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“Greed fills the forest with bandits, the homes with robbers, the markets with fraud, the court rooms
with false oaths, the eyes of the poor with tears, the prisons with criminals and hell with the damned!”

Therefore, you and all those like you are bandits, robbers, cheaters, criminals and already here,
while you are alive — you are damned! Recall, father, that night when your daughter secretly left your
house in order to throw herself into the embrace of the world which will crush her, overwhelm her,
strangle her, tread her underfoot and ruin her in soul and in body. In the end she will return, as she
herself promises, in order to stand before you as a ghost and hiss through her painful lips: “Father, look
atme! Do you recognize your daughter? This is all your fault! You did this to me! Now, look how she
dies who should live and cannot! She cannot because you killed everything in her that was good,
beautiful and noble! You, father, were my killer! You are my murderer! | will not give you any peace,
neither during the day nor during the night! | will go after you everywhere! I will always be before you!
In the last moments of your life you will see me between the guardian angel and the devil and even then
you will still hear my reproach, “This is my father — a Judas!”

My dear parents, all of you without any exceptions, show your sons and daughters a big heart and a
lot of understanding! May your children find your homes to be temples filled with peace, love, mutual
understanding and compassion. Then your children will bless you!




image1.jpeg
January 22, 1939
I greet all of you my dear fellow country — men with the words. “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Today | wanted to talk about the three reptiles that poison the happiness and break up the lives of
young people. These reptiles are not really snakes or any other kind of hideous and repulsive snakes.
By nature, they are profitable and often necessary for us. However, the false-heartedness and the
malice of people have abused these gifts of God and by doing so, they have brought doom upon
themselves. Somebody has called this trio of serpents the trio of hell. What are they? None other than
the: Automobile — Modern Dances — Intoxicating Drinks!

Unfortunately, I am forced to put that talk aside for sometime later. | am certain that especially our
young people will be curious to know what | have to say about those matters. It will be nothing new
except to point out to our young people how many have lost their virtue and shattered their future
either in an automobile, at a dance hall or over a bottle and a whiskey-glass. | must also at this time
refrain from talking about obscene books, picture, magazines, theaters and taverns, even though a
certain Polish detective begged me to talk about these things. He insisted that our country is formally
drenched in immoral printed material which threatens our youth with hell on earth for it opens the way
to the kind of life once led by the inhabitants of Sodom and Gomorrha.

I promise all of you that I will talk on these subjects without wrapping the truth in wool, despite the
fact that these truths will hurt some and will strike fear into others. Our young people, just like all young
people love to read about the facts of life. | will give you such truths about life as you have never even
dreamed of. They will be the facts and truths taken from the lives of your present companions — both,
male and female! These testimonies will come from burnt lips, from broken hearts, from consciences
that are in turmoil, from shattered souls — all of whom had experienced personally these facts and
truths of life.

However, today, | must address a topic which was presented to me in this letter which | will read to you
in its entirety:

TELL MY FATHER

This letter was written in English. It was written with a shaking hand on paper that was torn from a
five-cent tablet. On several pages there are traces of tears which partially erased some of the words:

“Dear Father Justin, This letter is being written to you from the bottom of my heart. There will
probably be many spelling errors, but | don’t have the time to correct them. As soon as | finish writing
this letter, | am leaving home. There is nothing on this earth that can make me change my mind. Itis
true that I did not choose to be born. | very often ask myself why | was born. My mother, who is the
best mother in the world, fulfilled her vocation most conscientiously, for she gave birth to thirteen
children. Presently, there are nine of us at home; three have their own families and one had died.

| spent the years of my childhood in bed. Once it was because | had diphtheria, another time | had
scarlet fever and later | suffered from pneumonia. My mother used to remind me how I had fought for
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my life. Today I regret that | did and | tell myself that it would have been better had | died then. | often
think about committing suicide.

From the time that | was seven years old, from early morning until late at night I had to listen to
fights at home. My father would be drunk and he would argue with my mother, curse and kick her. He
beat us children very often. | never noticed even the least sign of respect that my parents had for each
other.

As children, we were always hungry, always ragged; we were always dressed in used clothing,
always craving those little things — trinkets which we saw in the possession of other children. Our
father forbid us to even talk to the neighboring children. We were forbidden to say even a single word
to any adult. As soon as he possibly could, our father took us out of school and made us goouttogeta
job. Then he took our pay — every last cent! He wouldn’t give us any of that money to buy some clothes
or a pair of shoes. He wouldn’t give us even a penny for any of our personal needs. It is no wonder that
even though | am only twenty years old, | feel as though | were eighty years old! Even though | have a
very youthful appearance and at times | could have benefitted from that fact — for money, | never did.

When | was seventeen years old, my father forced me to go to work in a beer —joint. It was such a
joint that no decent father would ever allow his daughter to enter it, regardless of the amount of money
she would earn there. Yet — my father bragged about the fact that his young daughter worked in such a
place. 1, myself, do not understand why I call him “Father”, since he has told me a million times that |
am not his daughter.

The work in this beer-joint was not only hard, but at the same time it was absolutely disgusting. |
was a very innocent girl until I was forced into this racket! Although I had never known a father’s love
and protection and | had no decent clothes or money, | had kept myself clean and pure and was looking
toward the future.

In order to keep my job, | had to drink with the customers —and not just soda and beer, but the
other stuff which was much more expensive. | was also forced to flirt and play up to certain bullies into
whose faces | would often just want to spit because of the ways in which they abused me. However, |
had always kept myself on the straight and narrow path. | had to sit with a group of men who were
from various states of life and of various nationalities. Among them, some were good and some were
bad, some were sober and others were drunk. They meant nothing to me!

However, when | was nineteen years old, | met a young man whom | really liked. He was of a quiet
and peaceful disposition. He never imposed himself upon me. He took me to shows and dances in the
better night clubs. Despite the fact that he often told me that he did not like to see girls and women
smoke and drink, he always took me to such places. | always had to be a good sport.

As part of my job, | drank more and more in order to earn a bigger bonus. It came to the point that |
was able to drink as much as the men did! | understood that | was totally wrong in doing this, but | was
afraid that if 1 didn’t, | would lose my job and my father would curse me. | really wanted to go out to
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look for some other type of work, but my father insisted that | stay where | was. H was very pleased
with the money that | was earning.

One evening, my friend, who seemed to be such a real friend, took me to the theater and then to a
night-club where he got me drunk on champagne and | lost consciousness! Then something happened
that cannot be undone! For this | blame my father who never permitted me to bring anyone into our
home — neither a girl-friend nor a boy-friend. Why? Because it costs money to keep lights on — because
we will make too much noise — because we will play the radio too loudly, etc.

After this incident, my life lost every bit of its attraction. It became boring, sour and ugly! | felt like
a trampled, damaged, beaten and lost Magdalen! | absolutely never again wanted to see this man who
wronged me! | was fired from my job because | had become sullen and sour and was no longer fit for
that job. At home, he whom I still called “Father” in spite of all the abuse | suffered from him, bullied
me mercilessly for two months. He constantly yelled at me to pack up and leave his house for he
refused to keep me for nothing.

Finally, in despair, | returned to that tavern. In tears, | begged the owner to allow me to return, not
realizing what | was getting into. He allowed me to return to work. There, | was not only a worker, but
also a slave! What an inhumane life! Since I knew too much about my employer and his disreputable
work, | was again cast aside because | was cold and unapproachable.

At home, | again had to contend with my father’s anger and curses. “Go to find work as a servant
doing house-work!” he shouted. | went. | was hired for the princely pay of — seven dollars!

After a month of such work, | developed rheumatism! I lay in bed like a log. | couldn’t move at all,
yet my father never called a doctor or got me any medicine. He hovered over me like an executioner —
making my life one plain hell! He deprived me of my courage and my faith; he stole my smile, my
enthusiasm — in one word, he stole my happiness and ruined my life!

I used to go to confession regularly every six months and went to church every Sunday. This, too,
angered my father and | had to give it up. Now, what is there left for me? | am a beaten, human cur!

| have decided to leave home. | will search for either a better or a worse fate. It seems to me that
my fate will be worse. Please try to imagine a twenty year old girl with such a father who is a murderer
of young life. | really wanted to please my father. The more that | tried, the circumstances became
worse. My own father has robbed me of my health, made me a cripple and shattered my nerves! He is
the one who forced me to despise life. It is his fault that | was not only singed but completely burned.
He made a braggart out of me. He made of me a liar, a menial servant, a temptress and one who burns
with a hatred for everything. He ruined my youth and my entire life. He not only threw me into the
street, but literally into the gutter, just to get money. | will be on his conscience for the rest of his life.
He made me spend evenings and nights in the dens of drunkards and gamblers, dancing with white,
black and yellow men.
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Why did he force me into that kind of work? Me? His own daughter? Maybe there will be a day
when | will return to him and standing before him, | will ask him: “Father, look at me! Do you now
recognize your daughter for whom you had no room in your house ? Look at what you have made of
her! Are you satisfied? | didn’t ask you to be born!

You regretted the fact that you were my father, for you yourself so often insisted that | was not
your daughter. You let me suffer from starvation, you threatened and cursed me! You made me filthy!
You denied me the right to a lawful and pure life! You threw me out of the house and forced me to lead
a life that killed all feelings of nobility, personal dignity and worthiness within me! “ Then — I shall fall
down dead in front of him! | will die quickly! But I will fall down in such a way that even in death | will
not touch this monster of a father because, after such a life that he forced upon me, | am not worthy to
touch any human being!

By Christmas Day, | will no longer be at home. Isn’t it ironic that on that great feast | will begin to
live without taking anything into consideration? From then, I'll go the limit! | will take advantage of my
youth and my good looks. Ilearned how to do this in the beer joint where my father forced me to
engage in such loathsome and degrading work in order to bring him a few dollars.

Father Justin, tell my Dad that the child his wife bore him and taught her to believe that he was her
father, but he refused to acknowledge her, is wishing him a Merry Christmas! The best Christmas that
he could buy with the money he has in his pocket while | cry myself to sleep hoping for a measly pair of
shoes. Tell him, that his daughter, his own child has left home for the last time! Tell him that she left
home on a cold and gloomy night! Tell him that this daughter of his was terribly frightened! Tell him
that bitter tears flowed from her eyes! They were as bitter as they had been during those moments
when she had been seated at his table saturating her piece of bread with her tears at the thought that
he —her own father- had thrown her out to be preyed upon by the world! Tell him that his child was
trembling from the cold! Tell him that she was dressed in an old slip, an old worn-out black dress, a
used sports coat, old worn out gray shoes and a small faded tam on her head. Tell him that these were
the only miserable clothes that she owned. He did not allow her to have more because he took from
her every last cent that she earned! Tell him that he can have my wrist-watch and my bracelet that are
in the pawn shop as payment for letting me stay at home when | was so very sick! Tell him that he
should show some heart, some goodness and understanding to those who are still at home. Tell him to
at least buy them some clothes and shoes for they really need them. Tell him that as a Christian he has
been without a conscience; as a Pole, he was without any virtue and someday, perhaps in the near
future, 1 will tell him to his face that he was not worthy to be any human being’s father!

Tell him that | never looked for any riches or unusual comforts. All | ever wanted were the plain,
necessary things and a clean unspoiled life. Tell him that | wanted to lead a normal Christian, Polish life.
Tell him that until this day | have been and still am a human being and not the animal that he always
called me. Tell him that even this paper upon which | am writing these reproaches was bought with
money that | had to steal from my mother. Tell him at the end that despite the terrible wrong that he
did me, I leave this house in despair over my fate. In spite of that, my last thought will be, “May God
bless this home which once was also my home!”
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This is only one of many unfortunate cases. Let me now read you another letter that | received
from Union Grove, Wisconsin: “Father, | have a problem and | need your help! | am fourteen years old
and have just graduated from elementary school. My father refuses to send me to high school even
though | want to go because | want to be somebody in life.

My father drinks often and heavily. Even when he isn’t drunk, he blasphemes, curses, fights with
my mother, beats her and orders me to leave the house. He doesn’t even want to look at me. He gives
me such looks as though | had stolen something from him. My mother always defends me and tells me
to stay in the house.

| have eight brothers. Four of them were forced to leave home for my father threw them out.
Should | remain at home or should | also leave even though | am so young? Do you think that | would be
able to manage on my own?”

Let these two letters suffice for now. They should suffice for the entire life of the average person.
For the longest time we have not only been tearing our clothes in despair, but we have been throwing
rocks of condemnation at our young people. We write about the faults and weaknesses of these young
people. We condemn them mercilessly yet with a certain satisfaction when they are taken to court.
Greatly embittered, we complain when we see rows of these young people behind prison walls or
behind the grates of Houses of Correction or institutions of the Good Shepherd. For such young people,
we don’t show any heart, any understanding or any consideration! | know well that a certain percent of
these young people, in spite of all possible efforts, will fall along the road of life! They will break under
the blows and attacks of circumstances, environment and relationships. Despite this fact which is
always tragic and painful, we must always stand by this small tragic group.

Despite the fact that these young people disregard our advice and corrections; despite the fact that
they turn a deaf ear to our advice and our pleading; despite the fact that they push us away and
forcefully reject us, it is still our duty to call out endlessly to them: “That is forbidden! That is not the
right way!”

Now, what should I say to that most unhappy young person who is forcibly being thrown out of the
house and into the street? Into the street where she will be trampled upon, taken advantage of and in
the end, cast aside in disgust! There are so many homes where our young people do not see anything
good. The father is a non-believer, a drunkard, a miser and a scandalizer! The mother is a drunkard, a
shrew and a quarreler. The sons and daughters of such parents look at all this, listen to all of this, feed
upon it and are filled with bitterness, discouragement, cynicism and a loathing towards life, people and
the world. They run away from home and go out into the world, wherever their eyes take them. | don’t
think that | have to explain how and where they end up! When they are dying from weariness and
despair, they throw a curse on the heads of their parents. Their last cry is a plea to God —“Take revenge
on them for me, Lord!”

Since, especially from the tearful confidences of the author of the letter, “Tell My Father!” the
accusation of stinginess and miserliness against her Judas father, who because of his attachment to
money, sold out the happiness and virtue of his own child, St. Basil calls out to him and others like him:




