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Everything else is swept into a corner. Then why be surprised that a marriageable young girl doesn’t know how
to boil water? Didn’t she have any time to learn how to cook? She didn’t feel like scrubbing and washing
clothes was much too difficult! What does she know about married life? Oh, yes, she knows a lot. She learned
about it in the theaters and read about it in her magazines! God created her to be a lady, not a mother or a wife!
Lazy, incapable of managing her house, careless and impatient, she complains about everyone and everything.
All this leads to arguments, misunderstandings, hatred and mutual disgust!

This is not pleasing to a man who returns home after a hard day’s work. He needs order and cleanliness,
peace and a little bit of sympathy and love! Instead, he gets lots of reproaches and complaints! Filled with
anger, he runs from his home and seeks comfort in a bottle and whiskey glass. A malicious wife never appeases
her husband. A negligent and selfish wife is the cause of indifference and discord which too often are the
reasons for indifference and discord which too often lead to the break-up of families, to court hearings, to jail
terms and even at times to murder or suicide,

Finally, my dear young man be very patient. Maybe by your goodness and love, you may be able to break
through the stubbornness and indifference of your wife. Perhaps she will regret her past spitefulness and
indifference and your home, which is now a hornet’s nest will change into a nest of love-birds.”

I give you yet one more picture of life as described by a thirteen year old girl, who decries her situation in
these words:

Detroit, October 22, 1935
“Dear Reverend Father,

Please tell me if it is possible to love and respect parents such as ours. Our Mom and Dad get drunk
together several times in the course of a week and they fight and physically assault each other. My brother and
1 must often flee from our house at such times and often it happened at night. Our Dad always had a drinking
problem. Our Mom started drinking when she began attending various meetings in order to meet more people
and expand their business, for our parents owned a store. Then Dad lost the store, the bank repossessed our
house and we are now living in rented rooms and we are on welfare. Our Dad got another job and is working,
but he is drinking now more than ever. If our Mom is sober, then she fixes us something to eat. When she is
drunk, we have only our tears to swallow. Can I possibly love such parents?”

Listen, my dear child! We must love our parents, no matter what kind of people they are. God’s command
does not allow for any exceptions — therefore, we can’t make any. It is now your duty to pray for the
conversion of your parents. I don’t think that we can possibly find a poorer and more pitiful image than that of
a drunken mother. What a home! Not only the father, but also the mother gets intoxicated and are ruining not
only their lives but also the lives of their innocent children! Such mothers and fathers should be sent to
institutions to be cured of their addiction! When will our fellow country-men and women come to their senses
and stop over-indulging in drink? Today, who can count the monuments at the cemetery who in spite of what is
written on them, also bear the stigma known to people — “Here lies a father who was a drunk™ or “Here lies a
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mother who was a drunk”. How many children there are who also bear that stigma, for people point them out
saying, “These are the children of parents — both of whom were drunks?”

I shall just read you an excerpt from a letter:

Cleveland, October 23, 1935

“Dear Reverend Father,

For the past six months, a man who is about 55 years old has been coming to our house and wants to marry
me. I am twenty years old. At one time he had been a butler and owns a nice house, two cars and has a lot of
money. He has such an evil look in his eyes that I can’t even bear looking at him. However, my mother is
insisting that I marry him for she says that then I would have everything. Furthermore, she insists that if I
would not be happy with him, I could get a divorce and would not have to live with him. I could probably
handle my mother in this situation, but not my father! He has been calling me names and threatening to throw
me out of the house!”

Such parents are really traders of live, human merchandise and are the murderers of the life and happiness
of their own child. They are trading their own daughter for some money, a house and a car! Isn’t this the kind
of commerce that takes place in uncivilized countries? Besides, consider the great difference in their ages!
True, a man should be a little older than his wife when they marry and there are many valid and sensible reasons
for that. But the difference in ages should never be as great as it is in this situation. A grandfather takes a child
for his wife! This not only goes against the law of nature but also deserves the pity of every sensible person!
What kind of a mother is that who would give her young daughter to an old man telling her that she can always
escape him through separation or a divorce? As for her father who threatens to throw his young daughter out of
his house because she refuses to sell her body and soul to an old man — He deserves to be taken to the public
square and given, at least twenty-five lashes on his bare back!

In what kind of a family do we find happiness, peace and satisfaction? In a family where the husband and
wife share their good times and their misfortunes. There where are found two people in one flesh — where they
work together and share authority — where they help one another, sharing their joys and sorrows and together
face all that life brings them. When a married couple is full of good will, their path through life becomes
smooth and easy! This is how all our married couples should live! On such marriages God pours out His
blessings and it is such marriages that produce a healthy and useful generation. Otherwise, from among us there
will arise a generation of — intellectual and spiritual dwarves!

P.S.

T wish to notify all of our listeners that we have a supply of special pins for the listeners of our program.
On the pin there is an engraving of a microphone and a rosary with the words. — Member of the Rosary Hour.
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We will gladly send these pins to everyone who writes to us. Therefore, please write this week and let us know
how many pins you want. You will then receive them within a very short time.
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November 10, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

It was about twenty-four years ago that I returned to America after four years of study in Rome. The ship
on which I had sailed made a stop in Tunis, the capital and main city of a country that bears the same name.
This city is situated on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea and has a population of about 170,000. It is divided
into two sections — the European and the Mohammedan. While our ship was taking on barrels of wine and
crates of fruit, especially lemons, I went out to tour the city. The cab driver took me out beyond the city limits
in order to see the ancient ruins of Carthage.

Besides the ruins, I witnessed a scene which is still very vivid in my mind — a scene I will remember until
my death. There was a public market where there were two large platforms, one opposite the other. On one
platform were goats, sheep and rams. On the other platform stood a hundred young women and girls, under the
watchful eye of their ruffian-guards. Buyers were greedily examining the half-naked women who stood totally
frightened and covered with shame. The buyers circled among them, feeling the muscles in their arms and legs.
When two of them wanted the same woman, they would begin to trade for her. As a sign of having reached an
agreement, they shook hands and patted each other on the back. A woman or a girl would be sold in exchange
for a goat, a sheep or aram! These young women and maidens who were sold went with their owner without
shedding tears or showing any resistance, but their eyes were filled with sadness, remorse and so much pain!
They went without knowing with whom, where and why. What will be their fate? What will happen to them?
They only knew that from that moment on they would have a new Master who controlled their life and death! It
is very possible that he will beat them and torture them taking out on them all his frustrations and then it is also
possible that he will publicly auction them off in exchange for some dumb animal!

After such an introduction, I want you to consider these scenes that have happened, not hundreds of years
ago, nor even ten or twenty years ago — but are happening today in our lives. Listen:

IS THIS MARRIAGE?

My dear listeners, please don’t worry that I’'m about to preach morals to you! Let you peers present the true
state of affairs and their painful situation in life. For important reasons, I will not mention the places from
which these letters came, nor will I use the initials of the names of those writing. The letter begins;

October 21, 1935
“Dear Reverend Father Justin:

I heard yesterday’s program of the Rosary Hour for which I offer you sincere thanks. Now I am coming to
you, Father, for advice concerning my most unhappy marriage.

When I was twenty years old, I married a young man who was twenty-two years old. We were married in a
Catholic church. Before our marriage, my husband agreed that we would live with my parents. Three weeks
after the wedding, he began to fret that his mother is insisting that he return home because she loves him very
much and misses him terribly. At the same time she keeps stressing the fact that he has only one mother, but he
could have as many as ten wives. Therefore, obeying his mother, he left me and returned to her. He stayed
with her for two months during which I didn’t see him even once.
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During the two months that he stayed with his mother, they both began to spread slander about me. His
mother expressed herself about me in a very improper manner, saying that her son belongs to her and not to any
girl. Our parents belong to the same parish, so every time his mother is coming out of church, her eyes search
out our friends and she goes up to them to begin to slander me.

After this two-month absence, my husband returned to me begging me to forgive him. He insisted that he
wanted to live with me, but, under the condition that we move and live with his mother. Being a good Catholic
and understanding the significance of the sacrament of Matrimony, I agreed and moved into his mother’s house.

Two weeks later, they coaxed me to go with them to visit some of their friends who lived in a distant town.
During this trip, we were in an accident. I was thrown out of the car window and I suffered injuries all over my
body. My face was totally disfigured and the doctor had to give me five injections for pain before he could
stitch all my wounds. I also suffered internal injuries. The doctors who are treating me to this day insist that
my rib cage has been damaged and that I will never again be able to do any hard work. My husband was the
driver of that car. One of his relatives was also thrown out of the car as I was, but he was killed instantly. My
husband’s parents and his sisters suffered only slight abrasions in this accident, but my husband as the driver,
did not even suffer a scratch. I was taken to the hospital where I was treated for a week while my husband left
me there alone and returned home with the others. He didn’t notify my parents until around noon, the second
day after he returned home. Until this day, I cannot understand why my health and appearance have been
ruined forever.

My husband then returned with his parents to make inquiries about my condition. When they were
returning home, they insisted on taking me with them even though the doctors argued that I needed more care
and did not want to release me.

When we arrived home, his mother advised her husband to take me back to my parents because I will still
need a lot of medical care and therefore my parents should have to bear the cost and not her son.

My husband had totally wrecked the automobile when we had that accident. Since the job that he had
demanded the use of an automobile — he now could not go to work. He stayed with me at my parents” home for
three weeks — doing nothing! It was then that my father bought him a new automobile and gave it to him
saying: “Go back to work and save up your money so that the two of you can find your own place to live — and I
will help you as much as T am able!” My father also told him that if they had their own home, pethaps his
mother will stop trying to take him away from his wife.

It wasn’t even two weeks after he received the new automobile and about the time he would be receiving
his pay from work that my husband’s mother telephoned and again demanded that he return home to her. For
no other reason, he left me a second time and returned to his mother.

As he was leaving, he demanded that I return to him my engagement ring which he wanted in order to give
it as a gift to his sister. Then, on second thought, he also demanded that I give him my wedding ring for he will
need it when he marries a second time. Hearing this, I developed palpitations of the heart and suffered a
nervous breakdown from the misfortune that had befallen me. Seeing my agitation, my mother called for the
doctor who came and gave me some injections to quiet my nerves. The doctor warned me that I was still in
danger of death since T had not yet fully recovered from the wounds I incurred in that car accident.
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While the doctor was tending to me, my husband was talking with his mother on the telephone. Then he
quickly left me, driving away in the automobile that my father bought for him. Since then, I haven’t seen him at
all, but I know that he’s living at home with his mother.

Last Sunday, his mother was explaining to my friends that I have a great and serious sickness and that is the
reason why her son cannot live with me. However, she told them, that she would find him another, healthy
wife. Then, she added that maybe her son would agree to return to me, provided that my parents would pay off
the $500 mortgage on her home! She was also considering getting him a divorce in court and in having our
marriage annulled in church. Then she will find him a rich wife or one who will work to take care of her son.

During these past few months since our wedding, my husband hasn’t given me a single penny to pay for
expenses but has given his mother his entire pay. Before I married him, he had been courting me for three years
and his parents had spent hours at our house, begging my parents for my hand in marriage to their son. My
husband told me several times during those three years that if he ever saw me with any other man, he would kill
me and commit suicide. I married him because I believed that they were God-fearing people and that he truly
loved me as he constantly swore that he did!

Therefore, I cannot now understand why such a terrible lot has befallen me — one that is so severe, so heavy
and so unjust! Why have I fallen prey to such ill-fortune? Why has my honor and my reputation been so
sullied? And all of that done by tongue-wagging of my own mother-in-law? Is this the type of reward a modest
and honest young maiden receives? I was never a run-around at night nor did I hang out at dances. I was
always modest in my dress and in my behavior — yet today I am a victim of people’s gossip and a burden to my
father who always worked so hard to raise and maintain his family.

Father, I beg you from the bottom of my poor and troubled heart, please be so gracious as to address this
issue of my unhappy marital life in one of your talks on the radio. It is very possible that after your comments,
their stony hearts may be touched. What value does my life now have? I lost my health through no fault of my
own! Besides that, I lost my reputation and good name because of people’s tongues, and finally, I am no longer
a maiden nor am I a widow!

Therefore, I beg you, Father, tell me what I should do now! Please excuse me for writing such a long letter,
but from whom can I seek advice except from you, Father Justin, for I know that from you I will receive sincere
and conscientious advice and help. This constitutes only a part of my life, for if I were to tell you all of my
sufferings, it would fill a book.

With all my gratitude and respect —*

First of all, I do not intend to condemn you, your husband, nor even your mother-in-law. However, I stress
these facts:

1. There are such parents who think that if they no longer have the right to choose a wife for their son or a
husband for their daughter, then become professional procurers who manipulate or maneuver so much
without their children knowing it, until they join these young people in marriage. They ignore the
difference and the incompatibility of characters and dispositions. As a result — a hard-working maiden
gets —a sluggard! An exemplary, modest maiden ends up with a flatterer who then hangs out in dance
halls; a temperate maiden gets a drunkard, a modest, pious maiden ends up with a dissolute unbeliever,
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a thrifty maiden gets an extravagant spendthrift and a quiet, gentle maiden ends up with a spiteful and
cruel rattlesnake. Parents attribute supernatural gifts and powers to the proposed young bride claiming
that she will open his eyes and he will change. Meanwhile, what really happens? He blackens her eyes
and he conducts himself arrogantly and day by day becomes more and more corrupt. She weeps and
complains while he curses and swears.

2. Parents too often interfere and meddle with the affairs of a young couple.

Young people consider matrimony as a “sport” and not as a vocation.

4. In the eyes of young people, today “home” does not exist. Just as at one time your husband solemnly
vowed love, faith and marital fidelity to you and that he would not leave you until death, you, too, made
the same promises to him. With these words you have both forged an unbreakable chain, for what God
has united, no man can break or dissolve! For this reason, God Himself, after He had created Eve,
brought her to Adam and said, “For this reason a man shall leave his father and mother and will be
joined to his wife and they will be two in one flesh.”

@

A man who arrogantly insists that he must love his mother more than he loves his wife for he has only one
mother and could have more wives, does not deserve the name of an exemplary husband. He does not even
deserve the name of an honest and intelligent man! True, God orders us to love our parents, but one loves his
mother with a different kind of love compared to a husband’s love for his wife. However, there are certain
selfish mothers for whom their selfish love of self always holds first place. Such mothers have hearts full of
envy, their lips engage in slanderous talk and their minds are constantly thinking up new ways of persecuting
her who blocks her way to her son’s love.

Finally, there are mothers who see in their son the model of human perfection. They want his wife to bow
down before him, to serve him hand and foot and to work for him. Any son who has been brought up by such a
mother, whose mind has been saturated by such ideas, such a son will never be a good husband or a caring
father!

1 will give you an example of what I mean:

“Many years ago, perhaps 17 or 18 years ago, I was visiting homes taking the parish census. At that time, I
knew all of our parishioners very well. I entered a certain home where a family lived whose father worked very
hard and long hours into the night. Mother’s “honey boy” had fingers that were too delicate for work. He did
not feel like working! His old father would go to work and this young man would go to bed. He slept well and
ate well. He was always well-dressed and manicured — all at the cost of his old father.

1 entered that home and this young dandy is seated at the table and he’s wearing a hat. He looks at me like
an old cat looks at the moon. Despite the fact that I was familiar with their situation, I spoke to the mother:
“What is this? Isn’t your son working?” “Oh, no,” she responded, “he doesn’t have to work as long as my old
man works. Besides, what a waste it would be for such a stylish and well-shaped man to have to go out and get
all dirty from such hard labor.” Later on, he married a good, hard-working wife. She would go to work and he
would sit around at home. He didn’t sit quietly either, but he was always reviling and abusing her. Finally, she
left him and returned to her parents and he went back to his loving “Mommy”.

Now, this is my advice to you. First of all, go to see your Pastor and tell him your story. Let him call your
husband to come to him with his mother. I believe that your Pastor will handle this entire matter successfully.
Then you and your husband should go find a place to live - away from either parents. It can be the poorest
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place, just so that it is yours where you can live your own lives. Your parents can help you with advice or
money, but nothing further! You both will then be satisfied and happy!

“Dear Reverend Father,

Father Justin, you don’t know me, but I know you well, just as thousands of others do. Please read my
entire letter over the radio. I know that your answer will help me and many others who are in the same boat.

1 have been married for twenty years and I am the most unfortunate man for the past nineteen years. I have
one daughter who is eighteen years old.

When I was courting the woman who is presently my wife, my father warned me that this girl is not for me.
He explained and made predictions, but I refused to listen to his advice. I must say that he did not forbid my
marriage, but he kept repeating, “Son, you are intelligent, just remember so that someday you would not regret
what you are doing. You are the one who is getting married — not I. Take a good look and wait!” But I didn’t
listen. I married a girl in whom I found no faults — just everything good. I committed a “mis-step” like so
many others do.

She was lazy, proud and cared about me less than a shoemaker cares about an animal’s hoof. She didn’t
want to learn how to cook. She was a lady — and not a slave!

I had always worked and never missed a day unless I was very sick. I always had to fix my own breakfast
for my little wife slept. When I would return home from work, my wife had already eaten — therefore, I sat
alone at the table. On Fridays and fast days it would be eggs or potato pancakes or rice with milk or two
herrings with dry and often cold potatoes. She never ate with me. She hardly ever talked to me. T would give
her my entire pay and then she was very rel8uctant to give me any money for cigarettes. She had already left
me twice — had gone to her sister’s place and left me a bunch of bills to pay. It happens that sometimes I have
one day a month free — for there is no work at the factory. On that day my wife does not prepare me any food.
She says that “He, who does not work, does not eat!” At such times I have to go to my mother to whom I
complain so that she would feel sorry for me and give me something to eat. My mother always encourages me
to live in peace with her, but, how can I? Even though we own our own home, I’m not permitted to do anything
in it — not even to smoke a cigarette.

Father, maybe you think that I am a drunkard? 1 will drink a beer and sometimes I go to a friend’s house
and have a few drinks, but this is due to my anger and despair — because I can’t stand it at home! My wife
forces me to this!”

It’s too bad, my dear young man, that you forgot to write me as to where and how did you meet your wife?
Maybe that would give us a better picture or even partially explain your sad and unfortunate situation.
Although love is blind and deaf, sooner or later there comes an awakening and an awareness. Then the blinders
fall off the eyes and the ears recover their hearing. Then that love changes into hatred Why is it that young
people don’t pay more attention to the virtues of the other’s mind and heart than they do to the other’s external
beauty? Physical beauty, gracefulness, ability for games and sports — these things hold the first place for them.




