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February 13, 1944
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Twelve years ago, in the year 1932, I went to Halifax. Halifax is the capital of the Canadian province of
Nova Scotia and at that time had about 60 thousand inhabitants. It is also one of Canada’s most important ports
on the Atlantic Ocean. There are very modern fortifications there with a huge stronghold. The famous
University of Canada is also located there. However, I didn’t go there to see the various marvels of nature nor
the marvels created by man. There was something else that tempted me to travel to these parts. 1 had learned
that in Halifax as well as on the many farms surrounding the city there were a rather large number of Polish
families who had no spiritual help available. I therefore decided to assess the situation myself and see if
anything could be done about that. Civilian authorities as well as those of the Church, very politely refused any
cooperation; therefore all my plans were useless.

However, I had the opportunity to visit several Polish families. I met several very interesting persons with
whom I spent some very pleasant time. After two days of visiting my fellow country-men, they directed me to
one who had a huge farm about three miles beyond Halifax and they drove me there on one of their wagons.
The trip was therefore very slow but it gave me the opportunity to not only appreciate the beautiful countryside
but also to see the farms. Finally, we stood in the yard of the Polish farm in Canada. It was a farm that is really
considered a farm. There was a huge brick farmhouse, two huge barns and one smaller one. There were a lot of
farm tools. Cleanliness and great sense of order was apparent everywhere you looked.

The farmer himself came out to meet us. He was a broad-shouldered fellow who radiated health and
strength. He had a good-natured face and was smiling. After greeting us, he introduced his wife and his
fourteen children: eight sons and six daughters. The he began telling us of his experiences. He came from
Poznan where he could no longer tolerate the German yoke. He stayed in Canada because he learned that the
government was giving out parcels of land. He worked hard even though beginnings were very difficult, but he
did not give up and with God’s help worked hard year after year. Today, he feels as though he’s in God’s
house!

What really struck me was this farmer’s philosophy of life. In spite of the fact that he had every modern
machine for his farm work, he did not possess an automobile and he told us why. First of all, he never does
anything hurriedly. Then, he never wastes any time for he knows what to do and when to do it! I was so
fascinated by his observations that when I returned to town, I wrote them down for myself and today I will use
them for my talk:

SLOWLY-CONSTANTLY-WHEN

Despite the fact that he could certainly afford to buy an automobile, even more than one, this farmer
preferred to travel on a horse or by using a wagon pulled by a pair of oxen. In his slow base voice, he explained
to me: “Those who drive their automobiles very fast claim that they do so in order to get to their destination
quickly. They are right — sometimes! But, how many times the automobile falls into a groove, crashes and all
the passengers are injured and are hospitalized for weeks. Or — they become crippled or else, they end up in the
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cemetery. They wanted to save time, so they hurried. They then lost hours, days and weeks while some lost
their entire life.

Others hurry to go into town and then they don’t know what to do with all the time that they saved.
Therefore they roam around theatres and taverns just to kill time — the time they saved!

I drive slowly — using either my horses or my oxen. On the way I make my plans as to where I will go and
what business I need to settle — one thing after the other. By the time I arrive in town I already have the entire
plan in my mind. I settle my business transactions quickly and efficiently. Then, as I am slowly returning
home, I plan my work for the next few days. Thus, things always work out for me!”

How much deep and practical truth is in these words of this truly philosophical farmer? Therefore, don’t
hurry! I read somewhere that the first piece of advice given to tourists in the Swiss mountains by their leaders
were three little words!: “Slowly but constantly!” It is only be proceeding in this way could they hope to reach
the highest peaks! Otherwise, they were falling on the road. One of the secrets of being successful is life is
never to act hastily in order not to make a mistake or lose one’s way! One of the old Chinese sayings verifies
that “haste is the messenger of the devil but patience doubles your prosperity and success!” Very many people,
especially in our times, think that by hurrying, they will gain a lot. They are greatly mistaken! One should
work at an even pace but avoid haste because haste causes a lot of harm; it causes nervousness
misunderstanding and ruins the exactitude of the work. It is much better to do something well and to complete
the work in a masterful way than to finish it sooner by doing it incorrectly or in a haphazard way. You can
never waste anything — especially time. Time is one of heaven’s most precious gifts to us and it is given to us
for work. Time that is wasted can never be retrieved. Time that has passed will never return but is lost in the
sea of eternity.

A certain wise man warns us thus: “Don’t ever waste time! Fill all the corners of you mind with useful
occupations. Transgressions easily pervade an idleness which rises from spiritual and bodily laziness, for a
person who is healthy but lazy and idle does not have the strength to oppose evil. The best and most powerful
defense against Satan is physical work.” People always and everywhere complain that life is so short, yet they
have more time than they can manage or know how to use profitably. We spend a great part of life on worthless
and evil actions, - yet a greater part in doing absolutely nothing — and almost our entire life in doing things that
we shouldn’t be doing!

Work is absolutely necessary in order to maintain mental and physical health; therefore one must occupy
himself/herself with both mental and physical work. Sensible work guarantees good health for a person.
Idleness is not a profitable way of resting. The ancient Romans understood this well when they said — “It is
difficult to rest when you do nothing!”

Ages ago, there was a king who ruled in a powerful kingdom. He had great problems in carrying out the
affairs of the kingdom. He spent a lot of time thinking about his difficult position. If only he knew with whom
he should settle business with first, when he should do things and if only he knew what was the most important
and most urgent duty he should give preference to in any given time! Then he would be able to settle
everything quickly and to the advantage of his subjects.

In order to solve these three complicated questions, the king called together wise men, learned professors
and expert politicians and diplomats. As many people that were there, that’s how many different pieces of
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advice he received. There were some, who insisted that he had to make an itemized schedule of his activities,
not only for every day, but even for every week and every month of the year and conscientiously follow this
schedule. Then he will know when to begin and what he should do. Others were opposed to that idea reasoning
that it is impossible and highly impractical to make such a schedule for new matters, new problems and new
difficulties arise every day and it is impossible for anyone to foresee them. Therefore, one must always be
vigilant — and be always on the alert, night and day until you find the right moment! There were still others
who insisted that the king should never settle any matter without discussing it with some expert in that type of
matter. They all debated all these ideas for a long time but no definite conclusion was reached.

During all these discussions the king learned that an exceptional person lived in a little hut on the edge of
the forest. He is reputed to be wise, pious and happy but he only helps the poor and simple peasants with their
affairs! He never receives the wealthy or the learned.

The king decided that he would seek the advice of this old man. He removed his royal robes and dressed
like a simple peasant, he set out on foot to find the old man. When he arrived at his hut, he found the old man
digging in the ground. The old man politely answered his greeting, but he continued digging. Since he was tall,
thin and emaciated, with his very movement, his deep and heavy breathing could be heard expanding his chest.
The king was puzzled, so he drew closer to him and spoke: “Wise old man, I came to you for some advice since
you are a person very experienced in life. Please be so kind as to answer these three questions for me: 1. What
type of moments should I never neglect in order not to regret them later? 2. What kind of people are the most
needed? Or rather — With whom should I associate? 3. What should be done first? — or What is the most
important matter?”

The old man listened carefully but he did not stop digging and what was so strange was that he gave no
answer! The king said, “You look exhausted! Here give me your shovel and I’ll help you while you take a
rest!” “Thank you, my good man,” replied the old man. He handed the shovel over to the king and sat down on
the side without saying another word. After digging a few beds, the king repeated his questions, but this time,
also, the peasant did not answer. The king continued digging. One hour passed, then a second hour also and
the sun began to set in the west. The king finally dropped his shovel and straightened himself. Then, with some
impatience in his voice and manner, he again addressed the old peasant: “Listen to me, father! I came here to
seek your advice and asked you three questions that are very important to me. If you can’t answer them, just
tell me so and I will return from where I came!” The old peasant interrupted him — “Wait a minute! Who is
that who is running this way?”

The king turned around and saw a man, covered with blood, running out of the woods. He stumbled
towards them, and then fell unconscious, a low, weak moan being the only sign that he was still alive! The
king, along with the old peasant, immediately ran to help him. They tore off the shirt of the unconscious man
and saw that he had a long, deep wound on his chest. The old peasant delicately and efficiently cleansed the
wound and carefully bandaged him with the pieces of his shirt. However, they could not staunch the flow of
blood. The peasant ran to his hut, grabbed a piece of bread and soaked it in water. From his chimney he
collected some cobwebs which he mixed with the bread and placed this on the man’s wound. Immediately the
blood stopped flowing! It was already getting dark and the evening chill was settling in when the king and the
peasant lifted the wounded man and carefully transferred him into the peasant’s hut and placed him on an old
couch in the corner. Completely exhausted from the events of the day, the king stretched out on the floor beside
the couch and fell into a deep sleep.
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He never awoke until the rising sun flooded the hut with its bright rays. Still groggy with sleep, he couldn’t
understand where he was and who was the person staring down at him with feverish eyes full of fear. “Forgive
me, Sire,” whispered the sick man, “you don’t know me, but I know you very well! Up until yesterday, I was
your worst enemy and I vowed to take revenge on you for the death of my brother. 1 learned that you left the
palace and had gone all alone here to our Wise Old Man. I had a plan that I would kill you as you would be
returning to your castle. But, as the day passed, you were not coming. I came out of my hiding place and
unexpectedly met your guard. I began to run away, but was wounded. I definitely would have died if the two
of you had not helped me. I was determined to kill you, Sire, but you helped to save my life. Therefore, 1
swear to you, that if T recover from this wound, I will serve you faithfully and I will order my children to do so,
also! Please, forgive me, Sire!”

Genuinely moved by his confession, the king reacted royally. Not only did he forgive him, but he promised
to look into his problems and to remember him and his family. Then he went outside the hut to see the old
peasant and once more ask him his answer to his three questions. The old peasant was already at work. He was
moving along on his knees planting the seeds of vegetables in all the furrows that had been dug.

The king went up to him and spoke, “Wise Sir, this is the last time I am begging you for an answer to my
three questions!” The old peasant replied, looking peacefully at the king — “But you got your answer!” “When?
In what manner?” asked the puzzled king. “Listen to me,” said the peasant. “If you wouldn’t have felt sorry for
me yesterday and offered to help me dig all these furrows, you would have returned home and would have been
murdered on the way. That means that the most responsible moment was then when you began digging for me
and for you, I was the neediest person and the most important matter was the good deed which you did for me.
The time best spent was then when you were helping to care for this wounded man, for he would have died
otherwise and would never have made his peace with you. Therefore, at that time, he was the most important
person for you and your actions with him were the most important matter at that time. Remember now: the
most opportune moment is always: THE PRESENT MOMENT - for that is the only one that is ours. The most
important person is always — THE ONE WHO NEEDS US AT THAT MOMENT, for we never know if we will
have time for him later. The most important matter is: TO DO GOOD, for that is why God gave man life.”

How many of us take into consideration the importance and meaning of the wise peasant’s answers to the
king’s three questions? How many of us remember that the most opportune moment to act is the present
moment? A majority of people follow the Italian maxim: “Doce far niente!” —It’s so sweet to do nothing!
Thus, they ordinarily do nothing, or they put it off until tomorrow with the thought: “Work is not a rabbit, it
won’t run away!” What mistaken logic! Who really can say that he will be alive tomorrow? Who will
guarantee that you will survive until evening? Who gave you certitude that you will survive this night and will
awaken tomorrow morning and will go to work? Death makes no difference between day and night. Try to
understand that you live in the present. By what law do you claim for yourself not only the pretense but a
certain right to tomorrow? Tomorrow is not yet yours!

Then there are others who worry about yesterday. That, too, is wrong! Yesterday was here but is now
gone! That, too, no longer belongs to us. People complain that they didn’t so something, or that they didn’t
deal with something as they should have! That is too bad, but life is a school and we are the students, often
very inefficient students. As long as we proceed better now than yesterday or before, let’s be at peace! But
make certain that now and at the present moment we utilize every single minute. Let’s do good to all! A Polish
poet sings about such promise:
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“We are children of our time — benefit of love

A time without dreams, illusions or enchantment

Totally indifferent to the sight of sorrow or pain

To one totally weakened from boredom and gluttony...

A time when he became old too soon

He himself undermined the right to his own existence

A time when he wasted his strength and abused his power
He built nothing but destroyed everything!™

1 remember the funeral of a father of a family where I was the celebrant several years ago. This man had
come to America as a very young lad, barely fifteen years old. He came alone and stayed with friends. He
came to America because he was the oldest of a very poor family and he wanted to help his father and mother!
For eight years he sent almost his entire pay check to his parents in Poland. Because of this, his parents were
able to buy a piece of land and set up a farm. It was only then that this twenty-three year old began to think of
himself. He got married — having chosen a simple poor girl who was a real treasure for she was very thrifty and
a good manager. Together they raised seven children and were quite well-off. I remember very well when one
day before the funeral, I stopped at their home to pay my respects to the dead and say some prayers for this
good man. The mother and the children all knelt with me to pray. After prayer, one of his sons had this to say:
“Our Dad was a real St. Joseph. He worked hard, was always concerned about us and provided for us and
besides, was always very kind and gracious to everyone.” This son couldn’t say more for his eyes flooded with
tears.

What a beautiful testimony from the life of a son about his father! If only others could say this about the
rest of us! And they definitely will be able to say this about us, if only we do not keep looking back to
yesterday or reaching out for tomorrow! Just for today and one day at a time let us dedicate ourselves to our
work and doing good to and for others.




