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December 14, 1941
I greet you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “praised be Jesus Christ!”

The whole world is in flames! This fire has encompassed almost every corner on earth. The red afterglow
like a bloody wreath has enveloped the entire sky. During these past two years entire states have gone up in
flames. In spite of the deep darkness in the land, there is never a single night when new fires burst forth in
different places and the ground becomes brighter than the sky. People everywhere are seeking refuge in cellars,
tunnels and concrete places. They even seek safety in burrows and holes dug up in the fields. This involves.
not thousands of people, but hundreds of thousands who are being killed. Driven by anxiety, terror and panic,
some turn to prayer, some blaspheme and still others despair. Yet the flames spread further and further leaving
behind piles of smoldering ruins. People are dying of hunger; some are dying due to brutal weather conditions
while others are wasting away because of contagious diseases.

Because of such circumstances under which so many people are breaking and falling, it is hardly
appropriate to throw verbal bolts of lightning and thunder at them in order to bring them closer to God. This is
hardly my way of doing things. My God is not a cruel and vengeful God. Rather, He is a merciful and very
patient God. My God is a God who understands the weakness of all human beings. It is certainly not my
intention to force human souls to the feet of their Creator by means of threats or severity. It is my desire to lead
souls to God through love and not fear. I want to try to transform their fear of God into that of a loving son’s
attitude of respect for his father. My God is not like the Roman god Mars, armed with weapons from head to
foot. My God is He Who speaks to us quietly and gently with the words, “Peace be to you!” My God is the
One Who reminded His Apostles, “Put your sword back into its scabbard,” and “Many sins are forgiven her
because she has loved much!”

Having all this before my eyes, I wrote the following which I entitled —

DO AS THEY DO

I’m quoting Sienkiewicz: “It was Sunday, therefore when the sun had risen high on the horizon, the road
began to swarm with wagons and people on foot hurrying to the church service. Then all the bells from the high
church towers began to ring, the big bells and the smaller ones, filling the air with their magnificent sound.
There was some kind of power, some kind of immense majesty and at the same time a kind of peace in this
sight and in these bronze voices! This long road at the foot of “Jasna Gora™ was very different than the rest of
the countryside.

The dense human river that flowed towards the church from the fortress gates was made up of every kind of
man and woman, people of all ages and every condition — peasants, gentry townsfolk from many different
regions — who inched forward on their knees as they sang holy anthems and recited prayers.

This river moved so slowly, dammed now and then by the press of bodies, that it appeared to be scarcely
moving. Religious banners flowed above it like a rainbow. Every so often the hymns dwindled into silence and
then the measured cadence of a litany rumbled as loud as thunder from one end of this creeping tide of pilgrims
to the other. Between one anthem and the next, and between one prayer and another, the vast crowds prostrated
themselves on the rocky road or beat their foreheads in the dust in silence; then the air filled with the pleading
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voices of the beggars whose twisted and disfigured bodies formed the two banks of this penitential stream.
Their plaintive howls rose in counterpoint to the ringing of the copper coins that showered into their tin and
wooden bowls.

As this vast flowing mass drew closer to the church, so their enthusiasm turned to exaltation. Arms and
hands rose skyward. Eyes lifted. Faces paled with an onrush of emotion or flushed in concentration, absorbed
in the prayers. Class differences disappeared. Wealth and position simply lost their meaning. Homespun
peasant coats edged forward side by side with the traditional garb of the landed gentry and the buff and scarlet
jerkins of the soldiers rubbed shoulders with the yellow gabardine of the merchants.

Once at the open doors of the church itself, this dense stream thickened even further. The tight-pressed
mass of creeping men and women became a bridge rather than a river, jammed together so closely that one
could pass along their heads and shoulders without touching the ground. Lungs worked for air, bodies struggled
for space in which to breathe, but the spirit which moved, pushed and uplifted them gave them an iron will,
strength and determination.

Everyone prayed. No one thought about anything other than the nearing, miraculous experience they were
about to witness. Each of the pilgrims carried on his or her shoulders the total burden of the entire mass but no
one fell or gave way to weakness. Pressed forward inch by inch by the thousands who pushed on out of stone
and no longer caring about earthly matters with hands pressed together in breathless adoration.

Then, suddenly, the thunderous blare of kettle-drums and trumpets sent a violent shudder rippling through
the crowd and shattered the silence. The shrouds slid apart and a stream of light, as sharp and bright as
diamonds, fell on the worshipers like a cloudburst nourishing parched soil.

Moans, shouts and sobbing burst across the chapel like one endless cry. “Salve Regina!” roared the gentry.
“Monstra te esse matrem!”

A long time passed before the hush of worship replaced these pleading and exultant cries, the sobbing of
the women, the tears of the unfortunate and the wailing of the ill and the crippled who begged for a healing
miracle.

Pan Andrei thought that his soul would fly out of his body. He felt dwarfed and humbled and at the same
time, uplifted by something so immense and so immeasurable that all speculations about it were useless. What
were his fears and worries beside this vast infusion of confidence and hope? How could the might of Sweden
match these unbreakable defenses? And finally, - if indeed there was an end to this blinding revelation — how
could ordinary human evil and ill-will prevail against such a patron?

That was as much thinking as he was able to do. His mental processes dwindled, became unavailing.
Thought vanished, replaced by pure feeling. He could no longer remember who and where he was or how he
had gotten there. He knelt transfixed, sure that he had died and that his freed spirit soared in that cloud of
incense, carried beyond the walls of the music of the organ. His arms, so used to bloodshed and the heft of
weapons, acquired a sudden, unburdened weightlessness and lifted in an ecstatic exultation of their own.

Then the Mass ended. Pan Andrei found himself in the main nave of the church, quite unaware of how he
got there. A priest was preaching the lesson for the day but Kmita didn’t hear him and didn’t understand him,
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just as he neither heard nor understood anything else around him. He was, he knew, like a man freshly wakened
out of sleep, who can’t tell where the dream ends and reality, begins.

Finally reality asserted itself. He heard words and voices and the first phrase which found an echo in his
shaken mind was this admonition: “This is the place where hearts and souls will become transformed because
neither Swedish power nor powers of darkness can prevail against the Light of the Truth!”

“Amen!” Kmita murmured and he began to strike his chest in penance and contrition because it seemed to
him that he had sinned by thinking that everything was lost and that no hope existed anywhere!”

Here I am making a reminder to all those who are of a weak and shaky spirit: “Do today in these dark times
what Kmita did during the dark hours of his time!” Today, despite the international weaponry, little has
happened and there is help for the world and humanity. What we all need is a deep, tough and constant faith.
Then we will find a way out of that sea of disaster and we will walk over these stormy waves until we come to
the shores of a new peace, a new order and a new fortune!

Now, listen to the experiences of someone living in our present times. One of the refugees wrote about his
experiences somewhere in England not too long ago:

“It was very dark and the rain pelted the windows. The wind whistled among the trees playing wild,
chaotic melodies among the branches, throwing down the remains of the golden, rustling leaves. The old trees
of this park which was a couple hundred years old were all shriveled up, hugging their frozen branches to
themselves and to the ground. It was a terrible, dark, foggy, rainy evening. It was such an evening that I
decided, out of a soldier’s curiosity, to go stand outside the grated window of our general’s private room. The
trees were dropping their wet leaves on my and slapping me with water while the wind kept tearing at my
collar. The window was not tightly closed and the shutter was not closed all the way. Through the narrow slit,
I was able to look into the general’s brightly lit room.

The general was seated on a simple white bench. A white wooden table that matched the bench was on the
side and there was a bed in the corner of the room. It was a common, ordinary soldier’s bed with a few grey
blankets on top. This was all there was in the general’s room. But — wait — there was more! On the shelf of the
Scottish chimney stood a framed picture of the Black Madonna of Czestochowa — that Blessed Mother with two
scars on her dark countenance. The general was looking at her the way a son looks lovingly at his Mother.
From a distance it seemed that this Mother was smiling at her child. A heavy black rosary was intertwined
about the general’s fingers. The glassy rustle of the beads moving through the general’s fingers seemed to die
away somewhere beyond his window where it mixed in with the howling wind, the rustle of falling leaves and
the rain gushing to the ground.

The general was praying — maybe for the Motherland, maybe for his own Mother, or maybe for his soldiers
who had been killed. I can still remember the look on his face when we were in Poland. He had such an odd
dry voice when he taught at the university. I sort of didn’t like him because he had such a dry accent. Today, as
I watched him, I began to love him as a father — and why? Because of that black rosary, because of that framed
picture with the scars on Mary’s face, because of that whisper of beads moving prayerfully through his fingers.
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And the rain continued and spit wet leaves into one’s eyes, the wind howled among the branches of the
trees, the shriveled leaves kept falling lightly to the ground, the night was swollen with the fog and the darkness
kept increasing...

Someone entered the general’s room...the general left the room...his black, heavy rosary was left lying on
his hat with the silver snake and two stars. The glassy whisper of his prayers seemed to still fill the room and
trickle outside through the narrow slit. The night thickened, the rain wept and the sound roamed about with the
wind among the branches of the trees, hanging on to the gutters and splashing down with the water into the
canals.

The small figure of the general moved back into his room and his fingers again encircled the black beads of
the rosary — the glassy whisper of beads moving through his fingers grew louder — beyond his window, night
swelled with darkness... The rays of light illumined and reflected on the silver body of the Crucified while the
black beads kept whispering!

Here I would like to remind all my listeners to do just like this general! Then, despite the darkness that
covers the world because of spiritual darkness, you can courageously await tomorrow, fully confident that
tomorrow will bring more light, more goodness and more peaceful joy!

Justone more story! This is from a letter from another refugee! He wrote — “How was All Souls” Day
celebrated in Poland in November, 1939 just after that criminal attack? That day was unbelievably sad! The
number of the dead was unbelievable. People were burying the dead everywhere. There was no time to carry
the dead to the cemetery because of all the shooting and falling bombs. There wouldn’t have been enough room
in the cemetery anyway. Therefore people were burying their dead everywhere it was possible for them to dig a
grave or trench, be it in a garden, in the park or on the front lawn. Do you know that in heroic Warsaw they
didn’t have enough space or ground to bury the dead?All Souls Day was celebrated in Poland in 1939 in a most
impressive and unusual manner for in spite of the fact that the nation was reeling from the bloody invasion,
every single grave was adorned with flowers and a candle or at least a candle. Great crowds filled the streets of
Warsaw and in the evening, the glow of the hundreds of thousands of lights left on all the graves of these heroes
gave the city the appearance of one huge cemetery. No grave was forgotten. The graves of the soldiers who
had been killed in battle were especially decorated beautifully. All the churches, like never, were filled to
overflowing with people begging God to bestow peace on their country and to have mercy on the souls of their
heroes, defenders and martyrs. The crowds of people in these churches were so great that they overflowed into
the plazas surrounding the church and filled those also. The crowds were absorbed in prayer — No one cried —
They kept their pain hidden in their hearts lest their cruel invaders see and take delight in the tears of the widow
and the orphaned. The serene countenance of the Polish people on this memorable first All Souls Day
celebration disturbed the murderous and barbaric consciences of these German cut-throats.

Death for one’s native country is not death in the eyes of a Polish citizen but is considered a martyr’s
sacrifice which covers his family with glory and fills the hearts of widows and orphans with great reverence this
is what the Polish people are like and this is the nation of our fore bearers! Such a nation will never disappear,
for their life for the life and freedom of their Motherland! You do as they have done! Do as they are now
doing!

Professor Glaser writes: “In the early days of October just shortly after the invasion of Poland, news spread

that the Germans had arrested all the teachers and priests. Shortly after, people learned that they had arrested
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every priest regardless of his political convictions or involvement with the community — even the priests who
were very old. Entire parishes — all the churches — were deprived of their spiritual guides!

I shall never forget the first Sunday after all the priests were imprisoned. I went to one of the churches with
my wife. The church was filled to capacity with people. There were candles lit on the altar and the people were
waiting for Mass. People looked around and at each other waiting for the priest to arrive. Finally the local
sacristan came out and announced, “Don’t wait any longer for there will be no Mass today! All the priests have
been arrested and are in prison!” Hearing this, nobody moved! People were praying fervently and every so
often a sob was heard from some woman! From time to time, someone would leave his/her place in the pew to
come up to the foot of the altar or the front of the church to light a candle. I later learned that this is what it was
like in every single church.

On our way home from church, we had to pass a Home for the Elderly. We knew that there was a chapel in
that building where Mass was always celebrated on Sundays, therefore we entered the Home. One of the
religious sisters there informed us that there is a very elderly priest there who had hidden when the Gestapo
came looking for him. In great fear, he nevertheless would celebrate Mass that day. This was, most probably,
the one and only Mass celebrated in Warsaw that Sunday!

After a few weeks, the Gestapo began to release some of the priests from prison. The first ones to be freed
were the most elderly priests and those priests who were not actively involved in any social work among the
people. Then it became very evident that these arrests were meant to scare the clergy! No attempt was made to
try to prove the legality of these actions. However, those priests who had been given their freedom did not get
to enjoy it for long. Some of them, after only a few days, were again thrown into prison while others, shortly
after were arrested again and put on trains for some unknown destination.

It was also about this time that in various parts of the city and the country, the Gestapo arrested men as they
were coming out of church. At first, this was a rumor, but it was proven true. Despite all these arrests, the
Germans did not achieve their goal, for all the churches were always full to overflowing with people, even on
week-days.”

As I end this talk, I beg you with all my heart to imitate these people — Do what they have done! Then, our
God of Goodness, Love and Mercy will draw close to you and will enfold you in His arms of gracious care and
loving protection!




