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I repeat — “Let us believe in that which is Godly and of God for that is truth and brings peace, and that
which is from people is nothing but a hoax and deceit!”
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March3, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!™

Here in the midst of our emigrants, there is a gang of self-styled progressives who are forcing themselves to
take over the leadership of our society. They definitely want to not only impose upon others, but their aim is to
dictate, command and rule. Since some of them are rather educated, through various tricks and shifts that are
not only suspicious but definitely perverse, they are moving out to high positions in politics and in society.
They are wolves in the skins of lambs. Some of them had broken the law of the land and had managed to
escape the stick of authority and from fear of being named a criminal, created or changed himself into a
progressive. Another abandoned his wife and children, ran away with another man’s wife and becomes a
progressive. There were others who embezzled the money entrusted to them by others and are now chased by
the curses of the naive, living dishonest and immoral lives, lost all their feelings of nobility and faith in God and
throw the cloak of progress over this moral filth. And this goes on endlessly. The sowing of subversive
lessons — warped principles — affecting the brain with nonsense, that’s all progress. However, in reality, all of
this is nothing else but intellectual gangrene. Listen to these quotes from a certain intellectual dwarf who for
years has been spitting on God, the Church and the teachings of the Church and has been getting away with it. I
quote: “In Krakow a committee was organized to work for the beatification of Brother Albert who had died in
the year 1916. The members of the committee wrote: ‘It is extremely important for all of our people to pray
that God be most generous in working miracles through the intercession of Brother Albert.” They definitely
needed miracles. Some type of imagined miracles, for real miracles don’t want to happen now. But, the very
fact that Brother Albert survived in priest-ridden Krakow and stayed faithful to his idea — isn’t that a miracle?”
- The end of a quote. What superb logic! In one sentence he states that “real miracles don’t happen anymore™
and then in the next sentence he asks — “...but isn’t that a miracle?”

If this article was not written by someone who was drunk, then it comes from a mind that burns with
furious hatred. I wish to remind all of these progressive writers about the death of the patron and protector of
all progressive blasphemers — Julian the Apostate. When he was dying, he grabbed a handful of his own blood
from his bullet-torn side and throwing it up towards the heavens, cried out — “Galilean, you have finally won!”
Then his blaspheming lips closed once and for all! Now — let us proceed to my talk:

MIRACLES STILL HAPPEN

The common definition of a miracle is nothing more than a power, talent or ability in an unusual degree.
Thus, in our every day speech, we assert that someone’s speech was miraculous, the singing was heavenly, and
the music was heavenly. St. Thomas writes that everything that fills us with admiration is considered a miracle.
Actually, the definition of a miracle is — an unusual occurrence visible to the senses, beyond the power of the
laws and forces of nature, and happening through the power of God. According to this definition, a true miracle
possesses three characteristics: 1). It is a fact or an action that occurs in the visible world. 2). It is an unusual
occurrence. 3). It is supernatural. I must add that a miracle is a phenomenon that is above, not against nature
and it happens through the almighty power of God.

I wish to explain this by the following example: A rock thrown into the air, falls to the ground. If a human
hand grabs this rock that was falling, its fall has been interrupted. Why? Because the force of its natural weight
was counteracted by the stronger force of a human hand. The law of its natural weight does not cease to exist
for as soon as we remove the human hand, the rock falls to the ground. It is a similar action in miracles but it is
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the power and action of God. Instead of discussing the possibility of miracles in a theological sense, I refer to
something that happened in Poland in 1934, during the time of a flood which caused enormous damage in the
villages:

This article was written by the journalist “Gerjota” in the newspaper “Time of the Day”. This is what he
wrote: “Fathers at their monastery at Kalwarja Zebrzydowska, explained to us how he learned of the miraculous
rescue of the Kusionow family from the rising currents of the Smolnik River in Kleczanach.”

On July 29, when I was in Krakow settling some business at our monastery, I bought a copy of the paper
“Time of the Day” I was emotionally moved to read on the fourth page the article that was titled with large
letters: “The room where those who were praying to Our Lady of Mt. Calvary was miraculously saved from the
whirlpools of a terrible flood.” I read the article again concerning the miraculous rescue of the Kusionow
family. I believed that since the people in the world were already calling this a miraculous rescue, than I must
testify to the name of this Mother who took those who appealed to her under her mantle and brought them out
of those rising floods safe and sound. I use this as a reminder to all those who doubt and are totally indifferent
to the very sound of Her name. Then I got the idea to take the artist Walter Lisowski with me who would be
able to faithfully illustrate what the Kusionow family had endured.”

The artist Lisowski continues the story: “On August 3, 1934 we left Keczan and on Thursday we left Rabki.
Our train had to proceed very slowly in some places where the railroad tracks were being repaired due to the
last flood. For this reason the train was very late. After leaving the train, we gazed at the countryside before us
and saw terrible things. We were looking at the brownish-yellow valley of the flood; in various places there
were dirty green embankments deposited by the flood with uprooted trees and huge piles of the remains of
ruined homesteads.

Father Custodian quickly approached a woman who was standing nearby watching us and he asked her if
she knew where the family lived that had been miraculously rescued from the flood. We knew that she
immediately knew of whom we were inquiring. She motioned with her hand to a small group of men working
nearby telling us that among them was the father of that family and his son. After their rescue, the entire family
had fled to higher grounds beyond the woods — but this woman offered to go to call them to meet us.

When this woman left to call the Kusionow family, we approached two of the railroad officials who were
standing nearby. As soon as we mentioned the flood, one of them immediately began to talk about it, pointing
out the remains of the hut. A miracle took place there! There are people who say that miracles don’t happen
anymore, that some things just accidentally come together. But if anyone would go close-up to that ruin, he will
be convinced that what is left is an evident sign of a miracle. All one has to do is give it a light kick and the
whole hut will fall into pieces. Just consider — these very weak walls protected an entire family that clung to a
kitchen range while trees, beams, pieces of furniture and implements were tossed about by the violent current of
the swollen flood-waters....No! Only a person who is thoroughly evil will doubt that it was a miracle — but 1
assure you, that even such a person would believe if he could have seen that! Just consider this! Here, in front
of this poor miserable hut were new, strongly built houses, yet you see that not a one has been left standing!”

Our conversation was interrupted by the approach of old Mr. Kusiona with his son. He was short, bent over
with bushy whiskers — the father of three sons and two daughters. When he began telling the story of those
terrible moments that he endured with his family — he cried! “It was July 16, the feast of Our Lady of the
Scapular. Although the rain had been falling for several days already, on that day it was like a cloud-burst!
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Clouds covered the hills and the flood waters were rising every minute, but, yet no one thought that the flood
waters would reach our hut. No one, not even the oldest among us ever remembered anything like this. We
were all in the house, except Witek, the youngest, who was running about with a group of boys over the railroad
tracks watching the overflowing waters. Suddenly, around two o’clock in the afternoon, a huge wave of water
covered our house. Water was hissing all around us. People had warned us before and urged us to leave our
home and seek refuge on higher ground, but none of us expected such flooding. How could we possibly leave
two cows, a heifer, horses, sheep, our furniture and our clothes? We never dreamed that the waters would reach
us. Therefore, we were all sitting in the room that had just been built and added on to our house. It was a
beautiful room and comfortably furnished with new furniture that I had made myself and very nice pictures
were on the walls.

With great fear we saw through the windows how the waves of the flood were carrying logs, trees, huge
beams, houses, cattle, piles of grain, barrels and such from the refinery on the hill and a lot of rubbish. Then, all
of a sudden, a big wave tore and carried away our barn and our stable and our children began to cry and shout.
It seemed to me that I’'m watching the end of the world. The cattle being carried away were roaring and lowing
pitifully.

Pelagia, my wife, asked me to remove the picture of Our Lady of Calvary from the wall of the room where
we were seated and she commanded all of us to go into the kitchen — on top of the stove. We all found a place
on the kitchen range, and holding the picture, we all began to pray. Meanwhile, the water was falling with great
force into the kitchen through the door and windows. We heard the cracking of beams and suddenly, a huge
wave engulfed and carried away the new room in which we had been sitting just a few minutes before. Numb
with fear, we waited for that moment when another big wave will crush the walls of this kitchen and bury all of
us. We didn’t see any way of escaping such a fate. We were all praying out loud together — acts of faith, hope
and charity and prayers for the dying. Our hearts were heavy with sorrow and worry about all the children who
were with us. Only Witek was out on the railroad tracks crying his heart out as he kept looking our way. The
waves continued crashing against our walls and every few moments, a log or a barrel crashed into us. The ram
and the sheep that were with us in that room were swimming about, sorrowfully stretching their necks towards
us. We had already offered our souls to God and His Blessed Mother and we clung tenaciously to her picture
for she was our only refuge and that gave us some encouragement.

I don’t know how long we had been held in the grip of this terror, when suddenly we noticed that the waters
began to decrease and the waves became smaller and weaker. We were filled with joy even though we knew
that the water had carried away all of our possessions. Our greatest joy was the fact that the Blessed Mother
had rescued all of us from certain death. Out of this joy, we didn’t know what we were doing and each of us
burst out singing a different religious song!™

By now we had arrived at the remnants of his hut and his wife emerged from within. She was about 50
years old, of medium height, with a pale, ascetic-looking face that was framed by her gray kerchief. She was
carrying the picture of Our Lady of Calvary, the one that had shielded them during the flood. In silence, she
raised it and kissed it with great devotion. Her three boys walked beside her the youngest — little blond Zosia
clung to her mother’s knees.
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We all went over to examine what remained of their shack. The walls were stained, the beams and all the
wood was rotted and the stove was washed out. As for the new room that had been carried off by the flood, all
that was left was some of the thatched roof left dangling towards the ground.

I immediately got to work. I pulled out my sketch-pad and began collecting materials for a picture. While I
was sketching, I was listening to the lady of the house as she was posing for me. She was recalling how good
they had had it when her husband returned from America with the money he had earned there. They bought ten
acres of land which now looks totally ruined. They had set up their farm, little by little but constantly making it
bigger and better. She ended with a sigh, saying, “We weren’t even thinking of life, Sir, we just wanted to save
our souls. The fact that we survived is due to the fact that good people were praying for us.” After a few
minutes, she added — “We thank God that our children are healthy and intelligent! They will manage well for
themselves in this world in spite of the fact that we have nothing left!”

That is the story of the picture of the miraculous rescue of the Kusinow family in Kleczanach. Therefore,
contrary to any opposition offered by blaspheming writers, miracles still happen in our times. Whoever denies
the existence of miracles, scoffs at the almighty power of God and thereby denies the existence of God.

What can be said about these all-knowing writers who consider themselves wiser than testimony given by
learned doctors, chemists, psychiatrists and professors even when these are not Catholics? Most of these
mentioned are either Protestants or Jews or are openly of no faith at all, yet they give sworn testimony that even
in our times miracles do happen. Why don’t these so-called philosophers and theologians visit the shrine at
Lourdes where since the year 1858 until today there are cures happening there that cannot be explained in any
natural way, cures that cannot be explained by the most expert human minds?

Why don’t these blasphemers, I will call them paid blasphemers go to Naples in Italy where every year the
miracles of St. Januarius takes place? In the cathedral at Naples, the skull of St. Januarius, Bishop and Martyr is
preserved along with two small cruets of his blood. The blood is all dried up and filled with clots, yet when that
glass container is brought close to the holy skull, the blood begins to boil, as it were, and becomes fully
liquefied. When they remove the container with blood away from the relic of this martyr, the blood again
immediately forms clots and dries up. This miracle happens every single year on the feast of St. Januarius and
thousands of people who have witnessed it can verify the truth of this story.

In the course of centuries, the Protestants didn’t dare deny miracles although they may have been
unbelieving and prejudiced against them, but they would walk away puzzled, deeply moved and sometimes
thoroughly convinced. More than once, they tried to explain a miracle in natural ways, but that was useless.
The fact remains a fact and in no way can its miraculous nature be denied.

Around the year 1930, the name Papini was known the world over as the name of a man who had a burning
hatred of God and the Faith. One day, this same world learned of the conversion of this famous writer.

From infancy, Papani’s children were brought up very religiously by their mother. When they were of age,
with the permission of their atheistic father and enemy of the Church, they were entrusted to the Catholic nuns
to prepare them for their first Holy Communion. One day, his God-fearing wife asked her husband to listen to
the children’s catechism lesson. Papini angrily refused, but finally, with a sneer he agreed. Taking the
catechism into his hands, he began listening to his children’s recitations. He then began to ponder and reflect
on these questions and answers and within a few days he began reading philosophy and dogmas. He himself
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admitted that sometimes he spent hours just thinking and reflecting. Finally, he admitted that he was in error!
Bowing his proud head, together with his little daughter whom he called his Guardian Angel, he made his first
confession and then received his first Holy Communion. Now — Isn’t this a true miracle?

Despite the denial of people of no faith and contradiction in the teachings of various progressive liberals,
miracles still happen, even today. A special commission in Lourdes has verified that over four thousand
miracles have taken place in Lourdes since 1918 due to the intercession of the Mother of God. This
commission is not made up of editors, newspaper people, and interpreters of news, type setters or linotype
operators. It is made up of specialists in medicine, nature and studies. By the way, I also remind all that before
the Catholic Church canonizes anyone as a saint, there must be at least two proven miracles that took place due
to the intercession of that particular person. These processes are constantly in progress. The Church proceeds
with each case slowly and very carefully. That accounts for the nick-name given to Rome — “that Rome is
eternal”!

A certain atheist came to Rome one day to visit a Cardinal with whom he was friendly. The Cardinal had
to leave for an earlier planned meeting; therefore he excused himself to his guest. Since his guest would await
his return, the Cardinal gave him a sheaf of papers describing miracles that happened through the intercession of
St. Francis Borgia. The atheist avidly read the descriptions of these miracles. Upon his return, the Cardinal
asked him what he thought of these miracles. The atheist answered, “If all miracles were as proven and
authentic as these, then I would never have the slightest doubt.” The Cardinal looked at him, smiled and said, “I
want you to know, my dear, that the commission didn’t recognize even one of these as being satisfactory!”

Finally, I want to remind you that the Church looks at new miracles with a certain unbelief, makes
judgements slowly and allows many years to pass before making the final decision. Two thousand years ago,
Christ said in a sorrowful tone of voice, “Unless you see signs and wonders, you will not believe!”

I sometimes wonder why there are people without a conscience who fight against the Word of God, ignore
the principles of the Christian faith, ridicule and belittle the Church yet they most willingly believe in all kinds
of spiritism, hypnotism and occult arts! For them, to believe in God is to be backward! Belief in the products
of a proud mind — that’s being progressivel We have a good example of that in Paris, the capital of France that
considers itself the center of refined civilization when in reality it is the nest of godlessness, corruption and
immorality. It is a fact that within the city of Paris, police have a record of 35 thousand hypnotists and fortune
tellers who earn great sums of money due to the stupidity of the people. There are no miracles, but they hold
spiritist séances during which they call out spirits of the dead. — They make stools spin and various weird things
happen causing those who are present to have nervous breakdowns. Some go mad and look for rest in dirty
water. There is nothing new under the sun! The Apostle writes, “But since they did not accept the love of truth
in order to be saved, then God will send them the efficacy of trickery so that they believe all the lies!” And
again he says — “There will be a time when they will not tolerate strong, healthy lessons, but according to their
greed, they will assemble teachers who tickle their ears. They will turn away from hearing the truth and will
turn to fairy-tales,”

Whoever has healthy eyes and still has a mind that is not completely covered with the dark clouds of self-
conceit and a free will that is still anxious to recognize truth, must confess that even today — miracles still
happen!




