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March 1, 1942
| greet you, my dear compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ.

On Ash Wednesday we began the holy season of Lent, a time for penance and contrition, a time
for contemplation and mortification. This is nothing new, isn’t it? And yet, this year we find
ourselves in a different situation. We find ourselves in a totally different situation than that of
the last twenty years. Then, we lead normal lives, today we are at war. We are at war that no
one wanted, neither the country, nor we, the citizens of this country, nor the inhabitants of the
United States! We have a war forced on us in a deceitful and traitorous manner by the sons of
the yellow race from the country of the rising sun! The eighth of December, on the feast of the
Immaculate Conception, the patroness of these United States, above Pearl Harbor appeared
squadrons of bombers accompanied by fighter planes and within the blink of an eye the whole
hell let loose, and on a peaceful people, a hail of bombs of all sizes and types rained down. The
bombs caused fires which covered the heavens with their fiery tongues and heavy smoke
covered Manila. Other planes came through the wall of smoke which were killing the people
with machine guns. Finally it had happened. The enemy struck on unsuspecting and brought us
war. We lost marines, soldiers and civilian people. We found ourselves at war and are in it since
three months. Do we realize this? Do we behave as though we know what war is? Do we know
that any day or night the same thing can occur over our cities? Do we want to bring before our
eyes burning cities and villages, burning public buildings, churches, schools and private homes?
Can’t you imagine the rattle of machine guns spewing on you and yours with lead, crippling and
death? Don’t say that that is impossible, because that’s what isolationists of different colors
averred up to the 8" of December 1941, If already today the enemy submarines are waiting at
our shores and sink our ships, it is also possible that they will attack us from the air. Despite this,
the huge number of our citizens sleep and dream! They live as though they didn’t give a care, as
though they didn’t know we are at war! They are under the impression that present war is just
a game which does not impact their lives. These are the short-sighted, lazy and negligent
individuals! We sit down at tables. Leave these tables with stomachs over-stuffed, completely
unaware of what is happening around us. The war doesn’t concern us. With today’s talk | will
bring before your imagination some of the timely pictures of the war.

It Is Good To Recall And It Is Good To Remember!

In the London Polish Daily | found the following article: “Long ago, before the war, when life
flowed with a peaceful, even current, when we didn’t understand the word tragedy, the song
that filled our churches sounded with different tones: gratitude, triumph, joy or pleading. The
first sound of desperation sounded only when September, 1939, was reaching half course, when
very surprised eyes finally saw the truth. The cities and villages were burning and golden
tongues of fire of burning grain were reaching the sky. The planes drew signs of death in the
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skies, the young bodies and plowed fields were covered with blood, and the menace grew
stronger and stronger in the blue September sky. In city churches bombed by the enemy and in
village churches that were surrounded as yet by silence, sobbing people but strong, decided and
sacrificial sang pleadingly: Holy God, Holy and Strong. They sang closing their eyes to what was
taking place around them, with the unfailing faith they believed that God can do everything: He
can put out the flames, silence the machine guns, stop the bombers, and end the human hatred,
which spreads death, and change the war into peace. But God did not give the sign to quiet the
elements. The war, like a fierce wind, enveloped the world and scattered us throughout it. We
went from country to country, not knowing where we will see the next day or where our travels
will end. The cities and people around us changed. They spoke different languages. Everything
around us was foreign and different, only one moment remained the same, the moment of
common prayer in which with a pleading song we begged God for a better fate. From a tiny
Romanian church, the lips themselves formed the ancient words and so infrequently sung now:
”Bless, Oh, Lord our free land.” In the Polish church in Paris, where there were still shadows of
hundred-year old prayers, our songs traveled to the skies in the London churches, and carried
with the aroma of incense upward were the prayers and songs in a far-away country where
every Sunday ardent songs with unfailing faith continued their plea: Holy God, Holy and Strong.
Everyone sang this song: men, women, dignitaries, those who accounted for nothing, soldiers
and officers, good people and bad. It is a repeated and utterly filled with wonder moment
where people, so frequently at variance with one another, walking their separate ways, all of a
sudden join together and become one thought, one heart and one voice when one hears this
powerful voice that no tragedy or force can silence, fired by the unfathomable faith, it seems
impossible that God did not hear it Even if He is far away, sometimes that voice will reach Him
and move Him. For it cannot be that such ardent, faithful and stubborn pleading would be
unanswered. May be God will finally hear ...”

What will you say, those of you who haven’t felt any consequence of war? Polish wanderer,
thrown out of their native land, torn out of the embrace of their loved ones, scattered to the
distant and foreign lands, swallowing their own tears, fall on their knees and pray! And you? You
who are at home with your wives and children do you say your morning and evening prayers?
Do you go to church not only on Sundays, but even during the week for the Lamentations of
Christ’s Passion or those moving Stations of the Cross? You don’t want to deliberately bend your
head and knee? Good! God will permit that fate will strike, unsuspectingly, suddenly and
quickly. Then you, too will stammer out with tears in your eyes “Holy God...”

An editor of a Polish paper writes thus: “There is no need to look in far-away places to meet
with Polish tragedy. Not a day passes without a Polish story. Human castaways here walk
around like shadows and are jealous of us. They are jealous because we lead a normal life, that
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We have our own homes, families and our own recreations. They speak to us with a
hidden bitterness. It hurts that they know that we do not understand them. But, how could
we understand that this displaced person has at least ten dollars in his pocket and then —
an abyss — darkness. What a great distance exists between their daily concerns to live and
a concern about tomorrow, their dreams and their lost home, about their family in
enslavement and the unknown. No, my dears, we do not understand them. How could we.
We cannot think and feel the way they do! Sometimes when they speak with me I have
the feeling that their eyes curse me, that their word tremble with tears, their hidden
jealousy, perhaps even subconscious, cries, laments and hollers — What do you know?
You have it good! After an hour you will go home to your family! Ah, what does it mean
family? What does it mean home? What does it mean work, salary? And 1? You see this
old clothing? Winter is coming and I need a warm coat. Do I have to stand in line and beg
for an old coat? You can buy yourself a new one. Oh, yes, [ was, I had. I had a fur coat in
Warsaw, I had a home and I had employment. My sister was taken somewhere to Siberia.
Her two small children were taken away from her. my brother is in the concentration
camp, my wife and child are in Poland. Where? Who knows? The four walls of my room
do not give me an answer. Sometimes I ask the dark night: What’s happening with my
wife and my son Adas? May be he is sick. I remember his warm, tiny hands on my face.
What do you know? How could you understand, think feel the way I do? One time [
asked one of compatriots to dinner. We went to the restaurant. I wanted to be a good host.
Music started to play — melancholy, quiet as a whisper. The contour of her face changed
as though they went dead. She stiffened. She fought for control and finally gave in. She
began sobbing by the whispering music. “Please forgive me, she said. This reminds me of
Warsaw. I cannot listen to music now. It hurts. Between us exists a deafening expanse of
life. Our hearts are ripped to shreds!

Listen everybody! You cannot imagine what it means to be displaced, to be taken from
home and placed in the concentration camp or to forced labor camps! You do not know
what it means to be exiled with uncertainty as to the fate of the members of your family!
Suppose this black hour would befall you and yours. Then what? To avoid this and to
safeguard yourself and yours, this is not the time for poetical dreams or politics or sleep.
You must work each in his own profession. This is not a time to murmur and criticize.
You must help your country in every way possible by being a good citizen to observe
ordinary and extraordinary laws during the time of war.

A few months ago, a mother and daughter returned from Poland to Buffalo. An American
man came to her husband and with a cold tone in his voice was asking how, really, is it in
Poland. The Polish man gave him a very clear picture of the situation drawn in blood. He
described the sacrifices of small children, indefensible women, mature youth and boys,
old men and representatives of every class and states of life. There was not a shade of
exaggeration in his descriptions. In fact, he tried to underscore the moment that Poles,
despite the satanic persecutions of cut throat Germans remains in proud and haughty
opposition, and know that they survived other tragic times in their history will survive
this most cruel one. These words did not seem to convince the America. When the Pole
told him what it means to experience hell, when he described the raids on Warsaw’s
streets, the American sneered “all this is just an exaggeration! You Poles like to
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exaggerate and make Germans look like devils, and yet the Germans are the same kind of
people like you!” “You say it is an exaggeration? Good, I will tell you of what this lady
had experienced who had lived through such a raid. “I was walking with my sister on one
of the Warsaw streets. We were hurrying to get home since it was nearing the police hour
and because they used close the gates at six o’clock when it was still day, when suddenly
on the little square which we had to pass, there was sudden commotion, as though a
hurricane blew into this quiet, almost dead corner. Onto the square came trucks filled
with assault crews and Gestapo men. There were sirens, whistles and shots, which broke
the silence on the squares. Above all, one could hear the terrified voices of women who
found themselves surrounded by these German bandits. On one side these bandits
stopped the tram and there was the greatest commotion. It seemed as if this peaceful little
square was hit by lightning. Not too far from us an elderly lady was passing and one
could see that she was from a higher class but looked emaciated and worn. With her was
a lovely young lady evidently her daughter. Like two vultures the Gestapo men threw
themselves on the old lady and her daughter. The one with the whip pushed the old lady
aside and the other grabbed the young lady by her coat and began dragging her toward
the truck. The mother, as a wounded lioness threw herself on the German but
overestimated her strength. The brutal German hit her with the revolver and as she
swayed from the blow the Gestapo dragged fighting young woman to the truck. We
hugged the fence of the square and with a trembling heart waited our turn, and I will
never forget until death the terrifying groans of that unfortunate mother and the inhuman
screams of the abducted young woman. Such scenes aren’t easily forgotten. Here an older
man fell from the blow of the Nazi while defending his wife, there a young woman fell
on the pavement pulled and jerked by black-clad Nazis. Both trucks were quickly filled
especially with women, but among them were also some men and very young boys. The
two of us were able to back out slowly toward a nearby building and were saved. After a
short while there was a death-like silence enveloping the little square. Only for a little
while yet could be heard the echo of the rumble of the bullets from the departing German
bandits. And so another raid passed. The Americans face was terrified. He finally
understood what awaits America or any other free country, for that matter, should it fall
into Hitler’s talons. At long last he understood. You husbands and fathers who sit by the
radios and listen imagine you are far away from your families, whether in the military
camp or concentration camp, in prison or deported to another country, and here the
enemy stages raids on your wives and daughters! Regardless of their purpose. Should not
this type of consideration arouse you to a greater effort that these shameful and brutal
scenes would not be repeated here in our United States? Who can assure you, that thanks
to your lukewarmness and national indifference that something similar will not happen
here? Don’t be so sure of yourself! Let France be a reminder to you!

Listen to what one Polish woman exiled to Kazakhstan writes: “I want to tell you a bit
about our life here. We live in very poor mud huts with one tiny window and no stove.
Only this month they gave us a door. / The letter was written at the beginning o
November when the temperatures reach zero./ From spring on we work very hard
physically making dung bricks which are used to fire the stoves. We also overhauled the
Cossack houses. All of this was very hard work for us. I lost 16 kilograms (321bs) and my
mother lost 24 kilograms (481bs). And the rest was lost because of great lack of food,
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which they measure out as though it were medicine or no food at all! We haven’t seen
potatoes, apples, cabbage and any kind of cereals for seven months now! We live and
want to live even at the cost of other lives, of which several were already buried in the
steppes. Besides these ordinary concerns the greatest is for our dear ones, because
everyone here left behind a father, son, or a brother, and just as I we haven’t had a word
from anyone. I don’t even know if my family knows where I am. I am suffering
immensely because I have no news about them. But I’ll continue to work like a horse and
perhaps some day God will hear my prayers and we will be together again, and if not,
may His will be done! There are several thousands of Poles here in the vicinity. They live
and so will we. Really I have grown accustomed to patched clothing, lice, dirt, that T
don’t even think of our now grazed home. We forgot about soap, so no wonder that we
have plenty of free riders! Ba, what’s there to write! You cannot imagine even 10 percent
of our life here! Despite all this, I work, work even though it is very cold and I'll continue
to work, because only those who work get those minimal crumbs of bread, and we want
to live so that, God willing, we can meet again.” To her daughter’s words the mother
added her own: “I live, and only God knows why, so that I can suffer and long for you.
There are so many of us here. Will we survive through this winter? God only knows.
Lice, fleas, mosquitoes and other crawling things and reptiles are eating us. Indescribable
suffering as no one had seen. We are very sad without a church, without holydays. There
is nothing but work and work!” Will there be among the listeners someone who,
listening to the sorrowful narrations, was not moved to the core? Imagine that this letter
was written by your wife and your mother, that mother who gave you so much and now
in her old age received as her reward the exile and death from hunger! Just think, in three
or six months the Gestapo or the yellow-skinned people will exile your wives and your
mothers and throw them into the German fields or Japanese swamps under the naked sky,
without shoes and ragged clothing. What will you say to this? Do you know that both
Germans and Japanese murder without pity the sick and the weak and the old because
they have no benefits from them as a working force? They do it cynically in cold blood!
It is good to remember this inhuman treatment of the old, the women and children! Lent
is the time of mortification and sacrifices. I aver once more, that up to this time humanity
has not experienced what we are presently experiencing. War has enveloped our country
also. Today we are at war. Who knows, I always speak of possibilities. T thousands of
our boys had to give up their lives defending our country. There are many dangers
lurking in the shadows, even though we don’t hear the bombers overhead, but they could
show up tomorrow! We must be ready for sacrifices. Without sacrifices there is no
victory. Without victory there is no peace. Without peace there is no better future for our
children. Especially in Lent we should deny ourselves some pleasure. Ask for a little less
for yourselves. Let us save, and mortify ourselves. Let us remember what others have
gone through and let us remember that the same perils threaten us!




