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“A woman can do a lot of good — she must only want to do it; with her attitude towards life, full
of high esteem and dignity; with her deep understanding of the magnitude of her duties; with the purity
of her heart and morals. An example of abstinence from alcohol.” So writes Wanda Lakowiczowna.

Now, listen to what Professor Leon Wacholz has to say: “The most serious result which should
be a warning to all habitual drunkards is the fact that drunkenness alters the entire nature and character
of the drunkard be it man or woman.

The level-headed person up to now begins to take on a visible, nervous wildness and shows a
lack of human feelings. His moral feelings disappear, selfishness predominates, selfishness to the highest
degree, which becomes unfeeling, blind and deaf to a brother’s distress and harm. The appearance of
such turning into a brute has been studied and observed by scientists for a long time and today, the
public observes this daily, but unfortunately is helpless.

In men and women who are drunkards, the mind begins to continuously shrink because this
sickly love of self does not allow them to find fault within themselves, but always in a third person.

Psycho-pathology or the study of mental illnesses, has observed that habitual drunks have a
great lack of confidence in dealing with friendly individuals trying to lead them away from their drinking
habit.

On the other hand, they give an absolute confidence to their comrades in drink, revealing to
them the secrets of their heart, exposing everything as if in confession often causing great harm to
themselves. During the war instigators and spies preyed upon the intoxicated thugs and cut-throats.

The mind of a drunk loses its exactitude. That is why the people of a happy organization given
over to revelry generally become habitual liars. In order not to admit to their addiction, they make up
reasons for their inability to get along with others.

They seek forgetfulness of all of their worries and afflictions in the narcotic of alcohol. Here
again they often fall into the curse of illusion. They accuse themselves of transgressions or crimes that in
the past moments had occupied public opinion even though they were not the perpetrators.

It is also a proven fact that alcoholics have an intensive sexual excitability and with this sickly
excitement they awaken revulsion in normal and healthy individuals. Doctors could tell the courts very
much concerning divorce matters, beginning exactly on account of such reasons.

| don’t want to speak further and wider of other divorce situations carried out exactly on
account of such reasons. | don’t want to talk further and wider of other results of uncontrolled
drunkenness, of mental illness, of the gloom of delirium tremens, of the lunatics and so on in order not
accidentally make some listener, a drunkard, become convinced of having such a sickness. Furthermore,
the place for such unfortunate people is an institution for a systematic cure.

Not only parents should know but also everyone preparing for marriage should also know of the
results drunkenness has on their progeny. Alcoholism creates an inborn state of an inherited burden and
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visibly degenerates the race. These are the stigmas of a drunkard: pale eyes, a stammering tongue, half-
closed eyes, a gloomy appearance and a dull mind. Studies prove that epilepsy very often shows up in
the offspring of parents who are heavy drinkers.

Here it is fitting to quote the words of Dr. Thaddeus Konicki: “With today’s revelation to our
younger generation your little dear ones will learn the entire tragic truth about heredity and will
definitely be complaining to their own mothers and fathers. And | certainly would not want to be inside
the skin of such parents who are cursed by God and by their own children. All symptoms of hereditary
illnesses show up in the offspring of chronic drunkards.”

Drunkenness also has enormous influence on social and national matters. The results of
companion drinking are well known, a waste of one’s saved money, a craving for making an impression,
a craving for amusements and in the case of a lack of funds, to find income from wicked sources from
cheating and deception, from attacking someone and from robberies.

| am reading from an old book: “He died from galloping consumption, from drunkenness. He
died from cancer in his stomach from drunkenness. He died from the suppuration of ulcers from
drunkenness. He died from an inflammation of the lungs from drunkenness. He died from apoplexy from
drunkenness. He died from an inflammation of the brain from drunken ness. He died from delirium
tremens from drunkenness. He died from swelling (dropsy) from drunkenness.

And how does drunkenness, already early on stamp its lovers and chosen ones? Their hands and
their head shake from drunkenness. Their legs are covered with festering sores from drunkenness. They
look half-witted from drunkenness. They have a red nose from drunkenness. They suffer from
indigestion from drunkenness. They have an aversion to food from drunkenness. They became crazy
from drunkenness. They were taken to an insane asylum from drunkenness.”

Maybe it isn’t pleasant to hear these words but this is the truth, the bitter truth. May these
words pinch, prod and sting you. May they irritate, anger and cause you to revolt. I’'m concerned about
the human goodness. It concerns the one thing; that our people would live in moderation and with
restraint.

Then, truly there will be a rebirth of the personal, family, civic and national virtues.
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March 2, 1958
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

We are at the beginning of Lent. It is time for fasting and mortification or a time for a moderate
usage of food and drink. There always were and always will be people who as the Apostle wrote — “their
belly is their god.”

They are similar to the rich man who is described by the Evangelist, “as one who used
bountifully every day” but for that “he is now buried in hell.” People forget that food and drink is meant
to be the means of maintaining one’s life but is not the purpose of life, for man does not live in order to
eat and drink, but eats and drinks in order to live.

Over eating or gluttony along with drunkenness becomes a mortal sin as many times as it ruins
one’s health or renders the person incapable of fulfilling his duties. When he loses consciousness or
scandalizes his family or others.

Our Savior warned all of us when He reminded us: “Take care so that your hearts may not be
burdened by gluttony and drunkenness.”

From this point to the talk for today entitled:
DRUNKENNESS THE MOTHER OF ALL VICES

History teachers us that even the pagans loathed drunkenness. Seneca, the Roman philosopher
called a drunk “the rotten grave of the mind.” The poet Horace called a drunk “his own blood-thirst.”

When a cup of an intoxicating drink was given to the Greek philosopher Diogenes, he poured it
out on the ground saying, “It referred to being poured out, therefore | poured it out, but I didn’t pour it
into myself because | value myself more than | value this drink; it is better that they trample this drink
on the ground rather than |, after drinking it, should myself roll in the mud.”

Among the Greeks there was a law that anyone who due to drunkenness lost his property, that
person was not permitted to be buried on a public cemetery, but on a dunghill on land down below; the
Romans considered drunks as incapable and unworthy to fulfill or carry out any public office. The
Spartans of ancient Greece deliberately got their prisoners drunk in order to awaken in their children a
repugnance to drunkenness. An old law in Spain forbid calling to court as a witness a person who was

seen drunk even once.

Here in our beloved America, there was a laws in several States that the judge did not send a
person to prison if he were arrested for drunkenness, but he ordered him to be beaten. He was given
from 5 to 100 lashes on naked skin.

Everyone scorns a drunkard. His own children are ashamed of him. Nobody trusts him. Everyone
is afraid to entrust him with any matter of importance. Everyone refuses him work which demands
consideration and concentration. How often we hear people say with disgust, “He drank like a dirty
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dog.” Truly nothing brings a person so close to a senseless animal as drunkenness. Experts say that no
other sin destroys the image and likeness of God in a person so completely as drunkenness, to the
extent that Satan can be triumphant that he ruined that which God made; he ruined the mind of man,
for now he cannot think; he ruined the man’s heart, eradicating in him all noble feelings and virtuous
outbursts; he ruined his powers of resistance for a drunkard does that which he would never dare to do
if he were sober.

Is it possible to see and recognize the image of God in that drunkard lying on the ground? Where
is his mind or will power? Nevertheless, such a drunkard, even before he falls unconscious, unusually
often, becomes very happy.

It was to such that St. Augustine called out: “O, co-heir of Christ, why are you so happy, you
drunkard? Is it because you are sneering to yourself at the passion of your Savior? Or is it because you
have become a companion to the senseless animals?”

Now listen to a few examples not taken from Biblical times nor from the times of the Middle
Ages, but from our times from modern life.

Last year there was a heavy, oppressive e winter. Clouds of snow driven by a strong, sharp and
cold wind, piercing g all passers-by with shivers, beat against the window of a one story house that
stood on a poorly lighted side street on the southern side of one of our bigger American cities.

The strong wind and the snow storm seemed to increase with every minute; outside it was
constantly growing darker and heavy and black clouds foretelling evil covered with a thick sheet the
heavens which already were doleful. Only here and there a star pierced the clouds, looking with
puzzlement and with, as it were shame at this valley of tears where there was so much adversity,
suffering and human sadness.

But let us look inside this little house. There we will see a picture of gloom and sadness. Bare
walls, a clean floor but without even a piece of carpet and a cold stove. A young woman is seated on a
chair near an empty table.

There are four little children around her, all poorly dressed and are shivering from the cold.
Imploringly, these little ones are reaching out their hands to their mother and are calling out
imploringly: “Mom, give us something to eat; give us at least a piece of bread! Mom, aren’t we getting
anything today?”

At these pleas of her weeping children, tears fill the eyes of the mother, sorrow and pain seize
her heart and despair tugs at her mind. How difficult it is for her to tell her children that there is not
even a crumb of bread in their house. That she gave them the last of what they had for lunch.

Poor mother! Suppressing her own tears, she quieted her children, cheering them to await their
Dad’s return who will soon return and will bring them bread and money for today is their day for pay.
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She says this, although she feels differently in her heart, for today’s scene is nothing new it has repeated
itself for years. The wife of a drunkard knows better.

The children became quiet; they leaned their little heads on their arms, forgetting for a while
that they are sad and cold and hungry. Those poor little children! They have a father who is a drunk and
an ill-starred fellow. With no success you await your brutal father.

For him it is all so good, so warm and so comfortable. He received his weekly pay and he
instantly forgot about his wife and children. He is now seated in a chair in a room filled with smoke and
with the smell of booze and intoxicating fumes from drunken throats.

Before them, on a dirty table, there are a few whiskey glasses and an almost empty quart of
whiskey. From the drink-sodden lips of drunken students there pours forth dirty jokes and double-
meaning jokes which betray the level of these drunken minds.

Fittingly, someone considered a drunkard a Judas, because a drunkard sells his wife, children,
property, health of body and soul for a bottle of liquor. For our here liquor has not only robbed his heart
of all feeling but has also drowned his memory. He does not feel the pain and worry of his wife, an
upright and patient woman, who put her hungry and weeping children to sleep; he doesn’t hear that
sincere prayer from that dark, cold little room, flowing to the throne of the Most High God from the lips
of these innocent children, for their despicable father, for their drunkard father so that God would bring
him to his senses, that He would strengthen his will and bring his heart to repentance.

The tearful mother reminded her children: “Children, pray that God would lead Daddy to see
that he is doing wrong, so that he would stop getting drunk.”

The children folded their hands and whispered “Hail Mary.” With that prayer on their lips, they
fell asleep. Weeping and hunger sealed the eyelids of these innocent children and prevented them from
seeing the sad and humiliating picture of their drunken father returning home in the early hours of the
morning. The tears and pleas of his poor and worried wife made no impression on him.

A few months later, during summer, when he was returning home, having wasted his entire
weekly pay, he fell into a gutter in which there was about an inch of water and he choked to death. They
found him with his lips and drunkard’s throat filled with mud and dirt from the gutter. Like his life, such
was his death. He lived poorly as a husband and father and was drunk. Thus, his life ended poorly. So
ends every incorrigible drunkard — suddenly and unexpectedly.

Years ago, when | used to go about for “Kolenda” and for an annual collection, | chanced upon
various scenes. Some were noble and edifying. Others were base and scandalous. For example: | enter a
home; there is a lot of dirt and disorder inside. It is stuffy and there is a musty odor. On the floor there is
dirt and bread crumbs; by the sink, there is a stack of unwashed bowls, plates, etc. On the stove there
are two pots. In one, some sort of meat and in the other, potatoes still in their skins.
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On the floor, two boys are playing. A 10 year old girl is busying herself at the stove. A woman is
sitting at the table; her hair is disheveled, her cheeks are flushed, her brow is clouded, her eyes glow like
two fiery coals and before her stands - a bottle.

This woman is looking at me with a scornful look and a half-crazy sneer. The little girl comes
close to me and whispers shamefully: “Father Justin, please come tomorrow because today our mother
is drunk again.”

Yes, there by the table, she sat, drunk again, she who should be the support and comforter of
her husband and the guardian angel of her children, the family and of the home. Dirt in the home, dirt in
the heart and dirt in the drunken mind. What a hideous picture of a mother-drunkard!

When we read in the newspapers about how drunkenness is spreading and growing in countries
beyond the seas, we criticize them, we deplore the fact and we are scandalized. But, let us look into our
own back yard because here too, there is a great deal of weeds.

Try to understand this, | beg you, that | was never an advocate for prohibition but, neither am | a
fanatic. | do not condemn a person for the moderate, restrained and sensible use of God’s gifts; a small
bottle or two of wholesome beer, a small glass or two of wine, with pepper or without pepper. The
doctors permit this and often prescribe it for stomach disorders and cardiac defects.

But to pour these liquids as into a feeding trough or as into a gasoline tank, pouring oneself into
unconsciousness that is nothing other than slow, gradual suicide — a double suicide for one not only
poisons the body, but also the soul. And this is the pain of all pains.

In our present times what is considered as entertainment and is in style? A sincere answer was
given us by a student of higher education who said sarcastically: “There is no entertainment without
getting drunk.”

Considering this one drinks at every occasion and even when there is no occasion just in order to
get drunk so that there would b e a roaring in one’s head, just in order to forget About everything and
live only for the moment and the mood.

“They drink without measure. They drink at dances, they drink because it is someone’s feast day
or birthday; they drink on the occasion of an engagement, a wedding, a christening or a funeral. They
drink at various parties. Above all of this Americans go on with the order of the day.

In vain are the warnings of the American Medical Association which sounds the alarm verifying
that statistics show that drunkenness causes a huge per cent of murders, suicides, insanity or dementia,
imbeciles and cretins and idiots, accidents on ships and railroads, in mines and in factories; wrecks and
automobile accidents; people who become poverty-stricken or dependent upon various public charities;
consumptives, people of certain contagious diseases, and those guilty of various crimes.”

This is to what a person exposes himself who, “when he was sober didn’t understand; he has
been compared to senseless animals and became similar to them.”
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The following scene of life comes from Wanda Lakowiczow: “Every day after work, he came
home drunk and already from the threshold a scene. The crashing of a chair that was thrown, the rattle
of the smashing of the rest of our miserable dishes, the tragic echo resounding through the lack of space
of our dim corner.

Passers-by omitting that house, hastened their step making a face to show their repugnance, or
they would laugh in contempt or sometimes out of pity.

The children, crying who had been chased out of the room were on those dirty steps. Their
mother, her face gray from fear, was roaming thoughtlessly about or she was jerking that door of her
house that was locked on the inside.

This is the way it was for many hears; every day! When finally he was refused any type of work
everywhere on account of his drunkenness he began carrying out of the house his children’s dresses to
get liquor. When there was nothing left that he could carry out, he began stealing from his wife the few
bloody pennies that she had earned by doing people’s laundry and scrubbing floors.

Always, from the gray corners of their tight dwelling with stains of dampness and dirt and
oppressive misery, there hung like a curse over this wasted life that had run off the track.

The children, who were always pale, threw themselves on whatever food that certainly wasn’t
fancy that was brought to them, with the greed of starving animals.

Whiskey! A wasted life! A ruined life! A life that is gray, low thoughtless — the life of an animal!
Life like a filthy rag from which hands move back in revulsion. Material, physical and moral ruin!

That man in the prime of his life who lies unconscious under the fence of that house, or that one
submerged in the filth of the gutter, a picture that is almost seen daily, in his shocking lowliness, that
testifies very eloquently to his resignation from the dignity of being human.

This probably means little, this is unimportant — grunt . . .vodka. . .alcohol! Perhaps this is why
the painted lips of young women sing these terrible words with such ease and fervor; today so modern
and at one time, a gutter song: “Alcohol, the destruction of humanity!” They sing and they drink! A
liquor glass, wrapped in cigarette smoke, in the hand of a young lady has become today in some social
circles a symbol of elegance and good taste. This is fashionable, a little stylized, a little like in the movies,
a little like in a fashionable coffee house.

The women are drinking, those who noisily and pompously call themselves the priestesses of the
family hearth. Is it therefore stranger that their father, brothers and husbands drink? Hence, in their
footsteps follows indigence, debts, misunderstandings in their married life, arguments and sickliness in
their children.

And their home which should radiate warmth that brings warmth to cold, lonely hearts that are
worn out by the sadness of ashen days, this home terrifies them, repelling them with its lack of peace.




