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It is from these kinds of fathers that we derive our ancestry! Do we have anything to be ashamed of?
Absolutely not! We were born into this world without a golden, or even a gilded spoon in our mouth. We were
not born in palaces or castles or manors. We were never laid into rich ebony cradles nor were we ever robed in
silks or satins. Nevertheless, with God’s help, we managed. Whatever we have and whoever we have become,
after God we attribute it all to the iron will and the unbroken perseverance of our ancestors.

He who claims that we aren’t making any progress is very much mistaken. We are pushing forward, slowly
and slightly, but we are not standing in place! Perhaps, when you consider certain circumstance, we are a
simple people. But, thank God that we are not a selfish people! Maybe we don’t have that boisterous culture
which often intoxicates one, but we have hearts that are as soft as wax when our neighbors meet hard times.
Maybe we don’t know how to enrapture people with sweet words, but we know how to call out to God — “Our
Father” and “I believe!” Maybe we don’t know how, but maybe we just don’t want to bow down to people, but
we are never ashamed to throw ourselves on our knees before our God and Creator! The sons and daughters of
simple peasants even today still possess noble hearts!
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November 14, 1937
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

During the month of June of this past year I took a trip to Alaska. The purpose of this trip was two-fold.
First, it was in order to strengthen my health by getting this rest which was ordered by the doctors. My nerves
were frayed and my entire system was weakened. Secondly, to see and become acquainted with this part of our
country where the miracles of God and nature still exist, untouched by the ruining hand of our modern
civilization!

I traveled to Vancouver in British Columbia by train and from Vancouver; I continued my travel on a small
steamship. On board this ship, I made the acquaintance of an old railway employee from Winnipeg who was a
very nice, talkative and pleasant old man. I liked him because he was eager to tell me about various incidents
that happened to the Canadian citizens. I want you to know that this old gentleman did not know nor did he
ever suspect that I was Polish!

He told me this story: “For thirty years I was the superintendent of railroad plants in Winnipeg. 1 had about
eight hundred workers under my supervision. Among these workers, there was a representation of almost every
nationality on the face of the earth. However, there is no worker that is equal to the Polish worker! I never had
a problem with Polish workers. They not only always obeyed me, but they often even guessed my thoughts. 1
could always depend upon them for everything while I had to closely supervise many others and actually chase
them to work.

To a Polish worker, it was enough if I said, ‘Go there and do what you think needs to be done!” He would
go and do it!

These Polish workers came to work, always sober and ready to work. Also, each one of them had a large
family. Ihad watched several children come to bring their father his lunch pail. I saw that when his father
reached out his hand to take the pail, the little child grasped his hand and kissed it.

I, myself am not a Catholic, but I noticed that these Polish workers, every morning before they began to
work, made the Sign of the Cross. I never heard of anyone who made fun of them for that. I personally
respected them for their courage. Canada has very good citizens in these Polish people.”

Ididn’t say anything so that I wouldn’t betray myself. I not only knew this always but I also preached the
fact that there is no other national group of people that is better than the Poles. Let’s discuss this a little more in
today’s talk:

PEASANT HANDS — LORD’S HEARTS

Not too long ago, some highly educated man from Poland came to visit us. Our people received him
graciously. They took him everywhere and he was received by everyone with our traditional hospitality. He
stayed among our people for about four or five weeks. He was all smiles, praised everyone, shook hands with
all and flattered all the women. He also flattered his hosts in their homes, patting them on the shoulder while
drinking their proferred glass of wine, etc. Since he was here several weeks, he saw and visited everyone.
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On his return to Poland, he wrote a seering criticism of us in the Polish paper and cut us down to nothing.
He referred to us as ignoramuses and simpletons. According to him, we are a group of orphaned people who
have no culture. We do not own any big businesses. We haven’t given any famous men to the state or to the
country. We haven’t raised up any well-known politicians or diplomats. We are, in other words, people
without a soul. We are just a bunch of materialists who are totally involved in the race for dollars.

This is the evaluation our own country-man made of us after visiting our settlements for a few weeks. He
ate our food and drank well at our expense. As a reward for all our hospitality, he slapped our faces and kicked
us!

Other people judge us differently and they have very different opinions of our people. This is because they
live among them and rub shoulders with them in daily life. Our President, on the occasion of the observance in
honor of Casmir Pulaski and the transfer of the body of General Krzyzanowski to the national cemetery at
Arlington, said: “The heroic deeds of these Poles who brought with themselves from Poland which was also
under the yoke of slavery then, an undefeatable will to regain freedom, have been inscribed forever in the annals
of the history of our country. To those arrivals from Poland who fought for the freedom of America in her War
for Independence and especially to Casmir Pulaski and Thaddeus Kosciuszko and to those Poles who through
their work and efforts have helped to make America great we are indebted. To them, who like General
Wlodzimierz Krzyzanowski gave a gigantic amount of service to their adopted country in the time of domestic
war. Also, to those millions of citizens of Polish descent who brought from their old Motherland clear ideas of
independence, America owes all of them a great debt of gratitude!”

These words fell from the lips not of some pompous egotist from across the sea who came already
convinced of his own superiority and our inferiority, but from the lips of our President who only knows us as
Poles and as citizens. So what if we have faults and shortcomings, for who doesn’t? But, doesn’t our
nationality group possess any good points or virtues? I openly dare to say that if we placed our shortcomings on
one side of the scale and all our good points on the other side, these good points would far outweigh the other.

Let’s back up about seventy-five years. It’s about the time that our forefathers began to arrive in this
country. What type of people were these newcomers? Let’s tell the truth for we have nothing to be ashamed of.
Almost exclusively, these new arrivals were simple peasants. They were coarse in their mannerisms and
unrefined in their behavior. Thousands of these simple people could neither read nor write. This was not their
fault. The Russian Tsars and the Austrian Caesars understood that the main power for them lay with the Polish
peasants. Therefore, these foreign tyrants did all they could to keep this stratum of Polish society in darkness.
They were constantly telling these peasants that they had no rights, but they had a great amount of duties.
Among other duties, they were to kiss the hands that beat them and fall on their knees before the boots that
kicked them. The Prussian Emperors stripped these conquered people, not only of their rights a free citizens,
but forced them to use the foreign German language, forced upon their hearts a different faith and forced
inimical feelings into their souls. Daily they faced brutal governments, unconscientious rulers, dangerous
situations and the uncertainty of tomorrow. The Polish peasant bore such a yoke every day.

You will ask me — “Why didn’t the priests do anything to relieve the situation of these mistreated people?”
It was because they couldn’t! The government restricted any action by the clergy, who most often were told,
“You are not permitted! “Or” It is forbidden!” If any member of the clergy dared to work among the peasants
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to help them to better their lot, they were reported as spreading anti-government politics and were arrested.
Then, they were either thrown into prison or deported to Siberia.

Why didn’t the wealthier class of Polish lords do anything? First of all, the wealthy lords believed that
between the lord and the peasant there existed a deep and wide abyss that could not be crossed. Therefore,
every lord considered himself as being clearly enlightened and he considered every peasant a simple boor. A
lord believed that he would belittle himself if he were to involve himself in the fate of the peasant. Finally, they
believed that God created the lords to spend a part of the year on their estates and manors, and the second part
of the year to spend beyond the boundaries of their native country.

The lord drank while the peasant rotted away. The lords were wallowing in French francs, in German
marks, in Austrian crowns while the peasant, who was unwashed, unshaven and clothed in rags ate unseasoned

potatoes and dry bread. He slept in the barn with the animals but on summer nights, he slept under the open
sky.

Why didn’t the Polish intellectuals become involved in bettering the fate of the peasants? Because, for the
most part, they were all career-seeking people who were pro-government! They were seeking praise from
Petersburg, Vienna and Berlin! Every one of them was seeking his own self-interest even if it meant depriving
the peasant even more.

This peasant, neglected and forgotten by his own people, abused and despised by foreigners, moaned,
groaned and cried. However, he never ceased praying and he never gave up his faith. From time to time, this
peasant heard news of a far-away America where they needed people for work and where it mattered not as to
what language one spoke. It was a place where everyone had an equal opportunity to earn money and to
improve his life and that of his family. It is a place where one can inhale deeply and fill his lungs with the
fresh, invigorating air of freedom!

The peasant thought about it, pondered it and sought advice. Hardly anyone encouraged him. Almost
everyone warned him against going there. They frightened him with talk of the long and difficult voyage over
the seas! They frightened him with talk about his unfamiliarity with the language and the customs of that new
country. They frightened him the loss of his faith and they magnified all the difficulties he would face.

The peasant listened, shook his head, but did not give up his intention. Finally, on a certain day he went to
Confession, received Holy Communion at Mass, said goodbye to the Pastor, kissed his father and mother, bid
farewell to his wife and children, then burst into tears, blessed himself and set off on his journey to America. It
was incredibly hard for him to leave behind familiar places and everyone and everything that up until now had
been so precious to him.

He looked back yet once or twice while his trembling lips were whispering a prayer and his heart fluttered
with fear and emotion. He encouraged himself spiritually, the only way that he knew.

After fifteen or twenty days on the ship at sea, the ship landed on the American shore. Getting off the ship
at sea, the ship landed on the American shore. Getting of the ship, this Polish peasant was like a bird without
wings or like a fish without water. In New York he was surrounded by the agents of all the big industries.

They were messengers of the coal mines from the area of Wilkes Barre and Scranton or they were the
messengers from the soft coal regions and the coke ovens of Frick or Carnegie. There were also messengers




image4.jpeg
there from the steel mills and the sheet-iron works in Pittsburgh as well as agents from the huge slaughter
houses in Chicago and Omaha. Many of these new arrivals were immediately hired for the building of
railroads, to work on the ships” docks and God knows where else!

Our Polish peasant had no idea where they were taking him, how far they were taking him or what kind of
work he would be given. He couldn’t ask any questions for they spoke in a foreign tongue. But, he reasoned,
he had come here secking employment and therefore it mattered little to him as to where he would work,
whether it would be on the water, underground or in some factory.

I remember with what awe I watched these new arrivals when I was just a ten year old kid and first saw
them pulling out the coke from the huge brick ovens. Sweat poured from them in huge drops, their eyes were
blood-shot, their hands were covered with painful blisters and many either fell or fainted. Nevertheless, they
always finished the task and looked for more work!

About two years ago I was in St. Joseph, Missouri where I met an old Polish man and asked him what had
made him come all the way to that area. He answered, “I didn’t come here, they brought us here! They met us
in New York, put us on the train and never let us get off until we reached St. Joseph — here! They gave us work.
Then I sent for my wife and we bought a house and we are managing things according to God’s ways.”

These first arrivals not only worked hard but they were also very thrifty. Otherwise, how would they have
ever been able to bring their family here or, as in several instances, a relative or a friend? I remember that our
people at that time earned very little money and they worked very long hours! At that time nobody could even
dream of an eight hour or ten hour work day! They worked from midnight until three or four o’clock in the
afternoon and what was their pay? It was either a dollar or a dollar and fifty cents per day!

These simple people thought very little of themselves and their daily needs. They didn’t possess the
simplest comforts nor did they yearn for them. However, they had hearts that were great and noble. They
themselves possessed very little but their thoughts always strayed back to their homeland. From their miserable
pay. they would always find some money that they would enclose in an envelope with a letter to those back
home who had even less than they had.

Yet, that wasn’t the end of that for they had that gift which is above all gifts — the gift of faith! Their faith
was simple, but it was sincere, deep and very strong. They didn’t leave their faith on the other side of the
ocean, but they brought that faith here with themselves. Here, they did not bury their faith, but practiced it
openly, publicly and daily — not only in their speech but in all their actions also.

Wherever there settled a group of these simple Polish people, they immediately would begin looking for
ways and means of building their own church and school. They would always go to the authorities — knocking,
begging and explaining their need for a Polish priest, a Polish parish and a Polish school. Meanwhile they all
attended the nearest Catholic Church to which they had to walk sometimes as much as four miles. During Lent
on Fridays they would gather in private homes where they would pray the Stations of the Cross and sing the
“Bitter Lamentations”. During the month of October, they gathered together to pray the rosary.

I am only telling you about what I myself saw when I was a kid!
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By that time our people already had some sense of self-defense and they understood the force and value of
unity or togetherness. They came together and formed a few great organizations. That still wasn’t the end.
That simple peasant was never acknowledged for his difficult, conscientious labor.

At work he was rewarded with name calling and curses. He was maltreated and pushed around. There
were times when he would weep and with bitter tears ate that hard piece of bread, but he could not curse
anyone, for sorrow would hold him by the throat and cause him to tremble like that weak, tender plant that is
shaken by the wind. Thus, we must admit that this simple peasant not only possessed, but exhibited heroic
virtues. He was courageous, persevering, hardworking, thrifty and God-fearing. He had hard work-worn hands
— but a very soft heart!

My father was like that, your fathers were like that, all of our fathers were like that! These simple peasants
had noble hearts and noble souls. T would be very unjust if I failed to mention the love and caring protection
with which these simple men surrounded their families. Which of our fathers did not want us to have it better in
life, easier and more comfortable than they had it? They not only encouraged their children to study, but they
even forced them. Their simple but healthy reasoning pointed out to them how difficult life is for a person who
is not educated. If today we have so many educated and professional people in every realm of study and
profession, to whom should we be grateful for this? Whose hands should we reverently hold and whose brow
should we kiss in gratitude? It is these simple peasants whose work-worn hands put into our hands not a
pitchfork, a shovel or a pick-ax — but a book and a pen so that we would be able to stand tall and evenly
compete with others in the arena of life. Thus we will be able to have a better life.

About two years ago, I was called to minister to a man who was mortally ill. He knew that he did not have
much longer to live for he was already 76 years old and at that age, pneumonia is usually lethal.

After T had administered the sacraments to him and prepared him for eternity, I sat down beside his bed to
converse with him. From experience, I know that it is very profitable to hear what our elders have to say, for
they have experienced so much in life. This little old man told me his story: “When I arrived in America 52
years ago, I just had ten dollars in my pocket. They brought me out to an area near Pittsburgh where I worked
in the mines. I earned very little money, but my wife was a very good manager. She took care of everything.

After a few years, we moved to Pittsburgh and I worked in the steel-works. We were able to save some
money. Then we moved to Buffalo. God gave us six children. We opened a small business. We gave each of
our children a very good education. Our children deserved it for not only were they good and eager to learn, but
today they are just as eager to work. We had our difficult times but the good God always helped us to make
ends meet.

Father, my wife was an angel of a woman! We all had such great sorrow when God took her two years
ago. We lived in such peace and harmony and we raised all our children to be God-fearing. God doesn’t owe
me anything, but T owe God a lot!” This little old man died two days later!

About a month ago, here in Buffalo, a certain Polish married couple was celebrating their golden jubilee of
married life. They call it “A Golden Wedding”. When a reporter from an English newspaper asked them to
what they attribute these long and happy years of living together, without hesitation, the man answered, “We
were so busy raising our children to be exemplary American citizens that we had not time for any arguments or
fights!”




