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November 22, 1942
1 greet you all, noble countrymen and countrywomen, with the words: Let Jesus Christ be praised.

The Polish nation always was, and still is, a noble minded and chivalric nation! No one will take askance with these
two national virtues. It is for this reason that the polish nobility and chivalry suffers to a great degree in these times and
desperately struggles. Contemporary Polish people have their share of martyrdom. They are a heroic group. This polish
nation never took stock of the dictates of reason, but always, not only walked but sped at movement of the heart. Therefore,
Poles rid themselves of dishonesty, trickery, personal gain, and treason: naivete and helplessness: Polish vices. It is true that
the man who operates solely with his head and reason is a being of Satan, cold and calculating. A thief, a bandit, or a
murderer operates in such a calculating manner. On the other hand, the man who follows only the dictates of his heart, is a
thoughtless person, who is naive and to our thinking, foolish. In order for a person to live a balanced life, one needs to link
the head to the heart, sane judgment with sincerity of heart. We haven't learned the way yet, neither here or there. We were
so chivalric that we always forgot about our personal values and of truthfulness and worried about the rights and justice of
others. We build our own lives without good discernment, concerned with the love of neighbor, forgetting that the true love
of neighbor starts with love of self. According to the teaching of Christ: "Love your neighbor as you love yourself’! We
forgot that one of those neighbors was the enemy of God as well of humanity! We ignored that often one of these neighbors
took upon himself the attribute of a wild animal and the ugliness of the poisonous herb. Furthermore, we took the blame on
ourselves and overlooked the faults of the other. Consequently, the polish nation, instead of being ruler and lord, at least
temporarily and for a while is subjected and enslaved on its own land, torn apart with bloodshed by Teutonic talons of the
eagle and torn apart by the clawed paws of the Russian Bear.

It is time, a crucial time, to throw away that softness, always and everywhere giving way to everyone with the good-willed
Polish nature. It is time to understand: deal with the tough with toughness; with the good with goodness, with the evil with
strength and power. It is time to plan bravely and boldly. Then, keep to that plan, throughout life. And so, after the sad
assertions in this preface, we have come to our talk which is entitled:

SOME GRIEVANCES

First, I would like to read you a letter written to me on February 1 of 1942: "With pleasure and at the same time with hurt, [
listened to the Rosary Hour. 1 am pleased to hear you tell the world so openly about the terrible and brutal events perpetrated
by the enemies on our beloved Fatherland. What disturbs me is the fact that there are, in this country, Poles who are offended
by your openness and who call you, Fr. Justin, to task about your morals and love of neighbor. Let these people first
experience on their own skin, that which our countrymen must suffer through and they will change their opinion. T know
because I suffered through the hell of this war and will never forget the experience. Please listen: I experience this war in the
countryside. I saw the bombardment, the burning of the countryside and cities. I heard the sounds of the war. Ihad to hide in
forests with my young daughters - one was a two year old, the other an eight month baby. After hearing from my husband, I
was able to return to Gdynia. The way back was fraught with suffering. I had to take a circuitous route through Prussia. The
trip, which ordinarily would take five hours, took three days and three nights. I always had to wait for a train and often had
transfers. The children were sick during the trip. The little one had a very bad cold and cried continuously. I could not care
for them properly since I lost my baggage. Neither milk nor food was obtainable. When I begged people from the Red Cross
for food or milk for the children, I was told that they only had enough for their own. The director said he only had supplies
for the occupied lands. So I had to suffer and see the children cried in starvation. The officers of the Red Cross saw this and
were making cynical observations. It wasn't until Tezew, an elderly Polish lady - escaping from Gdynia - shared some edibles
with me. May God bless her abundantly for her goodness!

When 1 finally returned to Gdynia, I endured a loss of hope. The churches were closed, the priests were taken to labor
camps; crosses were destroyed. People gathered the pieces of broken crosses with sobs and prayed at these places like at the
Holy Land, hoping that even these actions would not be forbidden. Our cemetery was one gigantic tomb of our brave stricken
boys. On the street, placards gave the notification that the streets need to be emptied in a few hours. On the streets, the
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managers were picking up the younger women and girls and sending them to work. The railroad stations displayed
uncommon events. People were packed into railroad cars and shipped to God knows where. The only possessions some
people had were the clothes on their back. Those who remained in Gdynia, unless they were taken care of, would be left to
starve since one could not buy anything. Nothing was sold to the Poles. Shooting was prevalent on the streets daily. The
Polish language was forbidden to be spoken. Difficulties were everywhere. Nightly the officials road through the streets and
were announcing which streets should be forbidden occupancy. Where people had not sufficient time to get their belongings,
the officials threw them out. Truly this is one nation in the world that is the most terrible. They even wanted to throw out my
child through the window of the transport because the child continuously cried. Let someone tell me about the love of my
neighborhood. 1 had to leave my home and its furnishings and all and come here. I would feel fortunate to have arrived here
after many sufferings and deprivations to my parents; my husband is still roaming somewhere out there. 1 don’t know
whether I’ll ever see him again. I have written in summary the happenings imposed by the enemy, for those who are so
enamored of the love of neighbor. To write down the whole story would take mountains of paper and a great deal of time. I
deem it that everyone could understand the plight, the sadness and hurt of all Polish people. O that God would return our
Poland to us as soon as possible. As of this writing, an eye witness to the brutality and terrible events, a noted and cynical
Arthur Seys Inquart, a German vice-governor of the German occupied Poland, could tell the overseas press: ** We contend
that the Poles are very religious and we should not stand in their way. All the churches except those totally destroyed are
open. The priests are in charge as usual. Many times, where the priest were resistant or agitated the people, they were
forbidden to preach.” Is this in consonance with truth to polish witnesses that the churches are closed during the week and
opened on Sunday for two hours, and the Gospel cannot be read in the Polish language and all other liturgical functions are
cancelled? According to the same vice-governor “the Germans govern the Polish populace in the best way possible and in
the interest of the people and the Germans have to be severe to the intelligentsia and ultimately, “Poland is not the center of
Europe. We had to use understandable methods to communicate to these plain people!” This is the way our enemies explain
themselves and the reason for their barbaric activity.

Further, these Polish people are simple, and so you have to hit and; you have to torture and persecute them; you have to
imprison them and torture the. You have to turn them out of their own home with their goods and deprive them of their
goods, you need to pack them in concentration camps and put them to work, so it is a plain people so you need to put them
against a wall and shoot them, murder them by the hundreds and thousands. Do not spare women or children, because they
are not people of central Europe, they are plain polish people, whom you have to frustrate, and else they do not understand.”
What a neo pagan morality of the Germans. What satanic logic of the German governing powers.

This is the way our brainy invaders are under the impression that they still may lie to us and that we will believe them. The
biggest liar is their possessed leader who hides in the castle amid unapproachable walls Berchtesgaden. He lies non-stop and
without any aim to it, he lies to his own, he lies to others, he lies to the whole world. That is why already from July 1936,
Pope Pius XI, said with discomfort: *“at one time, it was possible to believe the German Nation. Today almost no one can
believe them and no one does believe them. Because to don’t hold to any of their promises. They lie to everyone.

But let me return to the further story of the bloody events playing themselves out on the Polish soil by the occupation of the
mean thugs. We cross the wide waters of the Danube. We head for the camp of the immigrants at Tulcea — Tulcea, a
Romanian City situated near the delta of the Danube and not too far from the Black Sea. What hardship and poverty among
the distressed dwellers. They circled me and hung on my every word. I cheered them up, telling them that here in America
we do not forget about their plight and will never forget. Not only that but we will give aid to their country. The whole
group started crying. The sight of grown men crying touched me to the degree that I had to pause in my talk to them. Some
strange emotion took hold of my heart. It was not only the emotions of sympathy and pity, put some sadness for the
barbarian perpetrated wrongs and the tragedy of the Polish nation. Please imagine this: 1 have before me around three
thousand men far away from their homeland, from their homes, and from their families. Suddenly this crowd burst out with
loud cries! Before my eyes, neither children nor women cry but only the men; these men who planned and built for the
coming generations, without complaint or murmuring. Now all is gone. The hand of the invaders devastated the fatherland,
destroyed homes, destroyed families. These crushed wanderers, having undergone these tragedies, weep.
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After having ended my talk and preparing to leave, a young man with chauffer’s garb stood before me. He looked at me
timidly as if deciding whether to say something or not. He decided, maybe because he saw the tears on my face, and asked if
1 would come aside with him. We moved away from the crowd. He murmured, “Father, the enemy has shot you guardian in
Kalisz, because they found a map of Poland among his possessions. In Gniezno they transformed a church into a temporary
prison for Jews and in the cloister they have situated the police. The evacuated your friars from Poznan. 1 was in Poznan
where they took down the representation of Christ the King! They found a casket there in which a document with the names
of catholic men and women activists. The Nazis fished out all these people, some they shot, others they sent away.

The more important women they locked up in their homes. To Kalisz they gathered their compatriots. The Polish young
people, both male and female, they first locked up together; then at night they stealthily drove them out of town — where, we
could not ascertain. 1, personally, did not see, but heard than in several places the gathered together the polish children and
they hacked them with submachine guns. I did however see how they shot two young Poles. They put them up against a
wall and two officers were shooting at them with revolvers. The young people held their hands in the air and looking at their
aggressors sang: “Boze cos Polske™!

On the captures grounds, they threatened the Polish people! It’s fearful to think when you hear about the murders, the
poverty, and the suffering of the unarmed people.” “Father”, my wanderer continues, “I was in prison for three weeks in a
prison in Poznai. [ saw the barbaric treatment of the elderly and the young; the guards beat them. They wound, beat out
their teeth, and break their bones. In Poznan, the authorities force and rip children from their mothers’ arms and send them to
holding centers. Young mothers are sent to camps or to forced labor.” At this time, my speaker deeply wept and finished,
saying, “Dear Jesus, why must our nation suffer so greatly!?” “Have we sinned so seriously?!” “No” I tried to comfort him,
holding my hand on his shoulder, “there is no need to think that, and no need to say that” Christ was betrayed and crucified.
God permitted this to happen. Did Christ indeed suffer for his own sins? Certainly not, because he was without sin, he was
the son of God! He suffered for all of humanity, for the sins of others. God permitted even the crucifixion of Christ, in order
to demonstrate the true meaning of man and the worth of the human soul. Christ suffered in order that he might resurrect and
show himself in glory and majesty. The same thing is happening in Poland today. Certainly Poland sinned. Every nation
sins because it is composed of human beings, and we all are sinners. God is not punishing the people of Poland so much for
their sins, He however chose Poland in expiation for the sins of the whole world. God permitted the sufferings of the Polish
people so that this tragedy, might open the eyes of the whole world to the atrocities and the brutality of the executioners and
the oppressors.

God is convincing his people, that His Son who through his suffering, passion and cross, saved mankind and, in the end, rose
from the dead. Just as the Polish people through their suffering, passion and cross saved all mankind from the hand of the
Godless executioner from Moscow and the clutches of the pagan Nazi butchers, and in the end it will raise from the dead,
more powerful and beautiful as ever. * The wanderer listened and cried. And I with him.

In the hamlet of Lacu Sarat is a camp of young Polish shooters. All men fifteen to eighteen years old. There are between
seven and eight hundred of them. They are under the aegis of Romanian Soldiers. They live in barracks fastened together
with bamboo and held together with clay and lime.

The barracks are without heat, without flooring and without glass in their windows. The expatriated men sleep in a
large trough, put together with wide boards. The have to coverlets. I meet them before breakfast. They are ready to eat the
heavy and dry Romanian bread and drink the bitter tea. What a scene! I sit between them. They give me tea and a piece of
bread. 1 ask the men, who willingly and plainly respond to my questions. When the swastika arrived in Poland they were
vacationing in a camp under the aegis of one of the former Polish generals. The old general, knowing the Prussian
disposition, led them behind the boundaries of Poland. He acted rationally, because in that manner he rescued them from a
shameful death. One of the men, Lech by name, related with pride how he tore away their flag (banner) and wrapped it
around his chest, brought it to Lacu Sarat. He gave the flag to some polish officer who took it to France. Today, that flag
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flies above Polish soldiers.“The banner will be returned to us when we return to the fatherland,” asserted the man with
emotion and wiped tears with the sleeve of his uniform. The young soldiers take me to the chapel which they built with their
own hands. Although there is no priest, the expatriates gather in the evening and say the rosary and sing pious songs. There
are no organs but the men improvised. A few of them know how to play the accordion. They asked the soldiers who found
the instrument... and now they sing polish songs to the accompaniment of the accordion. In addition, on Sunday, one of the
professors reads the Gospel to the men. When we were ready to leave the chapel, the men started to sing “Boze co$ Poske!™
They did not weep, as if leaving Bucharest, because these young people was convinced that Poland was not lost — and the
Providence of God watches over it. Beside the barracks there were some Polish officers standing. I hesitated before them.
They fought in the defense of Warsaw. One of them said, “Father, every home in Warsaw is used as a hospital since all the
hospitals were completely destroyed the German bombers. Let the enemy explain why they chose specifically hospitals and
churches. There are no more hospitals: Infant Jesus, St. Lazarus, Holy Spirit, and the Red Cross have been destroyed. Dead
bodies still are at sight.  The barbarians promised that after the disarmament, we can remain in our places

Already the second day they began to search us out, arrest, kill and transport us out. From my hiding place I saw the gun fire.
In the group of those sentenced to death were two old men, two women, a boy and a girl. Later I heard of the reason for their
killing. Everyone had lived in the same place. In the rubble the police found a radio. They did not to whom it belonged, so
they shot all of the inhabitants. Their corpses lay where they had fallen. There was a lack of medical materials. The
wounded suffered and died without relief or help. What will be in the cold and snowy January and February?” The officer
purses his lips and wrings his hands saying: “Suffering needs justification and the death of the executioners. A measure of
Jjustice is called for by the Polish martyrs, the entire people from the very old to the very young.

As of a few weeks ago, Vatican Radio announced certain facts which confirmed the enemy executioners’ brutality, the
persecution and murder of the Polish people. In order to call attention to the correspondents beyond the borders of Berlin,
Greiser the governor sent an invitation to see only Poznan. When the correspondents communicated with the ministry of
foreign affairs and the ministry of propaganda, about permission to come to Poland, they received an abrupt reply: “in the
current moment, it is not possible™ and “maybe later but under strict observation my German authorities!” A very revealing
reply. And in the meantime, the devils with the gold and green apparel hotly proceed with the work of exterminating the
Polish people.




