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March 10, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

During the past three months I had traveled to various Polish settlements. I wasn’t doing this for the sake
of recreation, but out of obligation. It cost me a lot of effort and dedication, but I don’t regret it at all because I
met a lot of our own people — both, older and younger, men and women, single and married folks. I also had
the opportunity to speak to a lot of children. There are so many doomsayers of our language and our faith who
are predicting not only a murky but a totally black future. I haven’t seen any of these ominous signs even
though I kept my eyes wide open and was extremely attentive. On the other hand, what I did notice among
these people was a certain awakening of a religious and a national spirit. I noticed this especially among our
young people. This is a very encouraging sign for the fate of our future lies in the hands of our youth. Our duty
should therefore be a more sincere and conscientious work of forming the souls, hearts and minds of this
younger generation. We should disregard all obstacles and difficulties; let us not be discouraged by trials and
persecutions but boldly and constantly plow a religious and national row and sow the seeds of truth and virtue
in great generous hands-full. T certainly don’t intend to be preaching to you, but I am certain that no one will
hold it against me for I speak from the fullness of my heart. Moreover, this is a general matter and it is ours.

I repeat again, that I noticed a certain re-awakening of mind and spirit. Two young women came to see me
at the rectory where I was staying in one of the small towns in Pennsylvania. The first one, it was evident that
she came from a good home. She radiated life and health. The other was miserably thin and sickly-looking.
What struck me was that the first one was sour and moody while the other girl, during our conversation was
smiling, even though it was a sad smile; it seemed to be one of contentment. I thought to myself it is worth
spending some time with them. I’'m sure I’ll be able to develop a topic for my radio talk from this.

The healthy girl spoke first: “Please tell me why it is that even though I have good parents, I have my
freedom and my health, I attend dances and various entertainments, I smoke and drink — and yet I am neither
satisfied nor at peace. Why?” I had only one word as an answer: “Super-saturation!”

The other girl spoke slowly and softly — “I don’t envy anyone even though my health does not allow me to
enjoy any amusements. [ am reconciled to my fate for I don’t know what kind of person I would be if I had my
health.”

I thought about this situation for a while. The one girl has everything that people consider indispensable for
happiness — and yet she is not happy and is wasting God’s gifts to her. The other, bearing her cross of illness,
has found a certain satisfaction and happiness in her suffering. Although she is not known, she is a true heroine.

Today’s talk is directed to our young people especially.
RESPECT GOD’S GIFTS

1 begin with a story told by Joseph Kraszewski: “A certain very famous old man who had spent his youth
with a sword and his later years taking care of a farm, became very sick once. In his weakness he swore an oath
to God that if he gets better, he will only think about God and he will teach little children. God looked upon
him with mercy and restored him to health.
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To fulfill his vow to God, the old man took up his walking staff and wandered from village to village.
When he stopped anywhere, the children surrounded him and he told them many interesting things.

But he had such days where he became so lost in thought that he sat motionless the entire day without
saying a word to anyone. After every such episode, he would rise greatly invigorated and as it were, intoxicated
with happiness.

It so happened that during one of these raptures he found himself in the next world and he even managed to
squeeze into heaven. He happened to arrive there exactly at the moment when God was sending off some
young souls for their pilgrimage of life on earth. God hung a little bag around each one’s neck and He gave
them His blessing for the way. However, the old man could not see what was in this little bag for his eyes were
not yet accustomed to the sights of heaven.

However, he was very lucky! Some saint was standing near the door, and seeing that the old man was
consumed by curiosity, came over to him and asked: “Do you want to know what is in those little bags that each
received from God?” “Oh, yes, very much so!” answered the old man. “Well, then, “responded the saint.
“know that no soul leaves heaven for earth without heavenly gifts which God bequeaths with a very generous
hand. However, when they return from earth, they must each give a very strict account of how they used this
treasure!” He then called him over to a small window saying, “Look through this window and you will be able
to see the earthly journey that these little souls tread. Watch what they do with the treasures that they received.”

Since the old man was full of curiosity,he came to the window to watch. Thousands of souls, each with a
full little bag on his bosom were on this highway of life. For a little while he watched this entire huge crowd.
Then his eyes singled out first one soul, then a second and a third soul and followed each. It was then he
noticed how God’s gifts are totally wasted on earth. Some walked along, singing joyfully, carelessly losing
many of their gifts. There were others who fell to the ground repeatedly spilling their gifts all over. Then, there
were still others who again played the role of jester and for just any trinket; they cheated them out of things that
were most important in their lives. There were very few of those who carried the treasure God had given them
totally intact or greatly increased, to the end. Most often, a person arrived, either naked or in tattered clothes at
heaven’s gate, having ended his earthly journey — and only at the gate does he realize that he’s carrying an
empty bag. Sometimes, there were some who preserved their inheritance, but when the time came to give an
accounting, they were asked why they hadn’t used God’s gifts and had not multiplied their works. There were
also some whose bags were not filled with heaven’s precious gems but were filled with mud and sand. Finally,
there were those whose bags were filled with bitter tears and sorrow. These our Heavenly father embraced and
pressed them to His Heart for tears and sorrow were worth precious stones.

This little old man stood there looking out of the window for a very long time. It was such a miraculous
sight to see all these pilgrims start out clothed in shining white robes which soon enough became dirty. They
would then wash them in their tears to make them again shining bright — and then they would get soiled again.
This little old man would have stood there much longer but that saint came and drew him away from the
window.

Then it seemed to the old man that he had been dreaming and had now awakened from that dream. He
looked about and realized that he was still sitting on the rock by the roadside where he had stopped to rest. But
the memory of the vision he had witnessed remained with him for the rest of his life. He willingly related his
vision to everyone, but, more importantly, he kept reminding himself of the gifts God gave him when He sent
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him on his life’s pilgrimage and recalled often with what God expects him to return. He therefore tried hard to
make up for what he had lost and to increase that which he had. Therefore when he came to the end of his
earthly journey and had to give God an accounting for how he used his gifts, no doubt his tears of sorrow filled
the empty spaces of his bag!”

There is so much wisdom, warning and lessons for all of us in this story! Let every young man and every
young lady ask herself the question: “Am I using the gifts and talents God has given me? Am I perhaps wasting
them? Take, for example, the gift of health! How many unfortunate individuals at this moment are crying and
complaining for they are not healthy! So many suffer from — tuberculosis, cancer, fevers and other illnesses
while some are crippled or terribly deformed.

In spite of all that, our young people do not respect themselves but willingly risk the loss of that most
precious gift — their health! Smoking and drinking, night-time entertainments, keeping company with people of
highly suspicious character traits, and going on long automobile trips. Thus, this vicious circle which keeps
turning endlessly, both day and night, crushes the souls and bodies of our thoughtless young people. Ts it
possible that perhaps one of them listening to me now may be saying to himself or herself: “I once was very
healthy, but today I no longer have my health and it is all my fault!”

What can be said further about these other gifts of God? Gifts of — nobility of character, moderation,
hardworking, goodness, merciful, etc.? My dear young people, there is still time for you to safeguard
yourselves from physical and moral suffering — but stand and pay close attention to the voice of warning and
caution. Take advantage of the time that you still have!

Now, please bear with me while I tell you a true story. “It is five o’clock in the evening. The whistles are
blowing in all the local factories. This is such a welcome sound to the ears of the thousands of workers who
pour out like lava from the workshops of the huge automotive factory. Everyone is hurrying after having put in
a full day’s work. Some are hastily boarding special streetcars designated just for workers. Others, who live
nearby are hastily walking home. Still others, flock to the neighborhood bar for “just one drink.” — “Just one
glass of beer and the man will revive” they murmur as they fill the saloon.

A group of young men stand at the threshold of one of these saloons. They are loudly trying to convince
someone of something while they are pointing to the door of the bar and inviting him to come inside. “Just for
one drink,” someone calls out. “Ican’t, for I don’t drink! Furthermore, this is my very first pay and I would
like to give it to my Mom as soon as possible,” he answers. It is sixteen year old John who is justifying his
refusal. “Ha! Ha! Ha!” roared a scoffing laugh from the crowd. “To your Mommie!” was sneeringly repeated!
“How dare you make fun of the one thing which I consider most holy — my Mother?” And John was so
infuriated that he was ready to knock his eyes out! However, his other friends calmed him down. Then tricky
and clever Michael started: “This is your first pay and you are not going to treat anyone? None of us denied our
friends a drink when we got our first pay! Come, we’ll all have one drink and then you can go home!” This
filled John with a false confidence and he went in with the rest.

After he paid for the first round of drinks, John wanted to go home, but Andrew called for a second round.
After coaxing him for a long time, since John was not accustomed to drinking and that one glass had already
left him a little woozy, he finally agreed. Then, he continued drinking without any arguments. There was one
round of drinks after another! John was totally drunk but kept drinking, paying for everybody while he called
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out — “This is my first pay and it is my right to pay!” This went on until late at night. This young man didn’t
have a single penny left, therefore the happy crowd decided to go home.

Young John was so drunk that he could neither stand nor walk. His fervent friends dragged him to his
home where his poor impatient mother had been waiting for her son. His buddies put him on the doorstep and
left. Hearing the noise of this drunken crowd, the mother hurried out to check it out. The sight of her drunken,
unconscious son filled his mother’s heart with pain and sorrow. With great difficulty, this elderly mother
managed to lead her drunken son inside and into bed. He didn’t say a word — he was like an unintelligent
animal! He fell asleep and slept! His mother knelt before the picture of the Blessed Mother and with copious
tears and sighs of deep sorrow, she prayed for help — then finally she went to bed.

The next morning, she went to awaken her son to go to work and found him — unconscious! This was an
even greater worry and sorrow! As fast as she could, she summoned a doctor. His verdict was that John was
suffering from an inflammation of the brain. He needs total and complete rest. This poor widow’s sorrow
almost led her to despair. There were now expenses for the doctor and for the medicine, and the poor widow
had no funds. Some of her lady friends came to visit her out of curiosity and they looked with disgust on her
sick son. Some of them even tried to convince the mother to throw him out of her house. One of them said,
“Why should you keep such a rascal? When my Mikey came home drunk, I immediately chased him out of my
house! You’ll see. Your son is going to want to stay here and he’ll be promising to pay you for his board — but
even with that, you will see that he will be of no benefit to you!”

John, who was so very sick and weak, heard all of this. He had a lot of pain but the greatest pain was in his
heart. He was so terribly sorry for what had happened and he cried his heart out because of it. He opened his
eyes and gave his mother a look that only she could understand. “I will never throw my son out of this house!
she declared in her despair and she threw herself on her knees by his bed, squeezing the hand of her pale, sick
son!

A month passed. John is slowly recovering his health. He could not thank his mother sufficiently for all
the love and dedication which she had shown him. After two months, he was finally strong enough to return to
his job at the factory. In spite of being dissuaded by others, and despite his mother’s pleas, he returned to his
job.

After two weeks of work, he received his pay. His former friends were again waiting for him, but he
ignored their annoying laughter and their sarcastic taunts and hurried home to his mother to whom he owed so
much gratitude for all she had done. He gave her every single cent that he had earned.

“They tried tempting me again today, but I didn’t listen to them, Mom,” he related with much satisfaction.
John had learned a lesson that will serve him the rest of his life. He listened to his mother, and not to those
instigators who were the reason for his first bout with drunkenness followed by a serious illness.

Today, John has grown up and has become a man who is healthy and hard-working. He is healthy in mind
and body — thanks to his mother!”

If only our young people, both boys and girls, would listen to the advice and warnings of those who care
the most about their goodness and happiness! How much happier and more exemplary would our young people
be! What sorrow fills our hearts when we look at our youth’s sour faces, their brows clouded with
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dissatisfaction, their eyes filled with restlessness as with a suspicious attitude they defiantly face the world and
people. These are signs of an interior struggle against all natural and supernatural laws. From these, one can
recognize unrest and dissatisfaction. Not only is it possible but it is absolutely imperative to correct all of this.
How? Break away entirely from that person or those persons who brought about this unfortunate condition
upon us. Pay close attention to the voice of conscience and the advice given by those who truly care about us.
Confession and prayer will open our eyes and we will see which friendships lead to happiness and which are
our enemies leading us to misfortune. Don’t put things off! Act now! Respect and treasure the gifts and talents
God gave you!

Our young people should also always bear this in mind: God does not leave any just person without a
cross. There is no virtue without a struggle, some great work is never accomplished without difficulties and
there is no eternal reward without suffering. The ailments of the body strengthen the soul and produce patience,
pity, sympathy and an entire series of virtues. When healthy, a person forgets about these or even disdains
them. We should never become discouraged because of these little crosses. God, in His Goodness will not
allow us to be totally crushed because of them.

My next story should give us encouragement in the midst of suffering and various problems: “A certain
man, who had gone through a lot and had suffered very much, was feeling sorry for himself and was
complaining about the injustice of God and his own heavy situation. Then one evening, he had either a dream
or a vision. He found himself in a huge room in which there were a variety of crosses. It seemed to him that he
heard a voice telling him to pick out a cross for himself — one with which he will feel most comfortable. He
slowly walked among them, carefully studying these crosses. One seemed entirely too big, others were too
heavy, still others seemed too sharp and thus, he couldn’t decide. After long deliberation and checking, it
seemed to him that he finally found a cross that was a good fit for him in size and weight. “Truly,” he said,
“this will be my cross!” Then, examining this cross much closer, he was stupefied with amazement for he had
chosen the very same cross which he had carried up until now. Now he realized that God not only wanted to
teach him a lesson — but, He also wanted to comfort him! — As T end my talk, I beg all of you, my dear
listeners: “Do not waste the gifts God gave you!”




