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people, teach them and point out their mistakes and foibles, to save them from various
plagues especially from drunkenness. One more flower. At the time when women and
girls considered braids as their female glory, some drunkard father called his fifteen year
old daughter and cut off her braids. He paid no attention to her tears and pleadings. The
drunkard sold her braids and drank through the money. Dear husbands and fathers, |
beg you, in the name of your maltreated wives, in the name of your children, neglected
because of your drunkenness, think while you have time! Regenerate your morality. Stop
making your throat an altar and your stomach as your god! A life of restraint will save
you and yours from calamities. You must develop a strong will, because drunkenness will
destroy your nervous system, will poison you blood and destroy your digestive system
and will lead you to wickedness, to the poor house, to mental institution. To stop your

drunkenness prayer is a great help. Reception of sacraments of penance and communion
helps greatly.

“Drunkenness — poisons soul and body,
So that it can enslave us:
Today I”ll break its shackles
Because | want to be freed from it
Give me strength , O Holy Mother,

That | may remain sober from now on.”

At this time, before we finish our program, | ask all of you listeners, especially during the
benediction, that they ay ask God for the leader of our country. That Providence of God
watch over him and the Holy Spirit guide his actions, not only for our benefit but for the
benefit of the entire human race. We should thank the good Lord that we are the
citizens of this free and peaceful country. We promise that we will be exemplary and
fruitful citizens of the United States.
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My dear compatriots. | greet you in our traditional Polish way: Praised be Jesus Christ. It was a
very long time ago that a very proud king Baltazar prepared a huge banquet for thousands of his
distinguished noblemen and women. Everyone drank according to his age. King Baltazar, already
drunk, commanded that all the gold and silver vessels be brought, the vessels which he took
from king Nabuchednezer, his father, from the temple in Jerusalem. All of them drank from
these vessels, all the lords, their wives and concubines. Towards the end of the banquet, those
present in the royal hall, noticed something very strange. On the wall, across from the
candelabra, there appeared a hand writing indecipherable to those present, words: “Mane —
Thekel — Phares!” The king turned pale and his own thoughts frightened him. His knees clattered
one against the other. The king ordered all the wise men of his kingdom to be brought in. They
came, but no one could read the strange words and much less translate them. The king became
very worried and his lords, their wives and concubines with him. At last the king ordered Daniel
to be brought in. Among other things, Daniel said: “You, o king Baltazar, did not humble your
heart, but exalted yourself before the Lord and ordered the gold and silver vessels to be brought
in and all of you, drank wine from them, and besides, you praised the gods from silver, gold ,
copper, iron, stone and wood, who neither see nor hear nor feel, but the God who created you
and all your ways you did not honor. It was from this God that the hand was sent and wrote the
words on the wall. This is what it said: Mane: the God counted your kingdom and ended it.
Tekel: you were put on the scale and found wanting. Fares: your kingdom is divided and given to
Medes and Persians.” That very night king Baltazar was killed and Babylon was invaded by
Medes and Persians. All this took place while everyone was still celebrating at the palace. This
happened a very, very long time ago, but history repeats itself. We will see this a bit later in this
homily.

Modern Baltazars

Among those whom Providence chose for very specific goals are undoubtedly the husbands and
fathers of human families. On their shoulders rests a very heavy responsibility before God and
society. These husbands and fathersare responsible not only for themselves but also for their
wives and children. The husbands and fathers hold the keys to happiness or tragedy in regard to
the souls entrusted to them. Husbands and fathers are truly the stewards of earthly and eternal
happiness. They are also the stewards of suffering and long lasting tragedies that, frequently,
last generations. Unfortunately, those on whom much depended, and on whom still depends,
whom Providence placed in this responsible position didn’t even think of this. The husbands and
fathers, especially in our times, neglect their responsibilities; they forget their duty to serve
family, society and country. | think of those husbands and fathers who think they have a right to
take advantage of their wives and children, their neighbors and all. Not that they should live for
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others but others should live exclusively for them. These are the ones that play the role of
Baltazars in the family, in society and country. They do not work and don’t do good for the
benefit of others. The only goal such have is to use, enjoy and celebrate, regardless of the tears
and pleadings of their wives. The disregard the misery and poverty of their children! In the eyes
of these heartless and without conscience men, the wife is only a servant and a lowly slave that
has no rights to equality and consideration. The children are considered just a handful of little
gypsies, who have no right to grow up in the normal family. It is such fathers and husbnads, the
modern Baltazars, who revel and feast for years. They drink their wives’ tears and blood of their
sons and daughters, and in the end their wives’ and children’s health and their happiness. But
this is not the end. These kind, hurt the society. They don’t see, because they don’t want to see,
that above the family, the society and the country, where they live, there is a hand of God that
write three short words: Mane — Thekel — Phares, terrible words, because they foretell the
collapse, the destruction and death. They foretell the destruction of the family, collapse of the
society and death of the nation. These words foretell not only nature’s punishment and
vengeance, but also His who reigns above nature —the Creator, Lord and God of all and
everything. Someday, the tears of wives and children will turn on those tyrannical husbands and
fathers and will consume them. I'll stop philosophizing, and turn to real life-stories. Here is the
list: New Bedford, MA,: “I don’t know what happened to my husband. | cannot explain it. For
three years after the wedding we lived peacefully. Then something had broken in our family. My
hubby, despite the fact that we have two children, began going out in the evening, began
drinking. He stopped giving me his pay. He began rationing the money by giving me five ($5.00)
dollars a week and that five he threw at me with anger as though he was throwing a bone to the
dog! He didn’t care whether the children were fed or clothed. | had to seek some help so | went
to work. | used to make six ($6.00) dollars a week. My husband continued to go out every
evening and return home in the morning drunk. He didn’t talk to me. The little that he said was
always with anger and with curses. He stopped going to church. He did not pray as he did
before. | had to give him meat on Fridays. | did not quarrel with him but spoke to him kindly. He
would say to me that marriage nowadays means nothing. That here, in America, one can get
divorce for a few measly dollars. Besides, he said, it is none of my business how he lives and
what he does. It is his business alone. | live in a real hell. He never has a good word for me or the
children. When he is drunk he only verbally abuses us and curses us, and when he is sober he
doesn’t say a word. It seems to me sometimes that he is not a real person. He lost his job
because of his drinking. Besides, he is not in good health. He steals whenever he finds a few
pennies. Several times he even took clothing from the house just to buy a pint. We do not speak
with each other unless it’s an absolute must. Children run away from their own father because
they do not want to hear dirty words, ugly names, and curse. I’'m afraid that | will leave the
house as soon as | will be able to manage on my own. My whole marriage it’s nothing but tears
and poverty. All this because of my drunkard husband, the father of my children.” So much from
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the letter. There are other particulars which | cannot reveal now. The word: mane, thekel and
phares are being fulfilled in this Baltazar. It is a just reward and one he merited because he
forgot to be husband and father. This is the pay for long years of banqueting at the forbidden
table, and not paying attention to the complaints of his wife and tears of his children.

And now excerpts from another letter. And by a strange coincidence, is also from New Bedford.
Amy parents, my mother and |, all of regularly listen to the program Rosary Hour. | am married
for 19 years. All these years are deplorably sad because of my drunkard husband. We have four
children the oldest of which is 17 years old and the youngest three years old. | come from a
poor but pious family. We are eleven brothers and sisters and we live in peace with each other
as God had ordered and we respect each other. My husband comes from a small but rich family.
If we lacked something my mother-in-law willingly helped us. Knowing that he could depend on
his mother, my husband began to drink and would always throw in my face the fact that if he
didn’t marry me | would have died of hunger. He kept drinking so much until he became
addicted to it. It’s actually beyond description. | can’t say he was lazy, but when he was drunk
he would not go to work because he would get sick. He complains that he has debts and
becomes angry with me that | am not a good housekeeper. Regurarly, he would begin to drink
on Friday evening and finish Sunday evening. Then from Sunday through Friday he is sick, and
then again he’d start drinking Friday evening until Sunday. But it wouldn’t be half as bad if he at
least kept quiet. When he was drunk he would start cursing and mixes me with thrash. It’s
almost terrifying to hear such ugly and filthy words. | am not so young any more but | don’t
want to suffer so much. | want to have peace in my family and home and not curse. Because my
older son understands everything he cannot bear his father’s behavior. He always defends me
that is why his father has no use for him. All this is very depressing and my health is beginning to
suffer. | even went to work. But what of it. If | buy anything for the children my husband curses
and says its throwing away of money. He only cares that he has money for his drink. More and
more | am beginning to think that | will take the children and leave him. It will be better to have
at least a morsel but live in peace. Otherwise I'll lose my health. | can’t pay the rent because for
him, his drink is more important than family and house.” Doesn’t this portray to us a modern
Baltazar who is banqueting and does not see that Providence is writing over him: Mane — Thekel
— Phares: His house is falling upon drunkard husband and father. He will be covered with rubble.
All that will remain after him is inglorious and repugnant memory.

Here again is a letter from Cleveland, Ohio, from a wife and mother of seven children. | can
hardly wait till Sunday just to hear your program. Sometimes | cry when | listen. | feel myself
abandoned and neglected by my husband. He goes his way and | go my way. We have lived this
way for 28 years. We never had a good relationship. For him marriage means nothing. For years
he says that he can go and do whatever he wants. | thought that perhaps when the children will
be growing up he will change. In fact, it became worse rather than better. When the children
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were little he would not allow me to buy for even the necessities, and now again because some
of them work he demands from every penny, and how he courses! | lost my health because of
all of this. My husband continues to maltreat me, my whole life is ruined. He wasn’t good from
the beginning. Could you, Father Justin, be so kind and say something about the importance of
marriage and that husbands treat their wives as human beings!

The letter ends there. One can see the traces of tears of a sorrowing and enslaved mother and
wife. Woe to such Baltazars of our times, who with their lives spread such rottenness and
demoralization in their families and ruin the happiness for their own. Following the way of king
Baltazar they write with their own hand their own end: Mane — Thekel - Phares!

Jusst one more letter. This one is from Pittsburgh: “Our whole family except our father
listen to your Sunday program. This program give us hope and courage to carry our
burdens and sadness in this life. May be my letter will have some influence over our
father and stop his cruel treatment of us. We have the best mother in the world. Mother
always cared well for us and saw to it that we did not lack anything. Our father was
always indifferent and treated us badly. It’s true he works, but what of it, when he
doesn’t give mother the envelope with his pay except throws her a few papers as though
he wanted to say: take it or leave it!” From Monday through Saturday, every week, every
month all year through, he comes home between 8:00-9:00 P. M. and smells like a
distillery! Even his clothing is saturated with whiskey. When | put food before him, he
throws everything on the floor and says he will not eat poison. When his drunken anger
leaves him and he stops cursing, then he demands again | give him supper. We
sometimes think that he is possessed. While he is drunk and angry he breaks everything
that falls under his hands. Finally he beats the children, for no reason at all, just to satisfy
his anger. Other works evenings. He sweeps and scrubs in the city. | don’t know how
long she will be able to do this. She returns at midnight and instead of peace and rest
has to listen to angry words and curses of a drunken father. I, too, work. Even though |
don’t drink and smoke my father calls me the worst names he can think of. All these
years, we never had any peaceful or decent holydays Every holyday, our father is drunk
from 6:00 A. M to 11:00 P. M. Please, Father Justin, say something to such fathers as
ours. Our father spends at least ten dollars a week on his whiskey. If he brought this
money home our mother would not have to work nights. | would like to take such a
husband and father by the hand and lead him through the entire prison when those
condemned await their death and when the prison warden throws the handle and two
thousand volts of electricity go through the miserable human body, and his soul will go
to the feet of the Creator Judge. Such a father and husband I would like to take by the
hand and lead him through the house of mentally ill, that he may see the results of
drunkenness, how it changes a human being into an animal. | would like to take such a




image5.jpeg
husband and father and take him to the poor farms so that he may hear from the lips of
former drunkards how they ruined their properties and health.

How much poverty, misery, illness, hurt, tears, murders, suicides, how many familial
tragedies, social injustices, national defeats were caused by drunkenness, it is impossible
to count! How many cripples, feeble minded persons in the families where the father is
addicted to drink, only God knows. Our poet Mickiewicz left this sentence: “We never
have enough wisdom why should we lose it through drink.” In the old book printed in
the XVI century | read a call of Bishop Woreszczynski: ,, It is easier on one to lose the
money, but to lose health because of drinking then suffer gout, cancer, carbuncles,
leprosy, swellings and all other ulcers and illness, really it’s lack of brains, it’s nonsense,
it’s insanity!” Fr. Jackowski, a Jesuit writes: “l remember that | saw a picture, not a holy
picture, on it was a woman with messy hair and a broom in her hand. She was
defending herself before her husband who was coming at her and beating her with a
stick. How her older daughter grabbed her father by the head, and somewhere in the
corner the rest of the children were hiding and crying. There were chairs overthrown
and a frightened cat broke the window to escape the bedlam. The dog under the table
was bearing his teeth and growling. The neighbors were looking | the windows and
jeered. The inscription at the bottom of the picture said; “Marital in house of a drunkard.
”1 hope to God that such incidents would only find a place in a picture and never
happened in any household.” Unfortunately that picture is just too real in life.
Unfortunately husband and father drunkard, speeds his wife to work and then takes
every penny she makes for his drink. To use the money sprinkled with tears and use it fro
drinks is sacrilegious, it calls to heaven for vengeance. A husband and father who is a
drunkard, who constantly disturbs family peace by uttering curses, wishes ill to his own
family is a scoundrel, tormentor, a murderer. | know very sad occurrences in this buffalo
town of ours. What would you say about a father who sold his daughters’ dresses just to
buy whiskey for Easter? When the wife protested he broke her head with a baseball bat!
One of the little girls came to school in her summer dress despite that it was freezing
outside! Another hubby and dad stole his wife’s engagement ring and wedding band and
left it to a hoarder of junk just so he would have his whiskey. He beat his wife bloody,
because she protested his behavior Really what a man will not think through when he’s
sober he will do while drunk. Several years back | preached a homily about drunkards. |
spoke harshly and strongly. Several months later | received a letter from a ten year old
boy, who wrote: | love Father Justin the most because he corrected our father, who was
always drunk. Now we have peace in our home. Sometimes my father stays home in the
evening. When he finishes reading the newspaper he helps us with our homework even
plays with us. That is why my two sisters and | pray for Father Justin every morning and
evening. Our father told us to do that!” This letter proves that it is worth to work for rthe




