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there is no sin, no transgression nor crime. They sweetened the moral poison so it
turned into some kind of medicine which cured all the effects of original sin which
healed wounds along with your weaknesses. You permitted yourself to be caught
in this worldly net. Now you can neither swallow it not stomach it! First, then,
you abandoned the House of God. Then, you forgot about the house of faith;
finally, who knows, if you didn’t go away from the house of your parents, perhaps
from the home of your own family! There it was seemingly bad, uncomfortable,
tight and difficult! Today, outside of the borders of these houses, are you better off
and happier? Perhaps more free? Or perhaps you are wandering in the world
hungry and thirsty for rest and peace? Or are you not running away from that
unseen messenger of God, from the voice of your own conscience which day and
night, everywhere and always, always and everywhere, reminds you to return to
the house of your Father? Do you, perhaps, not hide from the eyes of people for
fear that they will read what is happening in your conscience and what is
happening in the bottom of your soul? Do you need examples? Listen to these
letters about how the prodigal sons and daughters complain. And remember that
the most telling descriptions do not come from the pens of writers, but only from
the lives of people! And so, I read in a letter from Milwaukee, WI: “I cannot get
up the courage to go to confession because for the past 29 years I have not

confessed! When I was younger I did not feel the need for confession the way I do
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now! When I was a boy I ran away from home. I enlisted in the Marines and saw
the world. When I came home my parents were no longer living! I began to drink
and play cards longer. I had a good skill in my hands. My health was good.
Sometimes my sister reminded me to go to church. I laughed. Now I have
changed. Now, even at work, it seems that I see the figure of my mother. I say my
prayers and I go to church, but I do not have the courage to confess!”

Listen, my dear: Do not put it off. Remember, that the purpose of holy
confession is to accuse oneself before the priest of all transgressions and sins, and
not to brag about our good and virtuous deeds. Every priest will accept you with
open arms and with joy. Go to holy confession at your nearest opportunity and
say, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you.” If this does not
convince you, then listen further: Not so long ago an elderly mother came to me,
complaining that her fifty-year-old SOI.1, unfortunately, a drunk, did not want to
hear about God, and that for years he had not been going to church. When I told
her that I was ready to go see him at any moment in order to talk with him, she said
it would be better to wait a little longer. When she returned home, she found her
son on the floor — lifeless! Why, then, not do it today?

Letter from Salamanca, NY: “At home I had a good life. My father was
strict, but he sent me to high school. My mother was very caring. I met a man

who was married. I do not know what happened to me. I ran away with him.




image8.jpeg
After six months he left me and returned to his wife. At present I am in domestic
service. I do not know how long I will be able to work! What will I do now and
where can I go?

Humble yourself, and, despite all, return home. Now you, yourself,
understand how much trouble and worry you caused your father and mother and
how much shame you brought on yourself. But it is not too late. Return to your
parents in humility and repentance. That countenance will not only soften their
hearts, but will also crush your parents’ resistance. You will find rest and
protection in the home of your parents! Do it today!

Now again, from Braddock, PA: Five years ago I ran away from home. To
this day my parents do not know where I am. Neither do I know what is happening
to them. Previously, I earned a good salary. Today I do not have work. T am
losing my health from worry. Naturally, no one knows that I am a Pole. And no
one suspects that I am a Catholic. I gave up on everything. Several times I
thot’lght of jumping into the river. I do not know what to do or to whom to turn to.”
Before you do anything else, turn to God. Go to any Roman Catholic priest and
make your confession. Begin to pray again. Fulfill other obligations of our holy
faith! You will see what a new look your life will gain. You will also have a new
outlook on life, on people, on your behavior and conduct. Don’t make excuses.

Why not do it today? Later, sit down and write a letter to your parents to the old
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address. Our Lord God will somehow direct the matter so that you will again find
yourself under your parents’ roof. You will be happy and your parents will
rejoice!

Then, again, from Chelsea, MA: three months ago I left my husband with
whom I had lived for ten months and came here with a guy whom I had known for
years. My husband was good to me, but he didn’t want to go anywhere with me. I
let myself be persuaded to leave him. Now I do not know what I would give if [
could erase that which has happened in the last three months, God, what I would
not do to start anew with a clean slate!” In spite of seeming difficulties, return to
your husband before it is too late! Be ready for certain accusations which you
justly earned, but make a decision to leave your current life style and stand at the
side of the one to whom you made a promise not so long ago that “you would not
leave until death.” Just don’t put it off until tomorrow and for later. Do it today!

Listen some more to the lamentations of a person who experience much
adversity and suffered greatly. The letter comes from Chicago: “Eleven years ago
I made my vows in the court. Matters were such that it was impossible for us to be
married in church. Ireceived a divorce from a man who did not have even a spark
of any feeling. He drank, gambled money away, and hit me. Once he knocked out
two of my teeth. Sometimes he kicked me. He killed my child inside of me. I

couldn’t take it any longer. During this time an old acquaintance came to see us.
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He was also divorced because his wife ran around with everyone, even with
Negroes. We decided to get married in court. We have four children. None of
them has been christened. A year ago my current husband’s wife was found on the
street. I think that they, to this day, do not know the reason for her death. Six
months ago they found my first husband injured by an automobile. He died after
two days without regaining consciousness. He was buried in a Catholic cemetery!
During all these years I had no peace. My husband was good to me but he never
allowed himself or the children to mention God. In spite of this, in secret, I taught
them the prayers. Now I ask Fr. Justin to speak to him so that he will repair our
marriage and allow the children to be christened. It is high time that I should
openly attend church, receive the holy Sacraments and live the life that my mother
taught me!” Certainly, the time of the great Lent is suitable to take care of all
manner of conscience matters. Your obligation is to present the situation to your
pastor. He will help you willingly with everything, not only in repairing your
marriage, but also in christening your children. If you truly wish to live the way
your mother taught you, there is no more opportune time to begin such a life as the
time of the great lent. Why, then, not today?

Here’s one more letter. This one comes from Toledo, O: “My husband left
me three times. Right now he is not at home even as my son and daughter ask

daily, ‘When will daddy return?’ I am indifferent, because he has the character of
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a real Gypsy in everything. For our maintenance he gave me thirty cents daily for
four people. Not even a cent for my other expenses. Not only did he not go to
church himself, but he forbade me also. He tore the holy picture off the wall and
broke it into pieces. I could never please him. Today his mother came here. She
pleaded that I take him back!”

Take him back again. Give him, however, clearly, several conditions: that
he not only gives you your freedom to fulfill your faith obligations, but that he also
starts going to church and receiving the holy sacraments, and that he gives you an
appropriate sum of money to carry on your home obligations and expenses! You,
husbands, take care of your wives equally to yourselves; don’t consider them as
charwomen, hired hands, as servants and sometimes as real slaves! Perhaps here
or there might be a wife who is lax, improvident. In general, there are no more
practical, thrifty, provident women in the world than our Polish women! Let them
manage the home. A sensible husband will never consign so and so much money
per week! He will give her his whole pension. Should he notices that she is not
thrifty, let him sit down with her, and let them settle the matter! Let them do the
accounts! The husband has no idea how many expenses the home has. Why is it
that previously our mothers could not tie ends together but were still able to scrape
together and put something aside? The father earned money, brought it home and

gave it to his wife! The mother was in charge of the cash. She was the caretaker
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and the distributor of home finances. And there was no familial bankruptcy! Why
can it not be the same today? After all, each husband spends money on beer,
vodka, cigarettes, cigars, etc. Let him count up how much it costs per week; then
let him give his wife a similar amount for her personal expenses! He will become
convinced how much his wife can save on this. Besides, his wife will be grateful
to him for his attention and for his trust. Do this right away and do it today!

Even though, apparently, I digressed from my theme, all of these letters
point to the need of returning to the home of our father; to the home of our parents;
to the home of our faith, the home of our family! Why not do this today during the
time of the Great Fast? Let us gather our estate living virtuously. Let us train
ourselves during lent, not only in what we eat and drink, but to mortify ourselves in
everything else. What we save let us give for alms! Let us take part in our
beautiful and heart moving Lenten services, such as the Stations of the Cross, as
well as the Bitter Lamentations! Let us awaken and rekindle the spirit of real
devotion! Let us crown everything with a wreath of humble and contrite holy
confession. Then, truly, joy will reign above us in heaven for doing our penance
because the dead will arise and the lost will be found! The sooner the better!

Why, then, not today?
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March 6, 1938
I salute you Honored and Dear compatriots with our old Polish Greeting —

Blessed be Jesus Christ!

Another carnival has ended! Last Wednesday marked the period of the
Great, or Forty Days’ fast; a fast not only in regard to food and drink, but, at the
same time, abstaining from all, even the permitted dances and amusements. The
Church immediately reminds us that it is time for Christian mortification when on
Ash Wednesday the priest puts ashes on the foreheads of each of us, saying,
“Remember, man, that you are dust and into dust you will return.” Remembering
death is the best and the most effective motive for repentance, sorrow, and penance
by which we can erase our offenses! These feelings also calm us and encourage us
to undertake all kinds of Lenten mortifications. It is also worth reminding our
listeners that the ashes which we put on people’s heads come from last year’s
palms, the ones that decorated our altars on Palm Sunday. And this custom has a
deep meaning, for it reminds us that, at one time, these palms signified victory,

triumph, glory and people’s adoration. The ashes from these palm branches do not
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let us forget that all this is only temporary, changeable, of little importance, and
will quickly pass! Only here and there in some of our churches does the organist
and choir sing:

Let us sprinkle our heads with ashes

Because the voice of our conscience is stern,

It calls for penance for sins and amusements are sidelined!

Let us sprinkle our heads with ashes,

Let all of us pray together, united.

Though the Lord’s judgment is just,

For sinners it is terrible!

Let us sprinkle our heads with ashes

For our Redeemer is ready for agony and torture

In order to ransom our souls!

I do not know whether, perhaps, even today, the Lord’s voice is calling all of
us as it urged through the lips of the prophet: “Be converted to me with all your
heart, in fasting and in weeping and in mourning. And rend your hearts and not
your garments and turn to the Lord your God for He is gracious and merciful, slow
to anger and abounding in loving kindness. Blow the trumpet in Zion, sanctify the
congregation, gathering the people. Assemble the elders, gathering the children
and the nursing infants. Let the bridegroom come out of his room and the bride out
of her bridal chamber! Let the priests, the Lord’s ministers, weep between the
gallery and the altar, and let them say, “Spare your people, o Lord. Anyway, who
knows whether for some of us this is not the final opportunity to prepare for our

last Easter holy confession through Lenten mortification. Really, who knows?

Therefore, should we not even today consider rising up from our frigidity and
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Clouds covered the hills and the flood waters were rising every minute, but, yet no one thought that the flood
waters would reach our hut. No one, not even the oldest among us ever remembered anything like this. We
were all in the house, except Witek, the youngest, who was running about with a group of boys over the railroad
tracks watching the overflowing waters. Suddenly, around two o’clock in the afternoon, a huge wave of water
covered our house. Water was hissing all around us. People had warned us before and urged us to leave our
home and seek refuge on higher ground, but none of us expected such flooding. How could we possibly leave
two cows, a heifer, horses, sheep, our furniture and our clothes? We never dreamed that the waters would reach
us. Therefore, we were all sitting in the room that had just been built and added on to our house. It was a
beautiful room and comfortably furnished with new furniture that I had made myself and very nice pictures
were on the walls.

With great fear we saw through the windows how the waves of the flood were carrying logs, trees, huge
beams, houses, cattle, piles of grain, barrels and such from the refinery on the hill and a lot of rubbish. Then, all
of a sudden, a big wave tore and carried away our barn and our stable and our children began to cry and shout.
It seemed to me that I’'m watching the end of the world. The cattle being carried away were roaring and lowing
pitifully.

Pelagia, my wife, asked me to remove the picture of Our Lady of Calvary from the wall of the room where
we were seated and she commanded all of us to go into the kitchen — on top of the stove. We all found a place
on the kitchen range, and holding the picture, we all began to pray. Meanwhile, the water was falling with great
force into the kitchen through the door and windows. We heard the cracking of beams and suddenly, a huge
wave engulfed and carried away the new room in which we had been sitting just a few minutes before. Numb
with fear, we waited for that moment when another big wave will crush the walls of this kitchen and bury all of
us. We didn’t see any way of escaping such a fate. We were all praying out loud together — acts of faith, hope
and charity and prayers for the dying. Our hearts were heavy with sorrow and worry about all the children who
were with us. Only Witek was out on the railroad tracks crying his heart out as he kept looking our way. The
waves continued crashing against our walls and every few moments, a log or a barrel crashed into us. The ram
and the sheep that were with us in that room were swimming about, sorrowfully stretching their necks towards
us. We had already offered our souls to God and His Blessed Mother and we clung tenaciously to her picture
for she was our only refuge and that gave us some encouragement.

I don’t know how long we had been held in the grip of this terror, when suddenly we noticed that the waters
began to decrease and the waves became smaller and weaker. We were filled with joy even though we knew
that the water had carried away all of our possessions. Our greatest joy was the fact that the Blessed Mother
had rescued all of us from certain death. Out of this joy, we didn’t know what we were doing and each of us
burst out singing a different religious song!™

By now we had arrived at the remnants of his hut and his wife emerged from within. She was about 50
years old, of medium height, with a pale, ascetic-looking face that was framed by her gray kerchief. She was
carrying the picture of Our Lady of Calvary, the one that had shielded them during the flood. In silence, she
raised it and kissed it with great devotion. Her three boys walked beside her the youngest — little blond Zosia
clung to her mother’s knees.
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We all went over to examine what remained of their shack. The walls were stained, the beams and all the
wood was rotted and the stove was washed out. As for the new room that had been carried off by the flood, all
that was left was some of the thatched roof left dangling towards the ground.

I immediately got to work. I pulled out my sketch-pad and began collecting materials for a picture. While I
was sketching, I was listening to the lady of the house as she was posing for me. She was recalling how good
they had had it when her husband returned from America with the money he had earned there. They bought ten
acres of land which now looks totally ruined. They had set up their farm, little by little but constantly making it
bigger and better. She ended with a sigh, saying, “We weren’t even thinking of life, Sir, we just wanted to save
our souls. The fact that we survived is due to the fact that good people were praying for us.” After a few
minutes, she added — “We thank God that our children are healthy and intelligent! They will manage well for
themselves in this world in spite of the fact that we have nothing left!”

That is the story of the picture of the miraculous rescue of the Kusinow family in Kleczanach. Therefore,
contrary to any opposition offered by blaspheming writers, miracles still happen in our times. Whoever denies
the existence of miracles, scoffs at the almighty power of God and thereby denies the existence of God.

What can be said about these all-knowing writers who consider themselves wiser than testimony given by
learned doctors, chemists, psychiatrists and professors even when these are not Catholics? Most of these
mentioned are either Protestants or Jews or are openly of no faith at all, yet they give sworn testimony that even
in our times miracles do happen. Why don’t these so-called philosophers and theologians visit the shrine at
Lourdes where since the year 1858 until today there are cures happening there that cannot be explained in any
natural way, cures that cannot be explained by the most expert human minds?

Why don’t these blasphemers, I will call them paid blasphemers go to Naples in Italy where every year the
miracles of St. Januarius takes place? In the cathedral at Naples, the skull of St. Januarius, Bishop and Martyr is
preserved along with two small cruets of his blood. The blood is all dried up and filled with clots, yet when that
glass container is brought close to the holy skull, the blood begins to boil, as it were, and becomes fully
liquefied. When they remove the container with blood away from the relic of this martyr, the blood again
immediately forms clots and dries up. This miracle happens every single year on the feast of St. Januarius and
thousands of people who have witnessed it can verify the truth of this story.

In the course of centuries, the Protestants didn’t dare deny miracles although they may have been
unbelieving and prejudiced against them, but they would walk away puzzled, deeply moved and sometimes
thoroughly convinced. More than once, they tried to explain a miracle in natural ways, but that was useless.
The fact remains a fact and in no way can its miraculous nature be denied.

Around the year 1930, the name Papini was known the world over as the name of a man who had a burning
hatred of God and the Faith. One day, this same world learned of the conversion of this famous writer.

From infancy, Papani’s children were brought up very religiously by their mother. When they were of age,
with the permission of their atheistic father and enemy of the Church, they were entrusted to the Catholic nuns
to prepare them for their first Holy Communion. One day, his God-fearing wife asked her husband to listen to
the children’s catechism lesson. Papini angrily refused, but finally, with a sneer he agreed. Taking the
catechism into his hands, he began listening to his children’s recitations. He then began to ponder and reflect
on these questions and answers and within a few days he began reading philosophy and dogmas. He himself




image5.jpeg
have sinned against heaven and against you. [ am no longer worthy to be called
your son; make me like one of your hired servants.” So he got up and went to his
father. But while he was still a long way off, his father saw him, and filled with
compassion for him, ran to his son, threw his arms around him and kissed him.
The son said to him, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and against you. I am
no longer worthy to be called your son.”

In the first part of this description, do you perhaps, not see yourself and your
experiences and conduct? Tear the image of the prodigal son away from the
framework of Christ’s parable and replace it with one of yourself! And you and I,
at one time, did not know how long we belonged to the one great family of God.
Not only did you do well in the storm of life, but, you will admit, that you felt
good! You had good parents, a loving wife adoring her husband, children who saw
in you the height of goodness and an example of nobility — you had God, you had
faith, peace and contentment. Oh, you had a great deal, very many gifts from God.
In spite of that, you felt yourself a slave, constrained; Your life seemed tight; who
knows, perhaps someone whispered to you that you shouldn’t always be a bird
imprisoned in a small cage; perhaps you read something in today’s poisoned and
poisonous rag newspapers; perhaps you saw something in the theater where they
tried to show you that, for a rational man, everything is permissible so that he

would know that he is alive. There, on the screen, they made you understand that




