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November 1, 1942
| greet you my fellow compatriots in a traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ!

After the summer break, which should have been a period of rest, | return to the radio work once more.
The summer months were devoted to physical and intellectual work. The second half of September and
the first two weeks of October | spent in England, Scotland and Ireland. | saw many important things
there. | visited Polish Marines and Polish airports. | found myself in the camps of Polish Army. | spoke to
the pilots, sailors and Polish soldiers. | spoke with them and lived among them. | was in two Polish
hospitals. | saw Polish students studying at the university in Edinburg. | saw Polish commands and
parachutists. | conferred with the chief commander, General Sikorski, and twice | spoke with Polish
President Mr. Raczkiewicz. | had many talks with various Polish Ministers and members of the National
Council. | paid a visit to the English Cardinal Hinsle. The Poles have a real and sincere friend in him. |
passed an hour and a half with the ambassador Biddle, who did not spare words of praise and
recognition for Poles on British Isles and the Americans of Polish descent In the United States. | visited
the offices of the Polish Red Cross, the World Organization of Poles outside of Poland, and many, many
army institutions. | visited one and only Polish church in London and the Soldier House near the Polish
Mission. | brought with me the appeals of General Sikorski, Cardinal Hinsle and Bishop Radonski. All of
these will appear in our press at the right time. May be even, | don’t know yet, | will write about and
describe in the smallest detail this trip. This will depend on my health and the time. Right now | have
neither one nor the other. I'm just tired. Just remember, please, that | will try to give you the simple and
sincere truth. Nothing more. | did not go there to politicize or criticize. | went to see the real state of
affairs. | wanted to see how these Poles were living, what they were doing, what were they thinking. |
have the humble impression that | saw and heard enough from Poles and Brits and Scots great and the
small, and saw that they do an excellent job for Christianity and civilization. Both the Scots and the Brits,
have a great admiration for conduct and attitude of the Polish nation. I'll add one more thing to satisfy
your curiosity, | flew to Scotland on a real bomber, but don’t look at me as some hero. | was terrified. |
flew back on a clipper. To those who prayed for a safe journey for me I am really grateful. And now to
the talk titled:

All of Us Sinned

Day after day we read about the bombings of cities and towns. We read about the bombings of not only
of military points, like factories which produce military equipment and other accessories, military
barracks, airfields, and railroad stations. No, they are not satisfied with just that in these times of arch-
civilization and progress. Today’s military method and tactic is to paralyze completely the human
nervous system! That is why from behind the clouds the grey, aluminum hawks, shower the small houses
of the poorest people, the homes for the aged, the orphanages, the hospitals, the schools and the
churches, leaving behind smoldering ruins and ashes. They leave behind death, crippling and loss of
minds. That is called the total war. Do not spare anyone or anything. We only read about it and are filled
with terror. One needs to live there and hear the four-motor bombers. One has to hear the hissing of
falling two or five ton bombs under whose strike the five or six story buildings totter and fall as though
paper toys! One has to hear the rattle of machine guns with which today’s bombers are equipped. And
then, see what is left after the bombardment.

Give me your hand and | will lead you to one of the sea-coast cities. Up to 1941 the city had two hundred
thousand inhabitants. The summer of 1941, day and night there was bombardment. The bombardment
began regularly at quarter of nine in the evening and lasted till two in the morning. During the day it
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began at noon and lasted till three in the afternoon. Seven days of purgatory. This week the German
bombers swept away 85% of city buildings. Through the entire month the army and city firemen dug the
corpses out. Up to today after twelve months the city could not get rid of rubble. Here and there, up to
today, one can get a whiff of rotting bodies under that rubble. The inhabitants of that city diminished
from two hundred thousand to60 thousand. The remainder of the population walks around emaciated,
sad, worried. They lost everything they had. All that remained from their homes are piles of bricks, stone
and lime. Several members of the family were also gone. Some families were completely wiped out. The
hospitals were burned. Only one school remained. From numerous churches only two still stood, one
Roman Catholic and one Episcopal. The railroad station in complete ruin and its iron beams twisted as a
thin wire on the spool. | am speaking with two pastors. One of them, in the better times, had four
thousand souls in his parish, and now only six hundred remained. And the rest are buried in enormous
common graves. The old pastor cries and explains his weakness by saying he “never expected such
butchery of people as he witnessed a year ago. Our city became a slaughter house!”

The second pastor had four hundred children in his school and now only eighty-six remain. What
happened to the rest of them? They perished. Their tiny bodies crushed, massacred, unrecognizable.
People were gathering their little legs, arms and heads into the baskets or gurneys and buried them in
the cemetery. But they weren’t left in peace even at the cemetery. Later, a German bomber did not even
spare the cemetery. The tiny parts of their bodies were unearthed again! Such is the total war. It is
horrible and terrifying in its effects. But one must look at its results, touch these effects and shiver with
the holy anger and disgust at these inhuman, monstrous and merciless torturers and perpetrators of
total war.

And furthermore, looking at this destruction and devastation, unintentionally, such troublesome
thoughts invade the mind: “Why does humanity has to suffer all this and more? Who is guilty of this
relentless suffering? Why these streams of human blood, especially indefensible women and innocent
children? Is it necessary that people suffer hunger and misery? Will this way of the cross on which
humanity threads never end?

I'll permit myself to narrate two occurrences which will help to illustrate the matter and give the answer
to people of weak faith. In the last months of 1939 | was sent to Romania. My job was to visit Polish
camps in Romania. | went because | considered it my holy duty. Among others, | visited the camp of
Polish officers. The building in which these officers were interned was in the Romanian bogs. There were
tiers of beds from boards, no mattresses and no blankets. | sat down by one officer who suffered from
tuberculosis. | listened to his complaints and lamentations. He was worried about the fate of his wife and
his little son. Holding his head in both hands he spoke sorrowfully and sincerely: “I have the impression,
he said, that all of us sinned.” Taken aback, | asked him to explain. | received a soldier’s answer, brief and
to the point. “Because, we gave too much to the body and not enough to the soul! We cared too much
for the body and too little for the soul.” How much truth is in that answer of the Polish officer who is so
far away from his native country, from his family, contemplating his miserable situation and that of his
loved ones.

Almost identical answer | received from a Polish sailor when visiting Polish ships. I am in the port city.
Having thoroughly examined every space on the torpedo boat that was to leave in two hours into the
canal, we sat down to tea. They were telling me how the Brits respect and admire the Polish sailors for
their hard and brave work. How the boys are eager to fight. Where weren't they already? They went
from Narvik to Tobrug and they made their presence felt to those whom they met. One of the young
Polish officers took the voice. He is young, courageous and intelligent. He spoke in a serious and
thoughtful manner and said: “My boys do not know fear; they fight like veterans because each of them
has an account to settle with his enemy. To one of them the Germans murdered his mother; to the
second they hanged his father; too the third they raped his sister; to the fourth they exiled his brother to
forced labor camp. Each of them is avenging the crimes that call to heavens for vengeance. True we
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suffer as much as our own do because we are not without fault. For twenty years we lived in enmity with
each other. We lived from day to day without concern. We were concerned only about ourselves. We
forgot about our neighbor. Why should we aver that all was well among us, when in fact there was much
evil. Now we are scattered, exiled from our own homes we wander in foreign places. We hope that in
not too distant future God will be appeased, forgive us, and to the torturers give their just share.” Thus
spoke young hero whose breast was decorated both with Polish and English medals.

While in London | spoke with a certain general who holds a high rank in the headquarters of the
commander-in-chief. Among others he said: “That Providence has a very important role for in the future,
and we cannot doubt this! Our pilgrimage is teaching us a hard lesson of life, the kind of life led by the
early Christians. Today we learn of the dignity and worth of human beings. We know the kind of life
each Pole should lead. Ill-treatment, exiles, separations is the time of national relocations, which will give
us better understanding of unity and cooperation in future Poland, for the benefit not only to Poles, but
also to the neighboring countries and peoples. We suffer with dignity because we believe that our time
of trial is coming to an end, and shortly on the clock of time will sound the hour of administration of
justice both human and divine!” This is the testimony of a soldier who sincerely looks the truth in the eye
without fear, that he might see something that will shake his soul and his conscience!

On Devonia Road in London, there is a tiny, beautiful and pleasant Polish church under the invocation of
Our Lady of Czgstochowa and St. Casimir. At this church during various solemnities the Commander-in-
chief, the President of Poland the Ministers of the National Council and the representatives of the armed
forces publicly participate in devotions. Near this church is the Polish Soldier House. | chance onto some
emaciated soldiers who returned from Soviet slavery. | stop at the bedside f one of them and pose
several questions to him. He answers slowly and with difficulty. He describes unheard of tortures and
ends with the words: “That’s nothing. | am a better person today than | was in 1939. People will return to
Poland who know how to live and how to work not only for themselves but also for others. There will no
longer be any parasites and leeches.” Isn’t this grand! How consoling are the words of this wanderer who
for two years now looked death in the eye.

At the University in Scotland there is a group of several hundred Poles studying there. In one of the
classrooms, is a letter from the Primate of Poland to youth, tacked on the wall. | read: ”In not too distant
future the fate and future of Poland will rest in your hands because the generation of unyielding martyrs
and victorious heroes will crumble away crushed by torture, war and difficulties. Remember that the
Divine Providence is marking you as builders of the greatest Polish magnificence. It will be you who will
finish the edifice of the Polish Republic and you will lead her into the second millennium of glory. Give
your life already now a noble and Christian direction, a sense of being sent, a sense of duty and
responsibility. Feed your spirit with truth not phrases. What you see in the foreign country as good and
noble bring it with you as a memory and an example. We will not build a country with moral depravity
and easy life. Prepare yourselves for a simple and hard life, for sacrifices, for conscientious work and true
virtue. In your hearts, keep God and the faith of your fathers. May the Holy Spirit fill and form your souls
with the spirit of wisdom, strength and fear of the Lord so that from the children of exile you will return
to the eagles of might and grandeur!”

Each student knows this letter by heart. There is not a person in this world who thinks healthily and
deeply, who does not think that in some way all of us are guilty of the present catastrophe. Because up
to 1939 there was no nation in which a large majority did not exclude God from its life, who did not
sneer from the faith, who did not trample God’s commands. The nations build themselves on progress
without God, on learning without God, on civilization without Christ. What is man without God? What is
a family without God? What is a nation without God? What is the world who denied a place for God?
The simple people read he distinguished works of the learned. Simple people looked at those who
turned their backs on God. And those simple people were infected with the illness of unbelief! And today
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that human palace collapsed covering with its rubble the entire humanity. We all sinned to some extent!
All of should strike our breasts! God will have pity on the repentant!

in the “Soldier’s Journal” written somewhere in Scotland | found an article titled: “We were in America”.
| liked the article so much that | will cite it here literally: “In Edinburgh, on Princess Street, in foggy
Scotland, a private approach me and after saluting he asked for directions to one of our administrative
offices. When | gave him the directions he took out from his pocket a Schaeffer pen, the newest model. |
asked him where did he get this superb pen? This is what he told me: “In the middle of summer from one
of the ports in Egypt an unusual cargo left the port. Several hundred from the Carpathian Division,
among them some of those who managed to get away from Russia to the Middle East, were packed onto
the British ship. They were given orders that many of their colleagues would envy: their job was to escort
several thousand of German war prisoners to America. Poles escorting German prisoners! They had them
below the deck. What a satisfaction! What an augury for tomorrow: to escort tens of thousands and
hundreds of thousands German war prisoners the way they did us yesterday!

It seems that ours could not regret it enough that Germans were so submissive and courteous. They
hardly breathed. None of them looked crookedly at us... The Germans were so very amazed that they
met Poles everywhere: in France, in Norway, in Libya, on the sea in the air. There were several who were
in Poland in the last year and they said: “It is a hard nation, they didn’t even want to speak with us. While
in Poland we could not go by ourselves anywhere for we weren’t even sure of the hour! There will be a
horrible massacre...”

The sea trip of several days proved to be a real rest. But that what awaited us on the American soil
surpassed all expectations. Sir, Lieutenant, said our soldier, American Polonia stood on its head, literally,
to make sure our life there as pleasant as possible. Would you believe the entire families came to visit
not only from New York or New Jersey, but even from Michigan, Wisconsin and even from Californial”
Scores of people came every day to pay us a visit. The commander-in-chief received 300 telephones a
day. The telephone company asked the chief to limit speaking to one minute per person, because the
others who were waiting to speak were not very patient.

The American Poles came in hordes with invitations to their meetings, to receptions, to banquets. From
New York alone came several hundreds of invitations. Besides, the Polonia never came with empty
hands. Everyone who came to the camp had something under his jacket: be it a chocolate, cigarettes,
shavers, watches or fountain pens, the newest, Schaeffers. And with the wrist watches ... that was a
whole romance. To the Lieutenant-Colonel S. came Mr. Leonard Wojnicz, an industrialist. He had six
wrist watches in his hand and asked the Lieutenant-Colonel to choose one as a sample. He would make a
wrist watch according to the chosen sample, for every soldier who came to America. When the
Lieutenant-Colonel hesitated, Mr. Wojnicz said to him: “Sir, come down to the car and | will take you and
show you the street | swept about forty years ago when | came to the States. Right after that | will show
my office and my bank account. | can afford this gift today. It's my pleasure that a Polish soldier will wear
on his wrist a watch from me. “He could not refuse. The next day they brought an enormous box and in it
watches, and more watches!

Polish women did not shirk the efforts to remind the soldiers of home receptions, dinners and home-
made goodies! There were dances, too, which left unforgettable memories. My speaker had a smile on
his lips as he described the events. The American Army would not be outdone. They, too, prepared all
sorts of receptions at which they lauded the Polish soldiers saying: “One can learn much from them!”
The American press devoted many article to the Polish soldiers as well as the Polonia press did not skimp
the praises. The soldiers, | was told, have many clippings they saved as souvenirs. When | will return to
Poland, to my village, my speaker said, | will invite all my American friends. | have over a hundred
addresses. | did not know, he said, that we had so many brothers and so many friends in America to
whom Poland is a second fatherland. They spoke with us about Poland so wisely, that no one would
guess that these Poles were in America so long or already were born here. Every one of my colleagues
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remembers the names, the faces and everything that was said to us. At every greeting they assured us
that they will help Poland and we in turn assured them that we will greet them sincerely and
enthusiastically in Gdynia, Poland.

After returning to the States | was very surprised and taken aback that women and young ladies were
complaining about the industrialists and American government that at Christmas there will be a great
lack of Nylon material for stockings. To these crying and complaining women all | have to say that in
England, Scotland and Ireland women walk without stockings, and the rest use repaired hose. No one
complains! “This is war!”

Mothers, wives, fiancées, sisters, write to the soldiers frequently. And when you'll write for Christmas,
don’t forget to send them a packet of wafers.

Do not stop buying war bonds regularly, because this will provide our pilots with planes, our marines

with ships and our soldiers with tanks. And so “keep’em flying. Keep ‘em sailing. Keep ‘em rolling. And let
us keep on praying!”




