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instances the art of medicine can do nothing and all efforts of the most talented doctors are helpless
and to no purpose.

| was asked to inform this unfortunate man of the results of his examination and the
consultation of the doctors. | did this as | knew how. The sick man cast me the look of a man condemned
to death. Tears stood in his eyes and filled his eyes to the brim. Then, two big tears, big as peas, trickled
down his cheeks and fell on the bed sheets. Some sort of spasm shook his body several times and he fell
into a faint.

When they were reviving him, | moved off to the side. He had barely regained consciousness
when he began searching restlessly with his eyes over the doctors and nurses who were present. Finally,
his eyes rested on me. | went over to his bed.

“Please return here tomorrow morning for | want to make a good confession.” This and nothing
more.

The next day, he made his holy confession. It was long — very long. It was also sincere, flowing
from a contrite heart.

About six weeks later, he began to lose not only his sight, but also his memory and his mind.
Shortly after, they had to dress him in a strait jacket for his own protection. Despite that, even then he
threw himself about like a wild beast.

You won’t believe me when | tell you that, out of despair, he drove his fingers into the wall by
his bed and managed to dig out holes that were an inch deep. Out of pain and despair, he bit his own
fingers. And this is how he lived about five more months. Finally, death mercifully closed his eyes and
the life of one more young person was ended for he didn’t know how to live.

Have you ever thought about the way people live? If not let me give you a certain comparison.
We say that children are naive, they waste time, they are credulous and so on. Do adolescents and those
who are already fully grown — do they create a crowd of old children? | will go farther and say without
fear of exaggerating or telling a lie that some people behave senselessly.

Let’s take a drunkard. He lives just in order to drink. The pleas of his wife mean nothing, neigher
do the tears of his ragged and undernourished children. The life of a drunkard, the happiness ofa
drunkard is that bottle, glass and whiskey glass.

A habitual drunkard will guzzle away his wife, his children and himself. He ends up miserably for
he falls as a sacrifice to his addiction, ruining the happiness of his nearest and dearest and killing off
himself. Why? Because he doesn’t know how to live.

Or, let’s take those who are under the impression that life is one unbroken path of joy and play.
For one short time of apparent satisfaction or diversion, they dedicate their happiness and peace and
once this is lost it never returns. These kinds of people do not live. They exist like senseless beings or
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they just vegetate like trees or plants. And there is the least use of these. Such life is without a purpose,
without help without strength.

And again it ends with a surfeit, bitterness, dissatisfaction which leads to a miserable ending of
life’s journey, with a rope, a bullet or poison. The seas of life endlessly throw out on the shores of the
world the ship wrecked persons who didn’t know how to live.

The life of a person is like a ship on the ocean of the world. If the ship has an experienced man
at the wheel, despite storms, winds and hurricanes, he will successfully reach the port. Man himself is
his own steersman of life. This steersman is gifted not only with a mind, but also with a free will. He
should guide himself with these gifts. | repeat, he should live intelligently and freely. Not senselessly and
wantonly.

Every steersman has an instrument called a compass to help him. It is the instrument used to
show the proper direction for the journey. In our life such a compass is our faith which points out and
teaches us where happiness lies, what we must do and how we must live, what we should be aware of
and what we should avoid in order to live happily. We have all the principles of a true life in a small
booklet — the catechism.

We should recognize these principles; we should incorporate these principles into our daily
usage. It is then that we will recognize the art of living.

| remind everyone who hears my voiced not to follow the teaching that today poisons souls,
especially those of young people as it insolently teaches that the aim of life is that unlimited freedom of
usage, because that is nothing other than unpunished wantonness and the misuse of the gifts of God;
that God only thought this up as mythological, that has been outlived and unnecessary for a long time,
that the law of morality that opposes human freedom, that the commandments of God these creations
of human minds that impede human happiness, and that only he will find happiness who bravely severs
the shackles and bonds of faith.

Listen to how they teach, listen and remember: “When you come here, kiss faith goodbye and
tell her that what was right is wrong, what was wrong is right. The old laws are abolished, they cannot
be crossed or broken they are dead. The sanction is dead. There is nothing wicked, nothing strange in
the world. What the heart desires, or any part of the body, that is the law.” Don’t believe because living
according to these and similar principles, you will never learn the art of life, but you will break yourself
morally, mentally and physically, and the waves of life will cast off one the shores of life one more
sacrifice of one who didn’t know how to live.
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November 9, 1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Years ago, when my health was better, | used to travel a great deal. That means that these
programs of The Rosary Hour were given in various places, from churches, parish halls and even from
local halls in the presence of much publicity. Amongst the public audience there would be quite a few
youth. The faces of these young men were honest and upright and from them shone the joy of life while
their eyes shone with satisfaction and goodness.

I say this not to gain praise or good will from them, but | am just stressing an actual and real
fact. Looking at this picture that is so pleasant and joyful spread out before my eyes spontaneous
questions arise in my mind. They throw themselves at me insistently, demanding an answer.

These are the questions: “What will the future bring to our young people? Success or adversity?
Joy or sorrow? Satisfaction or trouble? What will happen within a year? Within five years? Within ten
years?

True, our future is hidden by a heavy curtain of silence. True, the judgments of Divine
Providence are not known to us. True, in guessing we can make mistakes however in our imagination we
are allowed to tear apart or rather move aside the curtains of the future and from past experiences,
more or less with average precision, ascertain that the future will bring us various surprises. And these
surprised are going to be sad, painful and bloody. They will knock one or another off his feet. | repeat,
literally, they will knock him off his feet.

From the eyes of some they will squeeze bitter tears; from the hearts of others they will draw
blood, to the very last drop. With some, they will not only stifle, but completely suppress the voice of
conscience; from other souls they will tear out their faith, and those faces which today are covered with
a smile and satisfaction will be overcast by clouds of bitterness, discouragement and disgust. Those eyes
from which today there is a glow with a willingness and passion for life are now overcast by clouds of
surfeit and indifference.

The lips of some of them open throwing out this complaint that is full of bitter pain: “Life is
worthless; life is empty and hollow. Therefore, it is not worth living!” Not true, and once again, not true!
Life is a treasure that is valuable and priceless. Life is rich; life is abundant therefore, it is worth living.
However, one must know how to live.

Therefore, | come to you today with a talk entitled:
THE ART OF LIFE

Famous Father Toth writes an interesting story for us that was told to him by a certain official. A
young girl worked in an office with me. During all of the years that we worked together, | never heard
her speak of anything else besides clothing and games.




image2.jpeg
She lived modestly and often she didn’t eat. She denied herself everything in order to be able to
spend more money on her clothes and adornment. As a result of her poor nourishment, she came to the
point that she developed consumption. | heard that she is already close to death.

| went to visit her. | gently reminded her of eternal life and | begged her to prepare herself for
this great step. She laughed and told me not to worry about that. She only had one worry in which
according to her that | would be able to help her.

| asked her what was the object of her great worry. | was horrified when she answered me: “So
that | would be beautiful even in the coffin. Therefore, if you want to do me a big favor, open that
drawer. There is an iron there and a spirit lamp. Curl my hair.

The only and last wish of a dying person: “Curl my hair!” This is the picture of an individual who
did not understand the purpose of human life. She concentrated all of her activities and this for many
years, striving only to achieve and preserve the beauty of her body. She dedicated her work, her pay and
her thoughts only towards that.

In order to maintain her beauty, she made every effort to achieve beauty, she thought about
beauty, she worked for beauty, she worried about her beauty and during her life-time, she slowly was
putting together her own coffin and little by little and involuntarily, she was digging her own grave, and
without reflection, in her pursuit of beauty, she sought the crowning of her efforts in the cemetery. And
there, too, she finally found rest and peace, prematurely, because she did not know how to live.

| am sure that all of you still remember the times of Prohibition. Those were times which caused
more moral perversions than any other factor not eliminating any. | am selecting two stances.

A very worried and despairing mother came to me. She was shedding such bitter tears as though
her heart was about to burst from pain. And what happened? Her 17 years old daughter, disobedient,
arrogant and hard, sold her soul and body to those human phantoms who prey upon the credulity of the
gullible. In short, evening after evening, she was going to one of the dens of Negroes. What she did
there and how she behaved one can only imagine, but one cannot write about it and this is forbidden.

Her mother was lamenting and weeping. “Father, | never expected that my own child would
bring us such shame and will cover our name with such shame. What can | tell God and how can | excuse
myself?”

That very evening, | went to visit that family in order to talk with that girl. She was an unusual
type. One doesn’t often come across such an occasion. She was tall and slender like a wild poplar tree.
She held her head high and looked haughty. Her bloodless lips were tightly closed as by pliers. On these
lips there played a sneer of icy cynicism. Her brow was covered with a cloud of impatience and
dissatisfaction.

She greeted me with these words: “So my old and crazy mother has again been complaining
about me? That’s all for nothing. | am living this way because | want to and | would like to see somebody
stop me. | want to live my own life in my own way.”
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When | called her attention to the fact that she was still too young, too inexperienced and that
she still doesn’t know life, nor people nor the world and that every person must keep certain laws and
that it is not necessary to waste oneself. To all this do you know what she told me?

Curtly and passionately she said, “Raise your own kids and bring them up your way. | only live
once and | want to enjoy life and take everything it gives me.”

A few months later, the mother came to me again telling me that her daughter left the house. |
had forgotten about her completely.

A few years later | got a letter. It was written from a hospital that was located in a small town
not far from Buffalo. Despite the fact that the surname was English, the letter was written in Polish. The
patient begged me and pleaded with me to come visit her as soon as possible.

| went there and learned from the nurses that this woman is under observation and is suffering
from a certain terrible social sickness which affects the body and the mind. It ends up without exception
with a physical, moral and mental deterioration.

| entered the hospital cell and | looked at the bed. A woman was lying there or rather something
that represents the figure of a woman — skin and bones. The woman didn’t take her eyes off me. She
penetrated me with her look from which fear and horror issued. When | stood near her bed, | heard
some sort of odd whisper, as though it were coming from some sort of deep and empty cave.

The sick woman dragged out painfully in a tearful voice: “Father, evidently you neither
remember me nor do you even recognize me. | am the person who years ago took such an arrogant
stand and said that | could live as | pleased. | said that | wanted to live my own life. And that is what |
did.

First, | took part in all of the negro activities. | was ready for everything; | wasn’t choosy in
anything. | spent entire nights dancing and in familiar behavior and | used whatever pleased me. | was
never fully satisfied and was always chasing after something. In the end, | listened to some wealthy
negro and | went to live with him. Three times | underwent a private operation.

| ended up without any friends; he threw me out of his house. | went to the police and they sent
me here. | feel that | am dying. | feel that death is reaching out its hand for me. If only | could at least
kiss the hands and feet of my parents and apologize to them for all of the worry that | caused them to
suffer.

| lived widely and broadly and for this | am dying; | am paying for it, paying dearly. Maybe God
will forgive me for that for the fact that | humbled myself!”

Her holy confession lasted a long time. The contrition and sorrow of this poor, gullible Magdalen
spoke to me more eloquently than any teaching given by the most eloquent preacher that | ever heard
in my life.
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| don’t know, but some strange sorrow tugged at my heart for in this poor sacrifice of gullibility
and recklessness, | saw these other many sacrifices, these unfortunate individuals who, despite the
pleas, begging and reminders, let themselves loose on the waves of life and allow themselves to be
carried to death and to the grave. It is a pity, a huge pity — a sincere pity that these poor individuals did
not know how to live.

Before World War Il the daily newspapers in Poland gave us a characteristic story. A man
named John Leszczynski, after living for a few years in the United States, returned to Poland. During his
stay in America, he stinted on providing himself with even the most necessary things. Despite the fact
that he worked hard, he was not properly clothed nor was he properly nourished. He walked about
almost in rags and as for food he just lived on scraps that others threw away. He always economized in
everything and everywhere. Thus, he saved up several thousands of dollars for himself.

In the end, he had an opportunity to return to Poland. Not believing or trusting anyone, he
buried all of his saved money in the ground. After several months of unrest and nervousness, wanting to
assure himself that his treasure, the fruit of so many years of hard work, did not vanish, he decided to
dig it up. Naturally the bank notes were all dry-rot, all rotted away. The unfortunate and disappointed
owner of that lost fortune, out of despair, hanged himself on a tree. Why? There is only one and only
explanation because he did not know how to live.

During the almost 49 years of my priestly service | was an eye-witness to occurrences which
showed me human weakness and the frailty and helplessness of human nature. | saw incidents that
were sinister, sad, painful and humbling; incidents which vividly and forcibly stress that one cannot
break God’s law and scorn the laws of nature. Everything last only for a time and then passes away and
whatever a person sows, in the end that is what he collects.

A person can try to convince himself or others that he can live lawlessly and willfully, but that
will not suspend the final decision. God’s mills grind slowly, that’s true, but they without a stop
continuously until they grind out the deserved justice.

The wheels of God and the wheels of nature which God created never leave the rails, but they always go
in one and the same direction, until they arrive at the station over which shines a huge sign with the
inscription: Justice; God’s justice and natural justice!

1 will describe for you one of such incidents; don’t ask me for family names, nor names of places,
nor dates. They are not necessary. All we need are bare facts.

There was this son of a certain wealthy Polish family. Being an only child in the family whose
father, despite his ruthless severity and injustice towards others, always had for this only son, sweet
words of recognition and praise, he didn’t have enough assertiveness in order to reprimand the pranks
of his dear son, despite the complaints and laments of those who were wronged.

That scamp to a son abounded in riches and with full handfuls he sowed corn cockle and weeds.
It is impossible to count how many lives and hearts he had broken and how many curses and how much
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abuse he brought down upon himself. Only God knows this. His imprudent father paid on the right and
on the left in order to hush up the unpleasant affairs of his offspring.

In the end, after many years of escapades, this young man chose for himself a young girl who
was poor, but hardworking and good. That too, is one of the ironies of life.

A gad-about, a hoyden, a good-for-nothing and a vixen she catches for herself a quiet young
man, a hen-pecked husband. On the other hand, a young lady who is thrifty, quiet and exemplary gets a
gambler, a drunkard, a sportsman in the worst meaning of the word, a run-around who ate from every
plate and drank from every glass and whiskey glass. It was realized in this incident.

Two months after the wedding, this poor girl was taken to a private institution. When she had
learned the terrible and huge truth, she broke down physically and mentally.

And this murderer sneered and jeered at God and people. He was foolish, blind and deaf.
Foolish, because he drowned himself in the usage of everything that money could buy; blind, because he
didn’t see the clouds that were gathering over his head; deaf, because he paid no attention to the voice
of conscience which was literally shouting and screaming for him to slow down in his reckless and
fanatic chase after the trinkets of life!

Then in the end, after so many years during which the Hand of God'’s justice drew closer to this
individual God touched him. When | stood by him who so boldly, openly and impudently insisted that he
could help himself without God, that his intellect can give him everything, that human life boils down to
dollars and to that which can be bought with dollars. | repeat, when | stood by him he was lying on the
floor.

He fell suddenly. It was as if he were struck by lightning. It was as if someone had undercut his
legs with a scythe. This sup[posed athlete, huge hero, a daredevil, a coxcomb, cocky and conceited, lay
just like the first best ordinary mortal — he lays unconscious in a pool of his own blood.

Blood was gushing out of his wide-open mouth and his lips are already blue; blood was flowing
in two streams from his nostrils, like two silk ribbons; blood was also trickling from his ears with every
weak breath.

While we were standing helplessly by this unfortunate person, the doctor entered and casted
one look at the patient, grabbed the telephone and ordered a hospital ambulance. This unfortunate
person was taken to the hospital.

After a week he regained consciousness. No one in the world would ever think that today that
broken and crushed body is the same body which had moved so impudently through the streets of the
town.

Now don’t think that this is the end of that sad story. The doctors ascertained that this was the
beginning of one of the most contagious illnesses which could attack a person, which in the course of its
onslaught, it blinds its victim, then it destroys the mind and eventually it ends with death. In such




