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My dear compatriots, gentlemen and ladies, I greet you with the words:
Praised be Lord Jesus Christ.

The biggest and greatest temple in the world it is the basilica of Saint Peter
in the Eternal City. It contains priceless treasures, the works of a chisel and a
brush. In the past centuries the most talented artists, painters and sculptors worked
here and left here wonderful fruits of their talents for beautification of the house of
God. I can safely say it is not only the church but also a museum one cannot find in
any other country in the whole world. Altars made of marble or granite, statues of
saints, popes and other important people, pictures made of small precious stones
named mosaics, oil paintings, works so vibrant that to the spectator they seem so
alive that they almost walk out of the frames and participate in everyday life. I
don’t know if you’ll find in any other place a group of people cut out of marble, so
beautiful so amazing as the group situated between the main altar and the Seat of
Saint Peter, the wooden chair on which the first prince of Apostles sat. Here there
is entered the body of the Pope Paul the Third who rules from 1535 until 1549. His
monument was sculpted by the artist named Wilhelm della Porta, the work was
overseen by the master of masters, Michelangelo. The group is made of white
marble. The Pope is standing in papal clothes. His figure is noble, benevolent, just
the most beautiful. One may think he is alive! Two sitting figures that lean on the
lid of the coffin represent the two virtues of the Pope: Prudence and Justice! The
first figure is a portrait of the young mother of the Pope, Joann Caetani; the other is
in likeness of the Pope’s sister, countess Julia Farnese. To a person looking at the
group it seems the two figures will get up in a while, mix with the crowd and walk
out into the street.

The experts and artists find delight in every detail of this group. There is
always a group of people admiring this sculpture. I remember, when I was
finishing my study there, a sculptor from France was visiting Rome. When he
stood in front of this sculpture, he fell in love with it. He was convinced he would
never be able to measure up or even compare his work to this masterpiece. He
planted burning kisses on the foreheads of the sculptures, then in an instant he
pulled out a gun from his pocket and put a bullet to his temple. He died by the feet
of the adored masterpiece!

From this preamble to our talk today:
“LIVING MONUMENT”
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Once again, I am appealing to the minds and hearts of our young people.
The hand of a master holding hammer and chisel can sculpt out of a stone block
the figures that amaze us by their noble and attractive appearance, although it is
only marble or granite! They are only statues without a soul and not alive! But
would we ever think about the living statues, that came from the Master’s fingers,
from the Creator? I am thinking about the human body! The human body is the
most subtle machine in the world, it contains the most precise mechanism,
surpassing the knowledge of the most genial human mind! This physical body in
itself is the work of the Divine Master. It is the work much better than the work of
any human because this is the likeness of the design drawn by the architect,
constructor and artist — by God the Creator! This material and physical statue is
animated by a particle or breath of the Creator, it is embellished by sharp mind and
ennobled by the emotions of heart! In human body there is nothing ugly, nothing
evil, nothing unclean: the whole body is the work of God artist-creator.! The
human body is noble and also noble are the tasks or goals of every part of the
human body! This is why the Nations’ Apostle called the human body the property
of God in one place. In the other book he called the body The Temple of God. The
famous priest Father Kneipp wrote: ‘We will have to answer before God how we
treated our bodies, the dwelling of immortal spirit and the means of fulfillment of
our duties!’

There are some duties concerning our bodies. Everyone should take care of
his own body not only to keep it alive but in best health possible! If it is true, what
the folk proverb said, that cleanliness it is half of the health, then everyone’s duty
is to keep clean and neat the whole body. When I say the whole body, I don’t
exclude the mouth, lips, teeth and nails. I know people for a quarter of a century,
who avoid the bathtub as if it were the open mouth of some cursed dragon, or an
elephant’s trunk waiting to choke its victim into a pulp. We have also certain
freaks, who save on brushes and on powder to clean teeth, but with their
fingernails could dig the deceased out of deep graves! We cannot forget about
tidiness in the entire house, in every room, especially in the bedroom! Do not run
and hide from fresh air! Is it not humorous, to plug every crevice, even a keyhole,
for wintertime, nailing shut windows so that a wave of fresh, refreshing and
healthful air could not get inside by accident. In such dwellings, the air is soured,
hard and heavy, such that you could cut it into pieces, like peat from Poznan! For
four months the smells of foods cooked — fried — baked and burned mix with the
fumes of human bodies and create a trap for the residents’ health! I am convinced
that quite a few will be upset with me when I say that our people especially
overindulge in foods and drinks. They are under the impression that their stomach
is a real “boiler” of steel. That is why they pack into it as much meat as possible,
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day after day, year after year. In the end, this one bit of the main piece of the
human mechanism breaks down completely! We do not wish to understand that
moderation in food and drink maintains health and extends life for years! There are
also ailments and illnesses of the body, which can be healed only through strict
fasting! It is worth to remember such a valuable, and at the same time, cheap
medicine and to put it into practice yourself! Finally, a sin is committed by
everyone who lets himself go and neglects himself to the point that during a heavy
illness, he does not want to call the doctor and does not want to use prescribed
medicines, which would lead to the recovery of the system’s health. With all this
however one should not forget the prudent advice given to us by St. Bernard:
“Love your body so that it would not look as though you are only flesh; you must
love your body, but even more, your soul!”

People, especially in our times, have lost from their eyes the true meaning,
beauty and grandeur of the human body! By their own hands, they cut down these
figures endowed with merits, gifts and graces of the Creator! They no longer heed
what is allowed or forbidden, but rather they direct themselves exclusively by what
others do. It is not only that it does not always deserve praise, as it is good, honest,
advantageous and virtuous, but on the contrary, it brings upon itself rebuke and
condemnation as it harms the body, destroying health and ruining life! Certain
abuses I do not touch as to not upset feelings of a delicate quality. In spite of the
saying that in cleanliness everything is clean, [ have never in my life seen either a
white chimneysweep or a passerby who, stepping through a puddle, did not soil his
shoes or boots! And so despite the newly fashionable phrase, that modern honesty
and openness demands, to say everything to everyone, I would rather put my finger
to my lips and — be silent. For honesty is often too stark and openness too brutal! I
point out however one abuse, which is intemperance in drinking! Probably nothing
causes our life, health and happiness so much harm and damage as the bottle,
tumbler and glass! Rather than reaching for examples in Sacred Scripture or
archaic books, I pick up a letter from January of this year and I read: “There are six
of us in the family. Father, mother, and four sisters. The oldest, 25 years old, is
married. The second is 23 years old and is a teacher. The third, 21 years old,
carries out the duties of a private secretary. I am 19 years old and attend law
courses. My parents took vows twenty seven years ago. These 27 years were one
band of suffering for mother due to my father-drunkard. Our father for as long as
we can remember drank and beat and hit us. Because of this our home was always
a hell on earth, rather than holiness and peace, in which we could have lived as
human beings. Nobody will find out how bad and perverse our father was, for our
mother, “God bless her”, always hid everything. There is no better father than ours
when he is sober, however there is the fact, that he is not enough sober! Yesterday
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he came home in a bad mood and slightly drunk. He began to not only mumble
under his breath, but to yell loudly, blustering, that he will show us that it must be
as he wishes, because he is still the “boss” of his own home. My sister pleaded that
he calm down and sit at the table. He became angry and started yelling out loud,
that he has the right to drink one more for appetite and nobody can forbid him from
that. We did not say a word. This angered him even more. He ran to the next room
and returned with a belt in his hand. Cursing, he threw himself on us like a
madman, hitting us with the belt, not looking where. His eyes bulged out, he was
covered in sweat but he did not stop beating us. I have never seen him in such a
state. Ugliness was raining from his lips like slop! T am embarrassed that I am
describing my own father in such a way, however I can’t stand it any longer! My
older sister, who had just returned from the hospital eight weeks ago and is still
faint, fell down under the lashes. We do not hate our father; we do not like him
however. Maybe we even take pity on him. We have immense pity for our mother,
who even though she still must go to work, has nothing as a reward but only
anxiety and sadness. Other children have such good fathers, why isn’t ours like
that? If only he would stop drinking, then I know that everything in our house
would change. We do not know what to do anymore.” Probably my comments are
superfluous here.

One more letter. Written by an unsure hand, with tear stains on it. “Dear
Father Justin: I have a matter, which greatly saddens me. I am in my twentieth year
of life and am the oldest at home. I have four sisters and three brothers, the
youngest only five years old. I have been working since I was 16 years old. Our
dad however has not worked for nine years, not because he can’t, but because he
always drank heavily. And he likes to drink. Now he has gotten a job for two days
a week. What of this if there is no week during which he would not be drunk from
Sunday to Thursday. We never had in this life any goodness, only poverty.
Because of this mom always had worry. As a result of this, she got a heart illness!
We are very upset, because we all try hard and we could be much better off, but
what does this matter, when our father drinks his way through and we must pay
debts. And what shame because of this!” — I cannot understand how vodka can
obsess a person to the point that a living monument meant to be a temple, becomes
a pigsty, full of dirt, bugs, mustiness and rot!

I will add one more pearl. I am sorry that I dare speak this way, but I must.
“Please say something on the radio to the wives and fathers of drunkards. I am
married twenty years. In this time I had peace only for two months, when we lived
far from our parents. Then my wife pleaded with me that we move to her parents’!
I went, but soon regretted it, because it was a house of profanity, revenge and
drunkenness. Father still has two daughters: One already in the hospital because
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she always flitted around at night and contracted such a terrible illness, from which
she will never be cured, while the second drinks like father and my wife. In
addition, they say to me, that whoever goes to church and tithes, has a place
already secured in hell. They believe however in superstitions and go around to
fortune-tellers.

Ok, for today, I'm finishing up! I began with a description of defunct
monuments, marble, in the majestic basilica of St. Peter. I moved onto living
monuments, elevated, noble works of the Creator. I ended on those who drown the
mind, ruin the heart, murder the soul and turn beautiful monuments, eye-catching,
into some monsters waylaying health, peace and happiness of yourself and others!
Let us remember that “for insobriety many have died!” And so always and
everywhere, let us practice self-mortifications!

Translation by Klara Chomicki




