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If Rome were no more than a repetition of such vistas, vistas which catch at the heart and set
every memory off past beauty stirring it would be enough to explain the ever-returning crowds, the
devotees, the pilgrims. But Rome is much more. Most visitors to Rome carry from their youth some
recollection of Roman civilization, and once in the city a thousand memories of gods, and warriors,
emperors and battles, of heroes crowned with the laurels of victory, of defeated kings dragged in chains
at the chariot wheel, stir to life in the secret places of the mind. Was it here that Horatius leapt into the
river after holding the bridge? Are these the very stones upon which great Caesar fell? Is that
promontory, whose cliff is broken by climbing buildings and the dark of a cypress grove, the Tarpeian
rock itself, from which traitors were hurled to death, to death at our feet here where we stand on the
modern Roman pavement?

Rome is the most haunted city in the world. The memories are perhaps the collective memory of
the Western World. It is impossible to believe that the myth, which dazzled the mind of Western man so
long, the myth of Roman civilization can have wholly vanished from our subconscious mind. It is surely
with an obscure sense of tremendous memories that a man from the west comes to Rome today. Every
experience is deepened by the sense of its roots spreading backward to the foundations of the world.
Rome touches to life his sense of immortality. For a moment as he watches the last sunlight gild the
monuments on the Appian Way or sees the shadows lengthen the aqueducts on the Roman Campagna,
he belongs to the ages. But, this is not all. If the sense of classical antiquity can create such richness,
what must be said of the other tradition of Rome, the tradition which is not simply a memory but lives
today a beauty, ever old and ever new?

The churches, colleges, universities and monasteries of a great world religion meet him at every
turn. Itis here that the services of the Catholic faith can be followed in unequaled splendor. Who can
forget the moment in St. Peter’s when, at the Elevation of the Host, the crash of the Swiss Guards’ pikes
break the profound and reverential silence, as the soldiers kneel in unison and through the great vault
floats the sweet and piercing sound of silver trumpets from the tremendous dome of the grandest
basilica in the world? These are great magnificence of the worship of God, and particularly in this Holy
Year, they will focus the mind of the pilgrim on the freedom and triumph of Christian belief.

But freedom and triumph are hardly the hallmark of Christianity today. A few hundred miles
away to the east, bishops and priests lie in prison, the faithful face the risk of deportation and the
concentration camp. Throughout Eastern Europe and Russia, and now presumably in China, to be a
Christian is to be an outlaw, to be at the mercy of the vengeance of the state.

There will be many, therefore, who when they come to Rome will find courage and inspiration
not so much in the glories of the basilicas and the color and magnificence of great processions and
services, as in the dark chambers and secret corridors of the catacombs, where nearly two thousand
years ago, Christianity survived every onslaught of the total state. In this labyrinth, which seems to
create a second city lurking beneath imperial Rome, men and women and children faced and survived
the test which their spiritual descendants face today. In the ever recurring duel between the
omnipotent claims of the paganized leviathan state and the unassailable rights of God, it was they, who
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emerged the victor. It is, therefore, from the dark of the catacombs and the crumbling cells below the
coliseum that the assurance of survival and of triumpbh still streams today.

For this reason, it may well be that the most profoundly moving monument in all Rome is the
quiet church of San Clemente. Below it is a fourth century church, used now for a crypt, but on whose
walls the ancient paintings can still be deciphered. And below the crypt itself, thirty or forty feet below
the present surface of Rome is the house of St. Clement, friend of St. Peter and St. Paul, a Pope
martyred at the turn of the first century, a patrician whose house was for many years a hidden Christian
church and meeting place. As you stand in the narrow corridor, on the uneven paving stones and feel
the damp of the earth chilling your cheek, you can hear, running beneath your feet in the cavernous
dark, all the hidden waters of Rome. Then you remember that the sound was no different when, on a
rude stone bench before you sat St. Paul himself, and taught, and of a sudden, his listeners held their
breath and listened to the march of soldiers passing the door. Then from the shadows there seems to
come a voice, the voice of a man, who once spoke in that narrow chamber and who speaks still for
Catholic priests and Protestant pastors, for unknown millions in salt mines and concentration camps.
The words rise above the whisper of the underground waters, above the fears and struggles of the
centuries, above the cries of beasts in the arena, of the crowds howling for vengeance, above the
furious voices of official prosecutors and the broken protests of the defense. Death it cries, death is
swallowed up in victory. Grave, where is they victory? Death, where is they sting? For the city of God, the
city of faith is eternal and when Rome itself is no more than a memory, it shall endure for eternity.

Now I return to the Holy Father’s talk from which | read — However, Rome, without its racial or
class privileges, is everyone’s country. Every Christian can and should say, Rome is my country. It is here
that the supernatural Providence of God over souls is especially revealed. It was from here that the
saints drew models and inspiration for their own heroism. This blessed ground saw the triumph of the
first martyrs and it was the school of reserves for the inflexible confessors. Here is that unshaken rock
on which you rest your hopes. It is the place and ancient monument of the glorious grave of the Prince
of the Apostles above which rises the live Holy See of the Vicar of Christ. | also add: And the city to which
all the roads of the world lead.
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February 26, 1950
| greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

The year 1950 is a salutary year because it is a Jubilee Year and a Holy Year. Therefore it is a
time of many pilgrimages to Rome, to that Eternal City which is known to the civilized world as a Holy
City and is recognized as such by people of other faiths.

There will be pilgrimages to Rome from every corner of the world. Some will march in one foot
in imitation of the former pilgrims of ancient times; others will sail in on ships, others, following the trail
of the birds will fly in. They will all be coming, wrapped in the spirit of faith, penance, forgiveness and
relief.

They are going in order to deepen and consolidate their faith. They are going in order to answer
to the entire world that cynical question that was once hurled with a sneer by Herod and the ringleader
of the Asiatic horde Osypa Dzugaszwila, parading under the fictitious name of Stalin: “How many
divisions does the Pope have?” It is exactly these pilgrims, these spiritual and moral divisions that are
going in order to demonstrate and to prove that Christ conquers and Christ rules and not any potentate,
even if he is the most powerful at the moment, because he will pass just as the ancient Caesars of Rome
had passed. Today, in this world that is so crushed, frightened and violated, there is nothing so strong,
so solid and such a solid connection among nations as a common ideal and a common faith. Nothing
unites various nationalities and many parties and nothing so completely obliterates the differences
between states and their situations as a common faith actually does.

This faith reminds us that we are all children of God the Creator and brothers of Christ the
Savior; that the scholar and the simpleton, the wealthy and the poor are equal in the eyes of God. On
the power of a common faith, that which divides peoples and nations vanishes completely and joins
them in that which is the substance of their lives — happiness and peace.

This present Cold War, a war of nerves, is a war of two ideologies that are hostile to each other
and irreconcilable in their thoughts and basis. On one side there is faith and a Christian civilization; on
the other side there is Communism and a barbaric paganism. The Christian faith opposes the unity of
Communism everywhere, even behind the Iron Curtain. It does not recognize any boundaries whether
national or political because the Christian faith is universal, it is world-wide and creates soldiers and
armies in one camp under one standard with one ideal.

This year’s pilgrimages to Rome are supposed to be a public world-wide demonstration of that
unity, that uniformity and union, they are to be a showing of moral strength against bombs and guns,
the power and the forces which the Bolshevik-Communistic armies use.. The pilgrimages in this holy
year are to be an indication of a conversion to a road leading to peace, to salvation through love of
neighbor, through a nobility of life, through a recognition of the equality, the dignity and importance of
all of humanity. Now to the talk entitled:
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ALL ROADS LEAD TO ROME

Two letters have forced me to write today’s talk. The first letter, written in Polish came from
Scranton, Pennsylvania while the second letter came from Chicago was written in English. The writer
from Scranton spits with bitter hatred on the Holy Father, the Shepherd of the Catholic Church who
occupies the Holy See. He furiously attacks the Holy Father for announcing a Holy Year and for reaching
out for political authority over the entire world. Many times he asks why and wherefore this Holy Year?
Isn’t if for politics, business and to save the Italians from misery and hunger? A little later, | will answer
his question of why there is a Holy Year.

This other letter from Chicago, written in English, right from the beginning accuses me of being
an agent of the Vatican and naively and angrily asks why Americans should travel to Rome in order to
leave their hard-earned money there, when they could just as well spend their dollars in their own
country. Naturally, the first letter is signed — A Progressive and the second letter — A High School
Student.

On the basis of general practice and logical practice, both letters should have been thrown into
the waste basket, but in this instance, | made an exception.

So now, why do we have a Jubilee Year? This is nothing new in the history of the Church. We
have proofs in writing that already in the year 1300 Pope Boniface announced a Jubilee Year. Pope
Clement VI prescribed the celebration of a Jubilee every 50 years. Pope Urban VI changed the term to
the Jubilee to every 33 years in order to honor the 33 years of our Savior’s life on earth. The Holy Father
then shortened that period of time for gaining an indulgence to 25 years. From the year 1500 to 1800,
the Jubilee was celebrated regularly every fourth of a century. Because of the unrest and disturbance in
the world, the Jubilee was not celebrated in 1800, but only in 1825.

Again in 1850 there was no Jubilee celebration because the Pope was in exile. In the year 1900,
Pope Leo Xl opened the Holy Year and then Pope Pius XI opened it in 1925. This same Pope Pius XI, for
special reasons announced two extraordinary jubilees, mainly in the years 1929 and 1933. The Jubilee
Year of 1950 is according to tradition because 25 years have passed since the last regular Jubilee in
1925.

Why and for what purpose did Pope Pius XI announce this year as the Holy Year? As he himself
stressed in his radio talk on Vatican radio, station VHJ — For the Renewal of the Contemporary World. It
should be — The Year of the Great Return to God. This year should be an answer to the hidden Will of
God, it should be known as the year of the great return, the year of great forgiveness, at least in that
measure in which our age has become, even in the recent past, a period of apostasy or departure from
God and faith.

Already today we direct our voice to the entire world that all of the people, every individual and
every country would carry out this desired return. You sons who stand far away from us, you who are
erring, disillusioned and embittered, and especially you in whom seductive voices and perhaps also an
imprudent way of looking at things extinguished in your heart the feelings you used to have for the Holy
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See, do not want to throw away the gift of reconciliation which God Himself, through us, is giving you
and making it truly possible. Be assured now that the road of return to the Father is sweet and an
embrace full of joy awaits you. May this Holy Year be outstanding above all by the return to God of
those souls who due to various reasons had lost from their eyes and erased from their hearts the image
and memory of their Creator to Whom they owe their life and their very existence.

Are those who stay far away from God, either due to their helpless and agnostic attitude
towards the most important problem of life, or the fact that they announce that they are satisfied with
their imaginary vision of the world in which they deny any place to God Who is the first spiritual reason
for all of this which exists or can exist. Foolishly jealous of their highest authority, they stir up stupid
wars against God, trying to smother the witness which all of creation gives Him and even their own
hearts, despite their atheism. There is no other cure for them other than a return, a return to self-
reflection and to a healthy human mind.

My heart tells me that this Holy Year will see many such returns just as we shall see numerous
conversions of pagans to the Christian faith in mission lands; would that this Holy Year be outstanding
for the return of souls who are enticed by the charm of sin. There are people who believe, even
Catholics, whose weak will and their body causes them to avoid fulfilling their duties for entire years, or
they are constantly dallying between an open apostasy and a hesitant return to God; would that this
Holy Year could also delight in the great return to the one, true Church of the many believers in Jesus
Christ who yet for various reasons have been separated from Him. This return has been awaited for
centuries. The Holy Spirit Who dwells in the heart s of just people, today with an ineffable groan, raises a
pleading call which is the very prayer of the Lord: That they may be one.

Fittingly disturbed by the arrogance with which the united front of militant atheism moves, that
which was asked long ago, we repeat today in a louder tone: “Why are there still wrecks, why are there
still schisms; when will there finally be a unanimous union of all the powers of spirit and love?” May this
Jubilee Year finally become the great return of all humanity to the plans of God.

Our contemporary world, in the same manner that it tried to throw off from itself the sweet
yoke of God, so also threw off the order established by God and with the same kind of pride as the
rebelling Angel at the beginning of creation, tried to create a different kind of order according to his own
will.

After almost two centuries of sad experiences and wandering on the wrong paths all of the right
thinking and honest people admit that this type of order which carries the name of order but is not so,
has not produced the announced fruit, nor does it answer the natural desires of man.

In the social field the warping of God’s intentions was accomplished in the very embryo by
deforming the Divine picture — man. In place of the true face of a creature who has his beginning and
endin
God, they set up a false image of man with a loose conscience, an autocratic employer. Thus there arose
that order which became consolidated for several tens of years, but today is undergoing a crisis almost
everywhere. They brought about an almost total upheaval of God’s order, a disregard for the dignity of a
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human being, a denial of the most sacred and basic freedoms to the advantage of one class over the
others, to the subordination of every person and everything to the totalitarian state, to the
authorization of violence and militant atheism.

Do not forget that without God, material prosperity is for those who do not possess it, a
festering wound, also, for those who do not possess it, it becomes a deadly enticement. Without God
the cultivation of the mind and aesthetics is a stream cut off from its source and its outlet and it
becomes a swamp, full of sand and mud.

Let is still await in this Holy Year a return of the international community to the plans of God
according to which all peoples are destined to the creation of peace and not war, to cooperation and
not isolation, to justice and not national selfishness, to the creation of a great human family.

At that Mother of all nations which is Rome, innumerable groups of pilgrims of various races,
nationalities, languages, customs and feelings will come together. They will live together within these
same walls, they will meet each other on these same streets, they will reside in these same hotels, take
part in the same ceremonies, quench their longings at the same spiritual sources, they will delight in the
same meals both those who were ordered to sow death and those who felt the results of this on
themselves; the invaders just as well as the conquered; those who encircled the fields with barbed wire
as well as they who suffered through a difficult captivity.

Therefore, aren’t we justified in believing that these thousands and thousands Of our devout
sons and daughters will become a superior and faithful force in the crusade to obtain peace and that
they will take with themselves to their own country the thought and the power of the peace of Christ, in
order to win new troops for this holy matter.

Perhaps now the Progressive from Scranton, PA will regain his balance and will not hang himself
in despair since our Holy Father Pope Pius XII announced this year of 1950 as a Holy Year, a Year of
Jubilee, a Year of Mercy. Where this Progressive sees politics, diplomacy, business and the Pope’s
rescuing of the Italians from death by starvation this | do not understand, and to express myself in an
American way — “I don'’t get it, it's completely beyond me!” Furthermore, up until now the Italians are
not dying of hunger, because our people here have sent them millions of good packages every year and
they are subsidized with help from the Marshall plan.

The Holy Year is a year for the renewal of our present world. That and nothing else!

Since the second letter was written in English, courtesy demands that | answer it in my
Pennsylvania Dutch English. Therefore, under the title “Beauty, Ever Old and Ever New” the British
author Barbara Ward writes: The eternal grandeur of Rome, now as in the past continues to attract
many thousands of pilgrims. What draws them, the thousands who come year after year to Rome?
During 1950, the Holy Year will bring pilgrims from every corner of the world. But crowds cannot be
explained only by this year’s attractions. Year in, year out, the stream of visitors flows on. They winter in
Rome. Or they come for the Roman spring. Or summer holidays bring them to the city. Or in the autumn
they return to watch the falling leaves and the red sunsets in the Pincio Gardens. Some indeed come
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and never go away again. They arrive for a fortnight, and stay for a lifetime. You meet them in libraries
and tea shops; old ladies, young men or artistic temperament and independent means, scholars, poets.
Some have survived the intense discomforts both of wartime occupation and the post war currency
restrictions. They will never go; and even if they did, others would take their place. The magnet does not
fail, the spell never ceases to work. So much is apparent, but what precisely can it be?

At its simplest and most universal it is, of course, the appeal of beauty. To say so, however, is to
say little, for nothing is more difficult to define. In Rome especially, it is not one thing or another that is
beautiful. It is above all the living city itself in a unity of light and color, past and present, atmosphere
and nostalgia, humanity and stone. It is this unity that gives Rome a charm not found in other great
cities. Approach any city of the Western World from the air, and to the very horizon the buildings seem
to stretch out in a gridiron of roads between rows of terraced houses under a pall of smoke. Twenty
square miles of London, ten square miles of Chicago are impressive. They convey a feeling of dark
energy and concentrated power, but beauty has vanished from the shapeless and anonymous urban
mass.

In Rome this is not so. As the plane circles in from the sea on its way to the airport, the traveler
can see the entire city. It seems unbelievably small and compact. There it lies like the model of a city
made for some exhibition — fragile, diminutive, complete. One can imagine a child exclaiming
delightedly, “Look, they have even put an island in the river.” With one glance you can see the limits of
the city, the live where white buildings end and the fields begin, with sheep grazing across them and
slow oxen at the plow. For a moment it seems possible to hold the whole city in your hand to see:

“The spiritual city and all her spires
And gateways in a glory li8ke one pearl
No larger, though the goal of all the saints.”

So Tennyson wrote of the city oOf the Grail. Rome, goal of saints and sinners, is small enough to give a
single impression of itself. It is small enough to be beautiful. In how many capitals of the west can the
visitor cross the city in a comfortable morning’s walk?

A single stroll could include the President’s palace on the height of the Quirinal, the ruins of the
Forum, a side look at the only heroic monument to Victor Emmanuel; the Palazzo Venezia, where the
baroque beauties of the Jesuit church of the Gesu, a walk to the Tiber, and skirting the old prison of San
Angelo, the vista of Fascist Rome, baroque Rome, Catholic Rome, all in the compass of a single walk. It is
on excursions such as these that Rome reveals itself. And the soul of the visitor is ensnared. A moment
before sunset, as the horizontal shadows spread over the river and the dancing figures on St. John
Lateran throw fantastic shapes across the square, the golden light spills over.
Everything is golden, the palaces, the churches, the reflections of a thousand windows. Nowhere in the
world have the old and the new grown together with comparable harmony. If you go down the Via del
Mare, on your right you will probably notice a Renaissance palace, now judging by the washing , a block
of flats. It catches the eye not because it is a palace, Rome has hundreds of them, but it has a noticeably
odd shape.




