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the garden of Frascati and we’know by this that someone is no longer among us! — That someone loved Poland
more than his own life and has died!

The Bolsheviks seize the children from their mothers and drive them out to the depths of Russia. They
released the youths from the concentration camps of Military Training. They sent them home in February — all
suffering from frostbite of hands and feet and tuberculosis! They lay in their parents’ homes like corpses. —
Yes, Johnny, Stan and Chester returned, but they are more dead than alive!

Another time the Bolsheviks sent back to Poland two wagons full of frozen soldiers, all locked together in
their last fraternal embrace! Our nation has always loved Freedom so much, that it has always defended her and
has valued and respected Freedom so very much, that throughout our history we have never deprived another
country of its Freedom! On the other hand, we have always come to the defense of the one who is attacked —
using the motto — ‘For your sake and ours!” For this every one of us Poles gives her husband, son or brother!”

1 will not add even one iota to the words of Mrs. Arciszewska. I leave you with the picture her talk gave
you and I would like to end by appealing to the hearts of all our mothers: “This is how our Polish women,
mothers, wives and daughters, are living and dying — for God’s business, for holy business, for good business!”
How are going to answer them? What will you do? You can do a lot and help them very much with your

charitable heart and generous hands!
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December 8, 1940 o

I greet you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”
Severyna Duchinska used to sing this —

“Oh, Polish Mother, I greet you in the Lord

You are like that linden tree, always stirred by the wind

Your feet are on the ground, but your thoughts are at heaven’s door

You constantly raise your arms to the Lord

And through them many graces flow down from above

Blessings upon your sad family.”

Who hasn’t understood or doesn’t know what a mother always has been in a Polish family? The heart of a
Polish mother is the greatest of all God’s creations in the natural order! A Polish mother has always lived just
for her children. The heart of a Polish mother is, in spite of her simplicity, the source of a deep and
inexhaustible love, self-denial and sacrifice!

Simon Tokarzewski, who in 1850 was sentenced to hard labor in Siberia, writes in his memoirs “Seven
Years of Forced Labor” about a first encounter as they were being driven from Warsaw: “The mother of my
companion who was also being exiled stood in the place where the horses had to be reharnessed. As soon as
our wagons stopped, she caught her son in a tight embrace. This was a desperate embrace, so full of despair,
that the suffering mother and the martyr son were so very pale that one could fear that the despair of this
embrace could possibly snap the thread of life for the both of them.

When the officer in charge gave the command to start moving, the mother kissed her son one more time
and then turned to the rest of us saying, “I bless all of you! I bless you in the name of all your mothers who are
not here.” Then she traced the sign of the Cross on our foreheads and drew each one of us to her bosom in a
quick embrace. Even though tears are not considered manly, each one of us, without exception cried
unashamedly. Even the crowds that had gathered nearby and were pretending to be indifferent were also in
tears.

Our procession into exile started up again. Suddenly, someone intoned the song:

‘Holy God — Holy Might One
Holy and Immortal One
Have mercy on us!”

We looked back! It was my friend’s mother who had started that song of supplication! She was still
singing it along with that whole crowd that had also fallen to their knees! These most solemn refrains, carried
on the waves of air followed us for a long time! Therefore, all of us joined our voices to this choir —

Holy God — Holy Mighty One
Holy and Immortal One

Have mercy on unfortunate Poland!”
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In this manner we bid out native land farewell!”
Such were our mothers in the past years of slavery. Such were our mothers during the past 20 years of

peace. Such are our mothers in these present days of sorrow!

THESE ARE OUR MOTHERS

A Polish mother arrived from the capitol of Poland in the month of September. She was Mrs. Sophia
Arciszewska, the wife of Colonel Arciszewski. I will just give you some excerpts from her wonderful sincere
talks. As an eye-witness, Mrs Arciszewska describes scenes and events which verify that Polish women,
martyrs and heroines have covered themselves with the wreath of immortal glory and will continue to persevere
in that position. These are the exact words of Mrs. Arciszewska: “I bring you greetings from Poland. In April,
when I was departing from Warsaw, I promised that wherever I would meet Polish people, I would add their
greetings to my own: ‘Greetings — with their conviction that they will persevere the cause of those who have
been wronged. Today, we do so more than ever because those who are wronged are our sisters. From far off,
they are calling for help and that voice has not vanished into thin air. It has reached your hearts and you - here
— want to show them your hearts. As I look at your eyes, I see they are filled with emotion and tears and as |
reach into the depths of your souls and hearts, I can see a generous love and a depth of understanding. It’s like
we are all united, one heart and one cause. There is no space that could differentiate us nor is there an ocean
that could separate us.

On September 1, 1939 — a tremendous love for their country filled all Polish hearts crushing all political
enmities and differences in social class. This love obliterated all individual concerns and accentuated one —
Polish freedom! For this purpose every peasant, worker, merchant, student or government dignitary donned the
uniform of a common soldier and hastened to serve one purpose, one objective — that of Poland.

This was a surprise attack and we were totally unprepared but we did not retreat nor did we surrender. Our
soldiers answered every shot of the invader with a shot of their own. On September 6 the entire area by the
railroad station was on fire. That night the Polish government left Warsaw and announced over the radio that
all men aged 17-45 years of age should leave the city in order to escape becoming hostages in the hands of the
enemy.

Those left behind were men unfit for warfare, women and children. However, we all understood that we
must now assume the abandoned positions. Some mothers stayed and cared for the children while others went
off to work. The command posts of antiaircraft defense were taken over by the women, the wives of policemen
assumed their husbands’ jobs and police surveillance. They had no fire department. These Polish women were
not intimidated by the air raids and the falling grenades. They went out into the streets to feed the incoming
groups of refugees and soldiers who were fleeing from the areas taken over by the enemy. Hungry and weary
from battle, they were looking for the hearts of Warsaw. On the hour the radio was giving out addresses where

these soldiers and refugees could find food and help. Soldiers — young boys who are only in army training were
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driving through the streets with the song on their lips, “We will not surrender the land of our birth...” Mothers
standing out on the street were calling out their last farewells: “Johnny, Stanley, Chester — write and return!”

On August 25, exactly five days before the outbreak of war, I suggested to a group of my close friends that
we organize a sewing room for the Polish Red Cross. The radio also announced that they need sewing
machines at my disposition and 80 women came to sew night-shirts and hospital aprons for the hospitals. We
donated 50 to 80 to 100 pieces daily and donated them to the hospitals. My little cottage in the garden became
our food station where we were later able to nourish our soldiers with as many as 3000 meals daily. Ialso
designated a sanitary section where a soldier could change his dressings without taking up time or space in the
hospital. In this section we treated as many as 500 patients daily, most of them having wounds or sores on their
feet from marching so many kilometers. A soldier would come to us — weary, barefoot, in ragged clothes,
hungry and hunted by enemy aircraft, but he always held his rifle in his hand, ready to fight again.

In this same area I organized a place to wash clothes. Pretty girls from Warsaw, artists of the theater along
with some of the very poorest ladies all came offering their hands to help the soldiers.

On September 8 the Pilsudski Hospital, one of the biggest hospitals in Warsaw was set on fire. During the
night, everyone helped to transfer all the wounded to the University which was located not too far from our
garden. Having learned of the fire, I assumed the care of this hospital and with one hundred women under my
command we assumed the work of the nurse in several pavilions. But — we had to organize this hospital from
the very bottom because there were neither beds nor bed-clothes. We made an appeal for help through the
radio! “We are organizing a hospital and we need beds, bed clothes, bed linens and cigarettes.”

The good Polish women again flocked to the University gates. Long lines of women came from all sides
carrying mattresses, bed-clothes and bed-linens. They quietly stacked these gifts of generous Polish hearts, not
even asking for a receipt. There was more than one among them who gave everything that they possessed. 1
myself noticed a woman who seemed as if she had brought her one and only pillow and I gently encouraged her
to keep it and take it home. Looking at me through the tears in her grey eyes, she replied, ‘I have a hard head
and I can sleep without a pillow, but those who are hospitalized need this pillow and our hearts.” Another
woman brought some sugar, some crackers and a bottle of juice. ‘I made this for my son,” she said, ‘but I don’t
know where he is. Maybe some other mother will feed him, so please take this and feed her son!” The mothers
were all waiting in long lines by the store for their allotment of bread and even the bomb that exploded and
killed 15 of them didn’t succeed in terrifying them. Fifty of them did not leave their lines for they had decided
everything, just so they could feed their children and the children of those mothers who were killed.

Wounded soldiers were being brought continuously to the hospital at the University. Day and night they
could hear the roar of the cannons and the machine guns attacking the town. The bombing raids greatly
increased the number of wounded among the civilian population for they were bombing homes and various
shelters. The corridors of the hospital were crowded with stretcher next to stretcher. Some wounded were

without arms. Some were without legs, some had their chest totally crushed, and others had been shot in their
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bowels. In order to maintain their strength, we were giving them red wine for they were bleeding from their
wounds and their blood was dripping into puddles. I was handing a cup to one soldier but he didn’t even move
his lips. His eyes were already looking at me from the other world; therefore I folded his hands as for prayer
and I gently closed his eyes. From many other unknown heroes I received that last look while they whispered,
“Sister’ — and the priest blessed them for their trip to eternity.

Our President Starzynski calls out —Citizens! Building 212 is burning on Czerniakowska Street — please
help put out the fire for women and children are there’ —and they went and put out the fire. On September 23,
the continuous roar of bombs drowned out the prayers of the soldiers in the hospital. — When the morning star
rises...” ‘Good morning, gentlemen,’ I used to say when making my morning rounds. And I always saw that
there had been changes. There were new arrivals who took the places vacated by death. ‘Did he suffer?’ 1
would ask his neighbor looking at an empty bed. ‘No,” he answered. When he awoke, he said in a loud voice —
‘Mother wait!” and he closed his eyes and within a short while, I saw them carrying him out!

‘How about you, have you slept well?” I ask, seeing a soldier with shining eyes. ‘Oh, sister, I dreamt about
Poland in May full of flowers that were so fragrant!’

A heavy cloud of gray smoke is rising over all of Warsaw. My wounded people will not be getting their
soup today. I am hurrying to the hospital and I smile to the soldiers who always salute me. I always smile for I
am grateful that I can help. Oh, another horrible explosion! A bomb exploded near the side of the Church of
the Holy Cross and a large piece of shrapnel from it struck the soldier on guard who had saluted me just minutes
ago. The lifeless bodies of many soldiers are scattered all over the lawn and at a distance hospital orderlies and
sisters are digging graves. Pieces of shrapnel are falling everywhere and a heavy gray cloud of smoke is
beginning to engulf us. At the same time an enemy plane spots us and swoops much lower strafing everything
and everyone with machine gun fire. Being defenseless, I just clenched my fists. The hospital’s pavilion was
engulfed in flames and I see wounded soldiers jumping out of windows, breaking their arms or legs all over
again.

I manage to force myself through the flaming doors of the pavilion and see that the entire ceiling of the
second floor was engulfed in flames and great flaming chunks were falling to the floor. The wounded who
could still walk were coming down the stairs without assistance. Those who were most seriously wounded were
being evacuated on litters carried by the sisters, priests and orderlies and I run to help them. We deposit one
after another in the garden or by a tree, then hasten back into the blazing building to rescue another for there are
so many who lie there helplessly watching the approaching flames!

Flaming ceiling beams are falling round about me! In ordinary circumstances I would never have been able
to lift such heavy beds as I do now. Besides carrying such a heavy load, I also offer my shoulder to assist a one-
legged amputee who could not descend the stairs on his own. He holds on to me tightly and together we make
it. Directly before us another burning beam falls from the ceiling! At that moment, we hear a terrifying scream

for help coming from the second floor! A fiery ceiling beam had fallen on the heads of a sister and the two
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soldiers whom she was helping and they were all enveloped in flames. At the same time the fiery staircase
collapsed! Oh, God! There was no way to help them! Grenades are exploding on the ground tearing our
aprons to shreds but we were unharmed.

We carry the seriously wounded into another pavilion and all the others crowd in, also. I look into the eyes
of one of the sisters and can see in her widened pupils the fire of a heroic spirit. Then —a bomb strikes this
second hospital pavilion — then other bombs strike the third, fourth and fifth pavilion. One after another, they
all stand in flames! Pursued by such barbaric enemy, we could not hide our wounded soldiers by moving them
from one pavilion to another. Many of them died from sheer exhaustion. Warsaw was totally engulfed in
flames! Like a torch, the red glow shines and haunts the royal Castle. The roar of a bomb followed by the
crash of an exploding house drowns out the screams of the people! There were mothers whose vision was
distorted by the night but they were leading in the search for a safe refuge. They call out to one another, ‘Where
can we hide our children?” — And in shelters they cuddle together their weeping, hungry children. ‘We won’t
surrender Warsaw, we won’t!” cry the women in the main square as they throw bottles filled with benzene at the
huge enemy tanks! ‘We won’t surrender’, they call out, ‘even at the cost of our lives — we won’t give in!” This
cry echoed through the flames and the cinders! Then, everything became silent! Nobody believed it —
SURRENDER!

How can we tell this to the soldiers? This kind of knowledge can kill them!...People came out of their
homes and refuges looking like ghosts and skeletons, mere recollections of man! Ragged and barefooted they
had not succeeded in salvaging anything from their bombed-out homes except some quilts, rugs and bed sheets!
Wrapping themselves in these, they came and with colorless eyes they looked and saw Warsaw — in ruins! One
house is still in flames and they cannot cross the street because of the ruins and the fallen telegraph lines on the
ground.

A dead horse lies nearby and these starving people — and the dogs — attack it! The sisters continue non-stop
digging graves for those who died within the past hour! ‘My house used to be here! Where is my house?”
Those who are friends fall into each other’s arms and those who did not know each other before now embrace
and in all these embraces they swear that they will re-build everything and the enemy will be forced to pay for it
all!

This nation with such heroic soldiers and heroic women has decided that it must exist and that no force on
earth, even one as powerful as the Gestapo will ever be able to erase them from the map! We recognized their
barbarity! I watched these Gestapo for eight months! But — they also got to know us! The whole world got to
know us! -Our honor, our love and our brotherhood! This despicable German reptile wants to ruin this Polish
heroism and break its spirit. This enemy transports crowds of men and women out of the country to forced
labor. They snatch young maidens out of the country to forced labor. They snatch young maidens out of their
homes or off the streets and force them, under threat of punishment, to entertain the soldiers in large camps.

Polish lives are disappearing till this day under a hail of bullets and bombs! Every night shots can be heard in




