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enlarged and its cells become full of grease. However, sometimes the liver shrinks, becoming smaller
and harder and then it operates badly; instead of the bile flowing into the alimentary canal, it gets into
the blood and the person turns yellow, swells up and dies. The heart grows extremely large and greasy
and undergoes a degeneration that is called the alcoholic heart.

All of the blood vessels become brittle, lose their elasticity and calcify. The doctors refer to this
condition as sclerosis. In these situations, the blood does not course through the body as it should
because these arteries are bursting, the blood flows out and a dangerous hemorrhage occurs. Under the
influence of alcohol, the kidneys shrink, urine is retained and uremia swelling and death follows. The
excessive use of whiskey causes drawn-out colds of the alimentary canal, of the larynx, of the bronchial
tubes and so on.

The harmfulness of alcohol is especially manifested in its influence on offspring. Under its
influence certain changes occur in the cells of a fetal organism, damage occurs often producing an
unhealthy progeny who is physically or mentally degenerate, is not resistant to diseases, a dwarfish
appearance.

Drunkards are extremely susceptible to tuberculosis or consumption which rapidly spreads
through their system because of their poor nutrition and disorderly life. But, the venereal diseases, the
bachelor’s diseases are the most horrible diseases into which a drunkard — in his alcoholic blindness
often falls.

Alcohol also causes disturbances in the psychic sphere of the drunkard; a weakening of the will,
a loss of intelligence and feelings of morality and also mental illness. Who has seen patients in a clinic
for the nervous, that parade of warped, young people who are without hope and without a future, must
sincerely condemn alcoholic addiction as a curse on people. The worst result, which should be a warning
to all drunkards is the fact that alcoholism changes a person’s nature and character. Having been a
balanced individual until now, under the influence of excessive use of alcoholic drinks, he assumes a
visible nervous wildness and a brutal ruthlessness. His sense of morality disappears and selfishness,
which becomes unfeeling, blind and deaf to a brother’s adversity and harm, becomes uppermost in his
life.

A drunkard is not only an egoist but he is also a sadist in the fuil sense of the word, exerting
cruel torments over others, especially over his wife and children for his own personal excitement. In
men and women who are alcoholics, their intellect becomes more and more impaired, because their
sickly egoism does not allow them to ever see any fault in themselves but always in others. Professionals
have observed and they stress the fact that habitual drunkards treat people who are favorably disposed
to them, with great distrust, diverting them from their addiction. But, on the contrary, they place their
full, absolute trust in their fellow companions. They reveal to them all the secrets of their heart,
exposing every secret and mystery, often bringing dire consequences upon themselves.

The memory of a drunkard actually loses its precision. For this reason, people who are devoted
to drunkenness usually become habitual liars. In order not to admit having such a humiliating fault, they
ascribe their adversities to false reasons. They seek the alcoholic narcotic in order to forget their
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worries. Here again, they often fall into the curse of imagination. They thoughtlessly accuse themselves
of offenses and crimes which at that given moment are in the public eye but they never committed
them. It is also a well-known fact that addicted drunkards have an increased excitability for what is low,
vulgar and abominable. Their sickening excitement awakens repugnance and disgust in normal, sober
individuals. Step by step after a drunkard moves an entire procession of people who are mentally sick.
Beside those who have a variety of mental illnesses, there goes the gloom which changes into
melancholy with sharp hallucinations with trembling, the so-called delirium tremors.

Now allow me to speak a little more about the effect of alcoholism on one’s progeny. | quote
the exact words of the highly educated Polish Doctor Tadeusz Kunicki, who writes: “It is important to
enlighten all parents and all those who are preparing for marriage that alcoholism creates an inborn
state of a hereditary burden and visibly degenerates the race. It is enough to go through schools and
there the helpful teaching staff will point out the truly tragic ones. Who through heredity, either from
their father who was a drunkard or from their mother who was a drunkard, they have inherited an
entire group of stigmas of being a drunkard in vague or fishy eyes, in stammering, in a dull brained crazy
appearance and in their dullness of mind.

It would be worth the while to immediately call in their so-called loving parents, let them look at
the result of their addictions, let them be publicly shamed at least once in their life in the face of these
innocent victims.

| have studied the records of thousands of parents of epileptic children and their depositions
confirmed the statement of the lesson that epilepsy occurs in the progeny of parents who are
drunkards. Through today’s entire modern system of informing the young generation, your dear little
ones will learn the entire truth about their heredity and they will be complaining about their own Moms
and Dads, cursing them and heartily swearing at them. For all that is in this world | would not want to be
in the skin of such parents, cursed by God and by their own children.

It will be a worth-while thing when | share with you Wachholce, a professor of medicine at the
Jagelonian University, in his untouchable findings through the studies of his experiments that prove that
all signs of sickness and suffering in their progeny is due to chronic alcoholism. It is not due only to an
individual drinking himself into unconsciousness, but actually on account of a systematic daily use of
alcohol, even if none of these daily drinks causes drunkenness.

Now what can be said of the effect of drunkenness on the relationships of family, society and
the nation? Today everyone knows the results of drinking companions; squandering the pay that had
been saved, not enough thrills, a craving for entertainment and due to a lack of funds, a search for
income from unworthy sources, through cheating, forgery or borrowing money with the intention of
never returning it. So much from Dr. Eunicki.

Here is one more picture taken from real life and not a product of someone’s imagination.
Listen, for it is worth it and to your advantage:
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“Every day after work he came home drunk. Already from the threshold, like an Amen in prayer
the disturbance began. The crashing of a chair that he threw, the clinking of the smashed remains of
some miserable dishes, the tragic echo resounding in the tight, gray dirty and musty alley. The
passersby, avoiding this house, quickened their step, making a grimace showing a feeling of disgust, or
they laughed disdainfully or out of pity.

The children who were chased out of the room were crying on those dirty steps. Their mother,
her face gray with terror, was wandering thoughtlessly outside or she was tugging fruitlessly at the
outside door of her home that was slammed shut. This scene happened every day over a period of
years.

Finally, on account of his drinking, he was refused work everywhere, he began to carry the
children’s clothes out of the house in order to get whiskey. When there were no more clothes that he
could take out, he began to steal the blood money that his wife earned by washing clothes, mopping
floors and cleaning offices.

Always, since | knew them for thirteen years from the dark corners of their tight house, from the
stains of dampness and dirt eaten out by their crushing misery, there hung, like a curse over this
derailed, wasted life. The perpetually pale children, with the greed of starving animals, would throw
themselves on the food put before them even if it wasn’t elegant. Whiskey — a wasted ruined life — dark,
low, thoughtless, animal like. The life of a drunkard is like a filthy rag from which the hands of a sober
person withdraws in disgust. It is a material, physical and moral ruin. That man in the prime of his life
who is staggering out on the street, that one, who is lying unconscious against the house, or that one,
with his face plunged in the filth of the gutter, with his terrifying humiliation testifies loudly and clearly
that he has removed himself from human dignity.

But a drunkard doesn’t care about such things. That bears very little weight in his eyes. Alcohol,
whiskey, that’s important. That is his only purpose in life. Maybe for that reason also, the painted lips of
young ladies and girls, women of fashion, with such ease and forgetfulness sing these terrible words of
this modern gutter song: “Alcohol is the perdition of humanity. They sing, and for good measure they
drink. The whiskey glass — enveloped in cigarette smoke in the hand of a young girl has become today in
some circles of society, a symbol of elegance and good tone. This modern, a little stylized, a little as in a
movie, a little like a distinguished coffee house or in a modern tavern; the women drinking, those who
boisterously and pathetically call themselves the priestesses of the family hearth. Therefore, what
wonder is it that the husband and father and brother are drowning themselves in this smelly comforter?

Following in their footprints goes indigence, a lot of bills, misunderstandings in life, arguments,
sickness in children, suicides and murders. The home which should radiate the warmth of a home that
warms cold, lonely hearts, is wearied by the sadness of gray, oppressive days. This home terrifies one
and repels with its troubles and the chaos of its hours.

My good fellow country-men and dear fellow—country women — it is time, it is now an extremely
urgent time to turn back from the path of drunkenness onto the path of sobriety and moderation. Better
yet is to be on the road of moderation which is a guarantee of a noble life and material prosperity.
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Finally, let this warning always ring in your ears — “Drunkards do not enter the Kingdom of
Heaven.”
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April 3,1949
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Here are excerpts from two letters plus a description of a personal encounter that took place
towards the end of last year. A certain young wife and mother laments her fate thus - “I already don’t
know what | should do because all my thoughts are in a whirl. Four years ago | was married. | have two
beautiful and healthy children. At the beginning of our marriage, my husband worked, he was sober and
he went to church. He worked in an airplane factory and he earned a good salary. He used to give me his
pay check regularly. | would cash it, pay off our bills, and put the rest into the bank. Our happiness did
not last long.

When our first child was born — a little girl — my husband began to swear and was very angry,
because he wanted a little boy. Then he changed so much that he was beyond recognition. He cashed
his own pay checks and just doled out fifteen dollars to me with which | was supposed to pay all of our
expenses. He went out every evening and would return home late, always tipsy. Then he quit going to
church. Instead of saying his morning prayers, he showered me and our little daughter with curses and
dirty names.

| learned that he had become very friendly with a certain divorcee, who was not Polish and was
twice divorced. He spends his evenings with her in a tavern. He also pays her bills and gives her
presents. | know this because one night he returned home, drunk, gave me a letter from her and said,
‘Read this and then go hang yourself.’

| suffered, but | thought that our second child, who was well on the way would appease him and
everything would be fine. Then, just the opposite happened. He began to drink more, curse more and
call me more names. He walks around like a wild man, always looking for reasons to start an argument.
There are times when | have to escape to my mother’s house for | am afraid that when he isin a
drunken rage, that he may hurt me and the children.”

Now here are some excerpts from an eight page letter that was written by a fifteen year old
boy: “There are four of us in the family, besides our father who is a drunk. As far as | can remember, our
father always drank. He would return home from work drunk and he brought a pint home also. He
would overturn the bowl! of soup, he would sweep all the silverware from the table and curse our
mother and us. There were times when he beat and kicked all of us mercilessly. He gave our mother
very little money for our upkeep. Sometimes we go to sleep very hungry and thoroughly frightened
because we don’t know what may happen to us. Our mother must go to work in the evenings because
she cleans offices in town. She does what she can, but what she earns is never enough to pay the rent
and feed and clothe us. Our father blasphemes and curses God, people and us. Are we obligated to love
and respect such a father?”

One Wednesday in November this past year, | was walking down Broadway to our house on
Fillmore Avenue in order to talk on the variety program of Mr. Mikolajczyk. Broadway Street was
practically empty. There was just a light sprinkle of rain. | looked and say a person coming towards me
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with an unsteady step. At the moment, | did not recognize him. | came to the crossing and waited for the
traffic light to turn green so that | could cross the street.

At that moment, | heard a hoarse voice cough out — What, Father Justin doesn’t know me any
more? Puzzled, | turned to my aggressor, measuring him with my eyes and then, | don’t want to believe
that he is a friend from many years back. | had not seen him for more than a year. He is a man in the
prime of life barely 37 years old. He is an educated man who had a clean, well-paying job, was healthy,
had a quiet wife and three lovely children. Today he was but a shadow of his former self; a skeleton in
comparison with the person | knew. He was old and worn out; crumpled clothes covered an emaciated,
weary form that was sagging. On his feet were shoes that were torn and without laces; on his head was
a very damaged old hat. His face was inflamed with wrinkles and filthy furrows. His eyes were feverish
with a strange light. His lips were twisted in a crazy looking grin. This former elegant gentleman had
turned into a tramp on tottering legs, with trembling hands and sparkling eyes. What had happened?

Listen to the talk for today entitled:
ALCOHOLISM IS A DISASTER

Despite the stares of the people passing by who no doubt were amazed that | was conversing
with an unfortunate drunkard, | was full of pity as | patiently listened to his story. He spoke like a
drunkard, stammering, with breath that | like a distillery and a brewery. He spoke like an asthmatic,
slowly with interruptions of a consumptive cough.

“I'had a god job with short hours and god pay. After these short hours of work, instead of going
home, | went with my friends for a short one and a beer. That one short drink then became a few and
then, a dozen or so. While drinking, we couldn’t avoid playing dice. After several months of this, it came
to the point where | gambled away and drank away almost my entire pay. | would return home tipsy,
angry and irritated. Then | lost my sense of taste and my appetite. | do not remember how | behaved at
home. | began to arrive late to work; a job that now interested me less and less. Sometimes | didn’t go
to work at all. My wife was predicting what would happen and was warning me. | became indignant and
very angry with her. | lost my permanent employment and am now an extra. In December, my wife took
the children and went to live with her parents. She said that she will return only when | quit drinking.”

He spoke to me in English with big tears in his eyes. However | don’t know whether these were
tears of a true sorrow and a feeling of guilt, or whether they were just the ordinary tears of an
oversensitive drunk. Nevertheless, | felt very sorry for this poor man who had confessed his weakness
with such sincerity. Taking his hand, | advised him to go to his doctor and ask him to send him to the
hospital where the authorities there could bring about a systematic cure. He promised me that he would
do that. Then, with an uncertain, heavy and unsteady step, he walked away from me. | don’t know
where he went and | don’t know whether he kept his promise.

We are now in the season of Lent. It is a time for mortification, for self-denial, for
uncompromising battle if we want to be known as Christians, whose religion is the religion of total self-
denial. What is it in a Christian that most kills that spirit of battle and self-denial? IN other words, what is
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the worst, the most furious enemy of the teachings of Christ? Alcohol and Drunkenness! If you don’t
believe me please listen — your conscience whispers to you: “Don’t go near that boisterous company
where all your drinking buddies gather, your drinking companions, those drainers of mugsful of beer and
other scum; leave that group where all the participants drown their memory of God, their wives and
children, their duties and their personal dignity. Avoid such places where you are ruining your health,
squandering your earnings and losing your mind, because sooner or later, they will be taking you to the
hospital, to the sanatorium or to the insane asylum.

Think about how you are hurting your wife and your children, who instead of drawing close to
you with confidence and love, look at you from a distance, full of fright, anxiety and terror. Just think
how your drunkenness is erasing the image and likeness of God the Creator in you and how you are
dragging yourself down to the level of a senseless animal wallowing in the fumes of alcohol. Don’t pay
any attention to the reprimand of your conscience which already now is literally screaming: “Go back
home, to your home, to your wife and to your children. Go home so that tomorrow you car rise early
and with a light head you can go to your daily work.

But the whiskey and the alcohol whispers to your left ear: “You worked like an ox all day,
therefore, this evening you are entitled to sometime of rest and some pleasant pastime. Even though it
is already well past midnight, don’t worry about anything, not even about the fact that at home, your
weeping wife, with despair all over her face, is praying Hail Marys for your change of mind. Forget about
those children who went to bed with the question: “When is our dad coming home just like the dads of
other children do?” Don’t worry about that, but take advantage of every moment of time as long as you
are sitting amongst a crowd of revelry and drinking companions and there are still full glasses and
whiskey glasses on the table.”

It’s true that you enter your house like some evil spirit, that you gasp and pant curses until you
finally drag yourself, half-conscious into the bedroom and without praying, just as you are, you fall like a
log into bed. That’s nothing but on the next day, you get up in a stupor with a great headache, with your
head feeling so heavy as though it weighed fifty kilograms, your eyes are blood-shot and looking around
at your surroundings, still sleepy, you go to your job which you fulfill in a lazy, unwilling and careless
manner. Meanwhile, your thoughts are with that band of drunken buddies and your beloved bottle and
whiskey glass is enticing your throat.

Haven’t you ever heard the threats made by the Prophet Isaiah who called out “Woe to you who
rise in the morning in order to indulge in alcohol and drink until evening!” A Sage of the Lord
corroborates this saying, “This is an immoral matter; delusive drunkenness.” Drunkenness leads a
person to the swamps of evil, corruption and a moral and physical break-down.

If only a person would be satisfied with one or two whiskey glasses, but whiskey exerts a
dangerous influence on a person’s mind. It is a kind of a siren which tickles the throat, lures, entices and
charms the mind and the imagination until it controls the person, overpowers him and pushes him down
into the depths of misery, poverty and suffering. In spite of this, our people run in crowds to this
deceptive comforter, to this weakening refreshment, to this false friend.
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Please understand me. Personally, not only am | not a prohibitionist, but | have always been an
open opponent of prohibition. | have fought against prohibition publicly and stubbornly. But, | fight just
as much against drunkenness because it harms not only the individual drunkard, but it causes immense
harm to his wife and children to whom the father who is a drunkard brings shame, disgrace and misery.

The Providence of God provides people with food and drink in order that people could take care
of their health and life. A reasonable desire for food and drink, along with the choice of their manner of
preparation in order for them to be more easily consumed, is not a sin, because for some, this food is
very necessary; for others, they may need something else. Also, the measure or amount needed is not
the same for everybody. Therefore, the use of drinks that are intelligently measured out according to
one’s needs is not a sin. There are some drinks that help with the digestion of food; others soothe
stomach ailments; others strengthen the frail powers of people of impaired health or those who are
wearied by hard work or invigorate those who are weakened by sickness. However, these good effects
are not caused by whiskey, vodka, berbelucha, a stinker, and you can call this drink a ruffian and
murderer for it destroys health, peace and accord. In addition to that it very easily leads to shameful,
humiliating addiction with the most horrible results. Therefore, if a person greedily uses these drinks
just for pleasure or greed, or to drown the worm of grief or qualms of conscience, or he uses them in
excess, such a person sins and he sins without the slightest doubt for then, these drinks are neither
medicine nor food nor help but, on the contrary, they become true poison and an infallible loss.

The unfortunate person who gets drunk becomes lazy, sleepy, sarcastic and inaccessible. The
head of a drunkard is always splitting from pain; his stomach is revolting and his blood deteriorates. A
drunkard uses ugly words, carries on gutter conversations, sings filthy songs and tells obscene jokes. For
drunkards, there is nothing noble, nothing virtuous and nothing sacred. And who is more ready to
quarrel, to scuffle or to be adventurous than a drunkard? A drunkard is an almighty lord; a drunkard
forgets about his wife, his children, his God. That bottle and that whiskey glass, that’s his only goal in
life. His wife is in despair, the children are growing thin from hunger and they need clothes and shoes,
but a drunkard is not concerned about that. In the end, a drunkard loses all sense of shame; decent
people avoid him, they point him out to others because in order to get a small glass of whiskey, he’s
ready to do anything; he is even ready to sell his soul.

Slowly, his mind grows dull, his memory begins to fade and his conscience dies. He is deaf and
totally unsympathetic to the pleas of his wife, to the tears of his children, and to the warnings of his
sensible and well-meaning friends. He keeps putting off his personal reform from day to day until the
liquor burns through his intestines, stomach, kidneys and lungs and he dies away from consumption, his
body totally swollen, or from some social sickness.

Most often, he dies away without the holy sacraments. The poor guy forgot about what Christ
Himself had told us: “Be on the alert so that your hearts would not be burdened by gluttony and
drunkenness when the day of the Lord comes upon you suddenly.” At the same time, they were
unmindful of the warning of the Apostle that . . . drunkards will not enter the heavenly kingdom.
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Drunkenness is a real curse which, especially during World War | became an international, sport
that controlled our American nation and then passed on to our nationality. Because of the rearmament
efforts, women entered the work force in the factories in great crowds. The take-home pay, both for
men as well as women, was very good. There was plenty of money. The men and women workers
formed friendships. After their work hours, they gathered together in restaurants for coffee and then,
they met in taverns at all hours of the day and night for a drink. Some drank from joy while others drank
from sorrow. Some drank for a victory while others drank for a defeat. Some drank because their son
successfully survived a great battle. Others drank for the soul of their dead son but, everyone drank. At
the end of the war, they drank and cheered the honor of victory. Then later, they drank on account of
the return of our boys from war. Later, they drank in order to drown the bug of uncertainty and out of
fear of the future. Now, they drink themselves dead drunk on every occasion without even the slightest
reason. Today, men drink and women drink. Young boys drink and young girls drink. They all drink
because drinking is in style because drinking is a sign of progress it’s a sign of a social life.

The shadows of male and female drunkards move through the streets of our towns. From
drunkenness, all types of evil flow — cursing, blasphemy, theft, robberies, revenge, violence, suicide and
murders. All of these depravities are spreading like wildfire among Polish people so that it seems that no
human force is able to restrain it.

Whiskey has taken on the form of an epidemic despite the fact that, in reality, it is the very
worst enemy of man but by means of a trick and cunning, it has assumed for itself the place of
companion, friend and even benefactor. The battle with alcoholism or in other words drunkenness is
very difficult and thankless because a person very easily becomes accustomed to this poison but finds it
very difficult to break this habit.

We can compare whiskey to a worm which having gotten inside a healthy tree, gnaws at it and
chews it until the green leaves wither and fall, until the branches dry up and leave the trunk naked and
dry, only fit to be cut down and burned. It is exactly that kind of dried out, fruitless tree that a person
becomes who is always flooding himself with whiskey and hooch.

From alcoholic drinks, only wine that contains a small amount of alcohol, wine that is referred to
as dry wine, and fruit wines without sugar and beer can be consumed without any visible damage to a
person’s constitution. The effect of wholesome wine depends above all on its sugar content, on its
refreshing fruit salts and vitamins A, B, C, D. Furthermore, these wines have a good effect on the
workings of the liver and the kidneys; they prevent arthritis and heal the over-acidity of the stomach.
Non-harmful alcohol consists only of sugarless wines and light beer. Any other kind of alcohol is harmful.

The destructive and poisonous action of whiskey shows up especially in its effect upon the
person’s cells, those tiniest particles that make up the entire human organism. The nerve cells suffer the
most and the keenest of pain. This is the professional explanation.

“Alcohol dissolves and pulls out the fleshy body out of the nucleus of these cells and mobilizing
or preparing them, it stores them in some organ of the human body especially in the liver and the heart,
under the appearance of a fatty substance distributed to these organs. Meanwhile the liver becomes




