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in the world who cares more for your happiness, your wellbeing and success than
your mother. The world will trample you, mix you with mud, reject you and only
your mother will open wide her arms to receive you, to calm you, console you and
hug you close to her heart. Because they are your mother and you are their
daughters. Prodigal daughters, return to your mothers immediately, you will find
there warm reception, care and new life.
I’'m adding the following incident: There was a family just as ours. The father died
first. It would be about nine years ago. Two years ago the mother left this world.
As long as the mother lived she managed to keep peace in the family. The minute
the mother closed her eyes there was war in the family. The result of this familial
warfare was dispersion of the family. Two sisters remained in the house. One of
them was twenty six years old and the other about twenty. The older one was the
father and the mother, baby-sitter and servant to the younger one. The younger
one, at her workplace, became friends with some hyena in human flesh. He was
some type of higher official there. He took advantage of the younger sister, even
though he was a married man. He promised her advancement, he took her out to
suppers and theater, etc. At the request of the older sister | came to their home
several times. | reprimanded the younger one, but nothing penetrated that thick
skull. She said to me: “Why should you worry? | can live my own life! | can very
well take care of myself!” — | returned home and forgot about this incident. Not
too long ago | was called to the office. There stood a woman crying. { look and
wait. She asked me if | recognize her. No, | responded. This is the one once upon a
time said that “she can very well take care of herself.” — She changed
unrecognizably, she aged. She told that she just came out of the hospital where
she underwent surgery which left her crippled for the rest of her life. She ended
this sad story by saying: “If my mother lived, | would never behave this way.”
Jackson Ml
Dear Father Justin,
| got married to a woman from your parish, and our wedding took place in your
church. Then we came to Jackson to better our life. As time passed my wife began
keeping company with the Americans of “higher quality” of society. i was busy
remodeling our house and had no time to socialize. Little by little | realized that |
was stupid. Even though my wife did not know how to read or write she was wiser
than | was, and her friends praised her to me saying that | am lucky to have a wife
so wise and clever. Her wisdom lay in gambling, in cards, in cheating and stealing.
Her friends were officials, doctors, lawyers etc. Better class of people? | was
powerless. | could not believe that it is true. But the truth was coming to the fore
and so it came to divorce. The family life was ruined and my beautiful little son
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remained without a descent home. Dear Father, is it possible that history repeats
itself? Is it possible that the new Eve will destroy the world? If so then this letter
should induce you to think this through and say what needs to be said, in defense
of our husbands and sons, to save them from those vipers in human flesh, who
seem to reign in this part of Midwest. All around me | see sad, dejected men, and
prisons are full of betrayed men, while the streets are full of vipers in high heels
and silk stockings, dressed in furs, but on their faces is the stigma of the devil
looking challengingly on the rest of us.

Thus ends the letter! | say these are not my words but observations of the
disgusted and discouraged man. This is a true type of a modern wife. | add, that
there wouldn’t be so many such women if there weren’t so many men seducers.
Now let’s go back to the letter. Our times, our styles,vour leisure times and
misunderstood equality, the women type changed the neuter gender. It’s neither
a man nor a woman! It’s neither “she” nor “he” but “it”.

Years ago, when | was still at home, my younger sister, Veronica took over after
the death of my mother. She was the housekeeper. And what kind of house
keeper! At twelve, she knew how to cook, how to fry food and even how to bake
bread! She knew how to knit, how to prepare and how to darn. Today’s twenty-
year old women getting married barely know how to open a can of peas or ham or
to boil water! But she not only knows how to play ball and rummy, but she is a
devoted bridge and even poker player. Before a young lady knew how to sing
Vespers, carols and Lamentations; today — day and night, at work and even in her
dreams she hums some “I’'m crazy about you” or “You’re my monkey and I’'m your
kangaroo” or “Let’s visit the green, green woods and eat nuts.” Before the young
ladies read Sienkiewicz or Konopnicka, excerpts from Mickiewicz and Stowacki;
today they are absorbed in reading about nudists, they debate birth control, they
have interests in fortune-tellers, in astrology and God knows what! Today they
speak at length about personality plus, it-plex and complex — all hot stuff.” Today’s
school is a theater quite different from previous ones, a pagan dance, an
abundant book, loose songs, green table, slimy speech, a packet of cigarettes and
a glass with drink! Besides that, her face is made up, lips reddened by lipstick,
plucked out eyebrows darkened by black pencil, powdered nose, her hands
washed in milk or cream, hair cut very short and well lacquered, her nails done in
green, here you have an average, single or married woman type. It is no wonder
that they have no idea about marriage, its duties and its burdens. About a year
ago the parents brought to me a young couple so | could speak to them. They
were married three months. He was twenty two years of age and she nineteen. He
was a slow man, a ninny, but she was clever, smart a real hoyden. Every evening
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she was someplace else and with different men. He cried, but she crossed her legs
and smiled cynically. When | finished, and my talk served as much as a fly for a
dog, — she arose and yelled in English: “I only married him for spite! | will never be
a mother to his brats, because | want to live my own life”
The only medicine for this misfortune is to look at human life and marriage with a
truly Christian outlook. If the outlook is pagan it will be worse. Then even God
cannot help such.

Detroit, Ml

Reverend Father,
Please say a few on the subject which | will describe. Presently my husband is
without work; he would be a wonderful person if he had a bit more strong will,
that is, if he controlled his drinking and did not chase others. Sometimes he cries
over himself, but quite easily returns to wrong doing. Frequently he gets drunk
then causes all kinds of problems and quarrels, curses, and wishes evil to others,
so much so that there just isn’t any peace at home, but constant offense to God.
My mother, brother and sister try to convince me to divorce him. But |, being a
Catholic, think a lot about this. My husband becomes desperate when | mention
divorce and tells me that | will first be dead than a divorcee. Please say something
to him.
It is very difficult to break the addiction to drink. The drunkard is a malefactor and
a thief. He is a malefactor because he destroys his own health and shortens the
life of his wife and scandalizes the children. He is a thief because takes what
belongs to the family. Mortification and prayer frequently help. But the mind filled
with liquor needs professional help. He should be confined to the hospital if he
continues to play with the bottle and a glass. Give him another chance, do not pay
attention to his crying and promises for they are meaningless. The words of the
drunkards are empty. Do not believe him.

Milwaukee, WI

Dear Father,

| am married for eight years. | have a six-year old son. These eight years brought
nothing but worry. My husband drinks constantly. He gets $17.00 a week and
spends on drink three to four dollars. Not too long ago my son took iil and | didn’t
have any money for the medicine. However, | had to borrow from other people
for his drink. | do not have any relatives here before whom | could pour out my
heart. | often think | should just leave him rather than be constantly ashamed of
my drunkard husband. y
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What | have said above it could be repeated here. The drunkard would sell his

body and soul for a bottle of vodka. To him wife and children mean nothing, but
only the bottle is everything! Give him on probation. The policeman’s uniform and
his baton cured quite a few worshippers of Bacchus! And you, pour out your heatt
to God in prayer. It doesn’t pay to lament before people.

Chicago, IL

Father Justyn,
| ask what | should do? | am married for sixteen years but only in the court. | have
three children. My husband was never good. He only ran around. He did not work
for eight years, only | worked for him and the children. Now it’s a year and a half
that he is in the hospital for an incurable illness. | am tired of living and at work |
sometime have suicidal thoughts.
First of all, call the priest to your husband. He will be able to talk to him and bring
him to correct his marriage. If he doesn’t agree to this then you will have to wait
patiently for an end. Remove from your mind the suicidal thoughts, because these
are the escape of cowards and unbelievers. The one who has the even the least bit
of faith carries his daily cross with confidence and believes that merciful and just
God, will generously reward these temporary sufferings. Besides, you have here
children for them you must live, work and suffer. Also, when you look around at
other people’s lives you can see that they are more unfortunate than you are. So
you say to yourself: “If others can, so can I.”

Chicago, IL

Reverend Father,

Do | commit a sin that when my father hits my mother | defend her? The last time
| defended my mother my dad beat me to pulp and ripped my clothing. Then he
threw me out of the house. | would leave but | am only eighteen years of age and |
really feel sorry for my mother and my younger siblings. Can | thrash my father in
this case?

Listen, my dear boy, your mother has other means of defense from your father’s
brutality. There are legal ways. It does not become sons and daughters to raise the
hand against their father. Frequently such actions can lead to bloody battles and
sometimes to death of the father or the son. The newspapers are full of these
incidents. Such things are sad and painful and totally unnecessary.
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March 4, 1934

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

A few weeks ago | was forced to leave Buffalo to settle some community business.
On my return | was informed that | have to meet a certain lady — a matter of life
and death. By now | am accustomed to this, and perhaps, even have grown a bit
thick skinned. Notwithstanding my constant reading and listening to lamentations,
complaints and crying, | have not lost my confidence in these poor souls, and did
not lose my faith in the goodness of human beings; because, this is nothing less
than pulling, jerking and breaking of human hearts. However, one must expect
this. l assure you, that | have permission to utilize this occurrence. It is evening,
seven o’clock. | am called to go to my office. | go. | meet the mother, all cried up
and nervous, and a pensive, sullen, obstinate daughter, such a modern Magdalen.
Her pale face is submerged under face powder, her eyelashes with too much
mascara, the spark of tearless eyes dimmed, lips red from too much lipstick, a
pure type of the modern hoyden: the type that does not pay attention to no one,
the kind that with closed eyes is hurtling herself into an abyss! With heart rending
sobs the mother begins her daughter’s sad history. As usual, there are
disobediences, harsh responses, open rebelliousness, bad company, brutal and
always seeking to have fun companions that bring shame and disgrace, and finally
threats to commit suicide. | began speaking to the girl, explaining, persuading and
begging. At first she looked at me with a certain lack of confidence, then
indulgently with a cynic smile on her face, as though to say: “keep talking till the
end of the world, it's meaningless.” When | finished, she responded briefly,
concisely, haughtily and challengingly: “Life is mine and | can do anything | like”,
and even more challengingly she added “Neither mother nor you can stop me!”
She arose and left the room slamming the door behind her. The poor mother, with
head down, sad and worried also left. Such is human life. To some it presents itself
as a huge, gold-plated cup, filled to the brim with exquisite wine. Some feverishly
grab the cup and thirstily imbibe until they taste poisonous bitterness at the
bottom of the cup. To others life presents itself as a beautiful rose bush filling
them with its fragrance. Unsuspicious bend down to smell the roses or take the
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buds only to find out that the rose bush has thorns which painfully pricks their
fingers which they in turn try to heal for long years afterward. To others, life
seems like a long-lasting, pleasant dream, from which when they wake to reality
they exclaim: “we didn’t know!” Human life is nothing else but a constant
warfare. Yes, human life is a warfare on the inside and a combat on the outside.
The one who does not want to understand this is greatly mistaken. The one who
doesn’t care to prepare for this life, will fall along the way and others will walk
over him trampling him under-foot, and the world will go on. If people would only
want to understand this bitter truth, they would much more soberly and wisely
look at life. There would be fewer unhappy people, fewer broken hearts and
poisoned minds. Morally, today’s world is a battleground surrounded by a
hospital, filled to capacity with reckless, thoughtless, haughty full of themselves
people and others malevolent and fraudulent people, who took advantage of
others. | will prove this to you, my dear listeners, with none other than with the
letters received from various cities and towns where our program is broadcast.

“Human Lamentations”
Dear Father, Chicago, IL

We ask you for answers in our case. There were ten women working in a certain
building. Some of them have worked there for four years and others nine years.
Each of these women is either a mother of many children or widows. No other
person in these families worked except the mother. Everything was well and the
bosses never had any problems with these women. From the first of November of
1933, he manager of the building hired a certain Polish woman as a foreman.
Immediately on the first day speaking to us she said that perhaps we will work
with her a week, two or three at most. She wanted us to clean ten thousand
square feet in six hours, that is, to clean twenty three offices. It was impossible to
do this. We couldn’t even eat lunch. While we worked the foreman walked after
us telling us that the work was not done properly. When she wasn’t there
everything was done well. Bosses never complained about us. After a week the
foreman released two women. After that she wanted to release the rest of us.
When we found out about it we decided to give her a remembrance. The twenty
fifth of November at eleven at night we let her have it — we beat her up. When a
person sees that there is no place from where to get a piece of bread, what can he
do? One has to save himself. But that didn’t help because the foreman took us to
court. She and her witness swore falsely. She also testified that one of the women
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hit her with a bottle though she never saw the bottle. The foreman was home for
two weeks and then returned to work and immediately released the rest of us.
We didn’t know what to do with ourselves. Should we jump into the water or go
home where the children want to eat and we didn’t have the money to buy food.
We went home but we couldn’t sleep or eat. In our place were taken other
women but not Poles. We spoke to one of our bosses who advised us to write to
Fr. Justin.

Respectable workers from Chicago:

Your Polish foreman treated you unconscionably and unjustly. It frequently
happens that in the factories, magazines and offices the Poles treat other Polish
workers worse than other nationality foreman would do. Unfortunately, | myself
have heard from the lips of Polish bosses, curses, abuse, dirty rebukes and unjust
accusations. Evidently even in your veins there is vengeance, because you have
rolled up your sleeves and let her have it. You should have gone to your manager
and settle the case amicably. By beating her you have not earned your bread. |
advise you to form a committee and without other warlike preparations, go to
your authority and calmly and objectively present your grievances. But, please
leave your rollers at home!

Reverend Father:

I listen to your instructive talks for a long time, which in my mind, have converted
many, who one time were Christians, but left the Catholic faith and the church
and lived worse than animals; they forgot how to pray and thought only of having
fun and the dollar was everything to them. | am one of them. | was only four when
my mother died. Two years later | lost my father. | became an orphan. I lived with
my brother who received part of the land to till and send me to school. | attended
school two or three days a week and finished one year. Then | had to pasture the
cows clean the barn, prepare the chaff and peel potatoes. It was that way for two
years. Then | was given into service to others. | went regularly to church and
confession. In 1906 | came to America. | was 17 years of age at that time. Here,
too, | attended church regularly until 1909. Then | became acquainted with a
fellow worker who was much older than I. He belonged to the Socialist party. Both
of us went to live with unbelievers. They didn’t believe in church and religion.
Now, even though my children go to confession | don’t. | got tired of it. I'd like to
correct that but | don’t know how to begin. Please help.

This is another incident which proves that our men are not bad. Such a one
neglects himself the first time then from year to year! They forget to pray, to
attend church and confession. All this is oniy because of negligence. The fact also
evidences itself that bad company and surroundings prove to be a contagious
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disease which does not respect anyone but contaminates everyone. How many
times have | warned the people that one cannot be a practicing Catholic and a
Socialist? To believe in what the Catholic Church teaches, and at the same time
profess Marxist ideology? | am curious to know what our international friends will
say to this. | strongly believe that in this case the prayers of noble wife and
petitions of the innocent children and their exemplary life brought about the
conversion of their father! You, dear father, have nothing to fear, because after so
many years you will go to confession. Go without delay and without fear; every
confessor will receive you with open arms, a mile on his lips and joy in his heart,
and will gladly help you, that the confession after so many years be sincere and
with proper sorrow. | guarantee you that you will rediscover former peace and
new life!

Milwaukee, WI

Dear Father Justin,

Because of the injustice of this world, | begin this letter with tears in my eyes and
a broken heart, and | beg you, Father, to think through this well, because | don’t
know what will happen to us. | am 50 years old and my husband is 53 years of age.
We have an 8-year old son to raise and a brother and sister boarding with us.
From twelve years of age we worked very hard. We walked to work because we
could not afford any other means of transportation because our pay was so
meager. No one complained as they do today. Our mother raised us as well as she
could. We in turn saved, being satisfied with little. Thus we were able to save
some money. There are quite a few who have it with the millionaires. Who made
them millionaires if not the people themselves? Every cent they earned and
sometimes before they earned it, they already spent it. The Lord punishes people
because the poor ones would like to live better than the rich; today people
complain about the bad times; our parents did not build palaces as they do today.
Some of the garages today are better than the house before. Today there must be
parade and pride. The children have to have toys which cost five dollars or ten,
otherwise they cry. The county has to feed the people and these people stand
before the theater for hours! We borrowed money for mortgage, today they do
not want to pay us the percentage even though they have the money. Thus they
rob one another because they are not afraid of God. God saw not only our sweat
but also our blood while we worked, and what do we have? Yet those who robbed
us laugh at us. When one thinks about all this, one could lose one’s mind. —

Your situation is not an unusual one. Thousands of noble, hard-working and
peaceful people, who for years worked and saved so as not to be a burden in their

¥




image5.jpeg
old age suffer as you do. It happened and cannot be undone. True, people helped
the millionaires to become rich. It is not the fault of the workers, only the fault of
the unjust capitalistic system based on greed, selfishness and other pagan
practices. Undeniably, that some wasted their earnings and went all lengths, |
don’t praise that, but crisis did not choose between savers and the spendthrifts. It
crushed everyone. That the poor wanted te live better than their fathers is not a
sin. That’s a natural and human law, and today’s times and customs have to be
taken into account. That some would take the use into abuse, we should have
expected that. Haughtiness and pride never lacked in this world. That even today
people steal, trick, and laugh at the pious and good — it is for a time only. Because
greater number of our people, and thank God for that, are noble and just. it would
even be better, as they always say, if we would want to understand, that the
customs of our forefathers are holy, they brought peace and satisfaction — we
should take care not to get rid of them — and at the same time did not acquire
pagan methods and queer and distorted outlook on human life.

Chicago, IL
Reverend Father,
I'am a widow for fifteen years. | have four children. The oldest daughter is 24
years of age; second is 22 years of age; my son is 21 years of age and the youngest
daughter is 17 years of age. On New Year’s Day she left our home. She used to go
out every evening and sometimes passed the whole night out. | yelled at her
because | wanted her to be good. | cared for her all these years and now what do
we have. | waste away crying night after night to the point of becomingill! I cry
because | loved her as the youngest and wanted her to be decent. Please, Father,
through your radio program ask her to return home, because | am afraid for her
soul. The three children who are at home are good, obedient and pious.
My dear mother: | can understand your pain and worry! You were right to
reprimand your youngest daughter for her improper behavior and imprudent
living. A seventeen year old passing the nights outside her home is piaying with
fire and sooner or later will pay for it with bloody tears, ruined health and
frequently ruined life. Our newspapers are full of these sad incidents, but
evidently our girls are not paying much attention to them. The poor mother is
kneeling in the corner and with toil-worn hands passes the beads of the rosary;
bitter tears are falling on her face and her warm lips sincerely whisper the Hail
Marys, for the daughter, who only God knows where she is and what she is doing.
The tears of those poor mothers, burn out signs of God's justice on the foreheads
of such daughters. So wherever you are try to understand that there is no person
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