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‘By Wanda §.
GO

It has been a beautiful, rainless,
hot summer in Poland before the
war in 1039. The sun has never shone
more. brightly, to make one’  for-
get the menacing shadow of Ger-
many. Warsaw, the capital of Po-
land, a large city of nearly two
million of inhabitants, a wvery at-
tractive, modern town full of gai-
ety and wit, was now completely
changed. War was in the air. Ev-
ery week increased the tension.

Little dy little men were being
called to the ecolors, and when
they went away, full of optimism
and spirit, their wives were proud
thai their husbands were going
to serve their beloved country.
For, a fact that strikes each ones
eyes in Poland is that every Pole,
man and woman, old and young is
full of personal passionate love
for his couniry and of devotion
to the wvery ground upon which
he lives,

&= *x *

The Polish woman cooperated
dglways wilh the man, when her
country was in need or danger.
She has a splendid tradition of
heorism and sacrifice. The woman
as well as the girl, Buring the
whole year we were preparing
ourselves for war., The Women’'s
Auxiliary Service, which was a
widespread organization all over
Poland, redoubled its work, or-
ganizing courses. 'We got antigas
as well as rifle training and vari-
ous kinds of instructions. Before
the outbreak of the war women
were fold to prepare their hus-
band’s or son's knapsacks in case
they should be called up unex-
pectedly; to prepare her own; and
her chiirden’s things, so as to be

ready to leave abruptly in ease
of bombing, a basket with focd
for 21 hours. ‘

Each family must have prov;-
sions for one month,

Ezach child must have a label
w.h its name and address sglitche
ed on its clothes—in case of be-
ing lost. I remember how depres-
sing it was, when we sat in sil=-
ence and sewed those labels.

‘Everybody offered one day of
work in digging shelters in the
parks. :

Each woman and girl, trained
in antigas defence, had 10 blocks
to look after in case of bombing.

* - *

I had been through a course cf
Liason Service and in July 1839
I starlted my work in the General
Headquarters, happy to be use-
ful and to work near my hus-
band.

I had sent my little daughter,
the dearest recreation of her over-
worked {father, to a small cottaze.
just oulside Warsaw, so as to see
her sometimes. The place, hid-
den in the forest, seemed to e
very safe in case of war, because -
I did not realize then, what aectual
war was like. Now I knaow. There
is no safe area in modern war-
fare.

My twin boys, then 14, were
aclive in a group of Boy Scuuls.

September, the first, 1939, I axas
awakened by the shrilling of tle
telephone. 1 was told briefly that
the Germans were [furicusly at-
tacking our country, without any
declaration of war. It was 5 o'-
clock in the morring. I was ord-
ered instantly tn my service. "As
soon as I arrived at -my office,
I was drawn inta the. whirl of

work.. From that menan! we
hardly had time to breatbe ‘Two
hours iater tneve was ihe first

unheralded air raid on Warsaw.
In a few hours the city was trams-




formed  inte an ormed  fortress.
Trurks and lorries carried ironds
to the fromt, ant-nir eralt guns
were sot uy everywhere. - The
whata  poapuiiiion joined in  the
task, €f defence. in digging sheit-
ers or sane gther work. Women
w2re {aking. over the jobs of men.

I acrked and lived in the base-
ment of a1 larze building, especiai-
iy built azainst bombs. It was
hard 1o et uzsed ‘o silaving all
“ihe surfare, without any fresh air
When [ree, T used to dash nome,
ty my dizolate home, once so
Jhapny ard full of galely—io have
v and oftea more. deep under

a brth, fo chuinge my clothes, T
‘never had time nor thougint to
gather and pack my things, even
my small treasures my [faverile
borks, piclures and photographs.
With a sad last farewell glance, 1

tock lvave of them and rushed to
myv service.  When [ returred -a
few days later—T found it cntire-
¥ emashed. only the old trees
staed  deseried in the charming
rarden, The air raids
more and more freguent, until
there were intervals of only one
hour or even less belween them.

] * E

Poland was the first nation

which reszisted with honor Hitler's
demands. Like centuries age, she
had to dcofend - herself azainst

Germany. her batilefield soaked in
the blcod of her sons and daugh-
frra.

Fate gave us a hard szervice to’

perform at o  difficult post in
Earcpe, to be the rampart of
western civilization,
cauliv-e and moral force
e Tsarhars from east and
Tt forred in Poland an unbrenx-
2h'e spirit. and the conviction of
her mizsion among the nations.
If you could know Poland and
travel throughout the countryside.
iowns and villages, you wouid
perceive behind the sunny neal-
fhyv =miles of the people. an un-
derlyving of seriousness, traces of
_past cenfuries of struggle.

Beginning the second world war,
itler un'eashed on Poland 90 per
ceni of his ground and all hir air
force, leaving on the French Iront,
with apparent non-challenge, only
six divisions. They soon gained

azxainst
wost,

air mastery over us, in spite of the

became.

the cenire of

fact, that our pilots fought with
fanatlical courage and our ‘rrons
with desperate herpnism and un-
shalzeble delermination, awziting
the offensive of France and Eny-
land.

On Sunday, the 3 of September the
radio announced, that England had
declared war on Germany. Enthus-
iastically cheering crowds gathered
ouiside the British Embassy, paying
no altention te the air raids, whizh
kept on for days and nights. Mr.
Kennard the Ambassador of Great
Britain, and the Polish Foreign Min-
ister come_ out inlo the balcony to-
gcther and made speeches applauded
by the crowds. Hope was in our
hearts.

& - [ ]

It was only the sixth day of the
war, that I found time at dawn. to
go to see my child. I arrived at
the usually gquiet place nearly at
the moment, when the Germans yrere
bombing the farm. Two bhuildings
were already ablaze. I only had time
to pick up my little daughter, cover
her head with a scarf, so that she
would not see the flames and the im-
are would not be impressed on her
memory. :

I rushed with her to the shelter, .
which had been dug in the garden
a day before. It was rather a hard
mement to me. As soon as daylight
came, I sent my daughter off to my
parents couniry house estatec and my
sans to a Boy Scout group in the
south of Poland, a 16 hours drive
from Warsaw. And then I went back
to my work.

- * +
The lightning war, with a huge
multitude of planes, tanks, follow-

ed hy motorized troops, plunged in-
1o the Polish lines, never giving us a
breathing space and advanced deep
into our territory.

The whole nation rose against the
invader, but it was the war of brave
bearls against a ceiling and walls of
steel. Poland wounded fo death
fauntt alone nzainst the full strength
ol CGermany.

Time marched on. Warsaw was be-
sleged and for three wecks continued
its heroie stand against the full blast
of German attacks.

Men, women and children fell in
the sircets., One after another the
monumentis of our glorious past were
smashed. The old royal eastle,
churches, palaces, buildings. The
squares, one month ago bright with
flowers, became cemeteries.

Women, girls and boys of fender .
age fighting with guns in their frail
hands, side by side with the army

- for the Jiberty of iheir country.



Ve saw them throwing heroically
weavy sand bags over fire bombs,
digging pgraves in lhe squares.

We saw them carrying wounded
soidiers from burnping or collapshgl
Wwnspitals, bringing every available
picce ef linen, pillows, blankets to
supply the burned-out patients. .

We saw them distributing foed in
the strects, warning, helping, cheer-
ing up. There was no light, no water,
fhe whole world knows the story of
rourage displayed and sacrifice made
by the people of Warsaw, side by
side with the army and the role of
Mayor Starzynski, the soul of the de-
fence of Warsaw. It gained in in-
delible place in the history.

In looking back I sometime wond-
er, how we lived through the night-
mare of those days. Aflter a iew
hours of bewildering horror, you get
used to the dreadful ear-splitting. in-
hunan sound of exploding bombs, to
the drone of motors, you grow to
lind them familiar, so unimpressive,
that you would not look up from
vyour work, unless a very heavy
bombardment. People are drawn to-
fethet hy common danger and pain.
1t was no place for unselfishness. It
was the hour for feeling close to
your neighbors, whose sorrow be-
eame your own. Theis unily was
wonderful, precious and comfortiing.

1 don't know; whether in times to
come there will be another genwora-
“trials, each of them enriching soul
¢(iion, who will live through so many
and mind-—as my gencration. To live
under the menace of death is to
learn the real sense of life.

Time marched on.

- L ] L ]

One day 1 was ordered to carry a
message to a military eentre in the
souih of Poland. T was happy and
proud to be trusted with this im-
portant inission, but at the same
time I had to part with my hus-
band. A sad feeling oppressed me, It
'.1.;15_ juslified—I had net seen him
again, : -

I drove out from Warsaw during
an air raid interval. When we were
well out of the city, several German
planes attacked us. The hombs were
falling on either side of us. Huge
clouds of smoke covered the =nun-
tryside as the bombs fell, A spliater
wounded my driver in his hand. We
had no time fo bind it up. when one

rlune, flying very low, directly above’

us machine-gunned our truek.

I heard the sharp crackle of the
gun, the frightful roar of the plane,
not knowing if the bulleis came :ear
lo me, or not—when suddenly I felt
something warm running down my
cheeck and neck, The shattered win-

dow glass had cut me and my chaul-
feur was wounded in his sccor d
hand. As he could not use his hundis;,
we changed places, still going on [uil
speed, and 1 was obliged to drive tie
truck in spite of the fact that I amn
a very poor driver. I was terrificd
that I should have an aceident, I
drove in zigzags, skidding all over
the road, trying to pgei oul of the
sight of the Germans. After a certaln
time, which seemed {o me intermin-
able, we foriunately succeeded in
escaping and reached the place of
our destination.

When exhausted and worn out I
was longing for rest, I learned tuat
the Germans were now, advanoiag
from the south and the place, where
my boys were staying with the
Scouts, was exposcd te danger. Ay
throat clesed with anxiety. All my
physical faligue vanished. I decia-
ed to go at once, taking leave aof 2
days. to gather my children, so as {9
put them inlo a safe place—the house
of my parcnt, where I had sent my
children, beirg no longer a refuge.

I hurried by day iznoring the air
raid warnings, I drove at night
without Hghts all the way. I passcd
the well known town, where I had
spent my school years, now partly
in flaenes. At scveral poinfts we
were stopped and had to argue and
ask and beg to be allowed to pass
into the zone of operation. I wns3
in uniform, which helped a lot. The
way scemed to me endless. Wha2n
at last I reached the place, I found
to my horror,that the whole villaze
was evacuated and the boys moved
to an unspecified place.

I searched for them in the gril-
ling heat of the day and the whole
niesht. I shall never forget my re-
lief, when I finally found them, a-
mong a company of soldiers busy
and merry, cleaning guns with them
and where the German  artillery
sounded, singing a joyous soldiers’
song.

* ¥ & €

I tried to laugh with them. I
think they never guessed, what I

went through during these days.

Now we had to colleet my
daughter from her grandparents, We
arrived there at night, to find the
big old house of my youth Iit up
by moon beams. The smell of the
roses, which climbed all over the
walls was almost suffocating.
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, Evervpody zesmed o
I etered the side door
o5 my Iaverite room.

be  asleen.
of the Iibh-
The glii-
! hwg oak floor, the well
V Liciures of Italian and
awn mssters, the pilded backs of
®s in every languange—looked at
as usunl sud seemed to welcome
I heard a noise, In front of
oie, emerging from the shadows, my
moher appeared, Sorrosyful  but
calm, forsceing the misfortune, the
niciitmare of separation. For how
long -nobody Bnew?

The ticture of v home and of
myv mother, as T saw her—a  few
inter for fhe last fime is im-
Y ed oon my memory and is vary
characieristic of Poland, «ll and
proud she steed framed in the door
wnv, ke eronn into the Liouse and
soil. Biddiny us farvewell wiihh the
rion of cross.  The journsy

W

the
was very difficult., roads were ovelr-
crowded, Fhe heat was unhearable—
we searcelyr could move.

T sogw women and old men and
ttle ehildren droppine from faii-
gue and forrer, as they fled in
terror {rom biarning villnges and on-
eoming armies. T bent over a wo-
man on tie voad, who was giving
bhirinn Yo 5 child, hegrimed with dust
prd swroat,

On mv way I passed smail hurn-
inz villaoee, undefended towns,
swrllien by refugees, where the raid-
ers coild come hy day dropning
=nroned ehncolates for Polishr child-
ven, naisoned cizarettrs or—bhombs,

I have seen defenceless childvent
—n gy of givls and hovs plaviag
foszihall—mearhine-runned from Ger-
man plancs I have =eep wilh my
own eyves fhe fruit of hate and
verill

It wosx Sunday morning, a boauti-
ful hkrisht dey, when we approach-
ed the maner house of my {riends,
close to the borders of Russia and
Rumania, where I intended to leave
mv chiidren ang come hack tn my
zervire,  All seemed so much move
aniert and =afe. We heard the
Iaudsnenxer telling about 4 sueccess-
ful bnftle, which should allow our
annies to resist more effectivey, a-
wniting the offensive of France and
England. In a small wooded coun-
try church the bells_were rung for

mass.

Hope rose again
hearts.

in our

But two hours later, T was told
the terrible news. The Bolsheviks
had attacked our country, tracher-
ocusly, without any declaration of
war, striking a dagger in Polands
back,

I sat in the garden for
hours shattered with the  horrible
truth. Now I knew it was the
death-blow. My country defeated,
my personal destiny meant so little
to me. But I had three children—
I must go—but where? We were
in a trap. . I could not reilurm
hwome, I could not get get in touch
with my husband, who was somne-
where with the army. I was alone
to decide. As far as T can see in
my life, i was the only moment,
when I felt totally frustrated,
when T lost for an instant all my
enesroy andg vitality, We could noi
believe in our heart of hearts, that
the heroisiy of ocur army was in
vain, that it was the end.

In the cevening it has been ru-
mored thai thie Bolshevils, coming
in countless thousands, were al-
ready in the ncichboring tewn. We
gsat far in the night scarcely talking
to each other, undecided and un-
happy, at every noisc nwaiting the
enermy. Then. on ancother day they
came, vulgar, noisy, giving . off a
special smell of boots, loudiy shout-
ing, they expelled my friends from
their properby, giving one hour to
pack and leave, Al reiugees had
to return to the place of their birih,
I read the dreadful poster over and
over again and could nob bring my-
scif to realize it, BEach of my child-
ren and myself were born in dif-
ferent plrce, so it meant to us--
separation :

During that sleepless night I de-
cided to leave my country. To re-
realize what it meant to us, oae
must know the people of Poland,
one must feel their inherent love
of their soil. For, the people and
soil of Poland are part of  each
ofher.

several

And so, homeless and crushed I
crossed by night the Rumanian
frontier, accompanied by my three
children, Approaching the border

4



lines in the forest. we hent over and

rissed the dark ground. DMy sons
tock a clod of it for the gleomy
exile. My little doughter sieeny

and tired, but happy- in her uncon-
sciousness, clasped in her armw her
teddy bear—the last present of 11er

father.
Humania - Yugoslavia - Bulgaria-
Ifaly - Switzerland - France-
England - Canada

. . . And then, the 1nournful
refugee life began. . . It is not only
lack of everything, malerial, which
malkes it so hard,

True you are homeless, uprooted,
often cold and hungry, bul more
ikan food, you are hungry for warm
affaction, for the moral atmosphere
of vour country,

You are restless, inwardly torn—
homesick. The slightest rudeness
pains, '

People of a happy and free coun-
. try, who never had to Ilive through
this tragedy—be warm to a refugee!
We don't want to be a burden to
you. We bring with ourselves, as a
dowry, the whole baggage of our
hackground, education, culture and
tradition. Qur own way of thinking,
our different reactions, our own
ideas. We bring also our cxpericncee.
We have seen with our own eyes
the fruit of hate and evil. And be-
cause we have seen it and because
we have suffered from it—we have
understood, only too well, what it
means. Our oeyes are open. Maybe,
it weuld be useful to exchange those
spiritual gifts beiween ourselves.

LONGED FOR REST

When we arrived at Bucharest,
the capital of Rumania, I longed for
rest and comfort—but I could not
afford the Iuxury -of relaxing, I
had to hold on.

I was full of anxiety of what hap-
pened to my husband. A stream of
rcftugces arrived, our soldiers, who
after having heroically fought to
the end, crossed the frontier hoping
to reach France and continue the
fight. I had deep in my memory his
image, as I saw him the last time.

(35

e looked harz-ard, with his fInce
controcted and tired, thinner th:n
ever—a heavy worry in his ucﬁ i

knew what it was to him ho
icat of Poland. 1 knew how muich
nad given to his country. I remen
bered well the last year belvre the
war, how very hard he had drive
himeself, the nights he had not =127
the days of work and worry. Fuery-
{r:ny ‘has been in vain. Whot was
hanpening now? One week Iater I
zot the message. He was in the in-
ternment camp with sold.:n and
officers and he wanted me (o leave
Rumania as soon as possidle.

With the feeling of helpless injus-
tice in my heart I started to prepare
our journey.

SECURED PAPERS

Ater a lot of iroubles wnd mis-
eries, standing in line for  nhours
and hours, to exchange meney, 10
cet a slay permit, or exit "x.""‘l
1 finally gol the necessary passpord,
v,eas and tickels, 1o cross tho whole
UI I“Luope on the way to Franc e

aris was the aim of our jousni
Parss where 1 have lived the !
joyour years :{ study and then
happinesg of my honeymoon. P
wnose beanty and rmellow c-
could be a comfort for my dis
ed soul. .

Reaching, through Switzeriand,
the French Irontier, I wasg fad,
that the eapital was cvacualed
no women or children were adn:

it-
ted. But I was already irained in
overcoming adversitics. I obtal 'nd
at Jast the permission frem a chival-

-\J._ ‘.i'
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roug official.  “At your risk,
ame, but don't expect any assi
in evacualion, when bombin ng
gins.” It was the moment, ‘.-.-_on.
France exvecled the German offon-
sive at any time,

I was not frighten t-d We
ed in Paris and sebtled there for

vinter, Before I could look round,
mv small mum=- became the mcoet-
ing place of refugees, arriving tittle
by nlttle, and of my French frie ras3-
An_;bod;v who liked could bring
newcomers. I think it was its un-
prelentiousness and the Polish iras
ditional friendliness, that they liked
it. 1 could not seat more than ten
paople—so the rest sat on the floor,

-

,
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on cushions and we talked and talk-
ed, eating scme nice Polish cike,
with not enough plates and no
forks.We all needed human contact
and to be closer each other in this
exile.

The children went to  school,
wnich was not easy to arrange as
all schoouls were evacuated, only two
working. My boys found attraction
in the atmosphere of some danger
and excitement, which reigned in
Porig oniyv for a few weeks. Then,
when time marched on and nothing
happened. the idleness demoralized
the French pcople.

POLES HE-FORMED ARMY

The Poles re-reformed during the
winter their army was in France.
rolish men and boys escaped .rom
Poland in greatest danger, to join
the Polish troops and aovout 100,-
000 men went in with the fight in

thie French war. But France did not -

prefit by Polish experience, Our
troops fought on the fjords of Nor-
way, in Greece, in Ezypt. They are
aigo in Scotland. Qur navy and our
alrmen are fighting wing to wing
with their Allies, faithful for aver.
In Russia a new Polish army 1s
formed.

t spent many hours with my
bors in reading the finest writers
of French literature, to malke it
easier at school and I was running
4 work room for the soldiers, whicn
the Ambassadress of U. S. A, Mrs.
Biccle supporied. At the end of
May when the French lines broke
under the German offensive, 1 sent
my chidren off and kept on work-
ing. The mittary situation grevr
mcre and more grave. The 12th of
June one of my friends rang me ug.
“Heavens, what do you do staying
in Paris! You must leave this even-
ing.” It was easy to say, but hari
to cdo—I had no car there was no
numan possibility to get into the
train. Yet I succeeded! When we
were well out of the town, the traia
was under fire. We stopped on the
read and were told to hide our-
seives in the bushes. Bombs droppeil
harmlessly, I don’t .know it hap-
pened that simething damaged tho

engine. Now we were left to ou:
own invention. Among the hurry-
ing crowds, I climbed into a truck,
jammed with soldiers and when
they changed the direction, I bump-
ed on an artillery ammunition sup-
ply wagon along the road, until [
caught  another train. I went to
Arcachon, the lovely watering
place at the Atlantic Ocean to fetch
my daughter and then I wanted to
juin my boys in the summer camp.

DEPRESSING COLLAPSE

In Bordeaux I saw the most de-
pressing  collapes af a country.
Paris was wonderf{ully calm ard
dignified in comparison with Bor-
deaux, which was a mad house.
Fear, confusicn, turmeil, crowds
of refugee pcople in cars croewd-
ed with matiresses, in trucks, wi‘h
no gasoline, Planes c¢ircled over-
head, a few bombs fell somewhere
artar. the artillery sounded. The
read to the harbor was jam-
med with valuable cars, topheavy
with packages, which were later
ahandoned on the shore. An al-
mosnhere of excilement, person-
al selfishnesz, no spirit of com-
mon resistance and determination
to fight to death, which was so0
striking in Poiand. =

I ®vegan 1o grow uneasy about
my boys away in the Pyrenees
camp. TFirst, T did not think it
would Dbe difficult to join them.
Now, I realized the grave situa-
tion.

The trains were not running, or
very irregular, no car, no fruck
to drive you. No telegram to be
sent, T spent the day on restless
running all through the city to
find means of communicaiion. A
woman I met by chance, who had
a son in the same camp and a
car, promised me to take us with
her, next merning at 7 o'clock.

When. after a sleepless night
of bombing, I arrived at her home

one hour earlier, I found her
room empty! She had left with-
out us. I lost only much of my

precious time. Bitter sadness ov-
erwhelmed me, as always, when
I had to face human selfishness.
I walked heavily out of her house,
kept on thinking; I must keep
cool, T must hold on, by all means
I must teach my sons in time!
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From one garage to another I
walked in, acking people to drive
me out. Everybody was busy, eX-
cited, they did not even listen to
me. After two hours of such cir-
cuit, I heard the air raid warn-
ing and saw the morning papels
come out. On the (first page big

headlines jumped {o™fveary eyes.
“Nobudvy will be rmifted to
leave Bordeaux! WNo more refu-
gees on the roads” . . . My heart

sank. I stood silent, stiffly blink-
ing, my head became giddy .

When I opened my eyes, I saw
a young workman raising me up.
“Come, have a cognac, young lady.
Don't be afraid, the bombs are
falling far from us.” . . . The kind
man thought, that I fainted, be-,
fewse § was oeaded ef fovnds,

NO TIME FOR WEAHKNESS

1 was ashamed of myself—such
a silly thing. It was not the time
for weakness. When I sat with
him in the small “cafe.” drinking
brandy, my brain began again to
turn over plans. All my efforts
had been in wvain, I was helpless,
my only hope was lo ask the as-
sistance of Mrs. MMargaret B, the
Ambassadress of UJSS.A.,, the most
warm hearted, kindest person I

‘ever knew, with whom 1 was very
“cause I was afraid of the bombs!

friendly in Warsaw. I knew she
would help me, if T could gel In
touch with her, I was not deceiv=
ed. Late in the evening, she gave
me the car, to drive me out of
Bordeaux. I am sure she never
reaiized how much she had done
for me and how deeply I remem-
ber the kindness shown me when
I was down and out. Far longer
than all benefits of the world re-
ceived when I was up. I will al-
ways keep for her my warmest,
thankful feelings.

It was night and pouring rain,
when I lefl the ear with my
daughter. There was (o be a
train next morning. 'The little
town was aiready struck with
panic. [The waiting room of the
station was filled with people,
soldiers sleeping everywhere on
the floor. I asked for a refugee
hut or canteen—it was crowded
too, but nice nurses seemed to be
so comforting, I think we both
looked queer—somebody led us to
a couch in the corner and talk-

ed to us, we f[fell asleep as she
talked. 4
TFECULIAR TRAIN

Next morning we climbed into
a wery peculiar train. TWwo
freight cars were serving a whole
distriet in all directions. The
passengers going south, as T -was,
had to get out, at a siding

wait several hours until it return-

ed from having serwed the casdt
and west regions. It took us 14
hours to cover the distance
100 miles.
TRAIN CROWDED :
The train was crowded with
sweaty men and dismissed =sol-
diers. I was the only woman
with my child. It was stuffy and
smoky, some cslept in the cor~
ners, some were fervently discuss
sing politics,. One of the meid,
who was just released from ori-

on for politics or murder—i don’
know—was loudly shouting, olhers
agreced with him. “The pecple ¢i
France had been betrayed by the
tcp-men, who led the nation o
the gulf. The Englich, ithe Polas
were guilty too . . . Now was the
hour of blocdy revenge. Better be
the butcher than the beef!” And
truly, he look like a butcher. The
French temper was swelling
it seemed to me to as=sist to a poli-
tical meeting of the French Revol-
uion and see Robespierre in per-
=on, .

I am not easy to be frightened,
but T began to grow uneasy.
Qutside the sky darkened, there
were no lights in the train. Thé
“blood-thirsty” man sat next o
my daughter, 1 drew her closer
and closer to me. 1 tried @
make ourselves invisible. whizpors
ing to her not to talkPolish tome.
She was sleepy, hungry, worn out.
Now, they were talking economics,
what scarcity of food will shortly
he in this country. having no coal,
no corn. no sugar. As a foreizner
I will be surely the last to _-:',e-f

anvthing, if T stay here. My mind
was working—what shall 1 do?
Where should we go? Again 1T

was at a loss. I was lost in my
thoughts, when an unfamiliar touch
made me shiver. I looked dizzily
and saw in the glimmering lizhi
of the cigarette the “blood-thirsty™
man, friendly smiling t0 me, show=
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ing the head of my little daugh-
ter, leaning on his arm, calicly
aslees, “llow swect” he sild in a
miid wnice, “aren't ‘you huniry,
Madsme?' Neo, I was not hungry,
al.houzh we hardly ate anything
since breakfast, but 1 made the
quick decizsion to catch the glimpse
of humzn sympathy, and asked
him to help. I needed badly a car
io drive me and my three children
t- the Atlrntic sea shore. 1 will
pay what 1 am asked. “A car?”
he burst in laughter—"a car, with
gaseline shoriage to drive you
across South France? Now, when
the Germans are on our- tracks?
You shall find the Germans already
in Biarritz, Madame, as they are
coming down. along the coash to
tzke 2!l our harbors. You better
stav with vs I will look aiter youl”
Bur once decided, 1 was firm. My
insiinet teld me to seek rescue
on ihe sca. After a long arzu-
meri—he had a daughter like
mire. whom he had missed very
much in prison—he premiscd me
t» come or to send me a izien
with the car, if oniy possible. We
tock leave like [riends. e did
not puess I was a stranger, he
even compilimented me on my
Pzarizian French . . And s0 un-
belicvable, it was the truth. that
my children and my own destiny
was in ‘he kands of ihis rench
rozue, whem 1 ralled the “blooi-
thirsty” man cond who nad made
me shiver a iew hours beolore.

it was night, when we arrived at
the piace of our dastination and had
{wo miles more to walk. We sat in
the cool night, pressed one to an-
other at a bench, awaiting the dawn.
Ac socn as daylight came, we walk-
ed on, weary and desperately tired.
Upon arrival at the camp, we found
only a f[ew boys, they were ready to
escape through the Pyrenees to
Spain, at any moment. If I had
come a few hours later I would not
have found them. I never will forget
the look of relief of my sons. “We
knew, mother would comel”

As far as I remember, I slept the
whole day. When it darkened I Dbe-
gsn to be anxious about my rogue-
man. Would he come? Mightn't he
have deceived me? My intuition,
which hardly ever betrays me, gave
me confidence. At night, I heard a
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- distress and sent me savlalion.

knock ail the door. He was standing
against the car, “hurry up, 'he said
harshly, *I am- busy.”

Driving acrnss the souith of France
1 was wondering, what I would do
next. The Germans were coming and
there was very little hope of [ind-
ing a boat going to England or to
America. And even I had not enough
money for tickets. Wasn't I a-fool
spending the last francs on this cav?
The blue seca appeared, my anxiety
TOSE. The contrast beiween the
beautifil, calm nature and the horr-
ors of war was too striking. How uu-
real my former happy home-life
seemed to me!

The loud shout of my boy drew
my attention. “Look mother, a train
with Polish soldiers crossing our
road! Ok mother, let us follow them?!’
And so we did. They were fragments
of the Polish troops. who having
fought fiercely until the end, with-

drew themselves, with the whole
cquipment and were on thelr way
to England.
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Providence todk compassion on my
The

captain of the military boat, which
was awaiting them, did not know

. what te do with us. He apparently

did not want to take us. He tried
io discourage me warning, that there
is only 20 per cent safety in cross-
ing, as we shall be heavily bombed.

To be bombed among our jold-
iers, seemed to me a party in com-
parison to being left alone, aband-
ond on the -French shore!

And so afler a long and hard eross-
ing, staying for hours in life belts

on the deck at night, when bombs

fell, we finally arrived in England
and one manth later we landed on
the hospitable Canadian soil.

Fortunate enough, to succeed in
saving my children, kindly welcomed
in this peaceful, charming country
of yours, where we have no hunger,
cold or bombing—I have only on¢
thought: to hand down to my chil-
dren, with the love of their country,
the Polish traditions, the strength
and abnegation of their fathers, the
scorn of gain in life and the aptitude
of continuous strain and effort,
which would harden their character,
so as to make them worthy and fit
to rebuild a new delivered Poland.
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