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True, you have the right to freedom which has certain limits, but you do not have the right to licence which
recognizes no limits! You complain that you must return home by midnight and that your father will not give
you the key to the house! Can’t you see that this is one of your father’s wisest rules and if you obey it will
safeguard your health and save yourself from many pangs of conscience and will protect you from painful and
sad incidents? You don’t believe me? Read the daily newspapers and in them you will read about the sordid
and humiliating incidents which befell your sisters! How many of them fall into the clutches of tigers and
hyenas in human form? How many of them lose not only their honor and reputation but also their life?

The darkness of night has always been the enemy of the young, good, virtuous and inexperienced! It is a
thousand times more dangerous for young people in these times. Under the cover of darkness, by the sounds of
barbaric music, by the vibrations and leaping of monkeys and bears, by the copious flow of drinks of all sizes
and strengths, after riding about in a warm, comfortable automobile that is furnished with a radio, after a few
minutes of happiness and entertainment, there follow not only days and months, but years and years of sorrow
and tears and despair. This is nothing new!

Why is it that you and others like you do not want to benefit from the sad experiences of others? Is this
necessary? Your parents are wise for not giving you a key to the house! They should know where you are
going; with whom you are going; how you are amusing yourself and what time you are returning home! Your
obligation is to listen to your parents and obey their commands!

You wrote that you have met a forty-five year old man who is very kind but is neither Polish nor a Catholic.
First of all, the difference between your age and his is far too great. You stand on the threshold of life — and he?
Secondly, his politeness will never substitute for you for being Polish and having faith. Is it maybe due to your
love of comfort or money that you are willing to sell out your faith and your nationality? I never was and even
today after many years am one to encourage mixed marriages! My reasons are numerous and very important.
All the more so that we had such an incident in our family because of which my sister lost a brother and my
brother lost a sister. In the eyes of people of other nationalities, you will always be a “Polack”. Besides, Polish
blood is too pure to be mixed with other blood; it is too heroic to be degraded and too holy to be debased. In the
end, will you sell out God in order to buy yourself a husband? Can money take the place of your conscience?
How are you going to justify yourself before your own conscience? Be assured that your conscience will give
you no peace! Now, please listen to this:

About two weeks ago a twenty two year old woman arrived in Buffalo. Naturally, she was Polish. About
six months before she had married a non-Catholic who was not Polish, either. They had known each other for
several years and had both worked at the same place. He, too, was the picture of courtesy. He promised her
everything and she believed him. Before they got married, he signed the necessary documents stating that he
was willing to convert to Catholicism and they were married by a Catholic priest.

Everything seemed fine and beautiful — until the day after the wedding when the bride’s “way of the cross”
began! The gentle lamb became a wolf. He declared himself the master and she was considered his slave! At
their first argument, he fell into a fit of rage, breathing curses and maledictions. He threatened that he would
either go out into the world or else he would shoot her like a dog. Everything at home bothered him; therefore,
after work he would leave her alone at home and would go out with his friends.
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His wife found out that a few years ago, at the request of his parents he had been sent to a hospital where
the doctors kept him for thirty days for he showed signs of insanity! Now this young wife is in constant fear
that he will attack her someday when he gets this fit of anger!

Now, considering this fact, what will you now have to say? I know, you will continue to insist that the man
you know is not like that, that he is very different!

My answer to you is that he is so different in your eyes which see only perfection in this man. Look at him
with a cold and practical eye. Seek advice from your elders — especially your parents and your confessor.
Don’t be guided only by your personal observations and your personal immature mind.

You write that at the office they laugh at you and accuse you of being a “baby” and of holding on to your
mother’s apron strings. 1 would prefer to be called that rather than following the principles of these perverse
people of the world and follow their instigation, then in the end become an outcast or a criminal. Who knows
whether these people who work with you at the office are not full of jealousy and malice when they say such
things to you? In the homes of the Good Shepherd and in Schools of Correction there are already too many of
those who instead of holding on to their mother’s apron, they caught and held on to the aprons of their friends
and disregarding the warnings and ignoring the advice of their parents, they fell so hard and so painfully that
they will weep for the rest of their life.

When you are young and healthy, you are surrounded by advisors, lawyers, friends and protectors. But you
must remember that your youth passes quickly. Your health is also uncertain and you can easily lose it. Then,
where will all your advisors, lawyers, friends and protectors be? You will search for them without avail! To
whom will you go to beg for help? Then, are you going to humble yourself and seek help from your mother and
father whom you had all along cast aside and ignored?

Don’t complain and cry that you are some kind of a prisoner for your parents do allow you to go out for a
good time. They just insist that you be home by midnight. Anyway, it would be far better to be a prisoner in
your parents’ domain that to be a dissolute girl in the embrace of people who are seemingly favorable to you
and friends.

It is true that we only live once; therefore we must live intelligently, skillfully and moderately and never
overdo it! The dances and forms of entertainment of today are not a good school of life. On the contrary they
are a school of corruption, laxity of discipline and the loss of moral and physical health. If you don’t believe
me, go to the first big police station, or go to the juvenile court. You will be surprised at what you see and hear
in those places/. Fourteen year olds and fifteen year olds are the victims of dance halls. Their way of thinking
was just like yours — that they only live once, that they are prisoners at home that they need to have fun! Today,
they stand before the judge and in tears relate their sad stories! Beside them — stand their mother and father —
also in tears! Victims of misuse and licence!

If at this moment I could have before me all of our young American people of Polish descent, this is what I
would say to them:

‘My dear young people do not even look at how young people of other nationalities relate to their parents. Do
not stand in awe at the boisterous mottoes of modern intellectuals whose principles do not agree with God’s
commandments. Do not listen to the persuasions of your friends who are really jealous and perverse and are
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determined to destroy your relationship with your parents in order to throw you into the whirlpool of a brutal
and criminal life — and do it with a sneer. They want to rob you of what you have that is most precious — peace,
satisfaction and health. In return you would get — anxiety dissatisfaction and suffering! They can promise you
freedom through licence, but they will attach a ball and chain to your feet, chains to your hands, a black
blindfold on your eyes, a scarlet cloak on your back and on your brow —a crown! They will then drag you out
before the people and declare: “Behold the man — an evil-doer™!

Therefore, my dear ones, remain in the sweet and safe bondage of the family and do not go out searching
for false freedom out in the world which can only fill your minds and hearts with sadness, bitterness and
repugnance To be in the captivity of the parents is really true freedom for their children, but it is not licence
which the world praises so much and which seems so enchanting to young people!
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November 17, 1935
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

In September, on orders from my doctor, I sailed to South America for a two-week rest. I am not sorry that
I obeyed my doctor. I can truthfully say that I saw such great wonders of nature. I visited countries that had to
be examples of what our original Garden of Eden had been. I witnessed various nations and ways of living and
behaving. This was all most interesting to me. On the ship I also met some very interesting people. I will skip
over others but I want to focus on the young people of today.

I met up with many young men and young ladies for I was with them for eighteen days. Judging by their
conversations and behavior, I became convinced that they are searching for something, pursuing something and
are desirous of something. Dissatisfied with the monotony of daily life, they keep looking for something
beyond that — thrills, thrills and more thrills! They cannot find any joy in common, everyday life! They avidly
scan the magazines that write about lives of movie stars; they bury themselves in stories of murders and suicide!
Gangsters and kidnappers of children seem like first class heroes to them! People who commit suicide are
considered people of character and great courage. Every crime is the result of shrewdness and cleverness. I am
writing only about what I have seen and heard on this trip. Conversations about these and similar affairs are
what they discuss over their drinks and cocktails.

Here is a young married woman who, after a year of married life is already totally bored. Leaving her
husband at home, she just had to take a vacation. When she returns home, if things have not changed, she will
file for a divorce because she finds married life terribly boring and unpleasant!

Another young lady cannot tolerate being at home for it is a life without lots of friends and companionship.
She claims that she had a nervous breakdown. She claims that she must always have new and exciting
experiences; therefore she is out looking for thrills!

This other young lady as far as her age is concerned, is still a child and what does she know about life?
Yet, she is a revolutionary in the fullest sense of the word. The actions, works and duties of daily life,
everything that we consider in our days normal and blessed by natural and Divine law, has no meaning for her
nor does any of it interest her. She considers it all worthless, old-fashioned and unsuitable. This poor
disillusioned being!

Then, there is this other woman, a teacher by vocation, who is studying some type of modern psychology.
She is searching for signs of the soul — but she is looking for material signs. She speaks and moves about like a
bundle of nerves. She is both neither satiated, satisfied nor peaceful! If she continues this kind of living, she
will slowly but surely become a hysterical woman. She pounces upon everything that in her opinion could help
her to appease the aspirations of the mind and heart. When I made mention of the soul to her, she asked, “And
who has ever seen the soul?” When I mention God to her, she insists that God is just a piece of fiction! When [
spoke to her about honesty, she answered that everything is nothing else but “Blah-Hokum and Bunk!™ Is it
then any wonder that such hysterical minds, such hysterical hearts have such hysterical views, opinions and
wants and therefore lead hysterical lives?

Here’s one more type! A young man came to talk to me — a typical American intelligent person. He is a
professor in one of the well-known universities. From his talk, one could tell that he is full of bitterness and
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sarcasm. People like him are inculcating principles of modern morality in our young people. Only poisoned
water can flow from a source that is poisoned. He told me that there is nothing in life that could impress him or
move him! I pointed out various heroes and heroines, their dedication and sacrifices, their sufferings and their
love. He explained them away by telling me that these are abnormal, idealistic and poetic people! Man’s life is
nothing but fathomless emptiness and the ideal ending for this life is — suicide. He ended by saying, “Swallow a
few poison pills and raising yourself up on one hand, use your other hand to hold a revolver to your right ear
and shoot yourself in the head. This is all that man’s life is worth!” Such are the attitudes they have today
concerning human life. Listen to the further details in the talk:

FREEDOM OR LICENCE

The letters which I receive are a true mirror that shows the soul of the one who is the writer. From these
letters one can discern the character, the disposition, the whims and aspirations of people’s hearts. Please listen
carefully for these are the utterances of hearts that are dissatisfied and unquiet. They are the sincere confessions
of minds that are troubled and are reaching out for some kind of forbidden fruit which seems so beautiful and
sparkling to them — promising them healthy food while in reality it is nothing but poison. First it weakens the
mind and heart and then leaves the person satiated and totally dissatisfied. Words are weak and easily
forgotten. Here are some examples from their daily life:

“I am nineteen years old. Up until now, I could not complain about my parents. They really tried to give
me everything. They provided me with a good education and a good home. However, my parents are old-
fashioned and even today; they want to bring me up the same way that they were brought up in the old country.
They refuse to understand that this is America and these are different times and people here have different
customs than they had in Europe. What I'm trying to say is that my parents are too strict. They treat me as
though I were still a little child. Ihave a good office job, but in the evenings, I would like to take a break, like
the other girls in order to forget about work. But my parents are always preaching to me that I should rest in the
evenings so that I would have lots of strength for the next day’s work. If they sometimes do allow me to go out,
I must be home by midnight. If, by chance I come home later, I must do a lot of explaining and even then my
father doesn’t believe me and scolds me terribly. I wanted my father to give me the key to the house, but he
won’t hear of it.

At the office, I met a nice man. True, he is neither Polish nor a Catholic but he is very polite and well-bred.
He is 45 years old. He has asked me to go out with him —either to dinner or to a dance for he has his own car.
My parents reviled me for that to the point that I cried. At the office, they laugh at me that I am holding on to
my mother’s apron — that I am still a little baby who can’t help herself

Sometimes I go out after office hours to dinner with this gentleman and then I tell my parents that I had to
work later.

Father Justin, please tell me if my parents have a right to forbid me to go out in the evenings? Must I
always stay at home, like a prisoner? Why can others enjoy themselves at dances another entertainments, but I
can’t? We only live once and I won’t be young forever. I used to feel very joyful and fortunate and now, I
always feel very uneasy and I don’t feel like doing any kind of work!”

In this letter we hear the soul of a young American of Polish descent. To these young people, if their
parents are not already executioners, then they are at least seen as oppressors of their own children. They see
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their parents as being very backward, - so backward that they know nothing and understand nothing. They
believe that their parents do not have the faintest idea of how to bring up children. They believe that their
parents do not have slightest right to instruct or advise them and absolutely no right whatsoever to give them
orders or forbid them anything. This youth of ours agree only on one thing — that parents have many
obligations to their children but they don’t have and can’t have the least right to their children!

This attitude of our growing generation of itself is false and unjust. It is recognized and praised in the
teachings of neo-paganism which is contrary not only to Divine teaching but also to the principles and laws of
nature. Therefore, it follows that God’s order and that also includes the order of nature, not only suffers but is
overthrown and ruined.

There was a time when God was still before our eyes and God’s laws were still revered that in the eyes of
their children, their parents took the place of God; they were the children’s visible guardian angels. The family
home was a small kingdom in which the father was king, the mother was the queen and the children were the
subjects — and even the servants, also. That’s the way it used to be. However, today, that no longer holds true.

The children unlawfully and by force seized the throne belonging to their parents and urgently demand that
their father and mother bend their knees before them and bow before them. Children of today have gone even
further. They have taken into their hands the tablet inscribed with God’s Ten Commandments and have totally
erased the fourth commandment in which God says, “Honor your father and your mother!” Then with a
sacrilegious hand and bold-voice wrote: “Parents honor your sons and daughter” that you may become the
laughing stock of the world and spend the rest of you lives in tears and complaints. You will spend your old
age in asylums and in the end; you will close your eyes in death on public dumps!

There was a time when parents gave the orders and their children listened; they not only listened but they
actually obeyed and carried out their parents orders. Today, children not only examine their parents’
commands, but they pick and choose, then rebel, crying out,” We will not listen! What kind of parents do we
have? From where did they get the right to give us orders? We recognize neither father nor mother, we do not
acknowledge their rules and we will not listen or obey!”

There was a time when children knelt before a parent, kissed his/her hand and asked for things that they
needed. Today, without asking, they buy what they want insisting that they must have it. And if he or she can’t
have it? So many times then very sad and disagreeable scenes take pace, i.e. anger, malice and cursing.

There was a time when children referred to their parents as “Mom and Dad”. Today, those names have
been removed from the modern generation’s vocabulary. There is also some sort of God-less and neo-pagan
society that is agitating to have those words removed from all dictionaries. Today they refer to their parents
with such ironic and cold terms as “my old man™ and “the old woman”.

Today the oldest son stands before his parents and arrogantly demands, “Who asked you to bring me into
this world? Did I ask you to give me birth? Therefore I have a right to you and to everything that you possess!
As far as I am concerned, you only have duties and obligations, nothing more!”

After this unpleasant but appropriate description of today’s reality, now I come to answer that young lady’s
letter:
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You yourself admit that up to the age of nineteen, you had no reason to complain about your parents for not
only did they feed and clothe you and did all they could to keep you comfortable by providing you with a good
education where you learned skills that prepared you for a good job.

Doesn’t all their effort and care deserve any gratitude from you? If you have a little dog at home and you
feed him, pet him and speak to him in a soft voice, then watch what he does when you come home. He is so
happy; he jumps about, whines, barks, and sometimes licks your hands — all in gratitude for your goodness to
him. If a dog shows such gratitude, are you going to show less of a heart to your parents for all their years of
care, efforts, watchfulness and dedication to your person and your future? A senseless animal follows the laws
of nature, but an intelligent person does not keep God’s command?

In the state prison of Attica, among close to two thousand various criminals, there is one person who
because of his education and refined manners, he should have and could have attained the highest position in
our society. Yet today, he wears the gray prison uniform of an outcast of society and instead of a name, he only
wears a number! I know him personally and I often visit him. He is broken — spiritually and physically. Listen
to what he said to me:

“I had received everything possible, both from God and from my parents — and what good does it do for me
today? Iabused God’s gifts and the goodness of my parents — especially of my mother. I disregarded their
pleas and despised their advice. Out of her great worry over me, my mother went to an early grave and out of
despair; my father hurled his paternal curse at me. I began neglecting all of my duties and in the end, I became
a habitual drunkard seeking forgetfulness and respite among the scum and outcasts of society which brought me
here behind bars — the first in our family to be incarcerated. My past is filthy and stained — the present is
restless and desperate — the future is uncertain and bodes me no happiness. My parents thought that I would be
their pride and joy, and I became their greatest worry and shame. Iknow that it is too late today to be sorry, but
the thought of my mother and father give me no peace!”

Such is the confession — open and sincere — of a prisoner to whom his parents gave everything, and he
repaid them with ingratitude, rebellion and shame!

Now I return again to this girl’s letter:

“My parents are old-fashioned and even today they want to treat me as they were treated in the old
country.” The fact that your parents are old-fashioned should be a reason for you to be proud and not complain!
This old-fashioned father and old-fashioned mother, with few exceptions are models worthy of our awe, respect
and imitation. The name old-fashioned denotes someone who is honorable, noble and of great worth! My
parents, your parents and our parents, all born in the old country, in spite of their deficiencies, believed in God,
loved their neighbor and shone with virtues, of which today there is such a lack among us. True, they were very
poor in material goods, but they were extremely rich in spiritual goods. True — they were simple folk, but they
were honest and polite, kind and hospitable, almost to the point of exaggeration. Above all, they were
concerned about the good of their family!

You yourself had written that they gave you a good home and an education and now you are complaining
that they want to bring you up in an old-fashioned way? I don’t understand! Maybe your next sentence will
clarify your thoughts better where you write: “They do not want to understand that this is America, that times
are different and that we have customs here that differ from those in Europe.” — Good! The fact that this is
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America — so what? Aren’t God’s laws and the laws of nature binding because this is America? Isn’t the same
God present here in America just as He is in Europe? Is it possible that we in America have become so free that
we are permitted to do everything and nothing is forbidden for us?

It is true, the times are different and the people are different! But are they better, kinder, more virtuous and
happier? Take a close look at their faces. What do you read there? Disgust and satiety; revenge and despair;
hopelessness and a lack of faith; anger and malice; reluctance and dissatisfaction; uncertainty and
discouragement.

Listen to me! In Poland I used to see crowds of peasants in the villages — poor people who lived from day
to day, from hand to mouth, but their faces reflected goodness, peace and satisfaction. Isaw the male and
female students at the Jagielonski University. They were as poor as field mice, but they were happy and
smiling as though they were the children of millionaires. I saw officials, clerks and the inhabitants of Warsaw,
Cracow, and Poznan who couldn’t meet ends, but there pervaded a certain peace in their talk and behavior.
There was this hard to understand tranquility that was so beautiful and attracted one to these simple hearts that
were still unfamiliar with the hypocrisy and insincerity of our times! And this was not thirty or forty years ago,
but just a few years ago!

Is it true that the people here are different and there from where parents came, people are different! It is
only this in which they differ — Over there, most people are sincere and are believers, and here they are
hypocrites — Pharisees, atheists and people of no faith!

You write that your parents are too strict and that they treat you like a little child. Thank God that you have
parents who do not give you free rein! That they do not permit you to follow your first fancy! Believe me that
they know better than you what is for your own good and what would hurt you or do you wrong. Although you
are already nineteen years old, in their eyes you are still their child, and I would dare say that they will view you
as their little child until you die. This is an inborn and natural emotion of the heart of every good father and
good mother for their child! This is for the benefit and the good of the child and not for his loss!

I had heard many times from the lips of prisoners when they were asked to what they ascribe the fact that
they went astray and fell in with suspicious companions and they answered: “It is my parents’ fault for allowing
me to have and to do anything that I wanted and never forbid me anything! They could never say “No” to me.
Their answer to me was always “yes”! 1did as I pleased, went wherever I wanted to go, returned home
whenever I thought of it — and now, instead of being free, I find myself in jail!”

Very often, I have groups of mothers coming to me and begging me with tears to intercede for their sons or
daughters who are serving terms in various houses of correction. They end their arguments with this pitiful
plea: ‘But, Father, this is my child who is helpless and abandoned. Others may see him as a brigand, a thief or
criminal, but in my eyes — he’s always just my child!”

This is the way parents think and talk. In their eyes, you are still a helpless child needing endless concerns,
help and care. They look at you with eyes which sometimes well with tears of sadness and pain as well as with
tears of joy and happiness when they remember your childhood days. For that reason they want to always
enfold you in their wings of tender care which in your young and lively imagination assumes the specter of
unjust severity.




