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April 24,1955
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

During the time of World War Il | had first rate good luck | was able to make two trips across the
sea. The first was in October, 1939 with the Commission of Quakers from Philadelphia. They were flying
to the German Reich and | was going only to Italy and the Balkan countries because the embassy in
Washington, DC refused to give me a visa to travel to Poland.

In Romania | visited over 14 refugee camps of Polish soldiers and civilians, men and children. |
encountered poverty and misery such as | had never seen before. After that trip | returned home with
my nerves in tatters.

The second time during the war, | flew in a bomber to Great Britain in 1942. | did this at the
invitation of the British Government and the Polish Government that was in London. | visited the Polish
armed forces in England, Wales and Scotland. I lived in camps, visited hospitals and talked with the
newly-freed arrivals from the Nazi concentration camps. | marveled at the vigor, strength, courage and
piety of these heroes and heroines who could not be conquered or broken by the brutal force of two
enemies.

Meanwhile, judging as most people do, we were positive that when that conflagration of war
finally burns out, the Polish people will return to their native country in order to rebuild their country in
peace and harmony.

Unfortunately, it didn’t happen that way. The great and the mighty of this world omitted the
justice due to the Polish nation and the present Polish people, not of their own fault, now find
themselves in almost every corner of the world. Among them are those who are extremely poor and
miserable; there are the sick and the suffering; there are the widows and orphans. There are the youth
who want an education. Everyone is in great need. They look to us with their eyes full of tears, their
faces swollen. Everyone is extending his hand, begging for mercy, for pity and for help.

From this point to the talk for today entitled:
GOD GAVE TO YOU - NOW YOU GIVE TO YOUR NEIGHBOR

Ten years have already gone by since the end of the war. World War Il now belongs to history.
For Poland and for the Polish nation, that war ended with a catastrophe. Above the Polish nation, there
now waves the flag with a hammer and a sickle. The country of Poland is surrounded by the Iron Curtain,
a great part of this nation has been thrown into slavery, the part that was deported to do heavy work is
now dying of hunger and exhaustion while the rest, which numbers many thousands, are wandering
about the back alleys of the world. For reasons that we all know well, they cannot return to their native
country. Their return would end up either in prison or in death.

But, give me your hand. Let’s go to Romania and | will draw some scenes for your imagination
taken from the wanderings of the Polish refugees, wandering about in foreign lands:
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The year —1939. The month — December. It is Sunday, December 3. | am in Bucharest, the
capital of Romania. There are already a few thousand Polish refugees in the town and in the surrounding
areas. In the company of Gustaw Zielinski, the former Director of Social Welfare in Warsaw, we go into a
church in order to see what will be going on there. | was driven by curiosity because | had heard so much
about these things.

We go to an Italian church near Bratanu Street. It is a brick church, but relatively small. It could
probably accommodate 300 people at the most. The weather was freezing and it was snowing.

Mr. Zielinski explains that in this church on Sundays and holy days, Mass is said every hour for
the Polish refugees by the Polish priests who came here with those who crossed the border.

Already, even from a distance one could see a crowd of refugees who surrounded the church
from all four sides. Men and women stood by the side doors leading to the sacristy, under the opened
windows, and several hundred stood before the main entrance. Some were praying from prayer books,
others were fingering the beads of their rosaries.

The people were dressed poorly, wore shoes that were worn out and shabby and scarcely
anyone wore a coat. Despite all of that these people were recollected and prayerful.

We stood before the main entrance for a good ten minutes. Those faces told me so much, but as
to what was happening in those hearts, that | was unable to discover.

Seeing that there was no possibility of being able to get inside the church, Mr. Zielinski forces his
way inside through the side door. The little church was filled to capacity.

There was some very young priest reading the Gospel then he gave a short homily after which
he continued the Mass. On the choir, to the accompaniment of the organ, they were singing Polish
hymns.

After the Consecration of the Mass, the choir began to sing the Supplications. In the wink of an
eye, as though on a sign given by an invisible director, all of the people who were present joined their
voices to the voices of those singing on the choir, and it burst forth, or rather it thundered forth as one
humble plea, one sincere entreaty, one painful moan of hearts that were in pain, of souls torn to pieces.

Never in my life had | heard these Supplications sung with such emotion, or with such ardor.
But, this is not the end of my description. When it came to the petition: “from the air, hunger, fire and
war; Preserve us, O Lord.”

Then again, as though on a sign from a director, suddenly the voices broke down, became quiet
and then those who had been singing broke out in loud weeping. The organ continued to play, but no
singing accompanied the music only weeping.

When the Mass ended, the priest intoned the song — God Save Poland. Again, the powerful
choir mixed voices filled the church. Those who were present were pouring out the feelings of their
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aching but not doubting souls. However, when it came to the words: “a free mother country, please
return to us, O Lord.” Again, their voices died in their breasts, the song broke off and tears flowed from
everyone’s eyes.

In all of the moaning, sobs and tears, there was an immense sorrow for those who had again
violated Poland. In these tears there was revealed a fathomless homesickness for their motherland and
for all those near and dear to them. Meditating on all of this affection, sympathy, pity and pain tore at
my soul. Every time that | hear our good people sing the Supplications or God Save Poland my
imagination automatically carries me back to the little church in Bucharest.

From this point, let me now take you in imagination to the British Isles. It is 1942. We are in
London which in 1940 was almost totally erased from the earth by the German bombers. | am staying at
the headquarters of the Commander in Chief of the Polish armed forces, General Sikorski. His
headquarters are in the former old hotel Rubens. The Officers Club is here.

In the lobby of the Rubens is the chapel which has been arranged and made beautiful by the
hands of the officers. Above the main altar they hung a beautiful picture of Our Lady of Czestochowa.
On the altar there are vases of fresh flowers which the officers bring daily.

It is Sunday, September 21. It is 9 am and | am beginning Holy Mass. Two officers serve as
acolytes. Another one is playing the organ. The little chapel is completely full. The officers are singing.
And again, suddenly some sort of tender feelings tear at my soul.

Here | am in this terribly wounded London, offering Mass surrounded by true knights and
heroes. | am among the soldiers who crossed lands and seas in order to win that precious freedom for
their country and nation, | speak to those who are present. | do not say much because my heart is
beating like a hammer, my legs are trembling beneath me and my voice breaks. | just can’t go farther. It
is during the Mass that | regain my peace and equilibrium.

After Mass, according to military discipline, we say prayers for those fighting on land, on sea and
in the air; for the soldiers who are prisoners, for protection over the underground army and many
others.

At the end | intone the hymn God Save Poland. And again the scene that took place in the
church in Bucharest was repeated. The hymn ended with a great outburst of weeping.

In London, on Devonia Road there is a Polish church whose pastor, for the past 22 years has
been Monsignor Walter Staniszewski. The church building is modest and not very big. It can
accommodate about 250 people.

Monsignor Michalski brought me to this little Polish mission. He was a Colonel in the Polish army
and his division underwent heavy bombardment many times. Five churches in the area were destroyed
by bombs but the Polish church remained untouched. At that time, that was in 1942, the Polish people
insisted that this was a symbolic and prophetic sign.
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Monsignor Michalski leads me to the choir. The church is filled to capacity. There are even
faithful kneeling in the aisles. In the main altar there is a picture of the Queen of Poland a copy of the
miraculous picture of Our Lady of Czestochowa. Very recollected, the sailors, air men and soldiers are
praying. There are also many civilians praying.

Some woman is sitting at a small organ. The pastor is leading the singing. After Mass, instead of
God Save Poland he intones the hymn Oh God, Who Art in Heaven. The author of this hymn is a Polish
soldier. The hymn is very grateful, pleasing and touches the heart. The Polish people quickly claimed it
as their own. The song goes like this:

Oh God, Who art in heaven — Stretch out your just hand
We call out to You from foreign places

About Polish homes and Polish defenses!

0 Lord, Crush that sword that cut up our country
Grant that we may return to a free Poland

That it may become a stronghold of new strength!
Our home, our home

Lord, listen to our complaints

Listen to our wandering song,

From the Verna, Vistula, the Sanu and Buger

The blood of Martyrs cries to You!

Everyone is singing! The powerful song has a strong echo that resounds from the walls of the
church and from the oval ceiling. Tears gather in the eyes of many, slowly roll down their cheeks and fall
onto the stone slabs of the floor.

How much concentration, feelings and piety in these worn-out Polish souls when in such humble
and begging songs they pour out their pains, complaints and pleas can be understood to a lesser degree
only by him who is a witness of these scenes.

Alongside the Polish mission is located the Home of the Soldiers and a small hospital of two
rooms. In one of these hospital rooms there are four Polish women who are very ill. One of them is the
wife of a former officer and the mother of four children, the oldest of which is 12 years old.

Her husband was killed in the first days of the war. The Bolsheviks banished her and the children
deep in the far reaches of Russia. It took her three years to tear through 12 countries and just three
weeks ago she arrived in London. Miraculously, she managed to save her children, but she did it at the
cost of her own health. On account of improper eating, she became very sick with scurvy.

She refuses to talk about what she went through. She said with difficulty: “I only thank God and
His Blessed Mother that they gave me the power to rescue my children.”

Father Staniszewski was hearing confessions when this poor woman gave him her necklace,
made up with the coins from every country through which she had journeyed. She gave it to him as an
offering for the Blessed Mother of Czestochowa and she begged him to hang it in front of her picture.
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Today | place these few scenes before your imagination and I've seen hundreds of such scenes. |
hear d when this exiled people, deeply moved sang: From weather, hunger, fire and war — Preserve us,
Lord and they wept | heard how they sang: Holy God, Holy Powerful, Holy Immortal One and they wept!
| heard how they sang: A free motherland, please return to us, Lord! And they wept!

These were not tears of despair, but rather tears of contrition and appeasement, tears of
determination to do superhuman efforts and heroic actions, for such is the nature of a Pole. The Polish
nation is accustomed to suffer and do battle not only for itself, but also for other nations. This is why
they merit the title — The Bulwark of Christianity and the prophecy of Mickiewicz that Poland is the
Messiah of the Nations!

The Polish people, wherever they are presently found, in these moments of mad changes, in
these black and uncertain moments of mad changes, their only support, the most certain support for all
of us is the Catholic Church that little church on the Boulevard Bratianu in Bucharest, it’s that chapel in
the headquarters of General Sikorski in London, it’s that Polish mission on Devonia Road in London, it’s
that Basilica of St. Adalbert from which today’s program is being given in a word, it is the Catholic
Church. When our time of exile and the way of the cross that the Lord has traced out for us will end, it is
our prayers of petition that will obtain freedom for us.

Today’s prayers of petition must become our prayers of thanksgiving. Our tears of pain will
become tears of joy; the song of the Polish wanderers for a free Poland will become a triumphant hymn
of a people who were freed.

Our prayers must be supported by an offering of alms and works of mercy. Our neighbors, those
of whom we speak today, are in need of food, drink, clothing, shelter, freedom and health.

If | am not mistaken, it was St. Augustine who wrote: “If you can’t help everyone, then you must
hurry to aid those individuals who are closely related to you.” Doesn’t this reminder of St. Augustine say
anything to you? Perhaps when we hear this voice, do we just shrug our shoulders and say “That doesn’t
concern me.”

Let me assure you that by giving alms, you never become poor. Why, God Himself said:
“Whoever gives to the poor will not become poor.”

Christ our Savior taught: “Give and it will be given to you.” By giving alms, you will achieve for
yourselves the blessings of God. God will increase your property and will bless you with health,
satisfaction and success.




