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my dearest Father, where are’you? Are you alive? Are you healthy? Are you hungry? What did they do to
you? Why don’t you write?” *

Thousands and thousands of our children in our occupied land as well as those forced to flee to foreign
lands — at this very moment that I am talking to you - are calling out in that same painful manner. Can we
possibly forget them? Are we permitted to ignore them? These questions must be answered — by me — by you-
by each one of us. What will our answer be? Will it be a Christian one — full of mercy or one based on pagan
and God-less teachings?
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April 14, 1940 i
With the words “Praised be Jesus Christ”, I greet you, my good fellow-countrymen and my dear audience:

I'received a very thick letter from Romania on Friday, March 29. The envelope contained photographs of
the Polish children who are in Bucharest and in other refugee camps in Romania, along with letters from these
Polish orphans addressed to Polish children in the United States. Sooner or later we will have these
photographs published in the two Polish newspapers — “Dziennik dla Wszystkich” and “Nowiny Polskie”.

Our dear Father Marian Wojcik writes — “I am sending you some information about some of the Polish
towns. I never managed to repair my typewriter because I had to hurry to get to the train. 1 am leaving to spend
a few days at Czernowiec. I am sending photos and letters from the Polish children. These children whose
fathers are either prisoners of the Germans or are still fighting on the German front are very good students. In
the name of Father Justin, I help them as much as I can. This is such a holy work to help our children here in a
foreign country! We have managed to survive the winter during which only a few children were sick.

With what joy these children set about writing letters to the children of America! 1 decided that this would
be the best way to correspond with you, by letting the children do the writing. None of the content of their
letters was corrected by their teachers except for spelling and neatness.

These children are very well-behaved. I often visit them, always giving them some little gift from Father
Justin in America. Surely our good God will hear and answer the prayers of these innocent children. I had
taken their photos which I am enclosing with these letters. We are all very grateful for your help!”

My God, one gets teary-eyed just thinking of how little we can do to help these poor, innocent and helpless
victims of the brutal invaders. Surely, our God Who is just will heed the complaints of these innocent children
and will hasten the day when justice will prevail!

The Letters of These Little Refugees
Bucharist — March 18, 1940
Dear Polish Children in America:

We don’t know you but you are Polish just as we are and it is for that reason that we are writing to you.
We are far away from our own native country and have found refuge in Romania. However, we firmly believe
that someday we will all return to a free Poland in order to build her up again.

Here in Bucharest we all attend a Polish school so that we do not lose a year of schooling. A group of
children who were with us in Pawilon were shipped out to Algiers and in their place there was a large influx of
other Polish children who came from various Romanian cities that hosted refugee camps.

We are sending you our photographs and would be delighted to receive yours. To you, our fellow-
countrymen, we send greetings and our most sincere thanks for all you have done to save us from hunger and
suffering. May our loving God reward you for the clothing, shoes and food you have sent us. We pray daily for
you, our wonderful benefactors!
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This is our forwarding address:

Leaganul Sf. Ecaterina
Strada Averescu 37
Bucharest, Romania

The letter bore the following signatures: L. Zborowski, Roman Huszczo, Wojc. Arnidewski. Rafal Zamorski,
Irka Dechnikowna, Jurek Kolkiewicz, Marya Kamienobrehta, Kazek Swiderski, Lusia Dechnikowna, Wojtus
Czerwonka, Elzunia Kallenbrachowna.

I can already see thousands of our school children who eagerly listen to this radio in order to learn from me
how they can help. Iask you to be patient and listen to this entire program. Towards the end, before [ leave
this microphone, I will give you a few practical hints and will let you know what these little children expect
from you. These little refugees have lost mother, father or both, are far from home and are dependent upon the
Providence of god and the charity of good people.

A second letter:

Dear Friends: I am sending you my school photograph. [ attend a Polish school and am in the fourth grade. 1
arrived here in Romania towards the end of September in 1939. I left behind in Poland my five Aunts, a
Grandma and a Great-Grandma. My Mother died two weeks before the war broke out. I am living here in
Romania with my Grandma and Dad. Please write back. I am living in a camp for Polish refugees here in
Romania. Besides us, there are also pre-school children living here. My Dad lived in Krakow in Poland and
used to send me to school to the convent of the Immaculate Heart Sisters in Nizniow. If you had not sent us
help, who knows whether we would have survived these frigid winters. God will reward you for your goodness
and this is what we pray for. I send you a warm embrace and ask you to greet all the Polish people there in our
name.

‘Elzienia Kallenbachowna

A third letter:

Dear Friends: Sincere greetings. 1 am in the third grade. I came to Romania in September. I left behind in
Poland my Grandma, my Grandpap, two uncles and an aunt. My mother is in the hospital and my Dad left. In
Poland I used to live in Brzesc. There are very many children here and many are too young to attend school.
We remember you in prayer because you have shown us such a big heart. Because of your help we have this
Polish school and it is also heated! I greet and embrace all of you in America.

Lusia Dechnikowna

A fourth child writes:

Dear Friends: I go to school, I'm in the third grade and I am nine years old. I used to live in Warsaw. In the
evening of September 18, 1939 I crossed the border and arrived in Bucharest on the evening of September 25.
My poor mother remained in Poland, in Zakopane. In Warsaw, I used to attend a military academy. [ am
writing to you because our teacher was telling us how much help you sent to us here in Romania. We want to
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assure you that we children c¢an only repay you with our prayers. Please answer my letter. I send greetings to
you and to all the children in America.

Roman Huszczo
A fifth one:

Dear Friends: I arrived in Romania on October 17. 1 am now in Bucharest. I am in the fifth grade. There is a
large garden near our school and it is full of snow. [ am living with my brother and it’s very sad here. The
Romanian children wear scouting uniforms to school but, we Polish children, because we are so far away from
our country, make do with what we have. I collect used stamps. We are praying for you and for our native
country so that we can soon return there. I send greetings to all!

Little Raphael Zamorski
Another:

Dear Friends: I go to school in Bucharest and I'm learning my numbers and Polish. Sometimes I have a
religion class — but, not always because I am too little. However, I say my prayers every day. My Mom tells
me to pray for our fellow-countrymen in America that God may bless them because they are helping us. We
had to leave my Daddy in a Polish grave. My sincere greetings.

Little Marya Teresa
And another:

My dear Friend: I live in Bucharest in a big building where the Polish people live. I crossed the border in
September, 1939. In Poland, I used to live in Debrow Gornicga. I left my Grandma and Grandpap there in that
village. I have an uncle in Hungary. I live here with my Mom and my brother. Where Is my Dad? Love to all.

K
And another:

Dear Friend: Iam in Bucharest, Romania. I am in the third grade in a Polish school. I used to live in Upper
Slazk in Katowice. There are eleven children in my class. I crossed the border on December 1-2. We were
freezing because we did not have any warm clothing. It was only in Bucharest that we received warm clothing.
They told us that our fellow Poles had sent it to us. For that reason we all pray for you. Greetings and hugs and
kisses to all.

W. M.
Again:

Dear Friends: I am in the second grade. There are not only school children here but also younger ones. [ left
my Grandma, Grandpap and aunt back in Poland in Warsaw. In Poland I used to go to the first grade. My
school in Poland was called “Queen Hedwig™. I am here with an older sister and I collect cancelled stamps. 1
arrived in Romania in September. In Poland, I used to live in Bzesc near the Buga River. Greetings and kisses.

Irka (IRKA)
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No doubt some of my listeners are wondering why I am reading the letters of these little refugees who have
been forced to wander beyond their native land, often without their father or mother. They were torn away from
them by criminal and cruel hands of cruel and barbarian descendants of wild-Asians and mean Mongolians. [
would want to recognize the Prussian culture which tramples God’s laws, breaks the natural law and scoffs at
all rules of morality upheld by the civilized world. Then I want you to understand the principles and teachings
of the tyrannical system of Communism which torments its victims, even the most defenseless, regardless of
their age or condition. You must remember, once and for all that this neo-pagan system as well as the atheistic
system are the inventions of some incarnate devil whose only purpose is to crush God, to destroy faith and
stamp out all Christian peoples and most especially, to exterminate the Polish nation, down to the very last
person! Isn’t this the reason why our people who are desperately poor, starving and sick are thrown from their
homes and forced to flee into the open fields and devastated forests? If not, then why do they force young
mothers with their newly-born children to flee into the cold and snow? If they are not determined to
exterminate the Poles, why do they force young girls and young women to be the playthings of their soldiers?
If not, why do they engage in the merciless killing of babies still in their mother’s womb and of little ones still
in their cradles? Take a closer look at these descendants of the wild hordes of Mongolians and Germanic tribes
who are treading upon the corpses of innocent and wallowing in their blood while they insolently and cynically
spit into the vey face of Christianity and all of civilization. Is the world going to look the other way? Is the
world going to forget this? Is the world going to overlook these crimes which cry out for justice not only from
God, but also from people and from nature?

Another reason why I read you these letters was to show you that whatever help or money you have given,
has not been wasted. These refugees have benefitted from whatever material goods or money you donated and
you have helped these exiles to stave off hunger, sickness and death. Finally, I wanted you to know that these
refugees appreciate your goodness and generosity and being very grateful to you, they pray for you! Therefore,
please continue these very important works of mercy!

Now, I would like to address our school children!

My dear children, you are fortunate in having with you parents who are concerned about you, love you and
take care of you. There, on the other side of the ocean, there are thousands of Polish children who are searching
for their mothers and fathers without success. They have been scattered across various villages, cities and
countries! Where are their Dads? Where are their Moms? In concentration camps, in prisons, out wandering
somewhere or maybe in the grave! They have no loving dad to hug them. no loving Mom to kiss them “good
night”! They have no one to wipe away their tears or give them a loving embrace or give them words of cheer!
These poor children must depend on Divine Providence and the goodness of total strangers!

These little refugees extend their hand to you, our American children, begging you to remember them and
help them. In return they promise to pray for you! Therefore I am now asking you to write to these refugees —
that’s all! If any of you children contact me this week, I will gladly give you the address of these little refugees.

‘When you write to them, write in your own words. Tell them about your good parents, where you go to
school, etc. When they answer you their letters will all come to my address. 1 may then read them on one of
my programs and send you a copy by mail! Don’t enclose any money in your letters because it will be stolen. I
have a good system of getting them help. I assure you that whatever money you send them through me will get
to the person for whom it is intended. Therefore, I rest my case in the hands of our children — of every little boy
and girl. As the intercessor and intermediary for our Polish children in Romania, I already now thank you with
words — May God repay you!
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Now, allow me to read ybu a letter that I received from a child. It is dated March 27. Listen to this:

“My dear Father Justin: I am six years old. I am an orphan. My Mom and Dad both died while I was still a
baby. However, my Grandma has never refused me anything. She always gives me the best of everything. |
feel so sorry for those poor Polish children who do not have anything that I have. I am sending you a dollar for
these Polish orphans to get them some chocolate eggs and candy. I pray for these Polish children every day!

B.J.U. from Buffalo”

“My dear little Orphan: Your Easter gift was sent to the little orphans and refugees in Romania along with
many other gifts. It was most welcome and helped to pay for dresses, shoes and food. I don’t know whether
there was enough money left over to buy chocolate eggs and candy! Nevertheless, I can assure you that these
children will pray for you and God will reward you for your act of mercy.”

I do not want to presume upon your patience, but maybe you’ll find this next letter interesting:

“Dear Father Justin — I, like so many thousands of others agonize over the sufferings of Poland and her people!
My story is short and sincere. Five years ago, my only brother in Lublin notified me that our mother had died.
She had been ailing for twelve years and rheumatism made her a helpless cripple. She peacefully closed her
eyes and died while whispering the “Lord’s Prayer”. Her death was a terrible blow for me!

In addition, my heart now aches over what may have been the fates of my father and brother. My brother
joined the army on the first of September. Since then, I haven’t heard from him at all. As for my father — only
God knows where he is. My father was a God-fearing, hardworking man who exerted himself to maintain his
property in order to provide for his family of five children. He had visited the United States twice.

His first visit was in 1905 and like many others; he came hoping to make money. However, he was not
fortunate and therefore, full of disappointment and discouragement. he returned to Poland.

His second trip in 1908 had just the opposite results. Thanks to his personal efforts, his excellent qualities
and the help of some friends, the federal government offered him a house and a good —paying job. One would
think that he would be elated, yet he did not accept this position. He was thinking this over for an entire month.
By that time, I had already come to America. I was then sixteen years of age. He came to me one day
informing me that he had made a decision. ‘Helen,” he said, ‘I’'m going to return to Poland next week. I
thought long and hard about the proposal offered me and I decided to refuse it’. He looked at me with his large
sad Polish eyes while I waited in silence. He continued, ‘Although it pains me to leave these great United
States and to pass up the unusual situation that is being offered to me, I suffer more over my forced departure
from Poland. I would never be happy living here among so many strange faces. I would not be able to live so
far away from my cottage, my fields, my trees — from my Polish ground’.

His eyes filled with tears and trickled down his flushed cheeks. ‘Helen,’ he continued. ‘If I should die in
this foreign land, my soul would not find peace and my body would be lost among all these foreigners. [ will
return to Poland — I must return to Poland, my own beloved country! I was born in Poland and I want to live
and die in Poland! I am Poland and Poland is me! Forgive me, but I love my native country.”

He departed in the autumn of 1914 and [ never saw him again. So many years have gone by since then. yet
I will never forget those moments. During these present painful and sad days, my father’s words echo and re-
echo in my ears! My heart cries out — Father, my dearest Father, where are you? My heart cries out — *Father,




