[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image6.jpeg
from Block 12 who still stood as though rooted to the spot since the morning before. Behind their ranks
there is already a huge pile of corpses and those in their death agony. They have all been thrown on one
pile like bags of sand. There is no wonder since Block 12 held all invalids and convalescents, all of them
condemned to receive only a half portion of the food ration in the camp. Everyone looked with pity on
their fellow prisoners in Block 12 and with horror they observed the bloody aftermath of the day
congealed in those still in torment or those dying behind the rows.

It was evident that they still had not recaptured the escaped prisoner. What would happen
now? The evening roll call took place. The number of prisoners in each block was given; everyone was
standing in sepulchral silence — waiting. Finally, Fritsch, the commander of the prison, walked away from
a crowd of noncommissioned officers and together with Palitscha who reported to the Fuhrer and
several Gestapo soldiers approached all those of Block 12. He walked slowly, peacefully. He could feel
the stares of thousands of people and be exulted in a joy that was not human, but a kind of deep satanic
joy. What a magnificent experience it was to feel oneself at that moment to be the only lord of that
crowd of human vermin. Riches do not give one this delight; nothing on earth, neither fame nor praise
gives such delight as the amount and kind of delight given by the knowledge of having the advantage
over a crowd of people with terrified hearts who have been knocked down to the very depths of misery
and nothingness. This is my one thought my one word and | can look down from the heights on
trampled human life.

This is the way that the sadist Fritsch would think now and in similar moments and the ill-
omened signs would light up in his eyes. He stood before the rows of prisoners from Block 12 put his left
hand on his hip with a hissing voice drawled out — “Since the escaped prisoner had not been caught,
therefore ten prisoners from Block 12 will be put to death in the starvation bunker. This punishment
should serve as a warning for the future.”

A thousand people on that field of roll-call stood frozen in silence. All that could be heard was
the hurried breathing and the din of terrified hearts. Commander Fritsch walked over to the first row of
prisoners and with a light motion points out the first victim. He did this as though he was acting
unwillingly. Then he told the first row to move three steps forward. He looked over the second row of
prisoners and again selected a victim. He acted in similar fashion with the third, fourth and other rows.
Palitsch eagerly wrote down the names of those condemned to death. During that time, Fritsch strolled
slowly from row to row and took in the sight of unconscious eyes and enjoyed the terror of those
people.

The next command given was that all those who were chosen were to strep out and stand at the
end of their row. Broken people, both younger and older stepped out. They looked at their companions
with unbelieving eyes, whispering holy words, a horrid abnormal moan strangled their hearts,
smothered their breath and changed their thoughts into an accumulated, speechless cry. The lot fell on
Father Kolbe’s neighbor. “O, holy Jesus!” he moaned in a whisper. “I am to die of starvation! | have a
wife and children; they are waiting for me. God, God, please save me!”
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Father Maximilian sympathized with the pain of his neighbor. He looked into his eyes. Then he
made his decision. He stepped out of his row and heads in the direction of Commander Fritsch. “Was ist
los?” he shouted. Father Kolbe walked up to Fritsch and spoke in a strong but peaceful tone — “l want to
take my neighbor’s place in death. Please choose me instead of him.”

Everyone in that camp was on their toes, looking dumbfounded at the unearthly scene. “That’s
Father Kolbe. . .that’s Father Kolbe who is volunteering to die instead of his companion.” This was being
whispered about throughout the crowd. The surprised commander was stupefied. He measured Father
Kolbe with unbelieving eyes. Then, for a moment, it seemed that he was weighing something in his
thoughts. Then, he controlled himself and he coldly asked — “What is your profession?” “I’'m a Catholic
priest.” “Why do you want to take the place of that other man?” “He is more needed for his family than
I am.” The commander evidently still did not believe him. Again he was lost in thought because he found
it difficult to understand this strange person. Something was breaking within him, something fell with a
crash. Finally, he controlled himself. “I agree” he shouted with force and at the same time with relief.

Father Kolbe went behind the last row of Block 12, joined the group of condemned men, told his
neighbor to go back to his place and them, looked at the thousands of his companions, and peacefully
smiled to them. One of the Gestapo soldiers led all of the condemned men to the underground bunker
where they would die of starvation. Father Kolbe was whispering a prayer for the dying with a smile on
his face. He was praying for himself and his companions.

Although death by starvation is one of the most horrible ways to die, all those who were
condemned died like saints because Father Kolbe was with them. They sang all day, prayed out loud,
and later in a whisper and they died peacefully. This is what it means to have faith, and these were the
results of faith. Even the unbelieving Gestapo was puzzled by the behavior of the group that was
starving to death. What puzzled them even more was the influence of Father Kolbe on the condemned
men, and they said, “He’s really a decent person, like we never had before.” The starvation torments
lasted for two weeks. At the time only four out of the ten were still alive —among them was Father
Kolbe. The camp physician put them all to death with an injection of carbolic acid. This happened on
August 14, 1941, the vigil of the feast of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin.

Maybe now we will understand better the meaning and results of faith!
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November 6, 1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Thanks to Divine Providence and the understanding, help and cooperation of so many of our
fellow country men and women who are scattered all over this country, at the present time which is
without the slightest doubt the most fortunate in the entire world, we area beginning the nineteenth
season of broadcasting this radio program under the title The Rosary Hour. What is the platform and
what are the principles of this program in the Polish language not only in the United States but in the
entire world?

Our aim is not political; the opinions of political parties do not lie within our domain. Our aim is
neither to attack nor condemn nor judge because we believe in Christian and American tolerance. But,
to spit on and with hatred splash water on the truths of our faith, on our dogmas or to render repugnant
our honorable customs, we will not allow. It is not permitted and we cannot allow such attacks.

The platform for The Rosary Hour is the same today as it was from the beginning — to give a
short homily, explaining clearly and concisely the truths of Christ - to teach and explain these truths
regardless of whether someone likes it or not; to point out the narrow path of life over which a person
treading under the luminous rays of faith, finds peace and satisfaction on earth and a fully deserved
reward later.

Sometimes my words may seem rather sharp and bitter, but let that not fill you with distaste or
unwillingness because sometimes it is impossible to say things otherwise. From very sweet materials a
person acquires that treacherous, dangerous diabetes. If anyone wants to keep physically healthy, he
must definitely, from time to time eat rough, raw foods that may not be very tasty. The same rule
applies to the health of the soul.

If this Rosary Hour turns one person away from the path of error and falsehood, if it leads one
little lamb who was lost, this will be a reward for all of our work and efforts.

Now from this introduction, let us move to today’s talk:
THE MEANING OF FAITH

Faith, in general, means believing, or accepting something as true, not so much because it is
based on proofs, as on the authority of the one who is presenting it. Therefore, the faith of which |
speak is the surrender of the intellect to the authority of God — in other words, accepting as something
infallible everything that God has revealed. Therefore, in the strict meaning of the word, it is a gift of
God which makes man agree to everything that God revealed, because God revealed it. A believer, one
who is a strong and deep believer, never asks arrogantly and presumptuously for proofs of belief nor
does he demand reasons for believing.
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A famous Jesuit and religious writer of the sixteenth century, Jacob Wujek, gave us a clear, short
and easily understood definition of faith in the following statement: “Faith is a strong assent to the word
of God and a certainty that what God has revealed, the truth cannot be slanted.”

Peter Skarga, also a Jesuit, a polemicist and a famous Polish preacher, reprimanded the Polish
gentry and called out in one of his sermons at the Sejm: “Our faith is a heavenly gift from God and is
based on the word of God. One must look with faith on things that are invisible, as though a person sees
it with his eyes. But those people who measure God’s might with their own intellect, in the end they not
lose all of their faith, but they also lose their minds.” | repeat that these are not my words, but the
words of the immortal Skarga.

The present times are revolutionary. We can also boldly add they are deceitful and double-
dealing. Nations are not only fighting against other nations but they are fighting with God and with faith.
They are not only fighting with the Catholic faith, but with every faith. Loudly and publicly, people are
stating their lack of faith, their doubts, their contempt and disregard for matters pertaining to God. But,
that is nothing new. Fifty years ago, a writer stated that “these so-called unbelievers bring us chaos and
fog. These very same people, in moments of misfortune or when they speak sincerely, have no problem
with faith itself, it is only in regards to virtues and good Christian morals that they make reservations.
The Apostles’ Creed, or the dogmas of faith do not scare them off, but it is only the Ten Commandments
that are not to their taste.”

In order to become accustomed to faith, one must first break through the protective wall or the
Ten Commandments. Many modern, progressive unbelievers would not only accept the Catholic
dogmas, but they would also accept new or any other kind of mysteries, as long as they were allowed to
forget about the sixth and sometimes the seventh commandments.

Our present times are swarming with professors, writers and commentators who affirm that
faith is an absurdity, nonsense and just pure fancy. Or that faith is nothing else but the clever invention
of the priests or the clerical institutions. | admit, and | do so most willingly, that faith would be an
absurdity if at least one truth, one article of faith was contrary to the healthy common sense of a person
of average intelligence. In faith are found truths that surpass human intelligence but, there isn’t even
one that could stand as a contradiction to human intelligence. Besides, how many mysteries are there in
nature which, even the most skilled and the sharpest human intellect cannot and doesn’t know how to

grasp and subdue?

The objection that faith is the invention of clerics is both funny and very childish. All you have to
do is read the New Testament. There you will learn that faith, true faith has been revealed by God and
the mysteries of that faith have as their foundation the words, the witness and the guarantee of God.
Let this suffice for the time being.

What meaning does faith have in the life of a person? In 1939, after the outbreak of the World
War II, | was sent to the Balkan States to visit the Polish refugees. In Rumania, already in November,
there already were thirty-two army and civilian camps holding more than 250,000 men, women and
children. | was often in the Polish Embassy in Bucharest conferring with Ambassador Raczynski
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concerning my tour in the camps in order to learn the sad fate and misfortune of the refugees. The daily
flow of refugees increased and grew.

As far as | can remember, this was November 16. Among the Poles in Bucharest, news spread
that a few days before in Poznan, Mr. Bocianski, an official of Poznan took his own life with a shot from a
revolver. Rumors affirmed that the cause of his suicide was the furious activity and the cruel
administration of the conquering Germans. This news caused sad and painful impressions in the
diplomatic circles, because this official was generally known and respected, both on account of his deep
faith which he never hid and also on account of his hard national attitude.

Exactly two days later, the ambassador informed me that that news turned out to be false and
that Mr. Bocianski had come to Bucharest that night. Do | want to get acquainted with him? He will be
here within a few minutes.

In the course of our conversation, the door opened and who walked into the room with a smile
on his face, but Mr. Bocianski. In greeting him | expressed my satisfaction and joy that | had the good
fortune of holding the hand of a person who despite the cruel treatment of the conquering enemy, had
the courage to live. He smiled peacefully and kindly and spoke in a quiet but firm voice: “Father, only
weak people who are unbelievers commit suicide. | am a practicing Catholic and a Pole and not only by
name.” As he was saying this, he became very serious and tears shone is his big, dark eyes. Here you
have a living example of the meaning of faith and the effects of a deep and convincing faith.

Now listen to some stories. These stories are not taken from the first centuries of Christianity,
nor from the Middle Ages but from World War II. This is about a man of our own times, a heroic martyr
in the habit of our Order. | am referring to Father Maximilian Kolbe, who died in the concentration camp
in Auschwitz on the eve of the assumption of the Blessed Mother, August 14, 1941.

Father Maximilian was born near Lodz on January 7, 1894. In 1910, he received the habit of the
Franciscan Order. After he made his profession, his Superiors sent him to Rome for further studies
despite the fact that his health was frail and weak. In Rome he received his doctorate in philosophy and
theology. Shortiy before ordination, he severely injured his index finger of the right hand. After
conducting strict diagnoses, the doctors declared that gangrene had already set in and it was absolutely
necessary to amputate that finger or else the cleric Kolbe would face certain death.

The removal of the index finger would constitute a canonical impediment to his ordination to
the priesthood, therefore, Kolbe would not agree, nor allow the operation to take place. Instead, with
the confidence of a child and with deep faith, he placed the entire matter in the hands of the
Immaculate Virgin. To the amazement of the surgeons, his finger healed and Kolbe returned to good
health. Out of deep gratitude, cleric Maximilian made a vow dedicating his life to the service of his
Mother Immaculate.

In 1917, Maximilian organized the Militia of the Immaculate. The purpose of this organization
was “to make every effort to convert sinners and heretics and to sanctify everyone through the
intercession and under the care of the Immaculate Mother.”
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Kolbe was ordained to the priesthood April 28, 1918, and he returned to Poland. Despite very
many difficulties, by January, 1922 he began the printing of The Knight in Cracow. Then, in the autumn
of 1927, he began building the monastery printer near Warsaw. In February, 1930, along with four other
Franciscan brothers, he went to Japan where he built a school in Nagasaki and established The Knight in
the Japanese language.

In 1936 he returned to Poland and against his will, he was made the Superior of the monastery
printer called Niepokalanow or The Immaculate One. Under his skillful management, Niepokalanow
developed and grew at an astonishing rate. The Knight reached a million at each issue. Their daily paper
My Daily Paper became the most popular and the most read daily paper in all of Poland. There were
over seven hundred people living and working in Niepokalanow where they produced ten different
publications, while at the same time they were being educated to work in the religious and mission
fields. The entire life at Niepokalanow was based on hard Franciscan poverty, on voluntary self-denial,
on one’s total dedication to the service of the Immaculate Mother. Such an ideal state of affairs could
not last long.

Already in the first actions of the war, around September 12, the German troops robbed
Niepokalanow carrying off machinery and other instruments and tools for printing into the heart of the
Third German Reich. The almighty Gestapo also entered the monastery and Father Maximilian, along
with forty of his religious brothers were arrested and deported to the prison camp Amtlitz near Berlin.
The conditions there were terrible; starvation, beatings and inhuman humiliations. For some unknown
reason, after three months, the prisoners were set free on December 8.

These monks did not enjoy freedom for long. On February 17, 1941, the Gestapo arrested Father
Maximilian for the second time and put him in the Pawiak prison in Warsaw. Towards the end of May,
they transferred him to one of the most brutal and most terrible prisons — Auschwitz. As he did in
prison, so also in this concentration camp, he kept an unruffled and calm spirit, encouraging others with
warm, sincere words to have faith in Divine Providence and to trust in the never-failing help of the
Immaculate One. He heard confessions day and night, comforting the disheartened and often giving his
own starvation portion at meals to another.

The man in charge of the Auschwitz concentration camp at that time was a cruel, vengeful,
heartless person named Krott. The prisoners named him The Bloody Kapo or Foreman, but even this
Krott, in the peace filled eyes of Father Maximilian was not the Bloody Kapo, but a poor, miserable, lost
person, worthy of compassion, pity and love. What does it matter that for two long weeks he had
personally placed weights three times heavier than ordinary on Father’s back or in his wheel barrow,
and with beatings forced him to run back and forth? All of that Father Maximilian regarded as nothing.
To him, all of that was terribly funny and small. And what of it that on the last day of the second week
Father Kolbe fell under the weight he was made to carry, and Bloody Krott kicked him black and blue,
broke a pole over him and then ordered him to be placed over a stump and he ordered the strongest of
his helpers to beat and beat the priest until the end? Then later, he ordered them to drag the
unconscious priest into the swamp, cover him with a pile of branches and await his death until evening.
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Krott, when he was free, was a career criminal. He suffered from an inferiority complex which
caused him to flare up in painful, horrible madness at the sight of the peaceful, quiet, gentle and yet
such very strong eyes of Father Kolbe. “I must finish off this damned person” he would say loudly to the
other prisoners, every time his eyes met the strangely gentle and serene eyes of Father Kolbe. He
couldn’t bear their look. He must put them out, otherwise he will go mad. Therefore, for this, his own
oppression, he must take revenge. It would be in such a way so that the siow dying of Father Kolbe
would be measured out from hour to hour and would create in him a terrible emptiness, a black
emptiness in which he would see himself as a miserable worm, abandoned by people and cursed by the
other prisoners and by God.

However, Father Kolbe did not die under those branches in the swamp. When his companions
were carrying him back into the camp, Bloody Kapo Krott walked alongside him, satiated with his
victory. “Here they are, dragging this living corpse who undoubtedly will finally die tomorrow, or the
longest, day after tomorrow. Then, with him shall finally die those strangely penetrating eyes.”

Father Kolbe now laughs at these strange memories and looks at them as the arduous road
leading him to his Immaculate Mother. Oh, yes, he had traveled the whole world, from one end to
another, from Niepokalanowa in Poland, to Niepokalanowa in Japan, but the road was straight, gentle
and while. That last section, leading through the concentration camp of Auschwitz, would seem to be
the most difficult to others. However, to Father Kolbe, it does not seem to be the most difficult but just
the opposite. It had been steep, very steep, stony, with sweltering heat, painful true, yet somehow, at
the same time, it was joyous. Father Kolbe smiles, because he is wise with that wisdom of a soul who
believes, that one must walk the road of blood, sweat, tears and suffering in order to win the prize and
happiness.

In the sick room of the concentration camp, Father Kolbe underwent a very serious case of
pneumonia. These were beautiful moments. In his feverish hallucinations, he looked into the huge blue
and enormously good eyes of his beloved Immaculate Mother. Later, he returned to earth; his fever
slowly subsided, but the sick prisoners who surrounded him were not that fortunate. Their sick hearts
and sick souls could only be cured by the Word of God. With his feverish lips, Father Kolbe was throwing
around the sky-blue kingdom the words of God and those around him were listening as if they did not
want to believe. “Is it like that for him?” “O, yes, it is no different. Are you weighed down by sin? Come,
my dear brother, to confession, to me. Come very close to my bed, for | still am unable to move. That
way, so that no one will see you. They are an unfortunate people, they report on others in order to win
favors for themselves like a beaten dog wants to gain favor with his owner by fawning. Therefore,
stealthily come to me. Pretend that you are telling me about your closest relatives — for example, about
your last letter from your family. Meanwhile whisper your sins and be sorry for them. And above all,
firmly believe in the protection of our Immaculate Mother.” He talked long and with great love.

Towards the end of July, 1941, one of the prisoners escaped from the concentration camp. Block
12 from which he escaped and where Father Kolbe was. All prisoners are standing outside on the field
two days without having anything to eat. Towards evening of the second day, the rest of the prisoners
arrived from work and stood in rows on the open square. They all looked with pity at their companions




