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will transform into little palaces of happiness, agreement, and peace. And life
be lovely and joyous for you!
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Father Justin, pages 212 - 218
February 15, 1959

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

A few years back, I was returning by train from Baltimore to Buffalo. Those
of you who know our city of Buffalo, know that all the train tracks cut through the
poorest suburbs on the southeastern side. Since all trains must slow down before
arriving at the main train station, a passenger, if he wishes, can freely look out at
the view which is passing by the windows of the passenger wagon. On this spring
morning, I stood at the window and looked out on the small and poor houses,
which looked like Christmas tree ornaments in the rays of sunshine, which was
smiling joyfully to the old and young, but I fell into a deep pensiveness. For all
appearances and exteriors, they were poor and cold and plain. However if the
human eye could look through the walls, curtains and shades, it would certainly see
acts of sacrifice, generosity, love and denying of oneself. These poor and forgotten
ones could grow into heroes worthy of praise, honor and adoration! So lost in
thought, I did not notice that right next to me at the window, there stood a
gentleman of some sort. He looked on. And he thought. He was dressed in the
newest fashions! He looked as if he had just stepped out a display window. I
repeat, he was also lost in thought. Finally he tore his gaze from the little window,
looked at me and uttered slowly and cynically this very charitable sentence: “Such
a neighborhood is just a boil on the body of the entire city. It’s full of filth,
deprivation, and poverty! We should burn this all and be done with it!” - I did not
intend to reply to this sage. However when I considered that I too came into this
world and was raised in such a poor little home, that there I came to understand the
meaning of the tender love of parents and siblings, and that additionally a huge
majority of our people live and happily spend this paltry life in similar little houses
along the tracks in the suburbs, in miners’ shanty towns, on farms and in forests -
then my heart leaped within me. I looked at the exquisitely dressed man. He may
have stepped back from my gaze. I threw words and sentences at him, like bullets.
At first he did not believe his own ears. However he stopped looking provokingly
at me. The smirk disappeared from his tightly-closed lips. He listened with
bewilderment. He nodded. After ten minutes of my arguments, he replied: “I never
would have imagined that a priest could paint such an image of happiness, peace
and joy amidst such four walls, in such poor little - huts!” He shook my hand as a
farewell and we parted ways. And now onto a chat entitled:
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“Home and Life!”

In past years, when [ drove around various cities on duty, whether here in
America, or in Europe, I was always taken through different neighborhoods and
was shown the most beautiful palaces and the most incredible avenues, boulevards
and streets. Churches, museums, theaters, and parks were never left out! However,
with the most emphasis and pride, people pointed out the huge and elegant
residential homes! And it would go like this: once the guide runs out of
extravagant descriptions, he asks “Is this not a lovely home? A real beauty, isn’t
it?” I look and see masterful buildings; heavenly surroundings; lovely yards;
incredible trees; delightful shrubs; flowerbeds filled with exotic flowers, fountains
shooting up streams of water, and so on. I will admit, this is all beautiful, it draws a
person in. This is however only a guise! In reality, is the inside of the home nice,
warm, kind, and happy? To live in palaces and castles; to tread on thick carpets; to
sleep in royal beds; to walk through beautifully decorated chambers; to eat and
drink from gilded dishes, this is not a sign of a happy life. All these riches and
abundances, all this splendor, can transform a palace into a chamber of anguish and
suffering, into a prison! The largest sums and fortunes thrown into embellishing
and beautifying buildings, do not transform it into - a home. I repeat, this is why
we call such impressive buildings castles or palaces, but never, homes! Now give
me your hand. I will lead you to one of the little homes along the train tracks. Here
lives a family, which [ have known for many years. Father, mother and four
childrens! - We enter. A woman greets us with a smile. The inside of this little
cottage is poor but clean almost to excess. She tells us this story: “When we moved
to this house, bought for cheap money, the cottage was collapsing. It was dirty,
bare, and neglected. We had to wash, scrub, and clean. At first our finances did not
allow for purchasing wallpaper. Not wanting to take out a loan, we had to save up
slowly. Only after two years could we allow ourselves to paint the house and set up
the lawn. We are gradually buying new appliances and furniture. My husband does
not earn much but he earns steadily. I take care of the money and home! We do not
have any abundance, but we do not have poverty. We are content, happy, and
healthy. We thank God for what we have. And we thank Him day and night; before
and after every meal! This little house is our little nest. My husband’s mission is to
work for me and the children. My desire is to make my husband and children
happy. We are happy that we live and work in peace!” - You will tell me that this
is an exceptional circumstance and not a typical home! I assure you that you are
wrong. There are thousands and thousands of such homes. More than you can
imagine! What one honest father or attentive mother can do, and how they can
contribute to the beauty and charm of the family home! How does every father and
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every mother not understand that the household’s happiness and the family’s joy
depend on them? Moreover, human life spent in unhappiness is futile, aimless,
heavy, without meaning, poor, meager, and unhappy! As a real-life example, I
present a letter dated from January 5th of last year. I present it translated, as the
original was written in English! - “T am a young Polish woman. I am twenty-one
years old, of average American intelligence. I like to have fun, never however
forgetting the rules of the faith. All of my unhappiness is with my parents, whom I
love and respect deeply! I am worried that if our current relations don’t change
soon, I will have to leave my family home and this is not my fault! My parents
regularly listen to the program of the Rosary Hour and I honestly believe that I can
reach the mind and heart of my parents only through Father Justin, so that they
change their ways towards me! We live in the most shabby neighborhood of all of
Chicago! I must admit that my father as well as my mother took great care of our
education; they did not skimp on that. I am grateful to them for this! However, they
are under the impression that we, today, should live as they lived forty years ago!
Even though our apartment has certain comforts, mother does not take care of it so
that it looks like a true and warm home! Everything is outdated, in outdated
fashions. The kitchen, bedroom, bathroom, in one word - this is a hovel, not a
home of any sort. My father, though he has many good qualities, lately has been
letting himself go. Maybe he grew disheartened since my mother drinks and has
for many years! I am embarrassed to admit, though maybe it will help me feel
better, that as a child, I awaited my father’s return from work impatiently and
anxiously, so that he would help me pick up my drunk and unconscious mother and
carry her to bed! My father then never had a warm supper after long hours of
heavy work. When I was growing up, I managed somehow, however I always felt
shame and hurt, as the neighbors’ wagging tongues never gave us any peace. Many
times I was embarrassed to go out into the street because everybody would ask me
if my mother was once again drunk! What’s worse is the fact that my mother
would leave the house drunk, start arguments and as a result, would wind up in
jail! Let me add that there is not a kinder mother in the world than ours when she is
sober. This however is so rare! When she drinks, she falls into a mad state of
hatred, especially towards her own children! Then she heaps ugly phrases upon us,
drags us through the mud, and compares us to the lowest of people! There are
entire days and nights, where our mother is not sober. In the past year, for one
entire month, for thirty long days, from day until night, constantly drunk! When I
would return from work in the evenings, the house was a mess! She herself was
unwashed, her hair not brushed, she was dishevelled. Several times she hit me so
hard that T had red marks and then bruises! I am not surprised that my father,
looking at all this, also started to seek out oblivion in drunkenness. And my heart
breaks, because I always adored my father! At this moment, I see through the
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window, how he is unshaved and dirty, like a real “tramp” goes along the train
tracks to steal things. My heart breaks when I look at him, for I remember well
how he used to be different, sober, hardworking and a model father, whom every
child could be proud of! Today, he is neglected, without any feelings or regard for
himself, or for his children! We live among other immigrants! I am forced to
associate with them. My mother is upset with me for this! When I remind her that
this is her fault, that because of her drunkenness and filth, we had to remove
ourselves far from other Poles - because we were embarrassed - and we lost
contact even with our relatives, then she swears and cusses at me! Father Justin is
aware that when friends come to visit me, I should be a good host, give them
something to eat, at least cake, coffee and ice cream! My parents don’t allow me to
do even this. Is there something wrong with this? What should I do? I would not
want to leave my home. I understand that for one like me, it is difficult and
dangerous to live outside the home. However I can no longer listen to ugly and
insulting name-calling. Two of my sisters have already left home. They could no
longer endure and tolerate this sort of life. - I am not asking for much. I just want
to be able to meet with my friends openly in our home, and not secretly on the
street or at others” homes. Who could be proud of a drunkard mother and pride
themself in a father who no longer cares about anything? Really, our home is
something so cold and dead like a morgue! Quiet and empty during the day, dark
in the evening! Father Justin, I would like to live a normal and moderately happy
life! I understand that the sun does not always shine, but will it never again shine
for me? I don’t ask for riches or palaces, I just want a clean and comfortable home,
where I could peacefully and happily live with my father and mother! Father
Justin, please tell not just my parents, but all people like them, that such parents
demoralize their children and fill us with a feeling of inferiority; they put us down,
so that we lose our sense of self-worth, although we are not bad or perverse,
especially us daughters! I am sorry for my mistakes and inappropriate expressions
as [ am annoyed and disheartened. Please pray for our entire family, as we need the
prayers, so that we may live in peace and tranquility!” -

How often do I remind you, that a true home exists only where there is
happiness and joy, where love connects the whole family, father, mother and
children! Husband and wife, parents and children, must understand each other.
What does this mean? Just this - that one must have for the other, I repeat, must
have certain considerations and full respect. The home does not belong to just one
person, but to the entire family. The goal of the home is to bring happiness to all
members of the family. I understand that often it is not so easy to live in peace and
agreement. However this is possible! I understand that from time to time there are
misunderstandings between a husband and wife; there will be certain frictions and
disputes; above such weaknesses, a husband and wife must move towards daily
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order. Woe to them if they will hide their vexation from each other. Then the
vexation will turn into hatred, which will put up not just a fence but a wall between
them, and there will be no chance for agreement, peace, and understanding. The
ancient Chinese people had a brutal method for torturing enemies. They tied up the
victim and dripped water, drop after drop, onto the head of the condemned man,
for a few hours - without pause. At the start this seemed to be child’s play. Over
time however, the endless dripping of drop after drop onto the human’s skull
changed into the hum, roar, and crash of the sea, as the person fell into madness
and his thoughts became scrambled. What seem to be such little things initially
grow, expand, and transform a home into a chamber of torture, agony, and
suffering! If we realize that our every word and deed has an impact on the home
environment, then we will stop ourselves from doing things which might fester or
exasperate the feelings of our loved ones! Children must be taught such
considerations! We must get them accustomed to good manners. I have been in
homes, where children are seen but not heard. They behaved as mice under a
broom. I could have embraced and kissed them! One can love such children! I have
however also been in homes where the children, without consideration for the
guests, not listening to their parents’ pleas and reminders, yelled as if they were
being nailed to a cross, or their feet were set on fire. I felt as if I could take these
kiddies by the ears and turn them as I would a clock! The first type of children
beautifies a home as flowers beautify gardens; however, the second deface homes
like weeds deface beautiful lawns! - Abbot Diment wrote that “our first
responsibility to society is ‘to be ourselves’ - and we can only be ourselves when
we are often enough alone ‘with ourselves’!” What does this mean? Just this, that
our older children especially should have their own little rooms, where they can
hide by themselves and have some secrecy, or privacy! In the home, or in certain
nooks, family members should find not only relaxation, comfort, freedom, but also
- seclusion and solitude! - True friends should have open entry to our home and
feel at home there. Nothing is as important as hospitality. The poorest little home
becomes rich and warmest, when it is enveloped by feelings of warmth and
hospitality! Besides, others should learn from us, not the other way around, for we
have this beautiful saying: “A guest in the house is God in the house” (“Gos¢ w
dom, Bég w dom ) and “Whatever we’ve got, you’re welcome to it” (“Czem chata
bogata - tem rada”)! - Let me add two more comments: Our home should have
order and meticulous cleanliness. Then the home will be nice and pleasant. And the
mother and father and children should sit together at the table. While consuming
God’s gifts, they should engage in conversations on pleasant and merry things.
Talk of deaths, of sad accidents, of illnesses, hospitals, operations, leave for later,
as such topics do not whet the appetite or help in digestion! - If you remember
these instructions and the advice given to you today, without a doubt, your homes




