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dealing with malaria. The area referred to was actually the concentration camp at Dachau and the
rabbits on whom experiments were conducted, were actually the prisoners. Among the thousands
forced into this malaria experiment were 350 Catholic Polish priests. The healthiest people were
infected by the bite of the Madagascar Mosquito, or one of some other species or else they gave a
person an injection of blood taken from an infected person, and then they traced the development
of this progressive sickness, leaving the pat ient in agony, suffering for several days from a fever of
41 degrees Celsius and the horrible fever of malaria, with chills and shivers. This sickness keeps
recurring every year for years.

Here, too they took 40 Polish priests for horribly painful and deadly experiments on
“sztuczna flegmona.” It would take too long a time to explain this. Every doctor is able to explain
this and give its signs. One third of those undergoing this experiment died in the midst of the
terrible pain of their decomposing and rotting bodies. Every one of them had undergone several
operations, the draining of water and pus from their organism, the cutting out of meat, the rotted
tendons and nerves. Anyone who survived remained a cripple for the rest of his life and today can
only walk with crutches.

Here in Dachau they were experimenting for several years with air,. Several hundreds of
people were used for these. For example, they would use tanks of water whose temperature ranged
from 10 - 3 degrees Celsius and submerged the strongest and preferably young people, keeping
them underwater until their heart stopped beating and their body temperature was lowered
considerably. After being pulled out of the water, anyone who didn’t die of pneumonia very soon,
remained a cripple for life with kidney problems, inflammation of all his joints, rheumatism and an
impaired heart. The purpose of these experiments - to determine how long a German flyer can
survive in the freezing waters of the polar sea if he were shot down over the North Sea.

There was one more experiment conducted to learn more about flying in the stratosphere.
Using an air chamber that was hermetically sealed, they experimented on people by pumping out
and thinning the air. Its purpose was to determine how much the heart and the lungs could endure.
There were very many more experiments performed that were even more refined, and all of them
were carried out on the “rabbits” in the area of Monachium.

I have yet one more memory of the prison hospital at Dachau. This may not seem so terrible
and may seem a little more humanitarian for these suffering prisoners. These were for people who
were totally exhausted and worn out from suffering. They were walking skeletons who could no
longer work and impeding others who could work. Thus they were given an injection of kerosene or
gasoline which after a few hours merited for them a place in the bone yard. What? You don’t think
this is true? Let's go a little further.

In some of the barracks on the right side in the year 1941 about four thousand prisoners
were being treated for the itch - “scabies.” The camp authorities declared that these people are
deliberately infecting one another so that they wouldn’t have to work. Therefore, they had to
quickly cure them and they decided that the quickest way to do this was through starvation or to
put it more delicately, by declaring “a fast.”




image7.jpeg
For ten days, these totally exhausted people were given only a fourth of a loaf of bread or
250 grams and a half liter of prison coffee - nothing else. This really helped, for over two thirds of
these prisoners went to the next world.

The year 1945 was a famous year - a year of deliverance for those prisoners who were still alive,
but it was also the year that marked the death of several thousands of people. An epidemic of
typhus - spotted fever broke out and raged throughout the camp. Within two months, January and
February, according to the statistics of the camp, 7800 prisoners died.

These barracks had been built originally to house 260 prisoners, yet they were used to
house 1500 and even at times 2000 prisoners. Three prisoners slept in one bed. For days they did
not remove the corpses because they couldn’t manage burning them fast enough. Therefore, these
corpses lay in piles out on the street, in the washrooms, and even in bed with the living.

Another reason why they weren't carried off was that those who were still alive wanted to
report them yet as living so that they could get and eat the portion of bread and soup assigned for
those who died. There was absolutely no help for these people. Those prisoners assigned to care for
others had all died. Therefore, these unfortunate sick prisoners were left totally alone in their
misery and suffering. Everyone was afraid to volunteer for that job because it bore the threat of
death at a time when the hope of freedom seemed closer than ever.

But, heroes showed up in the persons who had the most difficulties, were the most
persecuted and the most despised. Nineteen Polish priests volunteered for this “Good Samaritan”
service in order to save the immortal soul if there is nothing more that can be done for the body. It
was a hopeless task and one that was beyond their abilities. There was a lack of any means of
disinfection, there was neither medicines nor any change available of bedding or clothing. Besides
typhoid, bloody diarrhea was rampant among the sick. Within a short time, almost all were victims
of spotted fever. Some died as heroic heroes of dedication and love of neighbor while God rewarded
some of them with health.

Now, let’s look at Block Number 28 - the block for all Polish priests. Of the 2000 priests who
had been confined there, only about 800 survived to see the day of freedom. Over 1000 had died of
whom about 360 had been gassed. They were invalids, unable to work for they were totally
exhausted and also more than 60 or 70 years old. This is something that the world did not know. No
one protested against this for they assumed that the priests had it fairly good for they had been
politically engaged, at least some of them, like a few hundred young clerics, professors, helpless old
priests and some religious brothers. What they had undergone, all that they suffered, where and
how they worked and the difficulties they endured would be too long a story to tell now. Let’s just
look at the conditions under which they existed.

There are over 1000 priests in this block. Two or three of them sleep on the bed of boards.
Twenty five of them sit at a small table. There are 500 of them assigned to wash at the several
faucets in the washroom and all are expected to be washed within a half hour. Others sleep on the
floor, in the washroom, outside on the ground, because they lack space. All of them are forced to
work in the heaviest type of work by transportation, in construction, as brick layers, as carpenters,
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out in the field pulling a plow or a harrow. Those who supervised them and were their supervisors
were the worst communists in the camp. You can imagine the rest of what they suffered but, for
now, that’s enough. Let us walk out of the prison. I will take you to see the Last Station of the Way of
the Cross in this prison of Dachau - the funeral and the grave. This - the crematorium! Let’s take
one more look at the huge prison yard.

Every day, early in the morning a truck came loaded with 50, 100 or more corpses,
depending on the circumstances of death. The companions of these dead were forced to pull the
wagon. Despite the fact that they were forbidden to do so, the prisoners who were in the area stood
at attention, removed their caps and gave their last homage to those who had reached the end and
ended their suffering. Let’s follow this wagon and we will come to its goal. It's not too far. There is
the high chimney, it is 18 meters high. This is the crematorium and within it is the chamber of
death. This was built exclusively by the Polish priests. What irony! I, too, worked here for nine
months. They called this strange and secret building Barracks X. At the walls of this crematorium
they had shot hundreds of prisoners, even women. When the American troops arrived on this
scene, there were still about 3000 corpses in various stages of decay laying on the ground. The
Nazis did not have enough time to cremate them. This was to have been the final resting place for
all of us if the Nazis would have won.

Aren’t you afraid to enter into this terrible chamber of death? Look! Here on these doors
which are of heavy metal there are metal plates on which are carved the terms: “Baden” or “Baths.”
That's what it was a simple bath with showers, the bath of death. It was a gas chamber! It was solid,
concrete room, without any windows, with eighteen gas jets on the ceiling. To begin, these jets
poured out water so that these victims could wash themselves for their trip into eternity but, within
a few minutes, these same jets emitted gas.

It only took ten minutes for 300 people to quietly be “ready.” They fell asleep quietly and
without any pain because after all, this was the twentieth century and not the Middle Ages!

Here in this huge hall there are four fiery furnaces. Here they burn the dead - six or eight
corpses at a time. Within 24 hours, they wiped away all traces of about a thousand crimes. This
process goes very quickly. One after another goes out on the iron platform in that fiery limbo, and
the crew, just like the devil, using iron pincers hurriedly snatch a dead body, one grabs the neck and
the other grabs the feet and they toss it into the furnace.

I see that you would like to look inside that furnace. I would like to save you your nerves,
because in that furnace is a small piece of hell with only this difference that here bodies are being
burned and not souls. But, if you insist, then take a look. You can see that there are eight naked
bodies, corpses in that fire. Their muscles become buoyant, they contract and then straighten out
spasmodically, knitting their arms and legs into one whirling mass, their huge wide open eyes keep
turning over. It seems like these victims are defending themselves with their last efforts from
undergoing such a horrible funeral.

This is enough for today. Let those who are guilty, the criminals and murderers explain
themselves, justifying themselves and claim innocence, but from 1939 until 1945, their “kultur
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traegerzy” in the above mentioned barbaric, inhuman, savage ways murdered about 6 million
Polish men and women!
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February 3, 1946
[ greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

To begin my talk I will read a letter written from Jawiszowic September 19, 1945, Listen:
“You must imagine that when we were going to bed at night, we were never certain that the
Germans would not arrive in our village at night and force us to leave our homes and flee into the
night. Once it happened that none of us slept but sat and waited, completely dressed. | consider that
only the protection of God that our village was spared and that none of our people were deported.

The village of Brzeszcze suffered more than we did. Several of their families were deported
and only now are they returning. I really don’t think that you would believe me if I wanted to write
to you about everything that was happening here. It's hard to believe that anyone could torment
people in such a beastly manner and murder them in such cruel ways. I presume that from the
newspapers you already know about Auschwitz and the terrible sufferings of our poor martyrs.

I, from my part would refer to all of them as “saints” because after such tortures that they
endured, such starvation, such atrocious beatings and treading on sharp nails with bare feet and
various other torments - so that God would not be merciful if they were to suffer more in the next
world. | remember when the Germans once brought in a transport of little children and then
released on them a pack of hungry wolf hounds who attacked and tore these children into shreds!
Hundreds of thousands of Poles perished just in Auschwitz and twice that many in the other
concentration camps in Germany. It is impossible to write about everything that happened here. |
truly don’t know how to thank God for sparing us.

Do you know that when there was a raid by American planes, we were hoping that they
would bomb us so profusely so that this war would finally end? They sometimes flew over our
house but they did not bomb our village. They bombed Auschwitz a few times because the Germans
stored their ammunitions there.

Throughout the entire war, the Germans only shot down one airplane in our area even
though hundreds of planes flew over us. The plane’s crew came down in parachutes. There were
nine of them. Three were Americans and the rest were British. A German soldier shot one of the
paratroopers while he was still in the air. He is buried on our cemetery. The Germans threw him,
only in his underwear, in a grave, but during the night, the Polish people dug him up, dressed him
and put him in a coffin, then decorated his grave. They placed the Polish eagle on his grave with a
Polish saying and a wreath. When the Germans discovered this, they were furious. They made
inquiries but found nothing. They conducted searches among the people which also told them
nothing.

These past five years were horrible! A person living here was always a bundle of nerves. We
haven't seen any coffee, tea or rice during the entire war. Now, we haven’t had any sugar or wheat
flour for the past six months. For bread, we grind seeds at home and bake a type of thick, grainy
bread. Matters are even worse when it comes to clothing and underwear. We are all so ragged, I,
myself just possess one shirt.
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We just thank God that we have persevered through all of this and that the war has finally
ended. As for the rest, somehow, with God’s help, little by little, things will change.”

Here, I interrupt the reading of the letter and start my talk:
CRIMES AGAINST HUMANITY

First, I shall continue the story of “Hell in Ravensbruck” by Natalie Chodkiewicz: “The night is
ending and dawn is coloring the skies; the morning passes, it is noon. The locks creak and a
policewoman charges in; all the human waste on the floor must be cleaned up within fifteen
minutes; they must use their own clothing to clean the floors, otherwise, there will be a punitive roll
call and an entire day without any food. Within fifteen minutes, the floors are wiped clean, the
containers are emptied and the air is so stifling that one can almost faint. At three o’clock in the
afternoon - roll call. They chase all the women who are already tottering on their legs, out in front
of the barrack and for hours they keep counting them and writing up something about them.
Finally, they hand out a very measly ration of watery soup from turnips and they divide it among
the barracks where they have bed-boards without blankets but the boards are covered with stuffed
sacks for mattresses, a real luxury! Their breasts heave a sigh of relief. Danger has moved back one
more day.

Holy Week and Easter at Jugend Lagrze. The days drag by. A strong gale rankles the pine
boards. The weather threatens a storm. Holy Thursday arrives as it were, with reluctance. Low
clouds tumble across the heavens. In front of the barracks, from early morning, the “Haftlingi” are
lined up along the main avenue. The Ravensbruck Tragedy is being repeated. Bare-foot, their faces
are deathly pale, but they rub their faces with their bony hands to make their cheeks give some
color as evidence of good health. From our barrack, number 5, there are not many Polish women,
just about 20. They stand in groups of ten behind tall, gray haired, but young looking, T.L. who is
praying out loud. They others are repeating after her the words of an ardent prayer. They all grow
silent when the policewoman passes by. One hour passes, then two hours and three hours, and
those Hail Mary’s of the Rosary are still continuing. At the other blocks, they are already undergoing
Selections.

Finally, these thugs come to us. It is again the thickset crazed SS man and the imposing
overdeveloped “Oberaufscherka” with her weapon in her hand. The women stand at attention,
waiting in tangible silence for the decision of life or death! These fatal decisions fall thickly in the
direction of a cruel fantasy. The women who are still full of life are set aside. The others look like
bony corpses with swollen faces and swollen legs. Divine Providence is surely watching over the
Polish women of our block because none are chosen despite the fact that there are such whose
miserable appearance could awaken the deepest pity in any onlookers. That bandit in a uniform
examines each one in turn and moves further.

Among the French women, there is a veritable pogrom. Among those chosen is the Mother
Superior of a convent in Lyon and of a House of Correction for Delinquent Children. She was on
older person but still robust, of great intelligence and a very big heart. Those who are condemned
are led out of the ranks and a group of policewomen surround them, beating them, prodding them
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to go into the temporary barrack in which we had spent such a terrible night. Very many Jewish and
Gypsy women and the Mother Superior, as they pass us, raise their folded palms towards heaven!

“Return to your blocks!” The roll call has ended. For today, there is enough suffering. On
Good Friday there is made another selection, similar to the one on Holy Thursday. Altogether, there
were 500 sacrifices. Those French women who had not been selected had lived through terrible
torments. Four of those who had been chosen managed to escape from that temporary holding
barrack and they hid in blocks under the boards.

Since they were found to be missing, all of the French women were pulled out and kept
aside with the order given that if those run-aways are not found, all of them will end up (in the
language of “lagru”) in the chimney.

There is another search of the barracks. The guards pull out from under the plank beds
three women prisoners who were barely alive and one, who was already a corpse. The French
women then returned to their block, but they were so terrified that they could not quiet down for a
very long time.

Orders were given that in the evening it was forbidden to look out of the windows, but no
one obeyed that last order. The moon came out from behind the clouds lighting up a terrifying
scene. Seven huge armored vehicles drove up and one after another was filled with these sacrifices
who were pushed into them. Each of these condemned women had been stripped of everything
except the thin dress covering her bare flesh.

From Ravensbruck they bring in about two hundred more women who are condemned.
Unearthly screams, whimpering, moaning, the coarse laugh of hired assassins and the echo of many
blows resound. They drag out by the feet the bodies of five or six women for whom God mercifully
shortened their torments. Then in silence, like an evil spirit, these cars drive away, their sirens
blasting the alarm. About 700 martyrs are enduring their last moments.

Throughout Holy Saturday and Easter Sunday, thick, black, foul smelling smoke pours out of
and envelops Ravensbruck as these Germans are burning the women who were gassed in the
crematorium. The women left behind are filled with sorrow. For them, Easter is one, deeply moving
Requiem. Words of prayer and words of intense hatred fall from the pale lips of these women
prisoners. They are not thinking of their own rescue and are not rejoicing over that fact, they are
very troubled over this horror and are commending the souls of their tortured companions to God
and calling upon God to take revenge on these criminals. And that revenge immediately!”

These are the words of a former prisoner of Dachau: “Look, this is Dachau! Thirty some
barracks on either side of the prison street. This is the mother of all the concentration camps in
Germany. It is referred to as “the mother camp” because it is the oldest one, because it was there
that the Germans learned how to murder, how to be beastly people and from there they spread out
to other camps in order to kill off and liquidate these unfortunate and mostly innocent victims of
war, using the modern methods that they learned.
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Dachau is not a very large piece of land, but it has the largest condensation of people on
earth. This is actually a garbage dump - one big dump of Europe in which one can find treasures -
people who are innocent, clean, intelligent, individuals before whom everyone bowed their head in
deference and with reverence - ie. bishops, local dignitaries, professors and engineers. But you will
also find here the last dregs of society, ie. the bandits, murderers, thieves and various kinds of other
scum of society.

Today, here, they are all equal - just numbers. This is a machine which keeps grinding as
long as it does not fall apart. It is like a mad dog which needs to be beaten with sticks.

For the sake of safety, this concentration camp is surrounded by a high barbed wire fence
which is electrified by a high tension system. Every morning one could see several hanging corpses
whose bodies were electrified. These were the prisoners whose suffering exceeded their personal
capabilities so that they despaired and went looking for death so that they could put an end, once
and forever to their miserable life. Behind the barbed wire of the watch tower, the heads of machine
guns are seen as a threat.

But, let’s enter this camp. Look at this huge, heavy iron gate. It has opened wide for many
but, for the majority who entered, it is closed forever. From 1940-1945, more than 162,000 people
have entered and only 32,000 walked out to freedom. Over 100,000 people were put to death here.
Throughout these few years, there were so many victims put to death in this camp. It was washed in
blood and built on the human bones of the German Communists of 1935. Thousands of people stood
here for roll call several times every day. Alongside those who were standing in rows lay the
corpses wrapped in a blanket. These were brought for roll call by their companions, either from
work or from the barrack, for these dead also had to be counted at roll call; no one was allowed to
be missing. Officially no one was permitted to die in the barrack although they died there by the
hundreds. It was here outside that prisoners were forced to stand for 34 horrible hours without any
food or drink, whether it was freezing cold or great heat, in rain and in snow, with a wind so bitterly
cold that it pierced the marrow of their bones. These were the regulations of the camp when
someone escaped. One such standing at attention outside resulted in 26 corpses and 150 prisoners
who fainted but after they were revived, many more of them died.

It was here in the open yard that a public flogging of 25 or 50 lashes was administered to
one, who being hungry, snatched a potato or a carrot from a truck, or perhaps one had pulled a
handful of peelings from the garbage in order to quell his hunger. Another may be flogged because
he was considered too lazy to work, all because he was swaying on his feet out of total exhaustion!

Here in this open yard the Germans held one big marketing of people, selecting them and
dividing them up for work details, and sending out or assigning others on transports if they are no
longer able to work.

It was here also that the prisoners were forced to clear the yard of snow which they did,
under the blows of the whips of the SS men and the “Kapo,” carrying the snow off on tables, in
buckets, in their caps or in their hands.
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It was also here in this open yard that the Polish priests were forced to march all of Holy
Week in 1942. They were also forced to undergo physical exercises there which left several dead.

Let’s go somewhere else in our walk about Dachau. These are the baths. Here, these living
corpses were bathed. They were brought here from transports at a time when out of hunger, they
would bite off the calf of another’s leg, or bite off any body part where there was some “meat.”
These people who were brought here had been in transport ten days or more, during which time
they were not given anything to eat. You don’t believe me? These are facts. There were a great many
more of them. These baths were witness to terrible penal servitude. No, there was never an
inquisition. This was such a minor matter, clearly an external matter. Besides, nobody knew about
this.

As for punishment “on the pillar”; two times a week, on the beams that were thrown over
the curve of the bathroom, they hung several scores of prisoners. You ask why? The guard noticed a
cup on the shelf in the cupboard and the cup was not properly washed from coffee. Another - his
toothbrush was dirty; another, his bed was not made up in “army style.” Such were their great
transgressions.

The condemned person stood on a chair, both of his arms were twisted behind him,
fastened with a chain which was then thrown across and over the beam.

After they kicked the chair out from beneath him, he remained handing in the air, fainting several
times from the terrible pain of his protruding joints. This ordeal lasted one, two, three and
sometimes more hours and it was for one of the above mentioned faults. When they fainted, cold
water was poured over them or they were rocked or swung in the air so that they would be
conscious while suffering. Maybe this is too horrible of a picture.

On the right, there was a so-called “sick room” - the camp hospital. Here, the sick were left
along with their high temperatures, without any medication or caregivers. Their only help was that
they did not have to go to work.

Here, the nurses were actually butchers and shoe makers who decided whom to receive.
They also made the decisions concerning operations and amputations and they themselves carried
them out. Until the year 1943, there wasn’t even one specialist here for 1500 sick people. These
same nurses here got rid of inconvenient patients - those sick with diarrhea in this manner: in the
bathroom, they stretched them out on the cold floor. Then they poured buckets of cold water on
them and scrubbed them with scrubbing brushes to clean them out. This, of course, is the manner in
which these poor victims died. This sickroom witnessed many horrible, painful and often deadly
experiments.

In order to become aware of the manner in which the German intellectuals and German
knowledge benefitted humanity with their achievements in the realm of medicine and inventions,
here are only a few of the main experiments in short outline:

I had once read in “Voelkischer Beobachteer” about the experiments carried out in the area
of Monachium on rabbits. The results were supposed to be positive and unusual especially those




