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His emaciated body could not sustain the emotion. Years of imprisonment,
indescribable toils and days of escape and the emotions together with the
vanishing hope of freedom killed the poor man. Koban slipped from the seat and
fell into the bottom of the wagon at the feet of the merciless guard. In his ears he
heard the sounds of the bells announcing the resurrection and a tearful smile fell
on his suffering lips.

My dear radio-listeners! The solemnity of Resurrection teaches us many truths,
but especially one, that if you, like Christ, want to gloriously resurrect, you must
like Christ, patiently and calmly follow the way of the cross in your life. | know that
among the nations of the world, the most patient and peaceful nation is the Polish
nation. The Divine Providence rewarded those national virtues — Poland
resurrected! Let us look with faith, patiently and calmly into the future both
temporary and eternal and we will resurrect to a better, happier life.
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April 1, 1934

| greet you my fellow compatriots in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus
Christ!

“Christ the Lord is risen, and given as example

That we are to rise and reign with the Lord God, Alleluia!”

The whole world is singing this joyfully. Million voices express the feeling of faith
and confidence in this miracle of this Great Night. The foundations of Christ
teachings rest on the Christ’s Resurrection. Love of God and love of neighbor — the
forgiveness of wrongs — the resurrection — eternal happiness, if Christ did not
resurrect, they would be vain, just as our whole belief would be vain! The Way of
the Cross led Christ to Golgotha, put Him in the grave and after three days — His
glorious resurrection. Today as with no other celebration, our mind calls to us: this
is the lot of every human being; and faith whispers to us: “that we are to resurrect
and reign with the Lord God.” If we wanted to understand all of this, today’s
Alleluia would not be negligible or tepid but warm and sincere, and our everyday
life would be proving that we not only believe, but we act. Slowly our
uncertainties, our puzzles and seeming mysteries would disappear from our
twentieth century life. Each of us would see the goal of our life and willingly, or at
least without murmuring, carried the cross of life, so as to be worthy of
resurrection. Human life would no longer be the race for material goods, as it is
today, full of envy, hatred, impatience, dissatisfaction and suspicion. We need so
little to be truly happy. Today’s world is an African jungle with one difference. The
wild animals devour each other in the jungles; in the world, the people, the
rational beings, murder each other! There is no nation, no society nor even a class
of society, no family if the people did not kill each other. Naturally this is done
gracefully, politically and diplomatically correctly. These civilized manners do not
diminish cleverness or baseness of human conduct. Such a life does not predict a
glorious resurrection. But why should I talk about such things during such a joyous
and exalted occasion? | want to turn your thoughts away, my dear radio-listeners,
from hypocrisy, from human baseness. | want to place before your eyes the
moving events described by Janina Doba, titled:
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The Resurrection

Bluish dawn began settling over the fields farther and farther. Pinkish ribbons of
brightness appeared in the sky. Slowly, majestically the fiber of grey clouds moved
across the blue sky, as though some fantastic balls which changed their shape with
every move. Over the plowed fields there were flocks of crows and jackdaws
which settled now and then on the hard ridge of plowed ground. On the way
leading through the middle of the field, marked here and there by the wagon
wheels or horses hoofs, with slow, heavy paces walked a middle-aged man.
Walking, he kept looking around as though afraid that someone might see him. As
he walked his head was down and only that way he looked around to all sides.
One could tell that this man came from afar. Tattered and dirty clothing, were a
definite sign of his long journey through fields and forests; his muddied and torn
shoes spoke of his long walk. Jan Koban walked with an effort, carefully and slowly
placing his tired feet. From time to time one could hear his heavy sighs and
occasionally a painful moan when his foot would land on something hard. In the
meantime, the sun rose higher and its golden rays covered the nearby fields and
touched the tips of the trees of the nearby woods and also the sad, tired face of
the walking man. He passed the fields covered with winter corn, he passed the
freshly plowed fields and wide meadows and each step became slower because he
was very tired and his breathing became heavier. He reached the woods. Here his
legs refused to go any farther. He felt total lack of strength. He stopped. All
around him was total silence. There was only a light whisper of the branches
moved by the wind and a far-off sound of the crows. He looked around and
changed his mind. He entered the woods. With the last of his strength he
managed to get through the thick undergrowth and emerged on the small clearing
covered with soft moss. He threw himself down and closed his eyes. For two
weeks he had nothing to eat except a drink of water. He didn’t sleep for a week,
running away from a horrible nightmare, which for years held him captive in its
merciless clutches. With a sigh of great relief he stretched out on his woodland
bed and fell soundly into a disturbing sleep. Koban was running away from a
Bolshevik prison where he was kept for fifteen years. He was fleeing to his native
land, to Poland, to his far-off, quiet village with the hope that his parents might
still be there. He was sentence to a life-long prison only because when he was
arrested he wore a Polish soldier’s uniform and refused his allegiance to the
Bolshevik army, so he passed long years in torture and in longing to see his own.
Sometimes he wanted to end this torturous existence. At such moments there
was hope arising in his heart, that maybe he’ll have a chance to escape and return
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to his native land. For years he waited for the chance to escape and finally this
blessed moment arrived. One very dark evening, he managed to disorient the
guards, sawed off the bars of the prison-cell, got through a high wall which divided
the prison from the rest of the world and escaped hungry, and cold, totally
exhausted, weak and emaciated by living in the damp prison. The thought that
soon he will be able to cross the Bolshevik border and see his own home filled him
with hope and strength. It wasn’t easy to obtain the tools to saw off the prison
bars. For two years he gave half of his miserable prison portion to another
prisoner who worked in the blacksmith’s shop to obtain a file and keep his plans
secret. It’s a week already from the time Koban managed to escape from prison
and through this time he came closer to the Polish border, and perhaps in two
more days through the Bolshevik territory he’ll reach his own native country.
Falling asleep again he thought that shortly his tortures will end because these
woods stretch all the way to the border, and then his beloved, free Poland, where
he will not have to be afraid of the Bolsheviks, and will safely reach his little
village. When the sleep finally came, in his mind he saw those dreadful days when
he was brought into prison and close d the heavy prison doors for life. In his
dreams he remembered those days of desperation for life, the indescribable
longing and then the time of total despair and loss of hope. In his dream he heard
the yelling of the savage guards and the beatings. He tossed in his sleep and after
some time came a more peaceful sleep. And then in that sleep he heard the
church bells in his native village. He thought he stood on the shore of the little
river which flowed through the village and looked at the road leading to the
church. The church bells rang and rang more loudly, announcing to the world the
joyous news of Christ’s resurrection. In his dream he heard the cries: Christ’s
resurrection, Christ’s resurrection! And he cried out joyously together with the
rest of the crowd. Finally the dream stopped and Koban awakened. Shivers ran
through his body. He rubbed is eyes and looked around. After a while he realized
where he was and his eyes shone with unusual, bright light. Christ’s resurrection
he whispered, to my own for the resurrection. He tried to rise and start going but
his emaciated body, lack of sleep and long walk effused to budge. He managed
only to lift himself onto his knees and fell again onto the moss covered ground and
fell asleep. As he was falling asleep he thought it’s only Holy Thursday. He has two
more days to the Resurrection he’ll be in time. As he lay there asleep again in his
dream he heard the church bells and saw a huge crowd heading for the church.
Through the open church doors he saw a brightly lit altar. At the open door the
enormous crowd tried to squeeze into the church and more people were still
coming. The people he met along the way to the church greeted him with their
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smiles. He moved and joined the crowd and found himself inside the church. The
high altar was brightly lit and from the cross Christ stretched His merciful arms
toward the people. Solemn silence enveloped the church, broken only with the
whispers of prayers and sighs. The little village church seemed to gather all the
people from nearby villages and Koban stood right in front of the alter and the
teary eyes looked at the Crucifix known to him since his childhood days. The
pastor entered vested in the golden vestments and stood at the foot of the altar.
The bells rang all the harder until the air was filled with the sound of bronze rising
to the blue limits of the sky. The incense rose into the air and veiled the altar
before the eyes of the faithful. And Koban through this mist of incense saw far off
contours of the prison walls, disappearing in the bluish mist, and gradually left the
space for the golden decorations of the altar. This is a happy day came the clear
and resonant voice of the priest. There was a moment of total silence and then, as
though a hurricane shook the walls of the church, further words of the
resurrection hymn, came out of the lips of the faithful. There was some unusual
brightness in the church, as though the rays of the sun penetrated the stained
glass windows and enveloped Christ on the cross, the priest and the faithful, in a
rainbow of color. Further words of the resurrection hymn flowed with exceptional
strength, shook the vaults of the church and soared to the skies — this day Christ
resurrected, Alleluia! With the voice filled with tears Koban joined the crowds and
sang filled with happiness. He felt that he, too, resurrected and left the cold tomb
of prison and stands with his own ad will remain here forever. The vision in his
dream was real with such strength of actuality that it transported him into an
enchanted world of dreams, and on his face flowed the hot tears of joy, and
slowly fell onto the grey bed of moss in the Bolshevik forest. The dream of
happiness continued. From the midst of the crowd that surrounded him, came a
grey-haired lady who stretched her old, shaking arms toward him. Koban was
taken aback and closely looked at the old lady. He blinked his eyes several times as
though he couldn’t recognize her face. He stood there shaking and felt that
indescribable happiness is awaiting him, when he heard the voice of the old
woman directed toward him: Is that really you my son, poor Johnny, my child.
Long, very long, have | awaited you, and finally this day, the day of Christ’s
resurrection you returned, my son. Koban fell to his knees and took the thin, hard-
working hand and brought it to his lips that constantly kept saying: Mother!
Mother! He bent down to kiss her hand and felt hot drops are falling onto his
head. Those were the happy tears of his mother that finally she found her son. He
saw in his dream how at that moment the priest made the sign of the cross heard
the words of prayer coming from the lips of the priest and forgive us our
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trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. At that moment he forgot
all his suffering, of the years spent in prison, of the hunger and pain. He forgot and
he forgave his torturers. He just embraced his mother’s knees with all the love of
the son and kept repeating: Mother — mother — mother. Suddenly a heavy blow
woke him from the dream which vanished like camphor and before he saw were
three men, two were in the Bolshevik uniform and the third in leather, civil
clothing with a revolver in his hand pointing at him. Get up, called the agent in the
civil clothing. So brother, | didn’t come out as you planned. Look you fool! We'll
go there from where you managed to escape. He kicked him in the side and told
the soldiers to put him into the cart. They threw him in the back seat as though he
were a bundle of hay. On the seat sat the agent with the revolver. The soldiers sat
in the front seat and the wagon began to move. Silently Koban bent his head and
was engrossed in sad thoughts. He knew what awaits him and his body shook at
the thought that the rest of his life he has to spend in indescribable tortures. Then
he thought, how did this happen that the agent and the soldiers found him in the
forest, near the Polish border far from the prison from which he escaped. He was
so close and felt himself so very safe. From these sad thought he was brought to
the present by the jeering voice of the guard. What did you think you stupid Pole
that you manage to deceive us? You fool! Didn’t you know that before you sawed
off the bars we knew you had the file? Koban looked at him totally stupefied. The
agent said: We could have prevented that, but why? Your partner in prison right
away told us of your intentions, when you intend to escape and which way you
will go. We had you under watch all the time so that we can catch you here.
Because you thought that you will cross the border shortly. Mierenin, Mierenin,
the traitor, the one for whom | suffered hunger and to whom | gave everything!
So it happened said the agent laughing. What satisfied face you had while you
were asleep. Really you were laughing in your sleep, you scoundrel! Retaliate, die,
but retaliate passed through his mind. Mierenin will pay for this. And he began to
think how to retaliate on Mierenin, the traitor. The thought of retaliation gave him
strength. It wouldn’t be hard to arouse other prisoners against the traitor who to
gain privileges from the guards betrays his fellow prisoner. The prisoners know
how to do it. He would say this to other prisoners about the betrayal of Mierenin.
They will kill him like a dog. Suddenly his dream came to him. He closed his eyes
and saw all the scenes from his dream. Again he heard the voice of his mother and
the priest —and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against
us. Thus Koban forgot about retaliation! He raised his hand and made the sign of
the cross in the direction of Poland! At this moment untold peace filled his
suffering soul, only his heart beat rapidly and a weakness filled his whole being.
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