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edge of moral bankruptcy? Have we properly made good use of all the time that was so graciously given
to us or have we squandered this precious time, wasting or killing it? Let’s be rather severe in judging
ourselves and not excusing ourselves or exonerating or justifying our actions, because all of that means
little or nothing in the eyes of our Creator.

In the first place we have certain clear duties towards God to which you surely agree. Therefore,
did you regularly attend church on Sundays and holy days of obligation? Have you been saying your daily
prayers regularly? How many times have you been to confession within the past twelve months? Have
you been to confession at least once? Have you perhaps stopped cursing and blaspheming God to repay
Him for giving you health so that you can earn your daily bread? And you, in your impatience, have you
insulted, profaned this God and have you offended Him?

Now examine yourself privately concerning what is involved in the fifth, sixth, seventh and ninth
commandments. | definitely do not want to speak of the last three in detail despite the fact that filth
and immorality are a daily happening.

Now, you husband and father, what kind of examination can you give today? Have you
respected your wife as the companion of your life, or have you treated her as a servant and a slave or
held her in contempt as an unfeeling drudge? Did you have a good word for her and a smile or did you
walk about bristling and mechanical like a German tyrant? Were you sober, did you give her your pay, or
did you come home drunk or half conscious, all irritated and then did you make a scene at home,
cursing and scandalizing everyone? At home, your children are hungry, terrified, and poorly clothed
while you chose to give your hard-earned money for whiskey in order to drown that bug which could
cause consumption, cancer or some other sickness instead of giving that money to your wife for bread
and milk, a little dress or a pair of shoes for your child. Forgive me for reminding you that drunkenness is
linked with gambling and a variety of moral deviations. All of this belittles a person, anesthetizes and
imprisons a person. Such a person is no longer his own lord but he is a servant and a slave to his lowest
fancies and instincts. Please understand me, | am not judging anyone; | am not accusing anyone nor am |
condemning anyone for | am neither a jury nor a public prosecutor nor a judge. | am simply posing a
question, nothing else.

And you, a wife and mother what kind of report can you give from this past year? Were you a
real wife or were you only a wife in name? Were you economical and hard-working? Were you gentle,
understanding and patient or were you extravagant, lazy and unbearable, quarrelsome and annoying to
your husband by your character, your talkativeness and your quarrelsomeness? Were you a tender and
caring mother for your children, an earthly Guardian Angel for them or, were you perhaps such a
modern mother who envelops herself in cigarette smoke. Buries herself in a whiskey glass, loves to
gamble and, instead of cuddling the head of her child to her breast, she prefers to whirl about dancing in
the arms of modern Don Juans who steal these wives from other men. Do you lock your child up, hungry
and cold, in your dirty house? How many times during these past twelve months were you seen on your
knees saying your prayers? How many times have you been to confession? Tell yourself what you have
gained during the past year.
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And all of you sons and daughters, was your Guardian Angel able to write anything about you in
the Book of Life this past year? Or is page after page in your Book just filled with zeros? Have you shown
your parents the respect, honor, gratitude and obedience that you owe them? Or are you perhaps
following in the footsteps of modern youth who are under the impression that parents owe their
children everything while the children owe their parents nothing? How about your attendance at Holy
Mass and the reception of the sacraments? Is it possible that perhaps one or other of you has drowned
himself in the mad chase after pleasure and amusements exposing oneself thoughtlessly to the loss of
health, virtue and honor? Or perhaps some of you have renounced your faith during this past year by
contracting a civil marriage in court or in a Protestant church? Did your spiritual account lose nothing on
this account? Are you satisfied and fully at peace? Just remember that time flies and the longer you put
things off, the longer you delay, the worse your fate becomes. You know better than | do how your
conscience reproaches you, how your conscience torments you.

Today let us all take into account how we have used our time during this past year. Every one of
us must admit that we wasted a lot of time in a thoughtless, indifferent way of life, in not giving any
thought about God or the destination of man in our life.

For all of our lost time, let’s make a strong and sincere resolution, that in the year 1950 we will
do as much good as we possibly can. However, | remind you that time is short and passes quickly. “Time
flies as swiftly as an arrow.”

Listen to the complaints of the patient Job: “Man born of woman, lives for a short time, his life
filled with many miseries. He appears as a flower and becoming crushed, he flees like a shadow.” James
the Apostle reminds us “Just what is your life span? It is a vapor that appears for a short while and then
itis completely destroyed.” Finally, our Savior teaches us “Be watchful, for you know not the day nor the
hour.” Time is uncertain and time is irrevocable. Therefore, let us promise God that in this new period of
time we will take care not to waste time; that we will avoid evil, that as long as we have time, we will do
good. If we faithfully keep this promise, the year 1950 will be one of the happiest and most meritorious
years of our entire life.
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January 1, 1950
1 greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

People say that  am a hard, stern, uncompromising and demanding person. And that is
possible. For that reason [ do not intend to either explain or justify myself because my friends know
that under this hard, thick and rough skin beats a human heart that is warm and perhaps too
sensitive and too soft. It is not worth trying to prove this to my enemies because they will not allow
themselves to be convinced and they will not believe it.

Despite this stubborness and inflexibility, there are two days in the year that make some
sort of strange impression on me, that exert some sort of charming and delightful effect on me.
These are the evenings or vigils of Christmas and the last evening of the old year.

On these two evenings I forget who and what I am. Difficulties, troubles and burdens;
sorrows and sufferings disappear somewhere into the past years while my imagination, willingly
and even greedily, returns to the years spent in that poor family home, together with my brothers
and sisters under the stern eyes of my Dad and the kind and solicitous eyes of my Mother. Those
two evenings of the year were so loving, delightful and so tender that even today they still bring
tears of emotion and gratitude to my eyes.

Our home never overflowed with material goods, but thanks to the hard work of my Dad
and the thrifty management of my Mother, none of us ever went to bed at night hungry. Family
warmth, sincerity and thoughtfulness bound us together in an unimaginable manner. On that
evening of the vigil with the wafer, with the customary Polish supper at the table covered with hay
and covered with a great white tablecloth. At that time I little understood why, when Mom and Dad
broke the wafer with us and we would timidly kiss their hands, huge tears flowed from my Dad’s
eyes and our Mom used some excuse to walk out of the kitchen which also served as our dining
room. When she returned after a few minutes, her right hand was holding the end of her apron and
she was looking at us with misty and tender eyes. And then the Christmas tree and all the presents
and the Christmas carols, which our Dad always led with his strong, clear base voice. As for us, we
squeaked and accompanied our Dad, humming when we forgot the words and we even forgot the
notes.

This was no wonder for we were all curious and were greedily keeping our eyes riveted on
the packages with presents that were under the tree. We all kept our other eye in the direction of
the door, because none of us knew when Santa would come in. He not only carried on his back a
huge sack of presents, but he also held a whip in his hand which he did not hesitate to use on
whatever child the parents pointed out.

Later, again to the Christmas tree, the opening of all of the presents and then finally we
went to Midnight Mass which intoxicated us with the music, the singing, the lights and the incense. I
don’t remember the Christmas eves of the past two or three years, but the Christmas eves that [
spent more than fifty years ago are carved in my imagination and memory down to the smallest
detail to which I turn every year with such willingness and yearning.
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Now to my talk for the New Year entitled:
THE ANNUAL SETTLING OF ACCOUNTS

The last day of the year also had great meaning for us at home. Our Mother rose early, at five
o’clock in the morning. She was busy all day sweeping, dusting and cleaning, because everything in the
house had to look its best for the New Year. In the afternoon, she baked six great loaves of bread from
wheat and rye flour and two dozen cookies for us children. The bread was baked in the great brick oven
which stood outside next to the barn. To fire-up the oven we used wood, old beams and blocks which
we collected from the railroad tracks in the summer and brought home.

Our Dad came home from work between four and five o’clock. After supper, Dad led us older
children to church for a service which never lasted less than an hour and a half. | will never forget those
services. | can still see the faces of those hard working miners and coke workers who were hurriedly
coming to our Polish church from the patches near and far where they lived, some three to five miles
away. Their faces reflected such recollection, such emotion and so much gratitude that they had
successfully lived through another year in spite of the fact that their work was difficult, strenuous and
dangerous. But, these honest Fathers of ours were tough and courageous. They led simple lives that
were military in style and full of sacrifice. They were satisfied with having only that which was most
necessary, they believed deeply in the Providence of God and were deeply grateful to God for
everything. How many times | had heard them say: “True, We work very hard, we don’t have much, but,
we have healthy and strong hands, we have a job, therefore, we’ll make it somehow. Thank God for
everything!” These are the kinds of conversations our Fathers had among themselves. They worked very
hard, prayed fervently and pressed forward with superhuman strength.

Maybe they didn’t know how to read or write, and that was not their fault but due to a lack of
opportunity, but they knew how to pray and how to comply with Divine Providence. For example, in
praying the Our Father, every word was pronounced sincerely, with respect and understanding. They
had all memorized the Ten Commandments and they applied these commandments to their daily life.

Peace and harmony ruled in the family. The Father was King, the Mother was Queen and all the
children respected, obeyed, loved and honored their parents. The children referred to them as Mom or
Dad or Mommy or Daddy. Any crude terms referring to parents were totally unknown. It was not as it
often is today where the first toddler or brat or school boy or maybe even some young goose, a flirt
seeks a quarrel and with his sawdust head answers haughtily, using such vulgar expressions as my old
man or the old woman.

Oh, excuse me that | got carried away in my day dreaming and | wandered away from the topic,
but maybe these memories won’t hurt because it proves one fact in life, namely, how people have
changed almost beyond recognition and with that change, the entire mode of life has changed as well as
people’s outlook on human life.

Therefore, | return to my topic. After the evening service in church on the last day of the year,
we all returned home. There our Mom was waiting for us with a snack that consisted of freshly baked
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bread with butter and jelly and a glass of warm mild. After this healthy snack, we all knelt by a long
bench for our evening prayers. After our prayers, we children went to bed.

Mom and Dad remained by the table on which burned a kerosene lamp. Mom was darning socks
and stockings. She was also patching work pants. Dad pulled two small notebooks from a chest and
began counting the income and the money spent at the end of the year.

| have before me those exact notebooks with income and expenses which | took with me for
keepsakes after my Dad died. In the notebook with a red cover is listed his daily earnings month after
month from the year 1886 until the year 1910 when Dad quit working in the coke plant and bought
himself a pony and opened up a small business for himself.

In the second notebook, the one with a black cover, he wrote in his income from other sources,
like from rent, from the delivery of coal and wood, from the sale of his garden products and the sale of
chickens, eggs, milk and so on. | read that in 1886, my Dad earned $509.16. What a fabulous income.
This was a very successful year; in 1887 his entire profit was $312.19. From February, 1891 until January,
1882 he has printed the word STRIKE in large letters. Income —four 0’s.

From 1901, he received $192.00 annually. He repaid his loan from the bank with $96.00
annually up until 1912. Later, he paid a little more. My Dad carefully noted all the income and the
expenses and on the last day of the year, he counted it all. He knew exactly how much money he
earned, how much he spent, how much of his debt he paid off and how much money he still owed to
anyone.

| must add that on the last several pages he used to write the date when he went to confession,
regularly, every three months. | almost forgot that every year, regardless of whether his income was
greater or smaller, my Dad inserted this little note under the month of December: “I need to thank God!
| had work and | had good health. My debt is smaller. Thanks be to God.”

My Dad ended every year with such a prayer. It is a prayer that is simple and short, but at the
same time, it is sincere, heart-felt, humble and grateful. Therefore, when it pleased God to call him to
Himself in 1935, he left everything in perfect condition. | am convinced that my Dad submitted a
satisfactory account of his spiritual finances to God, that kind-hearted Judge. It was the report of that
simple, believing soul who was so dedicated for our sake. | also believe that that God, having heard his
report, smiling kindly, said to him, “Well done, good and faithful servant. Because you have been faithful
in little things, | will now place you in charge of greater things. Now enter the banquet of your Lord!”

As you are listening to this talk, you are probably wondering why | am going into such great
detail, about these supposedly insignificant details. Therefore, let me give you a question —a very short
question.

In reality, what makes up the life of a person; of every person; of my life, of your lives — father
and mother, of husband and wife, of son and daughter, regardless of your additional profession, your
occupation or your career? Could we count in your heroic deeds? Or perhaps your heroic achievements?
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Nothing of the kind! The average life of a normal person is one long chain of trifles, seemingly so trivial
that at first glance they have little meaning, but in reality they exert an enormous influence on the
human disposition. It is exactly these small, these little things that either build up a successful life or
they utterly ruin and destroy a person. If you do not believe this, read the court chronicles, especially
those dealing with the crimes of juveniles and the matters of divorce.

An entire year has passed, all 365 days. Before it began, it seemed to us that these coming
twelve months were such a very long time. Yet they have passed by like a puff of wind, they have
vanished like the echo of a human voice vanishes; they have vanished somewhere into the abyss which
we call eternity.

Last night people bid farewell to the old year 1949 and greeted the newly born year — 1950. The
world bid farewell to the old year which fell into eternity and greeted the new year which will also be
ended like a flash of lightning and will be buried in the grave of ages.

For some, days of bitter tears and deep bitterness have passed; as for example for the wife of a
habitual drunkard; like for the husband of a wife who disregards her feminine dignity; like for the
children of a brutal father or mother who surround their cat or dog with tender care but ignore their
own children, the complaints and the moans of the very sick have ended; those who had been chained
to a bed of pain and suffering for years. The tears, moans and sorrows of children who had been
orphaned had passed. The days of happiness, days charged with emotion and delightful satisfaction
have passed and are gone. All that is left is only the memory. Today, it is the same as it was on the
former first days of the year, whether it was a year ago, five years ago or twenty-five years ago. We
stand on the threshold, surrounded by fog or even darkness as far as the future is concerned.

Every person would like to read what is hidden from him behind the scenes of the year 1950. He
would like to know if unemployment and poverty awaits him; or some unfortunate accident with
crippling and suffering; or some kind of illness or even death. Every person reflects seriously and
anxiously peers into this future, to see if it holds for him a piece of happiness or some huge misfortune.
Will there be a radiant star for him, or will the stormy heavens be filled with the roar of thunder and the
crack of lightning; does the future hold tears for him or the smile of happiness and joy. In spite of this,
according to a long accepted custom, believing somehow in the force and results of heartfelt feelings,
people offer one another greetings of a happy and favorable future.

So what will the New Year bring us? Only God knows and no human eye is capable of piercing
the screen which separates us from the morrow. Every person would like to know what is hidden for
him behind the scenes of the year 1950. We would hope that the future would only bring us good things
although we know from experience that it will not be like that. Life, in general is a mixture of joys and
sorrows, successes and disappointments, crosses and good health.

Nevertheless, God is gracious and in His unlimited mercy, He will support us with adequate
graces so that we would not fall under these changing fates but that we would persevere. However, it is
worth reminding ourselves that we are not permitted to go alone because we will get lost.
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We should take advantage of our time as well as of God’s graces. How often we hear people
complaining: “My God, there’s so little time.” “How time flies!” “Who can turn back the time?” “How
many people have already gone to the grave since the last time!”

Well then, what is that time? This is what some scholar wrote about that topic: “It is very
difficult to explain just what time is. We know what it is; we say that we have time or that we don’t have
it; we talk about the present time, the past time and the future time and when we say this, we
understand one another.” However, we are incapable of defining exactly what it is. From this we should
learn to value time because it is something mysterious for us. Where did it come from? God created
time. Before the creation of the world, time did not exist. There was only eternity. From the moment
when God said, “Let there be light and there was light and God saw that it was good and He separated
the light from the darkness and He named the light day and the darkness night and there was evening
and morning of the first day” and from that moment day follows night and night follows day, day after
day, week after week, month after month, year after year. For whom and for what purpose did God call
this time into existence?

For us people and for this reason, so that in time, or through the good used of time, we would
earn for ourselves some consideration during our life here on earth as well as working out our happiness
in eternity. Therefore, time has an enormous meaning, time is something dear, time is something
precious. Through our responsible use of time, we earn happiness for ourselves the possession of God.
Furthermore, the people of the world have long ago undertook the suitably appreciated the meaning
and value of time because we have that common expression that “time is money.” Why? because by
making good use of time, one can acquire money and property.

Examining this matter from the spiritual side, we can boldly state: “Time is God’s grace; time is
happiness; time is heaven.” Accordingly, by profiting from time, we can beg for graces for ourselves, we
can beg God for happiness for ourselves and we can earn heaven for ourselves.

How can a person earn all of this for himself? By keeping the Commandments of God, for the
Savior Himself reminded us: “If you want to enter into eternity; keep the commandments.” But that isn’t
enough. One must avoid evil because even the psalmist sang: “Walk away from evil and do good.”

What does the good and meritorious use of time depend on? On your being in the state of grace
and that you are doing something good, in fact, you are doing as much good as you can. The one who
sins, uses time wrongfully and abuses time. He who is lazy, wastes time and does not earn much; he
who works, whether through the use of his hands or his head and works with a good intention and is in
the state of grace, uses his time well and deserves his pay. Finally, when we are eating or resting or
playing, we are not wasting time but we are utilizing our time properly if we are following the reminder
of the Apostles who calls: “Whether you are eating or drinking or doing anything else, do all for the glory
of God.”

On this first day of the year, let’s look around and make the shortest examination of our actions
over the past year in order to discover what kind of spiritual balance we possess. Dopes our income
exceed our expenditures, or is it just the opposite? Is it possible that we may be standing on the very




