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Whe n yo u go ho m e, t el l t hem of us a nd say,
“Fo r t he ir to mo rr ow, we g av e o u r today”’.
Those words, composed by John Maxwell Edmonds
for use on war memorials, have gained a familiar
place in our Remembrance Sunday observances.
They are words which prompt us to ask, ‘How do we
live now, being the survivors, the heirs, and at least
in some respects the beneficiaries, of the dead
whose names we remember today?’
For some people that is a particularly hard question to be
asked. There is, as we know, something called ‘survivor guilt’,
a sad and painful state of mind which finds it hard to come to
terms with living when others have died. Those who have lost
friends or relatives or comrades in wars, in accidents, in
natural catastrophes, in acts of terror, but themselves come
through physically unscathed, can find themselves bearing a
different sort of scar.

But these words are not meant to add to the weight of
survivor-guilt for those who suffer from it; they are addressed
to us all. How do we, the living, build a world, fashion a
society, create a community which is somehow worthy of the
price paid by the dead?
Well, one answer is clear: it is not to go back and re-create a
vanished era, though there are worrying signs today of that
sort of nostalgia.

So what is our agenda, a century on from when John Maxwell
Edmonds wrote his famous words, a century in which the dead
have never stopped saying, ‘For your tomorrow, we gave our
today?’ The dead whom we remember today, we say, gave
their today that there might be a tomorrow worth having. Let’s
make the ‘tomorrow’ we offer our children a ‘tomorrow’ for
which they will be grateful.
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Story of Stanislaw Plawecki aged 95
DOB: 23.03.26
Conversation with Stan on 30.09.21
From the age of around 6 years old I worked out in the fields ploughing and
looking after cattle. My Mother was Austrian and my Father was Polish, my
Mother was good to me but I never got on well with my Father. I helped my
Father who worked for a Lord in Laskowa in Poland, I sometimes helped my
family by making baskets which were exchanged for potatoes to feed us all. My
Father used to beat me and my Mother, one time he beat me and chained me
up, it was so bad that I ran away from home when I was young and lived in the
woods finding food and odd jobs wherever I could to survive.
In 1939, I think I was around 13 years old, I was still living in the woods alone
when I was told by people that they had heard Germans were coming to Poland
and there was going to be a war. I was sleeping in a stable with a horse at the
time. I was scared so returned home which pleased my Mother but not my
Father. Once there was a mortar bomb that landed near me but did not
explode luckily. As our village was surrounded by mountains the Germans had
to travel mainly by motorbikes and sidecars, one day one of our villagers
pushed a rock & killed a German soldier. The Germans wanted revenge and to
find out who did this, they came to our village and started firing guns and killing
men, women and children. I hid but was found, they rounded us up and put us
on a train heading for a camp in Krakow. The journey was harsh, there was no
roof on the train & some people were ill or died from frostbite, I got frostbite
badly but amazingly survived. At the camp Jews were segregated from us
Polish, I was taken to work out in a wooded area, men cut down the trees and
my job was to strip bark from the trees.
I became a Polish worker for the Germans. Some Polish men were sent to work
in German factories making war weapons but they sent me to work & live on
a farm, the lady of the house was lovely to me, she treated me really well and
called me her ‘baby’. She took me to church, gave me enough food and clothes.
But her 4 sons were all in the SS, when one of them returned home on leave he
told his Mother she had to stop being so kind to me and stop taking me places
he also took the push bike off me that she had loaned me. There were other
Polish & French soldiers who were prisoners and put to work in farms. I was

moved to another farm, the man of the house was away. He worked in the
German army, they had a 10 year old son who was nice to me. But one day
two Gestapo came to the farm house, they beat and kicked me and pushed
me down into the cold cellar. I feared I would die so I escaped by climbing
out of a small window, there was a long drop but I managed it and ran
away. The Gestapo came after me shooting at me but somehow all of their
bullets missed me, once again I was lucky to survive.
I travelled around 80 miles trying to get to safety, I went back to the
previous farm where the lady had been so lovely to me. But she was too
scared to hide me, police had already been round looking for me. A
Frenchman who was a prisoner told me to follow the pylons and keep
walking & I would reach neutral country. He gave me a blanket, biscuits
and a drink and told me to only walk at night, I had to cover myself with a
blanket when I walked or ran so not to be seen. I walked around 6 nights
and arrived at Dusseldorf.
There were Hitler youth everywhere, I was scared and one time I hid from
them by tying myself to a tree. I was in the tree for hours, when I got down
I could barely move, I was stiff and freezing cold. I met a Polish prisoner
who was working on a local farm he brought me food, an apple or
whatever he could spare. The Polish man told him which direction to get to
the border and that the guards on the bridge changed at 6pm. I reached
the bridge over the Rhine but I couldn’t swim and I was too afraid to cross
the bridge with all the guards on it so I returned to the farm. I was weak
and very tired and ill but eventually I escaped to Italy via Switzerland. A
Swiss Guard found me and looked after me, he took me to Basel where I
was questioned and interviewed before being released to a camp with
Swiss soldiers. I began doing tasks for the soldiers, they all had a gun and

push bikes, I used to clean their bikes and they in turn looked after me. One
soldier took me out for a New Year’s Eve dinner which was lovely except I
was told I was eating cat! I was paid a wage and had my first bank
account. Another soldier took me to work on his farm, a lot of the people
around there spoke French. I made friends with a French priest who tried to
convince me to go to live in a monastery but this was not for me. I got
involved with French underground and I began supporting the war by being
a dispatch rider in Italy which was dangerous, I wanted to be a soldier but I
was too young.

One day an American tank swung round while I was on my bike and it
broke my leg in three places. I was taken to an American base near Naples
but my leg did not heal properly. I was taken to Scotland and a wonderful
doctor there re-broke and re-set my leg and amazingly I could walk well
eventually.
I stayed then in England, I had to learn English, I was sent from Scotland to
a place called Dudley Port, I expected to see ships, so was surprised to
discover it was in the middle of England! I was not an educated man but
needed to work so I started making handbags in Dudley area. I lived in a
lodging with four other young men, we had to sleep on the floor and the
landlady was often drunk, I ended up catching pneumonia. I got work
wherever I could, I needed an operation for an appendicitis also and I got
better from both of these illnesses. My aunt from America sent me £20 to
help me get better lodgings.
I ended up living with the family that became my future wife, Norma and
my future mother & father-in-law who were all lovely to me. My mother-inlaw used to give us all a little money to go to the local dance and church.
Norma was in the land army, her Father was Australian and her Mother
was in the British Women’s Army Core or WAC’s. I got a job building in
Digbeth area in Birmingham for a while and was paid £12 per week which
was a good wage then, this helped us save for our first house. I worked for
many years at the steel works. When the steel works closed I started my
own grass cutting business helped with the administration side by my much
loved wife Norma.
Norma and I were lucky to have three wonderful children, Michael, our son
and two daughters, Kathryn (named after my Mother) and Annette.
Michael has worked in America for many years, they are all successful in
their lives. My family were dispersed across the globe after the war, with
my sisters living in Australia and America. My brother Peter remained in
Poland after the war. I now live at Broadway Halls home in Dudley and
love looking after the garden most days.
Story written by Carrie Jahn, Customer Relationship
Manager Barchester Healthcare
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