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But, in these past years these good points shrank, these qualities dwindled so much that the
family home became a home for travelers, a restaurant, a place for boarders, where one can eat and
take a short nap.

Today’s home, despite the fact that it looks like a little palace with flowing lines, on the inside it
is cold, deaf, stiff and empty because it lacks the warm hearts of a family. They are homes, yes, they are
homes, but they are not family homes.

A modern home does not draw nor attract young people to itself but repels, keeps away and
casts them off from its threshold. And there are more and more of these young people that go the
wrong way and are led astray. There is constantly more of them in courts and in penal institutions.

To whom do we impute the fault for the breakdown of the family, the break-down of family ties
and the disappearance of family life? Please don’t take it for wrong if | speak personally first with every
father, and then with every mother.

Dear father, do you not know or don’t you care to understand that in the eyes of your children
there is no person in this great, wide world who is smarter, better or more perfect than you? A father, in
the eyes of his child is a wise man, a hero and the example of every virtue and perfection.

Your children take pride in you as their father, they admire you and they want to worship you.
Show these children a sincere love, an understanding love. Your children long for this and such a fatherly
sincerity and they have a right to it.

Your children want to tell God and all people — “My father is the most wonderful Dad in the
world. Your children want to express themselves about you in that way. Don’t you want that? Don’t you
deserve that?

Father, in your home, in your family, rule with love! Let that love shine through your talk and
through your behavior. Let that love always be understanding and patient. Teach, explain and call their
attention to in a sincere, balanced and sensible way.

Nevertheless, this doesn’t mean that you don’t have the right and the duty to correct, straighten
out or reprimand. Far from that! However, it is never permitted for you, father, to rule at home like a
Nero or some dictator.

You must be and you should be a Christian father. Then you keep your dignity and you gain the
obedience, love, respect and honor of your children. Give a good example. Let your children see you
saying your morning prayers. Go with them to church, to confession and to Holy Communion. Stay
sober, live in peace with your wife and don’t ill-treat her. Show an interest in the studies, pastimes,
recreations, friends and companions of your children.

Have at home a good Polish newspaper, monthly magazines and books. Then you will see with
what kind of respect and love your children will surround you. It will be so pleasant for them to spend
their evenings in the family home.
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Years after your death when there is mention of you, tears of sorrow will well up in their eyes
and they will say: “My father was the most wonderful dad in the world.” Otherwise, they will say just as
some now say “I didn’t have a home and | never knew any fatherly care and love.”

A few reminders to the wives and mothers. The modern opinion of the home, of married life, of
family life is wrong, false and pagan. Modern people, the so-called progressives, disregard for
themselves the duties of the state of marriage and parenthood. Don’t believe my statement but, read
the newspapers. These events from life and the court cases will convince you!

Furthermore, married life has not only roses but also thorns! It is not only rosy, but also is
thorny. If you are representing it to yourself in another way you are greatly mistaken!

It is not enough to bring new beings into this world. It is not enough to clothe them, feed them,
give them to drink, and in the end, throw them to the world as prey. For every creature guards, watches
over and defends his own.

You must want to understand that you are the artists and the sculptors of the Creator God. Not
only the life of the mortal body, but at the same time, the life of the little immortal soul is given to your
care.

Children are not given to you as your absolute property so that you would do with them as you
please. Children are loaned to you, leased for a certain length of time. The Creator says to you: “Take
this child and raise it for Me and | will reward you.”

To be a faithful and good wife, that’s the glory of womankind; to be a conscientious and kind-
hearted mother, that is the pride and crown of a wife. A Christian wife and mother must forget about
her own pleasures and personal whims, otherwise she misses here vocation. And here there is no room
for two sentences.

I'm sorry to say that in our present times there is this weird, mistaken notion that the place of
the wife and mother is everywhere, except in the home, at the side of her husband and children. The
duties of a wife and mother are second hand. The social duties are in the first place.

The modern wife and mother will find time for everything, but she has no time for the one duty,
the conscientious supervision of the home. Who suffers the greatest harm? Family life! The children do
not know the tender care of a mother. She hides it on the street, in the school, in the dance hall, in the
theater and at the club. Thus that golden chain binding the mother to the children is broken. The dignity
of the mother as a priestess disappears, and the insubordination of the children grows!

The mother no longer has an influence on the life of her children or she influences them in some
other direction. A moral wall rises up between the mother and her children. Don’t be surprised if sooner
or later the children cease speaking of her as — mother, mom, mommy and begin to refer to her as my
old woman.
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Finally, they show their gratitude with great satisfaction when in her old age they send her off to
a Home for the Aged or some other poor house. The mother didn’t know how, or didn’t want to create a
home for the children therefore the children also do not have even a small corner for their mother.
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February 2, 1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

In December a huge transmigration of students takes place. Both girls and boys who are
students go home to spend their well-earned holiday vacation within the circle of their nearest and
dearest, namely in their family home.

Many of them, if their road to home leads them through Buffalo, remain a while in Buffalo in
order to visit one of the marvels of nature — Niagara Falls. Normally, there is also someone who comes
to pay me a visit.

Thus | had one such and | must say a very nice and pleasant guest in the person of a young 19
year old student at a certain university. This is what he said: “I am of Polish origin from parents who are
supposedly Catholic, but they are not practicing Catholics.

| am an only child, a child that was not wanted. At least that is what my mother once told me in
anger: ‘You’re an unwanted brat!” How that hurt me.

When | was 5 years old she sent me to nursery school to be educated. My parents never came
to see me. This same thing happened when they sent me to a private elementary school and after that
to a military academy.

My parents changed their name, abandoned their faith and forgot about me. | was raised by
strangers and in a secular school. They never showed me a warm, tender heart. They had no time for
that because my father was too involved in the business that he was conducting while my mother was
deeply involved in various social affairs.”

At our student meetings, these young people relate many interesting things from their so-called
family life and with painful sincerity they admit that in reality they have no family life.

They were raised beyond the home, in a foreign atmosphere that was cold and very often
without any religion. They were deprived of all parental care and love. It is therefore no wonder that
they grew up to be cynics and pessimists.

They are not restrained by any law, but they sneer among themselves from the religious, natural
and worldly laws which forbid all abuse, pranks and deviations. They speak of their parents with disgust,
contempt and hatred.

For years their family life had been fading away and even today it is still disappearing as a result
of which there grows a barbarism of morality and a growing delinquency even among juveniles who are
often 12 and 13 years old children!

From this point to the talk for today entitled:
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO FAMILY LIFE?

Family life, the state of life within a family, depends on the members of a family — the father,
mother and children. Social life again depends on family life. The home is a natural nest of the good,
indifferent and the bad. In the home the inhabitants become exemplary or delinquent. The home is that
forge of virtue or sin. The home can be a sanctuary; it can also be a den.

The home is one of the pillars of society, of the nation, of the world. The home can be heaven or
hell on earth. Furthermore, who looks at life and on the facts of life in a matter of fact and practical way,
noticed without difficulty, that especially from the times of World War |, about 1915, the home is
unsteady and family life is weakening and fading away.

The home is neither the citadel nor the castle or parental authority, nor is it a sign of the dignity
of the father and mother nor of the obedience and respect of the children for their parents. Everyone
must admit that today’s youth, the children of our times are not such as they should be. Everyone
blames the young but, let’s not throw all of the guilt on the shoulders of the young people. Furthermore,
the majority of these youths are noble and morally healthy individuals.

But, let’s look into their homes — let’s look at the marriage and take a good look at the family.
The youth have changed and family life has changed. | admit most willingly, that the homes of our
people today stand on an even par with the homes of others in material things. | often don’t even want
to believe that this is the home of our people.

The arrangements are in good taste, the furniture is modern and all the appliances are modern.
It is as if it were clear and yet it is not familiar, it is all dry and cold.

At the entrance you will not find a holy water font and there is no religious picture on the walls;
there is no sign of a crucifix over the bed. On the table you will no longer find a Polish newspaper nor a
Polish book. Neither a Polish newspaper nor a Polish book fits in any more with the momentum of
modern progress.

On the other hand, the walls are moaning and groaning under the weight of expensively framed
photographs of their favorite actors and actresses, despite the fact that their reputations are not only
suspicious but are as cloudy and dark as a stormy night in December.

The tables are bending under the weight of the number of weeklies and monthly magazines
with erotic contents or gutter or criminal contents. It is in such an environment that a younger or older
child is growing up; it is with such food that he feeds on and it is such drinks that a young soul drinks.

The walls of the house remind one of the vestibules of theaters; there is nothing to remind one
of a Christian home; the lecture revolves around matters that are strictly temporal, material or bodily,
excluding even any mention of
God, the soul, virtue or nobility.
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Before children and youth is placed a bowl of musty food that is slightly affected with rot and
having a musty smell; they are also given a bottle of spiritual moonshine that weakens and poisons the
mind and the heart.

And what should be said and how must one judge radio and television programs? Two truly
miraculous inventions which can be compared to a double-edged sword. One cannot forget that today
there are very few homes that do not have these two appliances which do not always present healthy
programs, but often present programs that are degrading or poisonous.

Pope St. Pius Xl wrote this last year: “It is necessary that the program be appropriate for the
level of mental, moral and sensitivity development of every age.”

This problem became especially urgent from the time when through the radio and then
especially through television, the show entered into the very heart of the home, threatening the
shattering of those saving rules with which a healthy upbringing protects the young age of children so
that they would be able to acquire the needed virtues before they will have to face the storms of this
world.

Three years ago we wrote to the Bishops of Italy: “How can one not shudder at the thought that
through the mediation of television, even though the walls of the home can that poisonous atmosphere
of materialism the absurd and hedonism, doctrines that pleasure is the exclusive goal of all human
actions.”

Children and young people eagerly listen to programs. Having a lively and fertile imagination,
that which they hear on the radio, that which they see on the television screen stays in their mind and
lasts not only for years, but for their entire life.

Programs, pictures, talks and jokes on these appliances, from early morning until midnight, have
a special attraction and drawing power and they exert an enormous influence on the life of everyone
and especially on the thoughts, words and behavior of children and youth.

But | return to the statement that modern homes have lost their former charm, their former
inclination, their former warmth. Let me remind you of an old Polish saying: “It's good everywhere, but
at home it is the best!” Whereas today they say, they call out and shout: “It’s bad everywhere, but at
home it is the worst!”

John Howard Payne gave us this beautiful poem entitled — Home, Sweet Home! Just listen:

Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home;

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there

Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere
Home, Home sweet, sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! There’s no place like Home!

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain;
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0, give me my lowly thatched cottage again!

The birds singing gaily that came at my call,

Give me them — and the peace of mind, dearer than all!
Home, Home, sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! There’s no place like Home!

How sweet “tis to sit ‘neath a fond father‘s smile
And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile
Let others delight ‘mid new pleasures of home!
Home! Home sweet Home!
There’s no place like Home! There’s no place like Home!

At one time, this is what the American family home meant. | repeat — “At one time!”

In December of last year, | read such a shocking statistic: “In one of our larger cities, among
other things, more than 3000 children, aged 12 to 16 years, ran away from home. Some of them left
because the parents were not living in harmony; others left because the parents were drinking
immoderately; others, because the father or the mother and often both the father and the mother
could not sit at home. This is what a 16 year old girl said: “Sir Judge, | don’t want to go to my parents. In
our home, there were tempers, angers and fights. My parents did everything for themselves out of
spite. They themselves roamed about evenings and nights.

| prefer to spend a few years in the Home of the Good Shepherd and then go out into the world.
What will happen to me? | don’t know. If only | would have had a home and parents who cared but, that
all belongs to the past.” The girl burst into tears. The judge put her on probation to the President ofa
charitable institution.

Here again another 18 year old admits that she left home, she hitch-hiked to another city. She
works and boards with older people who care more about her than her parents did. Her father, although
he sometimes had a drink went to work and rather regularly, went to church. Her mother never went.
However, she believed in cards and fortune tellers.

“| left everything because | couldn’t stand it any longer.” And similar complaints flow like the
restless falls of the Niagara River sowing restlessness and fear in the souls of young people, breaking the
golden threads, the natural and Christian threads that tie the hearts of children to their parents and to
their family home.

A few years ago | spent a lot, a very lot of time in courts of law. | saw criminals of various
professions and ages. | heard various sentences from probation to life in prison; from a correctional
institution to death in the electric chair. I've seen scenes of life that were painful, touching, dramatic
and tragic.

This is one of those scenes which is so deeply impressed on my memory that it seems to me that
it just happened yesterday. The actors of this scene: an only daughter; she is 18 years old. Her father has
the appearance of being hard and cold. The mother’s face shows obstinacy. Her eyes burn with hatred
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towards her daughter and also towards the on-lookers, for the court-room is filled to capacity with on-
lookers.

The court chronicle states that this girl comes from a family that admits to no faith. The only child of this
not only progressive, but arch-progressive family, one night packed all of here earthly belongings in a
suitcase and by the light of the moon she escaped from home. Her parents notified the police.

After a few months of intense searching, the police found this runaway in a nearby town. She
was living in faith with a man who had a wife and children in Buffalo.

This matter was taken to court. When the judge called her to make a statement, she threw her
parents a look of aversion and contempt. She spoke with a voice filled with sorrow and bitterness.

“Sir Judge, | came into this world accidentally. My parents did not want me. | was a hindrance to
both my father and my mother. My grandma raised me. Later they decided to send me to a boarding
school. When | was returning for vacations, | couldn’t be happy because | was not returning to a home
nor to understanding parents who had a heart, but only to four cold walls where | could sleep and eat.

Sometimes | spent the entire night weeping bitterly. If at least my mother would talk to me like
other mothers talk to their daughters; if she would advise me or comfort me, but never. Her only answer
to me was the rough: ‘You're old enough. Row your own canoe!’ or ‘You should make your own bed and
sleep init!”

Finally, | got sick of it all. | got tired of such advice and sick of that mode of life. | left such a
house and | left such parents. What more do they want from me?

Sir Judge, send me to the Home of the Good Shepherd because | do not want to return to my
father and mother and | will never return to them. Let them go their way and | will go my way. And
these two roads will never meet. “

Her mother fainted and the father listened in stony silence. The judge had tears in his eyes. In
the court room could be heard weeping and a sympathetic sigh. The judge, after a few moments of
thought, gave the sentence — “Until you are 21 years old, you will be under the supervision of a Sister of
the Good Shepherd.” The girl smiled happily and left the court room in the company of the sheriff.

From these statements which can be called a public confession we can recognize the difference
between the old family home and the family home of today. At one time the home was a cozy nest of
warmth, love and sympathy. Yes, at one time the home was the sanctuary of faith, prayer, dedication
and of many, many various virtues. Yes, at one time the home was a refuge or shelter where the daily
worries, difficulties and uncertainties were broken apart.

Yes. At one time the home was a school and a novitiate of noble life. The father was the teacher,
the mother was the teacher. The lessons, the admonitions, the reprimands and the instructions of the
parents were law — holy law. Yes, at one time the home was the most loving, warmest, most beloved
and most peaceful little corner in the entire world.




