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In the course of the years, thanks to his actions, there arose more than ten camps and
settlements for the homeless, but it was only in January of that year that became a critical moment for
this great work of active love, a work which shook the conscience of the French nation.

Father Peter, the builder apostle or apotre-batisseur as the French press called him, who on
account of poor health could not remain in the monastery, does not spare his strength nor is he stingy
with his heart to those who need him most. Neither is he a sentimentalist nor a dreamer of fantasies. He
is a sober, practical man who loves his neighbor. It would be very difficult to enumerate exactly how
many people he had saved from death. This does not refer to any given numbers. The love of neighbor
cannot be locked within the numbers of government statistics.

Here is a short summary of the charitable work of the Polish Brother Albert and the French
Father Peter. The Catholic league does similar work in the field of charity. It brings help to those whom
the winds of war have scattered throughout the corners of the world and whom the world then forgot.
It extends to them a helping hand and gives them whatever they need and whatever it can give. Doesn’t
it therefore deserve your support and your help?

Let your Catholic conscience and your Polish heart answer this. And remember, that the prayers
of these poor wanderers among whom are quite a few old men, widows and orphans, will ask the
heavenly Father to show you His mercy, for He admonished us: “Whatever you do for one of these, the
least of My brethren you do it to Me.”
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| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

The real love of God is recognized by our love for our neighbor. These two loves are never
separated, in the measure that we advance in one love we advance in the other in the same measure.
That principle is not only certain but it is most certain.

Take a good look at your love of God. If it is dry, straw-like, then such too, is your love of
neighbor. Tertulian writes about the early Christians, that they showed so much love for one another
that the pagans were full of admiration and would say to one another: “Look how those Christians love
one another, how they respect one another and how they try to be of service to one another even being
ready to die for one another.”

St. Jerome tells how St. John the Evangelist could no longer walk on account of his old age and
therefore he had his disciples carry him to the gatherings of Christians. Then, since his weak voice did
not allow him to talk long to them, he would end his talks with this one short statement: “My dear
children love one another.”

Those who listened to him were puzzled and perhaps even bored by his constant repetition of
the same thing, asked him: “Why do you keep repeating one and the same thing?”

The Apostle then gave them an answer that was worthy of himself. “This is the command of our
Teacher Himself. Do this and that will be enough.”

St. Vincent de Paul of whom it could be said that he carried the poor in his heart used to say:
“How great must be the Son of God’s love for the poor. He chose a poor state of life for Himself, He
wanted to be the Father of the poor, and everything that is done for the poor, He treasures as though
they were done to Him personally. Therefore, we must love the poor with a very special love.”

St. Francis de Sales calls to our attention that . . . “for our poor neighbor who is in need we
should have such a love as God demands. We must have good, merciful, gracious hearts; while doing
good we should never mind that person to whom or for whom we are doing good, but concentrate on
God for Whom this good is being done.”

From this point we proceed to today’s talk entitled:
MODERN GOOD SAMARITANS

| have in mind two such — a Polish one, Brother Albert Chmielowski and a French one, Father
Peter Groues. Brother Albert mirrored in himself very admirably the noble traits of former famous Polish
figures such as chivalry, fortitude and tough ness in the service of God and country, dedication and
sacrifice without limits.

One day he heard a group of emaciated and ragged people who were arguing for their earnings;
some were throwing up to the others that they were illegally taking from them the refuse on the street.
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That argument struck his noble heart like a thunderbolt, revealing to him the boundless misery of these
poor people. At the same time, he heard a powerful voice in his soul” “Cast everything aside and
dedicate yourself for them.”

One evening, he happened to look into a warming hall in Cracow, in which among the
sweepings, filth and bugs, there lay crammed together about 200 people, men, youths and children and
the curses of those who were drunk and shouts and beatings of the rowdy people mixed with the
moaning of the sick and the dying. Above all that was the nasty smelling fumes being exhaled.

He stood for a while benumbed by the sight of the suffering of theses homeless beggars and he
then determined to dedicate his entire life to bring help and relief in their material and spiritual poverty.

He spent one year with the Jesuit Fathers but he realized that he did not have a vocation to be a
Jesuit. For several years he worked as a Terciary of the Third Order of St. Francis in Podolia, but in 1887,
he returned to Cracow. Here with the permission of Cardinal Dunajewski, he put on a thick, gray habit,
took the name Albert and settled down to do works of mercy.

The magistrate of Cracow gave him charge of the old, abandoned and neglected heaters of the
town. He renewed them thoroughly. Next, he began a quest of begging for the poor. It was an
interesting sight for the people of Cracow when one day a wagon showed up on the streets of the city
and on it, a hooded monk, stretching out his hand for alms for the poor.

“That’s Adam Chmielowski,” they said in astonishment, “at one time an elegant gentleman, a
learned artist, an insurgent and a champion of the Motherland and now, a father and servant of the
poor.”

Very quickly his wagon was filled with food and gifts for the poor. He distributed the food
among the hungry, gave the clothing to those covered with rags, gave the medicines to the sick and to
all he gave words of comfort and encouragement. The poor people, seeing his unlimited and
disinterested dedication to them loved Brother Albert like a father putting their total trust in him,
exposing to him their poverty and the wounds of their soul. In return, with the mercy of a Samaritan and
the unlimited love of a father, he looked at their nasty smelling wounds of their souls, poured into them
the balsam of consolation, the olive oil of good advice and the wine of saving reminders.

The immensity of misery and poverty forced him to institute the Community of Brothers Albert
in 1891. Despite difficulties and opposition, there arose shelters for the poor, the aged, the crippled, the
orphans and the incurables in Cracow, Tarnow, Lwow, Sokal, Przemysl, Stanislawowa, Kielcach, Brusnie,
Monasterku and Zakopane.

The superhuman work, the penitential life finally broke his already weakened health. This
modern Samaritan died in Cracow on December 25, 1916 at the age of 70.

One of the Catholic thinkers, considering the state of not only modern Catholic societies, but
also those who pass, or want to pass as Catholic, proves that generally speaking the members of these
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societies have lost the understanding and value of spiritual and moral things and only value worldly and
material things.

On the throne of God that belongs to the Creator and Lord, they have seated a golden calf and
to it they offer the homage of idolatry. Material things are desired and treasured. Spiritual matters and
moral values are disregarded, despised and thrown aside. This is brought into prominence most
emphatically in their love of comfort, in their desire of using the light minded and unlimited things with
an indifference to the sufferings and needs of their neighbor.

These very non-virtuous characteristics were and are one of the main moral sicknesses from
which our modern society suffers. It is exactly that and nothing else that explains the demoralization of
French society of the 20" century which was not understood by many. Once this was a great nation,
outstandingly Catholic that was famous for its works of mercy for the poor, the sick and the abandoned.

Who knows if it was exactly for those past merits of the French nation, that the Providence of
God awakened in our present times, the figure of the great Apostle of Mercy, Father Peter, who
managed to shake up not only the conscience of France, but of the entire world, by lighting up as though
by a flash of lightning the source of that sickness which lies at the base of the calamities and the failures
of the French nation.

Itis a symbol of our times and the fall of other societies and at the same time it points out the
road to recovery; the relationship of man to man, of the Christian love of neighbor that was ordered by
Christ.

“There was something about him that shook up the conscience of the nation,” writes Thomas
Dobrowolski in “Brother Peter of Paris.” He is not a politician, he is not a man of the state and he is not a
film star. The person whose name ignited a spark of hope in the eyes of the paupers and homeless of
France, about whose activities the French press suddenly began to write about on their front pages, is a
modest, 42 year old priest, fulfilling acts of mercy and works that at least partially even out wrongs and
injustices. He doesn’t make of this any political capital. On the contrary, he was a deputy to the French
parliament, but he resigned his mandate for it interfered in his concrete and very urgent work, namely
in saving those who were perishing, who had fallen into the depths of despair, living people, homeless
people.

Abbe Pierre, Father Peter as he is commonly known, is actually Henry Groues. He used the name
Peter first in the French underground movement in Maquis now he a champion of the affairs of the
homeless and the paupers in a battle for their temporary safety as he leads them from his main quarter
which is located in the suburb of Paris, in a home bearing the evangelical name Emmaus.

The waves of freezing weather which lasted through January and the beginning of February
through all of Europe would have taken a much greater toll of people in France, would have brought
with itself much more suffering were it not for the indefatigable activity of the active love of this
bearded French priest, who on account of poor health could not remain in the Capuchin Order and
therefore became an ordinary priest.
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When the French Parliament repealed the law anticipating a million franks credit for
instantaneous creation of a needed number of lodgings for thousands of homeless, and when that same
night, a homeless family living in an old car, saw their three month old baby die from the cold, Abbe
Pierre addresses a fiery letter to the Minister of Reconstruction who had promised that within three
years there would be homes for rent.

In his letter, Father Peter asks the minister what should be done by these people, who number
from ten to twenty and huddle together in one cellar room during those three years? And what about
those who live in cold burrows dug out of the ground; and those who marry and are starting a family
while sharing a small room with several strangers including adults and children? And what about those
who live in sheds put together from tin and rags; and those who for the sake of warmth, huddle
together at night on grates over the ventilation pipes of the underground railway of Paris?

“For all of these,” wrote Father Peter, “who say to you: for the flood victims in Holland, you
move the hearts of the French, on the Scouts’ lot you help to build a town which could cuddle thousands
of families for 20 years; towns which fifteen days later are demolished; for offices destined for
international conferences, for building barracks for the army, you manage to beat all records of speed.
And for us — for these questions you have only one answer: NO! But this past night, Sir, there was a
sudden freeze. About two steps away from me, whom I still consider as a member of the privileged, a
tiny three month old baby froze to death in an old automobile between his father and mother. They
were not vagrants, they were laborers!”

“They lived there because, from the time of their marriage that means for two years, they could
not find a place to live, and they didn’t have the money to pay for overnight stays in hotels, even the
very cheapest.

Sir Minister, this infant from the town Makow, the name of the settlement of the homeless,
died from the cold during the night of the third to the fourth of January, during the debate s when you
refused to build even temporary barracks.

The funeral of this child will take place on Thursday, January 7 at 2 pm. Think about him. It
would be a good sign if you showed up among us at that time. We are not evil people.”

The Minister came to the funeral and France was shaken like never before. And from that time,
matters in the main quarters of Father Peter began to get certain changes for the better. These quarters,
in the form of a half-ruined house, was deputized to the French parliament.

Working manually to bring about his dilapidated house to a state of usefulness, Father Peter
began at the same time to populate it. The first to come was a young married couple who were awaiting
the birth of their second child in a torn tent in the Vincennes grove. The next lodger was an unsuccessful
suicide person who had just been released from jail.
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These housemates of Father Peter quickly became his collaborators. When Father Peter
renounced his mandate, for which the pension which he received was the base of the budget for the
entire group, he then went to beg on the Boulevard of St. Germaine.

But the priest’s collaborators, among whom were very many rag pickers, decided to make a
collection of rags and pieces of cloth as a certain base for the actions of their leader. At that moment,
the work of 120 rag pickers gives the power of maintaining 80 construction workers who are raising
temporary settlements for the homeless. They had already created a dozen or so of them in the
neighborhood of Paris.

The building company and other helpers of Father Peter give their work in exchange for lodging,
maintenance and 100 francs of pocket money every week. Among them are criminals and also are found
bankers, engineers and the Prior of a monastery who comes regularly every month and stays for a few
days.

Among those who help financially, there are three bishops, one Cardinal and Baron Rothschild.
Gifts come in from people in used and patched clothing, a barrel of benzene and provisions. To a
reporter of the great French weekly, France-Dimanche, Father Peter defines the work he had begun in
the following words: “One must think about the people out on the streets. Actually, for it to reach the
present stage where children of a civilized country are dying from the cold, there had to be indifference
from the sides of the former governments.

But now is not the appropriate time to find out who is guilty of this. This matter is too urgent. |
know very well that charity alone is not sufficient, that there is a great need of bringing about some sort
of organizational change in society.

Presently we must think of the people on the street. Later, we will be able to discuss this. When
French people are sleeping on the streets in 15 degrees of freezing weather there is something much
more urgent than debates in Parliament.”

In the days of the greatest freeze, an additional quarter of Father Peter, located in the very
heart of Paris was the second class hotel Rochester which the owner gave him to use — 12 furnished
rooms for the homeless. Temporary quarters for the homeless were also found in private homes.

In the big tents on the hill of St. Genevieve, after bringing the last group of beggars from the
streets of Paris in his decrepit half-truck to the tents where the ground was covered with straw, Father
Peter lay down to sleep with them at least for a few hours before beginning another day of work.

The police, who up until this time had limited their role to notifying the local morgue of
instances of people freezing to death on the streets, now organized a night’s lodging in police stations,
five underground railroad stations were turned into overnight shelters.

A few years ago, when the main headquarters in Emmaus was just awakening and coming alive,
the first new building built by Father Peter was an inn for the youth where the young people of Paris
could spend their free time on Saturdays and Sundays.




