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The market-place was filled with pious, recollected people — and there are hundreds of
thousands of these people. Some are praying — moving rosary beads between their fingers, others are
praying from their prayer books. What an edifying example. It is really other-worldly; men and women,
young people, students and children; their weapons — rosaries and prayer books.

Those who are present turn their gaze to the Church of Our Lady of the Bright Mountain
(Jasnogorskiej) and to the walls of the monastery for the procession is forming there.

One of the bishops carries the monstrance. There is banner after banner; societies, singers and
delegates. The procession moves slowly and the crowds are singing. It seemed to me that these voices
tore through the firmament of heaven and were heard by the Mother of God.

The procession by the walls lasted one whole hour and the crowds sang hymn after hymn,
paying attention to the platform around the altar on which church dignitaries, who were taking part in
the procession, began to take their places. Bishops enter in their miters and episcopal robes made of
Chinese silk because the church in Poland is not rich in material things.

Suddenly the singing stops and there is quiet. It is a grave-like silence. Cardinal Wyszinski, the
Primate of Poland goes to the throne located by the side of the altar. Intelligent eyes adorn the pale,
ascetic face of this heroic Cardinal. They momentarily measure the crowd of many thousands of people
and they fill with tears.

The organ breaks the silence and Archbishop Baraniak begins the solemn holy Mass. And again
the singing of the people thunders forth. Oh, yes, the Polish people put their hearts and souls into their
singing. At the Consecration of the Mass, everyone falls on his knees.

After ending the Mass, the Cardinal steps onto the temporary pulpit that is covered with white
material. The figure dressed in the scarlet of a Cardinal reflects like the rising sun. He began to trace the
history of that solemn vow of King Casimir when this king chose the Mother of God as the Patroness of
his land and nation and he dedicated himself and all of his subjects under her protection.

He ended by asking that everyone renew that vow and the crowd, weeping bitter tears called
out twice: “We vow to you, Mary, Queen of Poland, we vow to you!”

The Cardinal, moved to his depths, traced the Sign of the Cross three times over the heads of
these children of God as he called them and they answered him with the song, “God, Who Has Poland!”
This ended the morning devotions.

Now that sea of heads begins to rock. Some head for the church in order to make their
lamentations before that miraculous picture; others walk around the walls; others are spreading out
over the place in order to get something to eat.

Again before the sun sets, the square is filled with people. Here and there candles shine; the
procession moves and Marian hymns fill the square. The Cardinal speaks, calling attention to the lack of
freedom for the Catholic press and the heavy adversity of the villagers and the workers; he encourages
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them to persevere in patience, to conscientiously fulfill their duties as citizens, to work in sobriety and to
work efficiently.

“You must remember,” called out the Cardinal, “that that which could not be ruined through
erroneous principles of political doctrine, can be destroyed by national demoralization. You are the
descendants of heroes and God gave you the obligation not to ruin that which was saved by the blood of
your fathers.”

This statement ended his homily. Once again there thundered forth the sincere hymn filled with
penetrating feeling — “God Who Has Poland!” This ended the service and it began the return to their
homes.

Such was the course this modern miracle had on Jasna Gora, in which Stefan Cardinal Wyszynski
our outstanding Cardinal of the Church participated.

Let us not forget those poor and miserable people, who despite persecution and oppression did
not fall, but they persevered and persist in their faith, confident in the protection and help of their all-
powerful Patroness, our Blessed Mother of Czestochowa!
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November 24, 1957
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

As we begin our talk at the beginning | want to state very clearly that | was born in the small
settlement of McClure, Pennsylvania. There was a soft coal mine there from which they burned the
coke.

My parents came from Poland. They came to America for their bread. | will also add in all
sincerity, because they wanted to praise God in the Polish language.

They came from Poznan where the usage and study of Polish was strictly forbidden. Our parents instilled
in us children a deep love for everything that was Polish; for the language, for the songs, for the customs
and for the Polish people. They often told us stories about life under a Lord, about work in such a
situation and of the difficulties in living under the Prussians.

How pleasantly we spent those winter evenings listening to our Dad’s tales while we were
drinking a glass of milk and eating a piece of home-made bread that was tickly smeared with lard.

Later | attended the parish school in Everson, Pennsylvania where the good Sisters of Nazareth
taught. | will never forget the good Sisters Josephat, Joachim and Beata. | lack the word to adequately
express my gratitude to them.

My Dad, of holy memory, was a man of an abridged education. He knew how to read and write
and he took pride in the fact that he attended school for three full months.

He was a hard person, but his heart was made of either wax or gold. He raised us according to
the military code. He subscribed to two Polish papers: the daily and the weekly. He borrowed books
from the parish library, especially the works of Sienkiewicz.

We spoke in Polish, we read in Polish, we prayed in Polish and sang in Polish. We learned the
history of the country and nation of Poland. | was deeply impressed by the fait h of this nation and by
the nobility and dedication of these simple Polish people, who during their long history they never
denied God nor their faith, for which they dearly paid with their blood and their life.

From this point to our talk entitled:
LET US NEVER FORGET

Just from the introduction, everyone can easily see how proud | am of the fact that Divine
Providence gave me such parents. That is why | love Polish people and | am interested in the success and
well-being of Americans of Polish descent. My imagination often carries me off to the country of Poland
where the Polish nation stubbornly and perseveringly bears the cross of poverty and misery.

Listen to what a certain fellow country woman wrote to me from Chicago in September: “I
brought many greetings for you, Father, and for all the Polish people from our people in Poland.
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Together with my excursion group | visited Warsaw, Poznan, Wroclaw, Czestochowa, Oswiecim, Krakow,
Wieliczka, Lancut, Nowy Sacz and my family in Rzeszow. | want you to know that we marveled at the
precious and valuable monuments in Poland. Zakopane is most beautiful and one just had to be
fascinated the marvelous Tatra Mountains.

We were amazed by the overcrowded churches and the processions for Corpus Christi that take place
on the streets of the cities and in open fields. One had to hear those Polish hymns begging God for pity
and pleading for His mercy. All of this touched the heart and brought tears from our eyes. They sang, but
we wept. Nowhere in Poland do they have such an abundance of everything as we have here in the
United States. Their stores are empty and there is nothing to buy. Their restaurants are empty.

Now we know what it means to be and live in America on an American level. How those poor
people questioned us about life in America! They envy us because we live in the United States. They
swallowed all of our words and were surprised at everything especially that we live in such abundance.”

Any comments | could make concerning this letter would be superfluous.

Here it is worth learning how the good Father Stanislaus Dawicziak describes his trip to Poland.
Father Dwidziak has a family in Poland whom he hasn’t seen for years. He was especially concerned
about whether he could meet his mother.

On this occasion he was able to visit a very large area of Poland and see what changes had taken
place there from the time he left Poland during World War II.

In Poland he traveled by automobile in the company of a priest friend. He had the opportunity to visit
many places and to speak with people from various districts and states. In other words, he became
familiar with the life of his fellow country-men from all over Poland.

Everyone, without exception, he came upon misery and material poverty, but at the same time,
on the immense spiritual wealth of the Polish nation, which despite such terrible experiences which did
not break her, but just the opposite happened. Poland came out of oppression full of dignity and deep
admiration worthy of religion. The Catholic religion in Poland today is deeply rooted like in no other
country and one can rightly call Poland for the second time — The Bulwark of Christianity.

Father Dawidziak is greatly impressed by the magnificent attitude of the Polish nation which
seeks relief from a miserable life; in church and in religious songs. Those Polish people who sing create
an unusual and moving impression on everyone — these people who are gray and ruined, yet so close
and uniform due to their common ideals.

There are no rich people today because everyone is poor. People come to their churches in
order to forget about the worries of daily life. They don’t run off from these houses of God after the
religious service ends, but they stay for longer meditations. It is a common sight at every hour of the day
to see women, men and even children deep in prayer in their churches.
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While hearing confessions, along with nine other priests in the Church of the Savior in Warsaw,
there were long lines of penitents at each confessional, when an old woman came and with tears in her
eyes asked, “Aren’t there any more priests who could hear confessions because there are so many of us
who are still waiting?” This is the kind of a picture one does not often see in life.

For American tourists, certain comforts are arranged in hotels that are adapted to the demands
of Americans. Now one can move about freely in present day Poland. Father Dawidziak drove his
automobile Warsaw 5000 miles and he assures us that this method o0f travel is perfect for traveling the
roads of Poland except for the fact that gas is uncommonly expensive for Polish circumstances. No
person living in Poland can allow himself to drive from Warsaw to Poznan because it would cost him half
of his monthly pension.

Towns that had been destroyed during the war are now being rebuilt and have a different appearance.
This refers especially to Warsaw which is difficult to recognize at present. Streets, such as
Marszalkowska and the Aleje Jerozolinskie were widened and have an impressive appearance.

Stare Miasto or the Old City was completely rebuilt with its castle. Cracow and Poznan are relatively the
most neglected. Many of the houses are falling apart.

The people in Poland want to better their situation, they want to rebuild their country
materially, but they know that they are in such a pitiful situation that without the input of foreign capital
they cannot achieve this. Every foreign tourist is of the same opinion because he sees with his own eyes
that there are hands willing to work, but there is a shortage of money and materials.

The Polish village has come to life again and the village is now the economic support of the
country. After October of last year, the Polish peasant took a deep breath since his land was restored to
him —a land which he loves and into which he puts so much effort so that it would produce a harvest
giving life to his family and the quotas for the state. Kolkhoz still exists but people work in them
unwillingly.

Father Dawidziak, while driving through, saw how in August, in the fields of the Kolkhoz there
were still fields of uncut wheat. The people wear poor, old and worn clothing. One seldom sees a man
wearing a tie.

In Poland, there is a common problem called drunkenness. Here and there one meets up with
drunkards. The State however, realizes that leaving this problem to itself is a disaster and for that reason
appeals and talks on the theme of the harmfulness of alcohol are given on the radio and in the
newspapers.

Despite their great poverty, Polish hospitality never lost any of its proverbial sincerity. There
always is still the application of the old Polish principle: “Make a pledge and stand your ground.” One
must truly marvel at the Polish domestic maids who, from such limited culinary means are able to
prepare very delicious meals.
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In this gray and sad nation which rarely smiles there blossoms something seldom seen in similar
degrees in other countries —a love of family. People often visit one another and this explains the great
crowds on trains and buses.

In the homes in Poland, there are no refrigerators, televisions or other appliances found in every
American home. At present, the most common appliance is the radio. Their homes have old furniture in
the pre-war style. They keep their clothing in huge closets.

In the villages they still use kerosene lamps with the exception of those villages in which a
kolkhoz exists or had existed. Their homes are heated by tile stoves and bread is still baked by the old
method at home. In general their houses are primitively arranged and they cannot be compared with
the modern luster of American homes. However, their homes are very tidy and homey.

The Polish people love the arts. Their theaters are always crowded. Polish theater tickets are
very expensive.

In Poland, children are the dearest picture for the eye. They are the same as the children in
America. They love their priests and when they meet a priest on the street, they greet him: “Praised be
Jesus Christ!”

It is interesting to note that it is children who are the prettiest of all. It shows that although
mothers are limited in possibilities, they solicitously care about their children and they try to protect
them and give them that which older people cannot allow for themselves.

In higher education, the professors now have a free hand in classifying students and not the
political educator and due to this, the level of education has greatly improved.

Presently, the Polytechnic School of Warsaw needs help from abroad. In their schools, crucifixes
hang on their walls and now religious education takes place without any obstacles. The entire student
body and the teachers take part in retreats.

Father Dawidziak has fond memories of a public school in Kleczowa which he had attended
many years ago. When he was visiting that school one of the students recited these verses:

“When you return to the bosom of your native land
You are then a faithful son to her
She is your mother
Who watches out for you,
When she sees her children,
Then, gratefully she receives them!
It is for you she tells the sun to shine
Which drinks its charm
She rejoices immensely because of you
Even though tears stand in her eyes
Even though thorns still disfigure her
Still she never stops
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She will remind you of the ways —

Golden orchards, wonderful groves.
Close to the heart, that dreamed of country
Which you, good Father, rejected
And among strangers you took your abode
In order to protect your vocation.

When others give lives and properties

In order to persevere there happily

On the road chosen by you

To serve in the fields of Christ

When the Church was cruelly ruined!
But now there is no need
For you to live beyond the sea
It is closer to heaven from Poland
Therefore, stay O priest, stay with us!”

Father Dawidziak declared that he had imagined Poland very differently. Being under the
impression of the huge sky scrapers in the United States, a person lives with this imagined greatness and
then after he comes to Poland, he is surprised by the tiny towns and buildings.

People in Poland now need more help than they ever did before. Above all, they have these two
basic needs for life: food and clothing. Father Dawidziak says that others who visited Poland said and
wrote so much about the misery there, that to write about it again would just be a repetition of their
perceptions.

An American reporter sent an article from Czestochowa to the American press. He entitled his
article: “I Saw a Modern Miracle!” This is what he wrote. “Historically, the miracle on Jasna Gora
happened 300 years ago. Then a handful of Polish soldiers, together with their aides and the monks held
back many attacks of the 10,000 strongly armed Swedish army. The siege lasted during an entire winter
month. Finally, the Swedish general withdrew his army.

The Poles attributed this victory to the protection of Our Lady of Czestochowa whose image was
on a board of cedar wood. | don’t know whether there was any miraculous help in this defense, but, |
also, was a witness of a miracle on Jasna Gora just a few days ago. It is not any easy thing to describe
this miracle for it is a miracle involving a theme, a ceremony and people. And yet, something told me
that this was a miracle — a bright, visible, convincing miracle.

Imagine yourself on a hill behind the suburb of a small dreamy town. A wide alley surrounded by
trees leads to the top of a hill. It is here, on this hill top, far from the noise of the streets that the miracle
begins.

The top of the hill was cut off and evened out and presently creates a huge plaza, three times
bigger than the piazza in front of St. Peter’s Basilica in Rome. In the middle stands a huge statue of Christ
with a crown of thorns on His Head.




