
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]
image1.jpeg
March 15, 1942

[ greet you, my fellow compatriots. In a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ!
As the introduction to today’s talk I will use the letter of a mother of an American soldier
of Polish descent. — “Dear Father Justin, You yourself don’t have any idea how much
good you do among the people through your radio programs. Why? Because you speak
so sincerely to our hearts. If, for example, not for your encouraging and full of
consolation talks to us mothers, who have sons in the American Army, there would be
some mothers who would cry themselves to death. Some admire me that I do not
complain or lose my peace. [ respond with great pride and joy that I could give our
country a son to defend us and the country. I have a son in the American Army, who,
when he was leaving said in farewell: “Don’t cry mother, next to my Lord is my
country!” When he could not come home for a furlough, he wrote me a poem in English:
“A Farewell to Mother” You can use it, Father, on your radio program. I also include the
letters he wrote to my husband and me. I will never forget my husband’s joy when he
received a letter from our son. Despite the fact that it is so far and he is so busy in the
army camp, he did not forget his father’s birthday! If every soldier son remembered his
father and mother, then the parents would feel that their sons are good soldiers because
they are good and grateful sons. It’s indescribable, how much joy soldier sons’ letters
bring to their parents! I am a mother of twelve (12) children. I am 46 years of age. When
I was 39 years of age I had my twelfth child. Neither my children nor I suffered any
sicknesses. Thank God in the highest for the grace of health in the family. Now. Beside
the duties of home. T also work for the Red Cross. My son is in the American Army. This
one was always my favorite child! I ask you, Father, to write at least a few words to him,
you would make him so happy!™ After this sincere expression of an exemplary mother, I
reach again into the mailbag with letters from our soldiers. I'll read them to you to lift
your spirits. There are too many mothers, wives and sisters who lose heart and peace.
They become nervous, and do harm to themselves instead of being of help and support to
their sons. Our pilot, marine and soldier sons, do not want us to pity them because they
understand their military service. They call for understanding, consolation,
encouragement, and want our prayers, so that they could be strong in defending our
country and our institutions and come out triumphant. However, listen to today’s talk:

“We Fight for Our Homeland”

The front page of March 4™ newspapers had this new from Lowell, MA: Among the 100
mariners who died a hero’s death on the American contra-torpedo ship, “Jacob Jones”,
sunk by the enemy submarine, there was a mariner of Polish descent, a twenty- year old
Peter W. Tarsa. He enlisted in the U. S. Navy about three months ago. When he was
leaving the parental home he said to his parents: “Should you receive a telegram that I
was killed or they have no news of me, don’t cry. Remember only that I fight for my
homeland, and that whatever I do — dying or fighting, I do it with joy. because it is done
for our country.” Last night Tarsa’s parents received a telegram saying: “Died in action.”
The parents, though suffering from the loss try to carry out his last wish. They try to
convince themselves that his soul is happy, because he sacrificed his life on the altar of
the fatherland. Such are your sons, husbands and brothers and our soldiers. Proud and
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steadfast are these American-Polish souls who are not afraid of anything, even death.
What gives them this strength? Nothing other than a deep faith in God and the
righteousness of the cause I whose defense they give up their life. Here some excerpts
from the letter written from Hawaiian Islands to Father Bocianski in Hudson, PA. The
letter is dates February 1% of the current year. “Dear Father: Enclosed you will find my
offering for a Holy Mass to be said for the soul of my deceased father. T am in the army
over here in Hawaii. | am getting along fine, but I'm afraid my mother is worrying about
me too much, especially since my father passed away. I would appreciate it very much if
you would have a word with Mom, sort of encouraging her a little and let her know that
nothing will happen to me. It takes more than an army of Japs to scare a bunch of
Polacks. I pray and pray hard that the good Lord will guide us to a final victory. No doubt
that the Father heard of the surprise attack on Hawaii. But it did not scare the military
personnel. We remained calm and gave them something to remember: the American
Army and Navy. The morale of the army is splendid and we are eager to defend and
protect our democracy against the axis dictators. Wishing you lots of health and
happiness and may the Lord have mercy on us. Yours ...”
Admire the peace and cold blood of the soldier who is in the first line of battle, who
passed through the Baptism of fire and blood. He looks death in the face and does not
lose his equilibrium. He’s worried about his mother who is so very far ... How sincere is
his letter, purely human and through and through Polish! Amidst the bombs, crippling
and death, he is forgetting about himself but remembering the mother.
Now is something new, son’s farewell to his mother written from the military camp. I am
reading from the original without changes and corrections. “Farewell to Mother.”
“Mother dear, please don’t cry,

I'll be gone awhile.

Please don’t worry,

Just pray for me,

And give me just one smile.

There are others at home. they will bring you cheer.

Please take care of them, as you did of me,

And you will have no fear,

Every moment that I'll be gone, I’ll always think of you,

And every thought will be so sweet, so true.

For twenty-four years I’ve been with you,

Each day and each year was never sad,

Although there were times I hurt you,

I'm sorry that I made you mad!

Now I’m a soldier and 1 hope you’re proud of me

Because God wants it that way, it has to be.

Good-bye, dear mother, and so long - I say.

Please pray hard for me, so I'll be back some day.

Your faithful son!” -

Sons like this one. will manage in whatever befalls them. A good son will always be a
good soldier. full of courage and sacrifice. He will be faithful to his country and will not
retreat when faced with danger. Such sons bring honor to their parents and society. May
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the good Lord keep them in His care. May He watch over them and lead hem to a
complete victory over the barbarian potentates and deceitful and base invaders and
ultimately bring them healthy to their homes.

Listen how a soldier writes to his grandmother, who remembers him and worries about
him. The soldier has no parents. The letter is written from Fort Dix, New Jersey.

Dearest Grandmother: Sincere thanks for the delicious cookies and fresh sausage, which
could be smelled right through the paper. It was very good and already gone! My buddies
licked their fingers and praised you. I felt as though they put me on the finest horse. As
soon as I receive something I share with my buddies, because some of them never receive
anything from home. They are jealous that I have someone who not only sends me a
letter but a package to boot! This afternoon, again, I received a booklet, medals,
cigarettes and even candy! All is well here. It is raining and has been for the past four
days. Even the ducks should have boots in this weather! I have to finish this letter
because it’s time to go to confession. I wish all of you a very Happy Christmas and a
Prosperous New Year!” Why can’t you mothers, wives, sisters and fiancées exhibit such
serenity of spirit and such good humor as this soldier does? Why are you so afraid and so
worried? Why write about this to the soldiers who not only do not shirk their
responsibilities. but accept it with courage, because they well know that they are
defending their country and everything that is worthwhile in human life. Write to them
frequently. Now and then send them a package. Show them that you think about them
and pray for them. Such letters will lift their spirits and fill them with courage. They will
be good Catholics and good soldiers.

The next letter came from Fort Leonard, MO, dated February 2™, 1942. Dear Father: I
liked the letter very much. I read with joy and will keep it as a remembrance. It is worth
being in the army where one can learn many interesting things. We take our drill
exercises very seriously. I am healthy and well. For two weeks I was very tired. We had
to jump high walls and bogs. We had to fall to the ground regardless if there was water or
mud. We had to obey the officer and his commands. Our Polish boys climbed the best.
We had torn to read the maps and use the compass and then find hidden tanks. We
learned to shoot from machine guns and hand weapons. I received a medal shooting
targets. [ go to camp school and in three months I will have my exams. Please remember
that your prayers will help me greatly. Writing about all this I almost forgot that Dad will
be celebrating his birthday these days. I will pray that God preserves you, Dad, in good
health for many years to come. I couldn’t buy Dad a birthday card, because there are no
cards here to buy, but [ do wish him with all my heart, good health, happiness and
prosperity. My Dad will be 60 years old and I understand that he works hard and is tired
to write to me, but if he writes me just a few words I will be very happy. How are the
children behaving at home? Are they naughty? I think that thing got better because I left.
Here I live very soberly. I did not have a drink even once, and I’ll stay that way until the
war ends. Here the life of a soldier is totally different from the life I led at home. When I
drank much and always, I was coming home very late. Here I sleep regularly eight hours.
The boys here are very good, and I behave well and politely.. Here we have a theater, a
library and many games. That’s why we don’t have time to be lonesome for home.
Various people write letters to us. Dad, I'm ending this letter and I wish you many
blessings from God. That you, Dad. may always have peace at home. I send sincere
greetings to Mom, sisters and brothers. May God keep all of you safe always. As your
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birthday gift, Dad, I'm sending you cigars. I couldn’t get any other cigars. I know Dad
will be happy with this present. I kept one so that it will always remind me of Dad. Now
I"'m going to sleep. Good night and Happy Birthday, Dad!”

I don’t think I have to tell you how much satisfaction and joy parents get from letters
such as this one. I do not believe in militarism. But, I do believe that military service is
not only beneficial, but is necessary for our American youth. The young people in
military service will learn orderliness and respect for authority! They will learn to value,
what means father, mother, family and home. In addition, if they want, they can learn a
trade and secure a future for themselves. It is in this light that the parents should view
camp life of their sons. Then all the regrets and tears would cease over the sons who are
enlisting. It is a shame that last December we didn’t have three million soldiers, if we did,
it would have been impossible for the yellow ants to execute the surprise attack on Pearl
Harbor!

Here is another letter. This letter was written on 6™ February, from Lowry Field, Denver,
Colorado. “Dear Mom: I arrived here only yesterday. This field has got it all over the
others. It’s more like a picnic, than being in the army. I am to start school on Monday in
the Aircraft Armour course. I am on the early shift. [ have to get up at 2:30 A. M. wash
up and dress and make up my bed by 3:15; we then go over to the mess hall and fill up on
coffee and doughnuts. We start class a 4:00 A. M. At nine o’clock we go to breakfast and
report back to class at ten. We are finished at 1:00 P. M. We can do anything we please
the rest of the day. The meals here are the best I've eaten anywhere. We can go to the
mess hall and get coffee and cakes. but there is so much to eat at the regular meals that I
never have a chance to get hungry. The recreation facilities are tops also. We have game
rooms. libraries. dance floors. free movies and gymnasiums. I believe this is the best
camp in the United States. I surely do like it here. I don’t know how the government can
give us all these facilities and still pay us monthly. And we are really treated fine. We
live like kings in the Air Corps. If even a sergeant made a crack at us we have the right to
report him, and most probably he would be demoted. Our Uncle Sam stands for no
monkey business from anyone! There are so many openings for fellows with education in
the Air Corps. And you get so much pleasure out of your work, that, you don’t think
about returning to civilian life. Mom dearest, remember me in your prayers so I will pass
my exams and receive my rating. I say my daily prayers and go to Mass regularly on
Sundays!” Evidently this boy understands the value of a military vocation and the
meaning of military service. I daresay. the mother of such a son does not regret his
enlisting and does not cry over him that he went to American military service. May you
continue to lead human, Christian lives based on principles of American freedom.

Here is one more letter written February 18th from Fort Banning, Georgia. — “Dear
Father Justin: [ was pleasantly surprised when I received your letter with the beautiful
military medal. It’s really beautiful! I like it very much and will never separate from it.
Before I enlisted, I always listened to the Rosary Hour. I don’t have time here. When I
was at home I wasn’t always a good son. There were times when my father was really
angry with me and my mother cried. Sometimes when she asked me to help her I would
respond what are the sisters for, and would not do it. I used to treat my dear other pretty
rough at times. Father, I am in the army now, and anything I am told to do, as you know,
I have to do it, or else??? Now I finally understood how much worry I cause to my Father
and Mother! That is why I pray every morning and evening that some day I may return
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home and make it up to them for all they did for me! I pray to God to give me one more
chance to prove that I sincerely intend to do what I pray for!™ I also pray that I will be a
good soldier and help United States to be victorious over the Nazis and the Japanese who
do not posses the Christian faith. I firmly believe that with the help of God we will be
victorious so that we can live in peace!” Such sincere ad eloquent letters testify to the
noble character of our youth. This letter almost contains the sacramental confession, that
confirms the faith, a deep faith, intertwined with conviction and humility and good
resolves. And one can see great confidence in God’s help. Now I'll end this with the
words of Bishop Bandurski: “Your husbands, sons and brothers ban the enemy with the
sword! You ban him with the shield of love and sacrifice, as if with wings, you shield
societal, national and home fires so that they would not be extinguished, but last through
the trials and storms.”




