
		
			[image: Cover Image]
		

	
		

		
			 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		

		
			Preface

			As I look back at my life so far, I am filled with gratitude for all the events that led me to this point. I recall the people I met or gathered around me, walked alongside, and later lost. I remember the schools I attended, the plans either made and fulfilled or corrected and abandoned. I take stock of everything and ask myself: What was the driving force behind all of this? As we go through life, our self-understanding grows. We look for truth, for freedom, for love. Life is about becoming what our Creator intended for us to become. It is looking inside, at what we may call our inner conscience, our heart of hearts, and our soul. It is striving to apply the transcendent words of Our Lord in the Gospel of Matthew 11:29: “Take My yoke upon you and learn from Me.”

			This book is about sharing the message of faith, seeking truth and true health, and finding happiness and freedom. It is about overcoming our own weaknesses, doubts, and mistakes; external obstacles; and setbacks. We must go forward with gratitude, engaging our will and looking inside our heart and soul, because that is where we can find the voice of God, His forgiveness, and peace.

			May 13, 2024

			Feast of Our Lady of Fatima

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The Early Years

			1.

			I entered the world on December 8, 1959, in Kraków, Poland.­­­­­

			My parents, Zbylut and Halina nee Nowosielska, were living with Mother’s parents, Karol, and Eugenia, and working in the medical field after completing their studies in 1958. Mother’s two younger sisters, Joanna and Barbara (Basia), lived there, too. Father’s parents, Józef and Marianna, lived in Chorzów, sixty miles (ninety kilometers) due west, in the region of Upper Silesia, close to the prewar Polish-German border. Baptism took place on February 21, 1960, in St. Nicholas Church, also on Kopernika Street. Kraków is a historical city of churches and monuments; it can stimulate one’s imagination along with an appreciation for history, inviting us to look at life as a continuous unfolding over which we do not possess full control but, in fact, have only a small part in the big drama.

			The first four years in Kraków went by for me quickly. I have only traces of memories of early walks in the city to the Market Square (Rynek), to the city park encircling the Old Town (Planty), and to St. Nicholas Church or the Jesuit Church on Kopernika Street. The first trip to Wawel Cathedral happened around that time.

			On later trips, around the age of eight or ten years, the solemn grandeur and religious atmosphere of the place started to have an impact on me. It became clear to me that Poland’s history was rooted in Christianity. Grandfather Karol was always the guide. We usually approached Wawel Hill from the east, from Stradomska Street, and took a steep walkway to the Castle Courtyard. We would pass a large equestrian monument of General Tadeusz Kościuszko, a hero of the Polish Uprising of 1794, and earlier, of the American Revolutionary War that took place in 1775–1783. 

			The large bone of a prehistoric animal greeted us at the entrance to the main chapel. Almost immediately after entering, we faced the tombs of King Władysław Jagiełło on the left and the symbolic empty tomb (cenotap) of his son Władysław Warneńczyk on the right. A golden coffin with the relics of St. Stanisław of Szczepanów stood in the middle nave, leading to the main altar area.

			My younger brother, Przemysław, was born in July 1963. The family moved to Bytom in November that year. I remember the moment I welcomed Przemek when Mother and a nurse walked out of the maternity ward with the nurse carrying him in her arms. He was sleeping calmly and had shapely features. I was happy but also twinges of anxiety and jealousy surfaced that I would no longer be the only apple of my mother’s eye.

			Bytom was ten miles northwest of Chorzów. In Bytom, Father became head of the department of nephrology at Szpital Górniczy, which served miners. He treated chronic kidney problems, using a dialysis machine, and developed new methods, catheters, formulas, and clinical approaches during his long, academically oriented career. Mother started working in the psychiatry department at the same hospital.

			In Bytom, the family received the keys to the apartment in the building owned by and located close to Szpital Górniczy. Our apartment was initially on the fourth floor. Unfortunately, the water pressure was low, and sometimes running water was available only at night. There was no elevator, and mother had to carry her younger son, and frequently other items, up the stairs. Mom struggled physically at times, and although I tried to help, it likely had limited effect since I was still small.

			In November 1963, the tragic news of the assassination of President Kennedy quickly reached the entire world. A new East German-made, black-and-white “Stadion” TV that stood in our apartment delivered the evening news that day. My mother responded with sadness and horror.

			A year later, the same TV allowed us to receive a broadcast of the Games of the XVIII Olympiad from Tokyo. I was captivated by two track and field events with the US sprinters Henry Carr and Michael Larrabee winning men’s 200 m and 400 m, respectively. In the latter race, Poland’s Andrzej Badeński won the bronze. Watching the competition gave me an appreciation for the sport of track and field. I gathered knowledge of the events, results, and names of the leading athletes, including winners of the Olympic and European Championship medals. (Athletics World Championships started in 1983. The first edition was staged in Helsinki, Finland, and in 1991 became a biennial event.) My interest in the sport provided many hours of private enjoyment and prompted lively discussions among family members and friends.

			Preschool and kindergarten started at that time, and it was fun after I got over my initial apprehension. I made a scene once on the street, dug in my heels, and very reluctantly entered the building after being forcibly persuaded by my mother and another adult.

			Although I don’t recall the names of my kindergarten friends, I remember a field trip to the theater to watch the play Zimowe Przejazdki (“Winter Rides”). I also remember learning to pronounce and understand new words. The kindergarten levels were called maluszki (“little babies”), maluchy (“bigger babies”), średniaki (“juniors”), and starszaki (“seniors”); at the senior level we read letters and words from the first ABC book. I joined the program at the maluchy level in the fall of 1963 and graduated in June 1966.

			Despite living in Bytom, we returned to Kraków for every major holiday, including Easter, All Saints Day (November 1), and Christmas. It was always a precious time with Grandfather Karol, who asked us to call him by his nickname, Lolek; my grandmother Eugenia or Gena; and my maternal aunts, Joanna and Basia.

			We kept close contact with the family in Edinburgh, Scotland. Grandfather’s youngest brother, Włodzimierz (Włodek), an engineer by training and an accomplished chess player, found himself in Britain with the Polish Army during World War II. He decided to stay there and married a Scottish woman named Grace. They had four children: Alexandra (Oleńka), Barbara, Anna, and Charles (Charlie). They visited Kraków several times, traveling in Uncle Włodek’s Vauxhall Victor, a car that was a class above the average Polish, East German, or Czechoslovakian car such as Syrena, Warszawa, Trabant, Wartburg, Skoda Octavia, or Skoda 1000 MB.

			Unfortunately, Uncle Włodek passed away in Edinburgh in 1965, shortly after his vacation in Poland. He had heart trouble, which started at the end of the vacation and bothered him on the return journey. 

			Grandmother Gena had five brothers and hosted pleasant gatherings at Christmas. In Poland, December 26 (the official Second Day of Christmas and a state holiday even in the communist system) was always devoted to family visits. Grandmother’s youngest brother Mieczysław (Mietek) turned one hundred in November 2022, an achievement that was celebrated with warm appreciation in the family. Grandfather Lolek had two brothers in Poland and two brothers who emigrated.

			Elementary school always started on September 1, unless it fell on a Sunday. The school year always ended on or around June 20.

			The year I turned seven—1966—was a special year in Poland’s history. We celebrated a thousand years of the Polish state. (In 966 AD, Prince Mieszko I had been baptized on Holy Saturday, April 14.)

			As first graders, we were too young to grasp the political nuances of history. Only in later years were we able to understand what had transpired. There was a political competition between the Communist state (Poland was officially atheistic and under the tutelage of USSR since 1947) and the Catholic Church, which remained popular and powerful. Communists, led by the first secretary of the Polish United Workers’ Party (Communist party), Władysław Gomułka, emphasized the secular aspect of the establishment of Poland. However, the Church in the 1960s, led by Cardinal Stefan Wyszyński, was truly “of the people” and had more grounding in the nation than the Communist party in terms of the numbers and the depth and authenticity of convictions. Later, as everywhere in the world, the Church was infiltrated by hostile elements, and clear distinctions between good and evil became blurred.

			There was a strict separation of church and state at that time. Religious themes were not discussed in school, but every parish church provided religious education. Under my first Catechist, Fr. Zbigniew Stępkowski, I studied the Old and the New Testaments, the Ten Commandments, and the Catechism. I liked attending religion classes, which took place in the evening. I felt very much at home with the curriculum, but as was the case with sports, I did not feel called to become a lay theologian or Church historian. Medical tradition was strong in my family.

			After class one day in about 1970, a boy in a group of five or six snuck up on me. I do not know his motives; likely he did not fancy my diligence in class very much. I ran away from the unfriendly group, but they pursued me and gave me two or three blows to the face before I made it to the apartment less than half a mile away.

			I usually tried to stay away from trouble in school, but there were fisticuffs on four or five occasions. I knew immediately that boxing or MMA was not going to be my thing and that I should learn to control my emotions much better in the future.

			In 1967 I attended second grade in Kraków for three or four months while Mother had her specialization course in psychiatry at the Jagiellonian Medical College.

			I also started additional tutoring in English that year from a high school teacher in Bytom. It provided a good background for subsequently learning the language upon coming to America in 1983. My brother did the same four years later.

			I once memorized a quote (in English, of course) from Baron Pierre de Coubertin, the second president of the International Olympic Committee: “The most important thing in the Olympic Games is not to win but to take part, just as the most important thing in life is not the triumph but the struggle. The essential thing is not to have conquered but to have fought well.” The teacher, Ms. Irena, and my fellow student, Jacek, nodded in appreciation.

			In the meantime, we also moved that year from the fourth-floor apartment to the second-floor apartment, which was more convenient to access, especially for my mother with shopping bags and a baby carriage for my younger brother. The issues with low water pressure also improved.

			The following year, 1968, was another momentous year for Poland. We were still too young in the second and third grade to grasp the details of the politics but sensed that something was “wrong” in the country. In March there were strikes mostly at the academic centers against the policies of the Polish United Workers’ Party. There was a reaction from the security forces, Urzad Bezpieczenstwa (UB), to suppress the strikes and subsequently the entire dissident movement. Simultaneously, there began an “anti-Zionist” campaign, which was a result of the power struggle within the party and resulted in forced emigration of at least 13,000 Poles of Jewish origin whom the government fired from their positions and subjected to other forms of harassment. 

			I received the First Holy Communion at the Holy Cross Church in Bytom in May, and I was provided short pants to wear for the occasion, which disappointed me. Maybe it was a matter of cost and the financial situation was temporarily difficult at that time; maybe there were other reasons. I offered this pain to God whom I was receiving.

			That year was also very turbulent in the United States. In January there was an escalation of the Vietnam War in the form of Tet Offensive, which ended with the South Vietnamese/US victory but at the cost of civilian casualties. The US public opinion had turned against the war. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and Sen. Robert F. Kennedy were assassinated, and incumbent president, Lyndon Baines Johnson, did not seek reelection. There were riots at the Democratic Party convention in Chicago. Richard M. Nixon was elected the thirty-seventh US president, defeating the incumbent vice-president, Hubert Humphrey.

			The games of the XIX Olympiad took place in Mexico City in October against this political backdrop and were additionally preceded by the demonstrations calling for greater civil and democratic rights.

			There were political demonstrations during the Olympics by the athletes, most notably by Tommie Smith and John Carlos, gold and bronze medalists in the 200-meter race. Wearing only human rights badges and black socks, the men lowered their heads and raised black-gloved fists in solidarity with the Black Freedom Movement in the United States as the “Star-Spangled Banner” played.

			Of note is that the United States won the overall medal count with forty-five golds, twenty-eight silvers, and thirty-four bronzes. The Soviet Union turned in a subpar, by their standards, performance with twenty-nine golds, thirty-two silvers, and thirty bronzes, which was more than sufficient for second place. Traditionally strong teams of Japan, Hungary, East Germany, and France finished next, with Czechoslovakia in seventh place, which was one of their best showings in history. Poland was in eleventh place with five golds, two silvers, and eleven bronzes. This was the only time Poland finished out of the top ten between 1960 and 1980.

			In July 1969 my family vacationed in Chałupy, in Hel Peninsula, north of Gdańsk, on the Baltic Sea, as we did every July from 1964 to 1980. The only exceptions were in 1971 and 1972 when we went to Lake Balaton in Hungary, and in 1975 and 1976 when Mother received an opportunity for further specialization in psychiatry at Leicester General Hospital in England. Also in 1976, Father flew to America in June to work in Columbia, Missouri, as a nephrology fellow at University Hospital for a year, sharing his experiences from the celebrations of America’s Bicentennial with us in letters and brief phone conversations. I went to the Pojezierze Mazurskie (Warmia-Masuria Lake District) in 1975 and 1976, but in 1977 we all made it back to Chałupy again in full force.

			The first half of July 1969 was marked by the sad event of Grandfather Karol’s brother passing. Uncle Adolf (Dolek) returned from America and reached the city of Poznań via Berlin. His heart could not manage the great emotion of the moment. Mother interrupted her vacation and attended the funeral in Kraków.

			Later in July, the first moon landing occurred, and the Apollo 11 crew of Neil Armstrong, Edwin Aldrin, and Michael Collins became household names in Poland. For some reason Władysław Gomułka allowed the live transmission to take place, which was not the case in other Eastern Bloc countries. He wanted to show that Poland was trying to keep up with the latest developments in the West and was not an ossified, anti-Western society. The party did not allow Paul VI1 to visit Poland for the Millennium of Christianity in 1966, and a hardline nationalistic campaign had taken place in the major academic centers in Poland just a year earlier.

			In 1970 modernity had been advancing fast, even in the Soviet Bloc, with electronic equipment, automobiles, new foods, clothes, and dress fashions multiplying in stores and in people’s homes. In June the Ninth FIFA World Cup (Copa Mundial de Futbol), was played in Mexico, and with the advancements in satellite communications, the finals attracted a new record television audience as games were broadcast live around the world. We had a chance to go to Szczyrk (a ski resort in southern Poland, close to the Czechoslovak border) to watch the last four games of the finals. The signals were “mooched” from the television transmitter in Ostrava, Czechoslovakia, because Gomułka this time did not agree to buy broadcasting rights from TVP, a move for which he was roundly criticized and which contributed to his losing the position as de facto Poland’s political leader six months later. Our guess was that Gomułka wanted to set the brakes on the liberalization process and also wanted to save money to balance the budget for the fiscal year. He was frugal, even miserly, as the population perceived him. Poland was not in the finals anyway.

			For the record, the great Brazil team won the World Cup with the help of their stars, led by Pele. Italy, Germany, and Uruguay also had teams of sublime quality, but Brazil’s winning eleven in 1970 is still considered by the experts as the best team in history.

			At the end of the year, massive protests occurred in Gdańsk and other cities, caused by sudden increases in the prices of basic foods. The protests lasted from December 14 through 19 and were suppressed by the army and militia. At least forty-four people were killed, and more than a thousand wounded. Since there were no free elections at that time, periodic crises, protests, and riots were the only unhappy occasions to change the government leadership. And so it happened that Gomułka (in power since 1956) was replaced by Edward Gierek who, as a former miner and worker himself, promised transparency and wage increases, and to rule “with” the workers, not against them.

			2.

			In February 1971 we went to Szczyrk again, this time during school winter break to ski for a week. Connections had been established previously with the property owners to rent a mountainside room in a solid brick house with good accommodation. The slope side conditions were spartan, there were very few lifts in the area we chose to ski, and every yard of elevation had to be gained by climbing the mountain with or without the skis attached to the boots. The equipment was rented in town, and there was not enough time to become familiar with it.

			

			That fateful morning, nothing came easy. I slipped and slid while climbing the mountain. The skis kept coming off, so I tightened the bindings. After gaining altitude, I decided to ski down the slope and, as if to compensate for the previous struggle, be more daring. I attempted parallel turns (Kristiania, the term coming from Norway, called “a cradle of skiing”) instead of the more conservative “wedge turn” or “plough.” Unfortunately, in deep powder the left ski did not turn when my knee had already made its 90-degree twist. The binding was set too tight, the ski did not come loose, and I felt sharp pain and heard a sharp rasping sound in my knee. Naturally, I fell, grinding my teeth, shedding tears of pain and frustration. My vacation was over, and I would have a long recovery ahead.

			We got back to Bytom in two to three days and an orthopedic doctor examined me. This was a renowned specialist, Dr. Janusz Daab, from a family of German roots, well known in the region of Silesia. There was no computer tomography (CT) or magnetic resonance imaging (MRI) yet, but I had X-rays, followed by a needle drainage of the knee, which accumulated blood. Fortunately, the ligaments were only sprained, not torn. I rehabbed the knee and returned to normal life, although I felt that the knee could not bear full weight at times, especially during the toe-off phase of a gait or run; it certainly affected endurance running, soccer, and track. Many years later, in December 2016, Dr. Christopher Robertson in Fargo, North Dakota performed a meniscectomy and chondroplasty, which dramatically improved the situation. I was able to engage in a sustained recreational running program, having completed 5K, 10K, and half-marathon runs, as well as one full marathon in Fargo in 2018. I am grateful for the great surgeons I met who guided my knee to recovery. I thought of the athletes engaged in high-level competition and sustained worse injuries, struggling to return to full training. There was a soccer star player, Włodzimierz Lubański, who injured his knee in June 1973 in a 2:0 victory over England a few minutes after scoring the second goal for Poland. He returned to playing in 1976, unable to achieve his previous prowess but still able to make important contributions to the national team until retiring in 1980. Orthopedic surgery, along with other medical specialties, has made tremendous progress since that time.

			During this entire time, school was especially important. It was my primary preoccupation, and I tried to get good grades. Polish language, history, geography, and biology came easier than math and physics, but I was trying to become well-rounded.

			I received the Sacrament of Confirmation in May 1971. My Confirmation sponsor was Jerzy, a son of Grandmother Gena’s brother, Uncle Wojciech. The bishop who administered the Sacrament to me and other fifth graders at the Church of the Holy Cross was Monsignor Franciszek Jop, who was the Apostolic Administrator in Opole, sixty miles (one hundred kilometers) northwest of Bytom. The Diocese of Opole was not formally erected until June 1972 (from a part of the Diocese of Wrocław, formerly Breslau), after a period of transition between the German administration and Polish administration when the borders moved westwards after World War II ended in 1945. Bytom still belonged to the Diocese of Katowice in 1971, where Monsignor Herbert Bednorz had been a bishop since 1967. Due to many Confirmations, the bishops’ schedule was busy, and the prelates had to help each other. In 1992 Bytom emerged in the newly formed Diocese of Gliwice.

			In July, Barbara (Basia), Mother’s youngest sister, married Aleksander (Olek) Mitka, at the Church of St. Nicholas. He worked as an art restorer; it was their family tradition. The wedding reception was quite sumptuous. It took place at a large family home in Januszowice, six miles (ten kilometers) north of Kraków. I remember a brief ride in a BMW 1602 two-door coupe with Basia’s friend; my brother and I were passengers in the back. We talked to many people, ran around the property, listened to music, and even played soccer ball, which completed the trajectory after my kick and hit an elderly gentleman on the side of the face. He was dazed for a moment, and I pretended I did not know what had happened. A few months later, someone tossed a brick into the yard in front of our apartment building in Bytom and hit me in the left temple. I heard a loud buzz in my head for a long time afterwards; I “saw stars” and staggered, although I did not lose consciousness. I now have a 40 percent hearing loss in my left ear, which may be related to that event.

			As mentioned before, we went to Czechoslovakia and Hungary in July 1971 and 1972. It was a pleasant experience. Both countries appeared a bit tidier and economically better developed than Poland. Budapest and Prague were magnificent, historic cities. Matthias Church, the Fisherman’s Bastion in Buda, and the Island of Margaret on the Danube River, which had thermal spas with artificial waves, were memorable. There were cafes with ice cream and widely available Coca-Cola, which the company introduced in Poland barely a year later. Prague had its Old City, St. Vitus Cathedral, and Charles Bridge. At that time, these monuments may have had a more “authentic” feel about them as a bastion of opposition to Communism rather than as merely a tourist attraction in an increasingly secular society after the fall of Communism. We wondered about the attitudes of Czechs and Slovaks toward the tourists from beyond their northern border, knowing the Warsaw Pact troops had invaded their country just three years earlier, but everything was incredibly positive.

			After I finished sixth grade in 1972, there was a school reorganization, and we moved from the Jan Smoleń School Number 50 on Strzelców Bytomskich (Bytom’s Riflemen) Street to School Number 12 on the street named after the thirty-second US president, Franklin Delano Roosevelt. Students completed the seventh and eighth grades there; ninth grade and high school were held in the building that had previously housed School Number 50, now renamed Smoleń Liceum.

			The years 1972 and 1973 were interesting, optimistic, and marked by economic growth in Poland. We had more money in our wallets and could buy more clothes, including such Western brands as Levi’s and Wrangler jeans. Edward Gierek, trying to be true to his promise of good administration, obtained $40 billion worth of loans and credits from the West and started building industrial projects and roads, and developing manufacturing plants. There were technological advancements, including articles of daily use. Poland started mass production of automobiles based on the Italian FIAT technology.

			The XX Olympic Games took place in Munich from August 26 to September 11, another athletic spectacle of the highest quality. Since the Federal Republic of Germany was near Poland, there was no time difference, and we could watch the events in prime time. Polish TV allocated many hours of the programming to broadcast track and field, soccer, gymnastics, and swimming. Mark Spitz of the US was the great performer, winning seven gold medals with seven world records in swimming. Olga Korbut, a Byelorussian gymnast representing Soviet Union, won three golds and a silver. Poland’s Władysław Komar won the men’s shot put by the smallest of margins (1cm) over the favorite George Woods of the US. Poland won the Olympic soccer competition, defeating Hungary 2:1 in the final. The Soviet Union won the most gold medals and overall medals. The United States was in the second place.

			There was a terrorist attack by eight members of the Palestinian militant organization Black September on September 5. The group infiltrated the Olympic Village. It was another chapter in the ongoing saga of the Israeli-Palestinian conflict, which always tends to produce retaliatory measures. Seventeen people died: twelve victims (hostages) and five perpetrators. 

			In the seventh and eighth grades, I focused increasingly on the study of biology and chemistry in preparation for my future: the study of medicine. I also continued my interest in humanities, journalism, history, and current events. As chief editor of our school’s biweekly newspaper, Agora (Greek for the Latin word forum), I did my best to help broaden horizons and be of service to my fellow students.

			In October 1973, the editorial board of Agora, comprised of four people (three coeditors and me), had the privilege to visit a noted author of youth literature, Alfred Szklarski. We were able to interview him in Katowice, the capital of the Silesia region, and publish the material in our school newspaper. Our Polish literature teacher, Ms. Krystyna Kojder, was the inspiration for and a facilitator of the entire Agora enterprise and of this special interview. Mr. Szklarski’s most famous work is a nine-book series of adventure novels about Tomek Wilmowski and a group of friends, including his father. The group left Poland in the beginning of the twentieth century when Poland fell under Russian occupation. They went on to visit all the continents starting from “the land of the kangaroos,” then on to “the Black Continent” and then North America, where Tomek’s friend Sally Allen is kidnapped. Later books take Tomek and friends to Central Asia, “tracing Yeti,” then South America, Papua New Guinea, and again to South America at the source of the Amazon River and Gran Chaco. This series sparked our imaginations and awakened our senses to the world, even though foreign travel was not yet possible for most Poles at that time.

			Seven days after our interview, on October 17, 1973, Poland finally gained entry to the next edition of the FIFA World Cup, which was planned for June and July 1974 in West Germany. It was Poland’s second time ever, after its exciting debut in 1938 in which it had lost to Brazil 5:6. Leonidas was the star for Brazil, and Poland’s Ernst Willimowski remains the only player in World Cup history to have scored four goals in a losing game. The game at Wembley Stadium was a shrewd, tactical affair ending in a 1:1 draw. Following the 2:0 victory four months earlier in Chorzów (and still only victory against England so far), during which Lubański was injured, his colleagues acquitted themselves well in London. Twenty-three-year-old Grzegorz Lato, who was a driving force behind the offensive actions of the team, goalkeeper Jan Tomaszewski, defender Jerzy Gorgoń, midfielder Kazimierz Deyna with his excellent vision, and left-winger Robert Gadocha were at the top of their form and were among the leading players in Europe at that time. 

			Another author who made an immense impression on me and my brother, and many people in our school circle, was Edmund Niziurski. In his long life and career after World War II he wrote dynamic, witty, and humorous stories mostly revolving around the everyday school life of his teenage characters. I really immersed myself in the elaborate plots of such books as Księga Urwisów (“The Book of the Brats”), Niewiarygodne Przygody Marka Piegusa (“Unbelievable Adventures of Marek Piegus [Freckle]”), Awantura w Niekłaju (“A Row in Niekłaj”), and Siódme Wtajemniczenie (“The Seventh Initiation”). These books are set in the postwar period of the 1950s and 1960s and describe the drab realities of socialism and political facts of collectivization and nationalization of the economy, opposed by “the enemies of the people.” But they included colorful action and language, humor, scenes of competition, conflicts and skirmishes among students, interactions between professors and students, kidnappings, and rescues, with a message of triumph, good over evil, and faith in the rationality of people’s actions. These books enhanced the imagination and the vocabulary of young readers.

			Two TV series in the late 1960s and early 1970s, Stawka Większa niż Życie (“Stakes Larger Than Life”) and Czterej Pancerni i Pies (“Four Tank-Men and a Dog”) were very popular and occupied our attention for an hour once a week. 

			Stawka was about the adventures of a Polish intelligence officer who acts as a double agent in the Abwehr between 1942 and 1945.

			The tankmen and their dog Szarik (Ball) start their journey from the first battle of the Polish forces in the East at Lenino in the Mogylev region of Byelorussia on October 12, 1943, and end it in Berlin on May 9, 1945.

			Both series brought human dimension to the war effort. The conflict revealed itself through the fates of the main characters showing their ingenuity and perseverance and reinforcing our feeling of Poland’s role in World War II. Wartime events set between the steppes and forests of Russia, Byelorussia, and Ukraine, and the plains and cities of Poland and Germany, came to life, shown with suspense, precision and elan. Both series were in black and white, but this did not detract from their artistic impact. Above all, there was a gripping fictional plot with many subplots and impossible survival outcomes, bordering on comedic; it was great entertainment to which we returned with pleasure.

			Also, a film adaptation of Henryk Sienkiewicz’s historical novels Pan Wołodyjowski (“Colonel Wolodyjowski”) in 1969 and Potop (“The Deluge”) in 1974 made a huge artistic impact on me. They were filmed in the reverse order of their sequence in The Trilogy, written by Sienkiewicz from 1884 through 1887, commencing from “With Fire and Sword.” (“With Fire and Sword” was filmed last, in 1999 after the fall of the Eastern Bloc, when previous Polish-Ukrainian conflicts of 1647–1648 could finally be discussed with more openness). “The Deluge” describes the adventures of a nobleman, Kmicic, around the time of the Swedish War in 1655. “Pan Wołodyjowski” is set against the backdrop of the Polish-Ottoman Wars of 1669–1683 with the main protagonist giving the title to the book and film (he also figures prominently in the first part of The Trilogy). There are moving romantic threads in each book. The characters Kloss and Brunner in Stawka; Janek, Gustlik, Olgierd, Tomek, and Grigory in “Tankmen”; and Michał Wołodyjowski, Jan Skrzetuski, Onufry Zagłoba, Longinus Podbipięta, and Andrzej Kmicic in The Trilogy became a part of the historical, popular, national-military lore, and the actors, linked to their characters, familiar faces on Poland’s cultural scene.

			I finished strong in the eighth grade. I studied biology, being interested in DNA, RNA, and the entire cell structure. I was fascinated with the history of ongoing discovery of DNA and RNA by James Watson, Francis Crick, and other scientists such as Rosalind Franklin, Linus Pauling, and Erwin Chargaff. I found the double helix of DNA to be an immensely elegant, well-programmed structure that carries out its functions of development, survival, and replication with supreme precision. (Swiss biologist Friedrich Miescher is credited with first isolating DNA in 1869). Likewise, I tried to become familiar with the species of plant and animal life. Algebra and geometry required more effort, but in a 5 (very good), 4 (good), 3 (sufficient), 2 (failing) grading system, I managed to have straight 5s on my elementary school certificate.

			

			
				
						1 The Sedevacantist position holds that all the claimants to the papal throne since October 28, 1958, were not truly Catholic, hence, they were not true popes. Therefore, their promulgations and actions do not represent authentic Catholic Magisterium but a deception and an anti-Church. The author’s own conviction on this subject has become much clearer and stronger since writing this book, and he would like to return to it in future writings.


				

			

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			High School

			1.

			The summer of 1974 was the most positive and heartwarming period in my life, the one to which I return with the fondest memories. The vacation schedule was busy, with a ten-day trek in the Beskidy Mountains in Southern Poland with a group of friends from school and the scout troop in Bytom. FIFA World Cup in West Germany started. Poland played very well; the team was even better than in 1973 and defeated Argentina 3:2, Haiti 7:0, and Italy 2:1 in the first round. (We were able to watch each game in a different hostel on our trip.) The second group stage I saw in Międzywodzie, on the Baltic seaside in northwestern Poland (pre-war Germany), on a camp of Bytom judo club. The name of the club was Czarni (“The Blacks,” alluding to the coalmining industry in the Upper Silesia region). I was training judo for two years in 1973 and 1974 but realized it would not be my destiny; my left knee was weak at times, not giving full support to perform complicated throws. So, the camp in Międzywodzie was a “swan song.” I told the trainer and manager about my decision to move on only after returning to Bytom. They were unhappy about it because I took the place of a better long-term prospect at the camp, although I gave my best effort in the allotted time. A pleasant memory is that the future two-time Olympic Champion (in 1988 and 1992) Waldemar Legień graced the section, and I can say that I trained with him for a while. He is almost four years younger than me (close to my brother’s age), and we had little direct contact because of the height and weight difference at the time. But a photograph of the roster at the end of the camp features him and me among other colleagues in the same lineup.

			After a day filled with training judo, we found time in the evenings to watch the exciting Soccer World Cup with Poland riding a high wave.

			The second-round games were watched in the common room of our sports center; we were happy with the victories over Sweden 1:0, and Yugoslavia 2:1. A dramatic game on a very flooded pitch in Frankfurt resulted in a 0:1 loss against the hosts and eventual winners, West Germany. The third-place playoff brought another win, 1:0 against Brazil, the outgoing champions, after a solo run by Lato, which produced his seventh goal of the tournament, giving him the honor of a top scorer. Other strong players were Antoni Szymanowski, Władysław Żmuda, Adam Musiał in defense, Henryk Kasperczak, Zygmunt Maszczyk, Lesław Ćmikiewicz in midfield, and Andrzej Szarmach in the center of attack. Zmuda, Szarmach, and Lato would repeat a successful run for the bronze medal eight years later in Spain.

			Kazimierz Górski was a head coach; he was an excellent psychologist and motivator, one of the noted coaches in history.

			West Germany defeated Netherlands 2:1 in the final. We returned to Bytom soon thereafter.

			2.

			On Monday, September, I started ninth grade in high school. I chose a class with a biology-chemistry profile, meaning there were additional hours assigned for the study of these subjects over a general profile class. There was also a class with the mathematics-physics profile.

			I remember all our professors with gratitude. Our mathematics tutoress was Ms. Stankiewicz. Ms. Adamek taught English. Our biology teacher was Dr. Leopold Kobierski, a graduate student of Professor Władysław Szafer, who was a botanist, geologist, and world pioneer in nature conservation, and who served as rector of the Jagiellonian University from 1936 to 1938. Dr. Kobierski himself was an involved educator and ecologist. This area of study was important at that time in the region of Upper Silesia because the foul-smelling, visible gases and vapors from the coal mines and steel mills were truly a factor that negatively impacted the quality of air and life in general.

			In the spring of 1975, there were field excursions to various nature reserve parks, most often to the Segiet forest around Bytom and Tarnowskie Góry. Dr. Kobierski, with his encyclopedic knowledge of various plants and insect species, encouraged us to collect them, memorize the names, and know their taxonomy and properties in a larger ecosystem. We went for a long weekend trip to Białowieża National Park, on the border of the Byelorussian Socialist Republic, a part of USSR. The forest was a treasure trove of rare and protected trees, ferns, and animals, including the European bison (żubr), reintroduced to the park in 1929, and saved from extinction.

			Ninth grade went fast. I received a 5 in Polish, biology, history, and geography, and a 4 in mathematics and physics. Paternal Grandfather Józef died on June 29. He was a prisoner of a Nazi concentration camp during World War II and lived to be seventy-five, but in the last two to three years of life had been in poor health.

			As previously mentioned, in the summer of 1975, I went to the northeastern region of the Warmia-Masuria Province with a group of fellow scouts from Bytom. The region was named East Prussia in the prewar period and belonged to Germany. 

			 We undertook a bicycle trek and called it “Bicyklersi-75.” A group of about twenty-five people took the train from Bytom and reached Tczew. Our bicycle route started officially at the railway station in Tczew; then we rode to Malbork, fifteen miles eastward. There is a world-class tourist attraction in Malbork, a thirteenth-century Castle of the Teutonic Order. The largest castle in the world, with an area of 143,000 square meters (1,540,000 square feet), is an UNESCO World Heritage site. Eleven grand masters of the Teutonic Order from the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries are buried there.



OEBPS/image/A_Journey_Through_Life_and_History_Title_Page_copy.jpg
AJOURNEY
THROUGH LIFE
AND HISTORY

AwAuZ’oéiongMdﬂw’ﬁoh

RADOMYSL TWARDOWSKI





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/A_Journey_Through_Life_and_History_ebook.jpg
THROUGH
AND

AwAquéwgrmWfkm

RADOMYSL TWARDOWSKI





OEBPS/font/Moret-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/Rollerscript-Rough.otf


OEBPS/font/Moret-Book.otf


OEBPS/font/Moret-Semibold.otf


