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February 3, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

I don’t think that I have to explain to my listeners that from all the nationalities, I have always considered,
and still consider Polish men and women as the most upright and most noble-minded individuals here on earth.
Where can you find fathers who are more hard-working, more peaceful and more God-fearing than our fathers?
Where can one find mothers who are more caring, more exemplary, and more virtuous than our Polish mothers?
What nation can boast of youth that is healthier, more level-headed and more obedient than the young boys and
girls of our nationality? Personally speaking, I cannot find any other. Yet, especially in these last few years, we
have been forced to witness many sad and painful events. Today, I am in no mood to refer to poetic imagery. I
am forced to face the grim realities of human existence which is neither the ideal nor the aim of a noble person.
It is very difficult. A human being does not have wings in order to fly up in the clouds; he only has two feet so
that he can walk on this earth. As man walks this earth, he meets a variety of surfaces for the ground is covered
with thistles and thorns. Now, instead of being a realist, I'm becoming a dreamy poet. I break my thoughts
now in order to give you a few quotes from a letter that I received from Mount Pleasant, Pennsylvania:

“I am seventeen years old and I warn you not to try to convert me. It just won’t work, Father Justin. My
parents are very old-fashioned. For them it is: Home — the factory — church. Children —work — and prayer.
They don’t know anything else. This kind of life is not enough for me. A human being lives only once so why
doesn’t he profit from and enjoy the time that is his? Besides, does it pay to even have children nowadays?
Why should I have children in order to worry about them later in life? Am I supposed to work all my life when
it would be so easy for me to live without any trouble? Let some crazy fool pay for my upkeep. Iknow how to
promise people many things, but I never give them anything. I quit believing in prayer a long time ago! My
parents can pray for themselves and for me since this gives them pleasure! As for me, I find greater pleasure in
good times, dancing, smoking and cock-tails! Iam, and I want to be modern and not old-fashioned like my
mother! Furthermore, why should anyone interfere with my life? I will live as I please and not like someone
else wants me to live! I am independent and I will show the world! If there really is a God and if someday I
will have to stand before Him, no one is going to answer for me, but I will answer for myself. What I use, I use,
but I must live my life according to modern times and not according to the ideas of my father and mother who
were brought up in the field and by a barn and they didn’t know that man lives in order to enjoy life!”

Here I finish quoting this letter which then goes into detail in describing several incidents from the life of
this Polish-American teen-ager and I begin my talk which is entitled:

OLD-FASHIONED AND MODERN
Maria Czeska-Maczynska presents us with three vivid pictures:

“The greatest heroism is the heroism of daily life. There once was a little old lady who was tiny and had a
common but pleasing face. This little lady had thirteen boys, all with dark eyes and black hair who were
healthy and full of life. With her husband’s small pension it was very difficult to take care of the farm, keep
shoes on all those feet, keep all those stomachs fed and get books for all of them. Moreover, her husband never
worried about the house or family and he needed a lot during his nightly journeys, therefore all the worry and
care of this big family was the mother’s responsibility. But — this Lady Marylka was a very efficient person!
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Besides her own brood of thirteen boys, she also had six foreign students boarding with them. With the
help of one servant girl, they both worked from morning until night in order to feed everyone and wash and iron
all their clothes. In the evenings, the lamps were lit for a long time at night while mother was bent over darning
stockings or sewing shirts. On Sunday, she was in church at Mass with her entire squadron beside her. This
was probably the only time during the week that this little mother rested. There was so much peace and
goodness in her gentle face and such fervent pleading in her eyes which were raised to the altar. Sometimes a
sad tear fell from her eye but she quickly wiped it away so that the children wouldn’t see it. In her womanly
heart there was such an abundance of motherly love and in her active life there was such an abundance of work
that she had no time for any sorrow. Her children grew up, they all got jobs and left and only one fourteen-year
old son was still at home. Mother was now able to rest. However, this mother had such strong will-power and
such a strong sense of duty, that when her duties diminished, this mother began to fade away, totally exhausted.
It was not long before she was lying in a casket. She seemed so quiet, so small — she appeared in death as
peaceful as she had been during her lifetime. Her thirteen beloved sons — all in tears — walked behind the coffin
accompanying her to her final resting place!

Another heroine was a certain woman for whom my admiration was mixed with pity. She was taking her
paralyzed husband in his wheel chair for a walk. She was tall, slim and very pretty as she bent over the wheel-
chair bearing only the shadow of a man — a skeleton covered with yellow skin! From beneath his purple
eyelids, his dark, angry, passionate eyes glared at her. They were full of hatred for the whole world and
sometimes even for her. All it took was for the blanket to slip from his knees or for his wheel-chair to wobble
on the bumpy road and his dark eyes would blaze with fire and a torrent of angry, sarcastic and venomous
words would pour forth from his ordinarily pursed lips. She would then bend over his wheel-chair to quiet him.
The smile on her face reflected goodness and unfathomable patience and her eyes revealed a deep sadness but
great peace.

The story of their marriage is strange. At one time he was very handsome and a man about town. A week
after their wedding, he became the victim of progressive paralysis which was the result of his unconstrained
style of life. Now, husband and wife had to bear the burden of his sins. She did not return to her parents’ home
but stayed with him, making a living for both of them by giving music lessons. What strength of soul and
character in this wife and how deep was her sense of obligation that for twenty years she managed to carry this
burden of misery! This cross of misery was exceedingly heavy — If she were a few minutes late in returning
from giving a music lesson, this unhappy man greeted her with a torrent of accusations, suspicions and
sometimes even name-calling...for which he would later cry, beg for forgiveness and kiss her hands. Then he
would carry on again at the first opportunity! Wasted by sickness and bitterness, he remembered women only
as being the kind he used to meet during the hej-day of his bachelor days — women who could be likened to
moths and butterflies. He was sick in body and in soul and the woman beside him who was withering away was
misunderstood and unappreciated even though she was a beautiful woman. Did she still love him? Was she
still able to love him? Most likely she carried out her accepted duty as an act of mercy. She was not only the
bread-winner and caregiver for this sick man but she was a tender, good sister of mercy who was always patient
and understanding. She cheerfully performed the lowliest tasks for him and was a true woman!

Here is a third heroine — a washerwoman or laundress. She was left a widow with three children and with
the very little money that they had managed to save — for her husband was decent and hard-working — it was
spent on his medicines and then on his funeral. She was left with three children and a great deal of misery and
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poverty. However, this widow was ambitious and very hard-working. “I will not allow bugs to thrive on such
beggars as we had been,” she cried. “I gave these children life, so I must now give them a future.”

Her children were intelligent and hard-working, just like their exceptional mother. In a poor basement, by
the feeble light of a kerosene lamp, amid clouds of steam, she raised her children to adulthood. This poor
widow managed to instill in her children not only a love for learning and a respect for the property of others, but
also that strength that creates character in a person. One of her sons became a priest, her second son became a
doctor and her daughter became a teacher. They were all raised by this mother whose two hands were steeped
in soap suds — hands that were always indefatigable.

When war broke out, I met heroic women who carried a rifle and fought alongside the men to defend their
native land. However, believe me, none of these women impressed me as much as the three women I just
described! Who of us does not see our own mother in one of those three women? That mother, who forgetful
of self and all personal comforts, lives only for her children? She is the type of our old and old-fashioned
mothers!

Josie was seventeen years old — years filled with happiness and sunshine! She was healthy and blossomed
under the loving care of her parents. Her Dad worked hard and saved money where he could — “For Josie” he
always said. Her Mom worked from morning until night in their tidy little house — never allowing herself any
rest — for this was “for Josie” — she would always say. Everything her parents did throughout every day was
always — “for Josie!” Josie was the ray of sunshine for their older years.

After some time, Josie, now grown, found a job in a large commercial firm. Every morning at eight
o’clock, after a hearty breakfast, dressed in warm clothing and bundled in a fur wrap, Josie would leave the
house and hurry to go to work. When she returned from work in the late afternoon, her dinner consisting of
healthy delicious food was already on the table. There was always a vase of fresh flowers on the table — a sign
of a loving greeting. “Ah, that’s our daughter,” murmured her parents admiringly, “Where can you find another
girl similar to her? She was fresh as a rose and slender as a lily, her face - round with rosy cheeks, like a
delicious apple!

Compared to her, what were the other girls like in that neighborhood? They were pale and gaunt-looking
although they wore clothing that reflected the latest style and they visibly shivered with every puff of cooler air.
Their faces were blue from cold, but they were completely painted with cosmetics — powder was used to cover
the early withered wrinkles in their skin and their pale lips were painted a bright red — according to the latest
fashion. Besides, they were extremely thin for they had deliberately lost weight in order to preserve their
figure. These poor emaciated girls were willing martyrs in the service of the all-powerful totally merciless
fashion and style!

But Josie was very different! She was so strong and healthy! While her unfortunate companions fall
victim to migraine headaches and heavy colds again and again and they come to work with dark circles under
their eyes — Josie never experiences any of these illnesses. All of her companions had also cut their hair, had it
permed and wore it very short. They looked like young school boys. They even had their necks shaved as
convicts look as they are led to the torturer’s sword. But Josie was different. She wore her luxuriant hair which
looked like dark velvet in long braids. Josie was very natural and glowed with good health. And yet — Josie
was buried last week! It is so hard to believe — yet it is true! She really died and was buried despite the fact that
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not too long ago she enjoyed robust health. She seemed as fit as a fish in water and was as happy as a little bird
in the air. So, why did she die? Who was at fault? Listen, as I tell you.

Josie was different — She was not like the other girls and they weren’t happy about it! They would tell her
that she was just as old-fashioned as her mother was! And instead of short, permed hair — pig tails! Ugh!”
Where is your progress? - Your emancipation? There’s nothing modern about you!” These girls continued to
criticize and laugh at Josie while she flushed with shame!

Then they tried comforting Josie by saying — “But, you are not a lost cause yet! You are young and you can
become stylish like we are, but you must carefully copy the latest styles from Paris.” So Josie began her
research. Every day she studied the magazines examining the latest styles from Paris that were smart and most
elegant. She took greater notice of the girls who were of the same age as she was. She used to meet them out
on the street and she noticed that they were all so very slender! Their faces were covered with some type of
mythical paleness — so different from her face which was round and full as an apple and as ruddy as a cherry.
So, what should she do? These girls freely advise her. First of all, she covered her face with powder. Then she
painted her lips. Her friends praised her saying — “You look fabulous! But, oh, your clothes are still so old
fashioned!” Josie then bought new elegant clothes. Then, her long braids became the object of contempt!
“What young modern girl of today would even dare show up on the street wearing long braids? Nobody likes
braids anymore. Get rid of them!” Therefore Josie returned to the beauty salon where her hair was cut short
and her neck was shaved.

When she went home, her parents could not recognize their own daughter. Her Dad was very angry and her
Mom was wringing her hands in consternation! Their reaction upset Josie and for the very first time in her life,
Josie raised her voice to her parents, preaching to them about morals. “You both are so terribly old-fashioned.
We young people want to always move forward!” Now, there was one more thing to be corrected. Josie is too
stout. She does not possess the straight slender figure needed in order to be stylish. This, too, can be rectified
by voluntarily observing a strict fast — in other words, a long and crazy hunger strike!

For breakfast — a glass of fruit juice or - a single bun without butter and a cup of tea — and nothing more!
For lunch and supper — the same things! Besides, one should smoke a certain number of cigarettes because that
is a big help in losing weight.

Her Mom timidly observes her: “Our Josie doesn’t eat anything anymore. She doesn’t like anything.
Surely, she’s going to get very sick!” In response, Josie philosophizes, “Mama, now what do you want? In
order to be fashionable, one can’t be corpulent! Fashion dictates that one must be slender!” Finally — Josie
achieved her goal and became slender, having lost a lot of weight. Her girlfriends were all ecstatic. “You look
phenomenal! Wonderful!” they called out to her.

Summer passed and a cool autumn settled in. Josie’s Mom prepared all her warm clothing — thick
stockings and double sweaters - but Josie just looked at all of it and laughed, “The styles are very different
today, I can’t wear that!” Her Dad tried to explain — “But Josie, listen! Winter is coming and it is getting very
cold. Even Jesus dresses the animals in warmer and thicker furs to keep them warm.” But Josie answered,
“Since animals don’t know or understand what is fashionable, let them wear whatever they have!”
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It was the latter part of November and very cold. “You are going to get a terrible cold, my child!” lamented
her Mom. “That would be great,” answered Josie, “for getting a cold will help me to lose some weight!” Then
it happened. Josie caught a bad cold and became very ill. One morning she could not rise to go to work and
remained in bed. When the doctor came and examined her and found that she had pleurisy which was
threatening to turn into pneumonia. She also was suffering from the beginning of tuberculosis. Josie had
become another victim of modern fashions! The doctor said that there were countless individuals who sacrifice
their health — and sometimes, even their lives for the sake of these ill-fated styles and fashions. He never
mentioned the fact that virtue also suffers in these circumstances.

The doctor left their house. He was dressed in a warm fur coat because the November winds were raging in
the streets. Josie suffered three days of acute pain and suffered greatly in the throes of death. Finally, pale
death overtook her.

At her funeral, her girl-friends brought a great wreath to place on her grave. They should have had it
inscribed with the fact that they were the cause of her early death and the terrible pain and sorrow of her parents
who walked behind her coffin! Thus they buried Josie, a poor victim of modern fashion!

Thus today, many of our young girls become victims of fashion. However, which of them even wants to
listen to a voice that is kind and concerned about them? How many of them pay attention to the pleas or threats
of those who are only concerned about their well-being? How many of them will come to their senses just in
time as they are already standing above the precipice? Then, how many more are there who walk the road of
high fashion and live according to the principles of modern fashion and fashionable teachings which leads to
their physical and moral bankruptcy? These unfortunate sacrifices to modern fashions are legion! It is to them
that I call out — “Stand — look and listen! Save yourselves from unnecessary suffering and you will prolong
your life and be happy!




