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supper, dad would do whatever repairs were needed around the house. There was always something
that needed to be repaired.

The children took turns in washing the dishes and sweeping the floor. Mother would put on her
glasses and would sit down at her sewing machine. The children would get involved with their school
books. Then the father entered.

One of the children would bring him his light bedroom slippers. Father would pull off his heavy
boots, put on the bedroom slippers and would read the paper. He had a glass of beer, his pipe or a
cigarette and the newspaper. Mother had her sewing machine or a whole stack of clothes that needed
repair. The children had their books and tablets.

The day ended with a snack; a piece of bread with butter, jam or sour cream. The day ended
with all praying together. Such were our family homes.

Unfortunately, the number of such fathers diminished and disappeared. Modern fathers,
despite the fact that they don’t work as hard they are more wearied and exhausted than the fathers of
past years. They go to work in an automobile, streetcar or bus. They work 8 hours. They have
mechanical devices to help in their work. After work, they usually stop somewhere for a drink or a bite
to eat. They feel no obligation to hurry home, despite the fact that a wife and one or two children await
them.

They arrive home and change clothes; within a few minutes they disappear. Where? First to play
cards; second, time for a meeting; third, for a chat; fourth, for a meeting; fifth, for a stag party; sixth, to
a theater for his favorite actress has the main role there, and she yakhs so enchantingly that it makes his
flesh creep. He has no time, not erven a moment in order to converse with his wife and get to get to
know his children. Therefore, these children rarely see their father, they hardly know him and they
respect and love him less. This then is a very weak picture of modern parents and today’s homes. Our
modern homes have lost their former charm and sincerity.

Today’s home is a house made up of walls, beds, a stove and a table. Despite mechanical
heating, there is some kind of uncanny coolness and an icy coldness.

In today’s home, despite many electric lights, a frightening darkness prevails. In today’s home
despite expensive wireless radios which emit very lovely tones, they roar and drone musical groups yet,
despite that in today’s home there is some sort of grave-like silence and the sadness of a cemetery. This
does not augur well for the future.

Yes, there have been changes, enormous changes in every sphere of human life. There are
changes in peoples’ thinking; in their outlooks on the nobility, value and divinity of people’s lives. These
changes did not spare the home and the family. That is why in our present times, vermin nest in our
families poisoning the happiness of every member of the family.

We must return to the principles of Christ, to the hard but certain teachings of the Church. Then,
and only then, will every family regain its lost happiness. Then, every home will again become an
affirmation of warmth, sincerity and love.
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January 25, 1959
| greet all of you my dear fellow country-men with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

Because of my radio work all kinds of people write to me concerning a variety of matters.
Ordinarily, | am not moved by the contents of these letters. During the many years of this hard and
tiresome work, | have become rather thick-skinned and ordinarily pass over them and go on to my daily
routine. | don’t allow myself to lose my balance by what | read.

Nevertheless, when | read the letter that was sent to me a few weeks before the holidays, | felt
a certain nervousness, stupefaction and anger; maybe because it was written by a girl of Polish descent,
of a family that is seemingly Catholic. Listen and | beg you, do not be scandalized.

This letter comes from a small town of one of the New England States and is dated December
10, 1958. “In one of your programs you said that a person can only be happy when he turns to God and
conforms his life to the teachings of Christianity. Is this some sort of fairy tale and old world bug-a-bear
in order to keep people in the dark as a prisoner?

People are slipping away from you and more people are falling away from your religion,
therefore, you are preparing to frighten people. | am 22 years old and finished my studies at the
university. | am the only child in our family. Although my parents had me baptized, they never went to
any church and they never prayed, yet they built up a fortune for themselves.

At home they gave me full freedom. They never taught me any prayers and they never made me
attend church. When | reached 16 years of age, they told me to choose whatever religion | want for they
do not want to force any kind of religion on me.

| attended a high school where despite the fact that no one ever mentioned God the school did
not collapse over our heads. As a matter of fact, the school still stands today!

| did rather well in my studies and therefore my family sent me to the university. It was here
that the professors opened my eyes and explained that every religion is the creation of people and only
constrains a person, diminishes his freedom and teaches bigotry.

They showed me that religion is a help to the underdeveloped, weak-minded and those who are
mentally sick, who need injections of some sort of opium in order to remain on their feet in their battle
for existence. For people who are normally developed, faith is superfluous.

It is better to believe in one’s own intellect and one’s own powers and less, or not at all, to
depend on some kind of far away and invisible God who if He really exists, does not care about people.

The schools confirmed my disbelief in God. Furthermore, up until this time | got along without
God and | was fine. | can continue getting along without Him.

Presently, | am keeping company with a young man who is not Polish and who doesn’t believe in
anything. | believe that | will be very happy with him. We both have similar outlooks on life. We have no
intention of bringing children into this world that is so uncertain and unquiet. Why should we? So that
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someday they would become cannon fodder and would end their lives in the defense of others? We
agree that one will not be obstructing the roads to success and satisfaction in any way. We are both
convinced that we can help ourselves without God and any religion which would just be an obstacle for
us.

In married life there is a need for more understanding, tolerance and freedom for both partners
in order to satisfy the married couple and not some sort of prohibiting laws. In the modern times of the
20" century, there is no room for the worn out beliefs of past generations. Freedom of thought and
one’s behavior should be the motto of enlightened and progressive people.”

Let me add that the letter was written in excellent English and without any reproach. Do you
wonder that these arguments from the lips of an American girl of Polish heritage not only puzzled me,
but they disturbed me and to some degree | was very indignant?

From this point let us go to today’s talk entitled:
THE FAMILY HEARTH WITHOUT GOD

A few years ago in our town, the newspapers had a short piece of news. “In the local mortuary:
an unknown girl - a suicide.” In addition they mentioned the appearance of the corpse, of her supposed
age, the features of her face, the color of her eyes and hair, her height and the color of her dress and
shoes.

There were no identification papers on this deceased person, no letters nor any money. It would
seem that very few would even notice the note and that even fewer would be interested in it, unless it
would be someone from the family of the deceased.

Meanwhile, | carefully studied all the newspapers for such information because a mother had
come to me in tears telling me that her 17 year old daughter had left her home declaring that she would
rather take her life than return to her parents. Truthfully, at that point, | was as sorry for the mother as |
was for the girl.

In that family which was not big, the father was a miser. He held the reins loosely for himself. He
never disregarded his bottle but he loathed work. The mother used to go to work in the evenings. The
children would steal out of the house in order to avoid the thunder from the lips of the dictator of the
house. “Who knows,” | asked myself, “if this isn’t the fugitive daughter who ended up on a marble slab
in the mortuary.”

Early in the morning, | went there at 9:00 am. Puzzled, | noticed that there already were several
people standing in front of the mortuary. They came with the same purpose that | had —to recognize
the suicide victim. Every one of us was seeking a missing person. Everyone looked over the remains of
that unfortunate girl. | also looked her over, but she was just as unknown to them as she was to me. The
girl had pretty facial features despite her deathly pallor.

| thought to myself — “O maiden, you should be living and you should be happy with this life.”
On the contrary, she lies in the arms of death. If she could only speak from that pulpit of death, what
would she be able to say? A short life, but did she go through illusions, embitterment and despair? What
a sermon, not only for young people, but also for parents. Throughout the entire day, people were
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moving through the gate and entering the mortuary. The greatest number were the mothers. They were
coming to look at that lifeless body.

On the following day, the newspapers stated that there were over 200 mothers who came
looking for their daughters; over 200 sad and depressed mothers; over 200 wounded and aching hearts;
over 200mmothers who would prefer lying on that marble slab in place of that young girl.

Besides these mothers, there were also so many members of families who were asking
themselves: “And maybe that is she; and could she be ours And what were these mothers thinking as
they neared the corpse that may have committed suicide. With fear and timidity in their soul, they
murmured prayers so that corpse would not be their daughter.

Looking through the pages of the history of the world, we read of many unpleasant and terrible
happenings; rebellions, betrayals, murders, lawlessness; bloody revolutions, the oppression of nations
and wars of fratricide. Despite these various disasters which from time to time fell upon the world, one
small society and one institute ion remained untouched and inviolable.

That small society and that institution is the family. The family resisted the invading enemy. In
the family there was always order, obedience, submissiveness, respect and love. For that reason, after
every catastrophe in a relatively short time, the world recovered from its wounds even the most painful
ones and recovered its health. And this is logical because families were healthy.

However, in this last quarter century of unlimited freedom, or rather the loosening of customs,
in this century of supposed education or rather of hopeless darkness, when God the Lawgiver became in
the eyes of the people just an old-fashioned statue and faith in Christ became a page from the long ago
past, the family was touched, scratched open and wounded.

The husband and father, the head of the family forgot about his high and responsible mission.
The wife and mother forgot about her traditional and sacred duties. The children, left to themselves
forgot not only the fourth commandment of God, but also all of the other commandments! Thus there is
a lot of complaining and crying. The family became a nest of disorder, dissatisfaction and an entire series
of painful and sad happenings.

Modern marriages which are often mixed marriages and are often contracted beyond the
Church, sometimes they are even contracted in an inebriated state, give a very sad picture of what the
future home and future family will be. Love can be blind at times, but it is never that blind. And when
such a momentary fascination passes, then what?

Look over the columns in the daily newspapers. There you will read the complaints and needs
for a separation or a divorce. And this is not the end for it goes on to suicide, murder and other crimes.
From the sacrament of marriage is made a national game in which it treats of winners and losers.

Modern marriages would want to prolong the days of their youth and they would not want to
interrupt their honeymoon. They would want to enjoy life as they did when they were bachelors and
maidens. The raising of children is a second rate matter. Furthermore, there’s no time for that, only for
visiting friends, calling others often on the phone and gossiping.
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How unpleasant and lovely it is in a person’s own room. It looks cramped and sad. Therefore, go
out for every kind of entertainment, to every dance, to every card party. Today, especially today, one
must keep up his morale and not give in to sadness and despondency.

Why worry about one’s duties? They are not rabbits that will run away. Besides, tomorrow is
another day. Show me one of today’s wives and modern mothers whom you can restrain from sitting in
theaters. She knows every actor and every actress. She is fascinated by them and worships them to the
degree that she names her son or daughter after them. She places her loved ones under the protection
and patronage of these film stars.

Today, who in the family wants to have the name of a saint? That is so old-fashioned and is from
the Middle Ages. “My son’s name is Constantine, but we call him Jeep because he’s always twisting,
turning and jumping.”

This is what a young mother told me when | met her on the street with her son. To prove it, |
asked the little boy — “What is your name?” He looked at me with his big bright eyes and answered —
Jeep. Let’s pray that someday this little Jeep doesn’t turn into a tank.

To these mothers, popularly referred to as modern, | presented their own mothers. Recall what
they were like. Your mother did not have at hand and for daily usage these various mechanical
instruments that are a great help and save on time. Instead of today’s electrical wash machine, your
mother used a huge boiler and a wooded washboard. Your mother did not possess an electric iron for
ironing nor an electric vacuum cleaner.

And how many children were in the family — six, eight or more? And that poor mother not only
did all of the laundry, but in the home there was such order and cleanliness as there is in the chapel of
the Sisters of St. Vincent.

Your mother did not have any packaged food products. However, she knew how to cook. She
stood by the hot stove for two or three hours. Do you remember how tasty were those foods that your
mot her prepared? Now, you probably know that your mother did not buy bread, but she bought the
flour and she herself baked the bread and the rolls. The children licked their fingers at meals. Yes, your
mother had time for everything. She knew how to help herself in everything. She found enough strength
to do everything.

Now, you mothers of today compare your situation with the situation of your mothers and ask
yourselves whether you are their equal. How many times | have seen grown children place a loving kiss
on their mother’s wrinkled brow out of gratitude and respect, or on her hard-working and work-worn
hands.

There are already too few of those mothers left among us. That is unfortunate for they were
examples to be imitated, examples of hard work, goodness and motherly love.

The place of these mothers was taken over by modern mothers who have a different outlook on
the duties of a wife and mother. Does that change benefit anyone? Whom? Show it and give proof.

| believe in changes and progress. In changes which ennoble a person. In progress which makes
a person more virtuous. But | don’t believe in changes which distort or pervert the purpose of our
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existence or our calling. And | don’t believe in progress which throws us off balance, robs us of
satisfaction and causes us misfortune or disaster.

Now allow me to talk with modern fathers. During the course of my many years of priestly work
people often came to me with their various problems. | can’t really say whether the majority of those
were wives or husbands. Among many others, | clearly remember one case.

| was going to my office and standing there was a mother of five children. “I came,” she said
tearfully, “because | can’t stand it any longer and | can’t help myself. During the past three months, my
husband lost his job in five factories due to his drunkenness. He works for two or three days a week and
then refuses to go to work. He throws me a few dollars and keeps the rest for his liquor. At home he
restrains himself in mothing amongst the children — dirty words, name calling and cursing. The children
hear all of this and they are learning from their father. He comes home towards morning about 3:00 am
or a little after 3:00. | am afraid and ashamed. What can | possibly do? What should I do?

Or this one: “Father, my husband left me, he went off with another woman. Our first child is due
to be born in April and he left me alone. How can | manage? Both of my parents are dead. | have two
brothers, but ’'m ashamed to go to them. | can’t sleep at night. | really tried to be a good wife to him.
Why is God punishing me?”

Or this one: “Father, | have been married for two years. | have one child. My husband never
comes directly home from work. Every evening he stops at his mother’s home. There he eats his supper.
Then he comes home. He washes himself, changes his clothes and goes out again. He either goes back to
his mother or he goes to his friends to play cards.

During these past two years, he never took me anywhere. Other husbands stay at home in the
evenings with their wife and children. It is only my husband who has no time for us. | already don’t know
what to do with myself. My house is clean. | know how to cook. | don’t go roaming around. He promised
me so much before the wedding and today?”

Now, what happened with the types of our fathers whose life we watched every day during
those years that we lived under the same roof with them? We well remember how they had to rise at
4:00 in the morning or at 5:00 the latest and then they hurried to the factory or workshop. By car? By
streetcar? No way! In warm weather, on bicycles. In winter they walked for 2,3 or even 4 miles. They
worked drudgingly ten or even twelve hours in steel mills, or ships, in other mills and on docks.

Then men had to really work hard. Those various mechanical devices that are now a help to
workers as yet did not exist. That daily bread came at a great expense. They often had to earn that
bread not only with their sweat but also with their tears and blood.

After supper, the father would talk to them about all that had happened that day at work. The
children would listen, their mouths opened with awe that that was their father.

Then the mother would give a report of her day. In the end the father would question the
children about how they were getting along in school and at home. At our recital in answer to these
questions, sometimes he would smile in satisfaction, but sometimes he frowned and got angry. He
would praise one action and condemn another, he would reprimand another. After he finished his




