’t cry over you sons!

That letter testifies to the fact that not only do our soldiers listen to the Rosary Hour, but they listen so
attentively that they are able to repeat the entire talk, almost verbatim, as the soldier writing home to his mother
and sisters from Camp Langdon did.

Today, is there a place anywhere that American soldiers of Polish ancestry are not serving? They are
almost everywhere. The following is an excerpt of a letter written December 7, 1941 from Alaska: “I never
thought that I would be spending Christmas so very far from my parents and my home. However, I am not
sorry for this is done in order to defeat an enemy who should have been defeated long ago! Otherwise, no one
will have peace. We don’t have it too bad here. Our army clothing keeps us warm - from head to toe. Our food
is also good, even though it is not like Mom prepares at home. There are no other soldiers in the world that get
the amount and variety of food that the American soldiers get! Quite often our captain praises us for being good
soldiers. We are not ashamed of our faith, either. Every one of us wears some type of religious medal. I am
wearing the medal Father Justin sent me when I enlisted into the army. Please send me some Christmas wafers
so that I can share them with my buddies on Christmas eve and make it more like home.”

Every letter that I get from our soldiers points out two characteristics of our boys — namely, that they are
good Americans and they are Catholics with deep faith! Parents, you should be so proud of such sons!

In a letter dated December 4, 1941 and sent from Hawaii, a soldier writes: “I enlisted voluntarily in the
army, and yet I feel very sad for this will be my first Christmas away from home. I can’t complain because we
are well-treated in the army. We have rules and regulations, but military order demands this. Father Justin,
please tell our parents not to worry so much about us — especially our mothers and sisters. Tell them not to send
us any clothes, for we are not on vacation — we are in the army! Tell them not to worry that we will lose our
faith. We do pray here and they should also pray for us.”

I am anxious to know the response to this from all the so-called writers and educators who jeered at faith,
scoffed at the church and showed great disdain for our beliefs! Here you have living proof that the one who
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believes in God is the best and most exemplary soldier on earth! Such men, who openly practice their religion,
will stand bravely by the American flag and will defend this country which has become the fatherland of his
ancestors and himself. He may fall — and he may fall willingly — but it will never be in vain!

Here is another letter from a soldier of Fair Grounds in Memphis, Tennessee: “Father, I am writing to you
to thank you in the name of all of us soldiers, for the Mass that you had for us. It is so important that someone
should be praying for us all the time. Our soldiers are lucky and they are very satisfied. We all want to do our
little bit for our country because we cannot allow anyone to seize our country of America. America is ours and
will always be ours if everyone rises up in her defense. - We in the army and also those who remain at home.

T enlisted into the army for a period of three years. I still have six months to serve, but I am not even
thinking about returning home. Given today’s circumstances in the world, I would be ashamed to want to return
to my former life. [ am only 21 years old and I really like military service. I am determined to remain in the
army in order to help America achieve victory in this war! We will be going home for a few days soon and
after that, we will be sent out — but no one knows where. Regardless, we are all soldiers and it is our duty to
obey!”

Every one of these letters portrays the fact that American youth of Polish ancestry are the future of
America. A good soldier and a genuine citizen is none other than one with faith! I want to end this talk by
quoting parts of a letter from a soldier’s mother: Father, you have no idea how much joy and comfort your
words give us. I am especially referring to your talk entitled ‘“Mothers, Don’t Weep over Your Sons!” I happen
to be one of those thousands of mothers. I have three sons and one of them is already serving in Uncle Sam’s
Navy since August, 1940. Any time he came home for a visit, my eyes would fill with tears anytime I looked at
him. Sometimes they were tears of joy and at other times they were tears of sadness. When my son noticed this
he gently asked me why I was crying. He told me that when he sees me in tears, then, he, too, feels very sad.
Then when he sees me smile, he immediately feels much better. When he was leaving he asked be to stand at
the window with a smile on my face so that he could carry my happy smiling face in his heart and memory.
This son of mine was stationed in Pearl Harbor when the Japanese attacked. I almost cried my eyes out during
those weeks when we had no idea of his whereabouts. I gave for Mass begging God to bring me good news.
Finally, on January fourth, we received a letter from him.

My other two sons are also grown and waiting to be drafted into the military. My navy son wrote me —
“Mom, it may be a great sacrifice for you, but you should be proud of the fact that you have sons who are ready
to defend this country! Mom, be proud of the fact that you gave us a Godly upbringing! If you are joyful and at
peace with this, then you make it easier for us in the military!”

“Be at peace and be joyful, for then you make it easier for us in the military!” I am repeating this reminder
to all mothers of our soldiers! Mothers, be proud of the fact that you gave your sons a Godly upbringing! Be at
peace and be joyful so that your soldier sons will feel better about you as they serve their country!




