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[bookmark: _GoBack]together.  Let them speak and think about important issues; those who are called to do them should do them.  If everyone in the car, on the dangerous curve, attempts to steer the car, it will surely crash.
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April 8, 1945
| greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Along with the themes that were so clearly explained in such a masterful fashion by two well-
known representatives from the church hierarchy, | give you a few pictures which show us in a small way
the sufferings, faith, will to survive and a trust in the justice of those whom we can call the Knights of
Christ and of the Christian civilization. Those who have stamped this knighthood with the sufferings of
the first Christians and the blood of the Roman martyrs are

THESE PEOPLE WILL NEVER FORGET
By a war correspondent (P.A.F.)

The entire immensity of Polish misery, the monstrous accumulation of disaster, tragedy and
humiliations finds its image in the camp that is a rally point in the northern part of France to which
everyone comes who possibly can. Often these volunteers come by improbable paths to join the Polish
army. Thousands come. They come from every side and some are on this path for five years. They had
been held back on this road, arrested, tortured, sentenced to prison and punishment, but they returned
and continued stubbornly forward in order to arrive at that desired goal — the Polish army.

This volunteer camp is open for them as the last haven in which all the difficulties, sufferings
and problems they had undergone now come to an end. After being nourished well, some of these
arrivals are literally staggering on their feet from exhaustion. After being deloused, cleaned up and
having settled certain necessary formalities of conscription, they are sent to training camps in Great
Britain.

At this time we have three such camps in France from which we campaign for volunteers.
Volunteers for military service come from France, Belgium, Luxemburg and Holland. They are all Poles
who either were living in these countries or had ended up here due to the fortunes of war. Among them
are many former soldiers of the Polish Organization’s Battle for Independence; there are many patriots
and idealists; there are also many searchers of adventure, namely, those that did not have much choice.
There was another very large category of Poles who while under German occupation helped the
advance of the allied armies on the western front. They are the so-called displaced persons; people
deported for work who had no one and possessed nothing. For entire years they worked as slaves,
either in Germany or in occupied territories, in mines, in factories, in fields or in the building of
fortifications. They took advantage of the first opportunity that came their way to throw everything
down and cross over to the side of the Allies. There were also prisoners who had escaped from German
prison camps and those who managed to escape from internment camps. They come from all countries
giving an eloquent picture of the tragedy of the Polish nation which turmoil of war had scattered over
the entire world.

They brought with them their stories, their unbelievable experiences which when described the
most insensitive and the most callous man trembles with fear. These stories make up the great act of
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accusation of all the crimes that were committed against us. Among these people are those who are
relatively young but what they experienced left such a great mark on them that they now have the
appearance of very old people. There are also among them those who are almost children, yet their
young age did not protect them from being deported. There were children who were taken from schools
and carried off to Germany leaving their parents in despair over the uncertainty of their situation.

The Polish spirit is hard, it is hard and stubborn. After just a few days, these people seem not to
remember the sufferings they had undergone and everything that constituted the curse of every day
during the space of entire years. They are totally preoccupied in their thoughts of their future army
service. Just to get into a good category, to get into the closest transport, to finally be able to wear a
uniform. But, these impressions are only superficial. These people remember and will never forget.

WE NEED FAITH
(fragment)

We need faith — that which is all powerful

So that in spite of hunger and pain

United in the light of armed troops

We will go forward.

We need faith that we may hang on

Through our own will power and hands

That we may transform our thoughts into bronze
And our twists and turns into laurels.

We need faith based on good judgment
And on love.

Through the ages the structure of our order
Will shine with gold

We need faith so that huge sun

And bread be available to everyone
Everyone should fight to the end

Until he possesses it.

We need faith —let’s all now believe
Let’s believe that victory is near
Let’s always be as those in the song
Men of steel!
Because the time of resurrection draws near
And everyone will rise from the dead
Who the dawning of this golden moment
Awaited in faith!
Jan Kasprowicz

Passing through the street named Artiemowska, we were greeted by a great showing of
sympathy. They threw us bread and even buns. Several women ran along both sides of the street.
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They were weeping and trying to reach our cordon because they had close relatives who were now
prisoners. They were beaten with the butt ends of rifles and pushed aside. We marched without a break
in this difficult muddy terrain until six o’clock that evening. At six o’clock they pushed us into one big pile
on a small hill and allowed us to sit down. We were not given anything to eat or drink. One of the
Russian prisoners asked for some water. “Here’s your water!” answered the escort who was on horse-
back as he began beating him with his sword. Not only did they not give us anything to drink that day,
but even on the second day they wouldn’t give us even a drop of water. Besides, one of the
commanders informed us at the beginning that if 5% of us survive and they can bring that many to the
destination to which we were headed, that will be sufficient. | was terribly thirsty. | took a piece of bread
and chewed and chewed but | couldn’t swallow it for several minutes because | did not have enough
saliva in my mouth. My saliva had become sort of white and very thick.

These escorts used dogs from the very first day. They did not unleash them for they would have
attacked the people, but they did set them on us who were marching, on those who were either walking
too slow and holding up the rest and also on those who either didn’t want to continue marching or else
couldn’t. The dog would pull on the prisoner’s trousers, he would also bite and the prisoner would
gather his last bit of effort to move forward.

After marching without a break from ten o’clock in the morning until six o’clock in the evening,
they ordered a rest. We sat outside without any food or drink, sitting in a very close and tight group
from six o’clock in the evening until six o’clock in the morning in severely cold weather and from three
o’clock in the morning in pouring rain. Then we continued our march.

As usual they did not give us any water to drink. | was so very hungry, but the rest of the bread
that I had just wouldn’t go down my throat. | was seized by such an insane desire for food and drink that
| lost all of my strength and | couldn’t keep up with the rest of the column. There was so much mud that
when raising your feet, you had to lift several kilo of mud that clung to your legs. Black spots began to
dance before my eyes. Then, while going up a hill, | fell. I lay there without any strength, totally helpless.
When | finally pulled myself up after they had gone on for a few meters, one of the lieutenants came
over to me and gave me a few cubes of sugar from his hidden reserve rations. That sugar saved me. The
black spots vanished and with the help of Lieutenant Podluzny who let me lean against his shoulder, |
began to walk again. He had saved my life.

The Russians who walked with us, belonged to one of two categories of prisoners. The majority
of them were bandits, ie swindlers. They made up a close, ruthless, union which terrorized the rest of
the prisoners. Just the second day of our wandering, they attacked several companions on the road and
robbed them of everything. That day, they robbed me of my last piece of bread.

The second category consisted of a group called progulszczyki. For most of these prisoners, their
time of punishment would end within a week or two. Some had been arrested for arriving fifteen
minutes or a half hour late for work. One of them had just all of two more days of his jail sentence. They
were told that they would be set free upon arrival at their destination after they had been forced to
walk about 700 kilometers, all the way to Stalingrad. | don’t think that many of them survived.
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About ten o’clock it began to snow. It was a great joy for us to be able to gather handfuls of
snow and ease our thirst with it at least a little. That day we walked 30 kilometers. For the night they put
us all into a kolkhoz, in a primary school and in a few neighboring buildings. There we learned that just
two days earlier a similar transport had come through. It was made up of approximately 1000 people,
also from the Artiemowski prison.

The room where they put me was about 6x7 meters and in it were 60-70 prisoners. In the next
room which was a little larger there were about 100 prisoners. Again they did not give us anything to eat
or drink. They allowed just about ten persons to go outside to relieve themselves. They did not allow
anyone else. Therefore, everyone relieved themselves in that room by the door so that the human
waste matter reached higher than everyone’s ankles.

That night, the 13* going on the 14™ the first one from the transport died in our room. He was a Polish
Jew. His cause of death was heart trouble. One of the Russian prisoners who had hidden in the attic was
also shot. The next morning they threw this wounded prisoner onto a wagon which was going with a
party to the next stop where he was thrown off the wagon and he dragged himself into the barrack and
died that evening. It was only on the 14" in the morning that they placed a couple of buckets of water
by the entrance of the larger room. Immediately such a wild fight broke out over this water that | hit my
head on the doorsill and bit my lip causing blood to flow from my lips. When my escort saw the blood on
my lips he just remarked: “He’ll probably croak.” Then he shoved me in the chest and left me. In the
corridor and in other rooms, others were lying, just as | was, motionless, helpless resigned to their lot.
As for me, | even felt better and since | refused to move, it was because | had some kind of inner
certainty that this was the only to help myself. Actually, had | not been stubborn about this, being forced
to run like the others, | would not have survived.

We must remember that there still is in this world an understanding about what is the law and
what is honesty. People here and everywhere in America feel that harm is being done to Poland. Let us
not tell them ourselves that this is not harm, that we are reconciled to this and that we willingly
surrender to this harm.

With us today, it is exactly as it is with a broom of birch branches that a wise father showed to
his sons who were quarreling. They tried to break that broom and they couldn’t, but when they untied
the broom and began taking the individual branches, they easily broke every birch wood. If some will
engage in violence and others will be hesitating, it’s clear that then they will break each one separately,
But, if we stand together like a solid wall and say, “No! From our good will we will not engage in
violence!” then they can’t force us and our voice must be heard, because that which we did for war
since 1939 no one can cancel. But this is what this is all about in order to divide us, break us apart, to
turn our heads by means of fears and threats and then it will be easy to break us one by one. Then it will
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already be too late to say that harm is being done to us. Everyone will tell us — “You yourselves gave
them permission.”

Therefore, we must be prepared for threats, that they will not allow us into Poland, they will not
assign us any land and that they will persecute our families. We must be prepared that they will be
promising us paradise on earth as long as we agree with them. Just denounce that fascist government in
London, renounce your obedience to all of its commands, agree with everything and return as soon as
possible.

This already happened with the National Army; they agreed, they believed and they came
politely as soldiers. What has happened to them now? Where can we look for them? In what kind of
camps are they rotting away? What kind of labor have they been forced to do? What jails are they in?
Who will be able to find their graves? Who hears their voice?

One thing is clear to us. United and disciplined we will survive. Even if we will not save Poland,
then in every case the world will know that there was a violation and we will not allow that to be
forgotten. That will help our people who are in Poland because no true voice from them will ever reach
the outside world. It’s like dealing with someone who is drowning, as long as you can keep his head
above water, there is a possibility that he can be saved. This is our obligation; our sacred duty!

They will be talking around something that is the total opposite. They will be giving advice, they
will frighten us, they will argue with us and break us apart. It is hard to foresee just how they will do this.
It is certain that they will accuse our government of betrayal; it is certain that they will say that our
government officials already safeguarded their future and that the generals and the colonels and maybe
even the majors also have all bought themselves property in America and they are all saving themselves;
everyone just thinking of himself. They will even give us individuals by name; how much they bought
and how much they paid for it. They will be urging us, “You should do the same and hurry before it is too
late.” We know very well why they will talk that way.

“That’s fine, but now what?” everyone can ask. No one knows the answer to that. Only God
knows. We can only believe that it was not for this reason that that horrible war was unleashed in the
world in order to give to another all that the nations did not want to surrender to Hitler, namely the rule
over the world through the help of violence, brutal force and deceit. We can see that the eyes of people
all over the world are slowly opening. We are not alone. Retreating and going into flight, we definitely
will not save Poland. By standing closely to the government and giving it support we maintain the true
voice of Poland, not allowing the world to forget about Poland.

As for ourselves, that means our own well-being and our personal happiness, we won’t save it
one way or another if only that is to happen which has been determined in the Crimea. In any event, we
cannot help ourselves by acting along and only thinking of saving one’s own skin. Therefore, you must
tell yourself severely but clearly: “Do not complain or whimper, don’t look for help for yourself, don’t be
as restless as a herd of sheep, don’t listen to gossip or threats. Be at peace, be disciplined and stay




