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Now turn your eyes to America and Americans. The Providence of God has enveloped our
country and our people with His tender care. The Hand of God has restrained the steps and hands of the
god Mars and has turned his face away from the borders of our country. God evidently wanted America
to become the savior of the world, the modern Joseph of Egypt. Other nations were impoverished and
fell into captivity but only America grew, became very courageous and very powerful. America became a
pillar of strength and the Americans became a great nation.

In order to stay on this honorable and glorious pedestal we need gratitude, humility and some
sacrifice. Feelings of gratitude towards God for His Fatherly care of our country and our people will
obtain for us many graces in the future. The virtue of humility will make us realize that we owe America
much, very much for that which we received and for all that we have. Then we shall understand that we
must sacrifice something in order to preserve in its entirety, the inestimable treasure of freedom. Then,
without the slightest doubt, we will often say and repeat with sincerity: “Thanks to You, God that | am in
Americal”
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November 4, 1951
| greet all of you, my dear country men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

This program of the Rosary Hour to which you are now listening is twenty years old and is now
beginning its twenty-first year. This program, by the way, is the only such program in the Polish
language. It already forgot about its cradle days, has stood up on its own two feet and is moving
forward, confident in God’s help and the support of good, understanding and noble people who are
healthy and sober in their thinking. Thanks to our most merciful God, there are legions of such even in
times like today. It doesn’t hurt to remind everyone that this program is a religious program given in the
Polish language, but, from time to time, expressions and sentences in English are interwoven in the test.

This program is not only directed to the Polish people, but it is directed in general to those of
the Slavic nationality. It is not only for Catholics, but also to the members of other faiths always in the
spirit of Christian tolerance.

Being a religious program, it doesn’t touch politics nor does it analyze political affairs except if
they should overstep their political boundaries and interfere and harm the people’s faith.

On this Rosary Hour, you will not hear any deep theological or philosophical disputations nor
any explanations of the mysteries of our Holy Faith. Do not expect lectures on classical Polish literature
because I'm not capable of that. This | admit publicly, sincerely with all Franciscan humility.

Finally, the Rosary Hour is a program for the people, for that simple peasant who day by day
labors under the weight of his fate. It is also for women, who day and night wrestle with their duties as
wife, mother, protectress and Guardian Angel. The aim of the Rosary Hour is to support and strengthen
the spirit of our ordinary people on the road of life that is never easy and especially in our present times
is especially arduous, treacherous and dark. The purpose of this program is to remind our people that in
spite of real and seeming difficulties, obstacles and crosses, our life is a gift from our Creator God, that
human life is beautiful and not only that it can be, but in reality it is full of happiness, joy and satisfaction
always under the condition that man lives by and is guided by the principles and teachings of Him Who
said, “l am the Light, the Truth and the Life.”

The aim of this program is to recall that a person, every person regardless of race, religion and
nationality is a creature of God who possesses the dignity and the value of a child of God, therefore he
merits honor and respect and should lead a lawful, honest and honorable life.

All of these aims of the Rosary Hour can be condensed into this one short phrase: To ennoble a
person. This is not an easy goal and the work is difficult and sometimes seems to be in vain and fruitless.
Truth is not always pleasing to people because it demands the usage of hard, sharp, disagreeable words
which do not tickle the peoples’ ears. | am neither permitted, nor do | know how to wrap truths in
cotton or to beat around the bush.

Finally, and | confirm this not only with a certain amount of satisfaction but with a feeling of
Christian pride. Being of Polish heritage, | will often mention matters of the Motherland of our fathers,
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of the virtues and advantages of the Polish nation, because justice and my conscience demands this of
me.

| intend to work for God, for America, for the Polish people in order to form constantly better
Catholics who are honest and loyal citizens, not ashamed of being of Polish heritage. From such work, no
one and nothing will dissuade me.

| understand perfectly to what | am exposing myself, but | put my trust in God’s help, in the
prayers and help of our people who are good and clear-thinking people. The past twenty years are an
eloquent testimony of the protection of God and the help of the people. | trust that this season — these
twenty-six Sundays will be a continued consideration by God’s Providence and the generosity of our
listeners of the Rosary Hour. Now, to a short talk entitled:

THANK GOD

No matter where we turn today, at every step of the way we hear condolences, complaints and
grumbling. One would think at first glance that this country, our United States, is neither fatherland nor
mother, nor bread-winner but some sort of Siberian Moscow where we are bending under the stick of
merciless and vengeful governments. From the lips of all of the citizens flow showers of bitter, tearful,
almost despairing, words.

Every speech, every discussion is just grumbling, moaning, grumbling about the discomforts, the
shortages, the excessive taxes, the high prices, the curtailing of freedom, and the long hours of labor. In
a word, complaints about everybody and everything. From morning until evening, during the day and
the night, in homes, on the streets, in offices and in factories, the people of our country are singing the
American Bitter Sorrows. Who knows, perhaps they could be called the American national anthem.

The American population the people living in the United States evidently have hard heads, are
short-sighted and are very shallow thinkers. Above all else, they are characterized by a lack of patriotic
virtues.

1 will go a step further and say that they are egoistic and children pampered to the highest
degree. They can’t, because they don’t want to understand that they are living in a country that is the
most peaceful on earth; they are citizens of the safest country in the world. In these present times, in no
other country do the people enjoy a freedom similar to our American freedom. In addition to that, we
are not permitted to forget the material well-being of the American worker and his family. But, for all
that, who thinks of these countless, fabulous benefactions and blessings which they so often use and
abuse as citizens of our country? True, there are exceptions, praiseworthy exceptions, but in general,
our people not only do not value these gifts, but they are not even conscious of them.

Allow me to give you a few examples. Here is the first one: Shortly after the outbreak of World
War 1, in October of 1939, | was sent to Rumania to visit the Polish refugees who had trespassed over
the boundaries of Rumania and were incarcerated in about thirty-two camps in Rumania. In these camps
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were civilians as well as army people. Among the civilians were women, youth and children. Already,
there were a great number of orphans.

In these camps | saw a lot of poverty and misery, sickness and death, fright, fear and despair like
| never again want to see in my lifetime.

After giving a written report to the Vatican; to the Polish Ambassador; to the former Cardinal
Hlond and to the former General Dedochowski who at that time was the Superior General of the Jesuit
Fathers, finally on December 16, 1939, | boarded the ship Conte de Savoia in Naples for my return trip to
the United States.

Sea voyages in the month of December are certainly not pleasure trips. Our trip was no
exception. We encountered certain obstacles during this trip. Several times both English and French
bombers appeared directly above us. A French cruiser stopped us at the sea coast of Africa. British
officials interned us for nine hours at Gibraltar and a German submarine brought its gloomy back out of
the water by the islands of the Azores. In addition to that, the fog, rains, winds and storms were our
companions. Our Conte was jumping around the sea like a dervish. Then, again sometimes it rocked
from side to side like a duck, wounded by a shot.

In spite of everything, on December 23 we arrived at the Bay of New York. Here, according to
federal regulations, the officials checked our passports which they confiscated on the spot and after a
two hour stop, our huge Conte moved to the harbor. During that time | was standing on the deck. In the
distance, an islet called Bedloe Island was visible and above her level, in the midst of a light fog, the
imposing Statue of Liberty stood our majestically.

At the sight of this American goddess, something happened to me and within me. At the sight,
some sort of foreign and unknown feeling pervaded my soul, heart and mind. My nerves could no longer
b ear the strain of the past several months. | broke down. | stared at the Statue of Liberty as though it
were some sort of miraculous vision. | couldn’t tear my eyes away from the statue with the book of Law
in the left hand and from the torch of Freedom held high towards the heavens in the upright right arm.
Despite the fact that in the past | had made nine voyages to Europe and therefore had passed this
Statue of Liberty, Equality and Brotherly Love about nineteen times, | had never felt this which | felt on
December 23, 1939.

When we were passing the Statue of Liberty, the pilot of the shop pressed the electrical button
and the ship’s siren joyfully roared in homage and greeting to this Goddess who opens the gates for
newcomers to a new, free and happy life and guarantees them equality and justice at every step.

You will never guess what | did at that moment. Therefore, allow me to tell you, sincerely and
openly. | removed my hat and from emotion, tears began to flow from my eyes. | didn’t care who was
looking at me. | couldn’t hold back my tears. | reached into my pocket for my handkerchief and in
turning | was very surprised to notice that almost next to me stood Senator Frederick Walcott, my
companion, one of the three Quakers with whom | had been sent by the American Committee for
Matters of Relief.




image4.jpeg
He too was holding his hat in his hand and he too was quietly and unceremoniously weeping.
Just imagine what we both looked like, two old sentimental kids. Swallowing my own tears, | managed
to stammer through my tears: “Senator, what are you crying about?” And he, no less surprised at me
answered — “Well, Father, why are you crying?” We understood each other and we both laughed at
ourselves.

At that moment, despite the fact that | was standing on the deck, staring at the Statue of
Liberty, close to New York, scenes of what | had been looking at during the past eight weeks in my
travels through Italy, Yugoslavia, Bulgaria and Rumania were all again renewed in my mind. Crowds of
depressed and worried people of these countries and crowds of refugees were moving before my eyes.
People who owe their soul to God, who only wanted to live in peace, to work and earn their bread, to
raise their children and to guarantee a future for themselves and their children.

Their dreams burst like that soap bubble. There, beyond the sea, there is no longer any freedom
nor any certainty. There, governments and tyrants control the people. There, these so called Messiahs
control the life, mind and soul of the people. There, the entire person, body and soul, is considered the
exclusive possession of the State. There, the inhabitants are the prisoners of the government. There, the
people have lost their value and meaning as intelligent and free individuals and have become machines
without a soul and animals without any intelligence.

Once again, my imagination takes me by the hand and leads me through those camps full of
Polish refugees and through the swamps and marshes of Rumania. Everywhere there is harsh poverty,
extreme misery and an uncertain future, sorrows, complaints, threats, revenge, entreaties and curses.

At this moment, the god of war, bloody Mars stands before my eyes. He had spread out his
Samson like arms over the countries beyond the sea and with satanic glee he squeezes theses helpless
and innocent offerings and then goose-steps in the flood of tears and blood.

| feel as though | had spent these past two months in prison, in hell on earth and that now | am
in a free country, in Paradise. After all these experiences, the memory of which makes my head spin, my
fists to clench and my heart to whine from pain and helplessness, | returned to my native country, to
these United States. | returned to a land of freedom and peace; to a country over which waves that
beautiful star spangled banner, a symbol and guarantee of freedom, tolerance and equal law regardless
of ancestry, race or religion.

Do peopie realize all of this? | not only doubt it, but | definitely know that they don’t. If they did
they would stop for a few minutes and reflect on what they would stop mumbling, murmuring and
complaining.

This second incident | also take from the past war. In September, 1942, about the mid-point of
the war, | received an invitation from the Polish government in London to visit the Polish forces in the
British Isles. | flew there in a bomber. You are probably ready to say with joy — not at all. The fact that |
did not die okf fright is a miracle. During the flight from Gander in Newfoundland to Prestwick in
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Scotland, at least it seemed to me that the Omnipotent Death with her scythe was sitting on the wing of
that bomber and that she kept peeping in my direction. In spite of that, we arrived safely.

In four weeks | visited the camps of the Polish air-men, soldiers and sailors in England, Scotland
and Wales. | saw entire cities that had been bombed and completely burned. Especially those along the
coast, near the English Channel. After four weeks of looking at ruins and cinders. | returned on the
Clipper from Shannon in Ireland to LaGuardia Field in New York.

On the Clipper there was a crew, 18 passengers and myself. Among these passengers were two
young mechanics who had been sent out by the Douglas Company in order to teach a certain number of
British how to repair airplanes made by the Douglas Company. They had spent more than six months on
British lands. | don’t know their nationality or religion. | only know that both were American and they
lived near New York. When our plane taxied to a stop at La Guardia Airport and we came down from the
platform to land, one of these young men removed his cap from his head and cried out in a voice full of
faith and conviction: “Thank God that we are back in America!” How much appreciation, thanksgiving
and gratitude is included in that simple, short, yet so human and sincere expression: “Thank God that we
are back in America!”

You may ask what caused that young American to so publicly thank God that he found himself
back in America. Six months of staying away from his home country of America and staying in a country
that is being threatened by an enemy, living in a country that was under strict military control; living
among people who were threatened not only by the powerful German enemy, but were also threatened
by hunger, insufficiencies and sickness. All of these things forced that young American to realize his
duty to thank God that He permitted him to return safely to America, the best and safest country in the
world. And what was true then is true also today.

Is this why countless crowds in various countries are extending their hands to America, they are
longing for America and hoping to get to America because they not only consider America the land of
flowing milk and honey, but as a country of freedom, peace and happiness such as cannot be found
today in any other country on earth.

Just take a look at Europe, Africa and Asia. Either the demon of war already passed through
these countries or he is presently there. In his hands he carried or he is now carrying destruction,
crippling and death. And directly behind him strides misery, hunger, despair, curses and revenge. It
seems that people have become savage committing such crimes as the world has not known nor had
people seen up until now. Man has been stripped of glory, honor and human dignity. The value ofa
human being fell below zero. Millions of men, women and children perished in the fires of crematoria
and these human ashes are used as manure to fertilize the earth.

Has all of this passed, is finished and today all is much better? Everyone who thinks that way is
badly mistaken. On the other side of the ocean legions of paupers, beggars and slaves move with a
heavy, slow step. Their eyes sparkle with the fire of hatred and words of revenge and retaliation fall
from their lips.




