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May2, 1940 (Mothers’ Day)

I greet you, my fellow-countrymen and good women with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Today we celebrate “Mothers’ Day” in a very festive way in America. We, Poles always celebrate this
feast day in a charming and touching manner by having our children receive Holy Communion for the first time
and offering it for all the intentions of their mothers, whether living or dead. The children also shower their
mother with greetings and gifts. The mothers are very happy and the children, both young and old are also
happy. On this joyous day, the mothers willingly forget the problems and difficulties they encountered in
raising their children and they tenderly forgive them their shortcomings, faults and weaknesses. In exchange,
the children make resolutions and promise to be better and to behave in an exemplary manner in order to bring
more joy and satisfaction to their mothers and less grief and pain. Good children, whose fortune had taken them
far away from their mother will always contact their mother on this day either by letter or telegram relaying
their loving thoughts to her, recalling those happy days and peaceful years spent at her side under her loving
watchful eyes.

The children in the United States are so extremely fortunate in these days and especially today compared to
the children in the Polish lands that were seized and violated — or compared to those children who were forced
to flee to foreign lands due to the invasion of their native land by savage Germans and the treacherous Russians.
The poet Artur Oppman vividly portrays the feelings, dreams and longings of such children by placing these
mournful words on the lips of a young exile and refugee:

Mother, I'm writing this letter to you!
Are you going to read it? Idon’t know! Are you going to get it?
Tdon’t know! I wanted to ask that flowering plant
How at home we could foretell events by tearing off a leaf!
But these plants died under a cover of snow
And no one can tell me about the fate of my letter.
Mother, it is so terrible — as word by word —
1 pour out my heart, my soul, my entire being —
And yet, I know not whether I will thus return to you!
Mother, it is so long! It seems such a long time —
Since I bid you ‘goodbye’! That moment - like in a fog, stands always —
Before my eyes — staring ahead — to our side!
I see your despairing, extended hands:
I see the commotion, when — mad with grief —
You tried to throw yourself on your knees...
Before the smoking monster. ..
And that evening, even the dying sun became scarlet!
And a groan tears my heart — “Remember!”
“Remember!” Mother, there is so much pain in that one word!
If one were to carve this word on a rock
And told the rock to remember —
The rock would shatter from grief!
Not a day, nor a night passes that I do not kneel in tears
Repeating — “Remember!” It is terrible — like a curse!
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O, Mother! If you wanted to give me your blessing
So that living or dying I would not suffer too much
Then, in bidding me farewell, you should have called out — “FORGET™
1 am writing this in early morning.
The snow covered the window of my shack
My room is cold and gray. Some winged guest
Has come to my mud-hut for protection from the cold — and he’s chirping!
T 'am writing — and this bird is watching me from the ceiling
And he sees how my tears drip onto this paper
Long icicles hang on the walls and from the eaves
And my old sheepskin is turning silver from the hoar-frost
The silence is deafening! I can hear my heart-beat like the voice of a bell.
‘What am I doing here? How am I living?
I don’t know how to describe this:
Ilook — but I don’t want to see!
1 think — but I don’t want to think!
And with me is my soul which distorts reality
And causes that deceived by my dreams
I walk with the blind people - like a blind person
And day by day, and moment by moment I relive
All that I carry within me! Thus, I exist — only like this!
The people here are not evil! They bear within themselves
Sometime of sincere mercy. More than once a Russian
Has looked at me the same way in which I used to look at a homeless chick!
At times when I walk out of my hut into the huge snowfall
That is colored red by the aurora borealis
A silver coin is on my stoop — or a piece of bread
Put there for me by some good unseen hand
1 am eating this bread now as I write and my heart is breaking!
On the bottom of the trunk ! found “The Golden Altar™
Mother, you put it there! This is my precious relic!
I carry it over my heart and carry it with me everywhere!
How did you know, Mother, what that book will mean
To me here? For me it is like a very dear and alive person!
I converse with her in Polish — and with myself!
And every day, over these lifeless, endless wastelands
Rises my prayer — “We Fly to Thy Protection”
Mother! Write me about everything! Does that silver bell
At St. John’s still ring every morning?
Does the wave of the Wisla River still splash under the castle?
Does the sun always light its first rays directly
On the Zygmunt column at our house?
Does the singing from the parish church
Like the echo of a far-away group
Rising to the silent heavens — resound in the old fashioned way?
“I’'m asking — like a child! Answer, as you would to a child!”
Oh, Mother, I am so lonely! And I dream almost every night
That I am in our own country!
I sec our little room, just as it appears
Stas is riding on a chair with a cutlass in his hand
You, Mother, as usual, are sewing near the window
And in the corner, Sophie and T are chatting
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I awaken, but I'm afraid to open my eyes
1 would like to sleep some more, in order to again see the same
How painful this is! Mother, what grief this is!
Sophie....I can’t do this....Mom, please tell Sophie
Let her forget about me! Tell her that I ask this of her
I died! Let her forget and forgive me
That, besides her, I loved another, but in a different way!
Mother, kiss little Stas for me! Talk to him often about me!
Tell him, as it is, even if it brings you great sadness
That little soul is so bright, just like his eyes!
Let Sophie forget about me, but he — let him remember me!
Mother — stay healthy, Mother! May God’s protection
Always be with you! My regards to every person
To everyone! Everything! Greet them as from a brother!
Mother! I’m writing to you as from another world
Because — I will never return! Ah, what wars are waged in my heart!
I would want to conquer them! I want to be at peace!
But, when I think: Never! Never! Never!
Oh, Mother....

Today, on Mothers’ day, thousands of Polish sons and daughters are scattered about in foreign lands.
Thousands were driven into forced labor and thousands were thrown into concentration camps. Today, in their
thoughts and imagination they cross borders, scale prison walls, climb over barbed wire fences in order to stand
on the threshold of the family home and in a voice filled with pain and sorrow, each calls out- “Mother, stay
healthy, Mother! May God’s protection always be with you - for I will never be able to return from here!”

This is a scene from the siege of Warsaw written by Ordona:

“Bread will be distributed from the municipal bakery on the corner of Castle Place. There has been no
bread anywhere for the past three days due to the fact that a bomb had damaged the bakery’s oven. During the
night, the oven was repaired and the bread should be ready for today.

Waiting in line are four hundred women — all older — and among them is the mother of five little children.
Her husband, who belonged to one of the protective divisions of the army that was the first to be mobilized, has
been gone for a long time. His financial benefits could not get through to her because the postal system was
disrupted. There was a lack of money to buy bread. She had to take advantage of the fact that the municipality
was distributing bread to the poor. She had to patiently stand in line with her braided basket before dawn in
order to feed her children. Day is beginning to dawn and surely the stores will now open because the baked
goods have already been delivered. Suddenly, they all hear the roar of motors overhead — another German air
raid! The huge throng of women swayed, seeking protection by pressing themselves against the wall. First one,
then another threw herself against the gate. Within seconds, the rattle of machinegun fire hits the asphalt and
the walls. This German is just too eager to shoot into a compact crowd of women. The mother of the five little
children did not even move from her place. Neither bullets nor air-raids concerned her when her little ones had

nothing to eat! She had scarcely raised her head when a three-motor airplane nose-dived. The roar of this
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motor mingled with the rapid fire of the machine gun! It lasted only a second for the plane again climbed into
the air. But at the wall of the bakery three gray figures fell heavily to the ground, one of them the woman with
the braided basket who was waiting for such a long time for bread for her five little children. Someday, when
there will be a memorial for all the sisters of the Red Cross who were killed while they were carrying wounded
soldiers out of the hospital where a German bomb exploded, we should remember to add to that list the mother
who died at dawn by the bakery wall on the streets of Warsaw!”

Another scene to ponder: “There is a long line of 400 or 500 people waiting at every water-pump. In this
line there are some children, some young girls wearing ear-rings, women of Red Cross and many working
women. Every one of these persons is holding a container that is not too big or all the neighbors in line would
loudly protest. Those water pumps go dry very quickly, therefore everyone must be able to get her fair share of
water. There had been a three-week dry spell, but now the flow of water is visible. Everyone stands in line
very patiently, as long as there is no air-raid. When an air-raid begins — and this happens very often on a daily
basis, it is very dangerous to remain standing in line. It is a known fact that every German pilot lies in wait for
the opportunity to shoot down some of the women and children who were waiting at the water pump! Their
attitude was — ‘Let these Poles die of thirst, then maybe they will sooner surrender!””

Today I heard an interesting story. By September eighth, the German patrol had already seized the airport
at Okec and the entire residential area that had been built next to it. The army, including the families of the
officers and those of the non-commissioned officers moved out of these barracks and flats and moved into the
heart of Warsaw. However, as it happened, not everyone moved. Before long, there was a phone call to the
army’s central office from Okec. It was a woman, a wife of one of the officers. She had volunteered her
readiness to remain near the airport from where she gave them strategic information about the number of
advancing enemy tanks. These enemy units, seeing these abandoned buildings, did not take the trouble of
checking each unit to ascertain that it was empty. For several days, every morning and evening, the telephone
rang in the army’s central office and a woman’s voice gave detailed information that she had learned by
observing the movements of the army in the rear of the German front. She was able to observe all this from a
window on the top floor of the building. However, one day, that telephone was silenced! We can just speculate
as to what had happened! Maybe a bomb from one of the air-raid’s damaged that part of the building! Maybe
the uppermost floor of the building was shattered by a grenade or by enemy fire from afar that was meant for
the town! Maybe this woman’s food reserve was depleted forcing her to leave the place without any possibility
of returning! Maybe the patrolling police suspected that this building was not totally empty and made sure that
the voice of this brave wife of an officer was silenced forever! Someday, the history of this war will clarify this
for us! For the time being, may this unnamed heroic Polish lady take her rightful place in the nation’s memory!

Here, behind Mierski Mazowiecki, lying in the gutter is the corpse of a young mother with her infant by her
side and, not far from her, her inventory: a cow — with a long rope tied around her neck — probably the only

source of nourishment for an entire family! No doubt that they met their death while trying to walk past some
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enemy soldiers with the young mother leading the cow behind her! This is an example of how young German
pilots love to shoot defenseless people, children and animals! For them, it’s like learning to play basket—ball!

One of the better known newspaper reporters whom I met in Bucharest gave me an article describing the
bloody days of September. I will read you just an excerpt from it: “There were huge posters posted on all the
streets of the town, on every threshold and practically on every house. On every poster was shown — The Sword
of Valor — Be strong! Stay together! Be ready!

There is another long gray line of people waiting! A great crowd — everybody — we’re all standing:
Directors of banks, brick layers, industrialists, army personnel, old people and young people, children and
women, students and priests — all mixed together. Everybody. Everyone is bringing his/her donation answering
the appeal to give to PKO — in order to help rebuild Poland. We all are standing here to answer that appeal for
we all believe that Poland is great! I am standing here awaiting my turn. In front of me stands a little old
woman, about 70 years old, who is trembling from the cold. Her face is lined with worry, little wisps of hair
peeping out from her old fashioned hat shine in the sun making her resemble some holy figure. Her fingers are
clutching a small purse with all her might, holding on to her treasure — for Poland. Her husband took part in the
insurrection of 1863 and died four years ago. She had also lost her two sons. One — in the war against the
Bolshevicks and the other, her youngest — in the battle defending Lvov. Death had claimed both her sons
without any mercy, within a few months of each other and left her! Thus, she exists and believes! Neither
winds nor storms will break this oak! She will not be broken by the winds of a hurricane! She will not be
carried away by floods nor will she be burned by lightening for she is a Polish Mother!

Our Polish Mothers are as durable as bronze! They have always stood heroically in defense of their homes
and their families. They have always stood on guard like visible angels extending their protective wings over
the lives of those whom God had entrusted to them. Polish mothers, especially during these past one hundred
fifty years have walked the way of the Cross which always ended on the cross on Calvary for their husbands,
sons and daughters. Despite such tragedy, these mothers never fell under the cross and they never despaired.

Here in America we are most fortunate because our mothers have the same kind of hearts. That same
heroic blood flows in their veins and their souls are full of the same feelings of dedication and love. We should
always show great love to our mothers — a love which changes into a practical gratitude and respect and
especially into sincere help and tender care for them in their old age! Let us always remember our mothers
when they are alive but also after they die! Love shown to a mother brings down an abundance of God’s graces

and blessings and especially assures one of long, peaceful and satisfying life followed by a peaceful death!




