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March 4, 1951 /

Dear Coutrymen and Countrywomen, | greet you with the words: Praised
be Our Lord, Jesus Christ!

Today, sit down comfortably and listen carefully, what | have to say. Today | am
not going to be a preacher, nor a professor, nor a teacher. Instead I'll share with you
three everyday simple, heartwarming life stories which are better than you can read in a
book. The first: Some years ago, don't ask me how many years ago, | was choosing
boys to serve at the altar and teaching them the ropes. | taught them until they knew all
the responses to the liturgy and how to minister at the altar without hesitation. |
remember how more than one, six or seven year old altar boy was to serve alone so
that he knew all the moves; how he trembled from fear and said tearfully: "I'm afraid!" -
Fear not, | said; just keep your eyes open and you will have no trouble learning.
Sometimes the little one was no bigger that a couple shoe lengths. He couldn't reach
over the altar. | had to hand him the missal and take it from him again or how to ring the
bell and so forth. And when | praised him after the instructions he cheeks were red as
an evening sunset and said: "Boy! | was frightened" His face showed delight. He ran
home satisfied with the experience and ran like he had wings. - Believe me, | felt good
at that joy. Besides, | must admit that | have such great joy when | hear the little one
pray. But | am not the only one. Listen to what one father admits. "When | hear my
ministerial son recite the Confiteor at the altar and | am liturgically present with my son, |
have the taste of heaven, and | feel my sins forgiven. | feel that at the last judgment, if
God will forgive me, it won't be greater than the moment when my small son recites the
Confiteor. There are some who will understand what | mean when | say that | would not
want being President of the United States as much | want being the father of my son,
the altar boy! I'd rather be at Mass at which my son serves! | don't care how people
think of me or what they say, | deem worthy and treasure that moment when | go to
receive the Eucharist and my son is serving and holds the paten as | receive." The talk
today is"

"HERO AND HEROINE"

| was ten years old when a family named Crimmins moved into our area and
settled on an old neglected farm. The farm was located on the other side of the village
and through several generations belonged to a family of Ammons. Our village was not
very prosperous, but despite that the farm of Ammon was in a location which we named
"the poor, dirty district." Nothing troubled the crowd there. A crowd loitered there from
foot to foot, furiously chewing tobacco and arranging contests in spitting at bay - into a
spittoon! Our parents warned us daily to stay away from there. God only knows what
could happen there to our beloved children. Nevertheless, this beautiful neighborhood
had its charm. It beckoned us to itself. For example a stream snaked through the area
until it flooded itself into a dale where there were feeding pheasants, partridges and
other game. From time to time a rabbit wandered by. In the deeper areas lived schools
of fish and eels. Indeed, at times | sat holding my fishing rod when the Crimmin Family
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were indoors. To tell the truth, nothing bad had happened there. An old truck pulled up
to the Crimmin's shack loaded with furniture with a large comforter in the top. It looked
like a hill to me. In my greater astonishment, under that hill came several children in
taliness from A to F. | looked with interest at this motley crew. At the end, Mr. and Mrs.
Crimmins came into sight carrying kitchen equipment. May | say here now they had a
different name which we found about later. Their name was - "Dugasz" - but they
Americanized it to "Crimmins." Instead of paying attention to my fishing ro, in case | got
a bite, | watched what the Criminses were bringing in from the truck. Mr. Crimmins was
of medium height. He had long hands and a mustache under his nose, thick eyebrows
and a high forehead. He had a peaceful and kind face. | seemed to like him. The
Missus did not make the same impression. She was tall and thin and she had the
appearance of a pole for peas. Hard work had made its expression on her face. She
had a lively step which kept even with her husband's gait. From time to time she gave
loud direction in some language that | didn't recognize. While waiting | stayed there,
keeping my eyes and ears open. After a while, | heard steps behind me and soon at the
edge of the water stood a lad about my age who said, "Hi, I'm Alfred Crimmins!" | said
off the cuff, "Hi, did you just move in here?" "Yep" he answered, "we bought the house
and the farm." And he looked at me with pride and a tough look. | don't know what he
was so proud of. | thought to myself, "If the Crimmins has paid more than six hundred
dollars for the house and the farm, they were cheated. | said, "How many are in your
family?" " My brother Stan, John, Josephine, my parents and my sister - Mary Ann".
"Well, | have to go help with the moving," he said and went off. | saw him moving the
smaller things into the house. With the passing of time, after much conversation,
gossip, and criticisms, the Family of the Crimmins became part of the community. No
one further criticized them or gossiped about them because we came to realize they
were a hard working family and took care of their own responsibilities quietly. Despite
the fact that they settled in the month of June, by Autumn they had a garden of various
vegetables, large heads of cabbage and huge cucumbers. They bought for themselves
four cows and over a hundred chickens. Closeby neighbors came to them for fresh
eggs, butter, and milk and garden produce. | would also go with my father to purchase
foods which were always fresh and tasty and cheaper than store bought. The store
owners did not like the Crimmins for selling their wares cheaper and called them
intruders. The Crimmins also had no time for anything else but their hard work, outdoors
in the summer and inside during the winter. In the summer, the mother would go out to
do garden work with two or three of the children. Mr. Crimmins was not only proficient
at gardening but he was also mechanic, and all-round handy man. The family led a
Norman existence. A caretaker said that their expenses were not more than two dollars
a week. The old neglected farm served them well. The neighbors noted that the
children never missed a day of school. Alfred was in my class. He wore an old worn
out pair of pants, sewed up in some places. The rest of the children were also dressed
similarly. Alfred was an introvert, even shy and a loner. He very seldom hob-nobbed
with others. His learning summed up to the lack of others. After school he waited for his
sister and brothers. He led them all after school. We figured that the children suffered
from an inferiority complex because of the lack of money for small things. Even five
cents was a lot for them to have. Perhaps their parents were partially to blame for it. At
least that's the way we saw it. Mr. Crimmins spoke in broken English. He spoke so little
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and at times he didn't respond to questions. Mrs. Crimmins was no better. She was
thinner by the hour. Tan from being in the sun at farming, she had the complexion of
and Indian. Four years after purchasing the farm, she weakened completely and died.
The local rag dedicated a whole page to her. The neighbors bewailed her passing. |
read in her obituary that she was born in Poland. She came to America, and for several
years worked on a farm on Long Island and then came into the possession of the old
dilapidated farm. Her funeral took place. It seemed that no one was overly empathetic,
perhaps her husband and children. They came to pick up the children from school and
came home together with Alfred. The children were not sent to an orphanage as it was
the practice to do, but in time that quieted and the children stayed with the father and
continued their daily farm routine. They worked hard, every day, lived poorly and hardly
paid out regularly, just about to survive. The gossip started to go around. It was said
that the old man must have a pile of money, perhaps buried somewhere in the ground
or held in a jar or hidden in the barn - What was he going to do with it?!" While the talk
continued, Stanley, the eldest of the Crimmins, finished High School and disappeared
from sight. The gossip continued. Luckily the son of the local banker came from the
University of Massachusetts with the news that Stanley Crimmins was in the same
University as he and that he was studying Engineering. It was then that people
understood why the Crimmins family lived so sparingly. This was one reason - the
education of their children. They wanted their children to be educated as well as their
peers. That made an impression on the Crimmins' neighbors. They no longer regarded
them as eccentrics. They thought of them as a normal American family. Their industry in
working and saving for their children kept on through the years until all the children were
educated: John, Joseph, Alfred, Maryanne. No one knew for sure where they went for
their education but it was said that the boys went to the same university and the girls
studied nursing with a school attached to the university. It was not long after Maryann
left home for studies that the old man, Mr. Crimmins, worn out by his hard labor closed
his eyes - he died. Even in his death, there was nothing unusual, nothing theatrical. He
left as he came - quietly without any fanfare. For one entire day, he was not seen
working on the farm or near the barn. The cows, and he had eight of them, roared
loudly, because they had not been milked. One of the neighbors out of curiosity went
into the house and to his shock, found Crimmins dead on the kitchen floor. And that
was it. Nothing more. Somehow his funeral was different - different than his wife's. He
not only ended up as a part of society by becoming a citizen, but was a gifted farmer;
and accomplished more than the more affluent parents could give their children.
Everyone felt sorry for him and were edified at his dedication and sacrifice. The funeral
was attended by almost the whole village. He was laid to rest in a wooden coffin. Even
in death he looked exactly like he looked in life. Nothing changed. All of his life he
sacrificed in working for his children. - His children came home for the funeral Stanley,
John, Joseph and Alfred. Maryann came with her husband, an air force major. If looks
coud kill, all the children would have fallen dead. People recognized the children by the
cars they drove in with, they were all well off. They were thought bad that they had left
the father continuing to labor so hard when they could have taken care of him. They
could have taken better care for him in his last years after sacrificing for them. But as
usual the children didn't much care about what the neighbors thought of them. They
were always nice to the neighbors; they road along with the funeral caravan to the
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church; afterwards to the cemetery. They participated in the formalities of the burial.
Each placed a large display of flowers on the grave of their father. None had been
emotional; none shed a tear. In a short while the gravesite was abandoned. On the
evening of the funeral, something beckoned me to try my luck at fishing on the skirts of
the village. By the house stood the old man's car. A voice beckoned me from the
veranda. We exchanged "Hil" | recognized the voice of Alfred and in my mind's eye, he
stood as on the first day we exchanged "Hi's" He invited me to come in. | went to the
veranda; he pushed a rocking chair toward me and gave me a cigarette. We were
silent. After a while, feeling that a explanation was necessary, he said in a peaceful
voice: "We all pleaded with him often, that he leave the farm and come to live with us.
But he was stubborn and wanted to hear none of it. He said he wanted to die in the
place where he love the work of the farm and bringing up the kids. It was here that he
was happy; where he laughed and cried" - where He found happiness in his daily hard
work. "Here at the old abandoned farm?" | asked surprised." "Yes, here, certainly here,"
Alfred said in reverie, here where everyone though that he spent so many years on this
hopeless piece of land in taking care of the glistening earth. You must know that our
father came from Poland. He was a Polish peasant and after he loved God, he loved
the land. He said more than once that America beckoned him to herself and he came
here at the age of forty. He understood and was convinced that it was too late to work
for one's self so he searched and found to be the most invaluable treasure." And what
was that treasure?" " Five small children!" Alfred reached to his depths." "Five small
children who surpassed his greatest expectations. You see, he wasn't our father He
met our mother, a widow, in a poor, cold, dark basement of an apartment in New York,
where he ate. He drove us here a week after marrying our mother. He loved us children
with a love that was dedicated and sacrificial." And it was here that Alfred broke down
and cried. We shook and he said, "I'm going home"; Alfred went to his car and went
home. The home became again dark, silent, and alone.

| was in Warsaw in 1922. | stayed with our fathers on the Franiscan Way, which
was located in the Jewish section called "Nalewkami! At that time, the Superior of the
cloister was the well-educated Fr. Paregrin Haczela, who perished in the second World
War being shot by a Russian bullet. He told me a very moving story. In our Church, at a
Tuesday devotion to St. Anthony of Padua, a fourteen year old girl came lugging in her
arms around her fourteen old baby brother. Three other children, five, seven and nine
held on to her dress. Fr. Haczela met her and began a conversation. He learned that
her name was Rosie; her mother had died eight months ago; that they live with their
father in a wine cellar, their father's name was "Wojciech”; that he works very little
because he claims no demands, and wanders the streets capturing bitterns. She
claimed that all the household responsibilities fall heavily on the shoulders of a small
maid, the mother and the Guardian Angel and that she loves the orphans without a
doubt, but she took a liking to little Michael the most. One could tell that from her
behavior and manner of speaking. The good Father Haczela helped as much as he
could but one must remember that these were post war days and the cloister was as
poor as could be. Despite that one of the brothers brought a basket of food for the
orphans. Rosie's names day was coming up. Fr. Haczela decided to have a surprise for
Rosie. He bought her some new clothes, stockings, and shoes. He sent them by mail.
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He felt good because of his gift of mercy. He felt that the mother and maid would feel
good with the new clothes. But after the Tuesday service, as he was returning to the
sacristy he spotted her in the old sewn up dress; he asked in a surprised voice "Why do
you not have your new dress and shoes on? "Father," she said, "Dad drank away his
salary. There was no bread or milk at home. | couldn't stand that! | sold all the clothes
in order to take care of the little ones, especially little Michael!" Fr. Haczela had no
argument with her statement! That night he sent the brother out for another basket of
food. Long in the evening, he thought about how to ease the poor lady in her
responsibilities. He found the solution. Not far from our Niepokalanow, lived a very
lone woman he knew who was noted for good works, pious and capable. He met her
and told her about the whole situation. The family agreed to accept the little ones for
three months. At that time Rosie was helping with the house work and the small ones
got some fresh air and came to themselves. Things changed immeasurably. The family
were enchanted with little Michael and finally adopted him. Rosie and the three little
ones returned to the winery. But she was not herself. She walked around very sad and
thoughtful. Several months later, she was notified that little Michael had contracted
pneumonia. She ran to Fr Haczeli, told him of the tragedy, saying, "Father! | need to go
to Michael! "I need to try to save him. I'm going! And she left. Father Haczela gave the
orphan to an orphanage. Rosie got ready for the pilgrimage to Michael. She stood by
him day and night. She didn't leave him for a moment. When, at last the doctor said
that the crisis was over, that Michael would live, Rosie smilingly said: Doctor! Now,
finally, | can rest." and said at the same time, "My head hurts! My head hurts badly.
She fainted! The doctor said that she had contracted pneumonia from little Michael; the
sickness travelled to her brain. The day after, Rosie died. The good Father Haczela
had the services and buried her in the cemetery. Rosie was fourteen years old. On her
grave, Fr. Haczela planted a wild rose bush. | saw that grave and the rose bush: on it
was one very red rose. A symbol of love! Now, | end my three stories.




