[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image6.jpg
your blood and gone into the world yourself. Your child, or your children even,
saw you as a hero, a guardian, a benefactor. You became a traitor, tyrant, and a
wicked Judas. Do you not hear how children’s lips, every morning and evening,
whisper prayers to the Holy Infant, for your reform, your conversion, your return?
You, prodigal wife, why do you also, oblivious to your pledged vow of love and
faithfulness and marital honesty trample upon it so brutally? Does the honor of a
woman not have any meaning to you? For it is a jewel, this most expensive stone,
in the crown of honor, glory, respect and adoration which the Catholic Church
crowned the head of the Christian wife! You, prodigal mother, what do you have to
say for yourself? Can you justify yourself before God — before your conscience and
before your children? Has your maternal heart, once so kind and warm, turned so
to stone that even the cry and sobs of your abandoned children not move you?
Remember, how you once cradled them to your heart? Remember how many
sleepless nights you spent on lullabies? With your children, you cried, with your
children, you rejoiced! And now? Why this change? Maybe at this moment, your
children in orphanages, maybe with kind people, maybe abandoned, on their knees
in the corner, plead to God for pity and mercy for their unscrupulous mother! Is it
not better, prodigal mother, that you return home? — Prodigal son, what can you
say? And you, prodigal daughter, what do you have in your defense? You left your
father and mother, brothers and sisters, went with strangers, who under the guise of
good will take advantage of you, and then? Then crumpled and mangled, broken
and trampled, cast off, you end off among strangers and unfriendly people, in the
hospital or in the shelter! Today, yes today, the heart of your father and mother are
affectionate for you; your parents will welcome you with open arms, hug you to
themselves, and pressing your crestfallen and tired heads to their parental bosoms,
today you will find there peace and consolation, rest and relief! Yes, prodigal son
and prodigal daughter, is it not better to return home?

Finally, kind radio listeners, should we not all ask ourselves if it is not time
to turn back on the road of life and think about returning to the home of our God,
Father, Creator and Redeemer? For where else, is it in strange homes that we can
find what only He can give us? Where do we find consolation in our sadness?
Where, relief in our suffering? Where, relief in carrying our cross? Where, help in
our poverty? Where? Only at the feet of Him, who himself experienced and went
through suffering, which no other person has endured, until at the foot of the cross
He hung and in terrible suffering, he cried: “My God, My God, why have you
forsaken me?” Only at the side of Him, who cried: “Foxes have dens and birds of
the air have nests, but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.” — Only at the
heart of Him, who said: “I have compassion on this multitude, because they
continue with me now three days, and have nothing to eat: and I will not send them
away fasting, lest they collapse on the way.” And so everyone, return to the home
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of our Father! There and only there, joy and peace, which the world does not know
and cannot give!
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Father Justin, pages 238-245
March 1, 1959

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

Since the first Sunday of last season, letters started to come in. This gladdens
me greatly. However, many of these letters, almost too many, contain painful
complaints, which upon reading cause a person to lose hope in the nobility and
justice of people, or at least to doubt them! It is sad, very sad, that something
similar is happening among our people. They are ripping off the chain links of
marital and family love. Husbands abandon their wives — fathers abandon their
children — they leave them to the mercy of fate; wives reject their husbands,
mothers disown their own children, and with eyes wide open, go to waste. Sons
and daughters forget God’s fourth commandment: “Honor your father and your
mother.” — they listen to the whispers of jealous neighbors or the urging of their
peers in age and mind, they cast off the threshold of family homes, and go into the
world! Wherever you cast your eye, we see sad and in-mourning figures! Traitor
husbands — heartless father — unfaithful wives — unmerciful mothers — stubborn
sons — disobedient daughters. In the shadows of this great army come hunger and
abjection, anger and jealous, revenge and curse. There is no lack of sudden deaths!
No wonder! The conscience is a bug, from which a person cannot run or hide. It
bites in the days and the nights, never gives you any peace. The culprit thus
searches for relief from the pain, first in drink, then in all sorts of indulging, often
in excesses, finally exhausted, discouraged, glutted but still unhappy and
unsatisfied, searches for the solution of this complicated puzzle of human life. One
thought comes to his mind. To free himself, finish it all. Water or poison; rope or a
revolver. Countless casualties, in these ways, put an end, a sad end, to their lives,
broken, miserably spent, bringing shame and disgrace to their families, and
especially to their innocent children. This would concern me little or not at all, if
this was happening among the pagan people or among the barbarians; however,
when we consider that this is taking place every day among our compatriots,
among the descendants of a nation famous in the whole world for its saintliness
and chivalry. Ah, this is a sad, very sad image, which I present to my listeners
entitled:

“The Prodigal Ones!”

Listen to this letter, written from Chicago: “Good Father: I am sixteen years old.
There are eight of us kids in the family. Our mother, although she is unwell, must
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go to work. Our father, five years ago, when he was making a good living, left us
and went off with another woman, who also abandoned her home. Our father
would lose at cards and drink through what he earned. We are poor, and every day
we pray, that are mother will be healthy, for what would we do?” A second letter
also from Chicago: “I am the mother of four children. I lost my health from worry
and heavy work. For two weeks I have laid in bed, maybe also because I
occasionally would not eat enough, so that the children would have more food, and
we do not have enough money to buy a piece of meat. My husband, at the urging
of others, left me and my children; he currently sits on faith with another woman. It
seems to me that I sometimes lose my mind when I think of how my husband
treated me. Please pray that God takes pity on us!” A third letter from Pittsburgh:
“I am ten years old, I write to Father Justin with a plea for help. That Father Justin
would know how our father was wicked. He was always drunk. Mom got help
from the association. Dad, when mom brought home the check, would kick, beat
and pull our mother’s hair, until she gave him the check. He would go off to the
neighbors’ somewhere and come back drunk. He drank through what we were
going to use to buy food. Three weeks ago he walked out the house; he said, that
we will never see him again. We do not know what has happened to him.” A fourth
letter from East Pittsburgh: “What am I to do? Has God abandoned me and my
children? My life, 37 years old, left home, me, and two children and went off into
the world with another man, and he is not a Pole. To my wife, although she did not
care for the home, only went off to card parties and theaters every evening, I never
said a bad word. I thought the she would get better. Two months ago, she took out
all my savings from the bank, seven hundred dollars and ran off.” A fifth letter
from Detroit, “I know that Reverend Father does not have time, however please
read my letter; we do not have anyone to take pity on us, and what’s more, we are
embarrassed of our father, who has left us. He never went to church. He belonged
to some association, and every time he came back from a meeting, he brought
home a few friends. Together at the bottle, they swore, blasphemed God, and made
fun of religion. When our mom pleaded that they would stop, then our father
would tell her off and beat our mother! Can we respect such a father? Yesterday he
threatened that he would murder us, he went off and we do not know what has
happened to him.” A sixth letter from Cleveland: “I do not know what I am to do
with my two daughters. One is seventeen and the other fifteen. Both have left
home, because the neighbors’ daughters talked them into it. There was not one
evening of the week, when they would be home. Every evening somewhere else!
At dances, especially somewhere in some halls. They would come home every
night at four or five in the morning; when I pleaded with them and admonished
them, they would make fun of me. As God is my witness, I only wanted them to
not fall into misfortune, and they went away me! Today they do not even look at
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me, and my heart is bursting with anguish.” A seventh letter from Buffalo: “Please
advise me: I had only two sons! Both never wanted to work, but in the days and
nights they either stood on the corners of Broadway, or in “pool rooms”! In the
morning they would come back drunk. Two times they beat me up because I did
not want to open the door for them. A week ago, they took everything they could,
even the tablecloths and left home. They leave at their partners’ in the attic.”

An eighth letter from Buffalo: “At this moment, we do not have any bread at
home; the children are shivering from cold; my husband not long ago took out the
rest of the money from the bank, drove out of the city with another woman, and
left me without a cent. I am ashamed to ask for help. My husband had not been to
Holy Reconciliation for 20 years. In our home, we had hell. You could not please
him in anything! The children would run from him. For others he was pleasant, and
for his own, like the worst tyrant.” The last letter, from Hamtramck, Michigan:
“My seventeen-year-old daughter ran away from home, because she said I am too
“old-fashioned”! for her. Three or four times a week, she would bring home
another of a different nationality and a different faith. When I cautioned her, she
said: For you, mom, bread and coffee is enough, because in the old country, you
did not have anything more, but I need more money and fun. He is rich, he can
give me everything, you two give me nothing. Why does it matter that he is not
Polish and not Catholic? That doesn’t matter at all. Money is everything.” Please,
Father, I have my own home, clean and well-furnished. This daughter was a good
child until she went to work in a hotel. From that time, she has changed so much
that I cannot recognize her. I pray for her that she comes to her senses before it’s
too late.”

Do not these letters read to you, show that even among those, who are the
descendants of a nation famous to the world for virtues, which no other nationality
can boast of, that even among these, the damage and rot put down ever deeper
roots and bear similar fruits? How many tears and sobs, how much complaining,
how much abjection and poverty, how many broken hearts, how many warped
beings in spirit and body, stand at the road of life or rather fall down on the road of
life? We don’t know. Only God knows. At this moment stands before me the
figure of the prodigal son. Listen to part of the account of this historical figure,
given by Christ himself. At home, a good and loving father watched over him; at
his side, stood the older brother, always willing to advise and help. However, he
felt badly under his father’s roof. He felt like a slave. He wanted to go into the
world and to use the world. He led a debauched life; he wasted his inheritance; he
fell into abjection and poverty. To not die of hunger, he willingly took a position as
a swineherd! Sitting by a trough, dying of hunger, he began to think on his

! Translator’s footnote: the original is in English.




image4.jpg
misfortune. He recognized his transgression. He admitted his own fault. He said to
himself: “how many hired servants of my fathers have bread enough, and here I
perish of hunger! I will arise and go to my father, and will say unto him: Father I
have sinned against heaven, and before you. I am no more worthy to be called your
son, make me as one of your hired servants.” Not procrastinating and putting it off
for the future, in this moment, he turned his resolution into action. The result and
happy ending are well known to you! Let me speak to you, kind radio listeners,
using images from daily life. These are examples which must make an impression
on you!

Near the city of Buffalo, there lived on a farm a Pole, who for very
important reasons changed his last name. The reasons were that in the city he left
his wife and two small children, so he then changed not only his last name but also
his faith. He had to, since he ran off with a young girl, had a court wedding, and
our faith does not allow that. On the farm, which he bought with money stolen
from his rightful wife and poor children, this dishonest and unconscientious father
lived like a hermit. Without God and without friends. After years of an almost
prisonlike life, it seemed that the world had forgotten about him. Maybe so! God
however remembered! He never forgets. The hour of God’s justice was drawing
near. One summer evening, the farmer walked along his farm and looked at the
night. He was somehow uncertain and restless. He returned home, where his wife
was going to bed as well as his three children. He laid down for a rest himself.
Sleep did not come. He got up and sat at the table. He thought. It was after
midnight. Black and heavy clouds covered the moon. From time to time, lightning
tore through the heavens, then a fierce grumbling of thunder, foreshadowing a
storm. Ever closer and closer. Then all of a sudden, with a great boom, a hissing
projectile of lightning struck the dwelling of the poor wretch, who always thought
that he would be safe from God’s justice. Firemen came, but it was too late. The
fire was raging! In the morning, on the coals were found the burnt corpses of the
man, woman and three children! Such an ending came to the husband and father —
the prodigal one!

At the time of the first World War, here in Buffalo, we had the following
incident. In one of our local parishes a wedding took place. Seemingly everything
was okay, but this was only on the surface. This was the fourth time that the old
man played the role of a groom. With the first wife, he had a church wedding at the
schismatics’; with the second, in court; with the third, in front of a minister, and
finally he tried a Roman Catholic church. I personally went to the parents of the
fourth bride and told them the whole sad story. At this, the parents stayed
completely silent! T asked that they call over the daughter. She came. I to this point
did not have any idea what is meant by and of what the tongue of an angered and
impertinent woman is capable. On my rightful warnings — from her lips poured
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flowing lava of anger and rage. My story was well known to her. But she did not
care about anything. Three years later her so-called husband, in a drunken fit,
grabbed the revolver which he always carried with him, he packed a few bullets
into her, shot off the child’s head and made himself a corpse on the spot. So here is
the end of the husband — the prodigal one!

Now we are in the hospital. A twenty-year-old Polish woman lays at the
doors of death. She dies alone, abandoned by everyone. Two years ago she lived
with her parents and her siblings. Healthy, godly, and hardworking. She got into
the wrong crowd. Theaters, dance halls, “parties” and “night clubs”?, this sad story
ended with a forced wedding in court. Laughed at, maltreated, out of despair she
swallowed arsenic. Where is her supposed husband now? Where are her friends?
Where are her mother and father? Where are her beloved siblings? — Poor child!
Her eyes are filled with blood; her cheeks burned by the flush of an ominous fever
and misted with bitter tears. Her lips barely move. Just one deep and pitiful sigh,
and here is the end — of the prodigal daughter. If we could tear off the curtain of
similar scenes, constantly taking place behind the walls of the Homes of the Good
Shepherd, correction houses, varied shelters and hospitals, we would see how it is
not worth it to play only the first part of the tragic prodigal sons and daughters!

One more picture. In a dark jail cell, sits a morose young man. This prisoner
is a criminal, thief, and murderer. His eyes glow ominously. His forehead
wrinkled, his face distorted. He will never know freedom again. Pensive. In front
of his eyes, his family home passes by, his respectable father and saintly mother.
Why did he not listen to them, when they asked him to leave his friends and stay
far away from them? He sees how in the court, his old father looked upon him with
eyes filled with pain and pity, and his mother fainted from fright. It’s too late.
Today the heavy prison gates slammed behind him, never to open again. Here is
the sad end — of the prodigal son.

Now I return to these prodigal husbands and fathers; wives and mothers;
sons and daughters, posing to them one short and emphatic question: If this sort of
life worth it? I repeat once more: Is it worth it to live like this? Let your conscience
answer for you, for God will judge you! Your prodigal husband, remember to
yourself, the day when you knelt at the foot of the altar and took this solemn oath:
“I pledge you love, faithfulness and marital honesty, and that I will not leave you
until death do us part.” Look at what you have done? You have broken the vow,
you have broken the oath sworn to God! Maybe in this moment your rightful wife,
pours out bitter tears and prays for you!” Do you not think that it is better to return
home? You, prodigal father, what have you done? You have behaved worse than a
creature without reason. You have abandoned the flesh of your flesh, blood from

2 Translator’s footnote: the originals for these two are in English.




