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child does not believe — has no faith! Dear God, enlighten his mind and his soul! Give him truth...Give him a
deep and living faith!”

As I end, I now ask every one of you, without exception: “Do you believe or do you not believe?”
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October 20, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

This present moment is very important and special to me because it is the beginning of a new series of the
radio program “The Rosary Hour” and because it is a triumph over multiple problems and a victory of
something good, based on everything that is good and worthy. This radio program delivered in the Polish
language has been known to you for several years already. It has been broadcast, is being broadcast and will be
broadcast without thought of material profit. That idea has never even entered my mind. The purpose of the
Rosary Hour is to teach, to encourage good works, to point out evils that exist and threaten you and to praise
whatever may be praiseworthy. In one word, to help you to become better persons and good citizens of the
United States while at the same time, not allowing you to forget that you come from a nation that is chivalrous
and heroic, that neither your fathers nor you are worse or lower than any other nationality. Indeed, I want to
instill in your minds a certain awe and satisfaction that even though you may be poor in earthly and material
goods, you are very rich in intellectual and spiritual gifts.

In order to forestall any misunderstandings and needless accusations, from the very beginning I am making
the following facts known: 1. I am a Roman Catholic priest and a member of the Franciscan Brothers Minor of
St. Francis Conventuals. 2. I belong to the Buffalo diocese headed by His Excellency Bishop Wilhelm Turner.
3. This program is on the air with the knowledge and permission of Church authorities. 4. I am responsible for
this to my Bishop and to no one else. 5.1 have the full confidence of my Religious Superiors; that is all I need
to speak the truth without any fear. 6. Our radio program is not financed nor aided in any way by any
organization whether national or religious. It depends on the good will offerings of our listeners and friends. 7.
In all my talks as well as in the answers I give to questions, I don’t have the slightest intention of belittling or
offending any other nationality or religion. However, I will never allow my own nationality or my Church to be
belittled or abused. I openly and boldly stand in defense of my heritage and my faith regardless of any attacks
on me or my person. 8. I ask you for sincere and constructive criticism; it may not be flattering, but will always
be willingly received. 9. I beg you to be patient in waiting for my answers to your given questions. I promise
you that I shall try to answer your questions as soon as possible. The answer or the lack of an answer depends
upon the question and the person asking the question. 10. In your letters to me, please do not be ashamed to use
your true name and also, please don’t forget to include your address. The reasons for my request are clear and
important. I ask my listeners to be just and patient. Maybe there are times when I use words that are harsh and
expressions that are rather sharp. That’s difficult! But I repeat once more: I will always speak sincerely and
openly with love in my heart for everyone, with truth on my lips in everything, with the crucifix in my hand,
above everything.

After all these remarks, I now begin my talk whose title is a question:
DO YOU BELIEVE OR DO YOU NOT BELIEVE?

I am totally convinced that some of my listeners are already now shrugging their shoulders, an empty smile
of pity crosses their face and their lips murmur” Another sermon, huh? Please wait a while patiently. This is
not a sermon nor is it a lesson. It is just a straight forward and sincere talk. Just listen. You will recall either
your own personal experience, or the experience of your mothers and fathers of which they maybe told you with
tears in their eyes and a certain tenderness in their voice. Although for me, even though it is already an old
story, yet somehow for me it is always new, tender and interesting!
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A thirty-year old man is standing on the deck of a ship that is leaving the port of New York. He is tall,
sunburnt and bony, his face strangely peaceful, almost stern. Under his clearly defined eyebrows, his peaceful,
deep-set eyes glittered like steel — bold, provocative and proud — the eyes of a man who is both strong and wise,
for whom life and battle were elements. Quietly he gave a last hard look at the city of New York what was
already fading into the background. The early morning sun had torn through the blanket of fog and with its
golden rays was gilding the gently rolling waves. He smiled to these warm rays of sun-shine and murmured to
himself: “It’s the same today as it once was about eighteen years ago when I first arrived on these shores as a
ragamuffin...It’s the same today.

He looked straight ahead, but his thoughts carried him back to his youth — to his teen-age years — his entire
past life that he had lived in this strange land. He remembered everything as though it had all happened
yesterday. He hadn’t forgotten anything, he didn’t omit anything. He was taking all of his memories back with
him to his own motherland. Eighteen years ago he had arrived on these shores on a different ship. He traveled
as a passenger in steerage, like one of the work animals being exported to another country. At that time, he was
just a poor student and poverty forced him to cross the ocean to be among total strangers. When he landed in
New York, he had exactly one dollar in his pocket. Yes. He remembered everything. He worked at the port,
unloading bags of cement. He unloaded heavy barrels weighing four hundred pounds each. He wounded his
hands on the nails and splinters sticking out from the sharp surfaces. He suffered a lot of pain from this. Then,
he also suffered from hunger. He remembered the times when he was hungry and ragged and he would go to sit
by the most famous aquarium in the world so that the sun could warm his emaciated body. Yes. That was also
in this city.

After that came days and times of even greater horror. He became a waiter in the taverns at the port in
order that he would not starve to death. He lived like a dog without a master, scavenging food from the garbage
piles of the big city. Life gave him a brutal kick on every step. All his dreams of independence and a free life
were brutally stepped on by harsh reality. For two years he was in agony living on the pavements of this city.
He escaped on a freight train from this hell where one could buy a soul for gold. He would sleep in these box-
cars that served as shelters for vagabonds — among bands of vulgar robbers, tramps and criminals.

That all happened “yesterday” — “just yesterday”. But his entire past life came before his eyes like a
strange film: Eighteen years ago his mother bid him goodbye, sending him into the world, across the far sea, to
a foreign land so that he could carve out for himself a better life. He hardly even remembered his father. His
mother meant everything for him. She worked hard — just for him, but she was losing her strength and could no
longer continue working as she had. She therefore gathered whatever money she had so that her son would be
able to find his lot in life and to be successful in a foreign land. One quiet evening in May, she embraced him
and pressing him to her bosom she kissed his lips, his eyes, and his brow while murmuring, “Just return to me,
my son, just return to me! Remember! Your father was a very brave man and your grandfather was killed in
the uprising! Remember who you are, always remember... remember your heart! Remember God!”

He always felt these maternal Kisses on his face and his mother was for him the only person on earth whom
he dearly loved. He departed. He still remembers today the rhythmic measure of the train’s wheels and the
names of all the stations that were called out. Huddled in a corner of the wagon car, his vision dulled by his
helplessness and fear, he watched the passing landscape and the people they passed by. In a little cloth bag that
he carried on his breast, he carried his entire fortune — his mother’s hard earned money! This had to suffice to
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pay for his passage on the ship and to open for him the entry into a new country. Fearfully he often touched his
treasure beneath his clothes, worried lest he lose it.

After twenty hours on the train, he finally arrived at the port city. His departure would come next but this
was the first time that he had ever seen the ocean. On the ship on which he had then sailed as a passenger in
steerage, there was also with him a multi-colored crowd of emigrants — Poles, Slavs, Russians, Croats and
Slovenes. All of them were dirty, helpless and extremely exhausted. The sailors were pushing them around
like cattle — they were screaming at them, abusing them and pushing them about.

Unable to take his eyes off the past — with lightning speed he shifted the pictures in his mind. He will
remember New York forever, as long as he lives. He will never forget that city. It was there that he
experienced his first inhumane school of life; it was there that he was robbed of all his youthful dreams. It was
there that misery tore him mercilessly from any belief in good and virtue and tossed him into the world as a
hardened person. Then there were days of violent struggle with his fate. With superhuman will power, he
achieved that which he wanted. As a simple laborer working in an iron rolling mill and studying at night,
within five years he received his diploma as an engineer.

Everything that he achieved, he credited to himself and his efforts. No one had helped him; he didn’t ask
anyone for anything. Everything was due to his superhuman will power. He walked through life — hard as
nails, stubbornly and uncompromisingly. He was not accustomed to looking back into his past for he believed
that truth and the future are both concealed in the present day. Presently he was returning to his native country
and evidently this disposed him so strangely to the spiritual. Involuntarily he made an account of his past life
and this made him withdraw to his past. Beyond his hard labor, he acknowledged no one or anything. He
became as hard as steel. The world of love and life, a world of faith in another life that is better and more
beautiful — all was foreign to him. He considered mercy, love and faith as symptoms of weakness, as supports
needed by these who are incompetent in society.

After a ten-day voyage, our friend finally stood at the door of his family home. In silence, his mother
clasped him to her bosom. He felt tears on his own face and at that moment something broke within him. He
kept kissing his mother murmuring words that made no sense. Finally, he stood and looked at his mother. She
had greatly aged during these past eighteen years. She now had gray hair, there were deep wrinkles in her face
and the years had bent her towards the ground.

Deeply moved, he watched his mother, drank deeply of her joy and maternal love and for the first time in
so many years experienced the warmth of his family home. His old mother’s face radiated joy and her eyes
shone with an inner fire.

“Now, tell me everything about yourself. It must have been very difficult being alone in this wide world,
especially in the beginning, before you became accustomed to everything!”

“Yes, it was rather difficult, but I remembered, Mother, your lessons. You said that I must only depend
upon myself and my strengths and talents — and never to forget who I am!”

“And depend on God, my son. You must also depend on God!”

“I just preferred depending upon myself,” he said with a smile, “and everything worked out very well for

»

me.




image4.jpeg
“I don’t understand you,” whispered his mother.

“It’s all very simple,” he explained. “The modern world does not recognize sentimentality, Mother; they
place all that into the box with old trash. Intelligence and the force of will power are the new god which the
modern world values.”

“That’s all good — but, without God?” she protested.

He smiled indulgently, “Mother, let’s not talk any more on this topic. I grew up in a different world from
the one you grew up in. Forgive me, but let’s not talk anymore.”

The old mother sighed deeply. She had no more questions to ask. She understood everything. They had
nothing more to say to each other. He bid his mother goodnight and went to his own room for the night. He
could not sleep that night. The night dragged on while he sat by the window watching the moon move through
the sky.

That night, his old mother could not sleep, either. She was lost in thought for a long time. She was lost in
the memories and thoughts which beset her troubled head. Her son had returned. “My son returned,” she
murmured to herself, “but that is no longer my son...He is someone else...some stranger...It is time for me to
leave this world. I was just waiting for him. ...For him...that he would close my eyes...take my body out to the
cemetery and bury me in the family grave, next to his father...In that next world I will have to tell my husband
and tell God also, that this is not my fault...not my fault! I wanted him to grow up to be wise, tall and strong,
that he would have sons and daughters and through him our family would be reborn...through my son...God
didn’t allow it...It’s not my fault!” She was thus murmuring to herself for a long time until suddenly, inspired
by some thought, she dragged herself out of bed with great effort, lit a small red lamp before an icon of Our
Lady of Czestochowa and falling on her knees, began to pray ardently and for a long time: “Not for me, O Holy
Mother...Don’t give me happiness but give it to my son!...O dear Mother of Christ, I don’t understand what has
happened to him...But T somehow feel that my son no longer believes...does not believe!...Enlighten his soul,
give him a lively faith and truth!” The first pale light of dawn had reached the tip of the nearest mountain and
this dear old mother was still on her knees murmuring her prayer.

That is how Joseph Przewlocki describes his return to Poland to his family village home.

In this account, we find something that we can notice here among us — in our hearts. That something is the
fact that there are certain people who do not recognize any sentiments. They have put all of them into the bin of
old trash. For them — the intellect and strong will power constitute the modern God. Today, people who think
like that and loudly proclaim that are no longer the exception. This group is getting bigger and bigger and
growing also in boldness.

Is there among you, who are listening to my voice now, anyone who feels that God seems to be something
superfluous and not needed? That God is an invention of the priests? That God is an imaginary figure created
to scare the simple and the naive? That perhaps God, in the end, may be of some use to the poor, the worried
and the uneducated, but never to an educated or wealthy person or to someone who boasts of his ancestry and
heritage!

Please listen to me, my dear people! Let me remind you of a time which is maybe not the most important
now, but it was important in your life. I speak of the time when in a little village in far-away Poland you were
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taking leave of your mother and father whom you maybe never saw again. You had heard from your relatives
or friends who had sailed to America before you did and they told you that there is freedom of speech and
freedom of faith here. They told you that everyone through hard work and thriftiness can not only live
comfortably but is able to gain fortune and guarantee for himself a peaceful old age but also will be able to hand
down to your children the means of carving out a living for himself — equal to that of others.

After holding discussions with your Pastor, your parents and your friends, you finally decided to emigrate.
Take a few moments now to recall the moments of your farewell. After going to Confession and receiving Holy
Communion, in those moments that were so heart-breaking, yet so very solemn, your entire family surrounded
you. For you, it almost felt like the end of the world. These were their last warnings, their last embraces and
their last fond kisses for you. Listen again to the words of your father, who while swallowing his warm and
bitter tears said, “My son, be an honest man, do not bring shame to our good name which until now is as crystal
clean as a child’s tears. Remember always and everywhere to be a good Polish man and a good Catholic!™

Do you still remember what your mother told you? Have you possibly forgotten her words? I will remind
you. She was sobbing so pitifully, that at first she couldn’t even say a word. She either hung a scapular around
your neck, or maybe she squeezed a medal into your hand — or maybe it was a prayer book.

By now, your eyes were so filled with tears. It seemed to you that your heart would break from pain or else
that this great sorrow would break through your breast. You already didn’t know what is happening. You knelt
before your mother and father and tearfully embraced their knees. Your father solemnly traced the Sign of the
Cross on your forehead. Your mother placed a loving kiss on your forehead and murmured, “Remember, my
son, believe in God and be kind to people!”

Now, after all these years, I ask you, “Have you always remembered and even today do you still remember
that last plea of your revered father and good mother? I don’t know — but you do! At least that much you
should know.”

However, you who were born here in this country and grew up in this strange environment which is cold,
indifferent with everyone pursuing material things and openly scoffing at virtue, the soul and faith — How will
you answer my question: “Do you believe or do you not believe™?

Have you forgotten the oaths you swore to your dying father or dying mother? Ihave no intention of
dwelling on that sorrowful scene or of inflicting or reopening deep wounds that your heart suffered at the
moment when your dying parent with his or her last breath and a voice full of pain spoke to you, saying:
“Children, don’t ever forget about God and live in peace. Till we meet again — in heaven!”

Is it possible that as I am talking to you, your father or your mother is on his or her knees at the throne of
our Creator, Lord and Judge — in bitter tears because of your forgetfulness and negligence? Are they maybe
whispering, between their sobs, “Lord, that is no longer my child; that is some sort of strange person! When I
was leaving the earth, he promised and solemnly vowed! True, he did close my eyes, took me to the cemetery
and buried me in the family plot. However, very shortly after, while earning his daily bread, being aware of his
environment and paying close attention to the opinions of worldly people, he forgot about his soul and about
God. O merciful God, this is not my fault — not my fault at all. How I wanted, dear God, how I wanted to have
our old Polish and Godly virtues of faith and love take root again through my child. God didn’t allow it to
happen and it is not my fault! I just don’t understand what happened with my child. However, I feel that my




