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On July 7, 1940, | was taken in a cattle car to the far north to Kandalakszy. There | lived through
a terrible hell. | was terribly hungry and suffered from the terrible cold while disgusting vermin bit me
relentlessly. | was mortally sick with “wodzianka.” Very few people survived this sickness. Dozens of
people were dying every day. They would bury all of them together in one deep grave.

Prayer gave me strength. My faith is what saved me. On January 15, 1942, due to the
negotiations between General Sikorski and Stalin, |, along with many others was released from this hell. |
was all skin and bones. | weighed 87 pounds.

| began my trip to the British Isles. | was in Iran, Iraq, India and Africa. Finally, after a year of
wandering, in 1943, | came out of Africa into England. There | enrolled in a Polish military organization
called Pestek.

In London, through the Red Cross, | began to search for my husband. Unfortunately, | could not
locate him. It was only after all of the actions of war had ended that | received word from Poland that he
had been murdered by the Germans in Warsaw in 1944.

Father, | will write more in another letter because at the moment, my physical powers escape
me. However, please pray that | may someday return to my beloved country of Poland — to a Poland
that is free and Catholic.”

I have deliberately added this letter describing the Way of the Cross of this Polish heroine. There
were thousands upon thousands like her who did not allow themselves to be broken on this road of life,
because they believed, they deeply believed and they knew how to pray. Faith gave them the power and
the strength, and prayer gave them confidence in the Fatherly protection of a merciful God. And they
survived and conquered. What a glorious example for us people of little and weak faith. Let us all
remember this. Let us believe and let us pray.

| consider my duty to address a few words of admonition to the parents. Entire columns in the
daily papers describe the excesses, the transgressions, the abuses and the offenses of school child both
boys and girls. There is one word which aptly describes such behavior and that word is unbridled or wild.
This is worse than having a bodily sickness because it morally infects the minds, hearts and souls of
these young people.

Their teachers, horrified by the conduct and behavior of these young people, give such reasons
for it. Some blame it on the loss of spiritual values and the growth of materialism. Others blame it on
prosperity; still others blame the school system which only feeds the intellect and completely ignores
the soul. Finally, there are those who place the responsibility, it not in its entirety, at least for the
greater part on the parents. Yes, on the backs of their mothers and fathers.

These young criminals, caught in the heat of their actions, admit in court sessions, admit that
the cause of their downfall was: the liquor, the narcotics and the gutter brochures, and very often the
broken families that were broken due to drunkenness, separation and divorce.




image7.jpeg
But, isn’t all of this — the liquor, the narcotics and the literary trash, the result of the neglect of
children by their parents? Where there is a lack of intelligent, loving and caring parental care, when
parents just don’t care or are simply indifferent the children go on their own and they go astray.

Do our modern parents know where and with whom their sons and daughters spend t heir
evening hours? Do they warn their sons of the displays on street corners? For this, neither Mom or Dad
have the time. Parents insist that these are older children who can take care of themselves.

Thus, a 14 year old gets his own key to the house while a 16 year old already has a key to the
car. Thus they go, they drive wherever and with anyone they choose, and they return at midnight or
near morning. Home for them is no longer a castle or an ark but only a hotel or a restaurant - That and
nothing more.

Where will you find a father or a mother who spends the evening at home and listens to her
children’s lessons for the nest day? Why should | mention such and similar things? All such things done
with and old fashioned.

A child is a gift from God. The most important duty of parents is to bring that child up to become
a law-abiding and honorable person for God and for society for his own personal pride and for the
child’s happiness.

Parents who neglect this command of God, who make little of that command in the first place
do harm to God and in the second place do harm to the children, and finally they do harm to society and
bring shame and disgrace to themselves.

If parents would only return to Christian principles and cared less about the directions of
modern psychiatrists concerning the upbringing of children, there would not be so many tragically
broken lives.
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May 1, 1955
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

The world is neither totally evil and broken, nor is it absolutely good and virtuous. For it is made
up of people and people are bad, good and indifferent. We weigh people and value them according to
their actions. Then too, our daily experience, and experience in life teaches us that the actions of people
are good, bad and indifferent. This holds true in every country and in every nationality. This also holds
true for our nationality.

Despite that, | have always maintained and today | boldly and openly maintain, that in the field
of our nationality, there is very little cockle and an abundance of healthy and salubrious grain, even
though this cockle is spreading unfortunately on account of mixed marriages not only mixing
nationalities; on account of neglecting Polish traditions and customs, as well as the indifference
concerning language.

He who has some of this gray matter in his head and not in his pocket, understands perfectly
what | have in mind. Our people, with very few exceptions, are good, honest, peaceful, sober and hard-
working. They have a deep faith and are attached to their faith. Their hearts beat mercifully for those
who are less fortunate. Amongst us there are very few who are egoists and indifferent.

Our life, that store of heroic and glorious deeds which gladden us and lift up our spirits along
with not only our gray deeds but also our ill-Omened black ones, which sadden us and our soul
immensely, announcing a future that is neither bright nor certain. But, this is nothing new, neither in
one’s personal life nor in the life of a society. Day always follows the night. Maybe it is rather grayish or
dusky, but it is always brighter than the night. After every storm, there is fair weather, the sun comes
out and its rays make a person’s life agreeable and pleasant.

Let’s have faith in God and in God’s Providence. Let’s pray and do good works. From here to our
last talk for this season which is entitled:

WHAT SADDENS US — WHAT BRINGS US JOY

On March 10 of this current year, | found an article in the editorial section of the Chicago Daily
that was unusually interesting. Since it describes a matter that is extremely important and timely, | beg
you to listen and then reflect upon it. The title was The Recognition for the Teaching Sisters.

Our quiet, teaching Sisters who live far from the tumult of the great world, are rarely the subject
of articles or writings in our daily newspapers. They write about them when they are invested with the
habit and again, after years of work, when they enter into eternity.

That is why we willingly benefit from the psychological considerations that showed up in the last
Polish Daily in Detroit under the title: Recognition for the Sisters.
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In this article we read: “By Sisters we generally understand the religious Sisters in our lives, the
Sisters who are working in the school system. Like every other Catholic among Americans of Polish
descent, | too, think of them with respect, often with appreciation and even with reverence. If it weren’t
for them, who are directly behind our priests, there would be no Polonia at all.

Itis they who, above all else taught respect for one’s father and mother, love for family and
country and dedicated themselves entirely to God and neighbor. They renounced their right to personal
happiness by having their own family in order to become the spiritual mothers of entire generations.
They taught and they led. They taught and they educated. They taught and they themselves shone as
examples. Such were our Sister-teachers.

They actually taught how to speak in Polish, how to think and how to love, how to read and sing,
how to pray and go to confession. Yet, during that entire time they were always American. They were
true and valuable — Loving Americans of Polish birth or extraction. Everyone in Polonia valued the Sisters
for that; they esteemed them, admired them, loved them and encouraged their daughters to enter into
their convent.

Jerry Kasper, a well-known artistic musician of television programs in Hollywood, publicly says of
the Sisters, that he attributes his knowledge of the Polish language only to the Sisters who were his
parochial school teachers in Philadelphia. There are very many examples of such excellent merits of our
Sisters.

It suffices to look at the Polish priests in whose education, right after their mothers, the Sisters
had a hand in. It was so up to not too long ago. We are speaking here of education in Polish.

Today, suddenly without warning, without educational and any religious reasons, without any
need some teachers are giving up Polish, disregarding it, claiming they have no time for Polish lessons
and are even ashamed to as much as whisper a word in Polish. Or is there some sort of
misunderstanding or perhaps a prediction of misfortune? Rather, one and the other.

After 100 years they will investigate the true reasons and the originators of this breakdown of
our Polish immigrants, namely our Americans with Polish hearts — the teachers.

However, even today | have some lovely news. In a Polish-American parish in Detroit, just asin a
few others, the Sisters are teaching Polish twice a week, for fifteen minutes each time, except for the
Sister who is the organist who teaches much longer and more often.

And when anyone was not pleased with this teaching of the Polish language and songs, the
Sisters, the Superior and all of her teachers together, and with great conviction told the visitor that he
who studies Polish later has fewer problems with the study of Latin. Furthermore, the government of
the United States wants its citizens to know more than one language; and the children and their parents
want it.
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What was the questioner going to answer to this as soon as he realized that these parents
maintain this school which they built with the pastor of that parish at a time when the Polish immigrant
and his language were needed in this country.

When the Sister Superior added that the study of this language is not difficult for those good
students and noble young Americans who even take these books home to read, then the visitor who
questioned this kept silent in recognition of the Polish spirit. It is for this that recognition should be
given to Reverend Sister Albertine, her fellow Sisters, their students with their parents.

Yes, even today our Sisters manage to accomplish very much for the Polish character if there is
someone whom they can inspire, lead, add to their spirit, support, explain and uphold on the road of
consecration and love for the fathers of their heritage. To this, allow me to add a short, personal remark.

For centuries, fortresses and castles were the defenses of nations and countries. In the last
quarter of a century they went out of style. In their place came trenches, the underground and the
underground army.

Here, from the time of the arrival of our great grandfathers and fathers, the fortresses of faith
and the castles of Polish customs and manners were our Polish churches and schools. Thank God that
we still have Polish homes and Polish families. Put two and two together and think of what I'm trying to
tell you.

A few months ago, Desmond Donnelly, a member of the British Parliament, went to Poland for a
visit. He had been invited by the Communist regime in Warsaw. He spent about three weeks there. He
wrote of the impressions he had during his trip through Poland in one of the newspapers of London, in
an article entitled: The Living Martyrs of Poland Fight for Their Soul.

Sir Donnelly is not Catholic and cannot be judged as having a special sympathy for the Catholic
nation such as the Polish nation, and for this reason, what he says in his article deserves special
attention.

He maintains that this British group, despite the fact that it was invited by the ruling regime, was
placed under the strict control of the Secret Police. Despite the strict control by the agents of this
regime, the British saw enough to convince them of what the Communist Paradise looks like in Poland.

Sir Donnelly writes — “The greatest or main resistance against Communism is the Catholic
Church. Every Sunday, for every Mass, as much as | was able to notice, the churches were filled to
capacity. One Sunday, | tried to get into a church. It gave me the impression of being before an electoral
political meeting in Wales. The atmosphere was electric among the people standing in the street. There
were a lot of young people in the crowds.”

Donnelly wrote that he had been in Warsaw at the time that a Catholic Church was being
consecrated. The traffic out on the streets was held back by the crowds of faithful, estimated to be
17,000 people. “If | were a British Catholic, | would be returning to England very proud.”
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From his article, the British public learned that the Communist regime had imprisoned many
Catholic priests, but it would be a mistake to claim that all the priests have been imprisoned. “In reality,
many of them are living martyrs” says Sir Donnelly at the end.

“Unforgettable is my memory of the magnificent harvest celebration in Lublin,” says Sir
Donnelly. “I was sitting on an elevation in front of the platform for the dignitaries before whom all
march past. The huge procession was ten miles long. There were orchestras, banners and folk dancers.”
“It’s impossible to kill the entire nation,” said a companion who was sitting next to me, “and | recalled to
myself the glorious history of this brave, strong heroic and at the same time mild mannered nation.”

| included Donnelly’s report in order to raise your spirit of faith and to strengthen your national
feelings. | will make no further remarks.

In the first days of the current year, the Canadian press gave their readers interesting details of
happenings in Quebec, Canada. Listen: “The Parliament of the province Quebec has refused permission
to the Polish man Bromirski to change his name to Brome.

Alfred Bromirski is a citizen of Canada who is of Polish descent, born in Montreal in 1928 of
Polish parents, immigrants who are naturalized Canadians. They received Canadian citizenship and have
been living in Montreal where he attended the local schools, finished his business studies and presently
works as a bookkeeper in one of the biggest business agencies. Bromirski constantly used the substitute
name Brome and he had decided to apply to the provincial legislature for a change of his native family
name Bromirski to Brome, stressing in his motive for a change, that the pronunciation of his Polish name
by foreigners is the cause of a lot of difficulty and trouble.

During the debate in parliament, the representative of the Liberal Party, Dave Rochon asked him
directly; “Am | to understand that the petitioner is ashamed of his name?”

Premier Duplessis, also stated that this Canadian citizen of Polish descent should not be
ashamed of his family name in the province of Quebec. He then stated an immensely important opinion
that became as a precedent for all French citizens of English descent. Among other things, the Premier
said, “I think that Mr. Bromirski, of Polish descent, should be proud of his name. | don’t understand why
he wants to change it and especially since he’s living in Quebec. If Mr. Bromirski is a good Polish man, he
should be proud of it. There is nothing better than a good Pole.” The application of Bromirski was
thrown out by the provincial legislature, and the motive for this refusal by the Premiere is proof for the
Polish people and other ethnic groups that in a democratically free country such as Canada, one does
not need to renounce his name nor his nationality.

Can one say the same about us here in the United States the most free of all the free countries
on this earth?

It is worth listening to this letter: “Dear Father, | am writing this letter in tears and in the
deepest sorrow for just a while ago, exactly ten days ago, we lost our Mom. | am not exaggerating when
| say that God could not have given us a better Mother. Let me tell you, Father, that for 4 years she did
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not feel well and she didn’t go out of her house. Her one and only pastime was listening to the Rosary
Hour which she never missed, and sometimes, while she was listening to it she would have a good cry.
She left this world as peacefully as she had lived in it. She just fell asleep.

She was a widow for 35 years. She raised seven of us children. | was the youngest. She had a
very hard life. She would leave home in the evening for years, in order to go to work.

I never got married because | wanted to thank her for all that she had done for us. | agreed with
my brother that we would remain at home with her. And we both stayed. Today, we do not regret the
fact that we at least partially repaid her for her dedication. We thank God for having given us such a
Mother and we pray for her soul every day.” This letter proves that we have good, caring, self-sacrificing
Mothers. It also proves that there are good children who are grateful to their parents for their care and
upbringing. From such children God will have glory and society will have advantage and profit.

Now here is another letter: | am four years in the United States. Father, | come from a poor
family. | was born in a small village. | don’t remember my Mother because God took her away when |
was only two years old.

There were 7 of us children. My father was very poor. He married a second time and there
began an increase in children.

We the children of his first wife began leaving our family home because there was no room
there for us. |, being just 8 years old, went to people to pasture their cattle. On the road | used to meet
various people, good and bad. Not as many good ones as there were bad ones.

Because of my fate as an orphan, | ended up in Warsaw when | was 16 years old. Only God
knows how difficult it was for me to live in such a big city. | endured many difficult and sad moments,
but | lived honestly and | worked.

When | was 20 years old, | met a young man who was 5 years older than I. He was a sergeant in
the Polish army. At the time, he couldn’t marry me because |, as an orphaned wanderer could not obtain
certain certificates which were demanded of those who were planning to marry someone in the military.
My fiancé had to leave the armed forces in order to marry me.

On May 2, 1929 we were married in Warsaw. Shortly after, we had to leave Warsaw because it
was very difficult to find any work there.

We went to Kutna and there my husband found employment as a civil servant of the state.
When war broke out in 1939, by September 6, the state government was evacuated. A separation took
place, a tearful and painful separation from my loving husband.

With a military family, | came to Lucka. With the entrance of the Bolsheviks, | was taken out to
Orszy. Here, | was judged by a war tribunal on March 20, 1940 to fifteen years of hard labor. My offense
—that | loved God and my native Poland.




