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November 14, 1954
| greet all of you my fellow country-men with the greeting, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Out of respect for the fact that we had invited guest speakers who are at liberty to choose their
own topic and when they choose to appear, | am on uncertain ground, | don’t know when these guests
will show up. Therefore, please forgive me if these first few talks of mine will be to some degree a
conglomeration of several themes. | am confident that they will not only be interesting, but at the same
time, they will also be beneficial. Therefore, please sit comfortably by your radio, close your eyes and
listen.

We read so much about the heroic deeds of sailors, pilots and soldiers on the sea, in the air and
on land during war. Those who distinguished themselves by unusual bravery, tact and actions we rightly
refer to them as heroes. But, the superhuman efforts of that simple, common person in his/her
struggles with the difficulties of daily life we do not value but overlook it and disregard it. Someone said
that the greatest heroism is the heroism of daily life.

That's right! We have heroes among our husbands, fathers and sons. We have heroines among
our wives, mothers and daughters. True, history is silent concerning them, no country bestows upon
them decorations of service and distinction however, they always existed they always are and always
will be. As proof here is a story from 1930. It was told by Maria Maczynska.

“She was a short, slight woman with a common face, but very pleasant. Every morning | heard
her voice coming from the neighboring house — high and loud: ‘Joey, wash yourself properly. Yesterday
your ears were dirty. Walter, repeat once more the words of the Hail Mary. Tommy, your shoes are not
cleaned properly.” And this went on endlessly until three minutes to eight from the opened door of their
home, a crowd of little students poured out of that house like from a beehive. They all had books under
their arms they were happy, healthy and full of laughter.

She appeared behind them, enveloped in a housewife’s apron. She stood there for a moment,
looking at her boys with a smile of joy and wonder then she reentered the house out of which
resounded to high heaven, the cries of her youngest son.

This little lady had 13 boys all of whom had dark hair and dark eyes and were full of life. From
the meager earnings of her husband, it was difficult to maintain the household, to provide shoes for so
many feet, to fill their stomachs with food and to give them books. All the more so since the husband
worried very little about the home and he left the problem of clothing and feeding that entire crowd of
children entirely up to their mother. But, this mom was a very brave person. Besides her 13 sons, she
also had six foreign students boarding with them.

With the help of one maid servant, she worked from morning until evening to feed everyone,
wash their clothes and do all of the ironing. In the evenings sometimes the light was on at my neighbor’s
house until late at night while this mom was busy darning the boys’ socks and mending torn shirts.
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On Sunday, this mom was in church with her entire squadron and that Holy Mass was probably
the only moment in her work filled life when she can truly be at rest.

| used to like to look at her then; there was so much quiet and goodness reflected in her gentle
face; so many fervent petitions in those eyes raised to the altar. Sometimes, sorrow forced a tear from
her eyes a tear from her eyes a tear which was quickly wiped away so that her children wouldn’t see it.
But in that womanly heart there was such an immensity of motherly love that there was no time for
sadness.

The children grew up and left home for work and the only child left with his parents was a 14
year old boy yet. Mother could now rest. But, the force of will power and the feeling of being duty-
bound kept this mother going and with the moment that this duty fell away, mother began to fade
away, she became very tired and she died.

| saw her one more time, but she was already in a coffin. She slept quietly, such a little person,
she seemed to be puzzled at her sudden lack of activity she was as mild and peaceful as she was in life.
Her 13 beloved boys walked behind her coffin, crying like little children.

She was a mother and a heroine who was unknown in life, who died without any publicity, of
whom all chronicles are silent.

A second heroine is also a little lady from the ranks of the gray unimportant people. She was an
ordinary washer woman, who today is already out of style. She was left a widow with three children and
just a stick and a bag for begging. It’s true that at one time there was some money that was saved
because her husband was sober and hard- working but the expenses for the doctors, the hospital and
for the funeral depleted her thriftiness completely. All that was left were her three little children and
plenty of misery. But, the tomorrow, that was not only pale but was black and stormy tomorrow, did not
frighten this poor little lady. She was pious, hard-working and ambitious.

She did not complain about her fortune, but she would say to the neighbors and her friends:
‘Well, then this is the Will of God. God will help me and | will not raise my beloved little ones in the kind
of misery that we had. | gave them life and therefore | must give them a better piece of bread.”

Her children were intelligent, they were raised with discipline and they were hard-working. They
all adored their mother. They sensed that their poor mother just lived for them. In that miserable store,
by a weak light, in the clouds of steam they were brought up.

This misery managed to instill in these children not only a love for learning and an appreciation
of other peoples’ possessions, but also that force and energy that creates character in a person. As a
result, one of her sons became a priest another son became a doctor while her daughter became a
teacher and a nurse.

This miracle was accomplished by the mother’s two hands, her hands that never wearied while
waiting with all the soap suds over her wash-board and tub. Isn’t she a heroine?
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“In my eyes,” writes an individual, “my neighbor deserves the name of a little known heroine —
better a forgotten heroine.” She always awakens in me feelings of wonder, worship and at the same
time pity. Sometimes | stood at the window in order to see how this martyr was taking her paralyzed
husband for a walk.

That is how | remember her until this day - tall, slender, pretty, bending over the wagon bearing
the shadow of a person, actually a yellow skeleton covered over with skin. From under livid eye-lids,
black eyes that were angry, passionate and full of hatred for the world and for his wife were looking at
her.

It sufficed for the blanket to slip from his knees, for the wheel chair to bump something on the
street and at that moment his dark eyes blazed with fire and a flood of angry, sarcastic, venomous
words poured out of his ill-omened compressed lips.

His poor wife attentively bent over her invalid husband, quieting and calming him while she had
a loving smile of goodness and endless patience and in her big bright eyes there shone a deep sadness
but also an unheard of peace.

This sick man who at one time was distinguished and elegant, barely a week after his wedding,
fell victim to a progressive paralysis, due to his unrestrained style of life. The burden of his wantonness
fell upon the shoulders of his young wife.

She did not return to her parents as all of her friends advised her. She remained by her husband.
She earned money for their upkeep by giving music lessons. She bore this burden of marriage for 25
years. She learned how to bear this burden of adversity for a quarter of a century.

What strength when this poor woman was a little late of just a few minutes in returning from a
music lesson for this invalid to greet her with a hail of reproaches, suspicions, often even calling her
names . . . and shortly after, acting crazy again at the first possibility.

Sickly and embittered, he would recall to himself his past years when he was strong and healthy
and enjoyed life. Then, he would fall into a rage and would revile God, people and his wife. He was not
only sick physically, but also spiritually. He suffered physically and spiritually, and beside him, his
unappreciated wife, his good Samaritan, nurse and Guardian Angel was withering and drying up.

His heroic wife was fulfilling a work of mercy. She was not only the bread winner for this sick
husband; she was, at the same time tender, a good sister of mercy, always understanding and patient,
fulfilling by him the most abhorrent services. She was a true wife and a heroine.

Now this account is from the times of World War . The story described by Joseph Stemler
about a little known, quiet and humble Franciscan, Father Anthony from Niepokalanowa. This is what
Joseph Stemler says about him.

March 19, 1941 we found ourselves in the Pavia prison. The cell was meant for two prisoners,
but there were seven of us in it. One was a landed proprietor, but today he was poor. One was a
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locksmith from Warsaw, cunning as a precise lock. Another was a peasant from near Radzimin who
insisted that he didn’t see anything nor hear anything, yet he fell into the hands of the Gestapo. Another
was a Catholic priest who was a former army chaplain. One was a prison guard. Then, Father Antonin, a
Franciscan from Niepokalanowa. And | was the seventh, a father of four children.

Father Antonin made a great impression on me from our very first meeting. His person exerted
on me an impression of some sort of goodness, peace and sweetness. His face was like something from
a holy picture. | was very curious about this person.

They brought us a kettle of soup. | had never eaten such slop even though in my life | had
experienced the ups and downs of life. | held the bowl in my hands and turn my nose away from the
wretched smell of that food.

My gaze met the peaceful, spiritual face of our imprisoned monk. | heard his sonorous voice and
expressive words: “My dear gentlemen, let’s pray before eating.” And at that moment, he began a
prayer. | already had some sort of curse on the tip of my tongue on the Germans, our fate and this soup,
but my words died in the presence of that prayer.

“Gentlemen, we must eat what they give us to preserve our strength, otherwise we will become
weak,” explained this convincing monk. The locksmith and the peasant are cutting into the soup as if it
were a delicacy. The army man is lapping it up loudly. |, too, taste it.

But, what’s going on? Did the Franciscan monk already eat his portion? Not at all, he divided up
his portion between the locksmith and the peasant. “For those gentlemen one portion is too small, and |
must fast today,” he said with conviction. And he wanted to fast that way every day but, we
unanimously rebelled against that. After that miserable meal, there was the washing of the dishes.
Today it was my turn. And this was the schedule day after day.

After the dishes were put away, we all squatted down on the floor. All of our bones hurt, our
muscles twinge and despair fills our heart s. God, what is going to happen to us?

“And now my dear Sirs, let’s say the rosary” encourages Father Antonin. He immediately kneels
down. Then, we too, all kneel. The country gentleman looked around, saw that we were all kneeling,
touched his knees and chanced his luck. He knelt first on one knee, then on the other. From that day on,
he always knelt on both knees.

“And now, my dear Sirs, let each tell something about his own life.” And he began to examine
and question each of us. He did this delicately, painlessly and made it something joyful. These talks of
personal experiences lasted for hours.

“And now, my dear Sirs, let’s say a prayer and then lie down on the floor, one next to the other,
and tomorrow our Father Chaplain will give us a lesson about the Immaculate Conception, won’t you,
Father?”
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Our jail cell in that Pawia Prison was unusual. There was absolutely no cursing in it, although the
rest of the jail was full of cursing. Among us there was no complaining, no accusations and no arguments
or fights. Yes, it was because of that person, that young Franciscan. He kept our hearts and our thoughts
in endless serenity and in conformity with Divine Providence.

Even during that time when the Gestapo wanted to starve all of us because of the rebellion of
several prisoners and for 48 hours, they did not give us any food or drink. He, with his calm and peace,
destroyed the fear which the German staff so deliberately and effectively terrorized the prisoners.

After three weeks we were packed into wagons and sent to Auschwitz. Here in Auschwitz,
Father Antonin had a terrible first night. He still wore a habit. The SS men tormented him mercilessly.
Crazy questions, - “Did he see God? Did he see the devil?” constantly repeated by vulgar, degenerate
German rustics of which there was no end. With his own rosary, they beat him over the eyes, the head
and his face.

He spoke German fluently; he answered them carefully; he puzzled them with his bright, logical
answers. He prayed for the maltreated, mercilessly beaten Jews, especially for the lawyer Schenka, who
was dying under the boots of the guards.

On the following morning, we were separated and put in various blocks. On Holy Wednesday,
we met during our work hours. It was very cold. We were carrying beams, huge beams from houses that
were being taken apart in the suburbs. This was one of their ways of finishing off people, by carrying
beams or huge rocks.

Father Antonin was very weak. He fell repeatedly under the weight of that beam. He prayed
fervently; he was beaten mercilessly for that falling and for his lack of strength. From the movement of
his arms and his behavior, | suspected that he suffered a rupture, that he had heavily overstrained
himself. However, he didn’t complain.

He was terribly emaciated, but he had the look on his face of Anthony on the altar. When we
were gathering for the march back to the camp, the prisoners from his section were picking him up from
the roadside gutter. | didn’t see him anymore. | learned that he died shortly after.

In the heavy moments of my life, | have called upon this quiet monk and excellent hero for help.
| recall his spirit in moments of fear and trembling.

| have deliberately mentioned these examples to you. It would seem that in these present times,
we do not have good, self-sacrificing people who sanctify themselves in fulfilling the obligations and
duties of their vocation. But, thanks be to God, there are still heroes and heroines, people of big hearts
who still work miracles in their daily life. But very little is ever said of such and even less is written.
However, their works are written in the Book of Life in golden letters.




