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Mrs, Wanda Stachiewicz
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I received your letcter wich che preliminary copy of your
Memoirs and I set chem aside so that I could read them ac leisure.
I have now done so and I want to tell you that I read them entirsly
at one sitting into the wme small hours of the morning. To na,
chey were fascinmacing.

Your Yemoirs constifuta an exciting statement of couriage, Che
irreprassible desiras for fraedom, the liberacing force of educaticn
and artistic cultivation in life, the devastating set-back of
political scrife and war, and the essentially redeaming qualities
of human ccmpassion and concera for the individual aud for civilisa-
tion. It is hard to imagina one person having lived through and
overcoma so many vicissitudes and changed circumscances in one life,
but yours is an essencially triucphant and idealiscic stacemeat.

I know that you completad thesa Memoirs at the request of the
Department of Multiculturalism which is seeking to idencify and
reinforce the many differenc tradirions of Camadian life and to
emphasise how the divarsity of those tradiciona enriches life for
all. I believe that you have magnificently fylfilled that mandata
and that your Memoirs conscitute a most eaxciting affirmacion of this
Canadian ideal, while 2t the same time reaffirming so eloquently the
magnificent traditions of Polish civilisaciom.

With warmest regards and reneved congratulacions, I am,

Yours sincerely,

D.L. Johaston

Postal address: 845 Sherbrooke Street Wast, Manireal, PQ, Canada H3A 273



PROLOGUE

The events described in the first part of the memoirs of Mrs.
Wanda Stachiewicz (pronounced Vanda Stakievich) took place
in Poland - a country often called” the rampart of Western
civilization”. Its ten centuries of turbulent history and its con-
stant struggle against its powerful neighbours, Germany and
Russia, have left a deep imprint on the character of its peo-
ple. Unfortunately, neither Poland itself, nor its history and
traditions, are well known to Westerners. Hence, a brief sum-
mary of major historical events, names and places may be of
help to the reader. _

Poland, in union with Lithuania and Ruthenia, was one of
the largest states in Europe, from the 14th through 17th cen-
turies, stretching from the Baltic to the Black Sea. It was rul-
ed by the hereditary kings of the Jagiellonian dynasty until
the late 16th century. Subsequently, a unique system of elected
kings was introduced, which lasted until the end of the 18th
century.

Poland adopted Christianity in the 10th Century, embrac-
ing Western civilization and becoming its easternmost outpost.

Standing at the crossroads of East and West, between the
aggressive Germanic tribes on one side, and the barbaric Rus-
sians on the other, Poland, from the beginning of its history,
was forced to defend its territory against its neighbours.

Constant wars, coupled with internal dissension, weakened
the country to the point where it could no longer defend itself.

In 1772, 1793, and 1795, three successive partitions of Poland
among its neighbours - Russia, Austria, and Prussia (Germany)
- took place, and Poland disappeared from the map of Europe.

The brutal occupation, particularly by the Russians, resulted
in successive national uprising in 1830 and 1863, which were
savagely put down by Russian troops. The author’s parents
were born in the period following the bloody uprising of 1863.

When the author was born, Poland did not exist as an in-
dependent country. Until the outbreak of World War I, the
resistance continued underground, culminating in the forma-
tion, in 1914, in the part of Poland occupied by Austria, of



the Polish Legion, which was to become the nucleus of the
future Polish Armed Forces. The Legion fought against the
Russians under the leadership of Joseph Pilsudski, a man of
unusual political foresight and a military genius. After Poland
regained its independence in 1918, the Polish Army, under his
command, singlehandedly defeated the Bolshevik armies at the
gates of Warsaw in 1920, saving Europe from Communism.

During the partitions, the author’s family lived in the zone
occupied by Austria, in the city of Lwow (Lvov, pronounced
Lvoov). This city had always belonged to Poland, and after
the collapse of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and the defeat
of the Soviet armies in 1920, it was formally returned to Poland
by the Treaty of Riga in 1921. After World War II, however,
it was given to the Russians by the Allied powers, at the Yalta
Conference in 1945, and is now in the Soviet Union.

Mrs. Stachiewicz’s mother came from a well-to-do family
who had a sugar-beet plantation and land holdings in the part
of the Ukraine which had belonged to Poland before the par-
titions. She describes vividly the happy childhood years she
spent at her grandparents’ country estate prior to World War
I. Her father was a university professor of international
renown, Rector of the University of Lwow. She married Col-
onel Waclaw (pronounced Vatzlav) Stachiewicz, an officer in
Marshal Pilsudski’s Polish Legion, who later became Chief
of the General Staff of the Polish Army. This happy union
lasted for over half a century, until the General’s death in 1973.
They had three children - twin boys, Bob and Jul (pronounc-
ed Yul), and a daughter Ewa, (pronounced Eva). Jul died
tragically in 1976 at the age of 51, and Eva’s unexpected death
occurred only eight months later.

It was after these sad events that the author decided to write
the story of her early life, which is presented in Part I of this
volume.

The account of her escape from Europe during World War
II was written in 1943, and published under the title "I Have
Been There”. An updated version is included as Part II of this
volume. Her life in Canada after the war is described in Part
I1I, which was completed in 1984.



Mrs. Stachiewicz is a respected member of the Polish com-
munity in Montreal. She was twice decorated by the Govern-
ment of Poland: once before the war in recognition of her con-
tributions to the community and the state; and again by the
Polish Government-in-Exile, for her pioneering work in
Canada, which resulted in the creation of the Canadian branch
of the Polish Institute of Arts and Sciences, and the Polish
Library in Montreal, of which she is a founder, a long-time
director and head archivist.

These memoirs span the period of the greatest upheavals of
modern history and provide the reader with a fascinating ac-
count of how the courage, steadfastness, and inner strength
of one individual can triumph over the adversities of fate.

‘ A. :Z'-.

President
The Polish Institute of Arts
and Sciences in Canada



PART ONE

THE WORLD NOW GONE - LIFE IN POLAND



FOREWORD

In 1940, after a harrowing escape from war-torn Europe,
I came with my three children to Canada.

Canada meant security and relief from the immediate anx-
ieties of war, and I felt thankfulness to it for having saved my
children from the horrors of war. Although urged by my Cana-
dian friends to write the story of my experiences, I somehow
was never able to do it. I was too intensely occupied in star-
ting our new life, in finding employment, in just surviving and
providing an education for my children. God only knows what
a hard struggle it was. It took all of my time, my resources
and my energy.

I once kept a diary in those golden happy years before the
war - times which seem to be like another life. It was, of course,
destroyed by the war, as were my other belongings and cherish-
ed mementos.

So now, towards the end of my life, I have decided, with
the assistance of the Ministry of Multiculturalism, to put
together my story, which is a blend of autobiography and
history, since, because of my husband’s position, I had a
chance to observe first-hand history in the making, and to meet
and talk with people who shaped the future of Europe during
those fateful years. I also want to give the younger generation
a glimpse of what life was like in Europe in those days, and
what it was like to be suddenly transplanted from the Old
Country to the New World, with its different culture and dif-
ferent outlook on life.

My life has been a long one, sometimes happy and often
hard, since I was born with a sensitive heart and lived through
turbulent, epoch-changing times. In retrospect, it seems very
colourful: the nightmare of the two World Wars; the fabulous
era of new technological marvels - the automobile, the airplane,
motion pictures, radio, television, man on the moon, and com-
puters, to mention only a few. In this story, I would like to
convey the flavour and the colour of my life, which also in
encompasses the flavour and colour of life in Poland and in
Europe at that time.
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I also want this memoir to be a “thank you” to my many
Canadian friends, who made my life easier and more bearable
when I arrived in Canada as a war refugee in 1940.
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THE GREEN YEARS - FAMILY BACKGROUND

I was born at the turn of the century into a tightly knit family
of intellectual distinction. I had only one brother, nearly nine
years my senior, who was exuberant and brilliant.

What do I recall? How far back do [ remember? My earliest
memories are of when I was four or five years old. I do
remember the qura of my childhood, though.

My family belonged to a segment of East European society
which emerged during the late 19th century and was called the
"intelligentsia”. In Poland as in Russia, this was a particular
group which embodied the virtues and the faults of both the
bourgeoisie and the nobility. This new group probably a rose
out of three inter-related social factors - increasing industrializa-
tion, combined with the shortage of professionals, and the im-
poverishment of the landed gentry. It was an extraordinary
sociological phenomenon, because it became the ideological
leadership of society.

My parents lived in the city of Lwow, in that part of southern
Poland called Galicia. It was a mainly agricultural area, and
after the partitioning of Poland in 1795 it belonged to Austria,
which eventually granted it cultural freedom, but was not really
concerned with its economic development or the welfare of
its people, and exploited the country somewhat. Little by lit-
tle, the sons of impoverished landowners left for the.towns,
where, due to the growth of industry, there was a great need
for professionals. However, they retained their way of life and
their customs, and this subculture spread to other classes of
society, even to the workers, thus perpetuating the life style
of the gentry.

The emerging intelligentsia also comprised some city families,
the so-called "bourgeois”.

This small group intermarried and eventually became a large
segment of the Polish population - dynamic, patriotic and ef-
ficient. In late 19th century Russia, this group produced the
first dissidents against the Tzarist regime - the Decembrists and
others.

The authorities in 19th century Austria did not know how
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to categorize this new class from the point of view of taxa-
tion. Until then, there had been three categories of taxpayers:
the landed gentry, the few wealthy bourgeois, and the peasants.
The emergence of the intelligentsia, which rapidly became very
influential, created a fourth social class. Thus, in the late 19th
and early 20th centuries, a new, more modern social structure
emerged.

Upbringing in this upper middle class was very patriarchal
and much stricter than today. Also, more care was given to
very young children (since Ellen Kay in Sweden introduced the
“era of the child” in 1901), and to youngsters, than at the time
of Dickens’s David Copperfield.

We were instilled with high moral values, which had priori-
ty over pleasure - love of country, honour, loyalty, high am-
bitions, and broad interest, together with good manners. Our
Catholic faith was an integral part of life in Poland, and was
a great source of moral strength, giving purpose and meaning
to our lives.

Surrounded by loving care and deep family ties, I grew up
under the influence of my dearly loved parents, grandparents,
and innumerable aunts and cousins, as my mother was one
of nine children!

My father was a scholar, a historian and professor of law™
from a family of legal background. At an early age he achiev-
ed renown as a man of learning and in his thirties was award-
ed the prestigious Polish Scholarly prize, for his first great
book, on the origins of Christianity in Poland and Ruthenia.
His election to the Polish Academy of Learning was a great
distinction and honour, usually reserved for older, more ac-
complished scholars.

It is difficult to imagine two people more different than my
father and mother. He was a man of learning, completely im-
mersed in history and law, the author of many famous books,
which were translated into German, Italian and French. At

* Professor Dr. Ladislas Abraham, Dean of the Faculty of
Law, later Rector and Chancellor of the University of Lwow,
member of the Polish Academy of Learning.
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involved with people and human events. She was also_ex-
ceedingly lively and fearless, completely devoted to her large
family of brothers and sisters. Affection and total unselfishness
united my parents, even though they came from different
backgrounds. My mother’s family lived in the country, on the
eastern borders of Poland. This land was once part of the great
Polish-Lithuanian-Ruthenian Commonwealth, taken over by
the Russians at the end of the 18th century. When she mar-
ried my father, he was dean of one of the best known Polish
universities, in Lwow, then in Austria.

The transition from her quiet, traditional country life to the
more sophisticated, learned world of her husband must have
been quite an experience, and she handled it with intelligence
and flair.

She had to adjust to the progressive ways of the city and
the times, and to my father’s beliefs, which were more liberal
than the very conservative and patriarchal ones of her family.

My parents’ spacious house on Dlugosza Street in Lwow was
my city home. It adjoined the 17th century university building,
with its botanical garden, in which I spent all my leisure time,
first with a ball, and later with a book.

I remember my parents’ guests, some of them distinguish-
ed scholars from various countries. They would bring me
wonderful presents: delicate French porcelain dolls, handcarved
miniature wood furniture from Vienna, and so on.(Fortunate-
ly, it was not yet the plastic toy era!). These gifts were created
by artists, and they developed my artistic taste.

I was an extremely sensitive, reserved and reflective child,
a "bookish” type. Sometimes I wished to become the character
about whose life I was reading. I know I wanted my life to
be meaningful and worth living, and I felt I had the inner drive
to accomplish something with it.

I had the faults of my years, but I never wanted to be naughty
or cause trouble. My family was a model of kindness. They

all loved each other and I loved them in return. Although my
the same time, he was a man of rare goodness, understanding

and tolerance. He was easygoing and modest, and I inherited
his dedication to study and learning.
My mother was pretty, convivial, very active, concerned and
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mother was rather strict, not spoiling us or giving us too much
attention, I do not remember ever having any of the feelings
of resentment which are so common today, and are thought
to be the source of future complexes.

Very early in my life, my mother introduced me to volun-
tary social work, which she performed with dedication. On
Sundays, she would take me to an orphanage or a blind
children’s home to talk or read to the children. We always
brought little gifts and some good dessert or fruit. I could feel
the cheer and excitement of the children, and this made me
happy.

Of course, I also recall childish misdeeds, especially some
of the bad tricks I played on my governesses. A succession
of them still remains in my memory after they replaced my
dearly loved “niania”. Some were nice and smiling, some
unpleasant or strict. First there was a French one, then a Ger-
man, and again a very pretty French girl, whose company my
uncles enjoyed when she went with us to the countryside on
vacation. When [ was thirteen, the English teacher arrived.
She was older, a Cambridge graduate who introduced me to
English traditions and customs. As a gift she gave me a
subscription to a very interesting magazine for young girls, The
Girls’ Realm, which helped me in my English studies. We
developed a very friendly relationship, lasting until my mar-
riage and departure for Paris.

What kinds of sports and games did we play in my young
years? Ball games, “cerceaux” from France, croquet,
boomerang and yo-yo were a novelty; tennis, of course; bowl-
ing; and a new arrival, roller-skating. In winter, we enjoyed
ice skating and bobsleighing, but most of all we loved racing
through the countryside in a horse-drawn sleigh, through deep
snow, sometimes up to the front door. It looked like a setting
from "Hansel and Gretel”. We would stop at neighbouring
manors for a short visit, entertainment, drinks or dancing, in-
vite them to join us, and then continue. It was called "kulig”,
and we loved it.
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My mother, 1867-1950 My father, 1860-1941

My father as Rector and Chancellor of Lwow University



Lwow - the "old” University



COUNTRY LIFE

When we were children, our life flowed in two different
streams, as my mother used to take us each summer - and often
for Christmas - on a long three-month vacation to her parents’
country home, an 18-hour journey by train to the east of
Lwow. We had to cross the Russian frontier. This area was
once part of the Polish Commonwealth, but since the parti-
tions it had belonged to Russia. First, we had to transfer at
the border to very different railroad cars with bunk beds and
wide-gauge tracks. Then there were porters clad in strange
uniforms, speaking a different language, a different sound of
bells announcing the departure, customs formalities, and so
on. To a child, it was all very exciting. A different calendar
was also in use in Russia. The Julian calendar established by
Julius Caesar in 47 B.C. lagged thirteen days behind the rest
of the Western world, which had changed in 1582 to the
Gregorian calendar introduced by Pope Gregory XIII. So it
was that we left Lwow on June 25, and arrived the next mor-
ning on June 13. The great manor house of my grandparents
near distant Kiev, called White Plains, was like a second home
to us.

An enormous carriage drawn by four horses awaited us, with
the same old coachman and his assistant on the coachbox, smil-
ing joyously. It was a two-hour ride through the Ukrainian
steppes, through fields and meadows. We stopped from time
to time to relax and pick flowers or wild strawberries.

I remember the excitement as we approached our estate.
There was the watchman’s guardhouse and a turret at the en-
trance, and a high iron fence around the huge park. The wat-
chman would greet us with cheers and usually had some little
surprise for us: a newborn deer, little white rabbits, a talking
bird, a wild duck, or something similar. We drove through
the long alley of venerable elms which led to the old house,
buried in flowery bushes.

Our grandparents would be waiting for us on the doorstep.
We were always overjoyed to be back. The relaxing atmosphere
and all the joys of country life enchanted us. The meadows
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were full of weaving cornfields with partridges and quail hid-
den in the corn. We liked to watch the wheat grow and ripen,
and then towards the end of the season came the climax - the
harvest. We were taken to the fields to see the giant threshing
machine, the "lokomobile”. Country boys and girls, clad in
bright folkgarb, in hand-embroidered shirts, would skillfully
lift sheaves of golden wheat and hand these to others on top
of the huge machine, who in turn threw these into the thresher,
laughing and joking. When the harvesting was completed and
the fields stood bare, the yearly harvest festival took place.
A long procession of harvest-workers, accompanied by music
and song, would bring to the manor house the fruit of their
toil. A girl would be chosen by common consent from among
the best workers. She would wear a wreath or crown of wheat
stalks, brightly adorned with flowers - a symbol of abundance
which had been previously blessed in the village church. The
presentation of the wreath to the landowner was the highlight
of the ceremony. Good wishes were exchanged and typical
songs were sung. A lavish reception with plenty of food and
drink ended the festival.

The Ukraine was a very rich land, and there was plenty of
food for everyone. The peasants were superb farmers, and
because the soil was the most fertile in Europe, they were well-
to-do people. I do not recall ever seeing any poverty there.
We liked the Ukrainians very much, and they reciprocated.

My grandfather was a very friendly, outgoing person, and
he was held in high regard in the neighbourhood. I remember
many people calling on him for advice, and many visitors.
Among them was one elderly gentleman with a long white
beard, who excited our imaginations by narrating stories from
his life.*

Once upon a time, he had a very ill little daughter, and he
made a vow at her bedside that if she recovered he would go
on foot to the Holy See in Rome - and he achieved it! It took
him many months of walking, crossing rivers and bridges and
tunnels and the Alps, but he accomplished it, and was receiv-

* Mr. Izio Chojecki
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ed by the Pope. His little daughter was by then happily mar-
ried. We listened wide eyed to his narrative, and he seemed
to us to be a hero!

Recalling some Polish customs, I vividly remember my
grandfather solemnly making an incision in the sign of the cross
on a freshly baked loaf of bread brought to him before a meal.
He used to say, when unexpected guests arrived, "God enters
my home when a guest arrives”, or.”Guest in home, God in
the home”. I do not know which translation is better. Anyway,
it expresses the exceptional Polish hospitality which, even now,
at a time of food shortages, often amazes foreigners who visit
Poland.

Many of these customs probably had their origin in ancient
agricultural rites which were celebrated by the prehistoric
peoples of Poland. Christianity encouraged the retention of
old traditions that became connected with great Christian
saints, such as the great feast of the Vigil of Saint John on
June 23, which incidentally happens to be my names’-day, and
St. John’s Day on June 24 (St. Jean Baptiste in Quebec). In
prehistoric times, this was a great feast in honour of the god
of the sun and the “rites of summer” took place when the sun
was at its highest. This custom was later adopted by Chris-
tianity. The Eve of St. John, according to old Slavonic beliefs,
is a day fraught with miracles and magic, when strange things
happen. Animals talk to each other, and certain plants take
on magical properties. In the deep woods, the fern blooms only
that one night, and the girl or boy who finds its flower will
get the best husband or wife, and they will be happy throughout
the rest of their lives. The rites include the kindling of bon-
fires and dances around them, races of illuminated boats on
the river, and the catching of flowers thrown by a girl towards
a boy of her choice. The name "Wanda” (Vanda) also has a
legend associated with it. It was the name of a Slavonic princess
who threw herself into the river Vistula and died, rather than
marry an invading German Prince. Because of these exotic
legends and the beliefs connected with them, the names’-day
is celebrated in Poland in preference to the birthday, as one’s
"naming” is considered more important than one’s physical
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date of birth.

The large park which surrounded the manor was for us full
of mysteries. The long alleys were lined with fine trees - oaks,
maple, poplar and birch - with each alley bearing the name
of a particular tree. My favourite was Chestnut Alley, where
the falling chestnuts provided exciting opportunities for play
for the children.

A large part of the park was allowed to grow wild. Some
bushes were overgrown and very mysterious. This was our
kingdom, which nobody explored but us. It was full of secret
places where we could play hide-and-seek. We could also hide
from the grownups, and from their "preaching” and eternal
teaching of good manners. We felt happy and free in this
kingdom of ours, where we could not be discovered.

Later, when we were teenagers, there were various sports
available: tennis, croquet, cerceau, horseback riding, and a
boat to sail on the big pond by the park. A very special excite-
ment was provided by the stables full of thoroughbred horses.
Our pockets were always full of sugar for them. At an early
age we were taught to ride horseback and enjoyed it as only
youngsters can.

Beyond the pond there was a steep hill, and on the hill stood
a church. Once a fortified castle, it was built for defense against
Tartars and Turks, and surrounded by a moat.

A short-cut led from the manor to the church over a very
shaky hanging bridge.

Inside the manor there was one place I particularly liked:
the library. On big tables lay enormous volumes of illustrated
periodicals. Usually, there were also new editions of a French
children’s magazine with funny pictures, a forerunner of to-
day’s comics. Large French windows opened into a rose garden.
Even today I can smell the fragrance of the flowers.

As autumn gave way to winter at the year’s end, the Feast
of the Dead was celebrated on November 2, All Souls’ Day.
Contrary to the practice of Hallowe’en in Canada and the
United States, general merriment and the wearing of costumes
were not part of the observance. In pagan times, it was believed
that the dead come back on that day to visit their homes on
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earth, and that they should be given food which has been
prepared for them. Today, the entire family prays at the
cemetery, at the graves of their loved ones, and little candles
are lit and kept burning for a few days.

When I grew older, I loved to wander in solitude through
the park and meditate on things I had learned in the city and
about myself. I remember this as an important period of for-
mation of my inner self. I believe that the psyche of an in-
dividual is formed very early in life and that once formed, it
changes very little. I am certain that my parents’ intellectual
home in Lwow, and the relaxing, more practical days in close
touch with nature at my grandparents’ country home, greatly
influenced my life, as did the different kinds of people I met
there.

What was my religion? I think it was very simple and ge-
nuine. God was everywhere and close. Nature, all around me
with its mysteries, was itself of divine origin.

My mother was very traditional, observing and celebrating
all religious ceremonies. My father was different. He seemed
to be in deep communion with God, but without any outward
manifestations. I do not remember any special “teachings” or
instructions at home - only the example. I thus developed a
positive kind of faith, not depending very much on the out-
side, but set deep in my heart.
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GROWING UP

My father taught me at an early age to love books. When
I was a child, I would climb on his knee and listen to his
fascinating stories. When I learned to read, I soon developed
a passion for books. Through books we were taught the great
virtues of love of our country, to the limits of sacrifice; of
public spirit, loyalty, honour and family pride. These virtues,
together with a serious approach to life, were instilled in us
from childhood. In the decades after World War I, new no-
tions emerged: the era of working women, the more impor-
tant role of the working class in society, the zeal of working
for our liberated and now independent country, and so on.
Old and new became magically interwoven in the years of my
youth, and we, the young ones, were of course assimilating
all of these contradictory influences.

Occasionally there were also vacations abroad, which I
remember well. Trieste, Abbazia, Grado on the Adriatic - all
of these lovely resorts belonged then to the Austro-Hungarian
Empire, as did Ragusa with its old Roman ruins, today in
Yugoslavia and known by the name of Dubrovnik. There we
enjoyed the usual delights of the seaside. The beaches were
full of mussels, crabs, clams and beautiful shells. For two sum-
mers my parents rented a log cabin in the Polish Tatra Moun-
tains. Mountain climbing, excursions, camping - all of it was
thrilling.

In Lwow, I attended a famous private school. The Director
was an outstanding woman who had to flee Warsaw (then
under the Russians) because she was about to be arrested for
teaching Polish history in a clandestine school. She was greatly
respected in my city of Lwow, which at that time enjoyed a
measure of cultural freedom under Austria.

I was doing well at school, earning high grades. This was
accepted at home as a natural thing, and no special impor-
tance was attached to it. It was only after I received my degree
with distinction (summa cum laude), at the conclusion of my
university studies, that my family’s great pride and happiness
at my achievements were openly displayed.
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My childhood illnesses deepened my love of reading. When
I was convalescing my father would select good books from
the university library and send them up by his old university
messenger, the "beadle”. We all liked him and my mother
always treated him to a drink. I devoured those books! They
shaped my outlook, giving me a romantic notion about human
life which remained with me forever. I acquired a great facili-
ty in reading without taking any of the courses that are so
popular today. I knew that my life would have to be linked
with writing, which it was, and also with books. The latter
was fulfilled when I had the opportunity many years later, in
1943, to organize the Polish Library at McGill University in
Montreal, in which I am still active. Early in life I resolved
to achieve “something” and I have tried hard to fulfill this am-
bition. I was brought up surrounded by the objets d’art which
my father brought home from his trips abroad, and which my
mother loved. She had a taste for fine things which I inherited.
Arranging these pieces of art, she would teach me to appreciate
their beauty, their details and proportions.

I often accompanied my parents on their trips to Austria,
Norway, Belgium, Holland, Switzerland, Greece and most fre-
quently to Italy, where on several occasions we spent the winter
months, while my father conducted research in the Vatican
Archives, which had been made accessible to historians by Pope
Leo XIII (1878-1903).

In Italy he introduced me to the beauty of ancient and Italian
art, and, as he was a meticulous scholar, I also had to learn
about the different Italian schools of painting and the less im-
portant artists, and not merely admire the giants of the
Renaissance: Leonardo, Michelangelo, Titian and Raphael.

We brought home hundreds of pictures and photographs,
which at a later time I had to sort into the proper schools of
art. This was excellent training in acquiring an aesthetic taste,
as well as learning to appreciate art and its beauty.
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WORLD WAR I 1914 - 1920

World War I marked the end of an epoch in Europe that
had lasted since the Congress of Vienna (1815) which, after
the Napoleonic Wars, confirmed a settlement between the big
powers, the so-called BALANCE OF POWER.

It was favourable to the great, rich states like England,
France, Germany and Russia, and brought them prosperity,
but it was detrimental to small countries like Bohemia (the
Czechs), Poland, and the Baltic countries, which, under this
“balance”, were held in an oppressive yoke.

The shot in Sarajevo, on June 28, 1914, which killed Franz
Ferdinand, heir to the throne of Austria, unleashed the great
world war between the powers that had partitioned Poland in
1795 (Austria, Russia, Germany). The war that our nation was
hoping would bring freedom to our country.

Each generation, during the 123 years of bondage, had
fought in bloody uprisings against the Russian oppressor who
occupied most of our lands. Likewise, in 1914, a new genera-
tion, under the leadership of Joseph Pilsudski, took up arms
to fight for the independence of Poland. These were the
"Legionnaires”, and my future husband was one of them. The
Polish Legion was organized in the part of Poland occupied
by Austria. The Austrians knew that the Poles would fight the
Russians and consented to the creation of the Legion.

For Poland, partitioned between two powers now at war,
it was a tragedy. Poles would be drafted into the ranks of op-
posing armies and brother would have to fight brother. It hap-
pened in our family, too. Polish poets, mostly soldiers
themselves, wrote deeply emotional poetry about this tragic
plight: "Oh, brother! at my Polish heart your Russian bullet
aim!”

The outbreak of hostilities caught my mother and myself
on vacation at my grandparents’ manor house in the eastern
part of Russian occupied Poland. My brother in Lwow, which
then belonged to Austria, was drafted into the German-
Austrian Army. My father, who at that time was working in
Rome at the Vatican Archives, managed only to reach Vien-
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na, where he had to wait nearly a year before he could return
to Lwow. Meanwhile, our city changed hands several times
from the Russians to the Austrians, as the war rolled over our
unfortunate country.

The manor house now belonged to my uncle, my grand-
parents having died a few years earlier, and was full of family
members with children, who came mostly from Austrian
Poland. To the Russians this meant we were subjects of a
hostile power. In reprisal, the Tzarist regime deported my un-
cle, a Russian citizen at that time, deep into Russia, but for
the sake of truth I must say that it was a very “mild” deporta-
tion compared to those practised later by the Communists. He
was merely compelled to stay there and report to the police
from time to time. Otherwise he was free.

Women and children were allowed to remain on the estate
but were closely watched. A few of my cousins who lived in
this part of Poland and were Russian subjects were drafted
into the Russian army. The poet’s verse O brother, at my
Polish heart your Russian bullet aim!” became a reality.

What do I recall of Russia under the Tzars? Estates and
hamlets all around us seemed lost in the immense grassy plains
called the Ukrainian steppes. The rather well-to-do Polish and
Ukrainian farmers who lived all around were friendly to us.
We heard of great famines when the weather ruined the crops
in other parts of Russia. Being very poor planners, the Rus-
sians could not organize the necessary transportation to
distribute food to those areas. But it never affected our vicinity,
and I do not remember any really poor or starving people.

The manor was usually the first aid station for medical or
financial help. Often the local people would bring their
children, and one of my aunts would take care of the illnesses
or accidents, calling for a faraway doctor when necessary. The
laws and regulations were oppressive and had as their objec-
tive the prevention of national or political unrest, as many peo-
ple were engaged in such activities. These laws had become
particularly severe against the Poles after the last heroic upris-
ing in 1863.

In the first years of World War I, when we stayed at “White
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Plains”, life went on as usual, except for the feelings of anx-
iety and insecurity. We did not realize that we were caught
in a cataclysm of major proportions. We could continue our
studies and the neighbouring tutors assisted us. The local priest
taught us religion and Latin. From him I learned a very good
command of that language and did much reading. News of
the war was scarce and arrived late. There was no radio yet.

In 1917, we heard rumors of discontent in the Russian ar-
my, which was losing many battles, and of a revolt in St.
Petersburg against Tzar Nicholas II, first cousin to King George
of England and to Wilhelm II of Germany. I think Nicholas
was a gentle and good man, but certainly not a great Tzar.
His rule was perhaps less oppressive than that of the many
so-called "great Tzars”, but he had a deeply implanted con-
viction that his absolute power was given to him directly by
God. He was the Tzar-Autocrat, Emperor over 130 million
people and boundless lands, and he believed that the peasants
loved him. I think that they did. They would grumble against
the administration, but towards him they behaved as if he were
a father. The change came as a result of Marxist doctrine and
propaganda spread by the revolutionaries. The Tzar did not
realize what was happening around him. He lived isolated from
his people, and his courtiers informed him only in the way he
would wish to be informed. Influenced by his wife, a German
princess, he objected to any reforms, which by then were
indispensable.

After the 1905 revolution, when the Social Democratic
Labour Party achieved some partial reforms, and a quasi-
parliament called the Duma was created, there were many op-
portunities to modify autocratic rule, to initiate some
democratic reforms. But he stubbornly refused to do so. Mean-
while, in exile in Switzerland, a group of revolutionary ex-
tremists led by Lenin were plotting a revolution. They were
called the Bolsheviks or “extremists”. The word bolshoi means
great or extreme. In 1917, the Germans smuggled this group
into Russia, transporting them through Europe in a sealed train
like "a bacillus of a plague”, as they themselves said. Con-
tinous defeats in the war with the Central Powers resulted in
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the first revolution in March 1917, and the Tzar was forced
to abdicate.

A brilliant young lawyer named Kerensky (1881-1970) was
the first socialist in the new provisional government, becom-
ing Minister of Justice, then Premier, and finally President
of the Duma. He aroused the people with his inflammatory
speeches and became a bridge betwen the Soviets and the
Duma. Kerensky, realizing the gravity of the Bolshevik threat,
tried to save the Tzar, but with the world crumbling around
him, Nicholas failed to understand what was happening until
it was too late.

Events now moved very swiftly. On November 7, 1917, the
Bolsheviks overthrew Kerensky, seized the government in a
coup, and set up a cruel dictatorship of one-party rule. Before
this happened, Kerensky attempted to move the Tzar from St.
Petersburg, but the British would not cooperate in the pro-
posed rescue attempt by sea. The Tzar was transported with
his family to faraway Tobolsk, as the government thought that
they would be safer there than elsewhere. His mother, the
Dowager Empress Maria Fedorowna (born Princess of Den-
mark), an attractive, intelligent woman, went to the Crimea
with her two daughters and escaped by boat across the Black
Sea.

After the Bolshevik takeover, Kerensky himself fled to Paris.
In 1940, he moved to the United States, where he later became
Director of Studies on the Russian Revolution at the Hoover
Institute at Stanford University, California.

When the front lines collapsed and the Russian revolution
was in full swing in the autumn of 1917, we began to feel and
see the ominous signs of approaching danger. Massacres began
all around us. Soldiers and deserters ran wild and loose. 1t
would take a volume to describe the hell on earth which I saw
at close range. Looting, burning and killing!

Soon, numerous groups began to fight the Bolsheviks and
each other: the White Russian units (Denikin), the Polish regi-
ment (Jaworski), the Ukrainian detachment - a weird mixture
of civil wars inside Russia. One day, the White Russian troops
of Denikin or of General Wrangel would trickle in; the next
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day the Bolsheviks would come back again and a barbarous
slaughter would take place. When, in March 1918, the
Bolsheviks gained ‘a definite victory, a disorganized evacua-
tion of anti-Bolshevik groups began. But before that, when
rumours of murders of landowners and “bourgeois” in our im-
mediate area became stronger and stronger, my family decid-
ed to leave the old family home and try to escape to faraway
Austrian Poland.

Family heirlooms, my mother’s and aunt’s precious jewels
which they had with them, my uncle’s gold coins, antique silver
sets, valuable family documents considered to be incriminating
and dangerous if found by the Bolsheviks - all were buried
under the huge oak trees in the park. We were saved at the
last moment by a faithful servant, a Cossak butler, who led
us away in peasant disguise by a back road through the woods
which only he knew.

If stopped by the Communists, people were ordered to show
their hands, and if they were white or soft, indicating that the
owner belonged to the "upper class”, they were imprisoned
or shot as "enemies of the people”. Yet among these miserable,
confused people, there were some good individuals who helped
us.

We made our way as well as we could, riding in freight cars
and peasant wagons through the immense, frosty, savage lands
of Russia. At one time we took refuge in the cellar of a con-
vent. Another time we were hidden in a wooden shed by a
group of Russian actors who called themselves Communists,
but did not give us away! It was then after Christmas and bit-
terly cold.

When we finally reached Lwow on the Austrian side, cross-
ing in secret the so-called "green frontier”, we were practical-
ly barefoot, having bartered everything for food. We were sick,
physically and emotionally exhausted, and generally in terri-
ble shape. But we were finally home and reunited with my
father! My brother was somewhere on the Austrian battle
front.

The fighting still went on, and it weighed heavily on us.
Towards the end of the war there was a great shortage of food
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in Austria, and we often went to bed hungry. In November
1918, the fall of Austria, which occupied a great part of
Poland, including my city of Lwow, precipitated the struggle
for independence right in our city.

It was at this time that President Wilson of the United States,
influenced by his friendship with Ignacy Paderewski, the world
famous pianist and a great Polish patriot, announced his
famous Fourteen Points, of which the thirteenth demanded
Poland’s rebirth and independence.

On November 11, 1918, Armistice Day, Poland’s war hero,
Joseph Pilsudski, freed from a German prison in Magdeburg,
arrived in Warsaw, and the enthusiastic nation proclaimed him
Chief of State and leader of Poland. On the same day, the
newly formed government, with Pilsudski at its head, proclaim-
ed Poland’s independence!

The sovietized German army occupying Poland, once so
powerful, disintegrated and was disarmed by the clandestine
Polish Military Organization, which had been secretly organiz-
ed and developed by Pilsudski over a period of several years.

The great day of liberation for which generations of Poles
had prayed and fought became a reality. No one could unders-
tand the feelings of these people unless he lived through the
euphoria of those days!

This was the moment which emotionally would never again
be equalled in our lives! Through all our school years we were
brought up to feel deeply that freedom was the ultimate goal
of the Polish people, and now, at last freedom was ours again.

But the collapse of the Central Powers and the signing of
the Armistice on November 11, 1918, did not mean the end
of the war in Poland. For two more years we had to fight to
preserve our newly won freedom. It was not until the autumn
of 1920 that the newly created Polish Army under the com-
mand of Joseph Pilsudski finally stopped the Bolshevik inva-
sion at the gates of Warsaw, in a desperate battle called by
Lord D’Abernon the 18th decisive battle of history*. Poland

* Lord Edgar V. D’Abernon: "The eighteenth decisive battle
of the world - Warsaw 1920”, Hodder and Stoughton, Lon-
don, 1931.
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had single-handedly saved Europe from the menace of Com-
munism, at the cost of tremendous casualties and the in-
calculable misery and suffering of its population.

It was in that unforgettable period of time that I experienc-
ed one of the greatest thrills of my life. My first airflight!

There were stationed in Lwow at that time several American
pilots and crew members serving in the famous Kosciuszko
Squadron. They were volunteers who came from the USA to
Poland to help in the fight against the Bolsheviks. They
befriended my brother who was serving in the Polish Army,
and through him I met most of them.

I flew with Major Cedric Erroll Fauntleroy (later promoted
to Colonel) of the US Air Force in a small two-seater plane.
I was scared to death but fascinated and thrilled. Believe me,
it was an experience I thought would never happen again,
never, never!
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ROMANTIC INTERLUDE

It was in this euphoric atmosphere that, a little later, I met
my future husband, a young war hero of the valiant Pilsudski
Legion. For the moment I was still wrapped up in my studies,
working on my degree in the History of Civilization. The
rebuilding and organization of the country were underway,
and there was no sacrifice the people would not willingly ac-
cept to help their reborn state. ‘

Together with the other students, we offered help in educa-
tion, and organized lectures for the demobilized soldiers, so
that no soldier should return home without a basic knowledge
of Polish history and citizenship. We also set up soup kitchens
and day care centres for orphans and the poor.

Since we were young, we also enjoyed social entertainment
- small private parties and dances. It was so different from
nowadays! There was a group of us: four girls and four boys,
still in the military, "which made them so much more
glamorous”, who often met together. The modern American
habit of "going steady” was then unknown. At parties we
changed partners, waltzing to Strauss or trying newer dances
like the foxtrot or the tango.

It was shortly thereafter, while on vacation in a Tatra moun-
tain resort, that I met my future husband.

He was a dashing colonel who was spending a few days leave
with his parents. His father was a lung specialist and the resort’s
chief physican.

We saw each other often, wandered together through the
woods, and our romance was enhanced by the beauty of nature
around us.

From the start we had common interests. We could both
be on fire with an idea, and it was blissful to share it with
someone who understood your feelings. He was a great lover
of nature, the sort of man who felt something about everything,
and I was a good listener.

We had known each other for only three weeks when we
became engaged, and three weeks later, on September 21, 1921,
we were married. The wedding had to take place so quickly

34



because my fiance had been assigned to the Ecole Superieure
de Guerre in Paris. It was considered the best military college
in Europe, and to be accepted there was a great distinction.
He was to leave in October on a two-year program. The bishop
of Lwow married us in our old parish church, an early Baro-
que historic landmark. I remember how seriously I entered my
married life, and during those three weeks I lived as in a trance.

I did not meet many of my husband’s family, and neither
did he. They were dispersed by the turbulent period of history
in which we lived. He very much loved his brilliant elder
brother, Julian, one of Marshal Pilsudski’s closest followers,
and his dear wife and two sons, Miecz and Kazik.

There was in his family a very popular artist of renown, P.
N. Stachiewicz (1858-1938).* He was a painter of the common
man and was also very adept at portraits and folk painting.
He created excellent portraits of typical peasant types, some
of which were used to illustrate the monumental saga, "The
Peasants”, by Nobel laureate W. Reymont.

This talent must have run in the family, as my husband’s
sister Maryna Stachiewicz was also a painter. She had several
exhibitions and painted my portrait, which was shown at the
National Exhibition in Lwow in 1935.

I knew more about the family of my husband’s mother, since
I was her favourite daughter-in-law and she took pleasure in
telling me the family history.

Hers was a patrician family with Austrian connections, and,
curiously for the gentry, with a flair for business. At the begin-
ing of the industrial era, they owned a bank, ran a press con-
cern, rose to prominence and were active in the cultural life
of Krakow in the 18th and 19th centuries.™*

After we were married, we stayed in Warsaw for two hectic
weeks befoe leaving for Paris. We were both glad when we
finally boarded a most comfortable sleeping car in the so-called
"Blue Express” train. Thirty-six hours later we were in Paris!

* See J. Korolewicz, Memoirs (Wspomnienia), (Warsaw:
Ossolineum, 1958).

** M. Estreicher, Life in 18th and 19th Century Krakow,
(Krakow: Wydawnictwo Literatury, 1968).
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PARIS 1921 —1924

Paris was a kaleidoscope of enchantment and joy for us.
Oh, the magic of the first autumn in Paris, our honeymoon
city!

The sudden transfer from a war-ravaged country, slowly
recovering from destruction and the wounds of war, with its
post-war drabness, to the glittering Parisian life of the "roaring
twenties”, was bewitching.

The elegance and beauty of Paris, with its wide perspectives
created by George Haussmann, who rebuilt the city during the
Second Empire, circa 1850, and became famous for his dar-
ing plans which completely transformed the city; the silver rib-
bon of the river Seine; the tinged haze of the morning air -
all cast a spell on us.

The military helped us to find a small pleasant apartment
which, at this time, was almost unobtainable in a crowded,
overpopulated Paris. It was near the Ecole Militaire and
belonged to a French colonel who had been transferred to
Alsace (on the Rhine), then newly recovered from the Germans.
The apartment was located in the 15th Arrondissement, a mid-
dle class district which I read has since become an upper mid-
dle class, chic quarter - an "in” place to live, with the new
United Nations offices built there after the Second World War.

Our windows looked onto the Champ de Mars, a beautiful
park crowned by the Eiffel Tower and, at the end, the palace
of the Trocadero. Around the Champ de Mars (once a field
where military exercises took place), expensive houses seem-
ed to stand aloof from the rest of the city. In the morning a
mist would rise from the nearby Seine, where barges floated
on the lilac water. When walking there, I sometimes thought
it was all unreal.

Nearby, deep in the heart of the district, behind stone walls
on a narrow “passage de Dantzig”, a small colony of artists
thrived around a funny building called "La Ruche” (the hive),
designed at the turn of the century by the man who created
the Eiffel Tower.

Madame Marie Curie, the holder of two Nobel prizes for
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her work on radioactivity, was still alive (1867-1934), and we
paid her a visit, introduced by mutual friends. She was a gen-
tle, withdrawn woman, while her charming daughter Eva™
seemed to be the soul of the house. Also, the son and daughter
of our greatest romantic poet Adam Mickiewicz (1798-1859),
Wladyslaw Mickiewicz and Madame Marie Gorecka, were still
entertaining selected members of the Polish colony, together
with some French friends, at tea on Mondays. All of these were
memorable events in our young lives.

We became great friends with the First Secretary of the
Polish Embassy and his wife, Jules and Marie Lukasiewicz.
This friendship lasted all our lives and extended to the younger
generation. They were both very intelligent, interesting and
active. Jules became Poland’s ambassador to France in 1936
and held this post until the collapse of France in 1940.

We had to live on a very modest budget. If I recall correct-
ly, we had only 2,000 francs a month, out of which we had
to pay the rent of 500 francs. My father could not send me
any money from Poland, since at that time French currency
was strong, while in Poland inflation was raging, due to the
devastation caused by the war, and to the flood of wilting Ger-
man marks imposed on us during the occupation, which were
still legal currency. The reborn country had first to get rid of
this inherited currency, to stabilize its economy and to stop
inflation. This was miraculously accomplished three years later
in 1924, when a new currency - the traditional Polish zloty -
was introduced; inflation was controlled; and incentives were
offered to encourage savings by paying higher interest rates
on bank deposits. Only then did our country begin its
desperately needed economic recovery.

My husband’s academic schedule included military trips all
over France. These were followed by several days off duty to
let the officers, many of them foreigners, become better ac-
quainted with the country.

* Eva Curie later married Mr. Labouisse, an American of
French descent on the staff of the French Embassy in
Washington.
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I took these opportunities to join my husband at the end
of the routine trips, and together we puttered around France.

Paris had still another fascination for women - the world
of fashion. The famed "maisons de haute couture” were clos-
ed to the general public because of the secrecy of their designs.
Luckily, they did special favours for the diplomatic corps, and
with a friend from the embassy I received invitations to at-
tend a fashion show at the venerable old house of Worth, and
at the new house of Coco Chanel.

I still remember entering the imposing salon with its satin
brocade draperies, flowers in Ming dynasty vases, sparkling
chandeliers, and the stage on which gorgeous models showed
the newest sophisticated frocks.

The two-and-a-half years of our stay in Paris passed very
quickly, and when my husband completed his work at the Ecole
Superieure de Guerre it was time to return home.
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RETURN TO POLAND

We returned to Poland after nearly three years in Paris, full
of life, "“modernized”, refreshed and in high spirits. While we
were in Paris, my family had bought a small country estate
where we could spend the summer months. Our old country
home, the "White Plains” which we loved so well, was now
in Soviet Russia, this entire area having been ceded to them
by the Treaty of Riga (1921).

My husband was appointed professor at the Warsaw Military
College, and soon after our return I was expecting a baby. It
was very difficult to find an apartment in Warsaw at that time,
as the city was crowded with people who had come to staff
the new government offices, business companies, banks, and
so on. After searching for a few weeks we were fortunate to
find a small apartment in the centre of town.

On September 16, 1924, in Lwow, where I had gone to visit
my parents, to our great joy our twin sons were born, two
weeks ahead of schedule. The festive christening ceremony took
place in my parents’ home in October.

It was an old custom that at a christening the children were
given the name of the saint of the day of their birth. (In
Christendom, every day carries the name of a saint). This saint
then became the child’s patron. Although this custom was not
observed in modern times, and any name could be given, it
was reflected in the practice of observing the names’-day as
well as the birthday, and the names’-day was considered more
important.

There was also another old custom. In order to celebrate
the birth of a child, the grandfather would throw a gold coin
into the newborn baby’s first bath. In pagan times this was
probably an offering to the gods, but in our time, it was a
reward for the nurse!

We lived in Warsaw for a few years, while my husband was
teaching at the Military College.

From these years in Warsaw I remember my university con-
nections and the courses I attended, as I always liked to learn,
but above all I remember the care I gave to my sons. I also
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recollect lively cultural activities and the very exclusive tea par-
ties given by Madame Alexandra Pilsudska, wife of Marshal
Pilsudski, at the Belvedere Palace. The parties were usually
held in the large bay-window salon overlooking the magnifi-
cent Public Park. It was a great honour to be invited. These
parties were attended by ambassadors, other high-ranking
diplomats, government officials and their wives, the Papal
Nuncio and some community leaders. The atmosphere was con-
genial and informal. Towards the end of the party Marshal
Pilsudski usually appeared. He was a man of captivating charm
and informality and, in General de Gaulle’s words, a man
emanating a kind of magnetic force. Most of the population
loved him and some idolized him for his boundless devotion
to the country and his clear vision in governing it. He was the
symbol of the fight for indepedence, and they felt secure under
his protection. But of course he also had opponents, as always
in politics. Yet when he died a few years later in 1935, all of
Poland felt deserted and orphaned.

His funeral was a deeply emotional farewell. Thousands of
people, weeping silently, lined the route of the funeral train
which bore his casket from Warsaw to the ancient capital of
the Polish kings at Wawel Castle in Krakow. The honour
guard, composed of top army generals including my husband,
carried his coffin to the Crypt in the cathedral of Wawel Cas-
tle, where Polish kings are entombed. In Communist Poland
today his name is never mentioned by party or government
officials, but for the people he has become a cherished sym-
bol of an independent Poland. On his tomb iresh flowers ap-
pear every morning, placed by unknown hands.
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THE BAROQUE JEWEL — THE CITY OF WILNO,
1928-1933

We lived in Warsaw until 1927, in a charming apartment
at the Krasinski Garden, of which, during my visit to Poland
in 1974, I found only part of the wall remaining. In 1928 my
husband was assigned to the command of the First Infantry
Division in Wilno (Vilno), a beautifully situated, small and
quaint city in the north of Poland.

Wilno, on Lithuanian land, was from the time of the
medieval union of Poland and Lithuania a centre from which
Polish culture was to spread far to the East and North. It was
a marvel of early Baroque style, set in a scenic, hilly landscape
on the great river which Napoleon crossed on his way to
Moscow. In the 16th and 17th centuries it was the capital of
the Grand Duchy of Lithuania.

The University of Wilno, established at the end of the 16th
century by the King of Poland, achieved great fame. Our
greatest Polish romantic poet, Adam Mickiewicz, studied there,
as did many illustrious scientists.

During the Napoleonic era, Napoleon stopped at Wilno dur-
ing his march on Russia in 1812, calling on Polish volunteers
to join the ranks of his army. Thousands joined this “god of
war” and fought valiantly, hoping that he would restore
freedom to Poland and free her from the Tzarist yoke. Alas,
it did not happen. He admired the beauty of Wilno and
especially St. Anne’s Church, a rich Baroque jewel which he
said he would like to transport to Paris in the palm of his hand.

Speaking of Polish architecture, we have to remember that
in early times Poland was a heavily wooded country, covered
with virgin forests, and therefore built its churches and land-
marks in wood. These were mainly destroyed by fire. That is
why today there remain only a few Romanesque structures,
buried underneath royal castles or cathedrals.

An old 17th-18th century building, the former residence of
a defunct Patz family, was assigned as our residence.

Its-rooms were spacious, and the boys had a good time riding
their bicycles in the huge parlour, which we decided not to use
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in winter. The rooms, all heated by wood-burning stoves giv-
ing out much warmth, were built on a split level plan, with
walls about a yard thick. I rather liked those deep window
nooks.

The years flew by. My husband was preoccupied with his
military duties, but we also took part in social life, and I was
involved in community work.

Since it was a university city, several outstanding men of
learning lived here, with whom we enjoyed establishing closer
contacts. Soon we had a large circle of new friends.

There was a group of gifted poets and artists living in Wilno
at the time. Together with a few university professors’ wives,
we organized an ”Aid to young talented students” committee.
We tried to obtain government grants to send them abroad
for studies. We also helped to make their works known by
organizing "authors’ poetry readings”, concerts and the like.
We tried hard to get theatres from other cities to present their
plays and founded an inexpensive cafeteria for them, which
was a novelty at that time.

The proof that we did the right thing and made a good choice
among the young came much later. Here, in America and
Canada, some of them contacted me - by now all well-
established scholars, writers, or musicians. The most eminent
of them is the poet Czeslaw Milosz, winner of the 1980 Nobel
Prize for literature, professor of Slavic Literature at the Univer-
sity of California in Berkeley, and author of many excellent
books and poems. In 1978-80 I listened to his occasional lec-
tures at Stanford University in California.

He is the author of an excellent book entitled The Captive
Mind™ which he wrote in exile, having defected from Com-
munist Poland. The book tells of his disillusion and dismay
about how the human mind is moulded by the theories and
practice of Dialectical Marxism into becoming captive.

Wilno was a city of peculiarities. It was the medieval Lithua-
nian capital, when that country was united with Poland by the
marriage of a Lithuanian prince to the Polish Queen Jadwiga

* C. Milosz The Captive Mind, (Martin Sacker and Warburg
Ltd., 1953).
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(Yadviga), who was of French blood from the royal family
of Anjou. She brought Christianity to pagan Lithuania in the
14th century, and Polish culture permeated this land. She also
founded the University of Krakow in 1364, where Copernicus
studied. The Kingdom of Poland, known as a tolerant state,
contained within its borders many ethnic groups, some of which
were, at that time, persecuted elsewhere in Europe. There were
Jews, Greeks, Armenians, Lithuanians, Ukrainians, Lemkos
and Gypsies in the old Poland. Large groups of Karaim of
Turkish descent intermixed with the Khazars, nomads from
Crimea and Kazakstan, who had settled in Wilno in the 14th
century. Several thousands of them still live there, keeping their
traditions and their kind of Moslem-Judaic church.

I wanted to visit their houses of prayer, but women were
not allowed to enter. Living in a Christian country though,
they arranged a place in the gallery on the first floor (like the
choir organ in our church) where behind heavy draperies we
could get a glimpse of the ceremonies. I saw everybody remove
their shoes, prostrate themselves on the floor and pray loudly
in strange tongues.

* * *
It was Wilno that we were blessed with the great happiness
of becoming parents for a second time. On a snowy Christmas

Eve in 1931, a long hoped for daughter was born to us, to bring
more joy into our lives. It was a wonderful Christmas present.
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THE HOLY SHRINE OF THE MADONNA
CZESTOCHOWA 1934 -1935

From Wilno my husband was transferred to Czestochowa,
a hallowed place in Western Poland, the site of the famous
monastery of Jasna Gora (Bright Mountain). The monastery
is the home of the miraculous image of the Black Madonna
whose likeness, according to legend, was painted by St. Luke.
In reality, the original must have been lost, and the present
one is a good, 14th-century Italian copy which shows some
Eastern influence. Nobody knows why the face of the Madonna
is dark and scarred. Probably the paint has darkened with age
and damage in war. Devotion to the Madonna is closely link-
ed with Polish faith and national consciousness.

In 1655, a hopelessly outnumbered handful of Polish soldiers
and monks successfully resisted an onslaught on the monastery
by the invading armies of the king of Sweden. The victory was
attributed to the intervention of the Holy Virgin. The follow-
ing year, the Polish king, Jan Casimir, dedicated the country
to Our Lady and vowed to work for justice among the peo-
ple. He proclaimed Our Lady the Queen of Poland, and the
shrine in the monastery of Jasna Gora bears this inscription.

The house in which we lived overlooked a long, wide alley,
lined with linden trees which led to the shrine. We could watch
the thousands of pilgrims who travelled on foot from far away,
singing hymns. Some of these hymns, like the famous "O God,
take care of Poland”, are now forbidden under the Communist
regime.

During the period when Poland was partitioned among her
neighbours in the 19th century, shrines such as Jasna Gora
in Czestochowa, or Ostra Brama in Wilno, provided a focus
for the expression of suppressed patriotic feelings and inspired
national resistance to the occupiers. The same is true today,
and it is even more expressive, as every year students, workers,
and country folk, in large numbers, take part in the
pilgrimages.

On May 3rd, which was a national holiday in pre-war
Poland, they come on foot from Warsaw carrying crosses and
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Polish flags. They attend an outdoor mass and reaffirm their
devotion to their faith and their country. In present-day
Poland, the May 3rd celebration is forbidden by the Com-
munist regime, and only the May First socialist holiday is
observed. So on that day, the Poles, tens of thousands of young
students, as well as people from all walks of life, arrive at the
shrine of the Black Madonna of Czestochowa, having march-
ed on foot for many days. Large groups of Italian, French,
and lately American young people also join them. It is an im-
pressive demonstration.

I always felt thankful to God for letting us have the oppor-
tunity to be a part of this wonderful experience. It is hard to
put into words the feeling which overwhelms you when, at an
early, six o’clock mass in the sanctuary, the miraculous im-
age of the Madonna, usually covered, is slowly unveiled to the-
sounds of exquisite old music and the sobs and prayers of the
people. You are overcome with emotion and tears flow freely.

We stayed in Czestochowa only one year, during which my
husband was promoted to the rank of general, and then there
came a great change in our life.
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THE SAXON PALACE
WARSAW (1935 - 1939)

In June 1935, extensive military maneuvres were held in the
region where my husband commanded the 7th Infantry Divi-
sion. Many generals took part, and the Commander-in-Chief
of the Polish Army was present. He was apparently impress-
ed with the conduct of the exercises and with my husband’s
performance and called on us at home. He was a very friend-
ly and interesting man.

A few weeks later, my husband told me of his great promo-
tion: "I was named to the post of Chief of General Staff in
Warsaw, effective immediately,” he said. And so we had to
pack and move again, but for my husband this promotion was
a great challenge, and proof of the great confidence the High
Command had in his work. Obviously, I was pleased for his
sake, although I foresaw that he would become completely
engulfed in this important work of great responsibility.

The General Staff Headquarters were located in the centre
of the historic section of Warsaw. The entire complex was built
in the 17th century, in the Renaissance - early Baroque style,
as a residence for one of the Polish kings of the Saxon fami-
ly. Two large buidings were connected by a tall colonnade
under which lay the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier (com-
memorating, among others, those killed in 1918 in the defense
of Lwow). The offices faced the huge Pilsudski Square. Our
apartments, located in the rear, looked out on a beautiful
garden in the style of Versailles, adorned with replicas of Greek
sculptures, water fountains and a summer theatre. After the
end of the Polish Kingdom, the garden was converted into a
public park full of roses and flowers, and to this day it is a
favourite with the people of Warsaw.

After ten years of life in the provinces, the move to the
metropolis known as "little Paris” was enjoyable and full of
tempting opportunities. The best concerts, the International
Chopin Competitions, superb theatres, excellent lectures and
a very good university were all available. The prestigious In-
stitute of Music invited me to teach the History and Theory
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of Music. As I always liked to study, I enrolled in several
courses, one on the "Scientific Organization of Work”, the
first of its kind in Warsaw, which later proved very helpful
in my battle for survival as an emigrant with three children.

There were several new aspects to our new life - some over-
shadowed by the troubled world situation - some gratifying,
such as the feeling of being in the centre of affairs amidst events
that were shaping history. But since the political horizon, with
Hitler’s power rapidly growing, was gloomy, responsibility
weighed heavily on my husband and totally occupied his mind
and thoughts. I quickly learned that the way to live happily
with a military man was to let him have his way and ask for
nothing.

We were in the highest social stratum, meeting important
people, many from foreign countries. One’s behaviour was
observed, criticized, and commented upon, and one ceased to
be a private person. Since my husband was extremely busy,
he reduced his participation in social life to a minimum. He
attended only a few receptions, for very important foreign
visitors who came to Warsaw for political and military talks.
I had to accept many invitations and participate, for both of
us, in all sorts of entertainments, usually escorted by his aide-
de-camp. I attended innumerable cocktail parties, dinners,
sports events, festivals and benefit affairs and often showed
our historic landmarks to the wives of visiting dignitaries. I
just do not know how I managed to fit it all in, since I also
spent much time with my children.

I considered these engagements to be part of my duties as
wife of the Chief of the General Staff, but I must admit that
some were quite stimulating, particularly when I met impor-
tant world politicians, such as the foreign ministers of France
or Italy, with their wives. The Italian foreign minister, Galeazzo
Ciano, and his wife, Edda, Mussolini’s daughter, were a par-
ticularly interesting couple. I also met the stern German foreign
minister, Von Ribbentrop, the jovial Hermann Goering, head
of the German Airforce, and various heads of state: Emperor
Haile Selassie, the autocratic ruler of Ethiopia since 1930 (ex-
iled to England in 1935 by the Italian occupation and reinstated
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in 1941), Miklos Horthy (1868-1957), Regent of Hungary from
1929 to 1944, and King Charles of Roumania, who was ac-
companied by his Minister of Foreign Affairs, Grigore
Gafencu.

Hungary and Roumania were Poland’s closest allies. The
President of the Republic gave a splendid state reception at
historic Krakow castle for Regent Horthy when he came to
Poland to reaffirm the alliance. Some of thé guests were dressed
in old Polish national attire, and the peasants wore colourful
regional folk costumes. It was truly the most glittering affair,
held against the background of the exquisite Renaissance
Wawel (Vavel) castle.

I was considered to be the first lady of the military staff.
Since the wife of the Commander-in-Chief of the Army never
participated in social life, because of her health, at formal state
receptions I usually found myself seated next to one of the
top visitors. I took advantage of these situations to find out
what they really thought about our nation, and to learn about
their country, its customs, way of life, and so on.

When we entertained, I did my best to perform my duties
as hostess satisfactorily. At small parties, I tried to make peo-
ple feel at home by avoiding formalities. When we had to give
large receptions for the military attachés, or the diplomatic
corps, I would also invite people from the artistic, literary and
musical world, who would give a special accent to the party.
I remember an actor, J. Osterva (experimental theatre), who
possessed a magical charm and was a great attraction. Another,
a young pianist named Witold Malcuzynski, winner of the In-
ternational Chopin Competition, played Chopin at one of our
dinner parties for the diplomatic corps. I introduced him to
the ambassadors, hoping that he would receive an invitation
to perform abroad. I succeeded, as the Swedish and the French
Ambassadors invited him to come to their respective countries.
Malcuzynski came to America after the war, and became a
well-known concert pianist.

All these parties and receptions required many pretty dresses.
However, I could not spend too much money on haute couture.

It may seem strange to an American that my husband,
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holding such a high position, did not command a very high
salary. One of the reasons was that our country was rising
literally from dust and ashes after 150 years of brutal foreign
occupation. Rebuilding the nation required enormous funds,
and the lack of foreign loans made the situation very difficult.
A few years before the war, civil servants and military per-
sonnel voluntarily taxed themselves an extra 10%, in order to
establish a National Defense Fund.

We had lived through a terrible depression and rampant in-
flation at the end of World War I in 1918 — that of the Ger-
man mark, the currency used in the part of Poland previously
occupied by the Germans. You received your salary in small
bills and had to carry it in suitcases. A pair of shoes which
cost 30 million marks required a suitcase full of money, and
salaries were no more than two or three suitcases!

In 1924, when Poland finally succeeded in overcoming this
post-war crisis and introduced the new Polish currency (the
historic zloty), banks exchanged one million marks for one zlo-
ty. This miraculous recovery was achieved only through enor-
mous sacrifices by the people, which they endured willingly
out of patriotism.

In 1936 we went to Paris again, this time on a very impor-
tant mission. My husband accompanied the Polish
Commander-in-Chief for final negotiations and the signing of
the Franco-Polish military and economic agreement at Ram-
bouillet, which would guarantee French assistance to Poland
and strengthen the alliance between the two countries.

It was on this occasion, when my husband was a member
of the Polish delegation, that we were invited by the Presi-
dent of the French Republic, Albert Lebrun, to the Palais de
I’Elysee. The reception was set in great splendour, and I
remember that I wore a very pretty sequined formal dress which
looked like a shining "waterfall of little stars”, according to
a description that later appeared in the newspapers.

On the way back to Poland my husband decided to travel
by car through Germany, to get some first-hand impressions
of Germany under Hitler.

I went to Berlin by train and stayed there for several days
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with the family of the Polish military attaché waiting for my
husband. I was invited together with them to many parties and
official receptions, and had a chance to meet most of the high-
ranking officials of the Nazi party, including Hitler. The most
memorable event of my stay in Berlin was a big rally during
which Adolf Hitler made one of his famous speeches. Wat-
ching him one had the impression of seeing a fanatic who ex-
erted an almost hypnotic effect on the crowd. Thousands of
people, excited to the point of mass hysteria, were raising their
arms and rhythmically shouting ”Sieg Heil”. It was obvious
that this man was blindly accepted as leader, and that he had
aroused the dormant impulses of the German soul.

Staring at this performance, I had a feeling of intense fear
and foreboding. What would this lead to?

As the years went by - 1937, 1938, 1939 - the world at-
mosphere daily grew more tense and gloomy, a result of Hitler’s
threats to peace, and the deliberate refusal by the governments
of the Western Powers to recognize this menace, and to act
accordingly. Europe was moving to the edge of the abyss.
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THE APPROACHING WAR

The approaching war was in the air. There were no more
social parties except for fund raising and state receptions for
Western ministers, military commanders, or politicians, who
came to Poland for talks to confirm agreements which now
included the newly signed military alliance with Great Britain.
The Minister for Foreign Affairs entertained the civilian
notables and Foreign Secretaries. We gave dinner parties for
the military commanders, mostly from Great Britain and
France. | remember General E. Clayton, General William E.
Ironside, and the Chief of the British Mission to Poland,
General Carton de Wiart, a particularly charming and cultured
man. An old friend of Poland, the Chief of the French Military
Mission, General L. Faury, was also among our guests.

For us Poles , our independence and freedom were at stake.
The thought of war dominated our private and national lives.
Our country had had only 20 years to recover from the devasta-
tion of the First World War, and to rebuild everything from
scratch. Poland did not have enough money to match even
remotely the tremendous German armaments expenditures, yet
it was my husband’s duty to prepare our army for war as best
as possible within the available budget, so that we could op-
pose the full might of the German war machine, while waiting
for the Allies to fulfil the terms of our alliance, and attack
Germany from the west.

I always understood that dedication to one’s duty and
achievement were the most important things in a man’s life.
I believed that my husband’s total commitment to his work -
had priority over everything else and I tried to relieve him of
all family and social concerns. I tried to handle things as best
I could and perform my obligations scrupulously, never show-
ing displeasure, weariness, or the selfish "blues” to which every
woman is subject.

Family life ceased to exist for us. I saw my husband for short
moments, with no hour set for any meal. At night I waited
with a cup of tea, sometimes until dawn. He did not belong
to us anymore. He belonged to the country, and I considered
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my role to be one of support to my husband, as we lived
together through this national trauma.

In world politics, the eyes of every European Foreign
Ministry had been focused since 1933 on Adolf Hitler’s rise
to power. As German diplomacy became bolder and bolder,
with each passing day, Poland suspected that Germany would
attempt to re-militarise the area which lay on the German-
French border, west of the river Rhine, called "the Rhineland”,
and in which, under the Treaty of Versailles (1919) and the
Pact of Locarno (1925), the Germans were forbidden to keep
troops or build fortifications. Such a move would mean war
with France, but again the Poles suspected that France would
not move, although in 1936 her army could have easily crush-
ed the Germans. To bolster the resolve of our French allies,
at the moment when German troops entered the Rhineland in

1936, the French Ambassador in Warsaw was formally assured
that Poland would fulfil the terms of the Franco-Polish
Alliance, and join France in a war against Germany. This was
the moment when France could have stopped Hitler. However,
the Polish offer was not even communicated to the French High
Command by the French government, and France backed
down and stayed passive while Hitler sent his troops across
the Rhine. Hitler’s intuition proved to be correct: France did
not want to fight. He became more and more aggressive, begin-
ning to incorporate parts of other countries bit by bit, without
meeting any reaction other than “diplomatic talk”. The pat-
tern strangely resembles the present situation, only with a dif-
ferent aggressor. _

In the Soviet Union, during 1937-38, a bloody elimination
of Stalin’s real and imagined opponents took place, through
the paranoid purge trials of old loyal communists and top ar-
my commanders, who were forced through torture to confess
their "guilt”, and were then executed.

The Germans started to organize an "anti-Communist front”
and tried to induce Poland to join their “crusade”. In February
1937, Hermann Goering, second only to Adolf Hitler, visited
Warsaw and suggested collaboration in the anti-Comintern
front. His words fell on deaf ears, as Poland wanted to stay
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away from any involvement with either of her two rapacious
neighbours.

In February 1938, against the will of Chancellor Shuschnigg,
Austria was invaded and annexed by Germany in the so-called
voluntary Anschluss. Later, in 1942, I met in Montreal the
widow of the previous Austrian Chancellor Dollfuss
(1932-1934) who had been assassinated by the Nazis. Like
myself, she was a refugee with her children. We became friends,
and she told me much about the Austrian drama of those days
and her husband’s efforts to prevent the Nazi take-over.

In September 1938, Czechoslovakia was dismembered and
the Sudetenland was annexed by Germany. It was mostly in-
habited by Germans but had belonged to Czechoslovakia since
1918. The Western Allies convened at Munich, and, without
consulting the Czechs, agreed that Czechoslovakia had to hand
the Sudetenland over to the Germans. Chamberlain returned
to England claiming that he had achieved "peace in our time”,
because he believed the German promises that this was their
"last demand”.

Hitler became euphoric and unbalanced by his stunning suc-
cesses. The mighty nations had been humbled and the weak
had capitulated at once! One month later he announced his
claims on Poland: the annexation of the Free City of Gdansk
(Danzig), Poland’s vital access to the sea; and an extra-
territorial highway across the Polish district of Pomerania
(referred to by the Germans as the “Corridor”). But Poland,
unlike Czechoslovakia, would not give up its independence
without a struggle. The Polish Foreign Minister, responding
to Hitler’s demands, reflected-the mood of the country when
he said, “...We in Poland do not recognize the concept of peace
at any price... We shall defend every inch of our territory...”
Poland decided to fight, although we knew that we were fac-
ing disaster, and expected terrifying trials. We believed that
our allies, France and Great Britain, would honour their com-
mitments, freely given to Poland. According to the statement
of the American Ambassador, Anthony Drexel Biddle, Poland
displayed remarkable calm in the face of the approaching war.

In the spring of 1939, Germany occupied the rest of
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Czechoslovakia and the Lithuanian port city of Memel.

Germany now unleashed in Europe and America a furious
propaganda campaign against Poland. We were accused of
persecuting the German minority in Poland, violating German
territory, and trying to provoke war with Germany by resisting
their "just” demands.

At the same time, an insidious campaign to intimidate France
and England was begun, through well organized demonstra-
tions of German military power, and the threat of retaliatory
bombing of French and British cities, should these countries
decide to help Poland.

To a certain extent, this propaganda war succeeded, as
neither France nor England ever fulfilled their military com-
mitments to Poland, even after they declared war on Germany.

I thank God that in those traumatic days, under the tremen-
dous pressure of the "war of nerves” which preceded the out-
break of hostilities, I could discipline myself to provide for
my family an atmosphere as calm and cheerful as possible.
How difficult it was can be understood only by someone who
has lived through those tragic days.

Meanwhile, secret negotiations between Germany and Russia
were taking place, unknown to the world. On August 23, 1939,
to the dismay of the entire world, the bombshell exploded. A
Soviet-German "Non-Aggression Pact” was signed in Moscow.
It also contained a "Secret Protocol”, concerning the next par-
tition of Poland between the two powers, which was not made
public when the pact was announced. The Poles, although
shocked by the pact, remained unified. They would fight the
aggressor, ten times stronger than themselves, despite the fact
that, as I said before, they expected terrible sufferings. They
trusted their Allies, and believed that France and England
‘would keep their pledge and quickly and decisively come to
Poland’s aid. The war would then become general and, even
if defeated on their own soil, the Poles would continue to fight
outside their country. We were prepared to fight together with
our Allies, to the last soldier, and we believed that the com-
bined Allied forces would prevail!

A frantic series of contradictory rumors now started to cir-
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culate, bringing the "war of nerves” to a climax. False, pro-
vocative radio broadcasts from Germany were aired - rumors
about the Germans coming! Today! Tomorrow...! Oh those
days of agony! And then, suddenly, without the usual declara-
tion of war, on September 1, 1939, at five o’clock in the mor-
ning, all hell broke loose. Preceded by an incessant bombard-
ment from the air, the German army invaded Poland.
The war had started!
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PART TWO

HEROIC TIMES - WORLD WAR II
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BLITZKRIEG IN POLAND

It had been a wonderful, hot, dry summer in Poland before
the war in 1939. The sun poured down its brilliance to make
one forget the menacing threat of Germany. Warsaw, the
capital of Poland, with nearly two million inhabitants, a very
attractive, modern city, full of gaiety and wit, was now com-
pletely changed. Every week increased the tension. 7

Little by little men were being called to the colours, and when
they went away, full of optimism, their wives were proud that
their husbands were going to serve their beloved country. For
a fact that soon becomes apparent to anyone who visits Poland
is that every Pole, man or woman, young or old, is full of per-
sonal passionate love for his country, and devotion to the very
ground upon which he lives.

The Polish woman has always cooperated with the man when
her country was in need or danger. She has a splendid tradi-
tion of heroism and sacrifice, the woman as well as the girl.
Throughout the year, we were preparing ourselves for war.
The Women’s Auxiliary Service, a widespread organization
throughout Poland, redoubled its work, organizing courses.
We received anti-gas as well as rifle training and various other
kinds of instruction. Before the outbreak of war women were
told to prepare their husband’s or son’s knapsacks in case they
should be called up unexpectedly; and to prepare their own
and their children’s things, so as to be ready to leave abruptly
in case of bombing.

Each family must have provisions for one month. Each child
must have a label with his name and address stitched on his
clothes - in case he was lost. I remember how depressing it was,
when we sat in silence and sewed on those labels.

Everybody offered one day of work to dig shelters in the
park. Each woman and girl, trained in anti-gas defense, had
ten blocks to look after in case of bombing.

* * *

I had completed a Liaison Service course, and in July 1939,
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I started my work in the General Headquarters, happy to be
useful and to work near my husband.

I had sent my little daughter, the dearest recreation of her
overworked father, to a small cottage just outside Warsaw so
that he could see her sometimes. The cottage, hidden in the
forest, seemed to me very safe in case of war, because I did
not realize then what actual war would be like. Now I know.
There is no safe area in modern warfare.

My twin boys, then 14, were active in a group of Boy Scouts.

On September 1, 1939, I was awakened by the shrilling of
the telephone. 1 was told briefly that the Germans were at-
tacking our country without any declaration of war. It was
five o’clock in the morning. I was ordered instantly to my ser-
vice. As soon as I arrived at my office, I was drawn into the
whirl of work. From that moment we hardly had time to
breathe.

Two hours later there was the first unheralded air raid on
Warsaw. In a few hours the city was transformed into an armed
fortress. Trucks and lorries carried troops to the front, anti-
aircraft guns were set up everywhere. The entire population
joined in the task of defence, digging shelters or in doing other
similar work. Women were taking over the men’s jobs.

I worked and lived in the basement of a large building
especially built to withstand bombing from the air. It was hard
to get used to staying all day and often longer, deep under the
surface, without any fresh air.

When free, I would dash to my deserted home, once so hap-
py and full of gaiety, to have a bath and change of clothes.
I never had time nor thought to gather and pack my things,
even my small treasures, my favourite books, pictures, and
photographs. With a sad farewell glance I would take leave
of them and rush back to my service. And then one day when
I returned I found everything destroyed. Only the old trees
stood deserted in the charming garden.

The air raids became more and more frequent, until there
were intervals of only hour or even less between them.

* * *
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Poland was the first nation to resist Hitler’s demands with
honour. Like centuries ago, she had to defend herself once
again against Germany. Her battlefields were soaked in the
blood of her sons and daughters.

Fate gave us a hard sevice to perform at a difficult post in
Europe: to be the rampart of Western civilization, the centre
of culture and moral force against the barbarians from east
and west. This forged in Poland an unbreakable spirit, and
the conviction of her mission among the nations.

If you could know Poland and travel throughout the coun-
tryside, towns, and villages, you would perceive behind the
healthy, sunny smiles of the people an underlying seriousness,
traces of past centuries of struggle.

Begining the Second World War, Hitler unleashed on Poland
90 per cent of his ground forces, leaving on the French front
only a few regular divisions and several reserve units. The Ger-
mans soon gained air superriority over us, in spite of the fact
that our pilots fought with fanatical courage, and our troops
with desperate heroism and unshakable determination, awaiting
the promised offensive by France and England on the Western
Front.

On Sunday, September 3, 1939, the radio announced that
England had declared war on Germany. Enthusiastically cheer-
ing crowds gathered outside the British Embassy, paying no
attention to the air raids, which kept on for days and nights.
Mr. Kennard, the Ambassador of Great Britain, and the Polish
Foreign Minister came out on the balcony together and made
speeches applauded by the crowds. Hope was in our hearts.

A declaration of war by France followed a few hours later.

* * *

It was only on the sixth day of the war that I found time at
dawn to go to see my daughter. I arrived at the usually quiet
place almost at the very moment the Germans were bombing
the farm. Two buildings were already ablaze. I only had time
to pick up my little child and cover her head with a scarf, so
that she would not see the flames and the image would not
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be impressed on her memory.

I rushed with her to the shelter, which had been dug in the
garden a day before. It was a rather hard moment for me. As
soon as daylight came, I sent my daughter off to my parents’
house, and my sons to a Boy Scout group in the south of
Poland, a sixteen-hour drive from Warsaw. And then I went
back to my work.

* * *

The Blitzkrieg, never previously encountered in the history
of war, was unleashed against us. A huge multitude of planes
and tanks, followed by motorized troops, plunged into the
Polish lines, never giving us breathing space, and advanced
deep into our territory. The entire nation rose against the in-
vader, but it was the war of brave hearts against a ceiling and
walls of steel. Poland, wounded to death, fought alone against
the full strength of Germany.

Warsaw was besieged, and for three weeks continued its
heroic stand against the full blast of German attacks. Men,
women and children fell in the streets. One after another the
monuments of our glorious past were smashed: the old royal
castle, churches, palaces, and other buildings. The squares,
one month ago bright with flowers, became cemeteries.

Women, even girls and boys of tender age, were fighting
with guns in their frail hands, side by side with the army, for
the liberty of their country.

We saw them heroically throwing heavy sand over fire
bombs, or digging graves in the squares. We saw them carry-
ing wounded soldiers from burning or collapsing hospitals,
bringing every available piece of linen, pillows and blankets
to supply the badly-burned patients. We saw them distributing
food in the streets, warning, helping, cheering up. There was
no electricity, no water.

The entire world knows the story of the courage displayed
and sacrifices made by the people of Warsaw, who fought side
by side with the army, and the role of Starzynski, President
of the City, who was the soul of the defence of Warsaw. Their
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heroism earned them an indelible place in history.

Looking back, I sometimes wonder how we lived through
the nightmare of those days. After a few hours of bewilder-
ing horror, you can get used to the dreadful, ear-splitting, in-
human sound of exploding bombs and the drone of motors.
After a while they become so familiar, so unimpressing, that
you would not even look up from your work, unless you were
under a very heavy bombardment. People were drawn together
by common danger and pain. It was no place for selfishness.
It was the hour for feeling close to your neighbours, whose
sorrow became your own. This unity was wonderful, precious,
and comforting.

I don’t know whether in times to come another generation
will live through so many trials, each of them enriching the
soul and the mind, as did my generation. To live under the
menace of death is to learn the real meaning of life.

Time marched on.

* * *

One day I was ordered to carry a message to a military cen-
tre in the south of Poland. I was happy and proud to be trusted
with this important mission, but at the same time I had to part
with my husband. A sad feeling oppressed me. It was justified
- I would not see him again for a long time.

I drove out of Warsaw during an interval between air raids.
When we were well out of the city several German planes at-
tacked us. Bombs fell on either side of us. Huge clouds of
smoke covered the countryside. A fragment wounded my driver
in his hand. We had no time to bind it up, as one plane, fly-
ing very low directly above us, machine-gunned our truck. I
heard the sharp crackle of the gun and the frightful roar of
the plane. I do know if the bullets came near me or not, but
suddenly I felt something warm running down my cheek and
neck. The shattered window glass had cut me, and my chauf-
feur was wounded in his other hand. As he could no longer
use his hands, we changed places while still in motion, and
I was obliged to drive the truck in spite of the fact that I am

Tl



a very poor driver. I was terrified that I would have an acci-
dent. I drove in zigzags, skidding all over the road, trying to
get out of sight of the Germans. After an interminable time,
we fortunately succeeded in escaping, and reached our
destination.

When [ was exhausted and longing for rest, I learned that
the Germans were now advancing from the south, and the place
where my boys were staying with the Scouts was exposed to
danger. My throat tightened with anxiety. All my physical
fatigue vanished. I decided to go at once, taking a leave of
three days, to gather my children, and to take them to a safe
place - my parent’s house, where I had planned to send them,
no longer being a safe refuge.

I hurried by day, ignoring the air raid warnings, and I drove
at night without lights all the way. I passed the familiar town
where I had spent my school years, now partly in flames. At
several points, we were stopped and had to argue and ask and
beg to be allowed to pass into the zone of operations. I was
in uniform, which helped a lot. The way seemed endless to
me. When at last I reached the place, I found to my horror
that the entire village had been evacuated and the boys mov-
ed to an unspecified place.

I searched for them in the gruelling heat of the day and
throughout the night. I shall never forget my relief when I final-
ly found them among a company of soldiers, busy and merry,
cleaning guns with them and, when the German artillery sound-
ed, singing a joyous soldiers’ song.

I tried to laugh with them. I think they never guessed what
[ had gone through during those days.

Now we had to collect my daughter from her grandparents.
We arrived there at night to find the big old house of my youth
lit up by the moon. The smell of the roses which climbed all
over the walls was almost suffocating.

Everybody seemed to be asleep. I entered the side door of
the library, my favourite room. The glittering, polished oak
floor, the familiar pictures of Italian and French masters, the
gilded backs of books in every language - all looked at me as
usual and seemed to welcome me. I heard a noise. Emerging
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from the shadows, my mother appeared, sorrowful but calm,
foreseeing the misfortune and the nightmare of separation. For
how long nobody knew.

The picture of my home and my mother, as I saw her a few
hours later, for the last time, is imprinted on my memory, and
is very characteristic of Poland. Tall and proud she stood fram-
ed in the doorway, as though grown into the house and soil,
bidding us farewell with the sign of the cross. The journey was
very difficult, the roads were overcrowded, the heat was
unbearable, and we could scarcely move.

I saw women and old men and little children dropping from
fatigue and hunger as they fled in terror from burning villages
and oncoming armies. Once I bent over a woman on the road
who was giving birth to a child, begrimed with dust and sweat.

On my way I passed small burning villages, and undefend-
ed towns swollen by refugees, where the raiders would come
by day dropping poisoned chocolates for Polish children,
poisoned cigarettes, or bombs.

I have seen defenceless children, a group of girls and boys
playing football, machine-gunned by German planes. I have
seen with my own eyes the fruit of hatred and evil.

It was Sunday morning, a beautiful bright day, when we
approached my friend’s manor house, close to the borders of .
Russia and Roumania, where I intended to leave my children
and go back to my duty. All seemed so much more quiet and
safe. We heard the loudspeaker telling about a successful bat-
tle, which should allow our armies to resist more effectively,
while awaiting the offensive of France and England. In a small
wooden country church the bells were ringing for Mass. Hope
rose again in our hearts.

But two hours later I heard the terrible news. The Bolsheviks
were attacking our country, treacherously, without any declara-
tion of war, plunging a dagger into Poland’s back.

I sat in the garden for several hours, shattered by the horri-
ble truth. Now I knew it was the death-blow. My country was
defeated and my personal destiny meant very little to me. But
I had three children, so I must go - but where? We were in
a trap. I could not return home, and I could not get in touch
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with my husband, who was somewhere with the army. I had
to reach a decision alone. Looking back at my life, this was
the only moment when I felt totally frustrated, and when I
lost for an instant all my energy and vitality. We could not
believe in our heart of hearts that the heroism of our army
was in vain, that it was the end.

In the evening it had been rumoured that Russian troops,
coming in countless thousands, were already in the neighbour-
ing town. We sat late in the night scarcely talking to each other,
uneasy and unhappy, at every sound expecting the enemy.
Then, at daybreak they came - vulgar, noisy, giving off a special
smell of boots, shouting loudly. They expelled my friends from
their property, giving them one hour to pack and leave. All
refugees were ordered to return to the place of their birth. I
read the dreadful poster over and over again and could not
bring myself to realize that each of my children and myself
were born in a different place, so for us it would mean
separation.

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

And so, homeless and crushed, I crossed the Roumanian
frontier by night, accompanied by my three children. Ap-
proaching the border lines in the forest, we bent over and kissed
the dark ground. My sons took a clod of it for the gloomy
exile. My little daughter, sleepy and tired, but happy in her
unconsciousness, clasped in her arms her teddy bear, the last
present from her father.
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JOURNEY THROUGH EUROPE
Roumania - Yugoslavia
Italy - Switzerland - France

*

And so the mournful refugee life began. It is not only the
lack of everything material that makes it so hard. True, you
are homeless, uprooted, often cold and hungry, but more than
for food, you are hungry for warm affection, for the moral
atmosphere of your country.

You are restless, inwardly torn and homesick. The slightest
rudeness hurts. People of a happy and free country who have
never had to live through this tragedy, be warm to a refugee!

We don’t want to be a burden to you. We bring as a dowry
our background, education, culture and traditions, as well as
our own way of thinking, our different reactions, and our own
ideas. We bring also our experience. We have seen with our
own eyes the fruit of hatred and evil. And because we have
seen it and suffered from it, we have understood only too well
what it means. Our eyes are open. Maybe it would be useful
to exchange these spiritual gifts among ourselves.

When we arrived in Bucharest, the capital of Roumania, I
longed for rest and comfort, but could not afford the luxury
of relaxing. I had to hold on.

A stream of refugees arrived, primarily our soldiers who,
after having fought heroically to the end, crossed the frontier
rather than surrender, hoping to reach France and continue
the fight. I was full of anxiety about what had happened to
my husband. I had his image deep in my memory from whem
I saw him the last time. He looked haggard, with his face con-
tracted and tired, thinner than ever - a heavy worry in his eyes.
I knew what the defeat of Poland meant to him. I knew how
much he had given to his country. I remembered well the last
year before the war, how very hard he had driven himself, the
nights he had not slept, the endless days of work and worry.
Everything had been in vain. What was happeing now? One
week later I got the message. He was in the internment camp
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with soldiers and officers, and he wanted me to leave Roumania
as soon as possible.

With a feeling of helplessness and injustice in my heart, I
started to prepare for our journey.

After a lot of troubles and miseries, standing in line for hours
and hours to exchange money, to get a residence permit or
exit permit, I finally got the necessary passport, visas and tickets
to cross most of Europe on the way to France. Paris was the
goal of our journey. Paris, where I had lived for three joyous
years of study and where I had experienced the happiness of
my honeymoon. Paris, where 1 had friends who could help
me, and whose beauty and mellow charm could be a comfort
for my distressed soul.

We travelled through Yugoslavia, Italy and Switzerland.
Reaching the French frontier through Switzerland, I was told
that the capital was evacuated and no women or children were
admitted. But [ was already trained in overcoming adversities.
And so I obtained permission from a chivalrous official who
said: " At your risk, Madame, but don’t expect any assistance
in evacuation, when the bombing begins”. At that time, France
expected the German offensive to begin at any moment.

I was not frightened. We arrived in Paris and settled there
for the winter. Before I could turn round, my small rooms
became the meeting place for my French friends and for the
refugees who were arriving a few at a time. Anyone who liked
could bring newcomers. I think it was the unpretentiousness
and the traditional Polish friendliness that they liked. I could
not seat more than ten people - so the rest sat on the floor
on cushions and we talked and talked, eating some nice Polish
"babka”, usually brought by one of the guests. We all needed
human contact, to be closer to each other in this exile.

The children went to school, which was not easy to arrange
as all schools were evacuated and only two were open. I spent
many hours with my boys reading the finest works of French
literature to make it easier for them at school, and I was also
running a work-room for soldiers, which the wife of the
American Ambassador, Mrs. Biddle, supported. My boys en-
joyed the atmosphere of danger and excitement that reigned
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in Paris for a short while.
Then, as time passed and nothing happened, the idleness
demoralized the French people.

* * *

During the winter of 1939, the Poles re-created their army
in France. Polish men and boys escaped from Poland, brav-
ing the danger of being shot by German or Russian frontier
guards, to join the Polish troops, and about 100,000 men went
on to fight in the Battle of France. Our troops fought in the
fiords of Norway, in Greece, and in Africa. Our navy and our
airmen, wing to wing with their allies, faithful forever. But
France did not profit by Polish experience.

At the end of May, when the French lines broke under the
German offensive, I sent my children off and kept on work-
ing. The military situation grew more and more serious. On
June 12, one of my friends rang me up: "Heavens, what are
you doing staying in Paris? You must leave this evening!” It
was easy to say, but hard to do. I had no car, and there was
no possible way to get on the train. Yet I succeeded! When
we were well out of town, the train came under fire from low
flying airplanes. We stopped and were told to hide in the
bushes. Bombs dropped but we were not harmed. I don’t know
what happened, but something damaged the engine. Now we
were left to our own devices. Among the hurrying crowds, I
climbed into a truck, jammed with soldiers, and when they
changed direction, I jumped on an artillery ammunition supply
wagon along the road, until I caught another train. I went to
Arcachon, the lovely resort on the Atlantic Ocean, to fetch
my daughter, and then I tried to join my boys in the summer
Scout camp in the Pyrenees.
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COLLAPSE OF FRANCE

In Bordeaux I saw the most depressing collapse of a coun-
try. Paris was wonderfully calm and dignified in comparison
with Bordeaux, which was a madhouse. I saw fear, confusion,
turmoil, crowds of refugees in cars filled with possessions, in
trucks with no gasoline. Planes circled overhead, a few bombs
fell somewhere far away, the artillery sounded. The road to
the harbour was jammed with valuable cars, top heavy with
packages, which later had to be abandoned on the shore. In
the atmosphere of excitement, personal selfishness was evident
and there was none of that spirit of common resistance and
determination to fight to the end that had been so striking in
Poland.

I began to grow uneasy about my boys away in the camp
in the Pyrenees. At first I did not think it would be difficult
to join them. Now, I realized how serious the situation was.

The trains were running very irregularly or not at all. There
was no car, no truck to drive you anywhere. No telegram could
be sent. I spent the day restlessly running all through the city
to find some means of communication. A woman I met by
chance, who had,a car and a son in the same camp, promised
to take us with her the next morning at seven o’clock.

When, after a sleepless night of bombing, I arrived at her
home at six o’clock, I found her room empty. She had left
without us. I lost much of my precious time. Bitter sadness
overwhelmed me, as always when I had to face human
selfishness. I walked heavily out of her house, and kept on
thinking: I must keep cool, I must hold on, I must reach my
sons in time.

I walked from one garage to another, asking people to drive
me out. Everybody was so busy and excited, they did not even
listen to me. After two hours of such running around, I heard
the air-raid warning and saw the morning papers. On the front
page big headlines leaped at my weary eyes. "Nobody will be
permitted to leave Bordeaux! No more refugees on the roads.”
My heart sank. I stood silent, stiffly blinking, and then my
head became dizzy. When I opened my eyes, I saw a young
workman raising me up. “Come, have a cognac, young lady.
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Don’t be afraid, the bombs are falling far from us”. The kind
man thought that I fainted bacause I was afraid of the bombs!

I was ashamed of myself for allowing such a silly thing to
happen. It was not the time for weakness. As [ sat with him
in the small cafe drinking brandy, my brain began to turn over
plans again. All my efforts had been in vain. I was helpless,
and my only hope was to ask the assistance of Mrs. Margaret
Biddle, the wife of the U.S. Ambassador to France, the most
warm-hearted, kind person I ever knew, with whom I was very
friendly in Warsaw. I knew she would help me if I could get
in touch with her. I was not disappointed. Late in the even-
ing, she gave me a car to drive out of Bordeaux. I am sure
she never realized how much she had done for me, and how
deeply I remembered the kindness shown me when I was down
and out. It meant far more to me than all the benefits of the
world received when I was up. I will always have warm and
thankful feelings for her.

It was night and pouring rain when I left in the car with
my daughter. There was to be a train next morning. The little
town was already struck with panic. The station waiting room
was filled with people, soldiers sleeping everywhere on the
floor. I asked for a refugee hut or canteen. It was crowded
too, but the nice nurses were very comforting. They led us to
a couch in the corner and tried to talk to us. But we fell asleep
as they talked.

Next morning we climbed onto a very peculiar train. Two
freight cars were serving the entire district in all directions.
Passengers going south, as I was, had to get out at a siding
and wait several hours until the train returned from serving
the eastern and western regions. It took us 14 hours to cover
100 miles.

The train was crowded with sweaty men and discharged
soldiers. I was the only woman with a child. It was stuffy and
smoky, some slept in the corners, some were fervently discuss-
ing politics. One of the men, just released from prison for
politics or murder, I don’t know which, was shouting loudly,
and others were agreeing with him. "The people of France and
the Poles were guilty, too... Now is the hour for bloody
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revenge. Better to be the butcher than the beef!” And truly,
he looked like a butcher. The French temper was swelling, and
it seemed to me [ was attending a political meeting in the French
Revolution and seeing Robespierre in person.

I am not easy to frighten, but I began to grow uneasy. Qut-
side, the sky darkened and there were no lights in the train.
The “blood-thirsty” man sat next to my daughter, as I drew
her closer and closer to me. I tried to make us invisible,
whispering to her not to speak Polish to me. She was sleepy,
hungry, worn out. Now they were talking economics, discussing
the scarcity of food that would shortly occur in France, hav-
ing no coal, no corn, no sugar. As a foreigner, I was sure I
would be the last to get anything if I stayed here. My mind
was working. What should I do? Where should I go? Again
I was at a loss. I was lost in my thoughts when an unfamiliar
touch made me shiver. I looked dizzily and saw in the glim-
mering light of the cigarette the "blood-thirsty” man smiling
at me, showing me the head of my little daughter, leaning on
his arm, calmly asleep. "How sweet,” he said, in a mild voice,
"aren’t you hungry, Madame?” No, I was not hungry, although
we had hardly eaten since breakfast, but I made the quick deci-
sion to catch the shred of human sympathy, and asked him
to help. I badly needed a car to drive me and my three children
to the Atlantic sea shore. I would pay what I was asked.

"A car?” he burst out laughing, “a car, with the gasoline
shortage, to drive you across the south of France now, when
the Germans are on our tracks? You shall find the Germans
already in Biarritz, Madame, as they are coming down along
the coast to take all our harbours. You’d better stay with us.
I will look after you!” But once decided, I was firm. My in-
stinct told me to seek rescue on the sea. After a long argu-
ment - he had a daughter like mine, whom he had missed very
much in prison - he promised to come or to send me a friend
with a car, if at all possible. We took leave like friends. He
did not suspect I was a stranger, and even complimented me
on my Parisian French. And so, although it seemed
unbelievable, it was true that the destiny of my children and
my own were in the hands of this French rogue, whom I call-
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ed the "blood-thirsty” man, and who had made me shiver a
few hours earlier.

It was night when we left the train, with two more miles to
walk. We sat in the cool night, pressed against one another
on a bench, awaiting the dawn. As soon as daylight came, we
walked on, desperately weary. Upon arrival at the camp, we
found only a few boys remaining, preparing to escape over
the Pyrenees to Spain at any moment. If I had come a few
hours later I would not have found them. I will never forget
the look of relief on my sons’ faces. “We knew mother would
come”.

As far as I remember, I slept the whole day. When it grew
dark, I began to be anxious about my rogue. Would he come?
Had he deceived me? My intuition, which hardly ever betrays
me, gave me confidence. At night, I heard a knock at the door.
He was standing against the car, "Hurry up”, he said harshly,
"I am busy”.

Driving across the south of France, I wondered what I would
do next.

The Germans were coming, and there was very little hope
of finding a boat going to England or to America. And even
if we found one, I did not have enough money for the tickets.
Wasn’t I a fool spending my last francs on this car? The blue
sea appeared, and my anxiety increased. The contrast between
the serene calm of nature and the horrors of war was too strik-
ing. How unreal my former happy homelife seemed to me at
that moment.

A loud shout from my boys drew my attention. "Look,
mother, a train with Polish soldiers is crossing our road. Oh
mother, let us follow them!” And so we did. They were rem-
nants of the Polish troops, who, having fought fiercely until
the end, withdrew with all their equipment, and were on their
way to England.

* * *

Providence took compassion on my distress and sent me
salvation. The captain of the naval boat which was awaiting
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them did not know what to do with us. He tried to discourage
me, warning that there was only a 20 per cent chance of a safe
crossing, as we would be heavily bombed.

To be bombed among our soldiers seemed to me a party
in comparison to being left alone, abandoned on the French
shore!

And so we boarded the ship, and after eight days at sea with
practically no food we landed in England.

I was fortunate enough to succeed in saving my children,
and a few months later to reach Canada, this peaceful, char-
ming country where there was no hunger, cold, or bombing.
I did not know it then, but Canada was to become my new
homeland, where I would live the rest of my life. At the time,
I had only one thought: to hand down to my children love of
their country, Polish traditions, the strength and abnegation
of their fathers, scorn of material gain in life, and aptitude
for hard work and honest effort, which would harden their
character and make them worthy and ready to rebuild a new,
liberated Poland.
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PART THREE

LIFE IN CANADA
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ARRIVAL IN MONTREAL

The train pulled into the old Bonaventure Station in the cen-
tre of the city.* It was July 13, 1940, a hot, humid afternoon.
We had travelled from England on a Polish ship, the M/S
Batory, which was chartered to transport English children with
a few mothers from London after the heavy bombing. As this
was a Polish ship, eighteen wives and children of high-ranking
Polish military personnel were included. Unknown to us, the
ship contained priceless Polish treasures from the ancient
Wawel (Vavel) castle in Krakow, and part of the Polish gold
rescued from Warsaw before the city’s capitulation.

All T can remember is the hustle and bustle, noise, running
and shouting! A number of eager reporters and photographers
surrounded us, looking for people in our group who could
speak English. There were only two us who knew the language,
so we agreed to give interviews.

The British citizens were met by a specially organized ad hoc
committee of VIPs, formed ad hoc by the cream of Canadian
business society. The Poles were met by a small group of peo-
ple with our Consul General, who prepared for us temporary
shelter for two weeks at the hospitable Sacred Heart Convent
in Sault au Recollet, a suburb of Montreal. Its boarding school
was empty in the summer, and the good nuns welcomed us
graciously, offering compassion and kindness. Those two
weeks in a beautiful setting of trees and gardens were restful,

and a soothing relief.
We were allotted bedrooms on the third floor. I was so weak

and exhausted that I could hardly climb the stairs. My dear
sons took turns in bringing me my breakfast. The nuns were
very impressed by their solicitude, and by their music. When
the boys discovered that there was a grand piano in the large,
empty reception room, they would play classical music for
hours. .
Many years later, some of the sisters told me that they still
remembered my sons playing. I always remained in touch with

* The station no longer exists. The Bonaventure Hotel now
stands on the site.
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them.

The Sacred Heart nuns arranged for Eva and me to spend
several days in a small village on a lake near Montreal, called
St. Adele, located in the beautiful Laurentian mountains. I
took a liking to it and to its simple, honest people, and in time
it became like a family place for us. Later on in the war, it
became a resort when the government and the army sent
soldiers and pilots there on compulsory "relaxation” leave.
Large hotels were built to accommodate vacationers. One of
the hills, the Sommet Bleu, developed into a chic residential
area, where my son Jul later built his house. Places of enter-
tainment and shops also opened, but on the whole the pictures-
que hamlet retained its charm and privacy.

When I had somewhat recovered from the exhausting year
of war and the journey, I tried to arrange a summer camp for
the boys. The nuns told me that the best camp of all was Camp
KINKORA near St. Adele, run by the Jesuit fathers. I went
to their provincial house in Montreal and asked the superior
to accept my boys, offering in return their help with camp
chores, looking after the younger boys, and so on. Fortunately,
they agreed. I therr found a place for Eva and me to stay nearby
for a few weeks, at the modest house of a farmer whom I had
come to know.

The summer was coming to an end, and grim reality faced
me. I had come to Canada without any financial resources.
The little I had from the sale of a ring in Europe I had left
with a friend, because I was told that during the war no one
could take money out of England. But, embarking for Canada,
I was certain that our basic needs would be taken care of in
some way, as they were in England, where all refugees were
provided with shelter and two poor meals a day, on the so-
called “billeting” system. However, in Montreal, we were left
on our own, after the lovely stay with the nuns of the Sacred
Heart.

Difficult problems lay ahead of me: to find a place to live,
a school for my sons and daughter, and work for myself. I
felt lost in the New World, lonely and vulnerable. Although
I knew so little of the practical side of life, I had to make all
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the decisions on my own, and for that purpose I had to develop
a new facet of my personality - to become tougher and less
sensitive when faced with human indifference. Also, I had to
forget about pride. I confess, it left me drained.

In spite of all the difficulties, [ was determined to place my
children in the best schools available. The Sacred Heart Con-
vent promised to take Eva free of charge, in return for my
giving piano lessons to their pupils. They also suggested that
I approach the Jesuits’ Loyola College for the boys.

I remembered from my childhood years that my father was
a friend of an old priest, Monseignor K. Ledochowski, who
was the General of the Jesuit order in Rome for many years.
As a young girl visiting Rome with my father, I remembered
we used to call on him. I wrote a letter to the Monseignor asking
him to lend me support, but to organize all this I had to go
to Montreal and leave our idyllic summer refuge! One of my
new friends, Mr. Archambault, vacationing in the same resort
during the weekends, offered me a lift. I recall that at the time
real estate prices were terribly low and one could buy nearly
all the available lots in St. Adele for $5 - $10,000. He soon
became very wealthy. Mr. Archambault’s ancestor, Jacques
Archambault, who arrived in the Iroquois country around 1646
and settled in Montreal, was commissioned by the Sieur de
Maisonneuve to dig the first well in Montreal, near Youville
Square. This well was the one most used in the city for over
200 years. Theoretically, St. Adele was a one-hour drive from
Montreal, but on Sundays it took three hours. There was on-
ly one narrow country road, as construction of the first
highway had been interrupted by the war.

There was only one small bridge over the Riviere des Prairies
(“river of the meadows”) at St. Rose. The bridge was always
a bottle-neck, and to cross it we had to wait for two hours.
I arrived in Montreal at 1:00 a.m. without a place to stay. I
asked Mr. Archambault to drop me off at the Y.W.C.A. When
he left, I stood forlorn, ringing the bell for half an hour, until
a woman opened the door and, for fifty cents, reluctantly let
me into a common room full of coughing, snoring and sneez-
ing women. I just could not bear it! I took my pillow and went
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out in the corridor, opened a door, saw an armchair in an emp-
ty room and spent the night there.

The next morning I travelled to Loyola College, with its im-
posing building and grounds. There I pleaded with the fathers
to accept my sons, tuition free. It all worked out after several
trips to Loyola. The school year was about to begin. I was
given a list of the clothing and equipment the boys had to bring
to school, which left me perplexed. How on earth would I be
able to obtain all this! I had no job yet and no money. It took
another humiliating trip to the school to ask them to reduce
the list of items and to accept payment in installments. What
bothered me most was that the boys would feel inferior, not
having what the others had. I had a serious talk with them
at bed-time, in which I strongly emphasized that insufficient
equipment was not very important, that they had far more im-'
portant values, and that they should never, never feel inferior.

I also had to endure a heated argument with the Dean of
Studies as to the grade they should be placed in. The boys had
finished, with honours, the third year of the French Lycee in
one of Paris’s most prestigious schools. Being sure of their
potential, I wanted them enrolled in the fourth year.

They certainly had a basic knowledge of the subjects, ex-
cept for one thing: they hardly spoke English! The Dean did
not want to consent, arguing that other boys in this situation
were put one or two years lower. He could not believe that
my sons would make it, but I finally persuaded him to agree
to try. It meant so much in our situation that they should not
lose one year. All of this was a terrible strain and effort. Now,
thirty years later, when I come across women who complain
of stress over small problems and petty displeasures, in a well-
settled good life, the recollection of my struggle for survival
comes to mind.

As I expected, the boys not only made it, but they excelled,
to the amazement of their teachers. "We have never seen such
enthusiasm and dedication to study among our students”, at-
tested the same Dean of Studies who had yielded to my re-
quest. "The refugees are an excellent influence, and it is real-
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ly our students who have gained”. It was a great reward for
my efforts, and in reply I said that, after all they had gone
through, they aimed high and worked hard, because they had
a goal. The boys were still struggling to master the English
language, but by the end of the school year they completed
their courses with honours, and received excellent grades in
the final examination for the entire Province of Quebec.

They also did well at sports, which was important for their
reputation at Loyola. It created a sensation when, during their
first winter in Canada, in 1941, they won first prize in a ski-
ing competition for juniors, on borrowed skis and boots
because I could not afford to buy them any. This added a
special meaning to the event. Mention of this appeared in the
Loyola monthly magazine.

I arranged for Eva to become a boarder at the Sacret Heart
Convent on the outskirts of Montreal, reasoning that I would
be freer to seek employment. But when I saw my little darling
hiding her tears at the thought of separation from me, I quickly
changed my mind and placed her in the "City House”, the
primary school of Sacred Heart, as a day-pupil. She would
come home every afternoon and we would be together.
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NINE BRAESIDE PLACE

[ also had to find a place to live for Eva and me, and this
looked hopeless. Fortunately, we met sympathetic friends who
helped us. The ladies of the Committee on Refugees, who at
first seemed to be taking care only of British refugees, became
interested in this group of "“exotic” strangers, after reading the
interviews with us in the newspapers. Mrs. Norah McDowell,
who was in charge of the entertainment committee, approached
us, and invited us to one of the gatherings especially organiz-
ed for refugees by the wealthy hosts in Westmount. So the op-
portunity presented itself, but it was up to us to be accepted.
One of the ladies told me about a house on the top of West-
mount in which we could live, but there was g catch. The owner
was willing to let us have it (it was deserted after the death
of his father, Mr. A. Ross) if we could obtain exemption from
municipal taxes for him. The house was a mansion, and these
taxes seemed, in 1941, to be enormous - $1200 yearly. As I
was the only one in the group who spoke fairly good English,
it fell to me to achieve this.

[ had to appear at a meeting of the Executive Council of
the City of Westmount to plead my case before the honourary
mayor and twelve aldermen. This was a traumatic event for
me, and I will never forget it. So much was at stake. I entered
the large hall shaking like a leaf, and I had to gather all my
inner strength to gain control over myself. I think it helped
me to feel that I was pleading for a just cause on behalf of
a group of people, mothers with children, exiled from their
country and homeless. To my amazement, I succeeded! For
the duration of the war we were given the big mansion at 9
Braeside Place, off Westmount Boulevard, in the most ex-
clusive part of Montreal.

There were, of course, disadvantages connected with living
in a wealthy district. There was only one bus running infre-
quently, as most of the residents used their cars, several to a
family. The house was on a steep hill, and in winter it was
a Himalayan climb. It was still more difficult to descend
through slippery passage-ways and steps, and running to work,
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I mostly had to “toboggan” without the sled! The grounds were
enormous, and I did not realize that the up-keep would be so
expensive. The old-fashioned stove devoured gas. But there
was also unbelievable beauty, particularly when the icicle-laden
trees in the large garden sparkled and glittered in the morning
sun.

So we finally had a roof over our heads. The next urgent
necessity was warm clothing for the winter. My sons, for in-
stance, arrived in Montreal in their summer Boy Scout
uniforms and did not have warm outfits. I appealed to the
Committee and they helped us. They had a large section at
the Windsor Hotel, full of clothing for English children, and
they provided coats and jackets for our children as well.

I wonder if anyone has ever written the history of this
wonderful Committee, the good they accomplished, the tears
they dried and the compassion they offered. I wish to express
my gratitude to them, in writing this short account of their
activities.

The Canadian National Committee on Refugees was form-
ed by enlightened men and women in 1938, when the Germans
partitioned Czechoslovakia and began the persecution of the
local population. Many Czechoslovak citizens, most of them
Jews, fled to Canada and needed help. The committee was an
unofficial organization of private citizens, and its work was
financed entirely by voluntary contributions, mostly by leading
businessmen. The distinguished Senator Cairine Wilson was
the Chairman, and Mrs. Constance Hayward was the efficient
and kind-hearted secretary. In 1940, Mr. William Birks was
the honourary Chairman. I feel happy that I knew them, and
maintained close ties with some of them for many years.

After Hitler’s heavy bombing of London in 1940, the British
decided to evacuate children from the city. Canada received
and welcomed them with open arms, and the work of the Com-
mittee greatly intensified.

The British borrowed a Polish ship, the M/S Batory, to pro-
vide transportation from England, and they invited and in-
cluded on the passenger list eighteen wives and children of
members of the Polish armed forces.
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The British children were received into the best Canadian
and American families, showered with sympathy, attention and
care. I was later told that little was ever heard from them after
they went back home. Not a word of gratitude.

The most active members of this Committee, whom I will
remember as long as I live, were Peggy Knatchbull-Hugessen
and Norah MacDowell, whose husbands had won the Victoria
Cross in the Great War of 1914-18. Norah, a wonderful
organizer, warm-hearted Kathleen Wylde, Dorothy Cook, and
Mrs. Coughlin were always ready to help.

We kept in touch after the war, and when I became widow-
ed we renewed our acquaintance, which turned into friend-
ship. Similarly with Reverend Mother Eleanor Whitehead from
Sacred Heart, who guided little Eva and took care of the Polish
children at the convent. I always wanted to give them a visi-
ble sign of our gratitude apart from my friendship. The op-
portunity came much later, when my husband returned from
London and was in correspondence with the President of the
Polish Republic-in-Exile, who was his friend. I requested that
the two Canadian ladies be awarded a Polish decoration. My
recommendation was accepted, and both Eleanor Whitehead
and Norah MacDowell were awarded the Golden Cross of
Merit, a very high honour indeed. In August 1978, they were
decorated by the representative of the President of Poland in
exile in a moving ceremony at the Polish Library in Montreal.
Among more than fifty people who attended were many Sacred
Heart religious and lay friends.

To add a nostalgic touch to the ceremony, I invited one of
the original refugees, a very pretty woman, who at the time
she came to Montreal had been expecting her first baby. Mrs.
MacDowell took wonderful care of her and stayed with her
late into the night at the hospital. Her son, who was born that
night, now married, also came with his two-year-old daughter.
It created a sensation!

Another guest was a former student of the Sacred Heart
Convent, presently a McGill professor, Dr. Hanna Pappius.

My daughter Eva, also a former student at Sacred Heart
and a Ph.D. in Biochemistry from McGill, could not be pre-
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sent, as she was far away in India with her husband, who was
a member of the British Embassy. In her remarks, Rev. Mother
Whitehead brought up Eva’s name with affection, as a model
honour student at Sacre Coeur.

This meeting evoked many fond remembrances, and both
ladies expressed their pride in their awards, in emotional
speeches of thanks.
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STRUGGLE FOR SURVIVAL

Cultural shock is an inevitable reality for anyone entering
a foreign milieu. The higher their level of education and culture,
the harder it is. I had enough stamina and was ready to ac-
cept any kind of job, but it was disheartening to hear
everywhere the same refusal. It drained all my resources. In
1941-42, employment for an intellectual immigrant was almost
non-existent. I walked my feet off day after day, but all in
vain. The only job that was available was waiting on tables
or dishwashing in the evenings, but I wasn’t strong enough
and I could not leave my little daughter alone. Through my
helpful nuns, I gave a few private piano lessons to wealthy
Canadian girls, but with the beginning of winter, I had to run
in the rain and snow all over the winding streets of upper West-
mount, where buses didn’t run to reach the huge, isolated
residences.

This did not last long. My health was always frail, and I
was exhausted. I soon developed a severe cold which resulted
in pneumonia. With the help of the Committee, I was sent to
a hospital,* running a high fever. I felt so ill that the thought
of a final parting with my children obsessed me. Weak and
broken-hearted, I remember writing my last will. To whom
could I turn for Eva’s guardianship? I could only think to en-
trust my 16-year-old sons with the care of their little sister un-
til their father’s return.

I remember one particularly emotional incident. One Sun-
day, the boys and Eva came to visit me. The hospital was on
the outskirts of Montreal, with no habitation around. It was
a cold, bleak December day. When they left after a short stay,
I dragged myself to the window to watch them a little longer.

As the three thin figures crossed the large white plain of
snow, becoming smaller and smaller, finally disappearing in
the dusk, a feeling of despair overcame me. I sank to the floor
and prayed:”Oh, God, don’t forsake me - extend your help-

* Convalescent Hospital on Van Horne Avenue, whose
director, Mrs. Tansey, was particularly kind and
understanding.
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ing hand and have pity”. The prayer was answered, and I
recovered and returned home to be with my lonely little girl.
The usually reserved child displayed such touching joy and ra-
diance, and we both clung delightedly to each other. The boys
came the next day from the boarding school for our joyful
reunion.

I then made a decision to find part-time work so I could
be home when Eva returned from school. She eveiently need-
ed my presence and tenderness.

Fortunately, the Polish Consul in Montreal succeeded in ob-
taining a small allowance for Polish refugees from the Polish
Government-in-Exile, so we were not penniless. At first, the
allowance was $80 a month for four people - not much, even
then, but at least it provided some security. This happened
because the Government of Canada issued a regulation that
every refugee should be guaranteed a minimal allowance from
his government so as not to become a burden to Canada.

The Polish Government-in-Exile in London provided these
small allowances from the large fund of Polish gold which was
so ingeniously and at such great risk spirited out of Poland
after the German invasion.

The gold, entrusted to the British Government, was used

during the war to carry on the operations of the Polish Arm-
ed Forces and of the Government-in-Exile.
After the war, it was heartlessly handed over to the new Soviet
puppet regime in Poland, created by the Yalta agreement. This
left the disbanded Polish Army, which had fought valiantly
with the Allies for four years, without any means of financial
support.

Throughout this first year I did various odd jobs, mostly
for the convent, such as temporarily replacing a teacher who
was ill, or helping in the library. I also began to work on
charitable projects and served on Canadian cultural and civic
committees.

In the Polish community, I was called the driving force
behind the scenes which brought into existence the Polish In-
stitute of Arts and Sciences and, later, the Polish Library.

This resulted in my giving a series of lectures on Polish
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history at McGill University, illustrated with films, music and
poetry recitals. Unfortunately, all this effort did not provide
adequate income, and I was still in search of a regular job which
would enable me to put the boys through McGill University.

Such an opportunity occurred in 1942 when the International
Labour Office (an agency of the League of Nations in Geneva)
moved from Switzerland to Canada for the duration of the
war. McGill University offered it the facilities of the campus,
empty because of the war. Having fluency in several languages,
which was a prerequisite, I was employed in the Womens’
Work Bureau. As I had asked for part-time employment, I
could not expect much of a career, but the work was interesting
and gave me great satisfaction, as well as an opportunity to
prove myself. I had to collect documentation and write a paper
on the mistreatment and undernourishment of children under
German occupation.

Belonging to the staff of the I.L.O. gave me special privileges
which I particularly appreciated. Life in this organization was
very open and sincere. We often met at our superior’s home
for discussions. I was very proud when, at my first such gather-
ing, as I was introduced to the staff, Dr. Thibert, my direc-
tor, added a few words about pre-war Poland. He said that
Poland was the second best, after New Zeland, of all the coun-
tries in which the government, for the benefit of the workers,
implemented nearly all the recommendations of the Interna-
tional Labour Organization in the Social Security, Health and
Welfare sectors. We were also invited to seminars and official
parties.

In the spring of 1943, General de Gaulle visited Montreal,
and I was invited with the other staff officials to a great recep-
tion at the Ritz Carlton Hotel. I was introduced to him, and
talked with him freely. The Free French hero, a man of tower-
ing height, was publicly aloof. He impressed me mostly by his
self-confidence and his firm belief that the Allies would defeat
Hitler.

I liked another representative of the Free French very much,
Professor Henri Laugier, who was assigned to Montreal and
came several times from New York to brief the group of Free

98



&

At anapgnaty Ay

SN

} !

- ALISATAIND TIDW -
BTN SI¥Y

29



French who were working at the I.L.O. His friendship with
John Humphrey, McGill professor of law, dates from his time
as a refugee in Montreal. After the war, Professor Laugier
became Deputy Secretary-General of the United Nations, and
in 1946 he urged John Humphrey to prepare the first draft
of the Declaration of Human Rights for the United Nations
- the Magna Carta of mankind.

John Humpbhrey, now a McGill professor emeritus, won the
Canada Peace Award, for his tireless campaign for interna-
tional human rights in 1980.

I was invited to those meetings because we Poles were
fighting the Germans in France, alongside the French
underground. In January 1943, a group of Polish “maquis”
had to flee France, having been discovered by the Nazis. They
arrived in Montreal, and I gave them shelter in our home at
9 Braeside Place.

In a way, it seemed as though our life was settled, to a cer-
tain extent. The children went to good schools and were do-
ing well. I did not mind the amount of work: my job, the
housekeeping, lecturing at McGill University, and managing
our "hostel” for refugees. I was also invited to give talks and
lead discussions at several Canadian clubs and associations,
such as the Professional Women’s Club, the Westmount
Women’s Club and community centres, on the war in Poland
and Europe, on Hitler, and on my own experiences during the
war.

Our neighbours, the residents of this exclusive and
fashionable district called Westmount: Elvira Holden, Jane
Pangman, Helen Drummond, Louisa Currie, Helen Stavert
and Ann Molson, were very hospitable and friendly, especial-
ly towards those of us who spoke English. They invited me
to their homes and accepted me into their inner circle. A few
months later they asked me to join the exclusive club of twen-
ty, the "One o’clock Club”. We would meet once a month,
hold discussions and talks at a luncheon provided in turn by
the members. In this way I made many friends among a
marvellous group of well-educated women. In the summer,
they would invite me, with my daughter, to spend weekends
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with them at their country homes. This gave me access to the
intimate life of the finest people in Canada, and also added
a bright touch to my life.

However, there was a heavy worry on my mind concerning
the fate of my husband in North Africa and my parents in
Lwow, which had been invaded by the Soviets. In what con-
ditions did they live? Were they hungry? How safe were they?
From Poland there came news of massive deportations by the
Soviets of thousands of people deep into Asia. I tried to send
them many food parcels through any agency which advertis-
ed delivery. As I learned later, they received only a few.

My husband was in Algeria under an assumed name, after
escaping miraculously from Roumanian internment in January
1940. At any moment, the Germans might have discovered his
identity, since the Vichy French government of General Pe-
tain collaborated with them. But faithful French and Polish
friends of my husband’s from the pre-war Intelligence Service,
with the help of the Gaullist Free French, were planning his
escape to the United States.

A passport under an assumed French name was prepared
for him in France, but to obtain a United States visa for him,
my personal appearance before the officials of the U.S. State
Department was necessary. I did not know anything about all
of this until early one morning at about five or six o’clock,
when | was awakened by an enigmatic telephone call, and sum-
moned immediately to New York. First, I had to see there the
man who was entrusted with this operation. Ostensibly, he was
a counsellor in the pro-Nazi Vichy Embassy in Washington,
but he was in fact a patriotic Frenchman working for General
de Gaulle. Together with a group of Free French in Algiers,
he was working on a plan to rescue my husband, with the help
of a few high-ranking Allied officers, without the knowledge
of his Vichy superiors. It all sounded like a mystery story.

I had to meet the Frenchman clandestinely in an obscure
coffee-house on the outskirts of New York, where I was to
hold a lilac handkerchief. I was really a bit frightened! Our
meeting had all the aura of a spy thriller. When I hesistantly
entered the cafe, [ met a handsome young gentleman, visibly
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different from the other customers. He told me of the well-
organized plan to spirit my husband out of Algeria and bring
him to America, and asked me if I could obtain a visa for him
on humanitarian grounds.

The next morning I left by train for Washington. An old
friend from Warsaw, Colonel John Winslow, the military at-
taché in Warsaw in 1938-39, met me at the station and invited
me to stay with them. He accompanied me to the Department
of State, where we were received by the Deputy Secretary of
State. My request was favourably considered, and I received
the coveted visa. I was so happy and everything seemed so
hopeful, yet in the end the entire plan failed. The French liaison
officer who was carrying all the necessary documents to Algeria
was crossing the ocean by ship. Near the coast of Africa, the
ship was sunk by a German U-boat, and the papers never reach-
ed my husband.

I tried to communicate with him through various other chan-
nels. I wrote directly, I wrote through friends in the United
States and through the Red Cross. I also wrote to my parents
in Poland and to my brother in the prisoner-of-war camp in
Germany. My heroic brother, a general in the army, was bad-
ly wounded in the defence of Warsaw. When the Germans
entered the city, he was hiding in a hospital where Polish nurses
concealed his identity. But once out in the street, he was
recognized immediately by the Germans, arrested and deported
to a prisoner-of-war camp.

Some of my letters reached my husband. The news that I
and the children were safe in Canada was forwarded to him
through the kindness of the former American Ambassador to
Poland, Mr. Anthony Drexle Biddle. After the war, I receiv-
ed many of my own letters from the United States Post Of-
fice, which they had held throughout the war. One of our
friends, Mr. Weinstein, a former official of the Polish Depart-
ment of State, recovered through his colleague in Bucharest
another bundle of my war letters to my husband, which were

-not delivered while he was in the internment camp.
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FRIENDSHIP WITH KAY McLENNAN

In the spring of 1941 I was invited to spend the summer vaca-
tion with Miss Katharine McLennan at her estate in Petersfield,
near the harbour of Sydney, Nova Scotia, and to bring my
daughter, Eva, with me.

My first reaction was to politely refuse. I was simply scared
and afraid of being separated from my sons, after the
nightmarish experience in the French Pyrenees a year before.
I also did not feel strong enough to face any kind of duties
for a period of three months, which I expected I would be asked
to perform in return for our visit. On the other hand, the
thought that Eva would have a good, healthy summer vaca-
tion was tempting. While I was hesitating and weighing my
decision, I was assured that we were invited as guests and would
be most welcome, as later proved to be true. Katharine, who
loved music, had heard from the Committee on Refugees that
I was an amateur pianist and she insisted on my coming.

I finally consented to accept the invitation, and it was one
of the best decisions I ever made. We not only saw a beautiful
part of Canada, but we also met many lovely people, and found
a true friend in Katharine, our hostess.

The journey was by train - north, and then east, one and
a half days and one night of travel all around the peninsula
to Sydney, where Katharine met us with the car. She was single,
the daughter of a wealthy businessman who had been appointed
Senator, was publisher of the Sydney Daily Record, and had

.recently died. Petersfield was their summer residence near the
sea which she had inherited. It was an old, stately residence
in a large park with a rose garden and a pergola of hanging
roses. The family was of Scottish origin, and had emigrated
to Canada in the 1870s and made a fortune. Her only brother
was killed in Verdun, France, in the Great War of 1914. She
had two married sisters: Margaret Kendall, married to the
Governor of Nova Scotia, and Isabel (Mrs. John) Farley from
Boston, whose husband was a well-known lawyer and Supreme
Court justice. I became friends with both of them.

All through the summer many visitors came - both family
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and friends: Professor D. McLennan from McGill University
in Montreal, who later helped me place the boys at McGill,
and Mr. Hugh McLennan, a writer who became famous after
he published his excellent novel, Two Solitudes, on the French
and English-speaking societies in Quebec, and the growing
separation between the two groups. Other visitors were Mr.
and Mrs. Farley, Katharine’s sister and brother-in-law, and
a journalist, Mr. Percy, an Englishman from the Intelligence
Service in Ottawa. Mrs. Isabel Farley was extremely kind to
me and invited me to visit her at their residence in Needham,
Mass.(near Boston). I was unable to go, but in 1953, when
my son Bob wanted a security clearance, not being a U.S.
citizen, she and her husband, together with Colonel Winslow
from the United States Army in Washington, our friend from
Warsaw, * agreed to sponsor him. Mrs. Farley invited the F.B.I.
officials to lunch at her home when they called, and gave Bob
the best of references.

The most memorable group of visitors at Petersfield was
the party of Princess Alice, granddaughter of Queen Victoria
and great aunt of Queen Elizabeth. She was the wife of the
Earl of Athlone, who was Governor-General of Canada from
1940 to 1946 - a representative of King George VI. Princess
Alice arrived accompanied by two ladies-in-waiting, both very
nice, and the exceedingly pleasant and intelligent Major
Redfern, aide-de-camp to the governor. They were on their
way to board a warship for England in Sydney, N.S., and
stayed at Petersfield for three days. Protocol was observed on
their arrival and departure, but otherwise the visit was quite
informal.

I was introduced to the princess and had the opportunity
to speak with her, and found her very kind and natural. Of
course I tried to be inconspicuous, so I saw more of the three
people who accompanied her. They were all particularly sweet
to Eva and evidently took a liking to her. The princess herself
congratulated me on my elegantly bred and charming daughter.
I must confess that gave me great pleasure. Upon their depar-

*Col. Winslow was stationed in Warsaw as military attaché
in 1939,
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ture early in the morning they left me a very kind and courteous
farewell letter.

During this vacation, we were also shown the neighourhood
and surrounding countryside, which was rich in coal. Katharine
drove us to Baddeck, the residence of the late Alexander
Graham Bell, inventor of the telephone - a beautiful and scenic
place. His old house was furnished with precious antiques and
memorabilia in a museum style. The inventor’s descendants
welcomed us with great cordiality and showed us around, poin-
ting out items of historic interest. While there, I met a young
woman from New York who invited me to visit her, which
I later did. It was to be my first visit to the U.S.A. and to New
York, and left me enchanted.

The outcome of my life in Canada was to a certain extent
determined by my friendship with Katharine McLennan. Kay
was very active in the artistic, intellectual and social life in her
milieu and in Canada in general. She was the patron of the
Regional Library in Sydney, N.S., a member of the Literary
Association and curator of the historical museum in Louisburg.

At that time, the site of the fortress of Louisburg was not
yet renovated. Katharine was deeply interested in its history
and fate and contributed financially to many improvements
in the museum. With her own hands she made an excellent
maquette of the historic fortress as it looked in the 18th cen-
tury, which was exhibited in the old museum. We drove
regularly to Louisburg where she guided tours of special visitors
from outside the province, explaining in detail the background
and history of the site.

Louisburg and its story introduced me to Canadian history
which, I must admit, I did not know well enough. I learned
some of it in Warsaw before the war, having met the wife of
the Secretary to the President of the French Republic, Col-
onel Zaniewski, who was a French Canadian from Montreal.

I avidly read many books in English and French on Cana-
dian history from Katharine’s superb library. Through them
[ acquired an objective view and a wide spectrum of knowledge
about Canada’s three centuries of history. Katharine had been
a Red Cross nurse in World War I in France, and spoke French
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well. She introduced me to her friends in Nova Scotian socie-
ty and, at my request, to the small Polish ethnic community
of coal miners who worked and lived nearby. At her home
lived a family of friends from London, England, the McCalls.
I loved and became a close friend of Kathleen McCall, and
my little daughter made friends with their children.

In 1956, after the tragic Hungarian uprising against Com-
munism, many Hungarians came to Canada, the Mecca of
freedom. One of the McCall girls, Marybel, married a nice
Hungarian boy. Eva and I were invited to her formal wed-
ding, which took place in the beautiful 17th century Wedding
Chapel at the rear of the old Notre Dame Cathedral in Mon-
treal. This chapel was destroyed by arson in the sixties. It was
rebuilt in 1980, but in the modern style. It is now a product
of our time which cannot compare with the style and splen-
dour of the ancient chapel.

In Petersfield I was asked to give talks on my experiences
to local associations. Katharine organized a garden party and
invited a great many people to Petersfield for my first talk.
I made many friends at that time. It was very stimulating. The
revised text of my talk was later published by the Sydney
Record.

As you can see, I greatly enjoyed my stay in Petersfield, but
above all I cherished the friendship of Katharine and Greta
Murray, offered to me so graciously and genuinely. Greta, who
spent her vacation with Katharine, was twenty years my senior,
a warm-hearted, well-educated person, daughter of a professor
of philosophy who emigrated from Scotland to Canada to teach
at McGill University, circa 1880. We became great friends. She
never married and I think that her affection for me and Eva
filled the void in her life. She surrounded us with deep love
and showered us with tokens of her devotion. I returned her
feelings wholeheartedly, and I hope we brought her warmth
and companionship. Over the years our mutual affection grew
into a deep, loving friendship. Greta was my ancher and my
refuge whenever vicissitudes or injustice assailed me. I was in
California when Greta died in 1961. It always hurts me that
I could not have shown her more love and gratitude in the last
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days of her life.

I greatly valued my friendship with Mr. John Todd from
Boisbriand in Senneville and his charming wife Marguerite,
a fine musician. They invited me to Senneville several times,
and brought me the news from war-time England. Their
daughter Brigid was a F.A.N.Y.* with the Women’s Volun-
tary Services in England, and was attached to the Polish Forces
as translator and driver. She later married a Polish Air Force
captain, and their daughter, Janina Fialkowska, is a renown-
ed young Canadian pianist of international reputation. Just
recently Janina gave an enchanting recital at Pollack Hall at
McGill University, which was broadcast over C.B.C. Radio.
I have known her since she was a child, and have loved her
fine playing.

Katharine McLennan also became my friend, but she lived
far away. She was very interested in my cultural activities and
especially in the Polish Library, which I began organizing at
McGill University. She even gave us financial support. When
the Quebec government discontinued its very small grant to
the Library, she helped us for two years until we could find
other support.

Katharine introduced me to her aunt in Montreal, Miss
Isabella McLennan, a lovely person. I was often invited to her
splendid mansion, which she later donated to McGill. She was
the founder of McLennan Library at McGill University.

Through Katharine McLennan and Greta Murray I was in-
troduced to Canadian society and somehow was accepted by
it. Many of my new acquaintances invited me to their homes.

I especially remember Mrs. Reford, the society dowager, and
I spent a wonderful evening at her home with some of her
friends. The elderly lady was extremely kind to me. She showed
me through her splendid house, which was rather like a
museum, with wrought iron railings, inlaid floors, stained glass
windows and paintings by well-known artists. Like Isabella
McLennan, she donated her house to McGill University in her
will.

* F.A.N.Y. = First Aid Nursing Yeoman.
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Through all these connections I met many important per-
sons and heard them talking about McGill. The University was
always mentioned in a special way, like a “magic word”. And
truly it was! Thinking of future studies for my sons, and of
creating a Polish academic centre, I decided to give special at-
tention to McGill and to explore the situation.

Since my arrival I had been involved in many activities within
my own Polish group. We soon felt the need of an organiza-
tion where more experienced or more efficient people would
help the less enterprising. Health care was the principal need,
but also housing, clothing, and so on. Being the first group
of women to reach these shores as war refugees, we establish-
ed in 1940 the Polish Women’s War Refugee Association. The
purpose was mutual help. With the generosity of the Cana-
dian community we soon had two Refugee Hostels organiz-
ed, which housed those who could not afford their own
apartments.

One was at 9 Braeside Place in Westmount, the other on
Drummond Street donated by the Drummond family, with
whom we became very friendly.

As a women’s organization of strong community-minded
personalities, the Polish Women’s War Refugee Association
joined the Canadian National Council of Women and took
part in their activities. We organized a get-together and a tea
party at our premises, which proved very successful and helped
to establish closer contacts between us.

After the war, with the arrival of demobilized men who
wanted to join an organization, our association dropped the
word “women” and changed its name to the Polish Associa-
tion. It is still active today, as are the Aid to Polish Children
Committee and the Federation of Polish Women based in
Toronto, affiliated with the Canadian Council of Women.

The main Polish association, the Canadian Polish Congress,
which represents all the associations in the country, was
established in October 1944, and is doing remarkably beneficial
work for the community and for new immigrants.
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LIFE IN MONTREAL

When we returned to Montreal the busy life went on, filled
with work and caring for the children, who did splendidly at
school. Since Eva had spoken French from early childhood,
I placed her in the French class at the Sacred Heart Convent.
The nuns praised her for her application to studies and gentle
manners. The children were the joy of my life, but I had many
problems with the management of the big "refugee home”
which I voluntarily undertook, after fighting so hard for its
appropriation. It was a Godsent gift, as it gave shelter to eigh-
teen women and children from 1942, as well as to some men.
These were Polish underground fighters who had fled France
after Hitler’s takeover, and arrived in overpopulated Montreal.

The house was a three-storey mansion with a finished base-
ment where we organized bunkbeds for the Polish “maquis”
men. What a chore it was to clean up this enormous room and
dispose of its contents! There was no help to be hired as all
the men were at war.

This huge mansion also had its drawbacks. The plumbing
and heating system was antiquated and devoured tons of coal,
which was ever increasing in price. The temperature inside never
rose above 64 degrees. I had to bring in coal in early autumn
to be able to get it to the top of the hill before the winter snows
arrived. I never had the money to pay the large bill, but had
to collect it from the other occupants. This was no easy task,
especially as the residents of our "Polish Home” came from
a variety of socio-economic backgrounds. Mowing the lawn
on more than half an acre of hilly grounds and snow removal
in the winter were also a great problem. The name "Braeside
Place” is derived from the Scottish “brae”, meaning "hill”. The
owner often checked to see if the grounds were well looked
after and maintained!

Although we had organized a committee, the decision on
whom to accept as a resident fell mostly to me, because it was
such a touchy thing. I did not shun responsibility and often
had to bear the blame. For instance, there was a problem
whether or not to accept men since the house was originally
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given to women with children. It had to be discussed with the
proprietor, and this required time and nerves. We decided to
accept men only in exceptional cases. I also wanted to main-
tain a decent standard of living and a friendly atmosphere in
order to avoid quarrels and trouble.

I recall one particularly hard decision when the house was
still only a "women’s” house. The Association of Polish
Engineers pressed us to accept a fairly young man after his
release from a psychiatric hospital, arguing that he was cured.
I pitied him, but was afraid to take the responsibility of ac-
cepting him into a house full of women and children. It was
nerve-wracking for me to refuse, and I am certain some peo-
ple blamed me for this decision. He would certainly have need-
ed supervision, and we could not manage to give it to him.
I was working at McGill, and no one else would have
volunteered

Until the end of the war, the management of the mansion
caused me a lot of problems, harassment, and disillusionment,
but it was my responsibility, since I had secured this place for
the Polish refugees. Under one roof, and with only one kit-
chen, it was not easy to maintain harmony among eighteen
people of different backgrounds. I was called upon to settle
quarrels, and often the residents turned against me. Yet, I had
the consolation that I did something useful for many people.
A great moral support in these vexations was the short stay
in our house of my cousin, Leszek (Leshek) Socha, with his
wife and baby. He helped me as much as he could. It was many
years later that [ spent several winters with these dear cousins
in their present home in Florida.
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THE FOUNDING OF THE POLISH INSTITUTE
OF ARTS AND SCIENCES IN CANADA (1943)

From the moment I came to Canada, I nurtured in my mind
the idea of organizing a cultural centre for Polish intellectuals
where they could meet and work with Canadian scholars and
introduce them to Polish culture.

The Poles have made significant contributions to the world
of learning and art. The names of Copernicus, Marie
Sklodowska-Curie, Casimir Funk, the discoverer of vitamins,
Joseph Conrad, Frederic Chopin, and in recent years, the poet
C. Milosz, winner of the 1980 Nobel Prize for literature, and
the composer K. Penderecki, are known throughout the world.
Also, the experimental theatre of Grotowski and the startling
and wonderful films of Wajda, The Man of Marble and The
Man of Steel, have attracted universal attention and praise.

Teaching courses on Poland at McGill and talking to au-
diences, I realized how little we were known. Up to that time,
Canadians had dealt mostly with the poorest, uneducated Poles
who had emigrated from partitioned Poland, where life under
foreign domination was extremely difficult and economic con-
ditions were pitiful. These immigrants earned a good reputa-
tion before the war as honest, hardworking people, but could
not fully represent the country’s image.

Several books on Poland have recently been published: by
a noted historian, Professor Norman Davies of England, by
S. Steven, and by James Mitchener. This is their opinion: the
characteristics of the Polish nation are the result of Poland
having been for centuries the battlefield of all forces of history.
Poles are a unique people. One who has not shared their ex-
periences cannot understand them. Patriotism permeates every
Pole, and provided the motivation during the 130 years of
foreign occupation that prevented the Poles from being
swallowed up by the partitioning powers.

Poles are immensely devoted to their country, to freedom,
and to human rights. If their country is in danger, the usually
quarrelsome people unite, and stand like a rock against the
aggressor.
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In present-day Poland this spirit has flared up again, and
led to the rise of the “Solidarity” movement, which although
brutally crushed by the imposition of martial law on December
13, 1981 and outlawed by the Communist regime, is still alive
and at work. Polish culture belongs to the great European
cultures. It is little known to outsiders because of the language
barrier.

The creation of the Polish Institute of Arts and Sciences in
Canada constitutes a special chapter in my Canadian life. |
was very deeply and emotionally involved and took a very ac-
tive part in its organization and continuing activities.

The sudden German onslaught on Poland in September
1939, without a declaration of war, occurred when the Polish
academic year at the universities was about to begin. The
teaching staff were suddenly cut off from their duties,
classrooms and laboratories, and dispersed all over the world
by the winds of war. The wave of World War II exiles, later
called by historians “the heroic emigration”, included many
intellectuals and artists.

A group of scholars, members of the prestigious Academy
of Krakow, who found themselves in America, led by Prof.
Oscar Halecki (pron. Haletski) of Fordham University, a
historian of international repute, established a Polish Institute
of Arts and Sciences in New York in October 1942. Prof.
Halecki commuted to Montreal to teach at the University of
Montreal. I contacted him to discuss the idea of creating a
branch of the Institute in Montreal and to secure his
cooperation.

I was helped by our Consul-General, Dr. T.Brzezinski, and
I also had the suppport of several McGill professors whom
I knew through the McLennans and the Murrays of Petersfield.
Little by little, the establishment of the Polish Institute became
a reality.

Our endeavour was sponsored by Dr. Wilder Penfield, the
famous Canadian scientist and director of the Neurological
Institute at McGill, himself a pre-war member of the
distinguished Academy of Learning in Krakow. The Canadian
Branch of the Polish Institute was officially established at
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You are cordially invited to

A SERIES OF LECTURES

ON

HISTORY OF POLISH CULTURE

ILLUSTRATED WITH FILMS, MUSIC, FOLK SONGS RECORDS,
PICTURES AND POETRY RECITALS

BY

WANDA STACHIEWICZ
IN THE McGILL UNIVERSITY EXTENSION COURSES

1. Historical Background.
2. Historical Background.
3. Development of Polish Culture through the ages.

4. Survey of Literature, illustrated with poetry readings, by Miss Rosana Todd,
dramatic actress from London, England.

5. Survey of dramatic Art, Theatre and Music, illustrated with music.
6. Polish traits: The Polish Tradition, Cultural Values, Modern trends.
7. National Customs and costumes. Film on Poland.

8. Fine Art, Decorative Art, Handicraft.

9. Great Men and Women of Poland.

10. Place of Poland in the Culture of Europe. Film on Poland in Technicolor.

To be given in the Arts Building, McGill University, on Thursday’s at 8 o'clock p.m., starting
October 24th. Guests are welcomed to the first introductory lecture, on October 24th, followed by film.
Regular registration at McGill University.
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McGill in the spring of 1943. Dr. Penfield was joined by the
Royal Society of Canada in welcoming the Polish group, and
several members of the Society also became members of the
Polish Institute. 7

The inaugural ceremony of the Polish Institute of Arts and
Sciences in Canada was held at Moyse Hall, McGill Universi-
ty, in October 1943, Dr. F. Cyril James, Principal of McGill
University, and Mgr. Olivier Maurault, Rector of the Univer-
sity of Montreal, accepted the honorary co-presidency of the
new trilingual institution. Dr. J. Pawlikowski became the first
Director.

Dr. W. Penfield and Dr. Cyril James secured the unanimous
approval of the University Board of Governors to locate the
Institute at McGill and to grant it university privileges. Rooms
were assigned in the Arts Building across from the Principal’s
office.

Thus began the long, happy and cooperative relationship
between the Polish Institute and McGill University, which con-
tinues to this day. To Dr. F. Cyril James goes the credit of
having correctly perceived the unique and dynamic character
of the Polish Institute, and the role the Institute could play
in enriching the study of world cultures. There was no similar
Institute at McGill at the time.

Dean Noel Fieldhouse expressed interest in including a course
on Poland in the program of the Department of Continuing
Education. It was presented by myself, and was illustrated with
slides and films on Poland, and included poetry readings. The
lectures proved to be very popular. The Montreal High School
and Loyola College asked that their grade 12-13 students be
allowed to attend.

With the help and encouragement of the University
authorities and especially of Dr. F. C. James, who often took
an active part in the events organized by the Polish Institute,
the Institute became a special centre at McGill. It was a uni-
que organization. Operated entirely on a voluntary basis by
its professional members, who themselves had to struggle for
their own existence, it relied solely on their good will and
support.
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There were never adequate funds, and the few small grants,
not exceeding a few thousand dollars a year, which were oc-
casionally obtained from government or city sources were never
sufficient for its needs. The Polish community contributed as
much as it could. Yet, in time, the Institute developed into
a centre of true information on Poland and Polish culture,
a centre where Polish scholars and intellectuals 