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March 11, 1951 /

Dear Countrymen and Countrywomen, | greet you with the words: Praised be Our Lord,
Jesus Christ!

Radio broadcasting is difficult. The work is hard, but it is, at the same time rich in the
harvest of satisfaction, because it often is not the only pillar of fire, which leads man to
understand the purpose and meaning of life, which in these modern times is so
beautiful, and at the same time terrible. Contemporary people were witness to inhuman
and barbaric events during World War Il. From the end of the conflict which shook
country borders, unleashed the forces of evil, tearing down the fundamentals of
Christianity, civilization' religions, morality, and the worth of human life! The world is
experiencing some kind of discontent, cautiousness, and fear! The feeling is even more
dangerous since it encompasses all of humanity. It is now that mankind feels and
understands that in this societal subversion he became as it were a lost man, and
strives to find self and the Christian principles and find the lost path leading to belief in
God. How clearly Gustaw Mocinek shows us everything, when he writes that "we went
astray and we have become like a cluster of wayward children fearful and lacking
peace. They do not know which way to go to get to the brightened windows in which
could find the feeling of peace and lack of danger. Grim and cruel events of the past
twenty-five years, introduced havoc into the hearts and souls of people. Man feels
cheated, completely cheated and curiously abandoned. He stands motionless, his lips
pursed, with a dogged expression. He continues quietly: "Now | believe no one and in
nothing." Amazed and not amazed since the philosopher's saying with the neo-pagan
moralization: "Man killed God and now is akin to a wild wolf baying in despair and the
dark night." In our times of evil and of doubt and fear, there will always be splendid,
noble and people with love and sacrifice for neighbor outright oblivious and
misunderstood. God resurrected in order to prove that despite of the seeming triumph
of temporary evil there is the triumph of good and God. Realizing this, onto our talk
entitled:
"TOMB OF THE JUNGLE"

Rene Belbenoit, a French criminal, with a life sentence, write of his escape from
he historical "Devil's Island", which lies at the end of Brazil not too far from French
Guiana on the Atlantic. It belongs to a chain of islands: Salvation Isle, St. Martins, St.
Joseph, King's Isle and - Devil's Island. In the eighty sixth year of French existence, it
sent out twenty five thousand hardened criminals of various calibers of thieves. Half of
the prisoners died in the course of the year. The rest were lost in the Jungles from
snake bites or mosquito bites. Devil's Island earned itself the name as "Hell on Earth”
because no one escaped from it to return to France. The prisoners were treated
brutally, without mercy. It was a concentration camp. Napoleon IlI, in 1852 sent out the
first contingent of prisoners sentenced for life. The government suppress the prison in
1938. Here's what an author writes: "After lengthy planning and preparation, it so
happened, one summer evening, avoiding the guards of this most guarded penal
institution in French Guiana, we started escaping. When we were past the electric
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lights, our journey was not as dangerous. We had foresight of troubles and in what we
needed for our escape. At the Acarouany River hidden amongst the bulrushes was a
boat made by us out of thick untreated brush but to us it was a veritable ark. As we
broke forth from the shore a sharp under toe pushed us quickly. The ocean would
greet us with freedom or death. The moon shone through the cloud cover. Behind us
stood Devil's Island, the fatherland of the prisoners. A giant, named Grand Marcel, our
leader knew the territory well. He led us to a small dale in which, at one time, was
located a prisoner camp. We were supposed to spend rest of the night here. | went to
the side for a while to pick up some dried branches to start a fire. The wooded area was
thick with prickly undergrowth. | moved slowly being careful not to slip and fall into a
hole. Despite my being careful, | fell. Picking myself up | started to move aside the
leaves and the weeds. | couldn't believe my eyes. | saw a cross a part of which jutted
out above the ground; it was what tripped me. | turned around and asked, "Who is
buried here?." This is the grave of Fr. Pierre!" - Marcel whispered, and said no more,
but moved aside some of the debris that had cluttered the unattended grave which had
covered this cross in this ungodly remote place. "And who was Fr. Pierre," | asked
more out of curiosity rather than of surprise. "Father Pierre was a prisoner like both of
us," he answered. And muttered to himself, "An he was sent by God." He spent twenty
years on Guinea for murder. From the time he came to Guinea, to the penal colony, he
added two more murders to his criminal record. He was a giant in growth, and had the
build a shaggy bear. He had a short neck, hardly visible, to which was attached a head
like a eared jug. Two bulging eyes sparking. lips curved with the expression of disdain,
anger and slyness. He had the appearance of a tame orangutan rather than a human
being. From his lips rained words and sharp phrases, dirty and blasphemous. The
words, "Messenger from God" were whispered with a certain reverie coming from anger
and with the taste of criminality. An hour later the four of us, prisoners sat in a hut,
around a smile fire, which protected us from the large moths which circled around and
above us. Marcel sat peacefully, in deep thought, something unusual about him and
looked into the flames and smoke which flowed straight up. From time to time he
directed his attention to the cross. Finally, not looking at us, he spoke with a measured
voice: "At this moment | am picturing Father Pierre and hearing the evening
announcement when the guard with a thick voice called his name at roll call and he
responded, "present." We listened attentively, "I met Father Pierre for the first time on
the deck of the ship, Martiniere, which was used by the French government to take the
criminals to "Devil's Island!" Under the deck were five prisons cells of iron into which
were packed six hundred criminals. Among them was Father Pierre! The prisoners
hated him because they knew his past, and who would have cut him into pieces but the
guards were present. They felt filthy in his presence, and seeing him saying the
breviary or the rosary was disgusting to them because this piety was not consistent with
the fact that he had murdered a woman in cold blood. Was he not guilty for this heinous
crime. Although he was defrocked, they still treated him with disdain. They spoke to
each other about how Fr. Pierre was the pastor of a small church in San Remo, in
France. At that time his parishioners not only held him in esteem, but sincerely loved
him as a pastor and a father. But a terrible thing happened, which shook their peasant
hearts. On the other side of the street in front of the rectory was the most magnificent
building in the whole town. A widow named Duval lived there. She was well- born and
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had a small fortune. She was noted for her good works. Father Pierre was a recipient
of her generosity. She hob-knobbed with the peasant people. One winter morning, the
people heard that the maid came in and found Mrs. Duval dead. The body lay near the
bed. The body was bloodied covered with many wounds. From the looks of the room
there was a battle, and the perpetration used some kind of heavy weapon in the
murder. The reason was fairly evident. From the beginning, all indications were that the
murderer of Mrs. Duvall was Father Pierre. - yes. No one else but him. People went
from the house to a small door in the wall of the church and behind the altar. It was
generally known that murdered woman always locked the door with a key. She must
have opened the door to someone that she knew well. And whom did she know well
and trusted ... Fr. Pierre. A will was left in a drawer in her bureau. She left everything to
Mrs. Duval. And what clinched the accusation was the fact beside the rectory was
found a bloody cassock which was the possession of Fr. Pierre. It didn't even occur to
those who found it that it was Fr. Pierre's who willingly admitted that the item was his.
At the trial, Fr. Pierre, did not deny openly that he was the murderer. His repeated
defense was "As | stand before you, | am not guilty before God! The court sentenced
him to life in prison on Devil's Island. It was tantamount to death. After a three week
journey we landed on the island covered with bogs covered with bugs. After a day, we
proceeded to the wooded area within the island. Father Pierre went with us and worked
as much as we did. He never complained about the work assigned to him and if he
notice one of his fellow prisoners short on their quota he helped them and didn't say a
word. He never sought our compassion or mercy. But on every possibility he showed
much understanding, patience and goodness. He was a strange person, a very
strange person. After a while we had forgotten that his was a defrocked priest. Who
knows whether more than one of us began to disbelieve that a man of such a
character, could really be a murderer. After a year, the authorities sent me as a
hardened criminal to Oraput. Oraput is truly a hell on earth. We had to work in bogs
with water up to our waist and huge mosquitoes. In a short while all of came down with
malaria. After two months in this den of death, Father Pierre came to us. The prison
authorities sent Father Pierre to be in charge of the hospital, because the former
prisoner was stabbed by a patient who had gone berserk and later was shot by a
guard. The infirmary was just a shack built like a skeleton of boards which were
painted with lime. It was ready to be worked on and so provided the possibility of
earning money. One could secretly sell cotton, bandages, aspirin, iodine and other
items in the pharmacy where the prisoners could get into. When Father Pierre took the
job opportunities became better. if one of the prisoners got sick with a fever, Father
Pierre would give him good dose of whiskey which was forbidden. And if we received
bananas or cigarettes he would pass them out to the sick. He never wanted any money
for them. His striving, care, and goodness was very much appreciated by the prisoners.
Janitors and guards treated him with respect and bestowed on him their trust. Everyone
in the camp knew the reason for his incarceration, but despite that | saw more than
once how the older and hardened criminals, asked him to hear their confessions.
When on the military authority of the tending doctor, they closed the camp at Oraput,
Father Pierre asked to be transferred to the nearby island of St. Louis when the
prisoners fell into leprosy, and was called the island of lepers. This island is just about
five hudred yards in length and lies in the middle of the Maroni River. Here, deep in the
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island, each leper lives in his own hut. Each has to do his own cooking, do his own
laundry; in a word, he has to take care of himself until he eyes close. The one good
thing these poor lepers had to look forward to was when, when, in the morning a
motorcade brought in provisions for the day or when the doctor came to the island to
see how the prisoners were faring. No one cared for the sick and the authorities were
glad when the lepers died in a sort time and were concerned whether they used up too
much medicine. The authorities permitted Fr. Pierre to serve the lepers on the island.
He served them with great concern and bandaged their wounds. In five years, Fr. Pierre
was hardly recognizable. He changed physically. He was a walking skeleton. Skin and
bones. However his demeanor was not changed. Calmness and peace showed on his
countenance, and some kind of unearthly joy glistened in his eyes. His great soul there
was the greatness of a hero. It made an immense impression on us. At this time no one
wanted to believe that Fr. Pierre was that "degraded" murderer, evil doer and prisoner.
We discussed that many time between ourselves. That Father Pierre was silent about
his reason for being there, he continued to be silent. After his ten years of working on
the island caring for the lepers, he had a new visitor. He was named Groscaillo, a
professional thief, inveterate thug, and incorrigible bandit. | knew him because | worked
with him in the jungle for eight years. | will never forget him. What a hideous face. It
looked threatening and ugly with huge beard, hard, and threatening. His mouth was
always open, a thick upper lip hung on his teeth. He looked like a beast. He had
become a leper. When he came to the island, Father Pierre came close to him in order
to cleans and wipe the flesh covered with ulcerated flesh. His face had become
unrecognizably human. A mass of flesh, deteriorating. Despite this ugly appearance,
Father Pierre bent low peacefully and slowly and with a voice filled with compassion
asked about the state of health. Where he was hurting etc. Hearing the voice of Father
Pierre, some kind of convulsive impulse shook in his fever. Father didn't pay attention
to the response but began cleansing and taking care of this leper whose eyes were
transfixed on this Samaritan. In the meantime several lepers, in curiosity come to see
the new visitor whom they only knew from conversation. Some entered the hut, others
were coming in and some stood outside, waiting. Father Pierre, bent low, was
ministering to the lepers, bandaging their wounds. The newcomer pushed Father
Pierre away from himself and cried out loudly and in desperation, "No!" "No!" "It
cannot be!" "It isn't Fr. Pierre!" Father Pierre lost his equilibrium!" Looking more
closely, Fr. Pierre with a quiet voice and peaceful asked."You know me, my good
man?! | am Groscillon!" - Father Pierre stood motionless, thoughtful, looking at the
leper. "So you know me? From where? After a while, which seemed like an eternity,
Father Pierre responded, "Oh my poor man, my good man, Oh, how heavily God has
punished you? How badly? - The prisoners stand did not understand what was going
on. They were about to learn! The leper motioned with his finger indicating that he
wanted the lepers to come close to him. Then, turning to them, he said in a weak way,
"l understand well that | am dying. Listen, therefore, and | will tell you all. Father Pierre
is completely innocent. | am the guilty person, for twenty years ago | perpetrated a
murder to which Father Pierre is paying the penalty for where by being arrested,
convicted and sent to Devil's Island. | murdered Mrs. Duval. Father Pierre knew but he
didn't say anything to anyone. | repeat, | committed this murder. In the meantime, |
was the gardener and caretaker of the church in which Fr. Pierre was the pastor. | lived
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just below his office at the rectory. One evening, cloudy and dare, | put on his old worn
out cassock and put on his shoes. | robbed Mrs. Duval. | knew that she kept a large
sum of money in her house. She was a very careful woman and | knew that. | also
knew that if she saw the cassock, she would open the door. | was not mistken. She
opened the door and when she saw me she began to scream for help. | was afraid so |
grabbed her by the throat. When | let her go, she fell to the floor but she was still
breathing. | finished her off with a knife and quickly left. | buried the cassock and the
shoes in the garden. | was returning to my room when | spotted Fr. Pierre. He knew
something was up. | was nervous and my hand shook. Even though it was very cold, |
was sweating. Fr. Pierre led me to the confessional, put on his stole and told me to
confess. | told him everything | had done. | told him that | would surrender the next day
to the authorities. Early the next morning, the police arrested Fr. Pierre. In the
meantime | was young, with a full life ahead of me. | did not want to die. | thought the
police would soon come to arrest me, but they came and took Fr. Pierre away. But he
remained silence and did not say anything about me crime. He did not want to break
the seal of confession. He did not give me away and allowed them to sentence me.
Give me piece of paper and pen so that | may sign a confession with witnesses and
repair the harm | had done Fr. Pierre. Hurry so | can get this over with. "Brother," said
Father Pierre calmly, "make amends with the Lord." The Lord has punished you
severely with leprosy." Groscaillon went away to his hut. Three or four days later his
body was found in the boggy waters of the river. When the authorities asked Father
Pierre to sign a verification about the murder in San Remo, Father Pierre to the
astonishment of everyone refused to do so. "The will of God has brought me here to
the lepers" Fr. Pierre added. "God chose me to serve and give relief to the Lepers. Let
His will continue to be honored." After three months, papers came in releasing Father
Pierre from responsibility for the murder, it was too late. His health had regressed. The
doctor brought him back to the camp for a short rest, in the aim to send him to the
hospital near the prison of Saint Lawrence. But Father Pierre refused to go saying,
"These are my people here!" | wish to stay with them. He lasted two weeks and died.
The prisoners dug his grave, and the guards left the cross with him."

We listened devotedly and in silence. The silence was being broken by the
burning branches and the buzzing of a million mosquitoes who kept them away by the
smoke. An old prisoner, turning his eyes to the smoke and the cross added with some
emotion: Father Pierre was a man. A real man! None of us said anything. All kept their
thought to themselves. Before us lay a tough road filled with dangers. But no one
thought about that, because the spirit of goodness was with us, the spirit of mercy and
sacrifice of Fr. Pierre, a man, a real man. And so ends today's talk.




