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They died out in the field. It's a good thing that they died, for who, knows what would happen to them,
just as it did with others.”

Nobility for a cat in a boat, without nobility in soul. Listen, Mr. Dziegielewski! You will dress me
in a new cassock, the one with a silk lining, you will put a silk belt and pin it with that gold pin, polish my
new shoes, put my canonical chain around my neck and place my army orders on my chest. Leave the
ring on my finger, let it go with me. Spread flowers over me, big thyme for they smell nice, narcissus
around my head and don’t break my sword for | am the last from the family.

But what is it, Sir Organist, that you are blubbering so?
‘Because this canonical priest is breaking my heart.”

“But you know what, it’s a waste to break this sword but, quietly so that the priest vicar would
not see, put it under my cassock, hidden between the pleats. In my hands a crucifix, as though | were
only a priest, but there, a sword lies by my side.

Can you smell the pleasant smell from my garden, Mr. Organist?”
“I do smell it, canonical Father benefactor.”

“Well, then the will is there, in the desk. Everything is now in order. Now, Mr. Dziegielewski, |
want you to always water these flowers in these flower pots and take care of the garden. Don’t sell
anything and don’t chase anyone away. There are funds for everything; for old men and for old women,
for orphans and crippled people; for a zoological garden; for Martin and Zagraja.

Everything should remain as it was until it all dies our or if it doesn’t grow and dies away. |
always had one heart for the entire world. A deer without goat’s milk is worth such pity just as is a small
child. God created everything, loves everything and knows about everything. Do you understand, Mr.
Dziegielewski?”

“Just give me our orders, O canonical priest.”

“The pipe from Caesar and the bronze inkstand from Napoleon o to our vicar priest. From my
possessions there will be a fund for an educational institution. And for you, Mr. Dziegielewski, | have left
two little bulls for you in my will, ten thousand and this and that and here you have in a warm hand this
snuff box with a ruby so that you would always remember this old priest.

And don’t kneel before me, and don’t kiss my knees. We’re all equal and the fact that | have
more, that’s why I'm giving it to you. This is the way it should be and that is the end.

And don’t blubber like that for you will wake up all the people. They worked all day and they
need their sleep. | have also worked at least half of my life and | need to go to sleep.

And it is so odd. Supposedly, one knows that he must die and it is so strange; here tomorrow, it
is possible that a person will not be here and here if at least one leaf fell from the lime tree, if at least
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one blade of grass died . .. for everything came from the Hands of God and exists in God. Vanity of
vanities is man and nothing but vanity.

For a year, maybe two people will remember and then they forget. Let them, just so that our
Merciful God does not forget. The rest is not worth anything.

How well | remember how | had arrived here on the first day and walked the paths of hornbeam
wood in the garden. Such were these hornbeams — extensive, full of branches and rustling.

It’s 50 years, a half century . . . | don’t want to believe that that wheat still grows so straight for
it will be so many years. There are so many that | baptized; whom | have buried. How very clear it is!”

Father Peter, for some time stood gazing above, then his head fell onto his chest. Mr.
Dziegielewski, whose thick tears flowed onto his moustache, heard how this old priest was whispering —
“There’s nothing, there’s nothing! | must go.” It is now evening, tomorrow morning it must happen. That
moon is looking at me as though it was announcing some sort of heavenly brightness. But, who knows? |
was never afraid of anything . . . there were so many times that | stared at death, eye to eye, and
somehow it is fearful. God, be merciful to me a sinner; my fault, my fault, my very great fault. And there
is blood on my soul.

He dropped his head even lower on his chest and kept silent for a while, but suddenly, he raised
his head and in a strong voice said, “Honorable Dzegielewski, when they sing ‘Rest in peace,’ tell all of
the youth of the parish to thump. | remember in Olszynce an officer of the dragoon was running at me.
How | soaked him. But, that was for a good cause. Fix that candle wick in the lamp before Our Lady of
Sorrows.

After this, Father Peter closed his eyes and began to doze off, but to the organist, it seemed that
the head of this old man was dropping lower and that his breathing was getting weaker and weaker.

This lasted for some time until Sir Dziegielewski became nervous and was about to stand in
order to call the housekeeper, when the clock struck two times for 9:30 and in the doorway leading from
the corridor to the porch, little Ignas Znajda in his little shirt and linen panties.

He approached the arm chair of Father Peter, and tugging lightly at his cassock said,: “Reverend
Father, come. The lady housekeeper said to hurry and begs you to go to sleep. Come, give me your
hand, slowly, because you are old, Reverend Father.”

But, when Father Peter did not move or answer, Ignas raised his big eyes to Sir Dziegielewski
and asked, “Sir Organist, did Reverend Father die?” And he began to cry.

This nice story is taken from a book and radiates with the warmth of the heart. It teaches us pity
and mercy. Let’s remember the actions of Father Peter.
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December 1, 1957
I greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

During the past year, God sent me a cross for my own good which really cast down my legs. |
had to spend more than three months in the hospital of our good Sisters of Mercy. | attribute my return
to health to the mercy of God, to your prayers and to the good Doctor Steve Graczykow and the
solicitous care of the hospital’s nurses.

When | began to gain strength the nurses who were fulfilling duties on that floor often came to
visit me. Some came for advice others came to give me news from their family life or from school or
hospital. At that time | was not reading any newspapers nor was | listening to the radio.

It so happened that a priest was assigned to the hospital, an old man who was almost eighty
years old. He was well-known to the hospital staff because he came regularly for X-rays every six
months.

For many years he had been a teacher in public high schools. He sensed a calling to the priestly
life when he was about 67 years old. He undertook a shortened course in theology and was ordained a
priest.

Since he commanded the youth in school for many years, he was under the impression that he
had the right to command the nursing staff and their aides. They revolted against him.

They complained about his impatience, his abruptness and his lack of understanding. One of
them said through her tears: “Maybe he was cut out to be a professor but he was not cut out to be a
priest.”

Now to today’s talk entitled:
REMEMBER THAT OLD PRIEST

Casimir Tetmajer created this story. Listen carefully. “Mr. Dziegielewski, having wiped his flaxen,
graying moustache with his sleeve, hissed the priest canon below his elbow and left. Meanwhile, old
Father Peter blessed himself, crossed his hands on his chest and began walking through the room with a
monotonous, slow step whispering a prayer in an undertone.

The old dog, Zagraj who up until now had been sleeping under the couch, opened first one eye,
then the second, stood, stretched, yawned and as he had been doing every day for years, he followed
his master step by step.

From time to time the old man with his hand chased away annoying flies; from time to time, old
Zagraj snapped at them with his teeth. It was thus the two of them walked until breakfast.

In the course of his prayer, Father Peter looked at the wall from time to time. There hung
beautifully polished shot guns; he looked for a few moments at the hyacinths and water hemlock
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blooming in flower pots on the window sill; nokw and then his eyes glanced casually over the even rows
of foamy pipes, or while not breaking his prayer, he stopped in front of a large cabinet with books; he
straightened out one or another and slowly went further; the dog walked behind him.

He also looked outside once in a while, in the courtyard the farm hands in their long-sleeved
vests were in a great hurry while the steward was yelling and giving orders. There was loud talk and
much movement.

Geese, ducks, a few turkey cocks, chickens and chicks were in the yard. Girls with yellow and
many colored kerchiefs on their heads were passing by and humming longingly. The early morning sun,
very bright and radiant shone on all of this; it created golden stains on the ground and sent a shot of
versicolored brilliance on the lime and birch trees.

Father Peter, without ceasing his prayer, but stood looking out the window. Gray and very quiet,
with his clasped hands against his lips and when he had already whispered the last word of his prayer,
he did not yet make the Sign of the Cross but stood at the window and looked out for a long time.

Later, having traced the Sign of the Cross on his own shoulders, he traced it in the air, blessing
from his room the corn fields, the woods, waters, fish and people working in the fields and the herds
feeding in the meadows. This happened often.

Having drunk his coffee, Father Peter lit his glass pipe and drawing on it several times, he
lowered himself into an arm chair and he began to sleep.

At this point, he usually began to dream about something because he murmured and shook the
index finger of his right hand, something that he always did every time he talked about some occupation
or was recalling past times. He had much to dream about.

His childhood was truly idyllic, angelic. Then, he was in service under Prince Constantine, several
years of emigration and a long migration, finally, several scores of years in God'’s service which was very
hard and carried out as a soldier without any relaxation as so ordered.

This one-time famous cavalry captain did not become a priest by vocation; he openly admitted
to this. He often said, * | was born, my dear, to be a priest, just like my prostitute Vicky, who takes a
bushel of potatoes on her back, in order to be a ballet dancer.’

| was young and handsome, not poor and add to that, | was lively, reckless, empty, one of the
Polish gentry and besides a cavalry man. But, my dear one, | recognized where we went wrong.

|, when my batman, Sobek, a peasant from Zalan, did not shine my sword, or did not bring me
my shoes on time, he was punched right in the face. My father, my grandfather, my great grandfather,
all of the Zalanscy, for those same and similar reasons, their bat men were punched in the face.
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This is why my servant ran away before the first beating. That is why, in his 46" year of my
cousin Stanley, his own lackey pulled him by his leg off the horse and later the peasants beat him so that
he could not even be recognized.

| went to do expiation for myself and for the other Zalanskich, | went to serve those towards
whom | felt guilty. Do you think that it was easy for me to cast everything aside, the whole world that |
dreamed about and put on a cassock and go to the village? Sometimes | thought that | will not
persevere. Yet when the Hungarian War broke out, | almost hung my cassock on a hook and moved out
beyond those Carpathian Mountains.

But, | said to myself, ‘You registered yourself to God to serve . . . therefore, serve. And the
service of God is a hard thing and He does not play jokes. When it is good, that's good, but when He is
irritated or angry, everyone run to your corner; even Michael the Archangel, even though he is a great
warrior and beat the skin off the devil. He just rattles his sword on all sides, yet before the Lord God he
carries it so quietly in his hand as though he were walking through the rooms of the Czar. And what,
since he is only a miserable creature, even if he is a canon.

But, later, for all the treasures in the world, | would not take off my cassock nor would | leave
my parish. As from the beginning, my dear, what | undertook as a penance, as expiation, that |, a
gentleman and an officer of the cavalry, walked among simple peasants and offered Him my life carrying
my days and nights in offering something which | later learned to love.

Then | fell in love with the things of God and | began to make these souls God-like. | thought to
myself again: what | prepare here for one soul to make him God-like, then, there, He, the Just and
Merciful Judge, even after one year of penance, will forgive him purgatory.

And then, through the mercy of God, | began to love those people and to instill that love in the
souls of the people here. Tell me, is there anything more beautiful on earth than to treasure souls for
God, country and humanity? And these souls are made of clay and rocks, but there is mold in them; they
are not evil, they are good. It is only that they are very difficult and one must love them very much and
be very tolerant of them and show them kindness.

Had | not slapped the face of my servant less and had | talked to him more, he would not have
said to me before the first battle: ‘This has nothing to do for me’ and he ran away to where pepper
grows.

You see, my dear, | can openly say that that to which | signed up | fulfilled and | can truthfully
say that | was a good priest and a good pastor.

Sixty years ago, | never thought that they would be putting me ina cassock into the coffin. Then
| was convinced that with the rank of general | will go to the valley of Josephat. A man shoots, but the
Lord God carries the bullets.

And wasn’t Lord Dziegielewski anywhere near? This old man could not be without him for even
a few hours. It was with him that Father Peter carried on arguments about everything, beginning with
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sheep and politics and ending up with astronomy and butterflies. He teased him and hit upon his
elegant yeoman dignity, twisting the word tongue to chicory that was repeated always for at least 30
years.

Father Peter liked him very much. Around the rectory, he was like Noah in the ark. Besides the
ordinary house pets, Father Peter had a small zoo in which deer, rabbits and a peculiar type of geese
from beyond the sea lived in exemplary accord. The care over this menagerie was given over to old
women and old men, along with crippled people and orphans as many of whom could be found in the
area.

Father Peter gathered these poor people took them under his protection, took care of them and
raised them up. Since he didn’t need much for himself, for his greatest expenses were his beautiful
shoes and his holy things for which he had a great weakness and they were expensive. But since he had
money from the parish and substantial income of his own, he fed and clothed entire legions of poor
people.

‘My neighbor,’ Father Wajdzik would say when they were remodeling the church in Nowosiolek’
would forbid the painters to walk upon the scaffolding for one could fall against a window and glass
panels are very expensive;’ a penny adds to a penny and no one gives butter to a dog so that after his
death, the men would cover the church with sheet metal and would put up a new belfry and | say that |
am doing better.

The Lord God does not care about having sheet metal on the church, He only cares about how
these souls pray in this church; and whether the bell hangs higher or lower makes no difference to Him.
It is also the same, just so it raises people’s hearts to Him.

At my place also, here and there the church was repaired but for me, it is more important to fill
the mouth of an orphan than to hill a hole in the church shingle.

Father Peter had a huge shady garden in which there were many trees. He knew all fruits
perfectly and there were a great profusion of flowers in his garden. When he worked among his flowers,
he always talked to them. He praised some; he nagged at others and took pity on others.

On summer afternoons he liked to go out of the rectory grounds and sit on a bench under an old
tree and look at the world. He looked and looked, and slowly the whole world began to blend into one
common color. He was enveloped by forgetfulness of self and a deep reverie.

Sometimes, the beloved of the old man, the little 7 year old orphan, Ignas Znajda, who was
deliberately sent to him by the housekeeper, would waken him from a trance by pulling on his cassock.

The Honorable Gentleman was sleeping. “Oh, | was having such a dream!” “The housekeeper
said to hurry and asked that you go.” “Good, good so let’s go.” “Fine, so let’s go. Give me your hand.”

“Slowly for you are old.” And Ignas took Father Peter by the hand and together they walked on
the road to the rectory, conversing seriously about many things along the way.
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Totally involved in the service of God and people and being very much involved, he did not have
much time to think about death. But one evening when the sun had set, Father Peter, who before that
had been sitting in silence for a long time in the passage way leading from the garden, seemed to be
dreaming when he suddenly turned his head towards the organist who was sitting there and he spoke to
him in a voice that was more serious than usual.

“It seems to me, Mr. Dziegielewski, that it’s time to go!” “And where to dare | ask?” “Farther
than from here to the parish office. There!” And he pointed with his finger towards the whitened wall of
the near-by cemetery.

Dziegielewski tossed his head — “And what is this priest talking about. Truly, that doesn’t even fit
you. Yet, maybe at the wrong hour.”

“Wait and you will see, O organist to whom we pay tribute. You will see that it is time for me to
go. | foretold that from a hundred days, | will not leave even one day for the Lord. It iks now time and |
must step aside even from these thirteen days.

I made my confession exactly this morning as though purposely and | received Holy Communion.
I am ready. You can send for the assistant priest. Those should be made canons not me, an old blabber.

Do you hear that hum? It seems to me that | hear the revolution of that great machine of which
God is the builder and eternal machinist. The planets and the sun are revolving in their orbits and
everything follows its own path and throbs. The entire world throbs. And He Who is the builder and
eternal machinist listens and rejoices.

What a huge and miraculous throbbing. Just listen! Don’t you hear threw throbbing of the
world, of that huge machine? No, with the apology of a benefactor.

Father Peter kept silence for a while and then he said again: “Open that window from the north.
Let the freshest air from the fields enter. There, like that — let it be.

If God is merciful and the light is most beautiful and the choirs are angelic and the aromas of
paradise can be present and every miracle but, of course in the Klonicki half there will not be that aroma
from my parish garden.

Eternity is long, but these fifty years which | spent here are not to be left out. These young
bonds you order to be supported and the pears should be well wrapped in straw for the winter.

There was never an aroma anywhere as we had here in Klonicki. Is it already a month that
passed? And a bright one. Praise to God for that! | would not want to die in bad weather.”

“What is the priest canon saying?”

“Quiet, Sir Organist, quiet! The month will give light and it will go on the bright highway. And it is
good if | go from the porch. It’s almost like going from the field. In our family hardly anyone died in bed.




