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In the procession walked the priest followed by the Earl, the gentry and the military, civil
servants and professionals, the farmer and the workers. They walked together, happily and joyously,
forgetful of their differences and rankings in society, for this was the feast of the birth of Christ and
therefore a holy day of love, equality and brotherhood.

At this time also all arguments and strifes, all misunderstandings and disagreements were wiped
away and disappeared, for how could it be otherwise when the angels were singing at Christ’s birth —
“Glory to God in the highest, and peace to people of good will,”

For that divine Babe is the source and example of love. Love brought him down from heaven;
love gave birth to Him in the manger; love placed Him in that manger; love built Him a cross and nailed
Him to that cross.

That is why the earlier Polish people, on the vigil of the Birth of the Divine Child, would erase
from their life every anger, cancelled all of their angers, forgave each other every harm, renounced all of
their hat reds and dropped all thoughts of any vengeance. And they did all of this out of love for the
Child King of Love and Peace.

Listen to an unusual happening during World War I. “Their sly enemies, both the Russians and
the Germans, were enrolling the Polish men by force and sending them to the front, to the furthest
trenches. Now, Christmas Eve arrives, December 24. The weather is unbelievably cold. Beside that there
is a snow storm.

In the trenches lay several thousand Polish soldiers in German and Russian uniforms. However,
they are not aware of what is happening. Most likely, they are thinking of their country, their homes,
their families and of the Vigil Supper. During that night, about 2000 years ago, the Son of God the Lord
of Light and the King of Peace had been born. And today, people are breathing hatred towards each
other and are wallowing in human blood.

Suddenly, one of the guards, armed from head to toe in modern weaponry, stops and begins to
hum, and then in a moving tone of voice, sings — “In midnight stillness — God is born for us.”

Above the trenches, from one side and the other, heads covered in helmets are raised and one
can hear the Polish voices. They join in with the voice of the singing guard. The soldiers are jumping out
of the trenches from both sides. They are leaving their weapons in the trenches, and with that songon
their lips, they are going towards each other. Tears are streaming from the soldiers’ eyes, tears of
emotion.

The soldiers fall into each others” arms. Then both one and the other pulls out a wafer from
under his jacket; they share the wafer with one another, wishing each other good health and a speedy
and successful return home. Who knows if perhaps at that exact moment, far away in their native
country’s huts, their close ones and dear ones were singing: ”God is being born, Powers are trembling
and the Word became Flesh and lived among us.”
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Again, | return to the crib. When the Infant Jesus was born in Bethlehem, not far from that
stable, on a high hill, stood the huge, decorative palace of King Herod. One hundred marble steps led to
that palace. In the midst of that solemn silence which was supposed to quiet the grayed nerves and the
evil and restless conscience of the cruel hangman and his servants, the voices of the festive singers
broke through.

Can anyone imagine a greater contrast than that of the Crib and the palace of the ruler of
Judea? Here in the palace rules the kind of spirit that the world loves.

There, from the Crib, the Divine Child reaches out His little hand for that which the world avoids
which people despise, of which peopOle are afraid, from which peopOle run away. The Crib was an

invitation thrown out to the world and to everything in which the world believes, worships and idolized.

For the people of the world, the Crib was either nonsense or a scandal. That's the way it was
then, that’s the way it was for centuries, that is how it is now in our present times. Superfluous science
that is cold and unbelieving, with an indulgent smile at the world, life and God, walks by the same way
even today, despite the Crib, and is hard, indifferent and unmoved. This science professes faith in a god
of violence and force, who crushes the highest moral and spiritual values that are found in the Crib. It is
true, today’s world often talks about God. It even calls upon God, but only that kind of God that they
have created for themselves; with great hatred they turn away from the One who from the Crib teaches
the principles of love, humility and self-sacrifice.

In 1948, Bishop Joseph Gawlina had a short homily at Midnight Mass in our church of Corpus
Christi in Buffalo. Here are a few excerpts: “The Baby Jesus in the crib; it is an old and cold theme, some
will say. Of course, but it is always new, always current. A poor defenseless Babe. True, but what power
He possesses. These earthly kings stood together and the princes came together in a group against the
Lord and His Christ.”

It was to these powerful men that the heavenly Father presented that helpless, whimpering
Babe of Bethlehem, saying, “You will rule them with an iron grace and you will crumble them like a
pottery dish.” And they shall pass, like war, like a storm, like snow, like winter, but Christianity will
continue to celebrate the Birth of Christ and will draw from the grace of God.

Bishop Gawlina spoke of a certain famous European painter who drew a picture of the Crib, but
instead of shepherds, he drew on that canvass prisoners, exiles and convicts condemned to prison.
Among them he drew a little boy who was bringing the gift of a cage with birds in it to the newborn
Child.

“I know that young boy,” said the Bishop, “I know him well, and | tell you that he is a hero of
Christ. Having been driven out of Siberia, he buried his mother in that steppe. Having been forced to
attend an atheistic school, he showed greater courage than some famous generals. Every time that the
atheistic teacher mocked thoughts of God and was proving that God does not exist, our little hero called
out: “God does exist.”
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Among the insults of the teacher, the wild laughter of his fellow students, having been strongly
beaten, he sat so that at the next blasphemy of the teacher, he could again defend God. This is how that
child understood his own Christian faithfulness and the fulfillment of his baptismal vows. At that time,
this little boy was eight years old.” As Bishop Gawlina was telling about this boy, he broke into tears and
wept.

In the middle of the soft coal region, in a little town in Pennsylvania, almost at the foot of the
chain of mountains called the Blue Ridge Mountains stands a small cabin, my family home. As long as
Mom and Dad lived, Polish customs were observed in this house. It was from there that about 53 years
ago | left for school. | could not be at home for Christmas Day but, there was always a place reserved for
me at the t able on the vigil of Christmas.

At the vigil supper, my old father sat at the table, my mother was next and then my brothers
and sisters. Beside my dad stood an empty chair and at that place on the t able the plate was
overturned. That was for me. Everyone placed a piece of their wafer on that plate. | knew about that.
That is why, regardless of where | was, whether | was in America of Rome, on the evening of the Vigil |
would sit alone and fall into a reverie. In my imagination, | would speed to that cabin which was devoid
of many comforts, but where there always were the warm and loving hearts of my parents. | reminded
myself of the years spent there; those vigils and feasts that were observed and celebrated there with
such simple sincerity.

During these memories, my eyes would fill with tears and then roll down my cheeks.
Meanwhile, involuntarily, my knees would bend beneath me and it seemed to me that | prayed with
greater fervor and piety than | did on other days. | would then rise, renewed in spirit with a renewed will
to work.

The Savior came to earth as a Teacher of Love and as a King of Peace. He came to everyone and
for everyone without any exceptions. Despite His unlimited love and His mercy without limits, it was
then as it was for 2000 years up to the Golden Age which today is called the Age of the Atom, and even
the Age of Hydrogen, that divine lesson and fraternal love was and is insulted, jeered at and thrown off
with contempt and hatred.

Perhaps no teacher in the history of the world ever had so many followers and disciples and at
the same time, so many foes and enemies as the Divine Child had and has. But, we need not be
surprised at this, nor should we be sad or disheartened. For the principles and the teachings of the Babe
of Bethlehem are neither the principles nor the teachings of the world and the people of the world.

These first ones are truth, love and justice. Those second ones are falsehood, hypocrisy and
hatred. The first ones are of God — godly; the second group ae human and between them there is that
same difference as there is bet ween heaven and earth.

And since the world disregards the first and is inclined towards the second group, in our present
times there are again spirits of unrest, dissatisfaction, hatred and revenge circulating above the heads of
exhausted humanity. There is also so much poverty, misery, hunger and despair. Therefore, is it possible
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that the birth of the Divine Infant was in vain and useless? Oh, no. A thousand times NO! Just as in that
historic night, just as during those long 2000 years, so also in our own times, the principles and teachings
of the Divine Infant rise above our depressed humanity, sowing calm and peace in the minds and hearts
of millions.

That Divine Infant who came on earth in impotence and weakness, supposedly no different from
other infants, this Child brought about a Divine Revolution in the whole world, began a new era and
introduced a new order; He explained the meaning of the soul, freedom and the dignity of a person.
That Infant God, humiliating Himself, raised man higher and closer to the Creator God.

It is because of this, that there is such great joy in the day of the Birth of Christ; a joy which
embraces everyone, regardless of age, situation or nationality.

Let us go in spirit to that stable. Let’s all go; the good, the indifferent, the cold and the negligent;
fathers, mothers, husbands, wives, sons and daughters. Let’s all kneel at the crib. Let’s look at the faces
of these members of the Holy Family. You, fathers and men of the family, look at the good and peaceful
face of your patron, St. Joseph. You, wives and mothers, look carefully at the Blessed Mother. What
peace and serenity beams from the face of your Protector. And you, children, fix your eyes on the new-
born Child about whom the Evangelist writes: “The Child grew in strength and wisdom and the grace of
God was with him.”

Can all of us kneeling here before the crib; can we say that we model our life on the example
given us by the Holy Family? Are we people of good will? If not, let us become such. Then the Divine
Infant in the crib will trace above us the sign of blessing which is a fore taste of peace and happiness.
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| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

All the Advent songs have been silenced these songs full of longing and tender pleading that
God have mercy on the people who await the long-promised Savior. On Wednesday at the vigil supper,
we begin a new period of time, the time of the Birth of Christ. Every one of us will experience a certain
heartfelt emotion when we will hold in our trembling hands that small round bread of God which to us
believers is a symbol of faith, hope and charity. Involuntarily, the thoughts of some will go back many
years placing them in their family homes where they had spent so many years with their parents,
brothers and sisters in the warm love of their dear ones.

Then there are others who in their thoughts will cross oceans, mountains and hills and in their
imagination, they will see their family hut from which the enemies’ force had torn them by their
superior force and scattered them to the four winds. They will see their native country violated and
constrained, writhing under the hard and heavy boot of that modern tyrant.

The eyes of not one person, but almost of everyone will fill with tears at the thought of how
many and what kind of changes have taken place in their lives, especially in these last years. Some of
them, the Creator has called to Himself; others He separated and scattered over the continents.

However, people who believe do not lose hope because they know that that Divine Babe looks
down upon us with that kind-hearted look and that everybody hears that soothing and joyful song of the
choirs of angels — Glory to God in the highest and peace to all people of good will. Buried in such
thoughts we forget about all of our hardships, problems and sufferings. We rejoice almost with child-like
joy that our Savior and Redeemer had been born.

When the Divine Babe came to earth, He received a strange reception, an indifferent and cold
reception, despite the fact that the Lord of Lords and the King of Kings was hiding under that figure. No
palace opened its doors to welcome Him, and even the doors of homes were locked before Him despite
the fact that people had been awaiting this blessed moment for many thousands of years.

It was in vain that His foster father knocked on door after door but there was no room for them
in the inn. Therefore, the Son of God was born in a stable, far away from people without any fan-fare, in
great poverty and great humiliation. It was only the choirs of angels who sang not for one nation, but
they sang for the whole world, for the Savior had come for everyone, He became a Child for everyone;
that is why the Birth of Christ is awaited impatiently by everyone, with great longing and joy.

And everyone, yes, everyone without exception feels certain blissful results of the feast of the
Birth of Christ. From this point, we proceed to the talk entitled:

THE STAR OF SALVATION

The story of the Birth of the Son of God is about 2000 years old but, in spite of that it is always
new, wonderfully interesting, very endearing and eagerly listened to year after year. Please seat
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yourselves comfortably, close your eyes and in a pious concentration of your spirit, come with me in
your imagination.

Let us pretend that we are in the far-away Jewish country that has been conquered and now is
ruled by the Romans. These conquered people are straining under the yoke of cruel and merciless
masters. Countless thousands of Jews have been carried off for heavy slave labor in building roads,
arches of triumph and Roman amphitheaters. As a result of this this chosen race wept, complained and
groaned. Their Roman rulers levied immense taxes upon them which caused even greater dissatisfaction
and greater unrest.

In addition to this, the Jews carried on persistent battles among themselves. They divided
themselves into classes, into parties and there was great hatred between them. There was very little
love or pity among them for they were directing themselves according to the maxim — “An eye for an
eye and a tooth for a tooth.” This often led to inhumane cruelties.

That which was happening in the Jewish nation, was happening throughout the entire then
known world. “Darkness covered the earth and gloom covered the nations.” This was just as Isaiah the
prophet had prophesied.

The land was just for a handful of privileged people who were distinguished, and hell for the
masses, just as it is today in the countries over which flies the red flag with a hammer and sickle.
Thousands were being abused and millions of people, due to the lack of bread, perished by dying of
hunger. Revolts and outbreaks were on a daily basis. Rome ruled arrogantly. The minds of the learned
people were anxious and terrified at this sight and sought in vain for a solution to the riddles of human
life. The lives of people became empty, meaningless and had no purpose. Why, then, was it surprising
that life became meaningless and worthless?

Therefore, why is it strange that unwanted children were thrown out on the public roads and
mercilessly were thrown to the dogs or to be eaten by wild animals during the spectacles in the arena of
the amphitheater?

It is no wonder that a woman, shorn of all honor, respect and human dignity was pushed into
the gutter. It is no wonder that prisoners were thrown to wild animals as food, that being tied up in
sacks they were drowned in ponds and rivers, that they were beaten and tortured until they died.

It seemed as though the human race had condemned itself for extinction. Some honest pagan
called the world of that time one big cemetery filled with corpses, corruption and disgusting and nasty
smelling vermin. Evidently, this condition of the human race did not please our Creator Lord. Because a
miracle happened to a little known, almost completely unknown little town, the Infant Jesus came to
earth.

In St. Luke’s gospel, there is such a short note: “It happened in those days that a decree went
out from Caesar Augustus that the whole world should be enrolled.” The whole world — today that
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resounds noisily from our lips, but at that time, that specification referred to all the civilized countries
that were conquered and taken over by the Roman legions.

It was a custom among the Jews and it was their ancient custom to register the number of
inhabitants not according to their place of birth or dwelling-place, but according to their tribe and the
generation from which they came. Since Joseph was of the tribe of David, whose native land was
Bethlehem, they had to go there to be enrolled.

Mary and Joseph endured a tiring and difficult journey over roads which are visible towards
Jerusalem till this day, and from there they go to the place where Joseph had to enroll on the list of
population, that is to Bethlehem. Our pilgrims come to this town after a long and painful journey and
the town is so filled with caravans and people that they seek a place at an inn in vain. St. Luke did not
neglect to note that sad detail — “There was no room for them at the inn.”

Out of necessity they found shelter in one of the many caverns that are so common in those
areas, especially in Bethlehem which lies on the border of a limestone mountain. This lovely, charming
but small corner was to become great and historical as the place of birth of the Messiah, according to
the prophecy of the prophet Micah who called out in a solemn voice: “And you, Bethlehem of the land
of Juda, by no means are you the smallest among the tribes of Juda, for from you will come a leader who
will rule my people Israel.” This prophecy was known by every Jew. Bethlehem was for him what Mecca
was for an Arab.

It was a dark, cold winter night. The inhabitants of Bethlehem, after they took care of the
formalities of the commanded registration, had all gone to bed. The grave-like and gloomy night silence
is broken by the slow and measured walk of the guardian who watches over the safety of the town’s
people. In the distance, from time to time, one could hear the barking of dogs as they chase around the
cattle feeding in the low lands. Finally, even those sounds died off. Everyone was now asleep. It was
then in that deep silence, there in that dark, damp and cold stable that “the Word was made flesh and
lived among us.”

Suddenly, some sort of unearthly brightness dazzled the valley where poor shepherds were
watching over their flocks. “And behold an angel of the Lord stood in their midst and the brightness of
the Lord showed round about him, and the shepherds were filled with great fear.”

The angel said to them: “Fear not, for | bring you great news of great joy that will be for all the
people. for today in the city of David, a Savior has been born for you who is Christ the Lord. And this will
be a sign for you - you will find an Infant wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a manger.” And
suddenly there was a multitude of the heavenly host with the angel, praising God and saying: “Glory to
God in the highest and on earth, peace to people of good will.”

When the angels went away from them and went to heaven, the shepherds said to one another:
“Let us go then to Bethlehem to see this thing that has taken place, which the Lord has made known to
us. So they went in haste and found Mary and Joseph and the Infant lying in a manger. And having seen
Him, they recognized the Word.” Is it possible to think up a drier description of the greatest happening
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in the world? such a brief description which fills the hearts of people with sincere joy and the eyes with
tears of tenderness.

After close to 2000 years, the celebration of the birth of the Infant Jesus awakens in our souls
feelings of deep faith, strong hope and grateful love.

Let us stand for a little while before this stable in Bethlehem. It is deserted, neglected and cold.
Despite that it became the palace of a Potentate, the Creator and Lord of heaven and earth. The crib
became the throne of the Power over heaven and earth. Those swaddling clothes took the place of a
royal cloak. Everywhere you look, there is indigence, poverty and misery.

The poor little Babe, under whose Person hides the Son of God, is surrounded by a poor Mother,
a poor chosen Father who is a carpenter, poor shepherds, and even from the poor, unintelligent
creature, the poorest one, the dumb ox and the spurned ass. It is no wonder then that even though He

came to His own, His own did not recognize Him and did not receive Him.

They expected that He, the long-expected Messiah will come in glory and power of majesty and
power, to the terror of enemies and will shatter the fetters of captivity. Meanwhile, He appeared not
like a powerful man, but as a defenseless and weak Babe. For parents, He chose for Himself individuals
who were poor and unknown to the world; He spurned a palace and loved the little stable. The first
homage and the first gifts He preferred to receive from simple and poor people rather than from the
learned and the wealthy.

People did not seem to understand all of this and for this reason, in our old folk song we sing:
“God is being born, the powers tremble, the God of the heavens is stripped. He is pushed aside, covered
with glory, a mortal, King of all ages, the Word was made Flesh and lived among us.”

Therefore, the historian Chamberlain writes with reason: “The birth of Christ is the most
important date in all of history. No battle, no acceptance of governments, no phenomenon of nature
has such meaning that it could be compared to the short life of the Galilean. The history of almost 2000
years is proof of that, how deeply and interiorly it is substantiated, that we call that year of Christ’s birth
the first year and we begin to count the years from that year. Under certain regards we can even say
that true history only begins with the Birth of Christ.”

The story of the birth of the Infant God is given us in a short, dry and bare manner, without any
poetic designations. But, for us those hard words are dear and precious because it was not through
some person’s invention, but through the Providence of God that it becomes the symbol of the highest
and most love for which reason it speaks so powerfully to our hearts.

The Crib of Bethlehem is not only the crib of the Savior, but it is at the same time the cradle of
our faith and love and at the same time it is a sign that shames us, humiliated us, admonishes us and
judges us but it also excites us, stirs up in our hearts the feelings of gratitude and in this way draws us to
the feet of Christ.
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That is why the Crib of the Divine Infant is not only a relic and a keepsake and a remembrance. It
is a magnet, an eternally living magnet, which by its nature draws the minds, hearts and souls of people
to itself, breaks and crushes without regard of their self-centeredness, hardness and inflexibility.

Only lifeless remembrances refer to the great people of this world. The inscriptions on the
homes of their birth, written with golden letters on marble hardly affect anyone even though the
inscriptions recall names that are glorious, famous and impressive.

But the lamps by the crib of the Divine Babe burn continuously day and night. However, if these
lamps would burn out the hearts of millions with their ardor would ignite them again. But let’s leave
Bethlehem for the time being.

Give me your hand because | will lead you from Bethlehem to the Polish village in which our
parents were born. It is the evening of the vigil. It is growing darker. Outside it was freezing cold.
Children are lying in wait near the windows, staring at the heavens. They are awaiting the appearance of
the first star in the heavens.

The father of the family carries into the room a sheaf of oats, a handful of straw and a bundle of
hay. He places the sheaf of oats in the corner of the room, scatters some straw on the t able which the
mother then covers with a heavy white table cloth; he throws the rest of the straw and hay under the
table.

Finally, that first star appears and it seems that it is looking directly into that room. The family
stands at the table. The children who had already been washed and bathed look like the angels over the
crib. All eyes are fixed on the father who takes the wafer and in sharing it with those who are present he
wishes each one: “During your lifetime — good fortune and after death a heavenly crown.”

The mother follows in the footsteps of the father; finally the children. At the breaking of the
wafer with their parents, the children kiss their parents’ hands.

After this ceremony, they all sit down at the table. The meal progresses at a slow pace, in a
serious mood for this is the vigil, the national feast, a traditional feast.

One bowl follows after another — borsch with mushrooms; potatoes flavored with oil, beans
noodles with poppy seed, cabbage with peas, mushrooms, millet groats, plums, pierogi with cabbage or
cheese and dried apples.

Towards the end of supper, the father, in a tender and serious tone of voice, intoned the Polish
hymn — In Midnight Stillness. After saying the final prayer, the father and the older children prepared to
go for the Midnight Mass for sometimes it took them an hour, two hours and maybe longer in order to
get to the church. Despite that, everyone went willingly and joyfully.

The old pastor, whose head was as white as snow, took the Baby Jesus into his arms and in a
weak and very emotional voice, intoned the Polish carol, In a Manger. His pious congregation picked up
the stanza so joyfully and so loudly that it seemed to shake the church building itself.




