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Concerning misers, he concluded —

“Thus, it usually happens with misers,
They will not give to another
Yet they themselves use not what they have!™

Therefore, let us not live above what we can afford, but let us also never be greedy and miserly. Having
and using neither too much nor too little — let’s make our lives exemplary and fully Christian!
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February 10, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”
During the month of December I received a letter of which the following is an excerpt:

“Father, please do me a very big favor. My daughter is now in the Home of the Good Shepherd. She is
seventeen years old and I could not do anything with her. She would go out every evening and go out of town.
Every morning she returned with a different man. Ihad to take her to court to have her placed in that Home. 1
went to visit her last week and saw that her hands are red and swollen. She was crying and threatening me that
if T do not take her out of there, she will run away at her first opportunity and I will never see her again. I sat
there and cried with her.

Father, please go to visit her. Maybe you can influence her to think differently. Iam really heart-sick over
this and have no peace, but I did what I did because I was affraid that she was going to ruin her life. Please visit
her and talk some sense into her.”

The first chance I had, I did go to this academy of haughty girls who are hardened in ways of living that are
scarcely noble. Most of them end up completely bankrupt — both physically and morally. This weird type of a
Polish girl stood before me. Her movements are not only free and easy, but they are arrogant and directly
provocative. Her thin lips are tightly compressed. She has a sour look on her face. Her brow is deeply
furrowed by gloom. Her eyes are as cold as steel, restless, piercing and full of suspicion and fear that someone
by looking into them as into a mirror will uncover the secrets of her heart and soul.

1 begin by saying, “Your Mother asked me to visit you and talk with you. Perhaps I can help you to return
home.” The girl responded, “Since when does my mother care that much about me that she wants me to return
home? I absolutely refuse and I will never go back home! Am I expected to live at home the way old people
live? Not me! That kind of life is not for me! From home to the factory and from the factory straight home! A
person only lives once. Neither my home nor my parents give me that which belongs to me. I must live my
own life, in the way that I want to live, not with someone always telling me what I must do, where I must go,
with whom I should go and at what hour I must return home. I am neither a child nor an “Old-Country Katy™!

I want to live like other people live — not like my mother! “ She ended her harangue angrily: “My mother wants
me to work like a horse, marry some dope, raise a bunch of dirty kids and die without having a good time! Tam
going to live my own life as T see it, whether that old woman likes it or not. I am nobody’s fool!”

This ended my visit. I wrote to her mother that she should leave her daughter where she is for she will
bring her no joy, only worry and sadness.

This is an excerpt from another letter that I received from some young lady — “Father Justin, why don’t you
ever talk about the greed and stinginess of our fathers? Our father owns two houses which are fully paid off and
a good bit of 0 money in the bank, yet he is extremely stingy to all of us. He will not buy our mother anything
that would make life easier for her. It was only last year that he finally agreed to have electricity brought into
our home. He is always complaining that we waste everything and that we will all end up with the dogs. Our
mother gave one of our neighbors a small amount of coal for which he cursed her to the highest heavens. If we
buy something new and he finds out about it, he will not speak to us even one word for an entire week or
sometimes even longer. He is so stingy that if he goes to church on Sunday, he chooses to go for the Mass
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during which the Pastor does not take up a collection, because he doesn’t want to contribute even a penny. He
collects and brings home all sorts of old junk, for he claims that we should be able to find use for everything.”

After such a long introduction, I present my talk entitled:

SLAVES

Ancient Rome was in flames. A terrible conflagration engulfed one district after another. From the hills on
which Rome was built, the flames flowed like ocean waves into the valleys occupied by houses of five and six
stories high, shops, booths, movable wooden amphitheaters built to accommodate various spectacles and finally
storehouses containing wood, olives, grain, nuts, pine cones and clothing of all kinds which were distributed to
the rabble from time to time as a favor from Caesar. In these places, the fire, finding much that was flammable,
became almost a series of explosions and with unbelievable speed engulfed entire streets. All hope of rescuing
the city seemed remote and there was more and more confusion everywhere. From one side, the inhabitants of
that area were fleeing through all the gates of the city; from the other side, the fire lured thousands of people
from the area — like the inhabitants of small towns like the peasants and the half-wild shepherds from Camponia
who were lured by the hope of plunder. All were shouting, “Rome is perishing!” It seemed that the loss of the
city was at the same time the end of all authority and the loosening of all laws that up until this time had united
the people. The rabble, the majority of which were slaves and newcomers who cared nothing about the rule of
Rome, whose downfall could only free them from their chains, became a serious threat here and there.

Violence and robbery were spreading. Hundreds of thousands of slaves, forgetful that besides temples and
walls Rome has several thousands of legions of soldiers in every part of the world, seemed to be only awaiting a
leader to rally them.

The city continued to burn! Along with the city, immense treasures were destroyed and all the possessions
of the inhabitants so that hundreds of thousands of beggars were congregating around the city walls. On the
second day, these crowds were beset by hunger for all the store-rooms of food located in the city perished with
the city. Some began yelling — “Bread and a roof!” While others armed with poles, branches and swords were
yelling — “Bread and Games!”

Petronius, calm and cool, full of contempt and totally indifferent called out to the crowd, “Citizens! Let
those who hear my voice repeat what I say to the others. Behave yourselves like human beings and not like
criminals in the arena. The city will be rebuilt. All the gardens of Lucullus, Maecenas, Caesar and Agrippina
will be opened to you. Tomorrow will begin the distribution of flour, wine and olives so that every one of you
will have a full stomach. Then Caesar will prepare games for you in the circus, such as the world has not yet
seen. During these games food and gifts will be given out to all of you. You will be richer after the fire than
you ever were before the fire!”

A murmur answered his words and it grew louder and spread as the word was passed along. From time to
to time shouts of anger were still heard but then they became joyous shouts of “bread and circuses!” In such
vivid and terrifying detail, Henry Sienkiewicz described the burning of the capital of the Roman Caesars.
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In this twentieth century, especially during our times, we ourselves have been witness to two world-wide
fires which history will someday relate in bloody letters: World War and the World-Wide Depression! The ill-
omened and bloody Mars, the god of the war, seized the torch of hatred, greed and arch-patriotism in his bloody
grip and set the extremities of the world on fire. For four long years mankind was being destroyed in the air, on
the land and under the ground, on the water and under the water. When this world-wide conflagration was
finally exhausted, millions of people in every country were pleading for shelter and protection against hunger
and misery in one great plea that pierced to the bone’s marrow. — “Bread and Shelter!” People everywhere who
heard willingly helped those who had less than they had. Countries that were richer willingly helped those
countries that were poorer. It was thus that in a very short time a shelter and bread was found for those who
were most in need.

However the world had scarcely managed to remove the cinders and the ruins caused by the war, when a
second fire broke out — a world-wide depression! The world war was horrible but who knows whether world-
wide unemployment is even worse! The war created many people who were full of mercy, self-sacrifice and
filled with heroism and dedication. Unemployment created people of extreme opinions for there were either
egoists who were living above their state in life or there were egoistical misers. The root of all evil is greed.
Thus, everyone who lives above his state of life as well as every miser — commits the sin of greed! The former
stretches out his hand to take something to which he has no right while the second one, without being particular
about his means, gathers and hides money and possessions to the ruin of his soul and body. Thus, those who
live above their means as well as those people whose life is ruled by stinginess — both are guilty of abuse and
ordinarily both end up miserably in a home for the poor!

Today, there are no satisfied people on earth. The desire for pleasure is probably everyone’s one and only
desire. The best of food, the most delicious drinks, the most modern clothes and the greatest variety and the
most refined entertainment. This can be seen at every step, in every home and can be noticed in daily life. How
strange that this unfortunate character trait has such deep roots among us. Today, the truth is that everyone is
either a lord or a lady.

Not too long ago, a certain good woman who was already older made this comment to about to about a
certain man: “Evidently this man must come from some aristocratic and lordly family. “ My answer to that was
sarcastic and rather brutal, but it was true. “Yes, mother,” I answered, “that man is an aristocrat and he comes
from the same noble family that I came from, with this tiny difference. His father tended pigs in Galicia and my
father tended them in Poznan.” People in this day and age don’t live naturally as intelligent and noble people
should but they are becoming like parrots and peacocks. It is important to them to show off in front of others
and be considered great, intelligent and shrewd lords and ladies. Does anyone pay attention today to income
and expenses? No one! Does anyone look into his pocket to see if he has reserve funds? Can he possibly
afford this? Not at all! But every single person insists that he/she has a right to everything!

I remember those years when I would come home from college for vacation. From my pay for two week’s
work, I was allowed to keep ten cents for myself! During this past year, we collected some statistics in our
parochial schools which are attended by approximately eleven hundred students. These children were spending
approximately 40 to 60 dollars daily for candy, ice cream and other sweets. Then, what can we say about our
young people with this money for cards, movies, plays, parties, dances, cigarettes, cars and sports? Yesterday’s
bread is too hard — throw it in the trash can. The left-over meat from yesterday — even if it was kept in the
refrigerator — is already considered out of date and that it will have a funny smell .-. Let our old father eat that
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meat; the children must have their fresh beef-steaks, or fresh kielbasa, etc. Then all their stylish and
unnecessary clothing which are too many to count! Such living in such a lordly manner leads to fraud, robbery,
many debts and eventual bankruptey. This is often followed by imprisonment and a loss of honor. Sometimes
this even leads to suicide. Despite these many sad incidents, people just don’t want to learn!

Today, he who lives on government relief or on the alms given by good-hearted people does not hesitate
one bit in affirming Hoover’s saying that he should have two cars in his garage, two chickens in his pot and silk
stockings on his feet. All of this because, of course, he is an American citizen! True slaves, whose only
ambition is “bread and games!” This was the cry of the Roman slaves. This is the same cry that flows from the
lips of the slaves of the twentieth century!

On the other extreme, there is this other type of modern clave — the miser! There is a difference between a
thrifty person and a miserly person. Every honest and intelligent person is obligated to provide for himself and
his family for the future. To be concerned only about temporal goods, whether it be money or property with the
exclusion of goodness, kindness and justice — is a sin. A miser can be compared to a barrel without a bottom. It
is always empty in spite of the fact that it is constantly being refilled. A miser is like a wolf, always hungry and
never satiated. St. Augustine writes: “A miser is not only  he who tries to amass for himself continuously the
goods of others, but it is also he who greedily keeps his personal property.” He who stubbornly guards his
amassed treasures is a miser; he who is afraid of even the smallest cost — is a miser. Such a person makes one
think of a dog who is chewing on a bone and barks threateningly at any person who tries to get near him.

There are misers not only among the wealthy but also among the poor. Among many of the wealthy we
find money without any avarice or stinginess. Among many of the poor, we find stinginess but no money. A
miser thinks, talks and lives just for money. He forgets that money should be his servant and he; the person
should be the lord. For him, money is the all-powerful, omnipotent lord and he is its true slave. A miser is
never satisfied but is always suspicious of everyone. He accuses even his closest friends and relatives of
extravagance and of making unnecessary purchases. He becomes very cruel by his unjust accusations and
senseless objections, he refuses to acknowledge his wife ‘s ability to conscientiously manage the household, he
cuts her off from the money, he expects the family to be brought up for free — without paying any money. He
shows no heart to his neighbors, never gives anyone a helping hand, neither to his friends, his school nor his
church. A stingy person and a miser is a merciless and unjust critic, an unscrupulous advocate and a judge with
a one-track mind. St. Bonaventure maintains that a miser is like a stupid boy who dashes around the streets for
nothing all day long and when he returns home in the evening, he doesn’t bring home anything worthwhile.
This is how the miser travels the world and exposes himself to all sorts of hardships and dangers for the sake of
gaining money, yet when the moment of his death arrives, he has nothing to show that is of value. After death,
all that is left to the miser is the funeral shroud and a span of ground that constitutes his cold grave. He must
leave all of his possessions to his delighted heirs who ridiculed his parsimony. Somebody very cleverly and
accurately explained that misers can be compared to oxen who carry all the sheaves of wheat into the barn while
they themselves eat straw!

Avarice, or stinginess is the work of a sick mind and a miser is nothing else but a person whose mind forgot
how to function normally. There is no other way that one can explain his whims and fancies or form any
opinion of a miser’s behavior.
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There was an old woman living in New York quite some time ago in a neglected house that was full of
rags, filth and piles of trash. Her neighbors rarely saw her. She appeared to be and lived like an extremely poor
person. People pitied her and from time to time gave her baskets of food.

When her neighbors didn’t see her for several days, they notified the police who forced their way into her
house. They found her lifeless body and the coroner ascertained that she had starved to death — due to a lack of
wholesome food. She died of hunger. They began to investigate and found in her basement, hidden under piles
of rags and trash, a half million dollars — most of it in ready cash!

There was a woman who died in Los Angeles, California who was known for her lack of kindness or
goodness to her neighbors. After her death, they found piles of gold beneath the floors and behind the walls of
her house.

On the streets of Chicago, the police one day arrested what seemed like a common tramp. When they
checked him out at the police station, they found that he was carrying more than two thousand dollars in cash.

A few years ago, a woman came to me at the rectory to make arrangements for her husband’s funeral. She
was crying so bitterly that I myself had tears in my eyes. With tears she cried, “Now I'll probably have to sell
our house for I don’t know how else I will be able to pay for his funeral.” Thus she arranged for the funeral
asking me to have some consideration for her little group of orphaned children and to please give her a big
discount in the price she would have to pay.

A few weeks after the funeral, I found out that this husband of hers had left her about fifteen thousand
dollars in cash — not including his death benefits!

There are so many people like that who have a house that is completely paid off — or they have cash hidden
either at home or in the bank — and they are not ashamed to beg for help either from the town or charitable
institutions. Misers!

A newspaper in Krakow had an article in 1909 describing this incident: “A certain peasant committed
suicide after having a big argument with his son. Since he was rather well-off, his heirs began searching for his
wealth. However, all their efforts were in vain for they couldn’t find any money anywhere.

After some time, his sons were notified that due to the fact that improvements were going to be made at the
cemetery, their father’s remains had to be removed and then re-buried in another section. When they exhumed
the casket and opened it, they saw lots of gold coins glittering among the bones of his decomposing body.
Since this old man refused to leave his sons any money, he swallowed all of his gold before he died.”

Our poet Krasicki describes such a life”

“An excess always ends up as a sad experience
The greedy father cried over his extravagant son
And they both died of starvation

A death which they both deserved.

The son who used more than he needed

The father who didn’t use anything.”




