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can such fathers learn from senseless even wild animals, which by far more care for their young
ones than those who have intelligence care for their own blood and bones?

There is one more type of fathers —the tyrants. These are abundant even too many. Such a
father thinks of himself as one and only all-powerful lord. Everyone else is his servant, his
footstool. There is nothing that he likes and no one can satisfy him. He walks with his head up in
the air, his brow is always stern and a smile never graces his lips. His lips never utter a word of
praise or recognition. He just throws commands left and right, as though he were a Prussian
officer commanding his green recruits. He is the one who knows everything and understands
everything. Before such Herod the children flee and even hide themselves. The children are not
allowed to do anything. They cannot play their instruments, they cannot sing or play any games.
Do you know that there are fathers who even to this day forbid electrical lights or radios
because these add to the bills? The only argument the children hear is: father doesn’t want it,
father does not allow it or father forbids it. Not only is this happening to the very young children
but also to the youth! Fathers, are you changing your home into the correctional center or a
state prison? Do you think you are showing respect to your sons and daughters? Woe to you
and to them! Do you know that every child is a puzzle and a mystery? Your obligation is to guess
this puzzle and at least in part to understand this mystery. If, up to this time you didn’t know
this, now you do. In this type of fathers | also include the unconscionable ones who only see
gain in their sons and daughters Dear parents | repeat that which | already said so frequently at
this microphone, there are no better youth under the heavens than these our own sons and
daughters. They are willing to work and are peaceful and virtuous. Show them some more
heart, goodness and respect, especially in our present times. Father, dear, before you start
complaining that your son or daughter does not work, stop a second and try to figure out why
they don’t work. Listen, about a month ago | was in Chicago waiting for a train to Buffalo. It was
unusually cold. Temperatures dipped to thirty below zero. It was almost midnight but the train
was not ready so | sat down on the bench and waited. The station at LaSalle Street was packed
not only with passengers but anyone who wanted to warm up. Two young girls sat down on the
bench next to me. They were very poorly dressed. They did not have any boots on and no gloves
on their hands, just felt hats on their heads and very worn out coats. Their teeth were clattering
from the cold. | was reading the paper but put it down and paid attention to what was being
said. The older girl bent to her younger sister and said: “Well at least it is warmer here that
outside, but how are we going to get home?” When | heard these few Polish words | became
warmer even though it was below zero. | started speaking with them without telling them who |
was. They told me they lived on the other side of the city. This the whole day, without dinner or
supper, they spent walking around looking for work. Why, | asked them. “Because our father
said this morning, the older one said swallowing her tears, we cannot come back until we found
a job.” | thought this has to be one of the tyrant fathers who send his daughters in this cold to
look for jobs. | squeezed a fiver into the girl’s hand and told them to go get some hot coffee and
then go home. How many fathers there are today, who morning till night, curse their sons and
daughters because they do not work. Fathers, don’t be such tyrants but respect your children.
God will demand a report from you, fathers and mothers. You parents that deified your children
the Divine Judge will ask what did you do with His handiwork? Will god be satisfied with your
explanations? Will He be satisfied that you reared your children on worldly principles, which
stress that the child should have everything, be allowed to do everything, that you should
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forgive everything and never punish the child. It is your business what you will say to His
questions. And you parents, who neglected your children, how will you respond to His
questions. You parents, for whom, various diversions were by far more important than your
parental duties, what will say to His queries? You who always had time to go to meetings
outside your home but lacked the time to gather your children at home? You, who frequently
shed tears over a dog or a cat, but had no pity for your own children who were growing wild like
the birch trees in the forest. That’s your business how you will try to justify your behavior.

You, father tyrants, how will you justify your behavior, when at their pleas and justifications,
you trample on your dignity and that of your children. Think about that, it’s worth it. Let me tell
you one more time RESPECT YOUR CHILDREN not only when you take care of their bodies and
minds but when you carefully form their hearts and souls, because it is then that you lead your
children to the One Who lent your children to you. It is then that you respect your children
when you give them good example. This reminds me of a boy who said: “I would like to be as big
as my father for then | could curse as much as I'd like and my mother could wallop me.” You
respect your children when you live in peace with each other. Finally, you respect your children
when you love them sensibly. A child is neither an angel nor a wild animal, but a sensible being,
who in your hands becomes like the clay in artist’s-sculptor’ hands. It is in your power to create
from that clay an image, that not only the world, but the heavens would marvel; or you could
create a weirdo, over whom you and the world would cry and God would be saddened. So, you,
parents, always respect your children.
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February 16, 1936

| greet you, my fellow compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be, Jesus Christ.
Frequently, we speak loud and clear of the fourth commandment of God: “Honor thy mother
and thy father.” And justly so, because from the faithful observance of this commandment of
God, depends the children’s prosperity and abundance of God’s graces. One cannot emphasize
enough to the children, younger or older, that they, at least in part, start paying the debt, moral
or financial, to their parents. Because the children are the debtors and they cannot ever repay
to their parents what they owe them for all the parents did for them. They have to be
constantly reminded of what they owe their parents and how they could repay them. The
children have the obligation to show respect, love and obedience to their parents in everything
that does not go against the commandments of God. This obligation weighs on children not only
during the years when they were small and incapable of taking care of themselves but also
during their youthful and older years, but also when they themselves become old. This
obligation to their parents never ceases. To the children who fulfill their obligation toward their
parents, God Himself has promised a reward: prosperity and long life on this earth! Frequently
on this program, | have reminded sons and daughters that they not only should wish well to
their parents and by good comportment bring them joy, but also to support them in their bad
times, care for them in their old age and bear their weaknesses patiently. Do not follow in the
footsteps of pagans and unbelievers who, after they had taken their parents’ money, place
them in the homes for the aged or to state homes, to live like beggars, where neglected and
forgotten, they are forced to live out their last years among cold and strange people. How often
it happens that the mother or father who spent their strength and ruined their health caring for
their children, in their old age do not have a place, or get something cooked among their own?
The parents cry, while their children enjoy themselves and throw out the money which should
be used to care for their elderly parents. How many children today not only despise their
parents in their heart, but also show their contempt publicly, speak evil of them, are ashamed of
them, and show their impudent rebelliousness? Apparently these children forget what the
prophet said: “the eye that reviles the father and mother may the crow pluck out and eaglets
eat” and “Son support your father in his old age, do not sadden him during his lifetime, and
when his mind fails forgive him and do not be contemptuous of him in your strength, because
mercy shown to your aged parent will not be forgotten.” Not once, but quite often | spoke to
children about this matter. | tried to convince their minds, hearts, and consciences that they are
debtors to their parents, and that this debt should be paid in a manner indicated. Never, as far
as | can remember, did | speak amply about certain parent obligations toward their children.
Here, too, all is not in order. It is futile on parents’ part to demand respect, obedience and
gratitude from their children when the parents themselves guide their children as blind and
lame leaders. We cannot lay all the blame on the shoulders of the sons and daughters for
today’s lacks and whims, if the father or mother does not see to his/her duties, but follow
popular life-styles rather than give more attention to their sons and daughters. Some parents
give more attention to their dog or cat than to their children. Or the parents may overstep the
borders of justice and order in their view of the children. So today, my dear parents, | dare to
pose the question to you, perhaps strange and incomprehensible it may seem at the first glance,
but objectively and practically quite important.
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Do You Respect Your Children?

Every costly and expensive object, because of its worth, deserves respect. Such is also a child.
Even the noble pagans understood this. Such was the Roman Cornelia who with true care raised
her two sons. One day one of her friends, dressed in diamond earrings, necklaces and rings, paid
Cornelia a visit. She was proud and haughty, she directed at Cornelia a derisive question: “Dear
friend where are your jewels?” Cornelia told the babysitter to bring to her, her two little sons,
and looking at them tenderly she pointed at them and sweetly said to her friend: “These are my
most precious jewels!” Cornelia was right. The jewels are meaningless, even if they are the most
costly, in comparison with the child. In the saddest places in the world they erect costly and
showy monuments. Where, in which places you ask? These are in the cemeteries. And yet these
are only cold and soulless monuments. To the eye they seem beautiful and sensitive, but still
lifeless. They are from marble and granite, gilded bronze. The most valuable, the most costly
and the most durable monument after the parents’ death are the good children. Why, you ask?
Because the parents, even if they died, they live in their children. The children’s fame and honor
is the glory of the parents. Already Ecclesiastes wrote: “whoever teaches his son will have glory
from him and will be proud of him among his domestics. Who teaches his son makes his
enemies jealous; and among his friends he will be very proud of him. His father died, but it is as
if he didn’t die because he left after himself someone resembling him; dying he was not worried
nor was he ashamed before his enemies because he left behind a defender of his house against
the enemies and to his friends he left someone distributing his wealth.” Aren’t good children
living monuments of their parents more dear than anything else? Children are the crown of joy,
satisfaction and happiness of their parents! “The laurels of the elders are the sons of their sons.”
In the ancient times, that is, when Poles received the Christian faith, they started a very noble
custom, which today is generally neglected or forgotten. Mother took her newborn into her
arms and first traced the sign of the cross on its forehead to offer that child to God and ask
God’s blessings upon that child. “O God, you gave me this child, guard it as your own
possession, and bless it that he leads a good life.” Then she would kiss the child and hold it to
her heart. And as someone wrote: “with this first kiss the mother as if anointed the child as the
citizen of the country and holding it to her heart, she told it in the name of humanity:
“Remember that you love as you are loved; give what you have received.” So, what and who is
the child? To pagans and savages the child was an animal, which could be stepped on and
crushed. Christian faith teaches that the child is a faithful image of God himself. That in that
little being is immortal soul, part of God’s breath, Who called this tiny body into being. The
Creator says to the parents of the newborn: “Take this child and raise him for me, and | will
reward you”! This baby washed with the Baptismal waters changes into the beautiful temple of
the Lord, becomes a brother of Christ Jesus and an heir of the Heavenly Kingdom. Just as the
farmer sows the seed which later rises, blossoms, and gives harvest, beautifying the fields and
serves humanity, so God throws into the world this heavenly seed, in the form of children, to
beautify the world, be beneficial to people and bring glory to heaven. Then, isn’t the child a real
gem in the hands of mother and father? Doesn’t it merit a certain respect? Immediately | am
adding the words of a certain learned person who said: “There isn’t anything unusual to bring
the child into the world, but to educate that child to be a wise and a good individual, there
certainly is great merit in that.” Let’s set the Scriptures aside and let’s leave the
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pronouncements of the educated and settle on ordinary daily life. Indubitably we will learn
something that up to this time we were only dreaming. | would divide the parents into four
camps or four classes: idolaters, careless, tyrants and reasonable. | will not touch the last class
although they deserve praise and recognition, because they thoughtfully care for their children.
There are, however, parents who are imprudent and unreasonable, who consider their children
as gods and become their servants and slaves. They turn natural and God’s order upside down.
They place the children on the altar, in the place reserved for God Himself, and give them the
idolatrous worship. The child’s slightest whim is heavenly command which must be satisfied,
regardless how naive or how stupid it may be. Not only are the parents ready to walk around
their children on their knees but also they are ready to frame their pictures in golden frames,
and light candles and burn incense before them. Is this the respect for children? Is this the
reasonable and sincere respect? Such children have toys, trinkets, baubles necessary and
harmful to the hilt! These children’s rooms become department stores, museums, playgrounds,
on which money is thrown out, and that money could have been used for much more noble
purposes. Children raised in such circumstances grow up to be haughty, overbearing, proud,
ruthless, selfish and disobedient. Child-servant becomes child-lord. As a good example I'll give
you the conversation of two girls perhaps seven or eight years old. One said to the other that
she has to eat whatever her mother puts before her. The other was totally amazed by this
obedience and said: “My mother has to give me whatever | ask, because if | don’t get it I'll start
crying and stamping my feet so long until | get what | want.” the first said: “I can’t do that
because mother tells me that my father makes little money so we have to eat what that money
can buy. If not, then I'll have to go without.” The first one responded: “I always get what | want;
if not then | just don’t eat.” It would be interesting to know if parents of such children respect
them? When they are small one can tolerate such behavior but what happens when they grow
up? It is no wonder that some daughters spit on the face of their parents and some sons even
raise their hand against their parents. Or will say here old one away with you to the house of
care and you old man go beg. That’s the reward not for wise respect of the children, but a
merited and reasonable reward for unnatural and inhuman idolization of their children.

The second class of parents are the careless parents. In the first line of fire are mothers. Not
those who are mothers by vocation, noble and full of sacrifice, but the modern, shallow ones,
who constantly look for the sensational. They could be very talented actresses, agile dancers,
they could shine at the governing, and political positions: they could be renowned for their
organizational and leadership skills, they could be famous in their social circles, they can be
known as equal to their male counterparts by smoking cigarettes or that in the bars they will not
give their place to the stronger sex and that they can empty the shot equally well; but when it
comes to speak of their caring and respect for their children, | think silence, in this case would
cover many of their lacks even sins. Let’s take a look at their activities: Monday night a meeting;
Tuesday night card party for the benefit of the neighbor; Wednesday night tea at the politicians’
club; on Thursday evening a dinner at Mrs. so and so; Friday night secretaries’ meeting for the
care of lame cats; Friday night meeting of investigative party in the company of gossipers; and
Saturday night a “stork” party at Mrs. Domicile’s; Sunday night patriotic show Silly Stella and her
companion till the wee hours of the morning. One cannot forgo the movie; she takes one little
one by the hand then grabs the other and out they go no matter what the weather outside. She
spends hours sitting there. The other who already should a serious matron, plays the role of an
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amorous teenager; short dress and hair, painted up, powdered and rouged, several times a
week takes part in dancing contests, shimmies, does fox trots, tangos, tarantellas and boleros;
that not only the sweat drips from her but also her nose drips. She doesn’t even give a thought
to her husband, her home and much less children. The husband will manage somehow with the
children but she needs to enjoy herself. For this is she a mother so that she can sing “the music
goes round and round and round,” not because she should be bending over the cradle or
another child’s bed and sing them lullabies. Yes, such is the respect shown by certain mothers to
their children. About mothers who sprinkle their vocation with glasses of wine or vodka I'd
rather not speak. The very mention of such mothers | get goose bumps. | will cite only one
occurrence. A middle-aged woman is walking down Clark Street. It is cold, it's snowing, fierce
cold that one would not even throw the dog out. At her side is a little girl, poorly dressed and no
coat. The child holds the mother by the hand because she is drunk and can barely walk. The
poor child, a veritable Guardian Angel watching her mother’s every step. The little one noticed
me because she said something to her mother because the mother stopped like a circled dog.
The child let go of her mother’s hand and move a step ahead of her, probably she didn’t want
me to see that the mother was drunk. When | already passed the two up, the child quickly
moved toward her mother to hold her up. What was going on in the mind of that child? Who
can guess? Wasn't it that the little one’s heart was bleeding and breaking at the sight of such a
mother? Do such mother’s show respect to their children? Neither the dancer mother, nor the
theater loving mother, nor the mother who passes her time playing cards, nor the drunkard
mother respect their children nor themselves. Now let’s turn our attention to the husband. Here
we’ll find strange occurrences. Let’s look at the sports loving father. He considers his wife as
servant or slave, and himself as all-powerful lord. There is nothing good in this home. The
husband is peevish and malicious when at home. Outside of home he is an angel, generous and
magnanimous. While at home he is always gloomy, his are like lightning rods and on his lips
there is always thunder and lightning. He does not pay attention to the fact that there are
children at home. Just listen. At school the teacher asks the little boy: “What is your name?
Devil the little boy answers. What, asks the surprised teacher. Devil, the boy answers again.
That’s what they tell me at home. What is your father’s name? The old devil, because that’s
what my mother calls him. What is your mother’s name, then? Shrew, because that’s what my
father calls her. Does such a father show respect to his children? The modern father may be a
very good dancer, a trained athlete, a good skittle player, shrewd card player, capable ball
player, but he will not make his wife happy nor will he respect his children. On both sides, the
wife’s and the husband’s, there must be certain sacrifices which will never go hand in hand with
bachelor’s freedom. Those who think otherwise, they will not respect themselves and much less
their children. Let’s take a drunkard father and husband. His trinity is a liqueur glass, a wine
glass and a bottle which he respects and deifies. What is wife, the children even he himself in
comparison with these? True, normally, he works very hard, but what benefits does he have
from his labors? He comes home glorious, full of strength and power but with empty pockets.
The wife complains, pleads and reprimands. The children are terrified, frequently very hungry,
cry. They even forget to say their prayers. The husband is totally indifferent to them. The poor
wife is often maltreated, the children are cursed and scared. It doesn’t matter to him because
he is the husband, father, and provider, but in fact he is the torturer, the butcher and the killer.
Is this manner of behavior respecting the children? How many fathers there are who never
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spend an evening at home? Being with their wife and children somehow does not give them
pleasure; they are bored, they become boorish and explode in anger. But these same persons
pass many evenings in taverns, on dance floors, billiard halls, robbing themselves of health, their
wife of fidelity and the children from proper fatherly care. Is it any wonder that children do not
know their father well. So when he comes the children don’t say: “Mother, our father came.”
But: “Mother that man is coming here again”. Do such fathers respect their children? My dear
fathers, remember, that the weapons you use to fight your battles from those weapons you will
perish. There will come a time when your children will turn away from you in your old age and
rise against you. And, should you have the courage to remind them about the fourth
commandment: Honor thy father and thy mother and that this means taking care of the elderly
parents in their time of need, your very children will say to you though arrogantly, but justly:
“Father, we give you back that which you gave us years ago. Do you remember or perhaps you
have forgotten, that when we were small and weak, and needy, needed your care, your warm
words and smile? Our evenings were spent in fear on the knees of our crying mother. Perhaps
you have forgotten but we do remember. Now you dare to demand from us care and respect?
What are the homes for the aged for? What are the care centers for? Take what’s your and go!
There is no place among us for you.” What will you say then? Show your children respect so that
they in turn be proud of you. There is one more type of fathers. These are the negligent fathers.
They either completely abandoned their children or else they loiter around with other women
or worse bring them home. Do not be angry with me because | bring this up publicly and openly.
It is a foul sore poisoning the souls of children. If only | could read not just tens of letters sent to
us here but hundreds, upon hundreds treating of this sad situation, you yourselves would ask if
there really are such fathers, or rather can there possibly be such wicked Polish fathers. Listen
what a fifteen-year old daughter writes: “Our father lives with us but very seldom is home. He
doesn’t speak to us already ten years, and doesn’t utter a word to our mother and much less to
me or my brother. He has a good job because he has a secretary. She is Polish and Catholic. At
the beginning he would drive her home after work. Then he started bring her to work. Later
they would have a dinner in the hotel. They went to theaters together and dancing. Today he
pays her rent in a completely furnished apartment and to my mother he gives $10.00 a week,
but he boasted that to his secretary there is nothing too good. Everyone knows about them. Our
father comes home to change his clothes and then leaves to roam the city. He brings shame to
us but it doesn’t bother him. Other children have good fathers, and we? Sometimes | would like
to move to another city where no one would know me, but | know my mother would not be
able to live that one down. She would die. | don’t want to be the cause of her death.” What
judgment would you pronounce on such fathers who do not respect their children? One more
lamentation from an abused wife and mother: “I have four children. My husband is not only a
drunkard and gambler but a lot worse. He keeps another woman in the hotel. He gets good pay
because he has university studies behind him. But what of it? He gives me very little, because
he has to give this other woman, so that she would not drag him into court. The children
practically do not know their father. He wasn’t home even for Christmas. He beats me rather
often. Sometimes he kicks me around. When the children cry he threatens them that he will
poison them, because we stand in his way. | suffer this for the past five years, because | do not
bring my children and myself any more shame. Father, | never thought that | would have such a
miserable with him.” Does such a father and others like him respect their children? How much




