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“Who would dare to say what was going on meanwhile in the schools?” added the above
mentioned writer. “People were doubting everything and the young people read everything. The
poets were praising despair, and the young people were having school with a serene brow, a fresh
and healthy face but with blasphemy on their lips. Hearts withered like damaged flowers. An
insensibility pervaded everything and everyone. Fifteen year old children were carrying on talks in
the flowering thickets that were capable of shocking with horror those motionless groves. The
Communion host, that eternal symbol of heavenly love served as a seal for their letters. The
children would spit out the Bread of Heaven.” Has there been a change for the better during the last
quarter of a century?

Atheism has become rampant in all the schools of every country. Within the school’s walls it
poisoned and damaged the young people of every nationality. We had, and unfortunately in our
present day and age we still have teachers, who regardless of the material they should be teaching,
they teach that there is no God, there is no soul and that there is no difference between good and
evil. Free will is just a myth, therefore a person bears no responsibility for his actions. They teach
that the brain produces thoughts in the same manner that the glands in the throat secrete saliva or
as the stomach secretes juices in order to digest food. That virtue is a sign of weakness and
debasement. That man creates God for himself. They show that all of our low impulses and passions
are inherent to our nature and that what is of our nature is good and honorable. That a narrow-
minded person who is a bigot and one-sided mentions something about morality, about conscience,
of the obligation to keep some kind of God’s commandments drawn out from some age of
backwardness and darkness. Therefore, we had and we have schools without God that have formed
and still form generations of atheists. A child who at home is fed the milk of cold negligence of
religion and later in school, takes in lessons okf unbelief and atheism, does not have, because he
can’t have a solid and stable foundation under his feet. He has no point of support for the future..

A pretty big role in the lives of these young people is played by the modern press, the
modern theater, modern movies and the up-to date radio. The newspapers, the sensational dailies,
the immoral magazines, the gutter type of printed matter, the pamphlets and looks of suspicious
content create a daily feast for them that is very indigestible and not wholesome for sensitive
minds. The theater and the movie in which the holiness of marriage is belittles and divorce is
praised; where a third person who is a rival always winds; where having two children in a family is
held up as a praiseworthy modern family because having more children would be a hindrance to
their life of companionship. Thus, the theater and the movie, both of which advocate free love, trial
marriages plus much other filth and abominations which stick in one’s throat. Sometimes it seems
that all the factors of education have hatched a plot and are standing by the cradle, over the family
hearth, on the threshold of the school lying in wait to ensnare the mind, the heart and the soul of
the young. Children without faith grow up to be unbelieving youth who in time mature and assume
leading positions and prominent offices in public life as well as in political life. As a result, there is
an abuse in public life. All sense of honor and honesty are thrown out of the public arena. The
officials consider their positions as cribs and profitable troughs, regardless of the dubious source
and the indistinct methods. They hang on to posts or employment just as a flea clings to a dog, or a
mosquito clings to a human being in orddr to feed itself with tears and then with human blood.
When we can lift a little the curtain which veils modern politics and modern diplomacy, we see
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duplicity, falseness and lying plus fraud, blackmail and treachery because in these particular
leaders there is nothing sacred, nor any faith, truth or sense of justice.

The most sacred affairs are betrayed in secret talks behind locked doors. Honorable
agreements are broken and are unpunished under the most flimsy excuses and pretenses. Today,
the whole world, maybe with the exception of our United States, and I say this with certain
reservations, is creating armed forces where, just like among savages and barbarians, the law of
strongest decides the law of the iron fist and the nailed boot. Hence, there are numerous and cruel
acts of lawlessness, under which people are not only bending, tottering and limping, but, under the
weight of such, they are breaking down and falling.

If people in their prime of life, of sound reason and mind are in no condition to withstand
the stress and the oppression of the weights of these present times, then, how can our modern
youth, who are weak-minded, immature in proper ways, with a heart that is feverishly beating after
passing trinkets, with a hesitating and false conscience and with religious feelings that are
exhausted by uncertainties, doubts and a lack of confidence. Thus, in the midst of a general moral
failure, as well as a mental and sometimes a material failure, or in the midst of the emptiness
caused by a lack of faith, there are a few exceptions that are inconspicuous. This huge, magnificent
ship of faith in God, in the Savior Jesus Christ and in the soul, has shattered against the underwater
reefs and cliffs so that one can repeat with the Roman poet; “A few are seen swimming in the deep
water.”

When once a young person thoughtlessly denies everything and someone who is
inexperienced feverishly throws away all that he had learned at his mother’s knee, and all that he
had believed with the naive faith of a child, on his mother’s word, what will he now do since with
one act of the will, with one senseless cut, he had cut the silken thread that united him to the
Creator and he had reduced the temple of faith to charred ashes. Will he maybe begin to rebuild
something in order to fill up the emptiness in his mind, conscience, heart and soul?

Not only that he does not rebuild anything, but he even doesn’t feel the need of rebuilding
anything. He jumps into the whirl of modern life, becomes involved in the affairs of life with his
endeavors to accumulate property and fortunes. He will think of his career, his profits, his social
life, his amusements, his comforts and his personal pleasures. He will indulge himself in everything
and permit himself everything. And why not? For him, there is no God, no soul no heaven and no
hell. True, people still exist, but for him they are not fellow companions, they are only rungs of a
high ladder, over which he pushes himself to the height of honors, dignities and glory. It is thus that
he lives twenty, thirty, forty and maybe even fifty years.

During all of this time that is so precious and so unutilized, he will not deny anything, he will
not affirm anything because his duties in life do not give him even a moment of time to think about
God of the affairs of God. His spiritual organism fell into a lethargy, a deep morbid sleep which
borders the state of apparent death,. The hunger of his mind, heart and soul for God had already
died within him. He lives like a machine, from day to day. If you ask him why he doesn’t pray or why
he doesn'’t fast, he will tell you that he doesn’t know why, or he may say that it's because he didn’t
pray yesterday, last month, last year or in previous years. It is because at one time, maybe a long
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time ago that he stopped praying and he himself does not know why he did so. Maybe because his
friends didn’t pray, maybe because his teachers made fun of praying and maybe it's because his
father didn’t pray and didn’t bless himself at meals. He has no other reason or explanation. Maybe
he will even admit that he believes in God, that he does not deny the existence of God; for him, that
ends it all. He still sleeps, because God is not in his life.

The heart of such a person is like that ancient empty palace with all the shutters tightly
closed, whose owners had died and the family, having nailed all the doors and windows shut, went
to Florida or California. The soul of such a person is like that temple from which they evicted God,
threw out the altars, put out the lights and smothered the incense. In past centuries, a lack of faith
brought about falls from virtue, especially sins of immorality. The atheist therefore, called out in
horror and disgust.

During our present times, crowds of people fall into that lethargy of unbelief. Among them
are people who are sincere, not corrupted, who for years, many long years did not fulfill any of even
the simplest duties towards God. A French poet wrote thus to his son: “I trust that since you are
trying as best as you can to be a perfectly honest person, you must understand that the first
condition is that you give to God that which is of God.” The people of today give very little or
nothing, really, from that which He is due, and despite that, they consider themselves honest,
perfectly honest. Isn’t that strange? Conscience, common sense, the voice of the people, the
testimony of centuries confirm that always and everywhere people believed in God, they placed
their trust in God, they worshipped God, they maintained a connection and relations with God and
found their strength and their courage in God. To those who are in the stupor of the lack of faith in
our times, reality does not reach them, neither does reason, nor common sense, nor the voice of
ages, nor the voice of God. They see nothing and they hear nothing.

We are living in a century in which man has made great strides in many domains and the
human mind with the knowledge and permission of Divine Providence has made discoveries and
inventions of which the people in the past had neither dreamed of nor imagined. The power of the
human mind had assumed enormous dimensions. We are witnesses of the miracles of astronomy
and physics, in chemistry and biology which change almost day after day making better and
perfecting the conditions of life. Mankind has gotten drunk on knowledge, science and progress and
thus no longer speaks, but loudly shouts -  alone, I tell and that’s enough.” That not only circulates
in the air and we breathe it, but our meals are seasoned with it as are all of our beverages which we
drink, prepared with it. Therefore, self-conceitedness and pride are the reasons why today so many
people live without prayer, without any petitions, without any thankfulness, without an altar and
without God.

Educators, regardless of their convictions, tell us of the corruption that is related to atheism.
This is what one writes: “Contagious doubt, cold and obstinate atheism hold sway today in every
young soul; a flagrant immorality that is written up as terrible in the yearbooks of every school and
in the recollections of every child.”

Another person testifies: “They are surprised at the immorality, the lack of faith and the
corruption of our times. Go into the first good school and touch that so-called youth. Call out into
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January 11, 1948
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Because of my radio work, various types of people write to me concerning various matters.
Normally, I am not very impressed by the contents of these letters. In the course of so many years of
this difficult and draining work, | have become rather thick-skinned and ordinarily | can overlook them
and go on to the order of the day. | don’t allow myself to be thrown off balance. In spite of that, when |
read a letter that was sent to me a few weeks before the holidays, | felt a certain stupor and indignation;
maybe because it was written by a girl of Polish descent, of a supposedly Catholic family. Listen to this
letter, and please don’t be scandalized. The letter comes from a small town in New England and is dated
December 10, 1947.

“You said, in one of your programs that a person can be happy, only when he returns to God and
adapts his life to the teachings of Christianity. Isn’t that some sort of a fairy tale and old world bug-a-
bear in order to keep people in darkness and slavery? People are eluding you and more and more of
them are falling away from your religion, therefore you are now beginning to frighten people.

I am 22 years old and | completed my studies at the university. | am the only child in our family.
Although my parents had me baptized, they never attended any church, they never prayed and yet they
acquired property; they gave me freedom at home. They never taught me any prayers and they did not
force me to go to any church. When | turned 16 years of age, they told me that | could choose whatever
religion that | wanted since they did not want to force any faith on me.

| attended a high school where, despite the fact that God was never mentioned, the school
building never collapsed. In fact, it still stands today. Since | did quite well in all my studies, my parents
sent me to the university. It was finally here, that the professors opened my eyes and explained that
every religion was invented by people and serves only to constrain a person, limiting his freedom and
teaching him bigotry. They showed how religion is a help to the weak-minded, the helpless and the
mentally sick who need an injection of some sort of opium in order to stay on their feet in their battle
for being and existence. For people who are normal and fully developed, faith is superfluous. It is better
to believe in one’s own intellect and one’s own powers rather than relying on some sort of distant and
unseen God, Who if He really does exist, does not care about people. The schools have confirmed my
unbelief in God. Furthermore, up until now, | got along without God and things were not bad at all for
me. | can continue to do without God.

Presently | am dating a young man who is not Polish and he, too, is an unbeliever in anything. |
think that | will be very happy with him. We both share similar outlooks on life. We have no intention of
bringing any children into this world that is so uncertain and unquiet. Why should we? For them to
become cannon fodder someday and end their lives in the defense of others? We both agree that one of
us will never obstruct the road to happiness and satisfaction for the other in any possible way. We are
both convinced that we can help ourselves without God and without any religion which would only be
an obstacle for us.
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In married life, there should be more understanding, tolerance and freedom for bother partners
in order to satisfy the married couple and not any sort of prohibiting regulations. In this progressive age
of the twentieth century, there is no room for the outworn beliefs of past generations. Freedom of
thought and conduct should be the motto of people who are enlightened and progressive.”

May | add that this letter was written in excellent and faultless English. Do you wonder that these
inferences from the lips of an American girl of Polish ancestry not only puzzled me, but they alarmed me
and to some degree they filled me with indignation.

From here, we proceed to today’s talk entitled:
A HOME WITHOUT GOD

When we speak of a family in our present times, not like a family should be and the kind that
God wants it to be, but only of such as it is in reality, the kind that modern people create. At this time
we are touching a very touchy subject because modern marriage is nothing other than a painful drama
of unbelief, a deplorable phenomenon, filled with many and varied calamities and unhappiness. Right
from the beginning, let us calmly examine from where, in reality, the family traces its beginning or
origin. | am excluding the theories of certain progressive cynics, who on the principles of a strange
philosophy as their only criteria, they recognize the satisfying of the need of animals. They teach and
write books that the origin or beginning of a family flows either from the senses, from the intellect or
from their interest.

Not at all! The family emerges from something much nobler than the senses, from something
warmer than the intellect, from something deeper than interests and profits and property, personal
gains and profits. The family comes from the heart. The heart is the foundation of the family. The heart
is the architect and the builder of this fortress, stronghold, castle, temple that is called family. Loving
hearts which do not demand, do not claim for themselves any recognition or praise, but forget
themselves in total dedication and sacrifice under the condition that it will remain so not for a month,
not for a year, not for several years, but forever, until death. Hearts create a family. Moreover, hearts
create everything that is the best and most perfect in the world. Here, too, we must admire the wisdom
and goodness of the Creator, because not all people have a good and healthy intellect, neither do all
people have property and money but, every person has a heart, even one who is bankrupt and most
wicked.

Considering the fact that a family is created by hearts which by nature should be bottomless
wells of love, it would seem that there is nothing easier, nothing simpler than to create a family. | repeat
— it would seem! However, in reality, that is not the case; history, as well as experience testify to this sad
reality. The heart was always helpless in this situation which seems to be so natural, so simple and so
easy. It could love for a while; it couldn’t love for a long time, forever, in the holiness of a one and only
union.

From the beginning, man did not want to admit his weakness and his impotence. He was forced
to call upon the law, the support of society and of the legislature of his country. Even this was not
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enough. It was weak, vile and rare. There were however laws authorizing polygamy and permitting
divorce. These laws sanctified all of the weaknesses, fancies and caprices of the heart and opened wide
the doors of marriage to a variety of wickedness and all kinds of brutality. Thus, these hearts, even with
the support of the law, did not know how and could not create any real families, nor could they make
the family one, indissoluble and venerable.

It was necessary to take this higher, It was necessary to go to God and there, at the foot of the
altar beg for the grace to be able to love with a sacrificial love and a love that is devoted, does not feel
the burden of time and will continue for one’s entire life. One, and only the one true religion of Christ
could lift people’s hearts high enough so that they could create a family home that is stable and
indissoluble. Only the Catholic faith did this. Other religions weakened and they betrayed the hearts of
people in this matter.

People forget that even the pagans leaned their household gods against their altars, they looked
for help from their protector gods, they begged them for inspiration and protection and they placed
offerings on their altars. A certain section of people were jealous of the happiness, purity and holiness
that existed in homes. It was too clean, the customs in these homes were too holy and the love within
these homes was too long and unclouded, so they got together to throw God out of the family and to
throw the Guardian Angels behind the doors of those homes.

What was left? Hearts. What kind? Weak, unsteady and turbulent hearts causing unexpected
catastrophes that sometimes were even bloody. The family was destroyed, the marriage bed was
desecrated by customs, the descriptions of which | can’t tell lest they poison the waves of the air, nor do
I wish to pollute the ears of my listeners. The hearts of women were trampled and the cradles were
desolate. This is how the lack of faith touched the modern home. The testimony, both of history and
that of 6,000 years of lived experience prove that hearts without God do not have the strength to
form a real family and cannot assure this family of unity, indissolubility and Christian honor.

A certain capable and well known writer once put it this way: “The first law of love is the right to
advancement and the right to growth. From its very first moment of existence, love can live, only under
the condition that it will grow. This love must intensify, must rise and become strong, through its joys as
well as its sufferings. It must become deeper through its happiness and still here on earth, through its
trials and offerings. In one word, it must go forward. One the day that it stops growing, on the day when
it holds back, it begins to diminish and love dies.

| understand that in their youth, both, he and she flatter each other and the face and eyes of
both are worthy of the feelings of love. In this age of dreams and roses, they believe that love will
always grow in grace, beauty and winsome youth. Reading the nice statements about the nothingness
and the short duration of everything, that flowers wither, that roses fade and that the emotions of
human hearts are similar, they consider such statements as pompous and exaggerated.

| am so young and beautiful and so certain that | will always be loved. But, unfortunately, much
time is not needed, and sometimes not even a full year, in order to be convinced as to how much time
that always is worth.
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True, love must be controlled, her marked boundaries cannot be trespassed, love must be
innocent and beyond reproach, because this makes love more lasting, deeper and sweeter. No person
can accomplish this without God. It is still more difficult to maintain a growth in love. What kind of
advice and what kind of remedies are prescribed by moralists who are unbelievers without any
denomination? “Since you do not love anymore, it’s because you haven’t looked around enough and
you haven’t grown deep enough” teaches one. “In the soul, there is an eternal rejuvenation. When time
ruins one wreath, in exchange it braids another. From the golden hairs of youth to the gray ones of old
age, beauty undergoes change, but it doesn’t disappear.”

Another claims, “You do wrong by only looking at one individual. Look at all of them. Try to see
in them all of humanity. One individual has shadows and blots; humanity doesn’t have any. Human
nature is beautiful.” Nonsense. Rubbish. Shallow and empty arguments. We are talking of the essence,
of personalities and of a person, and not of humanity. These same people still have one more
prescription, namely — FREE LOVE.

This again is a sad admission that a person does not want to maintain his love on a leash, he
does not want to keep a tight rein on it, he is incapable and too weak to maintain a true and holy love
and keep it for a longer time. Free love is inconsiderateness, a whim, a repugnant thing. Someone
wrote: “Free love is a wild stream over whose taming certain progressives have no power and it spreads
devastation everywhere. But no, that is not the last expression of their impotence. You will fall lower;
you will fall down to despising love, down to the abuse of skepticism and corruption.

You begin with the worship of love, of putting love on the altars and you are ending at the point
where you are sneering at love, like from an empty dream. You will trample it under your feet like a false
god and with this you will bring about the eternal extermination of the family which cannot live without
love.”

For the happiness of the family, for the sake of national and world peace, no one is permitted to
take away from the family true, faithful and noble love. Because if love does not exist in the family, it
will appear on the exterior in a hideous, ugly form. It is not permitted to remove God from this love,
because only God can maintain this love on the level of an intelligent and worthy person who is on the
proper and normal tracks without any deviations or derailments. God gave the family certain laws and
woe to those who disregard and break these laws. Religion teaches above everything else, beyond
pretty features that are momentary and passing, to pay attention to genuine beauty: the soul created by
God, redeemed by the Son of God and sent to earth for a short time. We can, who is able to designate
how much everlasting food such a sight gives to young hearts? Who will tell how many of them He
guarded from those vulgar cliffs against which pure love and the human heart crashes? Then, old age
can come, the features of the face can change and the face can lose its charm and grace, but that will
have no effect on the soul which perfects itself day by day, whose beauty shines through ever more
intensely in the measure of getting closer to eternity. Death comes and at the edge of the grave they can
say what a certain noble and pious old man said: “Our happiness lasted forty-seven years and our love
never fell to the level of plain friendship.” Therefore love and a love that is constantly growing is the
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fundamental right of the heart as well as of the family. This right is so sublime, so noble and so ideally
beautiful that it cannot be realized without God, and so much more —against God.

There is another tendency in a person’s heart that is just as beautiful and no less noble, without
which the existence of a family is unlikely. If there was only happiness in the family, if there was only joy
and a growing love, that would be a great thing, but it would be always only worldly and human.
Fortunately, there is a sacrifice and it is exactly that sacrifice that makes that family divine.

A certain Catholic writer left us such thoughts: “Marriage is not only a contract, it is above all
else a sacrifice and that is a two sided sacrifice. A woman brings to this sacrifice that which God gave her
and is her most precious possession and was the object of her mother’s most solicitous care. Her first
beauty, her health and at the end, the ability to love, which is possessed only once in life.

A man, on his part, brings the freedom of his youth, those irretrievably happiest years, that
ability of dedicating himself to his beloved that is only possible at the beginning of life, and that effort of
loving, beautifying and sweetening her life. These are two bowls —in one there is beauty, innocence and
purity; in the other is a love that is intact, and a giving of oneself forever to a being weaker than oneself.
It is necessary for both bowls to be equally full if this union is to be complete and blessed by heaven.”
Such is the reality, such a perfect act that is embodied in marriage. From that moment, there are a
thousand bonds reminding them that they are no longer their own possession because they have
already surrendered themselves to each other. There are many external circumstances that hurt them
together and sometimes one is hurt by the other. Marriage that begins in a flowery paradise often ends
up on the cross.

Love that wants to exist without God soon shatters and is scattered. It pains me to speak ill of
the human heart because there is nothing more beautiful, but, however that heart, that big heart, is
sometimes so very small. Which human heart does not grow weary with suffering? Which heart does
not grow faint and hide from difficulties? Which heart knows how and is capable of sacrificing herself for
a very long time for someone who is dearly beloved? After a few years it is for such reasons that those
deaf ill humors and misunderstandings occur between the married couple which they don’t know how
to conceal before other people. It is that icy coldness, and in the end, everything collapses.

It was not that long ago that they were so very much in love. And now? Now they can’t stand
each other. The very presence of one fills the other with disgust. Why? Because they didn’t dedicate
themselves. Despite these facts of life, there are certain people who do not tire in their efforts to expel
God out of the family. Will married couples without God know how or will they want to sacrificed
themselves more or for a longer time? Just the opposite will happen. Bitterness and disillusionment will
fill the home. Meanwhile there where prescriptions are written out by the hands of progressives of no
denomination, there where the means are given by unbelieving moralists, everything is empty and
ineffective.

It is religion which gives strength, fortitude and balance. It places before the eyes of those
whose union it blesses a severe ideal, but at the same time it strengthens their will in order that they
may be able to reach that ideal. It takes into its hands that love and from it, creates a solid and lasting
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reality. It raises that love to the dignity of a sacrament from which flows the strength to keep that
transitory yes until death. Now this young couple is able to go out on the hard paths of life. They will find
thorns and sorrows there, but they will never be beyond this couple’s strength or beyond their courage.
An everlasting, secret strength will always support them so that they can fulfill their obligations. Peace,
harmony and love will prevail forever under their roof, for even if there are crosses there, there will also
be the force of God’s grace. Woe to those who do not want God in their love. They will not avoid the
burdens of life and they will not be able to lift them. They will be overtaken by sad days, days full of
suspicions and misunderstandings which often end up as tragedies, the like of which daily stain the
columns of our daily newspapers.

We must remember that a husband and wife, even if they are most closely united, they still do
not constitute a family for that is not yet a comOlete heart. On the united branch of the husband and
wife, a flower appears — a child. Someone asked, “Is it a flower or a thorn? In any case it is the object of
the noblest pride and the purest joy. But, for a father worthy of that name and for a true mother it is the
object of the most painful anxiety.”

This is true. This tiny and beloved individual, by its coming into the world evokes not only a smile
on the lips of it parents, but at the same time, it darkens the brows of its father and mother on account
of the heavy responsibility. They will have to watch over not only his health and physical life, but he also
has an immortal soul, and they will have to educate that little soul. They must instill in that soul dignity,
honor, purity, feelings and faith; they will have to inspire this child with self-respect along with love for
God and people. And if this child should fall, if the frequent storms that are so violent in our times
should bend this weak plant, they must know how to speak to their child, how to warn him and how to
lift him up. However, if this child should become obstinate and left by a side road that was criminal, they
will have to weep, moan and beg their Creator for his conversion.

Who would now even dare to think that he could handle these duties and these responsibilities
without God? But, if you do not believe in God, nor in immortality nor even in the existence of the soul
and if your child is, for you, just a tiny bit of matter, matter that came together accidentally and is
predestined for oblivion, how will you be able to care about the spiritual good and everlasting things?
You will not be the father of the souls of your children. Unfortunately, you will not even be a father at
all.

You will twist and talk yourself out of the duty of imparting life to your progeny, out of that third
law of the heart and the family; you will throw away as if it were the greatest burden of life, the
privilege of fatherhood. You will not have children, but you may only have one child in order to pass on
your name and your estate. That only child of yours will not be properly brought up; he will be idolized
and spoiled precisely because he is an only child. He will be your tyrant during his childhood, he’ll be
arrogant as a youth, and maybe, and very possibly, your shame and someday, your great pain. So heavily
and so severely will you do penance for this sin that you either threw God out of your home, or you
never allowed Him to come in thinking that you could get along without God. You will either not create a
family, or if you do create one, it will be your punishment and your shame. Thus, you as well as your
family will be pointed out by good and noble minded people as a lesson for others as to what they
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should avoid for their happiness. You will be like those remnants of wrecked ships that are kept on
dangerous beaches as a sign of warning for sailors.

In whatever country unbelief spread, wherever unbelief slipped in its ugly paws, it was there
always that in the first place the bonds of marriage began to loosen. The best example of this is France,
where already years ago the sanctity of marriage was acknowledged in theory and principle, but in
practice, they disregarded that in the highest degree. It is not even worth mentioning France in these
present times where the ministers and other officials of government take pride in their conquests
beyond their marriage and the honorable government posts they fill with the fruits of their adultery.
Look at what is happening since the time that the red flag with the hammer and the sickle began to fly
over Russia where the leaders legally lowered the human family to the level of animals, insisting that
marriage is a transitory act, a matter of contract and need and later dissolved with the help of a few
words written out on a card. Listen to what the heads of the Third German Reich taught their youth —
“There are no illegitimate children because none of them are legitimate; by every method, support the
ties that are the result of passions and patriotism.”

There are certain lawyers here in our country who write arguments in defense also, saying —
“The will of the married couple constitutes the essence of marriage; therefore a change in this will,
dissolves it.” Or they write — “Because of the nature of marriage, whose basic foundation is the free and
independent will of the husband and wife and because this personal freedom cannot be taken away
irretrievably by any agreement.” Is it any wonder that in such marriages, without an altar and without
God, there is an increase of not only separations from bed and table, but divorces are multiplying like
crazy so that fear and concern fill the minds of those who are thinking of the future of the nation. Just as
women change off hats, that’s how often they are changing husbands. Husbands are not yielding at all
to their wives who in their eyes mean exactly as much as worn-out clothing. The disappearance of faith
in the family has erased chivalry in the men, has ruined nobleness in the women and in the child, it
wiped out the child’s honor and respect for his parents.

A family that has been afflicted with a lack of faith bears many wounds. Not only does the bond
of marriage loosen and break, but their parental authority is undermined and totters. Everyone
complains about this painful fact which they misinterpret and they deplore it. There is no doubt and one
does not need any special gift to notice the change which takes place in the relationship of parents to
their children and children to their parents.

In the past, the father of the family was everything; father, lord and judge. The father exerted a
certain influence both, on his wife and on their children. Such families no longer exist. They were blown
away by the blasts of modern democracy; they fell apart under the eruption of modern progress
especially under the pretense of the upbringing of children.

As to the first point made, | agree totally with the writer who in his book Democracy in America,
he underlines this pronouncement — “I don’t know, whether generally speaking, society loses with this
change as customs and laws become democratic and the relationships of fathers with their sons become
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closer and more sincere. There is less of formula and authority and more of confidence and love, and it
seems that their natural bonds became closer, in proportion to the loosening of social bonds.”

Then he adds — “In order to appreciate the difference in this regard, it is enough to look over
home correspondence from past years. The style is always correct, ceremonial, stiff and so cold that
heart-felt feelings can barely penetrate these words. Meanwhile, in democratic countries, in all of the
words written by sons to their fathers, there exists a kind of relaxed feeling and at the same time, it is
intimate and tender, which at once shows that there were relationships in the womb of that family.”

Yes, there is a change, and it is a big change, but unfortunately it was not only in the
relationships of fathers and sons, but, at the same time, in the father’s authority which underwent a
certain evolution and became not only modifies but also, was decreased. That authority is disappearing.
Why? Because of the activities and propaganda of educators and pedagogues who themselves have no
faith and who have but one aim - to erase and to remove faith from the world. This clique of a very
large group of unbelievers take the side of children against their parents; they defend the independence
of sons and daughters against parental authority; they defend the whims, the escapades and the
laziness of young people against the lived experience of parents. What they don’t think up to abuse
parental authority. They always end with their model statement — “We must tie up and cut down this
authority.”

| am very interested in knowing who made and is making more mistakes and allowing more
abuse. Is it our parents of long ago, who under cover of an external severity that hid their hearts of gold,
or our modern youth, wanton and relaxed that are romping and skipping about according to the
principles of freedom from parental authority? Yes, the relationships in the family have changed to such
a degree that the authority of the parents has decreased to zero.

During the times when fatherhood had not yet lost its charm and splendor, they believed that
within the family, the husband was priest, prophet and king. Priest, so that he would offer to God his
prayers, together with the prayers of his wife and children. Prophet, so that from his personal
experiences and those of others, he could somewhat foresee the future and teach his wife and children.
King, so that he would show his wife and children the way and lead them to happiness. God Himself
placed such assignments and duties on the shoulders of the husband and father.

That the father no longer has these roles is the misfortune of modern families. He is not a priest
because he no longer prays and he doesn’t know how to pray. He can’t be a prophet, because, not
believing in anything himself, he does not possess the key to the understanding of many things. He
doesn’t know how to be a king, because how can he lead others to happiness since he himself doesn’t
know where and in what happiness lies, not does he know the means by which one attains happiness.

The lack of faith in fathers called forth a terrible reaction against parental authority. The atheism
of the fathers of French families in particular, who were abusing this right, ended the centuries old
authority of him who was priest, prophet and king, so that a certain deputy could call out to the crowds
— “The authority of fathers no longer exists.” To this the crowd answered with a shout of joy and
satisfaction along with resounding applause that lasted for a long time.
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At the same time that the father lost faith and all authority and charm and was no longer the
head and leader of the family, in the eyes of his spouse, he had stepped down from the pedestal in
another way. Marriages that are deliberately childless are not only the ruin of nations, but they are a
deep and painful wound in the heart of the family. The man loses on account of this, the respect with
love, restraint, modesty, dignity and charm. A man thus wounds his companion in her most sensitive
side. He humiliates her and subjects her to degradations which she would not bear without an order.
She cannot think of him in any other way than with fear and aversion. There where abuse begins, love
always ends. These are not the only results of that violation of the basic laws of marriage.

While that wound forever lowers the man in the eyes of his companion, it also lowers her, but in
another way. With regard to her physical condition, the doctors who are thinkers see here a source of a
state of sickness that does not appear at all in countries where a fertile marriage is surrounded with
reverence.

As regards morality, the results of childlessness are still even more deplorable. A woman,
deprived in her most beautiful years of functions assigned to her by nature, if she is not then forced to
do heavy labor, she remains condemned to idleness which her active imagination cannot stand.
Therefore, she finds for herself artificial and frivolous employment beyond her home and she devotes
herself to the attractions of an absurd existence.

If, as today some married couples claim that “children are hindrances and obstacles” and they
don’t know what to do with children, is it any wonder that the spirit of the family is fading and the
authority of a father is dying out? It is only through religion that these wrongs that were done can
somehow be avenged and the harm can be corrected and above all, recognize the sanctity of marriage
with all of its goals and results.

In 1939 when | was stationed in Rome, | bought a book whose author was one of the leaders of
the Fascists. Among other things he argued that since a great number of Italian men have very little
religion or no religion at all, it would be better for the peace and happiness of the family if the women
also had none. Otherwise, there are disagreements, anger, misunderstandings, and so forth. Would this
help the situation? Not at all. This concerns the law of God and the law of human nature and doing
violence to it and breaking it always brings about painful results. In such a case where not only the
husband but also the wife would be unbelievers, the fire of love in the family will burn out sooner than
ever.

Let us reach into the old books of Scripture. From the direct words of God, our Creator and Lord
we can recognize who or what a woman is, in reality, why she was created and whether it is possible for
a woman to live without God and without religion.

Scripture tells us that when God created man, He looked at him and was filled with compassion
for him because of his solitude. Then God spoke these words that overflowed with compassion and love
— “Itis not good for man to be alone. Let us make him a helper similar to himself.” This is the vocation of
a woman. She was created to be a helper to man. In what is she to help him? In his works and his
sorrows. It is so very difficult to suffer in isolation. She is also destined to help him in his joys, in his
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dreams of happiness and in his pursuit of happiness. One does not enjoy happiness to the fullest extent
if he is enjoying it along. Since man was created not for this world but for heaven and since man is only a
traveler passing through this world he was given a woman to accompany him she travels through this
world in order to support him and to care for him.

Someone rightfully declared : “Having first loved man the most perfect of all His creations, God
decided to give him a gift and from His unending love, He gave him —a woman! Man was the lord of
|.” The fall which caused such an upheaval in the entire order of
creation, did not change anything in this infinitely wise plan of God Even though the woman, right from
the beginning, proved faithless to her calling and used her influence to turn her husband away from
God; in punishing her, God did not withdraw and cancel her calling. She remained and continued as his
helper and support.

paradise and the woman was his ange

Since this first sin covered the woman’s brow with shame, the man, now having very little trust
in her, abused her with his authority, moved her aside or oppressed her. Because of such ill-treatment
and lack of trust, she could no longer fulfill her original mission. God, loving people, decided to uplift her
and mark her brow with the beauty of her lost greatness in order that she would be able to regain the
hearts of men, the feeling of her high calling, her power and the means to fulfill it.

If you want to understand all of this, do not look at the first Eve, nor at the fallen Eve who
regretted her fall, deplored her sin and burned with the desire to make up for it. In order to perfectly
recognize the mother, the spouse, the daughter of man one must rise higher, all the way up to that
Incomparable Woman, Maiden and Mother at the same time — to Mary!

She is a woman in the total sublime beauty of her calling. In her and through her all women
fulfilled their mission of uplifting, cleansing and comforting their men, tearing him from the earth and
leading him to heaven. It is because of this that for the past 20 centuries, that universal respect, that
tender and sublime love and those fully delicate considerations have been bestowed upon the women
who adorn the Christian community. This order established by God is beautiful and unbelievably wise.
How many of these men would have drowned in their earthly pursuits, having forgotten about
everything else — about God, their soul and their future life, if they didn’t have a wife, a daughter or a
mother by their side. How many of these men in their last hour, becoming fully aware of their blessings,
will gratefully admit to their Judge: “How good it was that | was not along.” Such is the delicate, sublime,
praiseworthy and honorable vocation of a woman.

Now, who can’t see the kind of confusion and revolution a lack of faith would cause in this plan
of God and the devastation it would create in a woman'’s soul? It would thoroughly poison the pure
atmosphere of the family. When a lack of faith rips God out of a woman’s soul, when she no longer
prays, when she loses trust and faith in her divine mission, then is that wife more exemplary and more
faithful? Is her husband happier? Is a daughter who lost all of her faith going to be more virtuous? Is a
mother in whose heart faith no longer abides, going to become more self-sacrificing, more dedicated
and more conscientious in raising her children?
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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.
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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
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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




image25.jpeg
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 4, 1948
I greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

[ spent the last five years of my seminary life in Rome. It was there that [ completed by
studies and was ordained a priest by Cardinal Merry del Val. Despite a certain lack of material
comforts, | consider my stay in Rome as the happiest and most beneficial time of my life.

Our Superior, Reverend Stefan Ignudi was an exceptional type of true religious. He knew
how to blend discipline and severity with understanding and unusual goodness. Besides, he was a
very prudent and practical man, the kind that are not very often found among the Italians. He sent
us out for lectures and he insisted that we visit the ancient monuments, not only in Rome, but also
in the nearby towns like Nettuno, Tivoli, Castel Gandolfo, Civita Vecchia and sometimes, even in
Ostia and Anzio.

One day, because it was some holyday, we all went to Ostia using a bryczka. A taxicab would
have been too expensive and the buses do not travel there. We covered those thirteen miles in two
and a half hours at the cost of five lira or one American dollar. Besides, the driver filled the tank
completely with a liter flask of red Chianti. For your information I add that Ostia is located on the
Tyrrhenian Sea, near the outlet of the Tiber River. St. Monica, the mother of St. Augustine died in
Ostia. During ancient times, Ostia was a famous port. It is also famous because excavators have
found the old forum there, which is the public area where people gathered and court sessions were
held; the baths were there. Temples that were very artistically built, theaters, and so on.

A part of Ostia is built on a marshy area which the Italians call Stagno di Ostia. During recent
years they had introduced a modern canal system and had drained the water from the swamps.
They improved the area and changed it into a summer resort. The entire appearance of Ostia
changed from a poor and dried out old woman, she arose as a modern dame.

Before that, up until 1935, Ostia bore a not so glorious nick name - city of malaria. Where
did that name come from? Because its banks were covered with dirty, yellow and musty water from
which were growing high, wild weeds and clumps of thick grass in which millions of grogs, vipers,
mosquitoes and other insects were hiding that spread malaria and other diseases. It sometimes
happened that the entire population moved out of the town. They simply ran away out of fear. On
this little trip, we just happened upon a desolate Ostia. There wasn’t a living soul there. Here and
there, we spotted a little dog or a cat. Nothing else. The cathedral was closed. The wine shop was
deserted. We stood by the blacksmith’s forge and the owner was sitting in a corner. He sat, pressed
close together and on his pale brow were drops of sweat while his eyes glowed with fever and his
teeth were chattering. With a certain wonder and curiosity, we asked him what happened. He had
only one answer la mala l'aria, the evil, unhealthy air. He repeated that several times in a
suppressed and hissing voice.

At that moment we understood very little. It was only when we returned to Rome that it
was explained to us in detail that in those unhealthy waters and with the earth splitting from the
heat, there rises at summer time the sol-called mosquitoes that are the carriers of contagious
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diseases and they poison the air. Then the air attacks people and even clings to animals. With such
air, neither man nor beast can breathe without evil results. And now, to my talk:

THE DISGUSTING SICKNESS OF THE SOUL

Bishop Bougad wrote thus: “Someone said a human being is intelligence, reason.” One must
reach farther down to the very kernel and say: “A human being is love.” From that source flows
everything in him; great thoughts, eloquent words, heroic decisions, the greatest beauty of the
mind, of the feelings and of deeds, a useful life, a glorious death, everything comes from the heart,
everything flows from love. The fact is that in great souls the heart plays an unusual role. They think
with the heart, they judge by the heart, they operate by the heart; and this gives them a particular
beauty and a strange charm which no one can resist.

A human being is love searching for God in order to saturate himself with God, in order to
be happy with God. God who is totally absorbed in love searches for this human being. The human
being who is totally absorbed in his misery feels the need of God. He searches for God. God and man
meet in this wonderful temple which is the true religion; God and man, both reaching out their arms
to one another, seeking each other, uniting with each other. This is religion, this is its true nature, its
Divine essence in which God and man do the most for each other. This obviously explains to us and
to the world the endurance of religion and its eternal durability.

Very often there are some people who are amazed that it is impossible to uproot religion. In
order to do this, it is necessary to annihilate God and man. If only man would be annihilated, God
would create him again for the happiness of loving him; and if by the greatest of impossibilities you
were to annihilate God, man would be so unhappy, so tormented by the lack of God, that if it's
possible to express oneself this way, he in turn would try to create God. This is not politics nor fear
but love, heartbroken love declaring: “If there would be no God, we would have to think one up.”

Despite these truths that are so clear and so convincing, in these present times, there is a
certain mala l'aria circling over the heads of humanity, poisoning the air, sowing contagious germs.
That mala I'aria, that sickness is a lack of faith. Just listen: Read in the newspapers how underage
children are committing suicide. Fourteen, fifteen and sixteen year old boys and girls are taking
their lives leaving behind notes like these: “There is nothing to live for;” “I am bankrupt;” “I see no
sense in life;” “Life is empty and has no meaning.” Such are the conclusions of these young students
of high schools, colleges and universities in America. These phenomena are puzzling and awaken
little astonishment in the nation and even less horror and fear. To this legion of children who
believe in nothing, add the crowds of young boys and girls who have no religion and you create a
dirty picture that is tarnished and evokes horror and repugnance plus sorrow and pity.

Yes, in our present times, disbelief begins in the school age and this is no kind of drama, but
a real tragedy. The admonitions of the father are futile, the pleas and tears of the mother are
useless, because such a fifteen year old son will answer brutally - “Why should I go to church? Why
should I repeat such trite prayers?” Or when a sixteen year old daughter gets on her high horse and
very indignantly, says cynically - “prayer and church? Those are worn out and old fashioned and
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they don't fit in with times of progress and learning. If you want to believe, then go ahead and
believe, but that’s not for me.”

Or the young man, returning from his chair at the university, all puffed up and inflated with
his knowledge and modern studies, from on high, looks down at his parents and says: “I should go
to church? Why? What would I do there? My professors have taught me to believe in myself, in my
intelligence and my personal capabilities and not in some sort of your God.”

I beg you, don’t judge me saying that  am exaggerating this matter. I get very many letters
written by parents who are complaining about their sons and daughters concerning these matters. |
also get a lot of letters from young people admit that they have broken the bonds of a slavish faith
and have snapped the fetters of religion.

Exactly, someone who was reflecting on this painful topic, wrote forcibly: “This is a new and
hard to understand phenomenon. Please note that what is surprising in this is not only the age and
the early age of the fall, but also the immensity of the disaster. In the past, from the ages of fifteen to
twenty, It happened that young people abandoned some religious practices, but in spite of that, they
kept their faith. This transgression could momentarily injure the heart, even very deeply, but faith
in God, trust in Jesus Christ, prayer and the remains of the love of God continued. The smallest puff
on it could rekindle everything again. Today, all the dams are being broken and all of the anchors
are breaking at the same time. It is not only the Catholic faith that is disappearing but all faiths and
all faith is dying out. No longer are there any prayers, altars or Christ. Unfortunately, there is no
longer even any God for children and youth. Did we ever stop and consider this odd specimen such
as a student, a young boy or girl who does not believe in anything? He or she would be ridiculous if
it would not make you cry. These boys and girls who have barely emerged from childhood and are
not yet capable of mature thinking, of serious questioning and they have already thrown away with
disdain that in which they had believed, after the deepest meditations of someone like Bossuet,
Pascal, Fenelon, Descartes, Newton, Leibnitz sand Euler. For these undeveloped children, these
thousands of years of faith, these twenty centuries of Christianity and the amazing works that arose
from that faith, to them it is all lies, nonsense, exaggeration and ignorance. They look at Christianity
superficially, shallowly and they throw it away. With it, they throw away all faith, religion,
conscience and even faith in God.

Previous centuries had never seen anything like this and ancient paganism would have been
filled with horror at this sight. Don’t fool yourselves. The words, I do not believe that fall from the
lips of our youth, are not spoken in moments of great excitement. There is nothing momentary and
passing in that. They signify the beginning of a life that lasts ten, twenty or fifty years and more
often ends with death, with abandonment and despair rather than in conversion and penance. Are
our American children and youth threatened by the same fate which befell the French children and
youth where two thirds of the youth lose faith, all of their faith at the age of fifteen? Where shall we
look for the source of such an early fall? Where are the sources of this disgusting sickness of the
soul which causes such a catastrophe in the ranks of the young? The children and young people of
our times are breathing a poisoned air; the virus of moral venom, poison and corruption have
seeped into the corners of people’s minds. The hearths of homes, the schools and societies have
become nests in which the elements of disease hide. A writer described it excellently: “Not
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everyone was dying, but everyone was infected.” The children and the youth fall in great crowds,
not only because exteriorly they are fed by the attractions and inclinations of their age, but also
because exteriorly, they are poisoned by musty air which slowly and gradually poisons them.

At one time the family was proudly called “the hearth, the castle, the fortress, the temple.” In
years past, the husband and wife formed one whole and a complete oneness because they believed
the Holy Book that through matrimony they became one body and one soul. On that principle and
for that price God blesses the husband and wife with the privilege of fatherhood and motherhood.
They united their lives, their souls, their consciences with unlimited and sacrificial love in order to
give their child life in the body as well as life in his soul, in order that their child would come into
the world physically healthy with a healthy mind, heart and conscience and would develop in time
mentally, morally and religiously so that in his later years could resist all the various temptations
and be able to face every danger. It is no wonder that the children of such parents were capable and
today, they are capable of persevering through every crisis.

Today, the times are different. Husbands are different and wives are different. Parents are
different. It is not only the times that have changed. People have also changed tremendously. The
people of modern times have smashed the work of God, the temple, the home; they have completely
and perfectly torn apart the unity. All that is left are ashes and tattered shreds. True, people still
come together, but not from a love that is noble, deep, faithful and sacrificing.

One of these days I will speak more about this topic in detail. Speak about the consent, the
harmony and the union of souls. It is a waste of time because people do not take that into account;
they do not know the meaning of that. The mother believes it to a certain degree. The father is not
much of a believer or he is just as concerned about faith as he is about the earthquake in Japan. The
mother will still pray, fast and maybe go to church. The father does not clutter his mind with such
trifles. He is too concerned about his own health in order to fast or go to church. Furthermore, these
are not things for the modern man. How can you speak here about some kind of unity of souls?

The child of such a marriage may be a perfect physical specimen, but his soul will be
deficient, it will not be normal and in medical language, it would be called, spiritually rickety. Here
in the home is the first and main cause of a lack of religion in children and in youth. Here I again
quote an expert on this modern generation: “When a child begins to look about and to understand,
what does he see in his closest surroundings? Being seven years old, he notices this and in his
simplicity he questions his mother; when he is ten years old, he wonders; as a fifteen year old, he is
scandalized and he makes himself a weapon from this. And it is not a funny joke but a bitter lesson
for the parents, especially for fathers are these words taken from the lips of children: ‘Mom, why
isn’t Dad praying? Mom, when will I be big enough so that I don’t have to pray like Dad?"

Please don’t explain to me that this does not happen. How many times I heard such excuses
and explanations: “My Dad doesn’t pray and neither does my Dad fast. My Dad doesn’t go to church.
So then, why should I go? Are only young people obliged to go to church? I can live without that just
as my Dad does.”
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This child who is not nourished by the milk of faith and the good example of religion at
home, then goes to school. The schools have also changed beyond recognition,. A true school is a
religious, moral and intellectual church. Have we tightly closed the doors and gates of our schools to
prevent viruses which could poison the dignity, the meaning and the nobility of our children? Have
we sealed the chinks of the windows of the school building in order to save the children and the
young people from the fumes that poison the minds, hearts and souls of the young?; from the germs
multiplying in the heads of sophist, barbarians, unbelievers, cynics and atheists? I am thinking of
schools in various countries.

States and governments have thrown the doors and windows of their schools wide open
and for what reason? Is it so that their young men and young ladies would be able to imbibe the air
that will keep his mind and soul fresh and morally strong? No way! It is done only in order to expel
from them God and His commandments and Christ and His teachings. As a result, what has
happened to the children and the young people? Again I reach for a statement from one of the
writers in the mid-nineteenth century, who already then wrote: “In imitation of the children of
barbarians, by soon after birth plunged the child first into hot water and then into icy water in
order to make their skin insensitive to the changes in the weather, today a child is thrown from
faith to no faith and vice versa. A child walks out of the home where the father is a believer or
maybe a sceptic; he heard how his mother was affirming something which the father denied. The
child enters the school building divided in spirit and in tendencies. Accordingly, he would have to
have perhaps two souls, and he only has one. They pull it and tear on all sides. There arises a lot of
confusion in the mind of the child. Some shreds remain by his faith, others remain by his
knowledge. The child wonders at this contradiction; he begins to think that a comedy is being
played out before him, that society doesn’t believe in that which it teaches; that it has two faiths and
two moral teachings; one faith and one God for children, a second faith and a second God for youth
and maybe yet another faith and another God for grown-ups. These thoughts depress him. His faith
begins to fade and his mind congeals. His soul becomes arid and his fervor turns into indifference or
discouragement.” This was written a hundred and seven years ago.

Now let’s listen to the testimony of a modern and impartial witness who cried: “Since I was
still young, I was infected with a horrible moral sickness. I will tell you what was happening to me
for three years. Had I been the only one who was sick, I would be silent, but because many others
suffer this same sickness, I am writing for them. I was not yet sixteen years old when I already
didn’t believe in anything. Even as a child and being in school, I did not go to church. My religion, if |
had any, was without ritual and had no symbols. I only believed in some kind of an indefinite God
without any cult and without any apparitions. From childhood we poison ourselves with irreligious
writings and very early in life I sucked up from these the food of atheism. Human pride, that god of
egotists, closes my lips to prayer and my frightened soul became calm with the hope of
nothingness.”

This confession that was so sincere is not an exception. This was the general state of affairs.
Just like the soldier, who in answer to the question of whom he believes in, answered “in myself.”
Youth answered a similar question with their ready and instantaneous - “I don’t believe in
anything, absolutely.”




