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Two countries who had Before generously welcomed foreigners, who came to live within their borders,
today have become empty waste-lands. These two countries are Poland and Belgium. The whole world already
came to the help of Belgium. Now, my country is hoping for such help.

Poland is seven times larger than Belgium and was completely crushed by the iron boots of war. The
sword has slashed out rivers of blood in this hapless land where its sons were forced to fight on two enemy
fronts. Fires have incinerated entire towns and villages. All industry has stopped and the huge spectre of
hunger has stretched its wings over this huge country that extends as far as the Carpathian Mountains.

Factory workers are idle because factories no longer exist in Poland. In the countryside the plows stand idle
and are rusting away because the enemy has robbed the farmers of their inventory and seeds for sowing. In
most of the towns store-keepers are not selling any merchandise because no one has any money. During severe
weather, the elderly lack a roof over their heads. Sicknesses have multiplied, homes are bare and cold and when
hungry children extend their thin hands to their mothers asking for a piece of bread. their mothers burst into
tears.

My dear Christian people — there are millions and millions of such hungry people eagerly waiting for help!
Does Poland have a right to expect any help from you? In the name of love of neighbor, every country has a
right to expect help — especially the Polish nation! After their motherland was torn apart, the Poles did not bend
under this brute force, but lived up to their heritage and fought back with such zeal that these destructive forces
had to retreat.

If we refer to Poland’s past history, we know that for many centuries Poland has always been the bulwark
of Christianity in the battle against those under the Crescent flag, the shield of European civilization and the
defender of the oppressed. The names of Sobieski, Kosciuszko and Prince Joseph Poniatowski live on in the
people’s memories and will remain with them forever. The doors of our motherland were always open to
anyone undergoing persecution.

Polish blood flowed wherever there was a battle for freedom. Wherever natural disasters caused people
much suffering, Polish donations flowed. In the group of nations, the voice of Poland always resounded loftily.
In the achievements of civilization there is no lack of our names, our works, our thoughts or our creative
abilities.

Therefore in the name of this participation in the development of mankind, in the name of the law that gives
each a part in the name of the teachings of Christ, in the name of all our past and present sufferings, I turn to
you civilized nations and I beg your help for my homeland. Help them to rise up from the ruins of their Polish
cities and villages. May the Polish farmer regain his strength to pick up the plow again and never lack seeds to
sow in his soil! May Polish hearts experience other feelings than those of pain and may the voice of Poland
cease being a universal moan! May Polish mothers be enabled to give their children something more than their
tears! May these Polish people have food and a home so that they may look forward to the spring of their
country’s rebirth!

To this characteristic proclamation, I add a short petition — In the name of Christ, according to our means,
let us help those who are suffering and save them from starving to death!”
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April 7, 1940
I greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen and women with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ”.

There is a woman who lives in a two-story brick house on Ordynacki Street. The windows of her house are
shuttered with plywood and only a tiny light shines through a kitchen window that is half-covered with putty.
The watchman recognizes her by her sorrow. She slowly descends the steps; a black veil hides her huge sad
eyes. The watchman bows low to her even though she no longer gives him twenty cents as she used to do. She
now has very little money. Everyone on that street knows what happened to her.

Her husband had been killed two days before Warsaw was conquered. He was buriedon the spot where he
was killed — in the Ujazdowski Alley. The woman in mourning went daily to her husband’s grave. She would
sit on a bench under a bare forked tree and just stare at the narrow wooden cross. The inscription that some
soldier had scratched out was not clear and was erased by the rain and the snow. An order was given to transfer
these bodily remains to the cemetery in order that the street would not look so gloomy. Thus, this woman in
mourning changed her direction. She continued coming out at nine o’clock and always returned at noon. The
watchman always bowed low to her every time he met her. People from OzdynackiStreet who knew her also
acknowledged her with the same deep respectful bow.

This woman in mourning from the poor dark dwelling is raising a son. She does not take him with her to
his father’s grave for this boy is sick and confined to bed. The doctor cannot help him for this son suffers from
a very poor diet and a serious type of anemia.

This grieving mother spends the evenings telling her thirteen year old son stories about his father. His
father is always the sole topic of their conversation.

This teen-ager always asks about Poland. He equates his father with this country — Poland. When his
mother questions him, “My son, what do you want to be when you grow up?” — The answer is always the same
— A soldier, Mom!”

O widow of Warsaw! O widow of Poland! How will history remember this grieving woman of the huge
sad eyes? %
Sparks of Red

Fifteen thousand people are living in a town that could hold one hundred thousand inhabitants. Those who
came now as colonists are in the process of moving their furniture into these houses.

And what if you are ordered to move out? — And to do so immediately? This town is located on the shores
of a great sea. Its name resounds in our hearts with the same deep emotion that freedom does because it was
born in freedom. It is Europe’s youngest port. How well we remember how very busy that port was — its long
bright streets, the wide expanse of the sea, the shrieking of ships’ sirens and the stately forms of various vessels.
The fruits of man’s labor from all over the world were brought to these shores. It was from this port that the
fruits of Polish labor were exported.

This town was ordered to decrease itself in size — to diminish itself. Now, only a sharp wind from the sea
wanders through the deserted streets and at night a stagnant darkness hangs over the great port. Now they call
this a Gothic Port. Maybe to maintain a relationship between the name and what it had become. During the
time of the Goths, there was nothing but sand here — a deadly emptiness. Then, the Polish people built a great
city on this spot which today became a deserted dead city.

Listen now to the story told by G. Kolczuga:
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“During the night of October 20, a guard entered my cell and ordered me to rise and get dressed. It was
midnight and his voice was threatening and terrifying. I wondered what they wanted from me now. I dressed
and obediently left my cell. I fearfully scanned the length of the long corridor to see if any soldiers were
lurking there because it was unfortunate ones who were condemned to death. Are they taking me for
execution? But no, for I don’t see any other soldiers! The guard orders me to transfer his couch from one room
to another. I did this and he rudely ordered me to go back to sleep.

A large percentage of these prisoners were just young boys. I once found myself in the company of a
seventeen-year old youth while we were cleaning a long corridor. I seized this opportunity to converse with
him. “Why were you arrested and brought here?” — “They said that I was carrying a firearm during the battle of
Janikow.” — ‘And where were you at that time?” — ‘I was with my aunt at Gniezno, but they don’t believe me.” —
‘And where are your parents?” — ‘My father is in prison and my mother ..." — ‘[s she dead? Here calm yourself
and tell me what happened.” — ‘In Janikow the people organized a National Guard. My parents owned an inn
and a guard post was set up in the guest room of that inn. As the German Army came closer, all the men and
boys retreated to Gniezno where they bravely defended themselves. All our women remained at home and we
all believed that they would not be harmed. Meanwhile soon after the enemy entered our village these
Prussians learned that a guard post had been established at our inn. They forced their way in and shot my
mother and my two sisters.” After a moment of silence he continued — ‘My older sister was 19 and the younger
one was just 16 years old.” - “And who betrayed your village and told the enemy that a guard post existed?” —
“The German colonists did!’

Around the middle of October several priests were brought into this prison and one of them was put into my
cell. After a few days I asked this priest — *What bothers you most in this prison?” - ‘Yesterday, when we were
going out for exercise and these periods lasted about 20 minutes — a young man, about 19 years of age, caught
up with me on the stairs and very nervously asked me — ‘Father would you please hear my confession because
they are going to execute me tonight?” — “When did they tell you that?” — “This morning!” _ ‘My dear young
man, I will gladly hear you confession, but you must ask the guard to allow me to come to you!’ — ‘I already
asked!” — And we could not continue this conversation for the guard shouted at us, sternly forbidding any
further communication. — *Did you see that young man today when we were in the exercise yard?” — ‘No, |
didn’t see him — he was already executed! The image of this young man is always before my eyes. The
Germans did not allow a Polish priest to confess a poor Polish condemned man!” *

Now let me tell you about an incident experienced by a Polish journalist when the Bolsheviks invaded
Poland. He spoke in a sad voice full of fear. — “We began a melancholy march in the darkness over the plowed
land. My legs couldn’t keep up with the others and I stumbled. The guard from the rear cried out in a
threatening voice, - “Don’t slow down!” We stood by some detached farm near the Polish-Ukranian border. —
The Bolshevik officer asked, “Are you an official?” — “No, 'm not! “—* It doesn’t matter! It’s evident that
you belong to the privileged class.” This little question that preserved an affirmative answer was drastic in the
face of these guns that were poised for instant firing. The traditional wall of the barn was directly in front of us.
” To stand by the wall” meant” to be executed. “However, it appears that I won out by belonging to the
privileged class because they put me and a doctor into a shack with some officers. The floor of this shack was
covered with straw. Meanwhile, the soldiers went into the barn.”

A Ukrainian peasant woman, sniveling from sorrow, put out a container of sour milk for us. She did this of her
own accord, not at the command of the Bolsheviks. She deprived herself of this milk and the little calf to whom
she had nothing else to give. She was there at our service — rendering us such services as sewing buttons on
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one’s coat or washing a soiled shirt, etc. Blessed are such simple-hearted people who along the length of the
border came to the help of all the exiles who came in great waves over the border. They never questioned
anyone of their nationality or social status. These simple people belong to a special international group — the
international group of hearts!

Little by little, we all fell asleep. Near me was a Lieutenant Colonel in high boots who was very restless,
tossing and turning in his sleep.

At the crack of dawn I heard muffled sobbing coming from the alcove where our hostess slept. [ crept over
to her and asked — “Why are you crying, mother? Are you afraid you will lose your property?” — No, she was
not worried about her property of which she had about three hectares. She was terribly afraid for her son — and
she pointed to the shaggy tossled head of hair of her sleeping son. I protested — “The Bolsheviks won’t harm
him!” — “They are going to make him an atheist,” moans the mother. —“My God is with me, here in my Heart!
But, what will they do with such a child? Without God they will raise him like an animal! He will grow up to
be an animal!”

I remembered that when I was in Moscow I visited the Atheists Museum which was full of materials
claiming to be revelations of the deceptions and cheating of Popes, priests and rabbis. While there, I happened
to encounter an old servant woman who was sweeping the room. Fearfully looking about on all sides to see if
anyone was watching her, she drew near to me and placing her bony hand on her heart, she whispered to me —
“Our faith — it exists, it thrives for me — here!”.

Truly, this old woman was the personification not only of the entire Russian nation but of all humanity. In
spite of persecutions, oppression and tortures — faith exists — it thrives in the people’s soul.

A few weeks ago I met a Polish priest who had just returned from his country that was invaded and
occupied. The news from Poland gets steadily worse. The population is being decimated by the freezing cold,
hunger and contagious diseases. People are dying and are not getting any help. Every tenth Pole is already in
the grave. The entire nation is physically dying! 3

German officials, both army officers and civil servants are living in the monastery at Jasna Gora. The
Puline Fathers are in the hands of the Germans to whom they must answer for everything. These Germans are
even present at every religious service watching their every step and spying on everyone. The cathedral at
Czestochowa was used as a prison and was desecrated several times.

One day the Germans gathered about eight hundred prisoners and forced them to lie on the ground while
the soldiers manned their machine guns and for a full hour were firing just a little above the heads of these
terrified captives. This was their way of keeping the people in a state of terror. It is no wonder that a few of
these men and women went stark raving mad from such an experience.

In the towns there is terrible poverty, suffering and hunger. If there was a supply of food anywhere, it was
immediately collected by the authorities who gave out small cards in exchange for the food, but the cards were
completely worthless.

In spite of this there are still individuals among our emigrants who possess great material wealth and are
fascinated by the methods these pagan soldiers use to torture, beat, murder and exterminate a Christian nation!
Others are outwardly seemingly scandalized on hearing the truth but in spite of hearing of incidents of extreme
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cruelty, they peacefully go aBout their daily chores saying that “That’s the way it is!” Such people are made of
stone — they are not human!

Now I would like to read to you a few paragraphs from a letter that I received from Bucharest. It was
written on January 24th. When I was in Rome in December, I had asked our Minister General to please send
Father Marian to Bucharest to work among the refugees there. Trusting in Divine Providence and the goodness
of people, I promised to take care of the finances of this project.

Father Marian organized a school for the children and a shelter for the elderly. Father Marian’s ministry
reached far and wide as you can tell from his letters. Listen to what he writes — “Several Polish refugees from
various camps came to me begging for help either for their children or for sick relatives who have been placed
in government centers.

One Polish woman, the wife of an officer gave birth to twins. Her husband had to go to France and she had
to stay. She had not recovered her health and was worried as to what will happen to the twins as she had no
money. Can [ expect any help from you for this mother and her little ones?

Last Sunday I baptized two little girls in Bucharest — six year old Lydia llonka and three year old Irene
Mary. Their father is an engineer from Poznan. They were not baptized in Poland because the godparents did
not have the time to get together. The parents were crossing the Romanian border with these unbaptized
children in October. At Zaleszczyk they were able to wade across the Dniestr River to the opposite shore, the
father carrying the older daughter and the mother, the younger one. Suddenly, the moon appeared from behind
the clouds and the border guards saw them. The Bolshevik fired twice but he missed both times. The parents
credit this to the prayer of their innocent children whom they had instructed to continuously pray the Hail Mary.
‘When they reached the opposite shore, they were welcomed by the border guards who provided them with food
and a place to sleep. As of now, they are staying in Bucharest where the girls are attending a Polish school.
However, since they do not receive any money in Bucharest, they are beginning to have problems.

We found several Polish refugees in Bucharest living in an asylum for beggars and vagabonds, which was
unspeakably filthy. They were paying five “lei” — which is equal to an American penny — in order to spend the
night on the floor of a room with very little heat and in the worst possible hygienic circumstances.

A few days ago a Polish woman who is the wife of a Polish officer arrived here. Her story is very sad!
When the Russians arrested all the male refugees and took them to Comisani this woman lost her mind. She
began running around the town asking everyone to help her find her house in Chmielno. She was brought to
Bucharest.

The children are in God’s hands. For the time being, we have placed them in St. Margaret’s School, not too
distant from our hospital. There is one little girl who is totally alone for her father was taken away with
everyone else. As he was being led to the train under a military escort, she managed to hold onto his coat and
screamed, “Daddy, my beloved Daddy, don’t leave me! Take me with you!” At this one of the soldiers struck
this poor little girl in the head with the butt of his rifle with such force that she fell!”

There are so many poor people here who are alone. We must help them as much as we possibly can! My
dear radio-audience, maybe now you will understand how great their need is. It is our duty to hurry to help
them especially since this help means the difference between life and death for so many.
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“ We had a funeral today here in Ursiceni in Romania — that of a Polish aviator, Edward Ciszek who was 28
years old. He died of pneumonia for just like all the Polish soldiers here, he did not have any warm clothing.
Despite help provided by various committees his shoes were tattered and under his uniform shirt he only wore a
light undershirt and a scapular. His feet were soaked from standing for a long time in the tail of plane during a
violent icy windstorm and he came home with a raging fever. Nobody gave him any medication because no one
had any money. The Romanians had transferred all of the Polish army doctors to another camp, ignoring the
pleas of the others to leave them at least one doctor.

When Father Bober arrived for the funeral, the coffin was not yet ready. Aviator Ciszek was lying on some
boards — his body black and blue. He was emaciated and unshaven and still wore those old torn shoes which
had led to his death. Socks of an undetermined color covered his feet which were visible below his threadbare
army green trousers. He wore his blue uniform shirt and his bony hands were folded on his breast.

His wife and two small children are in Dabrow Gorniczej. What were his last hours like? In his last
moments of consciousness before death — when he was dying without a priest — far away from his loved ones —
in a foreign land — totally alone for his companions had all been arrested and transferred to Comisani the day
before! Did his soul cry out hopelessly for his family? — For his native country? — Did a pitiful moan escape his
feverish lips? — A moan full of that very deep hurt this young man suffered?

They finally brought a cheap coffin made of four unplaned boards hammered together into which they
transferred the bony remains of this Polish aviator. Only the Poles went to the cemetery — not even one
Romanian showed any interest. They buried him in an Orthodox cemetery for there are no Catholic ones here.
There was no cross, therefore they took two narrow pieces of wood and made a cross for his grave — the symbol
of our salvation. Then one of them took a small piece of pine wood and with a pen wrote - EDWARD CISZEK
— A Polish soldier — He died at the age of 28!”

This is a symbol of our own desolation, our exile, our misery and the terribly unfair treatment that has
befallen the Polish people. In a foreign country, deprived of their Catholic priests, cut off from friends and
loved ones, merely existing among foreign people, deprived of any care or medical help, the Polish people are
forced to wander among foreigners and disappear among them.

Our Polish nation is being methodically exterminated in its own beloved country! The people are being
crushed like vermin under the boot of the atheistic invaders — crushed by misery, hunger and cold, beaten and
tortured, murdered and totally ruined without ever hearing any words of encouragement. They are even
deprived of all human sympathy!

Without adding any comments, I present to you this document:

In 1915 the General Committee for Assistance to Victims of War in Poland received the European answer.
It was translated into various languages and promulgated throughout all the countries of Europe. It was entitled
—“To All Civilized People”. I will read it to you exactly as it is written for I consider this very timely. This is
the exact text:

“War is the greatest and worst destructive force in history. It is an evil spirit which today rules the world.
Hundreds of thousands of soldiers are killed by bullets and bayonets and millions of defenseless citizens die of
misery and hunger.”




