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Just one more letter:
“Dear Father.

For quite some time I have been working in an office. The office manager is of another nationality and he
doesn’t believe in anything. He is married — has a wife and three children. He is very kind to me and pays me
well.

Several times I had to stay after regular work hours in order to finish some work. He ordered supper for us
in the office. Once his wife showed up, screamed at him and at me and threatened to divorce him.

Now, when I have to stay to work longer, he drives me to a restaurant where we have supper and then he
drives me home. Someone must have informed his wife because a few days ago, she again showed up at the
office and called me some of the worst names. She also threatened to shoot the two of us if she ever catches us
together.

I have no evil intentions concerning this man and I am earning a good salary. My parents know that he
takes me out for supper and then drives me home.”

My dear child, there is no doubt that you are playing with fire! Maybe you have no evil intentions, but
what about him? Can’t you guess? His obligations are to be concerned about his house, his wife and his
children! Isn’t that clear? Under the pretense of business, isn’t he forgetting and neglecting his duties as a good
husband and father? He is paving a path for himself and for you to a life that is dishonest.

The best thing you can do is tell him openly unless he treats you the same as he treats the other office
workers, you will be forced to quit your job. It makes no difference that your parents see this and know about it
but in spite of that, say nothing. Such a triangle can only lead to an unfortunate ending, even death. Have that
much respect for your own dignity and for the rights of his wife and children and stop being the cause of the
break-up of this family. Follow my advice, especially in these first days of the New Year. I promise you that
you will not be sorry! Remember that it takes just one false step. one that may be imprudent, to ruin your entire
life!

My dear young ladies, listen carefully to what a certain modern, sophisticated and cynical woman wrote to
me:

“I'am an avid listener and an admirer of your talks. I somehow believe in your sincerity. especially when
you address our young people, even though I have lost all confidence in other people and even in myself. You
can’t condemn me for this because in my opinion we turn in such false circles that I can’t understand what is
actually happening because there is so much confusion and unrest everywhere.

I had very good parents who were both practicing Catholics. However, they gave us a lot of leeway when it
concerned the keeping of certain customs or general rules.

From my earliest youth I smoked cigarettes and later began to drink. I also hung out with a fast crowd and
indulged in all kinds of promiscuity. Up until now, I continue to live the same way, mostly out of custom rather
than for any other reason. I have no doubt that I would be able to change my ways and become a good
Catholic. But, I would have to wage war with myself and all my inclinations and then I ask myself - “Is it
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worth it? There are so many contradictions in one’s life! There are so many gods that a person asks which are
true and which are false! Furthermore, maybe it is already too late to change the style of my life and the
direction of my thoughts! Finally, what advantage does it give me?

Presently, I find myself at the so-called suicide stage because I am totally disillusioned after making such a
mess of my life! Father, in spite of a comfortable life and the outward appearance of success, I have been
experiencing the harshness of the condemned. Year after year. my life’s experiences took on a turn for the
worse! Death would be a most welcome guest! For me, death would be a final release! However, I still have
the remains of that which we call conscience, and this is my worst tormentor! [ feel that [ am drowning in the
depths of corruption for I do not see any possibility of finding the way by which I could return onto the narrow
path of life! An easy and comfortable life has traced its curse on my brow. Therefore, this is how I shall die!

The cursed part is really the fact that I would want to return to the bosom of the church and retrieve my
former faith! Father, these are not just empty words for I really and truly tried: I went to church and attended
Mass. I walked out of church asking myself — *What is the use of it all? Where is the peace and salvation for
me? Wouldn’t it just be better to end it all? Definitely, every one of us must have God to Whom we must hold
on. If we become disillusioned, doubt follows because we then have no point of contact and therefore we are
lost. How people need God! Father, please pray for me to your God that He may deign to hear me.

From your talks I recognize that you are familiar with our people and all their weaknesses. Allow me to
express my astonishment that you so openly criticize the behavior of our younger generation for their loose
living. I don’t think there is enough emphasis placed on this. I think that parents should be clearly told how
they should live. Parents need such lessons! Many of our modern parents do not give their children a good
example!”

You, young ladies who think that your health is guaranteed for years to come and that your happiness is
hanging out in taverns and beer gardens with a bottle and a whiskey glass and a cigarette hanging from your
lips! Or you, for whom your height of satisfaction are those hours spent on the dance floor in the embrace of a
half-drunken dance partner whirling to the sounds of a jazz orchestra! All of you, listen to how bitter and
desperate are the words written to me by one of your kind! I quote:

“I have always condoned with other people’s faults and my own. At least I minimized all sorts of dastardly
deeds — most of all, my own saying: ‘Well, someday I will atone for all this — but not quite just yet. Now for the
past year it seems that a full awakening has finally struck me with full force — but I just keep repeating —
‘What's the use? It is too late. Too late for what? For anything. One cannot change the bad habits of a
lifetime overnight, so to speak! The memories of those childhood days! I do not know what to do, nor how to
obtain peace! Everything seems so empty and so dark. There is nothing — nothing left to do. but to end it all!”

My dear young ladies, while there is still time, turn away from the road of life that is based on modern
principles and opinions. Turn back to God, to prayer, to virtue and to a healthy and intelligent view of human
life so that our Creator and Savior will not be forced to speak these bitter words to you: “Daughters of
Jerusalem, weep only for yourselves and for your children!”

The following letter has a certain affinity to today’s theme. It was written by a twelve year old girl. Since
a translation, even a most faithful one can never be like the original, I will read this letter as it was written - in
English.
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“Dear Father Justin:

No doubt you think that I have forgotten you, but I haven’t. I always think of you and just can’t wait until
Sunday comes so I can hear your voice over the radio again. Father, maybe you can recall my letter that I wrote
you last year. Itold you that my mother left me with my grandma since I was two and a half years old; that last
year | made my First Holy Communion and how I prayed that my mother would come home on that day, but
she never did come. This year, my father received bad news for the holidays — that my mother has already
divorced him. So that was a very sad Christmas in our house, but my father always tells me to remember my
mother in my prayers. We know that she stays with non-Catholic people and we are afraid that my little brother
will not be brought up as a Catholic. We all should keep up praying for her that she may change her mind and
return home someday. My Dad says that he doesn’t believe in divorce and that the doors of our home are
always open for her return. So Father, please do not forget us in your prayers and ask God to change my
mother’s mind. Iknow that I am not the only little girl in that kind of a situation. [ am sorry for all little girls
and boys that have that kind of a mother.”

No further remarks or commentaries are needed for this letter from a little abandoned girl! “Oh, mothers of
Jerusalem, weep for yourselves!”
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January 10, 1937
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

It would probably seem that the title of last week’s talk was unsuitable, or at least a little misleading. But
no! Ireally thought that I could cover the entire theme in one talk. That did not work out for me, but I'm not
sorry. At least I was able to zero —in on that ugly abscess on the body and soul of modern youth. This abscess
is painful, treacherous and extremely dangerous for it threatens to poison the complete spiritual and physical
development of the younger generation. This abscess which developed both on the body and the soul of our
youth is a direct result of the poisonous teachings and principles of these modern poisoners! I don’t want to
repeat myself therefore let me move forward. To begin, let me refer to one of the scenes from the painful way
of the cross of Christ, condemned to die. I quote from St. Luke: “As they were leading him away, they seized
on a man Simon from Cyrene who was coming in from the country and made him shoulder the cross and carry
it behind Jesus. Large numbers of people and women followed Him. The women mourned and lamented for
Him.

But Jesus turned to them and said, “Daughters of Jerusalem, do not weep for me; weep rather for
yourselves and for your children. For the days will surely come when people will say. *Happy are those who
are barren, the wombs that have never borne, the breasts that have never suckled!”

Then they will begin to say to the mountains, ‘Fall on us! And to the hills, ‘Cover us!” — For if men use the
green wood like this, what will happen when it is dry?”

I really wonder whether the Savior would use similar words today to the mothers of this twentieth century!
Or, is He at this moment calling out to some mothers: - “Mother, don’t cry and shed tears over me, rather — cry
over your son or your daughter!”

I also wonder whether certain of these mothers regret having brought such a son or daughter into the world!
I also wonder if certain sons and certain daughters who feel the pangs of a conscience that never sleeps, which
keeps piling up reproaches, is torn by blame and is struggling with anxiety and dissatisfaction do not cry out,
“Hills, fall on us! Let this agony finish once and for all for we cannot bear this any longer!”

Today’s remarks are directed especially towards our daughters.
MODERN DAUGHTERS OF JERUSALEM

The present generation is amidst a confusion of opinions of human life, of the beginning of man, of the
purpose of life and about the end of life. Faith teaches us that man came directly from the hands of God the
Creator; some half-sophisticates have notified the world that man is none other but the result of a second
evolution, none other than a descendant of the apes. God Himself teaches us that man is not only made up of a
material body but also of an immaterial and invisible soul even though these learned men stress that man is a
mass of soul-less material. He is nothing more than a rather civilized animal restricted by laws, views and the
prejudices of entire centuries. Faith teaches us that man’s purpose on earth is to serve God, love his neighbor
and sanctify himself yet the voice of the world insists that man lives in order to be comfortable, be without any
restraints and enjoy a wanton life. They believe and insist that not only should man use all his natural and God-
given gifts, but he can even abuse them regardless whether that agrees with God’s law, the natural law or

integrity of man.
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Today’s motto is — “We are allowed to do everything because we only live once and therefore we should
try everything! Therefore, in spite of exhortations by their intellect and warnings by their conscience, this
current generation allows itself to be carried away on the waves of deceit which toss them against the rocks of
life where they are pitilessly smashed and totally ruined. When their happiness is broken, their lives smashed,
their peace lost due to their own personal sad experiences, it is only then when it is already too late, that these
pitiful human wrecks call out in this sorrowful cry — “Why didn’t I know about these things before? Why didn’t
I know sooner?” — “Do you know why? Because then you only believed those deceitful and shrewd traitors.
Because all of you considered life to be an entertainment, that life is one big feast, that life means always taking
and using, that life is a big happy dance! So now what? This entertainment shattered into a thousand pieces!
The feast was unexpectedly cut off! All this usage ended rapidly! The dance music found its echo in the
funeral march! What was left? Emptiness, empty spaces and lots of pain! A spiritual and bodily catastrophe!
A mental and physical break-down! You wring your hands, your eyes f{ill with tears, your lips are twisted in
pain and yet all of this is nothing in comparison to the soul’s being pulled apart by memories of what could
have been and what is and the conscience is burdened with reproaches!”

Maybe you are tired of hearing my laments! Maybe you are bored with my talk because I am preaching an
ancient teaching to you — one that is ancient because it was given to man at the beginning of the world.
Therefore, I will now take a few letters that I received and will read them to you for I think you will benefit
from them.

“Reverend Father,

It is very difficult for me to explain my situation and to seek your advice in my present situation. [ had
always been a very good girl until I got in with bad companions. I am twenty years old. Two years ago, my
girl friend with whom I work talked me into going with her to a dance one Saturday evening at a beer-garden.
There, for the very first time in my life I drank liquor and smoked some cigarettes. Then, almost every
Saturday evening, [ went to this dance. I deceived my parents for I would tell them that [ was going to my
friend’s house while I was really going to this tavern. Now, I am pregnant and my parents do not know.

I am terribly afraid of my father. When he finds out, he will throw me out of the house. Now, | am very
sorry for having behaved this way. I had no idea that this man was married for he pretended to be a bachelor.
When I explained to him that I was now pregnant with his child and begged him to marry me, he then told me
that he is already a married man and also has children. He laughed and told me to go see a doctor who can fix
this situation.

Father, please read this letter over the radio so that other girls would learn from me and be more on their
guard so that no one would lead them astray. No one can even imagine all that goes on in certain beer gardens,
especially in those where dances are held. As for me, please tell me what I should do!™ My dear child! You
deserve to be pitied for having believed that man who is one of those unconscientious men and fathers who prey
upon gullible young girls! On the other hand, you deserve to be commended that you did not dare destroy the
life of your unborn child.

Now, do you know my advice to you> Go tell your mother about your situation. She is the one who will
best understand you. In her, you will find understanding and total sympathy. Let your mother present your
situation to your father.
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Then, I do not advise you to put that child into an orphanage. Be what it may be, but that child is just as
much yours as it is his. Let this child at least have a mother even though it will never get to know its father.
Raising this child will not be a penance for you, but a conscientious and satisfying duty. May God help you and
bless you!”

Another letter:
“Dear Father,

We listened to you talk to the young people. We listened and we shed bitter tears! Young people do not
understand that parents suffer more than their sons and daughters.

We, too, have two daughters — one is seventeen years old and the other is nineteen years old. The
seventeen year old told us that other girls her age have a lot more freedom and she will have it much better than
at home with us — and she left home!

Our nineteen year old complained when we called her attention to something. With a great show of anger,
she told us that she is old enough to know what she is doing. She insisted that she wanted to lead her own life
according to the way she thinks and not according to what her parents want.

Both girls went to a Catholic school. The Sisters who taught them liked them and always praised them for
being good students and good daughters.

It was only later that they were always going somewhere with girlfriends and they began defying us and
answering us back. Shouldn’t such children correct themselves and return home?”

“My dear daughters, listen to me. Despite the fact that you are grown, your parents still have certain
natural rights towards you — Not only the right to feed you and clothe you but also to warn you and at times
even forbid you certain things. Our life here on earth is a pilgrimage. Our Creator has given you your parents
to be your natural guides on this pilgrimage. They have more experience than we do and therefore they
understand life better than we do. Therefore, obedience to them on our part should not be forced nor that of
slaves but understanding, loving and satisfying. We should look upon our parents as our teachers of life.

And you, my dear parents, remember that your children also have certain rights. Be especially
understanding of your maturing sons and daughters. Make sure that they know that they are living in a loving
home and not in prison. Give them certain liberties within your home. Then these children will become very
attached to you and to your home. They will neither avoid you nor will they run away from you.

As for you two daughters who ran away from home, you better go back home before you get burned and
regret it. Remember, there has been more than one butterfly whose wings were scorched by flying too close to
the world’s light and then fell, only to be trampled and crushed by passing feet. He was left without a trace.”

The third letter:
“Dear Father,

We are two sisters. We have a mother but our father died three years ago. Father Justin. you constantly
remind children to respect their mothers. But — are all mothers good? How can we respect our mother when
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she is teaching us evil ways? Not only do men gather around her and drink with her, but, every Saturday we
must go with her to spend the entire night at our cousin’s beer garden. She forces us to be hostesses there. She
tells us that she is not going to feed us for nothing. We are therefore forced to dance with Negroes and Filipinos
and drink with them. She warns us that if we don’t do as she says, she will poison us like rats. Will we commit
a sin if we run away from such a mother?”

My dear listeners! One would never think or believe that today there are still such mothers who are dealers
in the live merchandise and sale of their own daughters into slavery! You, my dear children, without the least
qualm of conscience, run away and escape from such Sodom and Gomorrah. Move out of there and go live
even among strangers if they are kind and respectful. Find yourselves some respectful kinds of work. Forget
about behaving the way taught you by the one who calls herself your mother, but pray for her so that she would
change her behavior.”

A fourth letter:
“Dear Father,

I am not looking for any sympathy because I now understand that I am guilty of everything that happened.
A year ago, I married a man whom I had known for five years. My mother and father did not like him from the
very beginning. They advised me not to go out with him. This angered me and I left home. He felt sorry for
me and flattered me. We got married in church and I lived with him for three days. It was then he told me that
ours was his third wedding. He then warned me that if I don’t do things the way he wants things done, then
he’ll get rid of me as he got rid of the other two whom he wed.

He wanted me to hang out in taverns and trick men out of their money. Father, I'm sure you know what I
mean. When I heard that, I was overcome by fear and fainted. When I regained consciousness, I realized that [
was now in a strange house. When I began to call out for help, my husband came running to me. Another man
was with him. He had a strap and he beat me with it mercilessly until I creamed from pain.

Meanwhile, my husband stood by laughing at me and claiming that my cries were for him the most pleasant
music to his ears. The next day, I escaped from that house wearing only my thin nightgown.

I 'was picked up by the police, taken to the police station and from there taken to a hospital where I stayed
for four weeks. I almost lost my mind from fear and bad nerves! Now I curse myself and those people!”

Listen, you most unfortunate one! You do not need to curse yourself or anyone else. You are most
certainly neither the first nor the last to be so terribly deceived! You are just one of those gullible ones who
instead of listening to the advice and even to the sincere pleas and advice of loving parents, you instead turned
to your false friends whose advice and encouragement urged you to rebel against your parents.

You need not curse other people for in general, people are good. It just so happened that the type of people
you met are the exception. They are individuals in human form who possess the tendencies and inclinations of
wild animals who become intoxicated on the tears, virtues and human blood.

It is true that you have paid dearly, very dearly for your worldly experience, but try to understand that every
lesson is costly. If only it will be of value to you and to your fellow sisters, then at least all will not be lost!




