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Dear fellow countrymen and countrywomen, I greet you with the words: Praised be Jesus Christ!
	A few weeks ago I was skimming the pages of a great book where I have glued various cutouts from different magazines. I was looking for something educational as well as warm for the speech on Mother’s Day. Because today in the whole United States we solemnly celebrate Mother’s Day. American citizens show their respect, love and gratitude in different ways. Some send various gifts, others write letters, and still others send telegrams. Today every one of us has a flower pinned in memory of our mother. The red carnation if the mother is alive; white if she is no longer with us. The Catholic Church has introduced a more touching tradition. Today, children go to Holy Communion in the intention of their mothers. However, to return to my story: while flipping through the pages of this old book, I found such an image: a middle-aged person is seated, sad and deep in thought. In his right hand he holds the photograph of his mother. It has to be an elderly lady; white hair, as white as snow; the forehead covered in wrinkles, one could tell that the plow of suffering had furrowed it often and deeply. But it is only a photograph; the mother has been dead for years. In his right hand, the son holds a bouquet of white carnations. 
Slowly, very slowly he brings the photograph to his lips and places on his mother’s cold and dead lips a long and tender son’s kiss. From his numb fingers the photograph falls, and hits the floor, soon followed by the bouquet of fragrant flowers. The son bows his head and leans against a table. His thoughts go many years back! He sees himself as a child. He sees his mother in her prime; with a nice smile on her calm face, she takes his hand and teaches him to make his first faltering steps. If it hadn’t been for those hands, he would have fallen and hurt himself. He remembers somewhat more clearly how many times his kind and caring mother stood between him and the stern face of his incensed father and saved him from a well-deserved punishment; he remembers how often his mother hugged him to her heart, calmed him and comforted him; he remembers the patience with which she scolded and admonished him to remember about God, not to hurt his neighbor; when with enthusiasm typical of a young person he threw himself into the world, thinking that he would find success and victory, but finding difficulties, humiliations and resistance, where did he run to for comfort? Only to his mother! Sitting at her feet, miserable, he spoke about his hurt and disappointments, holding back nothing. She was the only one who understood him; she could calm and comfort him. He returned from her calmed, and with new enthusiasm, with new energy he threw himself into life. He won. 
Then came the sad day when he had to say goodbye to her for always. Her last words were, „Be merciful and good.” Just after these words, a smile of happiness flitted over her pale lips, and she fell asleep in peace. He was left alone. What would he not give to have his old mother by him even now, to take care of her and to repay her for the sacrifices and trials which she had undergone for him. Even now tears, big and warm tears, flow from the son’s eyes. He gets up, once more kisses the photograph of his mother, puts it on the desk and talks to her, as if she were alive, „Mother, I will try to make sure that you will never, in front of God or man, have to be ashamed of your own son.” This son, on Mother’s Day, made a practical resolution. And here is the title of today’s talk:

				Our Mothers

Mother – what a short word, and yet how much it conveys! Boundless love – complete devotion – Spartan endurance – a soldier’s courage. Mother is the nicest and sweetest word in the Polish language. The mother is the creator of geniuses and saints. The mother is the visible guardian angel, always and everywhere vigilant and protecting her children from dangers and temptations. The wise man’s words, the writer’s sentences, the poet’s poem, the artist’s chisel are too weak to adequately define or emphasize this word – Mother. If there is anyone in the world to whom God has granted a heart full of love, patience and goodness, it is to the Mother; it is a mysterious and unexplored source from which constantly flow streams of pity, mercy and forgiveness. Human words, even if they flow from the most expressive and golden lips miss their goal, because they cannot tell us what Mother means. 
Let me quote you a certain case which I will not forget until my dying day. It happened here in Buffalo. Do you remember when the flu struck the United States? This was in the year 1918. People were dropping like flies. Merciless death made no exceptions; it made no difference between age or condition. I went to see out the corpse of a young mother, who was about twenty-seven years old. By the open coffin the husband stood. He was sobbing abundantly. In his arms he held his 12-month old daughter. The child sunk her innocent eyes, wide with surprise, into the motionless figure of the mother. Calmly, but apprehensively, she looked as everybody said goodbye to the body! The undertaker started to close the lid of the coffin, when this tiny baby cried out tearfully, three times, „Mommy, oh Mommy, oh Mommy!” How much feeling and sadness there was in these tears and in this word, God only knows. Those present were overcome with grief. The little one calmed down. But at the cemetery the touching scene repeated itself. When the coffin was being lowered into the cold grave, for the second time the poor child cried out, „Mommy, oh Mommy, oh Mommy!” The heavy lid of the coffin, which covered the face of the mother, and the deep grave into which the figure of the mother disappeared forever so deeply spoke to the poor orphan that the little thing complained to heaven in woe. She understood that a mother is everything.
	In the next picture, many of my listeners will recognize some elements. – Michał left his native village and his widowed mother because of lack of bread. He was supposed to go to America. The whole family accompanied Michał out of town; there, at the foot of the cross at the crossroads, they bid him farewell. His mother cried abundantly, hugged him, and blessed him. He arrived in America. He worked so hard for his bread that he completely lost his faith. He signed up for a certain highly-suspicious political party. He saw himself as an enlightened apostle of progress. On the outside it seemed as if everything was well; inside, however, it was a boiling pot. He could not put his conscience to sleep. He suffered. He promised himself he would improve. 
He decided that after the war he would return to his native place, to his mother. By coincidence, he was returning to his native village by the same road on which he had bid goodbye to his mother so many years earlier. Here, in the same place, stood the Passion of Christ. This was too much for this seemingly hardened liberal to bear. Moved, he moaned quietly, fell to the ground, hugging the cross; tears flew from his eyes and his lips in spite of themselves started to whisper the words of the prayer which he had said in his youth. And he felt so nice and happy, like a child who is caught in his mother’s embrace. He felt the discouragement, the hatred and the bitterness towards other people, which had suffocated him both night and day, fall from his chest. While Michał was thus humbling himself, an elderly lady walked with a slow step from the village to the fields. Her hands were shaking, and her knees were giving in under her. When walking by the cross, she too knelt by the unknown man. 
The eyesight of the old woman must have been very weak, because even though her eyes rested on the face of the traveler, she looked as if into the distance. But no, her face went pale and in the blink of an eye she lit up. From the lips of the old lady one could hear, „This is my Michałek, this is my child!” Upon hearing this voice, Michał jumped up from his knees and in one moment found himself by his surprised mother. He fell to the ground by her and started to kiss the feet of his newly-found elderly mother, crying out, „My dearest Mommy – my lovely Mommy.” Tears of happiness poured from the eyes of the mother and son. Michał, kissing the hard and work-worn hands of his mother, swallowing his own bitter tears, somewhat sweetened by his repentance, complained just as he had years earlier, when he was just a boy, „My one and only Mommy, now when good and merciful God has let me return to you, I promise I will never abandon you, but until I die I will work for you and serve you. I have done wrong many times, but I believe you will forgive me. I was poor and uneducated, so I listened to bad people with no conscience, but I promise you that I will not let myself be led astray again.” Once again the son threw himself into the arms of his mother, and tears of repentance and joy flowed from their eyes. One more soul had found God, thanks to the remembrance and prayers of a virtuous and pious mother.
	I pass before your eyes another image of a widowed mother and her only son. Ever since her husband’s death, she worked for him, she dreamed of him. The poor working woman. Her only son must be better off in this world. She will send him to schools. He will not let her down. He will become famous; he will achieve some prominent position. The world will admire him. So the only son left to go to school. The poor widow worked not only by day, but evenings and nights. She earned good money, because her beautiful embroidery and lace found many buyers. Lately her eyes had been giving her trouble. But no matter. Her son is not only the light of her eyes but of her soul as well. I don’t think anyone ever prayed as fervently as this poor mother did. She herself could not understand this happiness which took over her soul; the soul of this simple and hard-working mother, who toiled over silk threads, so as to help her only son towards happiness, to prepare the path for him to gain fame and honors. Poor mother. At this moment she hears a loud and insistent knock on the door. She opens. In front of her stands a mailman who hands her a registered letter. She opens the envelope with shaking hands. She reads, „With great pain in our hearts, we must inform you that we were obliged to expel your son from our school for drunkenness and fights which he had indulged in with his friends for the last six months.” The letter falls to the ground, and she falls to the chair; she spasmodically clasps her hands and cries. She sees the grave and in it all her joys, dreams and hopes. She gets up from the chair, she goes to the desk on which stands a little Passion scene, she kneels down, bends her head and prays. She feels that her whole world has broken and fallen into an abyss. Her hands become cold and stiff, tears cool on her ice-cold cheeks. With blue lips she complains to heaven,  “God, my son has disappointed me. My son, for whom I sacrificed my life and my strength. My own child has done this to me.” 
Bitterness, that her son has ruined all her hopes, that he had slighted all her efforts and sacrifices, that he showed no consideration for her at all, the bitterness was growing and taking over this maternal heart, and the awful words of a curse upon her prodigal son almost reached her lips. Then the door creaks, the mother rises with difficulty, looks surprised, and moves back. In the doorway stands her son, the culprit! Who knows, maybe he already regrets his deeds. He falls to his knees before her and greets her with one short word, „Mom!” A great pain, a great sadness catches in his throat, he cannot say another word. And this mother, who a moment before had almost cursed him, takes his head into both her hands and hugs it to her bosom; she does not ask any more questions, does not judge him any more. She feels the pain and discouragement of her son, she understands that if ever, now is the moment when her child seeks and needs her advice, her help, and her comfort. She sees that if she rejects him now, he will be lost for now and for ever. The saintly and wonderful maternal love can forgive, is able to forget! 
When God looked at this poignant scene, it seems he kindly smiled, and the Guardian Angel wrote with golden letters in the book of life, “Again the mother forgives, because she loves her child.” – Verily, it is only the love of the mother, especially in our times, which glows like an expensive jewel. Maternal love is a miracle, often incomprehensible for us. Maternal love can heal wounds; bring out of despair; lead away from the wrong path, even placate not only human but divine anger. The poorest and simplest mother performs miracles in the souls of her children. This costs her dearly, but quietly and in secret she transforms her whole life into one continual sacrifice. 
	The world sings the praises of heroes and learned people, but forgets about mothers. Whose merit is it that we had and continue to have intellectual giants in all fields? Of our mothers! Abraham Lincoln used to say, „Everything I am and everything I want to become, I owe to my angelic mother.” The famous inventor, Thomas Edison, claimed, „I am the work of my mother! She was so persistent, so sure of my value, that I felt I had someone to live for; to disappoint her would have been wickedness. The Polish First Marshall Józef Piłsudski claimed, „Everything I have ever achieved in life, I owe to my mother.” George Washington also writes beautifully. These are his words: „For the person who had a good mother, all women are holy due to her memory.”
	Young and old, let me place before your eyes the image of your mother. Try to remember her. How she fussed around you. How she cared for you. This mother was for you a doctor and a nurse; a guardian and lawyer, often even a servant. For her there was no rest, neither in day nor at night. She forgot about herself so that you would feel well. She sacrificed, you profited. She cried with you, she suffered pain with you; your joy was her joy, your sadness her sadness! Maybe she didn’t know how to read or write – but she shone with royal virtues; maybe she was dressed poorly, but in her heart she carried heavenly majesty! 
	Happy you children who this day have your mother by your side, those beings who after God should be closest and dearest to you! Be grateful to them for everything that they have done for you. Maybe more than one of them today is already an elderly lady. Have a good heart for her. Be her comfort. Listen to the poem entitled: „Honor to you, mother” sung by Jan Sass:
	Honor to you, oh mother, who in your womb
	Has brought up a new generation.
	Today in respect let the world bend its head
	For the toil, the work and the sacrifice.
		The future of the Nation, everyone will tell you,
		Rests only on the shoulders of the Mother.
		 professors are for naught,
		If mothers stop bringing up their children.
	Honor to you, Mother! You so full of love,
	Who knows only how to love and forgive,
	And although from your children you experience pain,
	You want always to surround them with your care.
		For the happiness of your children you sacrificed everything.
		You have led them by hand to happiness and fame,
		You have carried so many famous titans in your arms,
		Those who won scepters and mace.
	You have fed by your breast so many wise men
	Who study the expanse of the universe,
	You have sacrificed your life for them.
	Their fame and triumph are payment enough for you.
		You sons, you daughters whose mothers are alive
		Honor them for their unceasing care
		Although the world has deceived you, adversity attacks
		Your mother’s heart is always loyal to you.
	So give them love and respect,
	Let the good children stand by them in a circle,
	Let them not be sad and care-worn
	And let the world bow down before the Mother!
The history of the Polish nation in a special and expressive way shows us what the “Matka Polka” (Polish mother) has always been. She inspired the hearts of Polish children with the spirit of bravery, courage, sacrifice, devotion, and even martyrdom! Polish sons and daughters died for their faith and their fatherland, chained to wheelbarrows, in Siberian mines, in Moscow citadels, in gloomy Prussian jails. And in the last world storm, who, if not our Polish mothers, planted on their sons’ foreheads, along with a kiss, the sign of the holy cross, and with a painful smile and bleeding heart sent them to the battle front? This young Polish soldier died in the trenches, with a calm smile on his lips, saying this sweet word, “Mother, oh my Mother!” Or during the Bolshevik invasion, when hordes of modern Kozaks spilled over the Polish borders and threatened to destroy all culture and civilization, the Polish mothers sent to Lvov  young Polish soldiers, underage sons and daughters, and these boys and these girls, „The Young Lvov Eagles”, showed the whole world who the Polish mother is! Let each nation praise its mothers, our mothers deserve the highest honors, the deepest respect, because a Polish mother is an example for the whole world!
	One of the most touching scenes I have read about is described by St. Francis de Sales. In a letter to St. Jeanne de Chantal, he described the last moments of his beloved mother. Dying, she asked him not to leave her, but to remain with her until the end. Her last words were, „Child, give me the last kiss, as a son; and the last blessing, as a priest.” Not long ago a certain bishop complained that, „Five years have gone by since I lost my mother, but the wound in my heart is still bleeding.” It is true; the memory of a priest’s mother will not die as long as her son lives. Out of all women, the priest’s mother is both loved with the most tenderness, as well as most earnestly mourned. Even in this moment I see before me the figure of my mother, unfortunately no longer alive. So many years ago her warm heart was laid to rest in the cold grave! 
To me it seems as if it were yesterday when she was bending over me and whispering something into my ear. And so many years have gone by since that moment, so happy for me. How well I remember when she was dying, when she looked at us, teary-eyed, with such pity. I remember how for three nights I slept on the bare floor by her coffin, and then instead of sleeping – I cried bitterly! I remember the funeral procession which, on a cold March day, conducted her remains first to the church and later to the cemetery. I remember how the night of the funeral, I don’t know whether it was a dream or an illusion, my dead mother stood by my bed and sadly asked me, „Child, how do you feel without me?” For so many years up until today I felt and still feel an orphan! How many times students were visited by their mother! And I? Boys gladly left their schools, going on vacation, going home to their mothers! And I? My mother was missing at my First Holy Communion; she was absent at my priestly ordination; she wasn’t present at the first Holy Mass I celebrated. But she was always in my thoughts, in my memory and in my heart. Today I speak to my mother in the words of the poem of Kazimierz Ciepiel:
	“My mother, when I remember the entrance to the hut,
	I see you every night in my dreams.
	When you bid me goodbye as I left for unknown roads
	And you cried bitterly.
		My mother, when I remind myself of that morning,
		When it turned grey outside
		When you stood in the doorway, musing,
		And sobbed like a child.
	When I stood in the doorway to say goodbye
	A moment I will never forget
	When I heard your loud sobs
	Oh my dearest Mother.
		O Mother, how terrible our fate.
		Always my soul longs for you,
		I dearly love your grey hair,
		And I kiss your feet.
	I miss you with a deep sigh
	Often I dream about you here
	Yours is the name for me most dear
	Oh my dearest Mother.

One more short question: what have you children done today to show your mothers that a grateful and loving heart beats in you? Did you give her some gift? Did you pray for her? Did you offer up Holy Communion in her intention? If not, then at least right now give her a hug and a grateful kiss on her forehead. Each one of you can do this. You must remember that not once a year, but every day it is your duty to respect, love and adore your mother, and then as a reward, people will admire you, and God will bless you!
	Now please kneel and say after me:
Thank you, oh merciful God, that you gave me a mother who cares so much for my welfare and success. I understand that I cannot show my gratitude in any other way than by sincere devotion and glad obedience. Give me the grace so that I will always be able to behave towards my mother so as to never make her sad.  God full of grace, give her health and a long life. Comfort her in the difficulties and sufferings which she bears for my sake; and grant me, merciful Lord, the necessary graces, so that I will loyally know and want to fulfill my duties in regard to my mother, so that with my mother in eternal happiness we will be able to praise you, Lord, for ages. Amen. 
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