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hands! There are just a few of these mothers who are still among us. It is unfortunate, for they were
examples to be imitated — examples of hard work, of goodness and of maternal love.

Their place has been taken by modern mothers who have totally different ideas of the duties of
a wife and a mother. Does this particular change benefit anyone? Whom does it benefit? Show me and
prove it! I, for one, believe in change and progress, but in the kind of change that ennobles a person and
in the kind of progress that makes a person more virtuous. However, | do not believe in changes that
distort the purpose of our existence and our calling. Nor do | believe in progress which throws us off
balance, which robs us of satisfaction and brings misfortune upon us.

Now, let me address our modern fathers. Many people come to me with their troubles. | don’t
know and I really couldn’t say for certain whether | see more wives or husbands. | remember this
incident which took place recently.

| was going to the office. A mother is standing there with five children. Weeping profusely, she
told me, “I came because | can’t stand it any longer and | cannot help myself. In the last three months,
my husband lost his job in five factories because of his drunkenness. He works two or three days in a
week and then quits. He'll throw me a few dollars, but then he keeps the rest for his drink. At home he’s
not a bit embarrassed about any of his behavior in front of our children. Dirty language, using abusive
language and cursing. Our children hear and see this and they are learning to do the same from their
father. He comes home in the early morning hours of three o’clock or a little after three. | am ashamed
and at the same time, | am afraid. What can | do in this situation?”

Or | hear this complaint: “Father, my husband left me and is living with another woman whose
husband is serving in the army. Our very first child is scheduled to be born in April and he left me! How
will I be able to manage? My parents have both died. | have two brothers, but | am ashamed to go to
them for help. What is there left for me? | can’t sleep at night. | really tried to be a good wife to him, so
why is God punishing me like this?”

Here’s another complaint | hear: “Father, | have been married for two years and | have one
child. My husband never comes directly home from work. Every evening, from work, he goes to his
mother and he eats his supper there. Then he comes home but only to get washed, change his clothes
and then he goes out again. He either goes back to his mother or else he goes to play cards with some
of his friends. In these past two years of married life, he has never taken me anywhere with him. Other
husbands spend their evenings at home with their wife and children and it is only my husband who
never has time for us. | already don’t know what to do with myself. | keep a clean house. | know how to
cook and | don’t run around anywhere. He made me so many promises before we married but, today?

What happened to those types of men who were like our fathers whose life we watched every
day during all those years spent under the family’s roof? How well we remember how they rose at four
in the morning or the latest at five and hurried to their places of labor. Automobiles? Streetcars? There
weren’t any! During warm weather, our dads used bicycles! In winter they walked sometimes two, three
or four miles. They slaved for ten or even twelve hours in sweat and drudgery in the factories and steel
mills, in the ships or on the docks. They were forced to labor very hard for at that time, these various
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mechanical instruments that can help workers now, did not yet exist. They paid very dearly in earning
the bread we ate. They often had to earn it not only by the sweat of their brow, but often at the cost of
their blood and tears!

But, after they finished their day at work, they returned as quickly as they could to their families
and to home. They would forget all troubles they had borne throughout the day and they often had
undergone very painful experiences. They were called ugly names, were often belittled and made fun of.
But they would be very happy to be going home. Why? Because in front of the house, by the gate his
children awaited him! His wife also awaited him in the house. A hot, delicious, home cooked meal was
also on the table awaiting him.

At the supper table, the father would describe many of his experiences at work. The children
would listen in awe that their Dad could do so much. Then the mother would give a resume of all that
happened during her day. When she finished, the father would question each of the children about how
they were getting along in school and at home. Depending on what we told him, he sometimes smiled in
satisfaction or sometimes he frowned. He would praise this one and if need be, reprimand one or the
other. He would either give words of encouragement and praise or he reprimanded where such was
needed.

After supper, the father would go to do whatever work needed to be done around the house.
There was always something that needed to be repaired or corrected. Meanwhile the children did their
chores by washing and drying the dishes, clearing the table and sweeping the floor. Mother would put
on her glasses and would seat herself at the sewing machine while the children would all pull out their
school books.

Finally father would enter the room and one of the children would run to get him his slippers.
Father would remove his heavy boots, slip into his slippers and seat himself with the newspaper. He
relaxed with a glass of beer, his pipe or a cigarette and the newspaper. Mother was either making
something at her sewing machine or else she was busy repairing a big pile of clothing. The children were
all busy with their books and tablets.

The day ended with a snack — a piece of bread with butter or jam or sour cream. The day then
ended with the family saying a prayer together.

Such were our homes. Unfortunately, we must say they were. The number of such fathers has
diminished in our times — not only diminished, but totally disappeared. Our modern fathers, despite the
fact that they do not have to physically work so hard, are more weary than their predecessors. They ride
to work either in an automobile or on a streetcar. They only work for eight hours and have various
mechanical tools to help do their work. When they finish working, they usually stop somewhere for a
drink or a snack. There is nothing that entices them to go home, despite the fact that his wife and
perhaps one or two children await him there. They drop into their homes just to change clothes and
within a few minutes they disappear. Where do they go? Once to play cards, the next time to a
gathering. A third time to socialize with someone. A fourth time to a meeting. A fifth time to a stag
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party. A sixth time to the theatre because his favorite actress has the main role and she even yawns in
such a charming way that it makes his flesh creep!

He has not time. He never has even a few minutes to talk to his wife and to get to know his own
children. Therefore, the children hardly ever see their father, they know him even less and therefore
they have even less respect or love for him. Such is a very weak picture of our modern parents and
today’s home.

In the near future | will talk about our children and most likely, this will be related to certain sad
instances concerning juveniles which happened during the past twelve months.

Our modern homes have lost their former charm. These family nests have lost their warmth and
cordiality. Today’s home is a house consisting of walls, beds, a stove and a table. Despite being heated
mechanically, a type of uncanny chill and an icy coldness pervades this house. In today’s home, despite
several electric lamps, some kind of fearful darkness reigns there. In today’s home despite the fact that
it has expensive radios which play beautiful music, a strange grave-like quiet and funeral sadness fills
this house. This is an ill omen to future homes.

There have been changes, enormous changes in every sphere of human life. Changes have taken
place in peoples’ minds, in their opinions of the nobility, value and divinity of human life. These changes
did not spare the home and the family. They distorted the views of married life as well as of family life.
For this reason in our present times, a vermin is nesting in our families and it is poisoning the happiness
of every member of the family.

We must return to the basic principles of Christ — to the difficult but certain teachings of the
Church. Then, and only then will every family regain its lost happiness. It is then that every home will
become again a stronghold of warmth, cordiality and love.
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January 2, 1944
| greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

We can rightfully refer to the past 25 years as “times of change.” The changes have been rapid,
unforeseen and unexpected. | am not thinking of changes in material things. | am not referring to the
progress in education nor am | referring to the inventions and discoveries, which according to the
theories that were given promised to change this entire world into a paradise where everyone will find
peace and happiness.

Actually, what happened was the exact opposite. This happened because of the perversity and
malice of people. Those instruments that were promising happiness became the instruments of
widespread crippling and death. The walls of this promised paradise crumbled because they were built
on sandy soil — on a weak foundation that was shaky from the very beginning. They fell and their rubble
covered up not only those who were guilty, but also the innocent. The promised happiness turned into
disaster. The promised peace became a furious battle instead. Today, entire nations, nearly all the
nations are writhing in pain and suffering.

| repeat, at this moment I'm not thinking about the above mentioned changes. | am thinking of
other changes, namely changes in the moral order. | remember those crucial times when this confusion
began to show up in people’s minds.

The older people began to be negligent, and the younger people began to rebel. The time of
prohibition and the era of jazz joined hands. Everybody was talking about their rights, but no one
mentioned anything about their obligations. Nobody even wanted to hear about what they owe to God,
to their neighbor and to themselves! Older folks criticized the young people. Young people complained
about their elders. They looked at each other with a lack of trust. The abyss between these two groups
grew deeper each day. In the end, the home became everything with the exception of that which it was
meant to be — the family hearth.

Parents have changed just as their children have changed. Do the parents of our times look
upon their progeny with Christian or pagan eyes? Does the husband and his wife remember always and
everywhere the solemn vows they once exchanged before the altar? What opinion do young people
have of marriage? Do they have a true understanding of who they are and their purpose in life? Do they
really prepare themselves in order to live a useful and fruitful life? I'm not referring to others — but just
to our own people. What changes have taken place in their views and opinions of the basic matters on
which the happiness of individuals, families, society and the world depends. These changes mirror the
confusion of their understanding , helplessness, reluctance and uncertainty. As a result, today there is
neither stability nor certainty nor the kind of satisfaction that at one time made life pleasant and helped
people to win in their struggle with trials and difficulties.




image2.jpeg
UNREASONABLE CHANGES

A few months ago | happened to meet a young man whom | hadn’t seen for the past three
years. After greeting him, | asked him how he was getting along — and he burst into tears! | waited about
three minutes before he regained self-control. Then he began to tell me his story.

“Father, as you know, | got married. From the beginning we lived in peace. We were living on
rent, far from her parents. We both were working for six months after we married. During that time, not
only did we pay for all our furniture, but we even were able to put aside some money as savings. We
then talked it over and | asked my wife to quit her job, for | wanted her to have an easier and better life.
Then, we agreed that | would work longer hours and | earned a very good salary.

However, instead of staying home, my wife went to visit her mother every day. | had never
objected to her dropping in occasionally to visit her mother, but her staying there all day, every day, did
not please me, and | let her know that. | told her that she should spend more time at home and less time
at her mother’s place.

| would come home from work at eight or nine o’clock in the evening and | would find a note: “I
went to my mother. In the refrigerator you will find butter and an egg. You can use it to fix supper for
yourself.”

Father, can you imagine how | felt when | returned home exhausted from a long work day?
Instead of being met by a smiling wife and a warm and delicious supper, | faced empty rooms. | didn’t
complain because she was pregnant with our child. | thought that surely my wife will settle down.

However, once | happened to point out to her mother that this daughter of hers was married to
me and not to her. Her mother reacted by showering me with insults and calling me names. She also
told me, ‘If what she is doing doesn’t please you, then my daughter can return home to us whenever she
wants to. We certainly have enough bread in our house.” | remained silent.

Fifteen months after our wedding, my wife gave birth to our little daughter. ‘Now’, | thought,
‘things will surely get better.” But that did not happen. Now my wife was spending the entire day with
the baby at her mother’s place. In the evenings, she would leave the baby with me and she would go out
for some entertainment at least four times a week. She never returned home before two in the
morning. Those nights, | had to take care of our baby. Then, in the morning, even though | had slept
little and was totally exhausted | had to get up and go to work in the factory.

| talked to my wife, but she would not change her ways. She insisted that she had a right to such
a life. ‘Furthermore,’ she said, ‘ifyou don’t like it, I'll go back to my mother.”

Well, one day she did exactly what she had threatened doing. Two months later, when |
returned from work, | found a note under the door that read — ‘l went to my mother and | am never
coming back to you!’
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All the rooms were empty! She had carried off all of our furniture with the exception of the
stove, the table and one chair! Now, she wants a legal separation. Her reason for this was that she
claimed that | had beat her several times. And she gave this deposition under oath!

Father, in our three years of marriage, | have never raised my hand against her! All | wanted was
to live peacefully and give my wife everything that | possibly could. Here, all my good fortune just fell
apart. What should | do? I'll join the army and let God’s Will be done!”

If this were just a single incident, | would never even have mentioned it. Unfortunately, this
happens too often for me to just overlook it and gone on to other topics. Why do thing like this happen
and who is the guilty one? These things happen because certain people have changed their view of
marriage, on the duties of a married couple, on family life and on family obligations. Today, | am
reminding you that the Sacrament of Matrimony places certain heavy, new and hold obligations on the
shoulders of wives and mothers, of husbands and fathers. The Sacrament of Matrimony demands
certain sacrifices from the wife as well as from the husband. | will go further into the details concerning
this topic in one of my future talks. Here, I shall just quote what our Savior said concerning that topic:
“For this reason a man shall leave his father and mother and join his wife and they shall be two in one
flesh. Thus, they will no longer be two, but only one body!” Thus, it is easy to discern who was the guilty
party in the above mentioned case. The one who broke up the family and the home!

A few years ago, the newspapers in our town posted a short laconic notice. In the local morgue
“an unknown girl — a suicide.” In addition to that, they mentioned the appearance of this corpse, her
approximate age, her facial features, the color of her eyes and hair, her height and the color of her dress
and shoes. There were no papers of identification on her person, nor any letter or money.

It would seem that scarcely anyone would read this notice and that even fewer people would be
interested in it unless the family from which someone was missing. Meanwhile, | was carefully
scrutinizing all the newspapers specifically searching for such knowledge because a mother who had
come to see me, had told me, through her tears, that her seventeen year old daughter had left home,
swearing that she would rather commit suicide than return to her parents.

To tell you the truth, in this case | felt just as sorry for the mother as | felt for the daughter. In
this family which was small, the father was a real tsar! A first class miser! Only for himself did he loosen
the reins! He never put his flask aside and for this reason, he despised any work. The mother was the
one who went to work every evening. The children would scurry away from home in order to avoid the
thunder coming from the lips of the dictator of the home.

| asked myself, “Who knows if this is not this run-away girl who ended up on a marble slab in the
morgue?” Therefore, early in the morning — about nine o’clock, | went to the morgue. | was amazed to
notice that several people were already standing outside of the morgue. They came for the same reason
| did — to identify a suicide case. Everyone of us was searching for a missing person. Everyone examined
the remains of this unfortunate girl. | did, also, but she was as unfamiliar to me as she was to them.
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Despite her deathly pallor, this girl had pretty facial features. Meanwhile, | was thinking — “This
girl who should be alive, who should be enjoying her life. But here she lies in the embrace of death. If
she were able to speak from this pulpit of after-death, what a story she would be able to tell us. A short
life — but did she experience deception, bitterness and despair? What a sermon, not only for young
people but also for parents.”

Throughout that entire day people were moving through that gate and entering the morgue.
Most of these people were mothers. They were coming to look at this dead body.

The next day the newspapers noted that over two hundred mothers had been at the morgue
looking for their daughter. Over two hundred sad and depressed mothers, over two hundred wounded
and suffering mothers who would wish that they would be lying on that marble slab rather than that
young girl.

Besides these mothers, there were also countless family members who came asking themselves,
“Maybe it will be she. Could this be our family member?” And what were these mothers thinking as they
drew near to this suicide victim? With fear and trembling they were all praying that this was not the
body of their daughter.

As we look through the pages of history, we read about various unpleasant and terrible
happenings. Revolts, betrayals, lawlessness, bloody revolutions, unjust oppression of nations and wars
caused by fratricide. Despite these various calamities which happened in the world from time to time,
there was one tiny society and one small institution that remained untouched. This tiny society and this
small institution was — the family!

The family resisted the invading enemy. In the family there was always order, obedience,
submission, respect and love. That is why after every catastrophe, in a relatively short time, the world
healed its wounds, even those that were most painful, and recovered its health. This was due to the fact
that families were strong and healthy.

However, in this last quarter of a century of unlimited freedom or rather, the loosening of morals, in this
age of supposed enlightenment or rather hopeless darkness — when God, the Lawgiver became only an
old fashioned statue and faith in Christ became a page of the long-gone past, the family has been
wounded. The husband and father, the head of the family, forgot about his high and responsible
mission. The wife and mother forgot her traditional and holy obligations. The children, left on their own,
forgot the existence of not only the fourth commandment of God, but also all the other
commandments. This leads to complaining and many tears. The family became a source of unrest,
dissatisfaction and a whole series of other painful and sad events.

Modern marriages that are often mixed marriages which are often contracted outside the
Church and sometimes even entered into while under the influence of drink, give a very sad picture of a
future home and future family. Love can be blind, but again, it can never be that blind! And when that
momentary intoxication passes, then what?
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Look through the columns of your daily newspapers. There you will read about complaints,
separations and divorces. But it doesn’t end there because it leads to suicide, murder and other crimes.
They have made a national game out of the sacrament of marriage which deals with winners and losers!

A modern marriage would like to prolong the days of their youth and would not want to
interrupt their honeymoon. They would like to enjoy themselves as they did when they were boyfriend
and girlfriend. The raising of children is a matter of secondary importance. Furthermore, there is no time
for that. All they want to do is pay visits to others, go places and gossip. It is so unpleasant and lonely
just staying in their own apartment that seems so cramped and sad. Therefore, they go out for every
entertainment, for every dance and join every game of cards. Today, especially, they must hold up their
“morale” and not give in to sadness and low spirits.

Why should one worry about duties? They will not run away. Besides, tomorrow is another day!
Show me one of today’s wives and modern mothers whom you can restrain from sitting in theaters. She
knows every actor and every actress. She is enchanted with them and just adores them to the point that
she names her son or daughter after these loved ones. She places all her happiness under the protection
and patronage of these film stars. Today, who wants to have someone in the family with the name of
some saint? No, that is so old-fashioned. It’s from the Middle Ages.

“My son’s name is Constantine, but we call him “Jeep” because he is always twisting and jumping!”
These are the exact words of a young mother whom | met with her son on the street. In order to verify
her answer, | asked the little boy what his name was. The little boy looked at me with those big bright
eyes and answered, “Jeep”. Let’s hope that this little “Jeep” does not some- day turn into a” tank!”

To all the mothers of today who are popularly considered as “modern”, | present to all of you
your own mothers. Just think back when you were little. Your mother did not have any of the various
mechanical and time-saving devices that you have today. Instead of today’s electric washing machine,
your mother used a huge boiler, a wooden tub and a leaden washboard. Your mothers did not possess
any electric irons to do the ironing, nor did they have any electric sweepers.

And how many children were there in the family? Six, seven or more! Not only did that poor
mother keep everybody in clean clothes, but she kept the house as clean and orderly as the Visitation
Sisters keep their chapel. Your mot hers did not have any packaged food products, but she knew how to
cook. She would stand at the hot stove for two and three hours every day. Do you remember how
delicious these meals were which your mother cooked? Most likely you remember that your mother
never bought bread, but she bought sacks of flour which she used to bake bread and buns. The children
licked their lips and their fingers at meals. Today’s soldier also publicly boasts of the delicious meals his
mother prepared for him. And that mother of yours had time for everything. She could help herself with
everything and somehow found the strength to do everything.

Now, all you modern mothers, compare your situation with the situation of your mothers and
ask yourselves how you compare with them. How many times | have seen grown children show great
gratitude and respect as they tenderly kissed their mother’s wrinkled brow and her hard, work-worn




