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This is a timely question for all of recent arrivals, namely, all of those who got through to the
United States after the Second World War. Do they remember their duties towards God and towards
their neighbor? Please remember that | am not being judgmental | am only asking.

Finally, | turn to those that have been born here and have been raised in this country. | turn to
them because especially these times now are odd. People are cold and indifferent to the matters of
God, faith and virtues. They are under the impression that only material goods are important and
valuable. They care about bodily matters but they forget about the matters of the soul. They fear the
eyes of people, but they disregard the Eye of the Creator.

Let me remind you of one scene that is enacted every day in our families. Here a father is dying
and over there a mother is dying. Around them a few or maybe several children are kneeling. One of the
parents says with great effort: “Children, don’t ever forget about God. Live in harmony with one another
until we see each other in heaven.”

Is it possible that there, at the foot of the throne of the Creator, the Lord and Judge, your father
or your mother may be kneeling and lamenting your forgetfulness and negligence? Or perhaps they are
complaining in a whisper: “Merciful God that is no longer my child that must be someone else, some
stranger to me. When | was leaving the world, he promised and vowed to me.

True, he closed my eyes, took me to the cemetery and put me into the grave. However, shortly
after, while chasing after his daily bread, fixing his eyes upon his surroundings and watching out for the
opinion of worldly people, he forgot about God, it is not my fault, not mine. | wanted, oh how | wanted,
that through my child there would be a rebirth of all the Godly virtues and the virtues of the old Polish.
It happened differently. | don’t understand, but it’s not my fault. However, | sense that my child no
longer believes. My good God, please enlighten his mind. Give him a living, strong and fruitful faith.”
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November 6, 1955
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

For me today is an important and solemn day. It is so because today’s program begins the 25"
season of our broadcasting of The Rosary Hour therefore The Rosary Hour can be included with
Jubilarians.

Twenty-five years is a considerable chunk of time, a lot of work and many problems. The fact
that all of this did not smother The Rosary Hour | attribute in the first place to the Providence of God
and in the second place to the understanding, prayers and the generosity of our listeners.

The Rosary Hour intends to continue that same work that it has been doing for the past 25
years; to teach, to encourage people to virtue and good deeds; to point out evil and filth; sometimes to
thunder, but not to be stingy with praise where it is needed - in a word, to form better Catholics and
exemplary citizens of these our United States. At the same time, reminding you that you should never
forget that in your veins flows the blood of a chivalrous and heroic race; that neither your fathers nor
you are any lower or worse than others; that despite the fact that you are poorer in material goods the
Creator was not stingy in bestowing gifts of soul and mind upon you.

| mention, in all sincerity, that | never intended to offend any nationality or denomination, but
also, | will never allow any derision of my faith or any scoffing of my church or any humiliation of my
nationality. In the talks | give on this program you will look in vain for lofty phrases, fastidious words, but
on the contrary you will find a lot of sincerity, cordiality and good will.

From here to today’s talk entitled:
BELIEVE IN GOD

Listen very carefully and patiently for you will hear a story taken from life. It is old, but it is very
interesting. | found it in an old newspaper from years ago.

On the deck of a ship that was leaving the port of New York, there stood a young man who was
about 30 years old. He was tall, sunburnt and bony; he had a peaceful, cold, rather severe look. From his
eyes, face and bearing, one could read the pride, boldness and the self-confidence that he possessed.
The passenger stared stubbornly at the vanishing sky scrapers.

Finally, he smiled and thought to himself — “It is almost the same as it was 18 years ago when |
swam to these shores as a ragamuffin . . . the very same.” And in that moment in his imagination his
youth became visible, his years of years of boyhood and also these last 18 years spent on this hard and
on this earth that is somewhat unfavorable to him. How he remembers everything down to the smallest
detail. He didn’t forget anything. Now he is taking that collection of life’s experiences back to his
fatherland.
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Eighteen years ago a different ship had brought him to these shores. Then he was sailing as a 3" class
passenger; simply as an animal for work. Poverty had driven him across the sea to a foreign land that
was totally unknown to him.

He landed in New York with exactly $1.00 in his pocket. How he remembers everything. He
remembers everything so well. He worked in the port, unloading cement. He wounded his hands on
nails and splinters. How terribly they hurt then.

Then hunger came. He remembered how hungry and ragged he dragged himself about this port
and spent the nights on a park bench next to the famous aquarium. Yes, here in this city, one of the
wealthiest in the world. In order to keep his soul in his emaciated body so that he would not die of
hunger, he served in the taverns of the port and they were, unfortunately, real street dumps.

Life bit him and kicked him every step of the way. Harsh daily reality completely smothered his dreams
of a free, easy and comfortable life. For two long years he lived in the uncertainty, filth and misery of
this city. On the buffers of a freight train he escaped from that insatiable demon city, where he had
spent many a night among drunks, tramps and thieves.

All of this seems as though it all happened yesterday. Today, his entire past moved before his
eyes like a film in a theater. At that moment, he sees most clearly the scene of his parting with his
mother — 18 years ago. She was sending him into the world, to a foreign land far beyond the sea. There,
he was supposed to carve out for himself a better, easier future.

He had lost his father when he was 7 years old. He remembered very little of him. His mother
was everything for him. She worked for him she wore out her strength and impaired her health. Finally,
giving him her savings from many long years, she sent him to that country so that with his own hands he
could carve out for himself a better existence and a happy fate.

When bidding him farewell, she pressed him to her bosom, heartily kissed his lips, his eyes and
forehead, tearfully whispering — “Just return to me, my son — just return. Just remember who you are
and always remember God, me and your father.” For him, his mother was the single individual whom he
truly loved. His mother’s reminders touched him deeply. He rode off.

Nestled down in the corner of the wagon, terrified, he helplessly watched the other passengers
whom he did not know. In a little cloth bag pinned to his chest, he carried his mother’s savings, his
entire fortune which was to open for him an entrance into a country flowing with mild and honey.

After several hours of travel during which he never even blinked an eye, they arrived at the port.
It was the first time in his life that he saw the ocean. The sight terrified him. His legs trembled beneath
him as he went on board the deck. Not from joy, but from fear.

His companions on this journey were a mixture of Poles, Slavs, Czechs and Russians. All of them
were overworked and terrified. The ship’s crew treated these immigrants with utmost severity, brutally.
After 14 days of undergoing purgatory, the ship entered the harbor of New York.
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Then, those two years of torture on the pavements and on the refuse heaps, those two years of
the school of life which almost totally broke him. Those two years which tore him away from faith in
God, from people and from virtue. Those two years which made him a hard, ruthless, steely person.

He rebelled against his fate. He escaped from New York. He found himself in a town with an
enormous steel works. He got a job in the rolling mill. He worked 12 hours daily. He studied in the
evenings and at night.

After six years he received the diploma of an engineer. He finally won out. Everything that he
achieved, everything that he became he gave all of the credit to himself; only to himself — solely and
totally. No one had helped him. He didn’t ask anyone for anything. Everything is due to his own iron will.
He pushed to his goal hard, stubbornly and relentlessly.

Up until now, he did not have the habit of looking back, but now, returning to the country of his
birth, to his mother, something evidently made him fall into a dreamy mood and put him into a spiritual
mood. Therefore, involuntarily his imagination pushed him into the past and forced him to make an
examination of his conscience.

That person, not of flesh, bones and blood but made of steel, after his work, did not
acknowledge now anything else. A world of love, a world of fait h in a better world and a more beautiful
world was foreign to him, unknown and not acknowledged. Pity, mercy, love and faith were considered
by him to be symptoms of weakness, as a supports or props for the inefficiencies of life.

After 5 days of pleasant and comfortable travel, for he traveled first class both by ship and by
train, our friend stood at the door of his family home.

His mother, in silence hugged him to herself and kissed him. He felt his mother’s tears on his
own cheeks and something in him crashed and broke down. He held his mother in his arms and
whispered something, he didn’t know what. Finally, he began to look very closely at his mother.

His mother had aged noticeably during those past 18 years. Her hair had turned gray, her face
was ploughed with wrinkles and the years had bent her towards the ground.

The sight of his mother moved him heartily. It moved him to the depths. For the first time in
years he felt the warmth of a family home. A deep blush covered the face of his kind-hearted mother
and her eyes glowed with the fire of love and emotion.

Finally, the little old mother said: “My son, now start telling me about yourself. It had to be very
difficult for you to be alone in that far away world, especially in the beginning, before you got
accustomed to everything.” “Yes, Mom, it was a little difficult, but | remembered your teaching me,
Mom, that | must only rely on my own abilities, and to never forget who I am.”

“And on God, my son, you must depend on God, too. Did you forget about that?”

“| preferred to rely on myself, Mom,” he said with a laugh “and it worked out well for me.”
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“| don’t understand you, my son, | just don’t understand.”

“But it is very simple, Mom. Our modern world does not recognize sentiments; they put that
aside as old-fashioned things. The intellect and the strength of the will — that’s the modern God which
the world values.”

“Therefore, everything is like that always without God?” asked the alarmed old woman. He
smiled cynically and indulgently. “Spare me, Mom, but let’s end our conversation on that theme. A
different world brought me up and a different one brought you up. Forgive me, but let’s not talk about
this anymore.”

The little old mother sighed deeply and heavily. She didn’t have any further questions about
anything. She understood everything. Further conversation was impossible.

He bid his mother goodnight and went to his room. Evidently he was very sleepy.
Despite that, he sat long into the night by the window, and deep in thought, he traced the journey of the
moon across the heavens.

That strange night his worried mother, too, could not fall asleep. For a long, an unusually long
time she was thinking. She lost herself in her thoughts and reminiscence which filled her mind.

“The son returned — my son returned,” she whispered to herself, “but that is no longer my son —
that is someone else, a strange person. It is almost a time for me to depart from this world. | was just
waiting for him .. . for him . . . so that he would close my eyes, take me to the cemetery and bury me in
the family grave, beside his father. In that world | will tell my husband and | will tell God that it is not my
fault . .. not mine . .. | wanted him to be intelligent, great and strong, so that through him our family
would be reborn . . . through my son . . .but God didn’t allow it. It is not my fault.” And so that poor
woman kept whispering for a long time to herself until suddenly she was struck by some thought, with
great effort she dragged herself out of bed, lit a red lamp before the picture of Our Lady of Czestochowa
and falling on her knees, began to pray ardently for a long time. “Not to me, O my dearest Mother, don’t
give me happiness, but give it to my son. O my dear Mother of Christ, | do not understand what
happened to him, but | sense that my son no longer believes, he does not believe. My dear beloved
Mother, give his soul light, give him the gift of the faith of his fathers.”

Pale daybreak crept over the height of a nearby hill and the little old woman was still whispering
the words of her prayer.

Did that heavenly Mother answer the pleas pf that earthly mother? | don’t know. However, | do
know that in these details of the trials of life and the return of that person, there is nothing new or
unusual.

In that description we find a faithful copy of modern individuals, behaving to that degree that
they do not acknowledge any higher impulses neither of the mind, the heart or the soul. Faith in God,
faith in people, faith in goodness, they consider obsolete, harmful and degrading trash.
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Amongst them, the intellect, the strength of the will and ruthlessness takes the place of God and
the truths of God. Of such people, there is constantly more. The boldness of such people often borders
on arrogance and insolence.

How very many of them who are listening to my words this very minute laugh indulgently and
whisper: “Father Justin says that because he is a priest. This God is an invented being who was created
to scare the naive and the simpletons. Maybe, in extreme cases, such a God may be of some use to the
poor, the worried, the simple uneducated people, but He is absolutely superfluous and not needed by
an intelligent, educated and wealthy person.

Listen, dear people! First of all, you older people who were born in Poland many years ago. | am
withdrawing you to that moment that was most important in your life. Perhaps that was 30, 40 or 50
years ago. At that time, you read from letters from relatives or friends who had come to the United Stat
es, that here there was freedom of speech and freedom of religion; that there is plenty of work here and
that everyone who is not afraid of hard work and lives frugally, can live fairly well and guarantee for
himself a relatively peaceful old age and enable him to give his children an education to secure for
themselves an easier existence.

You thought about all of this for a long time. Then you made your decision and came here. The
refusals of your parents and relatives were worthless. Allow me to remind you of that important
moment of bidding good bye to your father and mother whom you would never see again.

In the morning of that day you went to confession and to Holy Communion. Your parents, your
brothers and sisters, your relatives and your friends were all waiting for you at home. For you, it was
almost like the end of the world. The last embraces, the last kisses and the last warnings.

Listen to your father who is weeping, and in the midst of his tears he whispered: “My son, be
honest , do not blemish our family name; it is up until now as clean as a child’s tears; remember, always
be a good Polish man and a good Catholic.”

Perhaps you forgot what your mother said to you. Then listen, at the beginning, she couldn’t say
aw ord. Maybe she placed a scapular about your neck and did she squeeze a rosary into your hand? Or
a medal? Or a prayer book?

Meanwhile, tears were pouring down your cheeks and you felt that either your heart will burst
from pain or that sorrow will burst your chest. You fell to your knees. Your father traced the sign of the
cross over your head. Your mother kissed you on your forehead and whispered: “Remember, believe in
God and have a heart for people.”

So, God had led you across the ocean successfully. He gave you good health. You have worked
and attained some material goods. But, allow me to ask you a question: “During these years did you
remember the pleas of your father and mother?”

| don’t know whether you did. However, you know; give an honest answer. Don’t cheat yourself.
Evidently God has been with you. How did you repay God and show your gratitude?




