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INTRODUCTION 
 
This story is my testimony. But it is also much more than that. 
 
A dictionary will tell you that the word “testimony” means “evidence or proof 
provided by the existence or appearance of something.” As such, my testimony – 
in telling the details of my life’s journey - gives evidence or proof of God’s active 
presence in our world, and to God’s gracious mercy in my life. 
 
This story is also my admission that throughout my life I frequently failed to 
recognize that God was at work. I totally misread certain events and their 
significance in God’s plan for my redemption. When I thought I was being cursed, 
I was actually being blessed. I had a weak and unattractive body, but it was a 
healthy body. (I have reached twice my sister’s age; she died at 42, I am now 85 
and in good health.) I grew up with little parental care, but as a result, I became 
strongly independent and determined. I often felt abandoned, but in looking back I 
now see that God’s protective hand was always with me. 
 
As I reflect on events in my life, I recall the following: 

• 15 times I was miraculously delivered in life-or-death situations 
• 11 turning points that radically changed the course of my life for the better. 

Note: Throughout the rest of my book I will call these events “God’s move 
in my life.” These were times when God answered my prayers, opened  

     doors of opportunity, or arranged unexpected solutions to problems. 
 
Thus the purpose of my testimony is to bring glory to God. Out of gratitude to 
Him, I share my story in the hope that others – who may be in similar situations – 
might also put their trust in God. To them I say, “look deeply, look back, trust and 
believe.” 
 
To my family, this book may come as a revelation, providing deeper insights and 
greater knowledge about me than they might previously have known. The stories 
within these pages may help them to better understand me, to “connect dots” and 
to see a pattern and consistency in my life. I realize that my story – as it is 
presented here - is incomplete. For my family and closest friends, there will be 
more. I am in the process of writing a book called, My Spiritual Journey. In it, I 
will share more history, influences, personal stories and reflections. You see, I 
believe that in a way, my whole life has had a spiritual element to it, and so it is 
important to me to also share that significant part of my experience. 
 
But first, in order to understand my journey, you need to know something about 
my heritage, the historical context in which my life began, and my formative 
years. I was born in 1927 in Poznań, Poland, Eastern Europe. 



  3  

A quick overview of Polish history 
Poland’s neighbor to the west is Germany, and to the east is Russia. Both of these 
countries, in centuries past, had ambitions to enlarge their territories at the expense 
of Poland. Thus, Poland was being squeezed from both sides. What made Poland’s 
situation especially difficult was that its terrain is mostly flat and hard to defend. 
 
850 - 1385  Founding of the Piast dynasty, which lasted 535 years 

Before 850, there were loose Slavic tribes, warring with each other and being 
attacked from the outside. Uniting them under one ruler would prevent internal 
struggles and provide a better defense against Germany’s pressure to expand 
eastwards.  

966    Poland converts to Christianity      
The adoption of Christianity came about mostly for political reasons, to 
prevent Germany from invading Poland under the pretense of trying to convert 
Poland to Christianity. For that reason, Poland accepted the Christian faith not 
from Germany but from Moravia, another Slavic group, further south. 

1385 - 1793 Union of Poland and Lithuania (408 years) 
This union was between two equals. The two nations became an eastern 
European superpower, enlarging their territory, mainly to the east. Internal 
corruption led to the collapse of the union when the nobles became too 
powerful and selfish. 

1793 - 1918  Partition of Poland between Prussia, Russia and Austria  
(125 years) 

This was a period of 125 years of oppression, which targeted the Polish 
intelligentsia. During this period, parts of a free Poland reemerged for a brief 
period before falling again. 

1914 - 1918 First World War   
1918 - 1920 Poland fought with Russia and won 
1918 - 1939 Polish Republic - 21 years of independence 

It was during this period of independence that I was born. All of the country’s 
institutions were new, as were the school curriculums. The country was 
fervent with activity, patriotism and optimism. In this atmosphere – of 
believing we were invincible - I grew up as a young boy. 

1939 - 1945 Second World War - Poland under Nazi occupation 
 I was 12 years old when the Second World War started. 
 
What may escape a casual reader is an awareness of the systematic genocide 
committed by Germany and Russia against the Polish people during the following 
two periods of time:  
 1793 - 1918  Partition of Poland (125 years) 

Thousands of Poles were expelled from Western Poland and replaced by 
Germans. On the east, thousands more – mostly intelligentsia - were deported 
to Siberia.    
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1939 - 1945 The Second World War 
Before June 1940, Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union coordinated their 
Poland-related policies, most visibly in the four Gestapo-NKVD (secret 
police) Conferences, where the occupants discussed plans for dealing with the 
Polish resistance movement and the future destruction of Poland. The first 
priority was to murder the Polish intelligentsia. 

 
Throughout the Second World War, both parties ruthlessly implemented these 
policies. 
 
When considering these two different periods of time combined, there were 10 
uprisings; I took part in the tenth – the Warsaw Uprising. There was almost an 
eleventh uprising much later, when Lech Walesa led the Solidarity protest in the 
dockyards in Gdańsk. This protest eventually brought about the downfall of 
Communism. Each uprising caused great damage and loss of life in Poland. 
 
Not that Poland was without fault. The Polish author Sienkiewicz, writing in his 
book series Trilogy describes Poland’s conquest of Ukraine and Belarus as a 
campaign of terror. As the Bible makes clear in the book of Job, what you sow, 
you also reap!  
Job 4:8  “As I have observed, those who plow evil and those who sow trouble 

 reap it.” (NIV) 
 
1945 - 1990  Poland becomes a satellite Communist state under Russian  
     control / 45 years of Soviet domination 
1990 - present    Free Poland - 21 years of independence 

 
* 

 
My story begins with my birth in 1927, nine years after Poland was resurrected 
from the ashes of partition. 
 
For more information, see: 
God’s Playground: A History of Poland, by Norman Davies. Columbia University Press,  
New York. 
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Map of Europe in 1914. Poland does not exist. From 1773 – 1918 (about 150 years) Poland was 
partitioned between Germany, Austria and Russia; it was a period of oppression and persecution 
for the Polish people. 

In the period from 1918 to 1939, Poland was resurrected from the ashes of partition and 
enjoyed 20 years of freedom and independence. 

 

 

 

21
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After the end of the Second World War, in 1945 and to the present day, Poland’s borders 
are shifted. 

At Teheran Conference (Nov-Dec 1943) the Great Powers (Great Britain, USA and 
Soviet Union) agreed to shift Polish borders on both sides, cut from the east and add in 
the west. 

In the eastern territories the population was not ethnically Polish (this territory is now 
divided between Lithuania, Belarus and Ukraine). About 5.5 million Poles were  
deported from these territories. 

In the western territories (Slavic territories) Slavs, over centuries, were systematically  
 expelled and replaced by German immigrants. These territories rightly belong to  
 Poland. 
In the North (former Prussia) there lived Pomeranian tribes, conquered by the Crusaders 

from the Holy Land. These German Teutonic Knights took this land as their own, 
turned against Poland (on whose behalf they acted) and became a constant threat to 
Poland. They do not belong there. 

Note:  Russia, which never was there, took a slice for itself, to gain access to the Baltic Sea. 
 
Shifting these borders caused the relocation of millions of people of different ethnic groups, 
but mostly Poles and Germans. These were draconian measures - unimaginable by today’s 
standards - that upset many lives. People lost all their possessions as they were able to take 
with them only what they could carry. The Great Powers did, however, correct many 
injustices committed in the past, stabilized this region and prevented future unrest. One 
wonders if similar measures would be justified in other parts of the world today. 
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CHAPTER 1  -  My early childhood 
 
I was born in Poznań, Poland, on June 8, 1927, nine years after the rebirth of the 
nation. 
  
When I was one year old my parents separated and my mother took us to live with 
her parents in Warsaw. When I was two, my parents reunited in Wilno, Poland 
where my father started his own business. When I was three, my parents divorced 
for good, and my mother took my older sister and me to live with her parents in 
Warsaw. Together, the five of us lived in Warsaw from 1930 to 1932. 
 
From earliest childhood I had some life-endangering experiences. Today I wonder, 
did Satan have me in his sight already? Was God protecting me, even when I did 
not know Him? 
 
At the time of my birth, my parent’s marriage was already in big trouble.  
Consequently my arrival was not anticipated with great joy. My mother ended up 
with the sole responsibility of raising two children. To avoid paying alimony, my 
father threatened to take me away from her, and to raise me by himself. In spite of 
all the sadness of my childhood – such an upbringing would have been worse. My 
mother cared enough about me, to not let my father take me. She once told me that 
prior to my birth she had had two miscarriages (she was not very careful in her 
pregnancies). Apparently, I was tougher than my two older brothers who never 
made it. 
 
One of my earliest memories is a frightening one. One weekend, when I was four 
years old, I played alone in a forest, next to a cottage my grandparents rented for 
the summer. There were lots of crows nearby. Exploring, I found a baby crow 
stranded in the grass, and went over to pick it up. Suddenly the crows ganged up 
on me, diving and making terrific noise. I screamed, curled up in a ball and tightly 
covered my eyes with my hands. My mother and grandparents immediately came 
to my rescue. It took a while for the birds to settle down, but I was unharmed. 

 
When I was five, my grandfather retired and my 
grandparents bought a house in Sulejówek, about 
20 kilometres east of Warsaw. They lived there 
until my grandfather’s death in 1942. (The house 
was rented in 1943 and sold around 1947.) This 
house in Sulejówek was truly the only childhood 

home I ever experienced. All the other places I lived in - right up until the age of 
31 - I lived in for only a short period of time, no longer than two years each. 
Sulejówek was my real home from 1932 to 1937, and my home base (while I lived 
in residential schools) from 1937 to 1942, for a total of 10 years. 
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During the years that we lived with our grandparents, my sister and I were cared 
for by an array of domestic helpers and nannies who told us stories about witches, 
ghosts and magic, but never about God. (Not surprisingly, during that time I 
developed a fear of darkness). Mother worked full time, from early morning till 
late at night. We often did not see her all day, and sometimes only on weekends 
(whether because of the demands of her job or her own personal endeavors, I 
don’t know). 

 
I never really understood my mother. She studied to be a concert 
pianist, and later, received certification in accounting. However, 
she never enjoyed her job as an accountant. A gifted person, she 
spoke three languages (her native Polish, Russian and German) and 
had a love for medical knowledge. Coming home late from work, 
she would often vent her frustrations playing on our grand piano. 

(She played very well, mostly the music of Polish composers Chopin and 
Paderewski). The house would be filled with powerful sounds while we children 
drifted off to sleep. That music stays in my memory to this day; I avoid listening 
to it as it brings tears to my eyes, a tender memory of days gone by. 
 
When I was eight, in 1935, mother remarried and moved out. She must have been 
dating her boss for a while (I have a picture of me with him when I was only about 
five). My sister and I did not attend the wedding. In fact, we weren’t even told 
about it. Obviously mother had no plans for us to join her. That year after her 
marriage, we saw her only on weekends. But after a year, she moved back; the 
marriage did not work out. Her second husband was an alcoholic. 
 
Members of my family were nominal Roman Catholic Christians. We did not go 
to church. We did not pray before meals or before bed. If anything, I often heard 
the church criticized. To me the words “church” and “God” meant nothing.   
 

Women dominated our household. My grandfather did not 
exercise any authority in the home. My grandmother was 
a disciplinarian, cold but caring. She was in charge. My 
grandfather was loving and caring, but he did not hug us. 
He would walk us to school, and I always enjoyed his 
company; it is my hope to be as good a grandfather to my 
grandchildren as he was to me. It was my mother who 
was the hugging person. She was my only comforter and 

provider. Emotionally I was very dependent on her. She was the only truly warm 
person in my life at that time. But given her frequent absences, it’s probably not 
surprising that starting in early childhood, I began a search for pure love and 
support for my emotional needs. My search for a soul mate became an unending 
quest for the rest of my life. Somehow I always managed to have a close friend. 
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Divine protection - Runaway horse wagon 
One day when I was eight, I was with my grandfather in a lumberyard. We 
would often do things together, as we both enjoyed each other’s company. On 
that particular day, men were loading a carload of lumber for renovations my 
grandfather was planning to make on our house. I sat on the driver’s seat of the 
wagon, overlooking the horse below me. A piece of wood slipped and hit the 
horse. It took off instantly. There I was, in a runaway horse wagon, reins 
dragging on the ground, galloping along a busy dirt road, followed by men 
chasing after us. I was hardly able to hold on. I was terrified. Fortunately, a 
passerby managed to grab the horse and bring him to a stop. Should that horse 
have left the road there would have been a major pileup, and I could have been 
killed or seriously injured. Both my grandfather and I were badly shaken by 
this experience. 

 
Miracle No. 1 - Cork explosion 

When I was growing up, boys often played with pistols that were loaded with 
corks, in the center of which were explosives. The explosive looked something 
like the head of a match, only much larger. When you pulled the trigger, a nail 
would hit the explosive producing a big bang. Boys loved to play with those 
pistols and we staged many “cops and robbers” battles. One day, when my 
grandfather had just purchased a package of 50 explosive corks for me, I was 
in our dining room trying to remove one to load my gun. I must have 
accidentally scratched the explosive. The whole package of 50 went off right 
in front of me. There was a tremendous bang, fire and smoke. I managed to 
cover my eyes with my hands otherwise, I would almost certainly have been 
blinded. 

 
As my grandparents grew older, my grandmother started to resent having full 
responsibility for raising us. Even though my mother paid the bills, my 
grandmother wanted greater involvement from her. The solution the two of them 
arrived at was to ship my sister (who was two years older) and me out of town.  
We still came home for Christmas and summer vacations, but that was all. Mother 
visited us at school once or twice yearly. 
 
So at the age of 10, I was placed in a Roman Catholic residential school for boys, 
run by a Christian brotherhood. (My sister was in the same town, in a girl’s school 
run by nuns). I spent the next six years in such schools, away from home.  
 
God’s move in my life - No. 1 – God draws me to Himself   
Until I was placed in the residential school, I did not know or care about God.  
Under intense religious training, however, I become a strong believer. 
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For a 10-year-old boy, the realization that the family home was no longer mine 
and that I was not wanted was immensely painful. The first year away from home 
was especially hard for me. I cried every night. I wrote desperate letters home, 
begging them to take me back. Nothing happened. I concluded that nobody cared, 
that nobody loved me. Just before my mother died, she told me she knew she had 
lost me that year, because from that time on our relationship became very cold. 
 
I struggled mightily. There was no longer anyone to comfort me when I needed 
comforting as all children do.  

There was one positive result to feeling so 
abandoned however; my sister and I became 
much closer, since we were both in the same 
predicament. Little did I know that I would soon 
be separated from her too.  
I concluded that I could not trust anyone. I was 
on my own. In my grief I prayed a lot, and grew 
closer to God.  

The two years from 1937 – 1939 (until the outbreak of the Second World War) I 
spent in Ostrzeszów, Poland residential school. These were the most miserable 
years of my life. 
 
I spent my second year at school in bed; a doctor’s error – an improper injection – 
killed most of my white blood cells and resulted in severe anemia.  
 
Starting about 1938, my father began to write to us children and send us parcels of 
candies from his factory. He had become a prosperous businessman and had 
married a former actress, but my sister and I remained his only children. 
Obviously he was trying to reestablish a relationship with us. He told us he would 
pass his wealth to us some day. But I did not trust him at all. 
 
Just before the outbreak of the war, our father came to visit us in Sulejówek. It 
was the first time he had visited us since my parents had divorced nine years 
earlier. Father had been mobilized by the Polish Army as a reserve officer (he was 
a veteran of the First World War) and he was on his way to join his unit. He came 
to say goodbye. That day my sister was all over him with cries of, “My daddy!” 
But I had to be dragged in to see him, and I refused to talk to him. I felt he had 
abandoned us and I was deeply hurt. My grandmother tried to smooth the 
awkward situation. 
   
Of course, my sister and I could not have known then that our father would be 
killed the next year. Today, as I look back I wonder why he came that day. Did he 
feel guilty? Did he sense he might not be coming back?  
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Who was my father? 
 
My mother once said he was a good 
man, but that his brothers had had a 
bad influence on him. I cannot tell, as I 
have no memories of him. Years after 
his death I tried to find out something 
about my father’s family, but I was 
unable to learn much. To this day I 
have no idea about my father’s side of 
the family.  
  

Who were my grandparents, father’s brothers and sisters? I have never seen any 
photographs of them, anything! When our father decided to stay away from us - he 
succeeded! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 
  

 
I have only a vague 
recollection of the year 
1929 – 1930 when we 
lived in Wilno. 

 

Father around 1928 Father around 1938 

 

            My parents 

Wilno 1929, father, sister, me and mother in front of dad’s factory 

Wilno 1929, my parents  
       with my sister 

Wilno 1929, my sister and me  
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1930 – 1932  Warsaw / Cottage 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
At this point in my life Warsaw was the place that I lived the longest without moving – two 
years! Most pictures I have from this time are from a cottage my grandparents rented not too far 
from Warsaw. 
 
 
1932 – 1942 Sulejówek 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   My sister, mother and me    Top row: aunt, grandfather, sister          Me, mother and sister  
           Bottom row:  grandmother, me and 
               mother  
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       I am pretending to work.      My sister and me playing dominoes 

     My friends and me (I am on the right)                                                   Me and Bim 

It is 1940. Grandfather and I are working in the 
garden. By that time there was a lot of work to do 
as we had trees bearing apples, pears, peaches, 
plumbs and cherries. We had bushes with 
raspberries and red and white currants. The 
vegetable garden needed attending as well.       I am sitting on top of 

      mother’s great piano. 
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CHAPTER 2 – The Second World War 
 
I had just turned 12 when the Second World War started, at the end of summer 
vacation, September 1, 1939. 
 
The War came suddenly - with a bang - and turned our lives upside down. With 
the onset of the War, we entered a different world, a world we had never 
experienced before. 

 
As the German forces advanced toward Warsaw, a 
flood of refugees advanced eastward toward safety.  
My mother, aunt, sister and I joined them. After 
leaving Sulejówek we headed on foot for Lublin, a 
town some 100 kilometres to the southeast of us. It 
was the birthplace of my father, and his family still 
lived there.  
 
I will never forget our reception by my father’s 
family. On arriving in Lublin we went to the home of 

my father’s brother, where – initially - we were received cordially. But my uncle 
was not at home. My sister and I stayed there while mother and our aunt went 
looking to buy some provisions. When father’s brother returned from work, he 
promptly threw us out, onto the street to fend for ourselves. (We thought he was 
afraid that we might want to stay with them permanently).   
 
That night, crowds of refugees filled the streets and my uncle opened the doors of 
his factory to let them sleep inside on straw covered with tarpaulin. When the four 
of us tried to get in, he would not let us in. We sat on the doorway steps, cuddled 
together to keep warm, only half sleeping. The sky was aglow with burning fires 
and smoke filled the air, the aftermath of German air attacks on Lublin. By 
midnight my mother lost her patience. She confronted our uncle and demanded 
that he allow us children to sleep inside his factory. To avoid a scandal, he 
reluctantly consented, but he would not let mother or our aunt join us. They spent 
the night on the street, cuddled together on some doorway steps. 
 
Our father’s family rejected us completely. What had we, as children, done to 
deserve that?  
 
Over the next three weeks, we tried to escape further east toward Romania and 
then to the west. But we were ill-equipped and never made it. We had to turn back 
home. In that short time of three weeks in Lublin we were bombed (bombs fell 
within only few meters of the basement we had taken cover in), almost gunned 
down by a German plane, and caught on a battlefield between Polish and German 
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forces, where we witnessed a battle and a cavalry charge against tanks. We saw 
war up close, far too close for our comfort. 
 
But God was looking after us. When we were caught on the battlefield between 
the two armies, if it had been a direct attack, we would certainly have been killed. 
As it happened the Polish cavalry made a flank attack, along the edge of a forest, 
and so we were unharmed and able to get to safety on our own. 
 
As we headed home, we encountered a German checkpoint, where we were 
searched and had our documents examined. I remember my sister cried. The 
German soldiers seemed surprised by her tears; they clearly didn’t mean to harm 
us. It was not so on the eastern front. From reading accounts of the Second World 
War, I know Russian soldiers frequently raped and robbed civilians. Many 
Germans still practiced Christian values, but godless Communism raised a 
generation without moral values. 
 
At this point let me clear up what could be confusing to some - my use of the 
words “German” and “Nazi.” To be a Nazi, you had to be a member of a political 
party. It is true that Nazis occupied key positions in all German organizations and 
any opposition to them was immediately dealt with. But the vast majority of 
Germans were not Nazis. They fought the War and occupied Poland, but they 
simply obeyed the orders of their Nazi masters. In their obedience they did great 
harm. Edmund Burke once observed “All that is necessary for the triumph of evil 
is for good men to do nothing.” In the end the German people paid a heavy price 
for their compliance.   
 
The Nazis by themselves could not have achieved what they did except through 
the obedience of the masses. Who were the Nazis? Some came from the ranks of 
the rich and powerful who were never satisfied. Some came from among the 
radical, criminal element. Some were sympathizers and opportunists. In my 
estimation, they consisted of no more than 10 to 20 percent of the total population, 
a fringe element that exists in any country, just waiting for an opportunity to gain 
power. 
 
Nazis, Gestapo, SD and other special force units carried out a ruthless persecution 
in Poland. On the other hand the regular German Army did not show open 
hostility toward the Polish population. Most foreigners were recruited into the SS, 
which were Nazi elite troops engaged both in dangerous missions as well as in 
acts of revenge for partisan activities. Estonian, Lithuanian and Ukrainian SS were 
involved in 1943 in the siege of the Warsaw Ghetto, and in 1944 they were used 
against the Warsaw Uprising. This strategic use of foreigners was, in part, a 
diabolic Nazi policy to breed hatred among eastern European peoples that would 
linger in their memories for years. It was a long-term strategy to divide and 
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conquer. Hungary and Italy had their own regular armies on the Nazi side, but 
they had no involvement in occupied Poland. 

From 1939-1943, while Poland remained 
under German occupation, I lived in  
Warsaw, Bielany, in the residential school, 
which was run by the Catholic brotherhood.  
These last four years at the residential school 
were not as hard on me as the first two had 
been. It was wartime. I was happy to be at the 
residential school, sheltered from much of the 
War’s misery. 

 
Catholic residential schools provided an excellent education, normally affordable 
only to nobility and the rich. The only reason I was there was that my mother, a 
single parent, had run out of other options. She could not look after us herself.  
These schools taught discipline, good working habits, good manners, and they 
taught us to think deeply and to believe in the power of God. From that time on, I 
became a deep thinker, not afraid to ask difficult questions and to search for 
answers. I learned that this Christian schooling gave me a real advantage 
throughout my life. I have practiced the lessons I learned there, and have found 
they have served me well. Many doors opened. People seem to help if they think 
you are a person of integrity. I have come to realize that my mother cared about 
me after all! She gave us the best education she could afford.  
 
Here is what the Bible has to say on the guiding principles for our lives: 
 
1 Peter 2:17   Show proper respect to everyone: Love the brotherhood of 

believers, fear God, honor the king. (NIV) 
Philippians 2:3  Do nothing out of selfish ambition or vain conceit, but in 

humility consider others better than yourselves. (NIV) 
 
My education also gave me a good command of the Polish language, which was a 
real advantage within Polish circles. Living abroad, however, this advantage 
disappeared; and offered instead a lesson in humility. I would come to realize that 
no matter where you go, there will be some people who will look down on you if 
you have an accent or don’t speak their native language as they do.  
 
Being in a boys’ only school, I was teased and ridiculed a lot by other boys. 
Living there full time meant there was no escape. I was small, physically weak, 
and not good in sports, so I was an easy target for bullying. During my final two 
years at the school, mother had no money to pay for tuition, so I faced the 
additional humiliation of being a welfare case.  
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I have never forgotten the particularly cutting remark of one boy who told me, “In 
ancient times weak babies like you were thrown down a cliff! You creep. You do 
not deserve to be alive!” 
 
At the end of the six years of schooling my self-esteem had withered. My spirit 
was crushed. I felt humiliated, like a victim. I suffered under the “poor me” 
syndrome.   
  
I had just turned 16 when I graduated in 1943. I left the residential school and 
faced an uncertain future. I felt I had only two choices: give up or start from 
scratch. I chose the latter. I felt I had something to prove; that I was worthy to be 
alive. 

 
I moved back in with my mother, 
grandmother, and sister. We lived in a 
two-bedroom apartment in Włochy 
near Warsaw. That first summer after 
graduation, my mother became deadly 
sick with cancer. Neither my sister nor 
I had jobs. The atmosphere felt 
hopeless. This was the saddest period 
of my life. 
 

It was during this summer that my mother died. She died of cancer of the 
intestines, a rare disease known as Familial polyposis. Because of the War, there 
was a shortage of both medication and painkillers, so mother died, at home, in 
terrible physical and spiritual agony. Despite all of our Christian schooling, neither 
my sister nor I had any idea how to help her spiritually. Now I know that all she 
would have had to do was to confess her sins (privately to God), put her trust in 
Jesus, and rest on the promises of God.  
  
Acts 16:31  They replied, “Believe in the Lord Jesus, and you will be saved— 
    you and your household.” (NIV) 
Romans 10:9  That if you confess with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord” and believe in 

your heart that God raised him from the dead, you will be saved. 
(NIV) 

 
My mother was only 46 when she died. My sister died at 42, and my sister’s son 
(Andrew) at 40, all from the same sickness. But it stopped there. Andrew’s  
children (Ola and Gerard) do not have it. Familial polyposis is a genetic disease 
that you cannot pass to your children unless you have it yourself. (We did not 
know this until my wife and I were more than 40, soon after we decided to have 
our two children, Tina and Nicole.) God spared me! I had been blessed from birth. 
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My sister and I remained under the care of our elderly grandmother, who was in 
poor health. We were without any visible means of support. What 
my sister and I did not know is that by that time, we were already 
orphans. Our father had been murdered earlier, around 1940, in 
Katyń, Russia by the KGB. (I would learn this fact 55 years later.) 
 
It was the darkest time of my life, but I knew where to seek help. 
My plea to God was, “I am scared!” I got on my knees and prayed 

“God what is going to become of me? Help!”     
      
In the days and weeks following my mother’s death, I made a few resolutions that 
I have kept ever since: 
 

• I decided to take charge of my own upbringing - I would be the strictest 
parent to myself that I could be 

• I decided to be dependable, strong and loyal. No smoking, no drinking, no 
nonsense 

• I decided to stand for righteousness, law and justice and to fight against 
oppression 

• I decided from then on, that whatever I did, I would do my very best 
• I would no longer be a victim. I would fight back (not physically for I was 

too weak, but I refused to believe Satan’s lies) 
• I would find a way to not be dependent on my family anymore. 

 
That time following my mother’s death would prove to be a turning point for me. 
At the age of 16, I acknowledged my dependence on God and my own 
responsibility to do what was right. 
 
God heard my plea and started opening doors of opportunity in my life.  
  
Looking back, I can see clearly that God answered my prayer. He gave me a new 
spirit. Before that time, I felt like a victim, suffering under “poor me” syndrome. 
But afterwards, virtually overnight, I received a spirit of boldness, decisiveness 
and determination. I took charge of my life. From that time on I became an “all or 
nothing” person. I determined to find a goal after much prayer and deliberation, 
and go for it. My goal would be my “Plan A.” There would be no “Plan B,” no 
backup strategy. I never planned for failure. I knew what I had to do, and I did all I 
could do to achieve it - the rest was in God’s hands. 
 
However, I was not blinded by my strategies. I always tried to listen to wise 
counsel, and then evaluated it, considered it, prayed about it and responded. To 
this day I strive to listen to everyone, regardless of his or her status. I might make 
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mid-course adjustments or outright reversals, but I never compromise my goals. 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 2 - I receive a new spirit 
As God responded to my plea for help, things began happening in my life - doors 
began to open. 
 
Strangely, my uncle from Lublin (my father’s brother, the same one who in 1939 
threw us out of his house) started to send father’s share of the profits from the 
family business to us. What was so amazing to us at the time, is that father’s 
second wife was still alive. Was our uncle forced to send us money by the 
authorities? Was it God’s way of providing for us? This sudden display of 
generosity was totally unexpected and puzzling. 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 3 - The helpless situation changes 
There was then a glimmer of hope, some purpose in our lives. 
 

Both my mother and my uncle (my mother’s brother-in-law) 
belonged to AK (the Armia Krajowa or Home Army) resistance 
movement. Mother – I learned 51 years later - was involved in 
an underground hospital for wounded AK fighters. My uncle 
was involved at a command level (he shared this fact with me in 
confidence himself). He was wounded in a confrontation 
between an AK unit and German forces. We do not know if he 
was an innocent bystander or if he was an active participant in 
the conflict. We know that he was wounded, taken away on a 
stretcher and placed in a prison hospital. Soon after, 100 Poles 
were executed as retaliation for this incident. My uncle was 
executed as part of this group, while lying on a stretcher. He 
was a man I always respected and looked up to. His death was a 
great loss for me. Both mother and my uncle were very 
important to me; I felt as if my world was falling apart. 

 
Following my uncle’s execution by the 
Nazis in 1943, my grandmother, sister 
and I moved to his widow’s apartment in 
Warsaw (on the east side of the river 
Vistula). My aunt, though in grief over 
the loss of her husband, took charge. My 
sister went to work (at the same place 
where our mother had worked) and I 
went to school (a three-year college 

program. I finished the first year in Poland and completed the remaining two years 
in England years later). My college was located in the Palace Staszyca, which we 
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shared with the Nazi Gestapo. (They used most of the building as an interrogation 
and torture center.)   
 
Miracle No. 2 – 1943 - while jumping onto a streetcar   

I travelled to school downtown, by streetcar. At that time streetcars were few 
and far between, and so they tended to be loaded beyond capacity. Passengers 
rode on the streetcar’s steps, buffers or on wheel axles. One morning I jumped 
on the step of a moving streetcar, on the opposite side from which one would 
normally board. I found myself between the two tracks with lampposts at 
regular intervals. My briefcase, which was hanging on my wrist, got stuck, 
preventing me from pulling myself tight to the handrail. I was all stretched out 
with a lamppost approaching at an alarming rate. Just before smashing into it, 
my briefcase slipped and I pulled in. 

 
In January 1944, at the age of 16, I joined the AK (the Polish resistance 
movement). I introduced my sister and my best friend from the Bielany residential 
school, Jurek Gurzęda, to the AK as well. My pseudonym was “Bąk”  
(pronounced bounk) meaning “a bumblebee.” (“Bąk” is what came to my mind 
when I was asked to choose a nickname, at a moment’s notice.) The name would 
follow me for the next three years. My best friend chose “Deer” as his nickname.  
 
I had long wanted to join AK. But I had no contacts, so I was in a dilemma as to 
how to go about doing so. In the college I attended there was an older student who 
hardly ever attended school. Most of us thought of him as a spy. One day, he 
approached me and asked if I was interested in joining. If I said “yes” and he was 
a spy I would have been arrested. (Gestapo interrogation rooms were just one-
floor below). But I was so desperate to join that I took a chance and said “yes.” It 
was a big gamble, but it worked out. He gave me a contact. Was God in that 
situation? God certainly used it as a starting point to guide and provide for me. 
 
Secrecy was of utmost importance. A year earlier my distant relative, Mat 
Morawski, boasted to his girlfriend about belonging to AK. She must have 
mentioned it to others and he ended up in concentration camp for two years where 
he would surely have died, were it not for the end of war. There were many spies 
and traitors among us. Not everybody was patriotic. When the ship is sinking, rats 
leave the ship. 
 
Don’t imagine that I was a fanatical, gun-swinging rebel, breathing hatred and 
murder and seeking revenge. I was, rather, a Christian youth, fresh from six years 
of Christian education, trying to make some sense of a world that was filled with 
hatred and oppression. My struggle was about resisting injustice and helping to 
restore law and order. 
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During the War, I never fired a single shot, mainly because in the most critical, 
first days of the battle, I was armed with only a small, lady’s pistol and two 
bullets. We were short of arms, and as a new recruit, a lady’s pistol is all I was 
given. Worse yet, I had no clue if my pistol was on or off, as the writing on the 
gun was in a foreign language that I could not understand. If it had been off and I 
had needed it, that split second of delay could have cost me my life.  
 
It has been said that, “The bigger the gun, the braver is the man behind it.”  
Despite being armed with what amounted to a pea gun, I faced situations alone, 
where the enemy could overrun my position at any moment. Other positions were 
overrun and others died. I did not. Did God have something to do with preserving 
my life? Surrendering was not an option for us; as rebels, we would have been 
executed on the spot. Amidst the constant artillery shelling, rocket launching, 
bombings and sniper fire of the Warsaw Uprising, there were no safe places to 
hide. I prayed, “Lord, I don’t mind dying, but please don’t let me be crippled.” 
 
Miracle No. 3 - 1944 - on an AK assignment 

My friend “Deer” and I belonged to the same AK cell, which I realized later, 
was not a very good idea; if one of us had been caught, we might have 
revealed the identity of the other under torture. In the days and weeks leading 
up to the Warsaw Uprising, arms, ammunition and supplies had to be brought 
out of their hiding places and taken to specific locations where AK units 
would later gather for action. This transfer of arms had to be accomplished by 
a thousand small missions hidden to the watchful eyes of the Nazis. On one 
such assignment, my friend and I were each carrying unloaded handguns under 
our coats, when we passed an SS patrol of three men armed with machine 
guns. My friend stopped to tie his shoelace. I stopped too, and out of the 
corner of my eye saw one of the SS men gazing at us. I whispered, “Hurry up.  
They’ve spotted us.” Deer took his time and after what seemed like ages, we 
resumed walking. I was sweating, but they did not stop us. If they had, we 
might have been tortured to reveal our cell. Such risks never occurred to me 
when I joined AK. 
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1939 – 1945 Poland under the Nazi occupation 
Four years in residential school in Bielany 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Across the entrance road, another school     In 1939 during the siege of Warsaw, there was  
building was occupied by Wermacht            heavy fighting in this area that left a lot of damage. 
(regular German Army). They never            The school was surrounded by forests and was 
bothered us. A German is guard on duty.    located close to river Vistula. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     
 School Chapel, which we attended daily                  Doing homework (I am front / left) 

Playing at recess. I am at the bottom         Residential school in Bielany from a distance. 
row, second from the right.  
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1. Sulejówek – my grandparent’s home (about 18 kilometres east of Warsaw) 1932 – 1939 
2. Bielany      - my residential school where I stayed from 1939 – 1943 
3. Włochy      - where we lived briefly and where my mother died in 1943 
4. Ożarów   - where my mother worked (she had to commute to work every day by train,                                     

to the other side of Warsaw). This was my first stop after Warsaw Uprising. 
5. Praga         - where I lived with my aunt in 1943 – 1944   

The Russian Army took this part of town, within days of the start of the Uprising.  
 
 

 
1. Poznań – where I was born 
 
2. Warsaw – where my grandparents 
     lived 
 
3. Wilno – where my father lived 
 
4. Ostrzeszów – where I attended 
     residential school before the war 
 
5. Lublin - where my father’s family 
    lived 
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    1939 partition of Poland by the Germans and the Soviets   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The dotted thick line divides the territories that were occupied by Germany (to the 
left) and the Soviet Union (to the right). 
 
On the German side: 
The dark area to the left (west) is a part of Poland that Germany annexed. Here, 
the population of 10 million Poles was to be forcefully deported and replaced with 
a German population. By the end of the Second World War in 1945, the Germans 
had managed to deport one million Poles from here. 
 
The light area in central Poland was the German-created General Governorship 
under control of the Nazi governor general. Here Poles were allowed to remain for 
a time. Future plans called for clearing this area as well. I lived in this zone. It was 
generally believed that when the Nazis finished with the Jews, the gas chambers 
would be used to exterminate Poles. 
 
For more information, go to Internet and Google:   
Occupation of Poland (1939-1945)  
1939 War Poland 
    There is a list of sites: Invasion of Poland / The Second World War / and others 
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CHAPTER 3  -  The Warsaw Uprising 
The picture on the cover page of this book is how I looked at the 
time of entering the Warsaw Uprising. 
 
As the Russians pushed the retreating German Army toward 
Warsaw, the Polish exile government in London, England ordered 
AK forces to liberate Warsaw, which lead to the Warsaw Uprising 
and a two-month siege. I got orders to report for action on the west 

side of the Vistula River. To do so, I had to cross the Poniatowski Bridge, which 
was tightly guarded by Germans. 
 
Both my sister and I waited at home for our marching orders. Hers came first and 
so she left before I did. (We couldn’t have known it then, but we would never see 
each other again. Our separation that day would become a permanent one. 
Although my sister survived the war, and we corresponded from 1945 until her 
death in 1967, she remained in Communist Poland and I did not, making it 
impossible for us to reunite. To my great dismay – we were never able to meet 
again). 
 
But on that day, after my sister left, I remained at home and got increasingly 
nervous. There was talk that the Germans had blocked all bridges across the river. 
At last, a messenger arrived with my instructions as to where I was to report. I had 
to memorize the date, time, secret code and the address of where to report for 
duty. The secret code was the only identification I had to prove that I belonged to 
AK; for security reasons, there were no papers. The next day I left home and 
walked to the nearest bridge crossing. 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 4 - Crossing the Poniatowski Bridge 

This bridge represented the escape route for the German Army retreating from the advancing 
Russian Army. It was heavily guarded and readied to be blown up, after the retreat of the 

Germans. 
 
The bridge was closed to pedestrians. There was a long line up of people waiting 
to walk across. Occasionally a few people would be permitted to cross the bridge.  
I was one of the few.   
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A half-hour later, and I would have been stuck in Warsaw under Communist rule; 
my life would have taken a different course. Shortly after I was safely across the 
bridge, fighting broke out. A few days later, the east side of the river Vistula was 
in the hands of the Russian Army. 
 
I had just turned 17 at the time of the Warsaw Uprising, and entered the fray more 
like a Boy Scout, a cadet, or a fresh recruit, than as a fully trained freedom fighter. 
My training had consisted of only about a dozen general classroom instructions, 
no field training, and I had never fired a gun or been under fire. It was a busy time 
for AK. We were being used, but not trained. Apart from my good intentions, I 
was of little military value. I could not have foreseen what awaited me.  
 
God’s move in my life - No. 5  - Ordered to report to a location in the center 

     of the city.  
  
The enemy never overran my location. Should I have been stationed on the 
periphery of the city, as my sister had been, the Nazis would have captured me 
before the fall of Warsaw. The trouble was that to the Germans, AK fighters were 
rebels who were not covered by the Geneva Convention. When they captured us, 
they simply shot us on the spot. I would learn, years later, that that is what almost 
happened to my sister. She was in Mokotów, a part of the city that fell to the 
Nazis. Her entire company was rounded up for execution. Amazingly, a German 
officer secretly showed my sister an escape route, and with his own body covered 
her escape. Who was he? Was he a Pole? Was he a Christian? He risked his own 
life. Was he an angel? We will never know. God has a way of accomplishing His 
purposes under any circumstances. 
 
August 1 – October 4, 1944 - The Warsaw Uprising 
The Warsaw Uprising lasted nine weeks (63 days). It was one of the deadliest 
battles in the War. Two hundred thousand people were killed, and the city was left 
in rubble. Out of my unit of 100, only 10 of us were able to walk out on our own, 
becoming prisoners of war. My best friend “Deer” was killed. I was almost buried 
alive at one point, but miraculously, I emerged from the Warsaw Uprising without 
a scratch. As I would learn later, so did my sister.   
 
In 2010, I visited the Museum of Warsaw Uprising, and found the records for the 
company I had served in. To my surprise, I found that I had been listed as killed; 
somebody had made an error. 
 
The uprising was supposed to last only a couple of days. When it started, the 
Russians were about 10 kilometres away from Warsaw, and advancing fast. The 
uprising was supposed to help the Russian Army enter Warsaw without much 
damage to the city. But there was a snag. The Russians did not want the pro-
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Western Polish exile government in London to have a foothold in Poland. They 
had their own puppet Polish exile government in Moscow. We were caught in a 
political chess game.  The Russians stopped at the river Vistula (which is only 
about 500 metres wide) and would not help us. The Nazis had a free hand. Even 
after Warsaw capitulated, the Nazis continued demolishing the city, until January 
of the next year, when the offense restarted.   
 
Who committed the Warsaw Uprising genocide, the Germans who did the actual 
killing or the Russians who stood by and let them do it? Sadly, it was nothing 
new; in the previous 200 years similar genocides were committed 10 times by the 
same two parties. So deeply rooted is hatred in the hearts of men. Today, that 
hatred is still there, just waiting for the opportunity to explode once again.  
 

After crossing the Poniatowski Bridge I reported to 
the address of the location that had been given to 
me, at the corner of Marszałkowska and Moniuszki 
streets, and was soon joined by the others in our AK 
cell. On our way to our meeting place, we did not 
carry anything suspicious because of the heightened 
security by the Germans. We waited for our AK cell 
leader to give us instructions, guns and ammunition. 

We waited and waited, but no one came. He might have been caught by the 
Germans, killed or wounded on the way to join us; we will never know. Fighting 
had already begun and we were still waiting. Finally we decided to report to the 
officer in charge of the men fighting around our building. 
 
We gave the secret code word, explained who we were, and were immediately 
given red and white armbands. We were accepted without any problem. Years 
later I wondered about that acceptance; had they been expecting us? Is that why 
we had been told to report to that location? To this day I do not know if that was 
the unit we were supposed to join. 
 
Our company, which was known as KOSZTA, was an experienced fighting unit, 
which consisted of about 100 men. They were attached to headquarters command 
and their job was to protect the leadership, high-ranking officers and politicians. 
They were armed with machine guns, plenty of ammunition, explosives and 
Molotov cocktails. Earlier, during the Nazi occupation of Poland, they attacked 
selected targets as ordered by the AK command. 
 
Even though the AK fighters were well armed, there were no weapons to spare, 
and what they gave to the recruits to defend themselves was pitiful; all I was given 
was a small lady’s pistol and two bullets. 
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The positions we defended were along Marszałkowska Street, 
which was roughly one kilometre long and was held at both 
ends by the Germans. The street was a major throughway for 
south-north traffic. German troops, headed by tanks, were 
attempting to take control of this street and thus split this part 
of town into two. What we did not know was that one AK 
company failed to arrive at their appointed destination and we 
were grossly undermanned. Therefore we were immediately 
assigned duties and were frequently moved in order to fill 
gaps in our defenses.  
 
The dark line shows Marszałkowska Street. 
    At the bottom end was the street leading to the Poniatowski Bridge. 
    At the top end was Ogród Saski, a park held by the Germans. 
1 – shows my position    2 – is where my sister was located 
 
The initial tank assault, launched by the Germans, was 
arrested at the south end of the street by AK forces who set 

three tanks on fire. At one point, I waited by a second floor window, armed with 
Molotov cocktails, awaiting the approach of German tanks, but they never arrived. 
While the tanks moved forward, they used their guns to fire at the windows along 
the street ahead. I prayed they wouldn’t fire at my window. Further penetration of 
the tanks was expected any minute, so even we untrained recruits were placed at 
the entrances along the street to offer some resistance to the Ukrainian crews as 
they escaped burning tanks. (These Ukrainian tank crews committed many 
despicable acts of cruelty to the civilian occupants of the buildings that they 
captured.) At some point in the first hours of fighting, the situation felt desperate, 
but eventually German troops gave up further attacks. They were suffering heavy 
losses. Tanks did not work well in an urban situation! 
 
At that point we were ordered to build barricades across the Marszałkowska 
Street. After some exhausting and hectic hours lasting past midnight, we were told 
to catch some sleep. That night I slept on a newspaper-covered hardwood floor, 
among broken plaster and dust. I had no pillow, no blanket, just the clothes I was 
wearing. Fortunately it was a warm night. 
 
The next few days were not any better. We were rushed from one assignment to 
the next as situations demanded. We would catch a bite to eat or a few hours of 
sleep whenever possible. They were hectic days, and we were kept busy doing 
chores of all sorts (building barricades, carrying supplies, carrying the wounded on 
stretchers to a hospital, digging graves, burying the dead) while others were 
involved in combat missions. At one point, I stood guard for 24 hours all by 
myself, at a Marszałkowska Street building’s entrance, expecting a direct assault 
at any minute. Obviously, it was a suicide mission. I knew that my two little 
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bullets would not stop a bunch of SS men with machine guns. 
 
For a kid who was afraid of the dark, standing guard alone in dark alleys with a 
weapon that amounted to no more than a pea gun stretched my courage. I reached 
my limit one night. Very close to our headquarters, I relieved a guard. It was pitch 
darkness. I had been standing on guard for a couple of hours, when I heard the 
footsteps of a group approaching, but I could not see anything. I called “Stop!  
Give me the password!” They gave me the password. It was a group of captured 
German soldiers lead by AK guards, who had come to pick dead bodies. By the 
light of their flashlights I could see that all around me there were corpses, but I’d 
been unable to see them in the darkness. The ghastly sight made my hair stand up 
on end; the experience really scared me. While the men were still there, I quickly 
ran to headquarters and asked for help, “I am not afraid of Germans, but ghosts are 
something else!” They laughed at me, but gave me someone for company. The rest 
of that watch, there were two of us. 
 
Strangely enough, after the Warsaw Uprising I was no longer afraid of darkness; 
my fear was cured. Today, I may not be comfortable in darkness, but I am not 
scared. I was never afraid to die; to be wounded - yes, to be killed - no. That is 
why those suicide missions did not bother me much. Mind you, my prayer life 
could not have been any better; after all I was not suicidal.  
 
At headquarters some men were sleeping, some were readying themselves for 
active duty; others were coming from combat duties. There was noise and 
commotion, men were moving in and out, but we were so tired that we slept 
anyway. Once, while others thought I was sleeping, I overheard them talking 
about what they thought of different men. When they talked about me, they said, 
“Bąk is OK.”  I needed that reassurance. I was often scared, but the fear did not 
paralyze me. I was able to do my job. It was good to know that experienced 
fighters thought a kid like me was “OK.” Experiences like those were restoring 
my self-image, which had been at its lowest just a year ago. 
 
Why were there so many guards spread over the whole terrain? To stop any 
movement behind our defenses. The front line itself was porous in places; German 
sharp shooters and spies could easily move to and from AK and German held 
areas. Guards also helped to prevent looting and crime toward the civilian 
population hiding in the basements. Finally, a German patrol could have broken 
through our defenses, entrenched itself in a building and hidden there until an 
opportune time. Guards would engage any intruders in combat. Once shots were 
exchanged, reinforcement would soon arrive from headquarters. 
 
This pattern of activity continued for the next six weeks. Eventually, direct frontal 
attacks stopped, and we found ourselves under a barrage of artillery fire, air raid 
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bombing, rocket launches and sniper fire. Our job shifted to fighting fires, digging 
out survivors from under collapsed buildings, carrying the wounded and the dead, 
and an endless litany of other tasks. The endless hours of guard duty also 
continued. On average I had no more than five hours of sleep per night. 
 
In the end we received more arms, which we had gained from the enemy or left by 
our fallen comrades. Our numbers of dead and wounded were huge, however we 
could not be wiped out all together as we were spread over a large terrain.  
Eventually we recruits were moved to front line positions, where frontal attack 
could start at any minute. 
 
Every day my life and the lives of my colleagues were in constant danger. There 
was no safe place anywhere. As the civilian population stayed in basements, 
where many died anyway, the AK fighters at street level were exposed to even 
more dangers.   
 
Hospitals overflowed; wounded people lay on stretchers in the open, along the 
streets adjacent to each hospital. There were not enough doctors, nurses, 
medication or painkillers. As we AK fighters rushed about to and from our 
assignments, the wounded begged us, “Get me some water, I need water!” We 
would ignore those cries. Where would we find water? There was no running 
water, each district had some wells, but we had no clue where they were. Worst of 
all, we knew that at any moment we could find ourselves in the same situation; we 
could be under sniper fire anywhere we moved. 
 
One morning, I was relieved from duty about 2:00 a.m. after spending a night on 
the front line. I had been posted on a lookup through a hole in a wall, observing 
enemy positions, as there was always a danger of German patrols breaking in 
through our lines. I returned to our quarters only to be woken a few hours later by 
an emergency. My replacement (who had been keeping watch at the very hole I 
had been looking through a couple of hours earlier) had been shot in the knee and 
we had to carry him to a hospital. His leg was a horrible sight. I realized it could 
easily have been me that had been shot. It was a cold night and someone had built 
a fire. I suspect that with light behind him, the guard’s silhouette became an easy 
target for a sharpshooter. The gunman was not likely aiming at the guard’s knee, 
but at his head. 
 
We carried him to a hospital and he begged us to not allow doctors to operate on 
him without anesthesia. At the hospital, we learned he had a weak heart; the 
doctor warned us the man could die. Still we relayed his instructions. They gave 
him anesthesia anyway and he died during the operation. Even a seemingly safe 
job was dangerous. We were battling an experienced army, with sharpshooters that 
could hit a target from a distance. 
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While at the hospital, we spotted a huge heap covered with tarpaulin. We were 
curious and lifted a corner to look. There were amputated legs, arms and all sorts 
of body parts, ready for burial. Amputation was the most common remedy.  
 
Among the many memories I have of those days, there are a few that stand out: 
 
Miracle No. 4 - Bombed by Stukas dive bombers 

I was standing guard, trying to keep civilians out of sight during an air raid. 
Had they been seen, they might have attracted planes to bomb our location. 
Everyone was in a room while I stood in a doorway – the most dangerous 
place to be during a nearby explosion. Suddenly we were hit directly with 
three bombs chained together, however the one nearest to me did not explode.  
All I remember is a flash of fire, explosion, dust and a rush of people pushing 
and stepping all over me. I fell, lost my helmet and my rifle and crawled back 
looking for them while everything around me was collapsing. I never found 
either of them and had to give up because I was choking for air. I had to have 
my hair cut off completely after that experience; it was so full of dust and 
tangles. 

 
Miracle No. 5  - Bombed by a railway super gun 

I was standing guard all alone when I heard the explosion of a 1000 kilogram 
projectile, which had been fired by a railway gun known to us as “Thick 
Berta.”  It took about 10 minutes to reload the gun, so every 10 minutes there 
would be another explosion. Suddenly I became aware that the explosions 
were moving closer and closer to me, in a straight line. I could predict the next 
one would be where I stood. My heart raced and I prayed. What should I do? I 
decided to stay rather than desert my post. I waited, trembling, but the next 
explosion never came. The gun had apparently retired for that day. 

 
Miracle No. 6 - Awaiting the final attack on North Downtown Warsaw 

Periodically the Nazis would make a concentrated assault with tanks, artillery 
and combat troops to capture a part of Warsaw being defended by the AK. 
First captured was the Old City, than the suburb of Mokotów (where my sister 
was stationed). The next attack was to capture the northern end of downtown 
Warsaw where I was. Until that point, that part of town had been full of 
civilians and all kinds of troops. With the approaching danger of a direct 
assault, suddenly everyone vanished and only the fighting troops remained.  
We were poorly equipped and there were few of us left. We were entrenched, 
one soldier every 100 meters. I had a rifle and a dozen shells; it was a suicide 
mission, certain death. We waited for the attack a whole week, scattered 
among the ruins of Warsaw, with the wind causing strange noises in a grave-
like landscape. I was ready to die. I prayed and thought, “I got myself into a 
real trap, this may have been the most foolish decision I’ve ever made. I wish I 
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had wings like a bird to fly away.” But the attack never came. Warsaw 
capitulated. 

 
At that time, a rumor spread among the troops that in order for the Germans to 
recognize us as regular soldiers, covered by the Geneva Convention, the Allies 
had to attach us to the Canadian Army. Such a theory now seems highly unlikely, 
but at the time, it made sense to me. I decided there and then that one day, I would 
move to Canada. I knew nothing about Canada; under the Nazis we were not 
allowed to study Geography, History or Latin. My decision was merely one more 
example of my spontaneous nature. 
 
On October 5, 1944 we marched out from among the ruins of Warsaw, exhausted 
and dirty, overpowered but not defeated. We were all in shock. We could not 
believe it was all over, and that we had survived! 
 
It would take many years to cope with the emotional trauma we had experienced.  
We were mourning for our fallen comrades. We had nightmares of impending 
dangers, and memories of terrifying scenes of death and destruction. Did it affect 
the rest of our lives? You bet! We had to redefine who we were, what truly 
mattered to us, and what to do with the rest of our lives. 
 
I struggled for many years with guilt for not having died with my comrades. From 
then on, I searched for answers to the questions of revenge, justice, right and 
wrong, good and evil. Such thoughts never left me. They would shape my life. 
One thing I would never waver from, however, is that I determined that I would 
stay on the side of good. 
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Warsaw Uprising statistics 
The Warsaw Uprising lasted from August 1 to October 2, 1944, a total of nine 
weeks or 63 days. It was supposed to have lasted three days at most, after which 
the Russian Red Army was supposed to have entered the city. 
 
 
 
  

AK fighters German 
soldiers 

Polish Army 
soldiers, part  
of Russian 
Forces 

Polish Civilian 
Population 

Killed 18000 10000 3500 150,000 - 180,000 
Lost 5000 6000 ? ? 
Wounded 25000 9000 ? ? 
Total 48000 25000 3500      150,000 - 180,000 
Total AK fighters taken as prisoners of war: 15,000  (I was one of them)  
      
Source:  From “Museum of Warsaw Uprising” Warsaw, Poland 
    For more information and pictures see:   www.1944.pl 
  
25% of city damage occurred during the 63-day period of the Warsaw Uprising 
55% of city damage done purposely by the Germans, after all fighting had ceased. 
 
In the end, 98 percent of the buildings in Warsaw were destroyed. 
 
“Polish Army soldiers” part of the Russian forces 
As much as in the Second World War there was a Polish Army fighting alongside 
the Allies in the west, there was another Polish Army in the east fighting alongside 
the Russian Army. That army pushed hard against Germans, reached the river 
Vistula first, and immediately attempted to cross the river in three separate places 
so as to come to the aid of AK fighters. They suffered heavy losses against stiff 
opposition by the Germans, but managed to get across the river. As soon as the 
Russian command found out about these attempts, the Russians stopped these 
actions, abandoning the Polish units that had crossed the river. These units fought 
alongside AK units in the Uprising. I later met some of these soldiers in German 
prisoner of war (POW) camps. 
 
References 
The book: The Secret Army by Bór-Komorowski, Commander-in-Chief, Home Army and 

      Commander of the Warsaw Uprising 
For more information go to Internet and Google:   
Warsaw Uprising  
    There is a list of sites: World War II: Warsaw Uprising 1944 /  

World War II:  Warsaw Uprising: Timeline / and others 
 
The right to include photographs from the Warsaw Uprising purchased from the Museum of 
Warsaw Uprising in Warsaw, Poland.  
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Troop inspection in the inner 
court of Moniuszki Str. No. 12 
The only picture of me during 
the Warsaw Uprising. I am the 
very last on the right. 
 
Just to make sure it is me, I 
include two inserts. 
 
My best friend from Bielany, 
Jurek and me. He was killed 
during the Warsaw Uprising. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  1944 above           1942 Bielany 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     This reminds me of a building right             My headquarters Moniuszki 12 where I was  
     across from us Moniuszki 11                       located for almost two months. Later, we were 
              bombed here, while I guarded the entrance. 

 
To the right, 
the dreaded 
German Sztuka 
diving bomber.  
We had no anti-
aircraft 
weapons. At 
times there were 
as many as 23 
bombing the 
city.  

To the left: German tank. In the first days of the Warsaw Uprising they were the main weapons 
used against us. Molotov cocktails and barricades were our defense. 
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Checking papers of a civilian   Barricades were built to prevent              “Goliath” German 
to prevent movement of            tanks from advancing into our territory.  weapon against our 
spies and looters. Every day     They also offered cover against              barricades. It was loaded 
AK fighters were issued           sharpshooters as we moved around.        with explosives.  
a new password. 

Dangerous crossings 
were marked to warn 
others that the 
location was under 
sniper fire. 
Other streets were 
safe to walk in.  
German snipers 
changed locations 
frequently, so no 
place was truly safe. 

            Nurses on the move. We had no uniforms, 
            but wore our own clothes. A red and white  
            arm band, on the right arm, identified us as 
            part of AK. Here nurses wear a red cross  
The Allied bomber during a parachute drop.   on the other arm. 

 
On September 18, 1944 a fleet of 
Allied bombers made a parachute 
drop of arms, ammunition and food 
to the Warsaw Uprising. This help 
was too late to make much 
difference. By that time most AK-
held territories were lost to the 
Germans. A lot of supplies fell into 
enemy hands or were impossible to 
retrieve. The Allies needed the  
permission of the Russians to land 
on their airports to refuel for the 
return flight. This proposal was 

flatly refused. So the Allies had to fly to Greek airports instead. 
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PASTA – built before 1912, this was the tallest 
building in Warsaw at the time, and was used as a 
Telecommunication Centre. This building was very 
close to where I was during the Warsaw Uprising. It 
was held by the Germans, a unit about 150 men.  
Consequently we were constantly under the sniper 
fire, which made moving around this area extremely 
dangerous. Our forces practically had to smoke the 
snipers out using fire throwers. 
Once the Germans lost control of Pasta, they bombed 
it. 

AK fighter during         German prisoners of war from Pasta 
the battle to capture 

German prisoners of war from       Pasta 
Pasta 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Running behind a barricade Inevitable consequence of sniper fire. Every day we had to  
under sniper fire was always Every day someone got hit. Here we bury one of us. Every  
very risky. We had to do it see a scene – attending to the    day I would wonder 
every day.     wounded.       “Is it going to be me 
                tomorrow?”  
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To the left: scenes of deserted streets, 
raging fires, a ghost-like landscape, 
frequently under sniper fire. We carried 
supplies through here. Night or day we 
stood lonely guard in such places. 
 
Below: It started like this: 

Below: that is how I remember Warsaw as I left. 

 
 
 
 
Remember, the city was full of civilians, 
hiding in the basements of these houses.  
One can just imagine how many died and 
were buried in the rubble. 
 

 
Warsaw – the Old City 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          As it was after the Warsaw Uprising    As it was before 1939, and now, after  
                 reconstruction 
  



  38  

Warsaw – The Royal Castle  

            As it was after the Warsaw Uprising       As it was before 1939, and now, after  
                           reconstruction 
Warsaw – The Monument to the Unknown Soldier 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
           As it was after the Warsaw Uprising       As it was before 1939, and now, after  
                           reconstruction 

On September 13th 1944, Poniatowski Bridge and all the other bridges across river Vistula in 
Warsaw were blown up by the retreating German forces. 
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CHAPTER 4 - Prisoner of War camps / End of the Second World War 
 
I would become a Prisoner of War for seven months, from October 5, 1944 to May 
5, 1945. 
 
One of the conditions for our surrender was that we were to be met by the 
Wehrmacht (Regular German Army) and not by the SS troops we did not trust. 
(During the occupation of Poland, the Wehrmacht never showed open hatred 
toward the Polish population, as other units did.) We piled our weapons in a heap 
and marched out in a column as directed. We marched for about six kilometres 

and to my surprise, we arrived in Ożarów, 
at the cable factory where my mother had 
worked as an accountant. I had also worked 
there one summer as a student, and my 
sister had worked there right up to the day 
of the Uprising. It was familiar territory to 
me. 

Local people lined up all around the wire enclosure that held us captive, asking us 
for news about their relatives. Some recognized me and offered to get me out. I 
refused, saying I wanted to go west to escape the Russians. I could have easily 
gained my freedom right there. It’s not that I wanted to leave Poland, for I would 
have gladly returned; it was Communism I wanted to leave behind. 
 
The next day we marched to a nearby railway station where we were loaded into  
trains, 50 people to a cattle-car, lined with some straw. 

 
Waiting for a train in Ożarów, destination 
unknown (Lamsdorf, we would soon find 
out). We had no uniforms, but only civilian 
clothing. Some wore police, fire fighter or 
even German uniforms. 
 
 
The railway cattle wagons used to transport 
prisoners. This photo shows a civilian 
transport, but ours looked the same. There 
were 50 people to a wagon, no heat, 
standing room only (at night we managed to 
sit down). One metal drum barrel for a 
washroom and no privacy at all.  
Occasionally the train would stop and we 
would get something to eat and empty our 
“washroom.” 
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We slowly moved westward. The train made 
many stops and switched lines along the way.  
The railways were heavily bombed and many 
tracks were damaged, so we made detours to 
our destination. I remember passing the town 
of Opole. What awaited us was misery, except 
for one bright spot, at our next stop – the 
Lamsdorf POW camp. 
 
1. Lamsdorf – in Germany 
    Łambinowice – now in Poland 
 

After an initially rough reception (we were pushed and driven hard - almost to run 
- in scorching heat), a stout German sergeant greeted us, using excellent Polish.  
He was friendly, relaxed, patronizing and joking. He addressed us as “children of 
Warsaw.” Indeed there were some children among us, who had taken part in the 
Uprising. In this camp there were both male and female AK soldiers, housed in 
separate enclosures. From that time on, the German sergeant was in charge. He 
was the most caring and supportive commander you could imagine. I have the 
most precious and unusual memories from our three weeks there.  
 
Among us were many musicians (with their instruments) and singers. Every 
evening we had a concert from dusk until almost midnight. The band located itself 
on the fence between the men’s and women’s enclosures, on an elevated platform 
(that we were allowed to build). The band played, soloists sang, and we all joined 
in with patriotic songs in a spirit of enthusiasm and joy. I do not remember if there 
were any loudspeakers, but we were loud! We could not believe it; we were alive!   
 
Prisoners of other nationalities watched us from their enclosures. The German 
guards joined in listening to the concert and the German sergeant applauded 
enthusiastically. I don’t think there ever was or will be a POW camp like that one.  
 
However, soon the honeymoon was over. The food supplies that we brought with 
us expired, and hunger started creeping in. We had to move to our next destination 
and all our private possessions were confiscated upon leaving the camp. Our 
officers and AK women went to different camps. We rank and file AK fighters 
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were divided and sent to POW camps all over the German occupied territories. 
 
On one occasion while waiting for a train, a small, stray cat somehow got among 
us. It was killed and fried over an open fire. They came to me asking for fat. (I still 
had some fat and sugar cubes that we got from an Allied drop over Warsaw. We 
called it monkey fat.) In exchange I got a roasted leg. There was not much meat on 
it, but I sucked what I could. That is what real hunger will do to you. You have to 
experience it to believe it.   
 
It was October. I ended up on a train bound for Austria. I remember looking 
through a crack in the railway car’s wall, admiring the passing landscape. Up to 
that point in my life I had not travelled much; I had never been to the seashore or 
to the mountains. I prayed to God, “It is good to suffer hunger, cold and 
discomfort, just to see your creation - how beautiful is this land!” 

I was 17 when I was forced onto that train out of Poland. I would never return to 
live there again. My first visit back to Poland wouldn’t occur until 1995, 51 years 
later. For more than five decades I never met a person I knew from my childhood. 
That reality felt like a brick wall that separated my past from my present. In 1995, 
I reunited with my aunt (the one my sister and I had lived with briefly before the 
Warsaw Uprising). She died one year later, in 1996.  
 
To this day, I have no one in my life who knew me as a child or who shares 
memories of my childhood in Poland. There always have been so many questions 
unanswered, so many confusing memories and yet no one to ask. It has been a 
heavy burden to bear.  
 
As much as I enjoyed the beautiful scenery during that train ride in 1944, I had 
some worrying thoughts. Winter was fast approaching and we were heading for a 

Tina took these two pictures on our trip in 2010 
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mountainous region and a high elevation, expecting lots of snow and freezing 
weather. We were poorly clothed, undernourished, and already run down. 
 
My concerns were not unfounded. The main problems over the coming months of 
our imprisonment would prove to be hunger, cold, bug infestations and boredom. 
One good thing was that among us were many young, bright high school and 
university students, young professionals and artists, from about ages 15 to 30 
(some were children). I kept close to them. AK forces were mostly the young. We 
were in high spirits, and yes, in the end we were overpowered, but we were not 
defeated in our spirit. As for me I did not care if I died. I would say that among us, 
some were reckless, some were brave, but none were cowardly.   
 
After the Germans separated our officers out from among us, discipline problems 
arose. There were the well educated in our ranks, but there were also thieves and 
hooligans. Soon bands formed that would attack an individual, steal his bread, and 
leave him starving for the rest of the day. There were frequent fights, however no 
one bothered me. I treated everybody with respect. I would never put anyone 
down, not even a hoodlum. 
 
After a while, sergeants, corporals, and non-commissioned officers took over 
internal discipline and the bands dispersed. However stealing continued, which led 
to the establishment of our own court system. (We would not report such incidents 
to our German guards for fear of excessive punishment, like a trip to a 
concentration camp.) 
 
When a thief was caught, the punishment was flogging. After supper the thief 
would be stretched, face down on a bench, his pants down and his hands and legs 
tied under the bench. A wet towel was placed over his bare bottom (to prevent 
bruising) and he would be given five, 10 or whatever number of lashes with a 
leather belt. The rest of us, 200 strong, would stand around watching. You would 
think that once punished, the thief would learn his lesson. But sure enough, a 
couple of weeks later, one would always come back for more. 
 
The German authorities moved us frequently from one camp to another. Each time 
the group to be moved was selected at random, so you were unable to form a 
lasting friendship with anyone. After three weeks there was always another move, 
and you found yourself among total strangers once again. This constant moving 
was done strategically, to prevent any conspiracy among the prisoners or planning 
of an escape. You were always in a crowd, but always alone among strangers. We 
learned to adapt quickly, to make friends in a hurry, and to be open, direct, and 
flexible. I always managed to find and make friends. Sometimes your paths would 
cross again, especially in our base camp. To this day, I can connect quickly with 
most people; I developed an intuition for opportunities to make friends. 
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In one camp we were next to American prisoners of war. The Americans received 
Red Cross parcels. While we would eventually receive them too, in the beginning 
we did not. As a result there was a lot of trade between us. I traded a watch for 
food.  
 
One day our American neighbors discovered a 14-year-old American boy among 
us, named Robinson. His parents were Americans who had worked in the U.S. 
Embassy in Warsaw where he was born. If he had ever spoken English, he must 
have forgotten it while hiding his identity during the German occupation of 
Poland, where a Polish family had raised him. He joined AK and fought in the 
Warsaw Uprising. Once the Americans found out he was a U.S. citizen, they took 
action. Each morning they got him to their enclosure by crawling through a hole 
under the fence that they had dug. Each evening they returned him to our side in 
time for the head count. They dressed him, fed him and gave him a crash course in 
learning English. We all thought Robinson was lucky. We were not so fortunate. 
 
At one point I ran out of all energy, got scurvy and ended up in the camp’s 
hospital for three weeks. Later, I would learn the cause of my sickness - I was 
growing amidst all the starvation. As for the scurvy, I cured it myself by trading 
my watch for a Red Cross parcel from an American POW. One can of orange 
marmalade fixed the problem. After the War, I found out that I had grown six 
inches taller during my time in the POW camp! 
 
While in the camp, we could volunteer for work assignments to break up the 
boredom and in hope of earning better food. At other times we would be randomly 
assigned to working camps. 
 

Miracle No. 7 - 1944 - in Salzburg, Austria during 
the allied bombing attack 

While I was a POW in Salzburg, Austria I worked 
at one point, repairing broken sewer lines outdoors. 
Each time Allied bombers would approach, we were 
hurried into rock tunnels where we were safe. On one 
occasion we were inside the tunnel packed like 
sardines in a can, when a nearby explosion knocked 
the lights out. As we stood in total darkness, suddenly 
a sizzling noise started and someone called out “Gas!” 
There was a panic, the crowd surged, and I was 
knocked down to the ground and trampled on by a 

running mob. Suddenly it stopped and I got up without a scratch. 
 
 

  Saltzburg castle:  
       I saw it every day 
                there.               
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My last work assignment was in the most beautiful part of Austria. We all thought 
the end of the war was immanent, spring was in the air and the sun gave warmth 
as we worked outdoors. Our German guards were known as “Volksturm,” men 
more than 70 years of age, who had been conscripted into the army in the last days 
of the War. Local farmers, they were totally disinterested in the War and held no 
animosity toward us, just as we had none toward them. Our guard would sleep 
with a rifle at his side, while we stood around doing nothing. As soon as we 
spotted a corporal approaching, we would wake our guard and start being busy.  
The poor corporal was trying to get us to do some work, which is why - in 
desperation - he made a deal with us, telling us we could quit the job earlier if we 
did 10 cars a day, double what we had been doing up to that point. But this deal 
would lead to a problem later on.  
 
Miracle No. 8 - 1945 in Tshubac, Austria where I was “executed”     

We were in a working camp in the Austrian Alps, six kilometres east of the 
Swiss border. We were helping to build a railroad. These were the last days of 
the War; the Allies had already liberated most of Germany. Because of the 
remoteness of our camp, our area became crowded with SS troops retreating 
from the front lines. With the SS taking command, there were reports of mass 
murders of Prisoners of War. Our camp was taken over by Ukrainian SS, 
known for their hatred toward Poles. Sure enough they demanded we do more 
and our leaders foolishly refused. So they assembled all 200 of us in a column, 
as if ready to march, three in each row. I happened to land somewhere in the 
middle of the column. Nobody wanted to be in the front row, so those in the 
front started running back looking for a safer spot. It amused the SS guards to 
see us scared and looking like a bunch of frightened chickens. Ashamed of the 
behavior of the others, I stood my ground – together with the other two men in 
my row. We were determined not to show our fear. The net result was that the 
three of us ended up in the very first row. The guards led us in front of a firing 
squad. I hid my terror and looked with regret on the beauty of nature around 
me. Then I looked at my executors, and saw a puff from their rifles. I had no 
pain, no blood. I was puzzled. Then I realized their shots had been a scare 
tactic; they had used blank bullets. The next week we were all locked up in our 
barracks, waiting for a transport train to take us to a concentration camp. 
 

Before we could be sent to the concentration camp, our old guards returned, and 
the Ukrainian SS troops departed.  
 
God’s move in my life - No. 6  - End of the War 
The transport never came. The War ended. I am thankful that I never had to go to 
a concentration camp. We shook hands with our guards and made a memorial to 
our fallen comrades. There was tremendous relief. We had survived the war. 
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Life in Prisoner of War (POW) camps 
 

1.  Lamsdorf – in Germany 
      (not shown here)  
POW Camps I was in, in Austria 
2. Markt Pongau – my base camp 
3. Wolfsberg 
4. Saltzburg 
5. Tshubach near Landeck 
For more information see Appendix 2 
Photos below 
The camps were encircled by a barbed 
wire fence with guard towers at regular 
intervals. Each guard tower was manned 
by at least one guard with a machine 
gun.  
Note the spotlight on the corner.  The 
camp was subdivided into smaller areas, 
where prisoners of different nationalities 
were 
held. 
 

Prisoners of different nationalities 
would barter with one another at the 
fences, using the little German we all 
knew, to communicate. I traded my 

watch for boots and part of a Red Cross parcel. 
Shower room – every week we went for a shower, fully naked, while our clothes went to be 

steamed. Before entering the shower room 
prisoners were painted with disinfectant on 
their private parts and wherever there was any 
hair. Bug infestations in the camps meant hot 
showers were a welcomed event. But the 
shower rooms were packed to capacity and I 
hated the lack of privacy. While we showered, 
POW work crews would fumigate our 
barracks. This procedure would give us relief 
from bugs for a couple of days. No guards 
wanted to enter POW barracks, because of the 
bug problems. 
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A model of a prisoner’s barrack as displayed in Łambinowice 
Museum (former name Lamsdorf). You can see banks of wooden 
two-level beds, flat surfaces on which prisoners slept side by side, 
without any partition. Each of us got one blanket. By sleeping 
tightly together, we could overlay our blankets, so you might be 
covered by as many as five blankets. Being in the midst of 
Austrian Alps, with its high altitude and extremely cold 
temperatures, doing so was the only way to survive. We were 
hungry, cold, infested with bugs. It was not a pleasant scenario. 
 
 

Next stop after Lamsdorf was the POW camp Markt Pongau near 
Saltzburg, Austria, a camp in a deep valley in the middle of the 
Alps. There was a railway, river, and a road passing through the 
valley. The railway was a major route between Saltzburg and  
Innsbruck. Shadows from nearby mountains would block the sun 
by mid-afternoon. 
 
This was our base camp. From here we would be assigned to 
work camps, but always returned here. For four-and-a-half 
months, from the end of October,1944 until early March,1945 it 
was my home. 
 
Unknown to me and my fellow prisoners at the time, was that 

Bór-Komorowski, Commander-in-Chief, Home Army and Commander of the Warsaw Uprising 
was also in our camp. He was held separately from us in private quarters. 
 
When the war ended I was not in Markt Pongau; I was in a work camp, to the west, close to the 
Swiss border.  
  
 
For more information go to Internet and Google:  WWII Nazi POW camps 
“List of prisoner-of-war camps in Germany”, “POW Camps WWII Germany” 
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The end result of the Second World War 
The official Polish government report prepared in 1947 listed 6,028,000 War  
 deaths out of a population of 27,007,000.  
More than six million Polish citizens - nearly 21.4 percent of Poland's population -  
 died between 1939 and 1945. 
More than 90 percent of the death toll came about through nonmilitary losses, as 

most of the civilians were targeted by various deliberate actions by Germans  
and Soviets. 

 
Losses under the Nazi occupation (1939 - 1945) 
Ethnic Poles (two million) and Jews (three million in the Holocaust); this report 
excluded ethnic Ukrainian and Belarusian losses. 
 
The genocide of Roma people was 35,000 persons 
 
Losses under the Soviet regime  
During the Soviet occupation in (1940 - 41)  Ethnic Poles  350,000 deaths  
Killed in Ukraine (1943 - 1944)                 100,000 deaths 
During the massacres of Poles in Volhynia by the Ukrainian 
         Insurgent Army               80,000 deaths 
         Ethnic Poles               530,000 deaths 
       Ukrainians and Belarus                 500,000 deaths 
 
Poland had    675,000 taken as prisoners of war, of which       250,000 died 
 
In 1939:       420,000 taken by the Germans, of which       120,000 died 
           240,000 taken by the Soviets , of which               130,000 died 
In 1944:               15,000 taken by Germany in Warsaw Uprising 
                                                                       (I was one of them)                       
           675,000 total               250,000 died 
 
For more information go to Internet and Google:   
WWII Statistics Polish Losses 
    There is a list of sites:  World War II casualties - Wikipedia /  

Battle casualties of World War II – Wikipedia / and other sites 
 
These horrendous losses were not so much the results of War, but rather the War 
provided the excuse for putting into action the Nazi’s “final solution to the Polish 
problem” - annihilation of all Poles, appropriating their land and populating it with 
Germans. The defeat of Nazi Germany left this job unfinished. 
 
Please note: These policies have much deeper historical roots than the policies 

of either the Nazi or Communist regimes.  
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While suffering these losses at home, Polish people abroad fought on the side of 
the Allies. They took part in the battle of Britain, they fought in Africa, 
participated in an invasion of Normandy, took part in the Italian Campaign and in 
the conquest of Germany. The Polish Air Force and Navy were part of the Allied 
forces. The First Polish Corps took part in the German campaign and the Second 
Polish Corps fought in African and Italian campaigns, alongside the Allied forces. 
 
The AK conducted sabotage behind enemy lines. 
 
As part of the Soviet forces, there was another Polish Army fighting for the 
liberation of Europe from the east. This is the army that made a brave attempt to 
aid the Warsaw Uprising only to be stopped by the Russians. It became the army 
of Soviet-dominated Communist Poland. The trouble was that after the murder of 
the Polish intelligentsia and high ranking army officers in Katyń, there were few 
higher ranking Polish officers left. Consequently most of the higher ranking 
officers in that army were Russians. 
 
I mention these facts to give you an idea of what the Second World War meant to 
the Polish people and what a tragedy the War was to me personally. Few nations 
could have made greater sacrifices than Poland did. Yet at the end of the War, the 
Allies surrendered Eastern Europe to our greatest enemy, the Soviet Union. 
 
While Germany (a defeated enemy), was being rebuilt by the Allies under the 
Marshall Plan (because of the fear of Communism) Poland, an ally, was being 
plundered under Communism. Factories were dismantled and shipped to Russia 
and thousands of Poles were deported to Siberia. The menace from the west was 
stopped, but the menace from the east had a free hand to continue dismantling 
Poland. 
 
From 1945 to 1990 Poland would exist as a satellite Communist state under 
Russian control; it was 45 years of Soviet domination. To this day relations 
between our two countries are strained. 
 
The realities of life under communism explain why almost half-a-million Poles in 
the West, who fought during the Second World War on the Allied side, could not 
return to Poland. Back home, anything Western was viewed with hostility. My 
distant relative, Bolesław Sobieski, who had been a member of AK just like me, 
would spend 10 years in Siberia after returning to Poland. 
 
I was crushed; I could not return home! Anger, feelings of betrayal, bitterness, 
confusion and guilt overpowered me and robbed me of peace. You must remember 
that my family, or what was left of it, was still there. Such thoughts tormented me 
for decades. 
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Later, at the time the Polish Army was disbanded in England, we were told that 
the British authorities had offered to settle us anywhere we chose within the 
British Commonwealth. Thousands settled in England. Others drifted to Australia, 
South Africa, New Zealand and Canada. Still others left for the U.S. or South 
America. A few went back to Poland to care for their families. 
 
For me, going back to Poland was not an option. I was also too bitter to settle in 
England or in the U.S.; after all, these two countries had abandoned us. God will 
judge them for what they did. Canada was my obvious choice, as it had a similar 
climate to Poland with its cold winters. (Anyway, I made this decision before, at 
the end of Warsaw Uprising) 
   
1990 - present  Poland - 21 years of independence 
 
Visiting Poland was not an option for me until Poland became independent. The 
first time I went there was in 1995, fully 51 years after my departure. I left Poland 
at the age of 17 and came back as an old man, to visit, at the age of 68. 
 
To appreciate the losses suffered by the Polish intelligentsia, it is necessary to 
understand that years of persecution and deportations left very few educated and 
experienced leaders in the country. 

In 1990, Lech Walesa, an electrician, became the first president of Poland. 
Following the First World War, in 1919, Ignacy Paderewski, a composer and a 
concert pianist became the first president of Poland.  
 

These are not the backgrounds one would expect to find in men of such positions. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
But in 1945, the War was over, and once again I found myself in a position of 
having to step back and evaluate my life. 
 
I had survived! I had faced death on more than one occasion, yet I did not die! 
God gave me a new lease on life, a rebirth! Was there a lesson for me? 
 
I learned to live my life with passion, energy and conviction, giving 100 percent 
and more of myself to everything I attempted. I had learned the value of risk 
taking; not to be safe and cautious, but to be an “all or nothing person,” to live my 
life to the fullest.  
 
Revelation 3:16 So, because you are lukewarm - neither hot nor cold - I am 

about to spit you out of my mouth (NIV) 
 
God hates indecision and lack of commitment. 
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So that is the way I chose to live my life: not recklessly, but purposely making 
sacrifices along the way. Never for selfish pleasure or gain, but for some good. 
I decided that in everything, I would be a builder, not a destroyer. 
 
If you examine my life that is what you will find. I was never perfect, but I tried to 
do my best in everything; I did my best with my education, marriage, children, 
family, friends, work and community, and now toward God. 
 
Some people’s lives are aimless. Mine never was. I always knew my goal. I lived 
my life like a missile homing in on a target. I don’t do what others expect me to 
do, but that is OK. I am different. I have my own thoughts and make my own 
decisions. I do not follow a crowd. Nowadays I am even more attentive to where 
God is leading me.  
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CHAPTER 5 -  Switzerland / Escape to Italy / Joining Polish Armed Forces  
       after the War 
 
May 5 - November 1, 1945     Interned in Switzerland for six months    
 
The Allies never liberated our POW camp because it was in such a remote area of 
Austria. With the end of the War, the Austrian authorities arranged for the transfer 
of all POWs, (to prevent SS troops from committing mass murder against them).  
The Germans handed our group over to Swiss border guards.  
 
Our guards walked us to the Swiss border, about six kilometres away. Here the 
Germans laid down their arms and surrendered to the Swiss, who in turn received 
them with enthusiasm. While they were hugging one another, they viewed us with 
suspicion, as if not quite sure what to make of us. After all, the Germans were 
neighbors to the Swiss. They spoke the same language. Nonetheless we POWs 
were the oppressed. Somehow it did not feel right. 

Places I stayed in Switzerland 
1. Shultz  - one day (or was it rather Susch?) 
2. Bremergarten (near Zurich) – four weeks  
    in quarantine 
3. Erlach - one week 
4. Kercers – two months. We lived in a 
    schoolhouse from where we worked on the 
    farms. 
5. Frascchels near Neuchatel – three weeks 
 ? Luscherz – three weeks, I worked on a  
    farm 
 ? St.Bleis near Neuchatel – one week 
 ? Cheyres – six weeks, I worked on road 

                  construction  (? locations unknown) 
    6. Lugano – the point of our escape to Italy  

 
We were given instructions as to what to do next. The nearest town, Schultz, was 
46 kilometres away and we were instructed to get there on our own, by foot. The 
road we were to follow was a mountain road, which went steeply up and down; it 
was going to be a grueling march. But we were free, there would be no more 
guards, and we could go at our own pace. We were told there would be feeding 
stations along the way. 
 
One among us was an experienced soldier. He assembled volunteers to march at 
his command, the right way but also a tough way. I joined the group. We marched 
military style; 50 minutes of marching followed by 10 minutes of rest. We all 
marched in step, 1,2,3 and 1,2,3, often singing as we went. We pushed hard. It was 
a grueling march and it took us approximately nine hours to reach our destination.  
We were careful not to eat or drink too much, to conserve our energy for the 
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march alone. If anyone tired out and could not continue, he was on his own and 
the rest of us carried on; those were the rules. 
 
We arrived in Schultz late in the evening and slept in a local school that had been 
prepared for us. We were the third group that had made it. Others came in 
throughout the night and until the next day. I was proud of having been able to 
complete the march with our group. It felt like winning an Olympic medal. I 
realized I was getting tougher. The Red Cross parcels, which we had started to 
receive in the POW camp, had helped too; our bodies had some reserve strength. 
Incidents like these were restoring my self-confidence.  
 
We were not alone in doing this journey. There were other groups arriving at the 
Swiss border. The next day, there was a funeral in Schultz for two Frenchmen who 
had died along the way. Apparently they had eaten too much, and their starving 
bodies could not take the stress. 
 
In Switzerland, after the initial one-month quarantine, we moved to different 
camps and worked wherever possible to make some money. I volunteered to work 
on a farm. For a city boy, my experience proved to be a real eye opener. The 
farmer and I worked from 5:00 a.m. to 8:00 p.m. every day. On Sunday I got three 
hours off.  
 
The farmer had four cows and two horses. It was my job to groom them, first thing 
every morning. Arriving in the stable on the first day, it took all my courage to 
even stand close to them. The horses were taller than me, and the cows seemed 
enormous. But the food was fantastic; there were plum cakes for lunch with apple 
cider, and Swiss cheese on fresh buns, all nicely packed by the farmer’s daughter.  
Work was physically demanding, lifting heavy sacks of potatoes or other tasks 
equally challenging. I lasted in the job only three weeks. But I learned a valuable 
lesson; physical labor was not for me. I would be better to go back to school and 
learn a profession. 
 
So going back to school became my mission. But how was I going to do it? 
  
God’s move in my life - No. 7 - Escape to Italy 
The Swiss authorities recognized the Communist Government in Poland and were 
getting ready to send us back to Poland (where we were considered enemies of the 
state and faced a probable trip to Siberia). A friend approached me with a 
proposition to escape, illegally, to Italy. Such an escape was an extremely 
dangerous feat as the boarder was closely guarded and the guards would shoot on 
sight. My first reaction was, “Are you crazy?” When my friend told me there was 
a Polish Army in Italy and that there were schools, I quickly changed my response 
to “Yes.” God had opened a door. I had to go through it. This decision changed the 
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course of my life. The next day, 20 of us guided by a watch smuggler, crossed the 
mountain terrain under the cover of darkness. We climbed along a stream, in the 
water, so as not to leave a scent for the border guard dogs.  
 
It was neither the first nor the last time that I was approached to join in a risky or 
challenging undertaking. I was known to be easy to get along with, a team player 
who pulled his own weight. I was trustworthy, well-spirited, never aspired to a 
leadership position and was a willing risk taker. (The Tshubac incident – in which 
I experienced the mock execution at the hands of our prison guards - had helped 
me too – the three of us had shown no fear while others panicked). We all had 
many opportunities to watch each other under very stressful conditions, so we 
knew whom to trust. You had to be trust-worthy in order to have such plans shared 
with you for fear that the Swiss authorities might find out and put an end to our 
plans for escape. 
 
At least three times in my life I have been called to make snap decisions in the 
space of a moment. The first came when I joined AK. The second occurred when I 
escaped from Switzerland and the third came later, when I met my wife. In each 
circumstance, I knew that the opportunity was presenting itself then and there; I 
had to either seize the opportunity then, or it would never come again. Desperate 
times call for desperate actions. I pray that I never again need to make such a 
quick decision. The first day I met my wife, I told her that I would marry her. Her 
response was, “You are crazy!” Perhaps. But what started as a chance meeting, 
ended up in a marriage. There are times of great opportunity and you must react 
instantaneously or miss the opportunity forever. They are times when you must 
trust your instincts, your “gut feelings.” I admit it can be scary. But I wonder how 
many times God tests us in this manner and how many times we miss out on 
unique opportunities He puts in our way. 
 
November 1, 1945 – October 1, 1946 October 1 - In Italy with the Polish 
Army   

 
Places I stayed in Italy 
1. Milan - one day, first stop after arriving in Italy 
2. Predapio - two weeks 
3. Barletta - five months, a DP (Displayed Persons) camp 
Army schools 
4. Amandola - two months, Math & Physics College 
5. Fermo - three months, Math & Electric College 
6. Verona – point of departure to England 
 
Polish Army occupied the eastern part of Italy along the 
Adriatic Sea.  The western part of Italy was occupied by 
the British and US forces. 

For more information see Appendix 2  
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Our guide had an army connection, so when we crossed the border into Italy, a 
Polish Army truck was waiting for us and took us to the city of Milan, where the 
Polish Army headquarters was located. The Polish Army had been recruiting in 
the hope that the Allies would attack Russia and liberate Poland. But by the time I 
got there, the British had found out what was going on and stopped all recruiting. 
The Allies had no intention of fighting Communism. Looking back, the six 
months I had spent in Switzerland were very costly for me. I ended up in a 
displaced persons (DP) camp. It felt like a hopeless situation, and I worried I 
might wind up spending years in idleness waiting for relocation. 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 8  - A way out of the camp 
I was not alone in this predicament. There were about 300 of us in the same fix. 
We would not surrender without a fight and so decided to go on a hunger strike to 
draw the attention of the army command in charge of the camp. They were 
puzzled, “What is wrong? You are fed and provided for, what else do you want?” 
Our answer: “We are not civilians, but soldiers. We are from AK. We fought in 
Warsaw Uprising. We were prisoners of war, and we were interned in 
Switzerland. All that time we were recognized as soldiers. We don’t belong here! 
Please give us something to do.” 

The Polish Army authorities responded. They 
formed three companies of a paramilitary 
police force. A different division of the Polish 
Army, the 2nd Corps in Italy, sponsored each 
company. We received army uniforms, 
rigorous training, and we were assigned duties 
in the camp. However, we had no weapons 
and received no pay; we were just given 50 
cigarettes a week each. I traded mine on the 

    black market for cash.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In front of Barletta DP camp            In the town of Barletta  I am Left / Right / Center  
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God’s move in my life - No. 9 - I return to school  
On January 3, 1946, I was selected to be a part of a delegation to see the general of 
the division sponsoring our company. I wanted to go there very badly. For me, it 
was an opportunity to try to get in to an army school. Our captain selected the 
delegation himself. There was a snag however; he chose one too many people. He 
called in the last two he had selected, and asked for one of us to volunteer to be 
left behind. We both declined, and the other man argued loudly that he should be 
the one to go. The captain looked at me for my response. I told him I badly wanted 
to go because it might be my only chance to speak on behalf of myself and others 
who wanted to get into army schools. He was silent. After a few moments I 
reluctantly said, “I will stay.” The captain said to me “You go.” Then he turned to 
the other guy and added, “You stay.” That was the end of the discussion. I was 
impressed. What a wise way to resolve the dilemma. 

I was transferred to the army school, (in 
Amandola, Italy) without full military status.  
Thankfully on the day we departed for 
England, I received my full military papers 
backdated to August 6, 1946. I was finally in 
the army! 
 
That status enabled me to complete the last 
two years of college that I had started in 

Poland. It allowed me to apply for a university scholarship to receive free 
education, and ultimately, it enabled me to meet the woman who would become 
my wife. 
 
God was directing my path, working powerfully in my life. These were life-
changing events. God opened doors of opportunity and all I had to do was to dare 
to enter into them, try my best, and leave the rest to Him. 
 
September 29, 1946. My college leaves Fermo to 
Verona, from here by train through Germany and 
France, from Calais across the English Channel to 
Dover, England. 
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CHAPTER 6 - My civilian life in England before I met my wife  
 
I would live in England for 11 years, from October 1, 1946 to September 4, 1957. 

 
Places I stayed in England 
1. Dover – our entry point to England 
2. Liverpool, Magholl, 79 Transit Camp – two months 
3. Millom airport near Millom, Cumberland – 21 months 
4. London – civilian life – nine years 
 
From October 1, 1946 until January 28, 1947 I remained 
in the Polish Army part of the Allied forces.  
 
Then from January 29, 1947 to January 29, 1949, I was 
part of the Polish Resettlement (during which time I 
completed my college education). We spent two years in 

an abandoned Allied airport from which bombers had taken off on bombing 
missions over Germany during the War. The nearest town was Millom, about 10 
miles away. The camp was in the middle of nowhere. It was an education center 
for about 2,000 Polish soldiers to prepare us for civilian careers. 

           Millom Camp            On vacation in London, England 
                I am on the left 
 
I remained in the army until January 1949. During the five years of my army 
service, I was neither bullied nor ridiculed as I had been in the residential school.  
I had more control over my life, even though I lived with my unit, 24 hours a day, 
seven days a week. I was rebuilding my self-confidence and I had the opportunity 
to show who I was.  
 
In the army, I served with men only; there were no women in my life. As a result, 
I was aware of an emotional vacuum. All the women I had known up to that point 
had been family members, so I never considered women as sex objects, but rather 
as comforters who were emotionally approachable.  
  
Years later, my daughter Nicole asked me, “Dad, how is it that even though you 
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suffered so much at the hands of women, you still have so much respect for 
them?” I have often reflected on her question and believe the reason is because I 
kept clear of all the immorality that was going on all around me, so I never saw 
that side of womanhood. Low moral conduct can be so destructive – not only to 
our characters, but to our world outlook and our view of our fellow human beings. 
 
By the time I finally went out on my own, into civilian life, I was a different man 
than I had been at the beginning of my army career. For one thing I was mature. 
My self-esteem had been restored. I had become determined, purposeful and 
confident. I had learned to trust God. Of course, I had other problems, but I was 
able to stand on my own.  
 
From December 1948 to July 1954, I studied at the Polish University College 
(three years), and at Battersea Polytechnic (two years). 

During my 
University 
studies, my 
bicycle was my 
only means of 
transportation.  
On weekends, I 
would travel to 
the seaside - 50 
miles each way - 
all in one day.        

Here on a break between lectures       
   (I am on the left)                 
 
Miracle No. 9 - Passing my university English entrance exam 

The Polish University College had been established for ex-servicemen, to offer 
them an opportunity for higher education. It was formed for a limited time 
only. The first year at university covered the equivalent of English high school 
matriculation. The most critical part of the year was the English exam.  
Languages were never my strength. I always had a poor memory and no gift 
for music, which I am told is good for pronunciation. The exam was tough. 
We were given an article from a prestigious London business newspaper, The 
London Observer. The article was complex, about 800 words in length. We 
had to condense it to 200 words without losing the precise meaning of the 
article. There was no way to study for it, and it required a large vocabulary and 
a good command of the English language. I failed the exam twice and was at 
my wit’s end. I had to take the exam a third and last time, or face the 
termination of my studies. There were four of us in the same situation. Two 
failed and two passed. I passed, thank you God! 

 
Up to that point, I had learned the English language for only four years. The first 
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two years were during my time in the Polish Army, where I spoke only Polish and 
had only classroom training in English with little opportunity to speak. I was 21 
when I had my first opportunity to intermix with English-speaking people and for 
the next four years I spoke more Polish than English. It was only at the age of 25, 
when I was married, that I started using English on regular basis - with my wife -  
who was herself only starting to learn the language and had her own accent 
problems. For the next 15 years, until the age of 40, I spoke Polish frequently, 
which explains why - after living in English-speaking countries for the last 66 
years - I have never lost my accent. 
 
Some people are so gifted that studying at university is a breeze for them. Not for 
me. I worked hard to get through. Those five years I worked night and day. I could 
only study that way on scholarship, otherwise I would have had to have a part time 
job. Due to my poor memory, I had to keep excellent notes to get by. But with 
enough study time, I achieved excellent results. Through such self-discipline, I 
learned good working habits. 
 
What was really challenging in my case was that as an external student, I had to 
pass two sets of exams. Internal exams in my College were predictable. You had 
an idea of the type of questions the professors would ask on an internal exam, and 
the final mark also reflected your work during the year. But external exams at the 
Imperial College were cliffhangers. You had no clue what the exam questions 
would be like. The margin of error was very narrow. With one set of questions you 
could ace it, while with a different set of questions you could fail. Failure was not 
an option for me. 
   
I had to pass, so I studied day and night. It was like life and death to me. How 
seriously did I take it? Even 60 years later, every so often I wake up with a 
nightmare that I failed. 

 
I graduated in 1954 with a 
Bachelor of Science degree in 
Civil Engineering, and from 
July of that year until 
September 1957, I worked as a 
Structural Engineer in London, 
England. 
 

My departure from church and eventually from God 
Somewhere around 1950, I stopped going to church and 
started drifting away from God. Before I left the Church, 

I went to a local priest for guidance and for some advice on how to deal with my 
spiritual struggles. All he did was patted me on the shoulder and said, “Have 
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faith.” That's all! Faith was what I was short of, and he offered me nothing in the 
way of help.  
 
So at that point I decided that “church” was of no help to me. I never meant to 
depart from God and my faith as far as I did, but for the next 40 years I was adrift.  
In the midst of those years I felt like Joseph whose story is told in the Bible’s book 
of Genesis. Sold by his brothers into slavery, he was totally abandoned by his 
family. I, too, felt abandoned, and I blamed God for all of it. By the time I married 
(in 1952), I was almost an atheist. As I have reflected on why that was, I realize 
that:  
 

• I missed the intensely religious atmosphere of my residential schools. I was 
with people to whom religion was but a ritual. There were no true believers, 
with whom I could talk, pray or discuss the fundamentals of my faith. 

• I had never been introduced to the Bible, and in the absence of my former 
priest teachers, there was nothing that would sustain my faith and increase 
my knowledge of God. I was starving for spiritual growth. All I had to go 
on was what I had learned up to the age of 16.  

• There was a lot of anger in me, mostly about the Allies’ abandonment of 
Poland to Russia, our arch enemy, therefore abandoning half a million Poles 
who fought on the Allied side. I was angry about having no family and 
being stranded in a foreign land without anyone I knew from my childhood. 

• I was lonely and struggled with the temptation of sin, which I did not know 
how to handle on my own. 

• I was angry and disappointed with the Church. When I needed some 
guidance, it had nothing to offer me. It had failed me. 

• I was bothered by the silence of the Church, during the Nazi’s slaughter of 
three million Jews in Poland 

 
I did not leave the Church because I chose a life of sin, but because the Church 
had failed to demonstrate to me its relevance to everyday life. Unknown to me at 
that time, what I really needed was to read the Bible and belong to a Bible study 
group. My church did not offer me any individual support. 
 
Why did I not just change churches? I believed that changing to a different church 
and congregation – within Roman Catholicism - would not have improved 
matters. All the churches I had attended up to that point were the same. Besides, 
the church I attended was the only Polish church in London. I thought all English 
people were Anglican. 
 
Why did I not try a Protestant Church? The answer lies in an incident that 
happened around the year 1939. A group of us boys from the residential school 
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were passing a Protestant church. We asked our leader, a Christian Brother, “What 
type of a church is this?” He answered, “It is a heretical church, and besides, it is a 
German church.” I would never join a German church, as my memory of the War 
was still fresh in my mind.   
 
Initially I left the Church, but not God. I was determined to continue living a 
moral life. However soon after, I made some very bad decisions that I knew were 
contrary to the Word of God. My relationship with God ceased, and from then on I 
was on a downward spiral. Feeling the absence of my former relationship with 
God left me with emptiness, hostility and anger toward God, and even denial that 
He existed. That is what unrepented sin can do! 
 
Yet, God was working in my life, even though I had deserted Him. I could not 
sense His presence at the time, but I believe He was there working. Why would He 
be? I don't know. But that is also why I feel He has an assignment for me now and 
so I wait for Him to tell me what it is. This belief motivates me now to be ready, to 
study and get closer to God! Somehow, I think, God has not finished with me yet. 
 
In hindsight, it is interesting how unbalanced my life was.  
For 11 years, I had lived in an environment dominated by women (up to the age of  

10, plus the year before Warsaw Uprising).  
I spent another 11 years in almost exclusively male company (six years in 

residential schools and five years in the army). 
For three years, from the age of 22 to 25, I lived alone. (I married at the age of 25.) 
 
As for my teenage years, from the ages of 12 to 17, we lived under the Nazi 
occupation. My family had no social life at all. We were preoccupied with not 
getting caught by the Germans, having enough to eat, having coal to heat our 
accommodation and having the other basic necessities of life. I had no typical 
teenage experience whatsoever. For example, during those years there was 
absolutely no music that I was able to listen to, except for the church organ and 
singing. Apart from the boys at schools that I attended, I made no other 
acquaintances. These were the unique circumstances of my teens.  
 
Although my experience was unusual (other teens attended mixed gender schools), 
I realize that I was also sheltered from the destructive forces our youth are 
exposed to today. Instead of pursuing survival, which strengthens one’s character, 
many of today’s youth are engaged in the pursuit of “pleasures,” such as: sex, 
drugs, alcohol, smoking, feasting, partying, and the lure of music and vulgarity, 
which all weaken one’s character. Such activities scar the mind and inhibit the will 
and ability to achieve, progress and accomplish. They are often greater dangers 
than what we faced during the War. It is a challenge today, to shelter our children 
from this prevailing culture, and to encourage them to remain godly. As for me, I 



  61  

always wanted to be different. 
 
When you live in prosperity, life can be relatively easy, and you can make detours 
and try different alternatives. You can indulge in pleasures and you can always 
backtrack and start over again. It is easier to succeed. Back in 1939, it looked as if 
my life was heading that way, but the War changed it all. 
 
Because of the War everything reversed, and I had to start over, building a new 
life from nothing. At that point I recognized I could either give up and come to 
nothing, or achieve results through self-sacrifice, self-denial, extraordinary effort 
and determination. But I believe my path was the one that God had laid out for 
me, for better or for worse, in order to build my character. 
 
As for family life, my wife would later tell me, “Andrew you have no clue what a 
family is all about.” It was true; I did not. I had never experienced or even seen a 
typical family with a husband, wife and children. I did not know what it was like 
to have a father. In fact, I had never even had so much as an acquaintance who 
was a girl. My very first girlfriend would become my wife; having never had the 
opportunity to meet a decent girl, when I did, I would settle for nothing less.
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CHAPTER 7 - Meeting my wife 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 10 - God provides me with a wife 

The way I went looking for a wife, things could 
have ended in disaster. An unscrupulous woman 
could have easily lured me into all kinds of 
trouble. One saving grace was that I was looking 
for a thoughtful, caring woman, and that was the 
kind of woman to whom God led me. In fact what 
attracted me to Irmi, was her peaceful spirit and 
humanity. 
 
Living and working in England, I was doing OK, 

but I was terribly lonely. I wanted to have a family. So I never looked for a 
girlfriend, but for a wife. There was a problem however. There were very few 
Polish women abroad. It was purely by chance that I met my future wife and life 
companion; it was the best thing that could have ever happened to me. We met in 
Brussels, Belgium where, in 1952, I had a summer job in a hydraulic lab at the 
University of Antwerp. One weekend, while on a visit to Brussels, we met on a 
dance floor, and the rest – as they say - is history.  
 
I had many character flaws at the time. I was bitter and mistrusting. Later my wife 
gave me good advice, “Andrew, don't stay in the past, always look forward.”  
From that time on, I tried to heed those words. I needed a strong and wise woman, 
for I might have destroyed a weaker one. She was my mentor in the early years of 
our marriage. All my life I was open to learning and growing and she had much to 
offer. God blessed our life with prosperity and with children who, in the end, 
brought us to Him. To this very day, I believe she was God’s choice of a wife for 
me. 
 
It was 1952, just seven years after the War. After living through five years of the 
brutal Nazi occupation of Poland, I hated Germans. The problem was, my future 
wife was German. It was decision time; would I continue my hatred and bitterness, 
or would I place it squarely in the hands of God? I had already departed from the 
church, but I still recognized the potential impact of my choice. I chose the latter.  
  
Ephesians 4:31 Get rid of all bitterness, rage and anger, brawling and slander, 

along with every form of malice. (NIV) 
Romans 12:19 -  Do not take revenge, my dear friends, but leave room for God's  
     wrath, for it is written: “It is mine to avenge; I will repay”, says 

the Lord. (NIV) 
 
Before meeting my wife I functioned in an emotionally sterile environment. In a 
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rational world I was doing OK. I got along with people and I was able to adjust 
myself to ever-changing circumstances. All looked good. In fact I thought of 
myself as almost perfect.   
 
That illusion lasted only until I got married. To my surprise I realized how 
deceived I had been. I discovered how self-centered, impatient, irritable and 
explosive I could be. For the first two years of our marriage, I was still studying. 
We lived in a very small two-room apartment. My wife was a widow with a young 

child. Have you ever tried to study with a small boy 
playing in the same room? I needed silence to 
concentrate and for my two last years of study, my marks 
suffered (I graduated with only a second honor degree).  
On top of it all, I knew nothing about attending to the 
emotional needs of others. No wonder. All this time I 
had focused on myself, on how to survive and what to do 
next. My past had been all about me. The give and take 
required in marriage, and the self-sacrifice needed to be 

a good father caught me completely by surprise.   
 
Since I had never parented before, I had to learn in a hurry. On top of it all, any 
notions that I had about marriage had come from the teachings of the Christian 
brothers in school, who were never married themselves. I was extremely naive; it 
was a recipe for disaster. 
In 1955 In 1955 my father-in-law returned to West Germany after 
spending spending 10 years as a prisoner of war in Russia. He had 
been been a sergeant in the German Army’s corps of 

engineers. My wife’s brother Helmut served in the 
regular regular German Army, and according to my nephew, he 

was wounded more than any other German. Both men 
served in the German Army from the start of the War (six  

 years). 
That Christmas, we went to visit them for the first time.  
I was not sure of the reception I would receive and 
braced myself for the worst. They greeted me with open 
arms and there was absolutely no hostility toward me at 
all. I responded in kind, and we became one family. It 
never changed and it remains so to this very day. Rulers 
want to build empires, but ordinary people want peace.  

 
Does that mean, that I think history will not repeat itself again? Not at all! My 
homeland’s past enemies may attack again. My countrymen could be killed and 
persecuted or even wiped out all together. This struggle has been going on for a 
thousand years and I see absolutely no signs it will ever change. Even today, Neo-

   Irmi’s 
   Father       
Father 

  
Helmut           
1943 
most 

      My parents-in-law,           
       my wife and me               
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Nazis in East Germany express the same ugly sentiments toward Poles. 
 
Genesis 6:5  The LORD saw how great man's wickedness on the earth had 

become, and that every inclination of the thoughts of his heart was 
only evil all the time. (NIV) 

Jeremiah 17:9  The heart is deceitful above all things and beyond cure. Who can
    understand it? (NIV) 
 
Does the truth contained within these Scripture verses apply to Russia and 
Germany alone? Not at all! It applies to all of us, even to me and to you. We have 
peace today, but that can change very easily. Poland is not the only place where 
bad things happen. Throughout history countries, minorities, and ethnic groups 
were, are, and will continue to be wiped out, persecuted and fought against. Such 
is the nature of man. Evil will never be eradicated, not until the end of times and 
the return of Jesus Christ.  
 
Thus my story is not about national despair. It is rather, about a personal journey 
of overcoming disastrous circumstances, not on my own strength, but by the 
power of God’s Spirit. 
 
In 1957 we immigrated to Canada. After the death of my father-in-law in 1961, 
my mother-in-law started visiting us here annually. For the next 21 years she 
came, staying as long as a year (when Tina was born). We never had any 
hostilities. We got along great. 
 
God is still teaching me lessons today. Both of my daughters married into German 
families. Today, my closest family members are all of German origin and there is 
nothing other than brotherly love between us. We are all “born again” Christians. 
(Being “born again” means being transformed spiritually to submit one’s life 
unconditionally to the teaching of Jesus Christ, as revealed through the Bible.) 
 
John 3:5-8 - Jesus answered, “I tell you the truth, no one can enter the kingdom of 

God unless he is born of water and the Spirit. Flesh gives birth to flesh, but the 
Spirit gives birth to spirit. You should not be surprised at my saying, ‘You 
must be born again.’ The wind blows wherever it pleases. You hear its sound, 
but you cannot tell where it comes from or where it is going. So it is with 
everyone born of the Spirit.” (NIV) 

 
My wife and I both carried deep psychological wounds and had emotional needs 
originating from our early childhood, the War, and past events. We did not have 
the Word of God to guide us, and we never had any counseling.   
 
I had much confusion as a result of my upbringing. But my wife harbored much 
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fear. She feared a repeat of the events that had derailed her life, 
economic meltdown, another war (hence her tendency to hoard), 
or becoming a widow again (hence a compulsion to be in control 
and not to rely on anybody. “Submission” was not a word in her 
vocabulary). Also, her two years of widowhood had left some 
very deep scars.  
  

She was also bitter about her sickly mother, who had loaded her with all kinds of 
responsibilities from her early childhood days. Therefore she felt she had missed 
out on the fun of her childhood and teenage years, and of being able to complete 
her education. She was a very capable and intelligent person - who was fluent in 
three languages (her native German, English and French) and who sacrificed her 
own interests even as she made sure that all three of her children completed 
university. I always understood her fears and insecurities, which helped me to get 
along with her. At some point in her life she swore, “I will never be poor again!” 
That resolve became a driving force of her life. 
 
Something I did not understand about her was her sense of urgency that things had 
to be done immediately, there was never time to wait. She died relatively young, at 
the age of only 65. I wonder now if she sensed that her time was running out. 
  

All we had going for us, was our own determination and 
commitment to make our marriage work. My wife would 
always say “It is better a bad marriage than being on your 
own.” I agreed. We both dreaded the possibility of once 
again being on our own. I guess our marriage was not 
really so bad. We knew how to live in peace if we tried. 
We had our joys and our tears. We needed each other. We 
made many mistakes, but in the end we accomplished 
much. We were the War generation, casualties of a cruel   

  War.  
 
Before I continue with my story let me reflect on the three important stages in our 
marital life in England. 
 
Stage 1.  We met in the summer of 1952 in Belgium, Brussels where we only 
knew each other for one week. After I returned to England we corresponded. Irmi 
joined me in London that fall and we got married. Roland remained in Brussels in  
the care of a family with whom he had stayed before. We lived in a small rented 
room in a private house. We got along great. Irmi took English lessons while I 
continued university study.  
  

From our marriage 
We were so happy to 
have found each other        
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Stage 2.  In March 1953 we rented a furnished basement apartment. Roland joined 
us, and we began living as a family of three. We were extremely poor. This was a 
very stressful time, with cramped accommodation, exam pressures, totally 
different family dynamics and a need to adjust to each other. On summer vacation 
I got a job as a draughtsman in an engineering firm. These were very hard times 
for all three of us.   
 
Stage 3.  Following my graduation in 1954 the pressure lifted. We moved to much 
better accommodation and had more income. I had a regular job, Irmi got a home 
job working with jewelry and Roland started attending a French school downtown.  
We were all busy and not constantly in each other’s way as we had been before. In 
1955 Irmi’s father returned home after 10 years in Russia as a prisoner of war. 
After his release, we visited Germany three times and Irmi’s parents and younger 
brother Gunter came to visit us for few weeks. These were much happier times.  
But we were not saving any money. We realized that could not go on, and we had 
to make some decisions. We decided to go to Canada.  
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       Irmi & Roland        All three of us               Me with Roland 
  

      Roland with Irmi       I am at the 
      London Airport 

My parents in law on a 
visit to England. Visiting 
Windsor Castle. On the 
right is Irmi’s younger 
brother, Gunter. 

Celebrating New Year on one of our three visits to 
Germany. From left: Gunter, me and Irmi between 
her parents 

Three years after our wedding 
we were able to have a belated 
one week honeymoon, while 
Irmi’s parents looked after 
Roland. Here I am on the Rhine 
River in Germany. 
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CHAPTER 8 - Coming to Canada 
 
It was September 4, 1957 when I arrived in Canada. To me, Canada was the 
Promised Land, a land flowing with milk and honey. I was 30 at the time. 

 
 
 

We came to Canada with almost nothing. We never asked for, nor received any 
public assistance. All we had going for us was our knowledge, skills, 
determination and strong work ethics. We worked day and night, not to get rich, 
but to secure the basic necessities of life. We were totally cut off from our 
families, cultures, traditions and any sources of guidance. We were on our own. 
All the people we knew here were around our own age. We had no access to 
wisdom passed on to us by the former generations and no time to read books. I 
once remarked to my wife, “It would be so much easier if we were believers. 
There would be some guidance for us. As it is, we have to make all these decisions 
relying only on our own judgment!” 
 
God’s move in my life - No. 11 - Finding a job 
I started a job with the Department of Highways, in the Provincial Government of 
Ontario (DHO). To me - it was the best job I could have asked for. I loved my job 
for its many challenges. Within the same organization, I changed jobs three times, 
embarking on a completely different career with each change. I always had people 
reporting to me and I had increasing leadership responsibilities. I worked there 35 
years and never wanted to retire, but when I had to, my employer provided me 
with an excellent pension for my old age. 
 
At work, even though my relationship with God was broken, I was often taken for 

On 26th of August 1957 I sailed  
from Liverpool, England to 
Quebec City, Canada on the 
transatlantic ship “Columbia.”  
Here is a picture of me during the 
voyage. 

On September 4th 1957 I landed in Canada 
Here I am clearing customs in Quebec City. 
Next I took a train to Toronto where I was met 
by a friend from the Polish Army. 



  69  

a Christian. I did not swear, smoke, drink or flirt. I worked hard and treated people 
with respect and in a peaceful manner. I was a devoted family man. Greed was 
never my problem, even though all my life I was short of money. I never 
abandoned those values. I was a “good” man. 
 
At one point in my professional career I was appointed to management. In 
preparation for my new duties I received intense management training. The 
information was new to me and contained the do's and the don’ts. Much of it was 
about treating people with respect, honesty, etc. “How am I going to remember it 
all?” I wondered. Then it occurred to me that, “If I just treat people like a 
Christian should, I will be OK.” So I did, as I remembered Christian values and 
principles from my youth. 
 
I am writing this only to say that external appearances can be so deceitful. I was 
not “good.” God knows that I hurt badly the people in my life that I loved the 
most. At work I had to deal with facts and be rational. I found it easy to do that; it 
was the environment I had been raised in. (That is why I love working with 
computers; they are always factual, never emotional.) It was dealing with 
emotions that gave me problems. My wife and stepson Roland had completely 
different views of me than anyone else, and rightly so. 
 
Many Christians hold to a false belief that living a “good” life and being “good” 
will get them to heaven. Nothing is further from truth. 
Mark 10:18  “Why do you call me good?” Jesus answered. “No-one is 

good—except God alone. (NIV) 
1 John 1:8   If we claim to be without sin, we deceive ourselves and the 
   truth is not in us. (NIV) 
Matthew 22:36 Teacher, which is the great commandment in the law? 
      37  And he said unto him, Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with
     all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind. 
      38  This is the great and first commandment. 
                    39  And a second like unto it is this, Thou shalt love thy neighbor 
   as thyself.” (NIV) 
Without love for God there is no going to heaven. When you love someone, this 
person is foremost in your mind. You love to talk with them (prayer), you like to 
please them (obey), you like to talk about them (witnessing). If you don’t, you do 
not love. 
Matthew   7:21 “Not everyone who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter the 

kingdom of heaven, but only he who does the will of my Father 
who is in heaven.  

                    22  Many will say to me on that day, ‘Lord, Lord, did we not 
prophesy in your name, and in your name drive out demons and 
perform many miracles?’  
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                    23  Then I will tell them plainly, ‘I never knew you. Away from 
   me, you evildoers!’” (NIV) 
Jesus speaks here to outstanding Christians, not to unbelievers. Unless you have a 
close, daily, trusting, child-like relationship with Jesus you will not get to heaven.  
That is why Jesus was most upset with the Pharisees and Sadducees – religious 
leaders who were legalists, obeying every command of the law, but lacking love, 
peace and justice in their hearts. We obey the law out of love to please God, not 
from fear of going to hell. 
Ephesians 2:8,9  For it is by grace you have been saved, through faith--and this 
      not from yourselves, it is the gift of God--not by works, so  
     that no-one can boast. (NIV). 
 
Coming back to my story, at home I found it more difficult to stay calm and cool, 
as there was more stress there, and my inner struggles were harder to hide. For one 
thing home was not an oasis of rest and peace. At work, I worked mentally and 
creatively, while at home we both worked hard physically. My wife often 
remarked, “Andrew, you are at home, but your mind is still at work.” It was! I 
loved my work, compared to the financial stress, unending string of chores and 
personal conflicts at home, all of which highlighted my spiritual bankruptcy. 
Anger, impatience, self-interest, exhaustion, and diverse views all added up to 
undermine our relationships. To the world I looked good on the outside, but to the 
people I cared for most, my sinfulness could not be hidden. 

 
On top of it all, I had difficulty raising my stepson Roland. His 
father had died when he was only eight months old. When his 
mother and I married, he was three. He was a good boy, gentle, 
good natured and a very intelligent and inquisitive child. He 
accepted me as his dad without any issues. But Roland was like me 
in that he was also strong-minded. He knew what he wanted.   

 
I was not prepared for parenting. For one thing, I had no real idea of what love 
was. Before marriage, real love had never been demonstrated to me in a consistent 
manner. I am a person who learns best by example, but the only person who ever 
expressed true love to me was my mother, and I believed she had abandoned me 
when she sent me to the residential school.  
 
It was Irmi, in the midst of all our struggles, who showed me glimpses of what 
true love was. Of course, there was someone else who was also teaching me what 
true love was, but I failed to see it: God! As I look back on my life and reflect on 
these pages, I can now see it clearly, but then, I was spiritually blind. 
 
To Roland, I could not give what I did not have. Like most things in my life I had 
to learn it on my own, but it took a long time. Reason came easily to me, but 
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reason does not always work with children. Psychology does, but I knew nothing 
about that. Nor did I know how to deal with Roland’s disability (he had impaired 
vision). He was also very different in nature from me. I was always tense and 
dedicated, while he was relaxed and playful. I was at a loss as to how to motivate 
him. I made many errors despite my good intentions. 
 
The lowest point in my spiritual journey came when I was about 45 years old. I 
remember it well. My wife and I were erecting an upright swimming pool in our 
backyard and we needed assistance. I asked my 23-year-old stepson for help. But 
he was going out and refused. I lost my cool and went ballistic. In the process I 
upset the whole family. That night as I looked in a mirror, I reflected on what had 
happened. I was right to be upset, but the offence did not justify my response. 
 
Miracle No. 10 - I came to realize something was wrong with me 

At that point in my life I was angry, impulsive, intolerant, unforgiving, self-
centered and offensive. I did not like myself anymore. What had happened to 
the person I once had been? I will never understand how I was able to see what 
I had become so clearly. I was so far away from God; how could I have had 
such a clear vision of where I was? To this day I consider that moment of 
recognition a miracle. 
 

Before I continue with my story let me reflect on the three important stages in our 
marital life here in Canada. 
 
Stage 1 (the beginning). After arriving in Toronto, we lived for the first eight 
months in rented rooms and without a car. It was a time of exploration and waiting 
for decisions to be made.   
 
Stage 2 (the old house). After the initial eight months, we bought our first house. It 
was an old house and quite neglected. We did a lot of home improvement, do-it-
yourself, projects here. We continued without a car for three years. We lived in 
that first house 11 years, the three of us, my wife, Roland and me. We did 
everything together as a family. Our friends were several families of Polish people 
whom we knew from England. Once we bought our car, we travelled a lot in the 
summer time with trips out of town on weekends, and vacations to the East Coast, 
West Coast and USA.    
 
Stage 3 (the new house). We were both over 40 when we decided to start all over 
again. By that time Roland had left (to return later), but the first house was paid 
off and we could have taken it easy. But we decided to have more children, to sell 
the old two bedroom house, buy a new four bedroom house, and move to a better 
neighborhood. We moved to Thornhill, had Tina and Nicole, a big mortgage and a 
lot of work. We lost touch with our Polish friends and found ourselves with new 
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friends who were mostly German (because of the frequent visits of Irmi’s mother).  
We lived in our second house for 28 years.  
 
Our first house (the old house) 

May 1, 1958 we 
purchased our first 
house. Semi-detached, 
shared driveway – we 
stayed there 11 years 
until 1969. It was a 
rundown house that we 
fixed and paid off 
before moving on. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

I started my career as a Structural Engineer, designing bridges. After 1960, 
however, we started using mainframe computers and I got increasingly involved in 
the development of new computer programs. That eventually led to a completely 
new career and a new lease on life. I love change. I had been getting bored with 
my old job. 

Roland is here with his school  Few years later.  Roland is now older. Irmi’s mother  
Uniform of St. Michael’s choir in upstairs window (visiting us from Germany) 
School that he attended downtown 

We travelled 
with or without 
the tent trailer, 
with Roland 
and my mother-
in-law who 
came to visit us 
here each year, 
for 21 years 
until she was 
too old to 
travel. 

Meantime at work, after 
an initial three-year 
contract (renewable 
each year) I finally got a 
permanent position and 
more security. 

Bridges I designed.  
At left:   Webwood bridge near Espanola 
At right: Curved bridge at St. Catharines 
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Our second house (the new house)  
Left 
We moved 
in here on 
Tina’s first 
Birthday 
 
Right 
Here is 
Tina, Irmi 
and Nicole 

Me, Nicole, Irmi and Tina 
A happy family – we 
loved our children! 

Above:  Tina, 
Grandmother, Nicole, me. 
Right: Top - Me and Irmi 
Bottom - Tina, Roland and  
                                Nicole 

Left 
Nicole, me, 
Irmi and Tina 
Our family is 
growing up. 
 
Right 
Irmi and I.  
Nearing the 
completion of 
our journey 
together 

Tina’s Wedding 
The end of an era. Six months later Irmi died 
and my greatest fear, of being alone again, 
came to pass. In a way it was satisfying for 
her to see Tina married and Nicole engaged – 
she completed her job raising them. 
From left: Martin, Nicole, Roland, Zig, Tina, 
Irmi and me – the whole family! 
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CHAPTER 9 - A search for meaning 
 
At the age of 45, I began my search for the internal peace I had known years 
earlier. That search would take almost 20 years. I read psychology books and 
attended training courses through work, looking for the root cause of my problem. 
It never even occurred to me that what I needed was God; I just knew that 
something was wrong with me, and I needed to fix it. My heart was open to 
change, but I did not know where to look for the answer, and I didn’t have the 
money to seek professional help. 
 
During the 40 years I was away from God, no one reached out to me, neither 
anyone from the Catholic Church, nor any of our church-going neighbors. In spite 
of the fact that I didn’t go to church, everybody assumed I was a Christian.  
 
When my wife’s friend, Trudy, asked my wife if she would join her church, my 
wife asked what it would cost her. Trudy’s reply was “10 percent of income before 
taxes.” That put an end to the whole idea. The better answer would have been, 
“Whatever your heart tells you to give,” for as one’s faith increases, so will their 
giving.  
John  14:23 -    Jesus replied, “If anyone loves me, he will obey my 

teaching.” (NIV) 
2 Corinthians 9:6-7 -  Remember this:  Whoever sows sparingly will also reap 

sparingly, and whoever sows generously will also reap 
generously. Each man should give what he has decided in 
his heart to give, not reluctantly or under compulsion, for 
God loves a cheerful giver. (NIV) 

The main motivator in giving – for those who follow Christ – is love, not fear or 
legalism. God doesn’t want your money if it is given grudgingly. 
 
For 16 years I sought an answer to life, and during all that time, no one ever tried 
to share his or her faith with me. For that reason, I encourage Christians to share 
your faith! We must not be inward focused, but outward focused. We must look 
for those who are seeking God! 
 
Romans 10:14 -  And how can they believe in the one of whom they have not 

heard? And how can they hear without someone preaching to  
them? (NIV) 

 
When I look back, I now recognize that from that time, God was calling me back 
to Himself. In later years, my wife became very difficult. She complained about 
pain, suffered depression, became very moody, and our relationship suffered as a 
result. I was not happy, so my search for answers to life intensified, but my heart 
was so hard that I looked in the wrong places. It took a miracle to find the true 
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answer to my search. 
 
Our home was a battlefield. My wife and I were very strong-willed and there was 
constant strife. We did not disagree on our goals. Rather, we disagreed on the best 
timing to pursue them. To be truthful, I cannot remember what we argued about.  
Was it just her discontent? My son Roland would say, “When you talk to mom, 
she never gives you the real reason why she wants you to do something. She gives 
you the reason, she thinks you will accept.” I felt like I couldn’t win! If I logically 
explained to her why her proposal would not work, she would start with another 
reason. In the end I generally gave in, and did what she wanted me to do, just to 
have some peace.  
 
She and Roland also had some fierce battles, but they loved every minute of it. In 
fact, when I tried to cool them down, both of them would respond “Dad/Andrew 
stay out of it!” Later, when Roland moved to B.C., she complained to my son-in-
law, Zig, “What is wrong with this family? Nobody wants to have a decent fight 
here any more!” She thrived on arguments; they stimulated her mind as that was 
the way she processed her thoughts and got new ideas. There was no ill intent. It 
was just the way she liked it best. I joked that her motto was, “The one who shouts 
loudest – wins.” But such heated emotions were against my nature and caused me 
much discontent. 
 
Another frustration I experienced was that all the demands on my time left little 
time for my own professional growth, reading, research and upgrading my skills 
and knowledge. 
 
For all of our married life, I devoted all my free time to our home, work and 
family. I had no other interests. I would hurry from one to the other, with no 
personal friends of my own and no stops in between. All of our friends were 
family friends. As for my wife, she had a beautiful home, wonderful children, a 
committed husband, but it was never enough for her. She was placing great 
demands on us all. At one point, I remember praying, “Lord, please take me, I 
cannot take it any more.”      
 
The constant conflict in our home bothered my daughter Tina, who was searching 
for answers too. Both my daughters knew absolutely nothing about God and 
Christ, for why would I teach them something I no longer believed in? But while 
in high school, Tina met a Christian who introduced her to Christianity. After a 
year of searching, she believed in Jesus and decided to follow Him. God used the 
strife in our home for His purpose to draw her to Himself. Eventually, through 
Tina’s witness and prayer, her sister Nicole – and later I – accepted Christ. My 
wife resisted to the end. 
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When my wife and I were giving Tina a hard time for becoming a Christian, as we 
feared she would not go to university, Tina gave me a Bible, saying, “Dad, you 
always said you are a reasonable man. Why don't you read it?” So I did. I was 60 
at the time. But I did more than just read it; I ended up joining a Bible study 
group, which I attended twice weekly. Why would I do that? I was looking to fix 
the problems of my life, and I was running out of other options. 
 
For the next two years I read the Bible twice, from cover to cover, but I did not 
make much progress. I had been reading it critically. I expected much more, so on 
my own I decided to read it again, this time assuming it was true. 
 
Two more years passed. Twice more I read the Bible from cover to cover. I made 
some progress, but still made no decision about Christ. Throughout that time I did 
not go to church, although I did visit occasionally. After all, I was seeking God, 
not a manmade, ritualistic institution. My childhood memories of church still 
haunted me. By now I had read the Bible four times! 
 
A pastor from Bayview Glen church, where my daughters attended, gave me this 
advice, “Andrew, unless you surrender your life unconditionally to Christ, you 
will never believe.” By now I was convinced that the root of my problem was 
spiritual. I took the pastor’s advice. I prayed, “Lord, You have changed my 
daughters, maybe you can change me too.” And He did. I was 64 when I prayed 
that prayer. As I write these words, I am 85.  
 
For the last 25 years I have not stopped reading the Bible daily nor being a part of 
a Bible study group. By now I have read the Bible some 20 times (I’ve lost count). 
 
After I made this life-changing decision, I found a church that was based on 
biblical teaching and nothing else, not on man's traditions or speculation, but on 
the pure Word of God. I joined it, got baptized, and still continue to grow in my 
faith and in my service to the Lord. 
 
By now, I have taught Bible classes and led small groups for more than 12 years.  
One thing I emphasize in my teaching is how important it is to use the Bible as a 
guide to our daily lives. What caused me to leave church in my twenties, was a 
belief that the Church was irrelevant to my earthly life. However the Bible is full 
of wisdom and guidance for making decisions that bring justice and well-being. It 
is not only about life after death, but also about life here and now. 
 
Miracle No. 11 - God opened my eyes to spiritual reality 

After nearly 40 years away from the Lord, I came back to Him; it was a full 
circle in my spiritual journey. I have now committed my life to serve the Lord 
with all my heart and with all my soul. Looking back over my life, I can now 
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see how the Lord answered a plea for help from this young lad, and how He 
protected and guided me to accomplish His purposes in my life. I praise His 
name! 

 
My wife was so much against religion that after I accepted Christ I did not tell her 
right away. I felt I had had enough arguing and I did not want any more. In the last 
six months of her life she finally accepted Christ, and she immediately said to 
Tina, “Now we have to work on dad to accept Christ too.” Tina’s response was, 
“Dad already did a year ago.” (Apparently after being a Christian for a year, I did 
not improve much.) It took years for real transformation in my life and character 
to take place. 
                                                
My wife died just three weeks short of her sixty-sixth birthday, but not before she 
too had accepted Christ. She had been a good wife and mother. She had tried her 
best. With her gone, my worst fears came to fruition; for once again, I found 
myself all alone. However God has been faithful; this time it was easier. I was 
older, I had my children and eventually, grandchildren would also come alone.  
 
After the death of my wife, once again I prayed to God “Lord, give me another 20 
years of life, so that I can look after my children.” At the time of this writing, it 
has been 19 years; one more year to go. God is generous. He often gives far more 
than what we ask for or can even imagine. 
 
In the years that followed life went on. I made the necessary adjustments, yet it 
was a radical change. I made yet another life changing decision during that time – 
that I would no longer live for myself. Tina and Nicole had children and I was 
blessed some more. Both of them remained nearby so I was always very close to 
them, helping with my grandchildren any way I could. Roland departed for the 
Coast in 1976, and from then on he remained an infrequent visitor. But the big 
void in my life was filled with the lives of my children and grandchildren. God is 
good. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Juliana, Breanna, 
me and Sarah  

 

Zig, Tina, Juliana, Nicole, 
Breanna, me, Martin and 
Sarah 

Breanna, Martin, Nicole, me, Sarah, 
Roland, Zig, Tina and Juliana.  
Christmas 2000 
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Left 
Tina, Zig and 
Juliana 
 
 
Right 
Me with 
Juliana, Sarah 
and Breanna 

Left 
Tina, Nicole 
Juliana, me, 
Sarah and 
Breanna 
 
Right 
Breanna, Nicole, 
Martin, Sarah 
 

2012 February 26th Tina, Juliana, Zig, 
me, Martin, Sarah, Nicole and Breanna 

Juliana, Breanna, me and Sarah 
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CHAPTER 10 - Reflection 
 
I believe God has protected me miraculously all of my life. Up to this point I have 
listed 11 miracles, but there have been more. Following are some more that I can 
recall. I am sure I may have missed some, but I know for sure that God has 
protected me all my life. 
 
Miracle No. 12 – 1963 - in New Brunswick National Park 

We were at a camping ground late at night. Roland had an ingrown toenail and 
my wife sent me to the nearby store for some medicine. It was a beautiful and 
peaceful night. I drove the speed limit and there was no traffic at all. As I came 
over the hill, I suddenly saw a house trailer backing out of a side trail, right 
across my lane. I had no chance to stop. I was an inexperienced driver at that 
time, and was certain I would crash into it. But I pushed on the breaks; the car 
miraculously swung and skidded around the trailer without touching it! I could 
never repeat such a maneuver; no matter how hard I might try. 

 
Miracle No. 13 – 1993 - in Paris, France subway incident 

My wife’s last wish before she died that year was to see Paris. My wife, our 
daughter Nicole and I had just arrived at our subway destination and followed 
the crowd along a long pedestrian tunnel. My wife was very sick and could not 
keep up the pace, so we soon found ourselves alone. Suddenly out of a side 
tunnel jumped out a band of youths who surrounded us with obvious intent to 
rob us. There were at least six young guys, bouncing a basketball to distract 
us. One of them, probably the leader, screamed at the top of his voice. I was 
covering (blocking) one, whom I thought to be most likely to snatch my wife’s 
purse (she was carrying a large amount of cash), but there were others behind 
us. Nicole challenged the leader, and the two of them exchanged verbal 
challenges. The situation looked hopeless. Suddenly the youths ran away and 
disappeared. We never truly found out what happened. Nicole thought she saw 
two policemen. I thought a train arrived and a crowd of people rapidly 
approached us. We all felt that God had protected us. 

 
Miracle No. 14 - February 21, 2009 - Choking incident 

I was in my apartment. I had irritation in my throat and started an intense 
cough. Suddenly I could not inhale air. I panicked, but no matter how I tried, 
by nose or by mouth I could not suck any air into my lungs. As I was running 
out of air, I sat down, calmed myself and prayed, “Lord, I always said I want 
to die healthy. If that is your will, I am ready.” As I relaxed I was able to 
breathe, and lived to tell the story. 

 
Miracle No. 15 - 2010 - The playground incident 

I took my three granddaughters ages 10, 10 and 12 to a playground. The three 
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of them boarded a round saucer swing and I was pushing this heavy load with 
as much force as I could exert. Suddenly a wasp flew in between my 
sunglasses and my eye. I closed my eyes, stepped back, bent down to take my 
glasses off to get rid of the wasp. At that moment the edge of the saucer hit me 
right on my forehead. With the weight it carried, it could have killed me right 
there. As it was, it just touched me. 

 
God has blessed me in so many other ways. 
 
My working career 
I loved my work and never wanted to retire. I always looked with anticipation to 
the next working day. In the 38 years of my professional career, I had the 
opportunity to be in a leadership position, where people reported to me. I had four 
completely different careers. 
 
1. 1954 – 1966 - 12 years as a Structural Engineer in the Bridge Office. This 

was my most tedious job (that was before computers). 
2. 1966 – 1981 - 15 years as a Computer Systems Designer in Engineering   
    applications. This was the job I loved the most. 
3. 1981 – 1991 - 10 years as Manager in the Computer Systems Branch.  

I grew the most as a person in this job. Here, I had two 
assignments: to disband the production office of 32 employees and 
to create and establish a brand new Microcomputer Information 
Center. 

4. 1991 – 1992 - one year sabbatical during which I developed a microcomputer 
surveying program. 

 
Over the course of my work, I employed and trained dozens of university and 
college students during their summer or co-op work terms. My main strength has 
always been in the area of motivating, encouraging, mentoring and sharing what I 
know with others.   
 
I liked to challenge myself by venturing into new areas, which I knew little about, 
and was able to succeed in. I loved trying to be at the leading edge, moving to new 
areas, and experimenting with new ideas. 
   
Rules being what they are, in 1992 I had to retire from the Provincial Government 
at the age of 65. I could have worked another 20 years, up to this very day! 
   
As I was retiring my colleagues at work had this cheerful message for me 
“Andrew, we give you one year and you will be dead.” “How come?”  I asked.  
Their reply “Andrew you have no friends, no hobbies – you are a workaholic!” It 
was true. I took their warning to heart and looked for something to do, after all, 
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work is all I ever did. 
 
In 1992, I opened my own company and for the next five years I developed a 
microcomputer graphical geometry system for the road construction industry. I did 
not make any money, could not sell it (it was a DOS system) and had to give it up, 
but I lived! For the next five years I tutored math to high school students in a 
Christian school. Next came granddaughters, then leading Bible studies and small 
discussion groups. I never stopped working and will keep busy till the end. In fact 
when it will be my turn to show up at the pearly gate, I hope to greet St. Peter like 
this, “Private ‘Bąk’ reports for duty!”     
 
My driving 
I have been driving since 1961 and at the time of this writing it is exactly 50 years 
without a single accident or a speeding ticket. (On average I drive about 25,000 
kilometres each year.) My motto is “never, never, never drive below speed limit” 
(except in bad weather). Surely someone is looking after me! 
 
My family 
I could not have had better daughters and granddaughters. They love the Lord and 
they exceed all my best expectations. Among my in-law families there is not a 
single person I do not get along with. We are all born again Christians. Even with 
distant relatives, who do not know the Lord, I have a warm relationship.  
 
My health 
It is better than I deserve. At 75, I was diagnosed with type 2 diabetes, but I’ve 
been able to control it through a strict diet and lengthy (two-to-three-hour) walks 
each day. 
 
God is blessing me on all fronts. For all that He is doing in my life, I give God the 
glory. I have little to do with it. In a way it is scary. I do not deserve any of His 
gracious mercies. All I can say is that I am filled with thankfulness and praise.  
 
Let me recount some other blessings 
1.  My wife and I were both blessed with good health, except for minor  

sicknesses. Throughout our adult years we were never unable to work and 
never lost a single paycheck. Just as well, as we did not have any backup. We 
were all alone here and I was the sole wage earner. 

 
2. We were more than 40 when we had our two daughters, and they are in perfect 

health. Only now do I realize that with pregnancy at an older age, children are 
prone to health risks. 
 

3. When Tina was born, soon after Irmi came back home with the baby, she  
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developed pains, which the doctor suspected were kidney infection. He 
prescribed drinking a lot of water and the pains went away. Should she have 
had to be hospitalized, I would have had no clue how to look after a newborn. 

 
4. When Nicole was born my wife almost died. She had an irregular heart beat 

and for two hours the doctors could not stabilize it. Finally they did, but it was 
a close call. 

 
5. When we bought our second house, we had a short-term mortgage. Against all 

odds, my wife was able to lock it in at a set rate for 25 years. Soon after, 
interest rates doubled. Without locking in the interest rate, we could have 
easily lost it all.  

 
6. When our children were very young, my wife developed a tumor in her breast. 

We were devastated. Her death at that time would have been disastrous to our 
family. Thankfully, the tumor was not malignant. 

 
7. With our children helping in various ways, summer vacation jobs, getting 

scholarships or taking co-op programs, God enabled us to put all three children 
through universities without any one of us getting into debt.  

 
8. When my wife died, I was already retired, Tina was already married and 

Nicole was finishing her last year of university. My wife had accomplished her 
task of bringing them both up to adulthood. 

 
9. By the time I retired I did not owe money to anyone, and from then on I have 

lived debt free.  
 
Why am I writing all this? Because I do not believe in luck, coincidence, good 
fortune or fairy tales. When I look back over my life, I can now see clearly the 
work of God from the very beginning to the very end. I write to give credit to the 
One who deserves it - God! 
 
Most of my life I did not know which way to go. I did not plan what to do next. I 
did not know what to do. I was often caught in circumstances beyond my control. 
All I knew was that I wanted to do some good, challenge myself to excel, and to 
accomplish as much as I could. Money was never much of a motivator for me, but 
challenge was! Rather than being a planner, I was a senser – I always looked for 
opportunities, sensing a leading, a supernatural pointing, which I thought to be 
intuition. In hindsight I know now it was God’s leading. God opened the doors of 
opportunity, all I did was to make choices and decisions. I was prepared to work 
hard, to learn and to do my best – the rest was in God’s hands. My life today is no 
different. I don’t know what is next, but I am sensing God’s leading and a new 
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challenge on the horizon, whatever it may be. 
 
There are different ways that lead a person to God. 
 1. Supernatural  2. Emotional    3. Rational 
  
I followed the third route, but to do so you must be needy, honest with yourself, 
searching for truth and have a skilled, analytical mind. The trouble with making a 
rational decision to follow Christ is that there will never be enough facts to make a 
decision. At some point, it becomes a leap of faith, a deep conviction that 
following Christ is the way to go. You cannot believe unless your life experience 
matches that belief system. Mine did. I had no other rational explanation. When 
life doesn’t make sense, faith does!   
 
To follow Christ is never an intellectual decision. It is a moral decision. It is an 
extremely important decision as it will profoundly change the way you live your 
life. 
 
I am not intelligent enough - nor was my wife - to have achieved what we did on 
our own. How much trust do I put in my own intellect? Not much, as I have been 
wrong before, only to reverse my position later. I do not trust my own intellect any 
more or less than that of any other human being. What I can do, is to be vigilant, 
to listen and to keep learning. When it comes to wisdom, there is no better source 
than the Bible. 
 
That is why my faith is not a blind faith. When I put my faith in Christ, I sensed it 
instantly. He had accepted me! Not because of anything I had done to deserve it, 
but by His grace alone. I am humbled and ashamed that I ever doubted. All I can 
ever wish for, is that I will not let Him down again. 
 
I am comforted by the fact that, it is not how you begin your life, but how you end 
your life that matters.  
 
Acts 20:24 - However, I consider my life worth nothing to me, if only I may 

finish the race and complete the task the Lord Jesus has given me - 
the task of testifying to the gospel of God's grace. (NIV) 

 
Over the course of my life I experienced a lot of anguish and suffering. I am not 
referring to physical suffering, although I went through times of hunger, cold and 
bug infestation, but rather the mental and spiritual anguish. I was deprived of love 
at the age of 10, of freedom, and for many years I lived under an almost prison-
like regime. I missed a big part of my childhood and teenage years. Yet I have no 
regrets. I am no longer bitter. I thank God for all of it, because I now see a 
deliberate purpose in what God was doing in my life, and who I became. My hope 
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is that God can use me now. Hardships make or break a man. In my case they 
made me stronger. 
 
I also look back and see that most of my life I have been a freedom fighter and a 
nonconformist. I believe I always will be. 
 
During the Second World War, I risked my life for freedom from oppression 
under a brutal Nazi regime.   

1 Peter 2:16 Live as free men, but do not use your freedom as a cover-up for  
     evil; live as servants of God. (NIV) 
In my adult years I stood for justice, freedom from corruption and wrongdoing by 
living to a high moral standard. Working for a government was a blessing. 
Democracy can only survive when the civil servants are not corrupt. 
 Amos 5:24  But let justice roll on like a river, righteousness like a never- 
     failing stream! (NIV) 
Now I fight for freedom from satanic oppression on human souls.  
 2 Corinthians 3:17  Now the Lord is the Spirit, and where the Spirit of the 

Lord is, there is freedom. (NIV) 
 
It’s interesting to see how the cycle of life comes back around full circle. Once 
again emotionally, I am on my own. Once again God is, as He was before, my 
refuge, my comforter and friend. 
 
Our marriage started without God and for the next 40 years, we did not know Him.  
Finally our daughter found Christ and through her prayers and transformed life my 
wife, my other daughter and I all came to faith in Christ. Today we continue to 
love and serve the Lord.   
 
There is one casualty however, a result of our godless life, my stepson Roland. I 
feel personally responsible for his lack of faith, as I shared my disbelief with him, 
undermining whatever spiritual teaching he received. For seven years, Roland 
attended Roman Catholic St. Michael Choir School in downtown Toronto. We 
rarely came to hear him sing or give him spiritual support. Like I had done years 
earlier, he left the church. For the last 20 years we have all been praying for him, 
but the damage once done is hard to undo. We all think that our faith is a personal 
matter, but it is not. For good or bad, we are preaching to those around us, through 
our lifestyle. We were not a good example for him. 
 
I feel today like a ship that has passed through stormy weather and arrived in a 
peaceful harbor. I feel that I’m the richest man on earth. I have all my needs met. I 
have a surplus to share with others. I have my health, family, friends, my church 
and a passion for life. I feel close to God. I have peace and contentment. All the 
bitterness and anger that I experienced before are gone. I have a burning desire to 
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serve God and to share my faith with others. I have a spirit of gratitude, 
thanksgiving and joy. Indeed, God has brought me back to a safe harbor! 
 
Flashback thought 
I am an old man now, but to this day I am troubled by memories of my childhood 
and the circumstances of my youth. Even as I write these pages, I unravel 
confusion in my mind. These thoughts and questions have been with me all my 
life. They impeded my progress. They prevented me from reaching my full 
potential. Even though I overcame, my question is - at what cost?  
 
A thought for today 
Children are resilient. You can raise them in many ways, and they will survive. 
These days there are a multitude of concepts as to what a family is. But there are 
psychological consequences to each one of these concepts, some of which are 
mind-boggling. Some of these children will become dropouts, addicts, suicide 
victims, criminals, or even like monsters. Some will be tormented all their lives 
with troublesome thoughts. Few will reach their full potential. The circumstances 
of their upbringing may help us to understand their behavior, but never to excuse 
it. We are responsible for our own actions. You can do in life whatever you 
choose, but often your children will pay the price.  
 
A spiritual lesson 
God’s plan for raising children is in a traditional family of a man and a woman 
bound for life in holy matrimony, based on mutual love, respect and on godly 
living. This is the ideal situation. The death of parents through sickness or war 
cannot be prevented. However the freewill choices that we make - such as neglect, 
abandonment or divorce - are often preventable. Such choices have an impact on a 
child. The more we deviate from God’s model; the greater the harm to the mind of 
a child. 
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CHAPTER 11 - Visiting my childhood homeland 
 
In 1995, after an absence of 51 years, I went to Poland for the first time. 

 
My aunt was still alive. At 91, her mind was still crystal 
clear. I spent six days with her, asking all kinds of questions. 
This visit was a most enjoyable experience for both of us. 
She was the only person alive who knew me from my 
childhood. She died a year later. 
 
My deceased sister’s husband (whom I had never met 
before) was still alive and so was his second wife.   
Here again I learned a lot about my sister’s life. He also died 
 a year later. 

The first time I met Marek, one of the two sons of my sister and three of my 
sister’s grandchildren: Aleksandra (Ola), Gerard and Tomek (son of Marek). From 
then on I would stay in contact with Ola and Gerard and help them as I was able.  
They were the only two who welcomed my involvement in their lives. 
 
In 1997, Ola and Gerard came to Canada for a two-week visit.   

I was trying to establish some lasting contact between our two families 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Left 
Top row: 
Zig, me, 
Gerard, Martin 
Bottom row: 
Tina, Ola, 
Nicole 
 
Right 
Tina, Zig, 
Gerard, Ola 

My sister’s husband     Lena, his second wife       Marek, my sister’s   Tomek, Marek’s 
               younger son       son 
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In 1999, I returned to Poland for the marriage of Ola and Paul.  
The whole family spent a week together by the sea. 

 
On that visit, I went to Lublin to inquire about my 
father’s family. Here I discovered that I had had 
two cousins, both were sons of my father’s brothers. Two of us were the same age, 
the other was a year younger. But by that time they had both died. I just missed 
meeting them. Apparently they were asking “Why doesn’t Andrew contact us?” 
But I had not known about them. Besides their families rejected us and I had bitter 
memories from Lublin in 1939. 
 
In 2008, Ola, Paul and their seven-year-old daughter Laura came to Canada 
for a three-week visit.   

Here again I was trying to strengthen the relationship of our families. 

 

In 2010, I went again to 
Poland for 15 days.  
This time, my daughter Tina 
and granddaughter Juliana 
went along.  
 

 Left 
Ola & Paul 
 
 
Right 
Marek, 
Lena, me 
Tomek, Ola 
and Paul 

Above:  Juliana, Breanna, me, Laura, Sarah 
 

Left: 
Ola, me, 
Tina / 
Juliana, 
Sarah, 
Laura 
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We visited the places I had lived in Bielany, Sulejówek, Warsaw, and I stopped by 
the museum of Warsaw Uprising, recording my memories. We also spent 10 days 
in Germany, visiting my wife’s family. 

This trip was very rewarding for me. I was 
able to share with my family memories of 
my past – memories that will remain alive 
with them as an extension of my life. They 
were able to connect with who I was from 
far back.  
 
I always felt that my family knew only a 
part of me. This book - and that trip - are  
meant to bridge that gap. It is very 
important to me. 
  

     Ola     Paul      Laura       Gerard  

Sulejówek: Under renovation    Bielany: Now University of Theological Studies 
Ola, Gerard, me, Paul / Laura, Juliana     Juliana, Tina and me   
  

By the Baltic Sea.  Tina, Juliana, me, 
Laura, Ola, Paul and Gerard – we 
travelled together for many days. 
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APPENDIX 1 - My childhood family 
Growing up, my Polish family consisted of seven people. “The group of Seven.”  
(My father had no contact with us at all / AK stands for the Home Army - the 
Polish resistance movement under the Nazi occupation of Poland) 
 
1. Grandfather Józef      Świątkowski  1868 – 1942 (74 years old) 

I was very close to my grandfather. He cared for me a 
lot and I loved to be with him. By the time we moved 
to Sulejówek, he was already retired and he looked 
after the house and the garden. He was always busy, 
but he would take time off, if my sister or I needed 
him. He walked us to school and took us with him 
whenever we wanted to go. I guess he always wanted 
to have a son. His personal life with my grandmother 
was not a happy one, and he tended to spend a lot of 
time on his own. 
 

2.  Grandmother Felicja   Świątkowska of Brudzyńskich   
             1862 - 1945 (83 years old) 
 

My grandmother was strict and serious. She cared for 
us and had a strong sense of responsibility for the 
family. Later, after my mother died, she looked after 
my sister and me, at the age of 81, while she became 
weak and frail. I will never stop loving her and 
thanking God for her effort. 
 
 

 
Both of my grandparents came from nobility, from the now forgotten European 
Feudal system. (Our neighbours jokingly called my grandfather “squire,” for that 
is what his family was in the distant past, rich landowners of country estates, 
served by villages of peasants.) They both had memories of prosperity and 
privileged social status. They lived an isolated life, at a distance from the 
commoners. My aunt was quick to point out to me, that I, too, was a commoner, as 
my mother had married an urban businessman. In my grandparents’ early 
childhood years, their families lost their country estates, and from that time on, 
they had to work to make a living. My grandfather was a Manager of Finance at 
the Polish Railways. 
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3. Mother Maria, Eugenia of Świątkowskich  
               1897 - 1943 (46 years old)    AK  

My mother had a difficult life. She was intelligent, 
ambitious and restless. I think she really did not know 
what she wanted. Her work, pursuit of happiness, and 
children created conflicting demands and she had 
difficulty meeting any of them. I hardly remember 
being with her or really knowing her. One thing I can 
say is that she never abandoned us and she cared for 
my sister's and my welfare. During the Nazi 
occupation of Poland she ran an underground hospital 
for the wounded AK fighters.   

For the last six years of her life, my sister and I were both in residential schools 
away from home. During her life she did not know God and she found no peace. 
 
4. Sister  Irena     Urbanowicz   1925 - 1967 (42 years old)    AK 

In childhood, she bossed me a lot and I did not care for 
her very much. It was only from the time we were in 
residential schools, especially the first year, that we 
became close. A few years later we were separated 
forever. Knowing now what awaited her, her sickness, 
poor living conditions after the war under Communism 
and a short life, I look at things differently. I wonder 
what it would have been like if we had lived nearby.  
She was a very kind and caring person, and I am sure 
we would have been very close to each other. She 
joined AK and took part in the Warsaw Uprising. She 
married, had two sons, but died young from polyposis. 

 
5. I   Andrzej Urbanowicz      1927 -   ?  (85 years old in 2012)  AK  

I am sure that I failed to reach my full potential. For 
much of my life a lot of my energy was used up to 
battle internal conflicts created by my upbringing, 
religion, personal and marital conflicts. I realize we 
have to start first with our inner self, before we can 
blossom in our life. It seems that I was never prepared 
when I was placed in a situation such as a soldier, 
father, husband or supervisor. Through sheer hard 
work and determination I came through in the end, 
however I left a lot of damage behind me as a result. I 
joined the AK at the age of 16 and took part in the 
Warsaw Uprising. 
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6. Aunt  Helena   Łyczewska of Świątkowskich   
                1902 - 1996  (94 years old) 

 
She was the younger sister of my mother. I remember 
my aunt as a very helpful and good person, but at 
times she could be moody and hysterical. She moved 
from being sweet one moment and explosive the next. 
As a result my sister and I were very careful with her, 
not to get on her nerves. She liked me a lot and later, 
she would go with me for walks and to just talk. She 
married when I was about five years of age. I 
remember when my uncle looked after me how she 
would get jealous and be very mean. She was not 
selfish and she helped my mother abundantly. 

  
When my mother and aunt’s husband died she looked after my grandmother, sister 
and me. She was one of the reasons why I wanted to leave Poland, as I did not 
want her help. In some ways I pitied her because of the state of turmoil she was in. 
She did so much good in our lives, but her doing lacked grace. In 1995 I visited 
her, one-year before her death. 
 
7. Uncle  Witold  Łyczewski  1905 - 1943 (38 years old)   AK  

 
Apart from my grandfather, he was my male role 
model. Uncle and aunt visited us on weekends, about 
twice a month and I liked him a lot. He was kind and 
caring although I was never as close to him as I would 
have liked to have been. He was active in sports, 
something I never was much good at. He was very 
helpful to us later on during the war. He was 
dependable, worked hard, and I wanted to be like him.  
His marital life with my aunt was not easy. In 1939 he 
took part in the siege of Warsaw and during the Nazi 
occupation of Poland he was in AK at a command 
level. In 1943 he was wounded, and few weeks later, 
executed by the Nazis while lying on a stretcher. 
 

During the Second World War, four out of the seven of us died (both 
grandparents, my mother and uncle).  In 1999 I learned that my father had died 
around 1940 too. Out of the three who survived (my aunt, sister and I), in 1944 I 
became separated from them for good. Never did I see my sister again.  As for our 
earthly possessions, only our personal items remained. (By the way, we never lost 
a single photograph).  
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APPENDIX 2 - My own family 
My immediate family consists now of nine people, but it started with three. 
My wife Irmtraut, Libette, Hermine, Rita Angermuller was born in Gottingen, 

Germany on November 20 1927, and died November 3 1993, less than three 
weeks short of her sixty-sixth birthday. She was six months younger than me. 
She used her first name, and was mostly called “Irma,” although I called her 
“Irmi.” She married Renault Gerard in 1948 and was widowed in 1950. We 
married in 1952. 

 
We started as a family of three 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
My daughter Tina’s family, the Weidelich family (below: Zig, Tina and Juliana) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

My daughter Nicole’s family, the Bressel family (below) 
       Martin,                     Nicole,                      Breanna                       Sarah 

 

These pictures 
were taken in 
1993 at Tina’s 
wedding, the 
same year that 
Irmi died. Me, 
Irmi and 
Roland Gerard, 
my stepson. 
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APPENDIX 3 - Places I lived 
In Poland, Sulejówek was my only real home. All the other places that I lived - 
until the age of 31 – I lived in for no longer than two to three years. 
 
Poland (17 years) 
1927 - 1928   1 year  Poznań   100 Górna Wilda Str. 
1928 - 1929   1 year  Warsaw  Koszykowa Str. 
1929 - 1930  1 year  Wilno   Szeptyckiego Str. 
1930 - 1932   2 years  Warsaw  Koszykowa Str. 
1932 - 1937   5 years  Sulejówek,  2 Okrzeji Str. 
1937 - 1939   2 years  Ostrzeszów residential school  

(Summer vacation & Christmas at Sulejówek) 
1939 - 1943   4 years  Bielany in Warsaw residential school  
(Summer vacation & Christmas: 1940 Sulejówek, 1941 Ożarów, 1942 at school) 
1943   6 months Włochy near Warsaw (where my mother died) 
           29 Kochanowskiego Str. 
1943 - 1944   1 year  Warsaw, Praga, 280 Grochowska Str. Apt. 23 
 
Austria (7 months) Prisoner of war 
1945 10 05 - 1945 10 06   1 day  Ożarów, near Warsaw (where my mother 
             worked) 
1944 10 06 - 1944 10 21 3 weeks Lamsdorf, Germany  Stalag 318 VIII  F  
             Registration No. 105 168   
1944 10 25 - 1944 11 12 6 weeks Markt Pongau (gau Salzburg), Austria, M.
                                                            Stammlager 317 (XVIII C) 
1944 11 13 - 1944 12 10 4 weeks Wolfsberg, Austria,  Stamlager (XVIII A) 
1944 12 10 - 1944 12 16 1 week  Markt Pongau (gau Salzburg), Austria, M. 
             Stammlager 317 (XVIII C) 
1944 12 16 - 1945 01 27 5 weeks Salzburg, Austria,  Arbait Komando  27648 
                   GW 
1945 01 27 - 1945 03 08 6 weeks Markt Pongau (gau Salzburg), Austria, M.  
             Stammlager   317 (XVIII C) 
1945 03 11 - 1945 05 01 7 weeks Tshubach near Landek, Insbruk, Austria,  
                Arbait Komando 
 
Switzerland (6 months) 
1945 05 01- 1945 05 02 1 day  Schultz, Switzerland (most likely the town’s  
             name was Susch)     
1945 05 05 - 1945 06 01 4 weeks Bremgarten  (Near Zurich) - in Quarantine 
1945 06 01 - 1945 06 07 1 week  Erlach         
1945 06 07 - 1945 08 06 2 months Kercers  
1945 08 06 - 1945 08 20 3 weeks Fräschels near Neuschatel      
1945 08 20 - 1945 09 10 3 weeks Lfscherz 
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1945 09 10 - 1945 09 18 1 week  St.Bleis near Neuschatel      
1945 09 18 - 1945 11 01 6 weeks Cheyres 
 
Italy (11 months) 
1945 11 01 - 1945 11 02 1 day   Milano         
1945 11 02 - 1945 11 16 2 weeks  Predapio         
1945 11 18 - 1946 04 24 5 months  Barletta    
1946 04 24 - 1946 06 18 2 months  Amandola   
1946 06 18 - 1946 09 29 3 months  Fermo 
    
England (11 years) 
1946 10 04 - 1946 12 16   2 months   Magholl, near Liverpool, 79 Transit Camp 
1946 12 16 - 1948 09 27    21 months   Millom airport near Millom Cumberland 
1948 09 28 - 1949 01 09   3 month   18 Wharton Str.     London WC1 
1949 01 09 - 1949 08 27   8 months    36  Cromwell Grove,   London W6 
1949 08 27 - 1951 01 07    15 months   50 Fontarabia Rd.  Clapham Common,  
                  London SW11 
1951 01 07 - 1951 09 15   9 months   31 Birchington Rd.  Kilborn, London NW6 
1951 09 15 - 1953 03 08 18 months.   26 Haselrigge Rd.  Clapham Common, 
                  London SW4 
1953 03 08 - 1954 10 02 18 months   13  Crescent Grove, Clapham Common, 
                  London SW11 
1954 10 02 - 1957 09 30  3 years    7 Rathgar Ave., West Ealing, LondonW13 
 
Canada (55 years) 
1957 09 05 - 1957 09 28   3 weeks   19 Mountview Ave.   Toronto 9 
1957 09 28 - 1958 06 11 10 months    178 Wright Ave.     Toronto, Ont. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
1958 06 11- 1969 05 01 11 years  33 Le May Rd.  Toronto, Ont.  M4S 2X2 
1969 05 01- 1997 08 23 28 years  49 Thorny Brae Dr.  Thornhill, Ont. 
                    L3T   2C6 
1997 08 23 - 2000 02 05   2 yr  5 m  11 Kennington Court, Richmond Hill, 
                      Ont.  L4E 2R8 
2000 02 05 - (2012)  12 years  16105 Yonge Str. Aurora, Apt. 415 

     Ont.  L4G 6T6 
 
In summary  
17 years in Poland 
  2 years in Continental Europe 
11 years in England              
55 years in Canada 
85 years, which was my age in 2012  
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APPENDIX  4 – Photo Gallery (my pictures) 
	   	  

  1928  Age 1            1929  Age 2             1930  Age 3            1931  Age 4           1932  Age 5 

  1933  Age 6           1934  Age 7             1935  Age 8            1936  Age 9          1937  Age 10 

 1938  Age 11           1939  Age 12            1940  Age 13          1941  Age 14       1942  Age 15 
15       

POW Camps 
       and 
   interned in 
 Switzerland 

1943  Age 16          1944  Age 17           1945  Age 18           1946  Age 19         1947  Age 20   

1948  Age 21          1949  Age 22          1950  Age 23           1951  Age 24          1952  Age 25    
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1953  Age 26          1954  Age 27            1955  Age 28         1956  Age 29          1957  Age 30 

 1958  Age 31          1959  Age 32          1960  Age 33          1961  Age 34          1962  Age 35            

1963  Age 36         1964  Age 37            1965  Age 38          1966  Age 39          1967  Age 40

1968  Age 41           1969  Age 42          1970  Age 43          1971  Age 44          1972  Age 45 

 1973  Age 46          1974  Age 47         1975  Age 48           1976  Age 49          1977  Age 50 
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 1978  Age 51          1979  Age 52          1980  Age 53           1981  Age 54          1982  Age 55 

  1983  Age 56           1984  Age 57          1985  Age 58         1986  Age 59         1987  Age 60 

 1988  Age 61         1989  Age 62            1990  Age 63          1991  Age 64         1992   Age 65 

1993  Age 66         1994  Age 67          1995  Age 68            1996  Age 69         1997  Age 70  

 1998  Age 71          1999  Age 72            2000  Age 73          2001  Age 74        2002  Age 75 
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 2003  Age 76           2004  Age 77          2005  Age 78         2006  Age 79           2007  Age 80 

 2008  Age 81           2009  Age 82            2010  Age 83         2011  Age 84          2012  Age 85 
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APPENDIX 5 - A poem 
 
A Broken Heart 
 
By the lake one gloomy day 
I thought of a grievous way 
of so much hate, of wars and crime 
and I wondered in my heart, why? 
 
By the lake one sunny day 
I thought of a joyous way 
of so much love, peace and care 
and I wondered in my heart, where? 
 
 There is hate, and there is love 
 Yet we choose these paths of life 
 What is in our human heart 
 That is breaking it apart? 
 
As I pondered this divide  
Which to choose for my side 
I want love to spread around 
I want hate to hide underground 
 
Let the joy and good prevail 
Let us follow love’s own trail 
Let love rule supreme in all 
Let love reach deep to our soul 
 
 There is hate, and there is love 
 Yet we choose these paths of life 
 What is in our human heart 
 That is breaking it apart? 
 
By the lake one glorious day 
I felt God’s hand, lead my way 
Although suffering is life’s part 
He is reaching to your heart 
 
Trust in Him for what’s best 
He will lead you to rest 
He will mend what’s torn apart 
He will heal the broken heart 
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As we heal, to our surprise 
We are readied for Paradise 
There is more, than we can see 
Trust in Him, and let it be  
 
By Andrew Urbanowicz  2012 February 
 
Ever since I passed through the terrors of war, the question “What is in the human 
heart, that is breaking it apart?” has haunted me. The question of hate and evil 
always puzzled me, especially as I find myself as capable of doing both. I always 
found it difficult to see God’s work in this world, yet I cannot miss seeing what 
Satan is doing all around us. 
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