
[image: ]
[bookmark: _GoBack]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
image1.jpeg
April 12, 1942

| greet you, my fellow compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ.

Columns of our writings, both English and Polish, are filled with descriptions of acts of seemingly
great and famous people. The descriptions primarily refer to actors and actresses, to rich people
and politicians, to sports people and men of the world. The press makes every effort to pass
opinions about their daily life: what they do and what they say. And they, in turn, enjoy this. The
public devours this news very eagerly, especially the details of their amorous lives and their
divorces, of the loose lives of these heroines and heroes. The public, the younger generation
especially, not only squints, but closes its eyes very tightly on their superficiality and
shallowness of minds of these pseudo-heroes and heroines. Their minds cold, their hearts
hardened, their souls dried up, they are covered with a quick-passing beauty and attractiveness.
Conceit, hypocrisy and dishonesty are often taken as heroic virtues. The moral and religious
foundations are overshadowed by material comforts and bliss. All this is then explained away as
the result of the times, of progress and art. The people forget that the greatest art is to
competently arrange one’s daily life. As someone wrote “to gain light | am spreading darkness;
in the name of freedom | forge the chains of slavery; in the name of art they fall into
corruption.” The whole philosophy of life at the present time is filled with error and falsehood.
Everything changed in the last twenty years. There is no simplicity or sincerity. There is plenty of
haughtiness, conceit and hypocrisy. There is less and less faith, so the indifference and cynicism
intensifies each day. Too few people are satisfied with their lot in life and what life gives.
Everywhere there is pretense and capris. Adults and young people have become a group of
selfish brats. The learned give us many formulas for happiness, but all of this is empty and vain.
In their souls there is ever greater emptiness and void. It should be a duty of everyone to fulfill
one’s obligations toward God and neighbor and self conscientiously, then our life will be
profitable and useful. Today | will pass before your soul’s eyes some of the events in which
neither actors nor actresses had any roles. These were poor people and the world knew nothing
of their existence. These were people of deep faith that is why they knew how to live.

About These, the World Is Silent!

In the notes which | kept for about three years | have these: “The greatest heroic act is the
heroism of living daily life. There was a small woman, slight, of insignificant but pleasant face.
Every day while | was still in bed, | would hear her high voice coming from the next house: Joe
wash up decently. Your ears were dirty yesterday. Walter, review your vocabulary. Tommy your
shoes aren’t polished properly, and so on and on. At three minutes to eight a group of students
would spill out through the door like bees out of a beehive, happy, smiling, healthy with books
under their arms, and behind them came the woman with a simple round apron on, she stood
there for a while looking after them with pride and a smile on her face. That little woman had
thirteen of these dark —haired and dark eyed boys who were full of life and health. With her
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husband’s small pension it was difficult to maintain a farm, put shoes on all these feet, feed all
these stomachs and give them books. So much more because the lord of the house did not
preoccupy himself with these, and for his nightly excursions needed a much, and the worry for
that little group left entirely to the mother. Mrs. Marylka was a brave woman. Beside her own
thirteen boys she had six other students and with one servant woman worked from morning till
night to feed all of them, to wash and iron their clothes. The light in that little house burnt long
into the night. On Sundays Mrs. Marylka led her troop to Mass. Perhaps it was the only time this
little woman had her true rest. One could notice so much peace and goodness in her face, so
much pleading in those eyes turned to the altar. Sometimes a tear stole its way down her face
but wiped quickly so that the children would not see it. There was so much motherly love in that
womanly heart and in her active life so much work that there was no time to be sad. The
children grew up and went on their own but only a fourteen-year old remained with the
parents, so the mother could relax. She was held up by her strong will and a sense of duty. Once
that duty was removed she began to fade. | saw her once more in her coffin. She was tiny, slept
peacefully as though surprised by this sudden inactivity, serene and peaceful as in life. Behind
her coffin followed her thirteen beloved boys, crying hard as children would cry.

The second heroine | met in my life was Mrs. L. For a long time we were neighbors in Przemysl.
At that time | was just a little girl and very sensitive and Mrs. L. evoked in me admiration and at
the same time a strange sadness. | would stand at the window for hours just to get a glimpse of
Mrs. L. while she took her paralyzed husband for a walk in his wheel chair. She was tall, slim and
very beautiful, bent over the wheel chair which carried the shadow of a man, a yellow skeleton
covered with skin. From under blue eyelids were dark eyes looking at his wife. Angry, passionate
eyes, full of hatred for the world and frequently even directed to his wife. It was enough that
the blanket would fall off is knees, or the wheel chair hit a pot hole on the bad path, when those
black eyes would light up like fire and a stream of angry, biting, venomous words would flow
from tightly drawn lips. Sometimes, hidden behind the window curtains | would cry, but Mrs. L.
would bend over the wheel chair with a smile on her lips and an infinite patience would calm
her husband, and in her eyes one could notice a grave sorrow and a great solitude. | learned the
history of this marriage much, much later. Mr. L. was once a very handsome man. A week after
their marriage he was struck with progressive paralysis which was the result of a loose life. The
weight of his sins they had to carry together. Mrs. L. did not return to her parents, but remained
by him and earned their living by giving music lessons. What a magnanimous soul she had and
what a strong sense of duty, that she could bear this misfortune for twenty years! And a
misfortune it was and a heavy one at that! It was enough if she were late a few minutes after
the music lesson that the sick one would shower her with enough accusations, suspicions and
name calling, to cover the world, only to later beg forgiveness, cry and kiss her hands, only to
later be again irate with her. Ill and bitter, he only remembered those women from his youth
and his bachelorhood, the moths and the butterflies. He was ill in body and soul and next to him
faded the most beautiful woman I had known, misunderstood and unappreciated. Did she still
love him? Could she still love him? Most probably she was only carrying out the duty she once
accepted, the work of mercy. She was not only the bread winner for this sick one but a good and
tender sister of mercy, always understanding, always patient, she fulfilled the lowest services.
She was a real woman!
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The third heroine is a washer woman. She was left a widow with three children. Whatever
savings there were went to doctors and the funeral, and all that remained were the three
children. It was base poverty! The woman was ambitious and hardworking — she refused to raise
her children as beggars — she said: | gave them life | must give them the future. The children
were very capable and hardworking like their mother. In the miserable basement, in the mist of
steam they grew up to be good people. The pauper woman was not only able to instill in her
children the love of knowledge, the respect for others’ property, but a strength which makes for
character. One of the sons became a priest, the second a doctor, and the daughter became a
teacher, and these were brought up by the tireless hands, covered with soap-suds, of their
undaunted mother. The war came and | got to know the heroines, who with arms in their hands,
stood alongside of men to defend their country, but believe me, none of these have made such
a deep impression on me as the former three.

Listen to the letter of this elderly woman: “l don’t know to whom | am writing, so | cannot title it
properly. However, | beg each Pole who will read these words to repeat these words to the
desperate father and my son, that Zosia (Sophie) Krysia (Christine) and Stenia (Stefania) are in
prison or else they are deported far away. The minute | found out they were not at the hospital |
went directly to the prison, but only after several days of pushing and waiting | was told that
they are there, but in order to give them something one must have the pass from the
procurator. There is nothing but hunger there. For one week | was going and standing with the
waiting crowd and finally on the seventh day | managed to get to the door which they locked
just then, and | was told they do not receive visits any more. | went on the second day and even
went to his office but he would not receive anyone. | even swore that these are my
grandchildren, they are my all, nothing helped. | went again to the prison but was told they are
not there. | didn’t believe them because frequently they said the person was not there but the
opposite was true. So | signed in for the audience with the procurator, that perhaps he will tell
me the truth if the children are here or are already deported. | am so desperate! Not only the
tears but the worse words are coming out of me! | live in hope that they will return and again
the house will resound with the sound of their voices. Sometimes, when | close my eyes | hear
their voices and | listen what they are saying to their grandmother. | cannot sleep at all. | am all
gray. Little by little | sell what | can and the money Stephen sent me | don’t touch. | keep this
money for Sophie that perhaps eventually it can be sent to her. Only | don’t have any more
things to sell. May God’s will be done. It is rumored that the children in prison are better treated
than adults. If they are to be deported they are to be placed in an educational institution. But is
it true? But | beg you, my son, wherever you are, don’t lose faith in God's justice, and His
Providence that watches over us. You went in the line of duty, and we go in the line of suffering
and persecution, but you will meet with your children. They will return to you. Sophie is a brave
and loved being. Oh, that you may be worthy of her great love. Please send this letter to my
son, or repeat these words to him. This is begged by his worried mother. May God reward
you.!”

In all these descriptions the words of S. Kozmian ring true: “The beauty of life is found in the
hard work and difficulties, and not in its triumph; not in the successes of man but in his
sacrifices!” Kraszewski made this observation: “Life on the farm and in the palace passes and
ends equally. Someone said and rightly so, that God will not ask what did we know or what did
we have, but how did we carry out our duties and what did we do in this world.
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This our fathers and mothers understood well. It is true that perhaps some of them didn’t know
how to read or write! They did not srtretch out their hand for trifles. They were satisfied with
little things. They did not have any pretenses toward God or life. They strongly believed in God's
help. They trusted God’s Providence, but they also knew that they will reap what they have
sown. That is why they were happy. That is why life was shone with nobility, love and sacrifices.
There was no room in their souls for dirt, and in their hearts was no rottenness, in their minds
there was no room for deceit s e see today. They knew that human life is a pilgrimage and a
fight, amidst constant work and pain. They knew their obligations. They did not shun their

responsibilities. That is why they lived profitably and died peacefully That is why their names are
written in the Book of Life in heaven.




