
POLSKA AGENCJA PRASOWAoPOLlSH PRESS AGENCY
BeU lR AVE SQ UARE LOUDON S A Y  I  T£L S iO A N S  H I A . I S I S

P . O . B o x  6 0 ,  L o n d o n  S CWL.,
S e r w i s  S p e c j a l n y . ;  Dn'ia 2 7 ,11  O194o 0 _________ ____ _______

d iary of A A /

/ F i r s t  i n  a  s e r i e s  o f  a r t  L o le  a b y  S . /L t .  L e o p o l d  Lo r e n t s ,  on  h i s  
e x p e r i e n c e s  w i t h  t h e  1 s t  P o l i s h  A r m o u r e d  D i v i s i o n  t h r o u g h  F r a n c e , B e l ­
g i u m  a n d  H o l l a n d  up  t o  t h e  t i m e  h e  was  w o u n d e d .T h e  w r i t e r , c o m m i s s i o n e d  
a f t e r  a c t i o n  i n  F r a n c e ,  i s  a t  p r e s e n t  on  c o n v a l e s c e n t  l e a v e  i n  S c o t l a n d / ,

/ S w i a t p o l /  I  w a s  h i t  on  t h e  51 S t  o f  O c t o b e r , 194-4 a t  t h e  Mark C a n a l  
i n  H o l l a n d  w h i c h  m a r k s  a  b l o o d y  b a t t l e  f o r  o u r  d i v i s i o n  e q u a l  t o  t h e  
t e r r i b l e  c l o s i n g  o f  t h e  f a m o u s  F a l a i s e  -  g a p ,} a t  C h am b o is .

The P o l i s h  1 s t  A r n d t # 6 d  D i v i s i o n  h a s  a  b r i g a d e  o f  i n f a n ­
t r y ,  t h e  8 t h  R i f l e  B a t t a l i o n  o f  W hich  i s  my u n i t . T h e r e  I  g r o w  up f r o m  
r o o k i e  d a y s ,  when t h e  b a t t a l i o n  w as  c r e a t e d  a n d  t r a i n e d  i n  S c o t l a n d .  A i d  
i t ' s  a b o u t  t h e  8 t h  R i f l e  B a t t a l i o n  we s h a l l  w r i t e ,  a n d  t h e  c r i m s o n , f i e r y  
p a t h  t h e  P o l i s h  s o l d i e r s  f o r g e d  a n d  h a m m e r e d - o u t  f r o m  C a e n , F r a n c e  t o
t h e  Maas i n  H o l l a n d ,

T h a t  3 1 s t  o f  O c t o b e r  w as  a  b a d  d a y  f r o m  t h e  s t a r t . W e  
l e f t  t h e  o u t s k i r t s  o f  B o o k  /  a  h a m l e t  j u s t  n o r t h  o f  B r e d a /  a t  d a w n .T h e  
p a t h  o f  my p l a t o o n  w as  a l o n g  a  n o r t b o u n d  r o a d , w i t h  o r d e r s  t o  make  a
b r i d g e h e a d  a c r o s s  t h e  M ark  C a n a l .

T r u d g i n g  a l o n g  i n  o u r  g r e a t - c o a t s , t h e  m a r c h  a n d  f o r c i n g  
t h e  German f r o m  h i s  s h a l l o w  h o l e s  i n  t h e  e a r t h  v e r y  s o o n  made t h e  c o l d  
w i n d  a  m y t h . C u r  a r t i l l e r y  p o u n d e d  h i s  p o s i t i o n s  up a h e a d  o f  u s , nS w i s h  -  
s w i s h ” w e n t  o u r  s h e l l s  o v e r h e a d  t o  e x p l o d e  f i e r c e l y  on  J e r r y  o u t p o s t s .
B u t  t h e  B o ch e  w as  n o t  s i l e n t . H i s  t a n k s  a n d  t a n k - g u n s  f o u g h t  o u r  t a n k s *
H i s  d e a d l y  a r t i l l e r y  a n d  m o r t a r s , k e p t  up  a n  i n c e s s a n t ,  d e a d l y  b a r r a g e  
a l o n g  ‘t h e  r o a d  we m u s t  t r a v e l .

N o t  a  b i t  o f  s h e l t e r  i n  t h a t  f l a t  c o u n t r y . Y o u  c a n ' t  d i g  
a  d e c e n t  t r e n c h  i n  w a t e r - l o g g e d  H o l l a n d  a n d  o n e  o f  i t s  t h o u s a n d s  o f  c a ­
n a l s  r a n  s l o g g  i s h l y  a l o n g s i d e  o u r  r o a d .W e  o f  t h e  2n d  Company, t o  t h e  
l e f t  o f  t h e  h i g h w a y , m a r c h e d  e v e r  f o r w a r d  i n  t h a t  s m a l l  c a n a l , I t  w as  o u r  
o n l y  c o v e r  a n d  p r o t e c t i o n , W h e n e v e r  a  German s h e l l  w h i n e d  i t s  w a r n i n g , e v e ­
r y  m a n - J a c k  o f  u s  f e e l  f a c o  down i n  t h a t  c o l d  a n d  d i r t y  w a t e r .  I f  t h e  
s c e n e  w e r e  n o t  d e s p e r a t e l y  t r a g i c ,  i t  m i g h t  b e  com edy  a s  y o u  l o o k e d  
a h e a d  a n d  b e h i n d  y o u .

S o l d i e r s , c r o u c h i n g  o r  l y i n g  i n  t h e  w a t e r  t i l l  t h e  s h e l l  
h i t  s o m ew h e re .  O n ly  t h e i r  r i f l e s  a n d  m a c h i n e  g u n s  a b o v e  t h e  w a t e r , r e t a i ­
n i n g  a  s e m b l a n c e  o f  d r y n e s s . A n d  i f  t h e  g r e n a d e  f o u n d  i t s  way i n t o  t h e  
c a n a l  /  t h o '  u s u a l l y  on  t h e  r o a d  a b o v e  o r  t h e  f i e l d s , t o  o u r  l o f t /  y o u  
p a s s e d  t h e  d e a d  o r  d y i n g  a s  y o u  p u s h e d  o n , s o m e t i m e s  t o  s e e  a  c a r b i n e  
s l o w l y  s i n k  i n t o  t h e  w a t e r  b e s i d e  i t s  c o m r a d e .

A h a l t  i s  c a l l e d  a n d  I  c a n  re m e m b e r  my s w e a t i n g , c u r s i n g  
s e l f , t a k i n g  w h a t  l i t t l e  s h e l t e r  one  c o u l d  b e h i n d  a c lum p o f  w i l l o w s ,  
c h e c k i n g  o v e r  t h e  s t a t e  o f  my w o rn  p l a t o o n . T w o  l a d s  o u t  o f  t h e  f i g h t  a l ­
r e a d y .  T h e n ,  f e v e r i s h l y  d i g g i n g  i n t o  t h e  e m b a n k m e n t ,  c a r v i n g  o u t  a  p l a ­
ce  t o  s i t  i n  a f t e r  s e v e r a l  m i n u t e s  ; b u t  f e e t  s t i l l  i n  t h a t  c o l d  c a n a l .  
H o u r s  h a d  go n e  b y . Y o u r  t i r e d  b o d y  w as  o b l i v i o u s  t o  t h e  g n a w in g  i n  y o u r  
s t o m a c h .

Down t h e  l i n e  comes  t h e  w o r d  *■ F o r w a r d . .» ” when t h e  r e a s o n  
f o r  t h e  h a l t  i s  a p p a r e n t . U p  t o  t h i s  p o i n t  o n l y  h i s  s h e l l s  c o u l d  h a r a s s  
u s  b u t  now came a  p o i n t  o p e n  t o  J p - y  mg a n d  r i f l e  f i r e . T h i s  c a l l e d  f o r  
a  q u i c k  s p u r t  a c r o s s  t h e  r e a d ,  one  a t  a'  t i m e ,  a n d  q u i c k  a s  l i g h t n i n g .  
T h o s e  who'  w e r e n ' t  q u i c k  e n o u g h , g o t  i t  f r o m  t h e  s n i p e r s  who c o v e r e d  t h a t  
r o a d .

My p l a t o o n  n e x t  . Q u i c k ,  t e r s e  o r d e r s  t o  t h e  l a d s  : "One a t  a  
t i m e C r o u c h ,  .•« t e n s e  y o u r v .  .>\ , - n o ■ j j  ■reacn a i d  spuxm- c i o n  a l l  
y o u ' v e  g o t . " .  3  v e r y  one  o f  them  made j . t , p o r w o r d  a g a i n , n o w  t o  t h e  r i g h t  
o f  t h e  r o a d . A  s i m i l a r  d i t c h  h e r e  u n t —-o n e  c o u l d  w a l k  on  a  t i n y  s t r i p  o f  
l a n d  a l o n g s i d e  i t .





Onward;, the shells ever whining overhead, Some kind of instinct 
forces you flat on your face with each shell that warns you it will 
crash nearby.So it was when X lost Zymka, my radio-man.
"Oovor!”.Just ahead of us was 
had left.I reached it first.Zy 
his torn body topples upon me.It 
Hurriendly unstrap the 38-sot fr­

ail unrooted tree
aka after me.hut

On a tiny stretch of open land,the whine of a Shell shrieked
' ” ' and the hollow its roots

a second too late for 
second to know he is gone, 
s lad and shout a name, 
the platoon radio voice.

om
crawu Lnic the haven

-ed yarns xo m e
Another hoy 
On again.

k hare hu: 
on the other side. In j ash a fo' 
my thoughts in that noise and. h 
always say ” You never hear the 

An instant before a sharp 
and a severe, concussion knocked

ikes only a 
the lifeles 
wid he comes

_ .U  ’

Mark Canal now.Already the 4th Coy is 
.xhutes we will he crossing.These are 

confusion when it struck. Soldiers 
one that gets you”, It's true,too. 
pain tore into my hack,right arm muscle, 
me roughly to the ground; I saw a burst 

a few feet away. ’'Mortar gre-of black smoke ahead and to the right hut
I cursed,I wanted to get up and go on,thin- 

s made me realise I wasn't crossingnade.. ,1'Tever heard it... 
king I was lucky as hell 
the Mark Canal that day.

By this time my fa 
heart and in the face, was crying loudly ” Sanitariusz... sanitariusz,.. 
Pan porucznik ranny., „ ranny] i ” -- /” The C. 0. is hit.., Medico. ,. Medico i ! ”/ 
Excited, he was exposing himself and I expected him to get a full dose

A few sJ
-thful hoy,hit with the same shell over hi:

ti

, Lie
3 wo re

down., Plat! 
and shouted

any minute.” Shut up „.„Shut 
your damned brains out !!”, 
det officer, to hurry up.They passed the word 
moment he was lying beside mo,

”You know our orders. Ta!
It was an effort not to

Damn you,,„or I'11 shoot 
for my adjutant, a ca- 

down the line and in a
e the platoon across,.Can't make it 
just pass out there and then; hut I

tfI o »

wat­
ched my good lads pass by,bitter that I could not go on with them.Sti­
fle the bitterness by cursing one 
tage of every slightest cover,or 

/aid they were gone - on to 
The situation is hell : no way to 
pounding us, 
my mind like

or two of them for not taking ad'Van- 
something else, 
cross the.Mark.I 
get the wounded

and my boy are alone.
out,shells keep on

no cover.Desperation seizes me.Mad thoughts race through 
a trapped animal's ’’How to got out of here ? How to get out

x x x
DIARY OF A POLISH SOLDIER /g/

/Second in a series of articles by -2nd It.Leopold Lorentz,on his 
experiences with the 1st Polish Armoured Division through Prance,Belgium 
and Holland up to the time he was wounded. The writer, commissioned after- 
action in Prance, is at present on convalescent leave in Scotland/.
/Swiatpol/

It was the 31st of October,1944 and our 8th Rifle Battalion was 
crossing the Mark Canal in Holland.About 4 PM, I and my faithful boy were 
put out of battle by Jerry mortar shrapnel,I has just ordered my platoon 
on in charge of. the adjutant.We wore alone with the dead and dying.

+ + + + + + +
I struggle back a few yards to a slit trench,one of a very few 

good ones Jerry had made above on the narrow strip alongside the road.
Holland was not made for the infantry,Palling into it,I shout at our
artillery observer, ’’Corporal* „. corporal.. .Hit.. „Wounded, „ .Help me off 
with these things,

Unbuckle the wide,leather belt.Luger pistol,knife,two grenades, 
German map-case fall to the dugout floor.With my German knife ’’Dieppe-
1944” inscribed on its handle, the. corporal cut' m e sleeve off my tunic
and
the

shirt
rough

Ao ti. shell 
Ide of

whines.We duck instinctively.My bare arm 
the trench and I wince,cursing,after the

rubs against 
detonation,

to see the dirt on my wound.But he manages to bandage the arm quickly, 
crudely.

Meanwhile„my lad produces another emergency bandage,The corporal 
hurriedly places 
my waist and tie* 
eding,He tells me

4 4-
.-t- «.»

.]■ V,

over the wound in my 
, But I ' stali bleed ar 
ere- is not a murk on

back, winds the gauze 
f am sure my face has

about 
been ble-

it.M'dst be the concussion.
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I am still deaf? the explosion rings yet in rny ears.But I am Ban­
daged and can take stock of the situation.

First? I order my hoy away.Point to the shell hole "our’1 grenade 
has made.Curse him again and toll him to wait for the first medical 
orderly and to lie still.I struggle into ray coat again and gently Buckle the Belt,hoping 
the pressure will stop the flow of Blood.

I am oblivious to the cries of the dying.This is the end of the
third month,not the first day anymore.

The corporal is at his work again,peering through Binoculars,sear­
ching for targets to relay to our guns.Wo duck each time another shell 
whines terribly close By,

The wounds Begin to make them selves felt .You. Become desperate and
Boiling mad at the Hun and want to get out and kill...But can't.You think 
of all the times through Franco and Belgium you got out of tight scrapes 
and wonder and hope and pray that you'll get out of this one.Then again,
you are too tired and hungry and dirty and wet to give a damn.

It is late afternoon now.Hot a vehicle dare come on this road,high
in this flat country and under fire of German guns.How to get out of
here ? Out of the question at present. Hot a medico around,Hot a jeep 
or vehicle of any sort can come to take out the wounded.

You Begin to foel dizzy and faint,thinking you're about done when 
a great Canadian engineer-truck whizzes past.What ! A truck on this road? 
Two Canucks Bringing more collapsible Boats,Jerry got a couple of shells 
directly into the Mark at that point,What a mess it is now.More Boats 
must Be had to get across.That*'s why the' Canucks are here.

But how to got out and to a doctor is the; question and you faint 
and dizzy.,, and terribly tired..,

x X. x
DIARY OF A POLISH SOLDIER /3/.

Third in a series o"f articles By 2nd Lt.Leopold Lorentz,with the 8th 
Riffle Battalion of the 1st Polish Armoured Division, on his experiences 
through France and Belgium.Wounded, at the Battle of the Mark Canal in 
Holland, the writer is at present on convalescent leave in Scotland./
/Swiatpol/Wounded that 31st of October By German mortar shrapnel; I was faint 
and dizzy in the' slit trench with our artillery observer who had Banda­ged me.Giving over command of my infantry platoon to the adjutant I wat­ched them pass on to cross the Mark Canal.The dead and dying Were grotes­
quely sprawled all about,My Boy, wounded with the same mortar grenade that got me was'in a nearBiy shell-hole.Hot'a vehicle dare come on that 
terrible road from Breda,under Jerry fire,and about the highest Bit of 
land in that vicinity. Beginning to feel the pain, weak from loss of 
Blood - wondering how to got out of that hell to a doctor - knowing I 
couldn't move far ; made me desperate...

+++++++++++++++
That was the situation when a huge Canadian sapper-truck sped 

along to tho very edge of the awful Mark.Two Canucks throw down more col­lapsible Boats for the infantry, turned the truck about and we re starting 
Back when sudden inspiration struck : " Hey,fellas! Stop a second...a
second! Wounded...!Thank God ! The groat lorry. Braked to a halt and the Brave lads 
hopped out.With a great effort, i struggled out of that trench,shouting 
to^my Boy to come on.They helped me aboard.No place to siu down as it was 
onlv a -framework affair, sort of forming shelves for the Bo at s.. Twisted mv arms about a Bar of steel,hanging on for dear life, and away we sped.
In nervous fear, I cursed the Boy Keep low. Low as you con, damn you... , 
myself trembling,hugging the only shelter, a spare tire,while Bits oi 
shrapnel !f pinged’1 off the steel framework,It was with mixed emotions I watched that horrible scone pass from 
my eyes.First,gratitudo that God had sent the Canadians st that moment ; 
then resoect for the lads risking their lives to stop on that dreaded, 
open road. I thanked God over .and over again that Jorry did not geo our
range .hoping that v;e v:cuie : ecr.yo iee ee ’Is c-eplodrng aeon.-îrp. —-,3 o-t- f>,e wn it--- v m  i n • para more and moxo
Cursing all the i o c L z  to v:Ue"Hauoą, I managed feebly to shake a us.
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in their
fewer 
pokes 
work, 
the lines. 
Really gre 
off.

_ 4 _
direction and shout '’I’ll be back. I’ll be back! » ̂ 

By a miracle, nothing touched us. gradually fSwex 
shells then out of range, we slow down a bit. One of .

and
Canucks

a head out of if we’re OS. '’Hell, yes. Good

An M.0.helps me
it of you, The

down.
brawo

I can only gasp "Thanks, fellas 
Canadians wave goodbye and drive

cleansed. He 
Doc., better

Stripped 
hands me 
grave me

■ay
OiUv

clothes, my wounds are

Hurts like'hell now.
of pa jam, 
the first

Morp 
oon on a 

ćigaret in a long 
Morphine kills

is: I was

grimy, bloody —  - ,of rum. I could hardly stand. "Doc...
Keen holding out on nerves, I guess. 
Hounds bandaged, dressed in a pair 

f,; and in an ambulance, smoking
u IIlIt
the

of battle gradually fadi 
lish depot 
we come in 
cher and I

forTJ

pain as we speed southwards, uhe ain
away. In Breda I am carried out at a p0~

wounded. One of our medicos busy sorting us out as wjunaea. .. the card fastened to my stret-He scrawls omethii
find myself at ■n T another ambulance. Southward again, 

g ride to a British hospital.

a

To Turnhout in Belgium now, ttn'cnd more“notes on'my cardWounds redressed by an Anguish cjPut -■ , -■ this time. We smoked
yet a n o t h e r  ambulance, my hoy still « »  al ng lout 10TM
incessantly, not talking mucn. 0 f m e d  with Polish,

towaiting wara, W W —  * ■ & . «  «  e h h o  thing
after the operation, which. Was • constantly put krfi. Lach 
turn'for the "theater' came up, . . ■that night, interrupted
such, came in. is ®ia c l ont OaSadian nurse again igJWting

A  something else. And so ih d r a g g e ^ - t i U  1 the 
W h ó J l  X W ciS  - l- iill  ^  . n • -P-fł A r n  'C t  w .q  r ’fiVvoko up about 5 that afternoon, in ^ ^ficren.j.. - . 

E v e r y t h i n g  kind of hazy. Someone asks now

till
and

■  fregular 1; 
penicillin 
next morn

now?”
son.The orderly replied "Tep.. I-a about ^f^Houfconditions .Realise

how yery fortune*! 2 °to’be ITen. piece and thank e d  again Am 
fascinated by the Canadian male orderlies a,id the n | r . ^ i ” ‘th0. 
at how really gently they w o r k  and yet th ^  - d Something I
usands of us. It is something I w i ^ r“o"dinaryLgentle handling and 
never truly met again, ohat mo,t ex.ra i g Canadian hospi-
understanding of battered and bitter Doy*. uu
tal in Antwerp. mrPfPT-ina Jerry V2 rocketAt that time, Antwerp was suffering o exij

three hours.
- Vi

I remember now
routine; 
sometimes

4 o’clock, and although 
there was a hushed expectancy
far off, sometimes nearer

from me

bombs one every 
all y/ould carry on with their 
until that great detonation,
The same at 7 and^ll etc. ̂  ^  ^  « S S ; W  ^ e r L a c h
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