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weakness and helplessness of the Baby who lay in the crib more than two thousand years ago. No
human being will ever fully comprehend this.

If we don’t believe that the true and almighty God lay centuries ago in that poor crib, and
that sweet Child from the heights of the Throne of God even now is helplessly looking at the
blindness of people which has lasted for ages and which still doesn’t seem to have an end in sight.
The impotence of the almighty God seems like blasphemy only then when we forget it being tied up
by man’s free will, that almighty power of that kind of humanity which he exploited at one time
against God and since then, constantly turns against God and against himself.

Wouldn’t it have been better if two thousand years ago, or even today, God would enter into
human affairs with the full splendor and power of His Omnipotence as the Severe Leader, King and
Judge equipped with the swords and flashes of lightning of His marshals - the Archangels, along
with the countless forces of His heavenly army? Mankind would have then definitely raised their
hands as a sign of absolute surrender.

But the Lord God wanted and still wants mankind to make this gesture as a sign of the
honor due to Him and of our inconsolable longing for His love and truth which was the live
Incarnation that will always remain among us as the One lying in the crib, the Divine Child.

0 Divine Infant, this small, helpless Son of Man, condemned by His own will to all the
vexations of human existence after the gates of heaven were slammed shut due to the will of the
first man. How much sweetness that beautiful Child must have possessed, inspiring innocence and
integrity just as every young issue of earthly creatures does, and in this flourishing from day to day,
especially the human baby manages to move the hardest hearts and to fill them with sweetness. In
the awkward smallness of this Innocent Babe - for God Himself lay in that crib - the unspeakable
fullness of Love, Truth, Goodness and Beauty which throws a person to his knees.

God came to earth as a little male child and He loved little children the most, because they
were still free from sin. He showed them His love the most. He promised them in most certain terms
the Kingdom of Heaven. He knew that someday they will grow up and will commit sin, but despite
that He promised. In that great love with which God Himself surrounded and surrounds all children,
as well as in that love which every child awakens in us, there must be some sort of a secret; the
child; a little fellow; a little creature of the human race. A little bud in which is enclosed the fullness
of the future blossom or fruit, of everything of all possibilities: who knows what will grow out of
this?

Will it be a so-called average, man in the street or a genius, a criminal or a saint? As we gaze
upon any child atall, we can’t be certain whether we are really looking at a new Napoleon, a
dictator, a Chopin, a Brother Albert or a Francis of Assisi. His environment, culture, upbringing and
other circumstances in which this little one will develop today, and tomorrow, already as a grown
man, he will show the world what he grew up to be. One’s personal will, a person’s free will which is
once good and once bad, has a very important role in the toilsome forming and shaping of a person
and practically decides the fate of each of us, our fate here on earth as well as in eternity.
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That free will of man either cooperates or opposes the Will of God and the temptations of
the environment; it either conquers or yields to circumstances, rules over or serves the body or the
soul, at the end, this free will bears responsibility for all actions.

Christ, surely for this reason showed His love to all of mankind, especially to children
showing that all of mankind is as a child to Him, who writes out the card of life with his own free
will and just like a child makes mistakes, suffers bumps and bruises, but still calls out to his father
and mother saying: “Let me go; I'll do it myself.” Undoubtedly, there exists a certain likeness
between the periods of development of the individual person and all of mankind from infancy,
throughout childhood, the teen years, full maturity, even up to old age. In which of these stages is
mankind at present?

The twentieth century is by no means an age of maturity, but a time in which people have
no mastery over themselves, they do not succeed in profiting from experience and to act with
common sense. They do not give priority to lasting values but are constantly, nervously and
greedily chasing after deceptive playthings, which, instead of giving one satisfaction they are
disturbing and bring no satisfaction. Humanity got stuck in the period in which, time after time, it
got bumps, bruises and wounds, yet despite this, with the stubbornness of a maniac, it keeps
repeating, “I myself” and pushes away the helping Hand of the Savior.

What does this mean? Nothing other than: without God and His commandments and His
warnings; without taking into account His acquaintance with the true nature of man and of the
world; how often and exactly contrary to this nature. It seems as though, that actually in our
development, we go through a passing phase, a phase of hysterical disorders, in which we want to
be everything except that which we actually are. In human nature there exists a lot of the spirit of
the German Sturmu and Drangu, which is nothing other than a pagan attraction to idolatry and to
raising to the altar only such gods that serve us well or at least flatter us. Here | am adding the
pronouncement of a certain scholar of very deep faith:

“We are proud, for example, to have atomic energy which the Creator Himself used in
building this world, we are ready to use it to destroy the world, if it would only disappear from our
own hands. Aren’t we today like children who have been left at home without any supervision, with
a bottle of gasoline and matches? What will all of this do? What will be the result? Doesn’t curiosity
prevail over all of our changing feelings? When will the world finally grow wiser? When will
mankind substitute the cry - “I by myself!” with the new cry - “Not alone, but with You, O Lord, in
agreement with Your Will and by this, in agreement with our very nature, and not in opposition to
it. Unfortunately, it doesn’t seem as though mankind could yet give this proof of maturity. The last
lesson, so it seems, was not enough.”

When He was placed in a poor cradle and later among people, God our Savior showed so
much love to children, probably because He saw in them a reflection of Heaven which He had left
for our sake, but also because childhood is a symbol of all of humanity. He saw stretching out before
all of humanity that long road with all of its dangers, endless wandering in wrong places, a
wastefulness brought on by oneself. One thing is certain, His love for us. He loved us and He loves us
in a way that one loves children - whether they are worse or better, polite or impolite, but they are
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one’s own children, who do not realize what they are doing. He will not refuse that disarming, all-
forgiving love for us until we come to the point that He will be able to be for us not only a Loving
Father, but also a Just Judge.

Among the people of the Polish nationality, Catholic and national tradition have carried the
cult of the Child Jesus to the highest level. Polish people have always and everywhere treasured the
traditional Christmas eve settings at the Polish table, with Polish carols, puppet shows, mangers
and stables for a truly Polish Christmas midnight Mass. The best example of this is our parents,
whose fate pulled them out of their Mother Country and threw them into a foreign land, which
today is our native country.

The people of the entire civilized world are standing at the intersection of many roads
which lead into the dim future some are over a precipice others lead to new blind pathways. One
road is the true road, that one mainly which leads towards a progress that is true, full and Christian,
where the spirit always wins, exploiting the material powers, not for the destruction of the world,
but to build up within it the Kingdom of Truth, Goodness, Beauty and Love to which the rest will be
added for the Father in Heaven knows what we need. He knows our infirm nature. It is only that we
do not want to reckon with that Being and for that we do such great penance.

Joy at the birth of the Divine Child is universal and great throughout the world. You most
probably would not find today any corner of the earth where the people were not rejoicing with the
angels on this December night. Everywhere the people are assembled at their family table where
they break the wafer with each other, exchange greetings and are singing Christmas carols.
Everywhere there is joy and animation because today is a holyday of love, of peace and of good will.
In this one night of the year, a man, as though by rapture he received some extraordinary power of
seeing that he has a father, mother, wife and children and this daily experience now fills him with
happiness.

The birth of Christ is at the same time the birth of the family to another, higher world, a
world of heroism, virtue, strength, happiness and love. In a Christian family, the mother, that’s the
Blessed Mother; the father, that’s St. Joseph. The children - they are the younger brothers and
sisters of the Infant Jesus.

The birth of Christ is at the same time the birth of another race of people on earth. Faint-
hearted, cowardly Simon disappears somewhere and manly, heroic, unyielding Peter is born.
Furious, chauvinistic Saul is lost somewhere and wise, tolerant, powerful Apostle of the Nations,
Paul is born. And after these, thousands and millions of men and women who have been unheard of
up until now due to their greatness and strength - apostles, martyrs, confessors, virgins and
penitents.

The birth of Christ is at the same time the birth of a new world, a new culture and
civilization, a world of love. Slavery, force, violence and cruelty step aside and in its place comes
respect, confidence and peace. The kingdom of the Baby Jesus enters a kingdom of love, fraternity
and peace. Let us not forget this during this holy season. At the same time, let us recall the warning
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written for us by Adam Mickiewicz: “You believe that God was born in a Bethlehem stable; but woe
to you, if He was not born in you!”

Today instead of answering questions, I decided to explain to you how Christmas was
celebrated in Poland before the war. At that time it was written: The most beautiful day that is full
of memories is the Christmas Vigil Day in Poland. On that day, already from early morning, the
house is full of life and work. The first light of dawn scarcely lights up the sky and the villagers are
already, like busy bees are cleaning up their properties. They feel they must clean everything and
bring their house and properties into holiday order, worthy for the reception of the Lord. Others,
who have less chores, are on their way for services at a church that at times is quite far away, in
order to offer to God all of their works and difficulties from the entire year.

Trains, buses and trams are bringing in relatives and friends because according to custom,
the entire family must be seated around the table for the Christmas Vigil supper. The star of the
vigil already finds everyone seated around the table. Only the children are still outside, because
the responsibility of locating the first star in the heavens falls to them.

The room is beautifully decorated, there are new, clean table coverings and in the corner, a
sheaf of straw which was the last gathered from the field in July. Hidden inside of the sheaf of grain
are dainty tidbits and gifts for the children. Usually before the vigil supper or sometimes it is after
the supper, the oldest person in the home cuts that sheaf apart from which all the tasty treats fall to
the delight and joy of the children.

The food served at the vigil meal are usually varied and original. Just the fruit or vegetable
soup consists of about fifteen condiments, then are added the dumplings that are called little fingers
with sugar, fish, mushrooms, groats with poppy seed, pierogi, ravioli, plums, apples, nuts and other
dainties.

Just before the meal begins, the head of the household breaks the wafer with each person
who is present and they mutually exchange season’s greetings. This is always a solemn and tender
moment.

A portion of food, along with a portion of the wafer is set aside for the household animals.
After the meal, the head of the household collects all of the remnants of that meal and takes it out to
feed the cows so that they would give more milk.

Then, all who had eaten gather around the Christmas tree to sing Christmas carols. Finally,
they all leave to go to church for the Midnight Mass.

Here is another picture drawn by Severina Szmuglewska entitled Vigil of Christmas in a
Concentration Camp. “Time passes through the days of autumn, through weeks of an epidemic,
through months of captivity. This is the second Christmas vigil for the women in this prison camp.
The snow falls ceaselessly for several days and the motionless clouds hang over the earth and
perhaps they can open up and without any haste, slowly and evenly scatter an infinity of snowy
whiteness. Each flake whirls for a while before it selects a place and falls, one flake at a time. In their
flight they attach themselves to the eye lashes and eye brows, they touch the lips and immediately
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melt. These snowflakes also land on one’s clothing. The concrete poles grow white caps, the sentry
cabins are overgrown with snow and every object and building has a white cover over itself.
People’s footsteps cannot be heard because they drown in the deep snow. Yet, in that whiteness, in
that snow drift, someone is waiting, someone is calling from the depths.

This year, those working in the field succeeded in carrying into this prison quite a few small
Christmas trees about two or three feet tall. They attached them to their plank bed placing under
them their letters from their dear ones. When one hasn’t seen his own home for a long time, the
aroma of the branches of the Christmas tree and the brilliance of one lit candle, which someone had
managed to get with great difficulty, can work miracles.

Hands meet on the white wafer sent from home in that holiday package and breaking it into
tinu pieces so that it can be used with many other companions makes a smile light up the women’s
faces. They know that at that time of the appearance of the first star their families are also sharing
the wafer and offering greetings to those who are present and to those who are absent. By
mentioning those dear individuals who are in those concentration camps enduring untold
hardships, they cannot hold back their tears.

However, the women who are seated on their prison beds are not crying. In this place, they
don’t look for sadness. Here, sadness is delicately pushed aside. If it is possible, they create an
illusion for themselves and others. The eyes of those present are concentrated on that flaming
candle while someone is listening in rapt attention to his own words and sitting, in concentration,
he is relating a Christmas Eve fairy tale. With their eyes fixed on the events happening in the
distance of that fairy tale. They fail to notice that the candle is going out and that the barrack is
being plunged into darkness.

From the darkness and from the neighboring beds, the individuals who lived here a year ago
will come and stand. Someday, when this concentration camp will be deserted, they will remain
here, and on winter evenings, perhaps on such as today’s evening vigil, when the wind blows a lot of
snow into the interior of the barracks, they will call forth from the shades of night the vigil fairy tale.

If I only could, I would stand on the threshold of every home in order to give each of you my
personal Christmas greetings which flow from the depths of my heart. But this is impossible.
However, | can do this with the help of the radio waves. I do this willingly, humbly and sincerely
telling everyone without exception:

“With the wafer in my hand, my native country’s custom
To your cottages | hasten, to share it with you.

That your daily troubles would go out in swarms,

Since even | shall rejoice at your happiness!

When the heavens are studded with stars
Receive from my hands this humble gift
Which will brighten your hope tomorrow.
This old Polish very white wafer.
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May sincerity be born anew

As we sit down to the Vigil Table,

And the spirit of brotherhood lovingly leads us
In joyous song in social turns.

Words that were promised, may they all come true
May God gladden you with health and prosperity.
May worries and dreams of them all take flight

So that next year we can again share the wafer.

11
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December 24, 1950
1 greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

The month of December is a time if impatient longing, sincere expectation and at the same
time, a time of explosive, universal joy. The entire world looks forward to the coming of the Infant
God. Hunger and satiation; hunger for God that is so sharp and at the same time so universal that it
would seem to exceed people’s ability to endure it. It is no wonder that the prophet, in the name of
the chosen race pleaded: “Dews of heaven and clouds, pour down the Just One, ye grounds, open up
and give birth to the Savior.” Even pagan writers often expressed a similar longing.

One the other hand, the masses of ignorant, doubting and even indifferent people torture
themselves not only by their ignorance but they suffer on account of their doubts and they freeze in
their cold indifference. Although they are not entirely aware of it, they desire truths with their
entire soul and at the same time they desire certainty, warmth and happiness, the kind that only
God can give man. It is possible that in a greater degree now than two thousand years ago, mankind
is dried out and a parched desert thirsty for human love, therefore He is being born, at one time in
Bethlehem, but now in people’s hearts. This does not deify man, nor does it make him a brother to
God, But God takes on flesh and becomes a brother to man in order to make him happy and to raise
him to Himself.

Now to our talk entitled:
THE PRINCE OF PEACE IN A STABLE

On a historic night in Bethlehem, during the reign of Caesar Augustus, the ruler of Rome and
the world, in a place and time that was most precisely foretold by the prophets, Christ the Savior
was born. Five hundred years before this, Isaiah the prophet sang of Him: “I will give Him the name
Most Wonderful, God Almighty, Father of the Future Ages, the Prince of Peace!”

Above His crib, the angels sang a hymn of peace, as something new for the world, a special
gift which the Divine Child brings. This was exactly the time when in the kingdom and its
boundaries, after long wars, peace finally arrived. This was symbolized by the closing of the temple
of Janus, the Roman peace, which no nation dared to violate because powerful Caesar and his armed
forces were on guard and no one wanted the tangle with them.

Evidently, this is not the peace with which we are concerned for it is a peace based on force
and strength which as events point out, is temporary and short-lived-for its existence depends on
the power of Rome and it unraveled with the moment that the Roman Empire began to deteriorate.

Here, also, from the testament of peace that Christ gave on the last day before His death,
Christ defined the kind of peace He brought to earth as the peace which the world cannot give and
which humanity can never work out for itself. It is a peace that no individual or no nation can attain
as long as they cancel God’s plans and as long as they deviate from that order of the world and
existences, from that hierarchy in which man’s relationship to God is expressed in the words of
creature to Creator.
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For hundreds of years and maybe even centuries, the manner and style of celebrating the
feast of the Birth of Christ has in itself a lot of charm, sweetness and sentimentality and to a certain
degree is dangerous because it strongly enhances and can easily darken the idea and the essential
content of the Birth of the Son of God. The crib, the Christmas tree, the common Vigil Supper and
Midnight Mass, especially among our Polish people, seems to draw out the piety of Christmas and
we do not notice that these manifestations, although they are praiseworthy and natural, they are
only external signs since this very historical and dogmatic fact of the Incarnation of the Son of God
in all of His Immense Majesty, with all of its universal effects, in the union of immortality with
temporality, of Power with weakness, of Wealth with misery, has evened out the contradiction
between God and man, between the world and heaven, and has removed that terrible tragedy of
human thinking, of not knowing how to find an answer to the riddle of life and entangled in the
battle of contradictory, mutually exclusive systems, plunged in anxiety and doubt.

But these, as our Christmas carol announces these inconceivable gifts whose essence is
peace, the peace that the God-Man brought to people of good will, to those who will respect the
eternal order, to those who respect the law of God in all of its importance and within the limits of
this law, they shape themselves and their lives.

There were, in the history of mankind, periods of lively faith during which man recognized
that he is an image of God and that he must bring this reflection of God in himself to its highest
perfection. If in this memorable battle over the value, dignity and nobility of his manhood he
strayed from the straight and narrow path, then he regretted it and did penance.

There came a time when man began to rebel against his Creator. In a self-conceited and
unskilled manner, he put his life and his fate exclusively into his own hands and he wanted to
safeguard them himself. Intoxicated with the desire for freedom and license, he threw off his
shoulders the yoke of God, freed himself from God’s laws with the deceptive belief and the false
feeling that he has cast off chains from himself and that only now will he enjoy life’s pleasures. As
for God, he left Him somewhere in the distance, somewhere on the side.

As a result, some people admitted that God created the world, but after that God resigned
from the earth and left it to its own fate. Therefore, He completely forgot about the world. Others
believed again that man and the state are god. Then there were others who completely cancelled
out the name of God. The word freedom which before was the basis for human dignity, now
assumed another, if not empty, at least a false sound and meaning, for it became the freedom to
make mistakes, to self-destruct, to a hope less and non-efficacious quest for truth.

Man wanted to show that he is the all-powerful lord everywhere, that he recognizes the
secrets of nature and he controls its forces. And in reality, the history of the culture of the new ages
shows a huge development of literature, arts and above all of science. The people, having become
intoxicated with this, forgot that these things are not happening on the proper road.

Alegend tells us that the moment that Lucifer refused to obey God and, as a rebel wanted to
rise up to the throne of God, one of his wings broke, splitting into two halves. From then on, for all
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eternity, his one complete wing reminds him of his original greatness and power, and that broken
wing does not allow him to forget about his guilty powerlessness.

Modern man is in the very same situation, but it is so much better because a return is
always still possible. The rebellion of man brought about a crisis in humanity and his so-called
emancipation from the laws of God with the hope of reaching the heights above man, not only
unraveled, but it brought about the disappearance of a free humanity. For it was built on two basic
mistakes, that man by nature is a good individual and that when this allegedly good person was
growing and developing into a wild animal and that such a person can only be controlled as by the
training of a group of animals. The latest history of mankind is not only the rebellion of man against
man as an image of God, but a necessary revolt against himself. That is why they call ever louder for
anew man and they create his ideal picture against which the next generation rebelled.

This kind of unrest and dissatisfaction of man became the food and drink of people’s lives.
Why? because life that is not grounded on the laws of God was, is and will be an emptiness, a horror
and an anxiety. It is difficult to accustom oneself to the thought that human life must be like this
that there is no way out of doubt and unrest, because it does not allow itself to agree with God as
the Creator and His qualities.

Peace, regardless of our individual understanding of it, is always a social and a moral
problem. Its enemies are those who grasp it in a self-seeking manner, selfishly, wanting to have
peace just for themselves without worrying about others, and those who understand it as a peace
for certain states and classes, and finally those who take it for the nation and for the state, therefore
in imitation of the former Roman peace, they want to have an imperialistic peace.

Meanwhile, peace is an indivisible good. Therefore it cannot exist for some without the
participation of others. One cannot strive for peace between states without being concerned about
peace in that country. Also, one cannot think about peace with his neighbors if he doesn’t possess
peace within his sown soul and this peace with oneself and with others cannot be reached if one is
not at peace with God.

There have been so many various technical and spiritual problems that have already been
solved, but peace is always a puzzle, an unsolvable problem. Invincible difficulties and problems
stand in the way of solving these problems. They lay in the depths of people’s hearts and are born of
the perversity of people’s hearts. Everyone who has waged war with himself in order to conform
himself to moral principles, knows very well how many inclinations and lowly attractions that were
not honorable that he had to conquer, how much selfishness he had to overcome in order to
consolidate his personality and achieve peace and satisfaction. Peace, not the cemetery kind but
true and real peace which comes through the settlement of all laws and demands, both our own and
those of our neighbor. Even more self-denial is needed in order to remove hatred for people on
account of wrongs they once did for which we cannot respond with force and violence.

The German philosopher of socialism, Herr Alfred Rosenberg, made fun of and laughed at
Christ’s sermon on the mount for this brutal believer in violence, invasive war and racial hatred saw
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in the blessing for the meek and humble of heart who work for peace - the destruction of the basis of
the barbaric teaching of the superiority of the German superman.

God Himself cannot be exclusively responsible for mankind, for although He preached and
gave the people the lofty lessons of peace, love and dedication, it nevertheless is up to the people to
put these lofty principles into action. But, man in his great dignity, gifted with free will, always had,
has and will have the possibility of deviating from the truth.

Beginning from that first Herod who hated the Divine Infant and feared Him, there always
will be Herods in one form or another who are full of hatred and at the same time are fearful of the
truths of God, whose highest expression on earth is the God-Man, born in the stable of Bethlehem.
This Child of Bethlehem who is seemingly helpless, conquered the wily attempts of King Herod. And
it will always be like that in the history of the world. The triumph of the Divine Infant is certain and
undeniable. However, it will not be the triumph of immediate force but the defeat of evil by
goodness, of hatred by love, of pride and egoism by disinterested sacrifice. It is difficult to
determine how long this process of perfecting the people will take because the future is hidden
from the eyes of people.

At any rate, it depends upon the people as to whether they are closer or farther from that
longed for peace, as to whether following the shepherds and the Magi they will give homage to the
Prince of Peace or will they continue independently, despite God and will they shape their lives for
their own distress and that of the nations of the world; will they remain longer in that tiring revolt
and battle that is deprived of all hope of victory or convinced by the love of that Bethlehem night,
that night of God’s love for His people, and so full of the peace of God, I shall join and together with
the hymn of the angels I will sing - “Glory to God in the highest.”

Jesus was born in a stable. That stable was not that delightful and light gallery with which
the Christian artists, filled with shame at the sight of the miserable and dirty bed of their God,
surrounded the Son of David. That crib, was also not a plaster crib, put together tastefully, one of
these traditional stables with a donkey and an ox and with groups of kneeling figures. That crib is
the dream and enchantment of children, but it is not the stable in which the Child Jesus was born.

The stable is a shelter, and at the same time a prison for the animals that work for man. The
old Bethlehem stable did not rest on decorative columns; foreign to it is the order within these
modern stables; it has nothing in common with the Christmas Eve play. This stable has four walls. It
has a dirt floor and a raftered roof resting on beams; it is dark and filled with the stifling smell of
animals. It has only one crib which is the place in which the farmer prepares the feed for his
animals. This is what the stable looked like in which Jesus first saw the world. This dirty sanctuary
was the first abode on earth for the Son of God. The Son of man found a cradle in that hard, cold and
uncomfortable crib. But, was this an accident? No, this was the destiny given by God, the Heavenly
Father. Someone wrote that at that time, the entire world was a nasty smelling stable of the
iniquities of mankind. Into such a world, on a certain night, into this poor stable, Jesus entered, born
of an Immaculate Virgin, armed only with His innocence.




image5.jpeg
Animals, not people, were the first to honor Jesus. He sought among people, the simple folk
and among these, the children. The household animals that greeted Him were even simpler and
sweeter than the children. After the animals, the shepherds of these animals, to them an Angel
announced the great birth.

Shepherds lived in isolation. The world with all of its worldly joys is foreign to them. That is
why the smallest occurrence happening anywhere near them awakened their interest. They
watched over their flocks during the long winter nights until a light suddenly awakened them and
they were shaken by the words of an angel. Now, they could scarcely see in the gloom of the stable
the figure of a young woman, bending over in silence over Her Son and they could scarcely see the
Child opening His eyes or His pink-tinted little body. They felt how their hearts were moved.

Every birth, every coming on earth of a new person, the incarnation of a soul, which hardly
enters the body and it already begins to suffer, is a mystery that is so sorrowful, that it must awaken
sympathy among the simple people. Nevertheless, for these people, informed by heaven, this Child
Who was born in the stable was not somebody foreign or a child, like any other child, but it was the
One Whom the nations awaited amid sufferings for thousands of years.

The shepherds did not have much to offer just that which they had but, that little becomes
great wealth when it is offered with love; their gifts were all white; milk, cheese, wool, a lamb.

Still today, especially in the mountains where the last traces of old-fashioned fraternity did
not yet fade away, when a child is born, the sisters, daughters and wives of shepherds immediately
hasten to the mother. Each of them brings some sort of present; a few fresh eggs, a cup of warm
milk, some cheese, a chicken or others. Because a new person had come into this world and a new
cry is hear d; the gifts which the mother receives are meant to be gifts of consolation. The shepherds
of ancient times were poor and they did not scorn poor people. As simple as children, they liked to
follows the progress of their children.

Their first kings, Saul and David, were shepherds of animals before they became shepherds
of people. But, the shepherds of Bethlehem paid no attention to the honors of birth and origin. A
poor child was born among them and they looked upon Him with love and offered Him their simple
treasures. They knew that a Child born in poverty and among poor people, in simplicity and among
the simple, from the people and among the people, will become the Redeemer of people, of people
of good will, of those to whom the angel announced peace.

This Baby God - so small, weak and helpless lay in the crib, warmed by the damp and warm
breath of animals which were no doubt puzzled by the unusual form in the crib. In 1946, Stanley
Biekowski wrote in the Warsaw Weekly - “It was probably only we, the Polish people, whose
women had to give birth to their children during the last war and the insurrection in such unusual
circumstances as exist in cow-sheds, barns, cellars and wayside groves amid the roar of motors and
bombs, the din of the collapsing buildings and the moaning of our nearest ones being torn into
shreds, as often were these fathers of the newly born. Only we Poles know best how to express the
entire misery of the humiliation in which his Lord and Savior came into this world. But, neither we
nor anyone else will ever understand the huge disproportion between the idea of God and the




