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own home. In her life, in the life of a good and loving wife, sickness, or the lack of money,
counts for little. The wife understands that her duty is to stand firmly and be by the side of her
husband in good times and bad, in health and in sickness. A good wife knows that there are
moments when she will have to struggle. If there is true love between a husband and a wife,
the difficulties experienced mean little. They work hand in hand. They stand shoulder to
shoulder. They struggle together. They endeavor together, they build together. Love is not
measured in dollars. Love is not measured by good fortune. Love means much more.
Therefore it is worth more than the riches of the world.” “If you say so, then apparently you
don’t know people and you have experience little in life.” — the sophist grunted derisively. “You
do not know what it means to be injured by the world and by people. To begin to build your
own house about which you dreamed for many years and to see how it falls out of your grasp
when the bank takes it away because you could not keep up the regular payments. Do you
know what it means to see how a man whom you not only loved, but in fact, adored, and to see
how he changes from a god into Satan? To see how some thief reaches secretly for your
husband and slowly steals him away. To see how everything that has some value and meaning
in your eyes slowly gets broken and disintegrates into pieces. If you had to experience that
which | went through, you would probably do that which I intend to do at this moment. What?
Get a divorce. Once more the old lady opened her lips and spoke with a pained effort. “I, too,
experienced much pain in my life. But today | do not regret anything. Life’s wounds have left
scars on my heart and my soul. People’s cuts were more painful than the cuts of the surgeon.
Today | value the wounds and the scars. More than once | cried late into the night, until | was
out of tears and | fell asleep from exhaustion and tiredness. | worked until my feet buckled
under me and my hands cracked. | washed, scrubbed, sewed and cooked. | worked in the
fields on the farm until my back cracked. It seemed that | could endure no more. With my own
hands | helped my husband build a little house. | carried the lumber and the bricks. | held the
beams in place. When the house was under a roof, alas, there was a deluge and floods. We
thought that the water would not reach us. We had surrounded the house with a little garden,
little trees, shrubs and flowers. The water took everything away. It destroyed our work

completely. The only thing it left us was our lives. We rebuilt the little house. I labored whole
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days and evenings with my husband who never lamented never complained. When we moved
from the barn to the just finished little house, on the fourth day a fire engulfed us. With my
husband, who held my hand, | watched how the fire devoured everything we owned within a
few minutes. From our labors and our collaborative work all that was left were ashes! But that
is not yet the end. Death also came to our family. | thought that | could not endure it. It
seemed to me that life was not worth living. The efforts of our many-year labors were
destroyed. They vanished completely. In the winter | buried my little son; in the spring, my
daughter. | had left only my older son and my husband. | could not betray them. | determined
to carry on. | had to bear it. | needed to hang on. Why? Both my son and my husband needed
me. About that | was deeply convinced. My husband even buckled under the burden. He
began to drink. He abandoned us and left the house. | waited patiently. | know that he would
return. And after three months he returned broken and contrite. And we began anew, from
the very beginning. It went slowly and with difficulty. However, we dug ourselves out. The
little house gave us shelter. The farm fed us. We never had too much. Even so, we were
content, because we retained our deep love and a real respect. A few years ago we sold our
farm and moved to the city. Of the experiences | had, so hard and depressing, only
reminiscences remained. Now | am taking my husband back to the village where we got
married. He often expressed his desire to be buried there. His remains are in the casket with
the roses which he so loved when he was alive,” the old lady ended her story. And tears fell
down her wrinkled cheeks. The elegant lady kept staring into the distance. She remained silent
and in thought. The young lady bent over the old lady and whispered some words of
compassion and consolation. | picked up a pencil and began to write down in detail the story of
the old woman who never gave up on building her hearth and family home. A woman who
never ceased working over those many years. Whom neither the deluge dispirited nor fire
frightened. Whom death could not break, or poverty could destroy. Not every marriage where
there are abundant earthly goods results in a content, calm and happy life; far from it. It is high
time that young people should understand this truth. True love performs miracles. Love
elevates and uplifts the gray daily course of married life and encourages the spouses to work

with full sacrifice and devotion. It is strange that simple and impoverished folk are the happiest
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in married life. Satisfaction and happiness pushes them to exert themselves more at work
through which they improve their existence and living conditions. Such spouses, as a certain
doctor wrote, “live for themselves and for their children and grow so close to one another that
sometimes even in appearance they resemble one another. When the day of parting comes to
such people, when “death do they part,” despite the pain which they feel, they are filled with
gratitude, that it was their lot to have lived so many joyous moments, that God allowed them to
find themselves and experience the joys of coexistence. At the moment of parting the thought
strengthens them, that in heaven they will be joined forever.” Conjugal life is like the field
which needs to be tended carefully if it is to give a bountiful harvest to the farmer. Xenophon,
the Greek philosopher and poet wrote already in the 6™ century B.C.: “The greatest allure of a
woman will always be freshness, youth, and health. These can be maintained easily and
without much effort: let her rise early with the servants, let her get to work, let her hand touch
every work, and she will be stronger, healthier, and she will not quickly grow old.” To this I add:
Then she will be the happiness of her husband, the guard of the home heath, the angel of the
family. She will retain not only the love of her husband, but she will achieve full rule over him.
And she will be a true builder of her family, society and country. Future generations will

remember her with gratitude and for her work, sweat, tears and blood they will bless her.
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| salute you Honored and Dear Compatriots with our old Polish Greeting —
Blessed be Jesus Christ!

There are all kinds of curious and interesting places: Some people are enticed by the
great forests and wild brushwood, or would be “jungles.” Others travel thousands of miles to
become enchanted by magnificent mountains. There are those who take in the views of the
most beautiful lakes and gorgeous bays. On some, nothing makes such an impression as do
medieval ruins and those of antiquity. Paintings, sculptures, edifices, not hundreds, but
thousands of years old speak to them in the most beautiful languages of masterpieces. Places
such as Alaska, Switzerland or Capri speak to people in a Divine tongue. Great manifestations
surpass human comprehension. The imposing Vesuvius, the pleasing Zakopane, those
magnificent Alps — they are the works of our Almighty Builder of the world. The ancient
Pantheon, the Colosseum the Roman Amphitheater, or St. Peter’s Basilica - these are the works
of architect of uncommon minds, of unusual skills. All of it is part of our civilized Christian
world; a world which is now undergoing convulsions threatening to break and effect a whole
and complete collapse. And | have been to some of these places. | saw much. Admired a great
deal. And | learned a lot. | saw the world and became acquainted with the people.

Today, when travel abroad is forbidden, | like to go to the train station and observe the
people and their behavior. You will probably be surprised when | tell you why | do this.
Because each train station is a miniature world. It is a tiny world all its own. You will see every
type of person. You will witness events you didn’t dream of. You will be a witness of scenes,
thoroughly human, sad and happy. The train station is a theater in which comedies, tragedies
and operas are put on. Nothing is forced, but deliberate, more often than not, unconscious, yet
so simple, natural and heartfelt. Some evoke a smile, others make us cry. At the train station
the panorama changes constantly. There are always new people, every moment new faces,
new scenes, constantly. Introductions and farewells, here and there wherever you cast your
eye. This one races as if to break his neck; that one treads slowly, as though lost in deep

thought; that one is being carried on a hospital gurney. There is a wave of humanity at every
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hour of the day and night, at every season of the year. It flows and ebbs like the waters of the

sea. | invite you to accompany me to the train station. The title of today’s talk is this:

We Must Build!

When | feel tired and my nerves jerk so that | can no longer hold a pen in my fingers | cast
everything aside. | walk to the train station. A ten minute walk has a good effect on my
nervous system. | sit down near my bell boy or “red-cap.” | have a lot of friends among these
good Blacks. We light a cigarette and we talk about our troubles and difficulties as much as our
time allows. |look around the station. Now | see a very interesting group. Three adult children
are conducting their elderly mother to the train station. The sons grip her strongly under the
armpits. The daughter carries a suitcase and a package. They speak in hushed tones. | wonder
what this old woman is thinking, glancing perhaps for the last time at her children with whom
she spent so many years? For whom she sacrificed so many days and nights. About whom she
cared so much and loved so much. What does the elderly lady think at the moment of saying
good-by when the daughter kisses her mother, opens her packet and gives her a bouquet of
beautiful, fragrant roses? And she says — “Mother, there are snacks in the suitcase, please
remember, Mother!” The old lady will soon take her place in the train car. The train, like a
flight of a great bird, will take her away from tender feelings and affectionate children. The old
lady smiles nicely but, at the same time, swallow her tears. There, again, is a different scene.
The parents await their son who will arrive from school. The young man did well. In the eyes of
his parents he is a hero. They cannot wait until they can take him into their arms, embrace him
and kiss him. They are showing their impatience and agitation. Here is a group who is saying
good-by to newlyweds who are going on their honeymoon. In their circle it is noisy and joyous,
with shouts, congratulations, admonitions and suggestions. Here —a mother, two daughters
and a son in mourning. They are walking slowly, sad and indifferent. Why? Because there is a
coffin in the baggage wagon. They are accompanying the remains of their husband and father,
whose last wish was to be laid to rest in the town where he was born. They are accompanying

the casket which hides the remains of a good and caring provider of the family. They are
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fulfilling his last wish with a heavy heart and a soul torn to shreds. These and similar scenes are
played out without a break, at every train station. There is no painting executed by a human
hand where one can see what can be seen at the train station. Here realistic human events are
performed which make a positive, heartfelt and beneficial impression on us. Do not be
surprised that | tell you about such simple and mundane events. | do not like to walk on the
Milky Way. |don’t want to meander in space, but prefer to step among living and feeling
people. | walk with the common man. | live among the rank and file and talk with them.

In the month of April 1941 | was sitting in a splendid train station in Buffalo. Because my
train was to arrive with a half hour’s delay | picked up a local newspaper to read news of the
war. | barely started to read when | heard loud calls and giggles. A group of young girls
entered. They were playful and boisterous. They stopped by one of the gates leading to the
platform. Among the group of talkative teen agers there was one slightly older and serious
young lady. She might have been 19 years old. She was dressed for travel. Near her were five
larger and smaller suitcases and a few boxes of candies. In her left hand she had a pile of
newspapers and magazines. She was listening to the chatter of her friends. However, she
showed little interest in them. From time to time she glanced toward the main entrance to the
train station, as if she were expecting someone who was going to say good-bye to her, but
instead, was late. | had the impression that she was awaiting her mother or her father.
Apparently, she was not content, because her forehead seemed to cloud over with impatience.
This lasted about 15 minutes. Finally, the ticket taker entered and in his bass voice he told
them that the train was now ready. The Black man put the suitcases and boxes of the traveler
onto the wagon and the retinue went in the direction of the train. There are more squeals,
laughter and shouts. | walked just behind them. The procession stopped before the wagon
where |, too, had purchased a seat. | entered the wagon, put up the suitcase, put down my hat
and newspaper on a chair and returned to the platform. The girls were saying their good-byes.
They wished each other a safe journey and a quick return. The young lady, however, listened
indifferently, glancing from time to time in the direction of the steps which were used to enter
the platform from the station. Now the Black called, “All aboard!” when a young man ran from

the gate. In his left hand he had a box. In his right he had a little bouquet of fresh flowers.




image4.jpeg
Now | was standing in the compartment by the steps. The young lady was in front of me just
above the steps to the compartment. The young man sprinted to these steps and gave her a
box and the bouquet. He walked alongside the moving wagon and in a breathless voice talked
with the young lady who was going away. What did they talk about? | do not know. | caught,
nevertheless, the words of the young lady “Good-bye. Wait patiently and | will return.” It
seemed | noticed much feeling and emotion. | had an unusual feeling that something very
interesting was about to happen. | took my seat. The young lady took hers on the others side.
In front of me was an old lady dressed in mourning. A black veil hung from her black hat. A
woman was again sitting in front of the young lady . She could have been between 40 and 50
years old. She sat stiffly, was repulsive, like a block of ice. Small, thin lips pressed tightly
together as if they were sewn with shoemaker’s thread. | am not an expert on characters, but |
am not often mistaken in judging a person based on the look of a face. This person was dressed
in an expensive fur coat. Long earrings dangled from her ears. Around her neck she wore
shining pendants or necklaces. Her little fingers were bent from her rings. Lost in thought,
taciturn, she looked more like a marble mass than a person of flesh, blood and bones. As if
involuntarily, she assessed those near and far with her lofty and indifferent glance. This
seemingly inhuman person spiked my interest. When the conductor had passed and checked
our tickets the young lady began a conversation with the old woman who was slightly deaf. |
noticed that the old lady looked worn and dried out, as if she were bloodless. A black heavy
dress that had seen many years of service hung on her as on a hangar, worn from many years of
wear. The dress was embellished by faded lace. On her head was a black felt hat. In her long,
bony fingers she held a white handkerchief which, without cease, she twisted into a ball and
again untwisted it. The young lady began a conversation with the old lady, as if she wished to
unload some weight from her heart and to regain a certain balance. “I am going far away. |
intend to travel. Perhaps even around the world. Until now | was forced to always stay in one
place. 1 was not allowed to go anywhere, nor do anything. | am a teacher. | was tied down by
my profession. Teach, teach, teach, day in and day out, year after year. Now | do not need to
pore over other people’s children who are strangers to me. | always dreamed about travel. |

wanted to see the wonders of the world, to meet the people. | could not afford it. | never had
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the time or the money. It was necessary to pay the doctor, the dentist, the insurance and rent.
| also had to help my married sister who has three children and a husband who is lazy and is a
drunk. Now, finally, my situation has improved. My uncle died. He left me several thousand
dollars. | will use my inheritance to the penny. Traveling and sight-seeing, here, there, and
everywhere. | don’t know if | will ever get married. Today it is so difficult to find a good
husband. | want to enjoy myself, to meet people, dance and not have trouble and worry where
1 will get resources for tomorrow or the next day. The fashionable and cold lady also listened
attentively to the arguments of the girl confessing to a most kindly old lady. She could no
longer contain herself and sit still. She started to speak in a voice filled with bitterness, hatred,
and revenge. | had the impression that she did not speak in a human voice but hissed in the
voice of a viper: You are right, miss. Today we no longer have honorable husbands. Each one
speaks of love which no longer has meaning. Everyone talks about marriage. What an empty
word. The flames of love will burn themselves out in a blink of an eye, the marriage will fall
apart. Only ashes will remain. What is love in the face of poverty and lack of money? | am
speaking from what | went through and personal experience. Misery fills human hearts with
detestation. Misery puts up a wall of evil and misunderstanding between a husbhand and wife,
without regard as to how much love they shared in the beginning. Poverty changes a person
into something inhuman, into a rapacious beast fighting for its very existence. Only when
things don’t go as they should and as we expected, when a family experiences illness and bills
start coming we have no way to pay them, then the husband feels like an animal in a cage. First
he is peeved at his wife, then he evades her, and in the end he runs away from home,
embittered and despondent. Love fades and dies. The killer of love is nothing more than the
lack of money — poverty. Every girl who gets married today unknowingly puts a noose on her
neck which, sooner or later, will choke her. All this time the old lady sat quietly, as if frightened
by the revelations of the fashionable lady. Now, however, she spoke. She spoke slowly,
thoughtfully, and with deep conviction. “You are mistaken, lady. A girl going into marriage
with love will have everything and will experience much good fortune. She will have the
respect and love of a good man. She will have the opportunity to raise her children. She will

have the occasion to create her own home hearth. She will have the opportunity to build her




