
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]
image6.jpeg
“stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest;
Home keeping hearts are happiest,
For those that wander they know not where
Are full of trouble and full of care;

To stay at home —best!”
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March 2, 1941

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

Friday evening, February 14, they let me know that there is a lady who came to the parish office
and insists that she has to see me. | went. And as | entered the office there was a middle-aged
woman. Her face was very sad and overwhelmed with grief. Her eyes shone as if with fever and
yet the eyes seemed empty and unseeing. Her fingers clasped and unclasped nervously. | asked
her how can | help her? There was silence which lasted about two minutes. The woman was
simply incapable of uttering a word. At last she took a piece of paper from her purse and with a
shaking hand passed it to me. It was an article cut out from the paper. | began reading:
“Monday, February 10, a 15-year old girl disappeared. A high school student, not seen by her
family since 31 of January, when she left the house at 242 Guilford Street Frightened, the family
is begging 15-year old Clementine Ruszkowska who vanished, when at 8:15 Friday morning, 31
of January she left the house to go to school. Her sister, Mrs. E. Kostyra, came from Jersey City,
N.J. so that she could help Mr. & Mrs. J. Ruszkowski to find their daughter. “She didn’t have the
slightest reason to abandon the house” her father said sadly. “We are very worried and eagerly
await her return. We will receive her with open arms.” — The article from paper states thus:
“She was finishing high school. She rarely used the adopted name Clemy Russ. School
authorities claim that the day she disappeared she was not seen at school. Apparently she
disappeared on the way to school. Clementine was 5 ft. and 6 in. tall. She weighed about 130Ibs.
She had clear skin, she had brown hair and light brown eyes. She wore a brown sports jacket
light, red dress, white embroidered sweater, sandals and rubber over shoes. She wore a kerchief
on her head with a map of USA on it.” In addition to that | found out from her mother that she
was taking singing classes and belonged to her high school band. The parents immediately
informed the police and the search began. Despite these efforts there was no information or
any trace of the girl. Where is she? Is she alive? What is she doing? asked her mother crying. At
that moment | saw thousands of such mothers crying over their daughters who left the family
homes some for a short time some for years and others forever.

Home - Fortress of Youth

Every year in the United States, seven to ten thousand young women between ages 16 — 18
disappear without a trace. This is not just a statistic or empty talk, but a cold and terrifying
statistic of police work! After a few years those young offerings swim to the surface of bogs and
marshes half way around the world, who drowned, some willingly and happily, others forced,
desperate and helpless. Moral rottenness and frothiness throws them out. Young bodies
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covered with social leprosy, an illness, which, as a group of hungry and thirsty rats gnaws and
penetrate the insides of the young and poisons the entire physical system. The young bodies rot
slowly from day to day. There is death above the hospital beds. She opens her long and bony
arms to snatch out of the living world, young lives so that the delicate thread uniting soul and
body is broken, to take one more offering of fanaticism, naivete’ and gullibility, from a group of
butterflies, who, instead of circling the tablets of God’s Ten Commandments, stretch out their
hand for the chalice offered them by people without conscience and without a heart. They end
saturated but not satiated. Their souls are hungry, their hearts dissatisfied and empty. Their
consciences are disturbed. Several times | was a witness to long and agonizing death of similar
offerings, abandoned, alone and nameless! Their faces portrayed terror. They were dying far
from their father and mother. There were no brothers and sisters by their deathbeds. No one
came to claim their remains. Their bodies were given to medical school for research. No one
cried and no one prayed for them. This is the end of a girl who abandons familial home because
she felt herself squeezed in it, and she wanted something more! She wanted more freedom and
latitude. She thought herself modern, hard and haughty. She thought she will manage everyone
and everything. Perhaps she left home in secret or deceitfully. She did not take into account the
sorrow and distress she caused her parents. She betrayed not only her family but herself, her
name, her honor. In the end she had to pay for it all with suffering, humiliation, reproachful
conscience and despair. She paid her debt by untimely death. Wasted, beaten down and
crushed and forgotten by all. Please listen further. | am giving you real facts of life. If by doing so
| will save at least one of your sisters in Christ from the intention of abandoning a familial home,
or incline at least one to return to her family home this will be enough reward for me. So don’t
turn your radios off but listen attentively and ponder over what I told you. You were with me at
the hospital and now | will take you to the institution of mentally ill. Let’s enter into the cell.
Look at the bed. Here before you lies that which remains of the twenty-year old young woman!
Four years ago she was a picture of health, beauty and joy! And today? She is a bundle of skin
and bones. She weighs merely 80 pounds! She has to be tied in a safety jacket, because when
she gets her attacks she bites her hands and feet and rams her head against the wall like a wild
beast. Look at her fingers, they are bloody and there is nothing but skin on them. Now look at
the wall by her bed. Do you see the holes in the wall? These bloody monuments were made by
her fingers, from sheer despair and pain. Do not turn your head away. Look into her eyes. Once
there was fire of the joy of life. Today that radiance is gone. Her brow is sad and depressed. Just
a few years back it was as bright as the heavenly dome! Look at her face. It is as white and
lifeless as the sheets she lays on. Not too long ago her cheeks were like fresh, red roses
announcing joy. Today her lips are eaten by fever and tightly closed. Sometime ago her lips were
like the lily opening with sweet, loving and noble words. Let’s leave the room of this skeleton.
But you have to hear this description of the one who could have lived free and happy, but
instead must die hampered, trampled and helpless. This is one of the four sisters, the youngest
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one of them. She comes from a typical, average, Polish American families. She couldn’t
complain about her home or parents. Her siblings, too, were good. But she dreamed of a
different life. She was haughty and proud. She derided her sisters for their correct behavior and
refused to listen to her mother’s warnings. It just wasn’t pleasant for her at home. It was tight
and stuffy. According to her a home was only a place to sleep, to dress up, and to eat. Every
evening she was out of the house chasing her pleasures. One evening she did not return. She
vanished like a pebble thrown into water. What happened? For quite some time she started a
relationship with a man much older than herself. That evening she went with him out of the
city. Married him civilly and then was hiding in cheap and squalid and suspicious places. She fell
into the claws of a wild beast rather than a man. After a few weeks she was leading a
humiliating style of life. After a few months, her seducer took her to a different town and sold
her, body and soul, to the human trafficking men. In the four years she experienced so much
worldly happiness that the authorities found her wandering the streets in a town. After the
doctors examined her, they sent her here about two weeks ago. The proper title for this story
would be: “From Parental Home to the Institution for Mentally Ill!” How many of such escapees
from their homes are taken to the foreign countries where they lead a very unhappy, degrading
and shameful life? There are hordes of these prodigal daughters wandering the alleys of towns
driven by despair and shame into deeper dissatisfaction and more complete bankruptcy of heart
and soul! Vain are the lamentations and tears. Such shattered lives cannot be rebuilt or
repaired. It’s too late! Such a life always ends either with a moan in the hospital or insane
laughter in the mental institution. What's after? After, the casket made of rough-hewn timbers
will be lowered into the earth. And thus with a slam the book of one more prodigal life is closed,
and the guardian Angel will write one painful and mournful word the END. The seducers and
abductors continue their journey looking for fresh and new sacrifices!

After these two picturesque examples, | am turning to our youth in two matters: 1 confide in
your mothers! 2" understand the meaning of the sanctity of home. Listen to what Bishop
Ketteler writes about the first mater: “The greatest gift God gave humankind in the natural
order is, undoubtedly, a Christian mother. Happy above all is the child who has a truly Christian
mother, even if that child is raised in rags and goes to the grave in rags. Similarly, the un-
Christian mother, even if she bears the name Christian, just with her one breath, she infects and
poisons the soul of her child, so the vocation of the pious mother infuses the soul of her child
with blessings. When the mother is long gone and the child finds itself tossed by life storms, Is
close to losing its faith and integrity finds itself by the chasm of eternal loss, the figure of a noble
mother manages, with some miraculous power to lead that child back onto the path of faith and
virtue.” The name Mother and the memory of Mother is like a shielding dam, a miraculous lift.
He writes: “The word mother has an exceptional sound in the ears of man. That sound is the
depth of goodness of heart, understanding and patience, sacrifice and an expression of warm
and strong love. For the child, a good mother is something particular and all the child could
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want. The child turns to his mother in all its needs, to her he confides his sorrows and
disappointments, he ask for her counsel and blessing, he even confesses his mistakes to her.
One could not read without emotion the news coming from the battle fields saying how
wounded soldiers in their extreme sufferings and moans called for their mothers. One can also
notice on the one who did not know his mother some shade of sadness Love without the
warmth of mother’s love is like spring without the sunshine.” Girls and young ladies do not
forget the above words. Recall them when the enemy is at your side and whispers sweet word
into your ears: “Abandon your home, your mother, your father and your brothers and sisters.
Come with me and you'll find happiness and freedom!” Do not believe these promises, they’re
empty and false. Your happiness and freedom are in your very familial home. Outside of this
home there is only a broken heart, unhappiness, suffering, disappointments and - DEATH!

Now I'll explain the sanctity of home. American do not differentiate between a “house” and
“home.” There is definitely a difference. A “House” is just a building meant to house some
person or persons. A “Home” is a structure in which someone with a family dwells. In Polish a
“home” is neither an eating house, nor a hotel, but a building in which, people bound by love,
collaboration and help live. Home is not only the four cold walls. No!. It is a miniature earthly
paradise, full of sincerity, brightness, warmth and joy. Home is the school in which people
practice mortification, self-denial and compliance. It is Christ’s school where mother and father
are the preeminent teachers. | repeat: they are. The children are the students. Home is the
temple in which every virtue, which beautifies every human life in relation to God, to society,
among family members, is cultivated. Someone wrote that home is a place “in which every soul
looks into another soul, deeper, closer and more confidently, because everything is in common
here: the hopes, the joys, the fears, the pains!” Home is the workshop where one learns the
spirit of discipline, of wisdom, of sacrificing oneself for God , neighbor, nation. So the home is
the cradle of Christian and good citizenship. To destroy such high and realistic meaning of home
is to destroy, rather to choke in its embryo the whole sweetness of virtue, the entire emotional
justice, and finally the spirit of sacrifice!” So do our young modern people, have such an
understanding of home? Never! Today’s home could be a little palace with all the modern
equipment and comforts, but it stopped being a real home. The home | spoke of belongs to the
past, to Middle Ages! Such understanding of home is only memory and does not fit today’s
times. Today everything is different. Today’s home is considered a restaurant where people
come to eat. Today’s home is a hotel. Every member of the family has a key and returns to it
whenever he pleases. He comes just to sleep the night through. He comes because he has no
place else to go because all the doors are locked now. Today’s home is only a laundry where one
must stop to change the clothes and put on a clean shirt and collar. Today’s home is a garage
where human machines are brought for overhauling. Today’s home is a prison. If it isn't a
prison, then why does the youth escape from it? If it isn’t a prison why do we find so many
young people on the streets, in taverns, in dancing halls in the theater but not at home? Take a
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walk through our homes on any one evening and you will be convinced. Ask the parents if by
chance you will find them at home, where are their children? Frequently they do not know and
more often don’t even care. It was different, very different years back. Perhaps | am wearying
you, but please listen. After supper, children and young people started to wash dishes. Brother
put an apron on and helped his sister! After that the younger children got down to doing their
homework. The older ones read newspaper and books. Then the father lit his pipe and the
mother began darning socks, the sister started embroidering and rest lay down on the floor with
their toys. Frequently our father would join us on the floor and became one of us and with great
zeal lost himself building train tracks and we got the impression that he was a professional
engineer and machinist! Sometimes we played cards. Before going to bed, we had a night snack
with freshly baked bread, home-made butter and jam, milk and coffee, then prayers and under
a warm down covers. Nobody was bored, time did not drag. It was very pleasant and joyful. It
was not only good to be home but the best.

Someone describes today’s home thus: “today, home is a point of departure. It is a place to
escape from. Half the young men and women in the world sit at the dinner table, let’s say, with
one eye on their wrist watches and one ear on the telephone. They eat with their attention
divided between the food, the possible auto-horn that may honk at the curb, the choice of dress
for the evening, the time dad is taking to eat his salad, a glare at young brother who is playing
sand pile with his potatoes, and a growing desire to escape to other places and pursuits. Dinner
is hardly over before they’re off like runners at the crack of the gun, and mother and father
watch their receding backs, the portion of their children most frequently seen by their elders.”
Doesn’t this description agree to the last letter with the grim reality? | beg you, it is not funny,
but painful and very frightening! If only the youth would understand that there is safety,
satisfaction, peace and happiness at home. But this home, must be respected, venerated and
loved! All that pertains to the home should be of lively interest to them. And now a word to
fathers and mothers. You, my dears, make that home pleasant for your sons and daughters.
There are, unfortunately, such fathers who think that that which was good fifty years ago should
suffice today. No, today is not yesterday. The young adult daughter and son should have some
privacy. They should have their own bedroom, their own dresser, their own desk. Trust them.
Don’t hiss under your nose that they burn too much electricity, that their radio is always going,
that young people entertain too loudly. You, mother, do not complain when your daughter
brings her friends, entertains them and then wants to treat them with cake and coffee. That
they dance in the room. Be happy that they entertain at home. Model your home on that of
Nazareth. Let peace, agreeableness and satisfaction reign in it. Let there be sincere laughter
and joy, and joyful singing. May your home become a fortress for young people! Then the
benefits will be large and general. The families will benefit, the society will benefit, the whole
country will benefit! Youth, remember what Longfellow writes:




