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but the fact that they did, makes them all the more to be admired. You know that it was a Polish Squadron 303 flying
Hurricanes that really beat the guts out of Jerry during the battle of Britain.

Enough of this, though. | guess you get the drift of what | mean. Perhaps you could let Father George read it and
could show it to some of his friends, as long as they know that the American bomber pilots over here have the utmost
admiration, respect and confidence in their compatriots — God bless them!”

So writes a young American pilot of Irish heritage. He is a young American who credits the heroic daring of Polish
pilots for saving his life. We can bask in the glory of the heroic exploits of these Polish pilots! Their motherland was also
the motherland of our forefathers. Let us remember that! Just as we were always ready in the past, let us continue now
to be ready to make sacrifices on the altar of our country!
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January 9, 1944
I greet you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

At the beginning of today’s talk, I reach into my brief-case which holds a great stack of letters
describing certain incidents and impressions of my radio listeners. This particular letter was written by the
heavy hand of a miner from the coal fields of Pennsylvania. What a letter! Just listen to this:

“I arrived in America 49 years ago with my young wife. We are both originally from Slask. I came with
a great crowd of others but most of them settled around or in Buffalo while we came further as far-as Scranton.
When we left Poland, we carried all our belongings on our back. After paying for the railroad tickets, I had
exactly seven dollars left and a debt to pay for our ship’s tickets. If I had been alone, I would never have
survived, but my wife was a woman — such as one would have to search for far and wide. Despite the fact that
my pay was meager for I earned $1.35 per day when there was work — but my wife knew how to make ends
meet. Besides, she always managed to put something aside into our savings. In time, we were able to buy a
house because with children, we did not want to live with strangers. And God blessed us! We managed to pay
off our house and we raised nine children.

During the first World War, two of our sons served in the army and another two served in the navy. All
of them were volunteers. They all returned home safely after the war except for one who was very seriously
wounded and was confined to a hospital for four months. Today, all of our children are married and have their
own families.

In this present war, I have six grandsons and two granddaughters in the service and we are very proud of
them. We are especially proud and pleased that even our girls have volunteered for the service. I don’t like to
hear people complaining about the fact that their sons must serve in the military. If our military did not guard
our nation, our enemies would bring about the same chaos and suffering that they brought into the other
conquered countries — a state of slavery! It is our sacred duty to give our sons to this country where we found
more bread and better living conditions than we had back in our own country under the heavy foot of the
Prussians!

Besides, military service gives our sons and daughters lessons which they don’t have in their civilian life
— they learn obedience and orderliness! My son who served in World War I often make mention of this fact. He
often says that it was only after he went to the military that he realized how good he had had it at home. Now
his daughter also serves in the military and takes great pride in her military life. She doesn’t know but I buy
more war bonds for her than I do for the others. The good Lord and America gave me and my family a great
deal of good fortune. Before I die, I would like to see two things happen — Victory for us and our allies and
Poland’s return to freedom. After that, I wouldn’t care about anything else. I worked very hard all my life in the
mines but God has always helped and blessed me!”

TAKING PRIDE IN THEIR WORK

Now back to more letters: “There are no men in our family. We have only four daughters. I often
watched mothers at the railroad station with their military sons, bidding them farewell as they were returning to
their camp. Watching these tender scenes, T used to feel very sad that I did not have a son. I especially felt sad
when I saw these soldiers coming home on leave. I watched these soldiers, sailors and pilots going to church
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with their parents and saw how everyone admired them! I was especially jealous of these mothers. My husband
also felt the same way and one evening he remarked: “Too bad that we don’t have any sons! In every window in
town there hang banners with stars on them. On our block, our house is the only one that does not have this
banner.”

It was not too long after that that our government began recruiting women into the military. When they
opened a recruiting office in our town, our daughter was the first one to be accepted. I cried when we were
bidding her farewell, but they were tears of joy and not of sadness. Even my husband revived. Then we were
able to hang a banner in our window — with one star! We wrote letters to my daughter every day. My husband
didn’t write that often, but every day he questioned the rest of us as to what we wrote to Hedwig.

After three months, my daughter came home on leave. There was never so much happiness in our house
as there was during those short days of her leave. My husband watched over his daughter in uniform as though
she were a baby although she was the oldest of our children. He served her at the table as though she were some
mighty general! Our daughter praised her military life and was very happy there. Shortly after she returned to
camp, our second daughter enlisted. Today, the banner that hangs in our window has two stars. One of our
daughters holds the rank of Lieutenant Colonel and is stationed in England. The other one is still here in the

United States. We couldn’t give our country a son, so we gave two daughters. Let them serve — because this is
our country!

This is the kind of material of which our Mothers and Fathers are made.

One of the English monthly magazines had an article in it with this title: “Steve and Mary Kowalski are
alone now but very proud!

They are gone — the three Kowalski boys who were among the first to enlist. No one knows where they
are - not even Steve and Mary. But, these two seem happy and they walk up the street proudly. Steve
remembers another day. A day when Mary cried a little and he said a prayer silently, And then, half laughing
and half crying in their joy they lifted the three high up in their arms to see the Statue, the symbol of all their
dreams and hopes in a new land. Steve couldn’t get used to the idea that here a man could make a living for his
family. That the kids and Mary could eat all they wanted. And Mary could buy a new dress now and then. But
he saved his money and prospered. He found the freedom that he heard about and it wasn’t just a dream. That
he could own a store and he could go wherever he liked to church. And he could speak his own mind and live
his own life. And spend some of his money for things he and Mary had never dreamed of owning. Things like a
washing machine and a radio. And finally, great day! an automobile and a house.

Steve remembered the kind of life where people are cattle. Where the only idea one had was to escape.
And where only those who saved for years — those of great courage — could hope for that. And he remembered
the tread of armed shoes, the grubbing for a mere existence, the days of hunger, the constant threat of army
service. The strange thing called brotherhood had come into their lives. They had become somebody. They were
equal and free. They were respected. They had the right to choose their own opportunities and those of their
sons and to make their own happiness. When war came, Steve told his boys to go quickly. They had been raised
in America, and they might not know things as he did. He told them to be proud to die, if need be, to keep this
country safe.
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They’re alone now — Steve and Mary Kowalski. The may always be alone, but they seem happy, very
happy. They walk together up the street so very proudly!”

Yes, our Fathers and Mothers, simple, hardworking and God-fearing men and women deserve our
gratitude and admiration, for their courage and patriotism during these dark hours of worldwide strife between
the forces of good and evil. They have set us a self-sacrificing and noble example. May each and everyone of us
follow that example.

Now for some interesting news from a soldier who is stationed on an island out in the Pacific: “This is
the second time that I am in the hospital and it is not my fault that I always find myself in the line of fire. I feel
very fortunate that I am still alive. A few hours ago it seemed to me that I would not be able to avoid death.
Four of my buddies were buried in our hide out. I was the only one that they were able to save. I did not fear
death, although, truthfully speaking, I really didn’t want to die yet, but it was very close. When a person is in a
foreign country and sees how the people live there, he then realizes and appreciates what America gives its
citizens. We soldiers often discuss these facts. For that reason none of us complains. There were times when we
were at the front for twenty-four hours without a drop of water to drink. Many times we had no food, yet I never
heard a word of complaint. Nothing frightens our boys. Even our officer in charge has praised us and said that
he wishes that all the guys under his command would be of Polish American descent. Father Justin, just mention
this fact someday to your listeners. I know that our parents would be thrilled to hear this.

In my case, the doctor said that I would be confined to the hospital for several months yet before I get
my strength back. They advise me to apply for a furlough, but I don’t want any! I want to return to the front in
order to be with the soldiers until we win this war — and only then go home with everybody else. We are well
aware of the fact that we are fighting in order to be able to live in freedom. It is better to die in battle than to live
in slavery!” So writes a young soldier who has already with his own blood given testimony of his love for our
country. Are we, too, prepared to sacrifice something in order to hasten the moment of our victory?

Here is yet another proof of the true greatness of Americans of Polish descent. They are citizens who are
not grudging when it comes to citizen’s honor. They gave proof of this during the time of the first three national
loans for the war effort. The American Press has written about this. After the Third War Loan in October, 1943
the editor of the “Citizens in Auburn, New York wrote thus: “A great many individuals and organizations are
proud of what they have accomplished in this Third War Loan Campaign. Some of them have good reasons to
boast, but all of them, before getting themselves out on a limb, should take note of what the relatively small
Polish group in Auburn have done to support American and Allied armed forces at the front. At four o’clock on
Sunday afternoon, Falcon Hall was opened for the sale of war bonds. Promptly on the hour these men and
women began lining up, and they kept coming until the doors closed. When the purchases were totaled, it was
found that in this short time $70,000 worth of bonds had been sold. We can’t help thinking that this
performance demonstrates again a sober fact. Most of us, unless we have a close relative in active service, don’t
actually “feel” this war. We perceive it with our minds, but not with our hearts. But, our people of Polish
descent know only too well what this conflict means. They have heard what has happened to their kinfolk back
home, or maybe they haven’t heard which is almost as bad, or even worse. This war is very real to them. It is
oppression and persecution and loss of every personal freedom. It is physical torture and anguish, the breaking
of family ties, the obliteration of a nation as a government entity. That is why the Poles in Auburn and
elsewhere step up and buy War Bonds in amounts which put some long term Americans to shame. That is why
the Poles have supported their own relief programs independently and with comparatively little assistance from




image4.jpeg
4

outside their group. But it should be apparent to every American, whatsoever his origin, that it is as important to
prevent the ravages of war here and in the countries of the other United Nations as to seek to recover what has
been lost to the aggressors. “Ask not for whom the bell tolls. It tolls for thee!”

The newspapers in Chicago also wrote about these sales of war bonds: “The Illinois War Finance
Committee gave a partial report on the campaign that had been going on by the different nationality groups in
Chicago. Their aim was to collect 35 million dollars through the sale of war bonds in order to cover the cost of
building a new warship to add to our war fleet. The numbers are very interesting. There were 27 national groups
competing in this drive and the Americans of Polish descent came out in first place. The partial report submitted
by Frank E. Pofanti who was in charge of this campaign listed each group and their total. Thus —

Polish $8,500,000
Austrian-Hungarians  $4,820,425
Hungarians $6,485,000
Lithuanians $1,700,000
Italians $1,600,000
Irish $ 755,500
Germans $400,000

We are so pleased to note that our Polish people gave the most. This may not mean much in global international
contests, but in a certain sense it is a sign of the deep feelings of patriotism in the Americans of Polish descent. They also
hold first place in their enlistment in the armed forces and in their readiness to sacrifice their life on the battle front in
this very worst of world wars for the freedom of individuals and nations.”

Our Polish people, wherever Divine Providence thrusts them, understand perfectly, better than anyone else, the
difference between freedom and slavery, between a normal happy life and a life spent under the boot and club of the
invader and occupier. Our people are very familiar with horrors such as the following: “This is the story of the
martyrdom of a 19 year old youth whom the Germans tortured to death in Poland. His story was written by one of his
companions who shared a cell with him but the latter managed to escape. This young man was accused of sabotage.
One of the Gestapo came into our prison cell to inform him of his punishment for this crime. ‘According to the verdict of
the special tribunal, you will be put to death by the firing squad. This verdict will be carried out within twenty four
hours.”

This verdict had been written and delivered in the German language which this youth did not understand. He
turned to me in despair asking, ‘For the love of God, what is he saying? Are they going to send me to a concentration
camp? Is this maybe going to be a camp in a penal colony?’ ‘I didn’t have the courage to tell him the truth. | just kept
silent and this poor young man, in his despair and uncertitude turned to the priest who was also in our cell with the
same question. Caressing his blond head, the priest whispered ‘We must submit to the Will of God. Some people die
sooner and some die later’. The youth then understood that he was marked for death. But he didn’t want to die! ‘l want
to live!” he screamed. ‘Live! Live!” and these words reechoed over and over, reverberating from the bare prison walls.
Finally, he fell down in a faint. The priest pressed a small prayer book into his hand, but the youth could not concentrate.
He arose and restlessly kept pacing the cell.

We, his companions in misery, kept silent even though our hearts were bursting from pain. No one broke the
silence. This was a daily occurrence with which we were familiar. Where the Gestapo dragged a prisoner from his cell,
and even though the prisoner was unaware that he was being taken to his death, he was then killed mercilessly. None of
his fellow prisoners were allowed to witness the death. Within the six months in that prison, over 70 men had been
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taken out of this cell, never to return. But, this was the first time the Gestapo had come to read the death sentence in
this cell and the first time that the prisoner was informed of the kind of death he would undergo.

None of us even tried to comfort this youth. None of us slept a wink that night either. However, one could see
that his mind was working. He suddenly bent over me and asked, “Do you know how many airplanes England has?’ |
answered, 'l really don’t know. How should | know? Maybe a thousand, maybe two thousand’. ‘You're crazy!’ he
shouted, and his voice reverberated off this prison walls. ‘Not a thousand or two thousand, not even five thousand, but
a hundred thousand!” And this seemed to fill him with some vestige of hope. After that, he became silent again, but
continued to pace the length of the cell.

At the crack of dawn, our cell door opened and two Gestapo entered. The youth'’s face reflected that of a
corpse, he was as white as chalk. The Gestapo ordered him — “Walk out of this cell!” - and the other Gestapo seized his
arm to lead him out. The youth began to fight back, defending himself with his hands and feet. ‘l want to live! I want to
live!” he shouted in a hoarse voice that was full of fear. The cell door slammed behind him and from a distance we could
still hear his hollow cry, ‘l want to live! | want to live!”

The Americans of Polish descent are well-acquainted with such incidents. In order to avoid such situations, they
encourage their sons and daughters to enlist into the American armed forces. For this reason also they do not spend or
waste the money they have saved but are continuously and faithfully buying war bonds showing their practical and true
patriotism.

During the month of August, 1943 our Business Manager of the Rosary Hour, Father Jerry, who is also the Pastor
of St. Adalbert Parish in EImhurst, New York, received this letter from an American soldier from somewhere in England.
Father Jerry allowed me to use this letter on one of my radio programs. With the exception of some soldier expressions
which are unfit to be aired over the radio, | read you his letter.

“Dear Frank, Just a line after receiving no letters from you in a long time. You may have written, but a lot of our mail has
not reached us, due to a nasty little contraption called a ‘U-Boat’. Actually this letter is serving two purposes and | hope
you don’t mind acting as a middle man for a letter to the people in the section of town where you are located. | would
like to send this to Father George at St. Adalbert’s, but | don’t know whether it would get through with the meager
address | have. | had a lot of Polish friends back in Elmhurst, and being here in England, | think myself and all the flying
personnel in our group will be forever indebted to the Polish boys in the RAF flying spitfires. We have often gone on
missions with fighter escort, and you’d be surprised if you knew how much more confidently we take off when we know
the ‘Crazy Pollacks’ are with us! When we say ‘Crazy Pollacks’ it’s definitely not an insulting way but rather one of the
most friendly and admiring ways of expressing ourselves! |, personally, owe a deep debt to them. Once, flak over the
target knocked me out of formation. Before seconds had passed, | must have had a half dozen Spits on me and those
boys kept the FW’s and ME 109’s off me until | got back into formation. One of the Spits went down, but the pilot got
out okay. Thank God! Many of the others have had the same experiences | had, and all of us just about adore those
Polish squadrons. The English are okay as escort, but they seem to lack the deep personal interest the Polish show. We
haven’t had any American escort yet, but they will really have to be super excellent to move the Polish fliers out of the
top niche they have in our opinion now. | hope | don’t run into security trouble writing as | have done, but | thought you
might like to have your friends and mine know, that their distant kin, who were so brutally attacked in 1939, are hitting
back and are hitting hard! | draw these conclusions only from those Spit pilots. If the bomber crews, ground personnel,
etc. who are carrying on Poland’s fight, do as well as the Spit boys are doing, old Adolph is reaping his just reward for the
poor bargain of his Polish invasion! | don’t know how many Polish air men there are in England, but | do know that most
of them must have come from Poland after the war started. They must have had the devil of a time getting into England,




