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And Ignas took Father Peter’s hand and together they set off on the path towards the rectory, all the while
carrying on a long and serious conversation. Father Peter was deeply involved in the service of God and of his
people because his Vicar priest was studying day and night the works in Theology and was of little help to him
in the parish. Father Peter did not have much time to think about death but he used to say that he will live to be
a hundred and every day will be lived for the Lord.

However, one autumn evening when the sun was setting and casting its last purple shadows across the
darkening sky, Father Peter, who was sitting in silence in one of the passageways from the garden seemingly
asleep, suddenly turned to the organist who was sitting beside him and spoke in a tone of voice more serious
than usual — “Mr. Dziegielewski, it seems to me that I must leave!”

- “And may I ask where you are going?”

- “Further than from here to the parish office. There” —and with his hand he motioned to the nearby whitened
wall of the cemetery.

- Dziegielewski tossed his head saying; “What kind of nonsense are you saying? Really, to be honest, it doesn’t
befit you! Phooey! Yet, in some evil hour...”

- “No, you will see Mr. Dziegielewski, our parish organist, that already I must go. It is already time and I must
give up my last thirteen years to God.”

- “Oh! Oh! I would rather that Your Reverence wouldn’t bring up such distressing subjects.”

- “Oh, but it is time! I went to confession exactly this morning and received Holy Communion. Iam ready.
Our Vicar can already be called, but excuse yourself for he is no doubt engrossed in his study of the “Summa
Teologica” or “The Imitation of Christ.” Those are the kind that should be made canons, not somebody old like
me. Do you hear that 7— What is that sound? It seems to me that I hear the turning of this entire huge machine
of which God is the builder and the eternal mechanist. The planets and the sun are whirling on their axis and
everything follows its own orbit and is humming. The whole world is humming. And He, Master Builder and
Eternal Machinist listens and rejoices! Just think, Mr. Organist of Kloniska, Matthew, Timothy Dziegielewski
— just think what a huge and miraculous hum that must be! You are thinking that it is like the windmill Kuby
Michalow from Zardzawica, but it’s more like a thousand, a million of such windmills! Ho! Ho! Like all the
waves of the Atlantic Ocean and all the strong, winds of the Sahara taken together. Just listen...”

- “I’m listening, Father.”

- “Do you hear it?”

- “Yes, I hear now the wind is rustling the leaves.”

- “But the humming sound of the world — the sound of that huge machine — Do you hear it?”
-“No, I'm really sorry — but, I don’t hear it!”

Father Peter sat silently for a few minutes and then he continued:
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-“My dear organist, open that window that faces the north. Let all the aroma from the outside enter. Over there
— what will it be like? Our merciful God will be there and beautiful light with choirs of angels and all the
heavenly perfumes and all kinds of miracles — but, our fields around Klonica will not be there and neither will
the aroma from my parish garden. Eternity is very long but fifty years is nothing to sneeze at! These young
elm trees must be supported and make sure that they wrap the pear tree in straw for the winter! Ho! Ho!
Nowhere was there an aroma from a garden such as here in Klonica, Mr. Dziegielewski!”

- “You get all the credit for that, Father!”

- “Is the moon beginning to rise?”

- “It seems so!”

- “Is the moon bright? It is difficult for me to turn and look in that direction!”
- “It is bright!”

- “Thanks be to God! T wouldn’t want to die in inclement weather.”

- “What are you saying, Father?”

- “Quiet, Mr. Dziegielewski our organist, quiet! The moon will light the way for my soul which will travel a
bright path. It’s a good thing that it will from this passage-way. That’s almost like being out in the field. In my
family, no one died in bed. — They all died out in the field. It is a good thing that they all ended up as they did,
for who knows what would have become of them! That’s the way it is, Mr. Dziegielewski!”

- “I'm listening, Father!”

- “Dress me in my new cassock — the one with a silk lining and put my silk sash around my waist, attach my
gold pin, shine my shoes, put my canonical chain around my neck and my army papers with my orders on my
chest. Leave my ring on my finger — Let it be buried with me. Then, you will scatter flowers all over my body
—use a lot of wild thyme for they have such a pleasant aroma, and put narcissus by my head. Then, Mr.
Dziegielewski, take my sword and break it in half because I am the last to die from our family, - Hej, Mr.
Dziegielewski, why are you blubbering like that?’

- “Be-be-because, Father, you are breaking my heart!”

-“You know, Mr. Dziegielewski, it would be a shame to break my sword. Here is what I want you to do — only
make sure that my Vicar doesn’t see this! Quietly take my sword and slip it under my cassock, between the
pleats. Put the crucifix in my hands — as though I were only a priest, but there, on my side, underneath lies my
sword! — Can you smell the aroma from my garden?”

-“Yes I can smell it!”

- “My will is there in my desk. Everything is in order. Just remember, Mr. Dziegielewski, to always water the
flowers in these flower pots and take good care of my garden. Don’t sell anything and don’t throw anything
out. There is a fund for everything — for the old men and the old ladies, for the orphans and the crippled, for my
200 and my animals Martin and Zagraj. Keep everything and everybody as they are until they either die off or
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grow up and leave. I always had a heart for the entire world. A deer and a goat are just as worthy of my pity as
is a small child. God created everything, loves everything and knows about everyone and everything.

- “What other orders do you have, Father?”

- “My pipe with Marie Antoinette and the bronze inkstand with Napoleon go to my priest Vicar. Among my
possessions there is a fund for an orphanage. For you, Mr. Dziegielewski, I have left in my will two bulls, ten
thousand and one thing or another. Now, here with my still warm hands I give you this snuff box with a ruby so
that you would always remember this old priest!”

- “Father — You are such a great benefactor!”

- “Don’t you kneel before me and stop kissing my knees! Shame! We are all equal! Now, since I have more, I
am giving it to you. This is the way it should be — period! And quit sobbing like that because you are going to
wake people up. They have been working hard all day and they need their sleep. I, too, have spent at least a
half of my life in hard work, so I too, need to sleep. Maybe tomorrow this creature will not be here. It’s strange
for supposedly we all know that we must die. Yet, here, if even one leaf falls from the linden tree or if one
blade of grass withers — Everything came from God and God sustains it. All is vanity for man...One or two
years they will remember Him and then forget. Let them forget me...just so that our Merciful God does not
forget me! How well I remember the first day that I arrived here and walked about in the alleys of this garden.
Such were these trees then — as they are now — all spread out and murmuring — fifty years ago, a half a century.

I can hardly believe it! It doesn’t seem possible to me that that wheat still grows so tall — and it will continue to
do so! So many years...There are so many that I baptized and so many that I buried! Look how bright it already
is!” The light of the moon, quiet and silvery shone through the thick leaves that had overgrown the passageway
causing it to reflect in patterns on the ground.. The whisper of the wind rustling the leaves seemed to be
opening and closing the eyelids of the moon.

Father sat for some time gazing heaven-ward, and then his head dropped to his chest and Mr.
Dziegielewski, whose big tears were flowing down to his mustache, heard how this old priest whispered,
“There’s nothing, there’s nothing, I must leave! It is now evening, tomorrow morning, but I must.- Look how
that moon is looking at me — As though it is trying to tell me of the radiance of heaven. But, who knows? ...I
have never been frightened before...How many times I’ve looked death in the eye, yet somehow, now I'm
frightened!...Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner! Lord, be merciful to me a sinner..."Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea
maxima culpa!” And there is blood on my soul!” He lowered his head still further on his chest and was silent
for a few moments, and then suddenly raising his head, he cried out — “Mr. Dziegielewski, after they sing
‘Requiescat in pace,” you must tell all the guns to fire! I remember that it was in Olszyn that a cavalryman
attacked me — Did I slash Him! But — that was for a just cause, Mr. Dziegielewski! There’s a wick burning in
the lamp before the Sorrowful Mother! — Then, Father Peter closed his eyes to doze off. The organist watched
him and it seemed to him that the priest’s head dropped much lower than before and his breathing was getting
weaker and weaker! This went on for some time so that Mr. Dziegielewski, feeling very uneasy, was about to
go call the housekeeper when a clock struck twice announcing the time as half past nine. At that moment, little
Ignas Znajda in his thin undershirt and underpants appeared in the doorway leading from the hallway to the
garden passageway. The little boy went up to the arm chair of Father Peter and lightly tugged at his cassock
saying, “Your Reverence! Come! The housekeeper sent me to beg you to come home and go to sleep! Come
with me! Give me your hand! Slowly now, for you are very old! Your Reverence!” — But since Father Peter
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did not move, nor did he say a word — little Ignas raised his big eyes to Mr. Dziegielewski, asking, “Mr.
Organist, is His Reverence dead?”

0000000

Well, my dear listeners, how did you like this story? Wasn’t that a simple, true and very heart-warming
tale? Doesn’t it contain a lesson for all of us? We Poles here in America, despite an unfriendly environment
which is even sometimes openly hostile, we still slap one another in the face and fight with one another, don’t
we? If we don’t do this physically, don’t we at least do it morally? Aren’t we guilty of dividing ourselves into
classes and into camps, and by so doing, diminishing our strength? Those of us who possess more than others,
are we willing to share with them? Do we help one another and console each other as needed? Do we show
compassion to those who are more unfortunate than we are and help others? Do we consider our fellow
country-men to be our equals? For God’s sake, these are our fellow-brothers — They are the sons and daughters
of respected and hard-working fathers and virtuous and God fearing mothers! Why —and again I ask you — why
don’t we show them a warm heart and more Christ-like compassion and mercy?

There will come a day, when we too, will find ourselves staring into the eyes of approaching Death and we
will be whispering, “Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner! But injustice, many wrongs and many tears are
burdening my soul.” And then? Then, in truth, woe to our poor souls!
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February 11, 1934
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Four years ago, my Religious Superiors asked me to go to Rome. After some time spent in preparation, I
packed my suitcase and set out for the train station. While seated in the train, I decided to once again check all
the documents that I needed for this trip to Italy. Ihad everything I needed — except for what was most essential
—my American passport! The train had already traveled about 40 miles beyond Buffalo! In despair, I searched
all my belongings for the twentieth time, with the same result — no passport!

1 literally ran to the conductor to consult him and seek his advice! Despite my nervousness, I managed to
tell him that I was on my way to New York where I would be boarding a ship that was scheduled to sail at
midnight to Italy, and T had forgotten my passport! What could be done so that I could retrieve my passport
before that time? — And on and on! The conductor patiently listened to my frantic story and peacefully
responded: “When we arrive at the next station, I will telephone our office in Buffalo and have them notify you
fellow Religious at your monastery. One of them can take your passport and board the next train bound for
New York.” And he did exactly what he said he would! At his command the train stood at the station until he
had communicated with officials in Buffalo and explained what was needed.

The train then resumed its pace and when it stopped about twenty minutes later for the locomotive to take
on more coal and water, a message arrived for me from Buffalo stating that Father Michael was taking the noon
train — with my passport! I was so relieved that I couldn’t find enough words to thank that conductor! Again,
he patiently heard me out, and then replied: “Father, there is so little goodness in this world and there should be
so much more of it. Why shouldn’t we show just a little bit of this goodness to one another from time to time?
We all have so many opportunities to do so, and it costs us so little time! Isn’t that true?”

His words deeply impressed me. Since then, I have very often asked myself the same question — “Why is
there so little goodness and kindness in this world when there should be so much more? Why do so few people
show so little kindness to others since it doesn’t cost them anything? Why don’t we imitate our fore-fathers
who abounded in kindness, goodness and compassion towards their fellow-men? Our Savior declared the law
of love of neighbor as a “new Commandment” for up until the time of Christ, people lived in fear and distrust of
one another. Are our present times likened to the times of Christ? Too many Cains and not enough Abels! If
everybody lived their lives in goodness and love for one another, there would be no need for courts or judges,
nor for laws and punishments. Nevertheless, among people today there is so little goodness, kindness, goodwill
and love. Therefore, the title of today’s talk:

THE MODEL OF GOODNESS

I’'m going to tell you an excerpt from one of the novels by Tetmajer entitled “Father Peter”: “Sir
Dziegielewski used his sleeve to wipe his flaxen graying mustache, kissed the priest below his elbow and then
left. Meanwhile, old Father Peter blessed himself, folded his hands on his chest and began pacing the room
slowly while he was audibly whispering his prayers. His old hound, Zagraj, who up to now had been sleeping
under his sofa, opened first one eye, than the other, then stood, stretched and loudly yawned, then fell into step
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behind his master. From time to time the old man chased away the flies that bothered him. From time to time
the dog snapped at these buzzing creatures with his teeth. Thus these two paced back and forth until it was time
for breakfast.

During his prayers, Father Peter once in a while glanced at the wall where polished shotguns hung near the
huge branching out antlers of a stag; then, he looked for a while at the hyacinths and the azaleas that were
blossoming in flower pots on the window sill or he would gaze at the mallow flower and the sunflowers that
were spread out under the windows. Sometimes he casually glanced over the even row of blowpipes and the
highly polished glass pipes or without interrupting his prayer, he would linger before a large book case where
he would straighten one or two volumes and then slowly move on with the dog in step behind him. Sometimes
he would glance outside where the farm-hands in their short-sleeved vests were hurrying to finish and Mr.
Walenty Moscik, the steward was shouting out orders. All the little puppies were chasing the chickens, an old
tame crane called Martin was scaring away the colts and the turkey cocks were fighting among themselves.
Thus, the yard was full of din and movement. Girls in yellow checkered kerchiefs on their head were passing
through humming a melancholy melody while a group of peacocks were strutting about with their glorious tails
spread out, dragging their wings on the ground. A flock of pigeons flew down from roofs and fluttering their
wings, they hovered over the peacocks in a wide circle. The bright morning sun shone upon all this splashing
golden shadows on the ground and a brilliance that kept changing on the linden and birch trees.

Meanwhile, still praying, Father Peter, all gray and very quiet, was looking out of the window with his
fingers pressed together on his lips. When he had finally whispered the last prayer, he still did not make the
Sign of the Cross but continued to stand by the window, looking out. Then, after he had blessed himself, he
traced a cross in the air sending a blessing from his room over the fields, woods, and waters as also upon the
fish, the peasants working in the fields and the flocks that were feeding in the pasture. He always did this.
Then, after having drunk some coffee, Father Peter lit a pretty glass pipe that was on a long cherry-red pipe
stem with a large expensive piece of amber. This pipe was a gift to him after the death of the patron marshal.
After inhaling a few times, Father Peter lowered himself into an easy chair and began to doze off. He must
have begun to dream, for he grunted a few times - “Ho! Ho!” and shook his index finger of his right hand as he
was wont to do when he was explaining something or recalling past events of his life. He really had much to
dream about!

His childhood was truly angelic in the area of Zalanach. He had been in the service of the Prince
Constantine, spent a few years while emigrating in long journeys. Finally, several dozens of years in God’s
service. These were hard years lived as if in military obedience — without any time for rest or relaxation. This
one-time famous captain of the cavalry did not become a priest because of some vocation — he openly admitted
this! He often said, “I was born to be a priest just like maid servant Vicky, who takes up and carries a bushel of
potatoes on her back, was born to be a ballet dancer! I was young and handsome, Ho! Ho!....not poor and
besides I was lively, reckless...a Polish nobleman and besides, a cavalryman! But, I know the things that I did
that were wrong. When my servant, Sobek, a boy from Zalan, did not have any sabre ready for me, or did not
bring me my boots on time, he would be punched right in the face. My father and grandfather, in fact all of us
Zalanscy for such or similar omissions treated their servants the same way — striking them right in the face! For
this reason, in the year *46 my cousin Stanley’s servant pulled him off his horse by his leg, and then all his
servants beat him so badly that he was unrecognizable.
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Then I went to expiate for my sins and those of the others in our Zelanski family. I went to serve those
towards whom I felt guilty. Do you think, my dear that it was easy to renounce everything, for the whole world
was beckoning to me — and to put on a clerical dress and go out to the village? Oh, my dear — there were so
many times when I felt that I would not persevere! Then, when the Austrian War erupted, I almost hung my
clerical dress on a hook and took off with the cavalry. But, then I said to myself — “You promised God that you
would serve Him...so now serve!” God’s service is very difficult — and God does not fool around! When God
is good — He’s very good, but if He becomes angry — everybody hides in a corner — even Michael the
Archangel, that great warrior who beat Satan and can do it just by rattling his sword, holds his sword so quietly
before the Lord our God, as if he were tip-toeing through Caesar’s room. And if he behaves so, what about this
miserable man, even if he is a priest! Ho! Ho! Then, as time went on, I would not remove my clerical dress in
exchange for all the treasures in the world and neither would I leave my parish. So, my dear, what I had at first
undertaken as a penance, in expiation for my sins and those of my family so that I, a rich nobleman and a
cavalry officer should go to mingle with the simple peasants, I later fell in love with this life. Then I learned to
love all God’s people and things and I began to work with these souls for God. Then I also thought —If I can
influence at least one soul to turn to God, then this just and merciful Judge will forgive one of my family at least
one year of penance in Purgatory. Then, with and by the love of God, I began to love these people and I tried
to implant this love for God in the souls of these people. Now, tell me - Is there anything more beautiful on
earth than to treasure these souls for God, for our native country and for people? And the souls in this area, they
are full of clay and very stony, but there is humus or good soil there; they are not evil, they are good. It is only
that these people are very difficult and one must love them very much, be very tolerant of them and show them
a lot of kindness. Had I talked more to my servant boy and struck him less, he would never have shouted at me
before the first battle and ran away to the place where pepper grows! You see, my dear, I can truthfully say that
what I promised I would do, T accomplished and I can freely state that I was a good priest and a good Pastor of
souls.

If anyone could have foretold this about me sixty years ago when I was training a gray Turkish mare for
Lady Hedwig Karmicki — and then I carried her off on that same gray mare for my friend Hilary Roszczewski —
God forgive me! Someday when I die they will put me wearing a cassock into a coffin while at this early stage
of my life, I was thinking of going into the Valley of Josephat wearing the epaulettes of a general! Ho! Ho!
Man shoots but God has all the bullets! Ho! Ho! Is Mr. Dziegielewski anywhere around here? This old priest
could not get along without Mr. Dziegielewski even for a few hours!

Father Peter carried on heated discussions with Mr. Dziegielewski about everything — beginning with sheep
and politics and ending up with astronomy. Father teased him, hitting upon his noble dignity and deliberately
twisting his words. This type of banter had been going on between them for at least the last thirty years — and
always with the same result. Father Peter liked this man very much.

The area around the rectory was akin to Noah’s Ark. Besides the ordinary domesticated animals, Father
Peter had a small zoo in which deer, rabbits and specially geese from beyond the seas all lived in exemplary
accord. He had entrusted the care of these animals along with the care for his garden to the old ladies and men,
to the crippled and to the orphans and anyone like them who lived in the area. Father Peter collected all the
poor people, took them under his protection, fed them, reared and educated them. Since he needed very little
for himself outside of the nice shoes and vestments for which he had a weakness and having significant
resources from the parish and from his own investments, he fed and clothed entire legions of poor people. He
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used to criticize his neighbor, Father Wajdzik in a neighboring town’s parish — “When he was remodeling the
church, he forbid the painters to walk on the scaffolds for fear that one may fall and break a window pane which
is very expensive to replace. He watches every penny and won’t give anyone anything so that after his death
there would be enough money to put a tin roof on the church and put up a new bell tower! 1tell you that I am
doing the better thing. God does not care whether or not the church building has a tin roof. His concern is what
kind of souls do the people have who are praying in that church. Neither does God care whether the bell hangs
higher or lower than the linden tree — it is all the same to God whose only wish is that the bell would draw all
hearts to Him. In my church, I’ve repaired a thing here and there but my first concern is the hungry mouth of an
orphan, rather than the hole in the church shingles.”

Father Peter had a great big garden with lots of shade from the many trees that he had himself planted when
he arrived at that parish about a half century ago. He had an excellent knowledge of fruit and he cultivated
them to give as presents to the collator and to the neighbors. He also grew a great profusion of flowers. When
he worked among them in his garden, he always talked to them. Some plants he praised, with some he was
grumpy and he felt sorry for others. One could hear him...”How nicely you blossomed, narcissus — but, look —
you got to be broken, see? And this rascal of sunflower — How he dominates this entire part! One would think
that God knows this! What a tulip from overseas or a pineapple! Now, why are you climbing up here, you have
apole! Owa! I fear that you are going to get this innocent sweet pea to do something wrong! Just try! And
these lilies of the valley — how beautiful! Now you asters — don’t try pushing your way into this space! Ho!
Ho! Iknow you!”

On summer afternoons, Father Peter used to like to leave the yard of the rectory and go sit under an old yew
tree where he could look out at the world. From there, he could see the waves of golden grain; he could also see
the dark forest. He could see the wild ducks swimming on the lake, appearing from a distance like a black
string on the surface. Some herons with very wide wings were suspended above him and swarms of screaming
lapwings raced by while the lake extended far into the country-side, quiet, sleepy, its waves lightly rolling with
the wind. Father Peter looked and looked and could tell the difference between the grain and the meadow, the
forest from the water — but little by little, this entire huge and varied world began to meld together, changing
into one shining blue color. It seemed to Father Peter as though he didn’t see the world anymore, but that he
was looking at the soul of the world or that he was seeing some sort of cloud or fog that had all the colorings of
the earth but wasn’t the earth. Later, this appearance began to disappear more spiritually rather than visually
dissipating in the open spaces called forth from the remembrance of pictures once seen. Deep thought and
forgetfulness of self-enveloped him.

It was then that the little seven year old Ignas Znajda who dearly loved this priest and was sent to him by
the housekeeper, tugged at the old priest’s cassock, waking him from his reverie.

“Your Reverence!”

“What is it?”

“Is your Reverence sleeping?”

“Oh, I guess I was sort of daydreaming.”

“Lady Housekeeper asked me to beg you to come home.”
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“Good...good, we’ll go right away!”

“Your Reverence...”

“What is it?”

“Does Jesus walk around in heaven the same way as Reverence does here on earth?”
“Oh, yes!”

“And is He bare-footed?”

“Probably. Why would He wear shoes since it is warm there?”
“And is He big?”

“Ho! Ho! Like the world!”

“So when a thunderbolt crashes, it comes from between His toes?”
“Probably, probably!”

“And is He good?”

“Ho! Ho! Just like honey.”

“Is honey good?”

“Haven’t you ever tasted it?”

“How about the Lord God?”

“The Lord God is good.”

“Is He better?”

“No, they are the same — the very same!”

“Is the Lord God big?”

“Yes, just like the Lord Jesus.”

“Your Reverence!”

“Now what?”

“Lady Housekeeper told me to ask you to come home.”
“Good, good. Let’s go!”

“Okay, let’s go! Give me your hand. Slowly now, ‘cause you are old!”




