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On Sunday afternoons when they had free time, the Polish young people would get together to
talk, but Krysia would always excuse herself as being tired or not having time for that. “I have letters to
write and | need to rest a little.” She often explained as she excused herself. She also wrote letters to the
Sisters. She did not conceal how dangerous her situation was, or how immoral a certain group of their
young people had become. She also wrote about the tricky methods the Germans use to degrade the
young people, especially by giving them whiskey and encouraging them to have drinking parties, by
insisting that after a hard week of work, young people must live it up and forget that they are work
horses.” Krysia’s prayer and example were an encouragement for the other girls to maintain themselves
on the level of dignity and nobility. However, her letters to Poland were increasingly sadder, but her
spirit continued to be brave and she maintained herself with all of her physical and moral strength.

But the authorities removed the old priest who had befriended Krysia and replaced him with another.
This is what she wrote in one of her letters dated May 24, 1944 — “There is a new priest here for the past
six months. This priest is our obstinate enemy and he hates us to the degree that when | tried to go to
receive Holy Communion on Easter, he recognized me as being Polish by the way | made the Sign of the
Cross and he chased me out of the church. At that moment, | felt as though | had been slapped in the
face. | got up and left the church in Mauderbach and will never again return there. Now | go every first
Sunday of the month to a church in another village where Mass is celebrated by a priest who is a friend
of the Poles.”

Brave Krysia returned home to her mother after ending her war activities in Germany. She
returned from that dust heap of Hitler as pure as a tear drop, enriched by pearls of moral worth which
adorn the foundation of future Polish Catholic families.” These are the kind of people that prayer
produces.

Under the title “He Did Not Betray His Friends” | read: “The Gestapo fell upon the track of one of
many organizations, arresting many of their members among them was a twenty year old youth. With
special solicitude they took care of him as the ringleader of this Polish group. The lives of about two
hundred people hung by a hair and were in the hands of this one prisoner. With deep sadness and
uncertainty, the people from Rzeszow read the names of those marked for death. With great anxiety his
companions watched when their leader was taken from his prison cell for questioning. For two weeks
the Gestapo tortured him — breaking his bones, his skull and his jaws, kicking him and mistreating him in
the most horrible ways. When they threw him back into his cell, he was green, pale as the earth and
looked more like a skeleton rather than a man.

As he was leaning against the wall, his companions surrounded him asking whether he had
betrayed them and them and their organization. With great difficulty, he stammered through clenched
teeth — “I didn’t tell them anything.”

After two weeks of recuperation, the executioners from the main troops took him again for
further tortures, this time for three weeks. Again the same scene was repeated.
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The last time that they tortured him, it lasted for four weeks and he was more dead than alive
when they threw him back into his cell. They had knocked out his eyes and his jaws and his hands were
broken.

Now his companions hesitated and didn’t ask him anything. Anyone could break down under
such tortures. One of them who was bold and the best friend of this martyr came close to him and
asked, “Did you tell them anything?” He didn’t answer but he began searching for something in his
pocket, but he couldn’t grasp anything. His curious friends helped him and they pulled out of his pocket
arosary. Their butchered companion, with great effort, raised that rosary on high, as a priest raises the
monstrance and blessing his friends who surrounded him, with great effort he traced a cross in the air,
saying with great emphasis — “No, nothing, nothing! | didn’t betray anyone. The Blessed Mother was my
strength.” These are the results of prayer which is always the strength of the weak and the power of
victory.

Now listen to what Gustaw Morcinek writes in one of his interesting letters: “There are two
things which constantly fill us with a growing admiration and astonishment: the skies above me filled
with stars and the moral law within me because they are proof that God is above me and God is within
me. Just think about this, it is so simple and so convincing and yet, the people in the concentration
camps didn’t know this. Rather, they couldn’t know because as | had mentioned in one of my previous
letters there everything was the denial of God.

As often as they were searching for paths to Him, as often as they searched for God Himself,
they were filled with horror at the sight of so much crime and were full of fear, of such an animal fear
for their life. They would come to me, just like others went to some other people, would shake my
shoulder and literally crave an answer, just like a hungry person craves a piece of bread. “You tell us, is
there a God or isn’t there a God?” Who is able to explain this desperate struggle of man who wants to
understand this last puzzle of existence? Who is able to express his terrible scream about God, the
scream of man pushed down into the very depths of hell, a powerless scream that is bloody, that is
choked by the rattle in its throat and is in agony, a scream that is whispered with one’s last breath, a
scream congealed in deformed fingers, in eyes bulging from their sockets, in a gaping mouth or in that
slow dying in one’s own filth?

Maybe Job in his complaints when he cursed: “Cursed be the day on which he was born and the
night when it was mentioned, a man was conceived. Too bad that | did not die in my mother’s womb, or
when | left her womb, why didn’t | die?” This was the first reaction of people in the concentration
camps, a reaction of rebellion and despair. Then it happened that they could not accept reality but it
was like total exhaustion; after that exhaustion, searching for the path of God, a search that was
strenuous, stubborn and continuous.

Therefore they would come together, they created groups of passionate seekers of God as they
called themselves. They carried on discussions, reflected together on the issues of the dogmas and
truths of faith, reflected deeply, they searched and rummaged about in books and they rejoiced like
children when one or two of them succeeded in disentangling some issue that had worried them.
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There were others who were digging up from their memories old or former prayers, they took them to
say constantly, even in hiding. They even created their own prayers and they attributed unusual
meanings to them. For they believed that these were as a magical spell for them, that if they don’t say
them this morning, then hunger, a beating, some sort of harm awaits them, maybe even death.

There were others who searched for a model for themselves from among the saints and began
spreading personal devotions to St. Joseph, the Blessed Mother, St. Theresa of the Child Jesus or even
their own patron saint, but everyone prayed — everyone without exception. Religion increased in the
camps and it was different from the religion of free people; it was a very deep religious spirit, sometimes
simple and naive, sometimes adorned and confirmed by long reasoning and investigation of God’s laws.

This phenomenon was encouraged by the presence of priests in the camp. A person in the
concentration camp yearned to go to confession and to receive Holy Communion. At first, this was done
by stealth since the authorities of the camp punished them for that. Later, this was done openly since
the authorities pretended that they didn’t see it.

During the time when it was strictly forbidden, confessions were made while taking a walk with
the priest on one of the streets in camp, other times while working or somewhere in nooks and corners
behind the beds in dormitories and sometimes even in the lavatory. Their main concern was so that the
kapo of that room or of that block, or the esman was not in the vicinity for that would bring about an
immediate outbreak of new bestiality from them.

My friend Wantula spent several weeks in bed in a sick room because he was caught hearing the
confession of a dying companion.

This unusual rebirth of religion in the concentration camp resulted in the fact that a person did
not lose heart as often; that he looked with faith on what was happening that many proved to be heroic.
How else can the behavior of this young boy from Gornego Slazka who was arrested by the Gestapo at
the university in Innsbruk be explained? He was arrested and accused of taking part in some kind of
underground act of sabotage.

They brought him to the concentration camp at Dachau. He had already been beaten mercilessly
and denied food. Now he was waiting to be hanged. He understood what awaited him and several times
he spoke with me about the death that awaited him. He spoke so peacefully that | began to suspect that
he had some form of insanity.

The day before his scheduled death, he came to bid me goodbye. “I will be hanged tomorrow,
therefore | came today to say goodbye” he said very peacefully, as though he were telling me that
tomorrow he will be going to a new job. “Oh, what nonsense are you saying?” | tried making a joke out
of his words. “Yes, I’'m going to be hung. | know about this because a friend who works in the political
section informed me. That’s why | came to say goodbye. | already have gone to confession.” “And you
can face this so peacefully?” He smiled, gave me his hand and just said — goodbye, thank you for
everything. Please give my regards to Slask” and he was gone.




image9.jpeg
That evening, they took him to a bunker and very early the next morning, he was led out with
others and hanged near the crematorium.

“What is death?” He explained it to me several days before his execution. “Death is extremely
simple. For me, it will be the same as crossing a threshold from one room into another. On the threshold
| will hesitate a little for | don’t know what awaits me in that second room, but | believe that there will
be something there that is a hundred times more joyful so that it is difficult to express in words.”

| listened to him then as one listens to a madman, because | didn’t believe that he was really
sentenced to death. | only then understood him and | felt humbled before his heroism when the clerk
from his block brought me the news that this morning he had been hanged.

Prayer helps a person to survive the most difficult moments of life. There could be a threatening
power of evil in the world but it is nothing compared to the power of God which shows itself in the
miraculous results of prayer.

Louis Czarnecki has this to say: “l existed in the secularization of my soul for twenty long years,
and life did not spare me many disappointments and much bitterness. It's a pity that all of these years
were wasted. A few months before the war, some sort of voice began speaking to my soul — ‘Everything
has disillusioned you, don’t you see?’ return to God for He will never leave you.”

“How? Where? Where should | go? What can | do now after being so many years away from
God? | couldn’t decide.” In such a mood of unquiet and nervousness, | lived through many
bombardments of the capital and out in the field during the last struggles and the surrender of General
Kleberg.”

It was only in the first days of captivity “when the morning star arises” and “all of our daily
tasks” turned my feelings and thoughts very strongly on a different track. The beginnings of grace
flowed down to me who was so unworthy. | began to recall the words of long forgotten prayers which
my dear mother had once taught me. Now, once more | am repeating, with tears in my eyes, the Our
Father and We fly to your patronage.

In December of that brutal year, under the sincere and never forgotten care of Father Tomiaka,
the army dean who was celebrating his twenty-fifth anniversary of priesthood among us in the prisoner
of war camp in Rotenburg, | stood prisoner number 28, the prodigal pauper before God and through the
sacrament of Penance | became His child. Sincere prayer led me further through the misery and the
repression of these camps. It gave me faith and courage when many broke down during the days of the
slaughter of Jews in France and it brought me back to my beloved Poland in both moral and physical
health. How often | recall those days in that camp. Today | have an unshakeable belief that our praying
in common will lead me and my family out of the situation which seemed hopeless for one who doesn’t
pray.

Here, a young man writes: “I owe everything to prayer. | have proof of this from my childhood,
from my years in school and from my work in conspiracy. Finally, after being arrested for spying, it was
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prayer that gave me strength and courage when the Gestapo threw me after | fainted, back down to the
cellar in order to break this tortured body now with hunger. The fact that | persevered and did not
betray anyone, | owe to prayer. Later, it was to that horrible concentration camp in Auschwitz. Its
crematorium was always hungry and smoking. There were piles of the dead bodies of our companions.
In a coal mine, a wall caved in, everywhere we saw the help and the miraculous protection of Divine
Providence.

Later | successfully survived the last evacuation of Auschwitz — that march of death famous for
its cruelty, where the weak and those who kept falling were beaten to death in roadside gutters, where
out of the thousands there remained hundreds of starving, emaciated and half insane skeletons since
the rest remained on the remained on the trails on the road to Thuringia.

Prayer gave me courage. When we were enroute to Mauthausen Gusen, | managed to jump out
of the speeding wagon, escape those who were searching for me and find help and protection among
the Czechs.

Today | feel the full effects of prayer, especially since | found my brother, who during this entire
time had been fighting the war, but on the side of the Allies. His life is also proof that prayer brings
results. Presently, in these critical times when hunger, poverty and misery is everywhere, | find power,
strength and courage to persevere in prayer.

“Not too many people know of the heroic stand the Polish soldiers made on the memorable
night of August 3rébto the 4™, 1939” writes Ignatius Szwejkowski, “when the German guerilla fighters
arranged an ambush in Bydgoszcz sections of the Polish army that were withdrawing.

While our soldiers were fighting off the bloody attacks of the enemy, one soldier looked
longingly at the sun, because the night could be their only salvation. | am taking care of the army service
columns which finally drove into the sleeping town. Suddenly, gunfire started. From the windows, roofs
and chimneys a storm of fire, hand grenades, bullets from rifles and machine guns rained on our heads.

| began to pray to St. Anthony of Padua; | probably never prayed so fervently in my life. The
terrified horses broke into a gallop and in their mad speed, they trampled the massacred bodies of
people and animals, creating in this bloody street these piled up barricades.

Just a very few wagons got through that fiery rain of bullets. Despite the fact that the horse
under me was killed, | myself didn’t suffer even the slightest bit of damage. | credit that to faith in God
and prayer to St. Anthony.

Today’s talk is my answer to a letter from a man from Toledo, Ohio. Among other things, he
said, “Father, instead of preaching give us some proofs from real life that show that prayer works
miracles. Therefore, | have given you these facts from real life.
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December 12, 1948
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Heavy leaden clouds covered the blue heavens. An autumn rain fell unceasingly. It soaked
everything and even the places that were always dry became big puddles of mud. It seemed like those
happy, sunny days will never return. It was so very gloomy and very sad.

In Helen’s soul, there was an even deeper sadness. She would look at her four little sleeping
children, then, at the picture of the Blessed Mother, she would then go to look out of the window at this
world that was weeping so hard. She was sobbing and the weeping of her soul was even more
desperate. Why was she crying; because she had a husband who was a drunk a habitual drunkard. He
was an incorrigible husband and to their children a negligent father. He had just left the house in order
to meet up with his good friends. When his wife tried to persuade him she even begged him to stay at
home because of the inclement weather, he became very angry and beat her mercilessly. She felt the
painful results of her husband’s beating.

Walking about and looking at their small rooms, she looked into their future and was filled with
despair. Several pieces of their furniture had already gone to pay for his drinking because his pay never
covered the cost. Furthermore, her husband did not work more days than he did work. Every few
months, they threw him out of the factory. Many days would go by before he would finally get a new job
and there were four children to feed and clothe; misery walked with him; great, certain and terrible
misery.

At the thought of this, she walked up to the picture of the Blessed Mother on the wall and
squeezed out this short but sincere cry for help — “O Mother of God, save us!” She glanced timidly at the
face of the Blessed Mother. She couldn’t believe that the Blessed Mother was looking so coldly and
indifferently at her and her children’s misfortune. “She must sympathize with us and she must help us
after all this concerns little children, innocent children, and this Mother of Christ understands well, she
understands perfectly what mother love is and sincere concern. She can’t refuse us happiness and she
will not refuse us help.”

Therefore, she kneels before this picture and prays and her heart was filled with a strange
feeling of confidence. She doesn’t remember whether she had ever prayed before in her life with such
faith and such conviction that she would be heard. This time, it seemed to her that the Blessed Mother
was smiling at her sweetly and gently.

It was Saturday; a long line of workers are standing at the cashier’s window. They are waiting for
their weekly pay. Helen’s husband is amongst them. It is now his turn. He takes his pay and strangely, he
puts the money into the pocket of his work jacket and hurries home. He always followed a different
routine. He always used to hurry to get not one drink, but many drinks. His friends always like him
because he knew how to treat them to drinks very generously. Therefore, they were all puzzled when he
left to go home. He had a sudden enlightenment in his hard head and he realized that up until now he
was doing wrong, he was harming his wife and children and even himself by drowning himself in liquor
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into unconsciousness. In reality, he was not able to explain to himself as to why he thinks differently
today instead of his customary way of thinking. In the end, he came to the conclusion that it was that
lousy autumn weather that brought about this miraculous change in him and he thought: “Even that has
brought about some good.”

In that family everything suddenly changed when that husband and father stopped drinking and
getting drunk. When the neighbors questioned the wife asking how it had happened that they had been
able to find a way out of their former misery, she would raise her eyes towards the picture of the
Blessed Mother and with gratitude in her heart and her voice, explained how the Mother of God never
refuses those who week her aid and had come to give her help.

This example is a true life experience. | have others which | will tell you in today’s talk which is
entitled:

PRAYER WORKS MIRACLES

Listen to what Edmund Frydrychowski had to say: “It began on September 3, 1939 by Grudus.
We were going to attack. Bullets were falling everywhere. Those who were killed and those who were
wounded lay beside me and behind me. With the head of our company we walked close together. Then,
all of a sudden, he also was shot. The bullets penetrated his hand, his gas mask, his clothing and his
walking stick.

| received the order to withdraw the second platoon. | left furtively with a prayer to the
Immaculate One. Soon the Germans noticed my maneuver and they aimed all of their machine guns in
our direction. | heard beside me the roar of flying bullets. There was no way out. | went further and |
was still in one piece.

Two weeks later, we found ourselves in Bozej Woli, in the district of the stronghold Modlina.
Finding ourselves so close to the enemy, we waited for an attack. My assignment was to check out the
grove that lay to the right of our position. | went, praying fervently, in the midst of a hail of bullets. With
every step | awaited the moment of death however, nothing happened to me.

On the following day, in the evening, we were headed to the German trenches in order to take
prisoners. The stars in the heavens illuminated the places. There were bloody reflections of fires shown
on the grass. It was unusually quiet. All of nature seemed to be asleep, worn out from the impressions of
the day. We were already close. On the site of the smoldering ruin was outlined the black form of the
German sentry. Just thirty more steps; our arteries are pulsating violently; “Halt! Wer ist da?” Suddenly,
that coarse guttural question fell like a shot. Then an avalanche of fire tumbled down. We fled as fast as
we could. The whistle of bullets, the groan of the cracked earth mixed with our violent breathing; fall,
stand, two steps, again fall, crawl. In the flashes of rockets and bullets falling creating dust clouds of
sand being splashed about by shrapnel. “Allow me to live, O Mother of God, so that | may testify to your
great power” | prayed fervently and a miracle happened. Only half-conscious, soaked with sweat and
dew, after that two hour battle with death, | dragged myself to the highway and | sat down on the
bicycle that was there.
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Suddenly, | felt a strange command. | rose up and moved a half meter further. At that moment,
a fragment of a bullet fell with a crash in the place where | had previously sat. Cold shivers ran through
me, sweat flooded my brow.

Two days later we took a position three hundred meters away from the enemy, among broken
rifles, trees, many dead bodies and badly damaged trenches — sad vestiges after a broken company.
Shortly afterwards a real hurricane of fire was unleashed. As an observer | was lying in the crater of a
bomb on the summit of the elevation that was blown up. The enemy degraded their command here.
They also started a huge fire in this place. The entire elevation shook from the falling flows. In the fiery
windstorm, | felt the momentum of the flying projectiles. They were almost sliding over my back. At a
certain moment, some force is taking care of me with their hand on the shoulder blade of my back. If it
weren’t for this subconscious act, | would not be writing these words today. Sometimes it happened
that my nerves did not allow me to endure in that position and | would jump down for protection. After
several minutes, | would drag myself back to the crater. | regularly would find several shrapnel shells
that had been meant for me.

One day | was ordered to verify the position of the right segment of the trenches. The
movements of the enemy indicated that an attack was forthcoming. | managed to creep up to our last
position when a rain of missiles burst over us with unusual strength. There was no way of getting
through to the leadership.

| joined a small group of soldiers who were shooting. A piece of land about 500 meters in size
was defended in an area of 150 meters by nine soldiers. Slowly the silhouettes of the Germans grew
before our very eyes. They were rising like black specters of extermination and then falling back,
undecided about their last jump. We were shooting with our very last bit of ammunition. With my
blurred vision | looked at the prepared shells. My burnt hands were tightly holding on to my red hot
rifle. My scalded lips were whispering the words of a prayer: ‘dear God, please forgive me for everything
that | have done to offend you. Jesus, please receive me through your Mercy and love!”

I had just remembered that about thirty meters away there was a smashed machine gun with a
lot of ammunition. Ignoring the danger around me — for, in reality it was the same everywhere — |
snatched up the belt with cartridges. There were moments when during the explosions of bombs, the
crashing of broken branches and the lapping up of bullets in the leaves that one could hear the moaning
of the wounded.

At that moment | sensed the breath of a bomb, hot and smelly. It was closer and coming still
closer. Fractions of a second moved in intensity; silence; darkness; slowly, however, the fires of bursting
shrapnel appear. A terrible reality! | felt terribly along on the edge pf the monstrous crater. But, in spite
of everything, | am alive. | stretched and pulled my hands and feet out of the dirt that covered them. |
was not even injured. Stumbling against the branches and the corpses, | reached my former position;
the last jump down. Beside me on the edge a shell exploded. The spattered earth just bent or dented
the helmet on my head. If | would have jumped a second later into that crater or even if | would have
taken one more step, or hesitated for one second, | would have been hit by the full charge.
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Several years went by; | was working in Ciechanow. On August 8, 1944 | was supposed to be
arrested by the Gestapo, but a few minutes before they arrived, | managed to escape. A German drove
me out of town packed in a case in his truck. Next, while | was hiding for two months in a barn, | became
very ill with appendicitis and a sharp inflammation of the kidneys; wrapping me up in an old, torn bed
sheet, they drove me to a hospital in Dzialdowa. | didn’t have any documents.

My wife and her sister had gone ahead on bicycles. Three hundred meters before the
neighboring village that the Germans lived in, they stopped someone with a wagon because the
Germans were checking everyone’s identity cards. It would be a great risk for us to turn back. Depending
on the grace and help of God, we continued on without any permits or documents. We were filled with
wonder when we were able to drive through the village peacefully.

After leaving the hospital, | was too weak to get all the way home. For one month | was hiding
out among friends in town. One night the Germans were carrying out an exact search in all the homes
searching for men who had escaped from camps, from trenches and from the front. The house in which |
was hiding was the only house that they omitted. Isn’t that strange? These and an entire series of other
graces, | owe to prayer. | thank God that | had parents who taught me how to pray.”

Here is another example: “In 1939 s teacher received a promotion to teach the fourth class. The
storms of war shattered her dreams of secondary school and studies at the university. The Grey Sisters
could not keep her at their institution because the Germans demanded a strict statistical account and
the Sisters were only permitted to keep the small children to feed and care for them.

Krysia had to return to her mother. She did this willingly because her mother had been ill and
still felt weak. She is also slowly losing her hearing. Krysia will help her. Bravely she prepares to do work
that up until now has been unknown to her — working on a farm.”

It would seem that this kind of work would save her from being deported to Germany but, no
way. The winter night had already long fallen, when soldiers came, pounding on the door of their little
house. An order was given that Karystyna must show up tomorrow for arbeitsamcie — the transport.

“My dear God,” moaned her deaf mother, “I cannot let a 16 year old girl go along to Germany. |
am going with her.” It is 6:00 o’clock in the evening. They are already in the train. They cast their last
glances at the relatives and friends outside the train, at their family huts, at the steeple of their little
church. The engine of the locomotive starts; the weeping of the mothers out on the platform mingles
with the weeping of their daughters in the train. The girls are aged 14 to 18. They are still children who
know nothing beyond their family village and are inexperienced in life. They were considered capable of
work and have been forcibly torn from their parents and are being sent to the German Reich.

How sad that trip was into unknown territory. Streams of tears, thousands of promises to take
care of themselves in this unknown, hostile country, the principles and the recommendations of their
mothers and their priest, who could no longer preach sermons, but where he could, he spoke privately,
preparing them for that terrible moment of leaving their families and their native country. After two
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days of a difficult journey, they finally came to the end of their journey,. They unloaded in a large city
and underwent moral tortures with the doctor’s inspections and disinfectants..

Finally, they led these young people into the market place where they were placed on the
market. All the peasant men from the surrounding villages who had been notified earlier of the
incoming fresh working skills, had come together in a crowd in order to choose workers that would
please them. How very humiliating is this type of getting to know the bread giver is only known to those
who experienced it themselves. After all of the examinations and everything was settled with the
Bureau of Labor, the majority of the girls bid farewell to their traveling companions, among them was
Krysia and her mother. They went to various farmers, but they would all be in the same village. The rest
of the girls were settled in a barrack near a factory in which they would work.

It was now five months since they had arrived. Krysia’s mother was constantly feverish and she
was tormented by a constant cough. The work became difficult beyond her strength. When she had to
chop wood she would kneel in order not to feel the stabbing pain in her back. The master was irritated;
he swore, calling upon the holiest objects, but in the end, he began to beat her with a stick. She bore
this humiliation for a long time along with the physical pain until she finally fell under his blows and
couldn’t stand up. When she finally did stand, she had made her decision. She wants to remain with her
child, Krysia but, maybe they can give her lighter work. To walk with the mules behind the plow, to ride
into the forest in search of firewood; but the cattle are all too big for her to feed and groom. One must
have masculine strength for all of these jobs.

It took a lot of effort but she went to the Bureau of Labor. She went, but her employer had gone
there before her. He accused her falsely and she ended up in jail. She lived on bread and water and
received some thin soup every other day. This mother prayed ardently. Her sufferings also were offered
as her prayer. Forgetting herself, she offered everything to God so that nothing evil would happen to her
daughter.

Krysia was also failing under the wright of all the physical work, but she suffered more morally,
sympathizing with the fate of her beloved mother. But her spirit did not break. She saw no other means
of help, except in God. She would rise a half hour earlier, cutting back on much needed sleep, in order to
go, before starting her work, to a nearby church to hear Mass and receive Holy Communion. The old
priest, even though he was German recognized Karysia, her disposition and her suffering. He understood
what Mass and Holy Communion meant to the life of this girl, therefore, even though he put himself at
risk of being sent to a concentration camp, he did not refuse her entry to the church and to daily Holy
Communion.

So, what happened? After a few weeks, Krysia’s mother was released from jail. She also was
given a different job. After four months, to the great amazement of the bread giver and her fellow
workers, she was totally freed and was sent to Warsaw to her oldest son. She was very peaceful
concerning her daughter. She felt that none of the methods of the German system of behavior will be
able to shake Krysia’s principles which were based on prayer, on Mass and on daily Holy Communion.




