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February 25,1940
I greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

In the last few days several things happened which force me to totally change not only today’s
program, but all the programs of the Rosary Hour in the future. In spite of the fact that | had already
written the next four talks about the cruelty of the Germans and how they torment these defenseless
people on Polish land — and | had planned to give one talk yet in English — 1 am being forced to stay
silent! Why? What happened? Certain radio stations threatened to cancel our program of the Rosary
Hour unless | quit speaking about the German cruelties. They insist that that is a contradictory matter, or
a debatable matter for which they cannot sell time for it to be broadcast. They threw me a muzzle and
thereby closed my lips.

Since | can no longer describe for you in these radio talks these bloody and tragic scenes
involving our people, | will write about them in daily articles in the columns of “Nowin Polskich”
published in Milwaukee, Wisconsin and in those of “Dziennik dla Wszystkich” which is published in
Buffalo, New York. | will not abandon this work and | will not stop speaking the truth because this is a
matter for God and for the peace of all Christian civilization.

From the victory over this situation stems the happiness of all of humanity and peace for all of
the world. Failure in this matter will bring about the fall of Christianity and the loss of freedom for all
nations, the conquered as well as the conquerors. Then the entire world will turn into a cave of thieves
and murderers. Then, all the people will turn into a pack of animals feeding on their neighbor. Then,
force and the fist will have the upper hand over the law of love; brutality over mercy, prejudice over
justice and wantonness over freedom.

My topic for today’s talk is —
THE CAUSES AND THE RESULTS OF HATRED

In December of 1939, His Eminence Cardinal O’Connell ordered that his letter to the people be
read in all the churches. In it, His Eminence pointed out the sad fact that instead of preparing for the
memorable coming on earth of the Prince of Peace, the world is pursuing Mars, the god of war and is
absorbed in waging a horrible war! The Cardinal wrote that in all of Europe, false philosophies and
prophet s of evil are doing all they can to destroy the unity of mankind by injecting into the minds and
hearts of people with lessons and racial mistakes. They insist that every race is an entity in itself, is
complete and totally self-sufficient. In order to cover up their lies, they disguise their brutal mistake
under the glorious title — Ideology!

Already Christianity in Europe is being crushed by the boot of the most brutal and despotic
tyranny. It is not necessary to explain to thinking men and women that these present unfortunate
circumstances are due to the fact of the denial of the existence of God and totally ignoring His principles
of justice, truth and mercy. The primary and basic law of the Kingdom of God here on earth, rests on
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these fundamental principles that all people are brothers and sisters, children of God and members of
one and the same family. For this reason, all should mutually love one another!

In such short statements of the Cardinal, we find the source of these horrors which the world
cannot even imagine. People do not want to hear about them and they forbid others to spread the news
of these crimes. Good, we must therefore proceed carefully because truth, even though it is
substantiated with facts and dates, has no rights today; it is forbidden to tell the truth in all of its
nakedness today because it offends, hurts and stands in the way and opposes the supporters of lies and
falsehood who again are the messengers and apostles of the devil himself.

Therefore, | will tell you the truth in the guise of a story which will bring into relief and explain
clearly the results of peoples” hatred. My story flows from the lips of a young man from Sosnowiec. He
speaks slowly and clearly and his speech flows peacefully, like a pleasant stream in in a field: “I
remember every detail and | will remember until the end of my life what | saw on October 4, 1939 when
| stepped out on the corner of the street in Sosnowiec, ‘my town’. Suddenly a horrible scene unfolded
before my very eyes. Driving down the street of my town were tanks and armored cars the color of steel
painted with a white broken cross. It is difficult for me to describe the hatred that filled me, and | admit,
the terror also.

I quickly ran back home to share my despair with my parents. My mother, totally exhausted
from these days of uncertainty and waiting fainted! My father, a former fighter for independence turned
deathly pale and in a hard tone of voice told me, ‘This is no longer your place.” From that tragic day my
wandering began. It was also a battle to find a piece of bread especially dangerous when subjected to
the hail of bombs and bullets from the airplanes. All roads were extremely dangerous for they were full
of enemy tanks that used machine guns to fire at all refugees. My companion who was on his way to
sign up for the army, was killed by such machine gun fire. Therefore we sought safer roads that
traversed fields or were side roads, but even these were blockaded by all kinds of vehicles.

What a tragic sight it was to see women with little children, either in their arms or clinging to
their skirts. Everybody was running away, not knowing where to go, just to get as far away as they could
from the enemy. Then, too, it was agonizing to hear the cries, the laments and moaning of the sick, since
even they did not want to remain where they were for they feared falling into the hands of the
advancing troops. It is so difficult to describe this tragedy that | saw on this small part of my journey and
yet, it is almost nothing compared to what | was destined to witness in a very short time.

| spent the first night on the road in the midst of the weeping mothers and their children, in the
midst of praying and cursing. This night, compared to others, was nothing, but the memory of it is
imbedded in my mind.

All the people were exhausted and had not had enough sleep. Every person lay where he could
find a spot and from time to time one heard someone mutter:” Oh God, my God, what is going to
happen to us?’ It was impossible for anyone to sleep because even though the days were hot, the nights
were very cold. This chill interfered with sleep, for no one had any warmer clothing. Finally, the long-
desired dawn broke through! Even though this new day was so greatly anticipated by all, it was not such
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a wonderful event since everybody was very hungry and no one had anything with which that hunger
could be satisfied.

Besides hunger, they were threatened by another enemy, namely the enemy airplanes. When
these planes flew over our area and spotted the trains on the tracks, they began raining bullets down
upon them. This always happened.

Finally, the morning of September 6th dawned . That day, at eight o’clock in the morning,
twenty-five steel hawks appeared on the horizon. | counted them. We were between the towns of
Olkusz and Miechow. Seeing the train and the tracks blocked by the wagons, they flew lower. Seeing
that this train and these people were defenseless, they began their bloody work! | must remind you that
this train was filled with children, women and old people. When they saw that groups of these people
had run out in panic to hide in the field, they flew their planes much lower to get them. They were flying
so low that it was possible to see the grinning faces of the pilots. Meanwhile, these pilots could see that
the people out in the fields were not the military, nor were they even men, but all were women with
their children. In spite of that, these pilots began gunning them down with their machine guns. What
horror reigned. The cries of the wounded, the screams of the dying, the whistle of bullets and the
droning of the airplanes could drive anyone insane! This “hunting” lasted at least fifteen minutes.
However, these fifteen minutes were like an eternity to those who lived through them.

| was lying under a pile of dirt in a ditch during this attack. Next to me lay a little girl of about
five years of age. | can’t even describe her cries and her sobbing and calling out, ‘Mommie, how it hurts!”
without getting tears in my eyes.

After the planes flew away, all those people who were still alive lay on the ground for a long
time, afraid to even raise their heads. When these people finally realized that the planes were gone,
then the cries of the wounded and the lamentation of these mothers who found their children either
wounded or killed, is very difficult to describe. As for the railroad cars, they were so full of holes that
they looked like sieves. These survivors did not return to the train, but abandoned what they could not
carry and went ahead to beg for their food.

I, myself, went forward. Everywhere you looked you saw wounded refugees. There was no time
to even bury the dead. From under piles of debris, some were pulling out corpses. In other places,
bodies had been blown apart. Somewhere, on the side was a part of an arm that was already turning
blue. In another part lay a severed leg.

Such sights impressed me terribly. People- these very people who just a short while ago could
not bear to even look at a bloody wound, have now become completely indifferent. Their eyes were
filled with blood as they looked at all of this insanity.

| went further, but this time | took a path through the fields, staggering on my feet from terror
and exhaustion. Suddenly | raised my head and looked. | saw oxen lying in the field and alongside of
them lies a farmer near his plow. Thinking that this farmer was just resting and wanting to talk to him
and to rest a bit myself, | approached him. | was amazed to see that he lay there without any sign of
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movement. | came closer to take a better look and my blood began to boil. Suddenly, this thought came

to my mind: ‘Were they also killed by those machine guns’ bullets? Why, that’s impossible! What kind of
threat to those pilots was this farmer who was peacefully plowing his land? But, evidently, even that did
not please them for this farmer lay in a pool of blood with two bullets in his back and oxen had suffered

the same fate.’

| continued my journey — wiping the tears from my eyes. Day and night, | kept walking — amid
destruction and ruins — but | kept walking, trying to get far away from such scenes. Finally, | got lucky! |
met up with people whom | knew and they possessed wagons. They accepted me among themselves
and | could get on their wagon.

Around noon, we stopped at a lodging in one of the side villages. The people and our horses
needed a rest. The owner seemed to be rather well-off. The manager’s wife, seeing that we were
exhausted and very hungry, made us some coffee and cooked some potatoes to make us soup. The
manager was a decent man and while conversing with us, would every now and then leave us to goto
the kitchen where he urged his wife saying, ‘Mother, please hurry for they are very hungry! Don’t be
stingy with the potatoes for these are our own country-men and right now they are in need.”

Our hearts swelled within us when we heard this peasant-manager say thing like that. Such
great kindness from one who belonged to the most underprivileged class in Poland.

After dinner, when we assembled in the orchard, in the course of a conversation, this peasant
said: ‘If you need her, take this last cow of mine from the cow-shed, but don’t let the enemy come here.”
These simple and sincere words of this peasant deeply touched our hearts and left a deep impression.
Such is a Polish peasant — even if he is very poor, he’s first of all a Pole!

We continued on our journey. Everywhere, we met the same tragic scenes — some even worse
than what we had already seen. These were not people who were moving along, they were just
shadows staggering onward. Where did they go? This is difficult to answer because all of them were
moving — but had no definite objective.

We were now driving to Sandomierz. We had already by-passed Opatow — Wislice where there
was nothing but ruins, chaos and despair as in all the other towns. We finally arrived at Sandomierz. It
was impossible to drive over the main bridge leading into Sandomierz. | therefore, left my friends and
companions and walked alone into the town. A guard saw my bare swollen feet and gave me no trouble.

The town looked like one huge cemetery! Almost all the houses and buildings lay in ruins and
there wasn’t even a living soul anywhere in sight. There were just large, terribly cruel empty spaces. |
went further on a wide, high road and every step of the way | found corpses of people, the droppings of
horses, here a man with a shattered belly, a little further lay a shattered horse that was already rotting.
Everywhere a person looked, he saw the wounded, the ruins and many corpses. It is truly very difficult
to describe this scene. There are dead bodies everywhere - in the fields, on the roads, in the houses, in
the train — everywhere! | left Sandomierz disappointed and in despair.
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| continued on to Przeworsk-Jaroslaw-Zolkiew-Lwow. It was the same everywhere, as though all
the powers of hell had conspired against us. There were crowds of people in Lwow. From all sides one
could hear people complaining on their fate. There were people gathered there from all directions —
from Wilna, Katowice, Poznan and Warsaw. All of them had come to this ancient city, the city of the
heroic Orlat seeking help. What could this poor city of Lwow do? Yet, Lwow did help and showed that it
is a Polish city and is not afraid to shed its blood! Heroism is not an accident for Lwow but a tradition
that is constantly repeated.

Then the tragic news reached Lwow that the Communists are approaching. This Red Tyrant from
the east came treacherously in order to oppress us and to wallow in our blood. What was |, a young
Polish refugee, supposed to do? | had to go further away, to continue my miserable journey with my
torn-up feet and my emaciated body so that | could get cured in some foreign country. What despair |
felt as | crossed the Polish border. |, who am Polish in my blood and all my bones from all my ancestors —
and | had to flee! | had to flee — for what else could | do? Please understand this — | would have had to
die. Yet, | believe that someday | will be able to be of benefit to this, my land and my mother and then
my life will be more precious to my country then, than my death would have been to her if | stayed
here.”

With this practical observation, my friend Stan from Sosnowiec ended the report of all that he
had undergone and his personal impressions of it all. When | met him in Bucharest, he still bore the
marks of his long and difficult wandering. He still wore the same clothing he had worn when he walked
the streets of his beloved Sosnowa where he had left his father and mother. He came to me in
Bucharest everyday bringing me communications with the most recent news. As a reward | gave him a
shirt, socks, warm underwear and a few dollars with which he could buy himself a new pair of boots. At
first, he didn’t want to take any of these things from me. When | forced him to take it, the poor thing
knelt before me and embraced my legs. Sobbing, he said, “My own father wouldn’t do any more than
this for me!”

Today, how many thousands of such Stans are roaming about in various countries? To whom do
we owe thanks for this? We can thank those tyrants and despots for this situation. Just as the Cardinal
had written. They disregard the basic law of God which states that all people are brothers of Christ and
children of God and all have a right to justice. However, it is difficult to argue with people who have
expelled God Himself from peoples’ minds and hearts and threw Him into the nation’s pile of trash. It is
impossible to converse with stupid people who have convinced themselves that God, the Creator, Lord
and Judge does not exist. Then, instead of the true God, they substituted an idol, Mars, for their god.
They pay him homage and deify him. Our God is a God of virtue. Mars is an idol demanding blood,
sacrifices and breathing nothing but hatred and vengeance and its disciples are just the same!




