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With fire in her eyes, Mrs. Wetsch said that, without fail, good and evil people can be found
everywhere, but, “God forbid that America, Canada and the United States should someday find
themselves under the despotic boot of communistic governments. Do not underestimate for yourselves
the power of the evil which is present here. Many times they approached me deceitfully in gathering
places where everyone was permitted and no one seems to have noticed this.”

She explains in this manner that certain deep trust that Russia will be converted: “True, it is
difficult here, just as it is elsewhere, to believe this. But, it is true. | am neither a mystic nor a
prophetess, but | know Russia very well. | lived in Russia through her three regimes and | don’t know
whether | will live to see the end of this third regime but, | do know that it will end. Prayers for Russia
will hasten her conversion and will bring the hope of peace to a shattered world.

| know Russia and her background. | am here long enough to understand the people of Canada
and the United States. | also know the Russian peasants and | understand the recommendation given by
the Mother of God at Fatima. If the inhabitants of North America listen to the admonition of the Blessed
Mother and faithfully fulfill her recommendation, maybe we will live to see the end of that third cycle in
Russia.

Little by little, the sun of religious tolerance will break through the thick, dark clouds, priests will
be seen in more numerous centers of Catholicism in Russia, young people will be given greater freedom
in learning the Catholic faith and the roots will begin to sprout forth slowly but deeply.

I can’t tell you from where | know this, but, | assure you that the multi-thousand Catholic people
of Russia are thirsting for the moment when religious freedom will become alive in Russia. Not all of
Russia will be converted and does not need to be converted; but these prayers will bring about a change
in the hearts of the leaders of this country, and the simple person will do the rest.” Maybe this sincere
and heartfelt confession of a native Russian woman will incite us to regularly pray the rosary for the
conversion of Russia.

Now, here is our third and last story. James K. McGuinness, a movie producer, spent last Sunday
in the company of his closest friends. He was happy, joked around and laughed. He dreamed of bold
plans for the future.

A little before midnight he returned home. He sat at the table and began reading the morning
edition of the Sunday paper. Suddenly, he grabbed his left side and he called out to his wife. “Lucy, | feel
terrible pain. It seems to me that my heart is bursting. I'm positive that | am dying. Please give me my
prayer book and my glasses.” He put his glasses on, opened his prayer book, lowered his head and died.

This is proof that the Christian faith is alive in families; a faith without cynicism; a simple and
sincere faith without sneering at that which is good and noble. This is the way in which millions of
Americans lived and this is the way that they die. Our society has its roots in religious convictions.

The greater majority of those who came here from Europe were seeking refuge. They were
running away from Europe because there was too much oppression, persecution and slavery there.
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In the very beginning, the immigrants were not coming here to improve their material existence.
At that time, there was no prosperity here; woods, wild growth and animals and the enemy; wild
beginnings. Despite that, when the American Revolution began, three million people already were living
here in the so-called thirteen colonies; they were the sons and daughters of hard working immigrants
who had organized their societies on the basis of the commandments of God and on laws of God’s
nature.

Here, they enjoyed freedom of conscience and of faith and it was here that they became
acquainted with the rights that belong to every person, among which they named - life, freedom and
seeking one’s happiness. They stressed that these are the rights by nature and do not depend on the will
of some mild despot, constitution, Parliament, Congress or President. No, these rights belong to, and are
the property of every single person from birth and they are a gift from God.

It was on this principle that our United States were founded and this is the Rock of Gibraltar of
our nation. It is the cornerstone of our Constitution.

The later immigrants, especially those from the last eighty years recognized that this freedom of
man, that this emphasis on the fact that the value and dignity of man is a gift from God, creates the
only, essential content of our entire civilization. World history clearly stresses and proves that the
softening and weakening of the soul of the nation is a certain, most sure sign of an impending collapse
and the eventual disappearance of a powerful and influential nation. And from a powerful Goliath or
Samson, only a shadow or a skeleton is left, which no one fears and no one pays any attention to.

Who knows if all of our set-backs in the arena of international diplomacy, along with our last
occurrences in Korea are not a warning sign for us, that we haven’t sufficiently guarded the foundation
of American civilization, the principles of our way of American life which consists on relying on God, in
total dependence on God and His Divine leadership and care; in a word, on Divine Providence.

Without a doubt, we have sinned by cynicism and self-conceitedness. Let us have the courage to
admit our fault. A public confession that is sincere and humble will cleanses our American souls and will
help us to regain those traditional virtues and American types, with the help of which our ancestors built
these powerful and wonderful United States.

These three pictures which | had just placed before your imagination are from life and are
contemporary. The main roles in them are played by a Polish woman in a German concentrate ion camp;
a Russian woman who managed to get into Canada; and an American magnate in Hollywood. They are
all splendid, good, noble and worthy of imitation because they remembered God, they believed in God,
and they prayed to God.
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February 11, 1951
I greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Everyone does not read the newspapers as he should in order to benefit from what he reads.
People have their own tastes which cannot be disputed. At least that is what an old Latin proverb says.
However, if anyone reads the columns of these newspapers slowly and carefully, he will always find
something solid and useful.

A few months ago, by chance, an issue of the New Jersey Herald Tribune fell into my hands. In a
corner of the last column, on the last page, | found the talk of some Doctor of Medicine, Edward A.
Streckers. This is what he said: “Hold prayer in great respect for prayer is the basis of all virtues and the
source of all graces needed for personal sanctification and for the fulfillment of all the duties of one’s
state in life. Prayer is the language of religion; at the same time, it is an efficacious force in one’s daily
life.

Every physician, in his daily practice, comes across many proofs and examples of the meaning
and blessed results of sincere prayer. | repeat prayers which are such a sincere talk with God.

Prayer cannot be either a contract or an exchange between man with God. We cannot, it is not
permitted to make deals, or to trade with God, but we must say Thy Will be done.

Oral prayer that is routine and dry, is like the smoke from straw or from sawdust. It does not
reach God. I'm speaking of prayer which is sincere, humble, a heart-felt lifting of one’s thoughts and
heart to God. Such prayer is capable of changing a person’s entire life, change his outlook on life and on
the affairs of the world.

For example, prayer occupies the chief position in the manner of treating mental illnesses.
These sick people are usually helpless and powerless, and therefore with the help of humble prayer,
they are able to take their problems to God and before God they can pity themselves, complain about
their situation, suffer want and lament. Thus, with God they will find relief, happiness and peace.

The famous psychologist Jung wrote: “For thirty years | have taken care of several thousands of
patients. Among all of my patients who were over the age of forty, every one of them had a nervous
breakdown because, and only because every one of them, without exception lost those values which a
living religion, in every age, gave its believers. None of these patients recovered his health if he did not
recover his faith.

This verifies the belief that is as old as humanity itself, that prayer is an efficacious medication,
an unfailing medicine for the ailments of body, mind and soul., In our present times, just as always, in
regard to ourselves, to our vocation, to our occupation, let us hold prayer in respect and regularly, day in
and day out, let us resort to prayer.”

After this advice from the scholarly Doctor Edward Streckers, | now move to today’s talk
entitled:
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A POLISH WOMAN — A RUSSIAN WOMAN - AN AMERICAN

This is a modern picture of life in the concentration camp in Ravensbrueck, but let
Caroline Lanckoronska tell you the rest: “At that time | was added to a block of the Red Army as a
supervisor. There were about five hundred women there, most of them young and the majority of them
were very strong and healthy and all of them had been taken into captivity on the Russian front. In the
camp they were kept in a rather separate place; their situation, under some aspects, was different from
the situations of other prisoners. Above all they were surrounded by special considerations from all the
nationality groups in the prison, with the exception of the Poles.

The paying of homage to these rather wild girls by almost everyone, amongst whom the Czechs
excelled, was for me the first sign that at the time, autumn of 1943, this camp was fully communized.
These Russian councilors deigned to receive this homage and presents and made no efforts for other
groups; they kept strictly to themselves. When they had to deal with the Polish women they did so with
a hidden unwillingness which was openly shown in certain cases. One normally only felt the boundless
wildness and strangeness of these girls whose outstanding characteristic was mistrust.

That mistrust was not limited only to us, Poles, it referred to all the imprisoned women in
general, and after living together for a longer time, it was clearly seen, that it dominated over everything
among them. If by chance it happened that one of these Soviets happened to be alone with one of us,
Polish room supervisors, she was sometimes simple and almost even direct. However, at the moment
when another drew near, she immediately changed the smile vanished from her face, and with side
glances accompanying her short answers which were short and evasive or plainly impolite.

When only the three of them were there, they already formed a crowd and they managed at
that time to lose every bit of individuality. They did not differ one from another, they seemed almost
physically similar to one another and their reactions were the same, similar to the behavior of their
leaders. In every discussion with anyone, regardless as to whether it referred to a simple or to an
important matter, whether there existed peace or misunderstanding between them and another
person, they always had a mediator who alone spoke for them who only listened and blindly followed
her. One often got the impression that these two did not interiorly agree with her but some iron
constraint or some immense fear was keeping them under control.

Once | noticed that a group of them were deliberating over something and from time to time
were casting furtive glances in my direction. After a short time, one of them left the group and came to
me. Bustling about at the table where | was sitting, she asked me, as though unintentionally — “Mrs.
Karlo, are you a religious person?” meaning a believer. Her question took me by surprise. | was afraid
that a simple, positive answer won’t give her anything and won’t point out a road for her. “Yes, | am a
believer, although | wasn’t all the time. But now, | am a believer already for many years and | am very
happy.” “You wear something on a string under your dress.” And she pointed to my neck.” | slowly
pulled out the little crucifix carved out of a tooth brush. She looked at it carefully. “Is this your God?”
she quietly asked. “No, this is only His figure which is not indispensable for me for prayer, for prayer
does not need a picture. But, you see, it gives me pleasure to always have this with me, because if | will
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be sent to be shot, | would want to be able to look at this cross one more time in that last moment of
my life.”

While | was talking, those others came closer; the entire group. They stood behind their
messenger and listened intently. Finally, one of them spoke to me, again almost in a whisper — “Life
must be easier with this rather than without it.” With this she lightly shuddered for she just then
realized that all of her companions were directly behind her; turning away, she gave them one look and
quickly ran away. The others also wandered off, pretending that they did not even hear my words which
did not pertain to them at all.

At another time, | had to go for one of them, a doctor, in order to bring her to the block one
evening. She was supposed to go an hour later, to some other prison or factory. When | explained the
problem to her, one could see that that other solo grip cost her a lot but, she grit her teeth and without
a word followed me.

We fumbled out way through the prison in absolute darkness. Suddenly, something stopped me;
two strong arms encircled me and the flat face of my companion was pressed against mine. She was
kissing both my cheeks loudly and hard, | was so shocked that for the first few minutes, | was speechless.

Then that Russian woman began to speak to me in a whisper — “Mrs. Karlo, maybe we will never
see each other again, but | will never forget you; because | got to know you, and you are a person. |
would like to tell you many things; very many things, but it is impossible and | can’t. In our place, in
Russia, things are totally different than you think. Things are not as they say they are; it is totally, totally
different but, | can’t talk.”

She was very upset. | hugged her and told her a few heart-felt words, and we walked farther.
When we arrived at the block, she was stiff and grim as usual just like all of them. She packed her
belongings, said goodbye to me in her usual cold and official manner and left.

Besides the Soviets, we had four or five students of Holy Scripture. | knew them from my former
time of imprisonment, when they kept me at Ravensbrueck, in an isolated cell, set apart from
everybody. During that time, when | couldn’t rise from the bed, these bibelki were cleaning in my cell. |
remember one of them she was heavy and especially zealous. She was sweeping zealously and with
equal zeal she was converting me to the true faith as she stubbornly claimed, promising me a judgment
that is already close and happiness here yet on earth. The most important part always was that | should
finally cast off my membership in that which is the very worst, namely to Catholicism.

“| feel so very sorry for you,” this biblical apostle said as she continued dusting, “you are just like
my husband. He too, is a very good man, but he refuses to believe, therefore, just like you, he is
damned. Both of you will go to hell, and it is just too bad.”

These bibelki or Bible students found themselves in a concentration camp because they basically
refused to do any sort of work that promoted war. They therefore had to be eliminated from the
totalitarian society during the totalitarian war. In the concentration camp, they were kept busy by
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cleaning, taking care of the clothing section in the camp and a little gossiping. They did show, in
moments of great danger, a hardness and a fanaticism typical of sectarians.

Among these students in our block were two observers who did not acknowledge the roll call.
They had to be forcibly carried out and placed in the first row. Here they would lay, without any
movement with their eyes closed. After the roll call, they were picked up and carried into the block. |
remember one time when | couldn’t bear the sight of this old woman lying for hours in that wet snow.
From somewhere, | managed to get a stool and with the help of a friend, we managed to seat this old
woman on it, but she immediately rolled off and lay in the snow again. She really never opened her
eyes, but she angrily shook her head in my direction. From that time, | would never touch any of them.

During those times of freezing evening roll calls, | looked how the countless stars, probably the
most perfect symbol of God’s infinite wisdom for us, shone on these fanatic sects of Bible students as
well as on the materialistic atheism of the wild Russians.

As for me, things at that time were not too bad, for | was able to steal some time for my work as
a teacher. | was giving lessons privately, that is, students were coming to our block in the evening when
it was already dark; we would walk about together while | was explaining the works of Rome or the
culture of the Middle Ages. Above all, | was teaching the history of the Renaissance Period twice a week.
Thus | drew strength from the feeling that | am again at least a little useful.

Contact with the Polish women gave me a lot in many regards. One of these women, for
example, dictated to me from memory an entire chapter from St. Luke’s Gospel. | had such a moving
experience as it seemed to me that | was hearing this for the first time.

From time to time | was able to borrow something from the portable library. These prisoners
used to get parts of the works of Mickiewicz, Slowacki and others. They would get them as part of the
packaging of bread or sugar when they received packages from their families and despite very strict
rules regarding this, they never fell into enemy hands. In time, the reception of packages through the
mail was cancelled.

An intensive religious life flourished among the Polish prisoners. Twice they managed to have
consecrated hosts sent to them in this prison, but that happened before | was taken out of isolation.
Later, this became an impossibility. These Polish women had a special devotion to the Blessed Mother.
Every one of them had a rosary and a cross. The rosaries were made of bread crumbs, buttons, coffee
beans, peas, wool or some other material. The crosses were made of wood, straw, spoons, forks or nails.
This depended on the ingenuity of individual women. They guarded these as a treasure or a relic.

The Polish women would pray the rosary when they were taking a walk together outside. But, in
time this had to stop because of the overcrowding in the prison. Meanwhile, just to concentrate one’s
thoughts became ever more difficult. The Polish women in this great crush of humanity privately
complained to the Blessed Mother because danger seemed to be growing greater.”
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| don’t know what kind of impression you will carry away from hearing so many of these stories.
I, personally find a lot of comfort among the problems and troubles of this daily, grey world. It leads me
to agree with the Providence of God whose actions are always wise, even though we often don’t
understand them.

But here is another picture. Not too long ago, a certain Russian woman, Maria Wetsch arrived in
Canada. She had been born in Odessa. Her parents sent her to Vienna for higher studies and she
received the diploma of a teacher. Presently she is working in a hotel and earning her living by washing
dishes. Her face is peaceful but has furrows of suffering. She speaks slowly with a gentle accent: “I find
such a great difference here, one like between heaven and hell. | thank God that | am free. | am
prepared to wash dishes until the end of my life, and this with total satisfaction, if only | were able to
contact my family in Russia by letter.”

Mrs. Wetsch understands only too well that those individuals who are living there, are daily
undergoing the tortures of death, since it is very dangerous to be a Catholic in Russia unless one hides
his religion before the authorities. Mrs. Wetsch, a Catholic, knows perfectly what she’s saying. At the
very mention of Siberia, even today she still shudders. Her father and her husband both died as a result
of torture, and she fears that the rest of the members of her family are suffering persecution.

Despite this terrible situation of the people in Russia, she is confident that communism will not
succeed in uprooting faith from the hearts of the Russian people where it is so deeply rooted, and that
someday the prayers of the entire world will warm these roots which will give off leaves and bring forth
fruit just as Our Blessed Lady of Fatima has predicted. She affirms that Russia has passed through three
erroneous cycles; the first was under their czars; then, under the Bolsheviks, and now, under the
communists. And each cycle was worse than the previous one. But, all of that did not succeed in
uprooting faith from the hearts of the people. She further insists that the Russian nation is pious despite
opposing external appearances. The Russian people are attached to their faith, to the stories of their
people and to their customs more so than any other nation.

But this poor, uneducated people, who under each regime, was greater numerically, but was
exploited mercilessly by the czars, and during the revolution during the times of the czars and by the
Bolsheviks and communists. Today, communism considers people as tools or instruments which can be
disposed of according to one’s liking, according to what one sees fit. The authorities of Russia are
presenting communism as the way, the truth and the life.

During these three periods, this uneducated people got along better during the times of the
czars than they did under the other evil governments. Even if then nobody was really concerned about
the common people, at least these common people had their own homes, farms and workshops, some
even had vineyards and people had a good life; to a certain extent, the people were happy.

Today, they are nothing or rather, they are frightened creatures, watched over from all sides;
their families are torn apart, forced into heavy work without the least right of defending themselves.




