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least that’s from where we heard of her last. My mother doesn’t know how to
write, and | think, that the one who convinced her to abandon us does not want to
write and let us know of her whereabouts. | am a young girl and need my mother’s
care, because who better than the mother can understand her daughter? | was
only fourteen years of age when my mother left us. Father, can | still hope that my
mother will return to us yet?” Oh, runaway mothers, | speak on behalf of your
children, yes, on behalf of your children, in some cases adolescents in other cases
young, and in many case infants! Believe me, | feel sorry for you! What happened
to your motherly heart that it became like rock? What happened to your
conscience? Did your conscience lose its sensitivity for the remorse? what could
have convinced you that you behaved worse than a monster, who led by the pure
natural instinct not only does not abandon his young ones but feeds them and
cares for them and defends them? Sometimes in defense of his nest he gives his
life. Mothers did you hear about pelicans? It is rumored that these birds in time of
need will rip their breasts to feed the young ones with their own blood, and thus
prevent death from hunger. And what do you runaway mothers do? You abandon
your own children to the fate. | repeat, | feel sorry for you! Because neither during
the day nor during the night you experience a sense of peace. Wherever you may
be at each turn you see the little faces, the red eyes and stretched out little arms
of your own children; and your ears hear the whisper of their lips “Mother, why
did you leave us? Mother, why don’t you return to us?” | feel sorry for you
mothers! Because you will never silence you conscience! Not only does your
conscience irritates you, but it drills and burns not giving you a second of peace.
Perhaps you try to convince yourselves that you regret your actions but you are
ashamed of what people will say if you return. You care more for human respect
rather than what God will say to you and which will last all eternity. Do you
understand now why | feel sorry for you? You don’t understand? Try to remember
the moment when your mothers had to stand at the threshold of death in order to
open a door of life to you. That is why your mothers loved you above their own
life! That is why at your smallest whimper she took you into her arms and cuddled
you to her heart. Her kisses quieted you and her kisses dried your tears! At every
moment she was ready to pay with her life in your defense. If she was living today
she would do the same thing, because they were your mothers and you were their
children. Meanwhile, you mothers without conscience and heart, what did you do,
abandoning your small children needing love and mother’s tender care?
Somewhere, in your inward being, instead of a human heart, there must be a pile
of rottenness or a cold rock; instead of your conscience there must a dark and
emptiness. A long time ago, your own mother was bent over your crib and
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planned and thought about your future. At that time your hearts were innocent
like the children’s you abandoned and sold for Judas’ thirty silver coins of
sensuality and personal whims! By doing this you hung your own and your
children’s happiness on the cross. You crucified yourselves, your daughters and
your sons. Today with your conscience and the souls soiled, far from home and
from your abandoned children, you live from day to day, without peace and
satisfaction and with uncertainty of a wasted life. To the end of this temporary life
because with death eternity begins! Because the grave contains only your body
and the soul goes to judgment; after the judgment the sentence, after the
sentence eternal suffering. Fugitive mothers you will hear a horrible but just
judgment from the lips of angry judge, who once was taking children onto his lap,
placed his hands on them and blessed them saying: “Let the children come to me
and do not forbid them for of such is the kingdom of heaven.” That same Savior
and your judge will ask you: “Mothers, what did you do with the little souls that
Providence confided to you?” What will you answer? How will you explain? How
will you justify yourselves? The just judge who cannot be bribed will say to you:
“Mothers, you abandoned your own helpless children; you did not want to put up
with them here on earth; so you will not be with them in heaven; you were tired
of them here on earth, a temporary dwelling, therefore there is no room for you
in eternal happiness; accursed mothers, go away from me into eternal fire
prepared for Satan and his angels”!

Fugitive mothers as long as you live you can repair your mistakes and make up for
the hurts you caused. At this moment hundreds of children’s lips whisper pleas for
Magdalene mothers; hundreds of teary eyes are turned to the doors where they
think there will appear the figure of their mother, who cannot be replaced by any
other person. Hundreds of outstretched arms directed toward returning mothers
and hundreds of joyful lips calling: mother, our mother! Now what will you do?
Perhaps this is the last call to your hearts! Perhaps it is the last knock at your
conscience! And so fugitive mothers and Magdalene mothers choose and chose
wisely!

One more letter from Texas, from one of the first Polish settlements in the United
States. “Four years ago our father ran away from us. He left behind five children |
am the oldest and am 15 years old and the youngest is 4 1/2 years old. My Dad
told our Mom that he will go to Buffalo to look for a job and then will bring the
rest of us. He never showed up and never wrote. Our mother had to work hard to
provide for us because she did not want to send us to the orphanage. We do not
know what happened to our father. Some of our friends from there wrote and
told us that our father changed his name to an English name and lives with some
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woman.” There are many such fathers among us! Cruel fathers, unconscionable
fathers and brutal fathers, who care less for their children than animals care for
their puppies! They hide from human justice and avoid the law, but they will not
succeed to hide from the justice of God and eternal punishment! Even though
they are blinded and bewildered by baseness and blindness of spirit and do not
hear the cries of their wives and pleas of abandoned children God hears these
cries. The Guardian Angel collects the tears of these abandoned children and
brings them to the throne of the Creator and lays them down as accusations of
traitor, and Judas fathers. In the hands of the Creator these accusation become
divine punishments. Sooner or later God will throw these at such fathers in the
form of sickness, loss of a leg or arm; or another crippling or disaster; frequently
the loss of mind, adversity in old age, or that sudden and unforeseen death! Isn’t
it better, fathers, to turn away from this wide path at the end of which there is a
sign: “Unhappiness and Condemnation”, and follow the narrow, demanding a
certain sacrifice and devotedness, which in turn leads to the threshold of the
family where one can see a sign: “God'’s blessing during lifetime and happiness in
eternity!” Think of this thoroughly and well!

Fathers and mothers do not be discouraged by your duties. You will find an
abundance of happiness and God’s blessing in your children. Give them your
solicitude and show them you motherly and fatherly heart. Your children aren’t
the worse. You can openly and honestly count them among the best. You cannot
imagine how proud these children are of their kind-hearted father and caring
mother. Perhaps they will not tell you this, but they do not hide the fact that they
are proud of you before the others. How many times have | heard it from children
if one of them would say: “My father is better than yours”! And the other without
even thinking would respond: “Not true, because my father is better”! Or how
very frequently a youth or a young lady would say to me: “Father Justin, you don’t
know our mother! You would not find such a mother in the whole world.”

Shortly before Christmas | spoke with a young girl | know for years and | also know
that she went through a lot in her short life. Troubles and hard work caused her to
have a nervous breakdown. They took her to the hospital where she spent two
months. Her elderly mother visited her twice a day. When she regained her
strength they brought her home. There were new and bigger troubles. There
seemed to be no end to this. This young girl was telling me all this and more. At
the end of her story her face brightened and she said with a smile: “Father, |
would not exchange my mother for any other in the world ever!” | am certain that
her mother would have said the same thing about her. Fathers and mothers it is
your sacred duty to live for your children. That means: work, spend all your




image9.jpeg
energy, pour out God’s gifts and love upon them and in this way build live
monuments for the future!

| could not better and more suitably end today’s talk if | did not use the words of a
certain young girl who laments in this way: “Father, if you will have a chance,
please say a few words to mothers who abandoned their children, because our
mother had done this. Our father is a good man, but our mother found it
suffocating. She left us and lives somewhere in the city. Our youngest is only three
years old, and all day the child asks: Where is mother? Where is mother? If only
our mother would return to us our father would be calmer and our home would
be happier!” I will only add to this: if only all such mothers and fathers would

return to their abandoned families there would be not only more peace and joy,
but much, much more of God’s blessings!
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January 26, 1936

| greet you, my fellow compatriots, in a traditional Polish way: Praised be, Jesus
Christ.

Human life is strange, because humans are strange! In our young years we
imagine life to be one uninterrupted rainbow of beautiful colors. In that rainbow
we see our only happiness. We dream of it, we chase it, we strain all our abilities
in that direction. In that chase after the rainbow, which at times and even
frequently, with fierce and merciless fight changes, years of happenings and
accidents, often sad and painful, the dreamed of rainbow of happiness fades, and
in its stead appear small clouds, still beautiful and colorful, but much weaker than
the rainbow, which eventually break up and disappear with even the weakest
wind. And again several years pass. Now the little cloud disappears and we see not
only thick and heavy, but black and unfriendly clouds. A few more years pass in
uncertainties, even in fear and the human being stands at the threshold of his
life’s journey. How short is the journey from crib to the grave! How short shimmer
of the rainbow how weak the impression of the bewitching little cloud! And what
about the human being? The human being filled with bitterness and
disappointments bids a sad farewell to this world, affirming that human life is
emptiness, that there is no happiness in human life and that life is not beneficial
and of no use. However, it is not true. In reality, human life is a mixture of good
and evil; human life is a cross and at the same time a grace; human life has many
lost and many won battles; human life is interwoven with thorns and flowers;
human life consists not only of suffering and tears, but also of joys; every human
being can find happiness, as long as he knows where and how to find it. True,
everyone seemingly tends toward happiness. Sees that happiness somewhere and
in something where it doesn’t exist! People, like little children, longingly stretch
out their hands for worldly pleasures and trivia, transient and weak, which burst
and disappear with imagined happiness. Happiness lies in toil and labor, in
sacrifices given by Providence to people so that they could help others. Nothing
will make a human being happy only that which he does for others. Consciousness
of good deeds is the best pillow for sleeplessness! Countries and nations are made
up of families; the nation is as the family is. The family is built on marriage whose
main element must be benign, sacrificial, magnanimous and devoted love.
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Without this element one cannot even dream of happiness in the families. Here is
the sad and at the same time puzzling answer to the complaints that in this world
there is no happiness! Besides, let us listen to today’s talk.

Why Not Return to the Family?

Natural love raised by Providence to the level of the sacrament, together with
parental and filial love, is a live picture of devoted and sacrificial love of husband
and wife, father and mother, son and daughter! It is, as someone wrote: “the
force bringing out from the human being the most hidden values, it is the victory
of sacrifice over selfishness.” On the side of St. Peter’s Basilica in Rome, for
hundreds of years stands the mosaic factory. The factory has close to twelve
thousand shades of different enamel, that is, tiny pieces of pebbles, made of a
certain mass. It calls for years and years of talented artists” work to make a larger
picture. Such a beautiful mosaic is undoubtedly the family. The family forms a
whole of unfathomable feelings of love, sacrifice, sympathy and collaboration. It
shouldn’t be otherwise, because the family is a structure of Divine Architect.
Husband and wife, mother and father are helpers of God Himself. Their duty is to
build faithfully and conscientiously according to the plans made by the Creator!
That is how it should be, but unfortunately it is not so in reality. Once more the
humans frustrate the Divine plan. Separations and divorces break up the unity of
the family and harm the husband and wife and simply lose the children; the pagan
practice of birth control lowers intelligent parents to the level of animals directing
themselves by natural instincts only, the corn cockle of marital infidelity, once
totally unknown to the Polish families, today is seen more frequently; the sores of
disobedience and rebellious behavior of sons and daughters covers their souls. All
this resonates with fatal and sad echoes on the walls of family homes. There are
more and more husbands and sons without wives and mothers. There are ever
more mothers and wives without husbands and fathers. The army of orphaned
children is growing ever more formidable. There are less and less cribs and more
and more coffins! There is ever greater void at homes, less and less joy and more
sadness and crying in the families. That ancient Polish family, widely known as the
spotless nest and bottomless source of Christian virtues is perishing! The beautiful
mosaic planned by the Creator and for centuries built by conscientious fathers and
mothers is being destroyed. Their places are being taken by modern people with
weird and downright inhuman outlooks. There are many husbands for whom the
wife is just a temporary toy, who after some years can be thrown out of the
house, How many husbands there are who believe that wife is neither a friend,
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companion, or a helper, but downright slave in the full meaning of that awful
word. How many husbands play bachelor and spend the evening hours in taverns
with shameless goals? How many husbands who have abandoned their wives,
moved to a different city, and live with another woman or women! A true Polish-
American cesspool! Let’s take a look on the other side of the medal. Don’t we
today have wives only in name? Wives who do not care for the good of their
husbands? These wives married their husbands only to be assured of their daily
bread. They could be beautiful monuments and that’s all they actually are,
monuments! How many wives married men only to irritate their parents and to
avenge themselves on their friend or even on the rival himself? How many of
today’s wives don’t even know what is sacrifice, devotion and marital fidelity and
much less to hear about these? How many of today’s wives prefer to cuddle a dog
rather than their own child? How many of today’s wives pass hours and hours in
taverns, in theaters and in hotels? Here and only here they find happiness amidst
the strangers! Try to speak to them about a family! Family — that’s the concept of
the Middle Ages and forgotten long time ago. It was about a year ago when a
young man came to me. It was a late evening close to 11:00 p. m. | didn’t feel too
well because | passed the entire day behind the desk. But | did go back to the
office. I just about entered the office when the young man began crying so hard |
thought that his heart would give out. He could not get the word out for several
minutes. | told him sit down. He did and began to tell me swallowing his own
tears: “Please tell me what to do because I cannot help myself. | am 22 years old.
Four months ago | married a nineteen year old and thought that we will have a
peaceful life. | have a good job and have some money. My wife, however, does
not want to live like this. From the day of the wedding she didn’t spend one
evening with me at home! Every evening her former boyfriends come to pick her
up. she goes out with them and returns about three or four in the morning. | have
to fix my own breakfast and go to work. When | return from work my wife already
is before the mirror preparing herself for her nightly outing. What will you tell me,
Fr. Justin? This type of life will bring me to despair.” | did not interrupt him and
patiently waited until he finished. Then | said to him: “Tomorrow evening at 7:00
P. M. come to me together with her.” He promised that he will do it. He kept his
word, because the following evening punctually at 7:00 P. M. | was again called to
the office. I look at this model of the modern American wife! She was beautifully
dresses according to the latest fashion. She crossed her legs like an arrogant
Mexican officer. On her face was evident a cynical, all-knowing smile. Her lips
tightly closed and her eyes roved malevolently. She threw me a pitiful look. Calmly
she opened her purse, took out a pack of cigarettes and searched for the matches,

J




image4.jpeg
but at my warning that the smoking is not allowed just held the unlighted
cigarette in her fingers. “Why did you Father call me here? What business is it of
your how | behave? Can’t | live as | please? | not only am of age but also have my
senses and my freedom!” Naturally | listened to this silly parroting, but ultimately |
interrupted: “You have a strange outlook on marriage, and | understand this, but
tell me, why did you marry?” “Because | wanted to revenge myself on my mother
who did not permit me to go out in the evenings; but as a wife | can do that
‘because | am my own boss’. And added in the same breath: “Even my husband
cannot forbid me this. And literally she said: “He wants me to be the mother of his
brats, but that will never happen. He might as well hang himself!” She spoke so
vehemently that she began to pound on the table. Having said that she got up,
slammed the door and went to the car. Soon after he, too, left with tears in his
eyes. A few days later he returned to tell me that his wife left him and is living
with another in a furnished apartment in the city. One more empty house and one
more broken marriage. How many hundreds of such marriages? They lead a gypsy
life style, dissatisfied and not peaceful, almost criminal lives! Wouldn't it be more
profitable for such to return to the family, not just think of returning but actually
return to the family?

| am citing an excerpt from a letter of 25" December of last year. “First time | am
forced to write about my sad home situation. During our Vigil dinner instead of
having a wafer | was swallowing bitter tears. Please listen to the reason for this
sadness and tears and the whole family. Our oldest daughter rejected us, scorned
the parents and left us already in 1926. She did this because she was persuaded by
evil people. From that time she didn’t even once checked on the family or wrote a
letter. Enormous sorrow fills my heart and it seems that my heart is going to
break! At this Vigil my second daughter wasn’t there. She was dusting the corners
by infidels somewhere in Buffalo, N. Y. She was brought back home by her “boss”,
after ten o’clock. My wife and | could not say a word to her. She told us that it
wasn’t worth coming home to share the wafer, because she was at the supper
where there was beer and wine! So did her friend turned her head upside down.
She convinced my daughter not to give her pay to her mother, but that she stay
far away from her mother and her home. My daughter drinks it all up and
threatens to do the same as her older sister had done, collect her thing and go
into the world.” Too bad we have so many snakes in human form which poison
hearts and minds of sons and daughters against their parents! The do nothing
other than play the role of Satan, who tempted our first parents with deceptive
and false promises, and instead of happiness all they met is exile and
homelessness. These modern snakes wit?ir whisperings, promises and flattery
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tear away gullible children who hunger for happiness, and throw them into the
hard and unfeeling world. Then comes the tragedy, which ends in the hospital a
mental institution, the grave or at the potter’s field. Former groups of friends,
advocates and admirers have disappeared. There is death in abandonment — cold
and unfriendly funeral. One more butterfly which burned its wings, it fluttered a
few times and fell. Aching and tired instead of promised happiness it found dirty
and defiled reality. To those who perhaps are listening to my voice | ask: why
don’t you return to the family while there is still time? You need only to humble
yourself, do not pay attention to your friends! You will bring joy to your old father
and mother, and will gladden the faces of your siblings, and you will find under
this parental roof more peace and satisfaction and at the same time God’s
blessing.

Once more | take from the pile of letters: “We had very sad Christmas. Eighteen
years had passed on December 26 when our youngest son was born, there were
five of them. It was a fierce winter and in our house great poverty. When God
gave us a fifth son, my husband abandoned me, sickly and with five small children
and went away. He disappeared without a trace, but goo God did not abandon us!
The youngest son, naturally, never saw his father and doesn’t know him. During
the last Christmas at dinner, he raised his head suddenly and asked: “Mom, how
did my father look? Do | resemble him in any way?” If only you, Father Justin,
were present at the table. After that we didn’t eat our dinner. My son and | cried
through the holyday. | myself have asked | wonder where my husband, who
abandoned the family, is at this moment. What does he do? Is he well? My son
tried to console me as he cried. | ask you, Father, to remind these fathers who
abandoned their families to return to their wives, who will forgive them
everything, and return to the children who keep asking where is our dad? And
why doesn’t he come to us?” To this sad letter | will only add one question:
Fathers and husbands though you broke the promise you once made to God at the
altar, even though you have abandoned your own blood and bones, wouldn’t it be
better now to return to your family, and try to make up for errors and the sorrow
you inflicted upon your own children? Or do you prefer to explain this in the
future to God? Now while you are still living it would be easier to explain your
case, because on the other side it will be a lot harder. If you desire peace and
satisfaction and want to hear God’s blessing return to your families!

From far off state of Rhode Island, | have a letter from a very young girl who
writes: “I listen to the Rosary Hour and have a great plea to Father Justin, perhaps
through your lips, Father, it will happen of which | always dream. My mother left
us about two years ago in January and is somewhere in the state of New York, at
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