[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image6.jpeg
for a coup d’etat? These animals are capable and ready for everything. His hand rests on his revolver. At
the same time, Lagerfuhrer screams: “Stand! What are you doing, you Polish pig?”

Father Maximilian stops in his tracks between the rows of prisoners who are dying of wonder
and petrified by Lagerfuhrer who is surrounded by a group of armed soldiers.

Father Maximilian speaks humbly and so softly that his companions in the rear could scarcely
hear him. “Sir, will you please allow me to take the place of one of those men condemned to death by
starvation?”

As long as Auschwitz had existed, such a request was unheard of. Fritsch was speechless. He
seemed petrified. He looked like that dog who within seconds will sink his jaws into a person’s throat.
After a long silence, he rudely asks, “Who are you?” “l am a friar and a Catholic priest.” “Which one do
you want to substitute?” “This one!” he answers softly and Father Maximilian points to the sergeant.
“Why do you want to die instead of him?” “l am old, worn out and | am a single person. Therefore, my
life will not be of any great use to society. That man has a family ... “

Yes, he has a family, but he will not have any. If it is true that when facing death we know
everything, then Father Maximilian knew that the sergeant will never see his sons. They will disappear
before he returns from his six years of imprisonment and wandering. Therefore, there exists some sort
of unintelligible sense; that is incomprehensible even for us, this sense of Father Maximilian’s offering.
This person who had built the Polish and Japanese Immaculate, could not successfully protect a person.
If he protected him, as seen in the work of his fight to win the world for the Immaculate where the
sergeant was to play his role which was hard and unhappy.

With a motion of his hands and a nodding of his head, the commander of the camp expresses
his agreement for the exchange. There are no shouts, no beatings and no scolding. The sergeant returns
to his former place in the line-up and Father Maximilian takes his place among the condemned.

On this huge field of roll call, it seems that a huge scale was swaying. On one scale stood
Lagerfuhrer Fritsch, Rapoetfuhrer Palitsch, “Bloody Krott” a crowd of SS men and a crowd of those
prisoners who steal, persecute their comrades, are seething with hatred, are informers on others and
can be bought. On the other scale, drop by drop, as though by weight falls the blood of the heroic Father
Maximilian.

The cells for those condemned to death by starvation are in the dark cellars of Block Number 11.
The naked condemned men are pushed into them. From then on they will not get anything to eat or
drink, but they must daily carry out gymnastics under the watchful eyes of Krankemauna, the guards or
the SS men.

The moans and the howling of the condemned men can be heard through the prison walls. But
along with the moaning, prayers and the singing of hymns can also be heard. There those people are
praying and undermining the torment of the prison. Even the Germans are listening to this with wonder.
They know who is responsible for the fact that these condemned men are praying instead of howling
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from hunger and thirst. They say among themselves: “That priest is really an unusual person. We
haven’t heard anyone here like him yet.”

On August 14, the vigil of the feast of the Assumption of the Blessed Mother into heaven, two
weeks after being locked into the starvation prison, Father Maximilian is still alive. A German hangman
finishes him off with an injection of carbolic acid. He died on the eve of the Feast of his Queen. He was a
humble servant and a faithful knight. These are his exact words when he received word of the death of
his brother: “After my first impression, joy filled my heart because the letter was written on the vigil of
the Immaculate Conception, therefore it was the same day on which he died. His funeral must have
been on the day of the feast. Thus, how can | be sad? It is evident that the Immaculate One took him to
herself.”

As a supplement, | add several depositions that are connected with the heroic character in the
Franciscan habit. The first comes from the lips of sergeant Francis Gajowniczek, whose place the friar
took and died so that the sergeant could live: “I, Francis Gajowniczek declare the following: “As a career
army man, | took part in the war in the year 1939. On September 28, 1939, in the time of the surrender
of Modlin, | was taken into captivity by the Germans where | remained until October 17, 1939.

| managed to escape from the prisoners of war camp, but in December, | was captured on the
border of Slovakia and placed in a prison in Zakopane. On September 8, 1940 they transferred me to the
concentration camp in Auswitz where | stayed until October 25, 1944.

During the harvest season in the last days of July, 1941 one of the prisoners of Auswitz who was
from my block, took advantage of an opportunity and escaped. As a reprisal for this, at that evening roll
call, there was a decimation of prisoners from my block. Ten prisoners were selected for death. The
captain of the prison Fritsch with his companion Raportfuhrer did the selections.

Unfortunately, |, too, was chosen. With the words, “I feel so sorry for my wife and children
whom | leave as orphans.” | went to my place at the end of the block. | was to go to the cell of death by
starvation. Father Maximilian Kolbe, a Franciscan from Niepokalanow , heard these words. He walked
out of his row, approached Fritsch and attempted to hiss his hand. Fritsch asked an interpreter, “What
does this Polish swine want?” Pointing to me, Father Maximilian expressed his desire to take my place in
death. Lagerfuhrer Fritsch, with a motion of his hand and the word heraus, told me to leave the row of
condemned prisoners and Father Maximilian took my place. Within a few minutes they were herded
into the death cell and the rest of us were told to return to our block.

At that moment it was very difficult for me to realize the immense impression that overtook me.
1, a condemned man am to continue to live while someone willingly and deliberately offered his life for
me. Is this a dream, or is it reality? Among all my companions of this common suffering at Auschwitz,
one could hear but one voice of awe for the heroic sacrifice of his life that the priest made for me.

| was brought up in a religious Catholic atmosphere and | have kept my faith in the heaviest
moments, religion has always been my one support and hope. The sacrifice of Father Maximilian has
further strengthened my religion and my attachment to the Catholic Church which gives birth to such
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heroes. The only way by which | can repay my deliverer is by daily prayer which | offer daily together
with my wife.”

Here is yet another account by Brunona Borgowiec: “I was a prisoner in the concentration camp
in Auswitz and | had to clean the death cells including the bunker of Father Maximilian Kolbe, the
Franciscan. In that bunker was Father Kolbe, stripped naked, waiting for death by starvation. There was
no window in his cell. The stifling air was horrible, the floor was of cement and there wasn’t any
furniture at all. Father Kolbe never complained. He prayed out loud, in such a way, that his fellow
prisoners could hear him and join him in prayer. Father Kolbe died after two weeks on August 14, 1941.
Because the SS men thought that his dying was too prolonged, he was killed by an injection of carbolic
acid.

Father Kolbe had this gift that he knew how to console people. His fellow prisoners were
complaining and in their despair they were screaming and even cursing. However, after Father
Maximilian spoke to them, they became more peaceful and even accepted their terrible fate.

When | was to carry out the body of Father Maximilian and | opened the door, and his body was
sitting on the floor, leaning against the wall and his eyes were wide open. His body was very clean and
was radiant. Everyone would have taken that position and everyone would have judged that he was
some sort of saint. His face was filled with the radiance of peace. The bodies of the other prisoner s |
would find were dirty and were lying on the floor with their features in despair.

Father Kolbe’s look was always oddly piercing. The SS men couldn’t stand his look and they
would shout: “Look at the ground and not at us.” In one instance, amazed at his courage in his life and
behavior, the SS men talked among themselves, “We haven’t ever had a prisoner here like this one. He
must be an unusual person.”

The following is the testimony of a third witness: “I, Father Conrad Szweda, fully aware of the
importance of this matter, testify under oath to the following: ‘In the concentration camp at Auswitz
where | was a prisoner from December 18, 1940 until June 3, 1942, | often met personally with Father
Maximilian Kolbe, a Franciscan from Niepolalanow. On Sunday afternoon the Polish clergy would gather
secretly for common prayer or to hear a spiritual conference.

Father Kolbe gave a conference entitled “The Blessed Virgin Mary in Her Relationship to the
Persons of the Blessed Trinity.” In the prison hospital where Father Kolbe was confined as a result of
exhaustion and a beating, | visited him often and listened to his advice and suggestions. Since his fever
didn’t decrease, they transferred him to the infectious section, to the room of those suspected of
typhoid. He lay by the door and blessed the dead as they carried them out and consoled the sick. After
leaving the hospital, he was placed in the block for convalescents. One of the fellow prisoners escaped
from this block and according to the prison custom, ten of the prisoners were condemned to die for him.
Father Kolbe willingly offered his life for the life of Francis Gajowniczek, the father of a family. | did not
witness this event but it was loudly spoken of throughout the entire prison. The fact is that that very
evening Father Kolbe entered the underground bunker with the rest of the prisoners who were chosen
to die by starvation.
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Father Kolbe died on August 14, 1941. | received notice of his death from Mr. Schlusche who
worked in the prison office where he took care of the card index of the dead. He had received official
notification of his death.”

This true son of St. Francis left this world with such a sacrificial, martyr’s death. The hired
assassins purposely shoved his body into the furnace and burned it. The knowledge of his death moved
the souls of his fellow prisoners and who knows whether it also moved the conscience of his
executioners! The death of this heroic knight of the Immaculate One united the hearts and souls of all of
the Polish prisoners in the camp of Auschwitz.

While in prison, Father Maximilian continued to fulfill his mission in life by his unlimited love, his
sincere simplicity and his sacrificial work. His charity knew no limits in his relationships even with
enemies. He never complained about the difficulties and problems of life in prison, but in his
conversations, he lamented over the depravity of the souls of the German executioners.

It seems to me that | hear the voice of him who is slowly dying, who opens his lips that are
burning with fever and says, “Protect your souls from corruption, error, degradation. Keep and follow
the sincere traditions of your fathers. Root out of your souls all coldness and religious negligence. Learn
to love God, your neighbor and your faith.”

Today, the Polish nation reveres the memory of Father Maximilian. Who knows if in the not too
distant future, the entire Catholic world will not revere and honor this simple, quiet hero in the
Franciscan habit. For us, may that bright figure that is modest and sacrificing be an example and an
inspiration.

Let us say with the poet:

“I must persist in my faith,

For that is all that watches over me.

It enkindles hope in my heart,

It enlightens the sun in my martyrdom
It crowns my brow with palms . .. “

Here | allow myself to add a description of the prison scene as it was given by the well-known
writer Gustaw Morcinka:

“It was Good Friday, in the year 1942. In the huge hall of the prison bath, there were pillars
upholding the ceiling. Between the pillars were stuck thick wooden beams provided with hooks.
Through these hooks, workers had pulled chains and they hung with prisoners, my companions, on
these chains. There were many of them. Every one of them had his arms tied behind his back and they
all hung from these arms which were twisted painfully. One hung next to the other, like bags of sand
hanging under the ceiling, with their heads bowed forward, unable to touch the floor with their toes,
sweating profusely, with grimaces of monstrous pain on their sallow faces, they were full of fear and
most unfortunate. Those who fainted, had water poured upon them; some were groaning, and others
were constantly howling. These they beat over their heads with whips, pulled their legs and rocked
them. It was only then that these prisoners became silent because they all fainted from their pain.
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Alongside those hanging prisoners, one of those blaspheming Germans who was satiated by the
sight of these tortured people, began to loudly mock them: “Why are you screaming? Today is Good
Friday. All of you are hanging on a wooden beam just like your Christ hung on a cross . . . be happy that
you are now like your Christ. Then your Christ supposedly arose from the dead and went to heaven and
you, too will rise from the dead in the crematorium and through the chimney, you'll go to heaven. So
therefore, be happy in your crazy Christ.”

How much hatred and how much atheism lie hidden in these sarcastic, humiliating words that
smell nasty of puddles and swamps. It is no wonder that someone insisted that these concentration
camps were workshops where angels and devils worked.

| also add that in that concentration camp of Auschwitz, during the night of the 12" to the 13"
of December, 1941, another Franciscan priest died. He was Father Pius Bartosik, the editor of the
magazine “The Knight” from 1936 until the war broke out. He died five months after the death of his
Master, the martyr Father Maximilian.

He used to say to his religious brothers who were imprisoned also: “Up until now we had been
writing and telling others how suffering should be borne. Now, we must practice enduring it. Otherwise,
what value would our words have?” With great dedication, he took care of the sick/ He would nurse
their wounds and encourage them. They called him — The Apostle of the Suffering.

Erom the wounds on his feet, he developed gangrene. In addition to that great abscesses
opened up. Besides that, he developed another illness that distorted his facial features beyond
recognition. He lay in excruciating pain, burning with fever. For many days he could neither eat nor
drink. He would lose consciousness off and on. Terrible physical suffering, a lack of food and drink plus a
burning fever totally ruined his organism. It was in such circumstances that he quietly and peacefully
died, he who used to console others by telling them, “Blessed are they who suffer for theirs is the
Kingdom of God.”

In these talks | have deliberately emphasized the inhumanity, the hatred, the brutality of that
super race and against that background | have high-lighted the figures of two humble, quiet and hidden
Franciscan priests in order to prove to you that holiness, saints and martyrs are not just found in past
ages. Not at all! They live among us and they live in our times. Any nation which gives the world such
heroic martyrs will not, and cannot disappear. Therefore, we not only hope, but we strongly believe in a
future for the Polish Nation.
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January 25, 1948
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

There are people today who claim that our modern times have made our present generation so
effeminate, so pampered and soft that there are no more heroes and heroines. And they are mistaken.
What is the meaning of the word hero? This word is applied to a man who is renowned for greatness of
spirit, bravery and dedication; and a heroine? This is a magnanimous woman, dedicating herself to her
family and to society. Who would dare to deny that there are very many such individuals in the world
today? And for that we thank God. But the greatest heroism, although it is quiet and hidden, is the
heroism practiced in hum-drum daily life. Here is an example:

She was left a widow with three children. Whatever money they had saved, for her husband had
been hard working and a good manager, was spent on doctors, medicines and on his burial. All that was
left was poverty, misery and these three children. This woman was ambitious and was not discouraged
by difficulties. “I am not going to bring up these little ones to be such paupers as we were,” she said and
she constantly repeated, “I gave them life therefore | must also give them a better future.”

The children were actually very good. They were obedient and eagerly applied themselves to
their studies as well as to work. They were the miniatures of their courageous mother. In that miserable
little room, by the weak light of the kerosene lamp, in wreathes of steam, they all grew up to be law-
abiding people who were honest and noble. That poor woman, even though she was weak, persevered
and managed to instill in the souls of her children a love for learning, a deep respect for divine and
human authority plus that strength, that force which creates character in a person.

One of her sons became a priest, another became a doctor and her daughter became a nurse.
These children were all raised by those two weak motherly hands which were streaming with dirty
soapy water — these hands which were never wearied by anything. This is a heroine in a worker’s dress.
From here, we continue with the modern:

HEROES IN RELIGIOUS HABITS

The flow of life in the concentration camps was methodical and systematic. In the winter, all
arose at 5:30 am. In the summer, they arose at 3:30 am. From spring until autumn their work hours
lasted until twilight in the summer until 6:30 pm. They went to sleep at 9:00 pm. In the morning, at the
sound of a gong or a siren, they ran, stripped to the waist, to wash outside. With shouts and blows, the
guards urged them to hurry. Their nutrition was hardly sufficient. The prisoners were fed a diluted
turnip soup with rotten potatoes. In order to appease their hunger, these prisoners ate potato
peelings and all kinds of weeds and snails; they also ate bugs and even worms, the earthworms, from
which they first squeezed out the dirt. During the time of their work in the fields, frogs, mice or moles
would be caught and eaten as a delicacy!

Hygienic conditions were horrible: filth and lice. Soap was never seen. The se prisoners were
starving, had insufficient clothing, lost fingers or toes due to frostbite and many suffered terribly
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because of their wounds. Many of these people fell and fainted from the freezing cold. Many of the
prisoners suffered from inflammation of the bladder or the kidneys, had diarrhea or dysentery. None of
these sicknesses released the prisoner from work. Work could not be interrupted even for a moment.
The Germans beat them mercilessly for this type of offense; a thrashing with a stick, a public flogging
with a whip, being soaked with water and then made to stand in the freezing cold, being hung by both
hands from a post so that the victim’s feet did not touch the ground — these punishments were part of
the daily routine for the prisoners.

On the cold rainy days of autumn, barefoot and almost naked because they are dressed only in
thin dungaree, the prisoners return to the camp from work and to to the place of roll call to stand in
columns of chilled, drenched and exhausted prisoners. Again and again someone falls from exhaustion
and does not have the strength to continue. Others are being led by their friends, some are being
carried on provisional stretchers for they are already dead or else there is still a faint sign of life in them.
A cold, piercing wind with rain beats against the legs of the strong and healthy. One has the impression
that those who are coming are not people, but some sort of specters, apparitions, ghosts or skeletons.
The commander of the camp, his assistant and a gang of mercenaries look at this procession with a
cynical smile, mockery and jokes. They set the wolf dogs at them. These throw themselves with fury
upon these unfortunate and half dead prisoners and wounding and biting them, they drag them over
the ground sowing horror and despair.

From this description given by past prisoners, perhaps you can imagine for yourself what kind of
camp was in Auschwitz- Oswiecin. Furthermore, so many books and brochures have described
Oswiecim, Dachau, Sachsenhausen, Mathausen. Bergen-Bel;sen, Majdanek and Birkenau that it is not
necessary for me to show you more accurately these gloomy blocks full of moaning, hunger, filth, lice
and bugs, rags and that horrible stuff that cannot be described for it was the sadism of those inhuman
people who were the executioners of these camps.

A group that has just arrived is falling out of the wagons and immediately the ill-treatment of
human dignity begins. Among unending blows, the command is yelled — “Run!” Now, everything is
going to be done by running.

This is a new stage in the life of Father Maximilian whose life was so clearly described by
Dobraczynski: “Instead of his black Franciscan habit, a striped prison uniform that was soaked with
blood and sweat, a filthy uniform. Instead of his name, the number 16670 was on the red triangular
badge of prisoners. Instead of a monastic cell, a thickly packed hall in the block where, in a row side by
side on the ground, one person had to almost lay on the other while they were all being eaten by lice. At
the same time, they were all dropping from the cold and from prison fatigue. Hunger, a most terrifying
hunger, the kind that twists a person’s insides and robs him of good judgment and peace, forcing him to
crave food and only think about food.

There is an assembly in their field of roll call. There are rows upon rows of motionless prisoners.
Then there appear the silhouettes in greenish uniforms; these are the hangmen and the executioners.
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Questions: “Pfaffe?” — “What?” Insulting, furious voices: “No!” — “No! Run! Fast!” And again the
whistling whip or the swishing stick; mockery, coarse laughter and smutty jokes. “Now we will teach you
how to work, you good-for-nothings and dirty swine.

Just after a few days Father Maximilian already looked like a shadow. He breathes heavily when
he must push before him a wheel barrow that is loaded down with heavy stones and made to run while
he feels the blows of the whip on his head and back. Later, they transferred him to the “Babice”
company. It was the most horrible one. Just as in the other company where a beast in human form
ruled, the insane barber from Berlin, Ernest Krankemann, so, too, in this company, a bloody monster
who was a sadist and a pervert ruled with omnipotent power. He is only satisfied by the sight of blood
and suffering and he is constantly seeking such satisfaction.

He received a group of priests with the advice — “Teach them how to work!” His answer was
short — “I'll teach them!” That lesson began — “Let’s go! Run! Fast!” The stick whistles over them and
people fall beneath its blows. Brauches, great chunks of wood and heavy logs which they had to carry
were as heavy as a cross. Time after time Father Maximilian fell beneath their weight. There are others
who also fall. But, it was to this friar with the big expressive eyes that “Bloody Krott” felt a particular
hatred. “I have to finish you off!” he decided and he told him. Therefore, he got greater burdens and
heavier blows. He himself saw to it that this monk should run quickly and did not neglect to put forth
every effort. “Run! Quickly!” he screamed at him constantly. Then while others were resting, he would
give Father Maximilian 50 blows with a whip. The friar lay there helpless. Krott, standing above him,
screams and kicks the friar. He is unaware of the fact that the friar whom he is tormenting had
dedicated all the powers of his short life to a fight against paganism in the name of the only power
which the world should obey. Finally he is convinced that he has achieved that which he wanted.

The friar does not move already not even from the blows given by heavy boots. Is he a corpse?
Maybe. Krott pushes the body over into a pool of blood. Let him lay there until the prisoners will be
returning to the prison. They’ll bring him over to the field of roll call.

However, Father Maximilian had not died. That evening, they dragged him back to the prison.
Then they carried him to the hospital in order to be revived.

The hospital room was huge and full of flies, people, stifling air and a terrible stench. There are
three tiers of plank beds on which the dying prisoners are being eaten alive by vermin. They receive
absolutely no help. Whoever dies, his corpse is dragged outside and thrown onto a pile by the wall.

They throw Father Maximilian onto the lowest tier. The place is horribly filthy, dark and lacks air.
There he will lay. He does not allow them to move him to a higher tier. “Let others go there,” he says,
“while | can pray here for those who are dying.”

They bring him a slice of “organized” bread and he shares it with others. They bring him a cup of
watered-down tea and he gives it to others. Someone near him moans aloud, “I am so terribly hungry!”
Without hesitation, he gives him his portion of watery potato soup and bread, the most precious things
in that prison. He peacefully remarks: “Others need it more.” He feels that he will die but in spite of this
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conviction, he does nothing to hasten it. He is obedient. If he gives his portion of food away to others, it
is not in order to shorten his own sufferings, but because it hurts him to see his fellow prisoners suffer.
He does not have the desperate philosophy of death. On the contrary, he often repeats: Persevere, try
hard to persevere. Try to persevere. He rallied them and encouraged them to live. He talked with many
of them and was always teaching. He encouraged them to totally surrender themselves to the
protection of the Immaculate One. He kept reminding them “Everything comes to an end, therefore all
of our sufferings will also end. The road to glory is the way of the Cross. The Immaculate One is with us.
She will always help us. We must just submit ourselves to her as children with our eyes closed.”

This was so hard to believe, and yet it is true. In this camp of hunger, misery, torture and
struggle, Father Maximilian not only preserved a peaceful soul and the courage and will to act, but he
still managed to use his mind by teaching.

It is Sunday. The sun casts shafts of weak light on the barracks. Rows of heavily breathing
skeletons lie against the wall of the building. Across from them, Father Maximilian is sitting on a wheel
barrow saying, “The Blessed Mother is strong, powerful. Like every beloved mother, she can always get
everything from her Beloved Son. Let us have recourse to her. She will never let us down.”

Some sort of unearthly peace covered the faces of his listeners. They are filled with yearning.
Their eyes fill with tears which slowly course down their starved cheeks.

Itis a day in July; a very tragic day. Somebody escaped from the prison. The sirens are screaming
and the Commander of the camp, along with his helpers, arrive breathless on the field of roll call. They
are now checking the block of which Father Maximilian is a prisoner. One of their members is missing.
They begin searching for him and this drags out to late evening. During this entire time, the prisoners
are standing in rows, at attention. They stand there in great fear and trembling. Terror tears at all of
them. They remember, all too well, the promise and threat of the Commander of the camp, that for one
fugitive, twenty prisoners will be condemned to death by starvation. On the threshold of the abyss of
death, people panic and fear its approach.

Finally, at a very late hour, the command was given for them to return to the barracks. However,
there is no supper for them. Terrified, with chattering teeth, the prisoners try to sleep. Some young
person spoke fearfully: “There will be a drawing. I'm afraid. . .” “Are you afraid of death?” Father
Maximilian asks him in a quiet and peaceful tone of voice. “You shouldn’t fear death.” In the darkness,
prisoners are drawing near to him and making their confessions to him, not paying attention to the strict
and terrible punishments they could incur if caught.

In that same block was a sergeant of the 36™ regiment of infantry from Warsaw. He was a tough
and fearless person. He had escaped from the Stalag and for this reason he was condemned to the
concentration camp. They had captured him in Slovakia. They then brought him to Zakopane and from
there along with 1500 mountaineers they brought him to Auschwitz. Within a few months, from those
unfortunate 1500 mountaineers, only about forty of them still survived. About two or three of them will
survive to the end.




image5.jpeg
The sergeant does not know Father Maximilian and Father Maximilian did not know him. The
people held prisoner in Auschwitz were condemned to death and they knew very little about one
another.

When they come out the next morning for roll call, they do not go out in even rows. It is
beginning. There are shouts, commands, beatings, counting off and reports. Finally the moment which is
always greeted with, in spite of everything, a sigh of relief. They receive the command to go to work. All
leave, except block 14. They remain standing in despair while the guards again search for the fugitive.
Noon comes and they are still standing. Finally, those divisions that had gone to work are now returning.
The fugitive has still not been found. What will happen now? All the people are overcome with fear.

Finally, surrounded by SS men, Lagerfuhrer Fritsch, full of confidence for he was the right hand man of
the most feared Hess slowly approached the standing prisoners. Fritsch is short, slim with a thin, long
face. His evil eyes glow from under the cap he has pulled over his forehead. One would say that his were
not the eyes of a human being but were the burning eyes of a sly fox creeping up on a previously
selected offering. He walks with a slow, measured pace as though he were enjoying the fright and terror
of the people who are awaiting his arrival. He swings his hips lightly. Then he stopped. He doesn’t say
anything. He just looks. Like that boa constrictor. He hypnotizes with his look. Finally, he opens his
mouth and he speaks in a quick, screechy voice. An interpreter dutifully translates his words from
German. “Therefore, this is it. You are running away? You do not want to work. If you were better
workers, there would be more food for you. Every one of you would be able to devour ten liters of food.
But, since you are running away, | will show you . .. Do you remember what | had warned you? Twenty
for one. Today, however, it will only be ten as a warning. But, the next time ... !”

There was a deathly silence. People were growing pale and they began to feverishly inhale the
air with parted lips. Fritsch approached the edge of the first row of prisoners. He slowly walked along
those standing prisoners, looking carefully into their faces. They were not permitted to look directly into
his eyes, but they were not permitted to lower their gaze. He raises his hand and with his finger he
points — this one. He has chosen. Again, it becomes very quiet. Their breathing becomes as loud as a
moan. Now he moves into the second row; again, “This one.” And in this manner, he chooses ten. Ten
are condemned to the terrible punishment of death by starvation. Not for a mercifully quick death by
shooting, but by this horrible torture, stories of which circulate throughout the camp and freeze one’s
blood in one’s veins.

One of those chosen is a sergeant of the Polish army, Francis Gajowniczek. With the words —
“Oh, | feel so sorry for my wife and children who thus become orphans!” on his lips, he came out of his
row and took his place as designated by the SS men. Everyone is now present. Within a few moments,
the chosen ten will leave to enter Block 11, the Block of Death and the rest of them, relieved that they
are still alive, will return to their Blocks. Suddenly despite severe prohibitions, a figure in the striped
clothing of a prisoner moves out of the line of prisoners. His head is bowed towards his left shoulder.

Fritsch gave a start. A dark cloud of anger clouded his face. This prisoner had not been called out
of his row. This was something uncanny. He becomes very uneasy. Could this be some sort of attempt




