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What a practical lesson this is for today’s young people who often look at their parents
with contempt and angrily toss aside their advice and reminders , but eagerly listen to the
whispers and persuasions of their shrewd and cunning exploiters who prey upon the naivette of
the inexperienced and gullible young people. In the end, they often toss these young people
aside, with disgust on to the scrap-pile of forgetfulness! In this manner, day after day, the lines
of youthful sacrifices grow longer; some are seeking shelter in institutions and hospitals, while
others are sought by authorities who put them behind prison bars.

A few years ago, a well-known professor of law spoke to a group of young lawyers, “Today
the most precious thing in the whole world is a young man or a young woman, twenty-one
years of age. Why? Because the entire fortune of culture and knowledge gathered over these
past twenty centuries have been poured into their minds. The hope of our entire civilization —
not only of the present, but also the future, rests in these young people!”

This educated man spoke the truth — but it wasn’t the whole truth. He forgot, and it seems
to me that he did this purposely, he forgot to include their cooperation with their Creator. He
should have said in the first place, “The most precious thing on earth is a young person because
God has given him an immortal soul which not only has a temporal or earthly detiny, but also
has an eternal destination beyond the grave. In the second place, it is because these young
minds have at their service the use of the acquired fortune of culture and knowledge of the
past twenty centuries. The responsibility for the present and future civilization rests upon the
shoulders of these young people!”

Then, and only then, would this professor have been correct. Why wrap the truth in wool
and fool yourself and others? Why don’t we have the courage to state the true reasons for the
fall, wantonness and transgressions of these young people? If the ghosts of the ancient pagan
philosophers could stand before us, they would together call out — “You have homes without
God, you have families without God, you have schools without God, therefore you are living a
godless or atheistic life! You have godless young people and more and more of these young
people go astray and end up either in prison or some house of correction. Today, every honest
person will admit that if a person has no consideration for God, then no human force, no judge
and no policeman’s club can keep him on the road of honesty and virtue. Unfortunately, this is
verified especially today in the youth of the whole world, including the youth of our own
nationality. Finally, if youth are the true and greatest treasure of the country and the nation,
what should every country and every nation do for these young people? What are they really
doing?

Oh, true — | forgot that certain governments care about the physical development of these
young bodies. The child has scarcely learned to walk and they already dress him in a soldier’s
uniform, place a rifle into his hands and teach him the art of war. They force the principles of
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hatred of neighbor into these young minds. They never forget to teach their young charges
that the country and the state do not exist for its citizens, but that the citizens exist for the
good of the nation.

Do they refer to or mention God at least in one word? Do they ever mention the soul, or
eternity or eternal reward or punishment? They have placed God on the list of ancient bogey —
men! To them, faith is but a false masquerade and a virtuous life is nothing else but a lie and
hypocrisy. That is the kind of patriotic food and drink that they give to our young people.

In another country, an atheist who was the leader of a party of progressive barbarians,
stood up publicly in the nation’s Senate and called out, “We have erase the word — God — from
the firmament of heaven and we have torn God out of the hearts of our young people!”
what is the result? Today, the young people of that country wander about the swamp of
debauchery and immorality and are drowning in paganism. At one time, young people were
considered the most precious treasure of that country. Today, that entire nation has taken on

the appearance of dwarfs with whom other countries do not wish to deal. In the international

Now,

arena, it is considered a buffoon, and it has the ridicule and contempt of the other nations.

What brought about this fall and disaster? Their young people — whom we cannot blame
for these young people walked the road paved by their elders and according to the directions of
their elders. Today, that country is threatened with extinction. In time, it will disappear from
the face of the earth. History will note this with black letters: It existed!

Here in our own country they are building new schools and new libraries. Everyone is
boasting of our education, knowledge and progress. In stie of all this, governments can’t keep
up with the building of new penal institutions, houses of correction and prisons. We willingly
compare our times with those of our parents. We have this and that which they never had. We
have less of God and much less of that deep, simple and sincere faith that they possessed. We
have less happiness, less satisfaction and less peace.

We have more crimes and criminals. We have more courts of law. We have more
numerous and bigger prisons. We have more death cells, more gallows, more electric chairs,
more gas chambers in which the condemned choke to death on poison gas!

Should | remind you what Henryk Sienkiewicz wrote? “A school without God educates
bandits and murderers.” May | also add the observation made by George Washington? He
wrote, “Religion and morality are the two foundations and columns of the political welfare of
America. Intelligence and experience teaches us that morality separated from religion is dead
and has no influence on the people’s good fortune.”




image8.jpeg
My dear young people, do not believe those who whisper into your ear that God is not
needed, that the Church has nothing to give you and that faith is only a stumbling block for
your feet. God — Church and Faith are your guardians who will protect you from prison in this
world and in eternity. An earthly prison is terrifying, but the one in eternity is much worse. You
will find strength in God, you will find faith in the Church and in faith you will find hope in a
better and brighter life today and tomorrow, both here and in eternity.

Next Sunday | will continue this talk and give you a detailed account of the last moments
and the death of that young condemned convict.
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November 20, 1938
I greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

On Monday, after my first program, the mail brought me many letters. Two of these
letters say a lot and gave me much food for thought. I will use .excerpts from these letters in
my talk today.

The first letter was from Buffalo and was written in English by a nine-teen year old girl. |
will translate it and quote it in Polish: “So you started your little radio chats again! I listen to
your program but your exhortations make me laugh. Why? Just listen: | came into this world
even though my parents did not want me. They themselves told me so. They separated when |
was ten years old. My father went to California but my mother stayed here. She loved her dog
more than she loved me. Since she felt that | was just a hindrance to her, she put me into an
institution but she kept her dog at home. | grew up among strangers who showed me no
heart.. It was a cold, loveless and hard life. | had no mother to hug me, listen to me or
comfort me because my mother only thought about herself. The world doesn’t want me either,
for it gives me no possibility of earning enough money to lead a decent life. What am |
supposed to do? | f|want to live in a way that pleases me, who has the right to forbid it?
Maybe God, whom no one can see? Maybe some kind of law? And again — maybe some
priest? Well, Father, keep on talking to yourself. As for me, | want to live, and | will live but in
the manner in which | understand my life!”

This second letter was sent from Detroit by a young man who is a type of an average
student. It is worth reading his letter: “Nobody ever asked me whether | wanted to exist or
not. Now that | exist, no one wants to help me. The world must give me the means that | need
in order to live — it owes me this much! Otherwise , | myself will take what | need , regardless of
the consequences!”

In answering these two letters that are so tragic and cynical | will conjure two scenes from
today’s life before the eyes of your imagination.

SHE - HE

| wish to remind all my listeners that these scenes are from our times, almost from
incidents that could have happened yesterday: “In one of the big cities in the West, there
stands a magnificent palace which is splendid on the outside as well as on the inside. It looks
like one of the ancient palaces of the Roman emperors. But it is the dwelling of a wealthy
American. A typical American family lives in this palace — a father, mother and an only
daughter.
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In defiance of God’s commandment and the natural law the criminal practice of birth
control pre-vented this daughter from having either a brother or a sister. Despite the fact that
a whole regiment of servants were there to serve her, she found them all stiff and cold, like
slaves. She had a nurse-maid, a governess and private tutors — but, she never had the breasts,
the womb or the heart of her mother! Later, she spent several years in excellent boarding-
schools. When this young girl retuned to her family home, she was highly educated but was sad
sullen and discontented. Twenty-one years of age, she stood on the threshold of success. But —
appearances are deceiving!

Just a few months after she returned home — she vanished! She disappeared like a rock
thrown into deep water! Her parents searched everywhere for her, but all in vain! The police
also searched for but never found her. It was only three years later that they found her in a
state hospital. Her emaciated and haggard form was lying in a hospital bed. She was as pale as
the bed sheets and looked like a real skeleton. Her eyes, which used to sparkle with the fire of
life, were now even devoid of tears and were only full of despair. Her face was very pale and
lined with deep wrinkles, while her expression was very sullen. Her entire body, from her head
to her feet was covered with festering ulcers. The odor of a corpse surrounded her — putrid and
repelling! A nurse is bending over this corpse that is still breathing. She wears a hospital
uniform, rubber gloves and a face mask. This is a sign that the patient is suffering from a very
contagious disease..The sick woman whispers a request into the nurse’s ear She, in turn, nods
in agreement and leaves. She goes to her desk and telephones for a priest. After a brief
conversation with the nurse, the priest comes to the hospital where he must don protective
clothing before going to the bedside of this sick woman.

Now, everyone, please listen, especially you who think that you can live as you please,
without regard for any kind of law. Listen to what this patient had to say. She who is one of
you —who used to think as you do today — and now she is facing death. She left you her
testament, written in sobs and tears and sealed with almost her last gasp: “Father, my parents
gave me everything as far as material things are concerned, but they never gave me God! The
schools | attended taught me about so many things, but they never taught me anything about
God! My teachers never even mentioned God! They only encouraged me to live — just to live!
Therefore I lived! | threw myself into life — paid no attention to anyone and | didn’t care about
anything. Today, | would like to believe , but | can’t! It would be a joke. If | would have had
less good things in life and more of God, | could have lived normally as other people live. But, |
spent my whole life playing, dancing and drinking. It is now a year that | am paying the debt
that | owe to God and nature. | wanted to explain myself to a priest because | had often seen
the priest coming around and comforting the sick.
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For many years | had many friends and advisors. 1 listened to them —and today? When |
lost my health I also lost all of my friends. | am already at my grave, so | can’t fix or redo
anything. There is only this one thing — | can speak through the lips of a priest and call out to
our young people: “Walk the narrow path! Even if it is more difficult to walk, it is more certain
than that wide path on which young people are speeding to their doom!”

The sick woman was already gasping for air. Her eyes stared into space! Just two large
tears flowed from those eyes and slowly rolled down her old-looking face — a juvenile sacrifice!
She took one last deep and heavy breath and her head fell back inertly onto the pillow!

The next day, they dug a new grave at the cemetery. The grave-diggers carried out the
coffin and amid their cynical remarks and jeers, they lowered her into the grave. It was one
more grave of the thoughtless, one more of the numerous sacrifices to today’s times and
teachings and to this modern life!

My dear young people, try to understand that life itself is the greatest of God’s gifts, that
life is beautiful in spite of its difficulties, vexations and problems. However, you must know
how to live —and you must want to live according to the laws of Him who said, “Il am the Way,
the Truth and the Life!” It is only that kind of life that will never bore you, satiate you,
disappoint you or disillusion you .

Now, let us examine the scene presented in the second letter. Even if | were to live a
thousand years, | will never forget the scene that | witnessed on April 12 of this year in the state
prison of Connecticut. That evening, a young twenty-five year old American of Polish parentage
was scheduled to die in the electric chair. | noticed, not only with fear but with absolute horror
that in the year 1937, the authorities made 520,153 arrests which raised the number of the
army of criminals in the United States to 4,600,000 of whom a thousand were still minors.

From where is this wave of crimes and offenses coming? What is the cause or what are the
roots of this growing criminal nature?

There are many causes but these are the two main ones: 1. Young people have no faith. 2.
A lack of understanding of the meaning of family and of parental authority. Today, I only
mention these, but later | shall return to treat these two topics more fully and to show the
importance of the home and religion and their influence on children and on maturing youth!

Now, I invite all of you to come with me to the prison. There | will show you a scene whose
memory , even today, after five months still makes me shudder, my legs give way beneath me,
my arms fall helplessly and | close my eyes in trying to forget. But it is all in vain. There stand
before me the dark high walls of the prison and the prisoner’s cell with the condemned man
locked within it. The electric chair! The executioner and the supervisors. The witnesses. The
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newspaper reports and two doctors. The electrical apparatus. Last of all, the sorrowful
procession. Death! Excuse me, but my imagination moved too fast and too far.

Let’s do this again — slowly and in detail, for if | can influence even one young person to
give up his life of lawlessness so that he could have a healthy and level — headed outlook on life,
| will feel that my efforts will not have been in vain.

It was April 12, 1938 — Tuesday of Holy Week! Spring was in full splendor. Everything was
coming to life. Nature was awakening from its long winter sleep and everything was springing
up to a new full and splendid life! All the dark clouds had dissipated and the sun gloriously
smiled on our earth, warming it with its warmest and brightest rays. Everyone was joyful for
within a few days would all be celebrating the glorious feast of the Resurrection of the Lord.
The joyous question and answer hymn was on everyone’s lips: “Death has been conquered.
Where,o Death , is your victim?”

The electric chair stands just a few steps away from the steel cage in which a twenty-five
year old youth is spending his last moments on earth. This chair is cold and immovable, and yet
it extends its warm, then hot and poisonous sting —a murderous and deadly sting!

This young man who is yet so strong and full of life does not realize how close he is to that
instrument which in a matter of seconds will whack him into eternity. In the twinkling of an
eye, it will snap the weak and frail cord that joins body and soul and brutally cast him into the
abyss of eternity. He is now standing on the boundary line dividing life and death — but closer
to death and getting closer and closer to it!

He is no longer counting and scratching off the weeks and days as he did when he had been
confined in that dreary cell on the other side of the prison. During that time, he had still lived
with hope. No, he really did not live — he just existed. He was hemmed in, guarded and
separated from everyone else, watched and guarded both day and night so that he could not
cheat the law that demanded, “An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth!”

Today, after having endured two long purgative years, he knew that all hope of being
pardoned vanished. He gazes at the clock on the prison wall and follows the movement of its
hands. The seconds flow by and then the minutes and thus, slowly, very slowly — the seconds
become minutes and the minutes become hours.

Of what is this man thinking — if he is even able to think? Do his thoughts travel back to his
family home — to his father, mother and relatives? In his thoughts, does he maybe fall to his
knees before them and with a cry of desperation, full of pleading, beg them , “Have pity on me,
at least you —and help me!” Does he now relive the years of his childhood and youth when he
was still living a normal life? Those years which foretold of a peaceful and profitable future life,
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years filled with joy and happiness! Who knows whether he is not recalling those moments,
when for the very first time he became entangled in the snares of rotten, wanton and evil
companions who were his age and who with indulgent laughs cast off all parental authority,
insisting that the law, “Honor your father and mother!” was superfluous. Then, little by little,
he cast off all laws as being too restrictive of human freedom. Then, he began to walk the
wide entertaining road of life!

He then began to use alcohol and drugs. This so-called usage did not last long because it
quickly turned into unlimited and senseless abuse This abuse left indelible marks on his body
and on his mind. However, from time to time his conscience awakened with a start and called
out in desperation. “You idiot! What are you doing? You are treading a slippery and
dangerous path! Sooner or later the hand of the justice of God and man will reach you — and
then what? God'’s law and man’s law will begin a reckoning with you! What will you then do?”

Several times he had decided to break away from his companions, but he would always
weaken and bow before their explanations, jeers and sneers. His dissolute life had already
made him a prisoner. He lost the strength of his will-power and of his character and became a
handful of putty in the hands of his false-hearted friends.

Now, today, where are his so-called friends? One of them is in the insane asylum and
another is serving a long sentence in the state prison. As for him? He is already beside the
electric chair! What wouldn’t he give at this moment to be able to tear out the pages from his
book of life — the pages of his last years so that he could then begin anew! Nevertheless — it is
already too late! It is forever too late! Everyone of us has just so many chances. Divine
Providence gives us so many graces. Our Creator reprimands us in a variety of ways. However,
when we disregard these graces or scornfully throw them away, then God turns away from us
and leaves us to our own devices. It is then that we begin to perish!

Who knows if | have guessed correctly when | say that at this moment, our condemned
man’s thoughts go back to that sad and painful scene when, just an hour ago, he bid goodbye
to his mother and two brothers. With that mother — who cried tears of joy when he was
placed, newly — born — at her side. With that mother who cried bitter tears on the road of life
as she watched the behavior of her prodigal son. With that mother who sacrificed everything —
her health and her property, in order to tear her child out of the hands of the executioners!
With that mother who was refraining from weeping but was staggering under the weight of her
pain and sorrow as she placed her last maternal kiss on the pale, perspiring forehead of her
son! Is he able to forget the efforts and dedication of her who was the only one who still
believed in her child when everyone else turned away from him with contempt as from a
criminal and a felon?




