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March 8, 1942

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

The Vatican has the largest mosaic factory in the world. There are at least a score of
workers and each of them is an artist — painters or sculptors. Under them are student
artists. Together they produce pictures and statues. They do not do it with a brush or a
chisel. No. On larger or smaller easels are larger or smaller frames. The worker artists use
forceps. On the shelves, which are several stories high, are pieces of marble, stones, glass
and wood in various sizes and shapes, various basic colors and shades of color. There are
about twenty-eight thousand shades of color. The artists take from those shelves the
precise piece of marble or stone or wood and carefully place it in the frame thus
producing a piece of beauty. The whole is put together masterfully and held together by
special putty. The finished product really deceives the human eye. Even the connoisseurs
mistake the mosaics for paintings. Up to the time of this war there came to the Vatican
artists from all over the world and admired the artists who so masterfully and delicately
produced such beautiful pictures from mosaics. To me, the whole world is the mosaic
factory, and human being is worker-artist. Each person sits down every day on the
workbench of life and into that life puts pieces of marble, granite, stone, chalk, glass,
wood, and other items. He fashions them, perfects them and beautifies them. Each one of
us is a true artist. That is why there is such a variety and such dissimilarity among the
people. That is why the human life is so beautiful in itself. This is speaking generally.
There are people, however, a small fraction of people, who miss the goal of creativity.
Instead of carefully putting together a piece of beauty, for unknown reasons, they do it
indifferently, imprudently and thoughtlessly, so that the whole comes out distorted and
maimed. And so the human life instead of following the lines traced by an architect, who
said “I am the Alpha and Omega” meaning “I am the beginning and the end” man follows
his own whims and antics.

The Hall of Human Mosaic

I reach into the bag of letters. Here is one from a modern person who wants to justify
herself and does so as follows: “I am a sixteen-year old high school student. My parents
do not understand me at all! They’re constantly on my back and I am forced to listen to
two commands: ‘You cannot! And: You don’t have to’. I keep telling them that this
twentieth century and that we live in America and not in a country ruled by a dictator! I
don’t know how much longer I will be able to stay at home and listen to that!” — Listen,
you mature and experienced philosopher who counts only sixteen springs: I repeat after
others that your parents do not understand you! I suppose but do not believe it. Tell me,
do you understand your parents? I am convinced that you do not. Just think how much
your father passed in his life. He lived through First World War, lived through several
years of unemployment, saw enormous changes. Just think and try to understand how
many troubles and uncertainties he suffered in his life! And you? You lived those sixteen
years like a bird in a gild cage! Also, think what your mother went through. She built her
family on Christian principles. With great love she worked day and night not for praise
and honor, but because she understood the importance of the role of mother and wife;
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only because she knew she had to fulfill the duties of her vocation faithfully and
conscientiously! She worked disregarding her own comfort and her own health. Place the
merits of your parents on one side of the scale and your sixteen—year merits on the other
side and see what happens! What do you think will happen? I’m waiting for your answer!
Wouldn’t it be easier for you to come down this ladder of personal superiority and half
way meet your mother for whom it is already difficult to climb to reach you? I read
somewhere, [ don’t remember where this statement of a mature person: “my parents
understood me better than [ understood myself; they knew what was good for me and
what would bring happiness to me!” I know that sometime in the future you will say the
same. Now you say, rather you complain that your parents forbid you everything. See,
they don’t do anything except observe the commandments of God and the natural law.
The parents have the right to command and the children have the duty to obey. Woe to
those parents who permit their children to command them, the parents. Certainly you live
in the twentieth century and this century is interesting, I’ll say very interesting! Literally,
in the full meaning of these words. This century is closer to barbarianism and paganism
than the centuries before it. So much for now. And thank God that you live in the United
States, for if you lived under a dictator you would not be free to play the role of a young
and free lady. There you would learn everything under commands and prohibitions.
There you would be a slave and property of the state, just as any beast of burden! Want to
live at home and I’'m sure you will. If you leave your parental home and fly away,
because you think it’s too tight there and too suffocating you will soon burn your wings
and fall! You will do better if you remain in the familial home because it is pleasant and
warm and peaceful!

Now from an elderly person who has eyes to see and sees. Listen to what he has to say: "I
am in America 34 years. [ am quite old and backward, they tell me. I guess, I will die that
way. Throughout these years I did not amass great riches, nor did I become famous, I
don’t even know the American language well! But I respect this country I admire the
natural riches of this country and I respect people who made something of themselves.
But there is something lacking. It seems to me there is too much freedom and people do
not know how to cherish this treasure. There is too much willfulness and too many
dances. Even the church clubs went berserk. Dances, bazaars, drinking and such. We
have beautiful churches, but they are all in debt. A few earnest words from the ambo
should suffice to rouse the people to offer something, but it isn’t so. There is much said
about a good example, but where does one find it? The priests, especially the young
priests permit too much familiarity and therefore there is lack of respect for priests and
the church. Just to see how youth behaves in church is very sad. In he foyers of the
church and in church proper they put on hats and smoke! The young people do this as
well as the older ones. Who gives them permission to desecrate the house of God?! No
one. Christ was love and humility personified, but when the Jerusalem temple was being
desecrated He was filled with holy anger and cried: “My Father’s house is a house of
prayer!” And our sectarians, aren’t they the fifth column? I think to myself and wonder if
the whip that smites our country will not turn and smite this country? We have too much
of everything: too much money, too much frivolity, too much bread, too much clothing
and yet everyone complains and all call for more! All this for a time. I feel myself a
stranger in this land and most likely our stolen Poland I will not see. I wish to add that I
have a large family. It was my desire to give my children higher Catholic education, but
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unfortunately no one gave me a hand. The children are good but even with that there is
pain” Here the letter ends expressly and justly confirming certain sad and painful facts. I
will not comment on this.

And now, this letter: “Father Justin you spoke of neglectful husbands and no good
fathers. Perhaps you can say something to wives and mothers who do not care for their
husbands, children and home. This type is my wife who is also a mother of two children.
The children are grown and both of us are over our forties. Mine was a just wife and a
good mother until a year ago. At that time I bought a house and she became acquainted
with her neighbor ladies. They drink, smoke and go to bunco in the evenings and nights.
My wife never smoked or went out in the evenings. Now when I come home it is as
though I am entering a chimney! Dirt and disorder all over the house. When my wife
approaches me she smells of cigarettes. She returns home at two in the morning or later,
never before that hour! Really I don’t know what to do. When I do say something she
throws at me whatever object is closer to hand even bottles! Different cars bring her
home in the morning. She goes to taverns sits at a table and plays cards just like a man. In
our taverns today there are more women than men. Once I went after her. When I stood
in the doorway she picked up a bottle and threw at me and broke my head. Another time I
went to the house where they played bunco. She sat at table between two men who held
her by the neck. Here in our city the game of bunco in private homes has become a curse.
I can’t believe that my wife changed so much in such a short time. If you, Father Justin
could know and see what our wives and mothers do. Today’s wives are not the same
wives of yesterday! They tramp around either with single or married men. This is how
divorces are born! Here not too far from where we live was such a case. A family with
five small children broke up. Our mothers change men like they would change gloves.
They escape from home around nine in the evening and come back at dawn. The husband
stays home and the wife runs around to play cards. I will tell you what young wife did.
Her husband worked nights. She took her six-month old baby to the attic and locked it in
the trunk so that no one could hear in case the baby cried, and she went to the tavern. The
baby did cry and the neighbors heard. They began searching and called the police. The
police saved the baby from the trunk and the husband filed for divorce. Such a mother
deservrs to be whipped and sent to hard labor!” Kraszewski, writes thus: “ family home is
a shrine, a temple a school. Its first priest is the mother, the father is the guardian! Under
its roof is all our treasure!” Oh, yes, Polish mothers always were “priests” in our families.
Those mothers had an unsurpassable source of love and sacrificial dedication in their
hearts. One of our poets wrote just about such mothers: “from the earliest years the name
mother was a sacred name!” If a woman does not respect herself if she doesn’t
understand the meaning of mother and wife, if she does not fulfill her duties to which she
bond herself by a solemn public vow, she becomes a traitor of her home, her family and
society. Mothers please try to understand that it is on you that humanity’s happiness
depends. You mothers can be he saviors or the undoing of nations!

Now this theme:

Reverend Father:

I ask you Father, to speak sincerely and didactically to the mothers and their daughters
who are ready for marriage and are looking only to get a decent young man not caring
what means are used. My son is at the university and became acquainted with a Polish
girl. We were happy but we cautioned him to take care of his studies, so that he can
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obtain his goal and then he will have enough time to be going out with the girls.
Whenever he came home he was a rare guest at the house. When he came home for
vacation it was the same. All days and night up tp early mornings he was out. When
questioned he would respond haughtily: “I have my years and know what I am doing!
This is a free country and I can do as I please!” His own family and home mean nothing
to him. Not too long ago he fell ill, evidently exhausted by his own behavior, but it didn’t
teach him anything. He cried and was afraid, but he was hardly coming to himself he
again began passing all days there with his girl and her family. If he didn’t go, they
would telephone for him to come. If we tell him that he behaves poorly, he becomes very
angry. Several times he told me that he and the girl are frequently home alone.
Apparently he likes such dissolute living. When I had two marriageable daughters, I
counseled them and their boyfriends not to rove the streets at night. When I noticed that
the young men were staying by us too long, I warned my daughter to make sure the
young men’s parents knew where they were and when to expect them home. I would not
allow them to be alone to early hours of the morning. I wanted to give them a good
example so that they would respect their parents. Why can’t other mothers have the same
influence over the boyfriends of their daughters?!

[ ask you, Father Justin, to speak to those mothers and their daughters, so that they would
stop poisoning the life of those mothers who want to raise their sons on God’s principles.
Also, please speak to sons such as mine, who sees everything good in others and are
contemptuous of their own who want the best for them. Who would carry out everything
out of their own home to give others, but when they give a few dollars to their own
mother, they take back twice as much from her to satisfy the needs of others. He does not
appreciate the sacrifices of his parents and siblings. Who are pleasant and courteous to
others but at home are gloomy and peevish toward their own. Where he goes and what he
does should not be of interest to his parents because he is of age.

I don’t know, but I suppose that other mothers suffer the same from their sons who are
rebellious because they are blinded by the influence of other imprudent mothers and their
just as imprudent daughters.!”

Where there is lack of understanding there is disorder and confusion. This is true of
countries, societies and families. If the child does not trust his parents he depends on his
own wisdom exclusively and is contemptuous of the counsels of his own parents. Such a
one follows the dictates of strangers and will rarely experience any joy or success! The
spirit of the twentieth century is deceitful. It tries to imbue the youth with some
incomprehensible freedoms and privileges. It destroys both God’s and natural order.
Instead of tempering the spirit, it turned the attention to the body. Not surprisingly the
youth does not know how to use reasonable freedom and turns to wantonness. There is
little difference between our youth and French youth. I will not go into details now. Sons
and daughters do not have any secrets before your parents! Your parents gave you their
hearts turn yours to them!

As far as the mothers and daughters are concerned who hunt for son-in-laws and
husbands and set up traps for them, I have this to say: “Be careful that you do not catch
an ordinary gray sparrow instead of a pheasant!” You will do better if you find out how
the young man behaves toward his parents. Is he really a good son? Is he a man of prayer
and work? Let there be understanding between youth and their parents.

R
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This letter is written in German. I will give the exact translation. “Dear Father, [ and my
wife were born in Poland. I was born I Schwarenz and she in Tarkowa Gorka. I was a
Lutheran and she a Catholic. I got to know her at work and fell in love with her. I turned
Catholic for her with permission of my parents and I thank God that I did this. I am 42
years old and have a good wife. What disturbs me greatly is this fact: my wife’s youngest
sister and her four children, three daughters and a son, lives in Sroda. On 18" May, 1940
we received a letter from them saying they lost their father. Secret police came to the
house 18" of February, took the father and they haven’t heard a thing since. Dear Father,
you are probably surprised that I write in German. I attended German school. I learned to
read Polish but not to write it, and my English is not the best either. I’'m asking you to
forgive me, I did the best I could. I would like to write to Sroda, but am not sure if I
would do more evil than good. I don’t want to endanger them. Please, Father, help me!”
his letter points out the importance of the role a good Polish woman has, if she wants to.
Such a woman deserves the respect and honor not only from her husband, but from all of
us. The influence of a wife and mother is enormous and incalculable. Choroszewski
wrote thus: “Woman’s influence spreads itself over man’s entire life. Fiance,” wife,
mother are the three magic words which encompass all the human delights. It is the reign
of charm, grace, heart and wisdom. A man takes counsel from hi s wife, obeys his
mother, submits to her influence even for a long time after her departure and what he
heard from her becomes a principle for his soul stronger than any passion!”

On this note I end my description of mosaics human and living!




