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February 23, 1941

| greet you, my dear compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ! In my last
two conferences | gave you a picture of two vengeances: the vengeance of the Teutonic Order
and that of Polish people, in other words, the vengeance of barbarians and that of a Christian.
Vengeance is something totally against Christianity which is a religion of love, as we read in the
Apostle’s letter: “Do not give evil for evil, curse for curse, but bless those who wish you evil for
to this you are called so you may obtain the inheritance; and “Bless those who persecute you
but do not curse them. Rejoice with those who rejoice, cry with those who cry. If your enemy is
hungry feed him, if he thirsts give him something to drink, by so doing you gather burning coals
onto his head. Do not let evil conquer you!” Totally opposed to the teaching of religion is the
teaching of the modern trinity is the teaching of the bestial Communism, barbarian Nazism and
servile Fascism. This allied trio is based on the philosophy of might, war, battles, contempt,
hatred and vengeance! Vengeance changes one’s heart into a stone without mercy and without
feelings. It warps human life. Vengeance strips people of qualities differentiating people from
animals. Vengeance is the work of small souls, stunted souls, materialized souls. To forgive is a
sign of noble, heroic souls, true students of the Master of Nazareth. Christian culture of
civilization never rose on the soil of vengeance, but on every principle of love! Not based on
“eye for an eye and tooth for tooth,” philosophy. “Love one another, my sons and daughters!”
St. John, the golden-mouthed, wrote: “Nothing identifies us more with God than forgiving our
enemies.” Why? Because to “love our enemies is a divine vengeance. "Sometimes our heart
almost rips apart, whine from pain, because we see our loved ones suffering unjustly, that’s
normal, that’s human. But we cannot harbor ill will and hatred in our souls, and seek occasions
where we can pay evil for evil. We must submit to the call of the Apostle: “Do not try to meet
out justice, but leave it to God to take vengeance, because it is written ‘Mine is the vengeance
and | will repay.”” says the Lord. Being in the Romanian camps for displaced persons, | spoke of
various happenings, and | could see that their hands tightened into fists and their blood boiled
in their veins just at the mention of these atrocities, they would bite their lips and nervously
clasp their hands, and | could see how the nails went into their flesh, and yet they would say:
“We could not even begin to be so bestial, because we are a Christian and Catholic nation. We
are cultural!” And now to the talk:

Two Vengeances and Two Results

Blind Jurand took vengeance on the vengeful Teutonic Knight by forgiving him his ill-treatment
of himself by the Knight and gave him freedom. The old Tolima was given the order to lead the
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Knight to the border. The Knight rode unarmed and without fetters. The storm, pursued by the
wind was just above them. Tolima, accustomed to guard the prisoners, at times glanced
cautiously at the Knight. | guess he was concerned that the Knight would not by chance escape
from him and the old warrior would shiver at the thought, for it seemed to him that every time
he looked at the Knight, the Knight's eyes glowed in the darkness as of an evil spirit or a
phantom. He even wanted to make the sign of the cross, but thought the Knight might roar
inhumanly or change into an ugly beast and begin to bite him. At this thought he began to be
even more afraid. The old warrior who knew how to swoop into a whole horde of Germans, as a
hawk swoops into the flock of partridges, was afraid of evil spirits and wanted nothing to do
with them. When they reached the border, Tolima was tempted. He said within himself, “They
told me to lead this mad dog to the border so | did, but should this oppressor of my Lord and his
child just leave unpunished? Wouldn’t it be a noble act for God just to do away with him? How
about if | would call him to a duel? He is unarmed, but could easily find something. Lord willing |
could do away with him and then sink him into the manure.” The Old Warrior had to fight this
temptation, for Jurand forgave this torturer of his and he, the warrior, led him to the border,
only now to destroy him? To what end would killing him serve? Would God reward him for this
ignoble act? What reward would be his in heaven? The Old Warrior overcame his temptation
and stopping his horse said to the Knight: “Here is the border, you are free. If worry will not
choke you and the lightning doesn’t strike you, you should be safe from the people.” Having said
this he turned his horse around and the Knight went stone-faced forward. The Old Warrior went
on as though in a dream. There was a short pause in the storm and brief brightness. Then it
grew dark again, one could say it was evening. The clouds descended lower almost to the top of
the trees. From above there was some foreboding murmur and hissing and thunder. The angel
tried to tame the storm. From time to time the lightning with its frightening force would light up
the entire forest and one could see a wide road and a single rider on his horse. The Knight rode
on barely conscious because of fever. Despair was eating his heart since the death of Rotgier,
the atrocities committed because of vengeance, worry, frightening visions and heart-rending
recollections dimmed his reason to such a degree, that with supreme effort he was able to ward
off the thought of suicide. Fresh also was the weariness of travel under the steely hand of the
Czech, the night he spent in prison and uncertainty of the future, and above all this
incomprehensible act of grace and mercy, which frightened him, tore at him mercilessly. At
times a thought would begin to rise in his mind and then he would lose all recognition to
whatever was going on around him, and then fever would wake him and at the same time
would also wake in him a feeling of despair and loss, a feeling that all has passed, ended, he
reached the end, and around him was nothing but night and emptiness and some enormous
abyss filled with horror to which he must go. — Go! Go! — suddenly whispered a voice just by his
ear. He looked around and saw Death. She was alone as a skeleton sitting on horse’s skeleton,
riding right by him. She was in white and her bones rattled. You’re here, asked the Knight? | am,
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she responded. Go! Go! She said. At the same time he noticed that he had a companion his
other side stirrup to stirrup there was a rider who, in his body, resembled a man with an
inhuman face, for his head was that of an animal with standing ears, and his body was covered
with long prickly fur. Who are you? asked the Knight. And instead of answering he bared his
teeth and growled. The Knight closed his eyes. At that moment he heard a loud rattling of the
bones and a whisper right into his ear: “It's time! It's time! Hurry! Go! And the Knight said I'm
going. But this answered seemed said by someone else. Afterwards he would say pushed by
some overpowering strength, he descended from the horse took the high knightly saddle and
then the reins. His companions, too, came down from their horses and did not leave him for a
second. They led him from the middle of the road to the edge of the forest. The black beast
lowered a branch for him and helped him tie the reins to it. “Hurry! whispered death. Hurry!
whispered some voices from the top of the trees. The Knight, as though in a dream, threaded
the other part of the reins through the buckle, made a loop and stepped on top of his saddle
which he left under the tree, put the loop around his neck. Push the saddle away! Ah... now.
Kicked, the saddle rolled a few paces away and the unfortunate’ Knight’s body hanged there
suspended from a tree. For a very brief moment it seemed to the Knight that that black beast
threw himself upon him and began biting his chest and tried to reach his heart. His closing eyes
saw something else: the image of death seemed to evaporate into a white cloud which slowly
moved toward him, embraced him, surrounded him and covered everything with a terrifying,
impenetrable curtain. At that moment the storm picked up momentum. The lightning struck in
the middle of the road with such force that it seemed the earth shook in its foundation. The
whole forest bent under the strong wind. The roar, the whistling, the howling, the screeching of
the tree trunks and broken branches filled the depths of the forest. Waves of rain pushed by the
wind dimmed the world and only during intense lightning one could notice the swinging body of
the Knight. The next day a cortege of people arrive and the horrible sight! The face of the
hanging Knight was blue by now and he looked horrible. His eyes were still opened and his
mouth too, as though he was trying to catch the last breath. So quickly they dug up a pit, and
with the handles of their forks pushed the Knight face down, then, they covered the pit with the
ground and began looking for rocks, for such was the old custom that they cover the suicide
person with the rocks, for fear, that he might rise and disturb the passersby.” Such was the end
of the vengeful and cruel Teutonic Knight, who did not know mercy or compassion in his life.
Similarly, everyone, who shuts his heart to the noble Christian feelings and gives rein to the
animal feelings because the justice of God is relentless!” -

And how did that old, merciful and compassionate Jurand die, who, following God’s command
forgave the evil done to him leaving the vengeance to God? Surrounded by a small group of his
faithful friends, fell asleep peacefully with a smile on his lips. Before he breathed his last two
large tears fell from his eyes on to the crucifix which he held in thin hands “for a whole week
Father Kaleb prayed over his body which was not degenerating, and all saw a miracle in this!”
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Such is the result of Christian vengeance, Christ’s vengeance: “Take your yoke upon your

shoulders and learn from me, that | am meek and humble of heart, and you'll find peace for
your souls.”

Several years after the Teutonic Knights Commander’s suicidal death, Jurand’s torturers, the
entire Teutonic Order ended. “The entire army of the Teutonic Knights ceased to exist. The
Poles who pursued them took over the enormous Teutonic camp filled with half alive people,
carriages full of fetters prepared for Poles, and wine to celebrate their victory. Now came the
time when their teeth were broken and the right hand cut off and above in the pink sky one
could see circles of crows and eagles cawing at the sight below them. Not only did the debased
Teutonic Order lay before the king, but the entire German might, which like mighty waves
poured over the Slavic nations, was broken on that day of salvation, because it struck the Polish
breasts. So to you enormous and holy past and to you sacrificial blood, be glory and praise
forever!” and now some pictures from our times. | hold before me, American Daily, from 20
November 1940. Almost the entire page is covered with a photograph from England. It
portrayed a mother with seven small children, the oldest of them is a 12-year old daughter, the
youngest a three-month old son in the arms of his mother. Look at those faces! Mother presses
the tiny tot to her bosom. Her brow is sad and thoughtful. Her lips are tightly closed as if in pain
and tears are falling from her eyes. The little faces of children look worried, thoughtful and
frightened. They look like faces of old people, worn out by hard and terrible incidents of life.
Faces of old people on the shoulders of children. The children formed a tight group as doves
over who flies a hungry hawk. They have small bags in their hands containing all their
possessions they managed to take out before the house collapsed under bombs. These are
children of tragedy, sacrificial lambs of hatred. They are sacrificial lambs of those who for years
renounced bread and butter in order to build bombs and tanks. They are the offerings of the
descendants of ancient hordes of Teutonic Knights.

People frightened by these occurrences ask, some surprised and some quite angry, why this
twentieth century of ours brilliant with knowledge, progress, culture and civilization brought on
its people such magnitude of misfortune and pain? They ask: From where does all this bestiality,
ruthlessness and cynicism, such lack of consideration and respect for human life come? They
simply cannot comprehend why the aggressors are filled with such magnitude of criminality,
deceit, falsehood, cruelty and derision toward the conquered and weaker. Some persecution
mania overcame the nations where some bran man still has the courage to say he is civilized
and cultural, and the next says he is saving the world. The Christian and a Catholic the answer is
clear. If the nation was brought up in a horrible and false theory, that an individual is just a
pawn, serving the insatiable demon! If, in theory and practice, the worth of personhood is
denied the results are just what is described above and no other. If in these demented theories,
and conspiracies one does not take into consideration individual happiness but only a collective
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happiness, when we obliterate the meaning of man, well, even deny the existence of an
individual soul, then one does not have to wait for the results. If “comrade” or another
aggressor decides that in the interests of the collective demon, the human pawns must be
tortured and killed, then they are tortured and they are killed. Here you have the consequences
of a godless society. These are the results of pagan teaching and godless teaching.

Our Christian and Catholic world outlook claiming that man is not a wheel in the machine or an
animal in the herd, but is an individual with his own soul created onto the image of God does
not go hand in hand with murdering of autonomous human beings. The teaching that has grown
on godless foundation is indifferent to the question of particular individuals. If an obedient
animal pull the collective wagon, it can live, if that animal tries to think independently as a
human being, it is destroyed. We, Poles, in our Slavic nature, have not only good natured
kindness, but being trained through centuries in Christian outlook and culture and staying
faithful to that, loathe murders, beastly behavior, aggression, and persecution of a weaker
person. Today, two world outlooks — godless and Christian — are fighting each other in the
widest sense of the word. We, belonging to the Christian world not only in name but in spirit
formed through the ages have Faith that we are not allowed to weaken. This faith will help us
through the darkest days, however long they might be, to see the ruin of the godless,
materialistic, herd instinct philosophies, whose children are collective genocides! What will be
the end of these heartless and conscious less thugs? Have some patience. Sooner or later the
hand of God will reach them. | am certain it will reach them. What measure they use toward
others will be measured out to them, you cannot doubt that! We As Christians and Catholics
have only one vengeance, the vengeance of Christ. Let us be the people of good will. This will
bring us that reward promised by angel choirs — Peace!




