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April 16,1936
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Our times, and especially this last quarter of a century are clearly marked by the stamp of Jeremiah. Why?
Because Jeremiah is known as a prophet who was sad, complaining and agonizing over the pitiful condition of
the people of his day and age. The very same thing is happening in our own times in this century. People are in
captivity. Souls bear the fetters of unbelief, minds are wallowing in darkness, wills are weakened by
uncertainty, they can’t and do not know how to decide between error and truth, consciences are sick or rather,
are stupefied and lay on a lethargic bed — and the heart? People’s hearts beat only and solely for themselves.
They are egotistic and extremely selfish. Such is the captivity of the mind and the soul. As for the body,
conditions are no better. No wonder then, that today almost every person imitates the prophet Jeremiah and
bewails the present slave conditions and the present slaves.

Despite such an ominous and alarming picture, the soul of the people is not yet completely paralyzed nor is
it absolutely corrupt. We have a lot of evidence of this. Conscience calls us to have compassion for those who
are less fortunate than we are. The heart forces us to show pity and to help all those who are poorer than we are.
The mind, or the intellect fights off the dark clouds of common life and the human will calls us, sometimes
forces us to heroic efforts and deeds that are full of dedication and sacrifice. Every human being, without
exception, carries within himself the seeds of goodness and virtue.

However, there is one certain calling and one class of people who already by nature possesses an unusual
level of sacrifice, dedication, patience and nobility. This is none other than a mother! For the past twenty
centuries, the Catholic Church has preached this basic lesson of Christianity and sees in the Blessed Mother
every human mother and through the Mother of the Son of God, has taught every son and daughter to love,
respect and honor their mother. It is only a few years ago, however, that the world set aside one day in the year
for all children to hold up the image of their mother on the pedestal of their imagination and sing songs of honor
and praise to her who deserves it.

Although Mothers® Day is still two weeks away, I, am using today’s talk to add my few weak and
bumbling words to the praise and recognition of that individual most dear to us — our Mother! Therefore, I
entitle today’s talk:

OUR POLISH MOTHER

On Wednesday of Holy Week of this year, the Lord called my old father to Himself to receive his eternal
reward. At that time, I was in the area of Wilkes-Barre in Pennsylvania where I had been invited by several
Polish priests to give sermons. I couldn’t even make it for his funeral for he was buried on Holy Saturday. 1
finally went home on Easter Sunday and on Easter Tuesday celebrated a funeral Mass for the repose of the soul
of my Dad. This was not an easy thing for me. Despite the fact that my hair is already turning silver, the days
that elapsed from his death until our funeral Mass were extremely sad and difficult for me. My thoughts kept
reverting to that little village, McClure in Pennsylvania where I lived forty years ago. Our mother was still
alive at that time. In spite of the fact that I was only nine years old then, her person is still very clear in my
memory.
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I can still visualize her as through a mist. I see her pretty face with that kind-hearted smile. Her eyes are
big and bright — like seas of unfathomable maternal love. Suddenly, so very suddenly, this loving picture
disappears from my mind. I tried to place her on the day of my First Holy Communion, but it was all in vain.
All the other first Communicants felt so happy and fortunate, for on this day in their lives, early in the morning
they had apologized to their mother than reverently kissed her work worn hands. In return, their mother, moved
to tears, lovingly kissed her child.

And I? Unfortunately, my mother was no longer living. Yes, I had a good and caring father, but even the
very best of fathers can never be a substitute for a mother, for a mother is irreplaceable! I was an orphan. I
went away to school. The students used to receive letters and I did too. They were from home, but they were
not from my Mom. Some students would brag, especially before the holidays, showing what their mothers had
sent them. I remained silent! I remember how there were times when I would have to walk away from a group
of such boys because involuntarily my eyes would fill with tears! How I envied the boys who would brag, “My
Mom sent me this!” As vacation days approached, we would all mark off the days on the calendar. Again the
boys would call out, “Let’s go home to Mom!” I could only say, “I'm going home!”

After twelve years of study I returned home in order to celebrate my first Solemn Mass. Everyone was
there — but I keenly felt the absence of one — my Mother! I sang that first Mass with great emotion and had to
swallow my hot, bitter tears. How many times during these past twenty five years of my priesthood when I was
finding some burdens so crushing and when I felt buffeted by discouragement and other temptations, my
conscience would tell me, “You wouldn’t be like this if your Mother lived for you would then be a better and
stronger person!”

Children whose mothers are still living haven’t the slightest idea of what a mother means. In order to fully
appreciate a mother, you must lose her. Only orphans understand, appreciate and value — a mother!

After Dad’s death, in the presence of all the members of the family, I opened my Dad’s trunk. Among
other things, I found copies of several letters. I read excerpts from two of them. The first letter was written to
relatives in Detroit. It was dated March 26, 1896: “My wife died on March 22. God has filled me and my
entire family with great sadness for God has taken my beloved wife from me and a loving mother from my
children. Our oldest boy is only 9 and a half years old and the youngest child is just five weeks old. Now I
have five orphans. My beloved wife left me with the children in a state of great sorrow. The Lord has cut off
my wife’s life but He has broken mine until death.”

The second letter was written June 29, 1896 to some priest in Pittsburgh: “Please advise me. My wife died
and left me with five small children. Two of these children attend school. Often, when they return from school
and I happen to be still at work, they cry because they are hungry and there’s no one at home to fix them
something to eat. I am trying hard to do what I can, but I can’t take the place of a mother for my children.” 1
think that those few sentences best reveal the meaning of a mother.

Every nation praises its mothers and takes great pride in them — and that is good. A mother is worthy of
praise and imitation. Besides that, what can I say about our mothers — our Polish Mothers? Without any fear of
exaggeration or selfishness, I can freely repeat from history that you search far and wide, even to the ends of the
carth and you will not find even one other nation whose mothers are so full of sacrifice, are so virtuous and as
heroic as our mothers. A Polish mother is a guardian angel. A Polish mother is a genuine priestess. A Polish
mother is a true knight. A Polish mother is a saint. In a word, a Polish mother is a true temple adorned with the
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most noble virtues that a woman can possess. Puzynim writes: “Ask mothers about that inexhaustible source of
love that is in their simple hearts. Flowing from that heart are sublime and holy expressions of whose beauty
they themselves are not aware for it is love that is speaking. One mother in a village was interceding for her son
who was being taken into the army. Her pastor tried to comfort her by reminding her that she still had three
sons at home. “Ah, Father,” she cried, “the heart of a mother beats for each child individually!”

Archbishop Bilczewski wrote, “Who doesn’t know what a mother means to a family? In the order of
nature, a mother’s heart is the greatest of God’s creations. A good mother lives through her child and for her
child. Tonce knew a mother who as often as she fell ill she would say, ‘No one can cure me except the presence
of my children.” One of her sons was a priest. When he was home on vacation, he would walk in the garden
every day praying his breviary, so that he created a crude path in the garden by his family home. One day as he
was praying, his mother interrupted to tell him, “Tomorrow you will be leaving and it will again be very sad
here at home. Do you know how I dispel the sadness from my heart after your departure? In the evening, after
everyone has gone to bed, I take my rosary and pray while I tread on this path your footprints have made.

When I finish my rosary, peace returns to me for I feel that all my children are safe in the hearts of Jesus and
Mary.” That’s the heart of a mother!

Casimir Brodzinski, a famous Polish writer, was five years old when he lost his mother. He plaintively
wrote mentioning this: ‘T don’t know if there is anyone, even if he was the recipient of the most tender motherly
love, could understand better than I what a mother is. The name ‘mother’, from my very youngest years, was
for me a holy name. The sight of my fellow students, and later young men by their mothers, filled me with
melancholy feelings. I could not appease that sadness that weighed on my heart when I saw and heard
expressions of loving attentiveness and motherly attachment. Ihad an odd type of respect not only for these
mothers, but also for my fellow students who sat beside them. I considered these sons who had mothers, even
though they were materially much poorer than I, as being someone higher — as individuals destined for success.
I loved them more because their mothers loved them. How many lonely tears, I shed, unknown to anyone,
when I saw children being kissed by their mothers. In the saddest times of my later youth, I always prayed to
my mother as to my patron saint. Her person in death, which is the only figure I remember always leaves me
with an impression of a sadness full of respect.’

There is one more type of our Polish mothers and heroines. Is there anyone who never heard of Michael
Glinski? He was courageous to the point of rashness and unbelievably proud. Being greedy for power and the
power to rule, he brought in the Russians, sold out his fellow country-men and betrayed his country! His heroic
mother, whose heart was bursting from pain, wrote him such a short terrifying prophetic letter: “Traitor! I gave
birth to you for the sake of our country, not for you to betray this country. Traitor! You ungrateful one! You
can be sure that God will punish you!”

Her prophecy was soon fulfilled. The Russians were completely routed. As they were escaping, they took
a terrible revenge on Glinski. They plucked out his eyes and threw him into prison. There, he soon died. His
daughter stood beside him until he took his last breath. For ten years, she lived with him in that prison. She
alone comforted him and sweetened his misery as best she could. She was the one who closed his eyes after
death and threw a handful of soil on the remains of her father, the traitor. Even though her father had become a
traitor — he never ceased being her father!
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Not too long ago I received a letter from a twenty-year old girl who described her mother thus: “Even
though I am poor and I’ve been in poor health for the longest time, I feel that I should not complain for I am so
rich having my mother as my treasure. I am not exaggerating when I say that there is no other mother on earth
like my mother. For me, she is everything — doctor, nurse, protector and guardian angel. My mother doesn’t
acknowledge any fatigue when there is something that concerns me. I simply cannot understand from where
she gets her strength and her ability to endure so much!

Father, when an occasion arises, please tell children that they should always show their mother their
gratitude and love. I am convinced if girls especially were not so haughty towards their mother, there would be
a lot more happiness in the family.”

Another girl writes, “I just can’t understand why my mother has become a drunkard. True, she had to
endure a lot in her life, but she was always a truly good mother to me. I still love her, for not only has she given
me life but she brought me up with loving care. Therefore, as my mother, she deserves everything that I can
give her. I beg you, Father, to pray that she not become addicted to drink, for then I would have to be ashamed
of her.”

A few months ago I had to spend some time in Chicago. A woman came to see me about a certain very
serious matter. It was the same age-old story of a mother agonizing over a prodigal son. Despite a good home,
exemplary parents and a Catholic upbringing, the family threshold became too narrow and constricting for this
son whose heart yearned for a worldly life. The parents begged him. Then they warned him. Their restrictions
were useless and their son left home.

After many unpleasant happenings, he was arrested by the police. He was accused and proven guilty of
certain crimes of which there were very many. After a few minutes of discussion, the jury agreed on a verdict.
The judge sentenced him to twenty years in prison.

His mother forgot that he was a professional criminal. She only remembered that in spite of his crimes and
guilt, he was still her child and her son! Weeping, she explained all his actions in a way that exonerated him.
She placed all guilt for his actions on his companions and his environment. I couldn’t calm her down, nor could
1 persuade her that there was nothing that could be done for him. Despite the fact that in the eyes of the world
her son was a criminal, his mother’s eyes only saw his good side. Why? There is only one answer: Because she
was his mother and he was her son!

This is what our Polish mother is like: She suffers and agonizes and is deeply saddened by the adversity of
her children, but she is happy and rejoices when they prosper in the world and when people acknowledge and
praise them. If there is anyone on earth who deserves our gratitude and love — It is our mother!

To bring this talk to an end, I would like to read to you a true story from Polish history: Hundreds of years
ago hordes of Tartars and other wild tribes arranged very many attacks on Polish lands. During the reign of
Zygmunt 111, the Tartar leader Chan personally was the leader of one of these attacks. Everyone was taken
prisoner, including the mother of a certain Christopher Strzabski. Chan, knowing that she was from a wealthy
home, made her ransom amount extremely high. Her son could not collect that high amount of money to
ransom his mother. It took him five years to collect a sizable amount for this purpose. He went to Krym, the
place of the Tartars but unfortunately he was too late. His mother was lying on some rotted straw in a miserable
mud hut. She was already extremely sick and near death.
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“Oh, my mother!” He cried falling to his knees before her! ‘My son,” she quietly murmured. She
recognized his voice and was visibly moved. Whispering, she added, ‘Receive this last blessing from your
mother’ while she placed her skeletal, quivering hand on his head — and she died!

Her son wept bitterly and vowed that he would bury her in the family tomb. The Tartar agreed to this
provided that he receive the same ransom for her dead body as he would have received had she been alive! Her
son readily agreed to that condition.

As this funeral procession passed through Tartar lands, all these wild Tartars came out from their huts and
shanties marveling at this unusual love of a son for his mother. The older Tartars, leading their children,
pointed out that son as a very holy man and said, ‘Look, children, here is a son who loved his mother! He paid
the same amount of money for her corpse as he would have paid if she were alive! Now he is carrying her body
several hundreds of miles in order to bury her in her own native.land.”

You should always remember his example. For us Polish people, Mothers’ Day should not only last for
one day each year. That is not enough! A mother’s love for her child knows no boundaries. Not only does it
last from cradle to grave but it reaches from the beginning of life until eternity. Her death does not cut it for it
rises beyond the grave into eternity. Therefore our love should stretch out through all the 365 days of every
year of our life. If it has pleased God to call our mother to Himself, then our memory and love should seek her
in eternity.

We should often ask ourselves — ‘Am I the kind of a person that my mother would want me to be?’

Therefore, on Mothers® Day, don’t only give your mother some small material gift, but, go to church, thank
God for your mother and ask God to bless her with good health and many more years of life! Offer up your
Holy Communion for her or have a Mass said for her intentions. Kiss her work-worn hands and her wrinkled
brow. It is a fact that a mother’s blessing bring God’s blessing in abundance upon you. Our great writer
Kraszewski wrote: ‘A mother’s blessing is a great force and a mother’s curse is deadly!™”

I now take my leave addressing all mothers”

O Polish mother, I greet you in God

You are like that linden tree

Always tousled by the wind

Your feet are on earth

But your thoughts are at heaven’s door

You constantly stretch out your arms to the Lord
Through them, on high, a spring of holy graces flow
Upon your saddened family!




