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“| listened to him then, as to a person who is not normal. Because | didn’t believe that he was
really condemned to death. | only then understood him and | humbled myself before his heroism, when
a writer from his block brought me the news that he had been hanged this morning.”

Finally, the description of Bogdan S. - “This happened on a Sunday. | came for the High Mass. A
few persons who were intellectuals were standing in front of the church. The bell rang for Mass, but
none of these individuals moved and neither did | because | was afraid that they would take as a pious
person.

Meanwhile, our intelligent people were all conversing. | was also sort of talking and even
laughed when they told jokes, but | was standing like on hot coals because | knew that if | am late for
this Mass | commit a sin.

Finally, being nervous to the highest point, | furtively withdrew and what relief and unspeakable
joy | felt when | was inside the church and learned that the Gospel had not yet taken place. | don’t know
how things go in other parishes, but at our parish, only the elite gather in the sacristy before Mass. This
brotherhood normally stands the entire Mass and they barely bend the knee during the Consecration,
but nervously, they immediately rise. Evidently, they fear that someone may judge them as being pious.

Later, | walked out amongst the youth who were in church. | took my mother’s rosary out of my
pocket, first | kissed the crucifix just as my mother used to do and | began.

| remember that apparently | seemed to be peaceful, while in reality, | thought that the choir
and the entire edifice of the church was falling on my head; white flakes danced before my eyes, but |
overcame this crazy fear. Today, | notice something interesting that my companions are bravely and
peacefully praying there.

| remember when | was little, that my mother said prayers at home with all of us every evening.
| don’t know why she later stopped doing that.

As for my father, | never saw him praying. Thus, | no longer fear that anyone at home would
consider me as being pious. Every evening, | gather everyone in our house, including my father, and
together we say our prayers before the picture of Our Lady of Czestochowa.

Neither do | fear that strangers will make fun of me when | enter someone’s house and say —
“praised be Jesus Christ,” just as this was always done at one time. That’s how | greet people also, as |
walk down the street.

The fact that they call me pious, the ground beneath me does not burst open because of that.
Should | be ashamed of the Father and especially of such a Father as God is?

| swear, that wherever | find myself in life, whether in the army or as a civilian, in church or on
the street, at work or in administration: “I will always and everywhere confess in prayer, that God is my
Father.”
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| have given you those three above accounts, because in our present times, prayer is going out
of style. Prayer is becoming something outdated, obsolete, a relic of the past. Only simpletons and
backward people pray. Prayer may still apply to women and children, but to others? Why?

If there really is some sort of
God, supposedly He sees all and knows all, so why pester or impose upon Him? Finally, God demands
good deeds from people and not prayers. Whoever wants to let him pray, but I have a lot of other things
to do.

For all such naive and capricious excuses, | remind you that sooner or later, Divine Providence
will strike them with a staggering blow, press them to the wall and then, despite themselves, their knees
will bend and their lips will begin to whisper: “Our Father For as our ancestors rightly would say: “When
there is fear, then turn to God.”
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November 20, 1955
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

The tempo of modern life, with the help of modern discoveries, moves forward with ever
increasing speed. People’s lives conforming to modern demands, have assured shapes of streamlined
lines, becoming modern in every domain and at every step. Unfortunately, this is not always for the
benefit and advantage of people.

Modern life according to the opinions of the most modern people should cast off all accretions
of past ages and dress itself in the robes of the newest cut and fashion. Therefore, all that has been
sanctioned by the traditions of many centuries must be thrown into the trash and man every person
must direct his life on the track of the twentieth century of progress.

What does that mean? Nothing other than in the first place, to renounce God and to forget
about Christ. That again means no less nor more than to tear ourselves away from under the yoke of
God'’s laws and Christian teachings.

These kinds of people dare to affirm that man is of himself self-sufficient and because of that he
is lawless or willful. Don’t such blind people want to be guided by the experiences of life? Who can find,
in this entire world, even one human being who is totally self-sufficient?

From the cradle to the grave, from infancy to old age, from a peasant to a king, from a simpleton
to a philosopher, one depends on the other and all depend upon God. These facts and the entire world
order, if it points to anything, then it gives tangible proof of the powerful and good Divine Providence
and the helplessness impotence and helplessness of man. It proves the loss of Christian dedication,
sincere sorrow and heart felt prayer.

Here, it is exactly here and in this that we find the complete and exhaustive answer to the
question: Why do we have such terrifying increase of cases of insanity? Why are there so many suicides,
murders and assaults? Why are there so many robberies, so many habitual drunkards? Why are there so
many divorces, sexual deviates and other various criminal attacks in our country that is so advanced in
the material and technical spheres?

It is not within my power to solve complicated theological matters. In all humility | admit that
my personal abilities do not reach that far. My duty is to preach and explain basic truths which are a
light on the road of life by which light people are able to see where the source of normal happiness is
and from where unhappiness flows and where dangers are hidden.

THEY ARE SUCH AND SUCH

| prepared today’s talk and inserted excerpts from true, modern happenings that were written
up by others who were on-sight witnesses. Thus, | begin with a silhouette drawn up by Walburg
Majdanski.
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“At the station, Main Torun, | took my seat on a night train which was going to Warsaw. It was
dark in that car but there was no crowd. Across from me sat a short, young, heavy-set man. He was
returning from the English zones and he related what was happening there, and everyone in that car
listened to him.

He swore spiritedly and then he said: ‘The English do not pray, yet they live comfortably, and
here in Poland there is constant prayer and constant poverty. Ha,ha,ha!’” laughed everyone in that car.
‘That’s true, so true!’ the people called out in a roar but, not everyone.

‘In America, the people there have it even better than the people in England although in
America also they do not pray.” Someone shouted.”

‘I too, know the same kind of creature who doesn’t pray, yet in spite of that, he has it good’
answered someone who was seated in a corner. ‘As many times as | look into the pigsty | have never yet
seen them at prayer. Even if | would speak to them and tell them to pray they won’t understand
because they are pigs. So what do you have to say to that?’

The saucy one who praised the people who do not pray kept silence, and the person in the
corner explained thus: ‘Man may descend from an ape or maybe not. | don’t know enough about these
things; I’m not that smart. In any case | don’t consider myself as having descende3d from an ape and |
don’t consider any of you as the sons of apes.

The Polish people are the royal branch of Piest we sing in Konopnicki’s Rocie; Of Royalty and Of
piest and not of an ape. We did not allow Hitler to remake us into a nation of apes. And we will not allow
ourselves to be remade like you into a nation that does not pray. A Polish person differs in this way from
all of the nations in the world that wherever he is found even if it would be most difficult to live still he
prays.

| know this very well that Polish people are not angels; we have various faults and we commit
great sins, but sooner or later every Pole again returns to God. Every Polish person considers himself as
a child of God. You, | all of you who are seated here along with all 30 million of Polish people who are in
the world — we are all the children of God. Often they are bad children, sinful children, but they are still
God’s children.

By this can they be recognized that they are God’s children because they speak to their
Heavenly Father; because they pray. And as long as we shall continue to pray, that’s how long Poland
will continue to exist even if all the atom bombs in the world would be aimed at her.

“poland will not disappear as long as we keep praying” for what does the greatest powerful
ruler mean to God? In the eyes of God, what did such a Hitler and that powerful kingdom of Hitler
mean? Why, compared to the Almighty power of God, these were just peas.

Besides that even such a powerful ruler as Hitler must die. “Come to the Ruler, Kuba!” This is the
most splendid democracy in the world this is that great relief and the joy of all the little ones.
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Are we supposed to renounce such a just God? Are we not to pray only because those English
and the Americans, whom God punished, and they do not pray?

And Sir, have you read the Catholic papers in English? No? Too bad. You would learn where
these countries are going without God and without prayer.

It has been estimated in England that in 1946 there were four divorces every hour and criminal
acts grew and it was noted that there were more than 10,000 criminal acts committed in a month.

In America, the hospitals are filled to capacity and insurance companies claim that over four
million people suffer with heart problems. In both countries the number of families has fallen
dramatically. If England and America do not sincerely return to God, they will die out due to the lack of
children for now it is only those marriages that are deeply pious, that have many children.

“Sir, were you in America?” asked the person who was sitting in the corner. “No!” “Then how do
you know that they don’t pray there? And what about England? Were you ever there?” “No? Then how
do you know that they don’t pray there?

Sir, today in the whole world, in every village and town, there are those people who pray and
those who don’t pray. It’s that way in America and also in England. Evidently, Sir, you had no luck. You
only met the donkeys who do not pray.

For example, during the past year 5,000 officers and soldiers became Catholic and amongst
them, a famous here of this war — an Englishman, Marshall Alexander. Every year in England,
about10,000 people of other faiths convert to the Catholic faith, even many of their pastors. Now in
America, people are being taught through the radio how to pray in their families.”

“My dear Sir” the person in the corner continued, “I have sometimes had a very difficult life but, | always
prayed, because a good child always honors his father, even if his father is a pauper from whom he gets
nothing. And how can one not honor that Father Who is in heaven?”

“My dear Sir,” asked the man in the corner — “tell me what you think. This war that we had, why
did it happen? Was it because people prayed or because people don’t pray? And in the concentration
camps who tormented these people? Were they people who prayed or those kinds of people who don’t
even believe in God? And, Sir, what do you think — which wife is more reliable — the one who prays or
the one who doesn’t pray? And what about the children when you have them? How do you judger?
Which ones will give you room and board and respect for your old age — those who pray or those who
do not pray?

Avillage administrator, a village mayor, a mayor, a clerk, a worker, a laborer, a Polish person
who is abroad — what do you think? Which one will fulfill his duties the best? Won't it be he who
considers himself a child of God and therefore prays with his entire soul> Won't it be he who sees in this
second person, sees not a child of a monkey, but the child of the great Polish nation who is at the same
time a child of God? Each of you, give your own answer.”
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A second silhouette is an excerpt from the work of the famous Catholic writer, Gustav Morcinek:
“There are two things which constantly fill us with growing admiration and astonishment — the starry
heavens above me and the moral law within me since they prove that God is above me and God is
within me.

Look, Walter, it is so simple and so convincing, and the people in the camp did not know of this.
Or rather they couldn’t know because as | had mentioned in one of my previous letters everything there
was a denial of God. As many times as they sought a path to Him, as many times as they sought Him
alone, they would be filled with horror at the sight of so many crimes and they would be filled with fear
of such an animal fear for their life. They would come to me supposedly just as others went to other
people; they would tug at my shoulder and simply whine for an answer just as a hungry person implores
for a piece of bread — you answer —here is a God, or isn’t there a God?

Who is able to express that desperate struggle of man who is trying to understand that final
riddle of existence? Who is able to express his terrible cry about God, the cry of a person pushed down
to the very bottom of hell, a helpless, bloody cry choked up and wheezing in agony, whispered with his
last breath a cry congealed in his shriveled fingers, in his eyes that were bulging from their sockets, in his
open lips or in this slow death in his own filth?

Maybe Job in his complaints when he cursed: “Cursed be the day on which | was born and the
night on which | was conceived — a man was conceived. It is too bad that | didn’t die in my mother’s
womb or after | had left her womb why didn’t | die?”

That was the first instinctive reaction of people in the concentration camp a reaction of rebellion
and despair. Later, it came to a non-acceptance of reality but as though they were thoroughly
exhausted; after this exhaustion, seeking roads to God; a search that was arduous, stubborn and
constant.

Therefore, they came together creating passionate groups of Seekers of God as they called
themselves. They carried on discussions, reflected together on the meaning of dogmas and the truths of
faith, they reflected deeply, searched through books and rejoiced as children when one or another was
able to solve a problem that had worried them.

Others were digging down into their memories for former prayers, they took to saying them
constantly even in hiding, they even created their own prayers and attributed unusual meanings to
them. They believed that they were for them like magic spells — that if they do not say them today with
certainty, hunger, a beating, some sort of harm, perhaps even death awaits them.

Still others searched among the saints and took to spread the particular cult of St. Joseph, the
Blessed Mother, St. Theresa of the Child Jesus or their own patron saint.

Religiosity increased and spread in the concentration camps but it differed from the religiosity of
people who were free. It was a deep religiosity, sometimes simple and naive often gained and confirmed
by long reasoning and toilsome inquiry of the truths of God.
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The presence of priests in the concentration camps helped this phenomenon. A person in these
camps yearned to confess and receive Holy Communion. At first, furtively, since the camp authorities
punished them for that, later openly, when the authorities decided to look at that through their fingers.

During the time when it was forbidden, confessions were made before a priest during a walk on
the streets of the camp, during the work period, somewhere in nooks and corners, behind the beds ina
dormitory and even in the lavatory.

The main concern was so that the prisoner foreman or the SS man of the Nazi troops would not
notice anything in order to avoid an outburst of his bestiality. It so happened that my friend Wantula
spent several weeks lying in the sick room for he had been mercilessly beaten for listening to the
confession of a dying companion.

This unusual religious Renaissance in the prison brought about the fact that now a person was
not so down-hearted, that he looked with faith on what was happening, that he tried to be a hero.

How can we interpret the behavior of this young boy, a Polish boy from Upper Slask, who was
arrested by the Gestapo at the University of Innsbruck under the accusation of being involved in some
sort of action of underground sabotage?

He was brought to the concentration camp at Dachau, beaten mercilessly, starved and
condemned to be hanged. He knew about this and several times he spoke with me about the death that
awaits him.

He spoke with such peace that | began to suspect him of some sort of mistake. The day before
his scheduled death, he came to me to say goodbye. “Tomorrow, | will be hanged therefore | have come
to say goodbye, he began peacefully. As though he were telling me that tomorrow he is going to a new
job. “Oh, why are you crying?”

| tried to make light of the entire matter and his words. “Yes, | am going — | know because a
friend who works in the political section told me. Therefore, | am coming to bid you goodbye. | already
went to confession.”

“And you are now so peaceful . ..” He smiled, gave me his hand and just said goodbye —and —
thank you for everything. Please say hello to my Slask.” And he left!

In the evening of that same day he was taken to a pillbox and on the next day, early in the
morning, he was led with others and hanged near the crematorium.

“What is death?” he explained to me a few days before his execution. “Death is so terribly
simple. For me, it is the same as crossing over the threshold from one room into another. On the
threshold, | hesitate a little because | don’t know what I'll meet in the next room, but | do believe that
something a hundred times more joyful will be there which is difficult to express in words.”




