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The authorities felt that this was lasting too long. That cell was needed for another sacrifice.
Therefore, one day they brought in the manager of the sick rooms, who, by the way was a criminal
felon, who gave each one an injection of carbolic acid. Father Maximilian died as a saint, killed off by an

injection of phenol into a vein in his left shoulder. This happened on the vigil of the Assumption, August
14,1941,
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November 26, 1950
1 greet all of you my dear country men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

A famous English writer who was at the same time one of the greatest poets and authors of
theatrical art in the world, William Shakespeare, created many expressions which are so vivid and
expressive that they have entered into general usage and have become proverbial. From all of
Shakespeare’s expressions, probably one of the best known and most often repeated one is the
expression - The world is a stage and the people are actors. And that is the way it is in reality.

In the world, in the lives of people, sublime, joyful and happy dramas are carried out, but
tragedies are also played out; terrible, sad and painful tragedies which sometimes awakens
suspicion concerning the nobility and dignity of the human individual as it concerns the meaning
and value of human life.

We see some people who are living a virtuous life that is exemplary, thoroughly Christian,
agreeing with the principles announced by Jesus Christ. We also see people who allow themselves
to be caught up in the stream of modern teaching and consider the lives of people as playthings and
therefore they give themselves reins. They give themselves up to license and they speed on the
track of abuse, self-indulgence and depravities. They don’t recognize any difference between good
and evil, between virtue and vice. In the opinion of such, everything is permitted, everything is
allowed. These kinds of people, with great contempt and cynicism, throw aside all natural, Godly
and civil ties. They do not recognize any law above themselves. They consider themselves as
autocratic lords, as little dictators. Such human mosquitos, after a short while, saturate themselves
with the goodness and abundance of worldly goods and then pass into forgetfulness. There are
more and more actors and actresses in such tragedies of life. These male and female recruits come
not only from the rows of older people who are bitter and sour, but what is more painful and more
frightening, they come from young people who are just standing on the threshold of life.

As an example, I will read you excerpts from a letter I received two weeks ago. Because the
letter is written in English, I offer it to you in translation: “I am twenty-one years old. I have no
brothers or sisters. | am here, even though my parents did not want me to be born. My father, very
often told me to my face, that I was their accidental daughter.

My father is of Scottish descent and doesn’t believe in anything except money. My mother is
Polish and was brought up in the Catholic faith, but she left her faith at the time of her marriage,
because against the admonitions and warnings of her parents, she ran away from home and was
married in court.

My parents are well-off financially and they belong to the so called upper class. They always
encouraged me to take part in the social life, perhaps because they expected me to break my neck,
sooner or later. That's because | was always an obstacle in their way. From the time that I was
fourteen years old, they were making me take partin the social life.
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In the beginning, all of that, refinement, those dances, receptions and banquets were very
pleasing to me because | was so young and credulous. But, with time I began to feel distaste, then a
stupor and finally a dissatisfaction and then uneasiness.

Today, at the moment that | am writing this letter, I feel very lost. I don’t understand why I
was born and why I should continue to live. My head feels so heavy, my thoughts are all confused.
Wouldn'tit be better to just end this miserable existence of mine that is without any sense or goal?”

Here, L interrupt all the further complaints and sorrows of this confused girl because she
goes on and on, covering twelve large sheets of paper. I begin my talk today which is entitled:

WHERE THERE IS NO GOD - THERE IS NO HAPPINESS

In the barracks of the concentration camp in Oswiecim one very early winter morning, the
paupers were awakening in their striped Nazi prison uniforms. These paupers had been torn from
their homeland, chased out of their homes and separated from their families. These beggars were
condemned to humiliation and finally to death. They tear themselves away from the bedding
infected with lice, then sprinkled with tears and blood. They rise, into the air that is saturated with
body odors, in order to begin yet another day full of vexation and shame which make up the
monotonous, gray, aimless existence of a prisoner in Auschwitz.

Among this crowd, a tall and terribly emaciated prisoner stands out. He attracts the
attention of his fellow prisoners by his serious, peaceful, unruffled behavior. Every morning, he
kneels by his couch, blesses himself reverently and says his prayers, probably the very prayers he
had learned from his mother so many years ago. Some of his companions watched him praying with
feelings of pity. Others watched him out of curiosity, while still others looked at him with a cynical
smile of pity. They didn’t want to believe, they couldn’t understand that in this atmosphere of such
terrible misery and such great suffering, anyone could still keep their faith in God and their trust in
His protection and help. The faces of these prisoners showed contempt, pain, loneliness, suffering
and despair.

Meanwhile, the face of the man lost in prayer remained peaceful, and his brow was serene.
His eyes shone with some secret light and about his lips there played some sort of smile of
childhood innocence. This person had to possess the faith of those first Christians, who with prayer
and song on their lips, perished in the jaws and under the claws of maddened beasts on the sands of
the Roman amphitheater.

But, you ask - who was that person of faith? Who was that person who despite the suffering
and the annoyances, knew how to maintain the serenity of his soul and the balance of his mind?
Wait until I tell you even more about him.

A monk in whom life is barely throbbing is standing at the wall of his prison cell. He is very
weak. It's very difficult for him to breathe because he only has one lung. His hair is turned gray and
he lowers himself lightly to the ground, but from his kind eyes some sort of bright light shines
which arouses the curiosity and wonder of others.
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The prisoner slowly moved to the grated window and stood. There a strong wind was
raging. A heavy autumn storm was unleashed. Heavy black clouds were arranging maneuvers out in
space. The prisoner looked about in the evening darkness, then he took the rosary hanging from his
monastic cord at his waist and in a quiet and peaceful voice, he began to whisper - Hail Mary, full of
grace.

This poor, prayerful prisoner never noticed when an SS guard quietly moved into the cell,
breathing heavily and clenching his fists. He was a person with an evil, gloomy face and his eyes
flashed with hatred. The prisoner evidently was praying for their enemies because slowly, and with
great feeling he whispered - Forgive them, Lord, for they don’t know what they are doing.

Suddenly he heard the ill-omened hissing voice right beside him - And you believe in Christ?
With these words, he disdainfully pulled at the crucifix on the rosary. This question from the guard
seemed odd and naive. But, turning his calm look at the soldier who was all flared up, he calmly
answered - Yes, [ believe.

The angry guard punched him with his fist in the face. The eyes of this German guard
flashed with anger, his thin lips were tightly closed and a stream of poisonous saliva trickled from
between his lips. Do you still believe? He asks in an ill-omened choking voice. But he can’t stand the
bright face and piercing eyes of his victim, so he turns away from him.

Yes, I believe this strange prisoner kindly, but answers firmly. The guard loses all self-
control and again he beats him mercilessly. The prisoner staggers and lurches under the brutal
attack of the guard but he does not fall. Although he is pulled on all sides and kicked, he remains on
his feet. The guard, pointing at the crucifix on the rosary shouts - And you still believe in that? - I do,
I believe.

One who personally witnessed this incident said, “This disciple did not deny his Master.”
But, this guard could no longer bear this prisoner’s look. Those strange, uncanny eyes fill him with
terror. Their look, their strange bright fire enters into him filling him with dread, forcing him down
to the ground, reducing him to the role of a beaten and abused, homeless dog. He just has to put out
those eyes. He raised his hand and with all his strength he struck the face of the prisoner then, with
the feeling that he had lost the battle, the guard unexpectedly discovered in himself an inferiority
complex and he left. He took out the rest of his powerless anger on the doors of that cell. He
slammed them so hard that the plaster fell from the wall. Now his footsteps have faded away and
there is silence in that prison cell.

By the doors and under the window, his indignant fellow prisoners were seething for
revenge. One of them mutters through grit teeth - What a beast!

The prisoner, who moments earlier had been abused, prevented further cursing by saying:
Please don’t be upset! What happened was just a small matter. All of this is for our Immaculate
Mother.

Those who were present listen, but they do not understand anything. Truly, this person is
very strange. He is always so peaceful, in self-control and always smiling.
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Now he slowly begins to walk in that cell; he goes from wall to wall while he whispers his
prayer. Yes, he is a strange person. If he would at least curse them or call them names. Or if he
would at least complain in a tearful voice, it would be easier to understand him. But, he does
nothing. He gently smiles and prays for that villain.

A fellow prisoner, a Jew, comes on tip toes to the group of prisoners under the window. He
bends over and appears as though he is about to reveal to them some great secret. He whispers, so
that that strange person wouldn’t hear. Do you know, Sirs, what I am going to tell you? That one, he is
a holy person and he motioned towards him with unpretentious awe.

Again you ask yourselves - Who is he? Don’t interrupt my story for I am not yet finished.
continue my story by quoting from the writings of Gustaw Morcinka:

“The afternoon hours dragged on endlessly. The sky was a light blue and the people’s eyes
were gray as though they were sprinkled with dust and were weary under their swollen lids like
that of a tortured animal. When you look into the eyes of your neighbors, you don’t notice anything
in them besides the desire for all of this to finish. Yes, let all of this finally come to an end. These
tortures of a weary body and this waiting for death, this slow, terrible waiting for death and this
lousy fear of dead, bulging eyes unworthy of a person, and all of that which links a person with life,
with the people nearest to him, with memories, with thoughts and with existence on this earth.

In the concentration camp, on the field of roll-call, people are panting and gasping with
difficulty; every now and again one of them breaks down falls to the ground and waits for a beating
oraKkick from a boot. Thus, steps are heard; hard, heavy, hob-nailed steps. The hoarse shout of a
soldier is heard, his cursing, his sneering mockery of people’s misery. This is accompanied by a
swift kick of a hob-nailed shoe against that helpless body on the ground. Then there is heard the
sound of some sort of struggle, someone groans, and then the rustle of a body being dragged.
Everyone in the row knows that this is the ordinary turn of fate.

Now, there’s a soldier coming to our prison cell. His cap which is decorated by the embroidered
skull above the cap’s visor is worn on the back of his head. From under his cap’s visor, his cold eyes feed
on the sight of a weak person. Now, these eyes are approaching our prison cell. They grow, they seem to
get harder and more hate-filled. He begins to beat with a whip Painful blows fall upon the head, the
neck and the back Screams and moans are heard. What, is he the one? Now, he knows; knows, that he is
not standing straight, that he is tottering, that he is lowering his head. The soldier leaves, but burning
streaks remain on the prisoner’s back and head.

Our prisoner is suffering from pneumonia. They took him to the hospital. His fever had just
barely dropped, his hallucinations had just barely ended when he began to speak of the mercy of God,
about the inscrutable judgments of God, about the path of Redemption, about loving one’s enemies,
about an unwavering faith.

Now, there is again a new roll-call. They are choosing from Block Number Twelve ten prisoners
destined to die of starvation as a punishment and a warning. As a punishment because one of the
prisoners has escaped; as a warning, so that others would not try to escape. Thousands of prisoners
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stand in dead silence. All that can be heard is the heightened beating of terrified hearts and the
heightened breathing of crushed chests. Their terrified thoughts are racing about in the light of the
reflectors like moths with great, bulging eyes.

The selection had ended. From the ranks, old and young people are stepping out. They are
broken and are looking at their fellow prisoners with unbelieving eyes. Whispering holy words but a
horrid fear strangles their heart, stifles their breathing and changes their thoughts into an accumulated,
huge, silent scream.

The choice fell upon the neighbor of our prisoner. Oh, holy Jesus! He whispered in sorrow. Death
by starvation. At home, my wife and children are waiting for me! O, God, | don’t want to die.

Our prisoner was very much affected by the suffering of his neighbor. He looked into his eyes,
and at that moment made his decision. He smiled at his neighbor and at his decision. Now, he steps out
of the ranks and goes toward the commander. He approaches him and speaks to him in a peaceful voice:
“| want to take my companion’s place in death. Please take me instead of him.”

The crowds, lined up in rows, stood on their toes, looking dumbfounded at this scene. “That’s
Father Maximilian! That’s Father Maximilian! He’s offering to take the place in dearth for his fellow
companion.” Was the stupefied whisper that swept through that crowd.

The totally surprised commandant is silent. With unbelieving eyes he takes the measure of
Father Maximilian, this poor wretch. He looks at him with astonishment. For a while he weighs his
thoughts but then, he controls himself and he coldly throws this question: “Your occupation?” “A
Catholic priest and a religious.” “Why do you want to take his place?” “Because his wife and children
need him and | have no one.”

The commandant still doesn’t believe him. Again he ponders this for he cannot understand this
o0dd fellow. Something breaks within him and crumbles with a crash. He gains control of himself. “I
agree!” he forces himself to say, but with some relief. Father Maximilian changes places with the
previously condemned prisoner. Looking now at the faces of his companions, he peacefully smiles at
them.

An SS soldier led all of them to an underground bunker where they would die of starvation.
Father Maximilian begins to say the prayers for the dying, for his nine companions and himself.

Days passed in that hunger cell. Father Maximilian, together with his companions prayed and
sang out loud. Prisoners who were in neighboring bunkers accompanied them. These underground
bunkers were transformed into the catacombs where these faithful Christians prepared themselves for
death and praised God.

With every day, their voices became quieter and finally, they became just a whisper. These
prisoners were dying of starvation and of desire. Father Maximilian prayed the longest and waited for
death. After three weeks had passed, four of them were still alive. Among them was Father Maximilian.




