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November 16, 1941
I greet you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

I remember the year 1939 very well and it is a year that I will remember until I die! This was the year that I
was a witness for the first time in my life of the execution of a young Polish man in the electric chair! I would
never again want to witness such a horrible thing!

Not too long after that, the police called asking me to go to the prison in Buffalo. The police had arrested
three youths whom they caught in the act of stealing automobiles. One of these youths was of Polish ancestry
and he was the one who had asked to see me. I was totally puzzled when the guard brought him to see me — for
he seemed like such a child. He was barely seventeen years of age. His eyes were veiled, his countenance pale.
He could not look at me directly and he seemed to be troubled and lost in thought. I felt so sorry for this boy
who, instead of playing ball outside, was sitting behind bars.

We began our conversation which faltered. The boy spoke slowly — hesitatingly — never looking me in the
eye, but focusing his eyes somewhere above my head. “I asked for you to come here, Father,” he stammered,
“to ask you to please go to my mother and ask her to bail me out!” T asked him why he had been stealing cars
and he answered, “I’ll tell you the truth, Father. It’s my own entire fault! My mother and father wanted me to
grow up to be a self-respecting citizen. They advised me to stop associating with these two friends. They often
reprimanded me, but I considered myself much more intelligent than my parents. I considered them old-
fashioned because they were from ‘the old country’. I cheated on them and constantly lied to them. Instead of
attending night classes regularly, T often skipped class and spent hours looking for a car to use for ‘joy-riding’.
I considered myself clever. Well they finally caught up with me, arrested me and now I’m in a predicament!”

I thanked this young man for trusting me and I went to the address he had given me. It was a small house
surrounded by several trees. The mother who opened the door seemed to be about forty years old, a pretty
woman with bright eyes who was neatly dressed. Seeing me at her door, she seemed troubled and scared. She
immediately asked, “Is my son in trouble again? I repeated to her the story her son told me. She was nervously
wringing her hands and biting her lip during my narration. Then, when I finished, her eyes filled with tears and
she said, “Father, my son has never listened to me. He readily spent all his time away from our home and never
in our home! He has already caused us so much trouble and has brought us so much shame! Yet —he is our
child and somehow we will have to try to help him.” I kept silence while she spoke through her tears, but deep
in my heart I marveled at this mother! Despite the fact that he was a cold, indifferent and hostile son who was
the cause of so much trouble and shame, this mother was not abandoning him. She stood by him as his best and
most understanding friend and support in his misfortune!

WAKE UP!

In my file from past years I found an excerpt from a very interesting letter. This was a letter written by a
young prisoner who was barely eighteen years old. This prisoner in jail was the son of an average American
family who had everything he needed, plus more, at home. He had completed high school and had his own
automobile. He looked down on his younger brother and sisters. He felt he was too restricted at home. He
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seldom saw his father and he paid no attention to his mother. When she reprimanded him or tried to give him
advice, he simply shrugged his shoulders and gave her an angry look. He was much happier being among
strangers — that is, until he was arrested by the police. When he heard the judge’s verdict sentencing him to ten
years of hard labor in prison, he burst into tears! When the judge asked him if he had anything to say in his
defense, he handed the judge a letter and asked him to have it published in the newspaper. This is what he had
written:

“How many young fellows would rather spend an evening in a theater with their mother rather than being
out with a crowd? It seems strange that a good many prefer the latter. A fellow never thinks of his mother until
he gets into trouble. Take me, for instance. A few months ago I had plenty of friends. I used to make excuses
when my mother would ask me to go somewhere with her — just so I could go out with my so-called friends.
Now I have met with misfortune. Iam in the penitentiary! Where are all of my friends? Who is the most
faithful? My mother! - The one whom I put aside in order to be with others. I now realize who my best friend

is, but I have ten years to serve before I can start showing my gratitude to the one who has been and always will
be faithful too me!

Wake up, fellows! Start thinking more of your mother! She likes candy, ice cream and flowers just as
much as your sweetheart does! She appreciates it even more. She also likes to get hugs and kisses! 1 have ten
years now to wait before I can start making my mother happy! Don’t wait until it is too late, like I did! Start
now!

All you young people! Do you think that the above situation described by this young prisoner is some sort
of weird exception? In these days, in practically every family there is at least one child, more often it is a son
but in rare cases it may be a daughter, who is stubborn, hard-hearted , arrogant, and bold who disregard and
show disdain towards their mother! These kinds of children not only do not value their mother, but they
disregard all her advice and warnings. They belittle what she says and cast her advice aside. They blame her
for everything that may happen to them. However there are certain rare incidents where one cannot completely
exonerate a mother, especially some type of these modern mothers who are more concerned about her poodle or
canary than she is about her child. Thank God, such mothers are rare!’ On the other hand, our mothers live and
work solely for their family and their children. So many of them work during the night scrubbing offices and
hotels — just so that their children would have an easier better life! Yet somehow, their children do not know
how to value and appreciate the many sacrifices that their mothers make! Some sons and daughters pretend
they don’t see the good example given them at home. They disregard admonishments from their parents, but
listen to and follow the ruinous advice of their friends out on the street. They follow their advice and most often
fall from bad into worse! Then they end up behind prison bars where they spend the best years of their lives! It
is then that these so called “friends” forget about them entirely and all the worry, along with a burning shame
falls upon the unhappy mother. At times like these, everyone points a finger at his mother with the painful
accusation — “How did you bring up your son?” It is so common for people to unjustly condemn the mother for
the sins of her son. That mother, despite the fact that her degenerate son has brought her so much pain and
shame, does not exclude him from her maternal heart. She always remains his friend and is always his caring
and attentive mother!

It is high time that all our young boys and girls would truly understand and appreciate their mothers and
value her advice so that they would walk according to their mothers’ directions!
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This is a letter from another prisoner who wrote this on October 8 of this year:

“Heavy drinking and bad companions brought about my downfall. No individual ever goes to the devil
suddenly or within an instant. He goes to him very slowly. First he begins to look for amusement beyond his
home — in clubs and on street corners! He disregards the pleas and reprimand of his parents. Day by day he
grows bolder and more arrogant. He convinces himself that his parents don’t know anything — that they are
very old fashioned and that they don’t understand this modern generation.

I am writing this about my personal experiences and all that I was forced to undergo! No child had parents
who were more exemplary than mine! My father worked hard and was a very caring person! And yet? And
yet I became the black sheep of the family and an outcast of society! I have already served time in two prisons
while presently I am serving time in a third prison. I disregarded my parents’ advice and I began to drink
heavily! 1 drank so heavily and so much that my friends wondered whether I had hollow legs! However, the
day came when all this drinking began to take effect on me! I became very quarrelsome, very weak and
extremely dissatisfied. There were moments when I was at home and would reflect on my situation. My
conscience bothered me and I would resolve to become a better person. However, by evening, I would go out
with my friends and we would all get drunk!

Oh, why didn’t I listen to my parents? Inever did listen to them! Instead of being the cause of their joy, 1
caused them nothing but a lot of pain, worry and suffering! Today —my mother and father are in the grave and
I am in prison!”

Now, allow me to read you a letter that I received from a girl who is young in years but much older because
of all she already experienced in life. — “I am seventeen years old. For the past two years I've been drinking,
smoking and I’ve been involved with bad company. Since I was fifteen years old, I ignored my parents’ rules
and I would go out and spend the evenings in amusements and automobile rides. Iindulged myself in every
pleasure! I don’t blame my parents! They barely allowed me to finish parochial school. wanted to then
attend the Catholic high school, but my parents wouldn’t hear of it! My father had a drinking problem and
drank heavily. The doctor placed him under observation, but later he was placed in an institution. Despite my
mother’s certain degree of piety, she was extremely strict and unreasonable in dealing with us. She kept
chasing us out to find a job. We all had to find jobs in order not to lose our house. Even though I was scarcely
thirteen years old, I found a job as a house-maid, which I still am. I fell into very bad surroundings and became
friends with people who didn’t possess even a single grain of faith. They were always ready for all kinds of
fun! As for me, Sunday was no longer a day of prayer! What I have left —I don’t even know, but something
bothers me and gives me no peace! I am becoming more and more nervous and I don’t know what to do or
where to go! It seems to me that everyone is looking at me and sees what I have become! I am too ashamed of
myself to return home! If I could only pray like I used to pray! If I could only muster enough courage to break
ties with all these “so called friends” who are dragging me around! 1 see that I am doing wrong, but I somehow
can’t make myself stop!”

This is not a pretty picture of a young girl who is on the verge of despair and misfortune! However, this is
nothing new! The same fate awaits every young person who does not take to heart the warnings and reprimands
of parents because they consider themselves so much smarter than those who have learned by experience and
give them good and profitable advice.
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You ask me what causes all this. Why do things like this happen? The last quarter of the century had a
curious effect on a lot of people. People became lazy, they were not conscientious in their work and became
very effeminate. Their consciences turned away from God and their souls turned away from the Ten
Commandments. The human body became susceptible to every type of sensuality! The legal dissolution of the
bond of matrimony, of the sanctity of the family and the importance of the home helped to destroy and ruin the
true purpose of human life. People became arrogant! What does God matter? Man’s intelligence — that’s the
essence of everything! So-what is the meaning of a soul? Who ever saw a soul? It’s the body, the body and 1
repeat the body! God was thrown out of man’s life!’ The soul was completely ignored! People would protest —
‘What did God give me? Who can even prove that there exists some type of a human soul?”

Consequently, neither God’s law nor the law of nature nor the law of the country nor the law of the Church
held any meaning or any authority for people. People were just seeking pleasures most often forbidden ones
and chasing after seeming and deceptive happiness which always ends up as a spiritual and physical tragedy.

Let me put this straight. The entire responsibility for such cold, calculated, soulless behavior of this present
generation, at least of a certain fragment of it cannot be blamed entirely on this generation. The home, the
school and society share in that blame. Parents, teachers and society are also guilty. Let me explain: Some
parents, and unfortunately there are too many of such, never wanted to understand their obligations as parents.
They don’t want children and they don’t know how to raise children! Maybe they are good providers, but that
is not enough. Just to provide a child with a roof over his head, a bed and food is still far too little! A parent
must educate the mind, the heart and the soul! And this last obligation is much more important than the first!
The most important obligation is the exemplary conduct and good example of these parents! I won’t even go
into further detail, for everyone knows.

When I lay blame on schools, I'm thinking of all schools government schools as well as parochial schools.
First of all, they are indifferent to religion. They feed the mind and build muscles, but — that is not enough! It
is with great pain that I must admit that our parochial schools, especially our Polish schools, during these past
years have removed their Catholic dress and put aside their Polish cloak. Irefuse to discuss the reasons for this!
I merely stress this most unpleasant fact that the only Catholic feature of our schools is the crucifix hanging on
the wall and the religious dress of the teacher. As for the Polish traits, even less remains! Very little time is
given to catechism and Bible History. Even less time is assigned for Polish reading or the history of Poland.
Today, everyone gives the excuse that time is short or that they must follow the schedules given by school
authorities. Put all this together and then think about their influence. You will stop wondering about the
happenings of these modern times!

I must also mention the literature with which our children and youth grow up and which even our adults
eagerly read! It suffices to read the titles to know what the theme of these stories is. Marriage is laughed at, the
holiness or sanctity of motherhood is derided, free love is exalted, marriage is to be tried out for a short term —
these are some of the themes. Often, without any inhibitions, without even blushing, one can read specific
directions on how to go abort, or murder, the tiny developing baby under its mother’s heart.

Read the theater announcements in your newspapers. The cabarets, movies and revues exert themselves in
praising the sinful human carnal pleasures. They do this in the name of art. Everything is done for the sake of
art! That art depends on getting the most dollars out of the pockets of those naive enough to go there and in
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return they are fed — what amounts to — rotten garbage! Is it necessary for me to call your attention to our
modern music, our modern dance and to today’s clothing fashions? All these things drag a certain spiritual
torpor over our ideals and the true purpose of human life! It is no wonder that so many people complain that
life has no meaning — or — that life is not worth anything! That’s why some people don’t really live - They just
exist — like the first better tree or like the first better animal! That’s how the motto came into existence — “Seize
and use today for we don’t know what the morrow will bring!”

Is it possible to change all this? Can all this be prevented? Can’t this be remedied? Yes, it can! How?
Through the home, through our schools and through society at large! Let us all work for this grand awakening
because it is worth the effort! Because then, our future generations will bless us!




