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Nero’s power in Rome V\:as built on poisonings and the murders of his mother, wife and senators — and
consequently, was very shaky. After the burning of Rome in the year 64 A.D. despite the fact that the people of
Rome judged him guilty of starting those fires, Nero threw all suspicion from himself and thrust it upon the
Christians as being the alleged arsonists and he ordered the crowds to execute them with the most sophisticated
tortures. Therefore, the Christians were thrown into the arena to serve as food for wild animals, some were
burned alive and others were crucified! However, this cruel mad man could not lull the crowds to sleep. The
mobs in Rome arose in revolt and Nero wanted to find safety by running away. It was all in vain! In the
outskirts of Rome, his own personal body guards caught up with him! Some say, that in despair, Nero took his
own life. Others claim that he asked his faithful servant to kill him! Whatever way it happened, this cruel man
died a violent death!

By what kind of death will this modern-day Nero die? Let us remember that history tends to repeat itself.
We are not permitted to doubt this! We are not permitted to despair! In spite of the fact that the news we get
tell of actions that are so horrifying that they are almost unbelievable because the magnitude of their brutality
goes beyond human reason, I now offer two proposals — an iron resistance and a steel determination to
persevere and finally win! Everyone is suffering quietly, in a dignified manner and together. Suffering has
united everyone and done away with all class distinctions! There martyrs created a rock-solid front of
sympathy, mutual help and love! They await without complaint the hour and day of judgement by the justice of

God and of people! They pray for this! Let all of us also pray for this!
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November 3, 1940

I greet you my dear fellow country-men and women with the greeting! “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

With deep and sincere joy I stand at the microphone and I am throwing not only my words toyour
thresholds but also my heart which is overflowing with Polish blood and spirit. I am not sneaking into your
homes, but I'm entering them boldly — as to my own, for we already know each other for many years. I am
coming to cheer you, to strengthen you and to teach you. I even come to reprimand you if and when there is
ever a need for that. But I will always do this in a very gentle and Christian manner. I thoroughly understand
the saying — “Insults and enmity fall upon the head of him who shakes the tree of Truth!” Therefore, I expect
and am prepared for all attacks, all the more so since I am a Catholic priest and a religious. That will not take
me off the track, will not lessen my efforts or weaken my work. Never! On the contrary, believing in God’s
help and trusting in your support and cooperation, I roll up my sleeves and making the sign of the cross, I put
my hand to the plow in order to plough the soil of Christianity and nationality in the sweat of my brow. After
that, I mean to throw into this soil big handfuls of healthy and life-bearing seed. This soil refers to your minds,
your hearts and your souls! Many years ago there was a saying — “...One can do a lot for the Polish people, but
never with the Polish people.” I do not believe that! In general, there is no national character on this whole
wide earth that excels the Polish character in work, piety, integrity and other human virtues. There are
exceptions, it’s true. But, where aren’t there? Our people are decent and have hearts of gold. Therefore, we
must work with them and for them. All the more so in these present times when we are surrounded on all sides
by some type of patrons, benefactors, teachers, emissaries, agitators and agents. I’'m sure that all of you know
what I have in mind. But — that is not all!

The land of our forefathers is once again torn into shreds: the ground is soaked with the blood of our
brothers and sisters; families are torn apart; fathers are in slavery either in prisons, in concentration camps or in
forced labor. Mothers are still homeless wanderers in neighboring countries; sons and daughters have been torn
from the arms of their parents — and this continues without end! One’s head spins when these scenes come to
mind! One’s heart bleeds and his mind spins when he thinks of his own people, their bloody ordeals and heroic
sufferings! It is to these and to those like them that we must offer words of cheer, comfort and faith. This is a
difficult but a very holy task worth the work and all of the perspiration. To be able to enlighten one mind, to
move one conscience, to cheer one heart, to better one life and to save one soul — this is all good work! This is

my belief and the purpose of my Sunday talks. I entrust myself and my work to your gracious memory:

YESTERDAY vs TODAY
The Roman Emperor Nero sat by his desk writing poetry. H wrote about the fire in one of the old cities —
but he wasn’t satisfied with what he had written. One of his critics boldly evaluated his work thus: “This fire of
which you write does not have enough flames and the fire does not throw off enough heat!” Nero replied,

“You have made a good observation. This fire does not give off enough light nor heat! But do you know why?
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It’s because [ have never seen a city all in flames, and for that reason, my description is poor! Oh, if only I
could see, at least once, an entire city in flames!”

A few days later, a large section of the city of Rome was in flames! To be exact — “The entire city was one
big sea of flames!” Nero’s counselors and even his courtiers reminded one another how that red-headed tyrant
and criminal complained that he could not describe a burning city because he had never seen an entire city on
fire. They were whispering to each other that Nero had given the order to set the city on fire. Their eyes beheld
aterrible sight. The entire lowlands were covered with smoke creating a giant cloud close to the ground that
completely covered all the homes and trees. At the end of that huge gray lowland, the hills and higher areas of
the city were burning. At first glance it seemed that it is not just the city that is on fire but the entire world is in
flames and that not a single living being can escape from this ocean of fire and smoke. As far as one could see,
the skies were fiery red and now the night was also turning red. This horrific fire was spreading to more and
more sections of the city. One could not doubt that criminal hands were setting this city on fire since every few
minutes a new fire would break out far from the main conflagration.

The cry — “Rome is being destroyed!” was not heard from the lips of the crowds of people. They only
whispered to one another that Nero ordered the burning of Rome in order to rid himself of the foul air coming
from its narrow blind alleys and then to build a new city. This thought drove the people into a great fury. It
was also rumored among them that Nero had gone mad and that he had ordered the soldiers to slaughter the
people! Public knowledge also claimed that tens of thousands of Rome’s inhabitants had perished in this fire!
How did these multitudes perish?

There were those who having lost all their property or someone near and dear to them, threw themselves
into the fire out of despair. Others choked to death from the smoke. In the center of the city where streets had
the most closely built buildings, the fire flared up in many sections at the same time. Great crowds of people
fled from the fire on one side only to encounter an unexpected wall of flames on the opposite side, thus dying a
horrible death in the midst of this fiery flood.

The night became very bright and the fire kept spreading far and wide. It took the hills by storm, spilled
out over the plains and flooded the valleys with flames that were raging, roaring and thundering! The city was
constantly engulfed in flames! With the destruction of the city, immense treasures were destroyed as well as all
the possessions and homes of those who lived there.

Now hundreds of thousands of beggars huddled around the walls. Hunger began to torment these crowds
because all the food supplies that were always stored in the city had gone up in flames with the city. No one in
their present situation had carried off any supplies. One and all, they cursed Caesar and their rebellion grew by
the hour. In this ocean of people that surrounded an island of fire, there continuously circulated various
different rumors. Some were favorable but others weren’t. Every rumor spread with the speed of lightening

igniting faith in this mob causing outbursts of hope, anger fear or fury.
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Meanwhile Nero waited until the flames had encompassed the greater part of the city and then hurried not
to lose sight of the moment when the fire reaches its greatest strength. He stood silent wearing a purple mantle
with a crown of golden leaves upon his brow — staring into a maddening power of the flames. Those standing
closest to him handed him his lute which he took and raising his eyes on high began to sing. In the distance the
flames hissed, the holiest shrines were in flames and the city was being destroyed! Nero hated this city and he
despised its inhabitants. The city continues to burn.

It was not until the sixth day when the fire had reached a vast empty space where a huge number of homes
had been burned, that it began to weaken. But the heaps of burning coals still glowed so strongly that the
people did not want to believe that this could be the end of this curse. Somehow on the seventh night fire broke
out in full force, but for lack of any more combustible material to feed on, the flames did not last long. Only the
houses that had already been destroyed by fire re-ignited here and there and threw huge tongues of fire into the
air along with tall columns of fiery sparks. Barely four remained of the original fourteen districts of Rome.
‘When the heaps of coals turned ashen gray, all that was visible was this vast, gray, sad, dead space where rows
of chimneys stood like tombs on a cemetery. During the day crowds of gloomy people sifted through these
cinders searching for some beloved keepsakes or for bones of beloved family members. At night dogs howled
as they roamed the ashes and cinders of the former houses. Such was the result of the criminal fires called forth
by Nero’s right hand, the artistic fiddler in ancient times, in history yesterday!

Now, let us turn the pages to present day history. We are in the twentieth century. The world presumably
is at the pinnacle of education and knowledge. There is great material progress in every field of knowledge.
There have been countless discoveries that could ease the difficulties and diminish the hardships people
encounter in daily life. The warm sun of peace, contentment and good fortune was beginning to shine on the
gray monotony of life. Yet all of this was deceptive and seductive. It was built on the sands of self-conceit and
short-sighted and shallow minds. These minds, without respect, without the least respect for the prevailing
human ideals which were entwined with a spiritual side, created certain principles common to savages,
barbarians and pagans. And this twentieth century gave the world not one Nero but three modern arsonists of
the entire world. One of them, the leader of a tribe of the Teutonic Order, operated on the principle that a fist is
above all laws!

The second one- and what a historical irony, is directing the lives of the former Romans from the cradle of
Christian civilization. This present day Roman dwarf threw a torch under the world’s foundation. He is the
leader of some type of Roman legions of soldiers with hard-hearted hearts who were being changed into
mindless slaves of the party.

Finally, the third, the dervish of the horde of Cossacks, the ring-leader of the Bolshevik system and
Communist teachings which brought about moral and materialistic ruin within the Soviet Socialist Republic.
This vulture in human form intends to instigate a revolutionary movement in every corner of the world. Then

on the ruins of our civilization he intends to build a fortress and a citadel of atheism and the enslavement of
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these degraded human beings'. These three allies have one common objective — set on fire, burn and ruin the
entire world! They have been making their plans for years and they moved forward secretly and treacherously!
And today — the world is on fire! Will it really disappear in flames?

I received a brochure from Bucharest. It was written by a refugee whom I had met several times. He
describes scenes of the capitol of heroic Poland on fire which had to bend but did not break — and till this day
stands unbroken. Just as Rome fell victim to an arsonist who was a musical artist, so Warsaw fell victim to an
arsonist who was a painter — artist! This modern-day Nero could not abide by the sight of Poland, Warsaw and
all the inhabitants! Let’s listen to what the author of that brochure has to say. He is writing on September 10,
1939 -

“After yesterday’s assault by cannons, everyone’s nerves were terribly shaken — not only of the common
people but also of the military officers who had been decorated for bravery in previous campaigns. The school
building in which the staff had set up their headquarters was reduced to rubble. However, the fire at the hospital
of the Transfiguration which was directly across from St. Florian Church was much worse! Several hundred
wounded were being cared for there. When a bomb struck the hospital and set it on fire, panic broke out! A
soldier, whose legs had just been amputated, tried to escape the fire by dragging his body by his elbows. Others
jumped out of windows to their death on the cement pavement. Many doctors and nursing sisters perished
while helping the wounded when suddenly the walls tumbled down. Anyone who witnessed this terrible fire at
the hospital will never forget what this enemy had done!

On September 18t early in the morning I went to St. Florian’s Church where Mass was already in progress
in one of the small side chapels. This church is always under fire! There are already several holes in the main
aisle. There is very little room there that is conducive to peaceful meditation. However, there is no lack of
people at Mass. There are many women there in their kerchiefs and soldiers holding their steel helmets in their
hands. A young priest is celebrating the Mass. He is not a soldier in the army, but he stays with his parish and
did not run to hide in some safer area.

Several grenades were thrown over the church during Mass and tore several big holes in the neighboring
homes. Again the battalions are making order in Warsaw. Who could have foreseen that there would be so
much glass everywhere on the city sidewalks after a few attacks and bombardments? These trampled pieces of
window glass created a layer of white sand or snow. The engineers calculated that it will take four years of
work in all the Polish glass factories in order to replace the glass windows in all the stores.

The air-raid on September 22™ lasted until six in the evening. Then an early, eerie twilight fell. We
walked out of the bar to the harbor on the Wisla River. Warsaw , that beloved Warsaw was ablaze like a torch!
In the billowing black smoke, in the sudden bursts of black clouds when some roof collapsed, in the deafening
crash of its burning walls — Warsaw was ablaze! The royal castle was ablaze with bright flames. This time it
will not be saved because there is nothing with which they can put out the flames. Slowly, in the same manner

as night spreads over the sky, the heavens above Poland’s capitol became more and more a deep bloody red!




image5.jpg
The Wisla River was, as if dy'ed red by this glow — and so the blazing old castle glowed in the clouds and in the
river water. The people stood on the shore of the river in a somber silence watching the fire destroy our pride,
our national keepsakes, our works of art, so many Polish possessions and the works of generations. Their hearts
were swelling and then grew and spilled forth a frightful hatred. It was providential that another bomb
exploded and others after it because their hearts were so full of hatred that they could have burst from pain —
and they knew that they had to persevere through all of this in order to someday bury all this evil!

Slowly and in silence the crowds began to leave from the shores of the river to return to their bombed-out
homes amid the shrill whistle of gun-fire, the explosions of grenades and the rattle of machine gun fire. Various
thoughts arise: does it pay to respect oneself and one another? Since all around them the walls of Warsaw are
collapsing in the fire, since all of Poland is being destroyed and since they are threatened by a return to past
enslavement of the entire nation, even if it may be for a short time — What is the meaning of a human life? Itis
only then that this monstrous thought is awakened — Hel, Modlin and Warsaw are the last remnants of a free
Poland. Beyond these areas a mortal silence reigns as far as the radio and telephone. And today, they are
burning Warsaw so terribly! They are burning this city because they haven’t been able to conquer it!”

Similar scenes were enacted in more than four hundred cities, towns and villages of Poland. Truly, it
wasn’t only the capital of Poland that was on fire, but all of Poland! The sky was filled with hundreds of steel
hawks who were hurling exploding and fiery bombs from their beaks, their fuselage, their wings and their tails.
They forgave no one nor did they save anyone. They pounded hospitals, targeted churches and shot down
villagers working in the fields. Everyone — men, women and children were struck down by the bullets of rapid
machine gun fire. They even shot at the stables of their domestic animals.

The Polish earth groaned under the weight of their tanks and hundreds of armored cars that were the weight
of their tanks and hundreds of armored cars that were all spitting a deadly fire, spreading destruction, suffering
and death! The enemy’s communications verified the progress of their given plan and with great joy and
satisfaction proclaimed this glorious conquest by the supporters and servants of this modern, blood-thirsty Nero.

Several months after the surrender of this brave and tortured capital, this arsonist of Poland arrived in
Poland by an armored train in order to review the destruction and to rejoice at the sight of the ruins and ashes
caused by the hordes of his followers. He did not forget about Warsaw. Supposedly he stared for a very long
time at all the shapeless buildings which had teemed with life before and now were cold and frightening in their
naked appearance. And, what do you think that this proud, presumptuous conceited artist painter said? Listen
carefully and remember these words forever — “What barbarians these Polish people must be that they forced
me to do this!!” What barbaric cynicism in this arsonist! I am curious to know who, if not he, will answer to
God for all the tears that were shed, for all the sufferings and all the blood that was spilled on Polish soil! The
Roman Nero’s life ended tragically. He disappeared from the screen of history without a trace. However,

Rome was rebuilt beautifully and became a bulwark of learning and virtue.




