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One of the highlights of Siater Mary Audri’s :)iait was the

Village to Cep, birthplace

of her great-grandfather,

Mathias Tlachac 1. A cemetery here disclosed “familiar
names on many of the tombstones . . . like a page from the
Kewaunee or Denmark telephone books.”’

While in the Village of Cep, Sister Mary
Audri was a guest at the home of Mrs. Mary
Hadacova, cousin of Sister Mary Audri’s late
father, Math Tlachac of Algoma. Mrs. Hada-
cova and Mr. Tlachac corresponded jor many

Nun Visits Home of Ancestors;

Finds ‘A Fatherland in Chains’

By SISTER MARY AUDRI
Sister Mary Audri Tlachac
describes her impressions, ex-
periences and observations in
the accompanying story, and
what a revealing story -it is!
Sister Mary Audri, daughter
of the late Mr. and Mrs. Math
Tlachac of Algoma, is a
member of the Sisters of St.
Francis of Bay Settlement.
She resides at St. Jude Con-
vent in Green Bay.

Sister Mary Audri has a
master’s degree in com-
munication arts and is chair-
man of the English depart-
ment at a state-licensed in-
stitution for delinquent teen-
aged girls in Green Bay.

As our Malev 641 Hungarian
plane circled the Ruzyne airport
in the capital city of Prague, the
“soul” of Bohemia, a thousand
tumultous thoughts raced
throu%h my mind — the most
prevalent one being jusit uuw,
when and “if” I would ever be
leaving the country. My hassles
with the Czechoslovak Embass
in Washington had finally ended
and I was granted an eight-day
visa with the not-too-comforting
assurance that an extension was
‘‘possible,”” upon arrival in
Czechoslovakia.

Without this “extension, my
stay in the country would be con-
siderably shorter and I faced the
unwelcome g'rospect of flying
back to New York alone, without
the company of the other 18 tour
members monitored by our ex-
pertise guides, Mr. and Mrs.
Elmer Pribyl of Green Bay.

Tourist visas issued from
behind the Iron Curtain are an-
noyances existing partially to
keep out undesirables like
myself —a Roman Catholic nun.

Since the spring of 1950, when

an open confrontation between
the Church and the Communist
party developed over the
Vatican's refusal to grant the
Party veto power over the ap-
pointment of bishops, convents
have been "closed. A petition
from 6,174 nuns in
Czechoslovakia to the Minister
of Culture in early 1968 declared
“‘since 1949 we have been living
in complete legal uncertainty
and have spent a total of 32,000
vears in restricted detention or
prison.”’ E :
Home of Ancestors

As we came in for a landing
within view of the Ruzyne
Prison located near the airfield,
I remembered my brother’s par-
. ting words, “Well, if you get into
real trouble, there's always the
American Embassy . . . .”” Even
after one forced cancellation,
my brothers, Norbert and Nor-
man Tlachac, encouraged me in
this gift from them, a visit to the
home of our ancestors and an op-
portunity to study our cherished
heritage. What impressions, ex-
periences and observations
would today’s Czechoslovakia
write upon me?

In the Olympic Hotel in
Prague, I met an old Com-
munist, a Party member for
over 40 years, English-speaking,
a crusader, and eager tosshare
1deas.*

“How?" I asked him, “did
your Party ever get such solid
control of this country?”

"It was easy,”’ he said, ‘“‘our
people were tired of being ex-
ploited. Many of our rich factory
owners, -during the period of
World War II, had collaborated
with the Nazis. We had dreams .

. we the workers, under the
new system, would own the fac-
tories and farms and mills,
There would be jobs for all and
all would be happy.”

d"Has it worked?"’ I question-
o

His eyes looked past me as he
‘gave his answer with an
evasiveness which I soon learn-
ed was characteristic. “That
vou will have to discover for
vourself.”

-"“Under Upraised Whip”’

I recalled one sentence in an
uncensored letter to my late
father, Math S. Tlachac, by Mrs.
Marie Hadacova, one of our
cousins, soon after the take-over
In 1948. “Living here ‘s like be-
ing under an upraised whip,”
she wrote.

Much of the tension she felt at
-that time is still prevalent in
Czechoslovakia today. The tall

wooden posts, three tiers deep,
with interwoven wire between
rows and the police dogs and
senfrys at the Borders bear
mute testimony to ‘a country
steeped in ominousness.

Grim stories are told of the
tightness of border control. One
of my relatives related the
following: A 47-year-old
schoolmaster from their local
school accompanied his class
this spring on a student outing
near the Austrian border. He
was the victim of a sudden heart
attack and a doctor was sum-
moned. The doctor advised hav-
ing the man transported over the
border into Austria as the
hospital there was only five

‘miles away. Border -crossing

provision was denied by Com-
munist authorities. Instead, the'
man was transported back to the
nearest ospital in
Czechoslovakia, 20 miles away,
and died enroute.
At the Ruzyne Airport, I was
reeted by cold, sinister stares
rom the customs officials. A lit-

Y - tle girl accempanied by her

mother, both of whom scrutiniz-
ed me curiously, asked
““Maminka, co je toho?”’ (What
is that?)

While in Prague, the
American tourist is besieged bK
a small army of sidewal
solicitors, hotel doormen and
taxicab drivers all wanting to
exchange American dollars in a
thriving black market which
surprisingly is declared legal by
officials. The American dollar is
so desperately in demand that

* each one is worth sometimes as

much as $2.50 in Czech crowns.
The regular bank rate of ex-
change is now 9.6 crowns per
dollar and the tourist is expected
to exchange the daily minimum
requirement of $7 at the bank,
airport or other designated
stations. Over and above that, he
may — and does — use the Black
Market.

Because I was-a nun and

carefully watched, T made ex-
changes only through my inter-
preter, a very charming woman
from Prague, a non-Party
member through choice and
vehemently opposed to the Com-
munist system.

‘“Allergic to Nuns”

Another exchange I made on
the Black Market was $33 for my
visa extension (plus a package
of Pall Mall cigarettes) which I
made through a ‘‘connection’ at
a hotel pointed out to me by
another young Communist tour
guide. This came  about after
three unfruitful frightening
visits to police stations where
the officers were all highly
allergic to nuns.

Fortified by my visa exten-
sion, I broke away from the in-
itial tour group and journeyed to
Trebon in Southern Bohemia,
the ancestral land of my great-

‘grandparents, Mathias Tlachac

I and Marie Hadac Tlachac, who
emigrated to America in the
1850’s.

The stay at my cousin’s home,
who I soon learned was a Com-
munist commandant over a con-
siderable territory, was ex-
ceedingly interesting. His

mother, Mrs. Marie Hadacova,

the cousin of my late father, who
corresponded with him for many
years, also invited me to her
home in the village of Cep on the
outskirts of Trebon. Very near
to her home is the birthplace
residence of my great-
grandfather, Mathias Tlachac I.
Also in the immediate area is
the church of St. Nicholas,
where my great-grandparents
were baptized and married.
Life in the village is quaint
and has changed little with the
passing of the years. Although
the majority of the land has been
confiscated by the regime and
incorporated into collective or
state farms, there are still some
plots of land hand-tilled by older
people. Much of the daily food is

Frequently seen during Sister Mary Audri’s visit to
Czechoslovakia was the communist hammer and sickle
atop the red star. ““Although I was dismayed by the sup-
pression of the people,”’ Sister Mary Auydri said, I still saw
something in them of the indomitable‘spirit of the Czech

nationality.”
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Two members of Grandmother Hadacova’s family are
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shown in this picture taken in her home. Note the
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Sister Mary Audri found life in the

- pillage quaint and little changed with thg passing of years.
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home-grown and prepared and
served in the traditional way. In
Cep I ate a meal at the 82-year-
old grandmother’s home in
which all guests at the table ate
lettuce from one bowl placed in
the center. It was quite a chore
to evade colliding forks with
one’s neighbor.
Church Suppressed

In keeping with government
regulations, the Church is also
suppressed and regarded as
archaic. It is the hope of the:
Party that eventually Church
membership will die out with

the elderly. ‘Attendance at Mass

by the young is frowned upon

and res in penalties such as

not being able to own a car,

working for a low monthly wage,
tc

etc.

Party beliefs regarding
religion were pretty generally
summed up in a directive I read
in a school I visited: ‘“‘Any form
of prayer is strictly forbidden. It
distracts the minds of the young
and arouses false admiration for
the imaginary.”

Disregard for belief in a
Creator is also shown in the
wide-spread use of euthanasia.
After hearing much propaganda:
about the free health system, I
asked my cousin to escort me on
a tour of one of the largest
hospitals in the country. With its
drab gray walls, the only
building I could compare it to is
the Green Bay Reformatory.
Some wards were packed with
20 patients in beds not more than
two feet apart with no curtains
or partitions of any type. All
patients wore dingy grey
coveralls and appeared very dis-
heveled.

Grandmother Hadacova had
been a patient in this hospital
only three weeks before and a
nurse told my interpreter in
secret that only the Communist
status of her son had assured
grandmother’s gétting out alive.
It was with much dismay that I
received word, upon my return
to the States, of her re-entry into
the hospital and her subsequent
death. Merntion was made of
“injections’” which she had
received only a short time
before.

Grandmother was buried in a
cemetery which I visited and the
familiar names on many of the

tombstones read like a page
from the KeWwaunee or Denmark
telephone books. There were no
tombstones bearing the name,
Tlachac. Countless phone books
listed families by the name of
Tlach but the last trace of the
name, Tlachac, in the area was
borne by a family who had mov-
ed into the village of Cep one
midnight during World War II.
They were thought to be Nazi
collaborators who entertained S.
S. troops in the area and were
subsequently shunned by their

neighbors. When the end of the '

war was declared, they ‘again
left the village during the night,

fled into the neighboring'

province of Moravia, and were
never heard from again. . -
Meets Benes’ Widow ;
Near the border of Moravia, I
also visited a town where the se-
cond resident of the
Czechoslovakian republic,
Eduard Benes, is buried. I met
his widow who lives in a home
near the tomb. While my Com-
munist cousins were very proud
to have me make this visit, my
interpreter spent the time
muttering, under her breath,
“Traitor, traitor.”” It was during
Benes’ term in office that the
Czechoslovakian people voted"
the Communists into control.
The night before my visit was
to draw to a close, my Com-
munist cousin knocked at my

bedroom door and asked my in-

terpreter to have me show him a
letter 1 was carrying out of
Bohemia for a party in America.
While I stood %y umbfounded,
my interpreter told him she
knew of no such letter. Ten days
before, in a town near Prague, I
had been given a note by a priest
for a priest friend in America -

years. Mrs. Hadacova (right) is shown with
her American guest and also members of her
family. A son is a communist commandant
over a considerable territory. After her
return to the states, Sister Mary Audri
received word of Mrs. Hadacova’s death.

who fled the Communists in
1949. I had made no mention of
this letter to-anyone'that I could
recall. Apparently, there had
been an informer along the way
and the secret police were on the
job. The letter was scrutinized
by my cousin'and I was able to
take it back with me. When I
questioned him about his
knowledge of the letter, he
replied, I heard talk of it and
was only concerned for your
safety.”

Although I was dismayed by
the suppression of the people, 1
still saw something in them of
the indomitable spirit of the
Czech nationality. Events like
the orchestra at the Moskva

‘Hotel in Karlovy Vary which

played. the Ave Maria in my
honor, the young students I talk-
ed to at the Charles University
in Prague who poured out their
pent-up frustrations in walks
across the Charles Bridge out of
earshot of hidden-microphones,
the many worshippers at the In-
fant of Prague- shrine in Our
Lady of Victory Church — these
things br through the gloom
with a mer of hope that
Bohemia will once again
bec®me a land persuing its mot-
to, ‘‘Truth Prevails,” with the
lion 'on  its emblem proudly
wearing its traditional crown,
replacing today’s blazing Red
Star! -



