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to its breasts a sacrifice it had stalked, flatters this person until it sucks out the last drop of
conscientiousness, honesty and virtue, until it completely enslaves and shames her and in the end? In
the end, it tosses her off with contempt and forgets that she ever existed.

Please notice these words of Christ —“. . . and he dispersed his property” the property of his soul
and his body. The Savior had in mind not only the neglect of the usage, but the evil usage, the abuse of
all of God’s gifts, which the Savior placed in the hands of the inconsiderate young man, so that he could
fulfill his life’s mission and be able to reach the goal assigned to man.

In a word, it was not that he may build a fragile ladder for himself, reaching the rocks over the
precipice of forgetfulness and contempt in which every man of the world ends, but to build a
magnificent stairway leading to God’s throne, this is why God created man and bestowed upon him so
many gifts.

The world which so flattered the prodigal son, the world which so enticed him, the world in
which he so blindly believed, and in which he became so deeply absorbed, only seemingly and externally
differs from the world of our present times.

What did that world do, what did it do for that Biblical prodigal son? It taught him not only to
ignore God, but to scorn God; to neglect the soul; to forget about prayer; to laugh sneeringly at the
mention of sin.

The world forced him to accept these unwritten laws which control the unquiet life of the
worshippers of the world, to lead a life according to the principles of the godless and to a belief in the
gospel of a complete freedom from all the principles and duties which create an intelligent and
honorable person.

Before long, he noticed that he had changed. He was changed in soul and in body. Spiritually, he
became more and more unquiet and dissatisfied. More and more often he clearly recalled those happy
moments under the family roof.

He changed physically. His eyes lost their former fire and splendor. They were cloudy. His brow
was covered with wrinkles, like clouds. His smile was uncertain and insincere. His steps were heavy,
uncertain. Thus, whatever he sowed, he began to collect. He exchanged God for property; eternity for
time; the soul for the body; virtue for sin; he lost everything, yes, everything; everything, spiritual and
material.

In addition to this, there was a great famine in that country and he began to suffer shortages.
And that magnanimous extravagant person recognized what hunger means and the uncertainty as to
the source of his next piece of bread. Let’s pause here for a few moments and reflect on the deeper
meaning of the words: “. . . and he began to suffer deficiency or what.” What kind of deficiency? Both,
physical as well as spiritual.
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To suffer hunger, what a torment, what suffering that is. Ask any of those who lived through the
gloomy Russian prisons or the German concentration camps where the worm of hunger gnawed at their
intestines.

He felt the very same, he who up until now had everything that he ever wished for. But, this
hunger was nothing in comparison with the needs of his thirsty and hungry soul. His body demanded
food and drink while his soul begged and pleaded for peace, rest and sympathy. Peace with God, with
his own conscience, with his parents and with his brothers.

All of this seemed impossible. The lack of God, the hunger for God is above all hungers the most
grievous, the most unbearable. This is the terrible, painful, terrifying situation of every sinner. That is
why it leads some people to despair, when in sober moments, they recall how many of God’s gifts they
wasted, how many graces were thrown away and here time is passing like the wind and death is always
coming closer and closer.

And our conscience continuously calls out: “How unreasonable and perverse you are that you
sold off eternity in exchange for time, happiness for tinsel, peace for reproaches. Why did you allow
yourself to be deceived and blinded?

For this reason, those who just yesterday were calling with a smile on their lips: “Let my life be
short, but happy. Let’s eat, drink and use the day, for tomorrow we will die.” Already in a short time
they wither and fade, dry up and waste away.

However, God is a merciful Father and sometimes He awakens a person in His own way. This
young spendthrift felt this. As soon as the company in which he moved noticed that his money belt was
empty, that his resources were exhausted - from that moment his admirers, his sincere friends,
abandoned him. They no longer knew him. He lost all grace with them.

This woke him up and in his imagination, the smallest details of events in his past daily life came
to life, from the moment when he broke off with his father, left the family threshold and set off into the
world. It seemed to him that those days were a bad dream. He felt that he had come to the end of a
road, and at this end, a long agony awaited him and a death by starvation.

In order to save himself, he became a servant and was given the duty of watching the herds.
That’s how low he fell, he who recently moved about in the midst of young, pugnacious, chosen dandies.

He felt isolated, cut off from people, abandoned. Grief, pangs of conscience and despair t ore at
his conscience and his soul. One day, these feelings overwhelmed him and knocked his off his feet. He
fell to the ground and burst into tears. He cried as though his heart were to break.

He couldn’t understand how people could be like wild panthers in the woods, like serpents
cunningly hiding under rocks, like vultures lying in wait for an offering. Why is it that they who lived off
him, who so flattered him, now showed themselves to be so hard, so cruel and so brutal?
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Almost without a break he had to answer this question to himself: “Why didn’t he listen to his
father who admonished him so sincerely and who foretold him what will happen to him. At that
moment he saw the home which he had cast off, his father and brother whom he had spurned and
some sort of courage took possession of his soul.

He began to argue with himself: “The hirelings in my father’s house have enough bread and here
| am dying of hunger. | know what | shall do. | shall rise and go to my father and say to him — Father, |
have sinned against heaven and you. | am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me instead as
one of your hired workers.” And he didn’t wait any longer. He put his resolution into action. He began
his return journey home.

There are no details of this return trip. However, we have a description of the unusual live
ending of this journey. The son was returning beaten and contrite. He walked slowly with a heavy step.

Just as he opened the gate, his father came out of the house as he probably did day after day,
impatiently awaiting the return of his son and he left the house in order to check on the condition of his
farm.

He glanced in the direction of the approaching guest. Evidently he recognized someone familiar
for he speedily took off in his direction. He ran up to him, took him in his arms, pressed him to his
bosom, and kissing him called out emotionally to his servants: “My son was dead, but he came back to
life; he was lost but now he is found!”

He did not throw out the degenerate son, nor did he not bring up the obscenities of a life gone
astray, but not even listening to the pleas of his son, he showed signs of being ready to receive him back
into his good graces.

The Fathers of the Church point out this meeting emphatically. They affirm that Christ the
Savior wanted to show us that there is a greater joy in heaven over one sinner who is doing penance
than over the ninety-nine just who do not need to do penance. And that the good God has no regard for
past sins when the sinner is converted with his whole heart.

Then the son, touched by the cordiality of his father, fell to his knees and began this short but
remorseful admission: “Father, | have sinned against heaven and against you. | am no longer worthy to
be called your son.”

But, the father was so greatly happy over the return of his son, that it seemed as if he didn’t
hear that bitter confession, but he gave the command for the servants to bring new clothes and shoes
so that this son would be dressed as his child and did not resemble a tramp.

He ordered his servants to prepare a banquet. “Let us feast and rejoice,” he called, “for this my
son, whom | hadn’t seen for so many years was for me as though dead, and today he has come to life.
He had been lost and roamed miserably in unknown places, but today he has been found.”
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A person has to be very blind spiritually if he can’t see that by giving us this story or parable of
the prodigal son, Christ is speaking to each one of us. Every word of the Savior brings man the hope of
forgiveness; every word enlightens, teaches, urges, calls for a return, awakening confidence that despite
our black ingratitude, we can regain that peace that is so precious and yet so little valued that we have
lost in one unfortunate way or another.

Reflecting on the details of this parable, let’s reach deeply into our memories at the same time.
But let’s do this humbly and in sincerity. Therefore, first let us admire the goodness of this biblical
father, a goodness that is not deserved, generous, careful and patient. This father gives his son
everything, regardless of his lack of merit and he gives him gifts that are very costly. He does not
economize in anything he doesn’t spare anything in order to endow his children well.

He risks his own health he strains his forces and devotes his abilities for his children. He forgets
about himself. Until in the midst of these efforts, his younger son comes to him and says in a
commanding tone: “Give me what belongs to me.”

He shows that he wants to break as soon as possible with him to whom he owes everything. The
peace, quiet and order of his father’s house already had become repulsive to him and bored him. His
duties, the work even the amusements there were a burden for him and their home for him felt like a
prison. In his heart some sort of unhealthy curiosity was born. His passions took over. He wanted
freedom, he wanted liberty, he wanted happiness.

His father, despite the fact that his heart was broken and bleeding, not only listened to his son,
but without a word in protest he yielded to his son.

Why does our Heavenly Father allow failures to his children who in their self-conceitedness cry
out: “I don’t want to serve You anymore. | won’t serve You anymore.” God keeps silence. He does not
use force; and then He waits patiently in order to then show His mercy more emphatically and more
evidently.

Let’s go after this fugitive son. He already has in his hands his father’s goods but he hasn’t the
slightest idea of their value nor is he aware of their worth. He forgot how much they cost his father who
gave them to him. He forgot that they are the fruit of hard work and sleepless nights.

And who understands this better than Christ the Lord for whom all the goods of human souls
are covered with sweat and blood?

What is this prodigal son, this sinner doing with these goods? To where is he hurrying? He is
going there where he is drawn by the caprices of the body, sinful curiosity and the desire for ease. He
wants to go so far away so that he would not hear anything or see anything that would remind him of
his father’s house.

He is searching for a far- away country in which he will be able to forget all the truths which
were instilled in him, the lessons that were given him, the principles of life that he had once received.
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Literally, this is the way a sinner acts. The Creator gave him an intellect so that he would know
what is good and what is evil. He gave him a heart so that he would love God and he uses all of these
gifts against God. Can there possibly exist a blacker ingratitude? What is the purpose if such an open
rebellion of creatures against the Creator.

The prodigal indulges himself, he follows his own inclinations but he soon experiences on his
own skin that happiness is not found away from God. Because being away from God is to be away from
atrue life and where there is no such life, there can’t be any happiness.

By leaving his father, he threw away that which was certain for uncertainty. He believed some
kind of seductive voice that led him off the path of duty saying: “Over there is your happiness.”
However, that which he found there deceived his hopes. He lived to see, not a saturation, but a surfeit.
He wanted an abundance and he found hunger. He dreamed about independence and freedom, and he
became a prisoner. He looked for glory and found degradation. He committed folly. His thinking was
faulty and his dreams were the result of a sick imagination. It is from such heights of dignity that a child
of God falls when he renounces the Creator. What does he deserve? What do we also deserve?

In our memory let’s review our life. Let’s learn to recognize ourselves and our misery and we
definitely will humble ourselves and will think less of ourselves. Let’s go further. Let’s remind curselves
how unworthy he used and abused the gifts of God and what happened to him for that. “I'm dying from
hunger,” he called. Let’s put ourselves into these words of sorrowful and despairing complaint.

There where | expected a satiated life with the wide and full satisfaction of all my desires, there |
found only emptiness and disillusionment. The prodigal moved away from God and excluded God from
his life. And he fell to the bottom of the abyss to which he was freely heading. Are we perhaps walking a
similar road to a similar end? To be sorry, that’s a desire that that fault had never been committed. This
is what was within the prodigal son.

Pain and disillusionment brought him to his senses. “In the house of my father” he adds “even
the hired hands have bread.” The memories of his family home begin to come alive. Now he is sorry and
regrets leaving it. He would prefer never to have listened to those treacherous voices that once talked
him into leaving. He begins to loathe his own behavior. A true contrition begins to fill him.

His thoughts return to the past. He recalls the former purity of his feelings, the sweetness of
family holidays, the well-being of the soul, the safety with which he looked to the future. He would have
wanted to find all of this, he wanted to regain hope.

The sinner would want to return to God, but does God want to receive him? The prodigal left his
father’s home. Now will that father want to receive him back? That’s a very disturbing question.

Even though a person is sorry and would want that he had never allowed this to happen, the
question is, can this sin be corrected, which means, will God want to hear the voice of contrition? Is he
equally as good as He is great and equally merciful as He is holy? We shall soon find out.
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The prodigal condemns his mistake and he wants to correct it. “I will rise,” he says. “I will repair
what I have done; | will come out of my shame; | will surrender myself to the occasion. | will openly
return to virtues, to piety, to my duties.

The hope that his father will forgive him gives him strength. “I know him and he is so good. He
will receive me and pull me out of this misery.” Let us thank this prodigal son that he is teaching us
about the goodness of the One Whom we, too have offended so many times.

Now let us go to watch the meeting of the father with his son. From the moment that his son
left the family home, the father never ceased think about him. He counted the days and the hours. He
kept looking for some sign of contrition and a willingness to reconcile, so that he could show him his
love and good will. And then that moment arrived.

The son confessed: “Father, | have sinned.” That confession, that admission of his guilt, that
admission to that mistake brings him relief, like balm to a sick person, like freedom to a prisoner. His
father didn’t demand any more. God also forgives those who admit that they are guilty and
acknowledge their sins. God wants to have proof of our sincere sorrow and that proof is our readiness to
break our pride by a humble admission of our guilt.

It is at that moment that God forgives and forgets that which was probably happening for years
in the sinner’s life. He who had been dead, returned to life and he who had been lost, was found.

Therefore, all of you prodigal sons return to the home of your Father, whose home you once
abandoned and the Father Whom you cast aside. Return as soon as possible through a humble and
contrite confession. God will receive you. God will forgive you and God will bless you.
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January 30, 1955
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

The year 1918 has recorded itself in the history of the world and of people in golden and bloody
letters. Golden letters because it was in this year that World War | ended; bloody letters because it was
in this year that the terrible influenza or flu epidemic erupted. Within a very short time, this influenza
affected almost the entire world. During this time, death ruled. Death cut down people on the right and
on the left not showing mercy to anyone, not sparing anyone.

Children fell victim; people in the prime of life fell victim; old people fell victim. Often entire
families died off. The grave diggers never managed to have a sufficient number of graves dug. Rows of
coffins stood in cemeteries.

In one of these coffins there were the remains of a young 25 year old American of Polish
ancestry. This deceased person left behind such a history! He came of a family that was well-off. They
lacked nothing as far as material things were concerned. He had two younger brothers over whom he
wanted to rule. His father did not allow it. He scolded him, explained things and foretold things to him.
These paternal efforts and reminders were futile.

The son began to feel cramped and uncomfortable under his father’s roof. Day by day he was
becoming more haughty, unruly and disobedient until one day his father wanted to punish him for some
serious offence. The son seized a chair and threw it at his father seriously injuring him. The son was not
yet fully 17 years old at this time. He then ran away from home. He disappeared without a trace. He
changed his name and on the force of a false birth certificate, he enlisted in the American navy. In the
navy he served until he was 21 years old.

When he applied for and received his discharge, he wanted to see the world and to see America
so he began to travel but he never stayed long anywhere. During all those years he never even wrote
home once.

He began to enjoy life and this became his mania, his obsession. Whatever he earned he spent
either on drinking or playing. Always, constantly, he was seeking new impressions, new satisfactions. It
is no wonder that his strength and health began to fail and the wick of life began to expire.

Now, and only now did he begin to remember his family home, his parents and brothers and
sisters and he began to think. Then he turned in the direction towards home. On the way he developed
a bad cold and just barely dragged himself home. Who opened the door when he knocked you guessed
it, his father; the father whom he had despised for so many years, against whom he even had raised his
hand. Seeing him so wasted, so impoverished and so sickly, without a single word of reproach, the
father accepted him back.

| heard a part of this story from the lips of the son and another part from the lips of his father. |
can’t say which of these two were more moved. However, | do know they both wept bitterly. About two
days after the son returned home, he died. His father accompanied the casket.
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From here to today’s talk . . .
RETURN TO YOUR FATHER’S HOUSE

The parables given us by the Savior never grow old nor are they ever worn out. They are always
actual, to the point and vital. Here is one of them which especially in today’s world is proven not only
literally but also metaphorically. Listen to how St. Luke tells us the story.

“He said: there was a man who had two sons. The younger one said to his father: ‘Father, give
me the share of your estate that should come to me.” So the father divided the property between his
two sons.

After a few days, the younger son collected all of his belongings and set off to a distant country
where he squandered his inheritance in a life of dissipation.

When he had freely spent everything, a severe famine struck that country, and he found himself
in dire need. So he hired himself out to one of the local citizens who sent him to his farm to tend the
swine. He longed to eat his fill of the pods on which the swine fed, but nobody gave him any.

Coming to his senses, he thought: ‘How many of my father’s hired workers have more than
enough food to eat, but here | am dying from hunger. | shall get up and go to my father and say to him:
‘Father, | have sinned against heaven and against you. | no longer deserve to be called your son; treat
me as you would treat one of your hired workers.”

And getting up, he went back to his father. While he was still a long way off, his father caught
sight of him and was filled with compassion. He ran to his son, embraced him and kissed him. His son
said to him — ‘Father, | have sinned against heaven and against you. | no longer deserve to be called your
son.” But his father ordered his servants: ‘Quickly bring the finest robe and put it on him; put a ring on
his finger and sandals on his feet. Take the fatted calf and slaughter it. Then let us celebrate with a feast
because this son of mine was dead and has come to life again, he was lost and has been found.” Then
the celebration began.

Now the older son had been out in the field and on his way back, as he neared the house, he
heard the sound of music and dancing. He called one of the servants and asked what this could mean.
The servant said to him: ‘Your brother has returned and your father has slaughtered the fatted calf
because he has him back, safe and sound.”

He became angry and refused to enter the house. His fat her came out and pleaded with him.
He said to his father in reply: ‘Look, all these years | served you and not once did | disobey your orders,
yet you never gave me even a young goat to feast on with my friends. But, when your son returns, who
swallowed up your property with prostitutes, for him, you slaughter the fatted calf.’

He said to him: ‘My son, you are here with me always and everything | have is yours. But now,
we must celebrate and rejoice because your brother was dead and has come to life again. He was lost
and has been found.””
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Here, | ask a question that is very clear but, at the same time very importunate mainly: In these
present times, aren’t there any similar prodigal sons and such forgiving, merciful and loving fathers? But
let’s go slowly. Let’s take apart this Biblical scene little by little.

Why did the younger brother feel dissatisfied at home and wanted to leave the threshold of the
family as soon as possible? Judging not only from the story, but from the words of the prodigal, spoken
in moments of reflection and consideration, this was an exemplary, cheerful home.

Who knows whether it was exactly this that stood for faults in the eyes of this young person.
There was too much order in its operation, too much exactness, too much routine. That bored his young
person and made him nervous and he couldn’t stand it.

In his eyes, his father was old-fashioned and boring; his older brother was too demanding, he
demanded too much from him and ordered him about which didn’t please him at all. He felt offended.
He convinced himself that he was being forced to bear two yokes — his father’s and his brother’s.

In a word, life at home was too slow, too boring, too dismal. Therefore, he decided to throw off
this kind of life and to begin life anew according to his own liking, according to his personal tastes. He
will remove himself from the eyes of his father and his brother; he will go far off into the world among
strangers.

Most likely he asked himself: “Why are we living? What is this life worth if a person can’t live the
way that he wants to? Life is not that long that one shouldn’t loosen the reins, loosen the belt and taste
that which time makes pleasant and life sweetens.

To tell the truth, that prodigal began to lash out long and angrily like an unbroken cold, until
finally he approached his father with this arrogant proposition: “Father, give me the part of your estate
that should come to me.”

When | read this parable in my younger years, | was astonished why that father agreed to that
son’s bold demand, gave him his part of the inheritance and allowed him to leave home. But, today | am
no longer astonished. The father acted wisely. He knew that it was not worth forcing a son with such a
character to stay at home; a son who caused so many arguments and misunderstandings in the family;
especially since this son was terribly stubborn and persistent. He decided to go out into the world and
try living by himself.

My patron, St. Justin, calls our attention to that day on which this young man collected what
was his and walked out of the family home, must have filled that entire homestead with sadness. For
despite his faults, especially his recklessness and stubbornness, he had certain virtues, just like any
person.

Having before himself a wide open world, he set out after a few days, driven by the enthusiasm
to complete his daring undertaking as fast as possible, and he drove out to a faraway country so that at
a greater distance from his father he could lead his life leisurely, without any restraints, among
strangers and unknown people.
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How can the difference between him and his brother be explained? The difference can be partly
ascribed to temperament or his inborn disposition, which results from the nervous system. We say that
this one is sanguineous and that one is phlegmatic; one is harsh or acrimonious and another is
melancholic.

A partial difference between the brothers can be ascribed probably either to the bad example
from their wanton friends or to the instigation of one of their unconscientious servants whose influence
sowed dissatisfaction and the love of adventure. Supposedly, already on the first evening away from
home, this prodigal’s conscience was touched and he was sorry for taking this senseless step.

After an all day’s journey he slept like a rock. In the morning he awoke in a very good mood; he
smiled with satisfaction. He is free; he threw off his chains of slavery; he is lord; he is no longer seen by
his imperious father or by his demanding brother. Now for the first time, he can enjoy himself. He is
young and healthy; he has resources.

He feels that he will not be constrained or pushed around. People will praise and worship him.
No one will dare to tell him: “That’s wrong! You are not permitted to do that. That is not possible. That is
forbidden.”

The poor thing! At the time he didn’t know that the world knows how to cleverly confuse a
person and tantalizingly cheat him. The world convinces young people that life is that shrub full of
beautiful, fragrant roses but, it never mentions anything about the thorns of which there are heaps
more than there are flowers.

Finally, look at the path of your life, you elders, and you will admit that the path of life is not
strewn with roses. There are roses, but they are not numerous one can count them. But, young people
cannot be convinced. They do not allow anyone to predict things to them. They close their eyes to
reality and leap without thinking into the whirl of worldly life.

This is exactly what the prodigal son did. He allowed himself to be caught up in the current. He
didn’t deny himself anything. Soon a crowd of his equals who were such human leeches surrounded
him. He lived with them and among them in illegal actions and got away with it scot-free.

It was about this period of his life that the Savior spoke clearly and concisely: “And he dispersed
his wealth by living in debauchery.” “Living in debauchery!” In these two words, the Savior gave a
picture of the fall, the ruin of a young man who was self-conceited and stubborn, to whom it seemed
that he would conquer the world and make himself a career and a position among the people.

“Living in debauchery” means, as translated by those who know Holy Scripture, in a dissolute,
extravagant, immoderate, sophisticated way of dressing, feasting and pouring out money for every
luxury. Furthermore, what is a sinful life if it isn’t a life of wasting of time, money and energy? And in
addition to that, it is a rebellious life; a life without laws and government.

The world is a hypocrite and a liar. It promises everything. But it all ends with those promises.
The world is a heartless tyrant; it also is coward without any honor. It opens its arms wide and cuddles




