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CATHOLIC ANECDOTES;
OB,

THE CATECHISM IN EXAMPLES.

CHAPTER L

IMPORTANCE OP THE SATECHISM.

1. Esdras reading the Holy Scriptures.—Catechism, 
my dear friends, is no ordinary science, and it 
must not be heard like a profane lesson. The same 
attention and the same respect must be brought to it 
which the Jews brought to the reading of the law of 
God by Esdras, on the return from the Babylonian 
captivity, 536 years before Christ. That unhappy 
nation was then reduced to fifty-four thousand indi
viduals, who returned to Judea under the guidance 
of Zorobabel. The first care of Esdras,—who was 
one of their most distinguished priests and doctors,— 
was to remind them of tne law of God, which they 
had unhappily too much forgotten during their long 
exile. For that purpose, a wooden platform wae 
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erected on the street fronting on the Water Gate, in 
Terusalem; Esdras ascended it, and the multitude 
gathered around with devout eagerness. It was the 
first day of the seventh month; Esdras had brought 
with him an old manuscript, in which were contained 
the books of Moses. When he saw that all were 
silent and attentive, he opened that venerable book, 
aud began to read slowly, clearly, and distinctly. 
Scarcely had he pronounced the first words when 
all present stood up,—men and women, the young 
and the old,—through respect for the Word of God. 
And so they remained, motionless, from six o’clock 
in the morning till it was almost noon-day. When 
Esdras had finished, each withdrew in silence, resolv
ing to be faithful in discharging the precepts of the 
Lord, so as one day to be partakers of His great 
reward. And that is just how you, my dear friends, 
ought to hear the Catechism all the year long; we 
shall see who will be most faithful to this duty.— 
II. Esdras, chap. vizi.

2. The Disciple of Zeno.—It is not enough, my 
dear friends, to assist at the Catechism; it is not even 
enough to hear and retain it, what is learned must 
also be put in practice. That reminds me of a story 
more than two thousand years old. A youth who 
bad been placed at the school of Zeno, a famous 
Greek philosopher, returned home after some time. 
‘•Well!” said his father, “what good hast thou 
Learned of thy philosopher ?” “ Father, you will soon
see,” modestly answered the young disciple, without
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adding another word. His father, taking his silence 
for an acknowledgment of the little progress he had 
made in his studies, flies into a furious passion, and 
beats him unmercifully: “ Wretch I hast thou, theu, 
lost all thy time ? Is this the fruit of all the expense 
I have been at for thine education?” The poor 
youth, far from being moved to anger, bore all with 
patience, and when his father's wrath began to sub
side—“ Well I father,” said he, with mildness and sub
mission, “ there is what I learned at the school of 
Zeno; you see I have not lost my time, since I have 
become better.”—Filassier, Dictionnaire <T Education, 
H.» 333.

3. How St. Dorothy Studied.—Do you know how 
you ought to study your lessons, especially your Ca
techism ? I am going to tell you, my dear children, 
or rather, I am going to let St. Dorothy tell you, and 
he was one of the most learned Abbots of the deserts 
of Palestine, who lived in the fourth century. “ When 
I was in the world,” says he, “ I had acquired such a 
taste for study, that I thought of nothing else; I 
would often have forgotten even to eat, if one of my 
friends had not taken the trouble of coming in search 
of me at the hour of meals. My passion for learning 
went so far, that at table I had always an open book 
before me, so that I studied aud eat at the same time. 
In the evening, as soon as I returned from class, I 
hastened to light my lamp, took some refreshment, 
then shut myself up in my room till near midnight 
Then, when I went to bed, I took my book with mo, 
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bid it under my bolster, and if I chanced to wake dur 
uig the night, I resumed my book, and read as long 
as I was able. So it was that I acquired a little leam- 
iug and some eloquence; alas! if I had only been aa 
u; dent to acquire virtue, I should long ago have been 
i Saint.” Such, my dear children, is the history ol 
St. Dorothy; when shall we display as much eager 
ness in learning our Catechism and other lessons, as 
he did in the studies of his youth?—Rodriquez, Prac
tice of Christian Perfection, I., 109.

4. The Picture Gained at Catechism.—Oh! how 
happy I should be if there were amongst you, 
my little friends, many children like him whose story 
I am about to tell you ! He was a German. One 
day, the parish priest was explaining the Catechism 
in church; this little boy, who was not quite six 
years old, chanced to be present with the others who 
were old enough to learn. He was taught to make 
the sign of the cross, and a picture was given him in 
order to encourage him. Little Christopher, much 
rejoiced, hastened to show his picture to every one; 
but his father, being a Protestant, was not so well 
pleased as he was; he even threatened to beat him 
cruelly, if he did not tear the picture to pieces, and 
promise never to go to Catechism ag .in. The cour
ageous child chose rather to bear his father's harsh 
treatment than to tear his picture or make such a 
promise. A week passed without any more being 
said; but, on the following Sunday, as soon as tha 
bell rang for Catechism, Christopher was hurrying
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away, when the father, perceiving it, caused the door 
to be locked, and ordered him on no account to go 
out; but the child never ceased crying and beseech
ing till they had to open the door, when he ran im
mediately to Catechism, and never after missed it. 
Nor did his father seek any more to prevent him, be
cause he perceived that the sweet child was wiser 
and more obedient since he went there. Do you in 
like manner, my young friends, and every one will be 
pleased with you: the good God, your parents, your 
pastors, your teachers, and yourselves.—Abbe Noel, 
Catechisme de Rodez, I., 22.

5. Diderot Teaching the Catechism.—The Cate
chism is something so fine and at the same time so 
necessary, that impious philosophers themselves 
have had a high idea of it. Amongst others, I can 
quote the example of Diderot, who was one of the 
greatest enemies of religion in the last century. He 
undertook to teach the Catechism himself to his 
daughter, who was only ten or twelve years old; he 
obliged her, moreover, to learn every week the Gos
pel and perhaps the Epistle for the Sunday. One day 
when he was occupied in making her recite it, in came 
one of his friends, a philosopher like himself. The 
new comer, much amazed, began to laugh and make 
merry over what he saw: “ How !” said he to Dide 
rot, “ is it possible ? you are teaching your daughter 
the Catechism ! You are, then, no longer a philoso 
pher ?” “ Why certainly,” replied Diderot, well con
vinced of what he said, “I make Marie learn both 
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the Catechism and the Gospel. Is there anything 
better that I could teach her, to make her a good 
girl, a devoted woman, a kind and affectionate mother ?” 
—Filassier, Dictionnai? e. dEducation, I., 687.

6. The Martyr of the Catechism.—Who would be
lieve that there are generous Christians who would 
rather die than part with their Catechism ? Here is 
a striking instance of the kind, which took place in 
France, about the year 1792, if I am not mistaken. 
Jean Chantebel, a farmer, residing in the village of 
Du Chene, in the diocese of Rennes, knew the prin
ciples of his religion; but he loved to read and study 
them over and over in the small Catechism he had 
learned in his youth. That book, so precious to faith, 
was his crime. Evil men, who hated our good farmer 
because he would not become a schismatic like them 
at the time of the Revolution, found it in his house, 
and that was sufficient to secure his arrest. A com
mittee assembles, and orders the Catechism to be 
burned. A pyre is erected with much pomp; Chan
tebel is brought forward, and they read to him the 
sentence passed on his book and himself. He is to 
take the torch presented to him, and set fire to the 
Catechism. “ I will never do it,” said he with energy; 
“ that book contains the principles of my faith, and 
you will never get me to renounce it.” They threaten 
him, but he remains inflexible. One of the brigands 
seizes the flaming torch and applies it to the hand of 
the generous confessor. “ Oh I you may burn not 
only my hand,” said Chantebel, ‘ but my whole body 



IMPORTANCE OF THE 2ATECHI8M. 15

before I will consent to commit an act unworthy of 
my religion.” The brigands, confused and disconcerted, 
consulted amongst themselves. A new warrant de
crees that he shall be conducted ignominiously through 
the streets of Martigny, mounted on a horse, the tail 
of which he is to hold in his hand. He shows not the 
least reluctance : his aspect mild and serene amid the 
hootings of the populace who escort him on his 
way, announces the tranquillity that reigns within. 
Amongst the crowd attracted by the sight, was found 
Chantebel’s own wife. She approaches him, and in 
words of sublime simplicity cries out—“ Bear it all 
bravely; it is for the good God, and He will reward 
you” Behold what was endured for the sake of their 
Catechism by these poor peasants, because they knew 
that to attack the Catechism is to attack religion it
self—Abbe Reyre, Christian Anecdotes, 476.

7. A Colonels Small Catechism.—How happy you 
are, dear children, to learn the Catechism as you do! 
There are learned men, doctors, many great persons 
who do not know as much of it as you do. In this 
connection, I remember the story of Col. de B----- .
He was a worthy man, as the phrase goes; but not 
over well versed in theology. One day he begged 
permission of the Superior of a religious house to make 
a short retreat under his direction. Being admitted 
the first book placed in his hand was the Small Cate
chism. “ How, father! do you want to put me back 
to A B C ?” “ I am far from thinking of such a thing. 
Colonel I but I fear that you may have forgotten soma 
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of your Catechism.” “ Oh! never fear, father! I know 
my religion ; I had learned the Catechism all through 
before I was ten years old.” “ An additional reason, 
Colonel 1 for the longer it is since you learned your 
Catechism, the greater your need to refresh your me
mory. Take that little book, read it attentively, and 
you shall speak of it to me this evening.” “Why not 
speak of it now, instead of this evening, father ? 
Question me, and you shall see.” Accordingly, the 
Superior did put some questions to him. It was not 
hard to puzzle the Colonel; he made even some gross 
blunders; thus he knew not whether there was in 
Christ one or two natures; he confounded satisfaction 
with restitution, &c., <fcc. At last, he had the good 
sense and candor to admit that he had been in the 
wrong; he took the Catechism, went over it carefully, 
and made an excellent retreat.—Lassausse, Explana
tion of the Catechism of the Empire, 9.

8. How the Chinese Hear the Catechism.—I know 
children who are apparently very decorous during 
Catechism; they do not stir, they seem to listen, and 
yet they pay no attention to what is said. Do you 
know who they are like, my young friends ? They 
are like the Chinese or the Siamese, and I will teD 
you how. I have read in the Annals of the Propaga
tion of the Faith, that on a certain day a zealous mis 
sionary had been exhorting his hearers in the mos1 
fervent manner; they all appeared very attentive 
and the good missionary rejoiced exceedingly. Being 
anxious to know, however, what amount of fruit thej 
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had gathered from his instruction, he asked one of the 
oldest amongst them what was it that had particu
larly struck him during the instruction. “ What struck 
me most'' replied this singular hearer, “was that youi 
nose is very long!" Another, to whom the Father 
put nearly the same question, answered simply. 
“ Father, you have such pretty buttons on your soutane 
that I can never tire of looking at them?' And so it 
sometimes h ppens to yourselves, children; you 
amuse yourselves looking at something that takes 
your attention, and you do not hear what is said to 
you. Try for the future not to resemble the littlo 
Chinese.—Annals of the Propagation of the Faith.

9. Napoleon Turned Catechist.—You have all heard 
of the Emperor Napoleon the Great, but, perhaps, 
you do not know that he took pleasure in teaching 
the Catechism on the island of St. Helena. It hap
pened as follows: Gen. Bertrand, his faithful com
panion in captivity, had a daughter about ten years 
old. One day the Emperor met her, and said—“ My 
child, you are young, and many dangers await you in 
the world. What will become of you, if you are not 
fortified by Religion ? Come to me to-morrow, and 
I will give you your first lesson in Catechism.’1 
For more than two years she went every day to the 
Emperor’s quarters, where he heard her recite her 
Catechism, and explained it to her with the utmost 
care and precision. When she had attained her six
teenth year, Napoleon said to her: “ Now, my child, 
I believe you are sufficiently instructed in religion; it 
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is time to think seriously of your first Communion 
I am going to have two priests brought hither from 
France, one who will prepare you to live well, and 
the ether will teach me to die well.” It was done 
accordingly, and this pious young lady who, as one 
might say, owed both her faith and her happiness to 
the Emperor Napoleon the Great, herself related 
these details to the bishop who assisted him in his 
last moments, in the month of August, 1845.—Recom
penses hebdomadaires {Daily Rewards), No. XLVI., 
p. 10.

10. Of what, use is the Catechism?—Do you wish 
to know, children, of what use the Catechism is to 
you ? Hear a story which interested me much when 
I read it. A gentleman, whose name I do not remem
ber, had a little girl of eight years old, who already 
attended Catechism. She listened attentively to the 
instructions, and tried hard to put all she remembered 
of them in practice. Her father fell dangerously ill. 
Seeing that no one ventured to warn him that he 
ought to receive the last sacraments, little Celestine 
thought she would do it herself, in order that she 
might meet him again in heaven. “ My dear papa,” 
said she, when she found herself alone with him for a 
moment, “ you are very sick; I heard it said at Cato 
chism that it is a great sin to die without Confession, 
and that then one cannot go to heaven. I would ba 
very sorry if you died in that way, and you see no 
one dares to tell you that you ought to make your 
Confession.” “ I thank you, my dear child.” said her 
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fktlier, “go immediately and bring me the priest 
God bless you, I will owe my salvation to youf 
The pastor came and administered to the sick man, 
who died next day. Before dying, he repeated 
several times: “ Only for my dear child, what would 
have become of me for all eternity?”—Noel, Cate- 
chisme de Rodez, I., 23.

11. Must we Believe what the Catechism says?— 
I once read, in a book translated from the German, a 
circumstance that impressed me very much. It re
lates to what the Catechism teaches us. It occurred 
in the United States. The daughter of an officer of 
rank* who passed for an atheist and an unbeliever, fell 
dangerously ill. It was on the night of the 12th—13 th 
November, 1827. The poor girl appeared to have 
but a few moments to live. She sent for her father 
to her bedside, and taking him by the hand faintly 
addressed him in these words: “ My dear father, I 
am going to die very soon: tell me seriously, then, 
I entreat you, whether I am to believe what you have 
so often told me, that there is neither God, nor 
heaven, nor hell,—or, what I learned in the Cate
chism that my mother taught me ?” The father 
was thunderstruck; he remained for some moments 
silent, with his eyes fixed on his expiring daughter. 
His heart appeared to be torn by some violent strug
gle ; at length he approached the bed, and said in a 
choking voice: “ My child, my dear child, believe

* This officer was Colonel Ethan Ulen, the hero of Ticon
deroga.—Trans.
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only what your mother taught you!” The astonish, 
ment of the unbelievers who heard him may easily be 
imagined. One of them who had long before abjured 
his religion, being asked what he thought, replied tha 
it was more pleasant to live according to his new reli • 
gion, but it was better to die in the old. There, my 
dear children, is how the impious themselves regard 
the Catechism at the final hour of death.—Schmid ft 
Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 47.

12. The Ship Captain who Forgot his Catechism.— 
I would never come to an end, children, if I were to 
tell you all the stories I know of the ignorance of 
those who have forgotten their Catechism. It some
times happens that they make the most singular 
blunders. I knew an excellent priest of the Depart
ment of Vars (in France), who told the following 
anecdote in one of our boarding-schools: He made a 
pilgrimage once to the chapel of Notre Dame de Grace 
(Our Lady of Grace), near Honfleurs, a shrine much 
venerated by seafaring people. One day he had said 
Mass there, and was engaged in making his thanks
giving, when a sailor, coming up, pulled him by the 
soutane, and said to him: “ Reverend Father, our 
captain has just got into the chapel; he wanted to 
hear Mass; wouldn’t you have the kindness to begin 
yours again for him ?” “ But, my friend, I cannot say 
two Masses on the same day; that can only be done 
on Christmas Day.” The sailor brought back thia 
answer to the captain- but the latter, thinking that lhe 
Father Almoner onh refused to say Mass because he 
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was tired, went to him himself and said: “ Reverend 
Father, I know you must be fatigued, but I am in no 
hurry; do me the honor to come and breakfast with 
me, and then you will be better able to say Mass.” 
The priest who related the story had much trouble to 
make the ignorant captain understand that a priest 
cannot say two Masses on the same day, and that he 
must be fasting, to say one. This story makes you 
laugh, my young friends, but it proves to you, at the 
same time, that people are liable to say absurd and 
ridiculous things when they are not well instructed in 
their religion.—G. S. G.

13. The Dead Sailor Thrown in the Sea.—Another 
story dear children, on the danger of being ignorant 
of- the Catechism. It was related, not long since, to 
the pupils in one of our boarding-schools. A French 
merchant vessel, returning from America, had the 
misfortune to lose one of her crew. Now, when any 
one dies at sea, the body cannot be kept, on account 
of its corrupting so soon; neither can it be buried, 
the land being so far off. So it is sewed up in can
vas, and cast into the ocean. I remember one of our 
Brothers being buried in this way, in 1857, precisely 
on his way back from America. Well! to return to 
our sailor, they wrapped him up in canvas, and set 
about committing him to the deep. They wanted to 
say some prayers first, and as there was no priest, 
each one gave his opinion. One said it would be well 
to recite a Pater and Ave. “ That’s too common,” 
said another, “ better say a Mwerwe.” “ That’s too 
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long,” objected a third, “let us say the Tantum 
Ergo." These poor fellows were so ignorant that 
they never thought of saying the De Prof undis, and 
contented themselves with the Tantum Ergo, which, 
as you know, my friends, is sung when the Blessed 
Sacrament is to be exposed. Had they kno mi their 
religion better, they would not have been ao t wibar 
rawed.—G. S. G.



ABB rou A CHRIAT’AM ?

CHAPTER IL
ARB YOU A CHRISTIAN ?

I.---- WHAT IS A CHRISTIAN?

14. A if not sufficient to say that one is a Christian. 
—I have read in the Acts of St. Tiburtius, martyr, a 
feet which is well adapted to prove the truth of 
what I have told you, my friends, concerning the title 
of Christian that we bear. That pious servant of God 
had remarked, amongst persons of his acquaintance, a 
man named Torquatus, whose conduct was neither edi- 
ying, nor becoming; he had even admonished him in 
private several times. The unhappy man, unable to 
bear these just reproaches, went to denounce Tibur
tius as a Christian, and lest his base treachery should 
be suspected, he told the governor to have himself 
arrested. They were both brought before Fabianus, 
the Prefect, who commenced by asking Torquatus 
what was his profession ? “ I am a Christian,” the 
hypocrite replied. “Believe him not,” immediately 
answered St. Tiburtius, “ he is a Christian only in 
name; he assumes a title of which he is no longer 
worthy, for his actions are a continual denial of 
it. In feet, Torquatus is a sensual man • he loves to 
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frizzle his hair and ornament his person, he walks 
mincingly and affectedly, sleeps long of a morning, 
loves good cheer, loses much time at play, and is sel
dom seen at church. Men like that do more harm 
than good to religion.” These new reproaches 
which Torquatus so well deserved, covered him with 
confusion; he soon proved that the holy martyr was 
right, for he basely apostatized, whilst Tiburtius gave 
his blood for Christ. This took place at Rome, in 
the year 287. Let us watch over ourselves, my 
young friends, so that our actions may be always 
worthy of the name and quality of Christian, which 
we received in Baptism.—Boll andus, Acta Sanctorum, 
Uta August.

15. Louis de Poissy.—The title of Christian is so fine 
a one that many princes have preferred it to that of 
king. You all have heard of St. Louis, who ascended 
the throne of France in 1226, at the age of twelve. 
That pious monarch was undoubtedly one of the 
most powerful kings of that age, and yet he preferred 
the glory of being a Christian. Many times, instead 
of signing Louis, king of France, he put simply, Louis 
of Poissy, because he had been baptized in that little 
town, which is situated at the edge of the forest of 
St Germain en Laye, twenty-five or thirty miles from 
Paris. In the church there is still preserved the 
■tone font in which that holy king received the sacra
ment of regeneration. It is much defaced and 
broken, because, for a long time past, almost every 
one that went to see it broke off a small piece > * 
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preserve as a precious relic. I myself have known 
persons who boasted of having committed that pious 
theft. As for us, dear children, let us be proud and 
happy to have the title of Christian, and let us beware 
of doing anything that might dishonor it.—Life of 
St. Louis.

16.—The Adopted Child Disinherited.—God has 
conferred on us a great favor, my young friends, in 
making us Christians; let us be more faithful than the 
unhappy man of whom I have read in the Tarables of 
Father Bonaventure. A king of Persia, who had no 
children, took from off the street a poor little beggar 
child of six or seven years old, intending to bring him 
up and appoint him heir to bis throne. The first 
thing done was to wash the child, comb his hair, and 
dress him in the new from head to foot. A precep
tor was then given him, and masters to teach him all 
the arts and all the sciences that could embellish an 
education. But alas! at the end of two years, the 
king died; they hastened to open his will, and therein 
read as follows: “I adopt for my son the little Ali, 
whom I have taken from beggary and destitution; I 
wish him to be brought up and educated with all 
possible care till he shall attain the age of fifteen years. 
At that time, if he has corresponded with the care 
that has been bestowed upon him, if he be pious, 
prudent, polite, amiable and attentive to study, it is 
my will that he shall be placed on the throne of 
Persia. If, on the contrary, he became wicked, un
grateful, vicious, let him be stripped and turned 
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away; he shall no longer be recognised as my son." 
Tliis testament of the king was executed to the very 
letter; the little beggar was duly informed of it; care 
was even taken to read it to him from time to time, 
and to show him the brilliant throne that awaited 
him, if he answered to the views of his benefactor. 
Unhappily, he paid but little attention to it; now 
and then he made fine promises, but that did 
not last long. He became idle, careless, and re
bellious ; he disobeyed his masters, refused to 
study his lessons, ran the streets with urchins of 
his own age, in a word, appeared to care little 
for the throne that had been promised him. 
They waited, however, till the time appointed by 
the will; but as soon as Ali had completed his 
fifteenth year, they read to him once more and for 
the last time, the articles which concerned him, and 
asked him whether he could conscientiously say that 
he had fulfilled the conditions imposed upon him. 
The unhappy youth hung his head, reddened up to 
the eyes, burst into tears, threw himself on his knees, 
prayed, entreated, promised to amend. But all was 
in vain. The late king’s brother made him leave off 
his fine clothes, gave him others of the coarsest and 
commonest kind and had him turned out of the 
palace. I am sure many of you, my dear children, 
have recognized yourselves in this story, which aptly 
represents what God has done for us by baptism ; be 
faithful to that grace if you would inherit the celes
tial kingdom, if not you will be expelled like the king 
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of Persia’s beggar.—Perk Bonaventure-Girandeau, 
Stories and Parables.

17. The Beggar Heiress of a Kingdom.—When you 
are asked—“ Are you a Christian tn you answer: 
“ Yes, by the grace of God.” It is a great honor, dear 
friends, to be a Christian, especially because of ths 
titles which it gives us. M. Boudon, who was 
Archdeacon of Evreux, in the time of Louis XIV., 
relates a very touching story on this subject. A new 
church was being built in a town of that diocese, and 
each one gave what they could to promote this pious 
object. A poor old woman, who was reduced almost 
to beggary, came one day to the sacristy to the 
priest, who was receiving the offerings, and gave him 
three francs. “ How, my good woman, you want to 
give me money! why it seems to me that I ought 
rather to offer you some, for I see by your clothing 
that you are very poor.” “ I poor I reverend father ? 
Why, am I not a Christian, and consequently, daugh
ter of a great king and heiress of a great kingdom ? 
Have no fears for me, then, for I shall always be able 
to earn a living for myself, and I hope the good God 
will one day receive me into His eternal kingdom.” 
Were not these noble sentiments, dear children? 
Well! what that woman said, every Christian may 
Bay.—Debussi, Month of Mary, 127.

n.—the Christian’s sign.
18. An Earthquake Yielding to the Sign if the 

Cross.—“ If you had faith even as large as a must <r<J 



28 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

seed,” said Our Lord, “ you would say to that mono 
tain: Cast thyself into the sea, and immediately it 
would be done.” In truth, dear children, the Saints 
have wrought wonders with the sign of the cross 
St. Jerome, an illustrious doctor of the Church, gives 
nimself an example in the life of St. Hilarion. After 
the death of the Emperor Julian the Apostate, there 
was a tremendous earthquake all over the East. The 
seas overflowed their bounds, as though they would 
nave submerged the earth in another deluge. At 
sight of these prodigies, the inhabitants of Epidaurus, 
a small city of Greece, ran to the cell of St. Hilarion, 
and with tears besought him to have pity on them 
and come to their aid. They brought him to the 
sea-shore. There, St. Hilarion knelt on the sand, 
prayed with fervor, and made the sign of the cross 
three times over the troubled waters. Immediately 
..here was a dead calm. All the people of Epidaurus 
witnessed this miracle, and for long years after they 
ceased not to remember it with gratitude.—St 
Jerome, Life of St. Hilarion.

19. St. Dorothy's Asp.—lf we had a very lively 
faith, we could work wonders with a single sign of 
the cross, as did the Saints of old. There was in the 
Egyptian desert a holy hermit named Dorothy, who 
had for a disciple, Palladius, a very pious and well- 
instructed young man. One day, at dinner-time, Pal 
ladius went, as was his wont, to draw water from 
neighboring well. But scarcely had he approache< 
it, when he peroeived at the bottom, an asp, who had 
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probably been drowned there. Seeing it, he ran back 
as fast as he could, to tell St. Dorothy. “ Ah! father, 
ve are lost! I saw an asp in the well! The holy 
nan only laughed, and said, shaking his head: “ What, 

my son, if the devil took a notion to throw asps and 
erpents into all the wells and fountains, you would 

then drink no more? Follow me!” St. Dorothy 
went to the well, drew up himself a bucket of water, 
made over it the sign of the cross, in the name of the 
Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, then 
drank of the water, saying: “ All the power of Satan 
is annihilated in presence of the sacred sign of the 
Cross.—Palladius, Histoire Lausaique, Chap. II.

20. The Tree Thrown Down ly St. Martin.—There 
is nothing so powerful as the sign of the cross, pro
vided it be accompanied with a lively faith, and a 
boundless confidence. We find many examples of 
this in the life of the great St. Martin, Bishop of 
Tours. I particularly remember the following: One 
day, having overthrown, in Burgundy, a famous and 
very ancient temple, he wished likewise to cut down 
a large pine-tree that stood near it. But to this he 
found the pagans entirely opposed, but they told him 
that since he had so much confidence in his God, they 
would cut down the tree themselves, provided he 
would stand under it when it fell. Martin accepted 
the condition, and allowed himself to be tied on the 
side to which the tree was already inclining. A 
great crowd of people assembled to see the sight. 
All the Saint’s disciples feared for him and looked
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upon him as a dead man. The tree, half cut, began, 
in fact, to fall upon him, when he simply made the 
sign of the cross; the pine, as if blown by a gust of 
wind, fell to the other side, on those of the spectators 
who thought themselves the safest. There arose a 
great cry, and a large number of idolators embraced 
the faith of Christ.—Sulpice Severe, Life of St. Martin.

21. A Ravenous Woman Cured.—My young 
friends, it is not I who relate to you a story to-day; 
it will be a learned doctor of the Church, who lived 
in the fifth century—the blessed Theodoret, Bishop 
of Cyr, in Syria. In his life of St. Macedonius, a fa
mous solitary, he says that the holy man was sur- 
named Crithophagus, because, for forty years, he eat 
nothing but barley bread. He wrought many mira
cles, amongst others this : The wife of a rich noble 
man had been seized with a malady called dog hunger, 
which some attributed to the power of the devil, 
others to a corporal infirmity. However that might 
be, this malady was said to be such, that the poor 
woman eat thirty fowls a day, and still unsatisfied, 
kept asking for more. As this expense could not 
much longer be continued, her friends, taking com
passion on her wretched state, had recourse to the 
man of God. Macedonius came, began to pray, and 
had some water brought, into which he dipped his 
hand, and after having made the sign of the cross, 
he commanded this woman to drink ,f the water. 
Immediately she was cured, so perfi *,ly that, from
tb^t time forward, one small piece of teat served for
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ner daily nourishment. There is what was done by 
a sign of the cross made with faith.—Theodoret, 
Eccles. Hist.

22. St. Benedict's Glass Broken Miraculously.— 
3he first who conceived the idea of founding a reli
gions order in Italy, was St. Benedict, whose disci
ples still bear the name of Benedictines. The splen
dor of his sanctity transmitted his fame so far and 
wide, that certain monks who had lost their supe
rior conceived the design of choosing him for their 
abbot. They were not very regular in their lives, 
these monks, and St. Benedict did not much care .to 
take charge of a house where serious abuses were 
known to exist. But they urged him so much, and 
promised so faithfully to amend their ways, that he 
was at length induced to comply with their request. 
His first care, as he promptly announced, was to re
vive the observance of the holy rules which these 
men had somewhat laid aside. It was then that their 
ill-will appeared in its true light; they would not 
hear of reform, and they soon came to hate St. Bene
dict on account thereof, as much as they had before ap
peared to desire his coming. One of them even dared 
to form the horrible project of putting him to death. 
With that intention he prepared some poisoned 
wine which he presented in a goblet to the holy ab 
bot. According to his custom, the latter made the 
sign of the cross over the liquor and immediately 
the goblet flew in pieces and the wine fell to the 
ground. This miraculous occurrence made him bus- 
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pect that there was poison in it. He thanked God 
for having saved him by the sign of the cross, then 
departed from amongst those perverse men, who pre
tended to live as monks, whereas they were not even 
good Christians.—St. Gregory the Great, Dialogues 
Boc k II., Chapter 3.

23. Children Preserved from Death hy the Sign oj 
the Cross.—The simple sign of the cross has wrought 
thousands of miracles; ecclesiastical history is full 
of them. Here is one which I find in the life of St. 
William, Archbishop of York, in England. He had 
made, in 1154, a pilgrimage to Rome, which had kept 
him long away from his diocese. His return was an 
extraordinary event for every one; all work was sus
pended, and young and old went out in orowds to 
meet him. The throng was so great that, passing 
the wooden bridge over the river Ouse, on which the 
city of York is situated, the bridge gave way, and a 
multitude of people were precipitated into the river. 
At the sight, St. William is penetrated with grief; 
he stops, raises his eyes to heaven, excites his faith, 
and makes the sign of the cross over the river. 
Nothing more was required to save almost all those 
who had fallen into the water; the children, espe
cially, were drawn out safe and sound; God had 
compassion on their innocence and their tender age 
—Godescard, Lives of the Saints, Sth June.



FIRST PART.
OV THE TRUTH8 WHICH MUST BE BEIJEV*1>.

CHAPTER I.

ON MYSTERIES IN GENERAL.

24 The Burning Glasses of Archimedes.—A my» 
tery is, you know, my friends, a truth which we ar# 
bound to believe, although we can neither comprehend 
nor explain it. Skeptics pretend to say that the mys
teries of religion are incredible because they are ab 
surd, and that they are absurd because they are in
comprehensible. Well! that reasoning is not based 
on common sense, because there are hundreds of 
thousands of facts seen every day, believed and ad 
mitted without difficulty, although they are not at all 
understood. Here is an example : The Romans be
sieged the city of Syracuse, in Sicily, about 212 years 
before Christ. Their vessels surrounded the place 
by sea, so as to cut off all communication with other 
countries. The Consul Marcellus had been command
ing there in person for full two years, and still the 
siege made little progress. To what was this owing? 
I will tell you. Amongst the inhabitants of Syracuse, 
there chanced to be a learned mechanician, named 
Archimedes, who had invented mighty machines 
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whereby he grievously tormented the Romans. Now 
he hurled on them masses of rock or stone, which sent 
their vessels to the bottom; again, he seized their 
hips and carried them off through the air, pretty 

much as you would catch a fish with a line. Now 
you will understand that no one would doubt these 
things if they had seen them. But there is some
thing more incredible still. Archimedes invented a 
species of burning glasses, which so well directed the 
rays of the sun on the Roman fleet, that they set it 
on fire at a distance of more than 500 metres. His
torians have not failed to record this fact, but our 
chemists and philosophers have laughed it to scorn, 
as a thing wholly impossible; “ it is like the mysteries 
of religion, we will believe it when we see it.” Well, 
my friends, it has been seen, for, in 1754, the learned 
Buffon, member of the Academy of Sciences, suc
ceeded in constructing burning glasses like those of 
Archimedes, and in the month of April, when the 
sun is not yet strong, he could melt lead and burn 
wood at a considerable distance. Unbelievers have 
had their eyes opened, they have seen and were 
forced to believe.—G. S. G., List of Discoveries, 210.

25. Subterraneous Salt Mines.—We sometimes 
meet with perr ns who say: “OhI as for me, I do 
not believe wlat I see, but what I comprehend.’’ 
These people are like *he inhabitants of mines, who 
never go forth from thb bowels of the earth, and re
fuse to believe what is passing in the world. In the 
neighborhood of Wieliczka, in Poland, there are vast 
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salt mines, which have been worked for more than 
six hundred years, and are the abodes of entire 
families. In them are constructed houses, galleries, 
inns, and even a church, all of salt. Well! there are 
children who were born and brought up in these 
subterraneous regions; they have never seen any 
other lights than their lamps; they know neither the 
pure sky, the beauty of the country, noi the marvels 
of vegetation. If you speak to them of the sun 
that rises and sets every day, of the succession of 
day and night, of rivers and lakes, they know not 
what you mean; they may even suspect, at times, 
that you are mocking them, unless you chance to be 
one in whom they have confidence. So it is with the 
truths and the mysteries of religion; if we are rea
sonable, we will never say—“ I believe only what I 
see.”—Noel, Catechisme de Rodez, I., 136.

26. Why the Little Finger is Moved at Will.— 
Speaking of mysteries, I will tell you a pretty little 
story of what happened to a boy of twelve or thirteen 
years, who was called Antoine, and who knew his 
Catechism perfectly. One day, going from Nancy to 
Luneville, he got into a diligence (as the old stage
coaches were called in France), for in those days, chil
dren, there were no railroads. In the same compart
ment with him there chanced to be a lawyer who was 
somewhat of a gossip, and must have his little word 
to say, apropos to nothing. Going through a village, 
the stage passed a church, and Antoine was in a great 
hurry to take off his cap in honor of the Blessed Sa
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crament. “ Ha ! ha !” said the lawyer. I perceivt 
you go to Catechism; let us see what you learned 
theje.” “ Sir,” replied Antoine modestly, “ I learned 
the principal mysteries.” “You did, eh? And what 
are those mysteries ?” “ The Holy Trinity, the In
earnation, and the Redemption.” “ And will you tel] 
me what is the Holy Trinity ?” “ Sir, it is the mys
tery of one God in three persons, the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Ghost.” “And you believe that, do 
you ? If you do, you may believe anything that the 
priest chooses to tell you. Now, do you see, people 
should only believe what they understand.” “And 
do you, sir, believe nothing that you don’t understand ?” 
“ Of course I do not, no intelligent person does.” 
“ Will you, then, please to tell me, sir, why it is that 
your little finger moves when you want it to move ?” 
“ Oh! that is easy enough told; it moves because I 
want to move it, and the life that is in me makes it 
move.” “ But why does it mcve ?” “ Because I will 
it.” “ Yet your ears don’t move when you will—how 
docs that happen ?” “ Nonsense, little boy, you are 
too young to teach me I I pray you let me alone.’ 
The conversation ended there, for the lawyer per
ceived that the persons present were beginning to 
laugh at him, whilst applauding the shrewd observa
tions of the young Antoine.—Abbe Gridel, Christian 
Evenings, I., 184.

27. The Mysteries of Nature.—I cannot explain 
mysteries to you, my young friends, because myste
ries are above our feeble understanding; but I can 
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give you some examples of natural mysteries, which 
will prove to you that it is not only in religion 
mysteries are found. You have, doubtless, seen 
wheat, and may probably know that a single grain is 
sufficient to produce an ear, which sometimes contains 
as many as fifty, sixty, eighty, and even one hundred 
grains. How does it happen that one hundred gram 
are contained in one ? No one can explain, yet every 
one believes it? Well I my friends, that is what is 
called a mystery. If your parents were in Paris, i] 
1849, they probably visited the Exhibition of the 
agricultural and industrial produce of all France. 
Ask them if they saw the large ears of wheat that 
were shown as a curiosity. I remember a grain of 
barley, sown in a garden at Disonville, in the Depart
ment of Eure-et-Loir, which produced no less than 
one hundred and seventy-three ears, each ear con
tained at least seventy-five grains; so that this grain 
of barley contained in itself 12,795 grains I That 
surprises you, my dear children ; well! it is only 
another mystery ;—we see, we believe, but we xnow 
not how it can be.—G. S. G.



CHAPTER H.
THE APOSTLES’ CREED.

28. How the Apostles Composed the Ciced.—A 
^earned ecclesiastic, named Rufinus, who lived in the 
year 400, assures us, on the authority of tradition, that 
the twelve Apostles, before they went their several 
ways to preach the Gospel, composed the Creed which 
bears their name. It is even stated that each of them 
drew up his own particular article; but that is not 
very certain. Still, it appears that there is yet pre
served in the library of the Emperor of Austria, at 
Vienna, an old Greek manuscript, containing the 
Apostles’ Creed, divided into twelve articles, bearing 
each the name of him who composed it. The first ig 
ascribed to St. Peter; the second,to St. Andrew; the 
third, to St. James, the Major; the fourth, to St. John, 
the Evangelist; the fifth, to St. Thomas; the sixth, to 
St. James, the Minor; the seventh, to St. Philip; the 
eighth, to St. Bartholomew; the ninth, to St. Mat 
thew; the tenth, to St. Simon; the eleventh, to St 
Jude, otherwise St. Thaddeus; and, finally, the twelfth, 
k> St. Matthias. I myself have seen, in an old book 
printed in the time of Henri IV., or Louis XHL, 
well-engraved portraits of the twelve Apostles, and 
around were written in large characters the article at
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tributed to each of them. Thus, around St. Peter, 
there was, in old French: I believe in God, the Fathbb 
A.lnjghty, Creator of Hbaven and Earth ; around St 
Andrew: And in Jesus Christ His only Son Oub 
(jORd; and so on with the rest.—Gabriel Peignot, 
Amusement Philologiques, 6352.—G. S. G.

29. The Creed Taught by St. John.—So entirely 
does the Apostles’ Creed contain the abridgment of 
tie truths of our holy religion, that, in the first ages of 
the Church, not only was it never departed from, but 
the bishops taught nothing else. The learned Baro- 
nius relates in this connection, a fact which I am 
glad I remember now, in order to repeat it to you. 
Amongst the St. Gregorys, there was one who was 
surnamed Thaumaturgus, because of the great num
ber of miracles he wrought during his life. He was 
still very young, when his virtues and talents caused 
him to be named bishop of Neo-cesarea, in Asia 
Minor, about the year 233. His first care, on reach
ing his new diocese, was to ask God to inspire him 
how best to instruct His people. One day being at 
prayer, the Blessed Virgin appeared to him with St. 
John the Evangelist. That good mother, for whom 
St. Gregory Thaumaturgus had a great devotion, 
besought the holy Apostle to grant him what he 
asked. Then St. John the Evangelist dictated to him 
the Apostles’ Creed, just as we know it now: I be
lieve in God, the Father Almighty, <fcc. St. Gregory 
preserved this copy so faithfully, that a hundred years 
liter, it was still in existence; it was even cited ia 
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the fifth General Council, held at Constantinople in 
553. From this we see, dear children, that the faith 
has undergone no change since the very days of the 
Apostles.—Tit.lemont, Eccles. Hist., I., 375.

30. The Little Marty of the Creed.—The Apostles’ 
Creed, as I think I have already told you, is an 
abridgment of all religion ; it was formerly taught 
only to those who were Christians, and that formula 
served to distinguish them from the pagans. Thus, 
when any one said: I am a Christian, the answer 
was : Prove it by reciting the Creed. I have read the 
history of a little saint of seven years,—I do not re
member his name,—who was denounced to a wicked 
governor, named Asclepiades. He is brought before 
that man, who chooses to question him himself, and 
endeavors by caressing him to make him change his 
sentiments. “ It is no use,” answered the courageous 
child, “ I am a Christian, as you shall see: I believe in 
God, the Father Almighty, Creator of Heaven avd 
Earth, and in Jesus Christ His only Son, Our Lord—” 
Asclepiades, in a rage, would not let him finish; 
having sent for his mother, he ordered a soldier to 
scourge him before her, so that she might herself 
urge him to adore the idols. Whilst h’j tender flesh 
was torn by the cruel lash, the youthful martyr re 
peated : I believe in God, the Father Almighty, &c. 
After some time, he turned to his mother, and said 
to her: “ Mother, I am thirsty.” “ Courage, my child,’ 
replied the heroic mother, “have patience a little 
longer, and you shall reach the fountain of life; Christ 
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himself will give you to drink.’1 This sad spectacle 
drew tears from all who witnessed it; the tyrant 
only remained unmoved. Ashamed of seeing him
self vanquished by a child, he caused his head to be 
cut off, and thus sent him the sooner to heaven.— 
Prudence, Crown of Martyrs.

31. Little Peter's Creed.—As the Apostles’ Creed 
is the abridgment of our faith, heretics have always 
regarded it with aversion. One day, little Peter, who 
since became a saint and a martyr, had returned from 
the school of Verona, in Italy, where his father had 
sent him. One of his uncles, who had the misfortune 
of being a heretic, felt curious to know what he had 
learned. He took him on his knee, and began to 
caress him, as uncles are wont to do, asking him what 
he remembered. “ Uncle,” said the child, “ I learned 
my Creed: I believe in God, the Father Almighty, 
Creator of Heaven and Earthf &c. “ And do you 
know the meaning of all that ?” “Yes, uncle, Creator of 
Heaven and Earth, means that God made all things 
of nothing, by His word alone; it was He that made 
the sun, t‘he moon, and the stars; it is He that sends 
us heat to make plants grow, and rain to water them; 
so for that reason, we ought to love Hun.” His uncle, 
vexed and angry, let him say no more; “You must 
not believe such things,” said he, “You arc entirely 
mistaken,” &c., &c. But do what he would, Peter 
remained firm, and persevered all his life in the true 
faith.—Godescard, Vie de Saints, 2S)th April.

32. The Creed Written in Blood.—St. Peter, «ur 
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named the Martyr, who had shown so much zeal in 
learning and confessing the Apostles’ Creed, never 
belied himself. He entered the Order of St. Dominic 
and was all his life employed in preaching the truth 
to those who, knowing it not, persecuted it. He was 
the scourge and terror of the heretics, and especially 
of the Manicheans, who in his time began to over
spread Italy. They swore to compass his ruin, and 
being as cowardly as they were wicked, they hired 
two assassins to lie in wait for him on the road be
tween Como and Milan. As he passed them by, one 
of the assassins fell upon him and struck him twice 
on the head with an axe. St. Peter Martyr was not 
killed at once; he raised himself up, forgave his mur
derers, and began to recite the Apostles’ Creed in 
Latin. Then, dipping his finger in the blood that 
flowed from his wounds, he had strength enough to 
trace on the ground the word Credo—1 believe. His 
assassins, in a rage, stabbed him with a poignard, and 
he gave up his soul to God on the 6th of April, 1252. 
Godescard’s Lives of the Saints, April IS) th.

33. An Old Man who was Ignorant of the Creed.— 
Profit by the season of youth, my good young friends 
to learn the Creed, for when age once comes, it is 
hard to remedy the misfortune of not knowing it. 1 
have somewhere read that Cardinal Bellarmine being 
Archbishop of Capua, in Italy, assembled the children 
in his Cathedral, taught them their Catechism him 
self, and afterwards distributed rewards amongst 
those who had answered the best. On Holy Thurs
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day of a certain year there happened to be amongst 
the twelve poor men whose feet the Cardinal was to 
wash, an old man nearly an hundred years of age. 
lie asked him to recite the Apostles’ Creed. “1 
never learned it,” answered the old man, much 
ashamed; “ no one ever taught it to me.” At these 
words the holy Archbishop changed color, and for 
some moments could not utter a word. Bursting 
into tears, he exclaimed with a deep sigh : “ What! 
there was no one in all the city of Capua, for the space 
of an hundred years, to teach this poor Christian the 
articles of faith ?” And he immediately took mea
sures that the unhappy centenarian might be in
structed in the Creed before he died; it was a hard 
task, however, to get him through it, his memory 
being so sadly defective.—Noel, Catechismc dt llodei 
h 23.
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CHAPTER HI.
FIRST ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

I Believe in God the Father Almighty, Creator ef
Heaven and Earth.
I.—THERE IB A GOD.

34. The God Baal.—All nations have believed in 
the existence of the Divinity, but they have not all 
had a very exact idea of it; they even gave not sel
dom to their idols the same passions and the same 
wants which are remarked amongst men. You re
member, do you not, the manner in which the 
prophet Elias overcame the priests of Baal? One 
day he had them brought together to the number of 
four hundred and fifty, and he said to them before 
all the people : “ How long will you halt between 
two sides ? If the Lord be God follow Him; but if 
Baal, then follow him? Behold! I only remain a 
prophet of the Lord : but the prophets of Baal are 
four hundred and fifty men; do you offer a sacrifice 
to Baal, and I will offer one to the Lord,—we shall 
see who will hesr his worshippers ?” The proposal 
is accepted; two altars are raised; the idolaters 
begin first, they sacrifice an ox to Baal and with one 
voice invoke him, crying, “ 0 Baal, hear us ! O Baal
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hear usI” They had cried so for several hours and 
nothing came. Then Elias began to mock them, say
ing : “ Cry with a louder voice I Perchance youi 
god Baal is talking, or is in an inn, or on a journey 
or perhaps he is asleep, and must be awaked.” And 
the wretched men cried as loud as they could, and 
even cut themselves with knives and lancets till they 
were covered with blood ; all in vain, their sacrifice 
remained cold. At noon, Elias began in his turn. 
Soon, fire from heaven descended on the altar, con
sumed the ox which had been placed upon it, and 
thus proved that the Lord is the only true God. The 
false prophets of Baal were treated as they deserved, 
and the people of Israel abandoned that gross idola
try.—J2Z. Book of Kings, XVIII.

35. The God of Socrates.—The ancient Greeks, 
who passed for the most enlightened people on earth, 
did not know as much as you do, my dear young 
friends, of the most important truths. They imagined 
that heaven was peopled with a multitude of gods, 
some great, others small. There was, however, one 
exception found amongst them. Socrates, that great 
Athenian philosopher; who lived more than four hun
dred years before Christ, was convinced, by studying 
the wonders of nature, and the admirable order tha 
reigns throughout them, that there exists an Almighty 
Being, endowed with boundless intelligence, creator 
and preserver of all things. This conviction he en
deavored to infuse into the minds of his disciples. 
He had long and magnificent conversations with 
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them on this subject, which conversations have beet 
preserved for us by one of the disciples, named 
Zenophon. Nevertheless, as Socrates spoke of ths 
Divinity only in the singular, he was accused of 
slighting the gods of the country, and seducing youth 
by turning them away from the national religion. 
Socrates made no very long defence; he contented 
himself with saying that for thirty years he had nevei 
ceased to labor for the good of his fellow-citizens, 
and especially of his disciples. His enemies, incited 
by the devil,—who was doubtless jealous of seeing 
this sublime truth taught,—condemned him to death. 
He was forced to drink a cup of hemlock, which is 
a deadly poison, and Socrates died tranquil and re
signed.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 50.

36. The, Idol who has neither Arm nor Head.—No 
thing is easier than to make pagans understand the 
absurdity of a religion which admit* a plurality of 
gods; a child of your age once perfectly convinced 
them of it. I am sorry I cannot remember his 
name. He lived in the same house with a very ob
stinate idolater. He often told him : There is but 
one God who has created the heavens and the earth 
He it is that makes the sun to shine, and the dew and 
the rain to fall on the fields. But the pagan closed 
his ears, and would not be converted. One day 
when he was absent till evening, the child went into 
the room where he had his idols, and took them all to 
pieces. He spared only one, the lsrgect, which was 
probably a statue of the god Jupiter Ko placed • 
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big stick in his hand and went away, closing the 
door after him. That night, or the following morn 
ing, the pagan entered his temple. Imagine his rage 
on seeing the ruin that was there. Who has done 
this ? bring him here, whoever he is I I will kill him! 
I will sacrifice him on the altar of my outraged gods. 
It must be that young Christian that lives in the 
house. “Was it not you that did it?” addressing 
him when he came. “ Why do you ask me that ?” 
said the child with great composure; “ don’t you see 
that big statue there has a stick still in his hand; it 
must be he that did all the damage.” “ No, that is 
impossible; the statue could not even move his arm 
but it was you, wretch ! that did it!” “ Well, now, 
don’t be angry,” said the child mildly, “ if your statue 
is not even able to do what I have done, and I only a 
child, how can you believe that he is the God who 
from nothing made heaven and earth ?” The unhappy 
idolater understood this reasoning, simple though it 
was, broke the last remaining statue, and, kneeling, 
adored the true God.—Daily Rewards, XXVIII., 8.

37. Father Kircher's Globe.—A famous German 
astronomer, Father Kircher, a Jesuit, wishing to con
vince one of his acquaintances who doubted the ex
istence of a Supreme Being, made use of the follow
ing expedient: Just when he was expecting a visit 
from this gentleman, he caused a magnificent celes
tial globe to be placed in a corner of the room. 
Scarcely had the person entered, when he remarked 
the globe, and asked Father Kircher to whom it be 
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longed. The astronomer replied that it did not be 
long to him, that it had no owner. “ Of course,” he 
added, “ it must have come there by mere chance.’

You are jesting now,” said the visitor. But the Fa 
thei insisted on it that he was perfectly serious. At 
last, when he perceived that his visitor began to show 
some annoyance, he took occasion to address him io 
these words: “ You will not believe, and would even 
think it foolish to admit, that this little globe exists 
of itself, and is found by chance in the place where 
founded, and knew not what answer to make to this 
so simple argument. lie saw clearly how absurd it 
was to attribute to chance the admirable order which 
reigns throughout the universe.—Sciimid et Belet, 
CuZ. Hist., I., 54.

38. Trie Savages Believe in a God.—I have just told 
you that even the most savage nations have a notion 
of the Divinity. In proof of this I will give you 
the reasoning of a Greenlander, which was not so bad. 
Greenland, j ou know, is situated in the most frozen 
part of America. In 1721, the Danes, who are mas
ters of the country, sent missionaries thither to preach 
the Gospel to the pagan inhabitants; several Green
landers were converted and baptized. One of them 
was questioned, one day, by a traveller, who appeared 
surprised that they had lived so long in that state. 
“ Indeed,” replied the native, “ we were poor and igno 
rant pagans; we knew nothing of God nor of Jesus 
Christ. Still you must not suppose that there were 
aone of us to whom that thought had occurred- For 
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me, I often said to myself: ‘ A boat with everything 
belonging to it, does not make itself; it must be con
structed with much art, by a skilful workman. But a 
bird requires infinitely more art than the finest boat; 
nobody knows how to make one. But man is fai 
above all other animals put together. Who made him ? 
Whence came the first men? One might think they 
came from the earth; but why does not the earth 
produce them now ? And the earth, the sea, the sun, 
the moon, and the stars, how do they exist ? Surely 
somebody has done all that. And whoever did it 
must certainly be endowed with a power, a skill, a wis
dom, far superior to those of the most expert man ; he 
must be pre-eminently good, since all he has made is so 
usefill and so advantageous to us.’ It was thus we rea
soned before you came to teach us the existence of 
the true God.”—Cranz, History of Greenland.

39. An Atheist Viewed Through a Glass.—If you 
chanoed, my young friends, to meet c-ne who said to 
you: “I do not believe in God—I am an atheist;” 
treat him as did a learned Jesuit father, whose story 
makes me laugh heartily whenever I think of it. He 
was called Father Oudin and was born in the diocese 
of Langres, but resided usually at Dijon. One day 
there came to see him a dashing young man with a 
splendid moustache. “ Reverend father,” said he, “ I 
wish to have a little discussion with you on the sub
ject of religion.” “Sir,” replied the Jesuit, “I do 
not care to discuss our sacred truths with any one 
whatsoever; I would rather not speak of them.” 
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“Well, at all events,” said the young coxcomb, bal 
ancing himself on one foot, “ I should wish you to 
understand that I am an atheist.” At these words, 
Father Oudin took hold of an eye-glass and deli
berately examined our dandy from head to foot, an 
arch smile on his countenance. “ What is there so 
strange about me, that you examine me so attentive
ly ?” asked at length the young scoffer, who began to 
5eel ill at ease. “ Oh it is just because I had never 
before got sight of the animal they call an atheist, 
and I took the opportunity to see how he is made.” 
Hearing this, the strong-minded individual made hm 
retreat as fast as he could.”—Filassier, Dictionnavre 
d? Education, II., 43.

40. The Atheist Saying his Beads.—I confess to 
you, children, it is very convenient to play the skeptio 
and the free-thinker when people are well, and every
thing is going well with them ; but there are mo
ments when, in spite of them, they return to better 
sentiments. The famous Volney was once on a voy
age with some of his friends, off the coast of Mary
land, in North America. All at once a great storm 
arose, and the little bark which bore the flower of 
the unbelievers of both hemispheres, appeared twenty 
times bn the point of being lost. In this imminent 
peril every one began to pray; M. de Volney him 
self snatched a rosary from a good woman near him, 
and began to recite Ave Marias with edifying feivor, 
nor ceased till the danger had passed. Some one 
approached him when the storm was over ai.b said 
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tn a tone of good-natured raillery: *' My dear sir, it 
leems to me that you were praying just now; to 
whom, pray, did you address yourself, since you 
maintain that there is no God ?” “ Ah! my friend,” 
replied the philosopher all ashamed, “ one can be 
a skeptic in his study, but not at sea, in a storm.”— 
Noel, Catechisme de Rodez, I., 73.

41. The Child who Divines the Existence of God.— 
£ have sometimes told you, my young friends, that 
the idea of a Divinity is natural to man; God Him
self has engraved it on the heart. I shall never forget 
a curious experiment made in Germany by a man 
named Sintenis. He had lost his wife, whom he 
tenderly loved, and who had left him but one infant 
son. He retired to the country, and devoted himself 
solely to the bringing up of this child, who was his 
only hope. It was then that he made the experiment 
to which I have alluded, and undertook to teach him 
himself the first elements of all the sciences: reading, 
writing, geography, natural history, German and 
Latin grammar, &c. He made it a point to avoid 
pronouncing before him, or having him read, the holy 
name of God, of whom no one ever spoke to him, in 
order to see if that precious knowledge would come 
of itself. These precautions had been carefully Ob' 
served till the boy was ten years of age. About that 
time, M. Sintenis remarked that his son left his 
chamber stealthily every morning, and went into the 
garden, where he offered his homage to the sun 
The father, seeing at once how the matter stood. 
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took his son aside, and asked him seriously what he 
was doing. The child frankly acknowledged that for 
some time past he had been thinking that as all that 
exists could not possibly be made by themselves 
alone, he had been anxious to know the author of 
nature, and at last it seemed to him that it must be 
the sun, because by his mild light and his salutary 
influence, he made the crops and vintage, and all 
fruits, to grow and ripen. M. Sintenis lost no time in 
explaining his error, and making him know the true 
Author of all things; for himself, he was rejoiced to 
have acquired the certainty that the idea of the 
Divinity is almost born with us.—Pere Giraud, Ma- 
gasin pittorcsque, Anno 1844, p. 358.

42. The Unbelieving Innkeeper.—Does it not often 
happen to some of you, my young friends, that when 
you are taken by surprise in some way, you exclaim 
unthinkingly—“ Oh I my God!” That shows that we 
believe in God almost involuntarily. Here is a story 
which goes to prove the fact: An innkeeper, having 
frequented bad company, had learned all sorts of im
piety ; he even became an atheist, that is to say, he 
said that he did not believe in God. Two very decent, 
worthy men once came to him for supper, and from 
six o’clock in the evening till eleven at night, he never 
ceased to annoy them with his senseless babble. He 
wanted to prove to them that there is neither God 
nor heaven, nor hell. They endeavored to refute him, 
calling to their aid the Word of God, but, to every
thing they advanced, he only replied by mockery and 
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sarcasm. The two friends were touched with com 
passion, seeing the blindness of this unhappy man. 
They retired to their respective homes, said theii 
prayers, and went to bed. They had scarce been hall 
an hour asleep, when they were roused by the cry ol 
“ Fire! fire I” from the street. It was the inn that was oi 
fire, and the flames were already bursting in livid 
brightness from the roof. Being woke up by his two 
recent guests, the owner had no sooner perceived the 
dreadful havoc going on than he cried with clasped 
hands: “ My God! oh, my God ! God Almighty 1 
God of grace and mercy! Have pity on me, and help 
meI” Here he was suddenly stopped by one of the 
others,—•“ How I wretch, you have been denying and 
blaspheming God all the evening, and you would have 
Him come now to your assistance! Confess now that 
there is a God, whom we must adore and serve.”— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist.., II., 43.

II.—the perfections of god.
43. What is God ?—One of the first questions (4 

your Catechism, children, is this : “ What is God ?” 
The question is easy enough to put, but it is not s< 
easily answered. The learned, and even the philos 
phers themselves are forced to confess their ignorr ace 
on that point. I have read a fine example of f ais in 
ancient history. Hieron, king of Syracuse, w' .o lived 
nearly five hundred years before Christ, ha' admitted 
to his friendship a celebrated Greek philosopher 
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named Simonides. One day it came into his 
head to say to him: “ Simonides, thou who art so 
learned, answer me this question: “ What is God 
The philosopher, after a moment’s reflection, said 
“ Prince, I will answer you in a day.” On the mor 
row, instead of giving Hieron his answer, he told him 
“ Prince, I will answer you in two days.” At the 
end of two days, he said again: “Prince, I will 
answer you in four days.” At last, the king, be
lieving that he did but mock him, began to feel an* 
noyed, and would have the explanation of his con* 
duct. “ Ah 1 prince,” replied Simonides, at length, 
“ you ask me what is God,—well! I confess to you, 
that the more I reflect on that sublime subject, the 
less I understand it; it is a mystery that cannot be 
explained.”—G. S. G., Inventaire des Decouvertes, 179

44. The Terrors of Nero.—God is just, my young 
friends, and history is full of terrific facts which 
daily remind us of that truth. There are few as ter
rible as the history of Nero. That Roman emperor 
was a monster of cruelty, impiety, and luxury. After 
having reigned some years, he completed the measure 
of his iniquities by persecuting the Christians. It 
was then that the justice of God was manifested in 
him. One night Nero is suddenly awoke; he learns 
that his soldiers, and even his guards have revolted. 
He springs from his bed, half dresses himself, and 
calls for his friends; no one appears. Terrified, he 
goes forth from his palace and runs through the 
•treets, but can find no one to receive him. Then, 
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frightened himseif at this utter abandonment, he 
wishes to kill himself; he asks for a gladiator to dis
patch him, but none will come; he rushes to the Ti
ber to drown himself, but his courage fails him; he 
takes out a little golden box in which he kept poison, 
but it is snatched from his hands. At length a freed
man offered him an asylum in his country-house; 
Nero mounted a wretched horse, and disguised in 
filthy, tattered garments, set out. All the way, he 
trembled like a leaf; the crowing of a cock, the sound 
of a footstep, the rustling of the wind, anything and 
everything sufficed to throw him into a cold sweat. 
Arrived at the house, he dared not enter, he contented 
himself with skulking around the out-houses, slaked 
his thirst with muddy and unwholesome water, and 
hid himself in the dwelling of a slave. His retreat 
was soon discovered; he was pursued, and the mon
ster had no other means of escaping his enemies than 
to run himself through with his own sword. Thus 
it was that God punished, even in this life, the crimes 
he had committed.—Suetonius, Life of Nero.

45. Death of the Emperor Valerian—The history 
of Nero presents a frightful example of the effects of 
God’s justice in this life; that of Valerian, another 
Roman emperor, is not less capable of making us re 
fleet. That unhappy prince, who lived in the third 
century, had persecuted the Christians, and put a 
great number of them to death. God permitted that 
after losing a battle against the Persians, he fell into 
the hands of Sapor, their king, who exercised unheard- 
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of cruelties upon him. He cast him into a gloomy 
dungeon, but without divesting him of his imperial 
robes, in order to humble him the more. Sometimes 
he had him brought forth in chains, made him kneel 
down, and forced him to bend his back, till he made 
use of him as a step to mount his horse. Finally, 
having overwhelmed him with insult and outrage of 
every kind, he caused him to be flayed alive, had his 
body salted, so as to keep it the longer, and his skin 
dyed red, he hung up in a Persian temple, to per
petuate the remembrance of the humiliation of a 
Roman emperor. In acting thus, Sapor gave still 
another lesson to the world: he manifested the jus
tice of God who had permitted all these calamities to 
come upon the impious Valerian.—Berault-Bercas- 
tel, Historic de PEgHse, I., 295.

46. What Gods the Pagans Worship.—Not only 
are there found in remote countries, my young friends, 
children who learn their Catechism, but many who 
are well instructed in it, as the following anecdote 
will prove. An Indian child, who was only eight 
years old, but had been carefully instructed by his 
pious parents, was once present in a public hall, where 
the chief men of the town were assembled. Know- 
'ng that he was a Christian, some of them began to 
rally him on his religion. The boy answered in the 
same tone, and with much spirit. After some disput
ing, on both sides, they at last said to him: ‘‘You 
have a great deal to say about your God—would it 
not be better for you to show Him to us ? ’ “ My 
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God,’ the child replied, “ is the Creator of all th* 
universe; He is a pure spirit, and I cannot show Him 
to you, but I can easily show you yours.” At the 
same time he took up a stone, on which with a little 
ink he drew a sort of likeness of a human face, then 
laying it on the ground with an air of mock cere
mony, he made a show of praying, but afterwards 
kicked it away from him, crying: “ There are the 
gods that you adore!” Every one applauded this 
sally of the child, and the sorry joker who had pro
voked it retired covered with shame and confusion.— 
Reyre, Anecdotes Chretiennes, 223.

47. God is the Best of Fathers.—We take pleasure 
in considering God in the point of view of His good
ness rather than any other; hence it is, that when we 
speak of Him, we so often call Him the good God, 
He has more tenderness for us than even our parents 
themselves, although our fathers and mothers love us 
with all their heart; this is proved by the following 
example: A certain pious man had left nothing undone 
in order to give his son a good Christian education • 
but the bad disposition and stormy passions of the 
unhappy youth, rendered all the father's care useless. 
Going cn from one excess to another, he came at last 
to stifle every feeling of nature. The spirit of cupi
dity, of libertinism, and of independence, made him 
form the project of putting an end to the life of him 
whose happiness he ought to constitute! The mo
ment is fixed for the execution of this frightful parri
cide. The unfortunate father is made aware of it 
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Ae dissimulates, appears even more gay than usual, 
and, desirous of .making a last effort, proposes to his 
•on a walk in the country. The proposition is accept 
ed. The barbarian is delighted to have such an op 
portunity of committing the crime which he medi 
tates. The father leads him insensibly to a lovely 
place some way in a forest. Then, stopping sudden 
ly: “ My son,” said he, “ I love you, I know your de 
sign, and I am about to give you a new proof of my 
affection. We are alone, unseen by any one, your 
crime will be, therefore, unknown; here is my bosom 
my son, and there is a dagger—strike! By dying 
here, I shall, at least, save you from the hands of jus 
tice; I shall save the life of my son.” At these 
words, the young man, astonished, softened, throws 
himself at the feet of this good father, waters them 
with his tears and swears so to change his conduct 
henceforth, that he will never again be a cause of 
grief to him. There, my young friends, is a faint 
image of the goodness of God to men, even the great 
est sinners !—Debussi, New Month of Mary, 272.

48. The Clock and the Clockmaker—The simple 
view of the universe and the admirable order which 
reigns therein, suffices, children, to convince us that 
there is a God infinitely powerful, infinitely wise, and 
infinitely good. In proof of this, you may have pro 
bably heard the following little anecdote. A man 
of genius whose name I forget (I rather think it was 
Voltaire himself; happened to be present once in a 
large company where Keligion was being blasphemed, 
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he himself had joined in to a certain extent. But, 
at last, seeing that they were carrying the matter too 
far, pretending even to say that there is no God, and 
that the world made itself, he kept silence for some 
time. Some one turned to him at last, as if to say 
“ What do you think ?” At the same moment, th. 
clock struck eleven. Our astute philosopher con
tented himself with pointing towards it, and at the 
same time improvising the following lines, which he 
slowly recited:

“ Pour ma part, plus j’y pense, et moins je puis songer 
Que cette horloge existe, et n’ait point d’horloger!” 

which may be substantially interpreted—“For my 
part, the more I think of it, I can the less imagine 
that yonder clock exists without a maker.”

His friends looked at each other sheepishly enough, 
and muttering something about the lateuess of the 
hour, retired foolish and ashamed, like people who 
felt they had got the worst of it.—Daily Rewards, 
No. 1, p. 7.

49. Does the Good God Die?—As regards the eternity 
of God, I have just remembered a rather amusing 
little story, which may interest you, my young friends. 
The father of a family, who had experienced all sorts 
of reverses, had conceived much sorrow and bitter* 
ness on that account. His wife shared his grief, but 
she suffered more from seeing her husband so pros 
rated, than from all the misfortunes they had met; 

the, therefore, did every thing she could to restore his 
happiness and contentment. For a long time her ef
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forts were all in vain; her words of comfort throws 
away. It was then that she tried by an odd stratagem 
to lead his mind back to better thoughts. One day 
she pretended to be very sorrowful and dejected 
meet her when you would, she was still sad and 
silent. The husband, knowing his wife’s natural gaiety 
and cheerfulness, was much surprised. He feared that 
some new misfortune had taken place in the house, 
and that she concealed it from him in order to spare 
him the pain of knowing it. He urged her to tell 
him the cause of a sadness which she could no longer 
conceal. “ Oh! it is nothing; it will not last long; 
pray don’t trouble yourself about it, fori assure you it is 
of no consequence whatever!” So she put him off with 
short, vague answers. For a long time she refused posi
tively to tell the reason, which still more increased the 
alarm and excited the curiosity of her husband. Ovei • 
c<|ne at length by his repeated solicitations, she explain
ed herself a little. “ Ah, my dear, if you only kne w 
what a sorrowful dream I had the other night. I 
dreamed that the good God was dead, and that all 
the angels, great and small, followed his coffin, weep
ing ; I was very much troubled myself, and thought 
I should never get over the shock of it.” “ He« 
•idiculous!” cried the man, laughing for the first time 
in a long period, “ how could you dwell on such 
foolish fancies, especially now that you are wide 
awake ? How could God die ? Is He not eternal ?y 
At that moment the smile that had so long vanished 
from the woman’s face, suddenly re-appeared, and
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she immediately asked : “ But are you quite sure of 
what you say? is it true that the good God is 
living still?’’ “Why, of course, He is living still,’ 
replied the husband, who began to fear for his wife’s 
senses, “ how can you talk so foolishly ?'’ All a 
once the woman resumed her natural manner: “ Sc 
much the better,” she continued, “ if our good God 
has watched over us for more than fifty years, how 
can you be so discouraged as you have been of late ?” 
At these words, the worthy man understood the les
son which his wife meant to give him; he confessed 
that he deserved such a reproach, and ever after he, 
as well as his wife, put all their trust in God, who is 
so good to us, even when He pleases to afflict us.—■ 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 71.

50. Where is God ?—If I asked you, my good little 
friends, “ where is God ?” you would, doubtless, tell 
me immediately, and without hesitation : “ God is in 
heaven, on earth, and in all places.” Well! I knew 
a little boy,—very intelligent and well-instructed he 
was, too,—who answered better than that. One day, 
returning from Catechism, he related at home all he 
had heard ; his elder brother, already wearing a 
beard, and, perhaps, jealous of seeing him knowing so 
nuch at such an age, undertook to puzzle him. “ N o w, 

see here, George,” said he, “ I will give you an apple 
if you tell me where God is !”•—“ And I will give you 
two,” said the little fellow, “ if you tell me where He 
is not.'1'1 At these words, every one clapped their 
hands, and it was generally agreed that George had 



02 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

answered the question as well as the jriest himself 
could have done. There is what it is, my little 
friends, to know one’s Catechism well.—Noel, Cate- 
chisme de Rodez, I., 111.

III.---- ON DIVINE PROVIDENCE.

51. The Three Children in the Furnace.—God is 
faithful in protecting those who have been faithful in 
serving Him. Amongst a host of examples which I 
might give you, my young friends, I will select that 
of the children who were cast into the furnace. 
They were three youths of the Jewish nation, com
panions of the prophet Daniel, and imitators of his 
virtue; they were called Sirach,Misach, and Abdenago. 
Some wretched courtiers of Nabuchodonoser I. 
King of Babylon, denounced them to that prince as 
obstinate fanatics, who practised a religion different 
from that of the empire. They suggested to him, at 
the same time, in order to convince himself of it, to 
have his statue set up, and to command all the peo
ple to adore it. Nabuchodonoser adopted the sug
gestion ; he caused an enormous golden statue to be 
cast, representing himself, and by a public edict he 
commanded all the inhabitants of Babylonia to as 
semble on a certain day, on a vast plain near the 
city, in order to pay divine honors to the statue. 
The three youths went thither with the rest, because 
they belonged to the king’s household; but, at the 
given signal, instead of prostrating themselves like
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every one else, they remained standing, and raised 
their hearts to God, groaning over the idolatry of 
those poor people. Nabuchodonoser, being very angry- 
condemned them to be thrown alive into a fiery fur
nace ; he even ordered more wood than usual to be 
put in, so that the flames rose several cubits above 
the furnace. They took Sirach, Misach, and Abde- 
nago, and they bound them with cords, in order that 
they might not escape. But God watched over 
them; the fire consumed only their bonds; the flames 
fell back on the right and on the left, and a refresh
ing dew fell on our young Hebrews, so that they 
walked in the midst of that fiery furnace without suf
fering any pain. They sang then an admirable canti
cle, in which they invited heaven, the stars, the earth, 
the trees, the fire, the sea, in a word, all creatures, to 
praise the name of the Lord. I need not tell you, my 
young friends, that the king was ashamed of having 
treated in such a manner these faithful servants of 
God; he had them taken from the furnace, and their 
accusers thrown in; the latter were consumed in ar. 
instant.—Daniel, Chap. III.

52. St. Patrick's Swine.—The resources of Provi
dence are infinite, and it watches over its childien 
vith a solicitude for which we can never be suffi 
ciently thankful. Here is one of a thousand instan 
ces: St. Patrick, whilst still young, was carried off, 
and brought to Ireland as a slave, by a band of Irish 
pirates who had pillaged his father’s house. He fell 
into the hands of a fierce barbarian, who placed him 
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in charge of his cattle, with which he was ofte* 
obliged to spend the night in the fields. Once in his 
sleep, he was warned to go to the sea-shore, and that 
there he should find his deliverance. Ho went ao 
eordingly, and found a ship about to sail, on boaid of 
which he was received after much and earnest sup 
nlication. The vessel was forced to put in at a bar 
ren and uninhabited part of the Scottish coast. The 
provisions were soon exhausted; several of those or 
board made excursions in all directions but without 
finding any traces of numan habitation. Pressed bj 
hunger, the companions of St. Patrick, who were 
pagans, besought him to address his God, adding 
that, if the God of the Christians was so powerful as 
they had heard, he would not fail to save them from 
perishing with hunger. Animated with a lively con
fidence, Patrick assured them that if they would only 
be sincerely converted to the true God their deliver
ance was near at hand. He himself began to pray 
in silence, and scaice an hour had passed, when they 
met a herd of swine. They went immediately to 
work to capture some, which furnished them with an 
abundant provision of food. They continued wan
dering about for twenty-four hours, but they suffered 
no more from hunger; they subsequently reached an 
uninhabited district and were converted.—Godescarp, 
Lives of the Saints, 17th March.

53. The Bark of St. Ignatius.—Nothing is so ad
mirable, children, as the confidence wherewith the 
Hainta abandoned themselves to the guidance of
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Providence. You shall soon see that they act more 
rationally than the people of the world wno at every 
step invoke prudence, foresight, and so forth. St 
Ignatius Loyola had been on a pilgrimage to Jerusa
lem. On his return, the vessel in which he had sailed 
lauded him at the Island of Cyprus, where he awaitec 
an opportunity to return to Italy. There were thro 
different vessels in port; the first belonged to the 
Turks, who were little likely to admit a Christian on 
board. The second, a Venetian vessel, was spacious, 
comfortable, and well appointed. Finally, the third 
was small, old, and rickety. Several passengers in
terceded with the captain of the fine vessel that he 
might receive St. Ignatius on board, as he was a very 
holy man, and a worker of miracles. “ I receive no 
one gratis,” replied the captain, very shortly, “ and 
besides, if he is a Saint, he has no need of my vessel, 
he can walk on the sea, like St. Peter.” St. Ignatius 
was, consequently, obliged to content himself with 
the little rickety bark, that being the only chance left 
him. But what was the result ? The three vessels 
set sail on the same day and in the same weather. 
All at once a frightful storm arose ; the Turkish ves
sel was buried in the sea; the handsome Venetian 
vessel went to pieces on a sandbank, and every soul 
on board perished, and it was only the little bark tha 
reached the port in safety, a few days after. Provi
dence watched over its servant—Sohmid et Belkt, 
Cat. Hist.., I., 365.

54. The Child Buried Under Ruins.—Divine Pro
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donee never abandons us when we throw ourselves 
with confidence into its arms. Listen, my young 
friends, to what happened, in 1698, to a child, who 
related it himself. He was called Ciaborri, and lived 
tn Italy, near the famous volcano of Vesuvius: 
“ About five o’clock in the morning, I was with some 
of my companions, not far from the house of my 
parents, where we felt a violent earthquake, accom
panied by a terrible shock. We immediately took 
flight; but, at the same moment, all the surrounding 
houses fell with a frightful crash, and we were buried 
under the ruins. All my friends lost their lives, with 
the exception of one who was stretched beside me, 
and who, though grievously wounded, was still not 
kined; as for me I was perfectly unhurt. As Long as 
my friend lived we mutually consoled each other, and 
prayed together. But when he was dead his body 
emitted a horrible stench. Squeezed up as I was in 
a narrow space, my face rested against the decaying 
corpse; yet I never for one moment lost my presence 
of mind; I resigned myself entirely to the will of 
God, and ceased not to ask him every day for my de
liverance. My greatest torment was thirst; that I 
endeavored to assuage by licking a stone, which gave 
me, in fact, great relief. My position would have 
been still more deplorable, if the Lord had not sent 
me a sleep so profound that the thirteen dayi 
tf my captivity appeared to me scarce more than 
three. The thirteenth day was the worst of all; I 
wm at the last extremity. Collecting all my strength
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1 cried out fbr help, calling my parents by their nama 
All at once I heard a noise, and observed a sort of 
motion overhead; I shouted still louder, and was 
heard. Ten persons, digging and working with all 
their might, at length drew me out; I had been 
buried some ten feet deep. I returned thanks to 
the Lord who had saved me from death in so mi
raculous a manner; I confessed that I owed my safety 
to Divine Providence alone.”—Schmid et Belet, Cat. 
Hist., I., 110.

55. The Missionary Astray on Lebanon.—A mis
sionary who had terminated his apostolical labors in 
the neighborhood of Mount Lebanon, received orders 
from his superiors to go elsewhere. “ I set out with 
my companions,” said he, “ intending to repair to 
Bescomta, a village situated in the vicinity of the 
Druses. During my journey, I preached, heard con
fessions, and had the consolation of bringing many 
lost sheep back to the way of salvation. One day, I 
met, on my way, a father of a family, who was a Chris
tian. On learning that I was the missionary of the 
district, he approached me, and besought me, with 
tears in his eyes, to go and hear the confession of his 
numerous family, because.he and they had been long 
and ardently desiring to see a missionary. I asked 
him if he lived far away. He hesitated not to tell 
me that he lived in a very distant mountain, where 
he and his family were in a manner deprived of all in 
tercourse with their fellow-creatures. I was con
strained to tell him, to my great regret, that I could



68 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

not comply with his request, seeing that I was unde? 
strict orders to repair to Bescomta. I did all I could 
to console him, but he kissed my hands and urged 
me, saying: ‘ Father, you will come; yes, you will 
certainly come to my house, and even sooner than 
you imagine, for we will pray so fervently, that the 
good God will be sure to hear us.’ I continued my 
journey, without reflecting on these last words; I 
visited several villages, and then hastened to reach 
my destination. But, as we had no guide, we got 
lost in the mountains, which caused us much fatigue. 
After passing the whole night protecting ourselves 
from bushes and briers, we suddenly found ourselves 
near a farm-house, situated alone in the midst of a 
dismal wTaste. We entered immediately. What was 
my surprise, when I recognized in the master of the 
house the man who had, a few days before, so ear
nestly besought me to visit him! The words he had 
pronounced on leaving us were accomplished. We 
were welcomed as the messengers of heaven, and the 
work of my mission was crowned with the most con
soling success. The harvest was ripe, for, on the as
surance of the master of the house that a missionary 
would certainly come, all the inmates had duly pre
pared themselves; they received the Sacraments with 
a devotion and a recollection truly touching. As to 
me, I inscribed on the tablets of my heart: ‘ Thanks 
to the wisdom and the mercy of God, who has shed 
the dew of His grace on this lonely dwelling!’ 
L’Ami de la Religion.
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56. The Desponding Joiner.—Father Beauregard 
had just preached his famous sermon on Providence 
■when he saw a man enter his house who said to him: 
“ Father, I have heard your sermon; you have spoken 
well, but I am come to tell you that I am a living proof 
)f the contrary of what you said. There is no Provi
dence for me.'’ “ How, sir, what words are these for 
you to speak?” “Well, father, you may judge for 
yourself; I am a joiner by trade; I have a wife and 
three children, we all work hard, and we have never 
done harm to any one; for twenty years have I been 
trying to serve the Lord and live as a good Chris
tian; I have always put my trust in God, hoping 
that He would come to my assistance; but all in vain; 
and I confess to you I am ready to throw myself in 
the river, for I have bills coming due the 30th of this 
month, which I am entirely unable to meet: I am 
lost—dishonored—and I would rather die than live.” 
“ Well, my dear friend, you shall yourself become a 
sensible monument of Divine Providence How 
much money do you want ?” “ Ah, father, how good 
you are! With less than 3,000 francs, I am saved.” 
“ My friend, there is 2,500; I could not have been so 
happy as to give it to you myself, but some days ago, 
the Princess de Conti, after hearing my sermon on 

t Aims, sent me that money, authorizing me to use it 
tin whatever way I thought proper, for the relief of 
‘.the unfortunate. Go, then, meet your engagements, 

‘land never forget that there is a Providence.”—Noel 
Cat. de Rodez, I., 113.
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57. Vision of a Christian who Doubted Providence 
—We often meet with people who are willing to ad
mit that God created the world, but are yet of opinion 
that He gives Himself no more trouble about it, and 
lets it go entirely by chance. This thought is a blas
phemy and an absurdity. I once read of a worthy 
man, and a good Christian, moreover, who was tor
mented by this doubt; it seemed to him, seeing the 
good sometimes afflicted and the wicked prosperous 
and happy, that God takes no heed of us or our af
fairs. He had a dream, which he related as follows: 
“ I dreamed that I was on a journey, and had some
how lost my way. I knew not how to get out of my 
iifficulty, when I saw a traveller coming along, who 
kindly offered to show me the way. I followed him 
with joy. He soon brought me to the house of a 
man who received us with open arms, and treated us 
very well. But on setting out, my guide, instead of 
thanking him, stole from him a silver goblet, which 
he put in his wallet. Next evening, we lodged at the 
house of a wretch who did nothing but eat, drink, 
and blaspheme, and who could scarcely be persuaded 
to let us pass the night in his garret. My companion, 
on going away, made him a present of the goblet he 
had stolen. The third night we slept at the houst 
of a gentleman who appeared very rich, but at the 
Bame time very good and charitable; and yet, instead 
of being grateful to him for his kind reception, my 
strange conductor made me rise before day, set fire 
to his house, and decamped as fast as possible
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Finally, we were entertained that night by anothet 
gentleman equally kind and hospitable. M ext day, 
my guide, pretending that he did not know his way, 
asked our host to send his eldest son with us for a 
short distance. We had scarcely journeyed half an 
hour when my wretched companion laid hold of our 
youthful guide and threw him from a bridge we wrere 
passing into the river. This foul deed so excited my 
horror and indignation that I said to him; ‘ Monster, 
I will go no farther with you; I would rather take 
my chance anywhere alone, than keep company with 
such a wretch----- .’ I was going to continue my re
proaches, but all at once a man appeared brilliant 
as an angel, and said to me in a tone of mingled 
sweetness and majesty: ‘You are wrong, my friend, 
in finding fault with what I have done. First, I took 
the goblet because it was poisonous; secondly, I gave 
it to the wicked man, to punish him; thirdly, under 
the ruins of the house I burned, the owner will find a 
treasure that will make him much richer than he ever 
was before; fourthly and finally, the youth I drowned 
would have murdered his father, had he been spared, 
and caused his mother to die of grief. Cease, then, 
to blame the way in which Providence governs the 
world, because all in it is wisely foreseen and carried 
out.’ After these words the angel disappeared, and 
I awoke, resolved not to question, for the future, the 
way in which God rules the world.”—Schmid et Belet. 
Cat. Hist., I., 125.

58. A Leg Broken for My Good.—Whatever hap
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pens to us, my little friends, let us accustom ourselves 
to submit with resignation to the will of God; we 
shall never repent of doing so. That reminds me of 
a story curious enough to be related to you. A 
worthy man, who lived, I think, either in Picardy or 
Normandy, had the pious habit of saying every mo. 
ment “ All that is for my greater good.” One day 
he was on the point of embarking for England, the 
vessel was about to sail, and our man was a little 
late. He runs at full speed, but in the midst of his 
hurry he falls with his bundle under his arm, and 
breaks his leg. “Well! it is all for the best!” said 
he aloud before all the people who had gathered 
round to assist him. Much astonished at this, several 
persons asked how an accident that prevented him 
from setting out as he intended could be for the best. 
“I don’t know,” said he, “but Divine Providence 
knows, and that is sufficient for me.” Some days 
after the news arrived that the vessel in which h« 
was to have sailed had gone down, with all her pas
sengers and crew. Every one saw then that the 
broken leg had been really a fortunate accident for 
this worthy man, seeing that it had saved his life.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 121.

59. The Soldier Without Legs or Arms.—God is 
just, my young friends, and sooner or later He permits 
that the sinner shall expiate his crime. Sometimes 
He waits till death, because He has eternity before 
him; but, often too, He strikes the guilty even in this 
life, in order that their chastisement may tend t« 
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their sanctification. Father Debussi cites a terrible 
example of this in his Month of Mary. Towards the 
close of the great French Revolution, a venerable 
priest was doing all that zeal and charity could dio- 
tate in an hospital where there was a very large num
ber of sick and wounded. Some one told him of a 
poor soldier who nad been horribly mutilated; he 
felt curious to see him. He approaches and sees a 
man whose face announces calmness and resignation. 
‘I was told, my friend, that you have been badly 
rounded.” “ Sir,” replied the soldier, “ if you raise 
the clothes a little, you will see.” He raises the bed
clothes accordingly, and starts with horror on perceiv
ing that the unfortunate man has lost both his arms. 
“ What I you are shocked at so small a thing ? Raise 
the covering off my feet I” He does so, and discov
ers that the poor soldier has also lost his legs. “ Ah 
my poor child! how I pity you I ” “ Do not pity me, 
father, I only got what I deserved. I was going to 
join the army with my comrades; we met on the 
way a cross, which the Republicans had spared; 
nothing would serve us but we must pull it down. I 
was one of the most active; I climbed up, and with 
my sabre broke the arms and legs off the Crucifix, 
which fell to the ground. After this sacrilege we 
continued our journey. A few days after there was 
a battle, and at the first discharge I was reduced to 
the state in which you see me. I well deserved it, 
praises be to God, who spared me to repent and do 
penance before I die. He is just; if He punishes me 
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in this world He will spare me in the next.”—Debushl 
New Month of Mary, 63.

60. The Tailor Without Work and Without Bread. 
—In a village of Germany lived an honest tailor, 
whose name was Herman. He had managed for 
twenty years to provide for his own wants and those 
of his family, as well by constant labor as by his re
gular and irreproachable conduct. He had never 
known, therefore, what it was to suffer from hunger. 
Yet the famine which broke out in 1770 reduced him 
to the greatest misery; he was often three or four 
days without work. It became necessary to dispose 
of everything, even the most indispensable articles of 
furniture. One morning Herman rose without know
ing how to procure food for the day; his children 
gathered around him, crying for bread which he had 
not to give them. It was heartrending to him to hear 
them, but the only answer he could give them was to 
point to heaven, then hastily turn away his head to 
hide the tears that filled his eyes. He retired then to 
an adjoining room, where he knelt down and ad
dressed the Lord in this prayer: “ My God, how mis 
erable we are, I and my children: Shall I have to en
dure the bitter pain of seeing them die of hunger ? O 
Thou who givest food to the little birds, wilt Thou let 
my children die? No, Thou wilt not; Thy mercy is 
greater than our wants; ah! come to our assistance 
in our sore need!” Just as he finished his prayer, 
one of his children came running to say that a coun
trywoman desired to speak with him; she came to 
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ask him if he could manage to have suits of clothes 
made in the space of three days for her three sons, 
who were going to take part in some festival for 
which they required them. By way of inducing him 
to hurry the more with the work, she presented him 
with a basket full of bread, flour, butter, meat, and 
various other eatables. At this sight the children, 
wild with joy, clapped their hands, and began to jump 
about the room by way of testifying their delight. 
As to the father, he said nothing; he could only raise 
his eyes to heaven, and thank God in the depth of his 
soul. He related, then, to the generous countrywo
man his sad situation, and how he had promised food 
to his children without knowing in what way he was 
to procure it. The good woman was moved by this 
sad story. She promised that for the time to come 
she would let him want for nothing, and would assist 
him from her abundance until it should please Hea
ven to send them better times. The poor family were 
beside themselves with joy; as soon as their bene
factress was gone, they prepared dinner, and thus was 
verified once again the consoling words of Our Di
vine Lord: “ Come to me all ye that labor, and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”—-Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., I., p. 108.

61. Two Little Girls Shot Without Being Killed.— 
During the war which the partizans of Queen Chris
tina of Spain maintained against the friends of Don 
Carlos, a circumstance occurred which evidently 
proves that the more we are in need, the more willing 
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God is to lend us His aid. One of the Caring jr 4 
was attacked by a band of the Christiuos, w) o dro\ e 
him from his post and obliged him to fight as he re
treated, Besides the loss of a great number of sol
diers, the General had also to deplore that of his twc 
daughters, who, having accompanied their father, had 
fallen into the hands of the enemy. It was not long, 
however, before he received reinforcements, with 
orders to recover the post that had been captured by 
the Christinos. He was the more anxious to do this, 
as the safety of his dear children was at stake. Whilst 
he was preparing next day to lead his troops to the 
field of battle, the enemy was seen advancing to meet 
him. But how great was the dismay of this unhappy 
father when he perceived that his two daughters were 
placed in the van of the hostile army, in order that they 
might serve as bucklers for its protection. How could 
he order his men to fire? Would not the first balls 
that were fired pierce the hearts of his children ? 
Such were the thoughts that rushed on his mind and 
threw him into despair. Duty compels him to fight 
bravely against the foe, bet his paternal love will not 
permit him to make his own children the first vic
tims of his too great ardor. His soldiers themselves 
shared his feelings; but what was to be dope ? there 
was no time for deliberation, so controlling his emo
tion as he best could the Spanish General commend 
ed his children to the protection of God, and gave 
the word to fire. After a discharge so murderous, 
he fully expected to see his two daughters lying 
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dead on the ground. O prodigy of prodigies! he 
beholds them standing unhurt in the midst of the 
dead, whose corpses strewed the plain. Assured, 
then, of the protection of Heaven, so wonderfully 
manifested on his behalf, the General ordered his 
men to charge home with the bayonet. The enemy 
is put to flight, and the post is recovered. But what 
most rejoiced every one was the truly providential 
preservation of the two young daughters of the Span 
ish General.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 112.

IV.---- MYSTERY OF THE BLESSED TRINITY.

62. Baptism of Our Lord.—The mystery of the 
Most Holy Trinity was manifested in a very special 
manner at the Baptism of Our Lord, for we there 
find distinctively the three divine persons, the Fa
ther, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, as you are doubt
less aware, my dear children! Jesus Christ, having 
reached the age of thirty years, prepared to preach 
the Gospel to men. But He would first receive Bap
tism, not to efface original sin, since He could not be 
sullied by it, but to give water the virtue of effacing 
it in those who should afterwards receive that so 
precious Sacrament. He, therefore, quitted Naza 
reth, in Galilee, and went to find St. John the Bap 
tist, who was preaching on the banks of the Jordan 
in order to be baptized by him. After having 
through humility, made some objections, St. John 
did as He desired. Our Lord thet went ’own bare 
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foot into the river, which was not deep, and His holy 
precursor poured water on His head. At the mo
ment when Jesus came forth from the water, en
gaged in prayer, the heavens opened, and the Holy 
Ghost appeared in the form of a snow-white dove, 
resting on His head. At the same moment a voice 
was heard, as if from Heaven, saying: “ This is My 
beloved Son, in zvliom I am well pleased." You can 
easily distinguish here, my young friends, the three 
persons of the Blessed Trinity: the Father, who 
speaks; the Son made man, who is baptized; and 
the Holy Ghost who rests upon Him.—St. Matthew, 
III.; St. Mark, I.; St. Luke, in.

63. Origin of the Gloria Patri.—The mystery of 
the Most Holy Trinity, my dear children, has always 
been honored in a very particular manner in the 
Church. All the Sundays of the year are, in some 
measure, consecrated to the Blessed Trinity; but, iD 
order to honor it still more specially, the Church 
adopted the custom of reciting very frequently in the 
liturgy, the Gloria Patri. The learned Cardinal Bona 
thinks that the first part of that prayer, which is call
ed the little Poxology, wras composed by the Apostles 
themselves. It is composed of the following words, 
which you all know by heart: “ Glory be to the 
Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost.” The 
same learned authority informs us that it was the 
Council of N^rbonne, in 589, that first ordained the 
singing of it at the end of each psalm. The Arians 
and some other heretics having changed some words 
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m the Gloria Patri, to justify their error a, the Gene
ral Council of Nice, held in 325, added to it the words 
which form the second part, namely: “ As it was in 
the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world with
out end. Amen.”’ As often as this beautiful prayer 
is repeated, it is a pretty general custom to bow the 
head, as if to honor and salute more particularly the 
three Divine Persons. But it is not the case, as 
stated by the learned Ferraris, that Pope John XXII. 
granted an indulgence of thirty days as often as the 
head was bowed in this way.—Pascal, Origine et 
Raison de la Liturgie Catholique, 507.

64. St. Barbara’s Three Windows.—I have read in 
the Lives of the Saints a story that edified me much, 
and which relates precisely to the Blessed Trinity. 
It is recorded in the life of St. Barbara, Virgin and 
Martyr, whom the artillerymen, I know not why, 
have chosen for their patroness. That Saint had 
always had a great devotion for the three persons of 
the adorable Trinity. Her father was a pagan, and 
as she would never abjure the Christian religion to 
please him, he had her shut up in a high tower, as 
yet unfinished, then set out on a distant journey. 
St. Barbara having remarked that there were only 
two windows in the apartment intended for her, pre
vailed on the workmen, after many entreaties, to pu» 
in a third, because it was her intention to ponsecrate 
them to the three divine persons. When her father 
returned, and saw that his plan had not been carried 
out, and, moreover, that Barbara was the cause of the 
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alteration, he became furious. But his rage inci eased 
still more when he found that his daughter was as 
firm in her faith as before. Maddened by this con« 
viction, he threw himself on the youthful virgin, who 
ceased not to invoke the Blessed Trinity, and ran her 
through with a sword he held in his hand. This was 
in 306. This holy martyr is honored on the 4th of 
December.—St. John Damascene.

65. The Sea in a Little Hole.—St. Augustine, one 
of the greatest doctors of the Church, was walking 
one day on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea. He 
was meditating on the mystery of the Most Holy 
Trinity, and sought to fathom it, in order that he 
might be able to explain it the better in a work he 
was about to compose, or in sermons he might have 
topreach. He was absorbed in this inquiry, when he 
saw a little boy carrying water continually from the 
sea, in a small shell, and throwing it into a hole which 
he had made in the sand. “ What is that you are do
ing, my little boy ?” said St. Augustine. “ I am try
ing to put all the water of the sea in this little hole.” 
“ But, my dear child, that is impossible,” resumed the 
holy bishop, laughing heartily at the child’s artless 
simplicity; “ do you not perceive that the hole is too 
small, and the sea too large?” “You think, then, 
that I shall not succeed ? Well! I can assure you it 
will be easier for me to put all the water of the sea 
into this little hole, than for you to comprehend or 
explain the doctrine of the Holy Trinity.” No sooner 
had the child spoken these words than he disappeared
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It was an angel who had taken that form to give St. 
Augustine this important lesson. The learned doc
tor thanked God for such a favor, and gave himself 
no further trouble endeavoring to penetrate inscrut 
ble mysteries.—Sr. Augustine, Confessions.

V.---- GOD TOE FATHER ALMIGHTY, CREATOR.

66. Did God Make the Pices ?—One thing I wish 
you to remember, my young friends, and that is, that 
the heart is always spoiled and corrupted before the 
mind becomes skeptical and unbelieving. This is ex
emplified in all infidels. I might cite a thousand ex
amples, but I prefer to give you one that you do not 
know, one that I read in an excellent book entitled 
“ The Practice of Christian Perfection.” St. Augus
tine relates that a certain man, a Catholic, being 
much annoyed by the flies which incessantly troubled 
him, was visited by a Manichean, to whom he told 
the inconvenience he experienced, and the irritation 
which he could not help feeling in consequence. The 
Manichean, thinking this an excellent opportunity to 
insinuate his heresy, which was, that there are two 
principles in all things: one invisible, which is God, 
and the other visible, which is the devil. “Now, 
who do you think,” said he, “ created those flies ?” 
The Catholic, who found them so troublesome, dared 
not say that it was God. “Well, if it be not God,” 
resumed the Manichean, “ who was it that made 
them ?” “ I believe it was the devil.” “ But,” per
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sisted the tempter, “ if it was the devil that made the 
flies, who, then, made the bees, which are a little 
arger ?” The Catholic, having just said that God 
did not make the flies, could not well say that He 
had made the bees; so it was that on account of the 
Ettle difference he saw in the size of the insects, he 
answered that if God had not made the flies, it was 
plain He had not made the bees. The Manichean, 
Beeing that, led him farther little by little, passed from 
the bee to the grasshopper, which is a little bigger, 
from the grasshopper to the lizard, from the lizard to 
the sparrow, from the sparrow to the cat, from the 
cat to the sheep, and thence to the ox, the elephant, 
and finally to man, ending by persuading this impa
tient Christian that God did not create man. See 
into what an abyss he fell, because he could not bear 
patiently so trifling an annoyance as that of the 
flies!—Rodriquez, Christian Perfection, HI., 98.

67. The Acorn and the Gourd.—When you come 
to read the Fables of La Fontaine, children, you will 
find one of them, in particular, very amusing; it is 
called The Acorn and the Gcurd. A country boor 
took it into his head to criticise everything, without 
knowing what he was saying. He wondered much, 
for instance, that the oak tree bears no other fruit 
than acorns no bigger than one’s finger, whilst shrubs 
and even the frailest stems, bear fruit of enormous 
size, such as melons, gourds and pumpkins. "FI 
had the charge of all that,” said he aloud, “ I’d be sure 
to hang the biggest fruit on the biggest tree; that
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fimhAb ro leason.5’ Whilst his mind was running on 
these reflections he sat down under a spreading oak 
and it was not long till he fell asleep. He had slept 
for some time when an acorn, falling on his nose, 
woke him up with a start. He raised his hand to his 
face, and perceived that it was bleeding. “ Mercy 
on me I” he cried, “ a little bit of an acorn to make me 
bleed! Why, now, if it had been a gourd, I’d have 
had my head smashed, for certain! I see, after all, 
that what God does is well done.”—La Fontaine, 
Fables, Book VI., Fable 4.

68. Vaucansori's Duck.—To create is to make 
something from nothing, and that can only be done 
by God alone. That reminds me of some fine lines, 
for which we are indebted to Father Lemoyne, a 
learned Jesuit of Chaumont, in the Department of 
Upper Marne (in France); he says, in his poem of »Sfc. 
Louis, (we give the literal, but not the versified 
translation)

“ And those vast fields of azure and of light,—
Drawn from the empty void, and without matter form’d, 
Rounded without a compass, and without pivot hung,— 
Scarce cost one single word.”

Physicians, mechanicians, chemists, nay, even jug 
glers, make some surprising things, which suppose 
superior genius; but, once more I say, they do not 
make these things of nothing; they must have tools 
instruments, substances wherewith they may work. 
The most curious thing that was ever made was pro
bably Vaucanson’s duck. That famous mechaniciaa
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amused himself with making a little wooden iuck, 
in which he concealed a great number of very 
fine springs, most skilfully disposed. When he had 
finished, people came from all parts to admire hi 
automaton. The duck was thrown into a piece of 
water, and every one could see it swim by itself 
open its wings, shake them briskly, pick up grain 
with its bill, swallow, digest and pass it out just as a 
live duck would do. You may suppose, children, 
that the spectators were all amazed; they clapped 
their hands, and felicitated Vaucanson on his won
derful genius. And yet what is that to the works 
of God, who, at a word, created all this vast uni
verse, and whose word keeps it perpetually in motion ? 
—Magasin pittoresque, Annee 1833, 160. G. S. G.

69. The Windows of a Lonely Chapel.—I have 
told you, my young friends, when speaking of the 
Mystery of the Blessed Trinity, that power is attri
buted to the Father; hence we say of Him that He 
is the “ Creator of heaven and earth.” All that God 
has made is stamped with the character of infinite 
wisdom. I have somewhere read a story of a trav
eller who was not quite of that opinion, but really 
fancied that the world would have been better if things 
had been all arranged as he would have them. Pass
ing one day through a wild forest, he perceived a lit/’ 
tie chapel which he was curious enough to enter. 
But instead of praying, he began to criticise all 
he saw, especially a little window, the glass of 
whioh was very ancient and very gloomy in appear-
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anoe “ What stupidity!” said our pilgrim, “how 
could any one put that in a chapel ? Would it not be 
better to glaze that window with clear, white glass? 
It is just like the world, where all goes wrong and 
everything is done in direct opposition to common 
sense!” He was going on with his wise reflections, 
when the sun shone full through the window. Hea
vens I what a magnificent spectacle 1 That glass, but 
late so unsightly, presents a brilliant picture. In it 
is seen the bush, the name of God written in letters 
of fire, Moses prostrate on the earth, the flocks of 
Jethro grazing in the green meadows, <fcc., &c. At 
this sight the carping critic forgot all his humor; he 
could bite off his tongue for having spoken so rashly 
in his ignorance. He understood, then, that all that 
God does is well done; if it seems otherwise to us, it 
is because we see it the wrong way.—Canon Schmid, 
the Flower -basket.

VI.—or THB ANGELS.

70. Hagar in the Desert.—Hear the story of Hagai 
and Ishmael; in it you shall see, my little friends, 
how the Angels are sent by God to have care over 
us. Abraham had had a first son by Hagar his bonds
woman and his wife. Seven years after, he had 
another, named Isaac, by Sara, his second wife. These 
two children were brought up together, but Ishmael 
was not always as kind as he ought to have been to 
his brother Isaac; on the contrary, he often teased
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and annoyed him, as is too often seen amongst child 
ren of that age, my little friends! Sara could not 
endure this treatment of her son, and she complained 
of it to Abraham. The latter having consulted God, 
resolved to send away his bondswoman, with his son 
Ishmael. Rising very early one morning, then, he 
called them to him, and giving them a loaf of bread 
and a pitcher of water, sent them away. Hagar de
parted sorrowfully, and wandered several days in the 
Bolitude of Bersebee. When tho water given her by 
her master was all drank, she expected to die in the 
desert; then she placed Ishmael under a tree, and lay 
down herself under another, so as not to see her son 
die. All at once an Angel appeared to her, and re
proached her for her despondency. “ Arise!” said he, 
‘ take thy child by the hand, and bring him up with 
care, for he shall be the father of a great people.” 
Hagar arose at the bidding of the Angel, and she saw 
at the same moment a fair spring of fresh water, 
which had just burst forth at her side. Thanking 
God, she went to find her son, and brought him up 
in that desert, where he became a skilful archer. He 
himself had, afterwards, twelve sons, and became the 
progenitor of the great nation of the Arabs.— Genesis 
Chap. XXI.

71. Raphael Conducts the Young Tobias.—The 
finest example I can give you of the care which our 
Guardian Angel takes of us is that of Raphael, the sage 
conductor of Tobias. The father of that young man 
feeling himself growing old, summoned him to his bed 
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side, and, after some pious admonitions, said to him 
My son, I wish to tell you that when you were yet 
very young, I lent the sum of ten talents to a man of 
■>ur tribe, named Gabelus, who dwells now at Rages 
a town in the country of the Medes. You must go to 
him for this money, for which here is his own bond. 
His son, going out into the street, met a young man 
of pleasing aspect, who appeared ready to start on a 
journey; he asked him some questions, and learned 
from him that he knew the way to Rages, and that 
he even knew Gabelus very well. Tobias brought 
him to his father, who asked him if he was willing to 
accompany his son. “ I will,” replied the unknown, 
who was no other than the Archangel Raphael, “ and 
I will bring him back safe and sound.” “ May your 
voyage be happy,” cried then the old Tobias, who 
had been blind for many years; “ may God be with 
you on your way, and may His Angel accompany 
you!” They set out after bidding farewell to the 
old man and his wife, who wept much at parting. 
The Angel of the Lord watched carefully, as he had 
promised, over his young companion. The very first 
evening of their journey he saved him from a mon
strous fish that would have devoured him as he was 
washing his feet on the bank of the Tigris. At the 
end of twelve days they arrived at Rages, wher 
they lodged at the house of an Israelite named Ra- 
guel. The Angel then said to Tobias: “ ftaguel is 
of your blood; God has destined his daughter for 
your wife; if you follow the counsel I will give you 
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you shall escape the misfortune that has come on 
several persons who have already married her. As 
for Gahelus, he is no longer here; I know where he 
lives, and will go bring him hither; he shall be pre
sent at your wedding, and will give you your money. 
We shall then return to your father and mother, 
who are anxiously expecting you. All was done as 
the Archangel said; they returned with joy to Nine
veh, where the old Tobias dwelt, and restored his 
sight in a miraculous manner. Finally, when the 
Angel of the Lord had accomplished his mission, he 
made himself known, then vanished from the eyes 
of the astonished and grateful family.—Tobias, Chap. 
V. et seq.

72. The Angels of Judas Maccabeus.—You all know, 
my young friends, the story of the Archangel Ra
phael, who accompanied Tobias on his journey, and 
took such particular care of him and his affairs. Sa
cred History contains many other facts of a similar 
kind. Here is one that will interest you: Judas 
Maccabeus, Prince of the Jews, long maintained a 
difficult war against the King of Syria. Timotheus, 
general of the Syrians, marched against him in full 
force. Collecting a large army, principally of foreign- 
rs, he led them towards Judea. Hearing this, the 
rews were sore afraid, being far inferior in numbers, 
and they saw that their only hope was in the assist
ance of Heaven. Prostrate before the altar, with 
ashes on their heads, Judas and his men besought the 
Lord to have mercy on them and come to their assist
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ance. They then advanced against the Syrians, and at 
sunrise the two armies met in open field. Valor and 
determination were equally manifested on both sides, 
and the victory was still undecided, when all at once 
were seen coming down from heaven five men, mounted 
on horses with bridles of shining gold. Three of 
them put themselves at the head of the little Jewish 
army, and the other two placed themselves on either 
side of Judas Maccabeus. A complete victory was, 
of course, gained over the Syrians; they lost 20,500 
men, and 600 horses. Well I these five radiant horse
men were no other than Angels, sent by God to sus
tain His people in that emergency.—II. Maccabees, 
X., 24-38.

73. Little Gregory's Angel Guardian.—It is re
lated in the life of St. Gregory, Bishop of Tours, that 
when he was still a child his father fell dangerously 
ill. Gregory, who loved him very much, prayed fer
vently every day for his recovery. One night when 
he was fast asleep his Angel Guardian appeared to 
him and said: “ My child, you will relieve your fa
ther; do what I am going to tell you. When you 
rise in the morning write the name of Jesus on a 
little piece of wood, and, without saying anything, 
place it on the pillow under your good father’s head. 
The first thing little Gregory did when he awoke 
was to run and tell his mother what had been re
vealed to him by his good Angel Guardian; she 
charged him to go immediate’y and do as he had 
been told. He did so; wrote the name of Jesus ob 
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a small piece of wood, and thrust it gently into his 
father’s pillow. O prodigy! scarcely was it there 
when the father found himself cured, and Gregory 
gave thanks to God and his good Angel.—St. Gre
gory of Tours.

74. The Angel Guardian of a Child in the Cradle* 
—See, dear children, how carefully our Angel Guar
dian watches over us. Amongst the French soldiers 
who fought in the wars of Spain and Portugal under 
Napoleon I., there was one who related the charming 
6tory which I am about to tell you. The French 
army had reached Villafranca, situated on the Tagus. 
The soldiers, rambling through the streets of the city, 
found at the door of a deserted house, a poor little 
infant not a year old, lying in a cradle. I forgot to 
tell you that the city had been bombarded by the Eng
lish; all around were seen ruined buildings, heaps of 
rubbish, with splinters of shells and bombs, which had 
penetrated the thickness of the walls. And yet amid 
all this desolation, the cradle had remained untouched, 
because the child’s Angel Guardian had protected it 
in a very special manner. The first who perceived 
the cradle was an old grenadier, who gently raised 
the covering, and was amazed to see the pretty, 
smiling infant that lay beneath. Every one wondered 
at the sight, and the whole regiment must needs see 
it. A goat was procured to suckle the little orphan 
and as long as the regiment remained at Villafranca, 
the men took good care of it. When they were or
dered elsewhere, the old grenadier took the cradle 
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and child with him; but, finding that he could not 
keep the infant always, he gave it in charge to a good 
woman in a neighboring village, giving her all the 
money he had about him, and entreating her to take 
very good care of it till it should be claimed by its 
parents.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 166.

75. Holy Guardian Angel, Pray for Her!—Oh’, 
my dear children, if you only loved and trusted as 
you ought, your Angel Guardian, how he might as
sist you in your greatest difficulties ! Here is one in
stance, of a thousand that could be given, which 
proves it beyond dispute. It is not an old story, 
either, for the circumstance occurred in 1843, at 
Aigen, a small town in the Tyrol, one of the pro
vinces of Austria. It was the 5th of September; a 
joiner had been piling up some wood which had been 
brought him; he had built it up to a considerable 
height, and went to remove the ladder on which he 
had been standing. Suddenly the pile shakes, the 
whole mass of wood topples down, and buries under 
its ruins tho joiner’s little daughter, but two and a 
half years old, who was sitting on some chips on the 
floor. Imagine the despair of the child’s parents; 
they ran in all haste, but their first word, their first 
feeling was this: “ Holy Angel Guardian of our child 
pray for her 1” They hastened to remove the wood 
using the utmost precaution for fear of new accidents. 
Every moment* seemed an age to these w orthy peo
ple, who expected nothing else but to find their child 
lifeless. They were mistaken • their prayer had beea 
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heard; the little girl had not even a scratch. I need 
not tell you how thankful they were to the good 
Angel who had protected her.—Gazette Instruct™ 
et edi/tante, Sept., 1843.

VII.---- OF THE DEVIL.

76. A Note Written to the Devil by a Saint.—It is 
a curious thing to see, children, how weak and pow
erless the Devil is in presence of a man of faith. A 
simple sign of the Cross, some drops of holy water, a 
word even suffices to put him to flight. Listen now 
to what I am going to tell you. St. Gregory Thau- 
mat urgus was once on his way to Neocesarea, a city 
of Asia Minor. Being overtaken by a storm, he was 
obliged to take shelter with his travelling compan
ions in a pagan temple, famous in that country, be
cause the demon gave oracles therein. His first care 
was to pray to God, invoke Our Lord Jesus Christ 
and make the sign of the cross several times, to purify 
the air polluted by the smoke of pagan sacrifice. 
They spent the night quietly, and set out next morn
ing very early. Meanwhile the sacrificer of the tem
ple came to perform his sacrilegious rites; but in vain 
did he call upon his gods, the demons only appeared 
to tell him that they were going to depart from that 
temple, and had no longer any power there, because 
of what had taken place over night. • Furious at this 
result, the pagan priest hastened after St. Gregory 
•nd threatened to denounce him to the magistrates, 
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for having penetrated into the temple and disturbed 
its ceremonies. The holy bishop heard him very 
calmly and merely answered: “ Friend, the demon 
whom you serve is so weak and powerless, that I 
have only to say one word to make him either de 
>art, from a place or return to it again.” “ If that be 
so,” said the sacrificer, “ make him return to the tem
ple.” St. Gregory tore a small scrap from his book, 
and wrote on it these few words: “ Gregory to Sa
tan :—Enter 1” He gave this note to the priest, who 
placed it on the altar of the temple, and again com
menced his sacrifices; the demons appeared as usual. 
The priest was so struck by this prodigy, which man
ifested the weakness of his gods, that he went again 
in search of St. Gregory and became a Christian.— 
Sohmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 55.

77. 5!t. Anthony and the Devil.—You have doubt
less remarked, my young friends, that St. Anthony is 
always represented with devils near him, who are 
seeking to torment him. That is because this great 
solitary was really tempted very often, without the 
levil ever being able to conquer him. He may, in
deed, tempt us, and incite us to evil, but he cannot 
force us; this he once acknowledged to that same 
St. Anthony. One day when he was in prayer in his 
monastery, he heard a knocking at the door. He 
goes to open it, and sees a man of gigantic size. 
“Who ail thou ?” he asked. “ I am Satan,” was the 
reply.” “How ! and wherefore comest thou hither ?” 
“ I come to complain to thee. Why is it that all soli
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taries and all good Christians misuse me as they do! 
Why have they nought for me but maledictions ?” 
“ They curse thee,” the holy anchoret replied, “ be
cause thou doest them evil.” “Z do them no evil; it 
is themselves who do it; for me, I have no more 
strength, no more power; there remains to me not a 
single place where I can rule as a master; everywhere 
there are Christians, even in deserts and the most 
frightful solitudes. Let men, therefore, watch well 
over themselves, and I shall do them no harm; let 
them, then, cease to curse me.”

Thereupon, the devil vanished, and St. Anthony 
having closed the door of the monastery, hastened to 
relate to his monks what he had just told him.—St. 
Athanasius, Life of St. Anthony.

78. The Demon of Alexandria.—Oh! my friends, 
if you only knew how much the devil covets us, you 
would be ever on your guard against him. St. Peter 
aptly describes him as “ a roaring lion that goeth 
about seeking whom he may devour.” But he pur
sues with still greater ferocity those who are good 
and faithful; the others, he is always sure of having. 
“One day,” says the author of the Fathers of the 
Desert” a holy solitary being in prayer, was trans
ported in spirit to the interior of a monastery where 
ihere was more than three hundred monks. He saw 
there an incredible number of devils following the 
religious everywhere; to the dormitory, the refec 
tory, the garden, and especially to the chapel. They 
seemed to be pulling them, pushing them, distracting
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them in every way, in order to lead them to evil. The 
holy anchoret was then transported to the city of Alex
andria ; but he was much astonished to see there onlj 
one devil, who was sitting over the gate of the city 
looking as though he had little to do. Surprised . 
this singularity, he asked himself what it could mes v 
An angel gave him to understand that the devils f ze 
very numerous and very busy in monasteries, because 
the monks resist them all they can; whereas there 
was only one required for the whole city, because the 
people of the world are prone enough to evil of 
themselves. Let this lesson serve for our instruc
tion, dear children ; since the devil is ever seeking to 
tempt us, let us resist him with all our strength.— 
Rodriquez, Christian Perfection, V., 379.

79. The Devil at the Death-Bed.—It is especially 
in our last moments, dear friends, that the devil tries 
to tempt us; but he has fair game with sinners. A 
rich man named Chrysacrius lived long in a state of 
scandalous profligacy. “ He was,” says St. Gregory, 
“ a grovelling soul, whose affections were divided be
tween avarice and debauchery. His excesses wea
ried Divine justice; he was seized with a malady 
which insensibly reduced him to the last extremity. 
But before his soul was separated from his body,— 
by the just punishment of God, who would punish 
that sinner even in this world, his eyes wore suddenly 
opened, and he perceived around his bed a crowd of 
demons, of hideous and revolting aspect, waiting to 
drag his soul to hell. Seized with terror at the sight. 
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the rich man trembled in every limb, and a cold 
sweat bedewed his brow; though hardly able to 
speak, he succeeded, by a violent effort, in calling his 
6on Maximus to his assistance. “ Maximus, my son,” 
cried he in his terror, “ Maximus, run quick I Re
member, my dear Maximus, I have never done you 
any harm—come, then, and protect me!” Maximus, 
hearing these cries, flies to his father’s bedside, and 
very soon the whole family surround it. In vain do 
they look on every side : the devils are only visible 
to the eyes of the dying man. The others were only 
aware ctf their presence by the terror of the criminal. 
Frightened out of his senses, he threw himself on his 
bed, hoping to escape the sight of that furious crowd. 
He turned now to the persons present, now to the 
wall; but everywhere he met those infuriate enemies 
pursuing him. At last he cried, with all his remain
ing strength : “A truce I a truce till to-morrow morn
ing I” It was in the midst of these despairing cries 
that the wretch breathed his last.—Debussi, Month of 
Mary, I., p. 218.

80. Who Created the Devils ?—If I asked you, my 
little friends, who created the Angels, you would an
swer immediately and without hesitation: “ God.” 
But if I asked you who created the Devil, what would 
you answer ? I have somewhere read of that ques
tion being put to three little boys, very good boys, 
too But their replies were very different. They 
were the sons of M. de Genoude, one of our most 
celebrated modern writers. Rent! answered plainly 
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that it was quite impossible that God had created the 
Devil, because he made nothing but what was good. 
Guy did not venture to reply, for it seemed to him 
that the question was put only to give them a lesson. 
Finally, Henri, the most sedate and rational of the 
three, answered, after some reflection: “ God created 
him an Angel, but he made himself a devil by hi 
sin.” This admirable reply was loudly applauded by 
all present, and it was generally agreed that the 
young Henri could not have given a better answer.— 
Guillois, Explication du Catechisme, I., 127.

vin.—OF MAN.

81. Creation of Man.—Man is composed of a body 
and a soul. By his body he differs but little from the 
animals, but by his soul he resembles God. Do you 
remember, dear children, how man was created ? 
God had already made, of nothing, the heavens and 
the earth, as well as the sun and all the other stai s ; 
already had He made the terrestrial animals to roam 
in the fields and woods, the birds to fly in the air, and 
the fish to sport in the waters. All that was good, 
but there was wanting a rational creature who could 
render to God the free and willing homage due to 
Him. The Lord seemed then to consult with Him
self and He said: “ Let us make man to our own im
age and likeness, that he may have dominion over 
the earth and rule the beasts of the earth, the birds 
of the air, and the fishes of the sea.” He took, then, 
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a little clay, formed thereof the body of man, breathed 
into his nostrils the breath of life, and he became a 
living creature. These last words show that He cre
ated a soul to unite to the body. Some time after 
God sent on the first man, who was called Adam, a 
mysterious sleep, during which He took from him one 
of his ribs, from which He formed the body of the 
first woman, who was named Eve. To that likewise 
He united a soul, and gave the woman to Adam for a 
companion. From these two persons all mankind 
are descended, and hence it is that we call them our 
first parents.—Genesis, I. and H.

82. The Story of John the Dwarf.—Since we are 
men, we must endure the miseries which are insepar
able from our nature, and not do as was done by a 
solitary, about whom I will tell you a rather amusing 
story: This was St. John, surnamed the Dwarf, be
cause of his diminutive stature. He inhabited the 
desert of Scete in Egypt. Oue day he said to his 
elder brother: I wish I was like the angels, who live 
without any trouble, have no need of working, and 
are incessantly occupied in praising God. Therefore, 
he quits his home, and betakes himself to the depth 
of a wilderness, where he spent the days and nights 
in praying or singing the praises of God. At the 
end of a week, he came back by night and began 
knocking at his brother’s door.—“ Who is there ?”— 
“ It is I !”•—•“ Who is Z?”—“ I am John, thy brother; 
open speedily, for I am dying with hunger.”—“ Oh I 
John is no longer a man like others; he is an angel. 
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and prays to God ah day long; he could not be hun
gry, for, thou knowest, the angels never eat.”—“ Par
don me, good brother, I told thee that, I know, but I 
told thee wrong •, I see now that as long as we are on 
the earth, we shall be subject to the miseries of hu
manity.” His brother then rose and let him in, think
ing that the lesson might be of profit to him.—Perb 
Michel-Ange Marin, Vie d s Peres des desevts.

83. The Doctor's Dream.—You may, perhaps, never 
have reflected on one thing, my young friends, namely, 
that the dreams we have in sleep prove the existence 
of our soul and its distinctness from our body. St. 
Augustine himself speaks of this in his letter to Evo- 
dius. He relates that one of their friends, named 
Gennadius, who had practised medicine at Rome, and 
came afterwards to settle in Carthage, entertained 
some doubts concerning the resurrection and eternal 
life, being unable to understand how that could be, 
He was wrong to reason so, for if we only believed 
what we understood, we should not believe much. 
Nevertheless, as he was otherwise a good Christian, 
God was pleased to enlighten him. One night, Gen
nadius dreamed that a young man of great beauty 
approached him and said: “ Follow me.” They set 
out and soon arrived in a strange city, where they 
heard music of the most ravishing sweetness Tin 
guide then said to the physician: “This mush 
which thou now hearest is the singing of the in 
habitants of the heavenly Jerusalem.” On his wak
ing, Gennadius paid little attention to what he had 
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heard; he thought it was only an ordinary dream. 
The following night, the young man appeared again 
to him in a dream and asked if he knew him. “ Cer
tainly,” said Gennadius, “ I saw you yesterday, and 
we journeyed together.” The mysterious guide took 
occasion to give him a lesson on the things wherein 
he had doubted. He told him: “You spoke, heard, 
acted during your sleep; your body was in your bed; 
it was motionless; its eyes were closed; it was not 
it, therefore, that journeyed, saw, heard. Well' it 
was your soul that did all that; and, after your death, 
it will likewise be it that will see, hear, act.” There
upon, Gennadius awoke; he had comprehended, and 
no longer doubted.—St. Augustine, Letter to Evodius.

84. Singular Reasoning on the Soul.—In relation 
vo the soul, which is in us, but which we do not see, 
although we sensibly feel its presence, I have read of 
a young libertine who was not ashamed to say that 
he had no more soul than the animals. He was once in 
a steamboat on the Seine going to Paris. People kept 
shrugging their shoulders at the absurd and ridiculous 
things he uttered every moment. But there were three 
persons there who did not content themselves with 
laughing in their sleeve. “ If we have no soul,” said 
one of them, “ we are only lumps of flesh, pretty 
much the same as my dog, whom you see there gnaw
ing a bone ” “ If we have no soul,” added the boat*
man, “it must then be said that nothing exists only 
what we see.” “ Precisely so,” replied the libertine. 
* See now if nothing exists that we do not see,” cried 
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the boatman, much excited by a gale of wind which 
made his vessel reel at the moment; “ now I main
tain, good sir, that we have a soul as sure as the±e is 

wind,” and he gave him a smart rap on the shoul
der with his oar. “ In short,” said a third, “ the gen
tleman has proved to us with much spirit that he 
is only a brute? This, children, is, undoubtedly, sin
gular reasoning; but no other can be employed with 
any one who has renounced common sense.—Reyre, 
Anecdotes Chretiennes.

85. I will not be a Horse.—There can be nothing 
more absurd than the notions with regard to the 
soul entertained by nations who have not the happi
ness of being enlightened by the true faith. The 
East Indians, the Siamese, the Thibetians, and manj 
others imagine that, after a man’s death, his soul 
passes into the body of an animal, and even success
ively into the bodies of several different animals. A 
missionary relates on this subject a somewhat droll 
affair of which he was himself a witness: “ Amongst 
the persons whom I baptized this year,” said he, 
“ there was an old man of seventy. He was poor, 
having no other means of living than the trifling pen
sion which he annually received from the Emperor 
of China. The bonzes or priests of the country had 
put it into his head that after his death his soul 
would pass into the body of a horse which should be 
destined to carry the Emperor’s dispatches. ‘Ah! 
but,’ added these impostors, ‘ see that you don’t, 
when you come to be a horse, turn restive and throw 
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your rider; take good care that you don’t either 
stumble, or kick, or bite any one; if you do the 
gods will punish you.’ They had got his imagina
tion so stuffed full of these foolish notions that at 
times the poor man actually fancied himself a horse 
already; then he would go down on all-fours, jump, 
prance and neigh to the great amusement of every 
one that chanced to witness this strange sight. Thus 
it was with him when he came to hear of our holy 
religion; he was made to understand that, amongst 
as, one is not exposed to become a horse, or any 
other animal whatsoever, because that after our 
death the soul goes straight to God, to be judged, 
and rewarded or punished according to its works. 
This so rational doctrine pleased him, he sought and 
obtained instruction, demanded baptism, and died 
some days after in great sentiments of piety.”—Noel, 
Catechisme de Jlodez^ VI., 221.

86. My Horse and My Soul.—A preacher who was 
giving a mission in a considerable village, put up at 
the house of the lord of the manor. Seeing a groom 
one day rubbing down bis master’s horse with great 
care, he amused himself chatting with him a little : 
“ My friend,” said he, “ how many times a day dr 
you see to your horse, to keep him in such good con 
dition ?” “ I don’t know exactly, Reverend Father 
but I spend as much as two hours on him every day.” 
“ That is a great deal, my child, and I see, accord
ingly, that your horse is superb. But, tell me, how 
much time do you give every day to the care of youj 
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soul ? to purify it, to sanctify it, to render it better, 
in a word, to work out your salvation ?” “ I will 
soon tell you that, Reverend Father : Every morning 
I make the sign of the Cross, I say an ‘ Our Father,’ 
sometimes a ‘ Hail Maryon Sunday I don’t often 
miss Mass, but I’m best pleased when it’s a short one. 
That’s all.” “Ahl my poor friend, since you take so 
little care of your soul, and so much of your master’s 
horse, I would rather be your horse than your soul. 
And yet, what will it profit you to earn a thousand 
francs a year, if you come to lose your soul for all 
eternity ?” I know not, my young friends, what the 
honest groom said or did on hearing that, but, I am 
sure, if he had common sense, he would have ac
knowledged his fault, and tried to amend his ways. 
And let ourselves profit by this lesson, and beware 
of giving more care to our body than to our soul.— 
Noel, Cat. de Rodez, I., 185.

87. The Empty Bottle.—It is wrong to conclude, 
children, because we do not see the soul, that there is 
none in us. Let me tell you, in this connection, a 
droll adventure that happened to a young man un
happily imbued with bad principles. He had com
menced teaching school in order to earn a living; 
you may guess what kind of religious education he 
was likely to give his pupils. Being invited once to 
dinner, towards the end of the repast, he takes in his 
hand a glass of wine and cries with enthusiasm: 
u Let us eat, drink, and be merry while we live, foi 
vhen we are dead all is over.” “ Yes,” said the host
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“ it will be all over with your body, but what of your 
soul, my dear sir ?” “ My soul! and pray what is a
soul? have you seen one? as for me, I only believe 
in what I have seen.” “ In that case, my good sir 
there are many things in which you do not believe. 
Now it seems to me that there are many beings in 
existence which we never see. Hold ! you who are 
so learned, tell me what is in that ?” And so saying, 
the gentleman held out to him a white glass bottle 
closely corked. Our young coxcomb takes the 
bottle, turns it round and round, looks through it, 
puts it to his nose, and says at last: “ It smells of 
brandy, and yet I see nothing inside.” “ I assure 
you, sir, you are mistaken, for my bottle is full of 
something that you do not see.” At the same time, 
uncorking the bottle, the host plunges it into a 
pitcher of water, and from it came forth large 
bubbles, which burst at the surface, according as the 
bottle fills. “ What is that, sir ?” he asked of the 
teacher. “ By my word, I believe it is only air, after 
all I” “ Ah! it is air, is it ? and the bottle was full 
of it just now7? why then did you not see it? You 
see there are in the world many things that exist 
which we cannot see. It follows, therefore, that the 
soul may exist without our seeing it.” The school
master, confused and ashamed, took his hat and his 
umbrella and made his exit. Two hours after he 
thought proper to leave a village where people 
believed that they had a soul.—Noel, Cat. de Rodezx 
I, 184.X.



CHAPTER IV.
SECOND ARTICLE OF TIIE OBEKD.

And in Jesus Christ, His only Son, Our Lord
88. A Woman Cured by Touching Our Lords Gar 

ment.—In order to convince one’s self that Jesus 
Christ is God, it is only necessary to see the miracles 
which He wrought during His life. I could tell you, 
my young friends, of more than a hundred; but as 
you can read them yourselves in the Gospel, I shall 
relate only one: Our Lord was surrounded by a 
crowd of people, who followed Him eagerly to hear 
His holy word. All at once a woman was seen drag
ging herself along, a well-dressed woman, too, for she 
was very rich; she was unhappily afflicted with an 
issue of blood, from which she had been suffering for 
twelve years, without being able to obtain any relief. 
She glided softly and stealthily through the crowd, 
saying to herself—“ If I had only the happiness to 
touch the hem of His garment, I should surely be 
healed.” Having at length succeeded in approach
ing Our Lord, she touched Him respectfully, and was 
immediately cured. No one had observed her ex
cept Jesus, who made a motion, and said aloud: 
“Who has touched Me?” His Apostles, quite sur
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prised, answered Him : “ Lord, no one touched Thee; 
it is because of the crowd pressing Thee on every 
sido.” “ I say some one has touched Me, for I felt a 
virtue going out from Me!” The poor woman who 
had been cured trembled as though she had done 
wrong; she drew near, and confessed all. But Our 
Lord, who had doubtless done that only to make 
manifest her faith and her confidence, reassured her 
and said : “ Fear not, daughter, thy faith hath mada 
thee whole.”—St. Matthew, Chap. IX.

89. The Philosopher Struck Dumb.—You, doubtless, 
know, my young friends, that Constantine was the 
first Roman emperor who became a Christian; that 
was in the year of Christ 312. One day when this 
pious prince was at Byzantium, which is now the city 
of Constantinople, the pagan philosophers came to 
complain to him that their religion was despised. 
They asked his permission to open a discussion with 
the bishop of the Christians, named Alexander. He 
was a holy man, but had not spent his whole life 
studying like the philosophers who wished to attack 
him. He presented himself, nevertheless, full of con
fidence in his God, and requested his adversaries to 
choose one of their number to confer with him. 
Their choice fell on a most skilful and practised ora 
tor. No sooner was he in presence of St. Alexander 
than, forgetful of his age and the decorum proper to 
be observed on such an occasion, he commenced a 
proud and arrogant harangue, as though he had al
ready won the day. The holy bishop, turning 
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towards him, contented himself with saying: “ In 
the name of Jesus Christ, whom I serve, be silent!” 
He had no need to say more; the philosopher 
was struck dumb on the moment, and could thus 
convince himself that religion consists not in fine 
words or self-sufficient airs.—Sozomenes, Eccles. Ilist., 
Book I., Chapter 18.

90. How the Impious Arius Died.—Are we not 
happy to confess, my very dear children, that Jesus 
Christ is God ? And yet there was once an unhappy 
deacon, named Arius, living in Alexandria in the 
fourth century, who dared to maintain that Jesus 
Christ is not God. This impiety was rejected with 
horror by the whole Church; it was only the ignorant 
and the perverse who declared themselves followers 
of Arius. After having disturbed the peace in the 
East and in the West, and banished St. Athanasius, 
their most formidable adversary, the Arians carried 
their audacity so far as to attempt to force Alex 
ander, bishop of Constantinople, to receive the heretic 
into his church. The holy bishop would never con
sent to it; penetrated with profound soirow, he went 
to prostrate himself at the foot of the altar and cried 
with tears in his eyes: “ My God, if it be Thy will 
that Arius should enter into Thy Church, let me die 
before I witness such an outrage; but if Thou wilt 
have compassion on my Church, surfer not that he 
enter therein!” Meanwhile, the heretics, regardless 
of the bishop’s refusal, would execute their impious 
project On the following day they assembled in full 
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force, and set out on their march towards the church, 
ft was a grand ovation; heresy prevailed; to hear 
the Arians, it was all over with the Catholics. They 
had reached the great square called Constantine’S) 
when Arius suddenly turned pale, grew sick, and wa 
obliged to enter the public privy, in the sight of all 
They waited some time for his return; but going at 
length to see why he tarried so long, they found him 
dead I The justice of God had overtaken him at the 
very moment when his impiety seemed most to 
triumph.—Tillemont, Eccles. Hist., VI., 296.

91. Julian the Apostate Seeks to Rebuild the Temple 
of Jerusalem.—The miracles of Our Lord prove Ilis 
divinity, but no less do His prophecies. Of these the 
last one in particular has been much celebrated; it is 
that in which he said, speaking of the Temple of 
Jerusalem: There shall not remain of it a stone upon 
a stone. The Emperor Julian, the Apostle, who lived 
in 362, undertook to falsify this so clear prediction. 
He announced to the Jews that he was going to re
build their temple, inviting them to lend their aid. 
He attracted the most skilful workmen from every 
country, employed whole troops of laborers, and 
committed the superintendence of the work to Aly- 
pius, one of his most devoted officers. The Jews 
flocked to Jerusalem from every quarter of the world; 
they exulted, and published everywhere that the 
Kingdom of Israel was about to be re-established. 
They feared not even to insult the Christians in a 
thousand ways, because they felt themselves support 
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ed by the imperial power. What remained of the 
ancient temple was easily destroyed, so that the Scrip
ture was literally fulfilled, and not one stone left on 
another. With the same facility were the foundations 
dug out anew. But, as soon as the first stones were 
laid, there came a tremendous earthquake, which cast 
the stones forth to a great distance. Fierce whirl
winds arose, too, and carried off the sand, lime, and 
other materials, which had been heaped up in im
mense quantities. But what was most terrible, as it 
was most evidently supernatural, great globes of fire 
issuing from the building and rolling in all directions 
with frightful rapidity, threw down the workmen, 
cast them forth, consumed them body and bones, 
and reduced them to ashes. The flames even sought 
and destroyed the hammers, pickaxes, chisels and all 
other tools which were stored away in a separate 
building. A torrent of fire winding through the place 
and shooting hither and thither burned or stifled the 
Jews, whom it seemed to distinguish from the Chris
tians, and even from the pagans. The dread phe
nomenon was renewed several times in open day. 
By night, the Jews perceived on their garments, 
crosses so indelibly stamped that, do what they would, 
they could not efface them. A luminous cross was 
also seen in the heavens, from Calvary to Mount Oli
vet. The obstinate children of Israel failed not to 
return several times to their work. They encouraged 
each other to persevere, hoping to secure the favor 
of the apostate prince. Every time they were re
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pulsed in a manner equally fatal and miraculous; s« 
that many of them, and a still greater number of 
idolators, openly confessed the divinity of Jesus 
Christ and asked for baptism. This truly wonderful 
prodigy has been recorded, not only by all the eccle
siastical writers, but by several pagan authors, and 
especially Ammien-Marcellinus who lived in that time. 
St. John Chrysostom even adds that, in his time, the 
foundations dug out by the Jews were still wide open 
and plain to be seen.—Reyre, Awe. Chret., 28.

92. Good Day, My Little Friend!—That as God, 
Jesus Christ is entitled to the same homage as His 
Father, is evident. There occurs to me now a pretty 
anecdote on this subject, that will, I know, both 
amuse and instruct you, my little friends 1 St. Amphi- 
locus, Bishop of Iconium, in Asia Minor, being at 
Constantinople, and seeing that the Arian party was 
still prevailing, urged the Emperor Theodosius to 
pass a law forbidding them to hold their assemblies 
and blaspheme the Son of God. But, although the 
Emperor was zealous for the Catholic faith, he did 
not think it expedient to grant this request, lest he 
might be accused of too great severity. Nerverthe- 
less, the holy bishop was not discouraged, and in 
order to obtain by pious address what had been re
fused to his earnest supplications, he came to court a 
little after Theodosius had declared August, his son 
Arcadius, only six years of age. He paid his humble 
homage to the emperor, but took no notice of the 
young prince, who sat beside his father. Theodosius.
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diking this omission of St. Ampliilocus for an over
light, had him reminded of it. The prelate then ap
proached with a familiar air: “ Ah! good day, my 
little friend,” said he to the young prince, chucking 
him under the chin, and caressing him as he would 
any ordinary child. The emperor, very indignant, 
ordered the old man to be removed. The holy bi
shop, turning then to Theodosius, and assuming a look 
and tone of great dignity, said : “ Your Majesty can
not bear that any indignity should be offered to your 
son, who is but a child; thinkest thou, then, that the 
Father of the Word made Flesh sees with less indigna
tion any one refusing to the adorable person of His 
Son the same honors that are paid to Himself?” 
Theodosius admired the holy ingenuity of Amphilocus, 
made him draw near, and granted him all he desired. 
>—Tillemont, Hist. Eccles., VI., G28.

93. Death of St. Michael, the Archangel.—There are 
two natures in Jesus Christ, the divine nature and 
the human nature. A Greek heretic of the fifth cen
tury, named Eutyches, dared to maintain that there 
was but one, which was the divine nature; so that, 
according to him, Jesus Christ would have suffered 
as God, which is absurd and impossible. I remember 
having read that a prince of the Saracens, who was 
called Alamondar, and lived about that time, had the 
happiness of becoming a Christian. He was a famous 
warrior, whose very name made Syria and Phenicia 
tremble. The patriarch of Antioch, named Severus, 
Who had the misfortune of professing the Eutychien
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heresy, endeavored to gain him over, and sent two ol 
his prelates to indoctrinate him. The Saracen, hav
ing heard what they had to say, told them to return 
on the morrow. During this second interview, an 
officer to whom he had previously given the word 
came and whispered something in his ear. Imme
diately the prince became sad; his eyes were moist 
with tears, and he appeared very sorrowful. “ What 
is the matter, my lord?” anxiously inquired the two 
bishops who were conversing with him. “ Alas! I 
have heard evil tidings I Only think, St. Michael the 
/Archangel has just died, and the angels of heaven 
are all in great tribulation.” The prelates, unable to 
repress a smile, hastened to re-assure him by telling 
him that the angels are immortal, and can neither 
suffer nor die. “ And you would have me believe 
that though Jesus Christ has only the divine nature, 
lie is dead. Can God, then, die ?” At this rebuff, 
which they little expected, the two heretics lost no 
time in taking leave of a prince who had so much 
good sense.

94. The Twelve Choir-Boys, Martyrs.—If you read 
the history of the Arians, who dared to deny the 
divinity of Jesus Christ, you would see, my dear 
children, all the atrocities they committed in regar 1 
to Catholics. But you would likewise see there the 
firnmess with which the faithful endured the most 
cruel torments, rather than apostatize. I have read 
a pretty story about that, which will particularly inter 
®st those who have the happiness of being choir-boy■ 
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Wlien Huimeric, king of the Vandals, persecuted the 
Catholics, he sent into exile all those who refused to 
abjure their faith. Amongst these were twelve boys, 
who served in the church of Carthage, and were dis
tinguished by their fine voices, but still more by their 
piety. They wanted to keep them to assist in the 
ceremonies of the Arians, and promised them every
thing they could wish, on condition that they became 
heretics. Admire their constancy, my young friends, 
not one of them would listen to such a proposal. 
They brought them back by force—they loaded them 
with caresses, and when all failed, they beat them 
with sticks. All was in vain, those twelve choir
boys remained faithful to their religion and their God. 
Hence, when the persecution had ceased, they were 
respected as real martyrs, and were called the twelve 
apostles. They went to reside in one house, and lived 
long together, giving to all around them an example 
of piety and virtue.—Victor De Vite, Hist, de la 
Persec. des Vandales.

95. The Miracle of Typasus.—The Vandals, a peo
ple of Africa, were Arians, that is to say, they denied 
the divinity of Our Lord Jesus Christ. In 484, 
their king, named Hunneric, a cruel and barbarous 
prince, had caused a heretic bishop to be elected for 
the city of Typasus, in Mauritania (now in Algeria). 
The inhabitants, who were Catholics, would not re
cognize him; the greater part of them chose rather 
to expatriate themselves into Spain. The king, furi
ous at this resistance, had three hundred who re
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mained behind, seized, and commanded them tt. say 
Jesus Christ is not God, under pain of having ttieir 
right hands and their tongues cut off in the public 
square at Typasus. Not one would consent to this 
impiety; they preferred to undergo the punishment 
wherewith they were threatened. But see, children, 
the power of God, when their tongues were cut out, 
they continued to speak as before, and delighted to 
repeat every moment—“ Jesus Christ is God I Jesus 
Christ is truly God!” The authors who relate this 
prodigy add that several of these generous confess
ors journeyed through divers countries, and went 
to Constantinople, where the Emperor Justinian him
self saw and spoke with them.—Victor De Vite’s 
History of the Persecution of the Vandals, Book V 
Chapter 6.

96. Power of the Name of Jesus.—I think I have 
already told you something of the cruelties which 
the Arian Vandals exercised on those who would not 
deny, like them, the divinity of Our Lord Jesus 
Christ. Amongst those who distinguished them
selves by their courageous resistance, figures Count 
Armogastes, who was the son of Genseric, being of 
the Vandals. As he would never eml race the Arian 
heresy, he was bound hand and foot with cords, and 
thus left in prison. Armogastes had only to pro
nounce with faith the name of Jesus, and immediate
ly all his bonds fell off, as though they had been but 
spider’s web. He was then hung from a stake with 
his head down. Amazing prodigy I scarcely had they 
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left him to himself, when he pronounced the Catholic 
words, “ Jesus Christ is God,11 and fell into a peace
ful slumber, without giving the least sign of suffer
ing; it seemed as though he lay on a bed of rest. 
Such was in him the efficacy of the name of Jesus. 
And so shall it be with us, my young friends, if we 
pronounce that sacred name with all the faith and 
piety of which we are capable, as St. Paul assures us 
that at that name alone every knee must bend in 
heaven, on earth, and in hell.—Victor De Vite, Hist. 
Pers, des Vandales.

97. The Ingot of Gold and the Piece of Iron.—How 
happy you are, my dear children, in knowing your 
Catechism! A child who knows his religion well 
may puzzle learned men who do not know it. There 
were, in the last century, at Aleppo, a large city of 
Turkey, in Asia, certain missionaries who converted 
many people. Amongst their Christians was a young 
lad of fifteen years, who, in company, once attracted 
much attention, by his ready wit. An Armenian 
priest, who had the misfortune of being a heretic, 
would have him admit that there is but one nature in 
Jesus Christ. “I know well,” said he “that Jesus 
Christ is both God and man; but the divine nature 
and the human nature are so perfectly united, that 
they make but one. Take,” said the heretic priest, 
“a large and a small piece of iron, fuse them together; 
they will make but one and the same piec'e, wherein 
you can no longer discern what made part of the lit
tle or what of the big.” “ That is true,” said the lad 
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“ but, instead of the little piece of iron, take a small 
ingot of gold, and fuse it with the iron. Will the 
piece you thus obtain be all gold, or yet all iron ? 
Will you not find it part gold, part iron ? So it is in 
Our Divine Lord; the divine nature, represented by 
that ingot of gold, is united to the human nature; 
they make, indeed, but one single person, but in that 
person we still find the two natures. It was in His 
human nature that Jesus Christ suffered and died, 
and it was by His divine nature that He gave an in
finite value to His sufferings and death.” To this ad
mirable reasoning the heretic could answer nothing; 
he soon beat a retreat, growling against the youth, 
and the missionaries who had so well instructed him. 
Filassier, Dictionnaire cl Education, n., 445.

98. The Plague of Marseilles and the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus.—The devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
is entirely French; it dates from the close of the 
seventeenth century, but it is especially since the 
famous plague of Marseilles that it spread through 
the provinces. In the month of May, 1722, this 
plague, which had been supposed quite extinct, broke 
out again in that city, and threw it into the greatest 
consternation. The Heart of Jesus, which had already 
protected it once, was again the happy resource of the 
Bishop, the celebrated Belzunce. At his solicitation, 
the magistrates, in a body, made a vow to go every 
year in the name of the city, to the Church of Ute 
Visitation, on the Feast of the Sacred Heart, there tc 
honor that worthy object of our love, to receive Holy
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Communion, to offer a white waxen taper four pounds 
in weight, adorned with the arms of the city, and, 
finally, to assist in the general procession which that 
prelate proposed to establish in perpetuity on that 
same day. This vow was pronounced publicly be
fore the altar of the Cathedral Church, by the first 
of the municipal magistrates, in the name of all, on 
the day of the Fete-Dieu, before the procession of the 
Blessed Sacrament. The Bishop held the Sacred 
Host in his hands, and the magistrates knelt before 
him. All the people united in a vow from which 
they expected such happy results. It was heard in 
a manner that excited the admiration as wTell as the 
gratitude of all Marseilles. That very day all the 
sick were cured, and no one was ever aftsr attacked 
by the plague. Fear, which in those fatal plagues 
does often more injury than the malady itself, gave 
place to entire confidence; the inhabitants of Mar
seilles believed themselves safe in the protection of 
the merciful heart of the Saviour. The disease died 
out so completely, that, six weeks after, the Bishop 
of Marseilles, in a pastoral which he wrote exciting 
the people to gratitude, said to them: “We now 
enjoy such perfect health, that we have not had for 
tome time in Marseilles either deaths or diseases of 
any kind, a thing wholly unprecedented in a city so 
large and populous, and which goes to prove the 
miracle.” It was in remembrance of this second 
favor, which appeared still more sudden and miracu
lous than the first, that the Bishop of Marseilles e»
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tablished in perpetuity a general procession on the 
Feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. All these facts 
are established by the pastorals of that prelate, and 
by the official deliberations of the municipal body of 
Marseilles. The procession was interrupted for som 
time by the revolution; but it now takes place again 
with as much faith and piety as in the eighteenth 
century.—Debussi, New Month of Mary, 316.

99. The Crucifix of the Tuileries in 1848.—There 
happened something very remarkable, children, dur
ing the Revolution of 1848, at a time when there 
seemed to be but little disposition to protect what 
oelongs to religion. It was on the 24 th of February. 
The people came to invade the Tuileries, whence 
King Louis Philippe had gone but a few moments 
before. They flung from the windows the furniture, 
hangings and carpets. One young man, whose name 
I am sorry I do not know, ran in all haste to tha 
palace-chapel, where the noonday Mass was just 
being said; he feared that it might be sacked, and 
■wished to protect it. It had already undergone 
some disarrangement; some of the sacerdotal vest
ments were seen lying scattered in the sacristy; but 
no one had yet touched the altar. The young Ca
tholic then asked some of the National Guardsmen 
to help him to remove the sacred vessels and the 
crucifix. “We will do it willingly,” said they, “but 
on condition that we have with us a pupil of the 
Polytechnic School.” Two of these immediately 
present themselves; they take the sacred vessels and
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flit crucifix, and set out on their maich for the 
Church of St. Roch. On the way- there were some 
ill-disposed persons who began to scoff and hoot 
Tlie young man who carries the crucifix stops, he 
holds it up, shows it to the surrounding crowd, and 
cries out: “ Citizens, you would be regenerated; 
well 1 remember you can only be so through Jesus 
Christ.” At these words many voices from the crowd 
cry out: “Yes, yes, it is true! Vive le Christ! Vive 
le Christ^ (which may be interpreted “ Christ for 
ever I”) and respectfully baring their heads, they 
marched in procession to the Church of St. Roch, 
where the priest took the crucifix, placed it on the 
altar of the Blessed Virgin, and gave his blessing to 
the people.—L'Univers, 2#th February, 1848.



CHAPTER V.
THIRD ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

Who was conceived by the Holy Ghost, born oj the
Virgin Mary.

I.—CONCEIVED BY THE HOLY GHOST.

100. The Child Raised to Life by Eliseus.—I know 
not, children, whether you may have reflected on it, 
but it seems to me that there is something more ex
traordinary in the mystery of the Incarnation than 
in any of the others. A God to make Himself man. 
that he might be able to suffer ana to die, in order to 
redeem the world, is someihing very strange, but it 
tends to give us an idea of the love and mercy of God 
for men. We find a beautiful figure of this in the life 
of the prophet Eliseus. One day, a poor Sunamite 
woman sent him word that her son, the only child 
she had, had died. Eliseus gives his stick to his dis
ciple, and says to him: “ Go to that woman’s house 
and lay my stick on the body of her child, that he 
may return to life.” But neither the stick nor the 
servant could work that miracle. Eliseus goes him
self, and here it is, children, that the story applies to 
our subject: The prophet enters the chamber of the 
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dead child, recollects himself a moment, calls God to 
his assistance, then stretching himself at full length 
over the corpse, he gathers himself up, as it were, to 
take the exact size of the child, so as to have his 
eyes on his eyes, his hands on his hands, his mouth 
on his mouth, his feet on his feet, and his heart on 
his heart. After a few moments, life had, as it were, 
passed from the body of Eliseus to that of the dead, 
and restored his existence. This is precisely what 
was done by Our Lord Jesus Christ. We were dead 
by sin, and he restored us to life by uniting his di
vine nature to ours.—IV. Kings, IV.

101. The Holy-House of Nazareth.—The Most 
Holy Virgin dwelt in Nazareth when the Archangel 
Gabriel came to announce to her, on the part of God, 
that she should be the mother of the Messiah pro
mised and expected for more than four thousand 
years. Thv house which she then inhabited is no 
longer in that little town; it was miraculously con
veyed to Loretto, a pretty little town of Italy, in the 
year 1294, as is proved by the most authentic tradi
tions. The place in Nazareth, whereon that so vener
able house once stood, is now inclosed within the li
mits of the Franciscan Convent. It is reached from 
the interior of the church by a flight of seventeen 
marble steps; one finds themselves then in a subter
raneous chapel, lit night and day by several lamps. 
An altar has been raised on the spot whereon the 
mystery of the Incarnation was wrought. Close by 
are two granite pillars, one of which marks the spot 
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where stood the Angel of the Lord when he said to 
the Blessed Virgin—“ Hai., full of grace, the Lord is 
with thee !” But, my young friends, the most inter 
esting part of this subterraneous sanctuary is the 
centre of the marble pavement, whereon is inscribed, 
in large letters, those Latin words which you all 
know by heart:

VERBUM CARO IIIC FACTUM EST.

Here th" Word was made flesh.
Let us thank Our Lord, dear children, for the favor 
He did us in* coming into the world; and when we 
assist at Mass on the day of the Annunciation, let us 
imagine that we are prostrate on the pavement in 
Nazareth, reading those words of the Angelus: “The 
Word was made flesh, and dwelt with us!”—Mor. 
Lislin, Holy Places, III., 392.

102. A Rock that Rolls Aliraculously.—You remem 
ber, children, the story of that pagan sacrificer to 
whom St. Gregory Thaumaturgus gave a note to 
bring back the devil into a temple, whence he had 
been expelled by the sign of the Cross (No. 76 of 
this series) ? That sacrificer, touched by the miracle, 
was converted, and besought St. Gregory to instruct 
him himself. The holy bishop, as you may well be
lieve, faithfully discharged this duty, and naturally 
commenced with the principal mysteries. Having 
explained that of the Holy Trinity, he came to that 
of the Incarnation, when he said that the Son, the 
Second Divine Person, had oompassion on the world, 
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lost by the sin of Adam, that He came down on earth, 
and took a body and soul like to ours, to the end that 
He might be able to suffer and die for us. “ Impos
sible !” cried the pagan priest, “ impossible! I cannot 
understand that!” “ But, my friend,” replied the 
Saint, “ I do not understand it myself, for it is a mys
tery; I believe it, nevertheless, because such truths 
as these are not demonstrated by reasoning, but by 
the miracles of God’s omnipotence.” “ Well, since 
that is the case, I will believe you, if you can, by a 
word, make this rock which is here beside us, go and 
place itself yonder on the opposite side of the stream.” 
St. Gregory raises his eyes to Heaven, addresses to 
God a short but fervent prayer, and cries: “ Rock, 
betake thyself thither!” Instantly, the huge stone 
rolled of itself to the spot indicated. This ended 
the dispute, the incredulous sacrificer found nothing 
difficult to believe, after that, in the sublime myste
ries of religion, and became sincerely converted—St. 
Gregory of Nyssa, Life of St. Gregory Thaumuturgu*

II.---- BORN OF TIIE VIRGIN MARY.

103. The Stable of Bethlehem.—How happy would 
you not be, my dear children, to be able to visit the 
stable wherein Our Lord Jesus Christ was born! 
The grotto of Bethlehem to which the blessed Vir
gin and St. Joseph retired still exists; it has been in. 
closed within the precincts of the vast Church of the 
Nativity. You descend to it by a flight of sixteen 
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steps. It is a natural cavern, part of which has been 
covered with masonry, and subsequently, the vault 
and ceiling coated with marble, by the piety of the 
faithful. The pavement is itself composed of white 
marble, with incrustations in jaBper and porphyry. 
In the centre is seen a silver star, laid in 1717, on 
which has been inscribed in Latin these words, at 
once so simple and so touching:

ON THIS VERY SPOT JESUS CHRIST WAS BORN OP THE VIRGIN 

MARY.

Oh I my young friends, what an impression should 
the reading of these two lines make on a Catholic 
heart! Emperors, kings, patriarchs, thousands of 
travellers have read them, and were so struck with 
awe that they fell prostrate on the floor and adored 
Him who was born on that spot for our salvation. 
Many sovereigns desired to leave in the grotto of 
Bethlehem a perpetual mark of their faith and piety; 
hence there are as many as thirty-two lamps contin
ually burning there, which were given by the Repub
lic of Venice, Emperors of Austria, Kings of Spain 
and Naples, and finally by the pious King Louis XIIL 
of France.—Mgr. Mislin, Les Saints Lirux, HI., 12 
et 18.

104. The Virgin's Tree.—Forty days after His 
birth, Jesus Christ was brought to the temple of Je 
rusalem, according to the law of Moses. There ex
ists, children, in connection with that event, a touch
ing tradition brought back by most pilgrims who 
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have visited the neighborhood of Bethlehem. The 
Blessed Virgin, bearing the Divine Child in her arms, 
feeling herself fatigued, sat down to rest under a 
turpentine-tree, nigh midway between Bethlehem and 
Jerusalem. Beside her was St. Joseph, holding in 
his hands two white doves, which were to be offered 
to the Lord in the temple. Whilst they sat in that 
place, the tree bent its branches, and spread them so 
as to protect the Holy Family and do homage to the 
Child Jesus. This miraculous tree existed for many 
long ages, and every pilgrim who passed that way 
kissed it respectfully, taking away with them some 
of its leaves or branches. It was unhappily destroy
ed in 1645; a Mahometan Arab cut it down in order 
to prevent the pious pilgrims from passing over his 
field. The pacha of Jerusalem being apprised of this 
by the Fathers of the Holy Land, gave orders that 
young shoots should be engrafted on the roots of the 
old tree; but it was useless. The monks sold the 
wood in small pieces and made of it crosses and 
beads which they distributed amongst travellers. 
They likewise caused a cairn, or heap of stones, to be 
erected on the spot where the Virgin’s tree had 
stood.—Mgr. Mislin, Les Saints Lieux, HI., 2.

105. Death of the Impious Nestorius.—The Most 
Holy Virgin is the Mother of Jesus Christ, since she 
really brought Him into the world; but, since Jesus 
Christ is God, it follows that, in one sense, Mary is 
truly Mother of God. Such has always been the be
lief of the Church. The first heretic who dared to 



126 CATHOLIC ANKCDOTM.

refuse that glorious title to the Blessed Virgin was 
Nestorius, patriarch of Constantinople, who lived in 
the fifth century. The whole Catholic wrorld was in
dignant at such audacity, and it was to protest against 
that heresy that the General Council of 431 was held 
at Ephesus. The entire population of the city and 
its environs repaired with incredible faith and fervor 
to the great square adjoining the church wherein the 
council was held. And there they remained during 
the entire day, so impatient were they to see the is
sue of the assembly. When the news was at length 
spread, towards evening, that the heretic Nestorius 
was condemned and anathematized, and that the doc
trine of the Church was still that Mary is truly Mo
ther of God, the enthusiasm of the people was beyond 
all description. Each one cried out repeatedly 
“Mary is truly the Mother of God! Holy Mary, Mo
ther of God, pray for us!” It being already night, the 
men lit torches, and escorted the bishops to their se
veral lodgings; the women preceded this triumphal 
cortege, scattering perfumes along the streets; in a 
word, the whole city of Ephesus testified the great
est joy, and the most fervent devotion for the Blessed 
Virgin.—Tillemont, Hist. Eccles., XIV., 400,

106. Midnight Mass in the Woods.—Religion has 
many touching solemnities, my dear children, but 
there are few, I think, so much so as the midnight 
Mass. I have read something very curious about 
that in the life of St. Francis of Assissium. He had 
so much devotion for the mystery of the Birth of
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Christ, that he rose daily at midnight, in order to 
adore Our Lord at the hour when He made His first 
appearance in the world. Subsequently, he cajjie to 
do something still more extraordinary. He asked 
and received from Pope Honorius III. permission to 
have midnight Mass sung on Christmas night, in the 
midst of a forest which was near the Monastery of 
Grecio. He commenced by arranging, with his 
monks, a sort of stable or rustic cave, with rocks, 
moss, and branches of trees; then they put up a 
manger, with a rack, and the other accessories to a 
stable. Finally, in order to complete the representa- 
tion of the holy places they scattered straw over the 
floor of the stable, and brought thither an ox and an 
ass. It was in this rude edifice that an altar was 
afterwards erected and midnight Mass said. A vast 
concourse of people crowded to the place, bearing 
torches, and making the forest resound all night long 
with their pious hymns and prayers. I am sure, my 
little friends, you would be all well pleased to assist 
at a Mass of this kind ; but that should not prevent 
you from recalling the humiliations of the little Jesus 
on the day of His birth.—Pere Chalippe, Life of St. 
Francis of Assissium, 166.



CHAPTER VI
FOURTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, dean
and buried.

I.---- SUFFERED UNDER PONTIUS PILATE.

107. St. Palemon's Oil.—Meditation on the sufter 
ings of Our Lord have always been of great assist
ance to the Saints in sanctifying themselves. I have 
read one instance of the kind which some of you may 
probably know, my little friends; it is taken from 
the life of St. Pacomius, who died about the year 
348. One Easter day, the holy old man Palemon, 
whose disciple he was, said to him: “ Since this 
festival is common to all Christians, make us ready 
something to eat.” Pacomius, hastening to obey, 
took, contrary to his usual custom, a little oil, to 
which he added some salt, and a few herbs. Then 
he called St. Palemon: “ Father,” said he, “ I have 
done what you commanded me to do.” The holy 
old man, after saying the usual prayer, approached 
the table, and seeing the oil, he said, raising his hand 
to his forehead and shedding a torrent of tears ■ 
“ My Master was crucified, and I would now eat oil 1 



FOURTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED. 129

no, I will not do it.” So, notwithstanding all the en
treaties of Pacomius, he would not taste it; but, tak
ing some bread and salt, according to their custom, 
they sat down to table, and after Palemon had, as 
usual, pronounced the blessing and made the sign 
of the cross, they both eat and humbly returned 
thanks to God. These were men who meditate^, 
with fruit on the Passion of Our Lord.—Michel- 
Ange Marin, Vie des Peres des deserts.

108. The Three Pictures of a Chapel.—A German 
book, printed at Augsburg, in Bavaria, in 1841, relates 
the following story, closely connected with the Pas
sion of Our Lord. A valiant knight, named Hilde
brand, had been grossly insulted by Bruno, one of his 
companions in arms. He swore to take a terrible re
venge, made his preparations long beforehand, and 
finally appointed the day and place which appeared 
to him the most suitable for the execution of his 
dread design. He arose by night, and repaired alone 
and well armed to a solitary spot, which he knew the 
knight Bruno was to pass. On the way, he found a 
Jttle chapel open; he went in to await the dawn of 
lay, and amused himself by looking at the paintings 
by the light of the sanctuary lamp. There were three 
pictures. The first represented the Saviour covered 
with the scarlet cloak and crownud with thorns; un
derneath was written in Latin: He returned not in
sult for insult? The second picture recalled the sad 
scene of the scourging and bore these words : “ When 
He suffered thus, He threatened not? The last repre
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sented Jesus on the cross, with these words: “ Father 
forgive them, for they know not what they do.” The 
successive sight of these three paintings touched the 
heart of Hildebrand; he fell on his knees and began 
to pray. By degrees his hatred vanished. He still 
awaited his enemy, but it was to forgive him from 
the bottom of his heart and be sincerely reconciled 
to him.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ilist., I., 225.

109. The Holy Crown of Thorns at Paris.—Per
haps you are not aware, my dear children, that Our 
Lord’s sacred Crown of Thorns is still preserved in 
Paris; I have had myself the happiness of seeing and 
kissing it. This is how it came there : Baldwin the 
Second, Emperor of Constantinople, having come to 
France to solicit the king’s aid against the Greeks, 
who were besieging that imperial city, thought he 
would gain the heart of King Louis by making him a 
present of the Holy Crown of Thorns. He was not 
mistaken; the king assisted with money and troops, 
the precious relic was withdrawn from the hands of 
the Venetians,—to whom the Greeks had given it iu 
pawn,—and was brought to France. St. Louis went 
to receive it, five leagues from Sens, followed by his 
whole court and all his clergy; he accompanied it to 
Paris, with sentiments of compunction and humility, 
whereof his whole exterior presented sensible marks. 
Assisted by his brother, the Count d Artois, both 
being barefoot, with heads uncovered, he himself bore 
the Holy Crown from the Church of St. Antoine-des- 
Champs, in one of the suburbs of Paris, to that of 
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Notre Dame; it was afterwards deposited in the 
Chapel of St. Nicholas, attached to his palace. Hav
ing also received a fragment of the true cross, which 
the Venetians had obtained from the King of Jerusa
lem, he caused the Chapel of St. Nicholas to be taken 
lown, and built in the same place the Holy Chapel 
(la Sainte Chapelle). lie there placed the pious relics 
of the Redeemer’s Passion, enshrined in gold and 
precious stones; he founded canons to sing the praises 
of God day and night in presence of these venerable 
remains, and had a particular devotion for the place. 
Every year, on Good Friday, he went thither, clad 
in his royal robes, the crown on his head, and ex
posed with his own hands the True Cross to the vene
ration of the people.—Baillet, Vie des Saints, 25th 
August.

110. The Wounds of Our Lord.—It is related in 
the chronicles of the Order of St. Francis that a man 
who was very rich and had been bred up in all the 
delicacies of the world became a religious in that 
Order. The demon, vexed at this change of life, 
and determined to oppose it with all his might, be
gan to torment him, continually representing to 
him the austerity of the community into which he 
had entered. For, instead of the delicate table, 
splendid dress, magnificent furniture, and all the 
luxuries he had in the world, he found in religion 
only some badly-cooked vegetables, a rough tunic, a 
little straw to lie on; in a word, great poveity in all 
things. The devil made all these privations still 
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harder to bear by bringing them incessantly before hii 
eyes and soliciting him to leave them and return to 
the world. At last the temptation became so strong 
that the poor man resolved to leave the monastery. 
In doing so he had to pass through the chapter 
room; there, kneeling before a crucifix, and having 
commended himself to God with much fervor, he 
was ravished in spirit: Jesus Christ and the Blessed 
Virgin appeared to him, and asked him why he was 
going away. He answered with much respect that, 
having been delicately nurtured in the world, he 
could not bear the great austerities of religion. The 
Saviour then raising his right arm, said, showing 
him the wound in his side: “ Put your hand hither, 
and dip it in the blood that flows from this wound, 
and as often as the austerities and pains you have to 
endure shall present themselves to your mind, re
fresh it with this blood, and the most painful things 
shall appear sweet and easy to you.” The novice 
being returned from his ecstasy did as the Lord had 
commanded him. At each temptation of sensuality 
and impatience wherewith he was assailed, he le- 
called to his mind the Saviour’s Passion, and imn ie- 
diately the bitterness of mortification was converted 
into sweetness. Let us employ the same means, ny 
dear young friends! when we suffer, let us thinl of 
Jesus Christ suffering, let us contemplate our Cruci
fix and we shall be comforted.—Rodriquez, Christian 
Perfection, HI., 133.

111. The Mirror of a Holy Priest.—Our Lord’i 
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face is often painted such as it was in His Passion. 
The head is crowned with thorns, the forehead and 
cheeks are covered with dust and drops of blood ‘he 
eyes dim with tears. This is the figure which is 
called the Ecce Homo. That word, by the way, re
calls to my mind a very curious story. A priest of 
Florence, in Italy, named Ilippolito Galleatani, had a 
fine Ecce Homo painted, and magnificently framed to 
place in his chamber. Every day he went to contem
plate it during his meditation, and always found in it 
numerous subjects for reflection. Opposite his win
dow, on the other side of the street, dwelt a lady who 
unhappily lived but for the world, and spent whole 
hours decorating herself before a mirror. Having 
several times remarked the pious ecclesiastic before 
his Ecce Homo, she took it into her head that that 
picture was a very large glass, in which he used to 
admire himself. She went to pay him a visit, and 
spoke of his handsome mirror. Galleatani left her to 
believe that it really was a glass; he much extolled 
its beauty, and told her it even enjoyed a property 
which all mirrors have not. “ You know, madam, 
ordinary mirrors reflect our faces just as they are, 
but mine has the curious property of effacing by de
grees the spots, defects and imperfections which one 
may have, provided they contemplate it every day.” 
The lady, more and more bewildered, asked to see 
this extraordinary mirror. Galleatani continued the 
conversation a little longer, then conducted her to 
the famous mirrcr. Imagine the astonishment of 
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that worldly lady. The good priest then made het 
so sensible that all he had said was true—not for the 
face, which the slightest accident may disfigure, but 
for the soul, that she changed her sentiments, led a 
most Christian life, and died a holy and a happy 
death—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ilist., I., 228.

II.----WAS CRUCIFIED.

112. The Crucifix is a Book.—I remember having 
lead, under this title, a beautiful story in Christian 
Perfection; it relates to St. Bonaventure. At the 
time when he was in great repute, teaching theology 
in Paris, and attracting general esteem and admira
tion by his works, St. Thomas Aquinas went one day 
to see him, and requested him to show him what 
books he used for his studies. Then St. Bonaventure, 
conducting him to his little chamber, showed him 
some very common books that were on his table. 
But St. Thomas gave him to understand that he de
sired to see the other books from which he derived 
so many marvellous things. The Saint then showed 
him a small oratory, with nothing in it but a crucifix: 
“ There, Father,” said he, “ is all my other books 
this is the principal one from which I draw all 
teach, and all I write. Yes, it is by throwing my
self at the foot of that crucifix, and begging of Him 
whose image it bears, the enlightenment of my doubts, 
Mid assisting at Mass, that I have made more pro
gress in the sciences, and have gained more trus 
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lights than I should have done by the reading of any 
books whatsoever.” Well! my young friends, you did 
not suspect this, that whilst men study much and 
know but little, the Saints content themselves with 
their crucifix, and attain to the most sublime genius I 
—Rodriquez, Christian Perfection, III., 189.

113. The Red Crosses of Louis XII.—Those 
amongst you, my young friends, who have studied 
the history of France, are aware that Louis XII. suc
ceeded Charles VIII. in 1498. When he was conse
crated at Reims, he had a list prepared for him of all 
his enemies, especially those who had been opposed 
to him when he was only Duke of Orleans. In going 
through this list, he marked with a red cross a cer
tain number of those names, and particularly of those 
lords of whom we have just spoken. Those whc 
had had the misfortune of displeasing him were much 
alarmed on learning that they had been thus marked 
in red; they doubted not but that they were soon to 
perish, and endeavored to escape from the court, 
some by one way, some by another. The king, ap
prised of the motive of their retreat, could not help 
laughing, and called them all back. Their fears in
creased still more, but Louis XII. said to them : “ I 
am surprised, my lords, at your precipitate flight, 
and the reasons you assign for it. I never intended 
to do you harm; the King of France has nought to 
do with the private quarrels of the Duke of Orleans. 
Furthermore, the red cross which I have placed at 
each of your names, very far from exciting me to 
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revenge, moves me, on the contrary, to clemency. 
Yes, I am bound to forgive you whatever wrongs 
you may have done me, as Christ on the cross asked 
pardon of His Father for those who had crucified 
Him.” There, my dear children, is what we may 
call speaking and acting as a Christian.—Gabourd, 
Ilistorie de la France, X.

114. The Ruffian in Presence of a Crucifix.— 
Speaking of Our Lord dead on the Cross for our 
sins, I remember a story of a crucifix which I will 
tell you with pleasure. A missionary had gone to a 
prison in Turin, or some other Italian city, to pre
pare a criminal who was under sentence of death. 
He found him kneeling on the floor of his cell, a cru
cifix in his hand, crying and sobbing to such a de
gree that the zealous minister of Christ, do what he 
would, could not console him. At length, however, 
restraining his tears by a great effort, the unhappy 
man turned towards the missionary, and said: “ Per
haps you think, Father, that I weep because of the 
death and torment that await me, but that is not the 
cause of my trouble. I weep because for forty years 
I have been the inveterate enemy of this crucifix, 
and now I find nothing else but it to keep me com
pany. Forty years have I turned my back on the 
crucifix to run after friends who have been the cause 
of the crimes for which I die to-morrow, and now 
they have all abandoned me; for fear of being sot 
down as my accomplices, they all pretend not to 
know me. I am deserted by my kindred, who are
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ashamed of being connected with a malefactor; in 
short, I have none now to comfort me but Jesus 
Christ, He whom I have done nothing but offend all 
my lifetime.” He died in these sentiments, furnish
ing yet another proof that the very sight of the cru 
cifix can change a villain into a just and righteous 
man.—Debussi, Nouveau Mois de Marie, 65.

115. AU is Safe When We Look at the Cross.— 
Perhaps, children, you already know the following 
story; nevertheless, I will tell it to you now, because 
it is so full of interest: A young lady of distinguished 
birth, but whose name I forget, desired to enter a 
very austere order. To try her vocation, the Supe
rior gave her a frightful picture of the rigors of the 
cloister, and conducting her in spirit to every place in 
the community, she everywhere showed her objects 
repulsive to nature. The young postulant appeared 
shaken; it seemed as though her resolution was giv
ing way. She remained silent. “ Daughter,” said 
the Superior, “ you do not answer me.” “ Reverend 
Mother,” replied the young lady, “ I have but one 
question to propose to you: Are there any cruci
fixes in your house ? Shall I find a crucifix in that 
narrow cell, with the hard bed of which you speak ? 
in that refectory, where the food is so coarse and un
palatable ? in that chapter, where one is so harshly 
reprimanded ?” “ Oh ! yes, daughter, there are cru 
cifix es everywhere.” “ Well, Mother, I hope I shall 
find nothing difficult, since I shall have a crucifix



188 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

near me wherever I am, and whatever I may have to 
Buffer.”—Debussi, Nouveau Mois de Marie, 263.

116. Gustavus and His Crucifix.—A youth who 
was endowed with an excellent disposition, and 
whose mildness and amiability endeared him to all 
who knew him, was sent by his parents to a house 
of education, in order to perfect himself in the dif 
ferent branches which his condition required. He 
nad been scarcely six months in this establishment, 
when he was suddenly taken ill, and his malady de
clared itself with the most alarming symptoms. The 
parents are promptly apprised of his danger; they 
set out immediately, and the father, arriving first, 
hastens at once to visit his son. Alas! he finds him 
in a desperate condition, almost at his last hour, it 
would seem, and scarcely able to recognize him. 
Having remained with him some time, he left him, 
overwhelmed with grief, saying, with tears in his 
eyes: “To-morrow, my son, I will see you again.” 
When to-morrow came his son was no more! It 
was a hard task to break the news to him, and to the 
poor mother, who had just arrived, and asked to be 
taken to her son’s bedside. Two priests were charged 
with this painfi’l office. After having prepared the 
minds of the parents as well as time would permit— 
“ Madam,” said they, “ you must make an act of sub
mission to the Divine will.” “ My GodI” cries th 
mother, “ I understand you—Gustavus is dead 
Alas! alas! my dear Gustavus I” “ Madam,” said the 
ministers of the Lord, who know her faith, “ we for 
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got to tell you that you have still one source of con
solation—Gustavus’ crucifix I” “ Oh! my dear son’s 
crucifix I Oh, give it, give it to meI” It was brought 
accordingly. As soon as she had it in her possession, 
she pressed it to her heart, then to her lips, and 
watered it with her tears. Suddenly she felt herself 
consoled, and the violence of her grief assuaged. 
“ This,” said she, “ shall be henceforth the sole ob
ject of my love; nothing can ever more attach me 
to this earth, but this sacred image shall replace 
my son; it will be my all in this world 1”—Recom
penses hebdomadaires, XXX., 5.

III.---- DEAD AND BURIED.

117. Finding of the Holy Cross.~^N\wa the Em
peror Constantine became a Christian, his pious mo
ther, St. Helena, although nearly eighty years of age, 
undertook a journey to Jerusalem, to honor, in a fit
ting manner, the places sanctified by the Passion of 
Our Lord. She went direct to Calvary, where Christ 
died. Her heart was oppressed with sorrow on seeing 
the abominable profanations which the paganshad com
mitted there, in order to lessen, if not entirely to ef
face, the veneration of the place by Christians. The 
place of Our Lord’s sepulture had been so changed 
and disfigured that the faithful themselves could no 
longer recognize it. But, following the directions of 
an aged Jew, St. Helena caused the statues of the 
false gads to be thrown down, the Temple of Venui 
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razed to the ground, and enormous quantities of rock 
and clay, which had been piled on the natural soil to 
a great height, to be cleared away. Thus it was that 
the Holy Sepulchre was at length discovered; in the 
course of their excavations, the workmen came in due 
time to three crosses nearly alike—that of Jesu 
Christ and those of the two thieves. As it was not 
easy to distinguish them one from the other, St. 
Macarius, patriarch of Jerusalem, had them all three 
touched by a sick person, whom the doctors had giv
en up. Nothing came of touching the two first, but the 
first touch of the third immediately restored the dy
ing person to health. By this means they ascertained 
that the cross was really that of Our Lord.—Filas- 
bier, Dictionnaire d'Education, II., 373.

118. St. John Gualbert Disarmed at Sight of the. 
Cross.—We should always have about us, my dear 
children, a crucifix, or small cross; the very sight of 
it would often restrain us from evil. Apropos to 
Good Friday, here is a fact that will prove it: John 
Gualbert, a young Italian gentleman, burned to avenge 
the death of his brother, who had been basely mur
dered. His father urged him on still more by fre
quent exhortations. In this frame of mind he chanced 
to meet the murderer, a neighboring gentleman, 
The lonely place, the narrow road, all favored his de
sign ; he raises his arm to strike his enemy. The un
fortunate man, being wholly unarmed, falls on his knees, 
his arms crossed, without saying a single word; it 
was Good Friday. Reminded by that simple act, of 
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the Saviour’s death, John Gualbert throws away his 
sword, raises his enemy, and mildly says : “ I cannot 
refuse you what you ask of me in the name of Jesus 
Christ; I not only grant you your life, but forgive 
you from my heart. Pray to God that He may for
give me my sin!” And he embraced him tenderly. 
After this victory obtained over his own heart, he enters 
a church, prostrates himself at the foot of the crucifix, 
and God makes known to him, by a prodigy, how 
pleasing to Him was that act of sublime charity. 
Subsequently John Gualbert entered a religious order, 
and became a Saint, whom the Church honors on the 
12th of July.—Godescard, Vies des Saints, 12th July.

119. Little Saint Crucified.—You know, my 
dear children, that it was the Jews who crucified Our 
Lord; well! they were so blinded because of their 
deicide, that they sought several times to renew the 
awful scene in all its sad details. The Church honors 
on the 24th of March a St. Simon who was thus cru
cified in 1472. The Jews of the town of Trente as
sembled on Holy Tuesday in their synagogue, and 
formed the horrible project of crucifying a young 
Christian on the following Friday. One of their 
physicians undertook to provide the victim. On the 
following day, Wednesday, when most of the inhab
itants were at the celebration of the Tenebrse, he 
took the opportunity of seizing a little child of three 
years old who was sitting on the threshold of a door, 
coaxed it to go with him, and brought it to his mur
derous co-religionists. The Jews commenced their 
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atrocious ceremony on Thursday night, about mid 
night. They tied a handkerchief on the mouth of 
the little Simon, cut him in several places and caught 
his blood in a basin. They held the poor child 
stretched on a table with his arms extended in the 
form of a cross. After piercing his whole body with 
awls and bodkins, as it were to represent the scourg
ing and crowning with thorns, they had the bloody 
satisfaction of seeing him expire in their hands. They 
then began to dance around the little corpse, shout
ing like savages—“ That is how we treated Jesus, 
the God of the Christians I” These wretches failed 
not to be discovered, and were condemned to under
go the supreme penalty of the law in punishment of 
their atrocious crime. As I told you a little while 
ago, this innocent victim has been deservedly placed 
amongst the Saints.— Godescard, Vies des Saints, 
March 24th.

120. The Rocks of Calvary Rent Asunder.—It is 
related in the Gospel, my young friends, that at the 
death of Christ, the rocks were rent asunder. That 
split is still to be seen, and the sight of it alone has 
sufficed to convert unbelievers. A learned English 
traveller relates an adventure of this kind which oc
curred to one of his countrymen. He was one of 
those professed free thinkers, who only admit as true 
what they see themselves, would have others believe 
(hem on their word, but yet refuse to believe any one 
Travelling in Palestine, with a mind full of prejudice, 
he made a jest of everything he saw, and laughed im
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moderately at stories he heard of relics and miracles 
He was told of the fissures in the rock of Calvary, and 
must needs see them, promising himself additional 
themes for the exercise of his wit and pleasantry 
But when he had regarded for some moments those 
enormous fissures, when he saw that instead of fol
lowing the natural division of soils, as is usual 
in other convulsions of the earth, they followed, on 
the contrary, the most oblique directions; when he had 
considered all that, he was staggered, he began to be
lieve in Religion, and even cried aloud in his conviction, 
“ I begin to be a Christian I I have made a profound 
study of mathematics and physics, and I am satisfied 
that the rents I now see were not produced by an 
ordinary or natural earthquake. I see, on the con
trary, that they are the pure effort of a miracle, 
&nd I thank my God for having brought me hither 
to contemplate this monument of His power, which 
proves in so striking a manner the Divinity of Jesus 
Christ.”—Mor. Mislin, Les Saints Lieux, II., 265.



CHAPTER VH.
FIFTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

Descended into Helf the third day arose from the Dead,

121. Water Changed into Oil.—The Resurrection 
of Our Lord has always been the greatest, or, at least, 
one of the greatest festivals of the Church. The first 
Christians passed in prayers and pious ceremonies 
the night of Holy Saturday till the auspicious dawn 
of Easter Day. It was on this occasion that a very 
extraordinary miracle once took place in Jerusalem. 
All were absorbed in their holy occupations, when 
the deacons suddenly perceived that the lamps were 
going out; the worst of it was that there was no oil 
in the sacristy wherewith to replenish them. They 
were about to be plunged in darkness. Every one 
was troubled and uneasy; the deacons, who had 
charge of the lamps, knew not what to do. It wras 
only the patriarch, St. Narcissus, that took no heed 
of what was passing. When told of it, he contented 
himself with saying: “ Bring me some water in a 
large basm.” It was brought to him accordingly; 
he repeats some prayers, makes the sign of the Cross 
over it, and commands the deacons to pour some of 
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it into the expiring lamps. Wonderful to relate, the 
water was changed into excellent oil. When daylight 
came, and the lamps were no longer needed, each one 
secured a little of this miraculous oil, some of which 
was still in preservation, more than an hundred 
years after, in the time of the historian Eusebius, of 
Cesarea, who relates this fact.—Godescard, Vies drs 
Saints, 29th October.

122. The Easter Alleluia.—Have you observed, 
my dear children, how joyous the Church is on 
Easter Day ? Her joy is translated, one may say, 
into every language; she repeats at every moment 
the words Alleluia ! Behold the day which the Loi a 
hath made ! Christ is risen ! St. Margaret, virgin 
and martyr, being interrogated by the judges on hei 
religion, answered without hesitation, that she was a 
Christian. “ What an absurdity! to adore a man 
who was nailed to an infamous gibbet I” “ How do 
you know that that man was crucified!” demanded 
the courageous Christian.” “We know it by yoilr 
Gospels, which you regard as your sacred books.’ 
“ It is true we regard the Gospels as our sacred 
books, but that same Gospel which tells us that 
Christ died on the cross tells us also that He rose 
again from the dead. By dying, He showed Himself 
man; by arising from the dead, He proved Himself 
God. Hence it is that we adore Him; hence it is 
that we sing with our whole hearts ‘Alleluia! Alle
luia !’ And hence it is, in fine, that we fear not to 
give our life for HimI” This bold confession of faith. 
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rupported by such logical reasoning, attracted gen 
eral admiration; but the governor, ashamed of being 
overcome by a weak woman, made her undergo the 
most frightful torments; then, seeing that St. Mar« 
garet was nowise shaken, he caused her to be be
headed.—Godescard, Vies des Saints, 20th July.

123. Earth from the Holy Sepulchre.—The piety 
of the pilgrims, who, for more than eighteen hundred 
years, have visited the scenes of Our Lord’s morta* 
life, goes often so far as to carry away some earth or 
to break off fragments of wood or stone, in those 
sacred places. St. Augustine himself relates a splen
did miracle wrought in his time by a little of this 
dust taken from the tomb of Jesus Christ, and, con
sequently, from the place where He came forth gio- 
rious by His resurrection. A man of quality, named 
Hesperius, had the great affliction of seeing his house 
become a den of devils; things sufficient to make 
the hair of one’s head stand on end, were of ordinary 
occurrence there, and all through the malice of Satan, 
who was, doubtless, enraged because he could not 
reckon Hesperius amongst his servants. One of his 
friends, who had made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem 
gave him a little earth taken from the Holy Sepulchre; 
Hesperius placed it in one of his apartments, had 
Mass celebrated in it, and failed not to experience 
the efficacy of his prayers. This miracle was much 
talked of in the neighborhood; St. Augustine heard 
of it, and wished to see, with his own eyes, this be
witched house, as it was called Hesperius begged 
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the holy bishop to permit him to build a chapel in 
the place, which was granted. Scarcely was the 
edifice completed, when a paralytic young man, teing 
brought thither, was immediately cured. This new 
miracle proved that God was well pleased with what 
had been done.—Lassause, Explication du Catechism* 
de F Empire, 94.

124. A Battle Gained by an Alleluia.—The word 
Alleluia is a cry of triumph; it denotes the victory 
which Our Lord gained over Death by His resurrec
tion. We find in the life of St. Germain d’Auxerre 
the story of another victory gained by this same cry; 
it will interest you, I know, my young friends, so I 
will tell it to you. St. Germain, bishop of Auxerre, 
and St. Loup, bishop of Troyes, had gone to Great 
Britain, or England, to combat heresies that were 
disturbing the peace of the Church. Whilst they 
were there the inhabitants were attacked by the 
pagan Picts and Scotts. The Britons had recourse 
to the two Saints, and besought them to accompany 
their army, in order that the combat might be favor
able to them. It being Easter time, St. Germain had 
a sort of chapel made in the midst of the camp, of 
branches of trees interlaced, and the Catechumens 
who had been prepared for Baptism were there 
solemnly baptised. After the festival the little army 
of Christians set forward on its journey, having at 
its head St. Germain, who had once been a brave and 
skilful military leader. He recommended his soldiers 
for the time being to observe the best possible order, 
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and as soon as vney saw th* hostile army arrive to 
repeat with all xsir ttrengU the word they should 
heai him say. At. feoOLar were the Picts and Scott 
in sight than the iicny bishop began to cry out 
Alleluia, and immediately his men repeated as lou 
as they could shout, Alleluia ! Alleluia I The echoes 
of the mountains repeated the cry with a thundering 
sound. Nothing more was wanting to frighten the 
barbarians, who instantly fled in wild disorder; many 
of them were even drowned in their haste to cross the 
river. Thus did St. Germain gain the victory with
out the shedding of a drop of blood.—Godesoard. 
Vies des Saints, 26th July.

125. A Rival of Christ Risen.—Of all the mira
cles wrought by Our Lord Jesus Christ, the most 
stupendous, the most difficult of all, if I may so ex
press myself, is that of His own resurrection. Jesus 
Christ raises Himself, He is, therefore, God; there is 
no possibility of doubting it for a moment. Even 
the impious and unbelieving have had to admit that. 
The most curious story with which I am acquainted 
on this subject is that of the famous inventor of a 
new religion which he endeavored to substitute for 
Catholicity after the French Revolution of 1793. 
He was called La Reveillere-Lepeaux, and gave to 
his new religion the name of Theophilanthropy, that 
is to say, love of God and men. Notwithstanding 
the fine ideas suggested by this silly name, and the 
money spent profusely in buying over people to the 
new belief, the Theophilanthropists made no great 
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progress. La Reveillere-Lepeaux complained, I bo 
lieve, to Barras, one of the most famous revolutiona
ries of that dismal time, that his sectaries did not 
seem to increase in numbers, whereas the disciples 
of Jesus Christ were so faithful to their Master, who 
nevertheless, imposed upon them only privations. 
“Well! as for me, I do not wonder,” replied Barras 
laughing, “ and I can give you a piece of good advice 
on this head.” “ What is that, citizen ?” asked the 
new high-priest. “ Here it is: have yourself killed 
on Friday, let them bury you on Saturday, try your 
best to rise on Sunday morning; and, take my word 
for it, people will immediately believe in your new 
religion.” La Reveillere did not choose to follow 
this advice, as you may well suppose, and now both 
himself and his sect are quite forgotten.—Claudiui 
Hebrard, Journal des bons Exemples, 5th year, 43.



CHAPTER VIE
SIXTH ARTICLE OF TIIE CREED.

Ascended into heaven, and sitteth at the right hand of 
God the Father Almighty.

126. The Talcing Up of Elias.—There is nothing 
in the Old Testament which more clearly typified the 
glorious Ascension of Our Lord into heaven, than the 
miraculous taking up of the prophet Elias. It took 
place in the reign of Joram, king of Israel, about 887 
years before Christ. He had been apprised of the 
extraordinary favor which God meant to confer upon 
him, and desired, through humility, that no one 
might be a witness of it. But his disciple Eliseus 
would never consent to leave him for a moment dur
ing the little time he had yet to spend on earth. So 
it was, also, with fifty others of his disciples, called 
the sons of the prophets, who happened to be in the 
vicinity of the mountain at the appointed moment. 
Elias and Eliseus repaired together to the banks of 
the Jordan; the former divested himself of the cloak 
which he wore on his shoulders, folded it, and struck 
with it the waters of the river, which opened imme
diately a passage for the two prophets of the Lord 
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Arriving at the other side, Eliseus besought his 
master to leave him his double spirit, viz.: of pro
phecy and miracles, to which Elias, after some hes 
itation consented. As they walked on together, 
talking of these things, there appeared before them 
a fiery chariot, with horses which likewise appeared 
of fire. Elias mounted this chariot, which stopped 
beside him, and was gradually raised through the 
air in the midst of a whirlwind. When he had 
reached a certain height, he let fall his cloak, which 
Eliseus took, and by its means wrought afterwards 
a great number of prodigies. He thereby under
stood that the spirit of Elias, his master, had de
scended upon him. Such is the way, my young 
friends, in which the Scripture relates the taking 
up of the holy prophet; he disappeared from the 
world, but is not dead, and will one day come 
down on earth, to die and be raised to life with 
the rest of mankind.—IV. Book of Kings, Chap. II,

127. The Prints of Our BorcCs Feet on the Mount 
of Olives.—When Our Lord ascended into heaven, 
on Ascension Day, He left printed on the rocky sur
face of Mount Olivet the marks of His sacred feet. 
Here is what I have read on this subject in the 
Travels of Baron Geramb, who visited the Holy Land 
in 1833 : “ On the centre of the summit of the moun 
tain, in a species of chapel, is seen in the rock the 
print made by Our Saviour’s left foot, at the moment 
when He quitted the earth to ascend into heaven. 
It is confidently asserted that in former times th< 
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print of the right foot was likewise to be seen, but 
that it was taken away by the Turks to be placed in 
the Mosque of the Temple. As regards the print of 
the left foot, it exists in such a way as to leave no 
doubt whatever, although it is somewhat effaced 
by the kisses of the pilgrims of so many ages, and 
also, perhaps, by the pious thefts which even the 
strictest care could not always prevent. This part of 
the rock is now surrounded by masonry, and under 
charge of a Santon, a species of Turkish monk. This 
man is provided with small square stones, wherewith 
he touches the vestiges of Our Lord’s foot, and af
terwards presents to pilgrims in exchange for some 
trifling gratuity. Judging from the direction of thia 
mark, Our Lord must have had His face turned 
towards the north when He ascended into heaven.” 
Such, my dear children, is the account of the Baron 
de Geramb; all travellers have confirmed it, especially 
Mgr. de Mislin, who visited the Holy Places only 
a few years since.—Mgr. Mislin, Les Saints Lieux, 
H., 468

128. *SZ. Stephen's Vision.—Reciting the Creed, my 
dear friends, we say: Ascended into heaven, and sit- 
teth at the right hand of God the Father Almighty. 
Those words, sitteth at the right hand, signify that 
Tesus Christ, as man, occupies the first place in hea
ven, and that He is elevated above all creatures. We 
shall one day see Him when we go to keep Him com
pany after our death; but there was a Saint who had 
that happiness, even during his life. This was Sain 
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Stephen, the first deacon, and the first martyr He 
was, says the Scripture, a man full of faith and the 
Holy Ghost, and who did great wonders and mira
cles amongst the people. The infatuated Jews, espe
cially those of the Synagogue of Jerusalem, unable to 
withstand his wisdom and the power of his word, 
and yet unwilling to be converted by his preaching, 
stirred up the populace against him. They even 
went so far as to bribe persons to say that they had 
heard him blaspheme against Moses, and even against 
God himself. The high-priest had him brought be
fore him. St. Stephen delivered, on that occasion, an 
admirable discourse, in which he proved to the Jews 
how fatally they were mistaken in refusing to recog
nize Jesus Christ for the Messiah. Instead of listen
ing to his words, they foamed and gnashed their 
teeth with rage. Then it was that St. Stephen, rais
ing his eyes to heaven, visibly beheld God in His 
glory, and Jesus standing at His right hand, as if to 
assist in the combat, and the victory of the holy 
martyr. He then cried out, in the hearing of all the 
crowd: I see the heavens open, and the Son of Man 
at the right hand of God. But the Jews, with loud 
shouts, closed their ears, rushed violently upon him, 
and, dragging him out of the city, stoned him to 
death, without any other form of trial. St. Stephen 
was the first who had the happiness of giving his life 
for the Gospel.—Acts of the Apostles, V. and follow’ 
ing chapters.

129. A Pilgrim at the Mount of Olives.—Apropos 
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to Our Lord’s Ascension, I remember a very touching 
fact, related by St. Bernardine of Sienna, and again 
by St. Francis de Sales. In the time of the Crusades, 
• pious Fiench gentleman, named Lethbald, born ii 
the neighborhood of Autun, undertook, with many 
others, the Pilgrimage of the Holy Land. Scarcelj 
had he landed there, when he hastened to Nazareth, 
where the Blessed Virgin had dwelt when the Angel 
Gabriel came to announce to her the mystery of the 
Incarnation. Thence he set out for Bethlehem, and 
visited with love and with faith the grotto in which 
Our Lord came into the world. He then visited in 
succession the other places sanctified by the presence 
of that Divine Saviour: the Jordan, where He was 
baptized by St. John; the desert, where for forty 
days He fasted and prayed; the sea of Galilee, neai 
to which He wrought so many miracles. But he 
paused particularly at the scenes which recalled to 
his mind the sufferings and death of his good Master. 
He witnessed, in spirit, His agony in the Garden of 
Olives, His humiliation in the house of Caiaphas, His 
scourging and crowning with thorns in that of Pilate. 
He followed Him step by step on the way to Calvary, 
trying in the depth of his heart to aid Him in bear
ing His Cross. Arrived at the summit, he fell pros
trate on the ground, half dead with sorrow. Ilav 
ing remained several hours absorbed in his pious 
meditations, he repaired to the Holy Sepulchre, then 
climbed the Mount of Olives, whence Our Lord 
ascended into heaven. “ 0 my good Jesus I” he ex
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claimed, “ I have followed Thee on earth through all 
the places sanctified by Thy presence; I have scon 
all, from Thy cradle to Thy tomb; behold me now 
on the spot whence Thou didst ascend into heaven. 
Whither can I go, O Lord, if not after Thee to 
heaven ? Ah! permit me to follow Thee to Paradise!’ 
At these words he feels himself ill, is brought back 
to Jerusalem to the Convent of the Fathers of the 
Holy Land, and two days after he was in heaven.— 
Dbvoucoux, Legendaire (TAutun^ II., 216.



CHAPTER EX.
SEVENTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

FV om thence He shall come, to judge both the living and 
the dead.

130. Balthazar's Feast.—Do you remember, my 
young friends, the story of Balthazar’s feast, which 
you have read in your Sacred History ? I know of 
nothing which more resembles the Last Judgment, 
or, at least, the terror with which the wicked shall be 
struck on that day. Balthazar, king of Babylon, gave 
a great banquet to a thousand of the principal lords 
of his court. In the intoxication of his impious joy, 
ho insulted the God of Israel, and caused to be 
brought forth the sacred vases which his father had 
formerly taken from the Temple of Jerusalem, shame
lessly making his officers and courtiers drink from 
them. All at once he stops, is silent, turns pale and 
trembles, his knees knock together. What, then, 
ails him ? is he no longer the mighty king of Babylon ? 
does he no longer see around him his faithful friends, 
the officers of his palace, the generals of his armies ? 
Yes, but he perceives a hand gliding along the wall 
of the apartment and writing three Chaldean words 



SEVENTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED. 157

Mane, Thecd, Phares. No one could solve this en
igma, till the Prophet Daniel was brought, and he 
explained its meaning frankly and courageously. 
“ Prince,” said he to the king, “ your crimes have 
'•eached their height, and the hour of my God’s ven
geance is close at hand. His hand it is that has 
traced those words. Mane means that He hath 
counted your days, and the end is come ; Thecel 
means that He hath weighed your actions in the ba
lance of His justice, and you have been found w ant
ing ; Phares means that He hath divided your king
dom, and given it to the Medes and Persians.” This 
terrible prediction was speedily fulfilled, for, that 
very night whilst Balthazar feasted his courtiers, 
Cyrus the Great took Babylon, and with one blow 
put an end to his kingdom, his life, and his impiety. 
A striking image this of what awaits us at the last 
Judgment: God will count over our days, weigh our 
actions, and treat us according to our deserts.— 
Daniel, Chap. V.

131. A Solitary at the Tribunal of God.—St. John 
Climachus, that pious doctor of the Church, who 
lived in the sixth century, relates that a solitary, 
named Stephen, having reached an extreme old age, 
cell ill, and appeared at the point of death. Some 
hours before he breathed his last, he appeared all at 
once, as it were, beside himself. He was seen to 
glance fearfully around on every side, like one who is 
surrounded by enemies. Then the spectators were 
witness of a strange sight; it seemed to them, that
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the dying man was before a tribunal, and was answer
ing accusations brought against him. They saw no 
one, but they heard distinctly what was said. “ It is 
true,” said the solitary, “ that I did commit that sin, 
but if I did, I fasted three years for it on bread and 
water. . . . That is true, too ; I acknowledge it, 
but I confessed it, and did penance for it. As for 
that other sin, I did not commit it, and you accuse 
me falsely. . . . There, I have no excuse to offer 
I am guilty of that sin, but I throw myself on the 
mercy of God.” Is not this sufficient to alarm us, 
my young friends, when we think of such a rigorous 
account being demanded of a solitary who had spent 
forty years in a desert ? Which of us can flatter 
ourselves, after that, with having no reason to fear 
the judgments of God ? Let us endeavor to live so 
that the devil shall have nothing wherewith to re
proach us at the end of our lives, or at least that we 
may be able to answer him like this solitary—“ It is 
true I committed that sin, but I did penance for it.”—• 
St. John Climachus, VEchelle Sainte {Holy Ladder^ 
Vllth degree. *

132. The Dream of a Solitary.—“ Remember thy 
last end, and thou wilt never sin,” says the Holy 
Ghost. What proves the truth of this saying, my 
dear friends, is that when we reach the hour of death, 
we always repent of not having done as we ought. 
The following is one of a thousand instances of this 
kind. It is related by St. John Climachus himself. 
A hermit named Hesichus had retired to Mount
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Horeb, ill Arabia. Being unfaithful to his vocation, 
he led for many years a very disedifying life. In this 
sad state he was seized by a serious illness which 
soon reduced him to the last extremity. God even 
permitted him to fall into a species of lethargy, in 
which he was believed dead. Nevertheless, he failed 
not to return to life, and, without saying what he 
had undergone, begged to be left alone. He then 
built up the wall of his cell, and remained there for 
twelve whole years without seeing any one; a little 
bread and water was conveyed to him every day 
through a little window, and that was all his nourish
ment. He was almost always in tears, and never 
spoke to any one. When it was observed, at the end 
of some twelve years, that he was going to die, the 
wall which blocked up the door of Lis ceH was broken 
down, and some of the religious who had known him 
best, besought him to give them some words of ex
hortation before his death. “ Brethren” said he, in 
a feeble voice, “ he who has the thought of death well 
engraved on his mind will never sin” And he expired, 
leaving all who were present deeply impressed by 
what they had seen .and heard.—St. John Climachus, 
Holy Ladder, Vnth degree.

133. The Judgment Painted by St. Methodius — 
There is in Turkey a vast province which was for
merly called Bulgaria, the inhabitants of which were 
only converted to Christianity in the ninth century. 
Amongst their apostles figured conspicuously a holy 
monk named Methodius, who was also a most skilful 
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painter. One day Bogoris, king of the Bulgarians—• 
who had aB yet refused to be converted, although 
leaving his subjects at full liberty—requested St. Me
thodius to paint some pictures for him to ornament 
a palace which he had just constructed. He recom
mended to him, amongst other things, to choose a 
subject, the representation of which would freeze with 
.error all who beheld it. The saint, in conformity 
with the king’s directions, undertook to paint the Last 
Judgment. In his painting was seen Jetus Christ 
surrounded by angels, seated on a throne of dazzling 
glory, and clothed in the terrors of an angry judge. 
All men, without distinction of age or rank, were as
sembled before His tribunal, where they awaited 
trembling the sentence that was to decide their eter
nal fate. There was, moreover, in the several pails of 
the picture, a force, an energy, a vivacity, a warmth 
of expression, that added still more to the horror of 
the subject. The work being finished, was shown to 
the king, who was deeply moved by the sight of it; 
but his emotion increased much more when the 
painter explained to him each of the parts whereof 
the picture was composed. He could no longer re
main obdurate, and corresponding thenceforward 
with the grace which spoke to him through a sensi
ble object, he asked to be instructed in the mysteries 
of religion, and a .short time after received baptism- 
Such was the effect of a mere painting of the Last 
Judgment; what shall it be, then, my dear friends, 
when we come to be present in reality at those for 
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midable assizes?—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ih st.} I., 
263.

134. St. Philip Neris “ What Then V—People ar 
wont to busy themselves a great deal about their fu 
ture, that is to say, about making a position for them
selves in the world, and choosing a state that wil 
best ensure their success in life; unhappily, they d 
not always think enough of the true future, which is 
eternal. A young man named Spazzara, who lived 
in Rome in the sixteenth century, went one day to 
St. Philip Neri, and entered into long details about 
the study of law, which he had just commenced. He 
described the course which he meant to pursue in 
order to obtain the degree of doctor. “ And then—■?’’ 
demanded the Saint. “Then,” replied the young 
man, much encouraged, “I will plead causes, and I 
hope successfully.” “And then—?” added the Saint, 
again. “ And then, people will begin to speak of me, 
and I shall enjoy a reputation.” “And then—r con
tinued St. Philip Neri, smiling. “And then”—an
swered the young man, a little embarrassed, “and 
then—oh! I shall live at my ease, and I shall be 
happy.” “And what then—?” “Well! then,—I shall 
end by dying.” “And then,” resumed the Saint, raising 
his voice, “ and then, what shall you do when your 
own tria. comes, when you shall be yourself the ac 
nused, Satan the accuser, and the Almighty God your 
judge ?” The young man, who little expected such 
a conclusion, hung his head and began to coiisidei 
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within himself. A short time after, he renounced the 
study of law, and endeavored, by consecrating his 
life to the service of God, to prepare seriously for 
that final, what then? that is to say, that awful judg 
ment, which shall be followed by eternity. Let ug 
do the same, my dear young friends, and we shall 
never repent of it.—Schmid et Belet, III., 530.

135. A Temple Built at Cairo, by Assan.—Speak
ing of the Last Judgment, children, I have a very 
ingular, and yet a very touching story to tell you. 

You know that when wre leave this world, we take 
nothing with us: dignities, riches, lands, houses, all 
is left at the door of the tomb; nothing remains with 
as but our good or bad actions. Hear now my story. 
It took place in the seventeenth century. There was 
in Cairo, the capital of Egypt, a Turkish governor 
named Assan, who was distinguished by his avarice, 
and still more by his cunning. It was his desire to 
be spoken of throughout the world, no matter in 
what way. One day he took it into his head to have 
it proclaimed in every country, that he had the in
tention of building a magnificent temple to the true 
God, and that all persons who should come to Cairo 
to see him, on such a day, should receive from hie 
hand some very acceptable present, and that without 
distinction of Mahometans, Christians, Jews, or idol 
aters. No sooner had the appointed day come, thac 
there arrived at Cairo an innumerable multitude of 
travellers, pilgrims, and others, each and all eagei M 
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receive a share of Assan’s bounty. They were all 
assembled in a vast court, and thence conducted into 
one still larger, but which they could only enter one 
by one through a very narrow passage. According 
as they entered this narrow passage, each one was 
stripped of liis clothes, and clad in a new robe and 
t unic, under pretence of honoring him the more. All the 
old clothes thus taken off were heaped in one place, and 
set fire to. What was the result ? When they were 
all reduced to ashes, there was found in the furnace 
an enormous quantity of gold and silver, because it is 
the custom, in those countries, for travellers to sew7 
their money in their girdle, or in a fold of their robe. 
Assan, well aware of this custom, took the means I 
have just related to possess himself of all those trea 
sures. You laugh at this scurvy trick, and yet you 
feel indignant; none but a greedy Turk wrould think 
of such a thing. But let us not forget, my young 
friends, that we, too, shall one day traverse, one by 
one, the narrow passage that leads from life to death, 
from time to eternity, and that we shall take nothing 
with us except our good or bad qualities. Let us 
think of this often, and prepare for it well.—Noel, 
Cat. de Rodez, II., 345.

136. Yes, yes, I will Confess.—O my friends, but 
the judgments of God are terrible ! People some
times say, “ at my death, I will be converted,'’ yet God 
permits that they die in impenitence and despair. If 
you know a little book entitled The New Think Weft 
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On It, you may read, at page 98, the following storj 
which is well adapted to make us reflect. A fisher
man, whose name I dare not tell, had passed his life 
in the most disorderly and vicious habits; having 
fallen dangerously ill, a virtuous priest who took a 
charitable interest in him, came to see him, and urged 
him to think of his soul’s salvation. The sick man 
mad 3 no answer. The minister of the Lord repre
sents to him his perilous condition, and exhorts him 
to confess. “ Yes, yes, father, I will go to confession 
in the course of a little time.” The priest, animated 
by a holy zeal, urges him still more strongly. “ Well, 
come to-morrow, and I will make my confession.” On 
the morrow he returns. When he is alone with the 
sick man, he makes the sign of the cress, and tells 
him to begin his confession. The latter remains 
some time silent; all at once, in a terrific tone, he 
pronounces those awful words of Scripture: “ The 
sinner shall open his eyes and be wTOth.” At that 
moment he buries his head in the bed, covers his face, 
and is silent. The confessor uncovers him. “ I 
would advise you,” he said, “ to go on at once with 
your confession; this is no time for delay.” “Yes, 
yes, father, I will confess,” said he, continuing the ter
rible text—“The sinner shall gnash his teeth, and 
tremble with rage.” And again he hides his face in 
the bed-clothes. The confessor once more uncovers 
him, and with tears beseeches him to think of his 
confession. “Yes yes, father, let us go on, let us gc 
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on,” and, for the third time, with a look of mortal 
terror, he buries his head still further, finishing those 
last words: “ The desires of the wicked shall perish 
with them.” The confessor, more and more alarmed, 
uncovers him again; alas I the wretch was dead!— 
Baudrand, VAme Penitente, or, the New Think TFe/J 
Gn It, 98.



CHAPTER X.

SIGHT H ARTICLE OF THE CRE1».

I believe in the Holy Ghost.

137. Simon the Magician Flying in the Air.—The 
Holy Ghost, when He comes into a soul, pours forth 
His graces in a most miraculous manner; this was 
especially the case in the first ages of the Church. 
The Christians, when the Apostles imposed hands on 
them, immediately received that Divine Spirit, and 
thenceforth wrought miracles which astounded the 
multitude. Simon the Magician, witness of these 
wonders, would fain obtain from the Apostles the 
power of also giving the Holy Ghost to those on 
whom he should impose hands. For this purpose he 
offered them a large sum of money. “Wretch!” 
cried St. Peter, “ thy money perish with thee, thou 
that imaginest the gifts of God can be bought! Go 
and do penance! ’ Ashamed of this scathing rebuke 
Simon retires in a rage; but, instead of doing pen 
ance, he gives himself up more than ever to the 
abominations of magic and of impiety. After having 
corrupted all Samaria with his errors, he went to 
Rome with the intention of destroying the good 
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which the Apostles had done there. One day he an
nounced publicly that he would ascend into heaven 
in presence of all the people. You may well suppose 
that a great multitude assembled to witness such an 
extraordinary feat as that. And in fact, at the ap
pointed moment, Simon the Magician was lifted up 
by the invisible power of the devil, and remained 
some time in the air. But his triumph was of short 
duration, for St. Peter, who had joined the crowd of 
spectators for the purpose of confounding the im
postor, began to pray; the power of the devil ceased, 
and Simon fell so heavily to the ground that he broke 
all his bones, and died miserably a few days after. 
Terrible and just punishment of his blasphemous im
piety !—Acts of the Apostles, VIII., 20.—Tillemont, 
Hist. Eccles., I., 185.

138. Errors on the Holy Ghr>st.—In the Apostles’ 
Creed, my young friends, there are but three or four 
words concerning the third person of the Blessed 
Trinity : I believe in the Holy Ghost. Several heretics 
availed themselves of this to advance frightful here
sies with regard to that Divine Person. The most 
audacious of all was Macedonius, patriarch of Con
stantinople, whose sectaries were called Macedonians. 
He dared to maintain that the Holy Ghost is not 
God; that He is simply a spiritual creature, of the 
same nature as the angels, but of a much higher rank. 
Good Catholics were shocked at this impiety, and 
cried out with one voice against Macedonius. Nev
ertheless, that wretch, abusing the authority of his 
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charge, violently persecuted the true faithful, and 
Eonsigued a great number of them to death and tor
tures, to force them to say that the Holy Ghost i 
not God. Then Pope St. Damasus held at Constan
tinople, in the year 381, the second oecumenical coun
cil, which condemned that error and all others which 
might exist in relation to the Holy Ghost. In ordei 
to define forever the faith of the Church on that sub
ject, he caused to be added to the Nicene Creed, 
which is sung in Latin every Sunday at Grand Mass, 
the following words, which you know by heart: Et 
in Spiritum Sanctum Dominum et vivificantem, qui 
eX Patre Fdioque procedit, qui cum Patre et Filic 
simul adoratur et conglorijicatur, qui locutus est pet 
vrophetas. Which means in English: “ I believe in 
the Holy Ghost, the Lord and life-giver, who pro- 
ceedeth from the Father and the Son; who, together 
with the Father and the Son, is adored and glorified; 
who spoke by the prophets.” Macedonius was not 
living at the time when this council was held; but, 
as generally happens to those who give themselves 
up to the dominion of pride, he had constantly re
fused to submit to the Church, and retract his error. 
He ended his life miserably about the year 361.— 
Lassausse, Explication du Cat. de VEmpire, 101.

139. Zs the Holy Ghost God?—The Holy Ghost is 
God, you know well, my dear children; He is the 
third person of the Blessed Trinity. I have read a 
story in this connection which is, I think, worthy of 
your attention. There lived in Snain, in the sixth 
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oentury, a king of the Visigoths named Leovigild. 
This prince, whilst believing in the divinity of the 
Father and the Son, doubted a little, and even more 
than a little, concerning that of the Holy Ghost. St. 
Gregory, Bishop of Tours, was informed of it by 
deputies whom Chilperic, king of France, had sent 
to that king, and who, on their return, paid a visit to 
the holy bishop. As he watched with much care 
over the maintenance of the true faith he must needs 
try and convince the king of Spain. Then he 
charged the deputies to tell him: “ Prince, since you 
do not believe in the divinity of the Holy Ghost, 
will you explain to us why it was that St. Peter said 
to Ananias: ‘ How did Satan tempt thee even to sin 
against the Holij Ghost 1 It is not to men thou hast 
lied, but to God himself.’ ” This text from so cleai 
a passage of Scripture, quoted so seasonably, was a 
ray of light for the Visigoth king, and caused him to 
reflect seriously. He then saw plainly that the Holy 
Ghost is God, as well as the Father and the Son, 
and he frankly and fully adopted the doctrine of the 
Catholic Church, out of which there is no salvation 
—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 271.

140. Speaking a Language Without Having Learned 
It.—Those amongst you who have read attentively 
the Epistle of the Mass of Pentecost, have seen that 
when the Holy Ghost had descended on the Apostles, 
they spoke in every tongue. Here is how it hap
pened : They spoke only in Hebrew, which was their 
mother tongue, and strangers understood them so well 
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that those who only understood Latin heard them 
speak Latin, others Greek, otners Arabic, and so on. 
This gift of tongues has been renewed several times 
since then, on behalf of some great Saints. Thus, St. 
Vincent Ferrier, a great missionary of the fourteenth 
century, preached always in Spanish or in Latin, which 
did not prevent his being understood by French 
Bretons, Greeks, Germans, English, Hungarians, and 
other strangers who flocked to his sermons. The 
same thing is told of St. Anthony of Padua, and es
pecially of St. Francis Xavier, Apostle of the Indies 
and Japan. But here is a fact no less interesting 
than any of the others. One day St. Dominick, being 
on his way to Paris, met some Germans who rendered 
him many kind offices. He wished much to requite 
them by some saving words, but knew not theii 
tongue. One evening, however, he said to his com
panion : “ If it please thee, brother, we will pray to 
God to permit us to speak German, so that we may 
announce Jesus Christ to these worthy people.'’ Im
mediately, they knelt down, prayed with fervor, and 
arose full of the gift they had asked. They spoke 
German for four days with those kindly strangers, and 
left them only when they arrived at Orleans.— Fie 
its Saints, mentionne ci-dessus (Lives of the Saints.)



CHAPTER XI.
NINTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

The Holy Catholic Church, the Communion of Sai nil
I.---- THE HOLY CATHOLIC CHURCH.

141. Respect of Alexander the Great for the High 
Priest.—The pastors of the Church are the represen
tatives of God; they are entitled, therefore, to out 
most profound respect. The famous Alexander the 
Great, king of Macedon, who died 324 years before 
Christ, may teach us a good lesson in this respect, 
lie was a pagan, and thought of nothing but the con
quest of the entire world. After having taken a great 
number of cities, he marched, at length, on Jerusalem. 
The High Priest Onias, in his great disquietude, 
turned his eyes to heaven, and endeavored to propi
tiate the Lord by fervent prayers. God admonished 
him in a dream to be of good heart, and told him to 
clothe himself in his pontifical robes, then to put 
himself at the head of his people, and appear before 
this renowned conqueror. He obeyed, and went to 
meet Alexander as far as the hill of Sapha, whence 
there was a view of the City and the Temple. Every 
one expected that the haughty conqueror would de* 



172 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

stroy Jerusalem, and condemn the High Priest to die 
ignominiously. But, so soon as Alexander perceived 
that solemn procession, so soon as he distinguished 
the pontiff, invested in his sacerdotal ornaments, ad« 
vancing majestically at the head of his people, he ap
proached him, bowed down to the ground before the 
Hebrew name of God engraved on the front of his 
diadem, and saluted him respectfully. All were 
seized with astonishment, and Parmenion, one of the 
favorite companions of the king, asked him why he 
had adored the High Priest of the Jews. “ It was 
not him I adored,” answered Alexander, “but the 
God whose minister he is.” Onias then conducted to 
the temple of Solomon the king of Macedonia, who 
made an offering there, and retired full of respect for 
the worship and the priest of the God of Israel.— 
JosEpnus, History of the Jews, XI., 8.

142. Zeal of St. Aph.raat.es for the Church.—The 
Church is our mother, dear children, and if we have 
for her the love which children owe their mother, we 
will not suffer her to be insulted or outraged in out 
presence. So it was always with the best and wor
thiest of men, St. Anthony, St. Acepsimas, St. Aphra- 
ates, and many others. The last named of these, St 
Aphraates, had lived many years alone in his cell, 
when he learned that Valens, emperor of Constanti
nople, who had the misfortune of being an Arian, was 
grievously persecuting the Catholics. He not only 
expelled them from their churches in the cities, but 
pursued them even to the country districts, and to

Aph.raat.es
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the most remote solitudes, where they concealed 
themselves, hoping to worship God in peace. St. 
Aphraates then quitted his retreat and went amongst 
the Catholics to encourage them. The emperor hav
ing remarked his long beard and his venerable ap
pearance, asked him where he was going. “ I am 
going,’’ answered the solitary, “ to offer up the Holy 
Sacrifice for the safety of the empire.” “ But would 
it not be better,” said the emperor, “ to offer it up in 
your cell, after the manner of solitaries ?” “ You are
right, prince, I should do better to pray in my cell, 
if you only permitted me to do so; and I did so as 
long as the flock of Christ was secure in the fold; 
but now that it is driven thence, and in danger of 
being devoured by the wolf of heresy, I have had to 
leave my cell and come forth to its assistance. Thou 
hast thyself set fire to the house of God, and it is the 
duty of all good Catholics to hasten to extinguish the 
flames.” You may well believe, children, that this 
discourse was not adapted to please Valens; never
theless he did not dare lay hands on St. Aphraates, 
who continued to serve the Church and encourage the 
Christians till the end of the persecution.—Rodriquez, 
Christian Perfection, V., 3.

143. Honors Rendered to a Priest.—There are none 
more worthy of our respect than the bishops and th* 
priests, who are the ministers of Christ on earth. 
History presents numerous facts which may instruct 
us on this head. For example, St. Sulpicius Severus 
relates that St. MaC’u, bishop of Tours, being at 
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Treves, at the court of the Emperor Maximus, pro> 
Berved always the noble independence due to his 
episcopal dignity. Although the prince was not s 
very good Christian, he could not help regarding him 
with profound veneration. One day he invited hiia 
to dine, with the priest who was his companion; 
both were placed in seats of honor. During the re
past, the imperial cup-bearer came, according to cus
tom, to present the cup to the emperor; the latter, 
who desired to receive it from the hands of St. Mar
tin, made a sign that it should be brought first to 
him. After St. Martin had drank from it, instead of 
presenting it to Maximus, as the latter expected, he 
offered it to his neighbor, the priest, whose dignity 
appeared to him superior to that of an earthly prince 
Strange to_say, Dot only was the emperor not offended, 
but he himself admired this conduct, and all present 
were equally edified by it. Assuredly, my friends, a 
sycophant, a courtier, would not have acted in such 
a manner.—Sulpicius Severus, Life of St. Martin 
Chapter XXIII.

144. A Wicked Woman of Sirmich.—It has some
times happened, my young friends, that God chose to 
punish, even in this life, want of respect for the pas
tors of His Church. I have found one example of 
this kind in the life of St. Ambrose, Archbishop of 
Milan. The circumstance was as follows: The bishop 
of S'rmich, capital of Illyria, having died, the Arians 
did their utmost to replace him by a wretched priest 
of heir sect. As soon as St. Ambrose was made 
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acquainted with the state of affairs, he hastened to 
assist the imperilled church. He had to encounter 
not only the heretics, but the Empress Justina, by 
whom they were openly favored. What doos the 
holy archbishop do ? He boldly enters the Cathedral, 
seats himself on the throne prepared for the bishop, 
and there remains, notwithstanding the clamorous 
shouts and scandalous efforts of his enemies. No 
one dared ascend the steps to offer him violence, and 
it was only a wicked woman who had the audacity 
to pull him by his clothes. “ Daughter,” said the 
Saint mildly, “ how darest thou lay thy hands on a 
priest of the Lord ? Art thou not afraid that God 
may strike thee in His anger?” Alas! these pro
phetic words were not long without their fulfilment 
the unhappy woman died suddenly that very night, 
and the sight of her funeral next day struck terror 
to the hearts of the enemies of religion. The Arians 
retired in confusion, and the Catholics were left at 
liberty to elect a bishop to the see so courageously 
defended by St. Ambrose.—Paulinus, Life of St. Am
brose, No. 11.

145. History of the Jew Benjamin.—You know, 
my dear friends, that out of the Church there is no 
salvation; so, those who were not so happy as to be 
born Catholics, ought to do like the Jew of whom I 
am about to tell you. The Emperor Heraclius, re
turning from a journey to Jerusalem, passed by Na- 
plousa, the ancient Sichem, and went to ask the hos
pitality of a very wealthy Jew, named Benjamin, by 
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whom he was sumptuously entertained. Whilst they 
were at table, there arrived some Christians from the 
city, who complained bitterly of the bad treatment of 
all kinds which they had received at the hands of thia 
Benjamin, whom they described as the most implaca 
ble and merciless enemy of the Christian name. 
Being interrogated by the emperor, Benjamin did 
not deny the fact, but declared that, according to the 
principles of his religion, he thought himself obliged, 
in conscience, to persecute the disciples of Jesus 
Christ, as his forefathers had of old persecuted then 
Founder himself in Jerusalem. The emperor imme
diately pronounced judgment; but he did it with a 
wisdom worthy of Solomon. lie allowed Benjamin 
some time in order to obtain instruction in the funda 
mental truths of the Christian religion, whose mem
bers he believed himself bound to persecute. A pioua 
and enlightened Christian, who had himself been con
verted from Judaism many years before, was charged 
to initiate him in the truths of faith. God blessed 
his undertaking; Benjamin opened his eyes to the 
truth, had himself baptized, became a fervent Chris
tian, and remained always faithful to the grace which 
had been so providentially vouchsafed to him.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 443.

146. How Will You be Buried I—Let us beware 
my young friends, of allowing ourselves to be seduced 
by heretics or bad Christians, who say—“ Where is 
the use of troubling one’s self about religion ? all re
ligions are good.” Even as there is but one God, so
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can there be only one true religion. I have read in 
the Lives of the Fathers of the Desert a somewhat 
curious story, which I am going to tell you. A 
worthy solitary, who was very old, but not over well 
instructed, frequented indifferently the Catholic and 
the heretical places of worship; he received Holy 
Communion now from an Arian bishop, now from a 
schismatic bishop, and again from a Catholic priest, 
caring little which it might be. One night as he 
slept peacefully in his cell, God permitted that an 
angel appeared to him and asked him this question: 
“ How do you wish to be buried when you are dead ? 
Is it as the holy solitaries of Egypt, or as the Jews, 
or yet as the schismatics ? Think of it well, and in 
three weeks I shall return to ask you the same ques
tion.” The old man no sooner awoke than he hur
ried off to relate his vision to another solitary, in 
whom he had great confidence. The latter, much 
scandalized, said to him : “ Why, father, where do 
you go to Communion ?” “ Wherever I happen to
be; I never inquire which place it is.” “ That is pre
cisely the affair you have to consider; you have re
lations with heretics, and, therefore, no one knows 
whether or no you are a good Catholic. Do not 
again receive Communion at the hands of the here
tics or schismatics, and when the angel returns, tell 
him you wish to be buried in holy ground, like St. 
Paul, St. Anthony, and the other solitaries of Egypt.’ 
Let us profit by this lesson, my young friends, and 
have no communication with persons who pretend to 
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reason on religion.—John Mosch, Spiritual Meadow 
(Ze Pre SpiritueT), No. 178.

147. Advisers in the Matter of Religion.—There is 
nothing so contemptible as changing religion for 
money or some other temporal advantages. I have 
read in Christian Anecdotes a story on that subject. 
The Caliph Moutasem, having taken by storm a small 
town of Asia, put all the citizens and soldiers to the 
sword, except the principal townsmen and officers, 
who were, by his orders, conducted to Bagdad. 
When he reached there himself, he caused them to be 
bound, shackles put on their feet, and they cast into 
a loathsome dungeon. There, they never saw the 
light of day, and knew each other only by their voice 
Their only nourishment was a little bread and water 
their bed the ground, and some filthy rags their cov
ering. When they were supposed to be entirely 
prostrated by suffering and long imprisonment, the 
caliph sent to them the most learned of his doctors, 
to induce them to renounce their religion. These 
persons feigned to come of their own accord, pre
tending before the prisoners that they had asked per
mission to go in with clothes and provisions to them. 
But the courageous Christians rejected with horror 
the proposals they made them. “ Christians,” said 
the Mahometans, “ such pride but ill befits your con
dition. Ah! if you did but know the advantages 
we have to offer. Say, do ye not love your wives, 
your children, your friends, your country? Weill 
you have but one means of recovering all these; it is
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to make use of a little dissimulation, and comply 
somewhat with the wishes of our beloved caliph. He 
counts as nothing the conquest of cities in compari
son with that of souls. If you embrace the law of 
Mahomet, as he desires, he will load you with favors, 
and you shall be free to return to your own country. 
There you shall be at liberty to choose whatever re
ligion you may think the best.” “ And you,” replied 
the prisoners, “ who hold such language to us, would 
you do that, if you were in our place ?” “ Undoubt
edly we would,” cried all the wretched tempters in a 
breath. “Well! we shall do no such thing; we 
should be ashamed to take counsel, with regard to 
our religion, from those who value their own so lit
tle.” And they sent them away with contempt and 
indignation. And did they not serve them right, my 
young friends ? There, you see, was courage and 
fidelity!—Reyre, Ancc. Chret.^ 79.

148. St. Stanislaus in a Protestant Temple.—Be
ware of frequenting the temples or assemblies ot 
heretics, lest evil should befall you. Imitate ifi this 
respect the scrupulous caution of St. Stanislaus Kots- 
ka. When he had renounced all earthly hopes, he 
quitted Vienna, in the disguise of a beggar, and bent 
his course towards Italy. During his toilsome jour
ney, he met ia a village, on the way, an open church, 
where he saw peasants praying. The holy youth, 
thinking it afforded him a good opportunity of hear 
ing Mass and making his devotions, entered the church 
and began to pray like the others; he was not long 



180 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

there however, till he saw, by the manner of cele* 
brating the Divine office, that it was a Lutheran place 
of worship. He was deeply pained to see the holy 
mysteries profaned by heretical ministers, and to find 
himself unable to receive the Body of Our Lord that 
day in the Holy Communion. He wept bitterly, and 
complained so touchingly to God that he deserved to 
be consoled. Whilst he remained thus sad and 
despondent, he saw a troop of angels approaching 
him. One of them bore the Blessed Sacrament, and 
being come to Stanislaus, he placed the Sacred Host 
in his mouth, and the vision disappeared. It was 
thus that this pious youth was rewarded for his faith, 
and his horror of heretical assemblies.—Pere d'Or
leans, Vie de Saint Stanislaus de Kotska. I

149. What Protestants Think of Our Salvation.— 
We have the happiness, children, of being in the true 
Church; Protestants themselves admit that a good 
Catholic may be saved in his religion. It was this 
that decided Henry IV. to abjure his errors. A his 
tori an* relates that this great king, having called be
fore him a conference of the doctors of either church, 
and seeing that the Protestant ministers agreed with 
one accord that salvation was attainable in the Catho
lic religion, immediately addressed a Protestant dig
nitary as follows: “Now, sir, is it true that people 
can save their souls in the religion to which these 
gentlemen belong ?”—“ Certainly it is, Sire, provided 
that they live well in it.”—•“ If that be so,” said the 
monarch yery judiciously, “ prudence demands that 
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I should be of their religion, not yours, seeing that, 
in theirs, I may save my soul, as even you admit; 
whereas, if I remain in yours, they maintain that I 
cannot be saved. Both prudence and good sense 
dictate that I should follow the surest way, and so I 
purpose doing.” Some days after, this astute prince 
made his abjuration at Saint Denis. There is what 
may be called having both mind and heart.—Guil- 
lois, II., 67.

150. Glorious Retractation of Fenelon.—You may 
probably have heard of Fenelon, Archbishop of Cam- 
brai. He was one of the most learned prelates in 
France; and was at the same time one of the most 
pious and submissive to the Church. In the year 
1697 he had published a work entitled: “ Explana
tion of the Maxims of the Saints,” which work was 
condemned soon after by Pope Innocent XII. This 
sad news reached Cambrai on the 25th of March 
1699, the day of the Annunciation, just as the Arch
bishop was about to enter the pulpit. However 
deeply affected he might be by a decision which he 
did not expect, he only required a few moments’ re
flection to change the plan of the discourse he was 
about to deliver. He turned it on the perfect sub
mission we are bound to pay to the authority of our 
superiors, on which he spoke with such touching 
fervor as to draw tears from his whole audience. 
On the 9th of April following he published a man
damus to this effect: “ Our Holy Father the Pope 
baa condemned a book entitled ‘ Explanation of the 
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Maxims of the Saints,’ by a brief dated March 12th, 
1699. We adhere to that brief, beloved brethren, 
simply, absolutely, and without the shadow of re 
striction. With our whole heart we exhort you t 
entire submission and unreserved docility, lest insen
sibly you alter the simplicity of devotion to the Holy 
See, whereof wTe shall, by the grace of God, give you 
an example to the last moment of our life. God 
forbid that aught should be ever said of us, if it 
were not that being a pastor we showed ourselves 
more docile than the last sheep of our flock, and set 
no bounds to our submission.” In order to leave to 
his diocese a monument of his submission and doci
lity, he caused an ostensary to be made for the 
Blessed Sacrament, borne by two Angels; one of 
them trampled under foot divers bad books, on one 
of which was read: Explanation of the Maxims <f the 
Saints. Let us beware, after such a beautiful exam
ple, to do like so many of the ignorant and unthink
ing who pretend to dogmatize, blame and criticise, 
when the decisions of the church or her pastors do 
not fall in with their ideas.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. 
Hist., I., 306.

151. The Little Confessors of the Faith in 1791.— 
We need not go very far in order to find heroio 
examples of fidelity to the true religion. We have 
had many of them in 1791, "when France was for a 
moment abandoned to the horrors of schism. As 
the Catholics almost everywhere refused to go to the 
churches where intruders, or “Constitutional priests" 
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ministered, recourse was had to violence in order to 
force them. Wretches, paid by the usurping authori
ties, hastened with rods to the doors of the Catholic 
chapels. There they awaited, before and after the 
Office, the worthiest of the congregation, those, espe
cially, who testified the greatest attachment to the 
true faith, and they amused themselves with publicly 
maltreating them, to force them to go to the Consti
tutional Church. Even children were not spared. 
Thus, I remember having read that the pupils of the 
Sisters of Charity, at Metz, were treated with the 
same cruelty, for having refused to hear the Mass of 
a schismatic priest. In vain did their tormentors 
threaten, and even beat then) several times. “ Whip 
us, kill us, if you will" said these children of eight 
or ten years old, “ but never shall you change our reli
gion." Such, my dear children, should be our con
stancy and fidelity. Jesus Christ really died for us; 
is it not just that we should suffer for Him, if oppor
tunity offers ?—Reyre, Anec. Chret., 470.

152. Are There Several True Churches?—There is but 
one only true Church; and that is so evident that no 
one possessed of even ordinary good sense can anywise 
doubt it. Here are two or three little stories on the 
subject. A Catholic priest and a Protestant minister 
were one day walking together; they chanced to 
meet a Jewish rabbi. “ Hold,” said the Protestant 
minister laughing, “ we three are of so many different 
religions; now, which of us has the true one ?” " I 
will tell you that,” said the rabbi; “if the Messiah 
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is not yet come, it is I; if the Messiah he come, it ia 
this Catholic priest; but as for you, whether the 
Messiah be come or not, you are not in the right way.” 
‘ I do not like those who change their religion,” said 
a Protestant prince of Germany to the Count de 
Stolberg, recently converted to the Catholic faith. 
“ Nor I either,” answered the doctor, “ for if my an
cestors had not changed, I should not have been ob
liged to return to Catholicity.” And that is very 
true, my young friends; a Protestant who becomes a 
Catholic does not change his religion; he does but 
return to the way which his forefathers were wrong 
in quitting. An excellent answer was made, on this 
subject, by a French ambassador, ill at Stockholm, 
the capital of Sweden. Some one asked him whether, 
in case he died there, he would not be sorry to have 
his ashes mingle with those of heretics. “ No,” he 
replied, “ I would only ask to have the earth dug tt 
little deeper, and I should be amongst your ancestors 
who were Catholics like myself.”—Schmid et Belet, 
Cat., Hist., L, 303.

153. Debaters of Bale.—We sometimes see 
simple peasants, people wholly illiterate, who are 
much more courageous in practising their religion 
than persons who are wont to boast of their intelli
gence. In a hotel in Bale, Switzerland, there were 
assembled, on the 1st of January, 1847, a numerous 
company, who had met for the purpose of discussing 
questions religious and political. Whilst they were 
debating with great warmth, there came in a poor 
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man indifferently clad, but endowed with mich rea- 
on and good sense. Seeing such a numerous com* 

pany, he was at first a little surprised; but soon re
covering his presence of mind, he saluted the party 
according to a pious custom of his country, by saying 
m German—Glory to Jesus ChristI There was only 
one of all present who answered aloud Amen I The 
others, opening their eyes very wide, looked grave, 
and said nothing. Some even began to smile dis
dainfully. The master of the house, who was a Pro
testant, or rather, belonged to no religion, said aloud • 
“It is easy seen that he is not one of us.” The pea
sant, nowise embarrassed, had his answer ready “ I 
am willing to believe that, anyhow.”—“ And why are 
you willing to believe it, blockhead ?’’—■“ Because you 
gentlemen appe'ar to me very - much like Christians 
who would crucify the Son of God again, if He were 
willing to die again. I don’t want to insult any of 
you, gentlemen, but I tell you plainly, for all you 
talk so well, that I’d be ashamed to remain in such 
company.” And so saying, our peasant walked away 
closing the door after him, and leaving the philo
sophic assembly no little disconcerted by such an 
apostrophe.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 427.

154. The Reasoning of an American Indian.— 
Speaking of the truth, “ out of the Church there is 
no salvation,” I remember a very amusing story, re
lated by Father de Smet, the famous American mission
ary. “ Amongst the Indians converted on the fron
tiers of Canada,” said he, “ is a certain Jean Bap
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tiste, of whose family I am ignorant. This Jeaa 
Baptiste had been formerly a thief. On his conver
sion, the Black Robe enjoined him to make restitu 
tion of two dollars to a Calvinist minister in the 
neighborhood. Our man presents himself at the 
minister’s house, when the following dialogue ensues 
' Well, what do you want ?’ said the preacher. ‘ Me 
rob you. Black Robe say to me, “ Jean Baptiste, 
you give back the money.” ‘ What money ?’ ‘ Two
dollars; me bad savage, take from you—me now 
good Christian; me have the water of baptism on 
my head; me child ol* the Great Spirit. Here, take 
the money.’ ‘ That is well. Steal no more. Good 
day, Jean Baptiste.’ '•Good day, not enough; me 
want something else.’ ‘ And what do you want ?’ 
Me want a receipt.’ ' A receipt! what need is there 

of a receipt ? Did the Black Robe tell you to ask 
it?’ ‘Black Robe say nothing; Jean Baptiste 
(pointing at himself with his finger) want a receipt.’ 
‘ But what do you want with a receipt ? You stole 
from me what you now give back; that is enough.’
No, no, not enough: listen, you old, me young; you 

die first, me die after, you understand ?’ ‘ I do no/
understand; what do you mean ?’ ‘ Listen again;
that will say much, that will say all. Me knock at 
the gate of heaven, the great chief, St. Peter, he open 
and he say, “That you, Jean Baptiste? what yo 
want ?” “ My chief, me want to go in the lodge of 
the Great Spirit.” “ And your sins?” “ Black Robe 
he forgive them all.” “But you rob the minister— 
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did you give back that money ? You show me your 
receipt?' Now you see how it is with poor Jean 
Baptiste, poor Indian with no receipt, he run all over 
hell to find you, because no salvation out of Black 
Robe’s Church? ”—Daily Rewards (Recompenses heb
domadair es), No. CV., 29.

II.---- THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS.

155. Jeremiah in Heaven.—A consoling truth is 
that of the Communion of Saints. The Jews of the 
Old Law were happy in believing in it as we do. Of 
that the following is a proof: Nicanor, general of the 
armies of Demetrius, king of Syria, made wrar on Ju
das Maccabeus. Having learned that this gallant 
chief had entered the country of Samaria, he marched 
to meet him with an army much superior in numbers 
to that of the Jews. Judas did not allow himself 
to be discouraged, and instead of putting trust in the 
valor of his soldiers, he placed it all in God. The 
night previous to the combat he had a celestial vision. 
It seemed to him that he saw the heavens open; there 
he distinguished the high priest, Onias, lately dead, 
praying for his people, and extending his hands over 
him as if to protect him. There soon appeared at 
his side another oil man exceeding venerable and 
radiant with glory. Onias pointed him out to Judas 
Maccabeus, saying, “ Seest thou that prophet? It is 
Jeremiah, the true friend of God’s people; he prays 
for you all, and for the Holy City; fear not, there
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fore!” So Jeremiah, taking a golden sword, gave it 
to J udas Maccabeus, saying: “ Take this holy sword; 
it is the gift of God; with it thou shalt overcome the 
enemies of my people Israel.” On his awaking, Ju
das failed not to relate this encouraging vision to his 
little army. They hasten to meet the enemy, pray
ing as they go, they fight with supernatural courage, 
and obtain a splendid victory. Nicanor fled, leaving 
35,000 slain on the field of battle. Let us do like 
Judas Maccabeus, my friends, and our patrons and 
protectors in heaven will assist us with their prayers. 
II. Book of Maccabees, Chap. XV.

156. St. Peter Delivered from Prison. — Do you 
know, my young friends, what a precious advantage 
is the Communion of Saints ? Often, at the moment 
when we least think it, there are good souls praying 
for us without our knowing it, asking of God the 
graces most necessary for each according to their 
position. Thus it is that in the night prayer we pray 
for travellers, prisoners, the sick and the dying. 
Speaking of prisoners, hear what occurred to St. 
Peter, prince of the Apostles. Herod Agrippa, king 
of Judea, had him put in prison at Jerusalem and 
proposed to deliver him to the Jews at the festival 
of the Pasch. Meanwhile, the Church ceased not to 
pray for him; all the faithful of the city were inter
ested in his fate, and St. Peter knew nothing of it. 
But he was not long left in ignorance, for the very 
night preceding the day on which Herod was to have 
him put to death, an angel suddenly appeared in his 
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prison, tapped him on the shoulder to awake him, 
and said: “ Arise quickly,” (and his chains fell off of 
themselves), “ take thy girdle, put on thy shoes, and 
thy garments, and follow me.” In a few minute* 
the holy Apostle was ready, and followed the ange. 
tot knowing what he was about. He thought him

self in a dream. They passed through the middle of 
the guard, through the iron gate, which opened of 
itself, and soon found themselves in the street, with
out any one having seen them. St. Peter then came 
to himself, the angel left him, and he succeeded in 
making his w'ay to the house of Mary, mother of 
John Mark, where several of the faithfu. were at the 
moment assembled praying for him. It being in the 
middle of the night, the servant who came to the 
do >r prudently inquired “ Who is there ?”—•“ It is I, 
Simon Peter.” No sooner had she recognized St. 
Peter’s voice, than she ran in haste to tell those with
in, without even thinking of opening the door. They 
treated her as a fool. Every one said: “ It cannot 
be Simon Peter; it was his angel guardian that 
spoke.” Nevertheless, on opening the door they 
found that it was no other than the holy Apostle 
himself, and they gave thanks to God who had heard 
the prayers of the faithful. Such, my young friends, 
is the Communion of Saints.—Acts of the Apostles, 
Chap. XH.

157. St. Nicholas an Intercessor Before His 
Death.—Every one knows St. Nicholas; he is the 
patron of children, and yours, too, my little friends 
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If you knew how powerful he is, you would address 
yourselves to him in all confidence Whilst he was 
yet bishop of Myra, in Turkey in Asia, his reputation 
for sanctity was so great that prayers were some
times offered to him as though he were already dead. 
I remember reading of three lords of Constantinople, 
who being falsely accused before the Emperor, were 
thrown into prison and condemned to death. The 
sentence was to be executed next day, and you may 
suppose the unhappy men had but little inclination 
to sleep. Seeing that there was no chance whatever 
of their innocence being established, they had re
course to prayer. They had often heard of the bishop 
of Myra; every one said that he was a Saint; they 
all three threw themselves on their knees and be
sought him to assist them. Scarcely had they com 
menced to pray when God permitted that the Em
peror, who was fast asleep in his palace, had a dream. 
He saw a venerable old man, robed as a bishop, 
who addressed him sternly and said: “ Prince, art 
thou certain that the judgment pronounced on 
three of thy ministers is just ? Beware I” and the 
vision disappeared. Next day the Emperor was 
careful not to have the prisoners executed; he re
viewed the process of their trial, and failed not to 
perceive that they had been condemned unjustly, 
He caused them to be immediately liberated, after 
relating to them the dream he had had. The poor 
officers speedily discovered that their prayers had 
been heard by St. Nicholas, and that it was be him
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self who hail appeared to the Emperor. Is not this, 
my dear children, another proof of the Communion of 
Saints, and the kind interest they take in those who 
pray to them?—Life of St. Nicholas.

158. The Mysterious Voice of Theodcret.—The pray
ers which the saints offer for us, often even without 
our knowing it, preserve us sometimes from great 
misfortunes ; they put the demon to flight, as he has 
himself declared. “ One night as I was falling asleep,” 
relates Theodoret, bishop of Cyr, in Syria, who lived 
in the fifth century, “ I suddenly heard an unknown 
voice speaking to me in Syriac. It said to me very 
distinctly: ‘ Why hast thou taken it in head to fight 
against my servant Marcion? (This was a famous 
heresiarch whose errors were then making much pro
gress.) Why dost thou make war on him ? what harm 
has he done thee ? Beware, I warn thee, for if thou 
ceasest not to hate and persecute him, thou shalt see 
what I can do, and learn by experience that it had 
been better for thee to have remained quiet. Know 
that I would have long since torn thee to pieces, were 
it not for the assistance of James and a troop of 
martyrs !’ When this mysterious voice had ceased 
to speak, I asked one of my friends who slept in the 
ame chamber, if he had heard anything. ‘ I did 

not lose a word of it, said he, ‘ but I feared tq make 
any noise, supposing that you were asleep.’ Oar 
servants and all the people of the house had likewise 
heard the words. We dressed ourselves in haste, 
Rnd searched everywhere around in order to assurw



192 CATHOLIC ANECDOTBS.

ourselves that there was no one concealed about the 
house; we found no one. I then understood that it 
was the devil who had spoken. I further understood 
that the St. James of whom he spoke was he whose 
jld mantle I had preserved, and placed every night 
under my bolster. Finally, the troop of martyrs who 
were praying for me, were assuredly those of whom 
I kept some relics suspended in a small vial near 
my bed.” This interesting story may teach us, 
children, to place confidence in the saints, and to 
venerate their precious relics with devotion.—Thbo 
Lobbt, Eccles. Hist,., Chap. XXL
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CHAPTER XH.
TENTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

The Forgiveness of Sins.

159. St. Thais* Penance.—There are few peniten
tial lives more famous than that of St. Thais. She 
was a miserable sinner of Egypt, who lived in the 
fourth century, and employed for the ruin of souls the 
graces and talents she had received from nature. God 
inspired a holy abbot named Paphnutius with the de
sire of laboring for her conversion. He went in search 
of her and spoke to her at first on indifferent subjects. 
How great was his surprise to find her passably well 
instructed in her religion ? “ Now,” said he, “ you 
know, then, that there is a God?” “Not only do I 
know that there is a God, but I also know that He is 
present everywhere, that He sees all we do, and will 
one day judge us; the good shall go to the everlast
ing kingdom, and the wicked to a hell that shall neve, 
end.” “What I Thais, you know all that, and yet do 
evil! you destroy your own soul and the souls of 
others I” “ Father, I see that you are a man of God ” 
said the poor woman, melting into tears; “ impose on 
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me whatever penance you please; I hope that God in 
His mercy will have pity on me. I only ask three.hours 
to myself, and I return all yours.” She left him im
mediately, went to collect her dress, her jewels, and 
all her finery, with what money she possessed, mado 
a heap of them in the midst of the market-place, and 
set fire to them with her own hands. She returned 
then to St. Paphnutius, who shut her up in a little 
cell, close by a convent of nuns. He built up the door, 
and left her only a small window through which some 
bread and water was every day given her. Thais 
then asked him what prayer she should say to God. 
“To God! miserable sinner, you are unworthy even 
to pronounce His holy name. You will merely say to 
Him, without daring to raise your hands or eyes to 
heaven: ‘ 0 Thou who createdst me, have mercy on 
me!’ ” At the end of three years, God made known to 
St. Paphnutius that this heroic penitent had found 
favor in His sight. They opened her voluntary prison, 
although she begged with tears to be permitted to 
end her days in it. “ Not so, my daughter,” said her 
spiritual father, “ God has forgiven you your sins.’’ 
But that soul, sanctified by penance, wras ripe for 
heaven; she died a fortnight after, and merited to be 
honored as a Saint.—Godescard, Vie des Saints, 8 th 
October.

160. David, Captain of Robbers.—However great 
may be the sins which we have committed, w^e may 
always obtain pardon of them, provided we do a suffi 
cient penance for them. This was experienced by a 
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famous robber captain, named David, who devastated 
the Thebaide, in the fourth century. Ths unhappy 
man had killed and robbed hundreds, and even thou
sands of passengers or travellers; his depredations 
were so well and widely known, that people trembled 
at his very name. One day, nevertheless, God touched 
his heart, and David went to entreat the Superior of 
a monastery to receive him into his house. The Ab 
bot did not recognize him; only, seeing him already 
old, he told him that his advanced age wrnuld not per 
mit him to follow all the austerities of the rule, and 
that he would do better to remain in the world. The 
robber chief insisted; but seeing that he gained 
nothing, he drew himself up, and said in a voice of 
thunder, “ Dost thou not know me ? Know then that 
I am David, the robber chief. I ask to enter here to 
do penance, and I swear that if thou wilt not receive 
me, I will go back to my brigands, who know me; we 
will destroy all before us, kill every soul we meet, and 
then come and set fire to the convent.” When the 
Abbot heard this, you may be sure he hastened to ad
mit David into his monastery. The religious habit 
was given to the fierce penitent, who began by eon- 
fessing his sins, and then gave himself up to the rudest 
austerity. All the day, and even all the night, he was 
heard to cry—“ Mercy, my God, have mercy on me 1” 
He accused himself aloud of his past crimes, and with 
bo many tears and sighs, that they sometimes thought 
he would die. After he had passed several years in 
this hard penance, a heavenly voice said to him one 
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day, “ David, all thy sins are forgiven thee.” “ That 
is not possible,” cried he in his misplaced humility 
‘ I will never believe it, I have committed :oo many 
crimes.” “ To punish thee, David, for this want of 
faith, and to convince thee of the truth of what I tell 
thee, thou shalt remain dumb till thy death; speech 
shall only be given thee when it is necessary to sing 
the Office.” This prediction was instantaneously ac
complished. David spoke with ease when the time 
came for saying the Office, but beyond that he could 
not utter a single word. I need scarcely tell you, my 
young friends, that he died in the odor of sanctity, 
since his sins had been forgiven him.—Bollandus, 
Act. Sane., 26th June.

161. A Very Difficult Confession.—It is very easy 
for us to confess our sins, since we have only to tell 
them to one person, who is, moreover, bound to the 
strictest secrecy. Which of you, dear children, would 
have the courage to do as did that individual of 
whom St. John Climaclius speaks ? “A man who had 
previously made profession of being a robber, came 
to a monastery in Alexandria, during the time that I 
was there. He wished, he said, to embrace the re
ligious life. The Superior, fearing that he was not 
sincere in taking this step, would put him a little to 
the proof. He commanded him to keep still foi 
seven days, after which he made him declare all th 
sins he had ever committed. The poor sinner con
fessed them very sincerely; but the Abbot said to 
him: ‘ I desire that you accuse yourself of your sins
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before all the brothers in the monast , 1. man.
who was touched with a true sorrow for his < nines, 
and had such a horror of them that he shrank from 
no shame or humiliation on account of them, answered 
that he was ready to confers them, not only before 
the brethi en, but even, i4* *c was desired, in the middle 
of Alexandria. The’ uhe Superior assembled all the 
brethren, to the num <sr of three hundred and thirty, 
and as it was Sunday, after the reading of the Gospe( 
he brought forward the criminal, already justified 
before God. He was brought forward with his bands 
fastened behind his back, clad in haircloth, and with 
ashes on his head. Such a spectacle, of which they 
knew not the cause, touched the brethren so deeply 
that they all burst into tears. The holy Abbot, so 
zealous for the salvation of those under his direction, 
cried aloud to the penitent: 11 Stay where you are! you 
are not worthy to penetrate farther!” These words 
so terrified him, that he fell prostrate on the ground. 
He then began to confess all the sins he had ever 
committed, which he did before all the brethren, and 
with marks of penitence and contrition that edified 
all present. After this public confession, the Abbot 
made him cut off his hair, and received him into his 
community. He died a most holy death a few years 
after.—St. John Climachus, Holy Ladder.

162.—The Ring Thrown into the Moselle.—No one 
knows whether they are in a state of grace, or a state 
of sin, says St. Peter; hence it is that we have to 
work out our salvation in fear and trembling. Still 
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we must not Buffer our anxiety to lead us into 
despair, because the goodness of God is infinite. St. 
Arnoul, a celebrated minister of France in the reign 
of Clotaire II., and who afterwards became bishop 
of Metz, was one day much occupied with the desire 
of knowing whether God had forgiven him the sins 
of his youth, and completely effaced them from the 
book of His justice. His uncertainty on this point 
long tormented him, and filled his heart with the 
liveliest anxiety. Plunged in these despairing doubts, 
he went one day to the bridge over the Moselle, at 
Metz, stopped suddenly, and took the pastoral ring 
off his finger, and threw it into the river, saying: “ If 
I find that ring again, I will believe that my sins are 
forgiven me.” Although Arnoul be a saint, one can
not help blaming him here, for he gave no great 
proof of his confidence in the divine mercy or the 
efficacy of penance. We should do wrong, therefore, 
to imitate him. A long interval passed without 
Arnoul having any reason to suppose that his prayer 
was heard; nevertheless his ring was found one day 
in the belly of a fish that was served on his table. 
This event was noised abroad, and the miraculous 
ring was placed in a church. The historian, Paul 
Warnefrid, asserts that he heard the story from the 
mouth of the Emperor Charlemagne, who had seen 
the ring with his own eyes, in the Church of Si. Se
bastian at Metz. It was exhibited every year to pit 
grims and the curious. For us my friends, let us 
have more confidence in God than in St. Arnold's 
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ring—Paul Warnefrid, Histuire des Eveques de 
Metz.

163. The Body of a Damned Soul.—Sin confessed is 
half forgiven, says the proverb; but, my friends, he 
who has not confessed, his sins cannot be forgiven 
either in this world or the other. There is a lament
able proof of this recorded in the Chronicles of the 
Benedictines. A young man named Pelagius, led in 
his father’s house, where he wai employed keeping 
sheep, a life so exemplary, that every one regarded 
him as a Saint. He lived so for several years. After 
the death of his parents, he sold all his goods, dis
tributed the proceeds amongst the poor, and retired 
to a desert, where he led a most edifying life. But 
one day he had the misfortune to consent to a bad 
thought. He had not the courage to confess it, for 
fear of losing the good opinion of his confessor, and 
fell into a deep melancholy. Meanwhile his angel 
guardian appeared to him visibly under the figure of 
a pilgrim and said to him: “ Go, Pelagius, confess 
thy sin, and God will forgive thee, and thou shalt re
cover the peace of thy soul.” Thus warned, Pelagius 
took the resolution of doing penance, flattering him
self that God would perhaps forgive him his sin with
out his confessing it. In that hope he entered a 
monastery, where he led a most austere life, in fasting 
and continual penance. Finding himself at the hour 
of death, he confessed for the lapt time, still without 
daring to confess his hidden sin. Every one thought 
him a Saint, and he was buried with honor. But 
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what was the result ? Three days in succession his 
body was found outside the grave, without any one 
knowing how it came there. The last time it hap
pened the Superior went thither with all his monks 
and addressing the dead body he said aloud: “ Pelagius 
thou didst obey me when alive; obey me now when 
thou art dead. Tell me, in God’s name, whether it 
be His will that thou art buried in some other place ?” 
“ Alas!” cried the dead man, “ I am damned for 
having concealed in confession a bad thought on 
which I had dwelt with pleasure. Behold the state 
in which my body isI” At the same moment his 
body appeared all on fire like red-hot iron. The 
sight terrified every one present, and the Superior 
caused Pelagius to be buried outside the cemetery 
of the monastery. See, my friends, what a dreadful 
thing it is to die without having obtained full remis
sion of one’s sins.—Abbe Favre, le Ciel ouvert 59.
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CHAPTER XHL
ELEVENTH ARTICLE OF THE CREED.

The. Resurrection of the Flesh.

164. The Resurrection of Job.—All the nations of 
antiquity believed in the immortality of the soul; so 
did they all believe that men shall one day rise again 
to be rewarded or punished according to their works. 
The strongest proof I can give you of this ancient 
belief, is the faith-inspired language of the holy man 
Job. You, doubtless, know his history. Here is the 
substance of it: Job was an Arabian prince who lived 
more than two thousand years before Christ. He 
was extremely rich, but still more virtuous. The 
devil, jealous of his virtue, obtained permission to 
deprive him in succession of all his flocks of camels, 
oxen, and sheep, to make all his children die, and 
finally to reduce him to such a state of leprosy and 
misery, that he spent his life on a dunghill. At each 
of these misfortunes Job contented himself with 
saying: “ The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken 
away; may His holy name be blessed!” He was 
then visited by three of his friends, to whom it was 
his pleasure to praise Providence for all it had done.
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Then, taking a more solemn tone, he cried with 
admirable faith: “For I know that my Redeemer 
liveth; and on the last day I shall rise out of the 
earth : and I shall be clothed again with my skin; and 
in my flesh I shall see my God, who I myself shall 
see, and my eyes shall behold, and not another 
this my hope is laid up in my bosom.” These art 
the sentiments, so fine and so clear, which have in
duced the Church to insert numerous passages from 
the Book of Job in the Office of the Dead.—Job, 
Chap. X.

165. The Seven Brothers of the Maccabees.—I regret 
much, my friends, that the history of the seven 
Maccabees brothers is a little long; I can only give 
you an abridgment of it. But what struck me the 
most in that story is the confidence with which those 
pious martyrs awaited the resurrection and life 
eternal. Antiochus Epiphanius, king of Syria, a cruel 
and inhuman prince, thought that he could force them 
by torments to renounce their religion. He had 
them tortured one after the other, beginning with 
the eldest. One of them, the second, I think, had the 
skin of his head torn off with hooks; when he was 
on the point of expiring, he said to the king: “ You 
take from us the present life, but the King of kings 
will one day raise us up for life eternal.” The fourth 
made use of nearly the same words: “ It is better,” 
said he, “ to be slain by men, because we hope that 
God will restore our lives at the resurrection.” 
When none remained but the youngest of these 
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variant champions, the king sent him to his mother 
hoping that she would prevail upon him to apostatize. 
But that mother, worthy of such children, exhorted 
him, on the contrary, to walk in the footsteps of his 
brethren. And so he did, saying to Antiochus: 
“ My brethren had to endure only temporary pain, 
and now they have entered into life eternal.” At 
length the sacrifice was completed by the execution 
of the mother, who went to rejoin in Limbo the seven 
children she had had the happiness of giving to God. 
Ah! my friends, if we thought of the resurrection to 
come, we should be much more faithful in discharging 
our duties and avoiding sin.—II. Maccabees, Chap. 
VII.

166. The Unfinished Tomb.—The Greek emperors 
of Constantinople had a somewhat singular custom, 
out one very useful and salutary for their personal 
conduct. The day that one of them was crowned, it 
was forbidden to speak to him on any business what
soever, but there appeared before him sculptors and 
marble-cutters, who brought with them five or six 
beautiful specimens of marble of divers colors, and 
said to him: “ Prince, which of these marbles will it 
please your majesty to select for your tomb, that we 
may set about preparing it?” The object of this 
strange custom was to make the new emperor under
stand that being mortal like other men, he ought to 
employ the few years he had to live in the care of his 
soul and the good government of his people. St, 
John the Almoner patriarch of Alexandria, found 
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this custom so conformable to the sentiments which 
ought to animate Christians, that he would himself 
profit by it. He had a tomb made for himself, but 
never entirely finished; only he commanded that 
every year, on some grand festival day, some one 
should come and say to him aloud, before every on 
present: “My lord, your tomb is not yet finished 
order them to finish it, because, as Jesus Christ says, 
you know not the day or the hour." These words, 
spoken at such a time, were worth a good meditation 
were they not, my young friends ?—Leontius, Life oj 
St. John the Almoner.

167. St. Francis Borgia Before a Dead Body.— 
Death is an eloquent preacher, who gives us conti 
nual lessons on the nothingness of earthly things. 
The very sight of a grave or a corpse has sometimes 
sufficed to make saints. Here is a striking example 
of the kind. St. Francis Borgia, before quitting the 
world, was Duke of Gandia and one of the most 
illustrious grandees of Spain. The Empress Isabella 
having died in 1539, Charles the Fifth, Emperor of 
Germany and King of Spain, deputed Francis to con
vey and accompany her body to Grenada, where was 
situated the tombs of the kings of Spain. This 
mission was very honorable, and yet God made use 
of it to make the Duke of Gandia an humble relig
ious. When the body had reached its destination, 
and was about to be lowered into the royal vault, 
Francis Borgia had to open the coffin, in order to 
•wear upon it that those were really the mortal 
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remains of his sovereign, the Empress Isabella. 
What was his horror and disgust on beholding, 
instead of a beautiful princess, a foul and disgusting 
corpse 1 “ What,” cried he, “ is this all that remains 
of my gracious sovereign ? Where, then, is lier 
smooth white brow, her fresh fair cheeks, her smiling 
lips, and her radiant eyes ?” This thought and these 
reflections acted so promptly on his mind and heart, 
that he resolved to consecrate himself wholly to God. 
Accordingly, having accomplished his mission, ar 
ranged his temporal affairs, and provided suitably for 
his children, he entered the company of Jesus and 
became a great saint. I was right, you see, in telling 
you that death is an eloquent preacher.—Life of St. 
Francis Borgia, I., 41.

168. Charles the Fifth Celebrating His Own Obse
quies.—Charles the Fifth, Emperor of Germany and 
King of Spain, may serve us as a model on the 
article of preparation for death. He was only 55 
years old when he abdicated the crown, and renounced 
all his titles and dignities to consecrate his last years 
to the great work of preparing to appear before God. 
He retired to the monastery of St. Just, on the fron
tiers of Spain and Portugal, and gave himself up to 
the same exercises as the monks. By night, he rose 
like them to sing the Office; by day, he divided hia 
time between prayer, reading and study. His sole 
recreations were a short walk in the fields and the 
culture of a small garden. There was all that re 
tnained to him of so many states and provinces which 
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he had once possessed. But this is not all, he con 
tented himself with the simplest and coarsest food, 
and often fasted with the rigor of a cenobite. Every 
Friday in Lent, he gave himself the discipline till the 
blood almost flowed, in order to obtain more effica
ciously the pardon of his sins. But he did something 
more extraordinary still. In order to familiarize 
himself with the thought of death, so salutary for a 
Christian, he would have his obsequies celebrated as 
though he wTere already dead. He laid himself then 
.n a coffin, and wras borne to the church. The walls 
were hung with black, tapers were lit, the bells were 
rung, prayers recited, and the Office of the Dead 
sung, precisely as if Charles the Fifth had been 
really dead. However extraordinary this ceremony 
might be, the event showed that it was by a sort of 
presentiment he had had it solemnized. The very next 
day he was seized with the malady of which he died. 
His death was most edifying, for he had remembered 
the words of our Lord, “ What will it profit a man if 
he gain the whole world, and lose his own soul ?”— 
Feller, Universal Biography, III., 352.

169. God's Turn Will Come.—•“ I will laugh at the 
destruction of those who have laughed at me during 
their life.” These frightful words were pronounced, 
my dear friends, by God himself, and many, many 
times have the impious seen their fulfilment. Hear 
what befel d’Alembert, one of the philosophers most 
hostile to religion. He had been present at the death 
of his friend Voltaire, and had had the cruelty to 
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prevent a priest from being called in. When he him
self reached his last hour he felt so keen y the sting 
of remorse that he sent in all haste for the pastor of 
St. Germain l’Auxerrois. Condorcet, one of hia 
friends, went out on pretence of going to seek him, 
and returned in a few minutes, saying that he would 
come presently; it was a lie, for he did not go. But 
d’Alembert, unable to wait, sent once more this per
fidious friend, who again went out, walked about for 
some time, then returned saying that the priest would 
come very soon, but that for the moment he could 
not come, being engaged. This, too, was a false
hood ; the wretch was playing on d’Alembert. The 
latter, being a prey to the most fearful anguish, sent 
a note by a faithful servant; but alas 1 he had not 
yet returned when d’Alembert breathed his last. 
This happened in Paris on the 29th of October, 1783. 
What a lesson for us, and oh 1 my young friends, let 
us profit by it; let us not mock God, for assuredly 
His turn shall come.—Guillois, Dxplic. du Cat.

170. Death of Collot d' Herbois.—It is dreadful to 
fall into the hands of the living God. To convince 
oneself of this, my dear friends, it would suffice to 
witness the scenes of despair which accompanied the 
death of some great criminals. Collot d’Herbois had 
played the most execrable part during the Revolution. 
Becoming a representative of the people under the 
reign of Terror, he had the Lyonese massacred in 
hundreds. The very accomplices of his crimes regard
ed him as a man so dangerous that they thought it 
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expedient to exclude him from society, by banishing 
him to the deserts of Guiana. Transported to that 
tropical country, he looked upon himself as the mos1 
miserable of men. “I am punished,” would he some 
times exclaim, “ the abandonment in which I find my 
self is a hell.” Being attacked by a malignant fever 
he was to be taken to Cayenne. The negroes charged 
with this commission threw him on the public road 
with his face turned to the scorching sun. They said 
in their own language: “We will not carry that 
murderer of religion and of men.” “What is the 
matter with you ?” asked the doctor, Guysonf, when 
he arrived. “ I have a burning fever and perspira
tion.” “ I believe it; you are sweating crime.” He 
called on God and the Blessed Virgin to assist him. 
A soldier, to whom he had preached irreligion, asked 
him why he invoked God and the Blessed Virgin, he 
who mocked them some months before: “ Ah I my 
friend,” said he, “ my mouth then belied my heart.” 
He then cried out: “ Oh! my God, my God, can I 
yet hope for pardon ? Send me a consoler, send me 
a priest, to turn mine eyes away from the furnace 
that consumes me. My God, give me peace 1” The 
spectacle of his last moments was so frightful, that 
no one could remain near him. Whilst they were 
seeking a priest he expired, on the 7th of June, 1796, 
his eyes half open, his hands clenched,and his mouth 
full of blood and froth. His burial was so neglected 
that the negro grave-diggers only half covered him 
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and his body became the prey of swine and birds of 
prey.—Debussi, Nouveau Mods de Marie, 251.

171. MozarVs Requiem.—How little we can count 
on life! A thousand examples prove this truth 
One of the most extraordinary is that which relates 
to Mozart, the most famous musical composer of his 
day in all Germany. One day, a stranger presents 
himself before him: “ Sir,” said he, “ I have been 
commissioned to ask a favor of you; it is to compose 
a Requiem as soon as possible, for a person of dis
tinction who does not wish to give his name. He 
desires that you will employ all yo r tilent on this 
Requiem, for he is an excellent judge of music, and 
will pay you whatever you ask.” Mozart went im
mediately to work, and worked day and night with 
so much ardor that he fell ill. But the most curious 
part of the story is that no one claimed the famous 
Requiem, which was finished at the very moment 
when the illustrious composer’s strength was com
pletely exhausted. His malady went on increasing, 
and at length he died in Vienna, on the 5 th of Decem
ber, 1791, being scarcely thirty-six years of age. 
But what is more singular still, his friends, desirous 
of making his obsequies worthy of himself, found 
nothing grander or more suitable for that sad occa
sion than his Requiem, and it was executed for the 
first time at his own funeral service. And that is 
what may any day happen to us; the things we do 
to gain a living are perhaps those that may hasten 
our death. Let us, then, be ever on our guard.— 
Feller, Biographie UniverteUe, IX., 53.
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CHAPTER XIV.
TWE1JTH article of the creed.

Life Everlasting.—Amen.
I.---- PARADISE.

172. St. Bernard's Little Brother.—“But earth 
aeems to me vile and contemptible when I contem
plate heaven!” said the great St. Augustine; and 
was he not right, my young friends ? A child once 
made a reflection almost as fine on the occasion which 
I am about to relate. St. Bernard having reached 
man’s estate, was not slow in perceiving that it is very 
hard to save one’s soul in the world, and resolved to 
leave it. His parents and relatives loved him so 
much that, although they were full of faith and piety, 
they did their utmost to keep him amongst them. 
But Bernard made them understand so well the hap
piness and the advantages of the religious life, that 
he not only obtained their consent, but even prevailed 
on four of his brothers to folio whim; it was only the 
youngest who remained in the paternal house. At 
the end of six months, these five young men quitted 
Chatillon-sur-Seine, and passed by Fontaine, near 
Dijon, to ask their father’s blessing. They then set 
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•ut for the Abbey of Citeaux, where they were to 
pronounce their vows. Crossing the court-yard of 
the Castle of Fontaine, they perceived little Nivard, 
their young brother, playing with some children of 
his own age. “ Adieu, little brother Nivard,” said 
they, “ we are going away; we leave you to inherit 
all our father’s possessions; you shall have all our 
lands and all our wealth.” “ Yes, yes,” answered the 
wise child, “ you take heaven and leave me earth, the 
shares are not equal, and I will not be satisfied with 
mine.” In fact, my dear children, when little Nivard 
grew up, and his father had no need of his services, 
he went to rejoin his brothers in their monastery 
and, in his turn, left earth for heaven.—Ratisbonnj; 
Life of St. Bernard.

173. I Want to Save My Soul.—A famous author of 
the fifteenth century, Denis the Carthusian, relates that 
a woman, seeing her son resolved on becoming a re
ligious, did all she could to prevent him. The young 
man remained immovable in his resolution, and to all 
his mother’s arguments he made but the one answer 
“ Mother, I want to save my soul.” He entered a re
ligious order and took the habit. But, at the end of 
some years, his fervor relaxed, and he unhappily for
got the good resolutions which seemed formerly to 
animate him. He fell ill, and so dangerously, that 
the last sacraments were administered to him, after 
which he fell into a swoon, which led to the belief 
that he was dead, or nearly so. He was not as yet, 
however, for in that species of lethargy it seemed to 
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him that he appeared before the judgment seat of 
God. There, whilst other persons were being judged 
he recognized his mother, who was unhappily on the 
left side amongst the reprobates. She approached 
him, and began to reproach him bitterly with his te
pidity. “ So you are there,” said she. “ What use 
was there in your quitting the world ? do you no 
longer remember those words which you so often re
peated to me: ‘ 1 want to save my soul ? ” The young 
man, covered with confusion, knew not what to an
swer. But God permitted that he not only recovered 
from his trance, but also recovered his health. Then 
was seen the happy effect of the warning he had re
ceived from Heaven. He wept incessantly for his 
faults, busied himself only in expiating them by penance, 
and, very far from neglecting the usual fasts and auster
ities, he added others to them every day. His brethren 
tried sometimes to moderate his fervor, but he an
swered them with tears in his eyes: “ When I could 
not bear the reproaches of my mother, how could I 
bear those of Jesus Christ at the last judgment?” 
And we, my good friends, let us try to avoid those 
reproaches, by working out our salvation with all the 
care of which we are capable.—Debussi, New Month 
of Mary, 187.

174. The Learned Man who Lost his Memory.—You 
remember, my little friends, having sung a hymn 
in which is often repeated: “ Le del, le del en est le 
prix (Heaven, heaven is the prize) ?” That word, 
heaven, ought to be the last pronounced before onr 
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dies. This is what happened to a holy man, named 
Thomae Canisius. He was a very learned monk, but 
the day on which he heard of the death of his brother 
Father Canisius, who was also very remarkable for 
his learning and his virtue, a singular accident 
occurred to him: he completely lost his memory. He 
neither remembered his studies, nor his prayers, nor 
even his name or his age. It was only the holy names 
of Jesus and Mary that he could remember. So, for 
five years that he afterwards lived, he only moved 
his lips to pronounce them, making on himself the 
sign of the cross. When he was seen approaching 
his last hour, the Sacrament of Extreme Unction was 
administered to him. He then regained a little 
strength, and even his memory returned, but only to 
utter the following words: “ In Heaven ! in heaven!” 
Scarcely had he pronounced them twice or thrice 
with all the fervor of which he was capable, when he 
yielded his soul to God, and went to take possession 
of that paradise after which he sighed with so much 
love.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 542.

175. A Preacher in Heaven.—Here is a death such 
as I would like to die. The Abbe Boursoul, who, 
for forty years, exercised the holy ministry at Rennes, 
in the Department of Ille-et-Vilaine, was one of the 
holiest priests and best preachers of the eighteenth 
century. He was often heard to say, in the fervor 
of his zeal: “ Oh ! if I could die arms in hand 1 If 
God would only give me the grace of dying either in 
the pulpit or in the confessional ?’ Notwithstanding
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nis age and his infirmities, he had preached the Lent 
at Toussaint, a parish of the city of Rennes. Od 
Easter Monday, the 4th of April, 1774, he said Mass 
at five o’clock, and went immediately after to shut 
nnnself up in his confessionaA. At three o’clock in 
the afternoon, he ascended the pulpit to continue his 
Lenten sermons. That day he preached on heaven. 
He spoke with all the vigor and ardor of youth; his 
voice Lad an extraordinary strength and clearness, 
his movements were so rapid, his gestures so vehe
ment, that he indicated beforehand what he was go
ing to say. Towards the end of the first point, after 
having given the liveliest and most touching descrip
tion of the beauties of paradise, he made a new effort 
and exclaimed: “No, never shall it be given to the 
weak eyes of man to behold here below the splendor 
of the Divine Majesty.” Then, lowering his voice: 
“ It will be in heaven that we shall see it face to face 
and without a veil.” These words were pronounced 
in a deep and penetrating voice; he repeated them 
in Latin; eum sicuti est. Finishing these
last words, he bowed his head on the edge of the 
pulpit and expired. Ilis eyes were fixed on heaven 
and remained in that position The consternation of 
the people was beyond description; they wept, they 
cried aloud, they threw themselves on their knees, and 
eome even fainted away. Every one cried aloud: 
“ A Saint I a Saint 1 he died speaking of the happiness 
of heaven I” There was even a little child kneeling 
beside his mother, who exclaimed: “ He spoke of 
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paradise and he is going there.” Oh, my friends, 
how happy should I be to die such a death as that I 
and would not you, too ?—Abbe Carron, Modeles du 
Clerge, I., 257.

176. Il Goes Badly, Father, but.... “ Heaven suf
fers violence,” says Our Lord, “ and only the violen 
bear it away.” I could cite a thousand examples, my 
young friends, of the truth of these words, but I 
shall confine myself to one. I knew a French mis
sionary who had the happiness of converting a great 
number of sinners; one in particular he brought back 
to virtue, a poor young man, previously abandoned 
to the fury of his passions. Ilis conversion was so 
sincere that he quitted the world in which he had to 
deplore so many grievous falls, and retired to a mon
astery of the Grande-Chartreuse. At the end of 
some years, the missionary having occasion to visit 
the neighborhood, remembered his former penitent 
and went out of his way to pay him a visit. “Well! 
my dear friend,’ said he, “ how do you find yourself 
now ? how goes your new mode of life ?” “ It goes
very badly, father; I have as much trouble to-day in 
keeping silence and retreat, in observing fasts and 
abstinences, as I had seven years ago. My cell seems 
to me a prison; my coarse habit weighs heavily on 
my shoulders; the Offices appear to me very long 
and very fatiguing; in a word, I repeat, it goes bad
ly.” The poor missionary knew not what answer to 
make to this language, which appeared to him the 
expression of weariness and disgust. But the young 
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religious was not slow in extricating him from hit 
embarrassment; he threw himself on his neck and 
tenderly embraced him, saying: “ Rest content, my 
good father; when I tell you it goes badly, I mean 
to say that it is hard on poor human nature; but it 
s so much the better, because I hope that, by these 
voluntary sufferings, the good God will have mercy 
on my past transgressions. I suffer, but I am con
tent, for I remember that it is by that means alone I 
can reach heaven.—Filassiek, Diet. Hist, d'Education, 
II., 503.

177. Higher than the Stars.—Amongst the astron
omers who have made France illustrious in the nine
teenth century, few have been so much spoken of as 
M. Leverrier. He is specially known as having dis
covered, in 1846, the planet Neptune, which is so 
distant from us that it can only be seen with the aid 
of a very good telescope, although it is one hundred 
and eleven times larger than our Earth. At the end 
of November, 1847, the Prefect of the Department 
of La Manche had Benediction in his chapel at St. Lo 
nd invited on the occasion a large number of distin

guished persons. Among them was M. Leverrier, 
to whom every one hastened to pay their respects 
Mgr. Robiou, Bishop of Contances, addressed to him 
his charming compliment: “Sir, it cannot be said of 

vou what is said of many others, that you have raised 
yourself to the clouds; of you it may be said that 
you have raised yourself to the stars.” “My lord, 
that is not sufficient. T mean to ascend still higher
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I meditate an enterprise much more important.” All 
present listened with great attention; they were 
anxious to know what new discovery the illustrious 
astronomer had in contemplation. “ Yes, my lord,” 
resumed M. Leverrier, “ I mean to rise higher than 
the stars. I mean to ascend to heaven itself, and 1 
hope your lordship will assist me by your pious pray
ers.” Could any one give a more Christian, and, at 
the same time, a more graceful answer, my young 
friends ? Let each of us say with the famous astron
omer : “ And I, too, mean to ascend higher than the 
stars, I mean to ascend to heaven.”—L'Ami de la 
Religion, 9th November, 1847.

n.---- PURGATORY.

178. Purgatory Amongst the Jews.—The most pre
cious fact that I know of in the Old Testament con
cerning Purgatory, is that which we read in the 
history of Judas Maccabeus. The Jews were at 
war with the King of Syria, because that prince 
would oblige them to submit to him and adore 
idols. Judas, their brave chief, led them almost al
ways to victory, but his army was enfeebled by its 
very victories. Having at length obtained an armis 
tice, they thought of paying to the dead the honors 
due to them. Judas was full of faith; he knew that 
the Jews who had fallen in battle should one day 
rise again, and that great mercy was in store for those 
who died in piety. Hence it was that he made a geD 
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eral collection throughout the country; his messen 
gers went amongst the twelve tribes oi Israel, and 
returned with rich offerings; they had collected 
more than ten thousand drachms of silver, that is to 
say, the value of more than one hundred thousand 
francs. Judas sent this sum to Jerusalem, that i 
might be employed in having sacrifices offered in 
the temple for the repose of the souls of the dead 
soldiers of the army. It was on this occasion that 
he pronounced those words, so often repeated: “ It 
is a holy and a wholesome thought to pray for the 
dead, that they may be loosed from their sins.” 
These words, my dear children, prove very clearly 
that there is a purgatory, and that we may, by our 
Brayers and good works, relieve the poor souls there
in detained.—II. Book of Maccabees, Chap. XII.

179. *4 Child in Purgatory.—It sometimes hap
pens, my little friends, that you commit faults which 
you regard as trivial, and to which you attach no im
portance. Yet young as you are, you will be con 
demned to expiate them in purgatory, if you have 
not done penance for them on earth. That was what 
happened to a little boy of your own age, who was 
called Dinocrates, and was born at Carthage, in Afri 
ca, about the year 195. He died at the age of seven 
years, of a horrible cancer which he had in his cheek 
His sister, named Perpetua, was older than he; 
being a virtuous young person, she was arrested in 
a great persecution, and thrown into prison to force 
her to worship idols. It was then that she prayed 
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to God for the soul of her little brother, without 
knowing whether he had need of her prayers or not. 
It was during the night. All at once this holy mar
tyr, who was to be delivered to the wild beasts some 
days later, had a vision. She seemed to see Dino- 
crates, with many other persons, in a dark and filthy 
place. His face was pale and squalid, his eyes inflam
ed, and his cheek still covered with the ulcer of which 
he died. She saw that he suffered much, and was 
tormented by a burning thirst; there was, indeed, be
side him a large basin full of water, but the edges 
were too high for him to reach. St. Perpetua, 
touched by sufferings which were undoubtedly the 
representation of those he endured in purgatory, pray
ed for him with renewed fervor. Some days after, 
having changed her prison, she had another vision, 
in which she saw her young brother, his body all clean, 
his garments white, his face radiant with the freshness 
of health; she then understood that her prayers had 
been heard, and that Dinocrates was delivered from 
purgatory. It is she herself who relates these visions, 
read in the Acts of her Martyrdom, which occurred 
about the year 203.—D. Ruinart, Veritable Actes des 
Martyrs, I., 216.

180. Prayers for a Dead-Alive.—The most extraor
dinary history that I have read concerning purgatory 
is one, I think, which is related by St. John the Al- 
noner, patriarch of Alexandria, at the end of the 
sixth and beginning of the seventh century. A little 
before a great mortality which happened in that city 
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several inhabitants of the Isle of Cyprus were brought 
into Persia, and thrown into a prison so rigorous that 
it was called the jail of oblivion. Some of them, how
ever, succeeded in escaping, and returned to their own 
country. A father and a mother, whose son had been 
taken from them, inquired of them concerning their son. 
“ Alas!” said they, “ your son died on such a day; we 
ourselves had the sad consolation of burying him.” 
The afflicted parents hastened then to have a service 
celebrated and solemn prayers offered up three times 
a year for the repose of their son’s soul. But, won
derful to relate 1 what was their surprise to see that 
son so deeply lamented, knock one day at their door 
and throw himself into their arms I They had been 
told that he was four years dead, and yet he stiE 
lived; the person buried by the prisoners had re
sembled him much; that was all. “ What! is it, in 
deed, thyself, dear son ? Oh! how we have wept for 
thee 1 Thrice every year we have had prayer and . 
sacrifice offered up for thee.” “ And on what days 
were those services solemnized ?” asked the son with 
much eagerness. “On the holy days of Christmas, 
Easter, and Pentecost.” “ Exactly,” he cried, “ those 
were the very days on which I saw every year an of
ficer in shining apparel who came and took off my 
chains, and opened the gate of my prison; I went out 
into the city, walked wheresoever I liked, without 
any one appearing to notice me; only, when evening 
came, I found myself miraculously chained in my 
prison. It was the fruit of your good prayers, and 
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if I had been in purgatory they would have relieved 
me all the same; I beseech you that you do not for 
get me when the good God shall call me to Himself.”— 
Leontius, Life of St. John the Almoner.

181. Purgatory in Painting.—I have read in th 
Dictionary of Education a very amusing anecdote, 
which may, nevertheless, be cited in support of what 
I have said of purgatory. Certain canons having 
had to repair their church, added to it a chapel dedi
cated to the souls in purgatory. The sculptor who 
was charged with the decorations, represented the 
poor soujs m the midst of the flames; but he was so 
malicious as to place in the very midst of his figures 
the portrait of a neighboring abbot. The likeness 
was so perfect that no one could mistake it; the 
Superior himself recognized it. He immediately 
complained to the canons, who summoned the sculp
tor and laughingly besought him to deliver that poor 
soul from his purgatory. The artist excuses himself 
under pretence that he could not touch his work 
without spoiling it. The complaint is carried before 
the archbishop. The prelate inquires of the sculptor 
if the likeness is accidental. “ No, my lord,” said he, 
“ I did it on purpose.” “ Then you must destroy 
hat figure, for it is an outrage on the original.” “ I 

shall do no Buch thing, my lord, and your lordship 
will not ask me to do it, I am sure, when you hear 
my reasons. Last year, this reverend Superior proved 
in one of his sermons that those who die without 
having made satisfaction are detained in the flaine» 
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of purgatory till they have paid their debts. Now, 
his procurator has owed me a hundred crowns these 
t wo years past, and I am not yet paid. So that is 
just the reason why I thought myself authorized to 
place the abbot in my purgatory. I assure you, my 
lord, I will leave him there forever, unless your lord 
ship will have the goodness to see me paid.” The 
prelate and all who were present could not help 
laughing at this singular justification. The complain
ant himself could not object to the demand thus 
made; he acquitted himself with a good grace, and 
ordered his procurator to pay the hundred .crowns. 
The sculptor, on his side, modified the figure in 
purgatory, and represented it ascending to heaven, 
like a soul which has fully satisfied the justice of 
God.—Filassier, Diet. d'Education, II., 155.

182. Burial of a Little Dog.—We sometimes meet, 
children, with good peasants who, upon occasion, know 
how to give useful lessons to those who need them 
I have read a circumstance of the kind which amused 
me much. It was, I think, in the Department of Tarn- 
et-Garonne. A worthy peasant noted for his faith and 
piety, came to lose a dog which had rendered him 
great service, and to which he was much attached. 
Instead of throwing the body of the poor animal into 
a ditch, or on the skirt of a wood, fearing that he 
might be devoured by wolves he made a grave in his 
own ground and there buried him. He was engaged 
in covering him up when a Protestant minister pass
ing by began to laugh at him, saying: “ Now, Ma-
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thurin, you are burying your dog without saying any 
thing; you ought, at least, to sing a Libera or a Da 

Profundis over him.” “ Alas, I can’t,” said the peas
ant with great composure. “ And why so ?” “ Ah, 
my dog was a Protestant, and I’m forced to bury him 
like the Protestants, who pretend to say that prayers 
said for the dead are of no use.” The minister went 
off ashamed and confused; but, if he had been in 
good faith, he must needs have confessed that Ma- 
thurin’s reasoning was both just and true.—F. A. M., 
Joyeux Passe-tems de la jeunesse, 104.

183. A Protestant in Purgatory.—I once read, I do 
not remember where, that a Swiss heretic was con
verted to the true religion, solely because that 
Catholics have the consoling doctrine of purgatory 
whilst Protestants will not admit it. He was a 
Lutheran already advanced in years. He had a 
brother who passed for a worthy man according to 
the world, but had also the misfortune of being a 
heretic. He fell ill, and notwithstanding the care of 
several physicians, he died and was buried by a Pro
testant minister of Berne. This death was a terrible 
blow to the person of whom I write. In order to 
divert his mind he tried to travel; but the thought 

his brother’s eternal lot pursued him everywhere 
He one day chanced to meet on board a steamboat a 
Catholic priest with whom he entered into conversa
tion. Confidence was soon established between 
them; they spoke of death, and the afflicted traveller 
asked the priest what he thought of it. “What I 
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think, sir, is this: when a man has faithfully dis 
charged on earth his duty to God, his neighbor and 
himself, he goes straight to heaven; if he has not 
fulfilled them, or neglected any of those which are 
essential, he goes straight to hell; but if he has only 
to reproach himself with light faults, which are inse
parable from our frail nature, he passes some time in 
purgatory.” At these words the Protestant smiled 
cheerfully; he was consoled. “ Sir,” he exclaimed, 
“ I will become a Catholic, and for this reason: 
Protestants admit only heaven and hell; but, to go 
to heaven, one must have nothing whatever to 
reproach themselves with. Now, although my 
brother was a good man, he was not exempt from 
those trivial faults of which you spoke just now; 
those faults will not damn him. but they are sufficient 
to prevent him from going to heaven; there must, 
therefore, be an intermediate place to expiate them; 
consequently, there must be a purgatory. I will 
become a Catholic, that I may have the consolation 
of praying for my brother,”—G. S. G.

III.—HBLL.

184. Dives and Lazarus.—Amongst the Gospel 
parables, there is one which gives us an idea of the 
sufferings of the damned. A rich man, clothed in 
purple and fine linen, fared sumptuously every day, 
whilst a poor beggar, named Lazarus, remained lying 
at his door, unheeded by any one. He was not even 
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permitted to pick up the crumbs that fell from the 
rich man’s table; it was only the dogs who, moved 
by a sort of compassion that might make men asham ■ 
ed, came and licked his sores. This poor man died, 
and the Angels carried his soul to Abral am’s bosom, 
that is to say, to heaven. The rich man likewise died 
soon after, but he was buried in hell. God permittee 
that one day, raising his eyes towards heaven, he saw 
afar off the patriarch Abraham, and the poor man he 
had formerly known at the gate of his palace. “ Fa
ther Abraham,” cried he in a tone of supplication, 
“ have pity on me; send Lazarus, that he may dip his 
finger in water to cool my tongue, for I am grievously 
tormented in these flames.” “ Son,” replied Abraham, 
“ remember that you in your lifetime enjoyed good 
things, whilst Lazarus had only evil things; for that 
reason it is that he is now in bliss, and you in suffer
ing. Moreover, there is a gulf between us, as you 
see, so that no one can go hence to you, or from you 
hither.” “ At least, Father Abraham, send to the earth 
to warn my five brothers who are still alive, that they 
may not fall into this place of torment.” “ But,” an
swered Abraham, “ they have Moses and the prophets; 
let them hear them.” “ No, no, Father Abraham, I am 
sure they will do penance if one from the dead goes 
to them.” “ I do not think so, my son; if they hear 
not Moses, or the prophets, neither will they believe 
one who goes to them from the dead.” Let this par
able serve for our instruction, my dear children; let 
as not forget these useless lamentations of the rich 
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man, which are those of all the damned.—St. Luk\ 
Chap. XVI.

185. Something About Hell.—How imperfect so
ever may be the description sometimes given of hell, 
it is very capable of making those reflect who seri
ously dwell upon it. At the beginning of the second 
century, there lived at Heliopolis, in Sicily, a young 
person named Eudoxia, who led a very irregular and 
scandalous life. One day, a priest, who was called 
Germanus passing through that city, came to lodge with 
Eudoxia’s parents, because they were Christians. At 
midnight he arose to say some particular prayers and 
recite the Office of the Church. It so happened that 
there was in the office for that day a description of the 
torments of hell, and the excruciating sufferings of 
the damned. As the good priest recited it aloud, 
Eudoxia, whose chamber was adjacent to his, heard 
the greater part of it. The silence of the night, the 
profound darkness, the hushed repose of all nature 
and especially the grace of God, which touched her 
heart, suddenly effected an extraordinary change 
within her. She began to reflect on her evil doings, 
and on the eternal torments which were to be the 
meviatble consequence, if she did not change her 
life. Scarcely had the day appeared, when she rose 
and went in search of the strange priest, to inform 
him of her resolution. He confirmed her, as may be 
iupposed, in her good dispositions, gave her some 
profitable advice, and promised that if she were faith- 
fill, God would forgive her her sins. “I regret,' 
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added the pious traveller, “ being obliged to depart 
bo soon, but you will go and have yourself instructed 
by one of the priests of this city, who will baptize you, 
and all your sins shall be effaced and forgotten. 
Eudoxia followed his advice, and had the happiness 
of being martyred about the year 114. It is well 
to recall here to our minds those words of the Holy 
Ghost: “ Rememoer thy last end, and thou wilt never 
sin.”—Bollandus, Act. Sane., 1st iVlarch.

186. Our Fire and that of llell.—Of all the tor
ments endured in hell, my young friends, that which 
seems to make the most impression on us, to cause us 
the most teiror, is fire. We know the activity of 
fire, but ours is nothing to that which shall burn the 
damned for all eternity, without consuming them. I 
have read, in the Lives of the Fathers of the Desert, 
that a holy solitary named Martinian, had already 
passed some twentv-five years in a most austere re
treat. His virtue was much extolled. A wicked 
woman named Zoe, said one day before some per
sons : “ Bah! I have no faith in his virtue, and I will 
engage to make him d _> whatsoever I desire.” She 
dresses herself in her finest apparel, over which 
she puts on some tattered rags, takes some pro
visions, and sets out for the desert where dwelt the 
holy hermit. It was late at night when she reached 
his cell, and she told him she had lost her way and 
must crave his hospitality for the night. Martinian 
was touched, gave up his cell to her, and passed the 
night outside, Next morning the wretch strips off 
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her rags, reappears before the solitary, and shame* 
lessly urges him to offend God, telling him that no 
one would know anything of it. Martinian hesitates 
a moment how to answer, but all at once he tells Zoe 
to wait a few moments. He retires to a corner of his 
cell, heaps up wood and kindle s a great fire; then, 
taking off his sandals, he sits down on the ground 
and puts his two feet in the fire. The pain soon makes 
him cry aloud; the temptress runs in, and starts back 
in terror. Martinian took occasion from this circum
stance to exclaim several times: “ Alas I if I cannot 
bear this fire for some minutes, how shall I bear the 
fire of hell for all eternity ?” Zoe was so touched by 
this reflection, that she changed her life and became 
a saint. Let us also profit by this reflection, my dear 
friends, and carefully avoid sin, which can alone lead 
us to hell.—Marin, Vie des Peres des deserts.

187. St. Teresa's Hell.—What is hell? Alas ! dear 
friends, I wish I could only give you a just idea of it: 
I prefer, ho ivever, to let a saint speak. St. Teresa 
being one day in prayer, God permitted her to get a 
Bight of the place which the devils had prepared for 
her in hell. She thought herself, then, transported 
for a moment to that place of torments, without 
knowing how it happened. The entrance appeared 
to her like that of a very small oven, very narrow, 
and very dark; the bottom of it was nothing but 
filthy mud, emitting an insupportable stench, and full 
of venomous reptiles. She saw herself lodged in a 
hollow made like a niche in the wall. “ There,” said 
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Bhe, “ 1 felt my soul burned by a fire so horrible, that 
I could scarcely describe it as it was, since I could 
not even coneeive it. I have experienced in the 
course of my life torments, which, according to 
physicians, are the greatest that can be endured, by 
the contraction of the nerves and in many other 
ways; but all those pains were as nothing in com
parison to what I then suffered. And even that is 
little if we compare it to the agony of the soul. It 
seems as though it were stifled, choking; and its 
affliction and despair exceed all description .... As 
to that fire and that despair which are the acme of sc 
many horrible torments, I confess myself still less 
able to represent them. I know not who made me 
endure them, but I felt myself burning, and, as it 
were, hacked in a thousand pieces.” The saint, writing, 
six years after, of what she had suffered in that 
frightful prison, was so terrified by the recollection, 
that it seemed as though the blood froze in her veins. 
“ So,” she adds, “ whatever ills or pains I suffer now, 
I cannot remember what I suffered then, without 
deeming all one can endure here below as of no ac
count whatever. To burn in this world is nothing, 
compared with burning in the other.” There are her 
own words, and yet God showed her only the image 
of a portion of hell; from which it may be inferred 
that, in all its reality, it is a thousand times worse 
than this horrible picture; nothing can give one any 
exact idea of it.—Noel, Cat de Rodez, II., 329.

188 What the Devil would do to tee God.—It seemi 
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to us that the greatest torment of hell is the intelligent 
fire which devours the unhappy reprobates. We are 
mistaken The most excruciating of all, the most 
intolerable for the human soul, is being deprived of 
seeing God, and the thought of being forever de
prived of Him. This is what is called the pain of loss. 
I have read, I believe in the works of Father Surin, a 
learned theologian of the seventeenth century, a curi
ous fact in relation to that. It happened in 1634, at 
London, in the diocese of Poictiers; several persons 
possessed of the devil were exorcised, and the priest 
who performed that difficult task sometimes interro
gated the evil spirit on questions of great interest. 
One day he said to him: “ In the name of God, 1 
command you to tell me, what pains are suffered in 
hell ?” “ Alas! we suffer a fire which is never ex
tinguished, an eternal malediction, and especially a 
rage, a despair impossible to describe, because we can 
never contemplate Him who created us, and whom 
we have lost by our own fault.” “ What wouldst thou 
do, to enjoy the sight of God, were such a think pos
sible ?” “ Oh! if God could permit it, I would con
sent with all my heart to climb a pillar that would 
reach to heaven, were it all over bristling with sharp 
points, keen edges, piercing thorns; I would consen 
besides to suffer ten thousand years, only to have the 
happiness of beholding God for a single moment 
Ah I if men knew what they lose, in losing the grace 
of God I” Such was the reply of the Devil, and surely 
be ought to know, my dear friends, he who has been 
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the enemy of God and inhabiting hell for so many 
ages.—Gcillois, Explic. du Cat., 95—G. S. G.

189. The Will of a Reprobate Sinner.—How clearly 
we see things at the hour of death! Ah 1 my dear 
friends, why do we not, then, reflect a little more 
during life on our eternal interests ? Hear a story 
which is very fit to make any one shudder who has 
even a little faith. A father of a family, whose name 
charity does not permit me to tell you, had unhappily 
employed all sorts of means, good and bad, to enrich 
himself. He lived in Italy, and practised exteriorly 
the duties of religion; but that did not prevent him 
from cheating and extorting in business, without ever 
thinking of making restitution. When he felt that 
he had but a little time to live, he sent fora notary 
to make his will. He commenced in these terms: 
“ This is my last will and testament. I leave my soul 
to the Devil!” At these words the pen fell from the 
notary’s hand; every one present shuddered with 
horror, and cried: “ Poor man I he is out of his 
mind.” “ No, I am not out of my mind,” replied the 
dying man ; “ write what I dictate: ‘Z leave my soul 
to the Devil, to carry it to hell, because of the robberies 
1 have committed. I give also to the Devil the soul of 
my wife, who encouraged me to rob. I'further mor 
give to the Devil the souls of my children, who profited 
by my rolberies? ” He added several other impreca 
tions no less horrible, and ended by expiring in the 
most frightful rage and despair, leaving to all the 
witnesses of this awful scene a lesson they never for 
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got. Let us not forget it either, my dear children, 
for, as St. Paul says, it is a dreadful thing to fall into 
the hands of the living G-jd.—Abbe Favre, Le Ciet 
Chwerty 112.

IV.---- ETERNITY.

190. Thomas More's Twenty Years.—Tn 1534 the 
unhappy Henry VIII., King of England, had plunged 
his States into disorder by his schism. He hoped to 
find in all his subjects the same docility he had met 
in some wretches without morals and without con
science. He was mistaken. Among those who had 
the courage to resist him, history loves to cherish the 
name of Thomas More, High Chancellor of England. 
The tyrant had him despoiled of all he possessed and 
thrown into a gloomy prison; but he did not succeed 
in disturbing the peace which reigned in his soul. 
Some perfidious friends tried, one day, to reason 
with him : “ How can you be so blind and obstinate,” 
said they, “ as to maintain an opinion contrary to 
that of almost every member of Parliament ? It is 
madness, for surely you alone have not more intelli
gence than all these gentlemen put together ?” “ I
am not alone in my opinion,” answered Thomas; “ my 
opinion is that of the whole Church, spread through
out France, Germany, Italy, Spain, and the entire 
world.” But the best answer made by him on this 
occasion was as follows: His wife had the weakness 
to try to tempt him. She came to visit him in his
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fk4sof and besought him to regain the king's favor by 
doing as he desired. “ Then ” added she, “ we shall 
have the consolation of having you with us for a long 
time to come.” “ And how many years longer, wife, 
do you think I could live ?” “ At least twenty years
yet.” “ Twenty years !” repeated the heroic chancel
lor, “ twenty years I and, Madam, would you have me 
barter an eternity of happiness for twenty years of a 
troubled and dishonored old age ? I would not gain 
by the exchange*” Some days after, my young 
friends, Thomas More died a martyr on the scaffold, 
and commenced that eternity of happiness which they 
would have had him sacrifice for twenty miserable 
years.—Filassier, Diet. Hist, d? Education y II., 652.

191. Father Ar gentan's Comparison.—It is difficult, 
and even impossible, my young friends, for a mind so 
limited as that of man to form a just idea of eternity. 
Still we may, by means of certain comparisons, arrive 
at something formidable enough for the imagination 
Father Argentan makes the fol owing supposition to 
a damned soul: “ If the justice of God told thee : ‘ I 
am going to fill the whole universe to the height of 
the sun with little grains of sand, which you are to 
carry to another world that I will show thee. Thou 
shalt not carry them in a sack, nor even by handfuls, 
but grain by grain. Thou shalt not even be at liberty 
to take them one after the other, without interruption; 
on the contrary, thou shalt suffer a thousand years 
between each journey. Thus, after having removed 
the first grain of sand, thou shalt remain a whole 
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thousand years in hell; then thou shnlt carry th« 
second, after that, another thousand years; after the 
third, the same torments; and when thou shalt have 
removed all those millions of grains of sand, thy tor
ments shall end.’ Well, wouldst thou accept those 
conditions ?” “ Praise the Lord, yes, yes, I would 
willingly accept them, for it would seem to me as 
though I already saw the end of my pains.” “ How 1 
the end of thy pains’, think what thou sayest, un
happy soul!” “I do think of it and know well what 
I say, for what is a duration w’hich is one day to end 
compared with an eternity that will never end ?” 
The reflection was wise and true, my friends; let us 
never forget it, and our salvation is secure.—Father 
Argentan, Conferences sur les grandeurs de Dieu, I., 
293.

192. When Shall Eternity End ?—The celebrated 
Joseph Dominick Mansi, one of the most learned men 
of his age and of all Italy, had not always led a very 
regular life. He had commenced by being a notary. 
One day, being obliged to go to a house where he had 
probably some will to make, he passed a church where 
a sermon was being preached. Impelled by curiosity, 
he entered and soon perceived that the preacher 
nad taken for his subject the eternity of the torments 
■>f the damned. From time to time he paused, and 
lectrified his audience by crying out: “ O Eternity 

that shall never end !” The tone in which he pronounc
ed these words produced an extraordinary effect on 
Mansi. He left the church absorbed in thought and 
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went on his way; only now and then he stopped, and 
repeated to himself: “ O Eternity that shall never 
end !” Returning to his house, just as he was about 
to sit down to table, an interior voice seemed to 
repeat the same words in his ear: “ O Eternity that 
shall never end ” By night, as well as by day, alike 
at prayer, and at business, that important sentence 
sounded in his ear and occupied his mind. Touched, 
at length, by this celestial warning, he left the world, 
became a priest, and died archbishop of Lucca, in 
Italy, in 1769. Let this reflection influence us, too, 
my dear children, for life is very short, whilst eternity 
shall never end.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 569.

193. Father Croiset's Ant.—In regard to compari
sons that may give us some idea of the immeasurable 
duration of eternity, there is none that has struck me 
so much as the following. By constant rubbing, 
earth, stone, and even iron is at last worn away; but 
what time it would take to wear away a rock, an en
tire mountain, by rubbing it merely with the finger! 
Well! if a damned soul were told : “ God is going to 
change into steel the earth with all that composes it, 
such as stones, trees, rocks, mountains, &c.; He will 
afterwards permit an ant to come once every hun
dred years on that enormous globe of polished steel, 
and when that little animal shall have succeeded ir 
wearing it all away, merely by passing over it, eter 
Qity shall be ended.” Can you even imagine the mil
lions of ages it would take that ant to wear away 
•ven the thickness of a knife-blade ? And what is a
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knife-blade to the thickness of a mountain ? to th« 
whole earth? Well! my dear children, if one said 
to a damned soul: “ When that incredible task shall 
have been finished by the ant, your eternity shall be 
ended,” it would be a mistake: its eternity would be 
only commencing! Ah I well might the Holy Ghost 
say: “ Think of thy last end, and thou shalt never 
sin.'—Perb Croiset, Christian Year, Month of August 
IK
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SECOND PART.
GH DUTIES WHICH MUST BE ACCOMPLISHlBi

CHAPTER I.
COMMANDMENTS OF GOD IN GENERAL.

194. Promulgation of the Law of God on Mount 
Sinai.—Do you remember, my dear children, the 
manner in which your Sacred History relates the pro
clamation of the law of God on Mount Sinai, in 
Arabia ? On the day fixed for that solemn promulga
tion, all the people of Israel were encamped at the 
foot of the mountain, at a distance prescribed before
hand. No one was to cross the boundary marked by 
God himself. All at once, just as the light of the 
rising sun began to overspread the earth, the holy 
mountain was seen covered with a dense cloud, from 
the midst of which came forth lightning and thunder 
that struck the people with salutary fear and respect. 
To the pealing of the thunder was joined the sound 
of a trumpet, heard even at a great distance. The 
Lord, says the Scripture, manifested himself on the
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top of the mountain; He called Moses, who advanced 
alone with Aaron. Moses was ordered, nevertheless, 
to ascend higher than Aaron, and to enter without fear 
into the midst of the thunder and lightning that 
•ealed over Sinai. The priests and the entire people, 

men, women, and children, remained at a distance, 
but they clearly distinguished all that the Lord said 
to Moses. It was then that He pronounced those 
beautiful words, which are the summary of his law 
and which are called the Decalogue or Ten Com
mandments of God: I am the Lord thy God, who 
brought thee out of the land of Egypt, out of the haute 
of bondage. Thou shalt have no other gods before me, 
thou shalt not make to thyself graven images to adore 
and serve them, <fcc. You know these commandments 
by heart, my dear children, so it would be useless for 
me to repeat them at length. The principal thing is 
not to know them word by word, but to practise them 
to the letter, if we would be sharers in the magnifi
cent rewards which God has attached to them.— 
Exodus, Chapters XIX. and XX.

195. Story of Little Nilus.—How happy you are, 
dear children, in having begun so early to serve God ’ 
Let me tell you on that subject what was done by a 
young man who afterwards became a great saint. 
He was called Nilus, and was born in Palestine, in the 
fifth century. He had received, like you, a Christian 
education, and distinguished himself in his studies. 
A.s he had much talent, and was of prepossessing ap
pearance, false friends advised him to live in the 
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world and enjoy the pleasures it affords. Nilas had the 
misfortune to follow their suggestions; little by little 
he forgot his good principles, formed bad connections, 
and finally became very corrupt. Nevertheless, the re
membrance of his last end made him re-enter into him
self, and he felt all the danger of his position. “ I am 
lost,” said he within himself, “I am lost if I continue in 
this unhappy state. Come 11 must be converted; and 
to prove to God that I wish henceforward to love and 
serve Him with fidelity, I will consecrate myself to 
Him. either in the solitary life, or in the religious 
state.” So Nilus quitted the world without a mo
ment’s delay, and set out for the desert. As he jour
neyed along, he met a Saracen who abruptly accosted 
him. asking him who he was, whence he came, and 
whither he was going. The good young man simply 
told him his intention. “ How 1” said the barbarian, 
much astonished, “ you would quit the world at your 
age! Why, with your appearance, and the wealth 
you possess, you are very wrong to consecrate your
self so young to your God. Were I in your place, 
I would wait till I was far advanced in years.” 
“ What 1 you would have me wait till I was old and 
decrepid to be faithful to my God! Could such a 
sacrifice be acceptable to Him? One must, indeed, 
have no heart to treat him so unworthily. On the 
contrary, nothing is more pleasing to Him than the 
honor we pay Him in our youth; and hence it is that, 
grieved for having been so long unfaithful to Him, I 
hasten to give myself entirely to His service.” The 
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Saracen was so struck by this wise reflect! on that he 
admired the young Nilas, and was the first to encour- 
age him to carry out his generous project—Reyrb, 
Anec. Chret.^ 64.

196. A Blameless Old Savage.—Savages who know 
not God shall be saved, my friends, if they faith
fully observe the natural law, that is to say, that 
which God has engraved on the heart of every hu
man being. It is very easily told : 11 Do unto others 
as you would wish that others should do unto you* 
Two missionaries were travelling in North America; 
one of them, instead of following the usual way, felt 
himself inspired to plunge into a thick and almost 
impenetrable wood. His companion strove to per
suade him that he was going astray, but he would not 
change his purpose, and both entered the wood, with
out knowing whither it led. After walking some 
time on a venture, they arrived at a cottage made of 
branches and trunks of trees. They entered. What 
was their surprise to find within a poor old man lying 
on dry leaves and almost dying! One of the mis
sionaries asked him in the Indian language what was 
the matter with him, what he was doing there, and 
whether he knew the God that created him. “No,” 
replied the good old man, “ I do not know Him, but I 
would wish to know Him.” “ It was He, then, wh 
sent us to you that we may make Him known to you. 
But, tell me, have you not killed many men, like all 
the other savages of your country ?” “ I never killed
any one; I would not wish that any one should take
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my life, so I must not take another’s life.” “ Have 
you not sometimes stolen a bow, or arrows, some 
clothes or provisions that belonged to some one else?” 
“No, I have never stolen anything, because I would 
not that any one should steal from me.” “ You have, 
perhaps, lied ?” “ What is lying ?” “ It is saying
knowingly tho contrary of what is.” “ Then, I have 
never lied; when I question others, I wish that they 
should tell me the truth; I am therefore bound to 
do the same myself.” The Father went over thus in 
review the principal points of the natural law, and he 
had the satisfaction of seeing that the good savage 
had never offended God, at least mortally. He in
structed him, then, in the mysteries of our holy re
ligion, and asked him if he wished to be baptized.
I do,” said the old man, “ I now await but that to 

die and go see the Gieat Spirit.” He died, in fact, 
some days after, in great sentiments of fervor.—Noel, 
Cat. de Rodez, VH., 210.

197. Father Bonaventure's Stories.—Those who 
violate the commandments of God, that is to say, 
those who commit sin, are never happy, my good 
young friends I If they sometimes prosper for a time 
it does not last long; and, even though they might be 
happy during their whole life, they shall be unhappy 
for all eternity. I remember having read in a little 
book entitled A Little Memento of the Retreat, the 
following story : An old laborer, who was commonly 
called father Bonaventure, was fond of sitting in the 
sun to recruit his strength exhausted by age. He was 
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also fond of chatting, and relating former occurrences 
of which he had been the witness. It was a pleasure 
to hear him talk of the great Revolution, of Napoleon 
the First, whom he always called the Emperor, of the 
Russian campaign, and, finally, of the Allies, whom 
he always designated under the name of Cossachs. 
It was from this habit of telling stories that he came 
to be called father Bonaventure. One day, a dozen 
or so of little children were frisking around him, 
prattling in childish glee, and amusing themselves 
with the noisy sports of their age. All at once the 
oldest amongst them cries out: “ A story 1 a story ! 
father Bonaventure, tell us a story!” And all the 
children repeat “ That’s it,—a story!” And they seat 
themselves in a circle round the old soldier of the 
Empire. “ Children,” said the good old man, “ I am 
very old; see, I have scarcely a hair on my head. 
Well! during my long career, I have remarked 
five things; try to remember them, and you will be 
happy, I promise you, on the faith and word of an 
honest man: 1. Working on Sunday never made any 
one the richer. 2. Stolen or ill-gotten goods have 
never profited any one. 3. Giving alms has never 
made any one poorer. 4. Morning and evening pray
ers have never delayed work. 5. A disobedient and 
unruly child has never prospered.” And I, too, my 
dear children, will recommend to you these five 
things, and I promise you, in the name of God, hap
piness in this life and in the other, if you are really 
faithful to them.—G. S. G.
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198. A Nobleman's Two Stewards.—Amongst the 
parables which I have read, the following, my young 
friends, appears to me of a nature to interest you. 
It is about a rich lord who had two stewards. Each 
of them rivalled the other in devotion to him, and 
knew not how to testify their love. They assured 
him, with the most solemn and sacred protestations, 
thslt their fidelity to him should never be found want 
ing. Nevertheless, wishing to try the sincerity of 
their zeal and devotion, this lord said one day: “ I 
am about to set out on a long journey. During my 
absence, you shall watch carefully over my treasures. 
I give each of you a certain part to take care of. Be 
faithful and vigilant, and on my return, I will reward 
each of you according to your deserts.” As soon as 
he was gone, they both resolved to obey his orders 
punctually. Each of them shut up in a little box the 
money he had received. A short time after the de
parture of their lord, there came three of his enemies 
who did all they could to persuade his servants to 
disobey his orders. “ How 1” said they, “ would you 
be the fools not to profit by the favorable opportunity 
you have of enjoying yourselves ? Come with us, 
we have a friendly meeting to-day where you shall 
have all sorts of pleasure.” The younger of the two 
stewards, with the thoughtlessness of his age, suffered 
liimself to be persuaded. He went off, carrying with 
him the treasure that had been given him in charge, 
hoping to discharge his duty by taking care of it, 
whilst enjoying the promised pleasures. As for the 
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elder he strenuously opposed his going; but all hia 
persuasions and remonstrances were vain, go the 
other would. The elder remained in the house, con
tinuing to watch faithfully over his deposit, whilst the 
younger drank and caroused with his gay companions, 
and appeared at the height of happiness. This state 
of things lasted some time; but it so happened thai 
the lord returned home unexpectedly in the very 
middle of the night. Having found the elder of hia 
two stewards engaged in watching over his treasure, 
he rewarded him as he deserved; then he sent a 
messenger in search of the other, who was much sur
prised on hearing of the sudden arrival of his lord. 
His first thought was to take the treasure he had 
brought with him and set out at once. Alas! the 
money had disappeared, and was nowhere to be 
found. His three seducers had secretly possessed 
themselves of it, whilst he was only thinking of en
joying himself. You may easily judge, my dear 
children, how he was received and treated by his 
master. This parable shows the position of each of 
us with regard to the commandments of God : if we 
have been faithful to them when He comes, He will 
reward us with eternal happiness; in the other caso, 
the fate of the unfaithful servant is reserved for us.— 
Schmib et Belet, Cat Hist., n., 11.
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CHAPTER H.
FIRST COMMANDMENT OF OOD.

■ um the Lord thy God, thou shalt have no other gocU 
before me.

I.—ON FAITH.

199. The Officers of Const antius Chloris.—It is so 
beautiful, so glorious, so worthy of a generous heart 
to remain true to its faith, that the pagans them
selves could not help admiring courageous Christians, 
and despising the apostates who abandoned their 
religion for the sake of gain. Constant! us Chloris, a 
Roman emperor who resided in the Gauls, esteemed 
and protected Christianity, although he was himself 
an idolater. Nevertheless, he sometimes made use 
of dissimulation; he even declared publicly, on a 
certain day, that all the Christians of his palace should 
have to offer sacrifice to Jupiter and the other divin- 
‘ties of the Roman people, if they wished to retain 
their offices and keep in his favor. There were, un
happily, some who, preferring their temporal fortune 
to their eternal interests, hastened to obey this order, 
which had been given only to try them. But, in 
return for their impious obedience, thej obtained 
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only the emperors contempt; disgusted by then 
baseness, he discarded them forever from his house
hold. One of his confidants having asked him the 
reason of this conduct, at which he was surprised, 
Constantius made him this wise answer: “ Men who 
sacrifice their religion to their interests, are likely to 
fail in all their other duties; I could not hope that 
they would be more faithful to their prince than they 
had been to their God.” Not satisfied with having 
thus humbled and punished the apostates, Constan
tius thought himself bound to reward publicly those 
Christians who, raising themselves above temporal 
views, had persevered in the open profession of their 
holy religion. Wherefore, in order to convince his 
courtiers that he reckoned only on the fidelity of 
those who remained faithful to their God, he confided 
to those generous and incorruptible Christians the 
care of his person and his States.—Abbe Reyke, 
Anecdotes Chretiennes.

200. Misplaced Jests of St. Augustine.—Let us be
ware of ever jesting on the sacred truths which re
ligion teaches us. St. Augustine, my young friends, 
deplores the misfortune he had had himself in not being 
sufficiently careful in this respect, at the time of his 
first wanderings in error. He relates that he had 
known, at Tagastum, his native city, a young man of 
nis own age, with whom he contracted a close friend 
ship. But, instead of being advantageous to them, 
this friendship had unhappily turned to their ruin, 
especially as regarded the other young man. who was, 
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at bottom, less depraved than Augustine. It had 
scarcely continued a year when he fell ill. St Augus
tine spent several days at his bedside and witnessed 
the progress of his malady. The fever was consum
ing him slowly,when he was taken with a cold sweat 
which was thought to be the forerunner of death 
They availed themselves of it to give him baptism, for 
which he had been some time preparing. God per 
mitted that he recovered his health. Augustine, full 
of joy for his recovery, must needs begin to rally him 
on the baptism he had received during his illness. 
“ I hope,” said he, “ that it will not make any change 
in our former way of living.” “ What say you ?” 
cried the young man eagerly; “ you horrify me, dear 
Augustine I What! is it you that speak to me in 
such terms ? If you would still continue my friend, 
I beg that you will never again allow yourself to 
utter even the slightest jest on the sacred mysteries 
of religion.” This useful lesson was not lost on St 
Augustine, who made many serious reflections on the 
subject; but his reflections were more serious still, 
when he learned some days after that his friend had 
had a relapse and was dead. This event was one of 
those which prepared the way for his final conversion. 
—St. Augustine, Confessions, Book IV., Chapter 4.

201. A Woman Cured by Faith.—Our Lord tells u 
that if we had faith only the size of a grain of must
ard seed, we should do incredible wonders. Theo
dor at, Bishop of Cyr, in Syria, relates, on this sub
ject, that he had known a man, named Peter whe 
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wrought marvels of this kind. A poor woman 
afflicted with sore eyes, came one day to this worth) 
man, so pious and so God-fearing, and besought hin. 
to cure her. “ Cure you!” said he, “ why, I am only a 
poor sinner, and a man like me has not faith enough 
to work miracles.” “ I beseech you, Peter, if you 
will, you can cure me.”—•“ You are wrong, my good 
woman; it is of God you must ask that favor; He 
always hears the prayers of those who address them
selves to Him in faith and trust.” The poor woman 
persisted still the more, because it seemed to her, 
what was really the case, that the more Peter excused 
himself from praying for her, the more he proved 
that he was a saint and a man of faith. Overcome at 
length by the poor woman’s entreaties, he said to 
her: “ If your faith be sincere, if you have no doubt 
in your mind, receire this cure, which comes from 
God.” And so saying, he laid his hand on her eyes, 
said a short prayer within himself, and made the sign 
of the cross over the patient. At the same moment 
her malady disappeared. There is faith, my dear 
friends, and there are the works it can operate when 
it is strong and sincere.—Schmid et Belet.—Cat. 
Hist., I., 160.

202. Are the Commandments Impracticable!—It 
is no uncommon thing to find people who are fond 
of dogmatizing on religion; and what errors and 
absurdities they advance on that subject I Nothing 
is easier at times than to refute them by their own 
words. A young man was present ODe evening i»
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a numerous company, where they were exclaiming 
against the miracles, mysteries, and other truths of 
religion. lie took upon him to Teply: he quoted to 
these skeptics the testimonies and admissions of the 
very enemies of Catholicity. He particularly men 
tioned Celsus, Porphyrus, and the famous Julian thf 
Apostate, who all admit the truth of the miracles 01 
Jesus Christ and His Apostles. Neither did he forget 
Voltaire, Jean Jacques, Rousseau, Diderot and the 
philosophers of the last century, who have rendered 
at times such splendid testimony to our holy religion. 
Strange to say, all his learning was thrown away; 
the gentlemen believed in nothing. He then employed 
a singular means of forcing them to render homage 
to the truth in spite of themselves. “ I see well, 
gentlemen, ” said he, “ that you do not give in 
even to the authority and example of your masters ; 
you will, at least, grant me one thing: is it not true 
that our dogmas are hard to believe, our command
ments hard to practise ?” “ Difficult!’’ they ail cried 
at once, “ say rather they are impossible.” “ But if 
they are impossible, gentlemen, how comes it that 
they have been believed, and practised throughout the 
earth? How is it that the Gospel has counted disci
ples in all conditions, in the palaces of kings, in the 
academies of the learned, in the midst of the mos 
civilized cities, and that even when all who were 
known to be Christians were sacrificed without 
pity ?” To this reasoning, so simple and so true, our 
rationalists had not a word to answer, and the cour
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ageous champion of the faith and of religion remained 
sole master of the field.—Guillois, Nouvelle Explic 
du Cat., 32.

203. The Confession of Two Unbelieving Deputies.— 
People sometimes imagine that it is very easy to 
believe nothing, and to get rid, as they say, of the 
beliefs and the prejudices of their youth. Alas I 
those who have tried to do so have confessed 
many sad things in that regard. In 1829, two of the 
most celebrated men of France, both members of the 
Chamber of Deputies, and, I believe, members also of 
the French Academy, furnish a proof of this. M. 
Viennet said one day to Benjamin Constant: “ I am 
very unhappy in believing nothing; oh! if I had 
children, I would preserve them from that misfor
tune, by having them brought up Christians; I would 
put them in a Jesuit College.” “ Well I” replied Ben
jamin Constant, “ I am just like you; I no longer be
lieve anything, and that fatigues me; I would rather 
believe in something, but I believe in nothing, and it 
is truly a torment to me.” Is it not true, my young 
friends, that these confessions are very valuable, es
pecially when they come from men so exalted in pub
lic opinion, the one as an academician, the other as an 
eminent writer ? It recalls to our minds the words 
of Montesquieu, who had likewise the misfortune of 
being an unbeliever. “ It is a marvellous thing,” 
said he, “ that the Christian religion, which seems to 
have foi its sole object our felicity in the other life 
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oiakes also our happiness in this.”—Guillois, Explic. 
du Cat., 114.

204. A Church Built by a Norman Soldier.—When 
one has faith, my young friends, they prove it by their 
works, and especially by their zeal for all that belongs 
to religion. A dozen years since, a poor conscript 
left Lower Normandy. He was very sad: fate had 
dealt hardly with him, he had no means to obtain a 
substitute, and he left his aged parents in want and 
misery. When his term of service expired he has
tened to revisit his native place. But a great change 
had taken place in his old home : his father and 
mother were no more; death had been there. . . . 
His first thought was to pray at their grave. Alas ! 
what does he behold in the cemetery ? A church in 
ruins, tottering walls, and a crazy roof through which 
the rain penetrates; it was in such a state that the 
bishop had been forced to remove the pastor of the 
village. At this sight, the worthy man’s sorrow was 
doubly renewed; he falls on his knees beside the grave 
of his parents, he prays, he weeps, he begs of God 
the means of repairing this sad desolation. Next 
day he arms himself with great courage, and goes 
from door to door to ask alms for the church; but 
the country is poor, and his collection did not amount 
to much. Then he takes a heroic resolution; he 
says to himself: “I will go and sell myself for our 
church; all the money I receive shall be for it.” And 
he did sell himself, that is to say, he re-enlisted in the 
army. But what was the result ? Why, that the 



252 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

church was repaired, and the pastor returned to the 
village. The soldier’s good conduct obtained for him 
a mission of trust to which some emoluments were 
attached. As soon as he had saved a small sum, he 
bought linen, ornaments, flowers, candlesticks, and 
was happy in sending from time to time some new 
things to his dear little church. Thus it happened 
that a poor Norman conscript, without money, with
out resources, but with great faith and sincere piety, 
had the church repaired, the pastor brought back, 
and religion made to flourish again in his native vil
lage.—Abbe Mullois, Mais de Marie de tout le monde} 
47.

II.—ON HOPE.

205. The Despair of Judas.—Let us have commit
ted what sins we may, dear friends, we ought never 
to despair. Despair is more injurious to the good
ness of God than are the most atrocious crimes to His 
justice, because God wills not the death of the sin
ner ; He wills, on the contrary, that he may be con
verted and live. Of that I find a proof in the history 
of Judas. He was, as you know, one of the twelve 
Apostles He had the misfortune to let himself be 
seduced by the bait of money, and he went so far as 
to sell Jesus Christ, his good Master, for the paltry 
sum of thirty pieces of silver. But his greatest crime 
was despair. Our Lord did all He could to bring him 
back to better sentiments: He embraced him tenderly, 
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He gave him the sweet name of friend, He made him 
understand that his guilty project was known to him 
He even distributed to him, like the other Apostles, 
Ilis adorable body and blood in the Last Supper. 
Blinded by his passion, Judas resisted these marks of 
kindness, and became more and more hardened 
Nevertheless, when he saw that the Jews did not 
content themselves with arresting Jesus in the Gar
den of Olives, but abused and outraged Him in every 
way, and were preparing to put Him to death, then, 
says the Gospcl.be repented. He even brought back 
the money which he had received, and gave it to the 
chief priests and the ancients, saying: “I have 
sinned, in betraying innocent blood.” But they an
swered : “What is that to us? Look thou to it.” 
Judas, seeing himself despised even by those who 
had encouraged him to commit the crime, threw the 
thirty pieces on the floor of the temple of Jerusalem, 
and went away. It was then that he should have run 
to the place where his Divine Master was, to express 
his contrition, and ask forgiveness—instead of that, 
believing that he could never obtain pardon for his 
crime, he went to a retired place and hung himself 
from a tiee. His body burst open, so that his bowels 
were scattered on the ground, and he expired miser
ably; sad consequence of his despair.—St. Matthew, 
3; Acts of the Apostles, I., 16.

206 The Mother of St. Symphorian.—One of the 
finest examples of Christian hope, and the strength 
which it gives in sufferings, is that of St. Symphorian, 

Gospcl.be
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a noble and learned young man, martyred at Autun 
about the year 179. One day a procession was held 
in that city in honor of Cybele, a goddess much 
reverenced by the pagans. Symphorian happened to 
be in a place by which the procession was to pass, 
but, instead of adoring the statue, which was borne 
in triumph on a car, he testified all the contempt he 
felt for that impious and sacrilegious worship. lie 
was arrested and dragged before Heraclius, governor 
of the city, who asked him who he was, and urged 
him to change his opinion. “ I am a Christian,” 
energetically answered the young man, “ and I adore 
no idols.” After a long interrogation, in which he 
manifested his faith and his trust in God, he was con
demned to be beheaded, in his quality of Roman 
citizen. Whilst they were conducting him to the 
place of execution, his pious mother ran to meet 
him, and the better to make herself heard by him 
mounted the ramparts of the city, in the neighbor 
hood of the gate, then called the Langres, and now 
the St. Andrew’s Gate. Thence she exhorted him to 
persevere in his glorious martyrdom. “ My son, 
Symphorian my son, do not lose sight of the God for 
whom you are going to die; let Him be always ir 
your thoughts. Courage, my son I death is not to ot 
feared, when it must open to us the gates of life. 
To-day they do not take away your life, but change 
it to another infinitely better. . .” These last wordg 
have been deemed so fine, that the church has insert
ed them in the Preface of the Mass for the Dead:
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11 Vita mutatur, non tollitur; life is not taken away 
but changed.” When the young Christian hero had 
arrived outside the walls of Autun, he courageously 
consummated his martyrdom: the executioner cut 
off his head. -D. Ruinart, Veritable Actes des Martyrs, 
1,135.

207. The Three Words of a Presumptuous Sinner. 
—We must, undoubtedly, trust in God, my young 
friends, but we must not presume on His goodness. 
How many persons who imagined that they should 
have the time and the means of being converted, have 
been the sad victims of their rash presumption ! Of 
this number was a gentleman of London, who lived 
in the reign of Henry VIII. The famous Chancellor 
of England, Sir Thomas More, who was as good a 
Christian as he was a distinguished magistrate, was 
exhorting this gentleman to leave off his evil ways 
and do penance. “ Oh! pray, do not trouble your
self on my account,” answered the fool; “ you see, I 
have three words that will suffice to obtain my pardon 
at the hour of death, and in the moment of danger.” 
“ And what are those three so powerful words ?” 
“Those three words are: ‘ Lord, forgive me!'" Il 
was no use trying to convince him that he did wrong 
in trusting to so small a thing, and that God only 
forgives those who have done all the penance the’ 
could; he continued his evil courses and his foolis’ i 
scoffing. One day when he was out riding, he had ^o 
cross a bridge; his horse taking fright jumps vei 
the parapet and casts himself into the waves w? -a the 
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unfortunate rider. That was the moment for pro
nouncing his three words; alas! he had only time to 
say three others very different; he crie 1: “ May the. 
Devil. . . .” and disappeared beneath the waters, leav
ing all who had known him terrified for his fate in 
eternity.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist.

208. A Lady Lost by Her Scruples.—It is not al
ways great crimes that may urge us to despair; sim
ple scruples, my young friends, may sometimes pro
duce that deplorable result, when we do not leave 
ourselves to the entire guidance of our spiritual di
rector. A missionary of Savoy, the Abbe Favre, 
relates an instance of the kind of which he had him
self been the witness. A very pious young lady was 
much tormented by horrible temptations and by bad 
thoughts. Very far from consenting to them she did 
all she could to reject and resist them; nevertheless, 
the devil put it in her head that she had consented to 
them, and succeeded in making her believe it. She 
imagined, than, that she fell every day into great sins, 
and that she committed a sacrilege every time she 
approached the Holy Table. This state tormented 
her so much the more that she was sincerely virtuous, 
and had really a horror of sin. She confessed at least 
weekly, and never failed to speak of her troubles to 
her confessor. The latter, who was a very enlight
ened man, tried to make her understand that it was 
an artifice of the devil, who was seeking to destroy 
her by that means. He exhorted her to omit none 
«f her practices of piety, and especially to continue 
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her usual communions. “ But, father, it seems to ms 
that I commit a horrible sacrilege every time.” “ No, 
my laughter, that is not possible; since you have 
a horror of sin and of sacrilege, it is a proof that you 
commit none.” All he oould say was useless, she 
would have her own way. What followed ? She fell 
ill; the devil, who had succeeded in deceiving her so 
long, continued to delude her; he made her believe 
more than ever that she had almost always lived in 
mortal sin, and that she could not fail to be damned. 
In this fatal notion the unhappy girl refused the last 
sacramentb, would not confess, repulsed even her 
pastor, and died in frightful despair. There, my poor 
children, is what it is to lose confidence in God, and 
not to listen to those who are charged with our guid
ance.—Abbe Favre, le Ciel ouver t, 49.

209. A Vessel Saved by a Child of Seven Years.— 
There happened some years ago, my young friends, 
a fine instance of trust in Providence; it is the story 
of a child of seven years old who saved a vessel from 
shipwreck. This vessel was sailing on the Baltic Sea. 
A frightful tempest had beaten it to and fro till the 
mast was broken and the sails tattered. Every one 
was in a state of consternation. The Captain him
self cried out in a despairing tone: “ It is all over I 
we are lost! the good God seems to be dead!” 
‘‘No, Captain,” exclaimed the little Adolphus, “He is 
not dead, He is asleep, and He will wake up when it is 
time.” Scarcely had he said these words when a gust 
Qf wind more violent than any that had preceded it 
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covered the vessel with yet other fragments and a 
deluge of water. “We are lost,” again cried out the 
Captain; “ prepare all for death; we are going to be 
buried in the waves.” “ You are mistaken,” said once 
more the sweet voice of the child,” we are not going 
to perish: Jesus is still with us in the vessel.” At 
that moment, the ship was again lifted up by the wave, 
and seemed on the point of being engulfed forever 
in the depths of the sea. But Jesus was there; and 
the faith of a child sufficed to save the life of all on 
board. In fact, the storm soon abated, and the ves
sel arrived in safety in the harbor of Tcenningen. 
Let us never give way to despair, my dear cliildren, 
let us say with J ob: Lord, even when Thou didst crush 
me, 1 hoped in Thee still.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., 
I., 130.

210. What Human Glory is.—The Abbe Mullois, 
almoner of the Emperor, relates the following fact, 
which is well adapted to make us reflect. A young 
man of an obscure family had been destined from 
early childhood for a military life. One day, in the 
midst of a murderous engagement, I found him lying 
exhausted on the ground. I knelt beside him: “ You 
suffer much,” said I to him. “Ah I reverend father,” 
said he with a bitter smile, “ this is what is called 
human glory I Seek human glory, and behold where 
it ends I I know it now by sad experience I” “ But 
all is not lost, Captain,” I replied; “ you shall be 
cured, and then a decoration and a superior grade 
■hall reward your services.” The young officer only
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answered by making a sign for me to raise the rough 
covering which had been thrown over him. A splin
ter from a shell had torn his side, and I saw his in
testines protruding from the wound. “ It is true,” I 
exclaimed, “ that human glory is all over for you, but 
there is another awaiting the brave soldier who has 
done his duty. In the other life. . . .” “ Father, do
not speak to me of that. I will not hear of it.” “ But, 
Captain. . . “ I tell you, do not mention it. I have
worked for glory, it has fled me, I shall die in de
spair.” I endeavored, but in vain, to bring the poor 
young man to more consoling sentiments. His look 
was frightful, his lips contracted into the form of a 
smile, a hideous mixture of fury and despair. Soon 
after he asked me for a soothing potion to enable 
him to die without too much suffering. With the 
Major’s permission I went to seek it. When I re
turned to him, he was dead ! This unhappy soldier 
refused the consolations of religion because he had 
not had the happiness of being brought up Christianly. 
Bless God, my dear children, who has given you that 
precious favor.—Abbe Mullois, Mois de Marie de tow. 
le Monde, 83.

HI.—OF CHARITY TOWARDS GOD.

211. Peter, Lovest Thou Mel—We ought to lovf 
God, my dear friends, but we ought to love Him 
more than anything whatsoever. St. Peter furnishes 
t fine example of this. Our Lord had risen, and had 
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appeared several times to His Apostles; to some ot 
them He manifested Himself under very peculiar cir 
cumstances. One day, St. Peter, St. Thomas, and five 
other disciples were assembled together; Peter said 
to them: “ I wish to go fishing this evening.” “ Well 
we shall go with you,” and they all went into a bark 
but they took nothing all the night. Next morning 
when they had landed on the shore of Lake Gene- 
sareth, Jesus stood amongst them without their know
ing Him, doubtless because He appeared to them in 
the garb of a fisherman. He said to them: “ Child
ren, have you nothing to eat?” “ No, Lord, for we 
have taken nothing.” “ Cast your net on the right 
side of the bark, and you shall catch some fish.” 
They did so, and the net was filled so that they could 
soarcely haul it up. St. John, amazed at this prodigy, 
said in a low voice to St. Peter: “ See you not that it 
is the Lord ?” They all landed then, and found on the 
beach some lighted coals, and some little fish broiling. 
Jesus then said to them: “ Bring hither some of the 
fishes you have taken.” They brought the net to 
land and counted about one hundred and fifty-three 
large fishes. When they had dined, no one dared to 
speak to Jesus. It was He himself who, turning to 
St. Peter, said: “Peter, lovest thou Me?” “Yea, 
Lord, I love Thee.” “ Feed My lambs.” He asked 
him a second time: “ Peter, lovest thou Me ?” “Yea 
Lord, Thou knowest that I love Thee.” “Feed My 
lambs.” Then, a little while after, He asked a third 
time: “Peter, lovest thou Me?” St. Peter was touched 
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Mid even grieved by this third question; he exclaimed 
with all the tenderness and all the energy of which 
he was capable : “ Yea, Lord, Thou knowest all things. 
Thou knowest that I love Thee.” And Jesus said to 
him : “ Feed My sheep.” There is how we ought to 
love God, dear children; we ought to tell it to Him, 
and prove it to Him unceasingly by our actions.—St. 
John, Chapter XXI.

212. How St. Polycarp Loved God.—All the mar
tyrs proved that they loved God well, since they 
gave their life for Him. Amongst those noble and 
generous defenders of religion, I love to quote St. 
Poly carp, Bishop of Smyrna, who had had the happi
ness of knowing St. John, the beloved disciple. He 
was arrested as a Christian in the year 167 and drag
ged before the city tribunals. They sought to make 
him renounce his holy religion, but he remained un
shaken. “ What harm is it, then,” said his judges to 
him, “ to call the Emperor your Lord, and offer a 
sacrifice to save your life ?” “ I will not do it.” The 
populace thronging around him, began to cry out: 
‘ It is the teacher of Asia, it is the father of the 
Christians, it is the destroyer of our gods, it is he who 
has taught so many others to abjure the religion of 
the State.”—“Polycarp, I exhort you once more,” 
said the proconsul, “ to obey the Emperor’s edicts 
come, swear, by the fortune of Caesar; speak soma 
words against Jesus Christ!”—“ How 1” indignantly 
cried the holy bishop, “ fourscore yea s have I served 
Jesus Christ, an 1 He has never done me any harm. 
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on the contrary, He has loaded me with favors, and 
you would have me speak against Him! Once more, 
I tell you, I am a Christian—that is my religion I” It 
is unnecessary to add, my dear friends, that St. 
Polycarp was martyred some days after. He was 
cast into a fire, but the flames scattered from about 
him and respected him; the governor, furious at this 
new miracle, caused him to be stabbed to the heart 
with a dagger.—Lassausse, Explic. du Cat. de tEm 
pire, 199.

213. The Old Robe of St. Aphraates.—Speaking of 
the constant charity which we ought to have for 
God, I will tell you, dear children, the story of St. 
Aphraates’ robe. He was born in Persia, but he be
came a solitary in the neighborhood of Edessa, in 
Turkey in Asia. Anthemus, one of the most distin
guished men of that period, being ambassador in the 
Kingdom of Persia, thought to please the saint by 
bringing him a robe from that country. He came to 
see him, and presenting him the robe said: “ Father, 
people always love what comes from their own coun
try ; here is a robe that was made in your country, 
and I thought I would give you pleasure by bringing 
it to you.” St. Aphraates took it, laid it aside and 
spoke of something else. After some time, he said 
to Anthemus: “ My lord, there is one thing that gives 
me a great deal of trouble.” “ What is it, father ?’’ 
“ I have an old servant who has served me some six
teen years and to whom I am much attached; now 
there is another who urges me to take him in place 
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of the other, under pretence that he is from my 
own country. It seems to me that it is too hard to 
dismiss the one without any fault on his part, but 
meiely to take the other.” “You are very right, 
father; if I were in your place I would do as you 
do; why, indeed, should you discard him who has 
long served you faithfully, to take another whom you 
do not know, simply because he is from your own 
country?” “That is all I wanted, my lord; take 
away, then, the robe you have given me, for I have 
one that has served me sixteen years and is still 
good* so I cannot leave it off to put on the other.” 
Anthemus admired this witty answer, and confessed 
that he had nothing to say. This story is very much 
to our purpose, my young friends I The good God 
has loved us the first, and He has never done us any
thing but good, why, then, should we quit His 
service and depart from Him, to attach ourselves to 
creatures who are only able to do us harm ?—Michel- 
Ange Marin, Vie des Peres des deserts, IX., 220.

214. Story of Brother Giles,.—It is not hard to love 
God, my dear children; it suffices to act in all that 
we do solely to please Him and accomplish His holj 
will. I remember having read that St. Bonaventure 
one of the most learned doctors of the church, had 
amongst his religious a worthy man named brothet 
Giles, who had no instruction and was extremely 
simple. One day he said to St. Bonaventure, “ My 
reverend Father, you are very happy, you learned 
theologians: you can love God much more than we 
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can, and work out your salvation much more easily.’* 
“You are mistaken, brother Giles, for, with the as
sistance of grace, every one can love God as much as 
he will.” “ What !” exclaimed the good monk, “ poor 
ignorant creatures who can neither read nor write, 
can love God as perfectly as those who have made 
studies?” ‘ ‘ Why certainly ; and, moreover, a poor 
peasant may sometimes love God more than a learned 
theologian.” At these words good brother Giles 
feels himself transported with joy, and runs like mad 
to the garden, opens the door that leads to the street, 
and begins to cry out as loud as he can : “Hi 1 poor 
people, hi I good women who can neither read nor 
write, come and hear the good news : if you choose 
you can love the good God as much as a theologian, 
and even as much as our reverend Father Bonaven
ture !” This simple exclamation makes you laugh, 
my dear children, and yet nothing is more true ; a 
wise child, a good pupil, may sometimes love God 
more than a great person, more even than a learned 
man, than a doctor of all degrees.—Rodriquez, Prac
tice of Christian Perfection.

215. How St. Vincent de Paul Loved God.—If we 
could understand the extent of God’s love for us, my 
dear friends, we would have a little more for Him. 
One day, St. Vincent de Paul was told that a wretch
ed sinner was giving himself up to despair, because 
of the multitude of his sins, and obstinately refused 
to make his confession. He ran to his bedside and 
told him with his usual zeal : “0 my child, you know 
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that Christ died for you, and do you doubt His mer
cy r If you only knew how you wrong HimI” “ Let 
me alone,” the wretch replied, “ I will die a reprobate 
just to vex Him.” “Well,” said St. Vincent, in a 
tone of authority, “I will snatch you from eternal 
perdition just to please Him.” Thereupon, turning to 
the witnesses of this struggle between the love of 
God and the hatred of the sinner, he requests them 
to say the Rosary. Their prayers were not in vain 
The heart of the hardened sinner was all at once soft
ened ; he returned to better sentiments, was sincerely 
converted, confessed to St. Vincent de Paul himself, 
and died in great sentiments of compunction. It was 
thus that the love of God triumphed, at the moment 
when it was least expected.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. 
Hist., I., 528.

IV.—ON CHARITY TOWARDS OUR NEIGHBOR.

216. Story of a Robber Chief.—When, after the 
death of the Emperor Domitian, the Apostle St. 
John returned from the island of Patmos to Ephesus, 
he visited the adjoining provinces, at the prayer of 
the faithful, to establish bishops, regulate and form 
churches, and finally to admit to the clerical order 
those whom the spirit of God made known to him. 
Having come, then, to a small town which was not 
very distant, he established peace among the Chris
tians there, and having cast his eyes on a young man, 
who was comely and well favored, and by nature 
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sprightly and animated, he turned to the bishop and 
said: “ I recommend this young man to you, and I 
give him to you as a deposit, in presence of Xhe 
Church of Jesus Christ.” The bishop welcomed him 
kindly, and promised St. John he would take good 
care of him. Ho took this young man who had been 
confided to him, nourished him, kept him under his 
own guidance, and finally, after due preparation, he 
oaptized him. He afterwards gave him confirmation, 
then began to not have so much care over him; and 
not to trouble himself so much about his preserva
tion. So it happened that the youth having had 
too much of his own way, connected himself with 
some young fellows of his own age, who thought of 
nothing but diverting themselves, abandoned them
selves to their pleasures and were addicted to all 
sorts of vices. They first attracted him by banquets, 
and then prevailed on him to go with them by night 
t > steal some trifling articles; from that they easily 
led him on to be their accomplice in every crime. 
Thus he accustomed himself little by little to all sorts 
of excesses, and in the ardor of his nature, departing 
once from the right way, like the fiery horse that 
takes the bit in his teeth, he plunged madly into the 
abyss of crime. At length, despairing of salvation, 
he thought only of committing the greatest crimes 
and even to exceed all his companions in guilt. With 
that intention he took with him some men and form
ed a band of robbers; and as he was bold and fear
less, he made himself their chief and became the most 
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nolent, the most cruel and the most intractable of all. 
Some time after, it happened that St. John was called 
to the same city, for the transaction of some business 
The holy apostle having arranged the affairs that had 
brought him thither, said to the bishop : “Now give 
me back the deposit which Christ and I confided to 
you, in presence of the flock over which you pre ide.” 
The bishop was at first much surprised, imagining 
that he was unjustly asked for some money which 
had not been given him in charge. Then St. John 
told him that he demanded of him that young man, 
and the soul of his brother which he had confided to 
him. But the bishop, casting his eyes down, told 
him with sighs and tears that he was dead. “ How ?” 
said St. John, “ and of what death ?” “ He is dead 
to God,” answered the bishop, “ for he has become 
a reprobate, a lost man, and,—to tell you the 
worst at once,—a robber; and now, instead of 
being in the church as formerly, he has take«i 
possession of a mountain, where he dwells with 
people like himself.” The holy apostle, having heard 
these words, rent his garments, and sighing deeply, 
he said to the bishop: “ Alas ! I left in your person 
a very bad guardian over the soul of your brother. 
Let me have, at once, a horse, and a guide.” Imme
diately he leaves the church, mounts his horse, and 
goes in all haste to the place of which they had told 
him. Having arrived there, he was at once made 
prisoner by the robber sentinels; he neither attempted 
to escape, nor asked for mercy, but cried aloud: “ J 



268 CATHOLIC A1TKCDOTIS.

came hither to see your captain: take me to him I* 
They conducted him to their chief, who at first receiv
ed him arms in hand; but as soon as he had recognized 
St. John, shame obliged him to fly. The holy apostle 
pursued him at full speed, forgetting the feebleness 
of his age and crying out: “ My son, why do you 
shun me ? Why fly from your father who is old and 
without arms ? Have pity on me, my son I fear no
thing, there is still hope of your salvation I I wi’l an
swer for you to Jesus Christ; if need be, 1 will 
willingly suffer death for you, as Christ suffered for 
us all; I will give my soul for yours I Stay, stay I it 
is Christ himself who has sent me to you 1” The 
young man hearing St. John speak in such wise, at 
length stopped, keeping his eyes on the ground; then 
he broke his weapon, and filled with contrition, wept 
bitterly. As he saw that the holy old man was ap
proaching, he went to embrace him; expiating his 
guilt, as far as might be, by his sighs, and finding as it 
were a second baptism in his tears; only he hid his 
right hand, which had been stained with so many 
crimes. The holy apostle then solemnly swore to 
him that he would obtain from the Saviour by his 
prayers the pardon of his sins, and kneeling before 
him, he kissed that same right hand, as having been 
purified by the tears of repentance, and led him back 
to the church. After that, he offered to God, for 
him, his pious prayers and continual fasts, and 
soothed his heart by divers words of Scripture, fin
ally, he did not depart thence till he had seen him 
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re-established in the Church. This story is related 
with full particulars by Eusebius of Cesarea.—Tille- 
mont, Hist. Eccles., 1,391.

217. St. John's Last Sermon.—You are doubtless 
aware, my good friends, that the Apostle St. John 
was surnamed the beloved disciple because of the very 
particular affection which Our Divine Lord had for 
him. But he might also have been styled the loving 
apostle, so great was the charity of his heart. When 
he had reached the age of 98 or 99 years, he could 
no longer walk, and had to be carried in a sort of 
arm-chair to church, or to the assemblies of the 
faithful. Neither did his great age permit him to 
make long discourses. Nevertheless, the Christians, 
who were almost all his disciples, asked him each 
time to address to them some words of edification. 
The holy apostle then, mustering all his strength, 
said to them: “ My children, my little children, love 
one anotherHe repeated to them almost always 
the same words. At last, a little tired of hearing 
nothing else but the one sentence: Love one another,his 
disciples one day took the libeity of asking him why 
he always repeated the same words to them over and 
over: “ My little children, I repeat always the same 
thing to you, because, if you love one another, you 
accomplish all the law of the Lord: all is in that.”— 
Filasster, Diet. Hist., d?Education, I., p. 381.

218- St. Martinis Cloak.—A well-known story, my 
friends, is that of St. Martin, bishop of Tours. Be- 

being a Christian, he had boen a soldier; but 
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desiring to be baptized, he had himself enrolled in th® 
number of the catechumens, and applied himself to 
practice as well as he could the virtues of the Chris
tians. It is particularly remarked of him that he 
assisted all in his power those whom he saw in need, 
reserving to himself, of his pay, only just so much as 
enabled him to live from day to day, and practising 
thus the precept of Our Lord in the Gospel, not to ba 
troubling ourselves about the morrow. One day, in 
the depth of a winter, so severe that year that many 
persons perished from cold, when there only remained 
to him his arms and his military uniform, to which 
belonged a sort of simple cloak, he met at the gate of 
Amiens a poor man half naked and abandoned by every 
one. St. Mai tin believed that Providenee had left to 
him the care of thispoorman, on whom no one had com
passion. With his sword he cut his cloak in two, and 
gave the half to the miserable beggar, covering himself 
with the other half as best he could. This good action 
appeared so pleasing to Heaven, that, the following 
night, the charitable soldier had th® consolation of 
seeing in a dream Jesus Christ himself clothed in the 
half cloak with which he had covered the poor man. 
He heard that Divine Saviour saying plainly to a mul
titude of angels who surrounded him: “It was Mar
tin, who is yet but a catechumen, that covered me with 
this cloak” This vision caused him inexpressible joy, 
and his sole desire thenceforward was to receive 
baptism without delay. He was then eighteen years 
old, and had been already three years enrolled in th® 
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cavalry.—St. Sulpicius Severus, Life of St. Martin^ 
Chapter V.

219. Incredible Charity of St. Serapion.—Charity 
is ingenious, my friends; there is nothing that it will 
not do to attain its ends. I find a beautiful example 
of ihis in the lives of the Fathers of the Desert. 
Serapion, surnamed the Sindonite, touched by tho 
unhappy state of a pagan comedian, made use, in 
order to prooure his conversion, of a means which 
displayed on his part much zeal and charity: He 
sold himself to him as a slave, for the paltry sum of 
twenty pieces of silver, and carefully seized every 
opportunity he could find of instructing and edifying 
him. His discourse and his example at length pro
duced the desired effect; the comedian was converted, 
with his family, and renounced the theatre. Then 
he would no longer permit Serapion to be his slave ; 
he set him free through gratitude; but he prevailed 
upon him to keep for his own use, or, at least for the 
poor, the twenty pieces of silver he had received on 
selling himself. Some time after, the Saint sold him
self again, in order to put himself in a sta'e to relieve 
an afflicted widow. His new master was so well 
pleased with his services that he liberated him. He 
even made him a present of a tunic, a robe, and a 
book of Gospels. No sooner had Serapion gone ou 
than he met a poor man, and gave him his robe. A 
little farther on, a second poor man, half dead with 
cold, received the tunic, and no clothing remained to 
the Saint but a wretched piece of stuff. Some one 
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having asked him what had become of his clotl.es,-- 
“ There,” said he, showing the book of Gospels, 
“ there is what has stripped me.” The book itself 
was not long in his possession, for he sold it in its 
turn to relieve a destitute person. Thus it was that 
he carried to the highest degree the puie and beau
tiful charity which animated him towards his neigh
bor.—Abbe Reyre, Artec. Chret., 46.

220. St. John the Almoner's Coverlit.- -One of the 
bishops who have undoubtedly made themselves most 
famous by their charities, was St. John the Almoner, 
patriarch of Alexandria. He had so great a love for 
the poor, that, in order to be the better able to assist 
them, he reduced himself to live in extreme poverty. 
His bed was a wretched pallet, with a tattered wool
len coverlit. One of the chief men of the city hear
ing this, gave him one that cost more than thirty-sii 
francs, and besought him to use it for his sake. He 
did use it, but the thought of the thirty-six pieces of 
silver expended for his sole use, whilst they might 
have relieved many poor persons, tormented him all 
the night. He kept turning over and over in his mind 
all the different kinds of wants which that money 
would have relieved, and he could not close his eyes 
i single moment. Next morning, he sent and sold 
he coverlit to give the price of it to the poor. The 
weaLhy individual who had made him a present of it, 
bought it again and sent it back to him. The good 
bishop sold it a second time, and even a third time, 
tnd at last said to his generous benefactor who al



I1IWT COMMANDMENT 01 GOD. 273

ways had it brought back to him: “We shall see 
which of us will tire first.” It would be very desirable 
that those who live in ease and comfort should know 
this fact. It might be that the secret disquietude 
of St. John the Almoner would excite some in their 
minds, and induce them to be, on their side, gener
ous and charitable to those who are in need. And 
yourselves, dear children, when you want anything, 
bear it patiently, thinking that there are so many 
others who are still worse off than you are.—Reyre, 
Anecdotes Chretiennes, 45.

221. The Strada Pia, or Street of Charity, in Bolog
na.—If any of you should ever travel in Italy, my 
young friends, and that you should pass through 
Bologna, ask to be shown the street which has borne 
for many ages the name of Strada Pia, that is to say, 
Pious Street, the Street of Charity. That name re
calls one of the most astounding prodigies of the love 
of one’s neighbor. About six hundred years ago 
there lived in that neighborhood a rich and noble lady, 
mother of an only son who was the delight of 
her heart. Whilst the child was playing about the 
steps of the door, a stranger passing by began to 
make game of him without any apparent reason. The 
boy answered this singular personage by a few hasty 
words. Enraged at this, the stranger drew his sword 
lad pierced his weak and powerless adversary through 
and through. Scarcely was the murder perpetrated, 
when the wretch, seized with fear and terror, escaped 
though the first door he mot, still brandishing in his 



m CATHOLIC ANKCDOTBS.

hand the bloody sword. He ascended the staircase, 
and begged the mistress of the house to hide him 
somewhere, earnestly entreating her not to discover 
the place of his retreat. She granted his request and 
concealed him in a remote corner of her house, not
withstanding the horror with which he inspired her. 
Some minutes after, the officers of justice arrived in 
pursuit of the murderer. The lady, who wished to 
observe faithfully the promise she had given, not to 
betray the criminal, contented herself with saying : 
“ You are at liberty to search for yourselves.” Hav
ing searched the house without finding the object of 
their pursuit, they were about to retire., when one of 
them said: “ How! madam, you look quite uncon 
cerned 1 Know you npt that he whom we seek has 
killed a child in the street, and that that child is 
your only son ? Ha I here they come with his dead 
body I” “ God of heaven 1” cried the unfortunate 
woman, who could not believe her eyes. Pale as 
death, and saying not a word more, she withdrew to 
her chamber, and there remained for several hours, 
during which time she was assailed by a thousand 
conflicting thoughts, that filled her soul with the 
most cruel anxiety. The night being come, she went 
to the place where she had concealed the murderei 
of her son, and brought him food and drink. Whet 
she thought that the hour of danger was past, she 
gave him a purse of gold, and said to him: “ Un
happy man, the child you killed was my son! Never
theless, fear nothing, I will not harm you. God 
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has given me strength to forgive you. Escape now 
for I cannot answer for your safety in this house.’1 
Would it not be impossible, my dear children, to 
carry the love of our neighbor farther than this ?— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 31.

222. St. Francis de Sales' Enemy.—Nothing shoula 
extinguish charity in our hearts. Our Lord forgave 
his executioners, we, too, should, therefore, forgive 
our enemies. St. Francis de Sales, that angel of 
charity and meekness, one day met an advocate, who, 
without any known reason, had sworn implacable 
hatred to him, and never failed, meet him where he 
would, to assail him with taunts and imprecations. 
The holy bishop approached him kindly, took him by 
the hand and said with the most winning sweetness : 
“You are my enemy, I know; but be assured that 
were you even to tear out one of my eyes, I would 
not cease to look kindly on you with the other.” 
How strange it is, my young friends, that such meek
ness and generosity as this made no impression on 
that hardened heart; he continued to hate the Saint, 
and even fired a pistol at him; though the shot took 
no effect on him, it did on the priest who accom
panied him. Cast into prison for this crime, the 
advocate was soon condemned to death, when he 
found in the Bishop of Geneva, whom he had so 
grievously persecuted, his most zealous defender. St. 
Francis de Sales even obtained his pardon from the 
King, and went himself to his prison with the written 
order for his release. Alas I dear children, see what 
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hardness of heart can do; the wretch spat in his 
liberator’s face, and rudely pushed him away. The 
holy bishop, terrified at the sight of such atrocious 
wickedness, addressed him in these words: “ My 
dear brother, I have saved you from the hands of 
human justice, but, if you be not sincerely converted, 
you shall fall into the hands of God’s justice, and then 
no one will be able to save you.”—Schmid et Belet, 
Cat. Hist., IT., 30.

223. Bolder than a Fireman.—There is nothing 
more affecting than the devotion of Mgr. d’Apchon, 
Archbishop of Auch, whose story has been so often 
published. In 1781, a fire having broken out in his 
archiepiscopal city, this venerable prelate hastened to 
the scene of the disaster, to encourage by his pre
sence those who were endeavoring to extinguish the 
flames. Two children had been forgotten in a house 
that was all on fire, and their mother in the street 
without was wildly calling for some one to save them. 
The Archbishop then cried aloud that he would give 
three thousand francs to any one that should save 
the children. No one would venture, for it seemed 
as though the house were every moment about to 
fall. “ WellI” said the prelate, “if no one else will 
try to save them, I will.” So saying, he took off his 
cloak, darted on a ladder and ascended to the first 
story, where he began courageously to search for the 
children. In a short time, he was seen in the midst 
of a dense black smoke, holding in his arms the two 
poor little infants. With difficulty he descended the 
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ladder and scarcely had he reached the bottom, and 
placed the children in the arms of their mother, when 
the walls fell in with a tremendous crash. Every one 
clapped their hands in admiration, but what was still 
more affecting to behold, the venerable Archbishop, 
taking from his purse the three thousand francs he 
had offered as a reward, gave it to the woman whose 
children he had saved. There is Christian charity, 
my young friends, it is at once gracious and ingen
ious.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 370.

224.—The Gardener who Keeps a Pear for Thirst.— 
People sometimes say, my dear children, when they 
would excuse themselves from giving alms, that one 
must keep a pear for thirst; they say wrong, as the 
following story proves: A gardener, who lived by 
the labor of his hands, was accustomed to give all his 
spare gains to the poor. lie had already had this 
good habit a long time, when he began to be troubled 
with fears for the future. “ What shall I do in my 
old age,” said he to himself, “ since, now that I am 
young, I save absolutely nothing ?” These thoughts 
were ever in his mind, and at last he closed his heart 
entirely against the poor, and gave no more alms. He 
had soon reason to repent of this; one day, being at 
work, he cut his foot badly with his axe, and the 
wound was so long in healing that all the money he 
had saved with so much care was entirely spent; the 
foot could not even be cured, at all, and the doctor 
declared that nothing remained for him but to have 
it amputated. These words went to the heart of the 
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unhappy gardener, and caused him some salutary 
reflections. “ What good has my money done me ?” 
sai 1 he to himself, the night before the terrible opera
tion , “ where is it all, now ? Ah ! Lord, forgive me 
my want of confidence; I now see my error, and will 
endeavor to correct it.” He fell asleep towards 
morning, with this thought in his mind, and when 
the surgeon arrived he found the foot so much better 
that he could not restrain his surprise. The ampu
tation was postponed. Only a few days passed when 
the gardener was almost completely cured. He 
resumed his work, and, faithful to his resolution, he 
managed to unite the economy that prudence requires 
with the charity of a good Christian.—Schmid et 
Belet, Catechisme Histarique.

225. Jews lodged in a Priest's House.—We should 
love our neighbor as ourselves, and our neighbor 
means all men, without distinction, even strangers, 
and those who have not the happiness of being in the 
true religion. I have read that, not far from Verdun, 
in France, a priest who inhabited a somewhat lonely 
spot, chanced on one occasion to meet a family of 
Jews journeying along, The family consisted of the 
hushand, the wife, and two children. They were half 
dead with cold, and had no means of warming them
selves. Immediately, and without any hesitation, 
this worthy clergyman took them to his house, gave 
them something to eat, and had a good fire made up 
to comfort them Meanwhile, the wife fell ill, and 
these poor people were forced to give up the idea of 
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continuing their journey. The good priest kept them 
in his house for three weeks, doing everything that 
he possibly could to make them comfortable. At 
their departure he gave them some money to pay 
their expenses on the way. This poor family, on 
reaching Metz, where they intended to take up their 
abode, lost no time in telling the Jews of that city 
how kindly and generously they had been treated by 
a priest in the neighborhood of Verdun. It was then 
resolved amongst them that as long as the good man 
lived, they would supply him, gratis, with coffee and 
sugar for his household. Moreover, they sent him a 
gold watch, whereon was inscribed the touching 
story we have just related. Imagine the good priest’s 
surprise when he saw all this; he would have refused, 
but the grateful Jews insisted, and he was obliged to 
accept all.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 53.

226. The Notes of a Rare Creditor.—Amongst all 
the traits of charity which have come to my knowl
edge, there are few more interesting than the follow
ing, which was much talked of some years since : In 
a time of great distress, a wealthy proprietor in one of 
the Swiss Cantons invited all those who were indebt
ed to him to go to his house. He took care to select 
“or the meeting a day only a few days previous to 
that on which the rents all came due, and he pre 
tended that he had some important business to trans
act with the tenants. The latter, who were nearly 
all farmers or laborers, arrived in great anxiety, ex- 
pelting to hear from their landlord that they must be 
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sure to have their money all ready for the aay it fell 
due. The landlord received them all with a cheerful, 
smiling aspect, and contrived to make the conversa
tion turn on the badness of the times; he testified 
much compassion for his poor tenants, and exhorted 
them to be of good heart, but never said a word of 
his own affairs. He merely told them that after din
ner they would attend to business. The table was 
spread with abundance of everything, and the host 
himself presided with cordial hospitality. The guests 
appeared nowise deficient on the score of appetite, 
but it was remarked that they eat and drank very 
fast. The host was sorry to see it; he would rather 
have kept them longer in suspense, in order to make 
their joy the greater. Unable, however, to bear 
longer the cruel anxiety he saw painted on every face, 
he went out, and soon returned with a handful of 
papers. “ I see plainly, my good friends,” said he, 
“ that you can neither eat nor drink, for fear of what 
I have to tell you about your rent. I am going to 
give each of you a note in which you will see my in
tentions; eat and drink now, for Providence will 
take care of the future.” The tenants hastened to 
open the notes, and saw with astonishment that each 
had in his hand a discharge in full for his year’s rent. 
At the sight, joy takes possession of their souls, they 
rise suddenly and gather round their benefactor load
ing him with blessings. Then they sit down again 
at table, eat with a right good will, and drink to the 
health of their generous landlord. The latter after
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w ards confessed that he had more joy in seeing these 
good people so happy, than if they had all paid the 
full amount of what they owed him.—Hoel, Explic, 
du Cat. de Rjodez, IV., 51.

227. Over a Workingman's Grave.—It is sometimes 
in the humblest classes of society that we find th 
most delicate sentiments of charity and generosity 
Tho Paris papers gave an account some years ago of 
a touching scene that took place on the 19th of No
vember, 1849, in the Cemetery of Belleville. A 
cooper, named Perrot, was being interred when a 
workingman who had attended the funeral advances 
to the edge of the grave, and with tears and sobs thus 
speaks: “ My friends, the worthy man whom you 
have just covered up never spoke to any one, during 
his life, of a good action he once did. Well 1 I am 
going to tell you all about it. Poor Perrot who now 
rests in this grave was, as you know, a hard-working 
man, living by his day’s work, like all the rest of us. 
One evening, going home from his work, he met a 
friend who was going with a heavy heart the same 
way. Perrot accosts him, inquires into the cause of 
his trouble, and learns from him that next day his 
furniture is to be sold at auction, for the payment of 
a debt which he cannot meet. ‘ Come home with 
me,1 said Perrot, ‘I have got four hundred francs 
by me waiting for use, and it can’t be put to a better 
one than paying your debt. Take it, and make no 
one the wiser, not even your wife or children.’ Ths 
friend accepted the offer, and was so happy as to be 
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able to pay back the loan, little by little. As for 
Perrot, he never spoke of it to any one. I am the 
friend for whom Perrot did that, and I tell it now 
over his half-closed grave, hoping that you’ll all tell 
the story wherever you go, so that justice may be 
done to poor Perrot’s memory.” I need not tell you, 
my young friends, the impression which this recital 
made on all who heard it. Will not you, also, try to 
leave such secrets as that to be told of you?—Noel, 
Cat. de RodeZy 395.

228. A Servant’s 100 Francs.—Charity is fine in 
any one, dear children, but it would seem to be still 
more so when it shines in one who would himself 
need the assistance of others. Abbe Mullois relates 
that, in the beginning of the winter of 1855, a young 
man presents himself at the house of the pastor of 
Valence, in the Department of Drome, France, and 
offers him a sum of money for the poor. He was a 
simple servant, humbly clad, and looking as though 
he worked hard for his living. “ Good day, reverend 
father! here is a little alms I have brought you for 
the poor of the parish; it is only a hundred francs, 
for I am not rich, but, no matter, it will serve to buy 
bread for some of your poor.” “ What, friend! a 
hundred francs, did you say? and you would give all 
that to the poor ? Now, you being only a servant, 
and not rich, how would it be if you were to fall 
•ick ?” Oh ! but you see, reverend father, I want for 
nothing; I have my board and lodging besides my 
wages. As to my clothes, they cost me little, foi 
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my master is very kind, and often gives me some of 
his. Then, once in a while, I get a little money from 
people coming to the house; so, you see, I get along 
very well.” “ But would not your parents require 
some of that money ?” “No; although they are not 
rich, still they make out to live, whilst there are 
crowds of poor creatures famishing with cold and 
hunger; that money will relieve some of them.” 
“ Still, my friend, I cannot accept your 100 francs, 
but I’ll tell you what we will do; I will make two 
halves of it, you shall keep one, and I will take the 
other for the poor. And if ever you want anything, 
be sure you come to me.” Thereupon, the good 
priest gave him 50 francs, and the poor young inan 
goes off quite dejected. Some weeks after, he sent 
25 francs more, and I am sure that before the winter 
was over he had distributed the remaining 25. Is it 
not a fine thing, children, to have such a generous 
heart for those who suffer ?—Mullois, Mois de Marie 
de tout le monde, 90.

V.—WORSHIP BUB TO GOB.

229. A Sacrilegious Altar Split in Two.—You 
doubtless remember having read in your Sacred 
History, my little friends, that after the death of 
Solomon, his states were divided into two kingdoms, 
that of Juda and that of Israel. Jeroboam, who was 
at the head of that of Israel, had the sacrilegious in
tention of changing the religion of his subjects and 
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forcing them to worship two golden calves, which he 
had placed, one at Bethel and the other at Dan, at 
the two extremities of his kingdom. Whilst he was 
engaged in this unhappy enterprise, God sent his pro
phet Ado to rebuke him for his impiety. This 
wretched prince, not content with all the evil he had 
done, carried his audacity so far as to offer incense 
himself on an altar he had caused to be erected. 
Ado presented himself before him and pronounced 
this terrible decree: “ O altar, altar, thus saith the 
Lord : Behold, a child shall be born to the house of 
David, Josias by name: and he shall immolate upon theo 
the priests of the high places, who now burn incense 
upon thee : and he shall burn men’s bones upon thee. 
And to show that I speak the word of God, Behold 
the altar shall be rent, and the ashes that are upon it 
shall be poured out.” He had scarcely finished these 
words when Jeroboam, stretching out his hand, cried 
“ Lay hold on him !” But observe, dear friends, how 
the good God takes care of His servants and punishes 
the profane and impious—the arm which Jeroboam 
had extended to point out the holy prophet Ado, 
immediately withered, so that he could not draw it 
back again to him. At the same time the altar split 
in two, as the Lord had caused it to be foretold 
Every one was seized with horror, but especially the 
king, who repented of his sacrilege, and asked pardon 
of the man of God. Ado prayed for him, and his 
arm was miraculously cured.—111. Kings, XII.

230. Heliodorus Beaten with Rods.—The worship
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which we owe to God, my young friends, must extend 
to all that is consecrated to Him. Hence we must 
be penetrated with a profound respect in churches. 
Let me tell you, on this head, the tragical story of 
the impious Heliodorus : He bad been sent to Jeru 
salem by Seleucus, King of Syria, to seize the treasures 
deposited in the Temple. In vain did the high-priest 
Onias represent to him that he could not give them 
up, because the money was a sacred deposit, which 
had only been given him in trust for the support of 
widows and orphans; Heliodorus persisted none the 
less in his design, alleging the king’s orders. The whole 
oity was in a state of consternation, seeing the sacri
lege that was about to be perpetrated. The priests, 
clothed in their sacerdotal robes, prostrated them
selves before the altar, beseeching the Lord that He 
would not permit His sanctuary to be violated. 
Women, covered with sackcloth, filled the streets, 
praying with arms raised to heaven. The suspense 
of this confused multitude and the anguish of the 
high-priest were a sight at once touching and de
plorable. But God soon made Heliodorus feel how 
foolish it is to brave His power, even in the holy 
place. He was already at the door of the treasuie- 
chamber with his guards, when he was stopped by a 
young man in shining armor, who suddenly appeared 
mounted on a horse. Heliodorus was trampled under 
the feet of this furious animal, whilst two angels 
scourged him with rods. He was carried from the 
Temple fainting and half dead. But the high priest 
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obtained from God his cure, and the two angels whe 
nad so cruelly beaten him appeared to him once more, 
ind said: “ Return thanks to the high-priest Onias, 
sn whose account God has spared your life; and 
knowing what things the Lord has done to you, you 
shall publish everywhere His greatness and Hi 
power.” Heliodorus, having escaped this danger, 
went to inform the king of all that had happened to 
him; and as that prince, still desirous of having the 
money, sought whom he could send again to Jerusa
lem, Heliodorus said to him: “ Prince, if you have 
any enemy, you will do well to send him thither, for 
even if he escapes death, you may be sure he will be 
so severely handled that he will have no wish to go 
back again; there is, indeed, a divine virtue hidden 
in that place. He who dwells in heaven is Himself 
present there, He is its protector, and He strikes all 
those who go to harm it.” Observe well these last 
words, my dear children, they merit all your atten
tion.—II. Macchabees, Chapter H.

231. The Holy Water and the Grasshoppers.—It 
would take an entire volume, my dear children, to re
count all the miracles which have been wrought by 
means of holy water. I will now note but one; it 
is related by the blessed Theodoret, bishop of Cyr, ii 
Syria, a doctor of the Church, and one of the most 
remarkable writers of the fifth century. He relates, 
then, that St. Aphraates having left Persia, his own 
country, became a solitary in the neighborhood of 
Edessa, then at Antioch, one of the greatest cities ia 
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the m orld and the capital of Syria. That country is 
sometimes ravaged in a singular manner by clouds of 
grasshoppers, who settle down on the fields, devouring 
everything green that they can find, and, to crown 
the misfortune, sometimes cause a plague by the mul
titudes of them that die and corrupt on the ground. 
In a certain year, when this pestilence appeared in all 
its horrors in the vicinity of Antioch, a poor man 
Went to St. Aphraates, beseeching him to come to his 
assistance. “ Father,” said he, “ we are lost. Here 
are the grasshoppers coming; they will eat up my 
field of wheat, and it is all I have to feed my wife and 
children, and pay the Emperor’s taxes. I -beseech 
you, man of God, have pity on me 1” “ But, my good 
man, I can do nothing of myself; it is only God 
who can work a miracle in your behalf. Neverthe
less, if you have confidence, bring me a pitcher of 
water.” The poor laborer went out, and quickly, re
turned with the water; St. Aphraates dipped his 
hand in it, said a prayer over it, and having blessed 
it, gave it to the man, telling him to take the pitcher, 
and sprinkle a little of the holy water it contained all 
around his field. He did so exactly, and the power 
of the miraculous water was speedily manifested. 
The grasshoppers arrived, and in a moment darkened 
the air and covered the country to a great distance; 
but not a single one crossed the limits of our good 
laborer’s field; such of them as went in that direction 
were thrown back as if by an invisible agency. The 
»rop on that field was most abundant, convincing 
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every one of the sanctity of Aphraates and the virtue 
of holy water.—D. Genevaux, Histoires Choisies, 257.

232. The Prayer of Turenne's Soldiers.—I once 
heard a gentleman who, doubtless, thought himself a 
great personage, saying: “ Oh! religion is only good for 
children, and for ignorant country people.” My young 
friends, that was not the opinion of the learned and 
the great—Turenne, for example, who was one of the 
most illustrious generals that France could ever boast. 
He always knew how, even amid the gravest and 
most important obligations, to find time and means 
to discharge his religious duties. He was seen, more 
than once, some hours before giving battle, in those 
moments of trouble and anxiety when the mind 
agitated by a thousand tumultuous thoughts, seems 
as though it were carried entirely beyond itself, he 
was seen, I say, imploring, by prayer, the aid and pro
tection of the God of Armies. He quietly retired to a 
wood, behind a bush or a wall, and there all alone, 
sometimes in the rain, and kneeling on the damp ground, 
he adored Him who is the Master of life and death, 
addressing to Him fervent prayers for victory. 
When he was on the point of attacking the lines of 
Arras, in 1654, he caused public prayers to be re
cited at the head of each battalion and of each squad
ron, and that for several days, in order to obtain the 
success of his undertaking. Following his example, 
almost every one confessed and received Holy Com
munion, and, according to the testimony of King 
James the Second, of England, an eye-witness, never 
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was an army seen so fnll of faith and piety. You 
see by that, my dear children, that devotion is suit
able for every one.—Filassier, Die. d' Education, I., 17.

233. A Church Built by a Poor Man.—When we 
love God well, my young friends, we prove it by the 
aeal we have for His worship. I have read a very 
interesting story on this subject, concerning a poor 
old Chinese man. One day he came to the mission
ary who was in his village, to represent to him the 
extreme desire he had that a church might be built 
there. “ Your zeal is commendable,” said the Father, 
“ but I have not the means at present of defraying the 
expense.” “ Oh! I will undertake to raise the money 
myself,1” rejoined the villager. The missionary, 
knowing him for several years, and seeing him living 
in great poverty, thought there was little chance of 
his doing what he said, nevertheless, he once more 
praised his good intention, representing to him that 
his village being considerable, it would require a 
church as large as that in the neighboring town; that, 
in the course of time, he might contribute to its erec
tion, according to his ability, but that he could never, 
by any effort of his own, defray all the expense. 
“ Excuse me, Father,” said the old man, “ but I think 
I shall be able to do what I propose.” ‘ But, do you 
know that it would take at least six thousand francs ?” 
“ 1 have them all ready, and if I had not, I would not 
come to trouble you with such a request.” The 
Father was delighted to learn that this worthy man, 
whom he had believed very poor, was really in po» 
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session of so much ready money, and wished to 
employ it so usefully; but he was still more surprised 
when, having had the curiosity to ask him how he 
mme to have such a sum, the good old man replied 
simply: “ Father, it is now forty years since I got 
this notion in my head, and ever since I have deprived 
myself of a portion of my food, and done with as 
little clothing as I possibly could, so as to have the 
consolation, before I died, of seeing a church raised 
to the true God in my village.” Is not this admir
able, my dear children ? See what one man can do, 
even if he be not rich, if he only loves the true God 
with all his heart, and is full of zeal for His worship.—• 
Reyre, Anecdotes Chretiennes, 234.

234. The Pilgrimage of Two Famous Philosophers 
—There is nothing so beautiful, nothing so affect 
ing, my dear friends, as the ceremonies of religion 
The celebrated Bernardine de St. Pierre and Jeai 
Jacques Rousseau have themselves spoken of them 
with enthusiasm. “One day,” says St. Bernardine 
de St. Pierre, “ having gone to walk with Jean 
Jacques on Mount Valerian, at a short distance 
from Paris, when we arrived at the summit of the 
mountain, we took it in our heads to ask a din 
ner from the hermits who live there. We soor 
reached their dwelling; it was not yet their dinner- 
hour, and they were still at church. Jean Jacques 
proposed that we should go in and say our prayers- 
The hermits were reciting the Litany of Providence, 
which is very fine. After we had prayed a while in 
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the little chapel, and the hermits were gone to their 
refectory, Jean Jacques said to me with much feeling
Now I realize what is said in the Gospel: TPfor* 

two or three are assembled together in My name, behold' 
Z lm in the midst of them. Here there is indeed a feel 
ing of peace and happiness which penetrate the soul 
I answered him—‘If Fenelon lived, you would be a 
Catholic.’ ‘ Certainly,’ he replied, with tears in his 
eyes, ‘ if Fenelon lived, I would be his lackey, hoping 
one day to become his valet de chambre, that I might 
speak to him freely.’ ” Such were the sentiments and 
the admissions drawn from these infidel philosophers 
by the beauty of our worship and of our religion. 
Let us take delight, then, my dear young friends, in 
practising its duties all our lives.—Delacroix, Histoire 
du Mont - Valerien, 43.

235. A Soldier Profaning the Sacred Vessels.—Let 
is beware, children, of ever forgetting the respect 
which is due to the house of God; evil would be 
sure to follow. Listen, now, to what I am going to 
tell you. In the time of the first French Republic, 
several regiments of soldiers who were in Italy were 
passing through a village, when a violent storm sud
denly arose, followed by a heavy fall of rain. Some 
of the soldiers, finding the church open, went in for 
shelter. It was one of those unhappy years when 
every effort was being made to destroy religion, and 
when all those whose faith and piety were not deeply 
rooted, made a boast of impiety and irreligion. Many 
of these unhappy soldiers behaved in the Lord’s 



292 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

temple as though it were a profane place. Some pro 
posed to have wine brought thither. It was brought 
in large jars. But, as there were not enough of gob 
lets or cups to drink from, there was one of the sol
diers impious enough to provide himself with a sacred 
ciborium, by a horrible sacrilege. He goes up to the 
altar, breaks in the door of the tabernacle, dares to 
take the consecrated vessel in his hand, throws on 
the ground the sacred Hosts it contained, and goes 
back to his comrades with his prize, as though he 
had done something great. But the moment of God’s 
terrible vengeance had arrived. Just as the wretch 
dipped the holy ciborium in the jar of wine he fell 
down dead, and, lest any one should doubt that hie 
death was the act of divine vengeance, the ciborium 
which he had profaned could not be taken from his 
hand by any one till the pastor of that afflicted parish 
was brought, and he removing it without any diffi
culty, replaced it in the tabernacle. Several inhabi
tants of the village, who were in the church, were 
witnesses of the sacrilege committed by the soldier 
and the terrible chastisement inflicted upon him. 
One of them, a bad Christian, was converted on the 
spot, and went to confession the same day. Several 
others, even amongst the soldiers, did all they could 
to repair the horrible scandal given on that sad occa
sion. I have this fact from a French priest who was 
then in the country, and who related all the circum
stances just as I have now.—Lassausse, Explic. da 
Cat. de F Empire. 540
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YI.—HOMAGE DUE TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

236. Origin of the “ Regina Ca’Zt.”--DevotioE co 
the Most Blessed Virgin, my dear friends, lias always 
been rewarded by miracles of grace and virtue. At 
the time when St. Gregory the Great was Pope, that 
is to say, about the year 590, there came upon Rome 
such a fearful calamity as had never been seen 
before. Every day thousands of persons were seeD 
to die almost instantaneously, so that at last the sur 
vivors were not sufficiently numerous to bury the 
dead. The holy pope ordered prayers, fasts, pen
ances; but all appeared useless. He then resolved 
to invoke the Blessed Virgin. He ordered that the 
clergy and the people should go in procession to the 
Church of St. Mary Major, and bear thither <*. picture, 
representing the Mother of God, painted by St. Luke, 
according to a pious tradition. WonderfJ to relate, 
this procession suspended the ravages of the plague; 
wherever it passed, no more new cases were seen, 
and the old were gradually cured. But v.hat most 
astonished the assembled crowd, was tc see in the 
air, above the pillar built by the Emperci Adrian, an 
Angel in human form, seeming to hold in his hand 
a bloody sword, which he was in the act of replac
ing in its sheath, as if to indicate that the divine jus
tice was going to suspend its rigor. Other angeli 
soon appeared with the first, and they were heard 
singing, in praise of the Most Holy Virgin, tLe well 
known anthem: Regina Caeli laeiai e, allelu*, The 
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holy pope, Gregory the Great, hearing it like all the 
rest, cried out with all possible fervor: Ora pro nobis 
Deum! alleluia! That, my dear friends, was the 
origin of the Regina Cali, which we 6ay through all 
the Paschal time, that is to say, from Holy Saturday 
till the eve of Trinity Sunday.—Noel, Explic, du Cat. 
de Rodez, I., 152.

237. A Prayer Eaten by a Condemned Criminal.— 
A criminal, sentenced to be broken on the wheel, 
would not hear of confession. Word was brought to 
Father Bernard, who ran immediately to the prison. 
He has himself conducted to the criminal’s cell, 
salutes him, embraces him, exhorts him, suggests to 
him sentiments of confidence, and, finally, threatens 
him with the wrath of God. But nothing could move 
the unhappy man; he would not so much as raise his 
eyes, and appeared deaf to all that was said to him. 
The confessor begs him at least to recite with him a 
very short prayer to the Blessed Virgin, which he 
declared he had never said without obtaining what 
he asked for. “Let me alone with your prayers; go 
away!" Bernard recites the prayer himself, from 
beginning to end. But, seeing that the obdurate 
sinner had not as much as opened his lips, his charity 
takes fire, his zeal is animated to new fervor, and, 
putting to the hardened felon’s mouth a copy of the 
prayer, which he always carried about him, he tries 
to force it in, crying—“ Since you will not say it, you 
shall eat it!” The prisoner, encumbered with hia 
•hains, and unable to defend himself from this harm* 
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less attack, promises then to say the prayer, in order 
to get rid of the good Father's importunities. Ber
nard kneels down with him, and begins the prayer 
again. O wonderful prodigy I the prisoner had 
scarcely uttered the first words when he felt himself 
entirely changed. A torrent of tears flowed from 
his eyes; he sighed and groaned as though his heart 
would break. Father Bernard, overwhelmed with 
joy, embraces him, crying—“It is to the Blessed 
Virgin, my brother, that you owe your salvation.” 
“ Ah! I see it all now, Father,” replied the prisoner, 
“ would to God that those words had made more im
pression on me when you first spoke them.” “ Is it 
possible, brother, that I have seen you before now?” 
“Alas, yes, Father, I still wore a religious habit when 
you met me one day, and running up to me without 
knowing me, seized suddenly with a transport which 
you have doubtless forgotten, you said, embracing 
me : ‘ Brother, rejoice, you shall obtain your salvation 
through the intercession of the Blessed Virgin.’ My 
apostacy and the numberless crimes to which it led, 
may show you how I then despised your prediction; 
but the sentiments of regret and compunction which 
I now feel, make me hope that it shall be accomplished.” 
After saying these words, the poor criminal begged 
Father Bernard to give him some time to prepare for 
confession ; but, as he recalled, in the bitterness 
•>f his heart, the transgressions of his life, he was 
so touched by the sight of his crimes and the great
ness of the divine mercy, that he expired of grief the 
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same hour. Would you wish to know what famous 
prayer it was that Father Bernard would have made 
the prisoner eat? Well, my friends, you all know it, 
t is the Memorare; or, “Remember, most pious and 
tender Virgin I” Say it every day, and it will bring 
you happiness.—Lempereur, Life of Father Bernard, 
86.

238. I was Born a Jew, and I will Die a Jew.— 
Thousands of volumes have been written on the 
miracles wrought by the intermediation of the Blessed 
Virgin. Here is one that made a great noise some 
years since; I have myself seen the person to whom 
it occurred. It was, iu Rome, in the end of Autumn 
of 1841. A Jew of Strasburg, named Alphonse 
Ratisbon, very rich and very learned, was travelling 
for his health and also for pleasure. One of his 
earliest friends was a young Protestant named Gus
tave de Bussiere. It sometimes happened that they 
discussed the question of religion, but their conversa
tions always ended with—“ Bigotted Protestant I” 
from the one," Obstinate Jew!” from the other. The 
Baron de Bussiere, Gustave’s father and an excellent 
Catholic, undertook, in his turn, the conversion of M. 
Ratisbon, but all he could get him to say was—“ My 
lord baron, I w’as born a Jew, and I’ll die a Jew.”— 
“ Since that is the case, Sir, will you, at least, do me 
the favor of wearing this medal on your neck ?”— 
“ How! my lord 1 do you mean to mock me that you 
propose such a thing ?”•—“ Not at all, Sir, I am very 
fiw from being in jest, and when you are so sure of 
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yourself, as you say you are, I do not see what you 
have to fear from hanging this medal around your 
neck.”—“ Oh! of course, I have nothing to fear, and 
I will take your lordship’s medal were it only to let 
you see that we Jews are not so obdurate as people 
say.” For some time nothing more was said, and the 
whole thing seemed to have been forgotten. One 
day, our travellers having entered a church in Rome, 
dedicated to St. Andrew, M. Ratisbon examined it 
carelessly, seeking only curiosities and works of art, 
but M. de Bussiere had gone aside a little, and left 
him alone for some moments. What was his surprise, 
on rejoining him, to find him prostrate before the 
altar of St. Michael 1 He calls him, no answer; he 
shakes him by the shoulder, but Alphonse appears to 
take no notice of anything. “ Ah! how happy I 
am,” he cries at length with sighs and sobs; “ how 
good is God ! what happiness! how unhappy they 
are who do not believe I” At the same time he drew 
his medal from his bosom and covered it with tears 
and kisses. He desired to go immediately to a priest 
and be baptized. The Baron, much rejoiced, con
ducted him to Father de Villefort, to whom M. 
Ratisbon related the marvellous change which had 
been wrought within him. He was baptized some 
days after, and the obstinate Jew subsequently became 
a priest full of zeal and ardor for the worship of God 
and the devotion to the Most Holy Virgin. It was 
the miraculous medal that had converted him.—Noel, 
Cai, de Rodez, I., 232.
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239. The Lamp Miracutousty Lit.—Tt is not only 
in France, dear children, that the Blessed Virgin has 
been pleased to reward the faith of her servants by 
miracles. Here is a very curious fact, attested by the 
Deacon Peter, a religious of the celebrated abbey of 
Monte Cassino, in the kingdom of Naples. In 1114, 
some of his brethren were sailing on the Mediterra
nean, returning from Sardinia, when they were carried 
off by Mahometan pirates, and conveyed to a little 
town which is believed to have been the present 
G nelma. There was there a small congregation of 
Christians, formed in a suburb and governed by a 
priest or a bishop. Thanks to the intervention of 
Roger, the powerful Count of Sicily, the poor slaves 
were not long without being liberated. Their dean, 
Azon, having died during his captivity, his monks 
had buried him before the altar, in a church which 
bore the name of St. Mary. A lamp was placed to 
burn perpetually on his tomb; but the Arab chief 
•would not allow it to remain lit, and had it extin
guished every evening. Wonderful to relate, the lamp 
lit of itself every night, without anyone being able to 
account for how it was done. The Arab chief, sup
posing it to be a stratagem of the Christians, caused 
the oil to be stealthily taken from the lamp and re
placed by water. But what was his surprise on seeing 
that the lamp was burning in the morning as brightly 
as ever, and that the water burned as well as the best 
oil. By his orders the lamp is again extinguished, 
and the Christians are strictly forbidden to enter the 
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church, which is even surrounded by soldiers. Noth- 
ng happened till midnight; but at that moment a 
•tar was seen by the guard coming down from the 
heavens, and resting directly over the tomb of the 
venerable Azon; they quickly opened the door, and 
found the lamp again lit. Their chief refused at first 
to believe this prodigy; the following night he re
paired to the house of the Catholic priest and 
watched there till midnight. He, too, had the ad
vantage of seeing the star descend and light with its 
rays the funereal lamp. This incontestible miracle 
removed his suspicions with regard to the Christians, 
whom he thenceforward permitted to enter the church 
when they pleased, and to keep lit night and day the 
miraculous lamp that burned before Mary’s altar, sym
bolical of the sentiments with which our hearts should 
ever be animated towards her.—Mgr. Pavy, History 
of Devotion to the Blessed Virgin in Africa, 61.

240. A Woman Cured by the Archconfraternity.— 
You have all heard, my dear children, of the Arch
confraternity of Our Lady of Victory, the church 
belonging to which, in Paris, I have many times had 
the honor of visiting. Incredible prodigies are 
wrought there every day. Here is one, related by 
the pastor himself who founded this holy association. 
“One Sunday morning, in the month of October, a 
gentleman who appeared to me very anxious and 
much distressed, accosts me in the sacristy some mo
ments before Grand Mass, and says to me: ‘ I wish to 
speak with the pastor.’—‘ I am he, sir.’—‘ Oh, indoed ? 
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Well, sir, I have a wife whom I love; she is the mother 
of three little children. She is very ill, I believe at the 
last extremity; the doctors told me last night that they 
could do no more for her. My poor wife is dying. 
Oh! but it is hard to be separated from one we love 
so well!’ The worthy man could say no more; the 
tears were in his eyes, and I saw by the working of 
his features that he was trying hard to restrain his 
emotion. I spoke to him of his wife, hoping to soothe 
his mind. He shed some tears, then added : ‘ I waa 
told that people came to you when there was sick
ness in their families, that you had prayers said by 
an Archconfraternity, and the sick were cured. I 
do not understand all that, but if you can do any
thing, I beseech you, cure my wife.’—‘ It is not we 
that will cure her, but we shall beg of God to do it, 
and this evening we shall pray for her.’—‘ And my 
poor wife shall be cured ?’—‘ I do not know, but I 
hope so.’ Two weeks after, and again on Sunday 
morning, the same person came to me. This time, 
his face was radiant. ‘ Sir,’ said he, ‘ I come to 
discharge a debt of gratitude, and to thank you in 
the name of my wife and for my little children. My 
wife is quite recovered, and what is very extraordin
ary is, that the Sunday I came to see you, just two 
weeks ago. the physicians would order nothing for 
her; she could take nothing all day, and towards 
evening she became quite insensible. We expected 
only her death, when, at nine o’clock at night, she fell 
into a peaceful slumber, which lasted for several
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hours, and she awoke free from pain, complaining 
unly of weakness. She eat with a good appetite, 
recovered her strength, sat up at the end of eight 
days, and is now perfectly recovered.’—‘Well, 
my dear sir, it was just at nine o’clock that we 
recommended her to the prayers of the Archcon
fraternity, two weeks ago.’—‘ Ob ! now I believe 
that there is a Supreme Being ?’--* How I did you 
not believe before now that there is a God ?’—‘ Ex
cuse me—if—but I confess I did not trouble myself 
much about Him. —‘ But, my dear friend, it was He 
who gave you life, and preserves it to you; it is from 
Him you have your strength, and the means of earn
ing your own livelihood, and that of your children 
If lie abandoned you a moment what would become 
of you ? And it is He who has restored your wife to 
life and health; it is He whom you ought to thank 
lor that favor. How will you do that, if you do not 
think of Him?’—‘That is all very true, sir, but how 
can one do it ? Engaged in business from morning 
till night, I have no time to think of anything else. 
But, pray tell me, how you managed to cure my wife 
so quickly; you say it was at nine o’clock that 
) ou recommended her to the Archconfraternity, and 
it was just at nine o'clock that she got the favorable 
turn............. What, then, is this Archconfraternity ?
they are, doubtless, priests ?’—‘ I tell you it was 
aot we that cured your wife, but the goodness of 
God who granted that favor to the prayers of the 
Archconfraternity; and the Archconfraternity is a 
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society of good Chri tians, who unite to ask of God, 
by their prayers and good works, the conversion of 
sinners, the cure of the sick, the relief of all the 
miseries which afflict their fellow-creatures. Ther 
are many priests in the society, but there are many 
more of the laity, yes, millions.’—‘ But, sir, they 
prayed for my wife, without knowing anything of 
her; I did not even tell you my name.’—‘That is 
not necessary; Christians know that all men are 
children of God, consequently, their brethren, and 
that God commands them to love them as they love 
themselves. In order to please God, they render to 
their neighbor all the services they can, and they beg 
of the Holy Virgin to obtain from God the graces 
and helps which they cannot themselves procure for 
them. That is what the Archconfraternity did for 
your wife.’—‘ How beautiful! ah, sir, I will tell my 
wife all about it. But these good works you speak 
of, where are they done ?’—‘ Here in the church, 
every Sunday evening, at seven o’clock.’—‘ Ah ! sir, 
I knew nothing of all this, nor my wife neither, but 
I am going to tell her; she may not be able to leave 
the children at that hour, but I will be sure to come 
myself. Oh, sir, will you thank those good Christians 
for me ? they have made me doubly happy.’ ”■—Abbb 
Mullois, Metis de Marie de tout Ic monde, 73.

241. A Conquest of the Archconfraternity—Another 
very interesting story of devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin. This, too, is connected with Our Lady of 
Victory. It is a worthy tradesman who speaks: “ ] 
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am the father of a family, and nearly sixty years of 
age, residing some hundreds of miles south from the 
capital. Being unhappily given up entirely to busi
ness, I had totally neglected my religious dutiei 
for years long. During all this time I never once 
thought of the sad state in which I was living. Busi
ness called me to Paris, where I spent some months 
from time to time I met some pious persons who tool? 
much interest in me. Every time I saw them they 
spoke to me of being converted, encouraging me 
with the assurance that in practising religion I should 
have every1 sort of consolation; I listened, however, 
with the greatest indifference, and sometimes even 
ridiculed what I heard. So things went on for three 
months. The persons of whom I have spoken 
thought they wrould have recourse to the prayers 
which the Association is accustomed to say.for poor 
sinners. I was recommended to them in a very par
ticular manner, by my kind friends, and my name, at 
the same time, inscribed as a member of the Arch
confraternity; it was on the 25th of October. Next 
day one of my friends told me of what had been done. 
I regarded it all as a jest; however some three or 
four days after my enrolment, that is to say, on the 
following Saturday, this person asked me to go and 
see the chapel. Having some business to transact 
in the neighborhood, I went in in passing, and still 
very carelessly. I was struck by the collected and 
respectful demeanor of the people who were in the 
church, and I could not help imitating them. Never 
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theless I went away without making any other re* 
flections. Next day, Sunday, I went again to the 
ceremony, at seven o’clock in the evening; I waited 
for all the prayers and instructions. I confess I was 
a little more attentive than the first time; I said a 
few prayers, and then retired to my lodgings. I lay 
down, but I could not sleep. Do as I would, I could 
not help thinking of what I had seen and heard. I 
was really vexed to find that the more I tried to ban
ish these thoughts and compose myself to sleep the 
more importunate they became. In short, I scarcely 
slept a wink the whole night. I spent four days and 
four nights in the same restless state On Thursday 
morning I determined to go to Our La ly of Victory, 
with the intention of approaching the tribunal of 
penance, if I met a priest. I found none then, but on 
Sunday I was taken to a worthy priest who received 
me with inexpressible kindness and took me to his 
own apartment. I already experienced an emotion 
that was by no means natural to me; after I had 
»pent two or three minutes kneeling before a crucifix 
and an image of the Blessed Virgin, I was entirely 
overcome. The graces wherewith the divine good
ness had loaded me caused me to shed a torrent of 
tears, and, consequently, to postpone my confession;
wice I was obliged to interrupt myself. Even when 
ny confession was ended, Iatill felt the same sentiments 
the same emotion My charitable director had the 
goodness to conduct me to the church, where I made 
my thanksgiving. It was there that my heart expe 
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rienced the most inexpressible emotion: the Immacu
late Heart of Mary had effected a marvellous change 
in me. And how could I fail to hope for pardon from 
her Divine Son Jesus, when I was so happy as to have 
for my protectress that charitable Mother? Yes, I 
received the signal favor of being reconciled with her 
Adorable Son, who received me as another prodigal, 
and admitted me to His holy Table.” That is an 
interesting story, my dear children, but I might tell 
you thousands of the same kind, did time permit.— 
Mullois, Mois de Marie de tout le monde, 27.

242. A Little Taper to Mary.—A very touching fact 
took place in Belgium during the month of May, 
1853. I hope, children, you will hear it with plea
sure, and that it will incite you to celebrate more and 
more the beautiful month of Mary. Two old people 
lived with great difficulty in a miserable little garret, 
for which they paid twenty francs a year. They often 
went to bed supperless, and very often, too, their 
breakfast consisted of some hard crusts, soaked in 
water. They did not care to make their poverty 
known, for they had once been better off. One Sa
turday they found themselves without a sou, without 
bread, or food of any kind. The wife was utterly 
helpless, and the husband was sick that day and could 
not leave his bed. The day passed sadly enough, 
night came on and they had eaten nothing. All they 
could do was to weep and pray. All day on Sunday 
things grew worse and worse. It was now forty
eight hours since they had tasted food. The cold 
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sweat poured down over their pale and ghastly faces. 
“We are going to die, my poor wife,” said the old 
man, “ God has abandoned us!” She made no answer. 
Some time after, however, she raises her head, and, 
as if struck by a sudden inspiration: “ Husband,’’ 
says she, “ let us invoke the Blessed Virgin: she is 
the comfort of the afflicted, and the refuge of those 
who suffer. She will save us. Here, I have one little 
taper left, let us burn it before her image, she will 
come to our assistance.” The poor old couple, ani
mated with this last hope, made an effort to rise; it 
was in the middle of the night. They find the taper 
light it, and place it before a statue of the Blessed 
Virgin which had found nc purchasers, because it had 
no material value. They knelt down, and, leaning 
one on the other, besought the assistance of Her who 
is never invoked in vain. They wept bitterly. A 
neighbor woman having occasion to rise in the night 
to give drink to her sick child, observed the light in 
the old people’s room. “ They must be sick,” she said 
to herself, and, moved by a mysterious impulse, she 
takes her lanthorn and goes up to where they lived. 
She opens the door. What a pitiful sight was there I 
The two poor creatures, panting, and exhausted, 
could scarcely hold each other up, and were rather 
lying than kneeling before the image of the Re 
deemer’s Blessed Mother ! They acknowledged their 
utter destitution. The charitable neighbor hastens 
to bring them some nourishment, and the small quan
tity of provisions which she could spare. Next day
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•he went to inform the pastor and the president of 
the Conference of St. Vincent de Paul, who lost no 
time in bringing relief to the sufferers. To crown 
all, some days after, a small legacy came into their 
hands, and thus placed above the reach of want, they 
delight to tell over and over the truly miraculous as
sistance they received from the Blessed Virgin, in 
return for a little taper which they had burned in her 
honor. I hope, dear children, that during the fair 
month of Mary, you will present to that good Mother 
not only the flowers of your gardens, but those of 
your hearts, that is to say, good prayers, good actions, 
tender affections.—Daily Rewards, No. LVII., 8.

VII.---- HOMAGE DUE TO TIIE SAINT8.

243. Relics of St. Babylas.—The very presence of 
the relics of a saint is enough, dear friends, to deprive 
the devil of all his power; hence it is that some are 
always placed under the altar stone where Mass is 
said. One day, the Emperor Julian the Apostate, 
who had embraced the worship of idols, offered sa
crifice to Apollo, near the fountain of Castalia, in the 
Daphne suburb, at Antioch. Unable to obtain an 
answer to what he desired, he asked the priests what 
was the reason of this silence. The demons replied 
that it was occasioned by the proximity of the tomb 
of the martyr Babylas. That holy bishop of Antioch 
had died in 251. Gallus, the associate of Constantiuf 
in the empire, and the brother of Julian, had caused 
a church to be built near the Temple of Apollo, to 



S08 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

purify the Daphne suburb from the supeistitions and 
crimes of the pagans, and had translated thither the 
bodies of St. Babylas, and the martyrs, his compa
nions. Then Julian sent for the Galileans, as he 
called the Christians, and ordered them to remove 
these relics. The Christians, having assembled in 
that place, carried off with great joy the coffin of 
those holy martyrs, chanting as they marched, in the 
very ears of Julian, that verse of the 96tli Psalm, 
which they repeated by way of chorus : Let them be 
all confounded that adore graven things, and that glory 
in their idols. The relics had no sooner been trans 
ferred to the city of Antioch, than fire from heaven 
fell on the Temple of Apollo, the roof of which it 
burned, and reduced its very idol to ashes, by a visi
ble punishment from the Lord. Here we see a tem
ple built to the true God in the third century, in 
which to deposit the relics of saints; we also see the 
presence of those relics imposing silence on the 
demons. All that is an evident proof of the high 
antiquity of the veneration which the Church loves to 
render to the precious remains of saints and martyrs. 
—Sozomenes, Eccles. Hist., Lib. V., Chap. 19.

244. The Remains of a Robber.—The Church is very 
prudent and very wise in her veneration of the relics 
of Saints; she never admits them without good proof. 
Thus there was near the monastery of Marmoutier, 
in the neighborhood of the city of Tcurs, a place con- 
lecruted by the erroneous opinion of the people to the 
memory of a supposed martyr. St. Martin, who neve» 
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gave credence lightly to uncertain things, gave, in this 
matter, a proof of consummate prudence. He com
menced by inquiring of the oldest of the clergy, as to 
the name of this pretended martyr and the time at 
which he suffered. As he could learn nothing certain, 
he abstained for some time from going to this holy 
place, fearing to do anything hurtful to religion, in 
the uncertainty in which he was placed, and in order 
not to authorize superstition by his example. At 
length, he went to the place, where the bishops his 
predecessors are believed to have erected an altar; 
he took with him some of his monks, knelt on the 
very tomb of the pretended martyr, and prayed that 
God would make known to him who it was that was 
buried there. Then he perceived, on his left, a hide
ous phantom, horrible to behold. He commanded 
him to tell his name and state. The spectre obeyed, 
told his name, confessed that he had been a robber, 
executed for his crimes, and that the people honored 
him by mistake. “ I am condemned to hell,” he added, 
“ and I have nothing in common with the martyrs, 
who are in glory.” All present heard the miraculous 
voice, but it was only St. Martin that saw the spectre. 
He published then what he had seen, and caused the 
altar which had been erected on the spot to be de
stroyed. Having done all that true Christian pru
dence and pastoral zeal suggested, he delivered his 
people from the superstition into which they had 
fallen through a mistake of other times.—Sulpiciui 
Bkverus, Life of St Martin.
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245. A Pagan, who Invokes the Saints.—Strange to 
say, my young friends, it has sometimes happened 
that the Saints have heard the prayers even of pagans 
who confidently addressed them. I have read some
where that Chosroes, a famous king of Persia, who 
flourished in the sixth century, experienced this him
self. He was at war with one of his generals who 
had revolted against him. A little before the com
mencement of the battle, he learned that the cele
brated martyr St. Sergius obtained from God what
ever he asked. He conceived the happy idea of 
having recourse to him, and besought him to obtain 
the viotory for him. He was heard, and his enemy 
was completely routed, although his forces far out
numbered those of Chosroes. The latter, full of 
gratitude to the holy martyr, gave to his ohurch a 
gold cross enriched with precious stones. He, more
over, restored to that church another very valuable 
cross which his grandfather had unjustly taken from 
it. Finally, he added several privileges to those al
ready enjoyed by the basilica of St. Sergius. All 
this, doubtless, proves his gratitude, but it also proves 
how great is the power of the Saints with God, and 
how certain it is that they will hear the prayers of 
those who confidently invoke their aid. If an idola
trous prince who invokes a Saint obtains what he 
asks for, how much more shall we, dear friends, who 
are Catholics and the brethren of the Saints, obtain 
what we ask through their intercession in faith and 
trust ?—Schmid and Belet, Cat. Hist., n., p 92.
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246.— The Emperor's Coin.—When we honor the 
image of Jesus Christ, the Blessed Virgin, or any of the 
Saints, it is them we honor, and not the material, 
more or less rude, of which that image is made. 
This is admirably explained by St. Stephen, abbot of 

monastery near Nicomedia, in Asia Minor. The 
Emperor Constantine Copronymus, who was of the 
sect of Iconoclasts, that is to say, image-breakers,would 
fain have gained him over to his party, hoping that 
his example might draw the laity after him. He had 
him brought, therefore, to Constantinople, and em
ployed, in turn, threats, persuasions, and arguments 
to seduce him. But all was in vain. At length, losing 
patience, that impious prince had him brought before 
him for the last time and spoke to him angrily— 
“ What impudence! what audacity! a wretched little 
monk dares to resist the Emperor !” The Saint did 
not allow himself to be intimidated by these taunts, 
and remained modestly silent. “ Well 1 have you 
nothing to say, you stupid man ? you do not deign 
to answer me I” “ If you wish, sire, to put me to 
death, I am ready;, but if you would graciously take 
my case into consideration, there is no necessity for 
being angry.” “ You treat us as heretics; have we, 
hen, ever despised the doctrine of the Holy Fathers 

of the Church ?” “ Yes, Prince, you trample under 
foot the sacred images which they venerated; you 
have not been ashamed to say that a crucifix, or a 
statue of the Blessed Virgin are idols, like the images 
•>f Apollo or O' aa.” *' But, blockhead, when wa 
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trample on an image of wood or stone, do we 
trample on Jesus Christ, or the Saints?” Instead 
of answering this impertinence, St. Stephen took a 
coin from his pocket and showed it to Constantine, 
asking him whose image was stamped upon it. “ It 
is mine—the Emperor’s.” “ Well,” said the holy 
man, turning to the officers present, “ and what would 
be done to him who should throw that coin on the 
ground, spit upon it, and trample it under foot?” 
“ He would be put in prison, and punished severely.” 
“Alas !” sighed St Stephen, “ people honor the image 
of an Emperor, and they would have me trample un
der foot the image of my God. Is this reasonable or 
just ?” Constantine well understood the drift of thia 
reasoning, but he was too much enraged and too ob
stinate in his power to be influenced by it. He 
caused the holy abbot to be beheaded.—Reyre, Artec. 
Chret., 61.

247. The Miracle of the Ardcntes.—What God some
times refuses to the prayers of the faithful, He often 
grants to the prayers of the Saints and the mere pre
sence of their relics. A cruel malady called the 
Plague of the Ardentes ravaged the capital of France 
in 1129, in the reign of Louis, surnamed the Fat. 
An inward fire consumed the. intestines of the poor 
victims of this destructive malady; the art of the 
physicians was entirely at fault, and could do nothing 
to stop its ravages. Stephen, bishop of Paris, a pre
late of eminent sanctity, ordered fasts and prayers 
throughout his whole diocese; but they appeared
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•seless, and God was still, it would seem, inexorable. 
At last the pious prelate conceived the idea of having 
a solemn procession, in which the shrine of St. Gene
vieve was to be borne from her church to the cathe 
dral. O prodigy 1 at the very moment when it crossed 
the threshold of its sanctuary, all the sick were re 
stored to health, with the exception of three, who 
perhaps, wanted faith, or that God in His merciful de
signs would sanctify them by a longer trial. Pope 
Innocent II. consecrated the memory of this event 
by a festival, which the church of Paris still cele
brates every year, on the 26th of November, under 
the title of Ste Genevieve des Ardents.—Life of St 
Genevieve.

248. Little Xavier Restored to Life.—We each have 
the happiness, my dear children, of bearing the name 
of one, and sometimes even of several saints. These 
are our patrons, that is to say, our protectors with 
God, and we should never forget to address them by 
that title. A pagan woman, of the kingdom of 
Tanjaour, in India, being converted with all her fa 
mily, cherished ever after a special devotion to St. 
Francis Xavier. She had a child whom she tenderly 
loved; when he was baptized, she would have him 
called Xavier, hoping that the great Apostle of the 
Indies would save his life and preserve him in inno
cence. Some time after his baptism, this child, who 
was ten or twelve years old, was tending sheep with 
two other little boys of his own age. They were all 
three struck dead by lightning. Their mothers, hear 
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ing of the terrible accident, ran, of course, to take 
away their bodies. Two of them, who were idolaters, 
seeing no remedy for their misfortune, had their chil
dren buried. But the Christian woman took the 
motionless and lifeless body of her little Xavier, and 
carried it to the church. There, addressing her holy 
patron—“ Great Saint,” said she, “ are you not the 
protector of my family ? Have I not told my rela
tions a hundred times that I had nothing to fear after 
placing my confidence in you ? Yet my son is no 
more. Shall there be no difference between those 
idolatrous mothers who know not the true God, and 
me who make profession of serving Him ar d of being 
particularly devoted to you? Comfort an afflicted 
mother; you have raised many from the dead, can 
you not also raise my son ?” She was still speaking 
when some Christian women, who were present, 
thought they perceived a slight motion in little 
Xavier’s body. In fact, two or three minutes after, 
be opened his eyes; his mother threw herself on him 
and embraced him with transport. He was full of 
life, and showed not even the slightest trace of the 
lightning that had struck him dead.—Guillois, Moil 
de Marie de tout le monde, 173. (

249. Pilgrimage to St. Ann of Auray.—Of all place* 
of pilgrimage in Brittany, St. Ann of Auray is one of 
the most celebrated. People go there from far and 
near. On the festival of that holy mother of Mary, 
the concourse of strangers is immense; Mass can only 
be said, on that great solemnity, on a very high altar 
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in the open air. That altar is reached by a double 
staircase, which the pilgrims so often ascend barefoot 
or on their knees, that their piety and devotion have al 
ready worn some of the steps; and yet this pilgrim
age of St. Ann of Auray is only a couple of hundred 
years old, since it dates but from 1625. Its origin 
is thus accounted for: A good peasant in the neigh 
borhood was driving his plough; on reaching a cer
tain part of the field his oxen stopped; he tried all 
he could to make them go on, but all in vain. The 
next day, and the following days, the peasant returned 
to his field, but his oxen still refused to pass the spot 
where they stopped the day before. Amazed, and 
even frightened at what he could not by any means 
understand, he got a Mass said, and the following 
night, being unable to sleep, he walked out in the 
fields saying his beads with all the fervor of a true 
Breton. Suddenly he perceived a great light in the 
field he had been unable to plough. In the midst of 
a luminous aureola he distinguished a woman clothed 
in white, and pointing with her finger to a certain 
part of the field; it was the very spot where his oxen 
had stopped. Next day, the good peasant and his 
family dug down at the spot indicated, and found in 
the ground an image of the Blessed Virgin’s mother. 
A small oratory was raised on the spot, but it soon 
became too small for the ardent piety of the pilgrims. 
The present church was then built. In former times, 
kings princes, and other great persons enriched it 
with gifts and ornaments. In the nineteenth century 
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Madame the Dauphiness and her illustrious sister 
went there to pray. A silver lamp was presented tc 
that venerated shrine by the ill-fated Mary Caroline 
of Sicily, Duchess de Berry; it bears the date of her 
pilgrimage, 24th June, 1828. But pilgrims no less 
illustrious went within a few years to pray at St. 
Ann’s of Auray; yes, my young friends, Napoleon 
III. and the Empress Eug?nie piously knelt and 
heard Mass in that venerable sanctuary on the 15th 
of August, 1858.—Guillois, Nouvelle Explic. du Cat- 
achisme, 174.—G. S. G.

250. A Fine Picture of the Scourging at the Pillar. 
—When we honor sacred images, it is not the stone, 
the canvas, or the wood that receives our homage, 
but the persons whom they represent. A Protestant, 
named Schubart, relates that entering one day the 
garden of a convent in Italy, he saw there a Francis
can monk kneeling before a magnificent picture of 
Our Lord, painted in fresco. It represented the 
Scourging in Pilate’s Hall, and the blood actually 
seemed dropping from the sacred image. The monk 
arose, on seeing the stranger, but his face was still 
radiant with the ardor of his devotion. “ You have 
a superb picture there,” said the Protestant, address
ing him. “ The original is far superior,” said the 
monk, smiling. “And why do you not rather ad
dress the original in your prayers, father ?” This 
question gave the monk to understand that it was a 
Protestant who spoke, and he made him this reply. 
8 You seem to be a Protestant, and not very favor 
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able to the veneration of sacred images; I must, 
therefore, call your attention to the fact that this pic* 
ture only assists my imagination, so that I may the 
more easily represent to myself my Saviour’s Passion. 
My mind does not fix itself on that Christ painted in 
colors on the wall, but to the real Christ who died 
for me. Can you pray without having some image 
before your mind, that is to say, without representing 
to yourself, at least in imagination, the object of your 
devotion ? Is it not better that an artist, a master in 
the art of painting, should represent the saints to us, 
than leave it to our imagination ?” This reasoning 
was so clear, so conclusive, that Schubart could only 
answer: “ You say true, father, I never thought of 
it in that way.” And he withdrew in some confusion 
at the thought of having been so far instructed by a 
poor monk, whom he probably little expected to find 
skilled in theology.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II. 
129.

251. The Cross and the Vendean Catholic.—There 
happened, at the time of the Revolution, a heroic in
stance of respect for sacred images. A Vendean, 
named Ripoche, a soldier in the royal and Catholic 
army, having been taken prisoner by the Republicans, 
was taken to a cross and told: “You have been taken 
with arms in your hands, so your death warrant is 
signed. There is the cottage in which you 'were born, 
your father lives there still, and so may you, if you 
will only be obedient to what you are told.” The 
V endean looked at his humble home, and the team 
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came into bis eyes. “ What must I do in order to 
save my life ?’—“ Take this axe, and cut down that 
cross.” Ripoche took the axe; his companions in 
nisfortune, who had been captured with him, shud 
dering turned away : they thought the Vendean was 
going to abjure his God. Ripoche, brandishing the 
axe which had been placed in his hands, darted on the 
pedestal of the cross, and, raising his arm, he cried in 
a voice that might be heard all around: “ Death to 
him who shall insult the Cross of Jesus Christ 1 I 
will defend it to my last breath I” Resting his back 
against the sacred image, he flourishes his axe; a 
divine ardor flashes from his eyes; a supernatural 
strength seems to animate him. He succeeds for some 
moments in beating back his sacrilegious assailants. 
Astounded by such heroic courage, they dare not ad
vance. But soon, ashamed of being stopped by a 
single man, they break into a savage yell and rush on 
the valiant Christian. The number increases; he is 
surrounded from every side. . . . He still keeps hold of 
the cross; the monsters tear his arms from around it 
they throw him down on the pedestal, and pointing, 
their bayonets to his breast, they tell him: “ Down 
with that superstitious emblem and your life shall be 
spared !”•—“ It is the sign of my redemption,” orie 
the Vendean, “ I will embrace it still I” and by a last 
effort, throwing his arms round the tree of salvation, 
he thus received his death at the hands of his impious 
adversaries. What faith I my dear friends, what con 
rage 1 what intrepidity I—Guillots, Explic. du Cat, 127,
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252. Voltaire s Brain.—Heretics, and even at times 
some ignorant or ill-disposed Catholies, blame us, my 
young friends, for the respectful homage we pay to 
the images and relics of the Saints. They are wrong 
in doing so, for they pay quite as much honor tliem- 
lelves at times to objects which have belong* 
ed to what they call great men. You can have 
no idea of the number of locks of hair, sticks, shoes, 
snuff-boxes, and all such things that sell at a very 
high price, beoause they are said to have belonged to 
D’Alembert, Frederick the Great, Franklin, Napoleon, 
and a host of other celebrated persons of ancient or 
modern times. There was an account published 
some years ago in the Paris papers of a Mr. Verdier, 
the grand nephew of a surgeon of the time of Louis 
XV., having written to the French Academy to offer 
if desired, a portion of Voltaire’s brain, which his 
grand-uncle had put aside and preserved in spirits of 
wine, when embalming the body of that famous 
philosopher, who was then more than eighty years 
old. This brain must have appeared to that gentle
man a very precious relic, since he thought it worthy 
of being offered to the French Academy; but the 
members of that learned society were not quite of 
his opinion, for they answered Mr. Verdier that they 
could not accept the relic, as they had no reliquaire 
in which to place it. So you see, my dear children, 
how different is the fate that awaits, even in this life, 
the proud philosopher and the humble servant of 
God. A saint, unknown and despised, will be placed 
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on altars and venerated throughout the who! ea A, 
whilst the mere man of learning and of reputation 
will be forgotten after the lapse of some years.— 
G S. G.

253. The Little Idol Spared.—One of the most 
celebrated martyrs of the Church is St. Sebastian. 
Even before he had confessed the faith in torments, he 
had made himself famous by the prodigies he wrought. 
The Governor of Rome, named Chromatius, who was 
afflicted with infirmities which the physicians could 
not cure, had the curiosity to see him, hoping that 
he would cure him. When St. Sebastian appeared 
before him, he failed not to speak to him of Our Lord 
Jesus Christ, and to tell him that it was in His name 
and by His power he performed all the miracles of 
which he had heard. “Well!” said Chromatius to 
him, “let Jesus Christ cure me, and I promise Him 
that I will become a Christian.” “ That is not 
enough,” replied St. Sebastian, “ commence by break
ing all your idols, and I promise you, you shall H 
cured.” Chromatius promised him, and they parted. 
Borne days after, more tortured than ever, the Go 
vernor sent again for the generous Sebastian, and 
began bitterly to reproach him : “ How is this, thou 
wretched Christian? at thy word I break all my idols, 
and behold I suffer more than ever!” “ Is it true;
my lord, that you have broken all your idols ? have 
you spared none?” “No, I broke them all, except 
one little golden statue, which I value very highly, be 
cause it has been a long time in our family.” “ Ab 
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my lord, I am no longer surprised that you have not 
been cured; were that idol dearer to you than all the 
world, you must destroy it, because you cannot, in 
conscience, prefer it to the God who has created you, 
who preserves you, and will one day judge you. 
Break it, and I tell you again, I will answer for your 
cure.” Chromatius, persuaded, acquitted himself 
with a good grace, broke his golden statuette to 
pieces, and was perfectly cured.—Lassausse, Explir.. 
du Cat. de I'Empire, 571.

254. The Horoscope of Two Children.—The ancients 
.imagined that the stars exercised particular influences 
on children who were born in such or such a con
juncture. This superstitious idea lasted for many 
ages, and even yet you may sometimes hear the 
phrase—He is barn under a lucky, or an unlucky star, 
Nothing is more ridiculous than this notion, as St. 
Augustine himself took care to prove to us by a 
story of his own day. The circumstance occurred to 
one of his friends, named Firminius, who related it to 
him in these terms: “ My father was so superstitious, 
that, some time before I came into the world, he con
sulted the stars in order to read my fortune. He had 
a friend who was no less addicted to astrology than 
himself; this friend likewise consulted the stars for 
one of his domestics, who was on the point of giving 
birth to a child. They agreed together that each 
should send a messenger to the other to apprise him 
of the day and hour on which the respective births 
should take place. By a singular chance, the mes 
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sengers set out at the same moment from the two 
houses, and met midway on the road, which proves 
that the two children were born exactly at the same 
time. Well! behold the folly of fortune-tellers . 
ny father pretended to have read in the stars that I 
was to be a great genius, and all my life through a 
favorite of fortune. His friend, who had been ob
serving the heavens at the same moment, and who, 
consequently, should have seen just what he did, as
sured him that he saw quite the contrary, an evi
dent proof that there is nothing more ridiculous, more 
absurd, than observations of this kind.”—D. Genevaux, 
Histoires choisies, p. 436.

255. Friday.—I am sure, my dear friends, you have 
often heard it said that Friday is an unlucky day, that 
nothing should ever be undertaken on that day, and 
so forth. This superstition is very common in Paris, 
which, nevertheless, pretends to be the first city in 
the world. Louis XIII., King of France, was not one 
of those who shared this silly belief. Having fallen 
dangerously ill in 1643, Extreme Unction was pro
posed to him. He wished to have the opinion of his 
physicians; he asked Bouvard whether his disease 
were curable. “ Sire" said Bouvard, “ God is all- 
wwerful? Then the King, with a gay and smiling 
countenance, said in the words of the prophet: Zo- 
talus sum in his qua dicta sunt mihit in domum 
Domini ibimus: u I rejoiced at the things they have 
told me: we shall go into the house of the Lord.” 
And, believing that he was to die on the following 
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day, which was Friday, he immediately added: “ O, 
the desirable, O, the agreeable news ! O, the blessed 
day for me 1 this is indeed a lucky Friday 1 But this 
is not the first time that Fridays have been favor
able to me. It was on a Friday that I ascended the 
throne, that I gained my first victory at Ponts-de-Ce, 
that I took the city of St. John d’Angely, and, finally, 
that I fought Soubisse at l’lle de Re. But this one 
will be the happiest of all my life, since it will place 
me in heaven, there to reign eternally with my God.” 
It was in these so Christian sentiments that this wise 
prince prepared to receive the last sacraments, and 
then to appear before God. He died at St. Germain 
en Laye, on the 14th of May, 1643.—Guillois, Explic. 
du Cat., 182.

256. A Cow without Milk.—Noth'ng is more com 
mon than to find superstition amongst persons who 
are not well instructed. I could prove this by a 
thousand examples. Here is a somewhat curious one. 
A superstitious countrywoman came one day to her 
parish priest and begged of him to tell her some way 
of curing her cow. “Ah, sir, if you only knew how 
much milk she used to give, but this while back she 
gives none at all. I think she must be bewitched.” 
The priest, more anxious to cure the woman of her 
superstition than her cow of its supposed disease, 
gave her a sealed paper, and told her to be sure and 
go every night at ten o’clock, and touch the stable
door with her paper. The woman did exactly as she 
was told. The following night as she made her ao 
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customed rounds, she found the stable-door open, bui 
she thought the servant must have forgotten to close 
it through mistake. Curious to see the elfect of her 
remedy, she failed not to go next morning and milk 
the cow herself. Miracle! miracle I the poor beast 
gave her usual quantity of milk. The night following 
she repeated the ceremony, and this time the cow 
again gave milk in abundance. The third night, she 
found the stable-door shut; but, to her great sur
prise, she perceived in a corner the brother of her 
servant, who was trying to conceal himself, and ap
peared all ashamed for having been discovered. Sho 
then understood the whole mystery. She made up 
her mind to dismiss her servant next day, but the 
latter knowing what was in store for her had already 
taken her departure. Humbled and confused at this 
occurrence, the woman went to tell all to the priest, 
who said to her: “Well, my good woman, I hope 
you are now cured of your superstition. See here is 
what I wrote in your sealed paper: ‘ Sit up later in 
the evening, watch better by night, and the magic will 
all soon disappear} ”—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., IL, 
71.

257. The Stolen Herd.—It is a very singular thing, 
my friends, to see with what simplicity the ignorant 
adopt the most absurd notions in regard to supersti
tion. One day, some adventurers addressed a young 
peasant who was herding swine, telling him that 
they had an excellent plan to prevent his herd even 
in hie absence, from scattering about, and being de- 
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roured by wild beasts. These words strongly excited 
the herdsman’s curiosity, for he would be weL1 
pleased to be able to go away now and then for a 
little relaxation. The strangers then showed him a 
little image of St. Blaise, and told him he had only to 
fasten that to his stick, and then plant it wherever he 
wished his swine to remain. The herdsman failed 
not to make the trial. The first and second time, 
having still some doubt as to the efficacy of the plan, 
he went but a short distance from his herd, and found 
nothing wrong on his return. Encouraged by this ap
parent success, and full of confidence in the virtue 
of his image, he planted his stick again, and went oft’ 
to join some of his companions two or three miles 
away. He staid long without any uneasiness; but 
in the evening when he returned, he found that all 
his swine had vanished, and no trace of any of them 
could he find. The adventurers who had discovered 
to him their famous secret, had counted on his credu
lity ; they had concealed themselves behind the 
bushes, and profited by the absence of the simple 
young herdsman to take away his swine.—Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 64.

258. The Lying Cuckoo.—Poor people are some
times found, dear children, who have more faith in 
omens and superstitious practices than in the teach
ings of religion, or even the simple dictates of com 
mon sense. I might quote many instances of this 
kind, but I shall content myself with the following, 
which will, perhaps, make you laugh, but may also 
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serve you on occasion. An old woman was in hei 
bed dangerously ill. Her daughter urged her to pre
pare for death by disposing herself to receive the last 
sacraments. The poor woman gave a deaf ear to 
this, saying that it was not necessary. The pious 
daughter then begged one of their neighbors to try 
her persuasions, too, in order to persuade her mother 
to receive the rites of the Church.—•“ Oh! pray, 
don’t trouble yourselves,” said the dying woman 
with a smile, “ you need not fear for me; I shall not die 
of this sickness, for the cuckoo prophesied to me 
that I have yet twelve years to live I” Imagine, my 
dear children, the astonishment of those who heard 
her. She fancied that she had as many years to live 
as she had heard a cuckoo sing without interruption. 
Nevertheless, as her state grew worse and worse, 
her daughter sent for a priest. Alas! he found her 
senseless; all hope was lost, and this unhappy victim 
of the most ridiculous superstition had only strength 
enough to say now and then : Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! She 
thus died without sacraments, leaving to all who wit
nessed the sad scene a salutary lesson on the dangers 
of superstition.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 62.

259. The Sorcerer of Proving.—It is often said that we 
live in an enlightened age, yet for all that, my young 
friends, there are a great many people who do not 
see very clearly. There was at Provins, in 1804, an 
individual named Lemoine, who passed for a famous 
soothsayer. He professed, by means of some cere
monies, to find treasures for any person who paid him 
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a certain sum of money. First he asked twenty 
francs, then he gave a mystical hook, which was to be 
signed by the spirit. But this spirit did not show 
himself without conditions; the first was to appear 
pure in his eyes, to fast, and have Masses said to the 
Holy Ghost. The second was to procure a goat, kill 
it with a steel knife, to cut off the skin in strips, which 
were to be laid around a field, and to burn the re
mains of the victim to ashes, which were then to be 
thrown into the air towards the rising sun. The 
third condition was to form a magic wand from a 
particular tree, by night, and by the light of several* 
tapers made by the hand of a woman of Provins. 
After these minute preparations, the applicant might, 
with all safety, present himself to the spirit, who 
would sign the little book and give power to discover 
the treasures. A worthy man, named Suseau, poor in 
mind as in money, allowed himself to be fooled by 
the promises of Lemoine and his wife; he gave one 
hundred and thirteen francs to procure the goat, the 
steel knife, the tapers and the magic wand, and to 
have the Masses said; he also fasted for eight days, 
and presented himself with an empty stomach, but a 
head full of the fairest hopes. Lemoine told him to 
go back such a day, at such an hour. Suseau was as 
punctual as could be to his appointment, but he waited 
in vain for his conjurer. He ran to his house, but he 
was not there; he was in the country. Then Suseau 
saw at last that he had been made a fool of, and that 
Lemoine was nothing else than a rascally impostor.
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He lodged informations against him, and the rascal 
was sentenced with his wife to two years’ imprison* 
ment, also to restore the one hundred and thirteen 
francs and pay the costs of the trial.—Gulllois, ExpUt 
sh Cm, IL, 125.



CHAPTER HI.
SECOND COMMANDMENT OF GOD.

ffew shalt not take the name of God in tm
I.—ON THB OATH, AND PERJURY.

260. The Enemies of St. Narcissus.—An oath is 
only to be taken for things just and true, when re
quired by our lawful superiors, and on grave occa
sions. But one of the greatest crimes that could be 
committed is that of perjuring one’s self. Three 
men had plotted the ruin of St. Narcissus, bishop of 
Jerusalem, and accused him publicly of a heinous 
crime. In order to give yet greater weight to their 
accusation, the first of them prayed that he might be 
burned alive, if he did not tell the truth; the second 
cried: “And that I may be seized with the most 
frightful malady, if I have spoken falselyfinally, 
the third said: “ That I may loose my sight, if my 
testimony is not true !” As for St. Narcissus, seeing 
that his influence was daily decreasing, under these 
degrading accusations, he quitted Jerusalem and re
tired into solitude. But let us see what happened. 
Vhe three impostors did not escape the punishment 
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they had voluntarily called down on themselves 
The first was burned to death in a fire which broke 
out in his own house; the second saw himself covered 
with ulcers from head to foot, and his whole body 
became one mass of putrefaction. The third was so 
shocked by the terrible chastisement of his two com 
panions that he repented, confessed his crime and 

'.completely exculpated the holy bishop. Neverthe
less, the abundant tears he shed as the natural conse
quence of his repentance, made him afterwards lose 
his sight.—Godescard, Vies des Saints, 7th August.

261. St. Elen's Oath.—We must abstain from swear 
ing, that is to say, from taking an oath, unless when 
it is actually necessary. Some very pious persons 
make it a scruple of conscience to take an oath even 
when it would seem to be necessary. We cannot blame 
them, my dear friends, especially when we see so 
many others who take oaths with so little judgment 
or reflection. King Clotaire II., who reigned in 
France from 584 to 628, having heard of St. Eloi as 
a very upright man and a skilful goldsmith, had him 
brought to his court, which was then at Reuil, near 
Paris. After having admired the wisdom of his 
words, and the purity of his sentiments, he said to 
him: “ I will keep you near my person, so that I may 
make your fortune; here are some relios of Saints, 
swear on them that you will be ever faithful to me. 
Hearing this proposal, so simple and so natural, St 
Eloi was troubled; he promised Clotaire to be faitb 
ful to him, but he would not dare to take the oath o» 
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the holy relics, because it seemed to him that there 
was no necessity for so doing. The more the king 
insisted the more he excused himself, for fear of dis
pleasing God. At last, the king was touched by the 
delicacy of his conscience; he approved of his re
fusal and told him: “ I understand your refusal, and 
I honestly believe that your unwillingness to swear 
lightly is a much surer guarantee for your fidelity than 
all the oaths in the world.—D. Genevaux, Histoires 
choisies.

262. A Perjurer's Morsel of Bread.—Speaking of 
those tremendous oaths which are sometimes taken 
to aflirm a falsehood or deny a truth, we find in the 
history of England an awful fact, which occurred in 
London, in the year 1051. One day when King Ed
ward the Confessor was giving a grand banquet to 
the lords of his court, amongst the guests was seen 
Earl Godwin whom the public voice accused of the 
murder of Alfred, King Edward’s brother. A young 
page, who was waiting at table, made a false step 
when presenting wine to the king; yet still he man
aged to avoid spilling any of the liquor. Then, in 
order to indicate that one of his feet had secured the 
other, the young man quoting some words from Holy 
Scripture said laughing: « It is true enough that the 
brother who is supported by his brother, stands firm." 
These words recalled sad memories to King Edward’s 
mind. “ Ah I” said he, applying them to himself, 
“ ah I if I had my brother Alfred still, how well we 
could assist each other I” Saying these words, Edward 
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cast a scrutinizing look on Earl Godwin. The lattei 
thinking to satisfy a prince so religious by a solemn 
oath, exclaimed : “ May this morsel of bread be the 
last I shall eat, if I had any act or part in the murder 
of Prince Alfred!” The wretch! his imprecation 
was instantly heard: the bread stopped in his throat, 
and choked him, leaving the guests to consider 
whether the accident was a divine chastisement, oi 
the natural effect of the culprit’s agitation.—Noel, 
Cat. de Rodez, IV., 339.

263. The Refractory Priests.—You have all heard 
of the Revolution, my young friends; but, perhaps, 
you may not be acquainted with the innumerable ex
amples of virtue, of devotednees, of fidelity given at 
that unhappy period by thousands of priests, of reli
gious, of citizens of all classes. Refractory priests 
was the name then giveD to those who had the cour
age to refuse taking oaths which their conscience 
did not justify them in taking. These generous con
fessors of the faith were nearly all banished, impris
oned, or even cruelly put to death. Four of them 
were going quietly to Havre to embark for England; 
a sentinel stopped them, demanding their passports. 
It was there stated that they were priests, and the 
oath was immediately proposed to them. “ It is for 
refusing,” said they, “ to take that impious and exe
crable oath that we are now being banished from our 
country.” The misguided populace then cried out: 
“ They are refractory priests.” And, falling on them, 
they killed the two first, who were priests of the 
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diocese of Seez. The two others, belonging one to 
the same diocese, the other to that of Mans, are drag
ged to the river side. There, they are again sum
moned to take the oath, but they still reply: “ Our 
conscience forbids it.” They are thrown into the 
river; they rise to the surface of the water, and the 
people call out to them: “ Swear, unhappy men, and 
you shall be taken out I” “ No,” cried the two 
martyrs, drowning in the river, “ no, we cannot, we 
will not swear I” And when scarcely able to speak, 
they repeated : “ We will not swear.” At the sight 
of this invincible constancy, the spectators became 
furious with anger; arming themselves with pitch
forks, they applied them to the necks of the generous 
confessors, plunged them again into the water, and 
kept them there till they were dead. I know not, 
my dear friends, if the acts of any of the martyrs 
furnish examples of more insatiate fury on one side, 
or more heroic constancy on the other.—Noel, Cat. 
de Rodez, IV., 359.

264. The Dealer Struck Dead.—When people have 
lost all scruples of conscience in matters of business, 
they sometimes have recourse, my dear children, 
to oaths and even imprecations, for the smallest 
trifle of money. I shall never forget the story of 
an unfortunate man of the department of la Sarthe or 
thereabouts, which furnished a salutary lesson to all 
who knew or heard of it. This man had bought a 
wretched cow at a fair, for next to nothing, and 
wanted to sell it again for an hundred francs. In order 
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to make a show of being honest and disinterested he 
said to every one who presented themselves to buy 
the cow : “ I tell you frankly now—for I don’t want 
to deceive you,—this cow cost me ninety francs, and 
I only ask a hundred—that is little enough profit, 
you’ll admit, for, you know, every one must live.’* 
“ But did she really cost ninety francs ?” “ On my 
word she did, that I may die this moment if I don’t 
tell you the truth I” He had scarcely uttered this 
horrible imprecation against himself, when he fell 
dead in the midst of the market-place and before a 
crowd of people. No one doubted but it was a judg
ment from Heaven; but it was made still more man
ifest when some hours after the original owner of the 
cow happening to pass that way, told the truth, that 
the unhappy dealer had only given him fifty francs, 
for the cow. Let us beware, my dear friends, of 
making use of such forms of expression as, wyxm my 
word of honor, and such like, so common in the mouths 
of persons who have little or no honor to pledge.— 
Noel, Cat. de Rodez, IV., 340.

265. About Two Walnut Trees.—Most stories re
lating to swearers are fatal, my dear children; but 
here is one that seems still more tragical than the 
ethers. It happened some years ago in Belgium 
Claude Guillemot, the father of five children, had a 
oottage near Tournay, and four acres of ground which 
he cultivated to advantage. He was a very irritable 
man, quarrelling with every one about him, and fol 
the least things; when he once gave way to his pas 
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•ion, he broke and smashed all that came under his 
hand. He had a near neighbor, not quite so passion
ate as himself, but still not very agreeable. It hap
pened that these two individuals had a dispute con
cerning two large walnut trees which separated their 
respective farms, and which each claimed as belong
ing to him. Claude Guillemot at first restrained him
self so far as to consent to leave the matter to arbi
tration, but when it was decided that the walnut 
trees should belong to his neighbor, he became furi
ous, swore to be revenged, and to burn his adversa
ry’s house. “ This I swear to do,” cried he, “ and if 
I don’t that God may open hell under my feet, and 
oast me into it I” He thus bound himself to commit 
a crime, and vowed himself to hell if he did not. His 
fit of anger once passed, however, he made this re
flection : “ If I am discovered, I shall be sent to end 
my days in the galleys; but, no matter for that, I 
have sworn to do it, and I’ll keep my oath.” A 
month after, when he thought no one would suspect 
him, he arose in the middle of the night, and lighting 
a bunch of matches, wrapped them in some light in
flammable substance, then went on tiptoe and threw 
the whole on his neighbor’s roof. The roof was 
made of straw, and soon took fire. Unhappily for 
the incendiary, as he hurried away he tripped over a 
■tone, lost his balance, and fell with his head against 
the trunk of a tree, whereby he was knocked sense
less to the ground. The fire made rapid progress. 
A black smoke ascended in dense masses from ths 
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burning house; the flames spread a lurid light 
around, and burning coals and sparks were carried to 
a great distance. The roof at last fell in, and all the 
inmates of the house perished, the victims of Clauds 
Guillemot's crime. As for him, he soon recovered 
from his stupor; but who can describe his feelings, 
when he saw his own dwelling in flames, and found 
himself surrouuded by a multitude of people, all of 
whom accused him of being the cause of the disaster I 
His wife and children houseless, himself arrested, 
given up to justice, and finally sentenced to the gal
leys for life; these were the consequences of his hav
ing kept his wicked oath! He had sinned by taking 
it, and he sinned still more by putting it into execu
tion.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, IV., 358.

II.---- ON CUR8ING AND BLASPHEMING.

266. The Blasphemies of Niccinor.—The Sacred 
Scriptures relate the example of many blasphemers 
who were struck dead by the justice of God. Here 
is one which took place in the time of Judas Macca
beus. Demetrius, King of Syria, had charged Nica
nor, one of the best generals of his States, to go and 
destroy the Temple of Jerusalem, and put all the Jews 
o death. This'Nicanor, already the declared enemy 
)f the Jews, proposed to himself to glut his hatred 
of that holy nation, and throw down their temple. 
He even dared to raise his sacrilegious hand over the 
house of the Lord uttering the most horrible bias 
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phemies against God. Then the priests went to the 
Temple, prostrated themselves on the ground, and 
wept, saying: “ Lord, Thou hast chosen this house 
that Thy name may be invoked therein; Thou wouldst 
have it become for the people a place of prayer and 
of grace I Revenge Thyself, then, on this impious 
man and his army ; let him perish by the sword. 
Remember his blasphemies, and suffer him not to 
live any longer 1” A prayer so full of faith and 
confidence could not fail to be heard. The valiant 
Judas Maccabeus arrived in front of the Syrians with 
his little army of three thousand men; he also prayed 
to the Lord in these terms: “ Lord, Thou didst of old 
send Thine angel to smite the army of Sennacherib, 
when one hundred and eighty-five thousand Assy
rians perished in one night, strike to-day Thine ene
mies and ours I” After this brief exclamation, the two 
armies engaged, and, although Judas had only a hand
ful of men in comparison with the Syrians, he was 
completely victorious. But what struck every one 
with the greatest terror was the sight of Nicanor, killed 
the very first. The soldiers, seeing the fate of their 
general, threw down their arms, and of thirty thousand 
men, not one remained. Judas caused the head and 
one arm of the blasphemei to be cut off and brought 
to Jerusalem; the arm was suspended before the tem
ple, and the head was placed on the top of the cita
del. The tongue which had uttered so many blas
phemies was cut into small pieces, and given as food 
to birds. Sad, but just punishment of him who 
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had committed such heinous crimes!—II. Maccabee^ 
XIV-

267. The Trial of Labarre, of Abbeville.—There hap
pened in the last century, my young friends, a very 
tragical event which I am going to relate to you; may 
it inspire you with all the horror of bad books which 
they deserve: A young gentleman of Abbeville, named 
John Francis Lefevre de Labarre, had had the mis
fortune to read some works of Voltaire, and had im
bibed from them, as you may well imagine, the very 
worst sentiments. Not content with ruining himself 
he succeeded in seducing some other gentlemen of 
his own age. These wretches, mutually encouraging 
each other in crime, came at last to throw aside all 
decency and decorum: they uttered publicly the 
most horrible blasphemies against God, His holy reli
gion, and all that is sacred in the world. Public 
morality was outraged, and the parliament of Paris 
caused these wretches to be arrested, tried, and con
demned. Labarre especially, being the author of this 
frightful scandal, was treated with all the severity of 
the laws of France. By a warrant, dated the 4th of 
June, 1766, he was condemned to give satisfaction in 
the public street, to have his head cut off, and his 
body burned to ashes, together with the bad books 
from which he had drawn such pernicious doctrines. 
This sentence was executed to the letter; whilst the 
blasphemer stood to give public satisfaction to the 
outraged multitude, there was affixed to his person 
s placard bearing the inscription in large characters
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IMPIOUS AND SACRILEGIOUS BLASPHEMER.

Once more, my dear children, let us beware of read- 
ing those vile books that would thus lead us to our 
ruin.—Feller, Biographie Universelle, II., 82.

268. A Curser and his 487 Beans.—It is almost in 
credible, my young friends, how the habit of swear 
ing, or making use of bad language, grows, when it 
is given way to. How many sins people then com
mit almost without perceiving them. Listen to a 
story I have heard on that subject. In England there 
is a law forbidding all kinds of swearing under a 
certain penalty. A man who was much addicted to 
that vice, being at table with some others, went on 
cursing and swearing as usual, without the least at
tempt to restrain himself. Every time he spoke he 
added an oath, or something equivalent thereto. On 
the following day he was summoned to the court 
without knowing for what. He had scarcely ma le 
his appearance in the hall, when he saw an individual 
take a little bag from his pocket and gravely count 
out some beans on a table. When he had finished, 
he said to the magistrate, “ I hereby prove that this 
man whom you see before you, swore 487 times 
yesterday evening in such an inn.” Being asked 
how he knew so exactly, he answered: “ I chanced 
to have the left pocket of my coat full of beans yester 
day, and when I perceived that this man cursed so 
often, I took it into my head to drop one into the 
other pocket every time he uttered an oath. In this 



840 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

way it was that I reckoned 487, and that number is 
under the truth, because my beans ran out, so that I 
was unable to continue my count. ’ The accused 
could not, of course, deny the fact; he payed a large 
fine, reddened to the eyes with shame, and retired 
fully resolved to correct so shameful a habit.—Schmid 
et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 146.

269. The Priest and the Swearing Carter.—Is it 
not true, my dear friends, that nothing is more com
mon than to hear carters, coachmen and people of 
that kind cursing and swearing ? they often say when 
the remark is made to them, that their horses are so 
used to it that they will not go so well without it. 
One day, the pastor of a small country parish was 
walking along the road reading his breviary. All at 
once he heard one of his parishioners urging on his 
horses with voice and whip, and swearing like a 
trooper. The priest goes up to him and says : 
“Well! my good Francis, it appears your load is 
hard to pull.”—“ You may say that, father, especially 
for such wretched beasts as these.”—“Nevertheless, 
friend Francis, I cannot think that any reason why 
you should curse and swear as you do.” “ Oh ! it’s 
easy seen, father, that you know little of driving, or 
you’d know as well as I do that the horses won’t go 
at all without that.”—“ My good friend, you are en
tirely mistaken, and I will prove it to your satisfac 
tion; give me your whip.” So saying, the good priest 
puts his breviary in his pocket, takes hold of the whip 
and gives the horses two or three good blows, crying 
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ts loud as he oould: “ Get along there, old horse I” 
The horses instantly started forward at so rapid a 
pace that Francis was obliged to run in order to keep 
up with them. The priest returned him his whip 
laughing: “Well! my good friend,” said he, “you 
•ee horses can be made step out without cursing.”— 
G. S. G.

270. A Pupil of the Brothers in Namur.—Young 
as you are, my dear little friends, you may sometimes 
prevent persons who are easily made angry from 
committing sin by uttering blasphemies or words 
injurious to the holy name of God. I will tell you a 
little story about one of your own companions which 
will, I know, interest you. He was a good little boy 
of ten or eleven years old, who went to school to the 
Brothers in Namur, a town in Belgium. One day, I 
believe it was in 1832 or ’3, he gave a very touching 
proof of his faith. He got home from school a little 
later than usual, and his father being angry, began to 
scold him, swearing by the holy name of God. The 
poor child, shocked to think that he had involunta
rily occasioned this blasphemy, threw himself on his 
knees before his father, and said to him : “ My dear 
father, beat me if you choose, but do not, oh ! do not 
profane the holy name of God!” The father was 
amazed, and seeing the horror which his child had 
of cursing, profited by the lesson, thanked him for 
reminding him of its wickedness, forgave him his 
fault, and from that time forward never dared to 
blaspheme. Ah! my young friends, how many sins 
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might Christian children prevent their parents from 
committing I—Guillois, Nouvelle Explic. du Cat., 
186.

271. The Blasphemer at the Tavern.—It would be 
very easy for the good God to strike those wretches 
suddenly dead who dare to insult Him by their blas
phemy ; if He does not do so, it is because He exer
cises mercy and patience. Yet it has sometimes hap
pened that unhappy persons, having carried their 
audacity to the highest pitch, have been punished 
even in this life. In the month of February, 1847, an 
instance of this kind occurred in France, in the De
partment of Lower Seine. Some persons were sit
ting at table in a tavern kept by a man named Sylvain 
Levaillant. Amongst the workingmen present there 
was one who kept swearing continually, more from 
custom, as it seemed, than from any bad intention. 
The tavern-keeper remonstrated with him several 
times in a friendly way, and his advice was taken in 
good part by the tradesman, who was not without 
some feelings of religion. But another, a weaver, 
named Huberel, desirous of showing off, as it were, 
before the others, spoke in his turn, and commenced 
by denying that there was a God; from that he pro
ceeded to belch forth all sorts of blasphemies against 
Him and His religion. Levaillant endeavors to soothe 
away this frenzy by words of mild persuasior, but the 
weaver answers in a scoffing tone: “ Your God! I 
will sup with Him to-night I” Alas! dear children, he 
had scarcely uttered this blasphemy when he fell od 
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his faco as if struck by lightning. They hastened to 
raise him up; the unhappy wretch was dead! You 
cannot conceive, I am sure, the terror of the specta
tors ; no one doubted but this awfully sudden death 
was a punishment from Heaven.—Cat. de Rodez, 
IV., 336.

III.---- ON VOWS.

272. Jephtha's Vow.—The first thing to be observ
ed in making a vow is discretion. As we are not 
obliged to make a vow, dear friends, let us examine 
well, and weigh all things prudently, before making 
it. The most celebrated instance of a rash vow is 
that of Jephtha. That valiant Judge of Israel was 
at war with the Ammonites; he marched against 
them, and being unable to persuade their king to make 
peace, he prepared to offer them battle. His first 
care was to ask the assistance of Heaven; but in his 
imprudent zeal he made a vow, that if he gained the 
victory, he would sacrifice to the Lord the first who 
should come forth from his house to meet him on his 
return home. This was binding himself to do some
thing, the exact nature of which he did not know. 
The battle was fought, and Jephtha was the victor; 
the same evening he returned in triumph to his dwell
ing. Alas ! he little thought what was going to hap
pen. His only daughter, a young girl of rare quali
ties, had no sooner heard of her father’s victory, than 
she quickly assembles her companions and flics to 
meet him, singing, to the sound of cymbals and other 
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instruments of music, canticles of joy and thanksgiv- 
mg. As she walked at the head of the joyous band, 
she was the first whom Jephtha saw. At that sight 
the unfortunate father burst into tears, repenting, 
but too late, the imprudence of his rash vow. He 
then informed his beloved daughter of what he had 
promised the Lord; she submitted with a good grace 
and was herself the one to urge her father to accom
plish his vow. Accordingly, after having spent two 
months in the mountains preparing herself for that 
great sacrifice, this generous daughter returned to 
her father who executed what he had promised. The 
Holy Scripture does not say exactly what he did; 
some of the Fathers of the Church are of opinion that 
he really immolated his daughter as a holocaust; 
but others maintain, with more probability, that he 
merely consecrated her to the Lord near the Ark of 
the Covenant. Whatever he did, dear children, Jeph- 
tha’s vow was rash and indiscreet, and ought not to 
be imitated.—Judges, Chap. XI.

273. An Idolater's Vow.—Speaking of vows, my 
dear children, I am going to tell you the story of a 
young pagan Arab, mentioned in the life of St. Eu- 
thymius. Asphebetes, emir of the Arabs, had been 
charged by a wicked king of Persia, named Yezde- 
gerd, who was then cruelly persecuting the Chris
tians of his States, to guard the frontier, so as to pre
vent them from escaping. Asphebetes was a pagan, 
but he had some feelings of humanity. He was ac
cused to the king, not only of not preventing ths
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Christians from leaving Persia, but even of favoring 
their flight. As soon as the Arab emir was made 
aware of the fate which awaited him, he took with 
him his wife and children and all his goods, and 
escaped to the territory of the Roman Empire. 
This was about the year 420. He had a son named 
Terebon, who had been long a paralytic, and suffered 
piuch. One night, when pain prevented him from 
closing his eyes, he reflected that none but God 
could cure him, and although he, like his father, was 
a pagan, he made this vow within himself: “ Great 
God of heaven and earth, if Thou curest me, I will 
become a Christian.” A few minutes after, he fell 
into a calm sleep, in which he saw a venerable old 
man with a white beard, who asked him what it was 
that troubled him, and the young man told his story.

Well! do as thou hast promised,” said the old man, 
“ and thou shalt be cured ; I am Euthymius, and I 
dwell in the desert, near the torrent of the mountain, 
between Jerusalem and Jericho; come to me there!” 
Terebon, as soon as he awoke, related to his father 
all that passed; they set out that very day, with a 
great number of other Arabs. When they reached 
the grotto where St. Euthymius was at prayer with 
his monks, Terebon recognized him as the old man 
with the white beard, and related to him what he 
had seen. The holy abbot recited a fervent prayer, 
made the sign of the cross on the paralytic, and he 
was instantly cured. Struck by this prodigy, the 
Arabs fell on their knees, adored the God of the Chris 
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tians, had themselves instructed, and were baptized 
some time after. I need not tell you, my young 
friends, that the one most eager to be baptized was 
he who had made the vow during his illness.—Schmid 
et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., p. 181.

274. A Fowl Changed into Stone.—One of the most 
extraordinary Saints who illustrated the 5th century 
was St. Simeon Sty lite, a famous solitary of Syria. 
Not content with giving himself up to the austerities 
of the other religious, he would do something which 
had never been done before. He had a pillar ereot- 
ed some fifteen feet in height, ascended to its top by 
a ladder, and there remained for several years ex
posed to the inclemency of the weather in all seasons. 
You will easily understand, my dear children, that 
such an extraordinary mode of life, joined to the 
sanctity of Simeon, attracted an incredible number 
of visitors, who, from the foot of his pillar, begged 
the assistance of his prayers. Amongst the pious 
pilgrims who visited him, mention is made of an 
Arab, whose name I do not know, but who was so 
affected by the sight of what a Saint was doing to 
please God, that he wished himself to do something 
particular. He made a vow, in presence of Simeon 
and all who were there, never to eat anything that 
should have had life; thus, no meat, no fish, no eggs 
not even milk food. It was a difficult vow to keep, 
my dear children, as you may well suppose, but 
this fervent Arab was for a long time faithful to it. I 
know not by what fatality he forgot himself so far as 
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to kill a fowl himself, have it cooked and eat of it. 
It was an open violation of his vow, and so to say, a 
mockery of God, to whom he had made it of his own 
free will, and without instigation from any one. 
What was the consequence ? God, knowing that 
he was at bottom a good Christian, contented Him
self with giving him a warning capable of making 
him reflect. Scarcely had he eaten the first mouth
ful of the fowl, when all that remained in the dish 
became hard as stone, so that no one could break 
even the smallest piece from it. At first no one 
would believe such an extraordinary occurrence ; 
people ran in crowds to convince themselves of it by 
their own eyes. The learned Theoderet, bishop of 
Cyr, in Syria, where it took place, states that he him
self saw and touched this miraculous fowl. The poor 
Arab, to whom the circumstance occurred, was struck 
by the prodigy; he thanked God for having recalled 
him to a sense of his duty, and ever after scrupu
lously observed the vow he had made.—Theodoret, 
Hist. Eccles., Chap. XXVI.

275. St. Louis and his Little Cross.—When we make 
a vow, my dear children, we ought to consider weU 
what we are doing; but when once it is pronounced, 
we are not to be seeking idle pretexts for being dis
pensed from fulfilling it. St. Louis, that pious king 
of France, having fallen sick in 1244, at Paris, others 
say at Pontoise, it matters little which, was soon at 
the last extremity. Then it was that he made a vow 
if he recovered his health, to undertake a crusade to
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the Holy Land. When he was quite recovered, two 
months after, his first care was to accomplish his vow 
with all the strictness and fidelity that might be ex 
pected from such a Christian prince; and for that 
purpose he had a little red cross sewed in his upper 
garment. But then Queen Blanche his mother, the 
princes his brothers, the principal lords of his king
dom, and even the Bishop of Paris, sought by every 
means to make him change his purpose. They said 
to him: “My liege, what would become of your 
kingdom during your absence ? Your health, too 
is not yet quite restored, and you are much enfeebled 
by your late illness. Moreover, that vow which 
leads you to quit your own States is not strictly 
binding, seeing that you made it at a moment when 
your mind was necessarily affected by your severe 
malady; in any case, it will be easily commuted.” 
“ But are you very sure,” asked St. Louis, “ that my 
head was not right when I made this vow ?” “ Quite
sure, my liege, and that is nothing strange, the same 
thing occurs to every one who is afflicted with 
fever.” “ In that case, here is my red cross,” cried 
the king, tearing it from his shoulder. “ But you will 
admit that I am now capable of understanding what 
I do.” “ Oh I perfectly, my liege 1” “ Well! I now 
make a vow with all my heart to go on a crusade to 
the Holy land; give me back my red cross!” And 
the holy prince had the cross sewed again bn his 
shoulder, and continued with increased ardor his 
preparations for the crusade, no one daring after that 



SECOND COMMANDMENT OF GOD. 849

to say a word in opposition to his pious design.— 
Pere Daniel, Hist, de la France IV., 381.

276. The School of the English in Rome.—Thera 
was formerly in Rome, my dear children, a ohurch 
which was known by the singulai title of the School, 
or College of the English. To the following cause it 
owed its origin, at least in part. Edward the Third, 
King of England, a pious and God-fearing prince, in 
acknowledgment of the graces he had received from 
Heaven, resolved to make a pilgrimage to Rome. 
But the lords of the kingdom and his best council
lors, fearing that his absence might give occasion for 
some disturbance, prevailed upon him to change the 
object of his vow and arrange matters so that he 
should not be obliged to leave England. Edward 
was too conscientious to be guided solely by the ad
vice of interested, or unenlightened persons; he con
sulted the Pope himself, who wrote to him : “ Since 
England might be exposed to danger during your 
absence, we dispense you from the obligation which 
you have imposed upon yourself, and we enjoin you, 
instead of your pilgrimage, to give to the poor the 
money you would have spent in your journey, and 
to build or establish a monastery in honor of St. 
Peter, prince of the Apostles. Believe that these 
works will be acceptable to God, for He is always 
with those who invoke Him sincerely, wherever they 
may be found.” This answer completely tranquilized 
the king; he distributed a large sum of money 
amongst the poor, established in honor of St. Peter 
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the famous Abbey of Westminster, and finally sent 
rich gifts to Rome. With the money sent by him 
was founded, or, at least, maintained for many years 
the church mentioned above, which was named the 
School of the English.—Berault-Bercastel, Hist, de 
lEglise.

277. A Pilgrim, Instructed.—That beautiful book 
the Imitation of Christ, which you, doubtless, read 
very often, my dear friends, says in one place that 
pilgrimages seldom sanctify the soul, especially when 
they are undertaken in a spirit of lightness or curiosity. 
I have read the story of an Austrian merchant which 
goes to prove the truth of this fact. This worthy 
man had religion, but he made it consist in practices 
of his own choice. He had made a vow to go every 
year, in the month of September or October, on a 
pilgrimage to Our Lady of Maria Zell, one of the 
most famous shrines of the Austrian empire; about 
100,000 persons go thither every year. One pilgrim 
had already made that pious journey twelve years, 
although he had to travel full eighty miles. The 
last time he went, he met within a short distance of 
Maria Zell a peasant from a neighboring village, with 
whom he amused himself chatting. “You are very 
fortunate, you people hereabouts,” said he, “ to be s< 
near Our Lady’s shrine You, at least, can go there 
often to pray.”—“ Oh sir, we don’t go so often as you 
think. On working-days we must work, since God 
has allotted it for us; and on Sunday we must edify 
our parish, by assisting regularly at Mass and Vea- 
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pers in our own church. You see, sir, it seems to me 
that the sheep ought always to be, as far as possible, 
around their pastor, and not go running here and 
there after pastors whom they don’t know or who 
don’t know them. If I have a few pennies to spare 
I give them to the poor, and every one is satisfied. 
But saying this, I don’t mean to blame others; every 
one has their own devotion.” These words were a 
source of reflection to the merchant. He remem
bered that, under pretence of making his pilgrimages, 
it often happened that he neglected his most sacred 
duties, missing Mass, refusing alms to the poor, &c. 
On his return he spoke of it to his parish priest who, 
in fact, advised him to become a fervent and exem
plary Christian, and to spend in alms and in good 
works the money he employed, every year, in making 
a pilgrimage which sanctified him so little.—Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., H., 185.



CHAPTER IV.

THE THIRD COMMANDMENT < F GOD.

Remember that Thou Keep Holy the Sabbath Day.

278. How the Jews Observed the Sabbath.—You know 
my good friends, that before the coming of Our Lord, 
the Jews sanctified the Saturday instead of the Sunday, 
in commemoration of the fact that God, after having 
created the world in six days, rested on the seventh. 
That day was called the Sabbath, and no work of any 
kind was permitted to be done on that day; they could 
neither travel, nor work, nor pick up wood in the 
fields, nor even kindle a fire to prepare their meals; 
all that was done on the evening, or rather the morn
ing before. It is true this was easier for them to do 
than it would be for us, and for this reason. In 
our country the custom is to begin the Sabbath, 
like other days of the week, at midnight, and also 
to end it at midnight; whilst the Jews began 
theirs on Friday, at six o’clock in the even 
ing. In that way, it was easy for them to pre
pare before six o’clock the food for that evening and 
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the next day. They were so strict in observing the 
repose of the Sabbath, that a man who dared to em
ploy that holy day in gathering sticks in the fields, 
was condemned to be stoned to death by the people. 
But the most interesting fact which I can remember 
is this : Demetrius, king of Syria, being at war with 
the Jews, in the time of the brave Judas Maccabeus, 
sent against them his general, Nicanor, their most 
implacable enemy. The latter did not spare them in 
any way, and prepared to attack them on the very 
Sabbath day. Some Israelites, whom the calamities 
of the time kept in his army, represented to him that 
it was wrong for him to violate the Lord’s Day 
“ And who is this powerful God who commands the 
day to be respected?” “My lord, he is the living 
God, the Master of heaven.” “Well! if the Master 
of heaven forbids you to fight, I, who am master 
here on earth, command you to take up arms, and 
march.” What happened, my dear friends, to this 
blasphemer, I think I have already told you: he 
have battle, and although he had an immense army, 
he was routed completely, and perished himself in 
the combat.—Numbers, Ch. xv.; II. Maccabees, xi.

279. The Martyr of Sunday.—It is no uncommon 
thing, my dear friends, to find persons who call them
selves Christians, and who, nevertheless, on the slight
est pretence, dispense with the sanctification of Sun
day. A journey, an occupation, sometimes, I am 
ashamed to say, even a walk, or a mere party of 
pleasure, are to them sufficient reasons for violating
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the most sacred of duties. The first Christians were 
of a different way of thinking, as you may see from 
the following incident: In 304, being the time of the 
famous persecution of the Emperor Dioclesian, a 
young woman of Thessalonica, notwithstanding the 
severity with which the edict of persecution was car 
ried out, prepared to sanctify the Sabbath, and left 
her home to repair to the house where the Christians 
assembled in secret. Just as she passed the gate of 
the city, called Cassandia Gate, she was stopped by 
one of the Emperor’s soldiers, who said to her: 
“ Whither goest thou ? Remain here.” The pious 
girl, whose name was Anysia, frightened at his bru
tality, and fearing to yield to any temptation, an
swered not a word, but made the sign of the cross od 
herself. The soldier treated her still more rudely, 
and asked her again: “ Who art thou ? Whither 
goest thou ?” “ I am a Christian, a servant of Jesus
Christ, and I am g<ung to the assembly of the faith
ful.” “ Ha! thou art going to the assembly of the 
faithful—I shall see that thou goest not thither. 
Come with me, instead, and offer sacrifice to our 
gods; to-day we are just adoring the sun.” So say 
ing, the brutal fellow tore off the veil with which 
through modesty, she kept her face covered. But 
St. Anysia, being angry, said to him: “ Go, wretch, 
Jesus Christ will punish thee 1” The soldier, in a 
rage, pierced her through with his sword, and she 
fell, bathed in her blood. She thus went to celebrate 
the Lord’s Day with the angels in heaven. She if
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honorel on the 30th of December.—D. Genevaux, 
[listoires choisies. ,

280. A Woman who Forgets to Close her Door.— 
God grants us six days in the week to attend to our 
labors and our interests, it is only just that the sev
enth, which He has reserved for Himself, should be 
wholly consecrated to Him. Listen to the extent to 
which the Christians of the first ages acquitted them
selves of that duty. Under the Emperor Valens, tho 
protector of the Arians, there was in the city of 
Edessa, in Mesopotamia, a great number of Chris
tians. The Emperor had decreed that all the Cath
olic churches should be closed, but the faithful as
sembled on Sunday, outside the city, to assist at the 
divine offices. The Emperor being informed of it, 
was very angry, and ordered that all the Catholics 
who still assembled should be put to death. Modes- 
tus, prefect of the city, less barbarous than Valeae, 
secretly warnod the Christians not to go to the place 
where they were accustomed to pray, because he bad 
orders fi om the Emperor to massacre without mercy 
all who should go there. But see, dear friends, 
what duty is, the Christians were only the more 
eager to be at their place of meeting, and on the fol
lowing Sunday, the assembly was more numerous 
than ever, The prefect knew not at first what part 
to take; but not to disobey the Emperor’s orders, 
he marched with his soldiers against these generous 
Christians; but he took care to charge the people of 
his suite to make an extraordinary noise, so as to
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alarm the Christians and induce them to fly. On his 
way through the city, be saw a poor woman who was 
leaving her house in such haste that she did not take 
time to close the door; she held a child by the hand, 
allowing her long cloak to trail on the ground, instead 
of wrapping it round her after the manner of he* 
country. She passed through the file of soldiers who 
were marching before the prefect, and then began to 
run as fast as she could. Modestus caused her to be 
stopped and asked her where she was going so fast. 
“ I am hurrying,” said she, “ to the place where the 
Catholics are assembled.” “ Do you not know, then, 
that the prefect is going there on purpose to put all 
those whom he finds in it to death ?” “ I know it
very well, and it is just for that reason I am hurry
ing, because I am afraid of losing the opportunity to 
suffer martyrdom for my religion.” “ But why do 
you take the child thither ?” “ In order that he may
have a share in the same glory as his mother.” The 
Prefect Modestus, amazed at the courage of this holy 
woman, returned immediately to the Emperor’s palace, 
and, after relating what he had seen, prevailed upon 
him to renounce a project so cruel and so disgraceful. 
See, my dear friends, what an ascendancy virtue has, 
even over those who are base enough to persecute it. 
—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, V., 39.

281. What Befel a Peasant, Working on Sunday.— 
God does not always punish in this life Christiana 
who outrage Ilim by the violation of the Sunday 
sometimes, nevertheless, he has visited them with 
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temporal punishments, either to bring them to repent
ance, or to serve as a warning for those who might 
be tempted to imitate them. St. Gregory, a celebrated 
bishop of Tours in the sixth century, relates that 
laborer of Auvergne, having yoked two oxen to his 
plough, feared not, to the great scandal of his neigh 
bors, to go work in his field on the Sabbath day. 
Whilst employed at this forbidden work his plough
share broke. Instead of desisting from his criminal 
undertaking, he took his axe to mend it; it was then 
that God punished him in a most remarkable manner. 
He permitted that the laborer’s hand should close 
convulsively on the handle of the axe. Notwith
standing all that could be done to take the axe from 
his hand, it remained the same, so that for two whole 
years the unhappy man bore that visible mark of the 
wrath of God. But at length, at the end of that 
time, he conceived the happy idea of going to pray 
in the church of the famous martyr, St. Julian, at 
Brioude, now in the Department of the Uppei Loire. 
He passed in prayer the night between Saturday and 
Sunday, according to the custom of that time, and, 
on the following day, in presence of all the people, 
his hand was cured; it opened miraculously of itself 
and let fall the piece of the axe-handle which for two 
years had remained in its grasp. This striking ex 
ample of Divine chastisement encouraged all thosf 
who knew of it to continue sanctifying the Lord's Day 
in the best way they could.—St. Gregory of Tours, 
Glory of the Martyrs. Book n., Chap. 11.
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282. Boats Burned on Sunday.—Let us beware, 
my dear friends, of violating the sanctity of the Sab- 
bath by forbidden works; bad would come of it 
sooner or later. Let us remember, on the contrary, 
the words of Father Bonaventure: “ Sunday work 
never made any one the richer.” Here is a story 
about that. One Sunday, Father Christopher, a very 
zealous missionary, being in one of the Marianne Is 
lands in Oceanica, was passing along by the sea 
shore going to visit a sick person. He was as
tonished to find some savages who were already 
baptized, employed in mending their boats. “ What 
are you about, my dear children ?” said he, “ are 
there no other days in the week for you to do this 
work ? Tell me why it is that you thus transgress 
the law of the Great Spirit, who commands us to 
sanctify the Sunday by abstaining from all servile 
work, and employing it in the holy exercises of 
Christian piety ?” They answered shortly that such 
was their will. The Father, seeing them ill disposed, 
and being in a hurry to go visit the sick person, 
went on his way; but, a few hours after, when on 
his return, he passed by the same place, he found 
there only a heap of smoking rubbish; fire had re
duced to ashes the boats and the shed in which they 
were being repaired. He had no trouble then 
in making the refractory savages understand how 
wrong it was for them to despise the precept cf the 
Lord. He left them covered with confusion, and ex 
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b. v>-lng the greatest signs of true repentance.—Noel, 
Cat. de Rodes, V., 21.

283. The Master-Builder of Fontainebleau.—You 
sometimes see poor workmen, servants, or laborers 
who are full of heart, who have good religious senti
ments, and yet are obliged to work on Sunday, be
cause of the barbarous requirements of their masters 
or employers. . Oh! but these masters and employers 
will have a terrible account to render to God I I re
member a fine anecdote on that subject, which is 
found in the life of the virtuous Mary Leczinska, wife 
of Louis XV., and Queen of France. One Sunday 
when she was at Fontainebleau, she learned that 
some men were at work on a public building, 
although positively forbidden to do so by the king, 
who had sent one of the gentlemen of the chamber to 
them with a message to that effect. The pious 
princess, quite scandalized, sent immediately for the 
master-builder, and asked him why he thus dared to 
disobey God and the king. The man stammered out 
something by way of excuse, and said that as soon 
as he received the king’s message he ordered his 
men to work more privately. “ Besides,” added he 
in a low voice, “ as it is a public building I have in 
hands, I counted on havihg the men work on Sun
days, as otherwise I should not be able to have my 
contract finished by the appointed time, and would, 
therefore, lose three thousand poinds.” “There, 
then,” said the Queen, “is your three thousand 
pounds; go immediately and dismiss your men, and
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Bee that you do not again make engagements which 
you cannot fulfil without violating the law of God 
and that of the State.” What generosity was there, 
my young friends 1 and also what piety and zeal for 
the sanctification of the Sabbath. How many others 
would have seen that violation of the Sabbath, and 
given themselves no trouble about it.—Reyre, Anec. 
Chret. i

284. Thirty Thousand Francs’ worth of Jewels.— 
Of two merchants, one of whom closes his shop on 
Sundays and goes to Mass, whilst the other buys 
and sells as on week-days, which is he who best 
deserves our confidence? My dear friends, I am 
going to tell you. When the Allies, that is to say 
the Austrians, Russians, and Prussians, invaded 
France in 1814, they made a considerable stay in the 
country, and especially in Paris; some of them availed 
themselves of the opportunity of purchasing some of 
those rare and costly works of art for which France 
is so famous. A wealthy Prussian officer, amongst 
others, wished to buy jewels for a large amount. He 
presents himself one Sunday to one of the first 
jewellers in the city. “ Sir, I should like to see 
some of the finest ornaments you have in gold and 
jewels.” “ I can let you see them, sir, but I cannot 
sell them to you to-day.” “ You cannot? and why 
not, pray ?” “ Because my stores and workshops 
are always closed on Sundays, and I would not, on 
any account, depart from that rule.”. “ Sir, I under
stand your Catholic scruples, but I leave the city to
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morrow, and if you will not sell me the jewels, I 
must go elsewhere” “I cannot help it.” “Well! 
sir, I have but one word to say, and perhaps it may 
help you to a decision: I intend to purchase jewels 
to the amount of twenty-five or thirty thousand 
francs.” “ You do me wrong, sir, if you imagine that 
that sum will tempt me; it is, undoubtedly, a fine 
offer, but I confess I like better to remain faithful to 
my religious principles.” “ In that case, sir, as my 
departure is fixed for to-morrow, I am forced, how
ever much I may regret it, to purchase of some one 
else what you refuse to sell me.” So saying, the 
officer bowed and withdrew. He had only gone a 
little way when a thought occurred to him: “Now 
here is a jeweller who is very strict in observing the 
Sabbath, and his strictness annoys me not a little; 
but if this man has firmly refused to sell me his 
jewels for any amount of money, I have good reason 
to believe that he would not deceive me in the price, 
weight, or value of his costly wares ; whilst another 
that will not hesitate to sell on Sunday for the sake 
of making money, will not scruple to cheat me in his 
merchandise.” Struck by this reflection the officer 
returns home, relates what had happened, puts off 
his journey for one day, and going on the morrow to 
the honest jeweller, with some others of his friends, 
they made purchases to the amount of forty or fifty 
thousand francs. What do you say to that, my 
young friends ?—G. S. G.
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285. The Blast, of God's Justice.—Yet another ex 
ample of the justice of God on the profaners of Ilis 
holy day; it happened only a few years since. A 
miller of the parish of St John de Courcoue, in the 
Department of the Lower Loire, being possessed by 
the demon of avarice, scarcely ever failed to work on 
Sunday, in order to make a trifle more money. 
Often during Grand Mass or Vespers he would set 
his wind-mill a going. One holiday of obligation, in
stead of going to church, he spent the whole morning 
working; and so on till noonday. Seeing that he 
did not go home to his dinner, his wife became un
easy and, late in the afternoon, went to seek him. 
She found him lying dead on the ground, one whole 
side of his body pierced by the wings of his mill, 
lie left his house in the morning, complaining that 
there was no wind ; he had even added: “Still I’ll 
go and put the mill in order, so that I may be ready 
for the first breeze.” He waited there several hours; 
he saw all the people going to church, but he hid him
self, for he knew well that he was doing wrong. 
When they had all passed, he came down. Standing 
near the mound, he looked up at the clouds to see 
if the wind were going to rise. Suddenly there came 
a gust which only turned the mill once; but that once 
was fatal to him, for the extremities of the wings 
struck the unhappy miller in the side, and the breath 
of wind died out as soon as the profaner of the Sab 
oath had been thrown in a dying state full twenty 
paces from the Bpot where he had stood. There it 
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was that his poor wife found him stiff dead.—Nobl, 
Cat. de Rodez, V., 21.

286. The Seven Gold Pieces.—Nothing is more 
odious, my dear children, than the ingratitude and in
justice of those who having received from God the 
six working days of the week, refuse to consecrate 
the seventh to Him. This we clearly see from the 
following little story which I read some time ago in 
a weekly paper: A peasant was ridiculing his neigh
bor because he would not, like himself, work occa
sionally in the fields on Sunday, but endeavored, on 
the contrary, to sanctify the Lord’s Day by assisting 
at the several offices of the Church. “ Suppose,” said 
the neighbor, with a view to enlighten and convince 
him, “ suppose I have seven gold pieces in my pocket, 
and that, meeting a man on the road, I give him six 
of them, what would you say to that ?” “ I would
say that you were very generous, and that the man 
who was lucky enough to find you so would owe you 
a debt of gratitude.” “Very well; but suppose, in
stead of that, he knocked me down and robbed me 
of the one gold piece I had kept for myself, what 
would you say then ?” “ The wretch! hanging would 
be too good for him 1” “ Yet, my friend, it is
your own story; you are that man: God has given 
you six days to work for your living, He has only 
reserved the seventh for Himself,' and He commands 
us to keep it holy; but you, instead of being grateful 
for His gifts, and respecting His will, rob Him of the 
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seventh day. Don’t you think it is just the same 
case ?” The peasant acknowledged his fault, and 
avoided it for the future.—Daily Rewards, Ng 
CXIX., p. 5



CHAPTER V.
FOURTH COMMANDMENT OF GOD.

Hanoi thy Father and thy Mother, that thy days may 
be long in the land.

I.---- DUTIES OF INFERIORS.

287. Cham, Cursed by his Father.—The most an
cient example related in detail in the Holy Scripture, 
touching the respect due to fathers and mothers, is 
that of the children of Noah. After the Deluge, 
which he had miraculously escaped with his family, 
Noah applied himself to till the ground, and planted 
the vine, to eat of its fruit. At the end of some 
years, when the grape was come, he conceived the 
idea of pressing out its juice; he drank of it without 
knowing its strength, and found himself overcome by 
the vapors of that new wine. He retired to his tent 
and was soon fast asleep. It was at that moment 
that Cham, his second son, having entered Noah’s 
tent, perceived him in that state, and was so wicked 
as to make a jest of it. He goes quickly in search 
of his two brothers, Sem and Japhet, tells them 
what he had seen, and tries to make them accomplices 
in his improper conduct. But Sem and Japhet wer« 
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careful not to fail in the respect they owed to their 
father; on the contrary, they took a cloak, softly en
tered the tent where Noah slept, and covered him 
with true filial care. The holy patriarch on awak 
ing, learned what had passed; in God’s name, h 
praised Sem and Japhet, and promised them the 
blessing of Heaven. As for Cham, he severely cen
sured his conduct, and as he could not curse him him
self, because God had already blessed him in person on 
their leaving the Ark, Noah heaped terrible maledic
tions on Chanaan, his eldest son. It was fitting that 
he who had no respect for his father, should himself 
be punished in his children.—Genesis, Chapter IX.

288. The Cook who Left off Cooking.—Obedience 
to superiors, my dear friends, is better than all that 
one could do, following merely their own will. A 
somewhat amusing anecdote occurs to me in this con
nection; I read it in the Lives of the Fathers of the 
Desert, where we find many such. St, Pacomius, 
abbot of the famous monastery of Tabenna, in the 
Thebaide, visiting one day the other houses governed 
by him, arrived at one, the name of which I do not 
remember. As soon as he entered, the abbot, the 
monks, and all the other members of the community, 
hastened to gather round him to do him honor. 
Amongst the inmates of the house were some chil
dren who were boarders, being brought up in the 
fear of God and in the practice of the virtues proper 
to their age. One of them, with the simplicity of a 
child, said to St. Pacomius, as soon as he saw him
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* Ah I father, you do well to come, for we have had 
very little to eat since your last visit; there is nothing 
cooked for us any more in the kitchen.” “ Never 
mind, my dear child, I will take the matter in hands, 
and see if we cannot have something cooked for you.’ 
Thereupon the holy abbot sent for the cook, and 
asked him how it was that he no longer cooked either 
vegetables or any other food for the monks. “ Fa
ther, I did so for some time, but I soon observed 
that these good brothers touched nothing that was 
cooked; they contented themselves with olives, or 
some other fruit, and took nothing else. Then I be
gan to think that it was no use cooking for nothing, 
and, as the young brother who assists me was quite 
able to do all that was necessary for the refectory and 
the kitchen, I employed myself in making mats like 
the other religious.” “And how many have you 
made since then ?” “ Father, I have made about five
hundred.” “ Bring them hither, that I may see 
them.” “There they are, father!” No sooner had 
St. Pacomius seen the fine pile of mats than he or
dered it to be set on fire; turning, then, to the negli
gent cook, he said to him, with visible emotion: “ I 
despise all that you have done, because you have 
acted contrary to the obedience due your superior. 
You were charged with preparing food for the 
brethren; it was your duty to have done so with the 
utmost care. If they are mortified, and do not touch 
what you have cooked, it is their business; yours is 
to practise obedienoe.” After this reprimand all went 
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on smoothly as before, because obedience was faith* 
fully practised.—D. Genevaux, IJistoircs Choisies.

289. The Pupil Seated, and the Master Standing.— 
There are few facts relating to education so wrell and 
deservedly known, my dear children, as the history 
)f St. Arsenus, preceptor of the Emperor Arcadius. 
[t happened in this way: The Emperor Theodosius 
the Great, a prince as Christian as he was able and 
astute, having decreed, according to the custom of 
those times, the title of August to his eldest son, 
named Arcadius, who was yet but six years old, 
thought of giving him a worthy and capable precep
tor. He found none who united these two qualities 
in a higher degree than St. Arsenus, deacon of the 
Church of Rome. He had him come to Constanti
nople, in 383, and confided to him the education of 
the young prince. Arsenus neglected nothing, you 
may be sure, that would make him an accomplished 
young man, not only in the talents and acquirements 
suitable for the presumptive heir of the empire, but 
also and much more in the virtues which make the 
good Christian. When placing him under his care, 
Theodosius said,—and his words are very remarka
ble, and may, to a certain extent, be applied to you, 
my dear children, in relation to your teachers • 
‘ Henceforth you shall be his father much more than 
I myself.” One day, the emperor having entered the 
chamber where St. Arsenus was instructing the young 
prince, was much surprised to find the master re
spectfully standing, whilst the pupil remained sitting 
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He oould not help expressing his astonishment to St. 
A.rsenus: “You are wrong,” he said, “to act thus; 
my son is undoubtedly August, he is presumptive lieu 
to the Crown, but you are none the less his mastei 
and his preceptor. I insist on it, then, that for the 
future you remain seated, and that he stands uncov 
ered to hear you. As for you, my dear Arcadius, 
you will not be truly worthy of reigning, unless in so 
far as you know how to unite in your person science 
and virtue.”—!). Genevaux, Hist. Chois.

290. The Accursed Children.—You remember the 
appropriate terms in which the Fourth Command
ment, that we are now explaining, is conceived. 
Therein God promises rewards, even temporal, to 
those children who faithfully observe it; but that 
likewise supposes that He punishes, sometimes even in 
this life, ungrateful and unnatural children. St. Au
gustine relates a terrible example of the kind. Here 
is the fact: Ten children of the same mother, of 
rather distinguished birth, of whom seven were sons 
and three daughters, lived at Cesarea, in Cappadocia, 
with their mother, who was a widow. It happened 
one day that the eldest of the brothers loaded his 
mother with abuse, and had even the impudence to 
lay hands upon her and strike her. All the others, 
instead of reproving and stopping him, gave them
selves no trouble about the treatment their brother 
gave his mother. The woman, outraged by the 
unnatural conduct of her children, went early the 
next morning to the baptismal font, and there, pros 
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trate on the ground, she prayed God that they migU 
be made an example to all the earth, and that they 
might wander on the face of it, stricken by divine 
justice. Her prayer was immediately heard, and all 
her children were punished by God with a horrible 
shaking of all their limbs; so that being ashamed to 
appear in that frightful state before their own country
people, they wandered abroad over nearly all the 
different countries of the Roman Empire. “ Two of 
those -children,” says St. Augustine, “ came to Hippo, 
where we were; one was called Paul, and the other, 
his sister, was named Palladia. They arrived in that 
city about fifteen days before Easter, and they went 
every day to the church, where they prayed before 
the altar of St. Stephen, that it might please God to 
have mercy upon them, and restore them to their 
former state. On Easter Sunday, when the church 
was crowded with people, the young man was saying 
his prayers, when he suddenly fell on the ground as 
though he were asleep, yet without trembling, as he 
usually did during his sleep. All present were sur
prised, and still more so when they saw him arise 
without trembling any more, because he was per
fectly cured. The crowded church immediately re
sounded with the praises and thanksgivings returned 
to God for this miracle.” “ This young man dined 
with us,” adds St. Augustine, “ and told us exactly the 
whole story of his disgrace and that of his brothers 
and sisters. On Easter Tuesday I caused him to go 
up into the tribune with his sister, that the people 
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might see them both while the history of their adven
ture was read. Every one was witness that the 
brother stood without any unnatural motion, whilst 
the sister, on the contrary, trembled in all her mem 
bers. But she had no sooner descended from that 
elevated place, than she also went to pray in the 
chapel of the holy martyr Stephen, first of the seven 
deacons. There she fell, like her brother, into a sort 
of sleep, and arose perfectly cured. The entire 
church re-echoed again with cries of joy and admira
tion; the girl was once more made to ascend the 
tribune, and the people praised God anew for having 
restored her to the same state as her brother.” Such 
is the story related by the holy doctor, a frightful 
story and very capable, dear friends, of restraining ns 
within the limits of the love and respect we ought to 
have for our fathers and mothers.—St. Augustine, 
City of God, Book II., Chapter 8.

291. The Good Son and the Bad Father.—It some
times happens, my very dear children, that a son, by 
his good conduct, mildness, and submission, may at 
last win over a father or a mother who had long ap
peared insensible. I have known several who were 
thus converted by means of children quite young; 
here is a story of the kind, and an old story, too, for 
it goes back to the seventh century. A worldly 
man, living in Egypt, had several children, wliom he 
brought up badly, and did not always edify by good 
example. Nevertheless, the eldest of his sons, named 
Abibe, had the happiness to escape this bad educa
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tion; he was so wise, so virtuous, so faithful to all 
his duties, that his brothers almost hated him. But 
it was especially his father who abused him in every 
way, and went so far as to reproach him with his 
meekness, his sobriety, and other virtues, so true it 
is that people know neither what they say nor what 
they do, when they allow themselves to be blinded by 
passion or prejudice. Abibe bore all with patience, 
and only returned kindness and attention for the bad 
treatment he received from his father and his brothers. 
When his father was about to die some one who 
loved Abibe requested him to pardon that virtuous 
son, and not to disinherit him. The dying man made 
no answer, but he sent for his eldest son. At first 
every one thought that it was only to make another 
painful scene for him, but what was their surprise 
when they heard the father say with much gentleness : 
“ My dear son Abibe, forgive me all the bad treat
ment I have so long given you ! I was wrong, I 
now see plainly. Pray to God that He, too, may par
don me: you did your duty, but I did not do mine.” 
He then turned to his other children, and said to 
them: “ My children, I am going to die, but Abibe will 
be a father to you; I leave him the disposal of all 
I possess ; for whatsoever he does, will be well 
done.” He died soon after, and it was not long be
fore his son followed him to receive in heaven the 
crown he so well deserved.—Mosch, Spiritual Mea 
tow, Chap. 61.

292. Where will he put his Father ?—Respect for 
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Mir fathers and mothers, my dearest children, is 
something so natural that the most barbarous met 
and the most savage nations have had the same idea 
of it as the ablest philosophers. Here is an ex
tremely curious proof of this: There is told of the 
pacha Djezzar, a famous Turkish tyrant, who terri 
fied all Syria by his crimes from 1775 to 1804, 
an anecdote which proves that he had not totally ab
jured the sentiments of humanity. This incident, 
quite interesting in its way, is, moreover, a good les
son for unnatural sons. A young Christian, in whom 
Djezzar took some interest, was soon to be married; 
The best room of the house in which he dwelt was 
on the second story; it was occupied by his father, a 
man venerable by his age and entitled to respect on 
account of his infirmities. Toplease his future wife, 
the young man civilly asked his father to give up his 
room to her for some weeks, promising to give it 
back to him a little after the marriage. The father 
consented, and went down to the ground-floor, which 
was neither healthy nor agreeable. At the end of a 
month, he asked his room back, but they begged him 
to leave it a little longer. He consented, but when 
he came to ask it at the appointed time, his son re
used to give it up, and went even so far as to abuse 
ais poor father. The whole neighborhood was indig 
aant at this proceeding. Djezzar is informed of it by 
his spies; he sends for the son and receives him be
fore the assembted divan. “ Of what religion art 
thou ?” said the angry pacha. The terrified young 
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man made no answer. The pacha repeats his ques
tion; then he answers that he is of the Christian 
religion. “Indeed? Well! make the Christian’s 
sign.” The culprit made the sign of the cross with
out saying anything. “ Pronounce the words.” In 
the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost. Amen. And so saying, he, of course, raised 
his right hand as usual to his forehead, then to his 
chest, and so on. “ Ah!” cried Djezzar in a terrible 
voice, “ so the father is above, and the son below ? 
Go, wretch, to thy house, and if it is not so there in 
a quarter of an hour, thy head shall soon roll in the 
dust.” It is unnecessary to say that the young man 
went to ask his father’s pardon, and made haste to 
restore order in his house, because he knew that 
Djezzar’s threats were not idle ones.—Noel, Cat. de 
Rodez, V., 131.

293. The Legacy of a Deceived Father.—Take care, 
my young friends, never to forget your duties in re
gard to your parents, to whom you owe, so to say, 
all that you have and all that you are. Listen to a 
eurious story on this subject: A rich old man, 
named Conaxa, had been so imprudently kind as to 
divide his wealth between his two sons during his 
own lifetime. He too soon perceived that they had 
bo longer the same reepect for him that they used to 
have; they were not ashamed even to tell him fre
quently that he was living too long, and that they 
considered him a burden. The unhappy old man, in 
despair at such base conduct, on the part of children 
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for whom he had done so much, asked advice of a 
sincere friend, whom he still had. “ You have done 
very wrong, my dear friend, in acting as you did; 
nevertheless, there is one way of extricating yourself. 
Contrive to make your children believe that there 
are some debts still owing to you. You understand ?” 
Accordingly, some days after, whilst Conaxa was at 
table with his two sons, a farmer comes in to pay him, 
as he said, the remains of an old debt. It was a big 
bag of silver lent him by his friend. Conaxa did 
not seem at all surprised, took the bag, put it away 
to count over at his leisure, gave the farmer some
thing to drink, and gave not the slightest reason to 
suspect the trick he was playing. No sooner did hia 
sons find out that he had not divided all his wealth be
tween them, than they immediately became as kind 
and attentive as they had before been harsh and uDcivH. 
Conaxa died some years after, leaving a heavy box 
which his greedy heirs hastened to open. What did 
they find in it, my dear friends ? Bags full of stones 
and pebbles, with a little note to the following effect: 
“Z bequeath these stones to stone fathers who divide 
their wealth amongst their children before their death" 
I leave you to guess who found themselves fooled and 
^ver-reached; did not the two ungrateful sons well 
deserve it ?—Filassier, Dictionaire histarique cTEdw- 
tation, I., 138.

294. The Mcgazine of Grenelle.—Abbe Carron, in 
his work on education, relates a very beautiful in 
stance of the love of a son for his mother. I am go 
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ing to tell it to yon, my young friends, in ordei tc 
induce you to do something similar, should the op
portunity oiler, to prove your affection for your good 
parents. In 1794, on the 31st of August, a frightful 
disaster occurred at Grenelle, near Paris. A pow 
der-magazine, which contained an immense quantity 
of gunpower, suddenly exploded. It shook Paris and 
its suburbs like an earthquake; but its effects were 
horrible in Grenelle, where nearly 2,000 persons are 
Baid to have been killed. The whole neighborhood 
was thrown into consternation, and each one trem
bled for those near and dear to them. A boy of 12 
years old, who was boarding three miles away from 
there, and whose mother resided at Vaugirard, only 
a little way from Grenelle, was so frightened by this dis
aster that he ran on foot, without a hat, and half naked, 
to make sure that his mother still lived. It seemed to 
his troubled imagination that he was every moment 
going to see her disfigured corpse. But, oh happiness! 
the first person he met at Vaugirard was that good 
mother. He throws himself into her arms, covers 
her with tears and kisses, presses her to his heart, and 
all that without being able to utter a single word, so 
much was he overcome with joy. After resting him
self for a few moments, and wiping away the sweat 
that streamed from every part of his body, he re
membered that he had left the school without telling 
any one, and thought he must return immediately 
He hastily takes some refreshment, and hurries back 
to tell his teachers why he had gone home without
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permission. Alas! my friends, it was God’s will t< 
reward him immediately for his filial love; arriving 
.at the school, he is seized with fever, goes to bed, and 
expires a few days after, sincerely regretted by his 
teachers, and still more so by his mother, whom he 
had loved so tenderly.—Guillois, TZxplic. du Cat.., 207

295. A Grandfather's Sheets.—God is just, mj 
friends, and if He rewards even in this life, children 
who faithfully discharge their duty to their good pa 
rents, in like manner He often permits those who have 
failed in duties so sacred, to be themselves ill treated 
by their own children. Listen to what I am going 
to tell you. In a small town of Germany, the name 
of which I do not know, there lived a good old man 
who was entirely dependent for support on a son 
who had bean married several years. But alas I this 
unnatural son, in concert with his wife, finding doubt
less that the old father, as he was not ashamed to call 
him, was too burdensome to them, took steps to get 
him into an hospital so as to have no more trouble 
with him. The good old man, on leaving the house 
where he had spent so many happy years, could not 
help shedding tears; but his son remained cold and 
impassible. Some days after, the father sent to ask 
him at least for a pair of sheets, so as to make him a 
little more comfortable in the hospital. The wicked 
man took the worst he could find, gave them to hia 
little boy nine or ten years old, and said to him: 
‘ Here, take these to your grandfather in the hospi
tal, and tell him not to trouble us any more.” Th* 
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little fellow set out, but his father, who watched him, 
perceived that he stopped a long time behind a pile 
of faggots at the lower end of the yard. When he 
came back, he asked him what he was doing behind 
the faggots. “ Why, father, I was hiding away one 
of those bad sheets amongst the faggots, so that 
some day when you go to the hospital, I’ll not have 
to give you one of my good ones.” These words 
were like a thunderbolt to the unhappy father; ho 
understood his crime, and went himself, without de
lay, to bring his poor father back from the hospital, 
and took the greatest care of him till he died, so that 
his children might one day treat him the same.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 275.

296. The Poor Woman's Arm-chair.—Here, my 
good friends, is one of the prettiest stories I know 
about filial affection. In a little village in the South 
of France, there lived a poor old woman so infirm 
that she could not even rise; .every day she had to 
be lifted out of her bed and placed in her arm-chair 
She was very resigned and bore her sufferings pa
tiently for the love of God. Nevertheless, there was 
one day of the week on which she suffered more than 
the others, it was Sunday, during divine service. As 
often as she heard the church-bells she began to sigh 
•nd moan, crying with the tears in her eyes : “ Oh 
how happy I should be, if I could only go to church to 
hear Mass ! Alas I why is it that I am so helpless ?” 
So saying, she lovingly kissed the cross of her beads, 
•nd then continued to say them all the time her 
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children were at church. She had two sons already 
grown up, who were fine athletic young men They 
would have been well pleased to see their mother 
able to go to Mass, as she so ardently desired, but 
they had no means of accomplishing that object, so it 
was no use thinking of it. Yet see, my children, how 
ingenious love is; they found a way to do it; and 
what do you think it was ? You would like to know, 
would you not ? They took their good mother out 
of bed, placed her in her arm-chair, fitted two sticks 
to it, something like a hand-barrow, and set out in tri
umph for the church. But that is not all. No sooner 
was this touching act of theirs noised abroad, than 
the whole village would fain see it; the people sta
tioned themselves in crowds along the street by 
which the good woman had to pass, they even strew
ed flowers before her as she went, and respectfully 
accompanied her to the church. Mass begins; after 
the Gospel, the priest ascends the pulpit, and instead 
of preaching the sermon he had prepared, he com
menced by saying: “ Honor thy father and thy mo
ther that thy days may be long in the land.” Every 
one was so affected, my dear friends, that I cannot 
tell you who was the happiest, the good woman, or 
her two sons, the pastor, or the people of the village. 
It was truly a touching and beautiful sight.—Guillois, 
Nouvelle Explic. du Cat-.

297. How Much I Cost my Parents.—Never, my 
dear children, can you know all you oost your good 
parents, and never oan you repay them, either, all
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that they have done for you. Here is a little problem. 
One day, in 1832, I think it was, Mgr. Augustine 
Gruber, Prince Archbishop of Sulsburg, in Austria, 
visited the girls’ school of a village in the Tyrol. He 
addressed himself to one of the children, who might 
be ten years old, and knew how to count well: “ Tell 
me, my dear child, how much do you think you have 
already cost your parents ?” “ I don’t know, my
lord; they didn’t tell me.” “ Well I let us make this 
little calculation together. Do you think it cost them 
25 centimes every day ?” “ Oh yes, my lord, that,
at least; everything is so dear now.” “ I suppose e 
may add as much more for your clothes, mend' ./s, 
books, and other little daily expenses.” “ You » iy, 
my lord; that makes already 50 centimes a < y.” 
“And about bow many days are there in a mo i?” 
“ About thirty.” “ How much does that make, taen, 
at 50 centimes a day ?” “ That makes 15 francs a 
month.” “And how many months are there in a 
year ?” “ There are twelve, my lord.” “And twelve
months, at 15 francs a month, how much does that 
make at the end of the year ?” “ My lord, that makes
180 francs.” “ Very well, my child, and how old are 
you?” “ I am ten years of age, my lord.” “ Well I 
can you tell me how much you ho^e already cost your 
good paients?” “I have already cost them l,80G 
francs.” “Yes, dear child, you have answered well, 
but that is not all, for you must add to that the ex
pense of doctors and medicines, journeys, unforesees 
expenses, things that you have spoiled or lost, &o 
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Tou must add to it all the sufferings, the griefs, the 
long and fatiguing toils of your father and mother, 
their good advice, their instructions, the good educa
tion they are giving you, &c. All that is not to be 
repaid by money, but by the love and gratitude of a 
good heart,”—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 251.

II.---- DUTIES OF SUPERIORS.

298. The Sons o^&he High Priest, Heli.—You some
times complain, perhaps, my dear friends, that your 
fathers and mothers are a little severe towards you; 
you are wrong, it is their duty to bring you up well. 
Hear what happened to the high priest Heli, for hav
ing neglected it. He had two sons, Ophni and 
Phinees. They were employed in the service of the 
Temple, but they discharged their duty very badly, 
committing shameful irreverence in the house of the 
Lord, and great injustice with regard to the faithful 
who came to offer their sacrifices to God. The high 
priest was aware of the evil courses to which his sons 
gave themselves up; but he contented himself with 
some slight remonstrances, instead of employing the 
most effective means of correcting them. For that 
reason it was that God, being angry with him, sent 
the young prophet Samuel, whose interesting story 
yon know, to warn him of the vengeance that was 
going to fall on all his house. “ I will take from his 
family,” said the Lord, “ the sovereign priesthood, to 
give it to another; most of his descendants shall be 
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cut off in the flower of their age; his two wicked 
sons shall die on the same day, and, finally, his whole 
posterity shall bear the perpetual marks of their 
crimes.” Do you see, my dear children, what misfor
tunes were the consequence of a father’s negligence 
in punishing, and correcting his children ? But, to 
accomplish these sad prophecies, God caused a new 
war to be made against the Jews, by the Philistines 
who were the declared enemies of that people. The 
armies having met, they came to an engagement; 
then, that of the people of God was utterly routed 
and defeated, the Ark of the Covenant was taken by 
the victors, the two sons of Heli found dead on the 
field, and himself, on hearing these disastrous tidings, 
fell backwards from his seat, and broke his skull on 
the pavement, at the age of 98. The wife of Phinees, 
learning the death of her husband and the taking of 
the Ark, died suddenly, giving birth to a child, who 
was thus an orphan from his birth. Finally, all the 
other misfortunes revealed to the little Samuel were 
successively accomplished in the same way, and all 
this, I repeat, dear friends, to punish a father who 
was wanting in just severity towards his children.— 
L Kings, Chap. TV.

299. St. Anselm's Good Advice.—It is not always 
jasy, my young friends, to bring up children and to 
Arm youth. The high priest Heli was punished in a 
terrible manner, for having been too lax and indulgent 
with his children; but it is possible that he might 
har» drswti other evil consequences on himself, if h« 
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L»d it>*en 'co harsh and too rough in his punishments. 
We mtwt) in this respect, follow the advice of St. 
Anselm. It is related of him that the superior of a 
house, who was in repute for piety and learning, was 
one day oomplaining to that celebrated Archbishop 
of Canterbury, of children who were being brought 
up in his monastery. “ It is singular,” said he, “ we 
punish them severely every day, yet they do not 
become better; on the contrary, they are worse after 
than before.”—“And when they are grown up,” de
manded the holy Archbishop, “how are they?’- — 
•‘Ah, father, they are only beasts and idiots,” Dimply 
answered the superior. “ That is a fine education 
which changes men into beasts! But, tell me, my 
Lord Abbot, if, after having planted a tree in your 
garden, you inclosed it on every side, so that it could 
not extend its branches, would it not become stunted, 
crooked, bent and useless ? So, let me tell you, in 
cramping these poor children as you do, without 
leaving them any freedom, you cause them to nourish 
within themselves ideas and sentiments the very op
posite of what you would fain teach them, and which, 
acquiring strength from day to day, make them end 
by disregarding and defying all your punishments. 
These sentiments grow in them as they grow older, 
their soul having never been nourished in charity, 
they see the whole w rid through a distorted medium. 
To make a piece of jewelry out of a gold plate, doe* 
the artificer content himself with giving it great 
blow* of his hammer ? Does he not take care, on 
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the contrary, to smooth, to polish, to soften, &c ? 
Even so must you do with your children.” The 
superior, having heard this discourse, threw himself 
at St. Anselm’s feet, acknowledged that he had acted 
unwisely, and promised to do better for the time to 
come.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 297.

300. A Good Master with His Servants.—Persons 
who have workmen, clerks, or even servants, my 
good friends, ought to love them, instruct them aa 
far as they can, and study their interests in every 
way. Remember this, that good employers maka 
good workmen, and that good masters make good 
servants. St. Francis de Sales, that mild and amia 
ble bishop, was fond of relating the following story 
which was probably his own : A prelate of great dis- 
tinction was so ready to admit to his service all those 
who presented themselves that he had a great num- 
ber of domestics who were of no use whatever to 
him, and cost him a great deal. He was told of this; 
his relations themselves made him understand that 
he was wrong to act so, and that he was incur- 
•ing great expense. “I will dismiss some of my 
people,” said he then, “ but give me the exact list of 
all those who are useless to me.” It was done ac
cordingly. After reading it attentively he sent for 
all those who were inscribed in it, and said to them : 
“My poor friends, I am told your services are no 
longer necessary in my house, and I find myself un
der the sad necessity of discharging you. What do 
you think of it ?” “ Ah 1 my lord 1” they all cried 
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out together, “ if you send us away we are lost peo
ple; what will become of us?” “Since that is the 
case, my friends, I swear to you I will not send you 
away. I kept you before because I had need of you, 
and now I will keep you because you have need of 
me. Stay, then, and whilst there is bread in my 
house, you shall have your share of it; w’hen there is 
no more, we shall mingle our tears and die of hunger 
together.” Was not that what you might call a good 
master, dear friends? Well! let us act in the same 
spirit as far as occasion requires, and our name will 
be blessed by all those who are in our service.—Fi- 
lassier, Diet. cP Education, I., 487.

301. Racine's Carp.—We sometimes meet, dear 
friends, with young people who, instead of placing 
their happiness in their own family, go and seek plea
sure and amusement in public places, or amongst 
strangers. I consider that very bad. That was not 
what Racine did, one of the greatest poets of the reign 
of Louis XIV. One day when he had returned from 
Versailles, to enjoy a little rest, and peace in the midst 
of his family, a squire of the Prince of Conde’s came 
to announce that his master expected him to dinner.

1 thank the Prince for his invitation, but I shall not 
ave the ho .or of dining with him to-day, It is eight 

days since I saw my w ife and children; they are look 
ing forward to the pleasure of eating a fine carp with 
me this evening; so, you see I cannot be excused 
from dining with them.” “ But, Mr. Racine,’’ said 
the squire, “ your absence will mortify His Highness, 
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for he has invited a large company on purpose to meet 
you.” Racine was still immoveable ; he went sc far 
as to have the carp of which he had spoken brought 
in and he said to the Prince of Condd’s messenger : 
" Judge for yourself, sir, whether I could excuse my 
self from dining with my children to-day, and sharing 
that beautiful, tempting carp with my family. Onc< 
more, excuse me to the Prince; I am sure he will 
himself approve of my refusal. The father of a 
family belongs entirely to his wife and children.” 
Racine was right, my friends, and his excuse was ac
cepted and even applauded by every one. Filassier, 
Diet,, d Education, 1,248.

302. The Moon in a Pail of Water.—Do you know 
what a spoiled child is ? Iam going to tell you, my 
dear friends, so that you may not become so your
selves. A spoiled child is one who is allowed by his 
parents to do his own will in all things; then he 
becomes a little peevish, disagreeable, grumbling, 
ridiculous creature, insupportable to every one, and 
especially to himself. You will understand it better 
by the following little anecdote, which we read in 
Morality in Action, and in the Historical Dictionary of 
Education: A lady of Paris, who lived in the eight 
eenth century, had a son whom she was so afraid of 
making sick by contradicting him, that he became a 
little tyrant, and grew furious when they refused him 
the least thing. The lady had often been warned by 
her husband and friends of the injury she was doing 
her child by yielding to all his caprices; but all was in 
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vain. She was in her chamber one evening, when 
she heard her son crying in-the yard as if he were 
burned; he even scratched his face because a servant 
would not give him what he wanted. “ You are very 
impertinent,” said she to the servant, “ to refuse my 
son what he asks for; I want you to give it to him 
immediately.” “ If he cried till to-morrow, madam, 
he couldn’t have it.” At these words the lady her
self becomes furious, and runs to her husband, who 
was in the parlor with some of his friends, to have 
him instantly dismiss the impudent servant who had 
opposed her will. The gentleman follows her to the 
yard, whilst the others go to the window to see how 
the matter was going to end. “ You saucy fellow,” 
said the master, “ how did you dare to disobey your 
mistress by not giving the boy what he asked for ?” 
“ Indeed, sir, the mistress cannot give it to him her
self ; there a little while ago, the little boy saw the 
moon shining in a pail of water, and he insists that I 
must give it to him.” At these words the gentleman 
and the rest of the company burst out laughing; the 
.ady herself, angry as she was, could not help laugh- 
.ng, too. But, at the same time, she was so ashamed 
of the ludicrous scene to which she had given rise, 
that she corrected herself, and made the little rebe 
an amiable and engaging child.—Filassier, Diet 
Hist., rf Education, I., 768.

303. I Do as My Father Does.—It is a very great 
misfortune, my friends, when fathers and mothers, in 
short, all superiors, do not give good example to
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their children or inferiors. Father Guyon, a famoua 
preacher of this century, has quoted a remarkable 
example of this. A pious lady had taken particular 
care of the education of her son, and had brought, 
him up in the purest principles of religion. He made 
an excellent first communion, and afterwards his 
piety, his fidelity to all his duties seemed to go on 
incYeasing. Nevertheless, when he had reached the 
age of about seventeen, he appeared to relax very 
sensibly ; his mother was grieved to see him gradu
ally laying aside his pious practices; at last he even 
ceased to frequent the sacraments and to discharge 
the first duties of a Christian. Alarmed by such sad 
results, his mother knew not to what to attribute the 
cause, for it seemed to her that Alphonse (which 
was the young man’s name) frequented no bad com
pany, or read no bad books. One day she goes into 
his chamber, and there, alone with him, she sheds a 
great abundance of tears, and conjures him to tell 
her whence came this change in his conduct. “ Why, 
mother, you are wrong to trouble yourself so about 
me, I am always the same, I love you as much as 
ever.” “ Ah I my son, you are making believe that 
you do not understand me; I do not doubt your 
affection for me; but was not God deserving of all 
your love ? Why, then, have you changed in His re
gard ?” “ But, mother !”—“ Come, come, my son
hide nothing from me.”—“Well! since you requir 
it I will tell you. In my first years, formed by your 
pious lessons, I loved religion, I practised it with al]
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my heart, and I was happy, oh! yes, I was happy !— 
But, since then—I have reflected. I love you still 
very much, my dear mother, but I see that I am old 
enough now not to imitate you. Now, I am going 
to do as my father does; he is a good man, every 
one says, but I see that he performs no act of religion, 
and I want to be like him, for fear of displeasing 
him.”—“ Ah 1 my son, what do you say ? what a re
velation !” Thereupon she goes, as fast as her 
trembling limbs would carry her, to her husband’s 
apartment, alarms him by her tears and sighs, and 
has only strength to say these words—“Oh husband, 
your son /” then she faints away. Her husband does 
all he can to restore her to consciousness, succeeds at 
last, questions her and is made acquainted with the 
scene that has just passed. The worthy father is 
overcome; he understands and confesses his fault, 
goes to his son and exclaims: “Ah! my son, that 
lesson is too much for me, I cannot resist it—you 
bring me back to virtue.” The same day they both 
went to a priest, confessed, and returned to the way 
of religion, from which they strayed no more.— Noel 
Cat. de Rodez, V., 82.



CHAPTER VI

FIFTH COMMANDMENT OF GOB.

Thou Shalt not Kill.

I.—ON MURDSR.

304. The Murder of Abel.—You all remember. 1 
am sure, my little friends, the story of Cain and Abel, 
who were the two first children of Adam and Eve 
They ought to have loved and cherished each other, 
as brothers, and so Abel did, although he was the 
youngest; but Cain, jealous of seeing his young bro
ther wiser, more virtuous, more pleasing to God than 
himself, conceived an envy against him which degen
erated into a violent hatred. And, as our passions 
carry us to the last excesses, when we do not repress 
them, this unhappy man formed the horrible project 
of killing his brother. One day, then, approaching 
him with an air of hypocrital mildness, he invited 
him out for a walk in the fields; but, no sooner had 
they reached a place where no one could see them 
than he threw himself upon him and brutally struck 
him with a knotty stick or the branch of a tree. 
The innocent Abel, a model of sweetness and good-
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ness, doubtless forgave his brother this abominable 
crime, but God did not forgive it. Some time after, 
He appeared to the murderer, and asked him: 
“Cain, where is thy brother Abel?” “I know 
nothing of him,” the wretch shortly replied; “ am I 
my brother’s keeper ?” “ What Hast thou done with
thy brother ?” added the Lord ; “ thou hast killed 
him, thou hast shed his blood upon the ground, and 
that blood cries to heaven for vengeance. Cursed 
shalt thou be, a wanderer and a vagabond on the 
earth.” This terrible threat was fulfilled to the let
ter, and for several hundreds of years that Cain lived 
after, he was made to suffer the frightful conse
quences of his crime. It is even thought that he was 
killed in his turn by Lamech, one of his grandsons, 
who took him for a wild beast, and unknowingly , 
shot him with an arrow.— Genesis, Chap. IV.

305. Tice Accusing Birds.—Murder is so great a 
crime, dear friends, that God almost always ordains 
it so that the wretches who commit it are discovered 
and punished, even in this life. There are some curi
ous stories told on that subject; here is a very ex
traordinary one. St. Meinrad was a young lord of 
Suabia, in Germany; in the flower of his years he left 
his illustrious family, to commune with God in soli
tude. The night often surprised him attentively 
•eading the Sacred Scriptures, an old manuscript copy 
with golden clasps which had come down to him fi om 
his fathers; often, too, he meditated on the virtues, 
the holiness, the goodness, and the miracles of the 
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Blessed Virgin. He made his vows in the Abbe] oi 
Reichenau, situate in the duchy of Baden, and he 
afterwards left it to take up his abode in a little her 
mitage, on the summit of Mount Etzel. There he 
spent seven years; but the good odor of his virtues 
eached the depth of the valleys. At first shepherds 

and woodcutters came to him, then lords, then noble 
ladies, then, at last, a multitude of people. This 
homage was a torment to the holy hermit, who 
loved only meditation, humility, and the solitude of 
the woods. Hence it was that he secretly quitted his 
hermitage, taking nothing with him but the statue 
of the Blessed Virgin, the only ornament of his little 
chapel, and took refuge in Switzerland, in a forest of 
the Canton of Schwitz, which bore the characteristic 
name of the Black or Dark Forest. He there spent 
peaceful and happy days, and would have reached a 
good old age, if he had not been murdered at the 
end of thirty-two years by robbers, with whom he 
had had the charity to share the limpid water of his 
spring, and the wild fruits of his forest. But God 
did not permit this atrocious crime to remain un
known. The murderers had been seen by no one, 
but they were betrayed by two crows, who harassed 
them continually even in Zurich. They followed 
them everywhere with incredible fury; they pene
trated even into the city, made their way through 
the windows of the inn where the murderers had 
taken refuge, and never left them till they were ar 
rested. The ruffians then confessed their crime, and
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Buffered the extreme penalty of the law. In mem 
ory of this singular event, which took place in the 
year 861. the Abbey of Reichenau, of whose com 
munity St. Mein~?d had been a member, placed the 
figure of two crovs in its arms and on its seal.— 
Bollandists, Act. Sxw, 21 st January.

306. The Tick of c Brutal Sou.—Speaking of the 
bad treatment which the Fifth Commandment for 
bids to our neighbor, Ao not forget, dear children, 
that the sin would be stih greater, if that bad treat 
rnent were given to parents or superiors. I have 
just thought of a very interesting story on this sub
ject. A hermit of the Grand Duchy of Baden, in 
Germany, if I am not mistakeu, was busy one day 
gathering herbs in a forest. .All at once he hears 
piteous cries; he runs in the direction of the sounds, 
and finds lying near a bush, a poor yoeng man who 
was grievously wounded in the right foot. The her 
mit raises him up, drags him with much d:t!icuJty to 
his cabin, and dresses his wound. The young man 
afterwards told him his story : “ I have been a short 
time in the service of a rich lord ; yesterday, we were 
riding through the forest where you found me, when 
my master discovered that he had lost a bag of silver, 
which he had fastened to liis steed; we stop imme 
diately, and I retrace my steps to seek it; but not 
having found it, I return to my master who was 
waiting for me in great wrath. lie was so angry 
that he accused me of having the bag, and hidden it 
m the bushes so as to secure it after wards. In vain
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did I declare my innocence, he would not believe 
ne; be even drew his sword and gave me a random 
!>low, that 'A ounded me in the right foot and made 
<re fill to the ground. As for him, he fled with all 
peed, laying me in the state in which you found 
ne.” '* Your story has interested me,” said the her
mit, “ hat I pity your fate, because I see you suffer 
\,nnocently^ This last word innocently, instead of 
consoling the wounded man, appeared to distress him 
greatly; he sighed deeply, then burst into tears, his 
face betraying some strange emotion. “ Alas, father, 
you are wrong in saying that I suffer innocently, for 
I deserve what has come upon me. Listen to what I 
am about to tell you. My good mother is still living, 
and I wish I could see her again, for I am her only son. 
But what a crime I have committed in her regard I 
One day we were both riding in a wagon to a neigh
boring village. On the way we happened to dispute 
about some trifling matter; I dared to rebel against 
her, and even carried my fury so far as to throw her 
out of the wagon with a kick. My poor mother 
threatened then to give me up to justice, and I, in 
order to avoid the fate that awaited me, took flight, 
and crossed the frontier into a foreign country. 
Then it was that I entered the service of the noble 
man before mentioned, and met with my accident 
Bee now, father, how God punishes me: the foot that 
is wounded is the very one with which I dared to 
kick my poor mother!” His story ended, the young 
■nan asked the hermit to hear his confession; the 
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man of God healed his body and bis soul at once, and, 
some days after, the penitent son went to throw him
self into the arms of his mother, who forgave him 
with all her heart.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 
267.

307. The Skull of a Murdered Man.—It is very 
rare my dear friends, that God leaves concealed the 
authors of a murder, which is one of the greatest 
crimes that can be committed in society. There are 
stories of this kind related that are almost incredible. 
Here is one that I did not read in books; it was told me 
by a person who had it from an eye-witness. It was 
about the year 1825. They were preparing to inter a 
dead body in the cemetery of Mont Parnasse at Paris. 
The grave-digger had made the grave, and, as is 
usual with men who dig the earth, he rested himself 
standing, leaning on the handle of his spade. All at 
once, thinking of nothing in particular, he sees, 
amongst the bones he had taken from the grave, a 
human skull that seemed to roll about. He paid no 
great attention to it at first, but at last he perceived 
that the skull was moving, by little jumps, as it were, 
over the earth just turned up. That surprises him ; 
he approaches, takes up the skud, and begins to ex
amine it more closely. What was his surprise, to see 
issue from it an enormous toad, which was lodged 
it, and in seeking to escape made the skull move 
The grave-digger, laughing, was going to throw down 
the fleshlcss head, when he perceived beside the left 
temple a little rust. He examines again, and sees
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very listinctly the end of a knife-blade that had 
brok n in the skull. Very much astonished; he be
gins *o reflect, and endeavors to remember who was 
the individual that was buried there some years be 
fore. As he had been a long time attached to th 
cemetery of Mont Parnasse, he remembered that, 
nearly fifteen years before, there was buried there a 
man found dead in his bed, and whose murderer had 
never been discovered. He immediately takes the 
head, runs with it to the crown lawyer, relates how 
he came to find it, and what he had heard of the 
man’s mysterious death. The police take the rusty 
piece of blade from out the skull, go to the house 
formerly inhabited by the dead man, make a general 
search, and at length find the old broken knife, to 
which this piece just fitted ; the children of the de
ceased were interrogated, and, after much investiga
tion, it was discovered that the eldest son of the 
unfortunate victim had been the perpetrator of the 
crime. He confessed it himself, and received the 
punishment he deserved.—G. S. G.

30§. Assassins in the Cathedral of Imola.—Apropoi 
to murder, dear children, I will tell you of one that 
was accompanied by circumstances extremely glori
ous for Pope Pius IX., at the time he was cardinal 
archbishop of Imola. It was the season of the carnival; 
according to the pious custom of the Church, the 
Blessed Sacrament was exposed in the Cathedral. 
The venerable pontiff was praying before the Sacred 
Host, deposited in a subterraneous chapel. All at 
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once, piteous cries were heard in the church above , 
he goes up in al! haste, and perceives an unfortunate 
man who had been stabbed with a poignard, and had 
fallen exhausted at the foot of a pillar. The cardinal 
approaches him, interrogates him, raises him gently, 
and sets about examining his wound. At this mo
ment some furious men rush into the church yelling 
and shouting ! it is the murderers seeking their vic
tim to finish him. The holy Pontiff understands their 
horrible design ; be gently places the wounded man 
on the ground, advances to meet the assassins and 
addresses them in these energetic words: “How 
wretches 1 you have the audacity to pursue your vic
tim even to the foot of the altar of the living God ! 
Is it not enough to have murdered him ? Would you 
even drink his blood ?” At sight of their charitable 
archbishop, the assassins were frightened and fled 
precipitately. For him, he returns to his patient, 
takes him on his knee and sends for a physician, //ho 
dresses his wound, announcing, however, that lit Irw 
not many moments to live. The cardinal heari his 
confession, gives him absolution, and soon aftei re
ceives his last sigh. It was also by his direct’ ms, 
and at his expense, that the last rites were next laj 
rendered to him. Admirable instance of Chrijciat 
charity, thousands of which are found in the hj/torj 
of the Church—and her pontiffs. Daily Reiiardl 
No. 101, p. 4.
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II.---- DUELLING AND SUICIDE

309.—The Suicide's Mass.—One must really hate 
themselves, must they not, children, to put themselves 
to death ? If it were only taking away the life of 
he body, I could understand that; but it is at the 

same time casting themselves wilfully into the gulf 
of hell. Amongst the history of suicides, there are 
few that would interest you so much as the fol
lowing. It is Pope Pius II. who relates it in his 
works: A nobleman of Istria, one of the provinces 
of Austria, was violently tempted to kill himself; 
the demon of despair had long urged him to this 
fatal design; he had even seen himself on the very 
point of executing it. It came into his head, how
ever, to speak of it to a friend of his, a learned reli
gious. You may imagine that that pious servant of 
God consoled him as well as he could; he advised 
him to have a priest in his castle, and have Mass said 
every day. “With that,” added he, “I answer for 
your salvation.” The gentleman did so exactly, and 
completely lost sight of his sinister project. But, at 
the end of a year, his almoner having been invited to 
celebrate Mass in a neighboring parish, could not, 
jonsequently, say Mass in the castle chapel. The 
lord had willingly permitted him, proposing to assist 
at the Mass himself; unhappily, some business having 
detained him at the castle, he perceived, toward 
noon, that he had not heard Mass, because his former 
temptations of suicide came back to his mind.
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Hastily mounting his horse, he rides off at full speed 
to try and be in time for the village Mass. But a 
peasant, whom he met and questioned, said to him

Your lordship need be in no hurry, for Mass is 
o/er.” At these words the unhappy nobleman is af
flicted, and falls into despair. “Z am lost” he cries, 
“it is over! oh! what a misfortune!” The peasant, 
astonished, asked him for an explanation, and, halving 
heard it, he said: “ Oh I if it’s only that, I can give 
you the benefit of the Mass I have heard; only give 
me your cloak.” This criminal bargain was made, 
and the nobleman continued his way. But see, dear 
children, what it is to jest with sacred things: on 
his return in the evening, our nobleman found the 
peasant hanging from a tree on the roadside. God 
had permitted- that, in punishment of his cupidity, he 
was temnted, and overcome.—Schmid et Belet, II. 
558.

310.—Association Against Duelling—One of the 
most barbarous customs that it is possible to see, is, 
unquestionably, that of duelling. It was a custom un
happily too common in France in the reign of Louis 
XIV. Cardinal Richelieu had endeavored to repress 
that barbarous custom. M. Olier, pastor of St. Sul- 
pice in Paris, and founder of the celebrated seminary 
of that name, undertook to destroy it, by opposing 
true honor to the false honor so often invoked by 
duellists. He formed the project of an association 
of gentlemen, who bound themselves by oath never 
to send or accept a challenge, under any circum 
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stances whatsoever. At the head of this association 
he placed the Marquis de Fenelon, a man most favor 
ably known in Paris and in the army. They even 
affected to admit, especially at the outset, only mili
tary men the most distinguished by their deeds 
>f valor and of the highest renown. It was on the 
very day of Pentecost, in the year 1651, that all the 
associates solemnly brought to the venerable pastor 
of St. Sulpice tiie document signed by them, and 
conceived in these terms: “ The undersigned do, by 
this present writing, make public and solemn decla
ration that they will refuse all sorts of challenges, 
never fight a duel for any cause whatsoever, and in 
every way manifest the detestation they have for 
duelling, &c.” This celebrated act macle a profound 
impression on the mind of the young King Louis 
XIV., and, throughout his entire reign, be was in
flexible on ibis point, and granted no dispensation 
of that kind.—Ggillois, Cxplic. du Cat., II., 284.

311. Inscription on a Public Monument.—Nothing 
renders life sweeter, more agreeable than the practice 
of virtue; on the contrary, weariness, disgust and 
despair are always the bitter fruits of vice. Do you 
want a proof of this, my young friends ? the Abbe 
Reyre furnishes you with one in his Christian 
fates. Iii a city of the south of France, which I think 
was Nimes, there lived in the last century a rich man 
who had denied himself none of what is called the 
sweets of life; and do you know what all that had 
led him to ? Simply to being disgusted with life 
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He was strongly tempted to kill himself, when, hap 
pening to cross the public square of the city, he per
ceived the inscription placed in golden letters on the 
front of an hospital, or some other house of charity 
This inscription was as follows:

O TIIOU FOR WHOM EXISTENCE IS A BURDEN ! 

Seek to do good!
Virtue will make thee love life.

He stops a moment, and remembers that there is in 
his neighborhood a poor joiner, whose wife died a 
little before, leaving several small children. “ I am 
mad,” he exclaims, “ to wish to die and leave my for
tune to heirs who would only laugh at me ! I will 
make a worthier use of it.” He instantly hastens to 
the joiner’s, adopts all his children, places them at a 
school, gives them trades, and afterwards establishes 
them in business, and finally has the consolation of 
seeing them all become excellent Christians and re
spectable citizens. He then confessed that he had 
never experienced more happiness than in occupying 
himself with that poor family. He lived long and 
lived happy.-—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, V., 229.

312. The Two Soldiers who Fight a Duel.—Duel
ling, which is sometimes glorified by people without 
religion, is the most absurd and brutal custom with 
which I am acquainted, my friends, for it always does 
harm, and never good. In 1805 there happened at 
Boulogne-sur-Mei* a most edifying fact, the hero of 
which was the Abb6 Ilaffreingue, one of the most 
respectable priests of that city; the affair was first 
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published in a Protestant paper. The Abb6 was as
cending Mont de Postel, a short distance from 
Boulogne, when be saw two soldiers who appeared 
to be going the same way as he. He waited for them 
to have a chat, but they took an opposite direction. 
The good priest, who suspected something, followed 
at a distance, and overtook the two soldiers, who, 
having taken off* their overcoats, attacked each other 
furiously with their swords. Father Haffreingue 
darts towards them, crying out: “ What a shame to 
see two brave men exposing their lives in such a 
way I” “ A Frenchman ought to know how to die,” 
said one of them coolly. “ That is true, but he ought 
to die only for his country.” And, so saying, the 
priest takes hold of one of the sabres, and declares 
that he will not give it up unless they both promise, 
on their honor, not to continue to fight. Struck by 
such courage and such goodness, the two soldiers 
stopped, threw themselves into each other’s arms, and 
caused their reconciler to shed tears of joy and satis
faction.—Guillois, Explic. du Cat., II., 285.

313. The Two Weeping Willows.—The mild word 
appeases anger, the harsh word excites wrath, as the 
Scripture itself tells us. Very often a good word, 
seasonably spoken, sometimes even a happy jest, re
conciles two enemies, and prevents the worst conse
quences. A well-known writer extricated himself 
from a serious embarrassment in the following way: 
M. Charles Hugo, a novelist of some repute, had 
been several times made the subject of puns, con 
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and rums, <fcc., in the works of Alexandre Dumas 
junior. Tired of seeing himself thus held up to ridi
cule, he thought to put an end to this species of an 
noyance by challenging the other to fight a duel 
After having read it, M. Dumas took a piece of 
paper, and drew upon it two champions who clovt 
each other in twain and fell both on the ground. 
Underneath was read the following lines;

Voici le resultat de ce combat fatal!
Ils se sont pardonnd, mais ils se sont fait mal.*

M. Dumas then folds the paper in the form of a 
circular, and sends it to his too susceptible friend. 
M. Hugo did not laugh, however; on the contrary 
he grew still more red with anger, and sent a second 
challenge more offensive than the first. Thereupon 
the witty Dumas took his pen and sketched what fol
lows: A landscape, in the midst of which were seen 
two weeping willows, shading two tombs, surrounded 
by an iron railing, and watered by a gardener. On 
the first tomb was read: Here lies Hugo I and on 
the second: Here lies Dumas ! a little lower were 
the words: Death has re-united them. At this 
lecond epistle, M. Hugo could not help laughing; 
he hastens to his friend’s residence, shakes him 
warmly by the hand, and promises not to be vexed 
any more.—Hebrard, Journal des bons Exempts 
HI., 442.

* Bt hold the result of this fatal encounter:
They forgave one another; but hurled each other sorely.
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314. A G tod Advice Would Have Saved Me!--Ah 
my young friends, if you only knew how much good 

word of consolation, a word of encouragement, a 
-ood advice, may do, you would hasten to lavish 
them on those whom you see overwhelmed with mi
sery or grief. It is not I who say it, it is a poor vic
tim whose story I am about to tell you. Last yeai 
the Paris journals mentioned that a dead body had 
been discovered by the police in the Seine; it was 
that of a young man; he appeared to have been 
scarcely a night in the water. The body was placed 
in the Morgue, a species of hall built expressly for 
the reception of unknown persons found dead in the 
city, in order that their families may come to claim 
them. But before exposing the body of this unhappy 
young man, his pockets had been searched to see if 
any letters or papers could be found that would make 
known his name. In his pocket-book was found a 
little note written on purpose, and conceived in the fol
lowing terms : “ I am called Eugene S —; I belong 
to a respectable family of Poitiers; I am eighteen ; 
[ came to Paris to study law, but had the misfortune 
to take up with bad companions, and they have 
ruined me; for that reason it is that I have deter
mined to drown myself, although I know it win 
plunge my family in grief. A good advice would have, 
laved vie /” Mark well these last words, dear friends 
snd profit by them.—G. S. G.
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III.----ON REVENGE.

315. Vengeance Belongs to God Alone.—We are never 
allowed to revenge ourselves, unless it be after the 
manner of Our Lord, that is to say, returning good 
for evil. This is just what was a little forgotten by a 
solitary of the Thebaid, who lived in the fourth cen
tury. He bad received some injury, or some cutting 
words from one of his brethren, and the devil per
suaded him not to forgive the offence, but to take his 
revenge in a signal manner. Before coming to this 
extremity, the offended solitary had the happy inspi
ration of going to a holy abbot, named Sisoes, who 
was the glory of the desert for his prudence and virtue. 
St. Sisoes consoled the poor solitary as well as he 
could, urging him to forgive his brother generously 
and leave it to God to avenge the wrong done him 
All he could say was useless ; the other would abso
lutely taste of the bitter fruits of revenge- “ Well! 
brother, since you are determined, let us, at least, 
pray a little together.” They knelt down; St. Sisoes 
collected his thoughts a moment, then said, sighing : 
“ My God, give Thyself no more trouble in protecting, 
or assisting us, or busying Thyself with our affairs; 
t seems we can do very well without Thee, for this 
nrother here maintains that we can revenge ourselves.” 
At these words, so little expected, the solitary rises, 
asks pardon of the Saint, goes to find his enemy and 
forgives him with -all his heart.—Rgfin, Vie des P(rest 
Liv. III.
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316. Were They to Spit in Our Face,—It is worthy 
of remark, dear children, that it is only in religion 
people know how to hear an injury. Our Lord was 
the first to give us an example of this during His life 
and especially in His passion, and, since His time, all 
the Saints have done the same thing. I will remem
ber all my life the following fact which I read in the 
life of St. Francis Xavier, the intrepid apostle of the 
Indies and Japan. One of his companions, Father 
Fernandez, was preaching one day in the middle of 
the public square of Amanguchi, in Japan, when a 
rude idolator, a man belonging to the very dregs of 
the people, approached him as if to whisper in his 
ear, and spat full in his face. What would we have 
done, dear friends, had we been in his place ? What 
a state of anger and vexation we should have been 
in! As for the pious missionary, he quietly took 
out his handkerchief, wiped his face, and continued 
his discourse, without showing the least emotion. 
What was the result? It was this, that all those 
who had been witnesses of this scene, and had been, 
at first, perhaps, inclined to laugh, were filled with 
admiration for such an act of patience. Better even 
than that: one of the most learned men of the city, 
who was present, cried out that a religion which in 
spin s so much virtue must be the only true one. As 
soon as the sermon was finished, he went to Fathei 
Fernandez, begged to be instructed, received bap
tism with great solemnity, and this remarkable con
version was followed by many others. All that, my 
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dear children was the happy consequence of an in 
ult borne with patience.— Bouhour’s Life of St 

Francis Xavier.
317. Saint Francis Regis Slapped in the Face.— 

You remember well, my dear friends, these words 
if Our Lord: “ To him that striketh thee on the 
jne cheek offer also the other.” Well! although 
it appears hard to follow this counsel, there are 
several Saints who practised it to the letter. 
I remember, amongst others, St. Francis Regis, 
the ApoBtle of the Cevennes and the Vivarais, 
that is to say, the Department of Ardeche and the 
adjoining district. One Sunday, he learns that some 
libertines had assembled in a country inn of bad re
pute; that they had drank to excess, and, in their 
orgies, were uttering horrible blasphemies and giving 
themselves up to all sorts of wickedness. Without 
pausing to consider the danger to which he exposes 
himself, the holy priest goes to the place, makes his 
appearance amongst these wretches, and endeavors, 
by words of charity and reason, to restrain the course 
of their scandalous conduct. His exhortations were 
not heeded, and one of these libertines even rose 
‘iom the table, and going up to him, gave him a blow 
n the face. Without manifesting the least emotion 

St. Francis Regis turns the other cheek to him and 
mildly says: “ I thank you very much, my dear 
friend, for the opinion you have of me : but, if you 
knew me better you would see that I deserve still 
more.” These words, this tone of mildness, this so 
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truly Christian moderation, filled the profligates with 
salutary confusion; they asked pardon of the Saint 
nd immediately withdrew.—Daubenton, Life of St. 

Francis Regis.
318. Why 1 Rang the Bell.—It is a curious, I might 

ilmost say an amusing thing, to see how ingenious 
Saints are in doing good, or avoiding evil. I will 
tell you how one of them revenged himself, tho 
blessed Peter Founder, who was pastor of Mattain 
court, in the Vosges, at the beginning of the seven
teenth century. There was in his parish a wicked 
man who had seduced a young female and led her 
into sin. A good confession made to the Saint open
ed the eyes of this poor sinner, and she was sincerely 
converted. Enraged at this change, which he had 
not the courage to imitate, her seducer discharged 
all his fury on the pious pastor. He waited for him 
one day at the church door, began to abuse him and 
dared to strike him with his fist. That did not la^st 
long, however, for the children, coming out from 
Catechism, I think it was, and venerating their pas
tor, attacked tiie insolent ruffian and quickly drove 
him away. Many persons ran after him, and he 
would have been hardly dealt with were it not for 
the ingenious device of the Blessed Peter. He goes 
to the church in all haste and begins to ring the bell 
as if a fire had broken out somewhere. Hearing the 
alarm-bell, all the people run towards the church 
asking what is the matter. The good pastor ascend
ed the pulpit, relates his stratagem and winds up by
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saying: “ My dear brethren, let us pray for this poor 
lost soul, it has much need of our prayers.’ In this 
way he kept them in church for half an hour, and his 
enemy had time to escape. God did not fail to re
ward his servant for this act of charity so ingenioui 
on the following morning, the criminal came to throw 
himself at the feet of the pastor of Mattaincourt, 
made a general confession, repaired the scandal he 
had given, and led ever after an exemplary life.— 
Ciiapia, Lfe of B/essed Peter Fovrrier.

319. flow Sisters of Charily Take Revenge.—The 
year 1832 was sadly signalized in Paris by scenes of 
disorder, which were the effect of the unhappy revo 
lution of 1830; but it was still more marked by the 
horrors of the cholera, which then made its first ap
pearance in France. One day Sister St. Mary was 
going into the charity hospital, when she was rudely 
insulted by a working-man, who followed and abused 
her, and would even have struck her if some one had 
not prevented him. The good Sister knew only how 
to pardon and pray. Some days passed. In the be
ginning of the month of April, hundreds of cholera 
patients were crowded into the wards of the hospital, 
mingled with the dead bodies of those who daily ex 
pired. One morning, a new patient was brought in 
whoBe condition appeared desperate. 11 Ng more room' 
was the abrupt answer of the person charged with 
the reception of patients ; “ doctors and nurses can at
tend no more." But Sister St. Mary was there; she 
recognized the patient, and exclaimed “I will take 
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charge of him,—I will find him a corner somewhere. 
Do not refuse him; I will tend him myself.” She 
immediately enters on her task, and, without neglect
ing the other patients, she attends to this one with 
the most assiduous care. At the end of eight days 
the man was in a state of convalescence; but one 
morning, he missed from his bedside the good Sister 
St. Mary, his benefactress. “Alas!” he was told, “she 
took the cholera herself, and died during the night.” 
In fact, my very dear friends, the good Sister died 
attending the wretch who had insulted her some 
days before : she had recognized him, and revenged 
herself on him after the manner of the Saints. She 
died on the 8th of April, 1832.—Guillois, Nouvelle 
Cxplic. du Cat., 167.

IV.----ON SCANDAL.

320. The Soldiers of Julian the Apostate.—A true 
Christian may sometimes be mistaken, my dear friends, 
he may even scandalize others without meaning it; 
but, as soon as he perceives the scandal he has given, 
he makes it a duty to repair it, disavowing and con
demning his error. Thus it was that several Christian 
soldiers comported themselves, who had been insidi
ously led by Julian the Apostate into his apostacy. 
It was customary, on certain occasions, for the em
perors, seated on their throne in pompous array, to 
give money to the troops with their own hands. In 
one of those ceremonies, which took place, I think in 
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fttl, Julian had an altar placed beside him, with a 
brksier and incense, and each soldier was required to 
throw a little incense on the fire, before receiving hia 
present. They were given to understand that it was 
only the renewal of an ancient custom, of no import 
ance whatever. Most of them did not perceive th 
stratagem prepared for them; but, on being reproach* 
ed with what they had done, they gave the liveliest 
proofs of repentance, ran through the streets and 
squares crying aloud: “We are still Christians; be 
it known unto all. O Jesus Christ 1 Our adorable 
Saviour, we have not renounced Thee! If our hand 
was surprised, our heart had no share in itI” They 
were courageous enough to go and cast the money 
they had received at the feet of the emperor, telling 
him aloud : “ Reserve your gifts for those who accept 
them on such shameful conditions; to us, they are 
far more odious than death. Cut off our hands, 
which have been defiled, cut short the thread of our 
life, immolate us to Jesus Christ, our Divine Master, 
whom you have made us betray against our will.” 
What a lesson, dear friends, or rather what a reproach 
for the apostates of our times, who, very far from re
pairing the scandal they have given, renew it every 
day by persevering in their apostacy !•—Reyre, Anec 
Chret. 26.

821. St. Arsenus and His Pillow and Mattrass.— 
Jur nature is so bad, in con-equence of original sin, 
that we are easily scandalized by the least thing. 
That would not happen, my dear friends, if we had a 
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little more charity and virtue; often even, if we 
knew the motives on which others act, we should see 
that they have very good ones. It is in order to 
prove this to you that I am going to tell you the fol
lowing story. St. Arsenus, before becoming a relig 
ious, had occupied a considerable position in the 
world, having been the preceptor of Arcadius, son of 
the Emperor Theodosius the Great. He had, there
fore, tasted the sweets of life which are met in courts 
Some time after he had embraced the religious life, 
he fell sick; then his superior obliged him to take 
care of himself; he caused a mattrass and a pillow to 
be given to him, so that he might sleep easier. A 
solitary came to see St. Arsenus whilst he was iD 
that state, and was scandalized at these little indu. 
gences which he allowed himself. The superior per
ceived it, and drawing him aside, said to him : “ Tell 
me, Brother, what were you before you entered into 
religion ?”—“ Father, I was a shepherd, for my 
parents were very poor.”—“ Then, you did not live 
at your ease ?”—“ Oh I no, father, I often had not 
even bread to eat.”—“ So, you are better off, and live 
more comfortably since you have been a monk than 
when you were in the world ?”—“ Certainly, Father I” 
“How ! my dear Brother, and you find fault with 
tire compassion we have had for Arsenus, who lived 
at court and had all the delicacies of the world at his 
command ? You must acknowledge that it was 
wrong of you to be scandalized at the little exemp
tions which his superior has imposed upon him.’' 
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The solitary understood his fault, and was not so 
rash in his judgments ever after.—Noel, Cat. de 
Rodez, V., 528.

322. Duke Winceslaus Walking in the Snow.—If 
oad example is a crime which has the most fright 
ful consequences, good example, on the contrary, my 
dear friends, renders virtue sweeter and easier. 
Not only does it show the way, but it marks it out, 
and walks before it. That reminds me of a charm
ing story, taken from the life of St. Winceslaus, king 
or duke of Bohemia, who lived in the tenth century. 
That pious monarch, who consecrated all the day to 
the affairs of his kingdom, went often by night to 
some church in Prague, his capital, to adore the 
Most Holy Sacrament and satisfy bis piety without 
failing in the duties of his state. One winter’s night, 
he took with him a gentleman of the court, and, not
withstanding the piercing cold, he walked barefoot 
over the snowy ground. The gentleman, on the 
contrary, had taken care to wrap himself up in a 
furred pelisse, such as are worn in cold countries; 
notwithstanding all that, he could not help feeling 
the intense cold. The king, perceiving it, was 
touched with compassion, and said to him: “I per
ceive you are susceptible to the cold,—well 1 walk 
after me, and put your feet in the marks mine 
have left in the snow, and you will not be cold.” 
He did so, and felt the cold no more. There is 
just what happens, when people give good exam
ple, dear friends: they render the practice of virtue 
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sweeter and easier.—Debussi, Nouveau Mois lie 
Marie, 172.

323. Woe to Him that Seduced Me 1—If it be an 
enormous crime to deprive one’s neighbor of the life 
of the body, it is a much more enormous one to de
prive him of that of the soul by pernicious counsels 
and by bad example. In the thirteenth century 
there lived a learned monk of the Order of St. Dom
inick named Thomas de Catimpre, who afterwards 
became suffragan bishop of Cambrai. When he was 
as yet but a simple student in the University of Pa
ris, he connected himself closely with a young man 
of quality, who was a model for all young people of 
his age, but unhappily did not know how to guard 
against the seductions of bad example. He con
tracted a friendship with another fellow-student, 
who gradually succeeded in making him as corrupt 
as he was himself. His virtuous friends, and, of 
course, Thomas was of the number, frightened at the 
change that was wrought in him, tried to bring him 
back; but neither their tears nor their prayers could 
make the least improvement. God spoke in his 
turn. One night, when this poor young man was 
Bound asleep, he all at once woke up with a start 
and appeared in mortal terror. He uttered fright 
ful cries, which soon brought every one in the house 
around his bed. They speak to him, question him, 
ask what is the matter with him; he answers not a 
word, but continues the same heart-rending cries. 
A. priest is brought, who tries, in his turn, to calm 
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him, and exhorts him to put his trust in God. At 
last the dying man turns his terrified gaze on the 
priest, and gives utterance to these awful words 
Woe to him that seduced me ! In vain would I pray 
o God to forgive me my sins! I see hell opening tin
ier my feet! Two or three minutes after he turns 
o the wall and expires in that terrible despair. 

Sad consequence of the bad example he had re
ceived, and the bad company he had kept.—Debussi, 
Nouv. Alois de Alarie, 51.

324. A Scandalous Sinner's Crown of Thorns.— 
Scandal is so great a sin,—on account ot the disas
trous consequences it may have for many years, and 
even for many ages,—that it cannot be too careful!) 
repaired, dear friends, when one has had the misfor
tune of giving it. Il is related in the Leltres edif antes 
that a young Frenchman of eighteen years, settled at 
Veria, the ancient capital of Berea, in Turkey in Asia, 
had the misfortune to renounce his religion, and be
come a Mahometan. But his conscience left him no 
rest when once he understood the enormity of his 
crime. He goes to find a Greek priest, confesses his 
shameful apostacy, and publicly receives Communion. 
All that did not seem to him sufficient to repair the 
candal he had given; his fervor and repentance 

made him do something more. He applied to hi 
body sharp thorns, which entered into the flesh, 
Laving taken thorns like those wherewith Our Lord 
was crowned, he plaited them into a crowrn, and 
placed it on his head. In this state he went through
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the streets of Veria, striking himself with a knotted 
cord, and crying out: “Z have been a vile apostate, but 
I have become a Christian again!" Nor was that all. 
The governor of the city had him arrested, and ex 
horted him to desist from this folly and persevere in 
he religion of Mahomet, which he had embraced 

some days before. Threats, promises, torments, no 
thing could shake him. He was at last beheaded, 
and crowned by a glorious martyrdom the penance 
he had undertaken with so much courage and energy 
—Reyre, Anec. Chret., 185.



CHAPTER VTL

SIXTH COMMANDMENT OF GOD. •

Thou Shalt not Commit Adultery, SfC.
325. Jezabels Paint.— Amongst the sins forbidden 

by the sixth commandment of God, we must not forget 
that which is committed by those persons who dishonor 
in themselves the image of God, whether by disguis
ing themselves in an unbecoming manner, masking the 
face, or employing the thousand means invented by 
vanity solely to please the world. We find in the 
Old Testament an interesting story on this subject. 
Jezabel, wife of Achab, king of Israel, bad made her
self notorious by her impiety, and especially by the 
cruelty wherewith she had treated the prophets of 
the Lord, not to speak of the blood of Naboth, un
justly shed, and many other crimes- God raised up 
Jehu, and charged him to execute his vengeance on 
that sacrilegious race. Jehu commenced by killing 
Joram, son and successor of Achab, then he came to 
Jezzael, where the wicked Jezabel still lived. As soon 
as that wicked woma i learned the arrival of the con
queror, she flattered herself that she could gain him 
over bv her arts and allurements. It was then she 
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thought of painting herself. According to the fashion 
of the age and country, she painted her eyebrows and 
round her eyes with black, then she put red and 
white on her face, and finally adorned her head with 
a brilliant diadem and all the other ornaments her 
vanity could suggest. Thus adorned, she placed her 
self at a window just as Jehu’s cortege was passing 
along the street. The general, looking up, at once 
perceived her, but instead of b ing attracted by her, 
he said aloud : “ Who is that woman ? Let her be cast 
down /” His orders were immediately executed ; 
two or three officers who were in the room with 
Jezabel threw her out of the window. Her blood 
bespattered the walls and the pavements, and the 
dogs devoured her dead body. Terrible, but just 
death, which the prophets had foretold, in punish
ment of the barbarous treatment she had given the 
innocent Naboth, whom she deprived of his vineyard 1 
—IV. Kings, Chap. IX.

326. St. Jerome Studying Hebrew.—I think I have 
already told you several times, my young friends, 
that idleness is the mother of all vice; that sentence 
was pronounced by the Holy Ghost himself; it is 
therefore, true. It is said, on the contrary, that woU 
is the remedy for all vice; but that is especially true 
of the shameful vice, as I could prove to you by a 
thousand examples. I will content myself with quot
ing one for you, that of a great Saint, one of the 
glories of the Church in the fourth century. Saint 
Jerome had had the misfortune, in his early youth. 
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of forming bad connections, ami even of contrai ting 
bad habits. But no sooner was he baptized, that is 
to say, at the age of adolescence, according to the 
custom of that age, than he set about correcting 
himself. Do yon know what was the means that 
succeeded best with him? It was to work much. 
He began to study, to read, to copy books, all the 
while practising the exercises and the virtues of a 
solitary of the desert. The sin that he found it 
hardest to avoid was precisely that of which I have 
spoken to you in relation to the sixth commandment. 
Nevertheless, he was not discouraged; he seemed to 
say to the demon of impurity that tempted him 
every day : “ Ha ' thou wilt not leave me alone ! 
what th <ugh I fast, give myself the discipline, ruin 
my health with all manner of austerities, thou dost 
still pursue me? Well! I know how to subdue 
thee !” lie succeeded at last, my dear children, and 
do you know how? Still by work. To the studies 
lie had already undertaken he added a new, and not 
very easy one. He began to learn Hebrew. It was 
an old Jew that taught him, and after awhile he be
came himself so well versed in the language that he 
translated almost the whole Bible into Latin, which 
was rendering a great service to the Church. Let 
us do like him, my young friends; when we aie 
tempted, let us work hard; if the temptation conti 
nues, let us work still harder; if it be obstinate, le 
us be obstinate in working, and all will turn to good 
account for us. —D. Genevaux, Hist, choisies.
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327 The Monk Assisting the Baker —It is some 
times very difficult, my dear children, not to find 
one’s self in die midst of scandals and bad examples* 
but, in such case, one must behave with all possible 
circumspection so as not to have any share therein. 
T.iis is what a young solitary was once told by St 
Ephi cm, one of the most celebrated Fathers of the 
Church in the fourth century. This good monk came 
to him and said : “ Father, I am much embarrassed : 
my superior ordered me to go every morning to the 
oven, to assist the baker in his work; but as the oven 
is common to every one, and a great many people 
come there to bake their bread, it often happens that 
I meet with idle, gossipping young people, who some
times indulge in very improper and unseasonable 
conversation. What am I then to do, so as not to 
offend our good God ?”—“ My dear brother,” answered 
the old man kindly, “ you must do as scholars do 
when they study their lessons in class. Each one 
busies himself with his own, and pays no attention to 
that of his neighbor’s; although a certain noise is 
made when every one studies together, yet each pupil 
only attends to his own lesson, and does not listen to 
what the others have to study.—Do you the same 
when there are people around you holding idle or im
proper conversation.” The young solitary felt the 
wisdom of this advice; he followed it, and had no 
further trouble. Act in like mann er, my young friends, 
and you will have nothing to reproach yourselves 
with when you are unavoidably placed in similar cir 
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cumstances.—Rodriquez. Pract. of Chris. Per^ HI., 
154.

328. St. Bernard in a Frozen Pond.—A look, a 
glance is soon cast, but if one dwells ever so little 
on a dangerous object, purposely and willingly, 
there is a sin; it was only a look that led Dina, 
daughter of Jacob, the holy king David, the wise 
Solomon and many others, into the greatest crimes. 
St. Bernard, even when he was still young, watched 
over himself with most particular attention to avoid 
occasions dangerous to his virtue. One day, how
ever, having seen a person passing who was dressed 
elegantly and tastefully, he stopped to look at her a 
little too long. Although he was almost sure that 
he scarcely did it intentionally, he could never for
give himself for this inadvertency. Full of a holy 
anger against himself, he runs and throws himself 
up to his neck in a pond, the water of which is 
icy cold, and remains there till he is half dead. 
Truly, my friends, this was a most heroic sacrifice; 
but as such God rewarded it in an extraordinary 
manner, for He vouchsafed it so that from that day 
forth St. Bernard never had the least thought, the 
least temptation against the holy virtue. A good 
sacrifice generously offered to God never fails to 
bring us a multitude of graces which otherwise w 
should not have had.—Ratisbon, Life of St. Bernard

329. Let Us Speak no More of That.—It is most 
extraordinary, my dear friends, how a virtuous 
young man imposes respect on those who are not so; 
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his presence alone often suffices to paralyze all the 
evil that others might have intended to do. St. Ber- 
nardine of Sienna, a religious of the Order of St. 
Francis in the fifth century, was many times in that 
position, whilst he was studying in the college of his 
native city. His aunt, who was chaiged with his 
education, had inspired him with a great horror cf 
evil, together with a solid piety towards the 
Blessed Virgin. Ilis pleasure was to visit the 
churches, to dress the altars, to serve Mass and 
to hear strange preachers. But all that did not 
interfere with his studies ; on the contrary, he 
obtained such remarkable success therein, that he 
was the consolation of his parents and professors. 
He had so gained the esteem of his fellow-students 
by liis virtue, that the very worst of them weie 
ashamed in his presence. Several of them declared 
that whenever they happened to say anything im
proper or unbecoming amongst themselves, they 
never dared to continue the discourse on the approach 
of the little saint, as they called him. “ Hush I” said 
they, one to another, “ let us speak no more of that I 
here comes Bernardine.” How beautiful, my dear 
children, and how desirable it would be could the 
same be said of each of you!—D. Gbnevaux, Hist, 
ihoisies.

330. A Bleeding Crucifix.—Nothing is more awful, 
children, than the hardness produced by evil pas 
sions in a heart that gives way to them. The no
blest sentiments, the most generous feelings give 
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place to brutality, stupidity, a sort of imbecility im 
possible to comprehend. It is related in the historj 
of the canonization of St. Francis Borgia that a Span
ish gei Jeman, having had the misfortune to give 
way to avil passions, was stricken in the flower of his 
age wish a mortal malady. His parents and friends 
did al’, they could to persuade him to prepare for the 
terrible passage, but the very name of confession 
made him furious. St. Francis Borgia, who was in 
the neighborhood, having heard of this, wished to go 
and see him, to try whether he could prevail upon 
him to think of his soul’s salvation. Before setting 
out, he went and threw himself at the foot of his 
crucifix and sought God to grant him the salvation 
of that poor soul. “Go” said an interior voice to 
him, “go to the sick man and exhort him to penance; 
J promise you My grace will not be wanting to him? 
The saint hastens to the place; he;s politely received 
on account of his high rank ; but no sooner had he 
uttered the word confession than the dying man 
m istered all his remaining strength to tell him that 
he would never consent to it Francis retires, throws 
himself again at the foot of his crucifix, and beseeches 
Jesus to soften that hardened heart. Then the same 
voice makes itself heard : “Go back to him and take 
with thee this crucifix ; can he resist the sight of a God 
dead on the cross for his redemption ?” The saint re
turns immediately, but the unhappy man remains in
sensible ; he then shows him the crucified image, 
which, by an unheard-of prodigy of divine mercy, 
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miraculously appears torn with wounds and covered 
with blood. O still more astounding prodigy! the 
hardened sinner resists all I He casts a fierce look 
on the sacred image of Our Lord, turns to the wall, 
and in despair breathes forth his guilt-stained soul. 
Behold, my dear children, what comes of abandoning 
ourselves to our passions, and especially to that of 
which I have just been speaking.—Debussi, 2Visw 
Month of Mary, 62.

331. A Prince at the Theatre.—Of all the princes 
who have made French history glorious, there were 
few, my young friends, so virtuous, so pious, as the 
Duke of Burgundy, dauphin of France, who had the 
happiness of being brought up by the illustrious 
Fenelon. I am particularly glad to tell you what he 
thought of the theatre and dramatical representations. 
Of his own choice be would have liked them, but he 
knew the danger of them too well to yield to his in
clination. He was one day reproached for not ac
companying Louis XIV. and the other princes of the 
court on those occasions. “ What would I go there 
to do ?” he asked with much animation; “ the state 
of the provinces and cities that he may one day 
have to govern is the sight for the dauphin of France 
to see.” On one occasion, however, he could not 
avoid accompanying Louis XIV.; the performance 
took place in the Castle of Versailles. At the con 
elusion the king said to him: “ What is the matter ? 
it seems to me that you have taken no pleasure in 
this play ?”—“ Pardon me, Sire, I had the pleasure of 
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being near your Majesty.” Tins was at once paying 
a delicate compliment, and evading the answer to an 
embarrassing question. But the king was not deceiv 
el; he saw that the pious dauphin regarded the play 
only with disgust, and he told him that for the 
future he could do as he pleased in that regard. 
From that day forward the Duke of Burgundy never 
set foot in a theatre. Fine example for so many 
young people who are troubled with no such scruples. 
—Rf.yre, Ancc, Chret., 292.

332. The Books that Mary Leczinska Read.—France 
has almost always had the happiness of having for 
queens or empresses, princesses eminent for their 
piety, their generosity, and other qualities of the heart. 
This is a fact easily verified by those amongst you 
who have studied our history with care. But, 
amongst those queens, a choice place must be given 
to Mary Leczinska, daughter of King Stanislaus of 
Poland, and wife of Louis XV. She had a horror of 
all that might impair the purity of the heart, and espe
cially bad books; if she only heard a word said against
them, it was sufficient to prevent her from ever open
ing them. One day, two or three ladies of the palace 
were speaking before her of a bad production which 
had just appeared in Paris. “ Have you read it,
then, ladies?” she asked. “Yes, madam, we wished 
to judge for ourselves whether what they said of it 
was true.” “As for me,” said the pious princess, “I 
would consider it a ci ime to read a book that might 
contain anything insulting to my father, still less 
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what would be insulting to my God.” Another time, 
some one was reading, in a small company, a pam- 
[ Met that was also worthy of reprobation; the Queen's 
arrival was announced. “Quick, quick, hide that 
bo.>k,'’ some one exclaimed; “it is one of those that 
her Majesty does not like.” “ It is true, gentlemen,” 
said Mary Leczinska, looking at the title, “and it 
seems to me that all Christians ought to regard it 
with horror, as I do."—Reyre, Amc. Chret., 350.

333. A Prisoner Reading the Imitation.—Just as 
much harm as is done by the reading of a bad book, 
so the reading of a good one may do of good. 
There is one especially, my young friends, which has 
made as many saints as it contains letters: it is the 
Imitation of Christ. Hear what happened in this 
respect to La Harpe, one of the most distinguished 
scholars of the last century, but at the same time 
one of the most impious philosophers. At the pe
riod of the Revolution he was arrested and thrown 
into prison. Alone there- in a small room he began 
to reflect seriously, which had not happened to him, 
probably, for a long time. lie also read some good 
books, amongst others the Psalms of David, the New 
Testament, and some others, but that did not com
pletely change him. One day, weary of that stale 
of uncertainty in which he was, he took up unthink 
ingly a book that lay on his mantel-piece: it was the 
Imitation. He opens it at random, and his eyes fall 
just on these words: “My son, behold here I am 1 I 
come to thee, because thou hast called me.’’ He 
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had no need of reading farther; he was so impressed, 
bo struck by these words, that he fell on his knees, 
his face to the ground, the tears streaming from his 
eyes. His breast heaved with sighs, he groaned and 
cried aloud, and broken, incoherent words escaped 
him; and, in the midst of that svveet revulsion of 
feeling going on within him, his mind recurred in
cessantly to the words, My son, behold, here I am. 
La Harpe was converted; and, as God did not per
mit that he should perish on the scaffold, he devoted 
the rest of his life to making good books to counter
act, as far as possible, the effect of the bad ones ha 
had had the misfortune to write before. The beau
tiful words that made an impious philosopher a fer
vent Christian are found, my dear friends, in the 
third book, twenty-first chapter; read them over 
sometimes, recalling to mind what I have just told 
you. -Gjillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 254.

331. J. Reader of Romances.—It is related in a very 
interesting book, entitled The Shepherd of Little 
L unbs, that, during the course of a mission given at 
Marseilles, I think it was, a lady came to see one of 
the Fathers who preached. She saluted him affect
edly, making use of silly, exaggerated words. He 
easily knew from that that the lady was in the habit 
of reading novels, and other books of the kind. “ I 
gee you read novels, madam !” “ I do, Father, but,
then, they do me no harm whatever; I merely read 
them for recreation.” u It would be well for you, in 
that case, madam, before reading chose book*,
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to kneel down and say to God: ‘ My God, I am go. 
Ing to read this romance to please Thee; I know 
there are bad doctrines in it, bad examples, and bad 
dvicc; no matter, I am going to read it to accom 

plish my bapdsmal vows, and to promote Thy glory 
and the salvation of my soul.’ ” “ But, Father, I
could never say such a prayer a3 that; it would be 
mocking God.” “No, madam, if the book be good, 
you can and should say such a prayer.” “ But—but, 
Father—” “ Ah ! there it is—you begin to feel that
the book is not so harmless as you thought at first. 
Tell me, daughter, were you more pious formerly 
than you are now?” “Yes, Father!” “And did 
you read novels, then ?” “ Oh ! no, Father, not at
all.” “ Did you once prefer serious studies, useful 
work, grave occupations?” “ Yes, Father !” “And 
did you then read novels ?” “ No, Father!” “ Were
you once wiser, more obedient, less addicted to lux
ury and foolish expense?” “Yes, Father!” “And 
did you read novels ?” “ No, Father !” “ You for
merly frequented the sacraments with more relish 
and with more exactness ?” “ Alas! yes, Father !” 
“And did you read novels?” “No, Father!” 
“ Well! madam, I have nothing more to say to you; 
you see yourself the danger of reading such silly pro 
Auctions.”—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, V., 334.



CHAPTER VHI.

SEVENTH COMMANDMENT OF GOB.

Thou Shalt not Steal.

I.----ON ROBBERY.

335. Robbers Struck Motionless.—I have often told 
you, my dear friends, that God has eternity to punish 
sinners, and hence it is that He sometimes loaves 
them undisturbed. Nevertheless, He does not always 
act so, as is proved by the following pleasing anec
dote. There was at Tremythonta, in the island of 
Cyprus, a holy bishop, named Spiridion, who lived 
in the fourth century. As he had been employed, 
before his episcopate, in keeping sheep, he made no 
difficulty, afterwards, of continuing the same exercise 
to earn his living, for in those days bishops were as 
poor as the faithful. Some robbers having entered 
his sheepfold by night, in order to rob it, felt them
selves stopped by an invisible hand, and bound, as it 
were, with bonds that hindered them from escaping 
St. Spiiidion, coming in the morning, as usual, to turn 
out his flock, found them in this piteous state. As 
for them, ashamed to see themselves surprised in 
•uch a posture, they confessed their evil purpose.
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Christian compassion made him pray for them and 
after having unbound them by his words, he gave 
them a sheep, telling them by way of an agreeable 
joke, that he wished to reward them for the trouble 
hey had had in watching* his flock all night. He 
urther told them that it would have been better for 
them to ask what they wanted than to endeavor to 
»ake it by fraud, and after remonstrating mildly with 
them on the life they were leading, he let them go 
in peace. Happy was it for those wretched men if 
they only came to understand how base and how de
grading was the trade they followed.—Sozomenes, 
'Eccles. Hist.., Chap. XI.

336. For a Dead Cow.—The saints were men like 
us, my very dear friends, and it sometimes happened 
that they committed faults, even very grave ones. 
Hat then they had the humility to confess and do pen
ance for them, in such wise that what should have 
turned to their confusion, became for them a crown 
of glory. St. Ephrem bewailed all his life long a 
folly of his youth. Going through a wood one win
ter's day, he saw a poor man’s cow lying under a 
tree apparently fatigued or sick. Instead of driving 
her home to her owner, he had the cruelty to throw 
stones at her to make her rise, and then to chase her 
through the woods and fields, till, exhausted with fa 
tigue, she fell dead in a ditch. The following nigh 
she was devoured by wolves or some other wild 
beasts. Ephrem kept his own secret, and no one 
inspected him; but God had seen what he did, and 
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punished him in a very extraordinary manner. A 
month after this sad occurrence, he was sent by his 
parents to a village some distance off. Overtaken 
by night before he could reach there, he was obliged 
to ask lodging in a shepherd’s hut; it was granted 
to him. Unhappily the shepherd was a drunkard, 
and, as he had drank a great deal that evening, 
he fell into a leaden sleep. Robbers availing 
themselves of the opportunity, came during the 
night and took away the greater part of his flock, 
without him perceiving. The owners hearing of the 
robbery, arrived almost immediately at the shepherd's 
hut, and there found Ephrem, whom they did not 
know. They accused him of having an understanding 
with the robbers, and being accessory to their crime. 
It was no use for him to declare his innocence, he was 
dragged away to prison, and left there till the affair 
should have been cleared up ; he passed eight days in 
prison. Whilst he was there, he had a dream, in 
which he saw a most beautiful young man, who told 
him that the imprisonment he endured, the chains 
with which he was loaded, were the punishment of 
the crime he had committed, in causing the death of 
the poor man’s cow. Some days after, Ephrem’s in
nocence in regard to the robbery being fully estab
lished, he was released from prison. It is he himself 
who relates all these particulars in his works, and h& 
wept his sin till his last hour.—Schmid et Belet, Cat^ 
Hist., IL, 356.

337. St. Spiridion's Chest.—I know not, my deal 
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friends, whether I have already spoken to yon of St 
Spiridion, bishop of Tremythonte, in tli© island of 
Cyprus, who lived in the fourth century. He was 
poor, notwithstanding his title of bishop, and derived 
bis subsistence from a flock of sheep, which he often 
ended himself. But he was extremely charitable, 
.nd never refused to lend to those who were in need. 
When they came to borrow money of him, he gave 
them none with his own hands; he contented him
self with showing where the chest was, and telling 
those who asked it of him to take whatever they re
quired. When they came to bring him back the 
money they had borrowed, he made them put it in 
the chest, without observing whether they did or not. 
A man once abused this generous disinterestedness, 
for, thinking that he could easily cheat St. Spiridion, 
he took away with him again the money he pretended 
to put back in the box. Some time after, he had oc
casion to apply again to the holy bishop, and found 
him still disposed to assist him. St. Spiridion told 
him, as usual, to take what money he wanted out of 
the box; but the rogue found it empty. He imme
diately informed the Saint, who said to him: “ It is 
very strange that you are the only one who has found 
nothing in the box. Perhaps it is because you failed 
to put back what you took the last time. Examin 
yourself, and, if it be so, regard this accident as an 
effect of the justice of God, who thus punishes your 
avarice and deceit.” The borrower then confessed 
his knavery, and St. Spiridion discovered the truth 
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uf what he had only been supposing.—Sozomenm, 
Eccles. Hist., Chap. XI.

338. St. Elen's Arm-Chairs.—St. Eloi, as you are 
.ioubtles3 aware, my dear friends, was a goldsmith 
before he became a bishop. But what particularly 
distinguished him was his unfailing honesty and in
tegrity. lie was very different, in that respect, from 
so many other workmen who manage to keep for 
themselves a portion of the materials given them 
when they are not restrained by the fear of God’s 
judgments. However, Clotaire II., king of France, 
having been informed of St. Eloi’s skill as a gold
smith, cist his eyes upon him to carry out a design 
he had in his mind. He wanted to have a new sort 
of chair made all of gold and precious stones, and 
for that purpose he gave a great quantity of gold 
and jewels to St. Eloi, who received the whole with 
weight and measure, and went immediately to work 
on the model that had been given him. But, instead 
of one chair that was expected of him, he contrived 
to make two of the same size with the materials fur
nished. He, nevertheless, at first presented only one 
to the king, who was wed satisfied with it. St. Eloi 
having afterwards presented the second, Clotaire, 
axpecting nothing more, was much surprised; ha 
jould not persuade himself that what was given to 
?t. Eioi had been sufficient to make two seats; he 
could only be convinced by the weight, which was 
found to correspond exactly with that of the gold 
and jewels given. This showed how widely the 
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holy goldsmith differed from some other jewellers, 
who, to conceal their fraud, say that there is always 
some waste in the melting down of metals.—Saint 
Ouen, Life of St. Eloi.

339. The House Built by St. Eloi.—A truly upright 
and honest man carries delicacy of conscience very 
far when there is question of the goods of others. 
We find several examples of this in the life of St. 
Eloi; but here is one that has always struck me very 
much. Dagobert I., king of France, had given him 
a fine house in Paris. The holy goldsmith made so 
large a monastery of it that it contained almost 
three hundred religious, under the direction of the 
holy Abbess St. Aure. In .order to finish this great 
edifice, a small space was required that belonged to 
the king. St. Eloi drew out the plan of it, so as to 
know its exact dimensions, and then asked it of the 
king. He obtained it without difficulty; but having 
afterwards discovered a mistake in the measurement 
of the ground, and that there was a small quantity 
more than he had told the king, he was so afflicted 
that, stopping the work immediately, he ran to the 
palace to ask pardon. This he did prostrate on the 
ground as though he had committed a crime, and 
even offered to undergo any torment to expiate it. 
The king, much surprised by such great delicacy of 
conscience, said to the lords of his court and others 
who were present: “ Behold the fidelity of those who 
live according to Jesus Christ. My governors and 
officers do not scruple to take possession of whole 
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estates and lord ships, and this servant of God, as you 
see, would not dare to take from me one inch of 
ground beyond what I gave him.” Dagobert, wish
ing at the same time to reward such great probity 
doubled the donation he had made to St. Eloi.— 
Saint Ouen, Vie de St. Eloi.

310. The Unwilling Camel-Driver.—To rob is for
bidden, not only by the law of God, but also by the 
laws of men; hence it is that justice punishes that 
crime so severely. Here is a pleasing story that may 
instruct whilst amusing you. A Christian merchant, 
residing at Aleppo, in Turkey in Asia, had entrusted 
a Turkish camel-driver with a certain number of 
bales of silk to convey to Constantinople. He set 
out himbdf with the camel-driver, but had scarcely 
made half the journey when he fell sick, and could 
not keep up with the caravan, which arrived long 
before him. Some weeks having passed, the camel
driver seeing no sign of his man, supposed him to be 
dead, sold the bales of silk, became rich, and changed 
his profession. The Christian merchant at length 
arrived, found him out after a long search, and claim
ed his merchandize. The rogue pretended not to 
know him, and even dared to deny that he had ever 
been a camel-driver. The cadi, that is to say, the 
magistrate, before whom the affair was brought, said 
to the Christian: “ What do you demand ?” “Twenty 
bales of silk which I gave this man to transport on 
camel-back to Constantinople.” “ And you, what 
Lave you to answer to that ?” “ I know not what he 
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means with his hales of silk and his camels; I never 
saw or knew him.” “ But, Christian accuser, what 
proof can you give of what you advance ?” The 
merchant, much embarrassed, although confident of 
oeing in the right, could give no other proofs except 
that illness had prevented him from following the 
camel-driver to Constantinople. The cadi then told 
them that they were a pair of fools, and ordered them 
to retire. He turned his back to them, and pretended 
to occupy himself with something else. But, as they 
were going out together, he went to a window and 
called out: “ Ho, camel-driver, a word with you!” 
The Turk immediately turns his head, without think
ing that he had denied that profession. Then the 
cadi, who had seen through it all, had them brought 
back, administered a severe castigation to the rob- 
oer, who confessed his fault, and condemned him, not 
only to pay the Christian merchant for his silk, but 
also a considerable fine for the false oath he had 
taken.—Filassier, Diet. d'LLduc.., II., 151.

341. A Hermit's Field of Barley.—It often happens 
in the world, my young friends, that people do their 
business at the expense of others; that is called ad
dress, cleverness, tact; but in reality it is cheating 

*and injustice, and the seventh commandment of God 
expressly forbids it. In 1757, during the famous 
Seven Years' War, which took place between Frede
rick the Great, king of Prussia, and most of the 
other powers of Europe, a captain of cavalry wai 
ordered to go and forage in a certain district. He 
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sets out with his company. Arrived at the place ap
pointed, he perceived that it was a secluded valley 
where there was nothing but woods. All at once he 
discovered a little hut, he knocks at the door, and an 
old hermit with a white beard comes to open it. 
‘ Father,” said the captain, “ show me a field where 
my men can forage.” “ I will go immediately, cap 
tain !” He plaoes himself at the head of the horse 
men and conducts them out of the valley. After a 
quarter of an hour’s march, they came to a fine field 
of barley : “ Here is what we want,” said the captain. 
“ Let us go a little farther,” answered the old hermit, 
“ anti you shall be better satisfied.” So they went a 
little farther, found another field of barley, and he 
told them: “Now you can forage.” The horsemen 
immediately dismount, reap the field from one end to 
the other, tie the barley in sheaves and place it on 
the backs of their horses. On the way back, the cap
tain said to the hermit: “ Father, you took us too far; 
the first field of barley we came to was better than 
this.” “ So it was, captain, but it was not mine, and 
this belongs to me.” There, you see, children, is 
delicacy of conscience; there is what you do not find 
amongst people of the world, who are actuated only 
by the honor and good faith of an honest man.— 
FrLAssiER, Did. dSEduc., I., 548.

n.—ON USURY AND EXTORTION.

342. Down One-Half!—Let me tell you, to-day 
my dear friends, the frightful story of a wretched 
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usurer, who speculated on public misery to make un
lawful profits. Shame, eternal shame to those wretch
ed monopolizers ! It was in the fourteenth century, 
I believe; a terrible famine having broken out at 
Rimini, in Italy, the exorbitant price of grain threw 
desolation amongst the inhabitants. It was only the 
usurer of whom I have spoken to you that rejoiced, 
because his granaries were full. Nevertheless, al
though the corn was already beyond all price, he re
fused to sell his, hoping that it would rise still higher 
and in order to esbape importunities he even retired 
to the country. Every day he went to walk on the 
high road, and never failed to ask the people coming 
from the town how corn was selling. When told 
that it was still going up, he heaved a compassionate 
sigh, but laughed within himself. But it happened 
that two wealthy inhabitants of Rimini having 
bought enormous quantities of grain in Apulia, in the 
kingdom of Naples, in order to provide for the neces
sity of the moment, the corn fell at a single stroke 
to half the price. The usurer, who proposed to re
turn that very day to the town, to profit by the 
misery of his townsmen, inquired, as usual, of the 
passers by, what was the price of corn. What was 
nis surprise to see joyous troops of villagers coming 
along, driving before them asses loaded with corn 
“What has happened?” he asked, trembling with 
anxiety. “ Praises be to God 1” cried all the peasants 
at once, “ corn is down one-half this morning 1”— 
“Down one-ka/f!'' slowly repeated the astonished 
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usurer. He runs to the city, people meet him, salute 
him, bid him good morning, but to all these atten* 
tions he can only reply with these words slowly arti
culated : “ Down one-half C On reaching his home, 
his wife and children could get no other answer from 
him. He took to his bed, his ghastly countenance 
giving rise to serious alarm. They run for a doctor, 
who arrives in all haste, and asks him what is the 
matter with him. Down one-half ! murmurs the 
unhappy man. A priest arrives, wants to hear his 
confes ion, speaks to him of trusting in the mercy of 
God. “ Down one-half!” repeats the dying man, 
whom every one regards as stricken with madness 
His condition became worse and worse; medicine 
and care were alike ineffectual, and the infamous 
usurer expired articulating one last time the words 
that seemed to be the warrant of divine justice: 
Down one-half!—Sciimid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 411.

343. The Alms of the Bakers of Lyons.—I think I 
have already told you, children, that I am very glad 
when I see rogues, extortioners or persons who are 
too covetous, taken in their own snares. That often 
happens by the dispensation of God, who cannot 
bear injustice, and often punishes it even in this life. 
The following story goes to prove the assertion, 
fhe bakers of Lyons, wanting to raise the price of 
their bread, about 1775, if I am not mistaken, went 
to M. Dugas, provost of the merchants of that city. 
After a long explanation of their reasons, they retired 
without waiting for his answer, but left on the table 
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a purse containing two hundred gold pieces, tnat ii 
to say, about four thousand francs, not doubting but 
that new kind of advocate would effectually plead 
their cause. Some days after, they again pre
sented themselves to receive the magistrate’s an
swer. “ Gentlemen,” said M. Dugas in a good 
natured, off-hand way, yet with a certain degree of 
sly humor, “ I have weighed your reasons in the 
scales of justice, and I have not found them of suf
ficient weight. I do not think it necessary that the 
people should suffer for an unwarrantable rise in the 
price of flour, which cannot last for any length of 
time. For the rest, I have distributed the money 
you left me amongst the hospitals of the city, because 
I thought you intended it for no other use. I see 
plainly that since you find yourselves in a position to 
give such a donation for charity, you cannot lose as 
much as you say in yj\ur business.” So saying, the 
worthy provost saluted them very graciously, and 
retired. The bakers retired, too, but the chronicler 
of the event seems to have taken a malicious pleasure 
in applying to them that line with which La Fontaine 
ends his fable of The Fox and the Crow:

Juraut, mais un peu tard, qu’ ou ue l'y prendrait plus.*
—Filassier, Did. d Educ., II., 124.

344. Wood That Costs Very Dear.—There is iU 
tiling more revolting to me, my very dear friends 
than to see wretches abuse the misery of their pool

• Swearing, but too late, that he should be caught there no
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fellow-creatures to extoic money from them, selling 
them things for two or three times their value. So 
I am not sorry when I see something come upon 
them that pays them back in their own coin. Thi 
is just what happened in 1794, in a little village of 
Westphalia, one of the provinces of Prussia. / 
poor French refugee was in that village in the deptl 
of winter, a most severe winter, too; he wanted to 
purchase some wood, and applied to an individual 
whom he met in the street with a load of wood. 
The townsman, seeing that he had a stranger to deal 
with, put an exorbitant price on the wood; he asked 
three pounds, that is to say, about sixty francs, al
though it was worth no more than eight or ten. 
The bargain made and the wood delivered, the 
wood seller goes to have his breakfast at an inn, and 
is not ashamed to boast of having plucked a stranger, 
selling him for sixty francs what was worth but eight. 
[I was all fair, added he, laughing, as the wood be- 
longed to me. His breakfast ended, he asks the land
lord for his bill. The latter, indignant at the 
man’s villainy, coolly told him it was three pounds. 
“ IIow ? three pounds for a piece of bread, a piece 
of cheese, and two glasses of beer!” “Yes, sir, 
what you took was my property, and I have a right 
to put what price I please upon it, so, if you are not 
satisfied to pay my demand, let us go before a ma
gistrate.” “That is just what 1 want; let us go at 
once.” When the magistrate had heard the two 
stories, he hesitated not to decido in ravor of the 
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innkeeper, and condemned the hard hearted man to 
pay the sixty francs demanded. As soon as the 
worthy innkeeper received the money, he gave eight 
francs to the wood seller, and went with the other 
fifty two francs to the unfortunate Frenchman, who 
had been the victim of the morning’s shameful bar 
gain.—Cot. de Rodez, V., 374.

345. A Cure of Human fat.—A man who has en
riched himself by cheating and defrauding may some
times applaud himself for having done his business 
so well, as they say in the world; but, dear friends, 
there will come a time when he will not be quite so 
happy, not to speak of the eternity of torments which 
awaits him, if he do not make restitution. Here is 
an interesting story on that subject. A very rich 
man, whose name charity forbids me to mention, fell 
dangerously ill; it was at the end of the last century, 
certain sores that he had on his body were already 
beginning to mortify, and every one saw plainly that 
•here was no chance of his recovery. His whole for. 
tune had been acquired by fraud and extortion, and 
yet he would not hear of restitution, under pretence 
that his three children would be reduced to indigence 
Hearing of this, a learned and pious clergyman says 
to some one : “ Go and tell him that I have a cure 
for mortification, and I ain sure he will ask to see me 
J’Ut as the priest expected, he no sooner heard that 
an old priest had a cure for mortification than he 
must absolutely see him. “ They tell me, sir,” sai 1 
he, “ that you have a sure remedy for mortification.’
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“/ rvvs, sir, the cure is infallible, it will not give 
vo’-* eny pain, it is very simple, but it is extraordi- 
nar?y dear.”—“No matter, if it cost ten thousand 
francs I am resolved to have it. In what does it 
consist ?” “ This is it: to have melted over the
mortified wound a little human fat from a living per
son. It Joes not require much, so that, for ten thou
sand francs you will, doubtless, find some one that 
will consent to have their hand, for instance, burned 
—for a short quarter of an hour.”—“ Alas 1 father, I 
fear I could find no one to do it for that price.” 
“ Well! then, it seems to me a very easy thing to find 
some one to agree to do it. You have three sons 
who love you well; send for the eldest and say to 
him : ‘Son, I do not doubt your affection for me, so I 
will make you the heir of all my wealth, if you will 
only give me one last proof of it. It is to burn your 
left hand for a quarter of an hour so that the grease 
which will drop from it may cure me.’ Should he 
refuse you this mark of affection, you will make the 
same proposal to the second, and, in case of refusal, 
to the third; one of th* three will be sure to accept 
it, in order to become your heir.” The patient fol
lowed this wise counsel, and had his three sons 
brought to him one by one ; but alas ! none of them 
would consent to what their father required. They 
even could not help saying amongst themselves 
H’Aaf a rwr man father is to ask us to do such a 
thing vs that! Then the ingenious clergyman, left 
alon* nth the dying man, said to him earnestly 
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“ Now, sir, would not you be very foolish to undergo 
the fire of hell for all eternity, to enrich children who 
would not suffer even their hand to be burned for 
one quarter of an hour for your sake ? You must 
admit that it would be a piece of folly, at which they 
would be the first to laugh.”—“ Youareright,reverend 
father I I confess I never thought of it in that light. 
I beg of you not to go till I have confessed my sins, 
and taken means to repair all the injustice I have 
•ommitted.” He, in fact, did so, and died reconciled 
with God.—Lassausse, Cat. de V Empire, 264.

34G. The Weight of a Sack of Earth.—Listen to 
this story, my young friends, and try to profit by 
it: An inhabitant of Rhenish Prussia, already very 
rich, but not yet content, contrived by his adroit 
cunning and knavery to take from a poor woman a 
small field adjoining his own vast property; it was 
her only means of living. Overwhelmed by this mis
fortune and too poor to enter a law-suit, she goes to 
the spoiler and tells him: “ Since you must have my 
little field, which came down to me from my fathers 
nd was my only means of support, allow me, at least 

vO fill a sack with the earth of it, that I may keep as 
a memento in my house.”—■“ If that will content you, 
you may have it,” said the hard-hearted man dryly 
nd contemptuously. She then took the largest sack 

she could find, filled it with the earth of her field, 
tied it with a strong cord, and tried to place it on 
her shoulders. But, being unable to succeed, she 
besought the new owner to assist her. In order t* 
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get rid of her, he was fain to render her this last ser
vice; but he, too, was unable to lift the sack. He 
was going to call one of his servants, when the poor 
woman, inspired by the justice of her cause, said to 
him in a solemn and dignified tone: “ Stay as you are, 
sir !—you have taken my field from me, so you may 
keep my sack. Only tell me one thing: you have 
found it impossible to raise this sack of earth, how 
will you, then, bear on your conscience, unhappy man, 
the weight of my whole field ? Are you not afraid 
that the just God will make use of it to crush you?” 
At these words, so vehemently uttered, the spoiler 
turned pale, a cold shiver ran through his frame, and 
some days after, he gave the poor woman back her 
spot of ground.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist. III., 374.

347. The Ill-paid Servants.—One of the most cry
ing crimes, dear friends, even in the eyes of men, is 
that of refusing to pay servants or working-people 
their wages; or, what is just the same thing, fraudu
lently withholding from them the whole or part of it. 
Those poor uuhappy people are sufficiently to be 
pitied in being obliged to serve others, without de
priving them of the little they earn so hardly, Fur
thermore, my good friends, God never blesses those 
who act in this way. Here is a proof of it. In a 
village of Upper Austria, the German name of which 
a not easily remembered, there dwelt a rich proprie
tor who was, moreover, endowed with great skill in 
managing his affairs, at least, according to the world. 
When engaging servants, he always promised them 
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high wages by the year, and thus managed J Mj 
good and capable ones. But vhen, after having ex 
hausted themselves by hard toil, those poor servant! 
expected to receive, at the end of the year, the fine 
wages promised them, they were cruelly disappointed, 
and in this way: Their master admitted, indeed, tha< 
he had promised such a sum, but he had taken care 
to draw up a detailed account of a thousand little ex
penses, which he pretended to charge to the servants. 
On one, he reckoned the expense of farriery and 
medicine for his ailing horses ; from another he de
ducted the quantity of milk which the cows ought to 
have given and did not; one he made pay for the 
damage done to the agricultural and other implements 
used ; another, the crockery accidentally broken in 
the course of the year. Nothing could be more un
just or more unreasonable than these charges, but 
justice could do nothing, because the master always 
made his arrangements so as to throw the blame on 
the servants. The latter went away, and he always 
contrived by cunning and by fine promises to find 
others on the same conditions. This state of things 
ought to have made him rich, it would seem, in a 
short time. Not at all, my dear children ! as I told 
you just now, God cannot bless those who commi 
such crying injustice towards their domestics. Out 
rich townsman became so reduced in circumstances 
that all he had was sold at auction, and he himself 
had to end his days in an hospital.—Sohmid et Bela, 
Cat. Hist., III., 376.
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III.---- DEPOSITS AND THINGS FOUND.

348. Two Hundred Silver Pennies Found. —What 
we find, my dear children, we cannot keep, since it 
does not belong to us; we must even make all possi
ble search to find out the real owner. St. Augustine 
relates an anecdote on this subject which he heard 
himself from a worthy man, when he was in Milan. 
This man was so poor that he hired himself to a 
schoolmaster. He one day found a bag containing 
about 200 silver pennies of Roman money, which 
might be nearly 300 francs. As he was faithful to 
the law of God, he knew well that he must give up 
what he had found, but he knew not to whom he was 
bound to give it. Then he wrote this notice on a 
paper, which he posted up in a public place :

Notice.
ANY ONE WHO HAS LATELY LOST MONEY CAN HAVE IT BY 

APPLYING AT SUCH A NUMBER, IN SUCH A STREET.

It so happened that he who had lost the money, 
and was looking for it everywhere in great dis
tress, saw this notice, read it, and went in all baste 
to seek this poor man. The latter put several ques
tions to him concerning the marks, tne texture and 
the seal of the bag, the amount of money contained 
n it, <fcc., fearing to be mistaken in giving it to a man 
who olaimed it without its Delonging to him. The 
claimant answered exactly all the questions put to 
nim, and the poor man gave him what he had found 
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Fu_. of joy and gratitude, the owner immediately of 
fered him the sum of twenty pennies, which was the 
tenth part of what the bag contained. But see chil 
<lren, the deVcacy of those who are really Christians 
the man who had found the money, poor as he was 
absolutely refused to receive the reward. He was 
offered ten, which he likewise refused; the owner, at 
last, came down to five, but all in vain. When the 
generous owner saw this species of obstinacy, lie ex
claimed : “ You will receive nothing? well! I declare 
to you I have lost nothing.” And he threw the bag 
on the street. Overcome by this singular argument, 
the poor man at length accepted what was offered 
him, but the day had not passed till he had distributed 
all of it amongst the poor.—St. Augustine, Sermons, 
No. 178.

349. A Tartar's Purse.—The world talks loudly 
of honor, loyalty, probity; but for my part, children, 
I have more confidence in one good Christian than in 
fifty people who are honest accordyjg to the world. 
It is related, in the Lcttres tdijiantes, that a brilliant 
Tartar officer riding on horseback through one of the 
gates of Pekin, the capital of China, happened to let 
his purse fall. It was picked up by a poor Chinese 
workman, who had the happiness of being a Chris
tian, and who ran after the horseman to give it to 
him. But the latter, unaware of the motive the mai 
had in following him, threw a contemptuous look 
upon him and spurred his horse to avoid him. The 
ooor Christian continued to follow him at a distance,



SEVENTH COMMANDMENT Of GOD. 44fc

. id entered the house into which he saw him go. 

The Tartar, much exasperated, asked him haughtily 
nho he was and what he wanted. “ My lord, you 
ost your purse at the city gate; I picked it up, and 

ran after you to restore it.” “It is singular that you 
hould act so. since the laws of the empire permit 

one to keep anything they find.” “ Yes, but 1 am a 
Christian, and my religion obliges me to restore what 
I find to the rightful owner.” This reply excited the 
Tartar’s curiosity; he wished to know what sort of 
religion that might be, came to the Catholic mission
ary, and was instructed in the mysteries of our holy 
religion.—Reyre, Anec. Chret., 239.

350. The Barber of Pekin.—It is only our holy re
ligion, my friends, that can prescribe duties of con
science which are not seen; other laws may occupy 
themselves with exterior actions, but they are power
less in regulating thoughts. A Jesuit missionary, 
who was preaching the gospel in China, in the last 
century, relates the following story of a barber. As 
is usual there with people of his profession, this man 
went from side to side in the streets of Pekin, shak
ing an instrument composed of knotted cords, which, 
striking against each other, made a peculiar sound 
«o warn those who wished to be shaved to present 
themselves to him. He one day found a purse in 
which there vrere twenty gold pieces. He takes it 
ip, and looks around to see if he could discover the 
person that lost it. After a careful scrutiny of the 
people around him, it seemed to him that it might
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possibly belong to a gentleman who was walking be
fore him; he accosts him, and asks him if he had lost 
anything. The gentleman searches his pockets, and 
cries in dismay: “ I have lost my purse, containing 
twenty gold pieces.”—“Well! don’t be uneasy, here 
it is, just as you lost it.”—“ But who are you ? wha 
is your name ? where do you live ?”—“ It is little mat 
ter to you who I am, what my name is, or where I live ; 
it suffices for you to know that I am a Christian, and 
one of those who practise the religion of the Master 
of heaven. It forbids us not only to take what is in 
houses, but even to keep what we find by chance.” 
Hearing this, the gentleman, full of admiration for 
a doctrine so pure and so disinterested, went imme
diately to the church of the Christians, and asked to 
be instructed in the true religion. This charming 
story, my dear children, was related by the mission
ary, the very year in which it happened, to the Em
peror of China himself, who could, thereby, judge of 
the difference which exists between his religion and 
ours.—Reyke, Anec. Chret., 240.

351. Thirty Thousand Francs Found.- We have 
no right, dear friends, to touch what does not belong 
to us; so, when money is placed in our hands by way 
of deposit, it must be returned exactly as we receiveo 
it. A worthy man in an Eastern city, the name of 
which I did not learn, was to bring 30,000 francs to 
a notary. He learned that a missionary was going 
to preach, in a little while, in a neighboring church ; 
and, in order to have the pleasure of hearing him, he
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went to the house of a person of his acq aintance 
whom he knew to be very honest, and requested him 
to keep the money for him while he went to hear the 
Bermon. “ Open that cupboard,” said he, “ and put 
into it what you will.” He opened the cupboard, 
placed his bag in it, and went to church. After the 
■ermon, he came to claim his money. “ What 
money ?” he was asked in a tone of surprise. “ Why, 
the bag of 30,000 francs I placed in that cupboard.” 
“ If you put it there, take it.” lie ran to get his 
money, but it was no longer there. He thought, at 
first, that it was a jest, but the serious and angry way 
in which the owner of the house spoke, convinced 
him that he had been robbed. He goes out, and, in
stead of repairing to the notary's, he goes to the house 
of one of his friends, where the preacher happened to 
be; he tells them the story of the deposit. At the 
end of a quarter of an hour, the missionary goes out, 
without saying anything, and repairs in all haste to 
the house of the thief. Without entering into any 
detail, he accosts him directly and tells him plainly 
“ I come for the 30,000 francs that Mr. Such-a-one 
left in your oharge, about three hours ago, and which 
you deny having received. You think, perhaps, that 
you did that without being seen, but I have a witness 
to produce against you. Give up the money, or yoi 
are ruined forever.” At the word witness, the un 
happy man changed conntenance, and appeared visb 
bly agitated. Seeing that, the missionary draws a 
crucifix from his pocket and places it before his eyes,
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saying to him still more earnestly: “There is tha 
witness against you, and to whom you must one day 
account for your criminal action I” The culprit con 
fessed his crime and gave up the 30,000 franc°; the 
missionary took it back himself to the poor mar from 
whom it had been taken, who little expected to see it 
again.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, V., 416.

352. Emile'* Pretty Little Cannon. — You all 
know, my good little friends, that we are never 
permitted to take what does not belong to us; you 
cannot even take the least thing at home without the 
permission of your parents. You must not do, then, 
what was done by a little boy of seven years old 
whom I knew. He was called Emile, and lived not 
far from the town of Lens. One day, returning from 
there, he appeared so gay that every one noticed it 
His father sees in his hands a little copper cannon, 
mounted on two pretty little wheels of the same 
metal. “ Ila! ha! my boy,” said he, “ you want to 
join the artillery. What a pretty little cannon! 
Who gave you that nice present?” “No one, papa, 
I bought it in Lens.” “ And pray, who gave you the 
money?” said the father quickly. “ Papa, it was a 
little twenty-sous piece that I found.” “ And where 
did you find it, sir ?” “ I found it on the mantel
piece in your room.” “You shall dine on dry bread 
sir, to-day. What is on my mantel-piece is not lost 
at all, and, even if it were, you have no right to take 
it and dispose of it.”—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, V., 360



CHAPTER IX.
EIGHTH COMMANDMENT OF GOD.

Thou Shalt not Bear False Witneu.

I.—FALSE TESTIMONY.

353. Dogs Punishing a Perjurer.—There are few 
amongst you, my little friends, who do not remember 
the story of the wicked Achab and of Queen Jeza
bel, his wife, still more impious than himself. The 
King, wishing to enlarge his gardens, could never 
prevail upon a virtuous Israelite, named Naboth, to 
sell him his vineyard, which lay close by. Jezabel 
excited the king to take possession of it by force, and 
put Naboth to death. For that purpose, she bribed 
two false witnesses, who swore that Naboth had 
blasphemed against God and spoke evil of the king. 
The unfortunate man was taken outside the city and 
stoned to death without ever being heard in his owi 
defence. Achab, apprised of his death, wont in hi,, 
chariot to take possession of his victim’s vineyard, 
when the prophet Elias came to meet him, and an 
uounced to him, on the part of the Lord, that ths 
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logs who had licked the blood of the just Naboth should 
one day lick his own blood in the same place; that his 
voslcrity should perish miserably to the very last shoot, 
itul that the dugs should in like manner devour the bod$ 
f Jezabel, his wife. This decree, as just as it was ter 
ible, was executed to the letter, some years after, as 

you have read in your Sacred History.—IV. Kings, 
Uliap. IX.

354. The Trial of Susanna.—Human justice may 
be at fault, my dear friends, let it take what precau
tions it may; but divine justice is sure to find out the 
guilty and punish them sooner or later. It often 
overtakes them even in this life, as we learn from the 
story of the chaste Susanna, which I am going to tell 
you, although you may have, perhaps, read it in 
Sacred History. Whilst the Jews were captives in 
Babylon, they were accustomed to elect every year 
two men of a certain age, to decide the disputes that 
might turn up amongst them. One evening, after 
these judges had held their court at the house of a 
virtuous Israelite, named Joakim, they walked out 
through his garden, which was large and fine. They 
there found Susanna, wife of Joakim. She was a per
son endowed with the rarest and most admirable quali
ties. The two old men approached her; and tram
pling under foot all respect for their age and for their 
dignity, they were not ashamed to do the devil’s 
work, threatening her with death if she refused to 
offend God. Far from being intimidated, the chaste 
flusanna said to them: “ Never will I consent to sin 
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tn the presence of the Lc*rd, who sees Vif ; I would 
rathei die innocent than live guilty.” This courage
ous resistance, instead of making them blush for 
shame, served only to irritate them, and they swore 
to be revenged. Next day, having assembled tin. 
people, they accused Susanna of an enormous crime 
and stated that they had themselves seen her com 
mit it, under a tree in her garden. No one could re 
fuse to believe them, because they were venerable 
by their age and by the office of judge which they 
exercised. Consequently, the unfortunate m oman 
was condemned to be stoned to death, and she was 
immediately taken outside the city, that this unjust 
sentence might be executed. Whilst the crowd was 
passing along the streets of the city, God inspired a 
child of twelve years old, the young prophet Daniel, 
to reveal Susanna’s innocence. He all at once cried 
out: I am not guilty of the innocent blood you are going 
to shed. Young as he was, God permitted that what 
he said attracted attention; lie was questioned, a 
short discussion followed, and finallj they all went 
back to the place where the trial had taken place. 
There, the little prophet takes one of the iniquitous 
judges aside, and asks him in a low vcice under 
which tree he had seen Susanna. Undei % mastic 
tree, answered the old man. He privately put the 
same question to the other: I saw her under a *.urpen 
tine tree, replies the latter. With these two contra 
dictory answers the inspired child had no difficult) 
ui convincing the people of the imposture of fhe two 
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accusers and the innocence of the accused. Thus, by 
a secret judgment of God, those corrupt old men 
were condemned to undergo the very punishment 
they would have inflicted on the virtuous Israelite.— 
Daniel, Chap. XIII.

355. The Hand cut off by St. Athanasius.—The 
Arians, those audacious and restless heretics, who 
dared to deny the divinity of Our Lord Jesus Christ, 
had no more formidable adversary than the great 
St. Athanasius, patriarch of Alexandria, in Egypt. 
There w’as no intrigue which they did not employ, 
no means they did not attempt, to try to ruin him; 
thc-y had him banished seven times. But the most 
singular accusation they brought against him was 
this: At the Council of Tyre, they accused the holy 
prelate of having cruelly killed Arsenus, Bishop of the 
Meletians, and of having cut off his hand to make use 
of in magical operations and invocations of the devil. 
Before bringing forward this grave charge, they had 
taken care to spirit away Bishop Arsenus to a dis
tant part of a remote country; furthermore, they 
presented to the assembly a hand, which they said 
belonged to the murdered bishop. You may well 
think, dear friends, that this was a serious affair; it 
was carefully discussed, and St. Athanasius having 
reither proof nor witness to defend himself, his ene
mies prevailed. But God does not abandon His ser
vants; what did He do? He ordained it eo that 
Arsenus escaped from his retreat and came to the 
accused patriarch. The latter goes to the council 
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with the supposed dead man, but taking care to make 
him hide one of his hands in his cloak. What was 
every one’s surprise and stupefaction when St. Athana 
sius presented Arsenus living and well I “ I am ao- 
cused of having kihed this bishop; see now if it be 
true, unless, indeed, I raised him to life again on pur
pose to bring him hither1 I am, likewise, accused 
of having cut off his hand; Arsenus, show them your 
other hand” (Arsenus draws it from under his 
cloak and shows it); “ you see he has still his two 
hands, and I think God gave him no more.” I leave 
you to think, my dear friends, on what side were 
shame and confusion, and on what side indignation 
and just anger.—Tillbmont, Eccles. Hist., VIII., 45.

356. The Accusing Axe.—Let us beware, deal 
friends, of rashly condemning others, even when 
there are some appearances against them. People 
have often had cause to repent being too hasty, even 
after having taken many precautions; how would it 
be, then, if none were taken ? St. Augustine himself 
relates what was near happening to one of his friends, 
in consequence of a rash judgment. At the time 
when Alipus was studying under him, at Carthage, 
he was taken for a robber, and arrested, whilst walk
ing alone opposite the hall of justice, turning over in 
his mind something that had been given him to re
cite. The thing occurred in this way: Another scholar, 
who was really a robber, having gained, unperceived, 
the terrace opening on the Goldsmiths’ street, took tc 
chopping the lead off the railing of the terrace with 
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an axe which he had brought with him under his 
cloak. At the noise he made, the goldsmiths, who 
were under the terrace, began to cry out, and sent 
people to seize the robber. The latter, seeing him
self discovered, and hearing the shouts, takes to 
flight and leaves his axe behind, lest it should be 
found in his possession. Alipus, who had not seen 
him go up on the terrace, seeing him go away so 
fast, and anxious to know the cause of his flight, goes 
up himself, finds the axe and takes it. He was look
ing at it in surprise, when the people, sent to see 
whence the noise proceeded, came to the spot. See
ing the axe in his hand, they seized him and brought 
him before the magistrate to be tried, thinking they 
had really caught the robber in the fact. Alipus had 
no witness but God: He came to his assistance in 
due time. For, as they were leading him to prison, 
or, perhaps, even to punishment, a celebrated archi
tect came along, recognized Alipus, and took him 
aside to inquire how all this came to pass. Alipus 
having told him the whole affair, the architect, not
withstanding all the tumult, obliged the populace to 
follow him, and went straight to the house of the 
real thief. A child of his, who had even followed 
him to the terrace, having come to the door, Alipus 
reoognized him and told the architect. The latter 
showed the axe to the child and asked him whose it 
was. It is ours, said he simply, and answered with 
the same ease all the questions put to him. Thus 
all the blame fell on the inmates of that house: the 
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people were all much astonished, and Alipus, fully 
exonerated, learned by his own experience how care
ful we should be to discern the truth and not to be
lieve accusations too easily, even when they appear to 
be well founded, if we would not expose ourselves to 
condemn others rashly.—St. Augustine, Conf., B. VI, 
Ch. XI.

H.—ON lALBEHOOD.

857. St. Athanasius and His Bark.—-hying is never 
permissible, my dear friends, as you well know; but 
we are not always obliged to make the truth known. 
Thus, instead of answering a question directly, you 
may answer it adroitly, provided you do not tell a 
falsehood. I find a curious example of this in the 
life of St. Athanasius, who was so long persecuted by 
the Ariens. One day, having been compelled to 
fly in all haste, he entered a boat which he found on 
the banks of the Nile, and went up the river towards 
the Thebaid. The person sent to kill him, hearing of 
his escape, pursued him as fast as he could ;'but he 
was outstripped by a friend of Athanasius’, who ap
prised the saint that he was closely pursued. His 
companion then advised him to make for the desert. 
He, on the contrary, turned his boat to go down 
again to Alexandria, whence he came, “ to show,” he 
said, “ that He who protects us is mightier than 
those who persecute us.” All he then did was to 
conceal himself at the bottom of the bark. They 
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soon met the boat in which was the persecutor, who 
asked them if Athanasius was far off, or if it was long 
since they left him. Guessing the Saint’s intention 
in ordering the bark to be turned, the people in his 
boat simply answered: “He is not very far away, 
and you can easily overtake him if you wish.” Hear
ing this the other passed on and continued his pur
suit. You may easily understand that he did not 
find the holy patriarch. It was thus that the great 
St. Athanasius, without having recourse to falsehood, 
but simply by means of an evasive though true reply, . 
escaped the hands of his enemies.—Schmid et Belet, 
Cat. Hist., II., 449.

358. Burial of a Living Person.— Amongst the 
falsehoods punished by God in the most signal 
manner, even in this life, few have struck me so 
much as the one I am about to relate. St. James, 
Bishop of Nisibe, in Mesopotamia, who lived in the 
fourth century, going one day into a neighboring 
town, some poor persons came to him, and besought 
him to give them the means of burying one of them, 
who made believe to be dead, although he was 
not. The good bishop cheerfully granted their re
quest ; he even offered up a prayer to God for the 
deceased ; he begged Him to forgive him his sins 
and receive him amongst the blessed. At the mo
ment when he uttered these words, the person who 
was pretending to be dead did really die, and the 
Baint gave what was neoessary to bury his body. 
When he had gone a little waj tkv authors of thif 
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shameful stratagem told him who was lying down to 
rise up. But seeing that he did not hear them, and 
that his pretended death had become real, they ran 
after St. James, and, throwing themselves at his feet, 
they confessed their crime, adding that poverty was 
the cause of their imposture. They conjured him to 
forgive them their fault, and to restore the dead to 
life. Then that admirable man, imitating the clem
ency of Our Lord, granted what they asked, and, by 
a new miracle, restored to life by his prayers he 
whom God had struck dead in punishment of his 
deceit.—Tueodoret, Eccles. Hist., B. I.

359. The Archbishop of Canterbury.—I think 1 
have already told you, my good friends, that we 
must never say anything contrary to the truth, even 
to extricate ourselves from some difficulty. But we 
may either suppress the truth, or answer in an eva
sive manner, as did St. Thomas, Archbishop of Can
terbury, in England. Persecuted unjustly by King 
Henry II., his sovereign, he was several times obliged 
to fly and conceal himself. He took refuge once in 
a hermitage near Sempringham, where he remained 
three whole years. During that time he walked al
ways on foot, clothed as a monk, and bearing the 
name of Brother Christian. Nevertheless, being un
accustomed to travel in such a toilsome way he had 
much to suffer, especially during a cold and rainy 
autumn One day, overcome by fatigue, he threw 
himself on the ground, and said to those who accom
panied him: “ I can go no farther; try to procure 
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me a little nourishment, or I cannot walk.” They 
brought him a poor horse, without either bridle or 
saddle, laid their cloaks on the animal’s back, and 
placed the archbishop thereon, though with great dif
ficulty. In this sorry plight they journeyed on for 
some time, when they saw approaching at full speed 
some armed men, who addressed themselves directly 
to St. Thomas, and said abruptly: “Are not you the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, whom we have been long 
seeking?” “My friends,” he replied, “judge for 
yourselves; is this the equipage of an archbishop?” 
They did not recognize him, and put no further ques
tions. Thus, by a very simple word, he got out of 
his difficulty, without offending the good God.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 452.

360. Is it Lawful to Deceive Robbers f—We are never 
allowed to tell a falsehood, my dear friends, even 
though it were to save our life, our honor, our purse 
or to extricate ourselves from any embarrassment of 
any kind whatsoever. The saints we scrupulous in 
this regard. I have read in the Life of St. John de 
Kenty, a Polish priest, that three times in the course 
of his life he visited Rome, the Holy City. He al
ways travelled on foot, carrying on his back the lit
tle bag that contained his linen, his effects, and the 
bread which was his nourishment. In one of his 
toilsome journeys he was attacked by highway rob
bers, who took from him everything they could. 
After having carefully searched him, they asked him 
if he had nothing else which they could take. He 
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rejected a moment, and answered that he had no
thing more of any value; they allowed him to con
tinue his journey, and went away. Saint John de 
Kenly had only gone some paces, when he re
membered that he had sewed some gold pieces in his 
cloak, according to the custom of travellers from his 
country. He immediately ran after the robbers, con 
fessed to them that he had not told the truth, because 
he had forgotten this money, and freely offered it to 
them. Astonished at this delicacy of conscience, not 
only did the robbers refuse to accept the money, but 
even gave him back what they had taken from him.
-Godescard, Vies des Saints, 20th October.

361. Little Washington and the Cherry-Tree.—How 
beautiful it is, my good young friends, to see a little 
child tell the truth even at the risk of being punished 
or reprimanded I For we are never to tell a lie were 
it even to save our life. The illustrious George 
Washington, who afterwards became President of the 
United States, had received, as a present, when he 
was six years old, a little hatchet, with which he kept 
chopping everything that came in his way. He one 
day amused himself stripping the bark off a magnifi
cent English cherry-tree, which appeared to be com
pletely spoiled. Ilis father, perceiving this mischief, 
angrily inquired who had done it, adding that he 
would rather have lost a hundred dollars than that 
tree, which he bad prized very highly. No one could 
find out the culprit. At length, little George, who 
was not present at the moment, being one day in the 



404 CATHOLIC ANRCDOTBN

garden with his hatchet, his father perceived him and 
immediately guessed that he was the author of the 
mischief. He asked him if he knew who it was thal 
had spoiled his cherry-tree. The child hesitated a 
moment, then answered : “ I cannot tell a lie, papa 
-it was I that cut it with my little hatchet.” Hear 
ng this confession so frank and honest, Washington’s 
father could not be angry with the child. “ Come to 
my arms, my son I” said he, “ the honesty with which 
you confess your fault repays me an hundred-fold for 
the loss of my cherry-tree. I value your candor and 
sincerity more than I would a thousand cherry-trees, 
though they were loaded with the finest fruit.” In 
after years, my friends, it was observed that the great 
man of whose infant years I have been telling you 
this anecdote, never could and never did violate truth 
in any case whatever; so true it is that people retain 
all their lives the good habits contracted in their 
youth.—Noel, Cat. de Rodcz, V., 467.

362. The Protestant Catholic.—Falsehood is odious 
in all circumstances, my friends, but it is much more 
so in matters of religion • it is then an unpardonable 
crime. It is related that a Protestant gentleman, who 
lived in Austrian Poland, wishing to obtain the situa
tion of clerk of a court, which, according to the 
aws of the country, could not be given to a heretic, 

made believe that he was a Catholic. His shameful 
fraud was not discovered until some time after, and 
word was brought of it to the Emperor Joseph II., 
who was not himself very scrupulous op the score of 
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religion. The Governor of Lemberg was charged to 
investigate the affair. Our gentleman confessed that 
he was a Protestant. “ But,” added he, as if to justify 
himself, “ I am a Catholic in heart, and to profess the 
faith openly I am only waiting till I have secured 
some property left me in Saxony, which I could not 
obtain unless I outwardly practised Protestantism.” 
In making bis report to the Emperor, the Governoi 
of Lemberg was in favor of being lenient, on account 
of the gentleman’s capacity and talents. “ Talents I’ 
replied Joseph II. quickly; “who can ever depend 
on the word of a man who is not ashamed to lie on 
the subject of religion, and to sport with wbat there 
is most sacred ? Let him be dismissed immediately I” 
It was done accordingly, and who will venture to say 
that the Emperor’s decision was not a just one ?— 
Filassier, Diet,. Hist. cTEduc., II., 593.

363. The Little Martyr of Truth.—Some three or 
four years ago I read a story that went the round of 
the papers, and which I could not read without shed
ding tears. I am sure, children, it will affect you in 
the same way. An American paper mentions the 
case as being brought before the authorities in the 
town of Madison. A good little boy of nine years 
old, an orphan from his earliest infancy, was adopted 
by a farmer named Marquette, from the hospital in 
Milwaukee. Some time after his installation in his 
new family, the little boy having had occasion to re
mark some very bad conduct on the part of the far
mer’s wife, thought it his duty to inform the hu» 
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band. But the woman denied the tharge so vehe 
mently that the farmer was convinced that his wife 
had been calumniated. The wife then insisted that 
the boy should be whipped till he retracted what he 
lad said; and the husband taking a scourge, sus

pended the child from a beam in the room and whip
ped him for nearly two hours with so much barba
rity that the blood streamed on the ground. He 
stopped then and asked the child if he still persisted 
in what he had said. “ Father,” said he, “ I have 
told the truth, and I cannot retract to tell a lie.” 
Trampling under foot every better feeling, the cruel 
woman again insisted that her husband should con
tinue what she called his duty. The blows com
menced again with renewed fury, and continued till 
the poor little fellow fell almost lifeless into the arms 
of his executioner, to whom he said, throwing his 
little arms round his neck: “ Father, father, I am 
dying!—I have told the truth I” And he expired. 
The Court at Madison took cognizance of the affair. 
The miserable woman was convicted of the crime of 
which she was accused, her husband was condemned 
as guilty of murder on the person of his adopted 
child; finally, the young orphan was proclaimed the 
martyr of truth.—Recompenses Ilebdom., No. XLIXn 
page 24.

III.—ON SLANDIR.

364.—A Sack of Sand.—If we knew our own faults 
well, my dear friends, we would take care not to 
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speak of those of others, and we would, consequently 
never make ourselves guilty of slander. It is related 
in the Lives of the Fathers of the Desert, that St. 
Prior, a hermit of Nitria, was very harsh and severe 
towards himself, but indulgent and charitable to 
others. One day, when he was present at an assem
bly of solitaries in the desert of Sc6td, adjoining his 
own, they began to confer together on divers subjects 
of piety. After a little while, some of the monks 
came to speak of a grave fault committed by a bro
ther who was not there. St. Prior at first kept 
silent, but afterwards, perceiving that they still con 
tinued to wound charity, he quitted the assembly, 
took a sack, filled it with sand and laid it on his 
shoulders. He also took a small basket, put a little 
sand in the bottom and took it in his hand. It was 
in this singular state that he again made his appear
ance amongst the solitaries. You may imagine, 
children, how eagerly every one asked him what he 
meant by that. “ Alas!” he answered with a sigh, 
“ this sack of sand represents my numberless sins and 
transgressions, but I take care to carry them behind 
my back, so as not to see them; this basket, on the 
contrary, which contains only a little sand, represents 
the faults of others, which I have before my eyes to 
judge and condemn them. Would it not be better 
for me to carry my sins before me to bewail them, 
and pray to God to forgive them, than to meddle 
with those of others ?” This discourse, so ingenious 
and so true, touohed the solitaries; they not only 
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eeased to speak of the faults of others, but agreed 
that it was only by acting so that salvation could be 
attained.—Pere Marin, Vies des Peres des Deserts.

365. Inscription in a Dining-Room.—There are sins 
that are horrifying in themselves, such as robbery, 
murder, and drunkenness. Detraction is not of this 
number, my very dear friends : people give way to it 
almost without thinking; it seems even that a con
versation is dull and insipid, if it be not seasoned 
with the salt of detraction. Impressed with this con
viction, St. Augustine conceived the idea of placing in 
the dining-room of his episcopal palace, at Hippo, an 
inscription against detractors. It consisted of two 
Latin verses, which I do not now remember, and 
you would not understand them if I did, but their 
meaning in English was this :

No admission here for slanderers
Whose guilty tongue
Tears the reputation of the absent I 
At this table nought is permitted 
Save innocent discourse.

This inscription was not unnecessary, dear friends, 
even at the table of a Saint; for, one day, some 
bishops, whom St. Augustine had invited to dine, 
forgot themselves a little in the heat of conversation 
They dropped, as it were inadvertently, some rathei 
uncharitable words concerning an absent person 
Then the holy bishop of Hippo, assuming a serious 
tone, said, pointing to the Latin inscription: “ Be- 
•’■are, brethren, of speaking ill of others, or I shall b< 
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antler the necessity of having those lines effaced.” 
These few words sufficed to put a stop to the detrac
tion, and convinced St. Augustine that he had acted 
wisely in providing against such contingencies.— 
Possidivs, Life of St. Augustine.

366. A Sermon in Four Lines.—Slander is such a 
vile thing, dear friends, that saints, good Christians, 
and even mon partially educated, cannot endure it. 
It is related of St. Thomas of Villanova, preacher in 
ordinary at the Court of the Emperor Charles V, 
who was also King of Spain, that he could not bear 
to hear any one spoken ill of in his presence. He 
was one day waiting in the Emperor’s anti-chamber, 
in the palace of Madrid, and there were there many 
other persons waiting to be ushered into the royal 
apartments. To pass the time, these courtiers amused 
themselves with jesting about an absent person, com
menting on his little failings and peculiarities. In
dignant at this conduct, St. Thomas of Villanova goes 
in amongst them, and says with that tone of authority 
befitting a sacred orator: “ Gentlemen, you must 
either desist from speaking of that person in such a 
way, or I shall be obliged to withdraw, and you can 
yourselves inform the Emperor of the cause of my 
eaving without waiting for an audience.” These few 
words produced all the effect that might Lave been 
expected from them; the offenders hung their heads 
abashed and dared not say another word. Thereupon 
a nobleman of rank who, in the recess of a wdndow, 
had seemed to take no notice of what was passing. 
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turned round, exclaiming: “ Truly, that is what may 
be called speaking; that sermon is short, but good; 
it is clear that the preacher is not afraid, even in the 
palace.”—Abbe Dabert, Vie de St. Thomas de Ville
neuve.

367. Public Lesson to a Slanderer.—Slander is not 
only a great sin, my dear friends, it is also the mean
est of vices, for, if you observe, the detractor always 
takes advantage of the absence of others to make 
the odious revelation of their faults. I am sorry 1 
do not know the name of a German bishop who, one 
day, gave a good lesson to a bad tongue of this kind. 
It was at table; a person whom the prelate had in
vited to dine with him took the liberty of making 
some ill-natured remarks concerning an absent per
son. He unhappily did it neither from ignorance nor 
from want of thought, for he pretended to excuse 
himself by saying: “ I only speak of this because it 
is true, I invent nothing.” The bishop could not 
well tell him piaimy—“ be silent; say no more of 
thatbut he devised a singular way of making him 
be silent. “ John,” said he aloud to one of his ser 
vants, “ go quick and ask Mr. Such-a-one, who re 
sides at such a number in such a street, to come hi 
ther; I have something to communicate to him. 
When the detractor found that the very gentlem; i 
of whom he had been speaking so ill was being si it 
for he blushed to the very temples, stammered at 
some words, and asked the bishop if he could uoi 
have him brought at another time. “On th* ion 
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trary,” said the prelate calmly but with the slightest 
possible tinge of irony, “ I prefer to have him come 
just now, when he is being spoken of, so that he may 
answer for himself; it seems to me that it would not 
be fair to attack him without furnishing him with 
he means of defending himself.” Never was man 

more crest-fallen than our unluoky tattler; he asked 
pardon for having been so indiscreet, and hastened 
to quit the company he had scandalized by his slan
derous discourse.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 
434.

368. The Ill-Tongued Fruiterer.—You can have 
no idea, children, of the incalculable mischief that 
may be caused by a bad tongue, telling everything 
that the person knows, and inventing what he does 
not know. The most curious and the most awful 
story of this kind I ever read is the following, which 
occurred, I believe, in a province of Austria. A 
village of about five hundred souls had long enjoyed 
the most perfect peace and tranquillity. All at once, 
things changed in a most extraordinary manner; 
hatred, dissension, and heart-burnings suddenly sprang 
up in almost every family. Neighbor cursed neigh
bor; one family warf in contention with several 
others; the very children, animated by the example 
of their parents, quarrelled amongst themselves and 
abused each other unmercifully. The venerable pas
tor of this parish, accustomed to see it edifying and 
Christian, could not believe his eyes. He long 
Bought to ascertain the cause of a change so sudden- 
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and so strange, but no cause could he find. But st 
last, by observation and continual inquiries, he dis 
covered that all the evil had commenced in the tat
tling and gossipping of a certain fruit-vender, who had 
come to reside in the village, and had left it about a 
year before. In fact, this wretch seemed to have 
been raised up by the devil to disturb the whole 
country, so admirably did he play his part. He ii> 
troduced himself into houses, into families, into com
panies, heard all that was said, and afterwards went 
and retailed it underhand to those whom it concern
ed. “ You do not know what was said of you in 
such a house ? I dare not tell you,—it would bring 
my name in question, and I do not like to meddle with 
other people’s business; if I tell you, mind you do 
not tell who told you,—if you do, it will ruin me. 
One could not imagine that people were so wicked. 
You may be sure I gave no heed to what was said 
because I knew you were honest, decent people, but 
the world believes all that’s said. . . . Once more, be 
sure you do not tell that it was I told you.” You 
may imagine, children, that the more reserve he 
effected, the more anxious the others were to know 
what had been said of them. Then the slanderer re
lated things with his usual malice, adding reflections, 
suppositions, <tc., <fcc. This diabolical system was 
kept up for several months, now on one side, now or 
another, so that in a little time the demon of hatred 
and envy reigned in many hearts. This wretch left 
the village, but the discord he had sown there did
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not cease at his departure; on the contrary, it passed 
from neighbor to neighbor, and gained ground from 
day to day. Things were in this way when the 
pastor succeeded in finding the clue to this scandal
ous affair. One Sunday after Vespers, he assembles 
all the heads of families at his house and addresses 
them on the existing state of affairs. He begins 
by reminding them of the sweet tranquillity that 
reigned amongst them a year or two before; how 
happy they were then, when the five hundred inhab
itants of the village made, as it were, but one family. 
Then, -aising his voice, he asked if they knew whence 
the change had come. “No one answers,” said he; 
“ well! I am going to tell you. It was only an evil 
spirit who could have done that, and that evil spirit 
is sucha-one, the fruit-seller who lived here some 
months of the past year.” All those present opened 
their eyes very wide, as yet at a loss to understand 
the meaning of their pastor’s words. He gave them 
some explanations, questioned them as to the origin 
of all the trouble, and made them confess that the 
fruiterer had been the first to spread these reports, 
whether true or false. They soon saw it all clearly. 
But that was not all; the priest knew that this wicked 
man was just in the village that very day; he sent 
for him. The man never suspected what he was 
wanted for; on the contrary, he supposed it was a 
compliment the pastor was paying him, asking him 
to go and see him. But he was soon undeceived. He 
had scarcely set foot in the room, when immediately
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all the liilkgcrs assailed him with questions : “ When 
was it that you heard nte speak ill of my neighbor 
here ?”—“ W bo told you that I stole hay from Ma
th ur in’s barn “ Where did you see me quarrelling
with my brother-inlaw?”—“You may thank the 
company you are in now, or I would give you what 
you deserve for telling lies of me to my uncle and 
cousins.” To all these questions, intermingled with 
threats, and accompanied by vehement gestures, the 
poor fruit-vender knew not what to answer; he 
Btammered out some excuses and strove to justify 
himself. They told him to hold his tongue, and be
gan to consider what punishment they should inflict 
upon him. You should have seen them in their 
honest indignation; some were for branding him on 
the face with a red-hot iron; others, for beating him 
well with sticks; others again, for keeping him in 
prison all his life. But the pastor soon put a stop to 
these uncharitable propositions: “ My friends,” said 
he, “ when there is no one to spread reports, or cany 
stories, quarrels will soon cease. Follow this advice, 
for you are not allowed to return evil for evil; one 
thing only you can do, and that is to expel from 
amongst you this man who has shown himself un 
wrorthy of the hospitality you gave him.” It was 
done accordingly; the fruit-vender quitted the village 
within twenty-four hours, and took good care, more
over, never to set foot in it again.—Schmid et Bklit, 
Cat. HUt., II., 442.
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IV.—ON CALUMNY.

369. The Book Stolen by its Owner.—The black 
venom of calumny never glides into hearts save those 
that are gnawed by envy; the holiest states are not 
always sheltered from it. I have read, in the Lives 
of the Fathers of the Desert, that St. Paphnucius, a 
solitary in the desert of Scet6, not far from Alexandria, 
in Egypt, could not escape the shafts of malice. His 
virtue was so admirable, so perfect, even in his early 
age, that a solitary, already old, was jealous of it. This 
was a wicked man, who had nothing of the monk but 
the habit, and who was tolerated from pure charity. 
To destroy the reputation of St. Paphnucius, he con
ceived the following shameful project: One Sunday, 
whilst the people were going to Mass, this unhappy 
man introduced himself stealthily into the cell of St. 
Paphnucius with his prayer-book, which he hid under 
some mats, heaped in a corner, and went to church 
with the others, as though he had a very quiet con
science. After Mass, availing himself of the moment 
when the solitaries were still there, he complained to 
the Abbot Isidore, who was the priest of that desert, 
saying that some one had gone into his cell and taken 
away his book. This accusation threw every one 
into a stupor of astonishment and indignation, for 
such things had never been heard of amongst those 
holy religious. The wretched plotter, profiting by 
thia circumstance, besought St. Isidore to send some
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orothers to make a search in all the cells, and to fo> 
bid any one to go out until they returned. Three 
were chosen, and immediately went to institute the 
earch; they searched every cell, and, of course, found 

the book in that of St. Paphnucius. Every one was 
greatly surprised and afflicted at this sad result; it 
was only the wicked solitary who had the heart to 
rejoice. As for the saint calumniated, his humility 
closed his mouth; he allowed himself to be accused, 
said not a word to justify himself, and accepted the 
penance imposed upon him. That lasted about fif
teen days; but, at the end of that time, God himself 
took up the defence of His servant in a miraculous 
manner: He permitted the calumniator to be pos
sessed by the devil. The unhappy man did his best 
to free himself from the evil spirit, and for that pur
pose made application to the holiest monks of the 
desert of Sc6t6; but no one could cure him. That 
glory was reserved for him whom he had not been 
ashamed to represent as a robber; yes, dear friends, 
this calumniator, this envious man came humbly to 
throw himself at the feet of Paphnucius, and there, in 
presence of all the solitaries, confessed the infamous 
means he had employed to ruin his reputation. After 
this humiliating confession, he besought the Saint to 
deliver him from the demon, and Paphnucius, return
ing good for evil, knelt down, and had no difficulty 
in obtaining from God what he had already merit
ed by hia patience and his charity.—Cassian, Conf* 
xvin.
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870. A Saint Dying Under Interdict.—There are 
tew Saints, my young friends, who have not been the 
victims of calumny, and that is easily understood. 
The malice of their enemies being unable to discover 
anything blameable in their conduct, invented calum
nies concerning them and sought to circulate them. 
One of them who had most to suffer from that kind 
of persecution was the venerable Jean Baptiste de la 
Salle, founder of the Brothers of the Christian Schools, 
as, I suppose, you are all aware. In 1719, that is to 
say, the last year of his life, when he lived in retire
ment at our house at Saint Yon, near Rouen, it was 
the will of God that he should be once more exposed 
to contradiction. The pastor of St. Sever, his parish, 
a virtuous priest animated by the best intentions, but 
deceived by evil reports and false appearances, con
ceived a very bad opinion of him. He succeeded 
iu infusing similar suspicions into the mind of 
a vicar-general of Rouen, who, on his side, far 
from persuading the archbishop out of his pre
judice against the holy founder, sought to en
venom him still more. The result of all this cal
umny was very sad, for the archbishop of Rouen 
launched a rash interdict against the venerable De la 
Salle, took from him all the powers he had given him 
and forbade him thenceforward to exercise any of 
them in his diocese. It required a saint to see him
self unjustly condemned only a little while before his 
death, and yet say nothing. But what was the con
sequence ? It was this The venerable De la Salls 



178 CATHOLIC ANBCD0TS8.

died on the 7th of April, 1719; well I he had scarcely 
breathed his last when God permitted that his very 
enemies, or rather those whojiad believed the calum
nies against him, were the first to proclaim his inno
cence. The vicar-general, on hearing of his death, 
exclaimed—“He was a Saint !—he died a Saint /” As 
for M. du Jarrier-Bresnard, the pastor of St. Sever, 
he was so ashamed of the bad opinion he had of him, 
that he caused the reparation of it to be inscribed on 
the public register of his parish, where these words 
may still be 6een: “ He signalized and rendered him- 

• \elf commendable by the practice of every Christian vir
tue.”—Abb6 Blin, Vie de M. de la Salle, II., 167.

371. Story of a Singular Ghost.—Of all calumnies 
disguised under false appearances of which there is 
any record, few have struck me so much as this one, 
from which you will see, children, that if God some
times permits the calumniator to be believed, He 
never suffers his crime to go unpunished. A farmer 
of Southam, in Warwickshire, England, was mur
dered on his way home. On the following day, a 
man came to the farmer’s wife, and asked if her hus
band had got home the evening before. “ Alas I 
no,” she replied, “and I assure you I am very un 
easy about him.” “Your uneasiness, madam, cai 
scarcely equal mine, and for this reason: Last night, 
as I lay awake in my bed, your husband appeared tc 
me; he showed me several wounds he had received 
on his body, and told me positively that he had been 
murdered by such-a-one, and that his body had beew 



EIGHTH COMMANDMENT 07 GOD 479

thrown into a marl-pit situate at a certain place on 
the road.” The woman, terribly alarmed by this sad 
disclosure, caused a search to be made. The marl
pit was discovered, and in it was found the dead 
body, bearing wounds in the places which had been 
pointed out. The person whom the ghost had ac
cused was seized and delivered up to justice, as being 
strongly suspected of the murder. His trial took 
place in Warwick, and the jurors would have con
demned him as rashly as the magistrate had ordered 
his arrest, if Lord Raymond, the principal judge, had 
not suspended the warrant. Addressing himself theD 
to the jurors, he said : “ I think, gentlemen, you ap
pear to give more weight to the testimony of a ghost 
than it deserves. I cannot say that I put much 
faith in such stories; but, however that may be, we 
have no right to follow our own inclinations in this 
matter. We form a court of justice, and must act 
according to law; now, I know of no law that admits, 
in justice, the testimony of a ghost. And even if 
there were any such, it seems to me only fit and 
proper that the ghost should appear here to make his 
deposition himself. Crier, call the accusing ghost.” 
The crier called three different times, without the 
ghost appearing, as you may well suppose. “ Gentlemen 
of the jury,” continued the judge, “ the prisoner at the 
bar is proved to be of unblemished reputation ; it has 
not appeared, in the course of the trial, that there was 
any sort of quarrel between him and the deceased, 
I believe him innooent. As there is no proof against 
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him, either direct or indirect, it seems to me that he 
ought to be discharged. On the other side, from 
several circumstances that struck me during the trial, 
[ strongly suspect the person who says he saw the 
ghost of being himself the murderer; hence it was 
not difficult for him to point out the position of the 
wounds, the marl-pit into which the body was 
thrown, &c. In consequence of these suspicions, I 
think it my duty to have him arrested, until furthe) 
investigation takes place. Police, arrest such-a-one !' 
Hearing this address, so wise and so energetic, every 
one agreed that Lord Raymond was right. The ac
cuser became the accused; a search was made in his 
house, where several articles were found belonging to 
the deceased. Finally, he himself confessed his crime, 
and was sentenced to death at the next assixes.— 
Filassier, Diet. d'Educ., II., 158.

372. The Blind Man of Nanterre.—Speaking of 
calumny, my dear friends, allow me to tell you a cir
cumstance that occurred some years before the Revo
lution. There was in Nanterre,—a large village, the 
birthplace of St. Genevieve, a short distance from 
Paris,—a poor blind man who was asking charity in 
the public square before the church. He had the 
misfortune, I know not well how, to displease a 
wicked woman who was engaged in business, that 
brought her once or twice a week from St. Germain 
to Paris. She vowed vengeance against the poor 
man. And for more than six months, she had the 
persevering wickedness to say, every place she went,
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that this blind man was unworthy of public pity. 
“ If you knew how matters stand with him,” said she, 
“ only fancy,—that man has a whole bag of silver 
that fell from a stage, and by his begging he has 
actually become so rich that he owns a great por
tion of the rich plains around Nanterre; con
sequently, he takes from the real poor the alms 
that belong to them, and of which they have more 
need than he has.” Little by little this absurd ca
lumny spread abroad, and was believed. When the 
poor blind man approached stages or carriages he 
was shamefully driven away with harsh, cruel words. 
Then no more alms for the unfortunate man; for al 
most three months he scarcely received a farthing 
he was reduced, therefore, to the greatest destitu
tion, together with his wife who was sick in bed and 
four young children. Meanwhile the Mayor of Nan
terre, who knew that this poor man did not own a 
zoot of ground, was touched with his misfortune. 
He took the trouble of having notices posted up in 
various places, warning all persons passing through 
Nanterre that the stories told of the poor man were 
exposing himself and his family to die of hunger; 
that there was not a word of truth in what was said 
of him, and that it all came from the malice of a deal
ing woman from St. Germain-en-Laye, who came to 
Nanterre three or four times a week, <fcc. It took 
some time, my friends, to counteract the sad effects 
of this calumny; but finally the truth prevailed, and 
the poor blind man became again the object of pub
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lie charity as before.—Filassier, Diet. d'Educ.. II., 
122.

378. The Poor Girl Justified.—Nothing is easier 
than to make use of the dangerous weapon called 
calumny to wound one's neighbor; but, my friends 
it is not so easy to repair the wrong when done. Tn 
a village of Prussia, the name of which I do not 
know, a very pious young person, known by the 
name of Matilda, was obliged to earn her living by 
going out to work by the day either at washing or 
sewing, or whatever she could get to do. Her vir
tue excited the envy of a person of her own age, who 
was inspired by the d^vil to ruin her reputation by 
calumnies the most atrocious. So persistently was 
this carried on that very soon the poor girl could 
obtain no more work; no one would even allow her 
into their house, and she was forced, at last, to beg 
her bread from door to door. All this took place 
in 1846. The following year there was a special 
jubilee, on the occasion of the accession of Pius IX. 
to the pontifical throne. It was preached with so 
much zeal in the village of which I have spoken to 
you, dear friends, that the calumniator entered into 
herself and wished to repair, as far as possible, the 
svil she had done. One day the mayor of the 
village enters the cottage of the poor workwoman, 
then reduced to beggary, and says to her: “ Matilda, 
I am commissioned to repair the crying injustice that 
has been committed in your regard. You are a wor
thy girl, you have piety and virtue, but an envious
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neighbor of yours has spread reports very dangerous 
to you, and which it was wrong for us to believe 
Uome with me !” Matilda only half understanding 
what was meant, followed the mayor to the square 
n front of the church. What was her surprise V 
ind there nearly all the inhabitants of the village, 
apparently waiting for her. On her approach they 
all clapped their hands, crying out, “ Poor girl! who 
could have the heart to belie her as they did ? Who 
jould have believed anything bad of her?” The 
nayor conducted the young girl, more and more 
astonished, to the church door, and showed her in 
die glass box, where notices are usually posted, a 
etter written in large characters. It contained these 
.ords, which explained the whole mystery:

“ I, the undersigned, declare, by this present writing, 
av.t all I said in the village concerning the unhappy 
Vatdda was a pure calumny, and had no foundation 

whatever. I retract it completely, and ask pardon 
for it of God and of all the inhabitants 9f this 
v’llag<t Signed,

“Anne Geisel.”

Thia public and solemn reparation produced the 
desired effect, as every one was then anxious to 
employ -» person so trustworthy and so deserving of 
eepbCt. -Schmid et Belet, Cat. His., III., 194.
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V.---- ON RASH JUDGMENT.

374.—The Viper that Bit St. Paul.—Here is anothei 
example of rash, unfounded judgment. Thousands 
of them might easily be found, my very dear friends, 
in the history of human errors. The following I take 
from the Acts of the Apostles, written by the Evan
gelist St. Luke. The Apostle St. Paul, accused by 
the hardened Jews, demanded to be taken before the 
Emperor Nero himself, who was then at the head of 
the Roman Empire. On his voyage to Rome, the 
vessel was shipwrecked and went ashore on the coast 
of the island of Malta, which belonged to the Ro
mans. Every one on board was so wet and cold 
that their first care was to make a great fire. St. 
Paul himself took up an armful of sticks and threw 
them on the fire. A viper coming out of the heat 
fastened on his hand. The inhabitants of the island, 
assembled in large numbers around the strangers, 
seeing the viper hanging from St. Paul’s hand, said 
amongst themselves: “ See, that man must be a mur
derer ; he has escaped shipwreck, but divine justice 
pursues him; he is going to die before our eyes ” 
St. Paul, not at all disturbed by this accident, con
tented himself with shaking off the viper into the fire, 
where it was burned; as to him, his arm did not 
swell, and no harm was done him. The barbarians, 
expecting to see him drop down dead, completely 
changed their minds concerning him; they had taken 
him for a criminal, but they ended by believing him 
a god.—Acts of the Apostles, Chap. XXVIII.
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375. A Saint's Three Rash Judgments.—I think ] 
have i emarked, my young friends, that you are fond 
of hearing of the little trials and weaknesses of saints; 
doubtless, because you say to yourselves: “One may 
then, become a saint, even with imperfections.” Well I 
yes, my friends, and it is for that reason that I ain 
going to tell you of the Abbot Maquette’s three sins. 
He was a pious solitary who lived in Egypt, I think 
in the fourth century. During the first years of his 
solitary life he was guilty of three rash judgments. 
The first was having accused some of the brethren of 
impatience and immortification, because they had had 
•ecourse to physicians for tumors that came in thei) 
mouth. The second, having blamed others foi mak 
mg use of goat skin covers to sleep on or under in 
stead of sleeping on the bare ground. The third 
was, having taxed some religious with vanity because 
they had blessed oil asked of them by pious persons 
who came to see them. “To punish me for these 
sins,” said the humble solitary, “ God permitted that 
I should fall into the same faults. In fact, having an 
abscess in my mouth, I suffered so much that my su
perior ordered me to consult the doctor, the same 
ailment obliged me to sleep under a cover; and, 
finally, some persons urged me so much that in 
order to get rid of them I gave them a phial of oil 
which I had blessed. So it was that I learned how 
wrong I was in judging and condemning my breth
ren.—Rodriquez, Christ. Perf, I., 446.

376. Judge not and you shall not be judged —You.
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doubtless, remember, my good friends, those words 
of Our Lord: “Judge not, and ye shall not be 
judged.” I remember a story relating to that. 
Auastatius, abbot of the celebrated monastery of St. 
Catheiine, situate on Mount Sinai, relates it himself 
of one of his monks, who lived about the year 680. 
This monk appeared to be somewhat irregular in his 
conduct, for he often dispensed with the exercises 
of the community, so that he was in low repute 
amongst the brethren. He fell ill, and Abbot Anas- 
tatius went to see him. He expected to find him sad 
and penitent, on account of his disedifying life; but 
be was much surprised to see him gay and tranquil as 
saints are wont to be at the hour of their death. He 
was so scandalized at this that he could not help 
reproaching him with it: “ How ! brother, you who 
have led such an irregular life, do not tremble in the 
hour of death, at the moment when you are going to 
render an account of your life to the Supreme Judge.” 
“ Excuse me, father. I am very easy on the score of 
my salvation, because God has deigned to send an 
angel to assure me of it. Although it is true that I 
took things easy, and often dispensed with the exer
cises of the community, either on account of my health, 
or even from tepidity, I bore patiently all the annoy
ances and all the reproaches to which I was subjected 
in consequence thereof; I heartily forgave all that, 
and I always put the best construction on what I saw 
others do; so that as I never judged others, I hope 
not to be judged myself.”—“ Well, my dear brother
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gince that is the case, you may die in peace.” And 
go, my friends, the monk died loaded with consola
tions, and with every mark of predestination. Let 
us, then, never judge others, and we shall not be 
judged ourselves.—Rodriquez, Christ. Perf., I., 447.

377. The Suspicions of Louis the Severe.—How 
many persons have had to repent of believing too 
readily either their own rash suspicions, or the hasty 
accusations of others 1 A duke of Bavaria, Louis the 
Severe, who lived in the thirteenth century, had a 
hard experience in this way. He was in one of the 
provinces bordering on the Rhine, when he received 
by chance from his wife, Mary of Brabant, a letter 
that was not intended for him. The duchess had 
written two letters on the same day, both dated from 
the castle of Donauwmrth; one was meant for her 
busband, and the other for one of his officers, named 
Henry Rucho. Unhappily she made a mistake in 
directing them, and the duke received the letter in 
tended for the officer. As it contained some kind 
and cordial expressions, he instantly supposed that his 
wife had betrayed him. A gloomy jealousy then 
takes possession of his soul., he hastens to Donau
woerth, enters the castle in a rage, knocks the sentinel 
down, kills a person he met on his way, flings the 
duchess’first waiting-woman from the top of a tower 
throws the duchess into prison, and, next day, regard
less of either pity, or justice, or the earnest protesta
tions of his wife, he has her beheaded. This was in 
the year 1255 or 1256. The unhappy man failed not 
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to discover that his wife was innocent, but the dl 
covery came, alas! too late. He was so grieved 
thereby that his hair became suddenly white in the 
space of a single night. Such was the chain of crimes 
and misfortunes that resulted from a rash suspicion 
and a hasty judgment.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hisr., 
II., 341.

378. The Ring and the Loaf of Bread.—One of 
the sins most easily committed, my young friends, is 
that of judging everything we see, and putting always 
the worst construction on it. And yet how often 
are we mistaken, even when appearances seem the 
most evident. Listen to this anecdote. A woman 
of the middle class of townspeople had placed on a 
table a gold ring which, an hour after, had disappear 
ed. Her suspicions immediately fell upon a young 
student, because he was the only one who had en
tered the house. He was carefully searched but 
nothing was seen of the ring. Nevertheless, he was 
still suspected. Next day, at dinner-time, a loaf of 
bread was laid on the table, and several slices were 
cut from it, as usual. All at once, behold the ring 
falls on the table. It was easily understood that the 
woman who had placed her ring there on the previ
ous evening, had laid the loaf on it soon after, with
out paying any attention, and the ring had sunk into 
the bread still fresh and soft. A singular circumstance, 
my friends, and an additional proof how careful we 
ought to be in giving way to this evil tendency, • 
common as it is, to suspect others on the slightest oo 
eaeion.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., n., 442.



CHAPTER X.

NINTH COMMANDMENT OF GOD.

879. A Twenty Years' Torment.—When you hap 
pen, my dear friends, to be tempted by the devil, 
when he seeks to inspire yon with bad thoughts, no‘ 
only must you avoid dwelling upon it, but you must 
even mention it to your confessor the first opportunity 
you have of doing so : nothing annoys the devil more 
than that. The celebrated Gerson, Chancellor of the 
University of Paris in the fourteenth century, relates 
that a poor solitary was tormented in this way long 
and violently, but without daring to acquaint his 
director of his trouble. “ I am lost I” said he to him
self; “ it is frightful to have such bad thoughts; if I 
tell my spiritual father he will be scandalized, and will 
have a very bad opinion of me ” Nevertheless, after 
having borne these interior torments for full twenty 
years, he resolved to speak of them to an old Father 
of the desert, in whom he had great confidence ; he 
dared not even tell him by word of mouth, and wrote 
what he bad to say on a piece of papyrus. The holy 
old man, having read it, began to smile and said to 
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him: “ My son, place your hand on my head, (and 
the solitary having done so,) I take your sin upon 
myself, so trouble yourself no more about it.”—• 
“ How, Father ?” asked the solitary, much surprised 
at these words, “ it seems to me that I have already 
one foot in hell, and you tell me not to trouble my
self about it.”—“ But, son,” said the old man, “ do 
you take pleasure in these thoughts ?”—“ On the con
trary, Father, they have always given me great sor
row and much pain.”—“That being the case,” replied 
the man of God, “ it is a proof that you did not con
sent to them, and that it was the devil who excited 
them in you in order to make you despair. There
fore, son, take my advice, and if any such thoughts 
again recur to you, say to the devil, who is the author 
of them: ‘ Woe to you, spirit of pride and impurity; 
on your head be your abominations and your blas
phemies I I will have nothing to do with you; I hold 
to what the Church believes, and I would die a thou
sand times rather than offend God.’ ” These words 
of the holy old man so consoled and strengthened the 
solitary, that he was never again attacked by the 
thoughts that had so long tormented him.—Rodrigubx, 
Christ,. Perf.y IV., 88.

380. The Two Tempting Devils.—The devil may 
well suggest bad thoughts to us, my dear friends, but 
he cannot make us consent to them. The Abb4 
Smaragde relates a circumstance in this connection 
which may be useful, although it is not very authentic. 
Ue says that a monk had a vision one day. It seemed 
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to him that he saw two demons speaking together, 
and asking each other concerning the progress they 
were respectively making with two persons whom 
they had been trying to tempt. One said: “ I am 
doing very well with him that I have to deal with; 
I have only to present a bad thought to him, and 
immediately he takes to it and dwells upon it; when 
he finds himself surprised by that thought, he turns 
over in his mind all the ground it has gained there; 
he amuses himself with examining how far he dwelt 
upon it, whether it was his own fault, whether he 
resisted, or consented, how it could have come into 
his mind, if he gave occasion to it, or if he did all 
that he ought to have done to give none; in short, 
as often as I please, I torture his mind in this way, 
and put him almost beside himself.” “For me,” 
said the other demon, “ I am losing time with him 
that I am tempting As soon as I suggest a bad 
thought to him, he immediately has recourse to God, 
or the Blessed Virgin, or some Saint, or else he turns 
his mind to something else ; so, I know not where to 
take him.” By this you may see, my friends, that 
the devil is very glad when we amuse ourselves rea
soning on a bad temptation which he has suggested 
to us; for, then, he lacks neither will, nor address to 
make it pass from our mind to our heart. On the 
contrary, a good way to resist it is, not even to want 
to listen to it, and not to make head against it, but 
immediately to turn the mind away from it, without 
paying any attention to it. Act in this way, then. 
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dear friends, since it is the only way of remaining 
victorious.—Rodriquez, Chris. Perf, IV., 95.

381 St. Benedict Rolling Himself in Thorns.—The 
holy virtue of modesty is so precious that it is called 
the virtue of angels; hence some of the saints were 
seen to do extraordinary things in order to preserve 
it pure and untouched. Of this number was St. Ben
edict, patriarch of the Monks of the West. When 
he was only sixteen years of age, he quitted the 
world, and retired to a small desert, named Sublac, 
situated within a short distance of Rome. There ho 
shut himself up in a cave and lived three years in ab
solute solitude and in extraordinary austerities. Well! 
my friends, notwithstanding all these precautions, the 
devil still found means to tempt him against the 
Sixth Commandment, recalling to his mind the re* 
membrance of certain things he had seen in his early 
youth. The holy young man resisted this evil tempt
ation with all the energy of which he was capable • 
but, seeing that it still continued to torment him, he 
took a most extraordinary resolution in order to 
drive it away: he availed himself of the darkness of 
night to lie down on thorns and briars, and to roll 
himself thereon so long as the temptation continued. 
ITe was well rewarded for his generous resolution, for 
not only did these vile thoughts quit him entirely, but 
God gave him the grace never to have any more all 
the rest of his life. It was he himself who confessed 
it to his disciples, in his latter years, and we hav« 
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these details from St. Gregory the Great.—St. Gre 
sjory the Great, Dialogues, Chapter II.

382. How a Temptation is Put to Flight.—Those 
who are cowardly and pusillanimous succeed in no
thing; we must arm ourselves with courage and re
solution if we would surmount the obstacles opposed 
to our salvation. Hence it was said by Job, my 
young friends, that the life of man upon earth is a war
fare. I have read, in the life of St. Thomas Aquinas, 
one of the most learned doctors of the Church, a fact 
that goes to prove what I say. From his earliest 
years, and especially at the period of his first com
munion, he formed the project of entering the Order 
of St. Dominic. His brothers, instead of admiring his 
resolution and encouraging him in it, regarded it as a 
sort of dishonor for them, and sought by every pos
sible means to dissuade him from it. They went so 
far as to shut him up in a tower of the castle of 
Rocca-Sicca, in the diocese of Acquinas, in the king
dom of Naples, and to impose upon him the hardest 
privations in order to conquer his resolution. But as 
all that did not succeed, they allowed themselves to 
be inspired by the spirit of evil, and openly attacked 
the virtue of St. Thomas Aquinas. They promised a 
great sum of money to a wicked woman, if she suc
ceeded in seducing and overcoming him. This un
happy woman presents herself before him and dares 
to address him in the language of unbridled passion. 
The young champion understood that, in a combat 
of open force, like that, it would be but losing time 
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to attempt reasoning. What does he do ? He takei 
a burning coal from the hearth, and begins to pur
sue the woman, crying: “ Robbers I robbers You 
should have seen how she went down stairs, four 
steps at a time, and how quickly she disappeared 
from the castle ! That was all St. Thomas wanted 
When his brothers saw that their wicked persecu
tions, instead of subduing, did but strengthen him in 
his generous resolution, they let him alone, and he 
entered, as I told you, the Order of Dominicans 
rendered illustrious by so many holy doctors.—Life 
of St. Thomas Aquinas.

383. A Tempted Man's Reliquaire.—I am sure you 
all wear on your necks, my young friends, either a 
scapular, a cross, or a blessed medal. These pious 
objects, when they are worn with faith and with re
spect, draw down graces upon us and help us to 
practise virtue. I have read a charming story of 
that kind, which is related by Cesaire, a writer of the 
Middle Ages. He had it from the very person to 
whom the circumstance occurred, and who was a 
monk of the Order of Citeaux, named Bernard. 
This man, whilst still very young, going alone one 
day on a journey, was assailed by some bad thoughts 
As he did not take much care then, because he was 
still young in the world, he made no great efforts tc 
drive them away or resist the temptation. It hap
pened, however, that a little reliquaire, which he 
was accustomed to wear hanging from his neck, and 
in which there were relics of St. John and St Paul, 
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began to tap him gently on the chest. At first Ber
nard could not make out what this meant, or it migh^ 
be that he paid no attention to it, and he continued to 
occupy himself with the same thoughts, till meeting a 
drove of oxen, his mind was diverted from them" 
then the strokes of the reliquaire ceased entirely 
A little while after, the temptation having attacked 
him again, the holy relics likewise commenced tap
ping him, as if warning him to drive away those bad 
thoughts very quickly. It was then that he under
stood the meaning of the taps they so frequently 
gave him, and, with God’s grace, he courageously- 
surmounted the temptatibn, and took care not to 
dwell on evil thoughts again.—RoDRiGUEZ,CArw.P£p/'l
II., 27.



CHAPTER XI.
TENTH COMMANDMENT OF GOD.

Thou Shalt not Covet Thy Neighbor's Goods.

884. The Wishes of an Envious Man and a Covet 
ous Man.—It is not forbidden to desire health, 
honors, or riches, provided they are only acquired by 
good means and with good motives; but that is not 
what the envious do. At the court of a king of 
Sicily, whose name I forget, lived two officers, one 
of whom was envious, and the other avaricious. 
Both were known to the court as such. The prince 
wished to divert bimself one day at the expense of 
their passions, to make them better understand how 
odious they were. He had them brought before him, 
and after praising their merit, declared that he had 
made up his mind to reward them, by giving them 
whatsoever they wished. “ Nevertheless,” added he
I would have you remark that he who first prefers 

his request shall receive but once what he desires, 
whilst the second shall obtain double that much. 
The two soldiers remained a long while silent
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Neither wished to speak first. The covetous man 
said to himself: “ If I speak first, I shall receive less 
than the other, for then he shall get twice as much as 
I.” The envious man, on his side, thought within 
himself: “ I could not endure that this man should 
be more richly rewarded than I. I would rather get 
nothing than be the cause, by my own fault, of his 
obtaining double as much as I do.” As the prince 
had already waited a considerable time for their 
answer, he decided that the envious man should be 
the first to express his wish. It was a hard thing, a 
very hard thing. “ What favor can I ask ?” said he 
to himself; “ what means can I devise to prevent 
this greedy man, whom I detest, from obtaining more 
than I shall ? If I ask a horse, he will ask two; if I 
wish for a house, he will likewise wish for two ; and 
I could never endure that, no, never! I prefer to 
ask for a punishment, so that he may be obliged to 
undergo twice what I do.” After giving way thus 
far to his odious passion, he spoke as follows : 
“ Prince, I would have one of my eyes scooped out, 
and this other man’s two.” At these words, every 
one present burst out laughing; they all jeered and 
scoffed at the envious officer, who was thus entrapped 
into such a revelation of the shameful passion that 
was gnawing at his heart.—Schmid et Belet, Cat,. 
Hist., III., 337.

285. The Masks at ths Wedding.—When envy 
takes possession of a heart, there are no crimes of 
which it is not capable; but what especially irritates 
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the envious is the advantages enjoyed by others. In 
1643, in a town of Germany, a young man of distinc" 
tion was celebrating his marriage with a young lady 
whose hand had been sought by a number of unsuc
cessful suitors. The rabid jealousy of these young 
men manifested itself by a signal instance of revenge 
All at once, during the evening, an immense number 
of masks were seen to enter the banquetting-hall. 
The first thought which occurred to the guests was 
that they meant, by an agreeable surprise, to contri
bute to the gayety of the wedding; accordingly, their 
whole trouble was to make way for the new-comers 
so that they might play their parts in a suitable man
ner. Some of the masks then made a sign to the 
bridegroom to follow them into an adjoining room 
which he did. A few minutes after, they returned 
bearing a coffin magnificently adorned and covered 
with black cloth, which they set down in the middle 
of the hall; then they began to dance about, singing 
lively popular airs. Insensibly they moved towards 
the door, and departed, as it were, unnoticed. The 
general attention was fixed on this strange scene, the 
upshot of which every one impatiently expected. 
They all hoped that the masks would soon return to 
the hall, and that something very amusing would 
come of the affair. They waited, therefore, but wait
ed in vain, for the masks did not return. They 
sought them everywhere about the house; they had 
disappeared. In the uncertainty in which every one 
was, it occurred to one of the guests that in ti e 
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eoffin might be concealed a magnificent wedding gift, 
the donors of which chose to remain unknown. Im
mediately the pall was raised; but, oh, horror! in
stead of a wedding present was found,—would you 
believe it, dear friends ? the corpse of the bridegroom 
who had been strangled by these envious wretches 
disguised and masked. The murderers were brought 
to justice, but the deed they perpetrated is a stand
ing proof that envy may lead to the greatest crimes. 
—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 334.

386. A Man that Wishes for Nothing.—It is good 
philosophy, my friends, to know how to be content 
with little, and to desire nothing: then one leaves 
the earth without trouble, and finds enjoyment where 
others see only torments. Listen. At a time when 
a purple fever was making sad havoc amongst the 
poor who had not had time to be removed to the 
Hotel Dieu, the community of priests of St. Mar
cel, in Paris, being unable to suffice for exhorting the 
dying, asked the assistance of the Capuchin friars. 
One of these, a most venerable man, commenced his 
visits of charity with a low stable, where a victim 
of the contagion lay suffering. What does he see 
on going in ? A dying old man, stretched on some 
filthy rags. He was alone; a bundle of hay served 
him as a bed; no seat, no furniture; he had sold all, 
during the first days of his illness, to obtain a little 
broth. On the black, bare walls hung an axe and 
two saws; that was all he had, that and his arms, 
when he could move them: but then he had not 
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strength to lift them up. “ Take courage, my friend,’ 
said the Capuchin going in; “ God is dealing mer
cifully with you; He is going to take you out of this 
world, where you have had nothing but troubles.”-- 
“Nothing but troubles !” repeated the dying man in 
a feeble voice; “ you are mistaken, Father, I lived 
contented enough, and never complained of my lot. 
I never knew either hatred or envy; my sleep was 
calm; I worked all day, but I slept soundly all night. 
The tools you see there procured me my daily bread 
which I eat with a thankful heart, and never envied 
those whose tables were better served. I saw the 
rich more subject to disease than others. I was poor 
out until now I got good health. If I recover my 
health, which I do not expect, I will go back to the 
wood-yard, and continue to bless the hand of God, 
who has hitherto taken care of me.” The confessor, 
much surprised, knew not how to talk to such a pen
itent. He could not reconcile the sight of his wretch
ed pallet with language so content. He composed 
himself, however, and said to him: “ My son, al
though this life has not been wearisome to you, you 
must, nevertheless, make up your mind to quit it; 
for you must submit to the will of God.”—“ Un
doubtedly,” replied the dying man calmly and firmly, 
“ every one must pass away when their turn comes; 
I knew how to live, and I know how to die; 
thank God for having given me life, and for making 
me pass by death to Him. But, I believe the mo
ment is come; ves, I feel it—Farewell, Father
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He had barely time to say these few w >rds, when he 
tranquilly yielded up his soul into the hands of his 
Creator.—Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 266.

887. Death Caused by Envious Desires.—To a per
son actuated by envy, dear friends, the sight of the 
prosperity of others is the greatest torment that can 
be imagined. Oh! how many troubles should we 
avoid, did we only know how to moderate our desires 
and rejoice at the prosperity of our neighbors. 
Allow me to tell you the sad story of an envious per
son. It was a Prussian, who lived at the beginning 
of this century, on the banks of the Rhine. He had 
a fine fortune, and was the owner of numerous cattle; 
but, notwithstanding all this, he was no less jealous 
of what was possessed by others. In the evening, 
when the cattle were returning from the pasture, he 
was accustomed to place himself before the door of 
his house, to watch the flocks going home from the 
fields; whenever he saw a finer cow than any of his 
passing by, he was as vexed as could be, saying: Ah! 1 
have no cold like that ? If, in the spring, he saw his 
neighbors’ farms presenting the appearance of a fine 
harvest, he said sorrowfully to himself: See! everythin" 
prospers with others, whilst nothing succeeds with me! 
Thus he had the unhappy art of tormenting himself. 
And what was the result, my friends ? After drag
ging out for some time a sickly, miserable life, he 
was seized with a violent bilious fever, and died just 
two days after receiving a legacy of two hundred
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thousand francs, left him by one of his relatives. Le» 
us beware then of giving way to that spirit of envy 
and cupidity, that would be enough to emb'tter oil! 
whole life.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., Ill 336.



CHAPTER XII.
FIRST COMMANDMENT OF THE CHURCB.

388. Profaners of Holydays do the DeviVs Work.— 
Is it not a deplorable thing, my good friends, to see 
how lightly the festivals commanded by the Church 
are sometimes profaned ? It often happens that God 
punishes even in this life those who are guilty of this 
sin, so grievous to His heart. St. Etienne, Bishop of 
Die, visiting one of the villages of his diocese, on the 
patronal feast of the parish, which had attracted 
thither a multitude of people from all the country 
round, perceived that devotion was not the principal 
motive of this gathering. Then he employed pray
ers and remonstrances to turn them from debauchery 
public dances and profane sports; but it was all of 
no use. The insolence of this unbelieving people 
nimated the zeal of the holy prelate; making an ex

traordinary use of his episcopal authority and full of 
confidence in God, he commanded the devils who 
were exciting these evil doings to become visible to 
the eyes of those who were committing them. 
Scarcely had he made this iniunction in the name of 
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Almighty God, when those infernal spirits appeared 
mingling with the gamblers, the dancers, and those 
who were giving themselves up to the excesses of 
the table. They had faces so frightful, they belched 
forth so much fire, that those poor people, more dead 
than alive, began to cry “ Mercy ! mercy1” turning 
their suppliant eyes on their holy bishop. St. Eti
enne, touched by theii repentance, had only to say 
one word and all those hideous spectres disappeared; 
he profited by the occasion to represent to his re 
bellious flock the enormity of their fault, and to ex
hort them to repair it by penance. Although we 
may not see the devil every time we thus do wrong, 
my dear friends, yet we cannot doubt but he is there, 
and rejoices in our unhappy willingness to hear him. 
Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI., 38.

389. The Man with the Crooked Neck.—In former 
times, my friends, the patronal feast of each parish 
was not postponed till the following Sunday, as it is 
now; it was celebrated on the very day it fell on in 
the week. It was, of course, a feast of obligation, so 
that, on that day, all labor was suspended. St. Gre
gory of Tours relates the following story of a man 
who was punished by God for having worked on a 
holyday of this kind. St. Avit, an abbot of the 
diocese of Chartres, who lived in the sixth century 
having died on the very day he had foretold by reva 
lation, was honorably interred in the city of Orleans. 
The Christians built a church over his tomb, and hia 
festival was celebrated every year with great pomp
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wi the very d ty oi his death, vhicli w as tl s 7 h >f 
June. But, tome years after, it hippo led >n 
that d ly a certain man of the sam 3 city of Oi leans, 
despising the precept of the Church, took his spad< 
and went to work in his vineyard, whilst others went 
to church to assist at the office celebrated in honor 
of the Saint. Several persons even having rebuked 
him for not keeping the festival as he ought, he would 
not turn back, and contented himself with saying jest
ingly : “ Was not he that you honor an artisan and a 
a laborer like myself?” But he had scarcely set foot 
in his vineyard, and raised the earth with his spade, 
when his neck being twisted round, his face was im
mediately turned the opposite way. Then, seized 
with fright, he oame, weeping to the church of the 
holy abbot, asking pardon for the profanation he had 
committed. You may judge, dear friends, the effect 
produced by the sight of that poor deformed man. 
However, his repentance was so sincere, and his 
prayers so fervent, that he was cured some days after, 
his neck returned to its natural position, and he might 
thank the Saint who had wrought this double miracle. 
--Sk Gregory of Tours.G/oiredes Corfewwrs, Ch. 99.

390. Sermon of a Judge.— Nothing so brutalizes a 
woikman, a tradesman, or any man whatever, child
ren, a? the profanation of days consecrated to the 
Lord. Take away the sanctification of Sundays and 
nolydays, and the laborer is nothing more thin a 
working maohme, or a toiling beast of burden It 
requires no great reason’ng to demonstrate tin An 
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English judge named Holt, a just and upright mas 
as it was possible to meet, had the misfortune, dur 
ing his youth, to form bad connections, which in
spired him with a contempt for religion, so that he 
turned into derision the sanctification of Sundays am 
festivals, spending those days in the very worst com 
pany. Happily for him, he was withdrawn by cir
cumstances from these evil courses; by degrees he 
became more regular in his life, and failed not to re 
cover the esteem of his fellow-townsmen. He was 
invested with the dignity of judge. One day, whilst 
discharging the duties of his office, he was forced to 
pass sentence of death on a man whom he recognized 
as one of his former associates. The sight of this cri
minal impressed him strongly and made him reflect on 
the danger to which he had exposed himself, by 
leading a life similar to his. He could not help asking 
the.wretch what had become of the other companions 
of their youth. “ Alas 1” answered the criminal, 
“ there is not one of them alive, except you and my
self; some fell under the sw'ord of justice, others died 
a violent death.” The judge, unable longer to re
press his emotion, sighed deeply and addressed to 
those present a touching and most edifying discourse, 
to show them that the profanation of the Lord’s Day 
makes man a wild beast, deprived of any noble or 
generous feeling, and with nothing to restrain him 
fron plunging into the lowest depths of turpitude and 
vice I know not whether his discourse made any 
imDreajbn on the hearers, children, but let us, at 
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least, turn it to account for ourselves.—Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 210.

391. Pass That to Your Neighbor.—Regarding the 
sanctification of festivals, I will tell you a rather amus- 
ng anecdote which I read in the Magazin Pittoresque. 

The Duke of Brunswick, Charles William, who lived 
some threescore years ago, very properly attached 
great importance to the religious observance of Sun 
days and holydays. One day, he learns that some 
villagers had the bad habit of assembling at the time 
of divine service, in a tavern, and spending in drink
ing all the time they should have passed hearing 
Mass and instructions, or assisting at Vespers. The 
exhoi tations of the priests, even the remonstrances 
of the magistrates, had not been able to break these 
topers off their evil habit. The duke, attired in a 
coarse overcoat, buttoned up to the chin, repairs one 
Sunday to the inn pointed out to him. Just as the 
bell was calling the faithful to church, arrives the 
troop of tipplers, preceded by a large heavy person
age who, by his rubicund nose and flaming red face, 
might easily be recognized as the president of the 
jolly band. He sits down at the upper end of the 
table, and without a word said, places the duke beside 
him, not, however, without throwing a look of dis
trust on this guest, whom no one remembered having 
■een there before. Meanwhile the innkeeper sets be
fore the president an enormous pitcher of brandy. 
The latter takes it in his two hands, swallows a good 
draught and gives it to the duke, saying: “ Pass that 
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to your neighbor ?” The pitcher thus makes the 
circuit of the table, then returns to the president, 
who, after having given it a cordial embrace, puts it 
gain into circulation. Each guest lays hold of it in 

turn with right good will, and hands it to the next, 
saying: “ Pass that to your neighbor.” At the third 
round of the blessed pitcher, the duke rises in a fury, 
and, unbuttoning his overcoat, so as to let all present 
see his well-known uniform and the insignia of royalty, 
then strikes the president with all his might, saying: 
“ Pass that to your neighbor !’’ As the latter hesitat* 
ed, the duke seizes his sword and cries out so loud 
that no one could possibly be mistaken: “ Let any 
of you that strikes too light or too slowly beware 
of me, for I will make an example of him 1” At these 
words, every arm rises, blows fail like rain from one 
end of the table to the other, five or six times in 
succession, till at length the duke, satisfied with the 
punishment he had inflicted on this incorrigible set 
of topers, leaves them to themselves and retires to 
his palace.. They say, and I can easily believe it, 
that on the following Sunday, not one of them was 
tempted to go to the tavern; on the contrary, they 
were amongst the first to go to church both at Mass 
and Vespers.—Magazin Pittorcsque, year 1844, p. 208.



CHAPTER XIII.
SECOND COMMANDMENT OF THE CHLRO.

I.----ON THE PARISH MASS.

392. The Huntsmen Surprised by a Storm.—The 
Church is a good mother, my friends; she does not 
disapprove of our taking salutary rest and moderate 
recreation on Sundays and holydays; but it must 
never be at the expense of offices of obligation. St. 
Antoninus, Archbishop of Florence, relates the fol
lowing story on that subject: Two young men had 
made arrangements to go hunting on a festival day ; 
only one of them had taken care to hear Mass before 
setting out. They were scarcely an hour out, when 
all of a sudden the sky grew dark, a fearful storm 
came on, accompanied with such terrific thunder and 
lightning, that it seemed as though it were the end 
of the world. What frightened them most was, that 
amid that tremendous noise, they heard at intervals 
a voice of thunder, crying : Strike! strike! Mean
while, the air becoming somewhat clearer, they began 
to recover from their fright and pursued their way • 
saddenly the thunder pealed again with great fury 
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and killed the one of the two huntsmen who had not 
heard Mass that morning. The other, terror-struck 
and quite beside himself, knew not whether to go on 
or turn back; whilst he was in this trouble and un
certainty, he heard again the same voice crying 
Strike! strike the other, too ! He was ready to sink 
with terror, when another voice was heard saying 
these consoling words: “ I cannot strike this one 
because he heard this morning the Verbum caro fac
tum est.” You understand, dear children, that, by 
these words, which are the last of the Gospel of 
St. John, read at the end of the Mass, the celestial 
voice meant to say that the huntsman had assisted 
at Mass. A good lesson, by which we shall try to 
profit, at need.—Rodriquez, Prac. Chris. Perf, IVn 
354.

393. Dumont's Hoy al Mass.—When one has had, 
like you, my friends, the happiness of being brought 
up Christianly, they find an inexpressible charm in 
the offices of the Chirch, which are so full, at once, 
of majesty and simplicity. The celebrated Cardinal 
de Cheverus, who was missionary in the United States, 
first Bishop of Boston, and afterwards Bishop of 
Montauban and Archbishop of Bordeaux, relates a 
thing that happened to himself. After having visited 
the Catholics of his mission, he repaired to the district 
of Penobscot and Passamaquoddy, inhabited by a mul
titude of savages, wrandering here and there in the 
woods, without any fixed habitation, and spending all 
their time in hunting and fishing. Accompanied by
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a guide, he had journeyed for several days through a 
dark forest, when, on a Sunday morning, a great num
ber of voices, singing in unison, was heard in the dis< 
tance. M. de Cheverus stops a moment to listen, and, 
to his great astonishment, he distinguishes a hymn 
well known to him. He searches his memory for the 
strain, and soon perceives that those wandering chil
dren of the forest are executing Dumont’s Royal 
Mass, which resounds through the churches and ca
thedrals of France on days of great solemnity. The 
scene was to him both touching and sublime; for 
what could be more touching than to see a savage 
people, who were fifty years without a priest, remain
ing faithful to the celebration of the Lord’s Day I 
And then, what more sublime than those sacred 
songs, directed by piety alone, and resounding far off 
through the depths of a vast primeval forest I Car
dinal de Cheverus was wont to say that he had never 
found anything so touching in his whole career as a 
priest and a missionary.—Hamon, Vie du Cardinal de 
Cheverus.

394. Napoleon at. the Midnight. Mass.—It were bet
ter, my friends, not to go to Mass than to behave 
there in a scandalous manner. By not going to 
Mass, you commit a grievous sin ; but, by behaving 
badly at Mass, you commit two: one, by not fulfill
ing tlie precept, the other, by the scandal given. It 
was in the first years of the Empire; on Christmas 
Eve, a lieutenant-general had some officers of rank 
and a marshal of France to dine with him. Dinner
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being over, some one asks how they are to pass the rest 
of the evening. One of the guests answers carelessly • 
‘ Suppose we go to Midnight Mass.”—“ So be it!” re- 
/y the others. They enter the church of St. Roch. 
Yo u may form an idea of the devotion of these officers, 
who went to church after a convivial dinner, merely 
by way of curiosity and pastime. Looking around, 
laughing, talking was all they did. But all at once 
appears a little man, wrapt in a large cloak. He re
solutely approaches the merry group and says in a 
quick, authoritative tone: “ Gentlemen, you are act
ing badly, very badly. When you come to church 
you ought to comport yourselves with propriety 
Respect and silence, gentlemen I” He said no more. 
That little man in the gray cloak was the Emperor 
Napoleon himself, who had come to assist at the 
Midnight Mass. You may imagine the astonishment 
of our officers when they had recognized him. It is 
unnecessary to add that during the remainder of the 
divine office not one of them so much as turned his 
head. These poor Christians did through fear of 
Napoleon what they ought to have done through, 
love of God and the Infant Jesus.—DaiZy Renards, 
No. XXXV., 25.

395 Four Hours' Journey to go to Mass.—You may 
already have heard the proverb: “ The nearer the 
Church the farther from God.” I dare not say, my 
young friends, that it is always true, but experience 
unhappily proves that it is too often so. In fact, we 
•ee persons who Lave but a step to go to church yet 
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go very little, whilst others who are farther off never 
miss it. In the beginning of the present century 
there was, in the parish of Roybon, near St. Marcel 
lin, in the department of the Isere, a family of working 
people, the head of which gave the greatest marks ot 
sanctity. This poor man, named Antoine Ginien 
although he was some miles distant from the 
church, never failed to arrive there one of the first, 
to assist at all religious exercises, and especially 
the parish Mass, which, in that village, was said very 
early in the morning. He was always sure to be 
there, too, on Lent-days and feasts of simple devotion. 
In the latter years of his life, it was not possible for 
him to go in winter, on account of the pains he had 
in his limbs; but, from Easter till it was near All 
Saints’ Day, he got up sometimes only an hour after 
midnight, and journeyed slowly towards the church, 
supported by two crutches. He usually arrived there 
time enough to hear Mass, but to do so he had to 
make a painful journey of four hours! What an ex
ample for those who will not assist at divine service 
in their parish church, though it would take them but 
a few minutes to get there, in order to discharge that 
most sacred duty I This holy old man died in the 
end of the month of December, 1809, at the age of 
Beventy-five years.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI., 42.

396. A Physician who docs not go to Mass.—As I 
have already told you, my young friends, it is no un
common thing to find simple peasants who reason 
with more intelligence and good sense than many 
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proud learned men, who foolishly presume on then 
little knowledge, and are not ashamed to be ignorant 
of the most simple truths of religion. Sometime 
ago I was told of a somewhat curious discussion 
which had taken place between a physician and a 
laborer who worked on his farm. The doctor ao 
costed the worthy man, appearing surprised to see 
him in his Sunday clothes. “ Where are you going, 
that you are so well dressed, Lawrence ?” he asked 
without further prelude.—“ I am going to Mass.”— 
“ Bah I you would do better to stay at your work.” 
—“ Oh ! sir, I never work on Sunday.”—“ You are a 
fool.”—“ Fool or no fool, I have made up my mind 
to that. I love religion, and I want to practise it, 
for it is it that makes me happy.”—“ It is the priests 
who have put such notions in your head.”—“ The 
priests never told me anything but what was right 
and for my good.”—“Never told you anything but 
what was right! why, they have told you things that 
are absurd, and contrary to common sense.”—“You 
may say what you like, doctor, but I think what they 
say is right.”—“ Well ! now, how can a sensible man 
like you say that ? Now! they have made you believe 
that there are three persons in one God?”—“Yes 
sir, and I believe it firmly, and I am ready to shed 
my blood rather than renounce that belief.”—“ It is 
all well enough to say that there is one God, one can 
believe that; but the idea of three persons in God I 
Did they go up to heaven to find that out ?”—“ When 
one has a headache, sir, you say it comes from the
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stomach, and that an emetic must he taken; did you 
go down into the stomach to see the connection 
between it and the head ?”—“ Oh ! but I studied 
that.”—“Well! the priest studied, too!”—“Yes! 
but his study is limited to teaching you incompre
hensible mysteries.”—“Yet, they say, doctor, that 
there are incomprehensible mysteries in medicine 
too, though it is easier to know diseases and their 
remedies than the perfections of God, which are so 
far above us.”—“ It is true there are difficult things 
in diseases, but, at least, we cure the sick, and they 
are the better of our advice.”—“ I don’t know, doctor, 
whether you always cure your patients; but I know 
I am always the better of the priest’s advice. You 
admire the peace and order that reign in my family; 
the good conduct of my children. Well! I owe all 
that to the advice and instructions of our pastor; it 
is not every one that could say as much, especially 
when they have no religion.” The doctor understood 
that these words applied to his son, whom he had 
brought up without religion, and who was giving 
him a great deal of trouble; he thought it most pru
dent to put an end to this dialogue, in which he had 
got the worst of it, and went away, muttering some
thing to himself. As for you, children, I am sure 
you prefer the plain good sense of the religious 
farmer to the absurd reasoning of the irreligious 
doctor. I am of your opinion.—Schmid et Belet, 
Ctf. Hist. III., 33.
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II.—VESPERS AND OTHER OFFICES.

397.- — A Basket of Water.— It is not enough to 
assist at Mass od Sundays and holydays, those days 
must be employed in works of piety and religion. 
Vespers, Benediction, Sermon, when there is one, are 
the best and most useful of all these works. Speak
ing of sermons, I have heard persons say : “ Where’s 
the use ? I know all that will be said; it is only 
losing time.” A hermit was one day complaining of 
the same thing to an ancient Father of the desert; 
he said that, no matter how attentively he listened to 
sermons, he soon forgot all he had heard, and that, 
consequently, it was useless for him to go to hear 
them. The monk to whom he addressed himself re
solved to make him understand his error, in a sensible 
manner; he ordered him to go to a neighboring foun
tain, and fetch some water in one of two baskets that 
were there. The good Brother immediately obeyed; 
but eagerly as he sought to bring the water he had 
drawn, it all flowed away, of course, through the in
terstices of the basket, so that, by the time he reached 
where the father was, nothing remained. Neverthe
less, he was obliged to make the attempt three several 
times. At last, the father ordered him to set down 
his basket beside the other, and said to him : “ What 
change do you perceive in the basket with which you 
drew the water?’—“None,” answered the Brother, 
“except that it is cleaner than before.”—“ Well! my 
good Brother, it is so with your mind Even as this
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basket, although it did not retain the water you drew 
in it, is, nevertheless, cleansed, so your mind, although 
it does not appear to retain the word of God, is 
nevertheless, cleansed thereby from the stains of sin. 
Let this example be for you a subject of encour
agement and consolation; do dot fail, then, to go to 
hear the sermons and instructions given in church; 
fou will always derive some profit from them.”— 
Michel-Ange Marin, Vies des Peres des deserts.

398. Alexander the Great's Censer.—It is so natural, 
dear friends, to behave respectfully in the church in 
presence of the King of kings, that the pagans them
selves, when they performed any ceremonies in the 
temples of their idols, might have served us as 
models. Is it not a shameful thing that we are less 
respectful in presence of God than they were before 
statues of wood or metal ? St. Ambrose, Archbishop 
of Milan, relates a story thereupon that will interest 
you. The famous Alexander the Great, King of 
Macedonia, was assisting one day at a solemn sacrifice, 
offered to I know not what false deity; perhaps it 
was to Jupiter, whom he had the foolish vanity to 
wish to resemble. Amongst the persons engaged in 
offering this sacrifice, there was a young lad of twelve 
or fifteen years, who, with a censer in his hand, stood 
near the altar. At the most solemn moment, a burn
ing coal fell on his arm, and he quietly bore the ex 
oruciating pain it caused him, for fear of disturbing 
the ceremony ever so little. At the end of some 
minutes, his burned flesh produced a suffocating 
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smell, that must have incommoded those who wer« 
there; but the courageous boy endured all through 
an excessive and misplaced respect for that idolatrous 
sacrifice. Alexander the Great is said to have ad
mired this truly heroic act; but what most surprises 
me, my dear friends, is that we are so far from 
imitating this child, and that, for a mere nothing, we 
allow ourselves to become distracted and inattentive 
at the offices, sermons, and instructions of the Church. 
—D. Genevaux, Hist. Chois., 156.

399. A Game of Tennis During Vespers.—Person i 
in high station find it hard to be resisted; their fool
ish pride goes sometimes so far as to put themselves 
on a par with God, and to complain when they are r e
minded of their duty in that respect. Let us pity 
these unhappy persons, dear friends, and take good 
care that we do not imitate them; otherwise, God 
has not abdicated His rights, and Ilis turn will come. 
After a mission given in the island of Crete or Candia, 
St. Nicon repaired to the Greek provinces, where the 
Lord made him venerable to high and low by his 
piety, and also by the gift of prophecy and by that of 
miracles. One Sunday, during Vespers, the governor 
of a small town, the name of which I forget, was 
playing at tennis in the public square, almost at the 
doors of the church. The holy missionary, offended by 
the tumult that was disturbing the service, went out of 
the temple and reprimanded the players pretty sharply 
without any respect for the presence of the governoi 
Mmed Gregory, a man subject to anger and ill temper
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As he was losing his game, he got angry wit. Ge saint 
and had him expelled from the city, neither more 
nor less. When about to resume his game, he was 
suddenly stricken with paralysis, and felt the most 
xcruciating pains all ovex his body. Nc remedies 

that he tried could relieve him. At last, after trying 
every means in vain, he was advised by the Bishop 
of the town to recall St. ITicon, and to ask his pardon 
for the bad treatment he had given him. Without 
a word of reproach for his former misconduct, the 
saint prayed for him, cured him, and made him one 
of his most zealous defenders against the enemies of 
viitue.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II , 206.

400. Shall we go to Vespers ?—It is the will of God, 
dear children, that the whole Sunday should be 
employed in His service, sanctifying it by good 
works and assisting at divine service. He forbids 
on that day all servile works and labors, and, still 
more, debauchery and illicit pleasures. Hear the 
following story on this subject: In the first days of 
September, 1853, some young people from Rodez, in 
the department of Aveyron, were drinking in a 
tavern, when the bell was heard calling the faithful 
to Vespers. One of them then proposes to go to 
church; but another, the skeptic of the village of 
Flavin, laughs at the idea, and proposes, on the con
trary, to go look for Vespers in the river Viaur 
Both advices were followed, for some went to church, 
whilst others took their way to the Viaur. The one 
that had given the advice to go to bathe is the fir si 
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into the river ; but, having had the imprudence to 
advance towards the gulf, he feels the sand going 
from under his feet, sinks down, down, and is 
drowned. It would probably have been the same 
with the others, had not one of them, seeing the 
danger, drawn back in time and held out to his com
panions a pole which he found on the bank. It was 
not till two hours after that the body of the unhappy 
drowned man was found. The bells which had 
invited him to go to Vespers, and whose warning he 
had despised, were heard again; but, alas! it was to 
ring his funeral knell and invite the faithful to pray 
for him. ’ This death deeply impressed the inhab
itants of the parish of Flavin, in which the accident 
occurred; most of the papers spoke of it. May this 
lesson be of service to us, dear friends !—DatZj R* 
wards, No. I., VI., p. 5.



CHAPTER XIV.
THIRD COMMANDMENT OF THE CHURCH.

Confess your sins at least once every year.

401. There is no Time now for Confession.—Oh I 
my dear children, what a good thing it is that the 
Church obliges us to confess our sins at least once a 
year! However necessary, however indispensable 
this salutary remedy may be for us, experience proves 
that, if we were not obliged by a formal precept to 
do it, we would unhappily often forget it. The Ven
erable Bede relates, in his Saxon Chronicles^ that 
King Conrad, a very pious prince, had at his court a 
nobleman to whom he was much attached, on ac
count of the great services he had received from him. 
Yet, notwithstanding the repeated entreaties of the 
prince, this poor gentleman remained several years, 
now under one pretence, now under another, without 
approaching the tribunal of penance. At last, he 
was attacked by a dangerous malady, and the king 
went to visit him; he returned again to the charge 
and urged trim strongly to have a confessor, but he 
could do nothing with him. He went again some 
Jays after, and, finding him at the last extremity, be
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sought him again, in the most pressing terms, not tc 
die in that sad state. But the unhappy man, after 
remaining some moments without replying, threw a 
wild look on the king, and exclaimed: “ Prince, 
there is no time now for confession; I am lost; hell 
is my portion!” Saying these words, he expired in 
impenitence and despair; all who witnessed this scene 
felt the blood frozen in their veins, such an impres
sion did this fearful death make upon them.—Noel, 
Cat,, de RodeZy VI., p. 62.

402. The Establishment of the Annual Confession. 
—For ages, Christians had no need of being obliged, 
by an express commandment, to confess their sins. 
And, my friends, are sick people ever seen waiting 
till they are commanded to send for a doctor ? Do 
they not eagerly ask for one as soon as they feel 
themselves ill ? It was only in 1216 that the Church, 
anxious to remedy the laxity that had been mani
fested by some Christians, made it a precept for 
every one to confess, at least once a year, all their 
sins with the necessary, dispositions. It was the 
fourth General Council held in the Church of St. John 
of Lateran, in Rome, that made this law. It was 
conceived in these terms : “ Let each of the faithful 
who has attained the age of discretion, confess se
cretly all their sins to thoir own pastor, at least once 
a year, and let them take care to perform, to the best 
of their ability, the penance that shall be imposed 
upon them. Let them also receive, at least at the 
festival of Easter, the Sacrament of the Eucharist, 
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unless that, by the advice of their confessor, and for 
some just and reasonable cause, they may deem it 
right to abstain for some time from communion. 
Failing in this, let them be denied entrance into tne 
church during life, and Christian burial at their 
death.” Eight years before this law was made, that 
is to say in 1208, it was decreed by a Council held 
in Paris that persons who had not been to Holy 
Communion, at least once, before Palm Sunday, 
could not receive it within the next fifteen days, and 
would consequently be obliged to wait till the Oc- 
tave-day of Easter. And, in order to stimulate them 
a little in the accomplishment of this sacred duty, the 
Council obliged them to continue the fast of Lent till 
that day.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., IT., 588.

403. A Doctor at Easter!—I have somewhere read, 
dear friends, the ingenious comparison employed by 
a holy priest to show how absurd it is to wait for 
Easter to go to confession, when one is guilty of any 
sin. He ascends the pulpit, makes the sign of the 
cross, and thus commences his sermon: “On my 
way hither, brethren, to exercise my ministry, I 
chanced to see a heart-rending sight. A young man 
was driving very fast across the square; suddenly 
the horse takes fright, runs away, and breaks the 
carriage to pieces; the unhappy man escapes death, 
but he is bruised and mangled in every part of his 
body. People gather round him, they express their 
compassion, are much interested in his fate, and 
speak of going with alt haste to fetch a doctor. ‘ & 
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doctor!’ he exclaims, in surprise; ‘ I will not have 
a doctor till Easter!’ You may judge how amazed 
the spectators were, they all thought that the poor 
young man was crazed by his fall. This story affects 
you, brethren !—Well! that unhappy man, that mad
man, is you, yourselves. Running rapidly in the 
career of vice, you have had a fatal fall; the noblest 
part of you, your soul, is more than wounded; it is 
dead. You are spoken to of a physician who is all- 
powerful, not of himself, but by the mission he has 
received from God, and who can restore you to life, 
and you say : ‘ At Easter, at Easter I will apply to 
this great doctor 1’ ” This ingenious comparison 
made a lively impression on the minds of the hear
ers, most of whom hastened to have recourse imme
diately to that great physician, and were healed.— 
Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 288.

404. I Take Medicine Once a Year.—Although the 
Church does not oblige us to confess more than once 
a year, it is certain that she would be happy to see 
us profit oftener by these two great graces; she 
earnestly exhorts us thereto, and our own wants re
quire it. A man being on a journey once, passed 
through a town where lived an old friend of his. He 
went to see him, flattering himself that he would 
spend the rest of the day pleasantly with him; alas 1 
he found him in a sad state. This unhappy man was 
not to say old ; but, undermined by habitual sufferings, 
he had grown very old within a few years, so that his 
friend could scarcely recognize him. “ I did not ex
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pect to see you in such a condition,” said he. “I am 
grieved to see that your health is very bad. How
ever, you must not despair of being cured. If the 
doctors here are not as skilful as you could wish, you 
must consult others. What regimen have you ob
served since your health began to fail?”—“None.”— 
“ IIow ! none ; have you tried no remedies, then?”— 
“ Why, yes; every year I take a dose of medicine.”— 
“ And is that all ?”—“ Of course it is, and I think it a 
great deal; I had no small trouble to decide on doing 
it.”—“I am not surprised, then, to see you reduced 
to such a state of pain and debility. How do you 
think that purgatives, used but once a year, could 
effect your cure ! You required, from the very be
ginning of your illness, a course of remedies, which 
one, as it were, supporting the other, and attacking 
together the root of the evil, might have destroyed 
it and restored you to health. Then you should, 
afterwards, to prevent relapses, make it a rule to 
take some purgatives now and then, during the year 
and subject yourself to a certain regimen. For want 
of these wise precautions, the disease has made con
tinual progress ; it is, so to say, rooted in your system 
and your state is becoming every day more danger
ous. There may still be time to have recourse to re
medies, but there is not a moment to lose, so, you 
must this very day call in the bpst physician that is 
to be had here and place yourself in his hands.”—“ I 
feel that you are right, my friend, nevertheless I will 
not follow your advice. I will, as usual, take a dose
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of medicine once a year as long as I live, and nothing 
more. That is my custom, and I \ ill not change it.” 
What do you think of this man? dr you think his con
duct very sensible? You will doubtless answer, 
children, that it appears to you, on the contrary, very 
unreasonable, and you are right. Try, then, never tu 
merit the same reproach.—Noel, Cat de Rodez. VI., 6k.



CHAPTER XV.
FC URTH COMMANDMENT OF THE CHUBClu

Aecetve your God worthily at least, in Easter ftmc

40.X An Unworthy Communicant Possessed by tht 
Devil.—The fourth commandment of the Church, 
my veiy dear friends, obliges us to make Holy Com
munion at least once a year, and within the Paschal 
time; but it would not fulfil the precept to make 
that communion in a sacrilegious manner. A young 
man, who lived in criminal habits, would, neverthe
less, make his Easter Communion. The shame of de
claring his sins, and the fear that his confessor might 
put him off to another time, induced him to concea1 
a part of his sins in confession; he received absolu 
tion, and had the audacity to present himself at th 
holy table, and receive the adorable body of Jesus 
Christ. This new Judas did not make his sacrile
gious communion with impunity. Scarcely had h 
received the Sacrament when he was possessed by 
devil who shook him every day in a horrible manner 
The bisbop, having ascertained the reality of the pos 
session, sent a messenger to exorcise the demoniac 
The missionary, in order to let the spectators see 
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that the man was really possessed, commanded ths 
devil to lift him up and hold him suspended in the 
air; the devil did so. He then commanded him to 
give him back the body; the fiend obeyed : he threw 
him on the ground without hurting him in any way. 
‘ Answer me,” said the priest then to him—“ why 
didst thou take possession of the body of this un
happy Christian?”—“ Because I had a right to him; 
he is mine, for I reign in his heart ever since he made 
a bad communion.” This declaration struck all who 
heard it with a salutary fear, and did them more good, 
perhaps, than the sight of a fervent communion.— 
Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 289.

406. I Want to Make My Easter Communion.—We 
sometimes find children, young people, and even 
aged persons, who seriously neglect the most im
portant of their duties, and still imagine that they 
can make their Easter Communion. It is a gross 
mistake, my friends; for, in order to be admitted to 
Holy Communion, one must render himself worthy 
of it. A bad Christian went one day to his pastor 
and said to him: “ You will please come to the sa
cristy, father, to hear my confession, for I want to 
make my Easter Communion. It is necessary to 
obey the Church, and one of her commandments is 
to receive worthily at Easter time.”—“Very good,’ 
said the priest, “ but take notice of the word 
worthily, that, of course, means being well disposed. 
Have you the necessary dispositions ? I doubt it 
much, knowing you as I do.”—“ You know me for a
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j<dly good fellow, father, that’s all.”—“ You want to 
go to communion to-morrow in order to obey the 
Church, but is there not another commandment of 
the Church which says : Sundays and holydays 
Mass thou shalt hear I yet I do not see you often at 
Mass on Sundays or holydays. Does not the Church 
command you to keep festival days holy ? yet you 
work on those days. Again, does not the Church 
command you to abstain from flesh meat on Fridays ? 
yet you eat meat all the year round, and you in per
fect health. Are you not also commanded by the 
Church to fast in Lent and on Ember days ? Do you 
do so?”—“ I always fast on Good Friday, father I I 
never miss that.”—“ But I know further,” continued 
the priest, “ that you have taught your child.en so 
well that they know how to curse and blaspheme as 
well as yourself, and that you get drunk two or three 
times a week.”—“ Father, I will tell you all that in 
confession; come now and hear me, for I vant to 
go to my duty.”—•“ I am quite willing to h^ar your 
confession, but I cannot give you Holy Coj imunion 
till you have corrected your evil habits.” A good 
lesson, perhaps, for some of us, my dear children; 
well for us if we know how to profit by it.—Las- 
bausse, Explic. du Cat. de H Empire, 313.

407. Let us not Wait too Long to Make ou? 
Easter Communion.—If we thought seriously of the 
danger to which we expose ourselves in postponing 
our conversion, dear friends, we would set about it 
with a little more seal and exactness. The Abb<
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Favre, Missionary Apostolic of Savoy, cites an ex- 
ample of which he was himself a witness, and which 
happened, I believe, \n 1827 or 1828. You will find 
it related in an excellent book entitled Le del Ouvert 
(Heaven open). At St Jean de Maurienne, if I am 
□ot mistaken, a father of a family always put off 
fulfihing his Paschal duty, notwithstanding the re
peated warnings of his pastor, who was a priest full 
of zeal and charity. On Palm Sunday he put it off 
to Holy Thursday, on Holy Thursday to Easter Sun 
day. on Easter Sunday to Low Sunday. Finally, 
when the previous Saturday came, instead of pre
paring himself, he must needs put it off again to the 
following week. Alas 1 dear friends, there was no 
following week for him, for the very next day after 
this last postponement, that is to say, the Monday 
after Low Sunday, he went to work in the vineyard 
with one of his servants, and the first shovelful of 
earth he raised, he fell backwards on a vine-prop. 
They thought Lz. had only swooned ; his servant tries 
to raise him up, he calls assistance, a doctor comes, 
feels his pulse an l declares that it is too late, that 
the unhappy man is dead I—Behold, children, how 
weh might our Lo»d say: Watch, and be ready, fof 
ye know not the day nor the hour.—Favre, le Cie< 
Ouvert, p. 364.



CHAPTER XVI.
FIFTH COMMANDMENT OF THE CHURCH.

Lent, Ember-days, and Vigils thou shalt fatt.

408. How the First Christians Fasted.—We some
times complain, dear friends, of the slight privations, 
fasts and abstinences imposed upon us by the Church. 
But how would it be if we were obliged to the same 
penances as the first Christians ? I find a very re
markable example of this in the life of St. Fructueux, 
Bishop of Tarragona, in Spain, and one of the most 
celebrated martyrs of the third century. He was 
condemned, with two of his deacons, Augurus and 
Eulogius, to be burned alive, during the persecution 
of the Emperor Valerian, for refusing to adore the 
false gods, or the Emperor’s image. As they were 
all three being conducted to the amphitheatre, which 
was to be the place of their torment, all the people 
came crowding around Fructueux to pity him, for his 
virtue had made him beloved by every one, even the 
pagans. The faithful wept also like the others, in
wardly consoling themselves, nevertheless, with his 
approaching glory. Several, by a movement of 
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charity, offered him a drink, in order to relieve 
him a little. But it was on Friday, then a day of 
minor fast, which was not broken till after nones, 
that is to say, about three o’clock in the afternoon, 
differing from the greater fasts, such as that of Lent, 
which was prolonged till after the hour of Vespers, 
that is to say, till six o’clock in the evening; it being 
Friday, I say, Fructueux refused to take this drink, 
because the hour for the repast was not yet come, as 
it was only ten o’clock in the morning. “We are 
fasting,’’ said he, “ I cannot drink: it is not yet the 
ninth hour of the day, that is to say, three o’clock in 
the afternoon.” So he went on his way without ac
cepting anything, and, a little while after, he went to 
receive in Heaven the reward of his virtues.—D. 
Genevaux, Hist. Chois., 153.

409. The Fasts of the Emperor Charlemagne.— 
Akhougn fasting did not agree with Char
lemagne, he, nevertheless, observed faithfully all 
those that were prescribed by the Church. Only, on 
account of the officers who eat after him, he took his 
meal a little earlier on those days, that is about two 
o’clock in the afternoon, although it was still custom
ary to wait till three. A bishop having come to the 
court during Lent, was scandalized at the Emperor's 
eating too soon on fast days, and took the liberty of 
reproaching him for it. The Emperor heard him 
quietly and said : “ Your advice is good, and I will 
follow it, but I order you to take nothing until my 
officers have made their repast.” Now, there were 
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five consecutive tables. The princes and the dukes 
who were in attendance on the Emperor only eat af
ter him; the counts then waited on the dukes; after 
the counts’ table came that of the military officers 
and lastly, that of the minor officers of the household. 
In this way, it was far in the night vffien the last ta
ble was served. The bishop, who was obliged for 
some days to eat only after the others, soon perceived 
that the Emperor was right in taking his meal at 
tw^ o’clock on fasting days, and that he did so 
through compassion for his officers, so that they 
might take theirs a little sooner. What a contrast 
between the age of Charlemagne and ours, dear 
friends! Then, people of all conditions made it a 
duty to observe the law of fasting, aod now, in al
most all stales of life, people make it a sort of point 
of honor to violate it! Whence, then, comes this 
difference? Ah! it is that people were then truly 
Christians, whereas there are now many persons who 
are so only in name.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI., 108.

410. The Effect of Reading a Good Book.—A 
bad Christian, who had much reason to reproach him
self before God, had occasion to read a book entitled 
The History of Fasting. He was struck on learning 
how rigorously fasts were kept in the first ages. He 
thought within himself: “ I call myself a Christian 
and I have never fasted; if I had lived in the times 
when the penitential canons were followed to the 
letter, to how many years fasting should I have been 
condemned for all the iniquities whereof I am guilty ’ 
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The first Christians made no collation on fast days 
all abstained from wine, and a great number content
ed themselves with bread and water; it was only in 
the evening that they took even that.” What he had 
read did not leave his mind, and he unceasingly made 
new reflections on it. At length God touched his 
heart. Penetrated with a lively sorrow for his sins, 
he determined to do a rigorous penance, and with 
that intention entered a monastery where the strictest 
silence was observed, with a continual fast. It was, I 
think, the Order of Minors, which, as you probably 
know, my friends, was founded in the fifteenth cen- 
i ury by St. Francis of Paula, who came to France in 
1481 to assist Louis XI. in his latter years and pre
pare him for death. This poor converted Christian 
entered this rigorous order; he lived and died holily 
in it, and proved once more how much fruit good 
reading may produce.—Lassausse, Explic. du Cat. dr 
I' Empire, 317.

411. IIow King Stanislaus Passed His Lent.—We 
are edified, my dear friends, when wTe see a priest, a 
religious, or a lay person religiously observe the most 
painful precepts of religion; but our admiration is 
still greater when a prince or a king is in question. 
Such was Stanislaus, a former king of Poland, after
wards Duke of Lorraine. A faithful observer of th 
ancient discipline of the Church, he made but one meal, 
not even allowing himself the collation; moreover, 
on Fridays he denied himself the use of fish and eggs. 
From his dinner on Holy Thursday, till the following 
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Saturday, at noon, he denied himself every species of 
nourishment, even bread and water. That interval, 
specially consecrated to the memory of Our Lord’ 
Passion, the pious monarch employed, as far as hi 
affairs permitted, in prayer, and in visiting churches 
and houses of charity, where he poured forth abun 
lant alms. He every year prepared for the feast of 
Christmas by nine whole days of fasting and absti
nence. In a word, the austerity of his life recalled, 
in modern times, what history teaches us of the 
fervor of the early faithful. All that he had prac
tised in his youth, and in the vigor of his life, he 
found practicable even in his extreme old age. It 
was only through submission to the holy authority 
which he respected in his pastor, that he consented, 
.when over eighty years of age, not, indeed, to in
fringe on the commandment of the Church, but to 
moderate a little the severities he added thereto. 
Notwithstanding these austerities, that would be 
admired even in an anchoret, King Stanislaus, justly 
named the Beneficent, lived to the age of eighty-four 
years ; he died at Luneville in 1766.—Klassifr, 
Die'. Hist. Fcluc., II., p. 275.

412. The Fasts of Louis X VI.—When, at the day 
if judgment, God will reveal the good works of 
ach, we shall all be surprised, children, to see wha 

was done by persons whose high rank seemed to give 
them more freedom and facility in dispensing them
selves therefrom. The laws of abstinence and fast
ing, of which so little account is made, and whioh 
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people in the world are sometimes ashamed to observe, 
were sacred for Louis XVI., and he would not have 
dared to violate them without the most legitimate 
reasons. What proves his exactitude in conforming 
thereto, is, that having learned, one Saturday, that 
the Archbishop of Paris bad abolished the fast on 
Fridays in Advent, which at that time was still ob
served, he said to the person who brought the news : 
“ It would have been well if the Archbishop had sent 
his decree here two days sooner, it would have saved 
me from fasting yesterday, which was a Friday of 
Advent.” The misfortunes he had to endure did not 
make him forget his duties ; they made him, on the 
contrary, more anxious to acquit himself of them. 
During his captivity, the commissioners had some
times the cruelty to annoy him even in his con-, 
science. If, in conformity with the privations im
posed by the Church, he did not take any break
fast, they gorged themselves that day, and ridiculed 
him for his scruples. On one of those days he was 
served with nothing but meat. Louis contented 
himself with replying to their indecent raillery: “ I 
do not interfere-with your conscience, why do you 
interfere with mine ?” So saying, he soaked hi» 
bread in a little wine, and that was all he eat.—Guil 
low, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 289.



CHAPTER XVH.
8IXTII COMMANDMENT OF THE CHURCH.

Fridays and Ember-days Flesh Thou Shah not Taste.

413. It is not Food that gives Health.—Personi 
who have not the happiness of having religion, never 
fail to find a thousand pretexts for dispensing with 
the laws of abstinence; they especially plead their 
health and imagine that abstaining from meat is in
jurious to them. But, my friends, it is not the food 
in itself that gives or preserves health, it is the 
blessing that God bestows upon it. I find a proof 
of this in the story of Daniel and his companions. 
Nabuchodonozor, king of Babylon, having destroyed 
the city of Jerusalem and carried all the Jews into 
captivity, ordered one of his officers, named Malazar, 
to take from amongst the children of Israel, and the 
race of kings and princes, young men whc united 
beauty to wisdom and knowledge, that they might 
dwell in the king’s palace, and they were to be taught 
the language of the Chaldeans. Nabuchodonozor 
ordered, moreover, that they should be served every
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day with the meats that were set before him and 
the wine he drank himself, so that having been 
nourished for three years in this way, they might 
afterwards present themselves and dwell in the 
prince’s presence. There were four of them there 
who were children of Juda, namely : Daniel, Ananias 
Misael, and Azarias, who were called Balthazar, Sid* 
rach, Misach, and Abednego. Now Daniel made a firm 
resolve in his heart not to defile himself by eating 
or drinking what came from the king’s table. He 
went about it so well that he obtained that favor of 
Malazar, who had been charged with the care of their 
food. That officer tried them for ten days, in order 
to see whether, giving them only vegetables to eat 
and water to drink, as they requested, they would 
not become thinner. The ten days being past, they 
appeared much better and in better condition than 
the young people who eat the king’s meats. Malazar 
then kept for himself the meats a id the wine allowed 
for them, and served them only with vegetables. 
Now God gave those young people the science and 
the knowledge of all books and of all wisdom, and He 
bestowed on Daniel in particular the understanding 
of all visions and of all dreams. After such great 
advantages from temperance, who would not prize 
that virtue; which is favored by God with gifts so 
great ?—Daniel, Chap. 1.

414. Reflections of a Physician on Friday.—Never 
forget, children, that the greatest enemy of virtue 
and duty is human respect; people do not dare to 
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act differently from others, and hence it is that when 
they have neither firmness, nor resolution, they allow 
themselves to be drawn into this weakness. Happily 
every one is not so. A celebrated physician, who 
was, at the same time, a great naturalist, was invited 
to dine at M, Buffon’s. There were at dinner some 
philosophers, still more famous for the incredulity 
they made show of, than for their knowledge of ma
thematics or belles lettres. It was on Friday, and 
the host, who had, perhaps, forgotten that it was a 
day of abstinence, had only meat soup served in the 
first course. The Christian doctor took none, and 
was determined to wait for the desert, even, sooner 
than violate the rules of abstinence. Most of the 
guests perceived this, and many of them knew the 
cause. Amongst these was Diderot, unhappily so well 
known for his hatred to religion. lie first put this 
question to the doctor: “Doctor, why do you not 
eat?” and he immediately added with a mocking 
smile: “ Is it because to-day is Friday, and that you 
see nothing here you can eat? Now, do you really 
think that flesh meat is not so good on some days as 
on others?”—“Yes, Sir,” answered the physioian; 
“yes, I am satisfied that flesh meat is injurious, 
every day on which the Church has seen fit to pro 
hibit its use; I am a physician and a Christian, an 
am, therefore, more capable of judging than others 
who are, perhaps, neither one nor the other.” Thi 
modest and courageous answer produced, its effect. 
Buffon called bis butler, and told him in a low voica 
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to remove the dishes, and to serve no meats in the 
second course. It was done accordingly, and Diderot 
was not the last to applaud it, for we cannot help 
admiring a generous, upright man, even when hia 
conduct is a reproach to ours.—Guillois, Nouv. 
~Ezplic. du Cat., 293.

415. What Goes Into the Mouth Defiles not the 
Soul —I have sometimes heard, and, perhaps, you may 
have heard yourselves, too, children, persons pretend 
ing to justify the violation of the holy.law of absti 
nence, saying in a tone of levity : “ What use is it to 
impose such privations on one’s self? What goes into 
the mouth defiles not the soul.” Well 1 it is a king 
of France, Louis XVI. himself, who is about to answer 
them. From the time of Louis XV., a prince who 
was generally rather unscrupulous, it had been cus
tomary at the court of Versailles to serve both fish 
and flesh on days of abstinence, when there was a 
grand hunt. The pious king Louis XVI. had no 
sooner come to the throne than he hastened to re
form this scandalous abuse. An old officer was heard 
to complain, and did not fail to quote the saying that 
— What gees into the mouth dors not defile the soul. 
He thought himself dispensed by this famous axiom 
from following the rule which the Church imposes 
on all her children. “No, Sir,” replied the king 
vehemently, “ it is not precisely eating the meat that 
defiles the soul and renders it guilty, but it is the re
volt against a lawful authority, and the violation of 
one of its formal precepts; it then remains to ascer 
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tain whether Christ gave to His Church the power oi 
giving commandments to her children, and whethei 
He ordered the latter to obey them. The catechism 
assures us that He did; and since you read the Gos 
pel you ought to know that Our Lord somewhere 
Bays : Whosoever hearcth not the Church, let him be unto 
thee as the heathen and the publican. Now, Sir, I 
am of opinion that neither you, nor any one here 
present, would wish to be considered in that light.” 
These words, coming from the mouth of a prince, and 
a prince who practised so well what he said, pro 
duced all the effect that might be expected. There 
was no talk of eating meat even after the chase on 
days of abstinence.—Filassier, Diet. dEduc., 1, 5.

416. A New Communicant's Friday.—In the town 
of Avignon there was a child who was about to make 
his first communion. The parents of this child were 
not very religious; like many others now-a-days, 
they did not observe the laws of the Church, and, 
what is unhappily too common, every one in the 
house followed their bad example. The child’s con
fessor explaining to him the danger there was for him 
in following an example so pernicious, and the real 
sin he committed thereby, forbade him to imitate his 
parents and ordered him to observe the abstinence 
prescribed by the Church. When the following 
Friday came the pious child, docile to the advice of 
his confessor, refused to eat meat. The father was 
angry with him, and said: “ See that you obey me 
and do as I do myself.”—•“ Father,” said the sweet child 
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mildly, “ give me whatever orders you please; in all 
that is not contrary to the law of God, I will always 
obey you; but if I obeyed you in this, I should have 
to violate that law, and I cannot do it.” The falhe: 
became furious; he began to swear at his son and 
Jireaten him, but the child still answered with the 
same mildness : “ Father, you order me to do what 
the Church forbids, I cannot obey you.” Then the 
father’s fury was at its height, he ordered his son to 
go to his room, not to leave it, and to eat or drink 
nothing but dry bread and water. The child instantly 
obeyed. Soon after, the father was obliged to go 
out on business. The mother, who had no more 
piety than the father, but loved her son very ten
derly, took the opportunity to go in haste to the 
child’s room with some little delicacies for him to 
eat. “ My dear,” said she, “ your father is gone out, 
so I have brought you something to eat.”—“ Thank 
you, mamma,” the child replied, “ but my father for
bids me to take anything but bread and water; his 
prohibition is not contrary to the law of God, and I 
will obey him; mamma, I cannot accept what you 
have been so kind as to bring me.” These words 
of the child made a lively impression on the- mother 
her heart was torn; she went away in tears, and 
hastened to tell her husband what had passed. The 
father could not withstand the sight of this so wise 
and Christian conduct on the part of his son; hia 
harshness was overcome. He sent for the child and, 
with tears in his eyes, clasped him in his arms, say 
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mg: “ My son, not only will we not force you to eat 
meat on Fridays, but from this day forth we will 
give you no more the bad example we have Hereto
fore given you; we will abstain from meat ourselves 
on days when the use of it is forbidden.” The father 
kept his word, and ever after the whole family ob
served the laws of the Church. Beloved children 
there is an example you ought to imitate, if your pa
rents were so unhappy as to require of you things 
contrary to the law of God.—Etrennes d la Jeunesse 
Chret., Annces 1852-63.

417. Abstinence of a Little Mulatto.—You are very 
young, my little friends, but there are little children, 
perhaps, still younger than you who might serve you 
as models. Here is a proof of this : On account of the 
excessive heat which reigns under the torrid zone, 
many children of the Christian School of St. Denis, 
in the Isle of Bourbon, take their midday meal under 
the banana trees and the noble date tree that shade 
the yard of the establishment. Some years ago, on a 
day of abstinence, a very young child of the infant 
class, named Ernest Laviron, gave a fine example of 
fidelity to the laws of the Church. He had received, 
as usual, his large plate of rice, for there are few be
sides the Europeans who use bread at their meals; 
for the other inhabitants, boiled rice takes its place. 
So Ernest receives his plate of rice, over whioh was 
poured some curry sauce; but this sauce was pre
pared with grease, and the child had heard in the Re* 
flection which the Brother made in the morning* 
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prayer, as is usual in the Christian Schools, that h 
was a day of abstinence; he sends away his break 
fast, then, without touching it, thinking, poor child, 
that he coul 1 not eat his rice because the curry sauce 
was on it. About three o’clock in the afternoon 
Ernest goes up to the Brother; he found himself 
growing very weak; “Ah 1 dear Brother,” said he, 
in his simple language, “ the heart of me is weak.” 
As the Brother was but lately arrived in the colony, 
he did not understand what he meant, and asked him 
to explain himself; then he said: “ Me has not eaten 
since yesterday, and me have the heart weak.”— 
“ How 1 it is three o’clock, and you have eaten noth
ing ! Did they, then, bring yoa no breakfast, my 
child ?”—“ Yes, but as my rice was mixed with fat, 
me sent it all to the house; you said in the Reflec
tion that to-day, Ember-day, one must not eat meat ” 
The Brother admired the fidelity of the dear child, 
who might easily have put the sauce one side and eaten 
his rice, as he then made him understand, but, through 
delicacy of conscience, he had preferred to remain 
fasting, rather than expose himself to transgress the 
commandment — “Fridays and Ember-days flesh 
thou shalt not taste.” The Brother got him some
thing to eat, and the good Ernest went gaily back to 
his class.-- Recomp. Ilebdom., No. XXXIX, p. 12.
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THIRD PART

CHAPTER XVIII.
ON VIRTUE AND VICE.

I.—ON VIRTUE IN GENERAL.

418. Decision in Favor of Virtue.—Virtue is the 
most precious of all treasures, and this has been 
recognized, children, even by pagans. A charm
ing story on this subject is related by Crantor, 
a Greek philosopher, who lived more than three 
hundred years before Christ. “ One day,” says he, 
“ the divinities who preside over riches, voluptuous
ness, health, and virtue, suddenly appeared amongst 
the various nations of Greece assembled to celebrate 
the Olympic Games. They desired, in their wisdom, 
that the judges of the Areopagus should assign 
to each of them the rank they occupy, according 
to their several degrees of influence on the hap
piness of men. Riches displayed its magnificence, 
and already began to dazzle the eyes of the judges, 
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when Voluptuousness brought down its merit by 
showing that the only end of Riches was to con
duct to pleasure. Voluptuousness was applauded, 
but then Health rose, and easily proved that with
out it the greatest pleasures, the sweetest enjoyments, 
are bitter, and that, without Health, grief soon takes 
the place of joy. Then the Areopagites appeared 
decided in favor of the latter; but Virtue terminated 
the dispute, for she made all the Greeks admit that 
riches, pleasure, and health do not last long, and that 
if they be not accompanied by virtue, they become 
evils for those who do not know how to use them 
with discretion. At this discourse, so simple and so 
true, every one clapped their hands, and the first 
rank was accorded to Virtue, the second to Health.” 
—Noel, Cat,, de Rodez, III., 342.

419 St. John's Partridge.—True virtue, my dear 
friends, is not ferocious; on the contrary, it knows 
how to take, when requisite, a little rest and harmless 
recreation, in order to apply itself afterwards more 
courageously to its duties. In this connection Cassian 
relates the following of St. John the Evangelist. Ono 
day that holy Apostle had a partridge in his hand 
and was amusing himself caressing it, when he was 
met by a man dressed in the garb of a hunter. This 
man, astonished that an Apostle, so high and so holy, 
who had filled the earth with his fame, should amuse 
himself with sports so childish in appearance, said to 
him: “ Tell, me, then, are you that Apostle John who is 
spoken of everywhere, and whose reputation made 
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me wish to see him ? If so, how does it happen that 
you divert yourself with a bird like children.”—“ My 
friend,” answered the holy Apostle, “ what is that 
you hold in your hand?”—“ It is a bow,” replied the 
hunter.—“ Why is it not bent ? It seems to me 
that it should be always ready ?”—“ That could not 
be, because if it were always bent, when I came to 
use it, it would no longer be strong enough to dart 
an arrow on the game.”—“ If that be so,” replied St. 
John, “ you need not be surprised at what I am doing. 
Our mind, too, requires to relax at times, because if 
we kept it always bent, it would be enfeebled by that 
restraint, and we could no longer make use of it 
when we would apply it again with strength and 
vigor.”—D. Genevaux, Hist. Chois., 465.

420. St. Nicholas and His Three Purses.—Virtue is 
ingenious, my dear friends, it knows how to find out 
wants to relieve; but it is no less skilful in conceal
ing itself, because it remembers that O ir Lord said : 
“Do not your good works that they may be seen of 
men.” St. Nicholas, bishop of Myra, in Asia Minor, 
had heard that a man of noble race, named Petura, 
had become so wretchedly poor that he had resolved 
to let his three daughters take to evil courses, because 
he had no means of settling them for life. Thereupon, 
taking advantage of a dark night, the holy bishop 
glided softly to this poor man’s house, and threw into 
the window a purse filled with gold pieces. Having 
learned, very soon after, that Petura had profited by 
his gifts to obtain an honorable position for the eldest 
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of Lis thi ee daughters, he was so well pleased that he 
threw a second purse in at the same window, the fol
lowing night. He did the same a third time, taking 
good care to hide himself so as not to be seen. But 
his stratagem was discovered by the father, who had 
stationed himself where he could get a sight of his un
known benefactor. Then St. Nicholas, unwilling to 
have the affair made public, besought him on his knees 
not to tell any one. That generous disciple of Jesus 
Christ was mindful of the words of Our Lord: “ When 
you give an alms, let not your left hand know what 
your right hand doeth; so that your alms shall remain 
hidden, and your heavenly Father, who seeth in secret, 
will one day reward you before all men.” The gen
tleman promised St. Nicholas to say nothing of it for 
that time, but the affair did not fail to become known, 
for St. Nicholas was in the habit of doing good 
works of the kind.—Life of St. Nicholas.

421. A Physician, who could not cure Himself.— 
People of the world so little understand true virtue 
that they often confound it with egotism or interest. 
It is not so, children, with true Christians; they are 
as harsh to themselves as they are good to others, 
The history of the Fathers of the Desert relates that, 
amongst several great personages who flourished in 
Egypt, in the fourth century, there was a solitary 
named Benjamin, who had received from God th 
gift of curing the sick merely by laying hands on 
them, or by saying some short prayers to their inten
tion, or rubbing them with a little blessed oil. Ths 
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gift he had of curing others did not prevent him from 
falling sick himself of a fearful dropsy. His body 
swelled so, and became so unwieldy, that he could no 
longer go through the door of his cell. He lived 
eight months in this state, and then died. Well! 
during all that time he continued to cure others of 
all sorts of diseases, without complaining that he 
could find no remedy for his own. He even tried to 
console those whom he saw touched with compassion 
for his sad state, and told them: “ Pray to God foi 
my soul, and do not trouble yourselves about my 
body, for even when I was in perfect health, it was 
little use to me.” lie died some time after in these 
sentiments of humility and resignation.—Pere Marin, 
Vies des Pires d?s Dtscrts.

422. One, Tico, Three, Four, Five. . . .—When we 
do our actions for God, dear friends, we must never 
be afiaid of doing too much, because He is rich 
enough to reward us. There is a charming story on 
this subject related in the book entitled “ The Spir
itual Meadow” (le Pre Spirituel), composed, accord
ing to some authors, by St. Sophronius, patriarch of 
Jerusalem, who lived in the seventh century. A 
solitary, who Lad his cell in a desert, a long way 
from the fountain to which he went for water, found 
himself so fatigued with the journey, one day when 
he went to draw some, that he was obliged to sit 
down to rest himself. He began to reflect: “ Is it 
necessary ” said he to himself, “ that I should give 
myself so much trouble ? It is better for me to go 
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and live near the water, and build my cell there.’' 
The next time he had to go to the fountain with his 
pitcher, he examined where he could place his cell 
more conveniently, in w’hat way he would build it, 
and the life he would lead therein. Whilst he was 
absorbed in these reflections he thought he heard a 
man’s voice behind him counting: One, two, three, 
four, and so on. Astonished that, in the desert 
there was any who measured distance, or calculated 
anything, he turned his head and saw no one. He 
continues his way, thinking still of what he purposed 
doing, and hears again the same voice, continuing to 
count. He turns round a second time and still sees 
nothing. But the same thing having happened a 
third time, and having again turned his head, he sees 
a young man radiant with light, who says to him: 
‘ Be not alarmed, I am an angel of God counting all 
the steps you take, so that none may go unrew arded.’’ 
Saying that, he disappeared. Then the solitary en
tering into himself: “What!” said he, “could I have 
lost my senses, when I wished to give up so great 
an advantage, and to deprive myself of such cer
tain gain, by bringing my cell nearer the water? 
On the contrary, I will go farther yet from the 
spring, so that I may, for the future, have more trou
ble, and consequently more merit.—Rodriquez, Chris. 
Perf, m., 128.

423. The Monk's Rough Habit.—Do you remem
ber, dear friends, having read in the Gospel these 
words: “ He who will come after me, let him take 
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■p his cross and follow me ?” That means that we 
must suffer, if we would work out our salvation in 
this world. Denis, the Carthusian, relates that a cer
tain novice, having much fervor in the beginning 
came afterwards, as sometimes happens, to fall into 
laxity and tepidity. All seemed easy to him at first, 
but a little while after, the exercises of mortification 
and humility became irksome to him. Amongst 
other things, he could not bear a certain rough, 
coarse garment, worn by the novices of his order. 
One night, when he was asleep, he saw in « dream 
Jesus Christ bearing a very heavy cross, trying to go 
up a steep, narrow flight of steps, which increased 
his trouble much more. The novice, touched with 
compassion, immediately offered to help him to carry 
his cross; but the Saviour, regarding him with an 
angry countenance, said: “How dost thou dare 
offer to carry my cross, which is so heavy, when you 
find it a trouble to wear, for my sake, your habit, that 
weighs so little in comparison ?” At the same mo
ment the vision disappeared, and the novice awoke, 
remaining so confused by this reproach, and at the 
same time so resolved to suffer all for Christ, that 
ever after that habit, so rough and coarse, which he 
had found it so hard to bear, became for him a 
source of joy and contentment. Let us make the 
same reflection, dear friends, and we shall find nothing 
too difficult in the Christian life. — Rodriquez, Chrit 
Per/., VI., 164.
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II.----ON SIN IN GENERAL.

424. Physiognomy of Socrates.—We are all bona, 
dear friends, with inclinations rather bad than good, 
because of the unhappy consequences of original sin ; 
but we may and should labor to correct ourselves- 
in that it is that virtue properly consists. The Pa
gan philosophers themselves understood this. Plu
tarch positively relates it of Socrates, a famous phil
osopher who lived more than four hundred years be
fore Christ. He says that an excellent physiognomist, 
having considered him with attention, could not help 
saying to whoever would hear him that Socrates was 
a man inclined to lewdness, to anger, to drunkenness 
and many other vices. The disciples and friends of 
the philospher were indignant at this accusation; 
they were much excited against this man and would 
even have laid violent hands on him. But Socra
tes stopped them, saying with much candor: “ Be 
still; this man is right, for I would actually be what 
he describes me, if I had not applied myself to the 
study of philosophy and the practice of virtue; it is 
by that I have succeeded in correcting myself of all 
those faults and many others besides.” If a philoso
pher, who was aided by natural lights alone, could so 
overcome his evil inclinations, what may we not do 
dear friends, we who are Christians, and who have 
the assistance of divine grace, a thousand times more 
powerful than nature?—Rodriquez, Chris. Perf, nL. 
103.
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425. Th’ Two Horses' Tails.—There is a proverb 
that says : “ He that takes in too much binds badly,” 
that is to say, he who would do too many things at 
once, or correct himself of all his faults, or acquire 
every virtue at once, will never succeed. Hear the 
famous Sertorius, one of the most valiant foes of the 
Romans in Spain. Having remarked that his soldiers 
were' all discouraged by the loss of a battle, he had 
them drawn up, and ordered two horses to be brought 
out before them, one, old, emaciated, and worn out; 
the other, young, strong, handsome, and especially re
markable for the beauty of his tail and the quantity 
of hair with which it was furnish ad. Near the weak 
horse he placed a tall, powerful man, and near the 
vigorous horse, a weak, insignificant little man. The 
signal being given, the strong man took hold with 
both hands of the weak horse’s tail, and began to pull 
it with all his might, as if to pull it off*; but the little 
weak man commenced plucking out one by one the 
hairs of the strong horse’s tail. After the former had 
taken much useless trouble, and had set all the spec
tators laughing, he gave up his undertaking; whilst 
the little man, without any trouble, soon showed the 
tail of his vigorous horse stripped of all its hairs. 
Then Sertorius rising said : “ My friends, you see that 
patience is more effectual than strength, and that 
many things which cannot be brought to an end all 
at once, whatever efforts are made, are easily accom
plished little by little. Do not allow yourselves, then, 
to be cast down by one failure; be sure that return
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ing often to the charge your perseverance will at 
length make you succeed.” A wise lesson, my friends, 
especially for those amongst you who are discouraged 
Dy the slightest check they encounter.—Filassier, 
Diet. cCEduc., II., 323.

426. The Four Cypresses to Pull Up.—The surest 
means of succeeding in the war we ought to make 
on our passions, my friends, is to resist them in their 
very first assaults. An ancient poet, Ovid, justly 
said *

" Oppose the malady before it takes root, 
If it remain, it defies the art of medicine.”

A holy hermit lived with his disciple in the neighbor
hood of a cypress wood. He one day ordered this 
young man, who asked him what was the surest and 
easiest means of preserving oneself pure and spotless 
to pull up four cypresses which he himself pointed 
out. The first was yet quite small, and it was only 
play for the young man to pull it up; the second, 
which, doubtless, had already stronger roots, offered 
but little more resistance; but coming to the third, 
be found it necessary to make several attempts and 
pull with all his strength before he could succeed in 
rooting it up. When it came the fourth’s turn, the 
young novice vainly employed the whole strength of 
his sinewy arm; he could make nothing of it, and he 
was forced to say so, and give up the attempt. Hia 
spiritual father seeing him exhausted with fatigu 
and covered with sweat, then said to him : You have 
there an example, my son, of how it is with ns and 
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eur evil passions: the less time we give to the im. 
pure thoughts and images that assail our minds, the 
less root they shall take in our heart, and the easier 
it will be to combat and extirpate them.—Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 475.

427. Ilow St. John Chrysostom Feared Sin.—No 
thing equals the hatred and horror which the Saints 
had for sin ; their history is full of facts which prove 
it; I will choose but one amongst a thousand. The 
Emperor of Constantinople was mortally exasperated 
against St. John Chrysostom, patriarch of the tame 
city. One day, inflamed with anger, he said in pre
sence of his officers: “ I wish I could be revenged 
on this bishop.” Four or five of his courtiers, who 
were present, gave their opinion. The first said 
“Send him so far away into exile that you will never 
see him again.” The second: “ Confiscate all his 
goods.” The third : “ Cast him into prison, loaded 
with chains.” The fourth: “ Are you not master ? 
Get rid of him, sire, by a death he has so well de
served.” A fifth, more intelligent, and who knew 
the holy patriarch better : “You are mistaken, gen
tlemen,” said he, “ none of those is the way to be 
avenged on the bishop or to punish him. If you 
send him into exile, the whole earth is his country; 
if you confiscate his goods, you take them from the 
poor, and not from him, because he gives them away 
In chari-ty; if you put him in a dungeon he will kiss 
his chains, and deem himself happy; finally, if you 
eondemn him to death, you will open heaven to him.
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Prince, would you be revenged on John, force him 
to commit a sin; I know him; that man fears but 
one thing in the world, sin. No, he fears neither exile 
nor the loss of his goods, nor iron, nor fire, nor tor
ments, he fears nothing but sin.” Admirable senti 
ments, are they not, dear children ? Oh ! how happy 
we should be, could it be said of us as of him. 
“ That boy, that young man fears nothing in the 
world but sin!”—Guillois, Nouv. Erphc. du Cat., 301.

428. al Faster who does not Fast.—Virtue is so beau
tiful, children, it has such a charm that people are 
often seen trying to practice it only through hypo
crisy. Blunderers ! they all have the trouble of virtu
ous people, and they shall have none of their reward I 
There are frightful stories on that subject. Pope St. 
Gregory the Great himself relates one; he had it from 
a priest of Isauria (Asia Minor), named Athanasius, 
wrho had been an eye-witness of it. “ I knew,” said 
that good priest, “I knew in the city of Icona, at the 
time I was stationed there, a monk who dwelt in the 
monastery of the Galates, whei e he was esteemed for 
his virtue. Every one saw in him a good living 
man, regular in his whole conduct. But it wag 
found at the end of his life that things were very dif- 
erent in him from what they appeared; for, making 

a show of fasting with his brethren, he was accus 
tomed to eat in secret, without any one perceiving it. 
Having fallen sick, and seeing himself near his end, 
He caused all the monks of the monastery to be assem
bled , they came with joy, hoping to hear from th#
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mouth of this holy man some words of comfort. Alas! 
they were much mistaken in their expectation, for he 
was compelled to disclose to them the misfortune 
wherewith he was threatened. He told them, there
fore : ‘ When you thought I fasted with you, I eat in 
ecret; and for that I am now left a prey to a fright 

ful dragon, who has bound my knees and my feet 
with his tail, and who, thrusting his bead into my *
mouth, sucks and exhausts all my breath.’ Having 
said these words he died immediately, without the 
demon he had seen giving him time to escape eternal 
misery by a sincere repentance.”—St. Gregory tub 
Great, Dialogues, B. TV., Ch. 28.

429. The Sins of St. Ignatius.—The Saints were so 
ingenious in practising virtue, that they found motives 
for it even in the sins of their past life. You can 
form no idea, dear friends, of the acts of humility, 
of contrition, of love of God and many other virtues, 
which this remembrance made them practice. I will 
take for example St. Ignatius Loyola. It is related 
in his life that this great Saint, considering his faults 
and bitterly bewailing them, sometimes conceived the 
wish that God might punish him for them by depriv
ing him of the sweetness of his consolations, in order 
that this chastisement might render him more care
ful and more ardent in his service. “ But God was 
always so merciful towards me,” adds the humble 
priest, “ and treated me with so much sweetness, that 
the more faults I committed and the more I desired 
to be chastised in this way, the more goodness the
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Lord manifested towards me, and the more abund 
antly He poured forth upon me the treasures of His 
infinite bounty.” See, dear friends, how virtuous he 
was; he sometimes said that he did not believe there 
was in the world a person in whom these two things 
met to such an excess as in him; the one, offending 
God so often, and the other, receiving such great 
favors ! Certainly, if a great Saint had such low 
sentiments with regard to himself, what are we to 
think of each of ourselves in particular, we who are 
so far from resembling him in virtue and in merit ?— 
Rodriquez, Chris. Perf, II., 464.

III.—on mortal sin.
430. What a Horror St. Louis had of Mortal Sin.— 

None of you is unaware, my young friends, that 
Louis IX. was one of the greatest kings that France 
has had. But what is most to be admired in his life 
is that sublime virtue which he knew so well how to 
practice, notwithstanding the bustle of government 
and the dangers of the court. One thing must also 
be admitted, that St. Louis was fortunate in having 
for a mother the pious Blanche of Castile, who applied 
herself in a very particular manner to impress deeply 
on his soul the principles of religion. Amongst the 
instructions she gave him, she often told him: “ My 
son, you know and God also knows how much I love 
you; nevertheless, I would rather see you dead at my 
feet than know you to be guilty of one mortal sin. 
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This great king remembered all liis life these wise 
lessons of his mother. One day, I think it was on 
board the vessel that was taking him to the Holy 
Land, he asked the Sire de Joinville, his friend, his con
fidant, and his historian, whether he would rather be a 
eper or have committed a mortal sin. “ By my faith, 

sire,” said he simply and without hesitation, “ I would 
much rather be guilty of thirty mortal sins than 
be covered with leprosy.” “ Poor seneschal!” an
swered St. Louis, his eyes filling with tears of pity, 
“ it is easily seen that you know not what it is to 
offend God 1” Full of these sentiments till his last 
hour he did all he could to inspire them in the souls 
of his children. Thus, in the instruction he left as a 
will, to Philip the Bold, his eldest son, he especially 
recommended to him to avoid sin. “ My son,” said 
he, “ beware of offending God, were you even to suf
fer the greatest torments in the world.” Oh! how 
desirable it would be, children, if the sentiments of 
that pure and perfect soul were ours even in a small 
degree !—Life of St. Louis.

431. One Single Mortal Sin!—One mortal sin suf
fices to give death to the soul; alas! my very dear 
children, there are millions of the damned in hell 
who committed no more. Listen: A young scholar 
named Hugh passed for a model of wisdom and 
piety; he frequented the sacraments and did so in 
an edifying manner. As he was going to church cne 
Sunday morning, to perform his usual devotions, he 
bad the misfortune to meet two of his comrades, 
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who were not near as virtuous as himself. They in
vited him to bi eakfast with them in one of those houses 
which are the resort of idleness, and too often even 
the school of libertinism. He at first loudly protested 
against going in. They insisted, but he remained 
firm. They used some degree of violence; he at 
last went in like Alipus into the amphitheatre, that 
is to say, he went less than he was dragged in. 
They sat down to table; he drank at first by force; 
little by little he began to like it. His reason imper
ceptibly abandoned him. In this unhappy state, he 
unfortunately committed a mortal sin. And see, 
dear friends, how terrible are the judgments of God, 
how impenetrable His ways! The unfortunate young 
man is surprised by death; he expired, as if stabbed 
to the heait, at the very moment when he had com 
mitted his sin. His two wretched companions, ter
rified by a death so tragic, renounced the world, 
retired into a most austere religious order, there to 
devote themselves to all the rigors of a penitential 
life, and to bewail to the end of their days a death 
so deplorable, the result of their perfidious counsels.— 
Debussi, Nouv. Mois de Marie, 52.

432. The Prayer of a Child Twelve Years Old.—It is 
such a painful thing to be in a state of mortal sin, dear 
shildren, that we should rather prefer the death asked 
for by a young person, scarcely twelve years old. Sh 
had made an excellent first communion; she had bad 
the devotion to go to confession before the feast of 
the Blessed Sacrament. After her confession, the
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Missionary Father to whom she had gone said to her: 
My dear child, I think that, by God’s mercy, you are 

pleasing to Him; but you are young, and this country 
is full of dangers for virtue. Who knows whether you 
may continue as you are, or whether you may not one 
day mortally offend the good God ? I confess that 
thought makes me tremble for you.”—“ Fear not, Fa
ther,” replied the young Mary, “ I would rather die 
than offend God mortally.”—“ If that be so, my 
daughter, I advise you to ask the Blessed Virgin that 
she may obtain for you the grace to die rather than 
offend God mortally.” Instantly turning towards an 
image of the Blessed Virgin, that was in the Father’s 
oratory, the child fell prostrate on the ground to 
honor the Mother of God; she pi ayed a moment, then 
said to the missionary: “Father, I hope my holy 
mother will hear me.” She went away very glad, and 
the Father much edified. Some days after she got a 
little swelling in her cheek. It was thought at first 
that such a trifling ailment could have no fatal effect; 
but it soon turned into a malignant cancer, which, in 
less than twenty days, eat away one whole cheek, one 
eye, the half of the nose, the half of the mouth and of 
the tongue. She endured all this with angelic con
stancy, and died full of joy, persuaded that her death 
was the effect of the goodness of God, who vouch 
sated to snatch her from the dangers of the world and 
secure her salvation. A little while before she expir 
ed, her aunt, struck with a virtue so extraordinary 
took a notion to recommend herself to her prayers.
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The young Mary said nothing, but her aunt saw that 
she had obtained more than she at first wanted In 
fact, that good woman began to lead a new life, and 
although she was of a strong robust constitution, she 
died herself in the course of the year.—Reyre Anec. 
Chret., 244.

433. I Have Lost the Grace of My God!—I heard a 
story told at a retreat, in 1858, of a young man named 
Eugene, who well understood the misfortune it is to 
be guilty of a mortal sin. This poor lad had not had, 
like you, my dear friends, the advantage of a good ed
ucation; he was badly brought up, and had received 
no principles in his early years. After having lived 
badly for some time, be had the happiness of meeting 
a good confessor, who drew him out of that sad state 
and put him in*the way of salvation. Eugene was 
faithful for several months; he courageously withstood 
all the bad example of some wicked comrades, who 
endeavored to draw him again into sin. One day, 
however, after having again resisted courageously 
Eugene had the misfortune to give way, and he com
mitted a grave fault. No sooner did he perceive that 
ne had lost the grace of his God, than he began to 
weep and sob with his whole heart. “ My God !” said 
he, “I have lost Thy grace,—I am in a state of mor 
tai sin !—If I remain in this state, I shall be eternaPy 
damned 1 But I will get out of it, and to that end 1 
promise Thee, yes, I swear to go to confession to the 
first priest I meet.” He arose like the prodigal child 
and went in search of a priest. An hour after Eu
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gene had been to confession, received absolution for 
his sin, was reconciled to God, and had recovered the 
joy and happiness of a good conscience.—G. S. G.

434. The Adder-Catcher.—Of all the anecdotes I 
have read, dear friends, there is not one, perhaps, 
that has made more impression on my mind than the 
following which I read in that charming little boot 
entitled : Father Bonaventure's Stories and Parables. 
A countryman was very expert in catching adders 
which he sold to an apothecary in Paris to make the- 
riac and other remedies of that kind. One afternoom 
his hunt was so successful that he caught a hundred 
and seventeen. Jn the evening when he returned 
kome, he was so tired and exhausted that he could 
«ake no supper. He went up to his room, said his 
prayers and went immediately to bed. lie had pre
viously brought his adders alive into his room, as ho 
was accustomed to do; he put them into a barrel 
and closed it up, but, perhaps, not carefully enough. 
In the night, whilst he was asleep, the adders made 
such a commotion that they forced their prison and 
escaped from the barrel. The heat of the bed natu
rally attracted them; they climbed into it, worked 
themselves in amongst the clothes, and surrounded 
the poor man without doing him any harm, or even 
awaking him. Being accustomed to sleep with hi 
arms outside the coverlit, he was strangely surprised 
when he awoke next morning, to see them all sur 
rounded with adders. “ I am a dead man!” cried 
he; “ the adders have escaped 1” He had the pm 
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dence not to stir, for he felt that they were around 
his neck, and all over his body. What a position I 
Still he did not lose his presence of mind; but after 
commending himself to God, he called the servant, 
taking care not to make the least motion. When the 
servant opened the door: “ Do not come in,” said he, 
“but go down to the kitchen; take the .large Dutch 
oven, half fill it with milk, and warm it so as it will 
be barely tepid. Then bring it here and set it in the 
middle of the room, as gently and quietly as you can. 
Do not close the door, but go quick, and lose not a 
moment.” When the oven, thus prepared, was in the 
room, the adders, feeling the smell of the warm milk, 
began to let go their hold. First the peasant saw 
those of the arms and hands unwinding themselves 
and making their way towards the milk. He theD 
felt those on the neck, then all the others that were 
concealed in the sheets and in the quilt, betaking 
themselves in the same direction. How glad he was 
then! He kept himself quiet, however, till he had 
given all the adders time to get out of his bed. Our 
man then rises very gently, and, seeing that they were 
glutted, and, as it were, stupified with the milk, he 
takes them one by one with his nippers and cuts off 
their head. Then, kneeling down, he thanked God 
with his whole heart for having delivered him from so 
great a danger. He goes down, then and made 
every one shudder by relating his strange adventure. 
Sending his hundred and seventeen vipers’ heads to 
the apothecary in Paris, he sends him word that he 
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need count no more on him for procuring them in 
future, because he had given up the trade. In fact) 
from that day forth he went no more to the forest; 
he even got such a dislike for adders and vipers that 
he could not even hear their name mentioned without 
trembling in every limb. Behold, dear friends, the 
taithful image of a soul in mortal sin ; it is, as it were( 
surrounded by demons whom it does not see, but whose 
terrible effects it feels. The very thought of that 
state ought to make us shudder.—Fattier Bonaven
ture Giraudeau, Histoires et Parables.

IV.—ON VENIAL SIN.

435. A Prophet Killed by a Lion.—Although 
venial sin sometimes appears so small a thing to us, 
dear friends, God and the saints do not consider it 
so ; it is sin, therefore it is a great evil. So the 
Sacred Scriptures are filled with examples that prove 
this. It is related in the third book of Kings that 
God had sent to Jeroboam, King of Israel, a prophet 
who was truly a man of virtue; he had forbidden 
him either to eat or drink in the town to which he 
sent him, that is to say, Bethel. Jeroboam invited 
him to dine with him, but the prophet refused, in 
obedience to God’s command. As he was going 
away, another old prophet, who dwelt in Bethel, ran 
after him and insisted so much that he prevailed on 
the man of God, notwithstanding all his objections, 
to go and take some refreshment in his house. Tc 
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overcome his just resistance, he made him believe that 
he had been warned by an angel of the Lord to bring 
him home that they might dine together; it was thu 
hat he deceived him. When they were sitting a 
able, the Lord foretold to the man of God by the very 

mouth of his seducer, that his corpse should not be 
borne to the sepulchre of his fathers, because he had 
not obeyed God. In fact, as he was returning home, 
he was met and killed by a lion, which nevertheless, 
remained near his dead body without touching it 
more. St. Gregory the Great remarks that the Lord 
so punished this man of God by a transient pain in 
the body to preserve his soul in eternity.—III. Kings. 
Chap. 13.

436. The Little Wine-Bibber.—Have you ever re
marked, children, the stones that are placed under 
gutters ? Although they are very hard, nevertheless 
the drops of water falling from above in time wear 
them away. So it is with small sins; they do not 
kill our body at a blow, but they gradually lead it on 
to greater crimes. St. Augustine himself relates that 
his pious mother had allowed herself in her early 
years to be drawn little by little into a passion for 
wine. In fact, when her parents, trusting to her 
sobriety, sent her, according to custom, to fetch win 
from the cellar, she could not prevent herself, aftei 
having filled the bottle or pitcher, from putting her 
lips to the edge, to swallow a few drops, not more, 
because the delicacy of her constitution forbade it. 
It was not as yet in her a decided passion for that 
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treacherous liquor, but she obeyed one of those inor
dinate motions which the child cannot overcome, and 
which are the consequence of our evil nature. But 
as he who despises small things falls by degrees into 
greater, it soon happened that, adding some drops te 
what she had taken the day before, she at last con
tracted the habit of taking wine, and of drinking it 
with avidity almost by the cupful. A servant, who 
usually accompanied her to the cellar, being vexed 
with her one day, reproached her openly with that 
shameful vice, calling her a wine-bibber. This was a 
cruel sting for St. Monica, who was still very young; 
she regarded with horror the shameful habit she had 
contracted, and labored so hard to correct herself 
of it that she soon lost it entirely.—St. Augustine, 
Confessions, B. IX-, Chap. 8.

437. The Two Sins of St. Louis Gonzaga.—I re
member having assisted, my very dear friends, at a 
retreat, in the course of which the preacher, to show 
us that holiness does not precisely consist in never 
sinning, since the Holy Scripture says that the just man 
falleth seven times a day, amused himself by seeking 
out the sins committed by some great saints. He 
told us, amongst others, that St. Louis Gonzaga, when 
very young, one day took from his father’s soldiers a 
little powder to load the little cannons with which he 
was playing. This he had taken the opportunity of 
doing while the soldiers were asleep. Another day 
he heard them make use of some of those oaths and 
bad words, which military men do not always scruple, 



568 CATHOLIC ANECDOTES.

as they should ; the poor child began to repeat them 
without clearly understanding their drift. His pre
ceptor having explained to him that these words were 
bad and not fit to be used, and having also reminded 
him of the little theft of which we have just spoken 
the young Louis de Gonzaga not only corrected him 
self immediately, but even deplored those faults all 
his life. They were for him a continual object of re
pentance, so much so that, every day, he asked 
pardon of God for them with his whole heart. Be
hold, my good little friends, the talent of the Saints; 
they knew how to turn to their spiritual profit even 
the very faults that escaped their weakness —G. S. G.

438. A Nest of Eggs.—Venial sin is far from being 
a trifle, my good friends! Who amongst you, if any 
one offered you a bottle of poison, would drink one 
drop, then another, then a third, saying: “ Oh ! that 
is no great matter, it is but a trifle ?” Hear the story 
of a child of your own age. Auguste Ferron de la 
Sigonniere, a pupil of the Little Seminary of St. Anne 
of Auray, in the department of Morbihan, showed on 
all occasions the liveliest horror of even the smallest 
faults. On the Holy Saturday of the year 1828, a few 
days before his death, having gone, notwithstanding 
his extreme weakness, to visit the poor with his pro
fessor and some students of his class, they found in 
the country a nest in which there were some eggs. 
The young pupils hastened to take it and divide it 
amongst them; several proposed to eat those fresh 
eggs. But some one made the remark that eggs
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were forbidden (which was then the case) during ths 
three last days of Holy Week. Auguste immediately 
throws away his, saying that he would not for all 
the gold in the world violate in any way whatever the 
law of the Church. Thereupon one of the pupils asked 
if it was more than a venial sin to infringe on the 
abstinence from eggs. “ And if it was only a venial 
sin,” answered Auguste warmly, “ I would rather die 
instantaneously than commit it.” Admirable senti
ments, dear friends, oh I how happy I would be to se 
you share them! — Souvenirs des Petits Scu'.inaires, 416.



CHAPTER XIX
THE CAPITAL SINS.

t.----ON PRIDE AND HUMILITY.

439. A God Eaten by Worms /—Pride cast tn« 
ange’s down from heaven. It is a vice so misplaced 
in man,—who is but a compound of miseries,—that 
the Lord cannot endure it. And yet, dear friends, 
there have been men impious enough, audacious 
enough, coolly to let themselves be saluted by the 
name of God. Of this number was Herod Agrippa. 
As he was preparing to make war on the Tyrians 
and Sidonians, the latter went to him, and having 
gained over Blastus, who was his chamberlain, they 
sued for peace, because their country drew its whole 
subsistence from the lands of this prince. Herod, 
who was then celebrating public games for the health 
of the Emperor Claudius, having appointed a day to 
speak to them, appeared in the theatre the second 
day of the public sports; he was clad in a royal robe 
of silver, the dazzling splendor of which was increas
ed by the rays of the sun. Being seated, he publicly 
harangued the countless multitude present. The 
flatterers, availing themselves of the opportunity, 
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raised their voices and cried. “It is the voice of a 
god, and not of a man 1” That very moment an 
angel of the Lord struck that impious prince, be
cause, instead of referring the glory to God, he had 
proudly taken it to himself. lie died some days 
after, eaten by worms. “Woe to me!” he cried in his 
last moments; “ you considered me as a god, and 
behold I must die! The divine power under which 
I am obliged to bend confounds all your words, vile 
flatterers! Alas ! why did I listen to you ?”

440. King Canute's Foot-Bath.—There is a separ
ate race of men, children, whose words are always 
dangerous, whose judgments always false, for they 
call that which is evil good, and that which is good 
evil; they are called flatterers. The more elevated 
any one’s dignity is, the more he is exposed to be
come their victim. Hear what is related of Canute, 
King of England. The piety of that prince pre
served him always from the poison of flattery, so 
fatal to a great many others. One day he happened 
to be on the sea-shore; one of his courtiers, hoping 
to ingratiate himself with him, affected to give him 
the title of King of kings, adding that he ruled the 
land and the sea. Canute, making no answer, folded 
his cloak, laid it as near the waves as he could, then sat 
down upon it, After which seeing the sea rising 
little by little because of the tide, he addressed it in 
a tone of authority : “ Know that thou art subjeot to 
my orders; I, therefore, command thee to respect 
thy master and come no nearer to him ” Every one 
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was in a state of expectation. The waves soon flowed 
over the king’s feet, giving him a slight salt-watei 
bath. Turning then to these flatterers, he told them 
with much wisdom and good sense: “You see how 1 
am master of the sea I Learn by this the limits of 
kingly power; God who created the sea, and the land 
and all the elements, can alone control them !—Filas
sier, Diet.. Educ., II., 109.

441. A Shepherd Becomes Pope.—It is not rare to 
see celebrated men who came from the lowest ranks of 
society ; but what is sometimes seen, too, dear friends, 
is that those men when so elevated have the foolish 
vanity of denying their origin. Nothing is more 
contemptible in the eyes of every one. Sixtus the 
Fifth, who from a simple shepherd became a Pope, 
did not act thus, he never forgot the meanness of 
his former state, and more than once he humbled the 
pride of certain courtiers. A good Franciscan friar 
one day begged that his family might have the honor 
of being allied to his. “ I willingly consent,” answer
ed Sixtus V., “ provided we observed some proportion 
between your family and mine. Tell me first what is 
your origin ?”—•“ Oh ! most Holy Father,” replied the 
monk, “ my house is, thank God, one of the richest 
and most ancient in the kingdom of Naples.”—“ So 
much the worse for your purpose,” the Pope immedi 
ately answered, “ for how could an alliance be made 
between a rich and powerful noble like you and a poor 
swineherd such as I ? However, if you will have me, 
at any cost, consent to what you ask, lay aside your 
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religious habit, give up to an hospital the good pen
sion you receive from your family, and go keep the 
animals I have mentioned in the country, for five or 
six months, as I did myself in my youth.” You see, 
my young friends, that an answer so humble and so 
modest closed the mouth of the poor religious, at the 
same time that it filled him still more with admira 
tion for the Sovereign Pontiff.—Noel, Cat. de Rodcz
IV.,  27.

442. The Relics of a Living Saint.—If ever you 
wish to know a prelate at once learned, pious, charit
able and modest, read, dear friends, the life of M. 
d’Orleans de la Mothe, bishop of Amiens, who lived a 
little before the great Revolution. The inhabitants 
of a parish which he had evangelized before being a 
bishop, saw him depart with regret; they accom
panied him to Aix, in Provence, whither he went to 
render an account of his mission to the Archbishop. 
That prelate, apprised of the happy fiuits he had ob
tained, began to give him the praises due to his zeal 
and to felicitate him on the good he had effected 
The holy missionary interrupted him then with these 
words: “ Say as you will, my lord, I have not 
made your diocesans all I should; I have not even 
been able to teach them not to strip the passers 
by. See in what a state they have put me 1” H 
spoke thus because, through veneration for him, the 
people had cut up his cloak and soutane, as it were to 
make relics of them. “ You jest, my lord,” he add 
ed, w in saying that they regard me as a Saint; yoo 
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must observe that whereas offerings are made ta 
Saints, people here strip them of what they have. It 
is an abuse of which your lordship ought to correct 
these people of yours.” Thus it was that by some 
adroit jesting he warded off the praises that were 
being given him. He used the same address in an 
swering some one who spoke to him of the people’s 
eagerness to have pieces of his garments : “ I know 
not,” said he, “ what these good people propose to 
themselves in doing so; all I know is that this devo
tion keeps me rather chilly.”—Revre, Anec. Chret.fA’l.

443. A Pious Queen's Examination of Conscience —• 
France, you know, children, has had few queens as 
sincerely virtuous as Mary Leczinska, wife of Louis 
XV. One evening, before going to bed, she began 
to accuse herself, as was her custom, of some imper
fections which she resisted, she said, but very feebly, 
since she had not yet corrected herself. She re 
proached herself especially with often wanting charity 
towards her neighbor, and speaking of persons a little 
too disparagingly. Three of her women were with 
her at the moment. Two of these ladies assured her 
that they had never heard her say anything that was 
not according to the exact rules of Christian charity. 
‘ As for me,” said the youngest, “ I think the Queen 
is right, and has more than one reason to reproach 
herself in this respect.” The others loudly protested 
against an accusation which appeared to them as un
just as it was impertinent. But the pious Mary 
Lecainska taking up the defence of her on whom they 
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Would have imposed silence, said to her in the most 
cheerful and engaging tone : “ Courage, courage, my 
daughter; do not mind them, but tell me frankly ah 
you think.”—•“ Since your Majesty will give me leave,” 
continued the young maid of honor, “ I must sa} 
that you are often wanting in justice.”—“ Alas 1 1 
feared as much,” replied the good princess; “ in spite 
of us we are made to do wrong.” The lady, address
ing herself then to her companions, said in a confiden
tial way: “ Will you not admit, ladies, that what the 
Queen so often tells us of herself, for example what 
she has just been telling us now, is absolutely untrue ? 
The Queen is, then, wanting in justice.” At these 
words, I leave you to imagine the surprise of the 
Queen and the other ladies; this pious princess could 
not help blushing at a reproach so singular, and per
mitted no further conversation.—Reyre, Anec. Chret.} 
339.

II.---- AVARICE AND GENEROSITY.

444. Thy Money Perish with Thee!—Cupidity, or 
the love of money, my friends, is the source of such 
a great number of other sins, that we cannot take too 
much care to preserve ourselves from it. The first 
Christians, and afterwards the monks and solitaries 
avoided it most carefully. I have read several ex 
amples of this in the Lives of the Fathers of the 
Desert. Thus, St. Jerome relates that, amongst the 
solitaries who lived in the deserts of Nitria, not far from 
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Alexandria, in Egypt, and who supported themselves 
by manual labor, there was one who had a desire to 
amass some money. He began, then, to work unre
mittingly at spinning flax; as he eat very little, he 
succeeded in saving up a hundred crowns, and at 
last he died. When they went into his cell to take 
his body out for interment, they found this money, 
and immediately all the solitaries, nearly five thou
sand in number, some of them living a long way off, 
assembled to see what had best be done in such a 
contingency, and to what use they would apply this 
money, which appeared to them accursed, because it 
had been acquired through a sentiment of cupidity. 
Some were of opinion that it should be distributed 
amongst the poor, others that it should be given to 
the Church, others that it should be sent to the re
latives of the deceased, who were, perhaps, in need 
of it. But the great St. Macarius, the holy Abbot 
Pambo, the holy Abbot Isidore, and some others of 
the elders, were of none of these opinions. Inspired 
by the Holy Ghost, they said that the money should 
be buried with the dead, and at the same time these 
words, which St. Peter said of old to Simon the Ma- 
gician, be pronounced over the body : Thy money 
perish with thee! Their advice was followed, and 
this example struck a salutary terror into every 
mind.—P6re Marin, Vies des Peres des Deserts.

445. St. Melania's 300 Pounds of Silver.—Alms 
should be entirely disinterested, my friends I if pos
sible it should be known to God alone. It is not a 
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good custom then to have people’s names and address 
inscribed on subscription lists, as is too often seen. 
The blessed Melania having heard the great virtues 
of the holy Abbot Pambo much spoken of, brought 
him three hundred pounds of silver plate, and be
sought him, that receiving it, he might share with 
her the great riches God had given him. The holy 
abbot was then occupied in making cords of palm 
branches. “ Generous soul,” said he, continuing his 
labor and without raising his eyes, “ may God reward 
your charity!” Then turning to his steward, he 
added : “ Take this offering and distribute it amongst 
the poorest monasteries of Libya and the islands.” 
Meanwhile St. Melania waited till St. Pambo should 
give her his blessing, and pay her some compli
ment in return for so rich a present. But seeing, 
nothing of all that, she made bold to say : “ Father 
I am very glad to tell you, for, perhaps, you may not 
know it, that what I have given you amounts to 300 
pounds of silver.” The holy abbot, without making 
the least sign, or so much as casting his eyes on 
the baskets which contained those precious vessels, 
answered : “ My daughter, He to whom you have 
made this present does not need to be told how much 
it is worth, since He who weighs even the mountains 
and the stars in His divine balance cannot be ignorant 
of the weight of your silver. If it were to me yon 
gave it, it would be right for you to make me ac
quainted with its value; but as you have offered it to 
God, who did not disdain to accept two oboles from 
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the hands of the widow in the Gospel, and held them 
as of more account than the richest gifts, speak no 
more of it, my daughter : He will reward you.”— 
Pere Marin, Vies des Peres des Deserts.

446. 'JThe Old Doublet of a Saint.—As you have 
often been told, children, we must be severe to our 
selves and indulgent to others. Christian charity 
goes farther yet; it deprives itself of many things 
in order to give to those who are in need. In this 
connection it is related that St. Thomas of Villanova, 
a Spanish archbishop, one day sent his old doublet 
to a pious seamstress to mend the sleeves which were 
quite worn out. She made him remark that his dou
blet was so old, so bad, that it was not worth even 
the trouble of mending, and that it would be better 
to make a new one “ I am not of your opinion,” re
plied the archbishop; “if there are new sleeves put 
ji it, it will do me a while longer; with the money 
a new one would cost me, I can assist at least some 
poor persons.” He accordingly sent for a tailor and 
asked him how much a new pair of sleeves would 
cost. The tailor takes his measure, chooses his stuff, 
and names his price. “ It is too dear,” said St. Tho
mas, “ you must take something off it.” The tailor 
agreed, but went away dissatisfied, and did not 
scruple to tell every one that the archbishop was a 
niggard and a miser. It so happened that this poor 
tailor had three daughters to marry, and not much 
to give any of them. His confessor advised him to 
go aod see St Thomas, whose generosity he praised
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‘ Catch me going to him!” cried the penitent, 
immediately he told the story of the doublet. With 
much persuasion the worthy priest induced him to go. 
The archbishop recognised him at once, heard him 
kindly, took the names of his daughters, and made 
inquiries as to their conduct. Hearing only what 
was good of them, he sent for the tailor and told 
him: “ My friend, are not you the tailor who put 
sleeves in my doublet? I know you were not 
pleased with me on that occasion; you thought I was 
too niggardly. Well! it is by saving a little here 
and a little there that I am enabled to do some little 
charity. Here are three purses, each containing fifty 
pieces of silver, to help you to settle your daugh
ters decently.” I leave you to think, dear friends 
whether the tailor did not change his opinion in re
gard to St. Thomas of Villanova.—Schmid et Belet, 
Cat. Hist., in., 444.

447. I Cannot! I Cannot!—The Holy Scripture 
somewhere says, my dear friends, that there is no 
thing more wicked than an avaricious man, because 
he is ready to sell his soul for money. Alas ! Judas 
the traitor is a proof of this. But here is another ex 
ample that will also strike you, and convince you how 
much the avaricious man imperils his own salvation 
A priest was one day requested by \he relatives of a 
miser, whose recovery was despairtd vf, to go and 
exhort him to make his confession, which he had not 
done for at least thirty years. The zealous minister 
of God went accordingly, and lid all he possibly could
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to persuade him; but the miser, instead of hearing 
him with the attention which a thing so important 
deserved, continually interrupted him with silly ques
tions such as these concerning his business: “ Tell 
me now, reverend sir, you that come from the city 
how is pepper selling to-day ? is wool going up, or 
down ? where is prime sugai to be got ? are provi
sions plenty in the market ?” Thus it was that the 
questions followed each other in quick succession, 
notwithstanding the efforts of the priest, who urged 
him to apply himself to more serious thoughts. At 
last, seeing his efforts of no avail, he was forced to 
tell him plainly that his salvation was in extreme 
danger, and that, far from busying himself with colo- 
nial, or other produce, he would do much better to 
think of making a good confession. When the misei 
heard these words, he began to cry out—“ Let me 
alone, father, I cannot I I cannot! I cannot I” and in ? 
few moments after he died, in a fit of the deepest de 
Bpair.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 81.

148. The Miser Buried Alive.—Almost all stories 
of misers are tragical stories, my very dear friends !— 
Here is one that you will never forget. It is related 
that a man, I do not now remember in what city, 
being possessed of the demon of avarice, thought 
only of heaping up goods on goods, wealth on wealth. 
As he feared that his treasures might be taken from 
him, he had a subterranean place made under his 
cellar with an iron door, concealed so artfully that no 
one could perceive it, There, as soon as he had re 
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ceived any money, he went to hide it away, and con
templated at leisure his gold and silver, of which he 
made his god. One day when he had brought a 
considerable sum of money to this gloomy den, he 
forgot to take his key and keep it by him ; he closed 
the door on himself and began to count his heaped 
up treasures. When he had counted them over and 
over, he would have gone away; but the door could 
not be opened from within, so he found himself shut 
in and unable to get out; you may imagine the hor 
rible situation in which he found himself at that fatal 
moment. It would seem that he shouted, and knock
ed a long time; but who could hear him, or who 
would have thought of looking for him in such a 
place ? Meanwhile the man having disappeared, his 
family, as may be supposed, were terribly alarmed. 
They searched, and had others search on every side, 
without being able to hear any tidings of him; he 
was supposed to have made away with himself, or 
been murdered, in a word, that he had perished by 
some fatal accident. In this interval of time, a lock
smith, hearing of the event, remembered that this 
miser had once ordered him to make secretly an iron 
door with a spring lock, and began to think that it 
might have happened, by some mistake, that he had 
shut himself in. He made the thing known, and led 
the way to the spot where he had secretly placed this 
door. It was broken in. What was the astonish 
ment, horror and fright of all beholders when they 
saw the body of this man all putrified and eaten by 
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worms! It was all plain then; the place was searched, 
and immense sums were found accumulated, real treas
ures of wrath and malediction, to appear before the 
dread tribunal of God.—Baudrand, Histoires Ediji- 
ant.es.

III.—ON LUST AND CHASTITY.

449. The Devil's Secret.—Speaking of bad thoughts 
let me tell you, my dear friends, a very curious cir
cumstance which occurred to a good solitary of the 
sixth century, I think. He lived on the very Mount 
of Olives, and had no other ornament in his humble 
cell than a little image of the Blessed Virgin. Full 
of devotion for that good Mother, he passed the 
greater part of the day in reciting his Office, or othei 
prayers, at her feet. Notwithstanding that, he had 
the grief of seeing himself tormented by a multitude 
of bad thoughts and unchaste images, which scarcely 
left him any rest, either night or day. He was the 
more astonished at this, that he never had anything 
to reproach himself with, and that his age, already 
advanced, as well as his austerities and daily prayers, 
ought to have placed him beyond the reach of such 
assaults. One day, after having prayed and wept 
much before his little statue of Mary, he took it into 
his head to address the fiend himself and say to him 
“ Impure spirit, why is it that you do not leave me a 
moment quiet ?”—“ Be assured,” said the devil, who 
appeared to him at the same moment, “ be assured 
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the torments I cause you are nothing to those which 
you make me endure. Now ! if you swear to keep 
my secret, I will tell you what you must do if you 
would have me leave you at rest.” The good solitary 
without suspecting anything, and in the great desire 
which he had to be delivered from those bad thoughts, 
gave the devil the promise he demanded. Th n that 
infernal spirit told him : “If you want, me to let you 
alone, you have only to look no more at that image you 
have in your cell." Imagine the astonishment of this 
poor religious I His troubled conscience immediately 
reproached him with the imprudent promise he had 
made, and the sad consequences it must have. To 
reassure himself, he went to the Abbot Theodore, 
who was the Superior of all the Solitaries of Mount 
Olivet, and simply told him his business. The pious 
abbot made him understand that an oath of that kind 
made to the devil did not bind him, and that all 
he had to do was to go on praying to the Blessed 
Virgin. Full of joy at this consoling answer, the 
solitary returned to his cell, and continued his exer
cises of piety as before. Astonishing to relate, at the 
end of a few days, overcome by his perseverance and 
his pious devotion to Mary, the devil left off torment
ing him with bad thoughts, and the solitary lived 
happily to a good old age.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI. 
182.

450. A Duke of Champagne Killed by a Young 
Girl.—Chastity is a good so precious to the heart) 
dear friends, that God ias sometimes inspired weak 
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women with the courage of the lion, to help them to 
preserve their honor. We have a fine example of 
this in the history of Judith, which you know by 
heart. Here is another which you do not know. 
Amalon, Duke of Champagne, having carried off a 
maiden of noble family, as remarkable for virtue as 
for other fine qualities, strove to seduce her and lead 
her to evil. This generous girl at first resisted him 
only by her prayers and tears; but seeing that all 
was in vain, she throws herself on Amalon, seizes his 
sword and inflicts upon him a wound that must ne
cessarily prove mortal. The duke did not die imme
diately ; he called his people, and before he breathed 
his last, found strength to say: “ Harm not this 
courageous girl; it was I that sinned, seeking to de 
prive her of her honor and virtue ; what she did de- 
sei ves respect rather than punishment.” The noble 
damsel, retaining all her presence of mind, escapes 
amid the confusion which she had caused, travels 
many miles on foot, and goes to ask pardon of King 
Gontran, who was then at Chalon-sur-Sadne. That 
prince received her with much kindness, took ner 
under his protection, and forbade the duke’s family 
to seek to avenge a death which his odious attempt 
had but too well deserved.—Filassier, Diet. cCEduc.)
I., 506.

451. The Pnoer of the “ Hail Mary.”—Of all the 
virtues for which we can implore the assistance of ths 
Most Holy Virgin, there is none, dear friends, that 
pleases her more than chastity. Hence we are sure 
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that she will always hear the prayers which we ad 
dress to her with that intention. One Hail Mary 
will do more than the best resolutions. A young 
man, who had often to reproach himself with great 
sins against the holy virtue, but who wished sincerely 
to correct himself, went to Rome to go to confession. 
He applied to Father Segneri, a Jesuit, and declared 
to him that this habit had become almost insurmount
able to him. But the learned religious exhorted him 
to take refuge in the heart of Mary, and simply gave 
him for penance to recite a Hail Mary every morn
ing till his next confession. The young man faith
fully followed this advice; he recited that short prayer 
very punctually every day, and ceased not to address 
himself confidently to the Blessed Virgin. Soon after 
he was obliged to undertake a long voyage. On his 
return, he went to see Father Segneri, his confessor, 
and the latter had the satisfaction of seeing that he 
was completely cured of his evil habit. “ How did 
you manage, my dear child, to correct yourself as you 
have done?”—“Father, I am indebted for it to the 
Blessed Virgin ; she had regard to the little prayer I 
said every day in her honor, and that simple Hail Mary, 
which I never missed saying, merited for me of her 
Divine Son the precious grace for which I will eter 
nally thank Him.”—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 109

Napoleon's Statu”.—I never saw the Emperor Na
poleon the First more indignant than on the occasion 
of which I am going to speak. It will show you, 
My young friends, how far that great man carried ths
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love of decency. The celebrated sculptor, Canov*, 
had been employed to make his statue; he unluckily 
represented him in the form of a heathen deity, the 
god mars, holding in his hand a little statue of vic
tory. The whole was of white marble, somewhat 
more than life size, and of admirable workmanship. 
As soon as it was finished, it was sent to Paris, and 
was placed in one of the lower halls of the Louvre, 
awaiting the Emperor’s inspection. The better to 
bring out the whiteness of the marble, and to give it 
a warm flesh-like hue, care had been taken to hang 
the hall with red drapery. These preparations fin
ished, the Emperor hastened to go and '•ee Canova's 
new masterpiece. But scarcely had he entered when 
he almost started back with horror : “ What insolence 
is this ?” cried he, addressing M. Denon, the Director 
of the Imperial Museum ; “ how had any one the im
pudence to represent me in such a way as that ? 1
will never allow that statue to be exposed to public 
view. What would any decent family say, seeing 
the rules of decency and propriety so violated? Ca 
nova is mistaken; the beauty of his work is effaced 
by its Indignity. I do not want to have this vile 
thing destroyed, but you shall hide it under a veil, 
and I forbid it to be shown to any one whatever, and. 
for the future I will not have a word said of it in th? 
papers.” Do you not admire with me, my friends, 
this just indignation of the Emperor? Never forget 
that the eternal laws of God must never yield to the 
egotistical considerations of art, interest, or human 

436.
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IV.---- ON ENVY AND CHARITY.

453. The Two Rival Painters Without Jealousy.—It 
is very rare, my friends, to see two men cf equal talent 
who are not jealous one of the other. I have, how 
ever, found an example of the contrary in the history 
of Greece. Protogenes, a famous painter, lived at 
Rhodes; he was only known to the celebrated Apelles, 
likewise a painter, by reputation and by the fame of 
his pictures. Apelles, wishing at last to assure himself 
of the beauty of his works, went on purpose to Rhodes. 
Arrived at the house of Protogenes, he found there 
only an old woman who kept her master’s studio, and 
a picture on the easel, on which there was as yet noth
ing of paint. The old woman asked his name. “ I am 
going to put it here,” replied Apelles; and taking a 
pencil with color, he sketched something with extremo 
delicacy. Protogenes, on his return, having learned 
what had passed, and regarding the sketch with ad
miration, was not long in divining the author. “ It 
must be Apelles I” he cried ; “ no one else could draw a 
sketch so fine and so light I” Then, seizing himself an
other pencil with a different color, he drew on the same 
features a contour more correct and more delicate, and 
told his old servant that if the stranger returned she 
had only to show him what he had just done, telling 
him at the same time that it was the work of the man 
he came to seek. It was done as he said; but Apelles 
ashamed of seeing himself outdone by his competitor, 
took a third color, and amongst the lines that had been 
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drawn, he traced others with such marvellous skill that 
he exhausted all the subtlety of his art. Protogenes 
having distinguished these last lines: “ I am con
quered,’ said he, “ and I must hasten to embrace my 
rival and my conqueror.” So he flew to the port of 
Rhodes, and having there found Apelles, lie formed 
with him a close friendship, which was never after 
interrupted.—A rare example, children, especially 
between two persons of the same merit, and running 
the same career. It were to be wished, for the honor 
of the fine arts, that artists would oftener renew it.— 
Filassier, Diet. d'Educ., I., 102.

454. How Michael Angelo Confounded His Erie 
mies.—The best answer that can be made to the jeal
ous and the envious, children, is to confound them, 
whetbei by always doing what is right, or putting it 
out of their power to do better. Here is a very cu
rious example of this. Michael Angelo, that cele
brated painter and sculptor of Florence, having re
marked, during his stay in Rome, the jealousy he 
had inspired in Raphael and several other artists, 
composed privately a Bacchus playing with a Satyr. 
He had spared nothing to make this piece of sculp 
ture worthy of his well-known skill; but he took care 
o conceal his name at the bottom and to break off 

an arm of his statue; after these precautions h 
blackened it with soot and buried it in a vineyard 
where he knew the foundations of a house were soon 
to be dug out. Nearly a year after, the workmen 
employed on these foundations, having actually dis 
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covered this unknown statue, carried it to the Pope. 
The artists all praised the magnificence of vhis work, 
and immediately agreed on its high antiquity. Mi 
ohael Angelo alone seemed to be of a contrary opin
ion ; he even began to point out numerous defects in 
this masterpiece. The question gave rise to warm 
discussion. Raphael maintained that the statue was 
perfection itself, and that it was impossible to esti
mate its price; “ only,” he added, “ it is a great pity 
that its arm is broken off and lost.” Then, in order 
to confound this jealous rival, Michael Angelo went 
in search of the arm he had kept, showed his name 
engraved on the base of the statue, and related its 
origin. His enemies went away quite confused for 
having fallen so completely into the snare so adroitly 
laid for them by Michael Angelo. Those poor ar
tists drew only shame from a fact which sheds im
perishable glory on their rival.—Schmid et Belet. 
Ca/. Hist., III., 334.

455. Two Envious Soldiers Reconciled. — People 
may sometimes forget themselves, dear friends, and 
have little difficulties with their neighbor; but re
ligion does not permit us to remain in that sad state, 
and obliges us to be reconciled as soon as possible. 
At the siege of Namur, in 1695, there were in the 
army of William III., King of England, two men cf 
Hamilton’s regiment, one a sub-officer, named Union, 
the other a private soldier, called Valentine. They 
became irreconcileable enemies. Union, who w*i 
Valentine’s officer, took every opportunity of annoy



5&0 CATHOLIC ANBCD0T1S.

ing him, and showing his aversion. The soldier bore 
all without complaining; or, at least, if he did some
times groan under this tyranny, he never forgot the 
blind obedience prescribed by military laws. Several 
months had passed in this way, when one day they 
were both ordered out for the attack on the Castle 
of Namur. The French made a sally, in which the 
officer Union received a shot in the thigh. He fell, 
and as the French were pressing the allied troops on 
every side, he expected to be trampled under foot. 
At this moment he had recourse to his enemy : “Ah I 
Valentine! Valentine!” cried he, “can you desert 
me?” Hearing his voice, Valentine ran hastily to 
him, and in the midst of the French fire, he raised 
the officer on his shoulders, and carried him courage
ously through every danger: they became friends. 
Arrived at the Abbey of Salsine,a cannon ball, without 
touching the wounded officer, killed poor Valentine, 
who fell under the body of his enemy. The latter 
then forgetting his wound, gets up, tearing his hair, 
and throwing himself on the disfigured corpse of 
his deliverer: “Ah! Valentine,” cried he, “dear Val
entine, was it, then, for me you died ? for me, who 
treated you with so much barbarity ? Generous 
man! I cannot and will not survive you! No!” It 
was impossible to separate him from the mangled 
body. At last he was taken away, still holding fast 
by his dear benefactor, and whilst both were thus car
ried into the ranks, their comrades, who all knew 
their former relations, wept at once with admiration
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and sorrow. When Union was brought back to his 
tent,his wound was dressed by force; but the follow
ing day the unhappy man, still calling on Valentine, 
died overwhelmed with regret and full of gratitude. 
Behold, dear friends, what Christian charity can do: 
it forgives and devotes itself.—Filassier, Diet. (TEduc.^
II., 452.

456. A Merchant's Good Fortune.—Our Lord has 
said, my very dear children, that we must not only 
forget the injuries our neighbor may have done us, 
but even do good to those who have done evil to us. 
It is evidently religion alone that could make that 
sublime law. Two merchants of Marseilles, who were 
neighbors and jealous of each other’s prosperity 
lived in scandalous enmity. At the end of some 
months, one of the two, entering at last into himself, 
heard the voice of religion, w7hich condemned his con
duct, and wished to be reconciled. For that he con
sulted a person of piety in whom he had full con
fidence, as to what he should do in order to bring 
about this reconciliation. “ The best means,” answer
ed this prudent adviser, “ is tnat which I am going to 
point out to you. When people come to buy of you 
if you do not happen to have what suits them, instead 
>f letting them go without saying anything, direct 

them to your neighbor’s store.” He did so for some 
time. And what was the consequence ? The other 
merchant, apprised of where all these buyers came 
from, was struck wTith the good offices of the man 
whom he considered as his enemy. He went to 
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thank him, begged him with tears in his eyes to fol* 
give him for the hatred he had borne him, and en
treated him to receive him into the number of his 
best friends. You may easily imagine, my dear 
children, that his request was granted; those two 
neighbors, who were sworn enemies but a few weeks 
before, became the model of sincere and cordial 
friendship. The whole neighborhood was edified.— 
Noel, Cat. de Rodez, IV., 93.

V.---- ON GLUTTONY AND SOBRIETY.

457. JVW Happens When You Have Drank ? — The 
pagans, themselves, my very dear children, had a lior 
ror of drunkenness. There is no more curious exam- 
vile of this than the young Cyrus. It is XenoDhon 
who, in his book of the Cyropedia, relates tne singu
lar impression made on that young man by the sight 
of several drunken persons. He had obtained from 
King Astyages, his grandfather, permission to offer 
him to drink at table, promising that he would acquit 
himself with as good a grace as the prince’s cup
bearer. “ I am pleased with you, my son,” said As
tyages to him on the morrow, “ no one could serve 
better, only as you wish to imitate Sacas, my cup
bearer, why did you not taste the wine before you 
poured it out for us ?”—“ Oh !” answered the young 
prince with much simplicity, “ that was because I wm 
afraid there was poison in that liquor; for at the 
banquet you gave to the great lords of the court, on 
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die anniversary of your birth, I saw clearly thatSacas 
had poisoned you.”—“ How so ?”—“ Why, I perceived 
that as soon as a little of that liquor was drank, it 
turned the heads of all the guests. I saw you doing 
things that you would not pardon in children, crying 
out at once without hearing one another, then singing 
all together in the most ridiculous way; and when 
one of you sang a solo, you swore, before you had 
even heard him, that he sang admirably well. Each of 
you boasted of his strength, but when you came to rise 
from table, far from being able to make a single step in 
advance, you could not even keep yourselves firm on 
your feet. In a word, you seemed to have forgotten, 
you, that you were a king, and they, that they were 
your subjects.”—“Tell me, then,” said Astyages, 
“ does not the same thing sometimes happen to your 
father ?”—“ Never,” answered Cyrus.—“ What hap« 
pens to him, then, when he has drank ?”—“ When he 
has drank, he is no longer thirsty, and that is all.” 
Admirable conversation, is it not, dear friends? Let 
us turn it to account, to avoid, not only the shameful 
excesses of wine, but all other passions, which tend 
but to degrade and brutalize us.—Rollin, Ancient 
History, IT., 146.

458. The Bunch of Grapes in a Desert.—Of all the 
examples of penance and mortification found in the 
admirable Lives of the Fathers of the Desert, I think 
there are few, my friends, so remarkable as that which 
I am about to relate, A celebrated solitary of Alex
andria, St. Macarius, one day received a present of a 
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magnificent bunch of grapes. Instead of eating it, 
he hastened to carry it to one of his brethren, who 
dwelt in the same desert, thinking that, as he was 
weaker than he, he had also more need of being re
freshed by that beneficent fruit. The brother thank
ed him much for it, and appeared touched by this 
mark of attention; but, scarce had Macarius gone 
forth from his cell, when he hastened with it to an
other solitary, in order to give him an agreeable sur
prise. The grapes had not yet reached their final 
destination, for they passed on to a fourth religious, 
and successively to several others, so that they went 
through almost every cell in the desert. Finally, the 
last to whom it was given, not knowing that it had 
already passed through the hands of Macarius, had a 
wish to offer it to him, and in fact brought it to him, 
pressing him very urgently to eat it. Macarius, who 
had at once recognized the bunch of grapes, learning, 
after some inquiries, how much it had travelled, 
thanked the Lord in the depth of his heart for the 
grace he had given his brethren, of knowing thus how 
to profit by every occasion they met to practise pen
ance, and also charity one towards the other. He 
was so touched by this admirable trait that he pre
ferred to let the grapes wither, rather than lose the 
merit he had had in depriving himself of them.—* 
P&re Marin, Vies des Pere des Deserts.

459. The Fury of a Drunkard of Hippo.—Nothing 
shows better the horrors to which drunkenness may 
lead, my friends, than what happened in Africa in the
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lim« of St. Augustine. A young man of Hippo, named 
Cyril, was extremely addicted to wine; he even spent 
great part of his time in the taverns with his profli
gate companions. One day, when he had given him
self up to all the excesses of that ignoble passion, 
he returned home, and, urged on by a blind fury, he 
threw himself on one of his sisters and stabbed her. 
Hearing her cries the father ran, but the son, more 
furious still, imbrued his bands in the blood of him 
who had given him life and slew him. He also 
poignarded another of his sisters who tried to defend 
her father and save him from the hands of that raving 
madman, or, rather, that execrable monster. St. 
Augustine, soon apprised of these atrocities, and, 
although he had already preached twice that day, as- 
semb’ed his people and a third time ascended the 
pulpit, to make known to his hearers the crimes just 
committed by that miserable drunkard, who ought 
never to have seen the light. At the recital of what 
had happened, the whole assembly uttered cries of 
horror, and piteous groans. They could not under
stand how a man could be led to commit so many 
and such barbarous crimes. St. Augustine profited 
by the occasion to show the excesses to which an un
happy life may lead. Let us instruct ourselves in hii 
school, dear friends, and tremble for fear of evef 
abandoning ourselves to the shameful excesses of 
gluttony or drunkenness.—Noel, Cat,, de Rodez, IV, 
113.

400. Tragical Death of the Emperor Zeno,—Of all 
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the deaths of which I ever heard, the most frightftil 
was that of Zeno, Emperor of Constantinople. That 
prince dishonored his dignity by a shameful inclina
tion to drunkenness. The disorderly life he led 
brought on a disease, which, every time he be
came intoxicated, assumed proportions more and 
more terrific. On the night of the 9tli April, 491, 
having risen from table, drunk as usual, he had an 
attack of epilepsy, so violent that he fell back ap
parently lifeless. The officers of his palace took him 
for dead and immediately informed his wife, the Em
press Ariana. Happy to have got rid in a natural 
way of a husband who had become a burden to her, 
at the dawn of day she caused his body to be secretly 
conveyed to the royal vault. She placed guards there 
and forbade them expressly to let any one in or even 
to open the door, if they came to hear any noise with
in. Scarcely twenty-four hours had passed when the 
guards heard cries and groans in the interior of the 
tomb. It was Zeno, who was thought dead, coming 
to himself again. As soon as he found that he was 
in the imperial vaults, he began to utter lamentable 
cries. But his tears and cries touched no one, the 
door remained closed, for it is likely that the guards 
had been bribed by the Empress. When the vault 
was entered some time after, it was found that the 
Emperor had, in despair, torn his right arm with his 
teeth, and that he had eaten one of his boots, till 
death came to put an end to his torments. It is thus, 
dear friends, that our passions, if we do not endeavor 
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Io combat them, will work our eternal ruiu, after 
having already caused us many miseries and sorrows 
in this life.—Lebeau, Ristoire du Bas Empire, III.

461. Sobriety of a King of Sicily and Arragon.— 
The Spartans, and, in general, all the peoples of 
Greece, were renowned for their sobriety. It is to 
be remarked, my friends, that the simple and frugal 
life is almost always accompanied by valor and 
wisdom, whilst what is called the pleasures of the 
table usually denote a common intelligence. Here is 
one proof amongst a thousand: Napoleon the Great 
breakfasted in ten minutes and dined in twenty. 
Alfonso, king of Sicily and Arragon, was asked why 
he did not drink wine, and why, when he chanced to 
take it, he put so much water in it. “ That is not 
the custom with kings,” the speaker added, “ nor 
those who surround them.” “ I know that well,” he 
replied, “ but they are, doubtless, unaware that wine 
eclipses wisdom, and that that treacherous liquor, 
taken without moderation, extinguishes that fire of 
the mina, that energy of the soul, which maintain the 
dignity of a king, and render him worthy of bearing 
the name.” “ Drunkenness,” said he to another lord, 
who had put the same question to him, “drunkenness 
is the mother of fury, of impurity and many other 
vices, all of which should be banished from the heart 
and the palace of princes.” One day Alfonso en
camped on the banks of a river, a short distance 
from the enemy; night was approaching; the army, 
destitute of provisions, had taken nothing since the 
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morning. He himself was as hungry as his men, 
Then one of h.s officers brought him apiece of bread 
a large black radish and a little cheese. Under ex
isting circumstances that would have been a delicious 
repast. “ I thank you much,” said the prince to the 
officer, “ but I will wait til! after the victory, for I 
cannot fare better than my brave soldiers.”—Filassier, 
Diet. d'Educ., I., 4.

462. A Glutton Cured by His Own Enemy.—The 
good cheer which gluttons seek with so much eager
ness is, alas I for them a source of disease and infir
mity, unknown to sober and temperate persons. I 
am going, my friends, to quote a somewhat singulai 
example of this. A man of high birth, who dwelt, 
I think, in Tuscany, suffered horribly from a species 
of gout, which tortured his legs and feet. Having 
become the enemy of a countryman of his by some 
offence he had given him, the latter vowed venge
ance against him. On a fine morning in spring, as 
our invalid’s pains were somewhat less than usual, he 
took a fancy to make a little excursion in the neigh
borhood. But, at the moment when he least ex
pected it, he saw disguised men approaching, wrho 
laid hold of him roughly, dragged him away, and 
shut him up in a small chamber at the top of a very 
high tower. There, for three or four years, he re
ceived no other nourishment than dry bread and wa
ter. When his parents and friends, after searching 
everywhere, at length discovered the place of his re
treat, they hastened to set him free. They found 



THB CAPITAL BINS. 599

hn ^rfecl health; not a trace remained of his 
fort er malady • his enemy, by making him observe 
a strict regimen, had been his best physician. A 
new proof, dear friends, that good living is more 
fatal to the body than penance and mortification.— 
Schmid et Bhket, Cu*. Hist., II., 379.

VI.—ON A.NJEK AND MEEKNESS.

463. The Portrait .'f t» Various Man.—It is not only 
religion, my friends, that condemns in us the excesses 
of the passions; reason, good sense, medicine itself, 
have but one voice to tell us how wrong it is, physi 
cally and morally, when one gives way to their vi
cious inclinations. Galen, one of the most celebrated 
physicians of antiquity, relates that while still young, 
he one day saw a man running hastily to open a door 
with a key he held in his hand. As he could not 
manage to do it, because that, by liis baste and rough
ness, he had got the key embarrassed in the lock, he 
fell into such a fury, that he began to bite the key 
with his teeth, and wanted to kick the door open. 
He then began to blaspheme, foaming at the mouth , 
his eyes were so inflamed with rage that they seemed 
ready to start from their sockets. “ That sight, ’ 
added the celebrated physician who relates the fact 
“ that sight gave me so great a horror of anger, ann 
so great a dread of falling into such a state, that I 
have never since allowed myself to be angry at any
thing.”—Let us be no less wise than a pagan, my 
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friends, we who have under our eyes such numerous 
examples of mildness and patience.—Rolrigcez, 
Chris. Pei fee., III., 62.

464. The Good and Bad Woman of Alexandria — 
Not only, dear friends, must we never allow our 
elves to he angry, but we must bear patiently with 

those who have an ill-temper; that is truly virtue 
A pious lady of Alexandria had requested St. Athan
asius to give her a poor widow, whom she might feed 
and support, and so have an opportunity of exercising 
charity. The holy patriarch ordered one to be chosen 
from amongst those whom the Church took care of 
on account of their infirmities and their poverty. 
Next day the lady received into her house one of 
those widows; but she did not suit her, just because 
she was modest, mild, and full of gratitude for the 
kind cares bestowed upon her. Then the lady went 
back to the holy prelate, and told him that he had 
not given her such a person as she required. The 
Saint entered into her thought, and promised to serve 
her to her liking. He caused search to be made for 
another widow less amiable than the first, and the 
historian who relates the fact says that it was not 
hard to find her. This woman was talkatire, ill- 
tempered, impertinent, and so wicked even that she 
only returned insults for the services rendered heT 
Every day she ceased not to complain of her charit
able benefactress, and abuse her in every way; some
times she had even the wickedness to strike her. But, 
behold the heroism of virtue. A ter a c^ain time 
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the lady had occasion to see St. Athanasius, and she 
thanked him for having granted her what she desired. 
“ Oh I Father,” said she, “how much you have served 
me! The widow you have given me to support at 
least exercises my patience and humility, whereas the 
former one was so mild and so grateful that I lost 
all the merit of my good works.”—Lassause, Explic. 
du Cat. de V Empire, 373.

465.—The Sun is Near Setting.—The Saints are 
men like others, dear friends; they may, therefore, 
commit faults; but liow well they know how to re
pair them! It is said in St. Paul’s Epistle to the 
Ephesians: Let not the sun go down <_n thine, anger. 
It was according to this precept that the Saint of 
whom I am going to tell you comported himself. St. 
John the Almoner, patriarch of Alexandria, who died 
in 616, had a contest one day with the Senator Nice
tas. The subject of their dispute was that Nicetas 
wished to have places in the markets disposed of for 
the profit of the public treasury, whereas St. Joi n the 
Almoner would have the revenues employed for the 
relief of the poor. They Lad a great dispute thereon 
in private, and separated at eleven o’clock in mutual 
displeasure. The holy patriarch, having ever before 
his eyes the precept by which God forbids anger 
was sorry for this accident; and, to remedy the evil, 
he sent at five o’clock an archpriest, accompanied by 
an ecclesiastic, to tell the senator from him : The sun 
is near setting. Nicetas was so struck by this, that, 
melting into tears, he went immediately to the holy 
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patriarch, who said to him : “ Welcome, O true child 
of the Church I for having so promptly obeyed the 
voice of thy Mother 1” They knelt down, one before 
the other, mutually embraced, and having arisen, sat 
down together. Then St. John the Almoner said to 
the senator: “ I assure you if I had only perceived 
that you were very angry, I would not have failed tc 
go and see you.”—“ I protest to you, Father, that I 
will never again listen tv those who would engage me 
in disputes and contentions.”—“ Believe me, my sou 
and my brother, if we allow ourselves to be persuad
ed by such persons, we shall render ourselves guilty 
of many sins.” lie added that, in order to prevent 
himself from being surprised into anger, he had re
solved within himself to take time to decide, and had 
found himself in the right. Nicetas heard these words 
with respect, with the intention of profiting by them 
and thus separated in peace from the holy patriarch.— 
Leontius, Life of St. John the Almoner.

466. Must One be a Lion to the Wicked'!—The world 
has singular maxims ; but, dear friends, those maxims 
are contrary to the Gospel; therefore, they must not 
be followed, for it is by the Gospel that we shall be 
judged. It was thus that the saints did. St. Elzdar 
who flourished in the thirteenth and fourteenth cen 
turies, entered, after the death of his father, into pos 
session of the earldom of Ariano, situate in the king
dom of Naples. The people, who were devoted to 
die house of Arragon, and opposed to the French, 
refused to recognize him, because he was originally 
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from Provence. For three years, during which the 
insm rection lasted, the saint opposed it only by 
meekness and patience, although his friends urged him 
to make himself obeyed by force. Prince Uarento, 
bis relation, one day said to him: “ Leave me the 
care of chastising those rebels; I will have some of 
them hanged, and I promise yon that will tame down 
the others. One must be a lamb towards the good 
but as a lion in regard to the wicked.”—“ I am of 
quite a different opinion,” answered the count, “ I will 
not commence my reign by hanging and slaughtering 
my subjects; I like better to grant them favors. 
There is no glory for a lion in devouring a lamb, but 
what is truly remarkable is to see the lamb prevail 
over the lion, that is to say, mildness overcoming 
wrath. With God’s grace, you shall soon see that 
prodigy.” And this was what did, in fact, come to 
pass. The inhabitants of the earldom of Ariano, con
founded and subdued by the gentleness of their new 
prince, submitted of themselves, and invited the saint 
to take quiet possession of his heritage. They loved 
and honored him always as a father, because he had 
known how to win their hearts by his patience and 
meekness.—Schmid et Belet, Cat.. Hist., I., 487.

467.—The 'Epaulettes Torn Off in Anger.—“ The 
soft word turneth away wrath, but the harsh word 
exciteth fury,” the Scripture says. In fact, dear 
friends, saying offensive words to any one in anger 
is throwing oil on the fire; we should, on the con
trary, speak to him mildly and calmly, in order to 
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soothe him. In the first days of the Restoration, in 
1814. the Duke de Berry, son of Charles X., a prince 
of a violent and impetuous disposition, was so angry 
with a lieutenant-colonel, in the middle of a review, 
that he publicly tore off his epaulettes and threw them 
on the ground. This brave officer, deeply mortified 
could not even demand satisfaction from the prince 
for this insult; he begged an audience of the king in 
order to lodge his complaint. Louis XVIII., desirous 
of repairing the fault of his nephew, who, in lhe per 
son of a superior officer, might alienate the whole 
army, received the outraged officer very kindly. 
Having heard his complaint he told him with charm
ing grace ; “Make your mind easy, sir! — if my 
nephew took off your lieutenant-colonel’s epaulettes, 
it was because he knew that they ought to be re
placed by those of a colonel; this very day it is 
being attended to.” And accordingly, my friends, 
that same day our officer received the brevet of his 
new grade. You will admit that the Duke de Berrv’s 
folly could not be repaired more pleasingly or more 
skilfully.—Filassier, Did. (TEduc., I., 96.

vii.—on idleness and work.
468. A Solitary Who Does Not Want to Work.—My 

friends, he that does not work should not eat, as St. 
Paul justly said: people should work, as far as they 
can, to earn their living. Persons who want to do 
nothing would deserve to be treated as was a solitary 
of whom mention is made in the Lives of the Fathers 
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9t the Desert. This solitary having gone to Abbot 
Sylvanus, who dwelt on Mount Sinai, and seeing the 
brethren at work, said to them : “ Why do you labor 
thus for perishable food ? Did not Mary choose the 
better part ?” The holy old man, having heard the 
solitary’s remarks, said to Zachary, his disciple : “ Give 
that good brother a book to entertain him, and take 
him to a cell where there is nothing to eat.” The 
hour of nones being come, that is to say, three o'clock 
in the afternoon, the strange solitary looked to see if 
the abbot would not have him summoned to dinner; 
and when that hour was passed, he went to the abbot 
and said to him : “ Father, have the brethren not 
eaten to-day ?” “ Yes,” replied the holy man. “ And 
how did it happen,” said the solitary, “ that you did not 
send for me ?”—“ Because,” said the abbot, “ you, who 
are a spiritual man, have chosen the better part: you 
spend whole days reading, and have no need of perish
able food; whereas we, who are carnal, cannot do 
without eating, and are, therefore, obliged to work.” 
These words having made known to the solitary what 
bis fault was, he was sorry for it, and asked pardon 
of the holy abbot, who told him: “ I am very glad 
you have found out that Mary cannot do without 
Martha, and that so labor must always be joined to 
prayer and contemplation, since we have a body and 
a soul, each of which requires nourishment.”—P&re 
Marin, Vie des Peres des Deserts.

469. Alfred the Great's Candles.—It is not only in 
lowly conditions of society that labor is a duty, and 
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even a want: it is so, children, even on tne throne 
If you read the history of Charlemagne, of St. Louis 
of Louis XIV., of Napoleon, you would see how ac
tive, how laborious were those powerful monarchs. 
Listen : Alfred the Great, one of the most celebrated 
kings of England, and even one ofthe greatest princes 
who has honored the throne, had labor so much at 
heart, that he divided his time so as to find some to 
apply to all: to business, to study, to prayer. He 
divided the twenty-four hours of the day into three 
equal parts: one for the cares of the kingdom, the 
other for sleep, meals, reading and recreation, and the 
third for prayer and study. As clocks were then 
unknown, he took six candles, each of which burned 
for four hours, and his attendants warned him by 
turns when one of his six candles was consumed. In 
this manner he let two burn to make the eight hours 
consecrated to each thing. It was in the flower of 
his age and at the highest point of his glory that he 
made a vow to keep faithfully this distribution of his 
time, and he never failed therein. This great prince 
died in the year 900, regretted by his poeple as a fa
ther, as a legislator, and as a hero. Never had prince 
more affability for his subjects, nor more valor 
against their enemies; and, perhaps, there never was 
a more striking proof of what religion can do, on 
kings and peoples, for the glory and prosperity of 
states. Henry Spelman, a historian, transported with 
a sort of enthusiasm, paints him thus—“ O Alfred 
the wonder and astonishment of all ages I If we re
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Sect on his piety, we shall think that he lived always 
in a cloister; if we think of his warlike exploits, we 
shall judge that he never quitted the camp; if we re
call to mind his knowledge and his writings, we shall 
suppose that he passed his whole life in academic 
shades; if we consider the wisdom of his govern
ment, and the laws he promulgated, we shall be per
suaded that these objects were his only study.” Be
hold, children, what people arrive at by employing 
their time well. The day is no longer for the learned 
man than for the ignorant; the whole difference 
comes from the manner in which one and the other 
employs it.—Feller, Biographie UniverseUe, I., 193.

470. A Malady Which People do Not Dare to Make 
Known.—Idleness is a real disease, my very dear 
children, and, strange to say, it is, perhaps, the one 
that people dare least confess having. I have this 
fact from an unhappy man who had himself experi
enced it. It was in Ghent, one of the principal cities 
of Belgium. Some of the members of the municipal 
council were walking, engaged in conversation, in 
front of the magnificent City Hall, where they were 
to hold their silting. All at once there appears be
fore them a poor wretch who had nothing but rags 
on his body, and whose thin face was the picture of 
misery. He approaches, holding out his hand. “Gen
tlemen,” said he, “ have compassion on a poor wretch 
who is utterly destitute. I am stricken with a shame 
ful malady, whioh has reduced my limbs to the im
possibility of working. Take pity on me, I beseech 
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you!” When the councillors had thrown some small 
pieces of money into his cap, wiihout saying any
thing, he retired and went to parade his misery in 
other streets. Meanwhile one of those gentlemen 
who had been observing him with some degree of 
attention, and bad seen that his limbs were well formed 
felt curious to know what the pretended malady was 
that prevented him from working. He called his 
servant and told him to follow him some distance, 
and then to ask him what was the disease from which 
he said he had been so long suffering. The servant 
did as he was told; when he put the question to 
him—“ Ah!” replied the beggar, “ the disease that 
troubles me is not one of those that the doctors can 
cure: it is called laziness You understand that hav
ing that I really cannot work, and so am obliged to 
beg my bread from door to door.” A good lesson 
for us, my friends; let us try to profit by it.—Schmid 
et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 348.

471. The Reading of an Idle Woman.—People 
sometimes sin by idleness, dear children, even when 
*hey seem to be busy. Thus, he who would amuse 
himself in reading frivoious books, silly newspapers, 
or employ the time destined for matters of duty in 
giving himself up to works of pleasure, he, I say, 
would sin by idleness. Speaking of reading, here is 
a story I recently read; it 5b a lady who speaks, and 
relates the affair herself: “We had for neighbors, 
gome years ago,” said she, “ a young couple, the hus
band a good workman, and his wife, no less tidy 
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active and laborious. In the morning she was seen 
busy about her household affairs, then employed 
in sewing, or something else, but never idle; hence 
there was always on her face the expression of con 
tentment, and on her lips the smile of good humor 
Work, gaiety, health, are generally found together 
But one day our young neighbor was not heard to 
laugh or sing as much as usual; then not at all; she 
even became quite silent, gloomy and melancholy. 
Her housework, done in haste, had no longer the air 
of neatness it formerly had. From the kitchen es
caped frequently that peculiar odor which announces 
that the meat is burning or the soup boiling over into 
the fire. Yet the mistress of the house was still to be 
seen in her accustomed place; only she no longer 
used her needle, as before; no, but she had in her 
hands,—guess what ? A book ! a book which ap
peared to absorb her whole attention. And, as you 
may well think, the volume was not a serious or use
ful book, a historical or moral book. For such, peo
ple are not apt to forget eating and drinking. What 
the poor woman read, or rather devoured with such 
avidity, was, doubtless, a romance, I know not which, 
but I think the best of them is nothing worth. But 
one morning the husband went out. Returning home 
some hours after, he found the door closed. He 
knocks, he calls, no answer. Becoming uneasy he 
knocks louder, still obstinate silence. Then, by a 
violent effort, he breaks the lock, and in the farther 
room, whence there escaped a strong smell of char-
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coal, he finds his poor wife stretched on the bed a 
corpse !—This unhappy woman, having become idle 
and listless by reading silly books, grew disgusted 
with life, and suffocated herself. She was scarcely 
twenty-seven years old 1”—And yet some will say, 
dear friends, that the passions do not injure our health 
oar life, our happiness!—Abb6 Mullois, Mols (Is Mari* 

tout le Monde, 78.



ON GRACE.

Ml MEANS THAT MUST BE EMPLOT UK

CHAPTER I.

472. The Thunder-Stroke that Converted St. Norbert.—- 
The good God employs a thousand means to convert 
sinners; he waits, he engages, he prays, he toucher 
he strikes, according to circumstances. Thus, Heaver 
made use of the terrible voice of thunder to make St. 
Norbert enter into himself. Born in Rhenish Prussia^ 
he had all the advantages that can please the world : 
an illustrious birth, great wealth, a taste for magnifi
cence, all the attractions of mind and body. Seduced 
by the delusive charms of the world, he had no other 
desire than to live in distinction and abundance, and 
he consumed his riches in luxury and in worldly en
tertainments. His gay and playful disposition ren
dered him the soul of all parties of pleasure. Carried 
away by a whirl of amusements succeeding each other 
without intermission, he never entered into himself 
and made none of those serious reflections which 
might have dispelled the illusions that enchanted him 
Still he was very far from finding himself perfectl) 
happy An insupportable void warned him, do as he 
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would, that virtue alone could procuie him peace o! 
mind ; but he loved his chains, and had not the cour 
age to endeavor to break them. It was ah over with 
him if God had not struck one day a great blow to 
awake him from his lethargic slumber. One day 
Norbert was on horseback attired with his usual 
elegance; he went to the country, on a party of 
pleasure. Being in the middle of a beautiful mea
dow, he was suddenly assailed by a violent storm, 
accompanied by thunder and lightning As he 
found himself at a great distance from any shelter, 
uneasiness and fear took possession of him; he resolved 
to continue his way and to ride home with all speed; 
but, at that moment, the thunderbolt fell at his horse’s 
feet with a horrible crash. The frightened animal 
threw his rider, who lay on the ground, as it were dead 
for nearly an hour. When Norbert came to himself 
again,he exclaimed in the bitterness of his soul: “ Lord 
what wilt Thou that I do ?” An interior voice an
swered him : “ Shun evil and do good, and seek peace 
untiringly.” An event of so extraordinary a nature 
made the most lively impression upon him. He im
mediately formed a project of expiating his past 
life by a sincere penance, and that generous resolu
tion was soon put into execution. Norbort became a 
model of penance and austerity; he even founded a 
religious order, that of thePremonstratensians, which 
still exists in Italy, and has recently been introduced 
into France—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI., 158.

473, Either I Shall be Saved, or I Shall be Damned. - 
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Speaking of grace, which is a purely giatuitous gift 
of God, let me relate to you the following story ; it 
will show you how we ought to act and to reason. 
Louis, landgrave of Thuringia, was a prince whom 
pleasures had entirely blinded, and who found no 
other means of stifling the remorse of his conscience 
than this false reasoning—“Either I am predestined,” 
said he, “ or I shall be damned. If I am predestined, 
whatever I do I shall be saved; if, on the contrary, 
I am to be condemned, though I were the most vir
tuous in the world, I shall be damned ; thus, my fate 
is fixed, I need not trouble myself about the future.” 
He never failed to make use of this sophism in reply
ing to all those good people who tried to make him 
enter into himself; he would have died in this miser
able state were it not for the interposition of Di fine 
Providence. Here is the fact: This prince having 
fallen dangerously ill, sent for his physician, a man of 
eminent virtue and capacity, who made use of this 
fortunate circumstance to cure him of the blindness 
of his mind, much more dangerous than was his cor
poral malady. After making his examination, he told 
him gravely: “ Prince, it is useless to try any re
medy,—because,” he added, “ God has either foreseen 
that you shall die of this disease, or he has foreseen 
that you shall be cured. If He has foreseen that you 
shall die of it, in vain should we employ all the re
medies of art; if, on the contrary, He has foreseen 
that you shall not die of it, you shall infallibly re
cover.”—“ How said the patient, “ do you not see 
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that if you assist me not speedily, the violence of the 
disease will carry me off, and that it is prudent to 
neglect nothing in such circumstances ?” Then the 
wise physician, making use of the occasion, made him 
this fine answer: “Prince, if this reasoning appears 
to you defective, now that there is question of sav
ing the life of the body, why will you make use of it 
when there is question of the salvation of your soul ? 
If you think it is prudence to employ all imagin
able remedies to preserve your life, although you 
know that the hour of your death is fixed from 
all eternity, why do you resist grace ? Why do 
you refuse to do penance and to lead a more 
regular life, under pretence that God having fore
seen that you shall be damned or that you shall 
be saved, you cannot change the decrees of Hia 
providence ? The uncertainty of the time of 
your death prompts you to omit nothing to pre
serve your life; should not the uncertainty of your 
happy or unhappy eternity induce you likewise to 
take means to secure your salvation ?” This dis
course made so much impression on the prince’s 
mind that, blinded and hardened as he was, he re
solved to amend his life.—Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du 
Cat., 329.

474. Henry IV and the Grace of God.—We can do 
nothing available for salvation, dear friends, if we are 
not aided and assisted by the grace of God. This is 
what Henry TV. did not understand in his youth. One 
day in a conversation with his preceptor, he expressed 
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the liveliest desire to equal and even surpass all the 
celebrated men who bad been the subject of their 
studies. The preceptor said to him : “ What security 
will you give me that you will execute this generous 
resolution?”—“How! what security? you do not 
then think me sincere ?”—“ I doubt not but you are; 
but you are making engagements very difficult to 
fulfil; and I should like to know whereon you found 
the hope of acquitting yourself of them.”—“ Why, 
on the extreme desire I have to do so; is one not 
certain of success in the things he undertakes with 
his whole heart ? For example, being fond of playing 
tennis, and knowing that I shall have that pleasure, 
if you are pleased with my work, I apply myself to it 
with more ardor, and I always succeed in it. If 
then, being still a child, and for so trifling a reward as 
that, I redouble my efforts, what will it be when I 
am a grown-up man, and propose to myself for re
ward, the love, the esteem, the praises of my fellow
men at home and abroad? Then nothing can re
strain me, neither labor, nor even dangers.”—“ That 
is to say, then,” observed the sage governor, “ that to 
be always virtuous it suffices to will it, and that it 
depended only on those great men, in whose lives we 
h ive remarked weaknesses, faults, and even enormous 
crimes, never to commit them ?”—‘ Undoubtedly,” 
replied young Henry eagerly.—“It is time, my dear 
child, that I open your eyes, and teach you that you 
reason as a pagan, and not as a Christian. Know, 
then, that man is incapable of himself, I not only say 
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of doing a good action, but even of desiring to do it, 
if God does not form that desire in him. So, my 
dear child, you may rest assured that it is God who 
inspires you with this noble emulation to imitate the 
great men of all countries and of all ages, and that it 
is He alone who can give you strength to execute it.” 
Let us reason in the same way, dear friends, and act 
accordingly.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI., 158.

475. An Actress Turned Carmelite.—Grace pursues 
ns everywhere, my friends, and the greatest misfor
tune that can befal us is to resist it wilfully; on that 
our salvation depends. A young person, named 
Mad’lle Gaultier, lost her father at the age of seven
teen. Finding herself portionless, and those who 
should have provided for her subsistence having re
fused to do so, she went to seek her fortune in the 
theatrical career. She had at first some repugnance 
to it, but this she soon overcame, the more so as she 
acquired in a short time the greatest celebrity. In 
vain, then, did a virtuous cousin try to bring her back 
to a way of life more analogous to the education she 
had received; the young woman laughed at her re
monstrances. Feted by the great, pensioned by 
princes, intoxicated with the homage of the multi
tude, she swims in an ocean of wealth and pleasure; 
she pleases the world, and the world pleases her; that 
suffices. “ Before thinking of the future paradise of 
which you speak to me,” she said to her cousin, “ I 
will enjoy a little of the earthly paradise, in which I 
am faring so well; moreover, if ever I am converted. 
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It will not be before the age of forty five.” Never
theless she was not yet thirty, when grace spoke to 
her heart and made her feel uneasy. She goes to hear 
Mass ; she is still more tormented. She then re
solves to go to Mass every day; but remorse follows 
her everywhere. Faithful, however, to a practice 
so uncommon in her state of life, she goes to church 
regularly every morning, but the evening sees her in 
the theatre. Her professional acquaintances rally her 
on her devotion; she feels they are right, and that 
no one can serve two masters at the same time. On 
the point of deciding she experiences the most vic-lent 
struggle. At length grace prevails, her resolution is 
taken, she abruptly breaks off all her connection?, and 
leaves Paris amazed at her retirement from the t tage. 
Meanwhile a nobleman of high rank offers to give 
her one of his estates in perpetuity if she »vould only 
make her permanent abode thtre. She escapes, even 
this new snare, and finally Providence conducts her 
to the Carmelites of Lyons, whom she edified by all 
the virtues of a fervent religious.—Guillois, Nouv. 

Explic. du Cat., 331.
476. A Protestant Pursued by Grace.—The good

ness of God never fails us; on the contrary, He seems 
to take delight in pursuing us with His grace, as Ho 
pursued a Protestant of the city of Lyons, some years 
before the Revolution. I read an interesting account 
of it in the Month of Mary by Father Debussi. This 
Protestant was passing through a street of the city, 
when he met the holy Viaticum, which was being 
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taken to a sick person. Vexed at the meeting he 
quickens his steps to avoid it, and flies from street to 
street. Singular to relate 1 the priest that carried the 
Blessed Sacrament follows him step for step, having 
no other way to take to go where he was called. The 
Protestant can bear it no longer; he enters the first 
door that presents itself, and ascends to the very upper 
story. It was precisely the house and room where 
lay the sick person to whom the holy Viaticum was 
being brought. Suddenly he sees himself surrounded 
by those persons who accompany the Blessed Sacra
ment; at this sight, he is utterly confounded, he can 
fly no farther. At the same moment grace touches 
his heart, urging him to be converted and adore Our 
Lord in the Blessed Eucharist. “ What 1” said he then 
to himself, “ God pursues me with His grace, and I fly 
Him 1 No, Lord, I will not be unfaithful to Thee ; I 
will no longer resist Thee. I believe, I abjure my 
errors, and from this moment I promise Thee to live 
as a Catholic to the end of my life.” He left the 
sick room with the others, folio wed them to the church, 
went to find a priest, and made his confession that 
very day. Behold, dear friends, the faithful image 
of the persevering goodness whereby God pursues 
ns with His grace every day; let us try to be always 
faithful to it.—Debussi, Nouveau Mois de Marie, 270.

477. Jesus Christ is Honored in the Poor.—“ What
soever ye do in My name to the least of these My breth« 
ren, ye do it unto Me.” It was Our Lord who said 
these words, and they are sometimes fulfilled in a mi« 
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raculous manner. A great sinner, frightened at his 
sad state, and sincerely resolved to amend his life, 
was grieved that he could not weep his sins as he 
wished. He one day left his house, overwhelmed 
with sorrow, and heedless of where he went, in order 
to seek some consolation. Going out, he met at th 
door a poor man, whose misery appeared extreme. 
He was touched by it, and remembering that Our 
Lord Jesus Christ had said that He would consider 
as done to Himself what should be done to the least 
of His brethren, he returned into his house with the 
poor man and gave him abundant alms. At the same 
time, he throws himself at his feet, as he would have 
done before Jesus Christ himself. In that humble and 
resigned posture, he said in the depth of his heart to 
Our Lord, whom he beheld by faith in the person of 
that poor man : “ Lord Jesus, Thou art in this poor 
man: Oh ! if I could give Thee my heart! but it is 
so hard, that I dare not offer it to Thee. Receive 
this bread I can give Thee now, and in future do with 
my heart whatsoever Thou wilt I” This humility 
was so efficacious, that he suddenly felt his heart sof
tened, and his eyes bathed in tears. God afterwards 
gave him most signal graces, to which he had the 
happiness of being faithful. He had thus once more 
experienced in himself the efficacy of Our Lord'j 
words.—Filassier, Diet. Hist, (PEduc., I., 537.



CHAPTER H.

ON PRAY1R.

478. Abraham's Prayer for Sodom.—The most 
affecting story I know, dear friends, on the efficacy 
of prayer, is that of Abraham interceding for the 
guilty cities of the Plain. The abominations of 
Sodom and Gomorrha had reached such a point, that 
God had resolved to destroy those two cities. He 
disclosed Ilis intention to Abraham on the way to 
Sodom, and the holy patriarch being come to within 
a short distance of that city began to pray for it: 
!< Lord 1 wilt Thou destroy the just with the wicked ? 
If there are fifty just men in the city, shall they 
perish with the others ? Or rather, if fifty just men 
be found therein, wilt Thou not pardon it because of 
them ? Surely Thou wilt not destroy the just with 
the wicked. That is not in accordance with Thy 
mercy.”—“ If I find fifty just men in Sodom,” the 
Lord replied, “ I will forgive the whole city for their 
sake.”—“ As I have once commenced to speak, I will 
speak again, Lord ! although I am but dust and ashes. 
If there be five less than fifty, wilt Thou destroy the 
eity because those five are wanting?”—“No, I wiD 
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not destroy it,’ the Lord answered, “ if I find forty- 
five.”—“ But if there be only forty, what wilt Thou 
then do ?”—“ I will forgive the whole city because of 
the forty,” the Lord again answered. “ I beseech 
Thee, Lord,” then said Abraham, “ be not angry if I 
speak again. What if there be only thirty ?” And 
be it observed in passing, my friends, that Abraham 
at first only diminished by fives, but the favorable 
disposition which he finds in the mind of God to grant 
him what he asks, makes him afterwards diminish by 
tens. He goes down, then, to thirty, then to twenty, 
then at last to ten, and, each time, the Lord graciously 
replied : I would forgive the whole guilty city. Un
happily, he did not even find ten just men therein, 
and the city was consumed by fire from heaven. But 
the holy patriarch’s prayer remains none the less as 
the model of ours.— Genesis, Chap. XIX.

479. Sublime Prayer of Moses for His People.—The 
most sublime devotion of which history makes men
tion, my friends, is that of Moses in behalf of the 
Jewish people. God would destroy the children of 
Israel, because they had worshipped the golden calf; 
Moses then interceded for them and said to God: 
“ Why, O Lord, is Thy wrath enkindled against Thy 
people, whom Thou hast drawn out of the land of 
Egypt by the power of Thy hand ? I beseech Thee 
let not the Egyptians say: ‘ He has taken them out 
from here to kill them in the mountains and efface 
them from the earth.’ Let Thine anger cease, and 
be not mindful of the sins of Thy people. Remem-
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ber Thy servants Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, 
whom Thou didst swear by Thine own self th; 
thou wouldst multiply their seed even as the star i 
of heaven, and that all the land whereof Thou hast 
spoken thou wouldst give their posterity to pos
sess forever.”—“Let Me alone,” said the Lord, “I 
will destroy them.” “ But why, O Lord !” exclaims 
St. Augustine, “ why say: Me alone ? Who is it,
then, that prevents Thee, or can prevent Thee, from 
acting thus ? who can tie up Thy hands ? who can 
resist Thy will? Why, then, say: Let Me alone I 
Here you see, my brethren,” continues this learned 
Doctor, “ what the force of prayer is; it prevents 
the effect of God’s wrath, and that is what He meant 
to make us understand by the word;:: Let Me alone. 
It was not an express oommandment, because if it 
had been, Moses would have done wrong not. to obey 
it; neither was it a prayer, for God does not pray to 
His creatures; but they clearly point out to us that 
the prayers of the just are able to arrest the anger 
of God and to suspend His vengeance.— Rodriquez, 
Chris. Per/., V., 84.

480. The Thundering Legion.—At the time when 
Marcus Aurelius was making war on the Sarmatians, 
his army got entangled in a country full of woods and 
mountains. The Romans suffered* exceedingly from 
hunger and thirst, and yet could not make their way 
out, for the barbarians, who were in greater number, 
occupied all the posts in the vicinity, and kept them, 
as it were, besieged. The aimy was on the point of 
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perishing, in the extremity to which it found itself 
reduced. There was in that army a great number of 
Christian soldiers; they all knelt down and prayed 
fervently to God. The enemy were astonished, but 
they were much more so by what happened; great 
clouds suddenly gathered in the firmament, then an ex
traordinary rain began to fall. At first the Romans, 
dying with thirst, as I have said, held up their heads 
and received this miraculous water in their mouths, 
but afterwards they filled their helmets with it, drank 
abundantly themselves, and then gave their horses to 
drink. The barbarians seized this moment to attack 
them, so that they drank fighting; some of the 
wounded even drank their blood with the water; 
but that did not last long. In fact, there came down 
on their opponents a terrific hail, accompanied by 
thunder and lightning; fire and water seemed to fall 
from heaven in the same place; but either the fire 
did not touch the Romans or was immediately ex
tinguished. On the contrary, the rain was of no use 
to the barbarians, it burned them like oil, so that wet 
as they were, they sought water, and wounded each 
other to extinguish the fire with their own blood. 
Several went over to the side of the Romans, seeing 
hat the water was only good for them; Marcus 

Aurelius had compassion on them and willingly re
ceived them. It was then that the army gave him, 
for the seventh time, the name of lmperator; he re
ceived it as coming from heaven, for every one re
garded that event as miraculous. The troops of 
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Christians who had drawn down this miracle by their 
prayers almost all belonged to the Thundering Legion. 
A monument of this prodigy may still be seen in 
Rome, in the has reliefs of the column of Antoninus, 
erected at that time. The Romans are there repre
sented with arms in their hands near the barbarians, 
who, with their horses, are seen extended on the 
ground, a fiery rain filling on them. On this oc
casion, Marcus Aurelius wrote letters in which he 
testified that his army, when ready to perish, was 
saved by the prayers of the Christians; at the same 
time he suspended the execution of an edict which 
he bad issued against them some time before. This 
prodigious event took place in the year 174 of the 
Christian era, in the mountains of Bohemia.—Fleoky, 
Hist. F.ccles.

481. Miracles Wrought by Labor.—By prayer, dear 
children, everything can be accomplished; ecclesias
tical history and the lives of the saints are full of ex
amples of this kind. Here is one which, I think, you 
do not all know. St. Auxentius, whilst yet a layman, 
was one day passing through a back street in Constan
tinople, inhabited chiefly by tradesmen. One of these, 
I think a shoemaker, standing before his house, la
mented aloud that for several weeks he had had no 
work. “ If it goes on so,” said he, “ it will be all 
over with myself and my family, and my business, 
too I” Auxentius drew near this poor man and asked 
if he would not take him for some time into bis ser
vice as an assistant or journeyman “ I pledge my
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■elf,” said he, “ to work several hours in the day, and 
I ask nothing from you, neither board, wages, nor 
food; I want only three oboles a day.” The shoe* 
maker, to whom this accommodating applicant for 
at the end of some weeks, Auxentius left off going to 
work was unknown, was soon prevailed upon by the 
mild persuasion that seemed to flow from his lips; he 
accepted his offer, declaring, however, that he had no 
work, even for himself. Auxentius, nevertheless, en
tered his miserable stall, and modestly withdrew into 
a corner, to raise his heart in silence to heaven. A 
few hours had only passed, when people were seen 
ooming in from all sides to order work. Next day 
the concourse w as still greater, and on the third day, 
things came to such a point that the employer was 
obliged to engage several other workmen. Finally, 
the shop; but the blessing his prayers had drawn 
down on the owner’s house never left it. So that he 
might well have put on his sign the words

TO PR A YE R.

—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 293.
482. A Doctor Who Does Not Know How to Pray.— 

To pray, dear friends, there is no need of being a great 
doctor; on the contrary, there are sometimes learned 
men who understand nothing at all about it. The 
celebrated Lanfranc was wholly given up to the study 
of human science, and had thereby acquired a great 
reputation; but he had neglected the affair of his 
lalvation. Passing one day through a forest on his 
way to Rouen, he was stopped by robbers, who hav
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ing taken from him all he had, tied his hands behind 
his back, bandaged his eyes, and left him in some thick 
bushes, at a great distance from the road. In this ex
tremity, not knowing what was to become of him, 
Lanfranc abandoned himself to profound sadness, and 
bewailed his unhappy fate. Night being come, he 
entered still more seriously into himself, and would 
have prayed to God, but knew not how, because he 
had never learned. Then he said: “Lord, I have 
employed so much time in study that I have wasted 
away both mind and body, and yet I know not how 
to pray to you. Deliver me from this danger, and, 
with your assistance, I will so regulate my life that 
I may serve you, and attach myself only to you.” 
When I tell you, my friends, that he did not know 
how to pray, I mistake; he made an excellent prayer; 
but he was so ignorant in regard to religion, that he 
appeared to think that, to pray to God and sing His 
praises, particular forms were required. He knew 
not, then, that it is the heart that prays; and, in fact, 
the prayer he then addressed to God was, on his 
part, a lively desire to be delivered from the extremity 
to which he found himself reduced, and, therefore, as 
I have just told you, it was a true prayer; as such 
God heard it. Some travellers passing by unbound 
him and brought him back to the right way. He 
besought them to show him the poorest monas 
tery they knew of in those parts. They told him 
of the Abbey of Bee, founded by the Venerable 
Hellouin. When Lanfranc arrived, he found the
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Saint engaged building an oven, at which he was 
working with his own hands. “ What do you want ?” 
said Hellouin to him. “ I want to be a monk,” Lan- 
franc answered. The Abbot gave him the book of 
the rule, told him to read it, as St. Benedict orders to 
be done with postulants. The new comer having 
read it all through very attentively, said that with 
God’s help he would observe all it prescribed. The 
Abbot knowing who he was and whence he came, 
willingly received him into the monastery. It was 
thus that his prayer was granted, and that he put into 
execution the promise he had made to God. Lan- 
franc afterwards became Archbishop of Canterbury, 
in England, and was one of the most illustrious men 
of the eleventh century.—NoELjCaZ. de Rodez, TIL, 45.

483. The Horse and Bridle.—My dear friends, you 
have, I am sure, some distractions in your prayers, 
for a high degree of sanctity must be attained before 
one can bear that consoling testimony to themselves 
that they never have any. Some may flatter them
selves with being exempt from them, whose prayer 
is, perhaps, but one continual distraction. St. Ber
nard being one day on a journey, was joined on the 
road by a worthy peasant; he entered into conversa
tion with him, and soon contrived to make it fall oi 
a religious subject, for the instruction of his fellow 
traveller. Whilst chatting together he asked him, 
amongst other things, if he loved God. Whereupon 
the other answered simply—“ Oh as for that, father, 
I think I love Him with my whoJe heart.”—“ Do yon 
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often pray to Him ? above all, do yo i pray to Him 
with attention ?”—“ Oh yes, father, I never have any 
distractions.” St. Bernard saw well that the man did 
not know what it was to be distracted ; compassionat
ing his ignorance, he made use of a singular stratagem 
to enlighten him.—“ Well,” said he, “ my friend, let us 
make a bargain: if you are able to say the Our 
Father all through without distraction, I will give 
you the horse I ride.”—“ Agreed.”—“ Father, the 
horse is as good as won.” And our man begins his 
Our Father, full sure that the horse was going to be 
his. But he had scarce got half through when 
he stopped, and addressing the Saint, said: “But, 
Father, will you give me the bridle, too?”—“Neither 
one nor the other, my friend,” answered St. Bernard 
laughing; “there, you see, you are distracted.” The 
man opened his eyes, and understood that he had 
hitherto been wholly ignorant of what it was to pray 
attentively.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, III., 79.

484. The Name of Jesus Invoked by an Arab.—- 
Doubtless you have not forgotten, my very dear 
friends, what Our Lord said: “Whatsoever ye ask 
of My Father in My name He will give unto you.” 
Here is an interesting story about that. The cele
brated commentator, Benedict Fernandez, a Spaniard 
by birth, relates himself this remarkable example of 
the fidelity with which the Lord fulfils the promise 
He made to those who should pi ay to Him in the 
name of Jesus. A Mahometan, from the heart of 
Barbary, had left that country to retire to a Porto 
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guese castle, with the vague intention of one day 
embracing Christianity. The sun was shedding his 
most fervid rays on the earth; alone in the midst of 
an immense desert, walking over the burning sand, 
without water to slake his thirst, this poor young 
man, devoured by a thirst impossible to describe, 
stretched himself on the ground and quietly waited 
till death should come to end his torments. All at 
once he remembers having often heard it said by a 
Christian slave that the invocation of the name of 
Jesus was a means of succor in the greatest difficul
ties. Scarcely had he strove to pronounce that name 
as distinctly as his strength permitted when he felt 
his tongue and palate refreshed. He was completely 
delivered from the burning thirst that tormented him; 
his strength returned little by little, so that he was 
able to continue his journey with new courage. From 
that moment he had always at his disposal a sure and 
simple means of safety, for as often as he invoked the 
name of Jesus, he found it of the same efficacy. Thus 
it was that he arrived safe and sound at the Portu
guese fort, whence he repaired to Lisbon, to receive 
baptism.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 396.

485. A Miracle Related by Jean Jacques Rousseau. 
—I am happy, dear friends, when I can tell you any
thing that was witnessed by an infidel philosopher 
The testimony of such persons no one can dispute. 
Listen; it is Jean Jacques Rosseau that speaks: 
“ Madame de Warens lived at Annecy, in the house 
of M. Borg6; one day a fire broke out in the bake
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house of the Franciscan Convent connected with the 
court of that house, and with such violence that the 
bakehouse, a pretty large building, filled with twigs 
and dry wood, was soon in a blaze. The flames, car
ried along by an impetuous wind, reached the roof 
of the house, and penetrated through the windows 
to the apartments. Madame de Warens first gave 
her orders, to endeavor to arrest the progress of the 
fire, and to have her furniture conveyed to the gar
den. She was thus engaged when she learned that 
the Bishop, hearing of the misfortune wherewith she 
was threatened, was coming with all speed. She 
went immediately to m )et him; they entered the 
garden together; he knelt down with her and all the 
others who were present, and I myself was of the 
number; he then began to pray with his wonted 
fervor. The effect was sensible. The wind which 
was carrying the fire over the house to the garden 
suddenly changed its course, and so removed th 
flames from the house that the adjoining bakehouse 
was entirely consumed, whilst the house was no 
otherwise injured than by the damage it had pre
viously sustained. This is a fact that was known to 
all A.nnecy, and which I saw with my own eyes." 
Signed Rousseau.—What further proof do you re 
quire, dear friends, to convince you of the efficacy of 
i prayer made in a fitting manner ?—Guillois, Nou*, 

Explic. du Cat., 435.



CHAPTER HI.
THE LORD’S PRAYER.

L—-OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN, HALLOWED BE THE 

NAME.

486. An Orphan in a Cemetery.—A poor child was 
one day in a cemetery, where he was crying bitterly; 
it was there that the ashes of his beloved parents re
posed. Now this child was doubly an orphan; he 
bad lost his mother several years before, and his 
father had also been taken from his love. How hard 
and cruel this desertion appeared to him I “Alas!” 
said he, “ I have no longer a father I The hand that 
toiled to support me is cold in death, mouldering in 
the grave. Never again shall I see that affectionate 
smile that rejoiced my heart, when I was wise and 
good; that mouth, that gave me such fine lessons, is 
closed forever. There is no one now to love me as 
that good father did I Ah I but it is hard, hard to 
have neither father nor mother!” Thus the poor 
orphan lamented, while his tears fell fast on his 
father’s grave. All at once his tearful eyes fell on a 
C’-oss. On it was portrayed an angel, who pointed 
with one hand to heaven, whilst the other held that 
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beautiful prayer : Our Father who art in heaven. 
These words, like a celestial ray, descended suddenly 
into the poor orphan’s soul, and dispelled the dark
ness that had gathered over it. Wiping away his 
tears, he clasped his little hands and began to pray 
anew: “ Can it be, great God of heaven, that I have 
so soon forgotten you? You still remain my father; 
I have not lost you. You took my father away from 
me, and now you are going to take his place. You 
love children still more than their earthly fathers love 
them. You gave us your only Son for a brother, and 
through him we have been admitted to the number 
of your children; then, Father, who art in heaven, do 
not you abandon me, for I am a poor helpless orphan 
all alone on earth I” Thus the orphan prayed; he 
was consoled, and the Heavenly Father took care of 
him. He did not, indeed, become a rich man; but, 
what is infinitely better, he lived happy and con
tented, and that happiness he found in the simple 
repetition of the first words of the Lord’s Prayer.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 412.

487. Beau Sejour's Seven Paters.—Here, my good 
friends, is one of the most striking instances I know 
concerning the Lord’s Prayer. A soldier named Beau 
Sejour had the pious custom of reciting every day 
seven Our Fathers and seven Hail Marys, in honor of 
the seven joys and seven sorrows of the Blessed Virgin 
He was so faithful to this practice that he never onoe 
missed it. If it happened that he remembered, after 
lying down that he had not fulfilled this duty, he 



ON PRAYER. 638

rose immediately, whatever time it was, and said the 
prayers kneeling at the foot of his bed. One battle 
day, Beau Sejour was in the front rank, in presence 
of the enemy, awaiting the signal for attack. Re
membering then that he had not said his accustomed 
prayer, he began to do so, after blessing himself as 
usual. The other soldiers who were beside him, 
seeing Beau Sejour at his prayers, began to make 
merry at his expense; they went so far as to call 
him a coward, a poltroon, and such like. The word 
flew from mouth to mouth—“Beau Sejour is afraid,”— 
“ Beau Sejour is a devotee1” He heard all this going 
on, but nevertheless continued his prayer, quite rm- 
concerned. But what happened, dear children, some 
moments after ? The enemy made their first charge, 
and, wonderful to relate, of his whole rank Beau 
Sejour alone remained standing; he saw lying dead 
at his feet all those who, but a moment before, were 
ridiculing him for his piety ! All the rest of the bat
tle, which was long and bloody, and even during the 
whole campaign, a tedious and disastrous one, he re
ceived no wound. After the war he obtained his dis
charge, and returned home safe and sound, fully 
resolved never to leave off a practice he had found sc 
beneficial. -Debussi, Nduv. Mois de Marie.

488. The Young Shepherds Prayer.—You know, 
deal friends, it was Our Lord Himself who taught us 
to pray by saying the Our Father; that simple 
prayer is enough of itself. A holy priest, travelling 
in the neighborhood of Clermont, in Auvergne, per- 
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eeived not for from the road a young shepherd, in 
whom he thought he recognised, by his grave and 
collected mien, something supernatural. He was 
feeding his flook. Approaching the boy the priest 
said “ How, my friend, you are alone here all the 
day! You must be lonely.”—“Oh no, father, I am 
not a bit lonely, i am always busy.”—“ And what is 
your occupation ? what do you do, my child, to pre
vent you from being lonely ?”—“ Here is what I do, 
reverend father I—I know a beautiful prayer,—oh I 
and it is a beautiful, a consoling prayer! So my 
greatest happiness is to say it.” “ But you do not 
pray all day long, do you ?”—“ All day long, father, 
and yet I cannot get to the end of my prayer; it is 
so beautiful, so sweet, that I want nothing more to 
fill my heart with joy.”—“ And what prayer is it ? 
Truly, it must be very long, since you cannot 
say it in a whole day.”—“ Oh I no, it is not long, it is, 
on the contrary, very short.”—“ I do not understand 
you; you say it is very short, and yet you cannot 
finish it in one day ?”—“ Why, you see, father, that’s 
because I love my prayer so much; it is so touching 
that as soon as I begin to say it the tears flow from 
my eyes in spite of me, and so it is the whole day 
long.”—“ That is all very well, but you have not told 
me what this short prayer is and how you recite 
t.”—“That prayer, reverend father, is the Out 
Father.—Here is how I do to say it. Before I begin I 
raise my heart to God; then I say, ‘Our Father whc 
art in heaven.’ There 1 stop, thinking of the fevoi
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God bestows upon me in allowing me to call him my 
Father. Is it possible that I, a poor little shepherd, 
have God for a Father, and a God so good, so great, 
so powerful? a God who made that beautiful sky, 
that shining sun, this earth with its rivers, its forests, 
its mountains? Yes, He permits me, poor wretched 
little creature, who am nothing, to say to Him, ‘ My 
I ather /’ These thoughts, reverend father, and many 
others that occur to me, which it would take too long to 
tell you, fill me with admiration, gratitude, and love; 
then I begin to weep, and cannot go on with my 
prayer. And then, father, you see there below 
between those two trees, far, far away behind the 
third hill, that little village, with only a few houses ? 
Well! that’s where I live, and my family is the poor
est in it. Oh! the wonderful goodness of God, to 
think that I can call Him my Father, as well as the 
greatest, gentleman in the city I I am a child of God 
just as he is I” The priest, much affected, went away, 
saying: “ Continue to pray thus, my young friend, 
and God will bless you.” What better could he 
say ?—Recomp. Hebdom.

489. A Swearer who Says His “Our Father”—If 
we meditated well on the Lord’s Prayer, my dear 
children, we should find therein all religion, and see 
that that prayer is truly sublime. I remember a little 
story about that, which I am going to tell you. An 
Englishman, in the town of Shelton, had the bad 
habit of swearing often and on the most trifling ac- 
count. He was cured of it in a very singular way 
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by a little girl of five or six years 'old. The child 
unable to bear without indignation the sacrilegious 
words vomited forth by this man, one day asked her 
mother if she thought Mr So-and-so said the Lord’s 
Prayer every day. The mother answered that she did 
not know. The little girl was determined to make 
herself sure, and watching him closely, she one day 
perceived him really saying the Lord’s Prayer. Soon 
after, when an opportunity offered, the most revolting 
blasphemies were heard again. The little girl went 
up to him and said with a very serious air: “ Mr. So- 
and-so, you said the Lord’s Prayer this morning, and 
gave God the name of father?”—“Well, yes! but 
why do you ask the question ?”—“Why, how could 
you call Him your father when you swear all day long 
and grievously offend Him ?” The culprit, not ex
pecting any such question, especially from a little 
child, felt the blush rising to his forehead, and what 
is better, he was never after heard to curse or swear. 
So he could ever after say his Our Father without 
being ashamed.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 150.

H.---- THY KINGDOM COME, THY WILL BE DONE ON EARTH AS

, IT IS IN HEAVEN.

490. The Revelations of Little Samuel. —Doubtless 
fou all know, dear friends, the story of the littl 
Uamuel. The most interesting incident of his life is 
undoubtedly, what happened to him at the age of ’ 
twelve years. Therein we see how we ought te 
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obey the will of God. One night when he was sleep
ing in the tent in which was kept the Ark of the Co 
veuant, the Lord called him: “ Samuel I Samuel I” 
He rises immediately, runs to the high priest Heli, 
and says: “ Here I am; you called me.”—“ I did 
not call you, my son,” answered Heli; “ go back and 
sleep.” He goes back and again falls asleep. But 
the Lord having called him again, he rises and re
turns to the high priest, saying: “ Here I am, for 
you did call me.” Heli answers as before: “My 
son, I did not call you; go and sleep in peace.” The 
boy obeyed without saying a word. The Lord hav
ing called him a third time, he rises, goes again 
to Heli, and once more says: “You called me; 
here I am.” Then Heli, understanding that it was 
the Lord who had called Samuel, told him: “ Go 
and sleep; and if you are again called, you will 
say : ‘ Speak, Lord, Thy servant heareth.’ ” Samuel 
went back to his bed, and the Lord having appeared 
to him and called him twice, he answered, as Heli 
had told him: “ Speak, Lord, Thy servant heareth.” 
The Lord then declared to him that the punishment 
wherewith he had threatened Heli should soon be ac
complished. We find in this simple story the way 
in which we ought to do the will of God, and obey 
Him everywhere and in all things.—lsi Book of Kings 
Chap. III.

491. I Shall One Day Reign in Heaven.—The very 
thought of the happiness that awaits us, my deal 
friends, should suffice to make us bear the miseries of 
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life. John Mosch, having renounced the world and re 
tired to the Monastery of St. Theodosius, near Jerusa
lem, was sent to Egypt, by his superior, on some busi
ness. There was then in a desert of Lybia a solitary 
amed Leo, who was originally from Cappadocia. 

His virtues were so much extolled that John resolved 
to go and see him. He found him just as he had 
been described. He remarked that he was very 
humble and very charitable, that he loved silence and 
seclusion, that he was poor in heart, and much de
tached from earthly things. This good brother sighed 
for the happiness of heaven, and to show the hope 
he had of obtaining it, he often said : I shall one day 
reign. John and others who did not understand the 
meaning of these words, sometimes said to him, half 
in jest, half in earnest, that Cappadocia had not yet 
produced any persons who might wear the crown. 
But still he kept repeating: Yes, I shall one day reign. 
Then he added some words to make them under
stand that, by those words, he meant to speak of 
eternal glory. Thus was he truly of the number of 
those whom the Gospel styles the children of the 
kingdom, who have a taste for things above, and al
ready live in Heaven by the desire they have to reign 
with Christ throughout the ages of eternity. John 
Mosch went away edified from the cell of that relig- 
<ous, who appeared so poor in the eyes of the world, 
And who now reigns gloriously in Heaven.—Rodri- 
<uez, Chret. Per/., III., 136.

492. The Secret of Working Miracles.—I am sura 
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my dear children, you would like to be able to work 
miracles like the saints. Here is a secret which sue- 
ceeded perfectly with one of them; try it and you 
shall see. In a convent of Spain there lived, in the 
fourteenth century, a monk whose prayers wrought 
numerous cures. People were amazed, and all the 
more so because there were no extraordinary signs 
of sanctity about the man. The Superior of the con
vent took him aside one day, and wished to know 
how it was that the Lord wrought such prodigious 
cures by his intermediation. “ I am surprised myself,” 
answered the good monk, “ that God deigns to make 
use of a miserable sinner like me to relieve and cure 
the sick. I do not owe that favor to any particular 
virtue; hitherto, I have merely done all I could to 
conform in all things to the will of God. When I 
am sick, I say to the Lord: ‘ My God, Thy will be 
done!’ If I am obliged, by order of my superiors, 
to go to another house, I likewise see in that ordei 
the will of God, and I say again, ‘ Thy will be done.’ ” 
“But, brother,” again asked the Abbot, “how did 
you do the other day when some malicious person set. 
fire to our court and caused us so much damage?” 
‘Father,” said the religious, “I contented myself 
with saying the Pater low to myself, dwelling par
ticularly on the petition, ‘ z/rxZZ be done on earth 
as it is in heaven!' ” Here the Abbot recognized 
very clearly that it was this entire submission to the 
will of God which had made this good and simpl 
religious one of the most intimate friends of ths 
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Lord, and had, consequently, won for him the gift of 
miracles. Let us do the same thing, my friends, and 
if God does not grant us the same gift, lie will, at 
least, bestow upon us other graces not less precious. 
—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ilist., I., 457.

493. A We man who Dares to Prefer Her Own 
Will to that of God,—Speaking of that petition of the 
Lord's Prayer—“ Thy will be done,” I remember a 
terrible story, which took place in Germany about the 
year 1825, if I am not mistaken. A woman had but 
one child, a boy. This child fell ill, and the disease 
made such fearful progress that all remedies were 
alike powerless. It was all over with him; he was 
going to die. At first the mother was a prey to 
mortal anguish, but when she saw clearly that she 
was about to lose her poor child, despair took away 
her reason, for that son was dearer to her than all the 
world, dearer even than God, as you are about to 
see. The pastor of the parish, hearing of the child’s 
illness, went to the house to try to console the mother, 
and inspire her with sentiments of resignation ; alas 1 
all he could say had no effect on the mind of the un
fortunate woman. He tried another means; standing 
near the sick bed, he began to pray, not so much for 
the child as for his mother. He said, among other 
things: “ Lord, if it be Thy will, restore health to 
this poor child 1” The mother, hearing this, began 
to cry out in a fury of anger: “ Say not. if it be Thy 
will; I cannot bear those words; it must be His will. 
God cannot allow my child to die; I must have him 
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lire.” The priest was terrified by these words; he 
had nothing to do but retire sad and afflicted. Con
trary to his expectation, and to the indescribable 
satisfaction of the mother, the child was perfectly re
stored to health. But alas 1 it would have been bet
ter if he had died, for he grew in malice and in wicked
ness according as he advanced in age. He over
whelmed his unhappy mother with sorrow, became 
an abandoned ruffian, and to crown his misfortune, 
was condemned to die on a scaffold, and that in the 
very presence of her who had refused to resign her
self to the will of God I A great lesson for us all, 
dear friends; let us never forget it.—Schmid et Belet, 
Cat. Hist., I,, 460.

III.—GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD.

494. An Emperor on Bread and Water.—I have 
read in the Lives of the Fathers of the Desert a curious 
story about daily bread. A solitary, who led a most 
holy life, and who gave himself no concern about 
what related merely to his body, had settled within a 
short distance of Constantinople, and attracted the 
admiration of every one by his confidence in Divine 
Providence. Those words of the Lord’s Prayer 
Give us this day our daily bread, made all his hope 
he had never been deceived. The Emperor Theo 
dosius having heard him spoken of, wished much tc 
see him. One day, dressed as a private individual 
he climbed the mountain side to the cel of this good 
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religious. He had a long conversation w’th him 
A.t the end of some hours the Emperor, pressed by 
nunger, asked the solitary if he could give him some
thing to eat. “ Yes, sir,” he answered, “ here is a piece 
of bread and a pitcher of water; I have nothing else to 
offer you.” Theodosius took the piece of bread and ate 
it with much relish. He then asked the solitary if he 
were content in his position. “ I am so happy in it,” he 
replied, “ that I would not change it for that of the 
Emperor. I have nothing; I wish for nothing; no 
one disturbs me. If I am in want of any necessary, 
I ask it of Providence, who never deserts me.” “ Do 
you know me?” said the Emperor. “No, sir, I 
never saw you before.” “Well, I am Theodosius; 
I came to edify myself a little while in your company. 
Oh ! that it were given to me to share your happi
ness, to pass the rest of my life in this solitude, far 
from the troubles of the world, and to eat like you a 
piece of common bread. Then, at least, I could pre
pare well to appear before God.” The Emperor re
tired, but from that day forth he always cherished a 
certain wish to enjoy the true, pure happiness of 
those who possess nothing, who desire nothing, and 
who place all their confidence in the Lord.—P6re 
Marin, Vies des Peres des Deserts.

495. A New Pater Composed by a Child.—You 
know, dear friends, that the Pater was taught us by 
Our Lord himself. I know a little child who took 
the liberty of making singular changes in it. Listen: 
One morning his mother, named Teresa, said to he# 
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five children, all very young yet: “ My dear children, 
I can give you nothing for breakfast this morning; 
J have no bread, no flour, not even an egg in the 
whole house; I have not been able to earn anything 
these days past; pray to God to assist us, for He is 
rich and powerful, and he says: ‘ Come to me all you 
who are afflicted, and I will relieve you.’ ” Little 
Christian, the child of whom I have just spoken, 
scarcely six years old, went away fasting and very 
sorrowful to school. He passed the church door, 
went in and knelt before the altar. Seeing no one, he 
prayed aloud as follows: “ Our Father, who art in 
heaven, we are five poor children who have nothing to 
eat. Our mother has neither bread, nor flour, not 
even an egg; give us something to eat, that we and 
our dear mother may not die of hunger O my God 1 
come to our assistance ! You who are so rich and so 
powerful, it is easy for you to relieve us! You pro
mised you would, and now is the time to keep your 
promise.” So the good little boy prayed in the sim
plicity of his heart, then he went to school. What 
was his surprise on returning home to see on the 
table a big loaf of bread, a large dish of flour, and a 
whole basket of eggs. “ Ah ! God be praised,” he 
cried, transported with joy, “ He has heard my 
prayer. Tell me, mother, wasn’t it an angel that 
brought you all that through the window ?” “No, 
my child,” answered the mother, “ yet God heard 
your prayer. When you were praying before the 
altar, the Mayor's wife happened to be kneeling in a 
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chapel near you. You could not see her, but she saw 
and heard you. That charitable lady hastened im
mediately to provide for our wants; she is the good 
angel whom God sent to our assistance. Now, my 
dear children, thank the good God, rejoice, and never 
forget the beautiful maxim—‘ If we only leave all to 
God, He will be our best provider.’ ”—Abb6 Mullois 
Mois de Marie de tout le Monde, 86.

496. The Bread of the Poor.—Let us always have 
confidence in the goodness of God, dear friends, He 
will find means to give us our daily bread. One day 
the virtuous Mary Leczinska, Queen of France, was 
walking alone in the broad alleys of the park of Ver
sailles. She met a poor woman very badly clad, cross
ing it with rapid steps; she had a pitcher in her hand, 
carried a little child on her arm, and was followed by 
others who had hold of her skirts. The queen called 
her. “ Where are you going so fast, my good 
woman ?”—“ Madam, I’m going with soup to my 
man.”—“ And what is your man doing ?”—“ He is 
attending masons.’’—“ How much does he earn a 
day?”—“Twelve sous nowr, but sometimes he gets 
only ten.”—“Have you any ground?”—“No, ma
dam I”—“How many children have you?”—“I have 
five of them now, all very young.”—“ And do you 
earn anything yourself?”—“No, madam, I have 
enough to do for my own family.”—“How do you 
manage, then, to keep your house and support seven 
persons on twelve sous a day, sometimes on ten ?”— 
u Ah! madam, there’s my secret,” showing a key that 



ON PRATBR, 645

hong from her girdle. “ I lock up my bread, and try 
to have always some for my man. If I let these child 
ren have their way, they would eat in a single day 
what ought to feed them for a week.” The good 
princess, touched even to tears by this simple tale, 
slipped ten gold pieces into the poor woman’s hand, 
telling her: “ That will give a little more bread to 
your children every day ; let them think a little of me 
when they say the Lord’s Prayer.”—Reyre, 4nec. 
Chret., 347.

497. A New Petition in the Lor cPs Prayer.—How I 
love, dear friends, children who are pious with faith 
and simplicity I The good God himself takes plea
sure in granting them the object of their petitions, 
as we see from a circumstance that took place in 
Paris some ten or fifteen years ago. A very wealthy 
family had the misfortune to lose in one day its head 
and its whole fortune. Some days after, the poor 
mother could give her little girl, scarce six years of 
age, nothing but dry bread for breakfast, dinner and 
supper. At night, when she came to put the dear 
child to bed, she made her kneel down with her and 
say her prayers. The little Augustina then began: 
“ Oar Father zvho art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy 
nanv; Thy kingdom come; Thy will be done, on earth as 
it is in Heaven ; give ns this day our daily bread?''—here 
she stops, and turning to her mother, says, with sim
plicity, “ Mamma, cannot I ask for something with 
my bread “ Yes, my dear, I am willing that you 
•he uld.” And the mother wiped away a trickling 
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tear. Then the little one went on. “ Give us this 
day our daily bread and something to take with it.* 
On the following day, the wretch who had ruined 
this poor family confessed his fraud to the unhappy 
mother, brought her five thousand francs of what he 
had taken unjustly, and promised the rest in a short 
time; he owed her twenty thousand. You see, dear 
friends, how speedily the simple prayer of little Au 
gustina was heard and answered.—F. A. M., Joyeui 
Passe- Temps de la Jeunes sc, 227.

IV.—FORGIVE US OUR TRESPASSES, AS WE FORGIVE THEM 

WHO TRESPASS AGAINST US.

498. A Saint Throwing Stones at a Statue.—As we 
are destined to live in society, my friends, it is neces
sary that we should bear with each other, and for
give mutually the little injuries one may do the other. 
It is related in the Lives of the Fathers of the Desert 
that seven solitaries of Egypt assembled in one place 
and resolved to live together. They chose for their 
dwelling an old pagan temple, ruined and long de
serted. But before installing themselves in it, the 
Abbot Nubus, who was to be as it were the superior 
of this little community, told the six others that they 
were to remain a week outside the temple, without 
saying a single word one to the other. During those 
eight days, the holy abbot went every morning to 
throw stones at a pagan idol that was in the temple 
End, every evening, he said to it: I was wrong in do-
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w«$ what 1 did, forgive me! At the end of seven 
days, Abbot Poemen, who was younger than he, said 
to him • “ Why, father, did you ask pardon of that 
idol all the week ?” The holy old man made answer: 
“ It was for your sake I acted so. For, pray, tell me, 
when I threw stones at that idol, did it utter a single 
word of anger ? and when I asked pardon of it, did 
it feel any vanity from my doing so ?” “ Certainly
not, »n*r ered Abbot PoBmen. “ My brethren,” con
tinued Abbot Nubus, “there are seven of us here; 
after the example of that idol, let none of us be angry 
when we are reproached, or give way to vanity when 
our pardon is asked.” All promised the holy abbot 
to observe this rule; and they remained together 
several years in great joy and with true satisfaction. 
So true it is, my friends, that if charity reigned in all 
families, the world would be a foretaste of heaven.— 
P. Marin, Vie des Peres des Deserts.

499. Forgive us our Trespasses, as .—Who 
amongst us, dear children, would dare to say the 
Lord’s Prayer, if he retained either enmity or hatred 
against any one ? Leontius, Bishop of Cyprus, who 
lived in the same century as St. John the Almoner, 
whose life he wrote, relates that that holy patriarch of 
Alexandria made use of this excellent means to 
oblige one of the greatest lords of that city to b« 
reconciled with his enemy. He had exhorted him 
several times, but all in vain, to make his peace with 
him. Seeing him still inflexible, he requested him to 
eome and see him, under pretence of some public 
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business, and took him to his chapel, where he cel* 
brated the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, letting in only 
one person to serve. After the consecration, when he 
had commenced the Lord’s Prayer, which they al! 
three recited together, according to the custom of 
hat time, the holy patriarch made a sign to the 

server to be silent at the words: “ Forgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive them who trespass against 
us.” He was silent himself, so that the nobleman 
was the only one who repeated the words. Then the 
Saint, turning towards him, said with much sweet
ness : “ Think, my dear friend, I beg of you, what it 
is that you have just asked of God, and what you 
have declared to Him, at this dread celebration of 
the holy mysteries, when to induce Him to forgive 
you your trespasses, you protest that you have for
given those who have done you wrong. And yet 
there is one who has offended you whom you refuse 
to pardon.” These few words sufliced to throw the 
poor gentleman into salutary confusion. He admired 
the ingenious charity of the holy patriarch, and im
mediately after Mass hastened to embrace his enemy, 
grant him a generous pardon, and pledge to him a 
Christian friendship.—Leontius, Life of St. John the 
Almoner.

500. Mass Interrupted at the 11 Pater Nosier— 
Amongst the edifying stories I have read in the life of 
St. John the Almoner, patriarch of Alexandria, there 
is one which I never forgot. He was one day celebrat
ing Mass in his chapel. Being come to the moment
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for saying the Lord’s Prayer, he suddenly remem
bered having been told that a certain deacon had con 
ceived a great hatred of him. Immediately making 
some feasible excuse, he leaves the altar, and goes to 
the place where he expected to meet this deacon, 
lie finds him there, and although there were several 
persons near him, the holy Pontiff threw himself at 
his feet, and besought him in Our Lord’s name to for 
give him, if he had unwittingly given him any cause 
of discontent. The deacon was so confused by the 
humility and oharity of St. John the Almoner, that 
he knelt beside him, and with tears in his eyes said: 
“ What are you doing ? Arise, holy pontiff 1 it is for 
me to ask your forgiveness; I have done wrong, I 
repent of it, I beseech you pardon me 1” The Saint 
rising up, took him by the hand and said : “ God will 
forgive us both, my dear son I” He returned then to 
the church full of consolation, and once more ascend
ing the altar, he repeated with a sweet confidence and 
great happiness this petition < f the Lord’s Prayer. 
“ Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive them who tres
pass against us.” As for the deacon, he was so deeply 
struck with what the holy patriarch had just done in 
his regard that he thought of it unceasingly. It was 
better to him than all the sermons in the world, and 
from that day he made such progress in piety that, a 
short time after, be was deemed worthy of being or
dained priest.—Leontius, Life of Si. John the Almoner.

501. A Letter Burned by the Clemency of the Empt
or Napoleon.—It is always fine to forgive, my friends.
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but especially where one has the power in then 
hand, and would have but to speak a word to crush 
their enemy. Napoleon signalized his stay at Berlin, 
capital of Prussia, by an act of clemency which is 
justly entitled to the admiration of posterity. After 
the military occupation of that city by the French, 
the Prince de Ilatsfeld had been retained by the 
Emperor in command of Berlin. One day, going out 
from an audience which he had had of Napoleon, he 
was arrested, was to have been brought before a mili
tary commission, and would have been inevitably con
demned to death. A letter addressed by him io 
General Hohenlohe, intercepted at the outposts, had 
shown that, although he pretended to be solely oc 
cupied with the civil command of Berlin, he was se
cretly informing the enemy of the movements of the 
French. His wife, who was the daughter of the 
Minister Schulemburg, came to throw herself at the 
feet of Napoleon; she thought her father’s hatred 
against France was the sole cause of her husband’s 
arrest. The Emperor soon undeceived her, and 
gave her to understand that papers had been 
seized clearly establishing the fact that her hus
band was playing a double part, and that the 
laws of war were pitiless for such a crime. Th6 
princess attributed this accusation to im.posture, call
ing it a calumny of his enemies. “ You know your 
husband’s handwriting,” said the Emperor; I make 
you the judge.” He brought the intercepted letter 
%nd gave it to her. The lady, more than eight
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months ^ne with child, grew fainter and fainter at 
every word that showed her how far her husband 
was compromised. Napoleon, touched by her an
guish, said to her in a kind tone: “ Madam, yo 
hold that letKer, throw it in the fire ; that documen 
once destroyed, T have no proof whereby to condemn 
your husband.” The princess gratefully obeyed, and 
her husband was saved.—Filassier, Diet,. cP Educ., I., 
527.

V.----LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATION, BUT DELIVER US FROM

EVIL. AMEN.

502. Seven Crowns for Seven Temptations.—Here 
is a charming story that will prove to you, dear friends, 
that temptation is not a sin. An anchoret who dwelt 
in the Thebaid, in the depth of Egypt, had with him 
a young disciple whom he had tried very severely. 
The holy old man was accustomed to make him an 
exhortation every evening, after which they made 
their prayer together, and he sent him to rest. It 
happened that, one day, some pious persons, drawn 
by this old man’s reputation of sanctity, came to 
visit him, and remained with him till it was far 
in the night. After they were gone he began to 
make his exhortation as usual; but he made it 
so long that, towards the end, overcome with 
weariness, he was sleeping himself without perceiv 
ing it. His disciple waited, thinking every momen 
that he would awake so that they might ssy their 
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prayers together and then retire. But, seeing that 
he did not awake, he became somewhat impatient, 
and was tempted to go to bed without saying any
thing He resisted once, he resisted twice, and, the 
same thoughts having attacked him as much as seven 
times, he resisted still with much firmness. At length 
the holy man awoke when it was past midnight, and 
finding him still in the same place, asked him why he 
had not awoke him. The disciple answered that it 
was for fear of giving him any trouble. Having then 
said their matins together, the good old man gave 
him his blessing and sent him to rest. Meauwhile 
this holy old man, returning anew to prayer, was r» 
vished in spirit to a place all radiant with glory 
where an angel showed him a resplendent throne, 
whereon were seven bright crowns. The angel told 
him that this throne was for his disciple, for whom 
God had had it prepared, because of the sanctity of 
his life; and that for the seven crowns he had gained 
them that very night. As soon as the day was come, the 
holy old man hastened to question his disciple, and 
asked him what had happened during the night. The 
disciple related very simply the movements of impa
tience he had had; he told him he had been tempted 
even times not to wait till he awoke; but that he had 

always resisted the temptation. Thereby the old man 
knew that it was by those seven successive victories 
he had merited the seven crowns of glory.—Rodri- 
sukz, Chris., Perf., III., 130.

503. Temptation of a Young Man ind an Old 
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Man.—There is no harm in being tempted, my friends 
but there is in yielding to the temptation, howevei 
hard it be. A young solitary, being tormented by 
continual temptations against the holy virtue, applied 
to an old anchoret, and discovered to him the state 
)f his soul, hoping to find consolation and the remedy 
for his evils in the counsels and good prayers of the 
old man. But the contrary was the case. This man, 
who had neither the prudence nor discretion that 
age usually gives, rebuked him sharply and sent him 
away with contempt. Much afflicted by this harsh 
ness and the severe reprimand he had received, the 
poor young man even thought no more of resisting 
the temptation, and busied himself only with the 
means of yielding to it. The Abbot Apollo, one of 
the holiest and most prudent solitaries that was then 
in the desert, met him on the way to the city, and 
judging the interior trouble by the emotion visible 
without, he asked him with much mildness what was 
the matter with him, and what was the cause of the 
sadness and confusion he saw on his face. But he 
was so deeply buried in his own thoughts that he 
made him no answer. The holy abbot, knowing 
still more by the disorder of his soul, insisted more 
strongly, and pressed him so that, at last, he obliged 
him to declare the agitation of mind in which he was 
as also the injudicious reproaches of the old man. 
“ That has so discouraged me,” added he, “ that de
spairing of being able to surmount my temptation, 
and to live as a true solitary, I have resolved to quit 
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the desert, and return to settle in the world.” After 
this painful avowal, St. Apollo began to console and 
encourage him, saying that he had himself combatted 
every day the same temptations, and that, in order to 
do so, there was no need in being disheartened nor lose 
courage; since, to overcome them, it is not on his own 
strength one should rely, but on the grace and mercy 
of God. He finally conjured him to put off* for one 
day the carrying out of his resolution, and to return 
immediately to his cell to implore God’s assistance. 
As the term he asked for was but one day, the young 
solitary consented. After that the pious abbot jour
neyed towards the cell of the cross old solitary; as 
soon as he came near it, he prostrated himself on the 
ground, and raising his hands to heaven, he addressed 
to God the following prayer: “ Lord, Thou who 
knowest our strength and our weakness, Thou who 
art the sovereign physician of souls, grant that the 
temptation which afflicts this young man may pass 
into the heart of the old man, so that, at least in his 
old age, he may learn to have compassion on the weak
ness and troubles of his brethren!” Scarcely had he 
finished his prayer, when he saw a fiend, under the 
orm of a hideous little negro, darting a fiery arrow 
nto the old man’s cell. The latter had no sooner 
felt the dart, than behold a tumult arises in his mind 
which he cannot quell even for a moment. He arises 
he goes out, he goes in again, and after some tim 
spent in this way, being no longer able to endure the 
flame that devoured him, he takes the same resolution 
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u the young solitary, leaves his cell, and takes tne 
same way to return to the world. The holy abbot who 
was observing him, and who knew by the vision he 
had the temptation that tormented him, approached 
him: “ Whither are you going,father? how is it that, 
forgetting the gravity of your age and your profes
sion, you are so agitated, and walk so fast ?” The 
old man, who thought himself discovered, and the 
testimony of whose evil conscience filled him with 
shame and confusion, made no answer. Then the 
holy man, availing himself of the trouble in which he 
saw him, added: “ Go back to your cell, my dear 
brother, and believe that, if the devil has hitherto 
left you in peace, it is because he knew you not, or 
made no account of you. And when some young 
monk comes to confide his troubles to you, receive 
him with kindness and compassion.” St. Apollo com
pleted this act of charity by praying for him, and his 
temptation instantly disappeared.—Pere Marin, Vies 
lies Peres des Deserts.

504. AJypus at the Circus Games.—“ He that loves 
the danger shall perish therein,” is said in Scripture; 
so, my dear friends, the best means of avoiding sin 
is to avoid even vhat might lead to it, such as plays, 
wofane sports, dancing, bad books, &c. Hear what St. 
Augustine himself relates of his friend Alypus, a 
young man of excellent qualities, but who met with a 
grievous fall. Here is how it happened: Some of his 
young friends, who were studying law with him. going 
one day from dinner together, met him on the way
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and undertook to take him with them to the am phi 
theatre. It was one of those fatal days when the 
people were delighted by the sight of human blood
shed. As he had an extreme horror of such cruel 
exhibitions, he at first resisted with all his strength. 
But the others, using that sort of violence which is 
sometimes done amongst friends, drew him away in 
spite of him; then he told them: “You may drag 
my body and place me amongst you in the amphi
theatre, but you shall not dispose of my mind or my 
eyes, which will assuredly take no interest in the 
play. Thus I shall be there as though I was not 
there, and so I shall at once place myself above the 
violence you do me, and the passion that possesses 
you.” But let Alypus say as he would they carried 
him off. Whilst the whole amphitheatre was in 
the transport of these barbarous pleasures, Alypus 
restrained his heart from taking part in them, and 
kept his eyes closed. Would to God that he had 
sealed bis ears 1 For, having been struck by a great 
shout, which something extraordinary had raised, 
curiosity prevailed, and, intending only to see what 
it was, he opened his eyes.............It was enough to
give his heart a deeper wound than that which one 
of the combatants had just received. Thereby it was 
that that heart, in w’hich there was much more pre 
sumption than strength, and which was so much th 
weaker for having counted on itself, instead of ex
pecting nothing but from God, found itself suddenly 
wounded. Cruelty glided in at the very moment 
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when the blood just shed met his eyes, and, very far 
from turning them away from what was passing, he 
kept them fastened on it, drinking fury in long 
draughts without perceiving it, and allowing himself 
to be intoxicated by that barbarous and crimina. 
pleasure. It was no longer the same man who had 
been dragged thither by force ; it was a man of jus 
the same stamp as all those who made up the crowd 
in the amphitheatre, and a fitting companion for 
those who had brought him. Behold him as fond of 
plays as the others, mingling his cries -with theirs, 
becoming as warm and as much excited as any of 
them by what was passing. Finally, he left the 
place with such a passion for shows and games that 
he thought of nothing else, and not only was he ready 
to go back again with those who had brought him, 
but he was more infatuated than any of them, and 
even induced others to go. Sad proof, dear friends 
of the truth of the words which T have just quoted 
for you : He that loveth the danger aha/! perish therein’ 
—St. Augustine, Confessions, B VI., Chap. 8.

505. How th1' Devil is Resisted.—You remember that 
Our Lord would allow Himself to be tempted by the 
devil in order to teach us how to resist him. When 
he had dared to transport Jesus to the pinnacle of the 
Temple, he plainly told Him: Cast Thyself down! “ That 
is precisely,” says St. Jerome, “ the true language of 
the devil, because he desires nothing so much as th® 
fall of men. He may well, indeed, persuade them to 
throw themselves down, but he cannot himself throw 
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them down the precipice.” The voice of the tempting 
devil tells us: “ Do that and cast thyself into hell!” We 
ought to answer: “Wretch, go thyself, thou knowest 
the way. For me, I will have nothing to do with it.” 
In fact, he cannot force us to do any thing if we have 
not the will. A man feeling himself continually tor 
mented by the devil, who was urging him to kill him
self, revealed to his confessor the trouble and agitation 
of his mind. The confessor made him understand 
that the solicitations of the evil spirit could have no 
other power over him than that which he himself 
chose to give him; he added, by way of advice, that 
as often as he felt himself pressed by this temptation, 
he would content himself with saying: “ Let me alone. 
I will have nothing to do with it.” This man prac
tised faithfully what his confessor had told him, and 
delivered himself, by that means, of the temptation 
that tormented him. At the end of eight days it 
had left him, and he went to thank his confessor, with 
an overflowing heart, for the infallible remedy he had 
given him.—Rodriquez, Chris. Perf., II., 65.

506. How the Devil Fears the Lord's Prayer.—Wo 
gain much more before God, my dear friends, by a 
single petition of the Lord's Prayer, made from the 
depth of the heart, than by the repetition of a great 
number of prayers said hastily, and without any at
tention. Take the following fact as a proof: Sb 
Gregory, Bishop of Tours, relates that St. Calufran, a 
recluse, was long tormented by remorse, so that a 
gloomy despair, a dark hopeless grief, in a word, every
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trouble of the mind, accompanied him everywhere. 
The devils, under the form of horrible serpents, 
sometimes appeared to him in a visible manner, and 
so came to torment him even in his solitude. He 
tried every means of getting rid of these tortures 
and of those malignant spirits, but without being able 
to succeed. At length he bethought him of trying 
the Lord’s Prayer. He, accordingly, recited the 
“ Our Father,” dwelling long on each petition, and 
repeating it several times. Well, this means suc
ceeded perfectly, and as often as he pronounced the 
words “ but deliver us from evil,” he felt peace spring
ing up in his soul, and the serpents that surrounded 
him, often twisting themselves around his neck as if 
to stifle him, went hissing away. Sometimes the 
devil was heard to let fall this avowal, “ Be silent, 
will you? that prayer is a torment to us!”—St. Gr> 
sort of Tours, Glory of Confessors.



CHAPTER nr.
THE ANGELICAL SALUTATION.

I.----TIIE HAIL MARY AND THE ANGELDS.

507. The “ Hail Mary” Engraved on a Ring,—St 
Edmus, or Edmund, who became Archbishop of Can
terbury, in England, had been brought up with a 
great devotion to the Most Holy Virgin. When 
sending him to Paris to make his studies, his mother 
recommended to him to never let a day pass without 
having recourse to his divine protectress. That vir
tuous mother often wrote to him to avoid bad com
pany, and to frequent the Sacraments of Penance and 
the Eucharist; often, too, she sent him instruments of 
penance, to repress, she said, the bad inclinations that 
might injure his virtue. The holy young man, docile 
to the counsels of his mother, always showed himseif 
most xealous for the glory of the Virgin Mary. He 
went several times a day to prostrate himself before 
one of her statues, and to mark his engagement in 
the service of the Queen of Angels, he placed on the 
finger of one of her statues a ring, on which he had 
caused to be engraved the whole of the Angelical Salu
tation. You shall see how agreeable that devotion, so 
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■incere and so persevering, was to the Blessed Virgin 
After the death of the blessed Edmund, it was re
marked that the same prayer was engraved on his 
episcopal ring, to which that prayer communicated a 
virtue so efficacious and so miraculous, that it was 
subsequently used to operate a great number of cures. 
It wras sometimes sufficient to make the sick touch it 
and they were instantly cured. If we do not engrave 
the words of the Hail Mary or. a ring, my dear 
friends, let us engrave them on our hearts, and that 
will be still better.—Noel, Cat. Hist., TH., 201.

508. The u Hail Mary ” Recited by an Impure 
Mouth.—One must be in a state of grace, my dear 
friends, to say his prayers well. Hence, it is not 
fitting that the holy words of the Hail Mary, for 
instance, should pass through impure lips. It is with 
a heart free from sin that wre ought to pray to the 
Blessed Virgin, who never committed the least fault. 
St. Peter Celestine relates that a certain military man 
was accustomed to address, every day, some prayers 
to the Blessed Virgin, although he was given up to 
all sorts of crimes. It was a custom he had from his 
mother, and from which he never departed. One 
day, after a bloody battle, having been obliged to fly, 
he found himself alone in a desert, deprived of all assist
ance, and even on the point of dying with hunger. 
He took a notion to address himself to Mary, that 
•he might come to help him in his extreme misery. 
The Blessed Virgin deigned to appear to him, and pre
sented him some delicious food, but on a plate so 
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foul, so disgusting, that he dared not touch it. “ Take 
this food,” said the Queen of Saints to him. “ Oh! I 
cannot—I cannot even look at it in that filthy vessel.” 
“ What!” said the Holy Virgin, “ you are unwilling 
to take this meat out of the vessel in which I offer it 
to you, and you would have me receive your prayers 
which proceed from a heart defiled with iniquity anu 
from a mouth full of lies, blasphemy, and obscenity ? 
Go, unhappy man, commence by purifying yourself of 
your crimes, by a sincere confession, and then you 
may come to offer me your prayers.” The soldier, 
ashamed and confused, then understood the meaning 
of that vision; he took courage, left the desert, con
fessed his sins with tears of repentance, and perse
vered till death in his pious practices.—Noel, Cat. 
de Rodcz, III., 219.

509. The Tepidity of Thomas a Kempis.—Let us 
persevere, dear friends, in our devotion towards the 
Blessed Virgin, because, if we forget her, she will 
herself forget us. It is related that the pious Thomas 
a Kempis,—whom some authors regard as the author 
of that admirable book The Imitation of Christ,—was 
a faithful servant of Mary; above all, he had the pious 
custom of saluting her often with the angel by the 
Hail Mary. When he passed an image of his divine 
protectress, he said to her from the bottom of hit 
heart: “ Hail Mary 1” By this means he obtained 
many graces for his soul, and became a child of bene
diction, Nevertheless, some companions, with whom 
he was not sufficiently on his guard, having by little 
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and little turned him away from his devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin, he soon felt it slacken; he had no 
longer the same ardor for prayer, for communion, for 
itudy. It required a miraculous vision to bring him 
back to his study. One night, in a dream, he thought 
he saw Mary, who was pleased to shed a thousand 
graces on several of his fellow-students. He anxiously 
awaited his turn to receive the same favors, but the 
Blessed Virgin presenting herself before him: “ What 
do you expect,” said she in a stern voice, “ you who 
have ceased to salute me? What has become of 
those Avcs you used so often to address to me ? Go, 
ingrate, you no longer deserve my protection!” 
Thomas awoke and immediately resumed his accus
tomed prayers. He long wept his past tepidity, and 
shunned, with particular care, the company of young 
people who did not love Mary, and who turned others 
away from her devotion: there is nothing but ruin 
to be met with those unfortunates.—Debussi, Nouveau 
Mois de. Marie.

510. The Victory of Belgrade.—You all know what 
the Angelas is, dear friends, but, perhaps, you are not 
acquainted with its origin. The custom of ringing it 
in the middle of the day is due, in part, to a remark
able event which I am going to relate to you. In 1456, 
the city of Belgrade, on the Danube, on the frontiers 
of Turkey, was besieged by the Turks, who kept bat 
tering its walls for four months without avail. Th 
Sultan, desperate at seeing so many efforts remain 
unfruitful, resolved to make a general assault. For 
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twenty hours they fought with unequalled fury, and 
those who defended the city were exhausted and over- 
ome by a long and obstinate resistance. A t that mo

ment there was seen advancing a pious and courage
ous Franciscan, St. John de Capistran ; he presented 
himself to the soldiers, crucifix in hand, and prayed 
God and the Blessed Virgin to come to their assist
ance. This was bis prayer : “Alas! powerful Queen 
of Heaven, will thou abandon thy children to the fury 
of the infidels, who never cease to insult and outrage 
tliy Divine Son? Where is now the God of the 
Christians ?” And praying thus, he shed a torrent of 
tears. Animated by the prayers and tears of the 
holy man, the Christians darted, with prodigious im
petuosity, on the Turks, who were already penetrat
ing into the city, massacred several thousands of them 
and put the rest to flight. This victory, as glorious 
as it was unexpected, could only be attributed to 
the assistance of Heaven, and especially to the in
tercession of Mary. At the news of this suc
cess, Pope Calixtus III. ordained that in all the 
churches of Christendom solemn thanksgivings 
should be made to God and the Blessed Virgin. 
To perpetuate forever the memory of this great 
benefit, and to inflame more and more the cour
age of Christians, the same Pope ordained that, in 
all Catholic countries, the bell should be rung for 
the recitation of the Angrlus, between two and three 
o’clock in the afternoon, the time when the victory 
of Belgrade had been obtained over the Turks. In 
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fcfler times, this signal was transferred to the lioui 
of noon, the better to divide the day, but the memory 
of the miraculous protection of the Blessed Virgin 
was ever associated with it.—Schmid et Belet, Cat 
Ilist., 1,523.

511. 7V e List Mercy of a " Hail Mary."—One 
would never come to an end, dear children, were they 
to relate all the prodigies wrought by the Angelical 
Salutation. At the time when St. Francis Borgia 
was in Rome, a great sinner presented himself before 
him. He found the man in such a disorderly state, 
that he dared not take on himself the charge of his 
conscience; he sent him to Father Acosta, who was 
very enlightened in the direction of souls. Here is 
what he was told by that unhappy man, who per 
mitted the confessor to make it public in order to 
show forth the divine mercy. “ Father, since my 
earliest years, I have always had religion; I prayed 
to Mary; I saluted her unceasingly; I went often to 
communion; but, in the depth of my heart, I was bad 
and base, and had the misfortune to conceal my worst 
sins in confession ; I thus heaped crime on crime, 
sacrilege on sacrilege. Sometimes I promised to 
correct myself; but, as soon as opportunity offered, 
I fell again into my shameful crimes. Several times 
when I went to Communion, Jesus Christ deigned to 
reveal Himself to me, and said: “ Why, oh unhappy 
man! dost thou use Me so ill, I who have done so 
much good for thee ? Is it not enough to have been 
crucified by the Jews? must I find a new Calvary in 
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tl y heart ?” Habituated to sin, I was ins< nsible to 
bo many warnings. Here is the last proof of many 
on the part of my God : This morning, I thought my 
guardian angel appeared to me; he presented me with 
a consecrated host and said to me: “ Knowest thou 
this Saviour God who has loaded thee with blessings 
and whom thou profanest for so many years ? Thi 
is the punishment of thy ingratitude ?” Saying these 
words, he seized a sword to put me to death. As it 
were beside myself, and seeing that I was about to 
be lost forever, I cried out: “ Hail Mary! thou alone 
canst save me I” The angel answered: “ It is the 
last mercy of God in thy regard; God, in considera
tion of the protection of our Queen, allows you to 
live some time longer on earth to expiate your sins.” 
Having finished this recital, the unhappy sinner was 
silent; the reverend father Acosta consoled him the 
best he could, but he made him so sensible of his 
position, that he took upon himself a severe penanco 
to last as long as his life.—Noel, Cat. de Rodcz., in., 
203.

512. A Missionary Six Years Oid.—I never read 
any missionary story that impressed me so much as 
the following. I am going to tell it to you, my dear 
children, just as I read it: In a voyage of exploration 
and discovery on the coast of Africa, landing on a 
little island, near that which is mentioned on the 
charts by the names of Fernando Po and Annobon, 
some missionaries met on a rock, not far from th 
shore, a cross rudely constructed, and all around, in
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the attitude of prayer, a group of negro children, 
directed by another white child. They were nearly 
all of the same age, and were reciting in bad Spanish 
the Angelical Salutation or Hail Mary. Great was 
the surprise of the Catholic missionaries to meet in 
those regions, where they thought the idea of the cross 
was unknown, an altar raised to the cross. On seeing 
those good priests wearing their soutanes, the child 
cried out in Spanish : Priests I here are priests! and 
all the little negroes turned towards the missionaries. 
The latter approached the child and asked him to 
conduct them to the house of his parents. “ I have 
none,” answered the child, sadly. Then he told how 
being cast on that shore by a shipwreck, he was sepa« 
rated from his parents, whom he never saw again. 
Picked up by some negroes, who had brought him 
up with their children, he had taught the latter the 
prayer his mother taught him to say morning and 
night on his knees, and they came all together to 
kneel before that cross. “ They are, then, Christians ?” 
demanded the missionaries. “ Christians I” repeated 
the child, much amazed; “ I cannot tell you; they see 
me kneel down, and they do the same. They repeat 
the words of the prayer I have taught them; but I 
do not know whether they understand it, as I do not 
understand their language. Still I have taught them 
to make the sign of the cross, and they never fail to 
do it when they pass before the cross.” “And that 
cross—who raised it ?” “ It was I; I remembered 
those I had seen from place to place in my own
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country.” Finishing his recital, the poor child could 
not restrain his tears and sighs. The missionaries 
asked his name; he remembered neither his own name 
nor that of his country; neither did he know the name 
of the shipwrecked vessel. One thing only he had not 

• forgotten : his Hail Mary ! Well, dear friends, when 
will it be that little missionaries such as this charm
ing child of whom I have told you may be found 
amongst you?—Mullois, Mois de Marie de lout le 
Monde, 114.

II.—ON THE ROSARY AND BEADS.

513. First Origin of the Beads.—The institution of 
the beads is generally attributed to St. Dominick, 
nevertheless, children, the custom of repeating sev
eral times the Lord’s Prayer and the Angelical Salu
tation is much more ancient. Thus, in the first ages 
of the Church, those who could take no part in the 
ordinary prayer, and especially in the singing of the 
Psalms, were exhorted to recite instead thereof the 
Our Father and Hail Mary a certain number of 
times. Speaking of this, Palladius and Sozomenes 
relate that St. Paul, a celebrated abbot of Libya, who 
lived in the time of St. Anthony, repeated the same 
prayer a hundred times in the day, and that he made 
use of small stones to count them. In like manner, St. 
Benedict, founder of the Order of Benedictines, was 
Bccustomed to recite, during work, instead of the 
Hours of the Ecclesiastical Office, Paters and Avet.
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To reckon them he made use of little balls, fastened 
together by a thread Finally children, to quote 
you another very curious fact, when they exhumed 
the body of St. Gertrude, who died in 667, they 
found beside her in her tomb little balls strung to
gether by a thin twine. This proves that even then 
Christians used, as they now do, a sort of rosary or 
chaplet, to determine the number of Paters and Aves 
they intended to recite. A custom so ancient and 
so pious should not then be regarded with indiffer
ence.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 536.

514. St. Dominick Institutes the Rosary.—The 
common opinion, dear friends, is that it was St. Domi
nick who instituted the rosary as it is now recited. 
This was the occasion. That great Saint, who died 
in 1221, had long preached, in the south of France, 
against the error of the Albigenses. Despairing of 
the success of his efforts, he had recourse to the 
Blessed Virgin, and never ceased praying and be
seeching her till his prayer was heard. With this 
intent he set out for Toulouse, retired to a lonely 
forest, fell on his knees, and urgently besought God 
and the Blessed Virgin that they might help him to 
overcome the enemies of the faith. He passed three 
successive days and nights in prayer—at the end of 
that time, he fell down from weakness, and the holj 
Mother of God appeared to him, in an ecstacy, sur 
rounded with glory and magnificence. She was es
corted by three queens, and each of them surrounded 
by fifty virgins, as if to serve her. The first queen 
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with her companions, was robed in white, the second 
in red, and the third wore a tissue of the most dazzling 
gold. The Blessed Virgin explained to St. Dominick 
the meaning of these symbols. “ These queens,” said 
she, “ represent the three chaplets; the fifty virgins, 
who form the train of each queen, represent the 
fifty Ilail Marys of each rosary; finally, the white 
color reminds you of the joyful mysteries; the red 
color, of the sorrowful mysteries, and the gold color, 
of the glorious mysteries. The mysteries of the Incar
nation, birth, life and passion of my Divine Son, 
together with those of His resurrection, and His 
glorification, are contained, and as it were enshrined, 
in the Angelical Salutation and the Lord’s Prayer. 
That is just the rosary; that is to say, the crown 
wherein I shall place all my joy ; spread that prayer 
everywhere, and the heretics will be converted, and 
the faithful shall persevere and obtain eternal life.” 
Consoled, and, as it were, ravished by such an appa
rition, St. Dominick quickly returned to the city of 
Toulouse and repaired to the church. During this 
time, as a pious legend relates, the bells began to 
ring of themselves. The inhabitants, astonished to 
hear bells at such an unusual hour, ran in crowds tc 
the temple of the Lord, and asked what it meant 
Then St. Dominick ascended the pulpit, and after hav 
ing spoken with thrilling eloquence of the justice of 
God and the rigor of His judgments, he declared 
that, to avoid them, there was no means easier oi 
surer than to invoke the Mother of Mercy, to d® 
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penance, and recite the rosary. He immediately gave 
an explanation of that beautiful prayer, and began to 
say it aloud. The effects of this devotion were soon 
felt. Many renounced their errors, did penance, and 
returned to the Catholic Church. St. Dominick 
afterwards established the Confraternity of the Holy 
Ilosary, a practice which spread rapidly amongst 
Christians. Finally, Pope Sixtus IV., who was elected 
in 1471, and several of his successors, attached to it 
numerous and rich indulgences.—Pere Lacordaire, 
Life of St. Dominick.

515. A Parisian Converted by the Beads.—One of 
the first miracles obtained by the rosary, or the chap
let, was that which I am going to relate to you, 
children: About the year 1219, St. Dominick, with 
his accustomed zeal, was preaching at Paris the mys
teries of the holy rosary, and thereby wrought a great 
number of conversions. One of the most remarkable 
was that of a lord, distinguished by his rank and his 
great wealth, but whose scandalous and disorderly 
life formed a painful contrast to the virtues of his 
wife, who enjoyed a great reputation for piety. In 
the trouble she had experienced, this pious lady felt 
herself inspired to consult St. Dominick, and the lat
ter, according to his custom, had at first recourse to 
the new devotion of the rosary. He explained the 
virtue of it to this lady, promised her happy effects 
from it, and made her a present of the modest chap
let he had been using himself, exhorting her to recite 
it devoutly for the conversion of her husband.
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Happy in possessing so rich a treasure, the lady re 
turned home full of joy, and began to recite the 
rosary with all imaginable fervor. The Mother of 
Mercy soon heard her prayers; for, during three 
successive nights, her husband, who had hitherto 
remained callous and indifferent, was cruelly dis* 
turbed in his sleep, having continually before his eyes 
the terrible chastisements reserved in the other life 
for libertines and scandalous sinners. Recognizing 
in that singular impression a warning from heaven, 
and inwardly touched by grace, he entered into him
self and deplored his sins; then, throwing himself all 
in tears into the arms of his pious wife, he promised 
her to lead a more Christian life for the time to come. 
This was not all: he came to St. Dominick, made at 
his feet a general and sincere confession, in which he 
gave every mark of perfect contrition. Soon after 
he even asked to be admitted into the Confraternity 
of the Holy Rosary, and there so distinguished him
self by his zeal and fervor, that his example contri
buted much to spread that beautiful devotion in 
Paris, and throughont all France. Finally, after 
several years passed in the practice of the Christian 
virtues, he gave up his soul to God, on the same day 
as his virtuous wife, and they were buried m the same 
grave.—Des Billiers, Manuel, du Saint, Rosaire, 39.

516. The Slave Carried off by Algerine Pirates.— 
You all have a rosary, dear friends; so much the 
better, it is a treasure the full value of which you d< 
not know. Listen: In 1522, a young man of Span 
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teh origin, and much devoted to the Blessed Virgin 
was canied off by sea-rovers, whilst on his way to 
Genoa in Italy. The pirates took him to Algiers, 
where, for three years, he had to undergo all the 
hardships of the most barbarous captivity. During 
all this time, he was no less zealous than before in 
discharging, as far as possible, his religious duties; 
but, above all, he let no day pass without reciting the 
whole chaplet, that is to say, five decades of the rosary. 
He thought, and with good reason, that it was a most 
efficacious means of recovering his freedom, and 
working out his soul’s salvation. He knew that his 
parents were not in a state to pay the enormous price 
which the barbarous tyrant, whose slave he was, de
manded for his ransom; so, deprived of all human 
succor, there only remained to him that of the Bless
ed Virgin, who is the common mother of Christians. 
He ceased not to ask her for his deliverance, princi
pally on account of his faith, which he saw every day 
assailed by promises and by threats. The fear of be
coming an infidel overwhelmed him with sorrow, and 
inspired him with the liveliest desire of again behold
ing his country, where he might freely practise his 
religion. Continually occupied with these thoughts, 
he at length forms, with one of his companions in 
slavery, the project of escaping. They succeed in 
unfastening their chains, notwithstanding the vigil 
nnce of the guards, and set out together on a danger 
ous and unknown way. Without provisions, having 
no other food than the grass, or drink than the water 
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they might chance to meet, they lay concealed dur
ing the day and travelled only in the night. At last, 
without other support than the rosary, and the assist
ance of Mary, who protected her two servants, they 
escaped the armed men sent in pursuit of them, swam 
across two rivers, and, amid the greatest dangers, 
arrived in safety at a city inhabited by Christians, 
whence they could return to Spain. They hastened 
to tell how they owed their deliverance to the devo
tion of the rosary, which they strove to spread with 
all the zeal which gratitude inspires. The young 
Spaniard even composed some verses in praise of the 
Mother of God, which were read by many persons 
who have cherished the remembrance of this so mira
culous fact.—Des Billiers, Man. du Saint Rosaire, 41.

517. The Battle of Lepanto.—The most extraordi
nary fact in relation to the holy rosary, dear friends, 
is, unquestionably, the following : In 1571 the Chris
tians, under the command of Don Juan of Austria, 
engaged with the Turks under Hali in a naval com
bat near Lepanto, in Greece. There was a crusade 
against the Mussulmans. From the departure of the 
fleet, the holy Pope Pius V. ceased not a single mo
ment to implore the Blessed Virgin, and address the 
Lord in fervent prayer, that He might deign to grant 
the Christians a victory over the enemies of the 
faith. He ordered the same to be done in all the 
monasteries, and all Christendom followed the ex
ample. The holy rosary, especially, was frequently 
and fervently recited. At length, on the 7th of 
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October, the two armies came together; it 
was about four in the afternoon. The Chris* 
tians were not long without perceiving that an 
invisible hand protected them, for the sun 
and the wind which had before incommoded them 
soon became to them a perfect means of safety. 
Gradually the sun turned full on the eyes of the in
fidels, and the wind, suddenly changing, sent the 
smoke of the artillery full in their faces. The com
bat lasted four hours. On every side, as far as the 
eye could reach, the surface of the sea was seen 
coveied with blood, dead bodies, sails, and fragments 
of vessels; the defeat of the Turks was general and 
complete. They lost thirty thousand men, and three 
thousand five hundred others, twenty-five of whom 
were of high birth, were taken prisoners. One hun
dred and thirty vessels fell into the power of the Chris
tians; the rest were either broken to pieces against the 
rocks, devoured by the flames, or sent to the bottom; 
a very small number succeeded in escaping. On board 
the vessels seized by the conquerors were found fif
teen thousand poor Christians, reduced to slavery, 
but whose chains were, of course, broken that instant. 
During that glorious battle the Pope never ceased 
praying; he also followed in spirit the phases of the 
combat; and, by a prophetic spirit, he knew the same 
evening that the Christians were victorious. In 
thanksgiving, he ordained, to perpetuate the memory 
thereof, that for all future time the feast of Our Lady 
of Victories should be celebrated, and that these 
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words should be added to the Litany of the Blessed 
Virgin : Help of Christians, pray for us! And as 
the devotion of the rosary was one of the means em
ployed by the holy pontiff to implore the assistance 
of the Blessed Virgin in this circumstance, he decreed 
that, on the day of the feast of Our Lady of Victories, 
that of the rosary should likewise be celebrated. 
Under his successor, Gregory X1IL, the feast of the 
Rosary was definitively fixed for the first Sunday of 
October, and so it still is throughout the whole 
Christian Church.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ilist., I. 
527.

518. Great Men Saying Their Beads.—It is some
times said, my dear friends, that the beads is a devo
tion only fit for women. You are about to see how 
true that is : The illustrious Bossuet, one of the 
greatest geniuses of the time of Louis XIV., riot only 
recited the rosary assiduously, but also had himself 
enrolled in the Confraternity of the Holy Rosary, at 
the Dominican Convent, in the Rue St. Jacques, in 
Paris, on the 10th of August, 1680. In his train we 
may range all the institutors or reformers of modern 
congregations: St. Francis de Sales, St. Vincent de 
Paul, the Venerable Jean Baptiste de la Salle, the 
learned Cardinal de Berulle, the pious Olier, founder 
and first Superior of the Seminary of St. Sulpice, with 
a crowd of others. Better than that, dear children, 
the kings and the great ones of the wor'd have imi
tated these celebrated men. I can quote for you 
Edward III., King of England, the Emperor Charles 
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the Fifth, Sigismund and Casimir, Kings of Poland, 
St. Louis, Francis the First, Louis XIV., Louis XVI. 
and several other Kings of France, who made publia 
profession of that devotion. Father de la Rue, a 
learned religious of the Company of Jesus, relates 
that one day being admitted to an audience by Louis 
XIV., he found him saying his beads. The religious 
could not help showing his surprise. “ You appear 
surprised,” said the King, “ to see me saying the 
rosary; I glory in saying it; it is a pious custom 
which I have from the Queen, my mother, and I 
should be very sorry to miss a single day without 
discharging that duty.” How beautiful is this ! how 
admirable, dear friends 1 Let us not be ashamed, 
then, of a devotion which has been that of so many 
great men.—Des Billiers, Manuel du Saint Rosaire, 
47—Guillois, Nouv. ExpHc. du Cat, 453.

519. What use is the Rosary to a Sinner ?—Oh! 
dear friends bow happy we should be, if we were 
faithful in passing no day without doing something 
to honor the Blessed Virgin! She would reward us 
well One of the most celebrated preachers of the 
last century was called by night, in Paris, to hear the 
confession of a young gentleman who had been struck 
with apoplexy. At the dawn of day he celebrated 
to his intention a Votive Mass of the Blessed Virgin. 
Just as he was finishing, word was brought him that 
the patient s consciousness had returned. He goes to 
him in all haste, and finds him penetrated with the 
liveliest sentiments of penance and compunction 
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generously offering up bis life in expiation of his sins. 
He makes his confession, and receives the last Sacra
ments with the greatest piety. The confessor, equally 
surprised and penetrated with gratitude, knew not to 
what to attribute so great a prodigy of mercy, on bo- 
half of a man whose excesses were, unhappily, but too 
well known. He interrogates the patient; the latter 
answers in a voice broken with sobs : “ Alas ! Father, 

can only attribute that grace, so precious, to the 
mercy of God. He has, doubtless, had regard to your 
prayers and those of my poor mother. When she 
was at the point of death, she had me brought to her 
bedside, and, after expressing her apprehensions con 
cerning the dangers I should meet in the world, she 
addressed me in these words: “I leave you under 
the protection of the Blessed Virgin; promise me, my 
dear son, that you will do the only thing I have to 
ask of you, as a pledge of your affection for me!—it 
is to say the beads every day. I promised, Father, 
and I faithfully kept my word; I said the rosary re
gularly every day, I confess it is the only act of re
ligion that I have performed these ten years past.” 
The confessor had, then, no doubt that his penitent 
owed to the powerful protection of Mary the lively 
sentiments of contrition which animated him on that 
occasion. He never left him till he breathed his last, 
and he had the happiness of seeing him die in the 
most touching dispositions. Behold, dear friends, 
how the recitation of some decades of the rosary, 
which takes only a few minutes in the day, will pro
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cure for us inestimable graces.—Guillois, Nouv. Ex
plic. du Cat. 453.

520. Assassins in Presence of a Rosary.—Here is 
one of the most striking stories I know concerning 
the rosary; listen to it attentively. Mr. Walter de 
Claubry, a medical doctor, had himself inscribed on 
the register of the Confraternity of the Holy Rosary 
in the Church of St. Thomas Aquinas in Paris; it was 
in 1805. He set out that same year for the army, as 
military surgeon, but resolved to fulfil on all occasions 
his duties as a Christian and an associate of the Holy 
Rosary. Faithful to his engagement, amid all the 
perils of seduction, he was rewarded by receiving an 
assistance from the Blessed Virgin which may be 
truly called miraculous. In 1808, he was in Madrid, 
the capital of Spain, at the breaking out of that fa
mous insurrection of the 2d of May, in which the 
Spanish people massacred, without pity, for several 
hours, all the Frenchmen they could meet. The day 
before, which was the first Sunday of that month, 
Mr. Walter, according to the custom of the fervent 
associates, had received Holy Communion in honor of 
the Blessed Virgin, in a chapel dedicated to Our 
Lady of Loretto, and served by an emigrant French 
priest. On the morrow, the day of the insurrection, 
knowing nothing of what was going on, he leaves his 
lodgings to repair to his post. But he soon falls in 
with a furious band, armed with sabres, knives, and 
daggers; they recognize him for a French officer, 
they handle him roughly, and are even about to kill 
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him. Tn this peril his first cave was to recommend 
himself to God and implore the protection of the 
Blessed Virgin for that terrible moment of death 
from which no human means could save him. Never
theless, having, heard that the Spaniards were vocife
rating against the French, and treated them as sacri- 
legious and impious, quicker than lightning a thought 
presented itself to his mind : “ Why, no,” said he, “ I 
am not impious I Here is thd proof.” And im
mediately he draws from his pocket the rosary he 
always kept about him, at the en<J of which hung a 
silver medal blessed by Pope Pius VII., when he 
came to Paris, in 1804. At the sight of that rosary 
the murderers stop as if by magic. Still some among 
them remained irresolute, when a man presents him
self in the midst of these insurgents and seems to 
speak to them earnestly. It was the sacristan of the 
Chapel of Our Lady of Loretto, who, frightened by 
the tumult, had closed its door and was going home. 
It seems as though he were sent expressly by Heaven, 
for, having recognized the French officer, he runs to 
defend him; he protests to the most furious that he 
is a truly pious man, that he confesses to Don Louis 
Ducos, the emigrant priest of whom we just now 
spoke, and that he saw him at Communion the day 
before. Then, the men who were before going to 
till him, load him with kindness, take his precious 
rosary, kiss it respectfully, make all present kiss it, 
then gave it back -to himself; and you may think, 
dear frands, with what gratitude and fervor he
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kissed it; at length they conduct him to a place 
where his life was not likely to be in danger. “ The 
more I reflect,” said Mr. Claubry himself, “ on the 
circumstances of this event, the more sensible I am 
that I owe my life to the protection of Our Lady ot 
the Rosary.” If this be not a miracle properly so 
ea'led, it is, at least, a special proof of her powerful 
and gracious protection.—Des Billiebs, Manuel du 

Rosaire 43.



CHAPTER V.
DIVERS PRACTICES OF DEVOTION.

X.---- CONGREGATIONS AND CONFRATERNITIES.

The Two Visions of St. Anselm.—People of 
die world little think, children, the happiness there is 
in belonging entirely to God, whether in a religious 
order, or a pious congregation. This instance will 
give you some faint idea of it. It is related that 
St. Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury,'in England, 
was one day ravished into an ecstacy. He seemed to 
see a great river, into which was thrown all the filth 
and ordure of the world. The waters were so foul 
and so putrid that nothing like it could be ima
gined, and its oourse was so rapid and so impetu
ous, that it carried off all it met, men and women, 
rich and poor, young and old, continually casting 
them down to the bottom, and throwing them up 
again, then casting them down again, without leaving 
them a moment’s relaxation. The Saint, astonished 
at this sight and surprised to see that those who were 
in the river were all the time alive, asked how they 
could live, and on what. He was told that they lived 
only on the filth and the muddy water in which they 
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were plunged, and that they seemed to be fully satis 
Bed with that. This vision was afterwards explained 
to him, and he was told that this rapid river was the 
world, in which men, plunged in vice and carried 
away by their passions, live in such a strange blind
ness that, although the continual agitation in which 
they are never allows them to find rest or peace, they 
fail not to think themselves happy. After that St 
Anse.rn was ravished in spirit into a most spacious 
park, the walls of which were covered with plates of 
silver that shone refulgent from afar. In the middle 
there was a meadow, the grass of which was all of gold, 
but so soft and so fresh that it easily bent when any 
one wished to sit down upon it, and without ever ap
pearing withered it returned to its former state as 
soon as they arose. The air one breathed there was 
ever pure and mild ; all, in short, was so smiling and so 
agreeable that it seemed to be a terrestrial paradise, 
with nothing wanting to supreme felicity. The Saint 
having again asked the meaning of this vision, he was 
told that it was a simple representation of the relig
ious life, and the tranquillity enjoyed by those who 
have left the wwld, to attach themselves solely to the 
service of God.— Rodriquez, Chris. Perf, I,, 196.

522. The Visions of a Dominican Monk.—It is not 
enough, my friends, to belong to a confraternity, a 
congregation, or even a religious order, one must 
fulfil the duties thereof with fervor and fidelity. 
The Venerable Humbert, an illustrious personage 
and General of the Order of Dominicans, relates that 
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one of his religious appeared to one of his bi ethreu 
some days after he was dead. He was radiant with 
glory, and appeared to be already in possession of 
celestial happiness. Having taken this monk from 
his cell he showed him in the country a great num
ber of men clothed in white and surrounded with 
light; they all appeared to carry beautiful crosses on 
their shoulders, and were walking to heaven in pro
cession. He afterwards showed him others, who 
were walking in the same way, but were much more 
dazzling with light than the first, and had each, in 
his hand, a cross much richer and finer. After that 
there passed a third procession, incomparably more 
radiant and more wonderful than the two others, 
all the crosses were, moreover, of amazing beauty, 
and whereas the men of the two other troops car
ried theirs themselves, either on their shoulders, or 
in their band, the latter had each an angel who car
ried their cross before them, so that they might walk 
with more ease, and follow more joyfully the way to 
heaven. The monk, astonished by this vision, asked 
his blessed companion what it meant. “ The first,” 
said he, “ those whom you have seen carrying the 
cross on their shoulders, are those who have entered 
into religion when already advanced in life; the 
second, that is to say, those who hold it in their hand, 
are religious who quitted the world whilst still 
young; finally, the last, whom you have seen walk 
so steadily, are those who, in early youth, embraced 
the religious life, renouncing for it all the vanities of 
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me world.” After this interesting explanation, the 
blessed soul disappeared. Let that serve for us, my 
friends !—it is, moreover, a new application of what 
the Scripture says : “ Blessed are they who have 
borne the yoke of the Lord from their youth 1”— 
Rodriquez, Chris. Perf., I., 189.

523. A Man Who Cannot be Hung.—However long 
my story may be, it is so interesting, dear children 
that I have a great mind to tell it to you. In it you 
will see a new proof of the protection of the Blessed 
Virgin for those who are hers with all their heart. 
The blessed Peter d’Armangaud, a religious of the 
Order of Mercy for the redemption of c.iptives, had 
come to Bougie, a celebrated town of Algeria, to re
deem a certain number of slaves. Like a truly chari
table man, he voluntarily engaged to remain as a 
hostage for the deliverance of some of those poor 
captives, till his companion, William of Florenoe, who 
conducted them to Spain, should return with their 
ransom. During those days his zeal was not only 
employed with the captives, he even preached the 
Gospel to the Mussulmans. This was an unpardon
able crime. Condemned to be hung, they took him 
from his dungeon, brought him outside the city, and 
there, in sight of all the people, he was hung, aud left 
swinging so long on the gallows that the executioner 
thought him dead when he quitted him. He was left 
hanging to serve as a public example, and to glut the 
rage of those who had compassed his death, who 
would have his body left as a prey for crows and 
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other birds of prey. Six days after the execution 
the venerable William of Florence, his companion, 
who had conducted the slaves to Spain and brought 
back their ransom, landed at the port of Bougie, with 
the thousand ducats (about ten thousand francs) which 
he had received. On his arrival the Turks so ordered 
matters at the port that he knew nothing of wh*t had 
befallen his companion till they had received his 
money before he had learned his death. He walked 
into the city, his heart full of joy, in the hope of go
ing to embrace him; but, alas! it was soon changed 
to tears and sighs, when, inquiring of some persons as 
to the state of his health, they told him in a whisper 
that he had been hung. It was no use to reproach 
the Turks with their cruelty and avarice; they told 
him, to justify themselves, that his companion having 
spoken ill of Mahomet, their great prophet, and of 
his Koran, and having even converted some Moors, 
he had drawn this punishment upon himself. William, 
sensibly afflicted by their precipitation, besought them 
to permithim,atleast,to remove his body from the gib
bet to bury it, which they did. He went to the place 
where he had been executed, accompanied by several 
Turks and some sailors from the bark which had brought 
him to Bougie. When he saw afar off the body of 
his companion still hanging on the gibbet, he aban
doned himself to the most bitter sorrow. Arrived 
before the instrument of torture, he could not help 
expressing aloud to the saint the grievous sorrow 
his death had caused him. But what was his sur 
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prise to hear St. Peter d’Armangaud, that is to say, 
the monk who had been hung, say to him: “ My 
dear Father, be not afflicted; I am living, by the 
grace of God, and the all-po verful protection of the 
Blessed Virgin. The Turks, with all their efforts, 
could not put me to death, because that Mother of 
Goodness defended me from their violence, and pre
vented the rope that encircled my neck from stran
gling me. In fact, she had the goodness to support 
me invisibly so that the weight of my body might 
not suffocate me. Ah ! how profitable it is to suffer 
in this world for the love and cause of our God, who 
protects by such splendid miracles those who hope 
in Him! Not only have I suffered no pain, but I 
have felt ineffable joys in the depth of my soul during 
the six days that I have been fastened to this gibbet.” 
At these words the venerable William changed his 
tears of sadness into tears of joy, and his lamenta
tions into thr nksgivings; assisted by those who had 
accompanied I .im, he took down St. Peter d’Arman
gaud from the gallows, to embrace him and manifest 
all the pleasure he felt in seeing him alive. This 
astounding prodigy so struck many of the Moors and 
Turks that they were converted and asked for bap- 
ism. The report of this miracle having spread 

throughout all the city of Bougie, the people all went 
to see the holy martyr, every one wishing to be an 
eye-witness of such an unprecedented wonder, as ex
traordinary as the resurrection of one from the dead. 
Meanwhile Father William of Florence went to re
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claim his thousand ducats, since the slave-owners 
who had received them had no right to them, be
cause of the injustice they had done in putting the 
Saint to death. The affair was brought before the 
divan or council, who, wishing to make some repar
ation to St. Peter d’Arinangaud, restored twenty-six 
other slaves to liberty in return for that money. The 
resuscitated Saint brought them immediately to Bar
celona, where he was received as a living martyr, 
with extraordinary ceremonies, and the acclamations 
of all the people who could not sufficiently adore the 
power and the goodness of God in so miraculous a 
preservation. To prove, in some sort, the truth of 
this prodigy, God permitted it so that hi, neck re
mained slightly twisted all the rest of his life, and his 
face retained such a paleness that he was more like 
a skeleton than a living man.—Paw, Hist, du Cube 
de la Ste. Vierge en Afrique.

524. The Blind Capuchin of Messina.—My story 
will be a little long to-day, my very dear friends, but it 
is so interesting that you will find it still too short. 
Besides it is about the Blessed Virgin, a subject that 
is always pleasing to pious hearts like yours. In 
1848, Sicily having revolted against its sovereign, the 
King of Naples, the latter was obliged, as it were, to 
make a conquest of it. Messina was invested. That 
large and beautiful city was soon carried by assault 
by the Neapolitan troops, who besieged it for five 
days, and entered, victorious and exasperated, by the

uthera suburb. It was Thursday, the 7th Septem 



DIVERS PRACTICES OP DEVOTIOM. 689

her, the eve of the great Feast of the Nativity of the 
Blessed Virgin. The Sicilian sick had been transport
ed to the northern part of the city, to a convent of 
Capuchins, situated not far from the sea-shore. The 
enemy’s approach was no sooner known than all the 
wounded rise up, crowd together, and fly as fast as they 
can, hoping to gain the open country, and thus escape 
more surely a vengeance which they dreaded, perhaps 
with good reason. The monks themselves, following 
the impulse and the terror of the moment, had placed 
themselves, by flight, beyond the reach of danger. 
The shots of the combatants were heard in the dis
tance ; the roar of artillery echoed around; the shouts 
of the multitude mingled with this horrible tumult, 
increasing it by their thousand discords. Death 
seemed to hover over that rich and large city, peo
pled with nearly a hundred thousand inhabitants. An 
invalid remained standing in the long gallery of the 
convent, hardly able to drag himself after the others, 
who were already far away. This man, who was a 
Frenchman, had had his arm and shoulder carried off 
by a ball, some days before; he had lost much blood, 
and, consequently, almost all his strength. He was 
alone, and despair gradually took possession of him, 
all the more poignant as the wretched man heard 
more distinctly the threatening shouts of the ap
proaching soldiers. Incapable at last of going farther 
he stretches himself on the ground to undergo the 
fate which appeared inevitable. But, the momenl 
his head came against the wall, it touches a door
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which opens and gives him a view into a monk’s cell 
He looks around. A poor white-haired monk was 
kneeling at the foot of a crucifix, absorbed in prayer 
and, doubtless, offering up to God the sacrifice of his 
life. “ Save me, Father I” cried the wounded man ; “ I 
can no longer support myself; my blood is beginning 
to flow, I have no strength, I am going to die here. 
Save me, in pity, save me I” “ Alas! my child,” an
swers the old man, “ what can I do ? I am blind; they 
have abandoned me as they have you; I do not regret 
life; but you, my son, by your voice it seems to me that 
you are young; you must fly. Do you hear how 
death is approaching us ? Fly ! fly!” “ Father, I 
am falling I I am dying I I cannot possibly move 
another step! ■— ” And he actually fell to the
ground. The venerable monk, clasping his hands and 
raising his sightless eyes to heaven: “Well!” cried 
he, as if inspired, “ in the name of that Holy Virgin,” 
pointing to a small statue of the Blessed Virgin, “ I 
command you to walk! You shall be saved by Mary !” 
On the instant, the wounded man feels his weakness 
no more; he raises himself as if supported by an in
visible hand; he goes out, traverses the long avenues, 
arrives at the sea-shore, still under the impression of 
the miraculous word. There he meets a little child 
of eight years, who undertakes to find him a boat, 
makes him go on board, and rows him himself to a 
vessel that is lying not far from Messina. It was 
ivith tears of grateful affection that the man told me 
himself this touching story; I promised him that it
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should not be forgotten. As for the old monk, I 
never knew what became of him. If he perished in 
tn8 massacre, and I am fain to think he did not, he 
crowned by martyrdom a life wholly devoted to 
virtue and to God. What fate could be more en
viable ?—Abb6 V. Postel, 'Recomp. Hebdom., No 
LXXXVI., 5.

525. The Vow of Two Little Savoyards.—One of 
the titles under which the Blessed Virgin is the 
oftenest invoked, dear friends, is that of Our Lady of 
Help, or of Good Aid. I have read the following 
charming story on that subject: About the end of 
the month of November, 1848, Jean and Marin, two 
little Savoyard brothers, scarcely twelve years old, 
after having been blessed by their mother, and 
having received from her hands a medal of the 
Blessed Virgin, which they wore round their neck 
left their mountains, already covered with snow, to 
go to the rich plains of France. Journeying along 
by steep and perilous paths, the poor children said 
to each other, as if to console and reassure each 
other: “We are very young to go so far all alone 
and without money. But we shall keep together, 
and pray to God and His Blessed Mother; God will 
watch over us and Mary will guide our steps; she 
will provide for all our wants, and preserve us from 
all evil; she is so good, so powerful! And why 
should we not do something to assist our poor mo
ther who, ever since she has been a widow, has no 
bread to give our sister and our two little brothersT 
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Ah ! how they cried when we bade them farewell 1” 
Thus it was that these charming children strove to 
encourage each other against the terror they began 
to feel, amid the immense forests and deep precipices 
by which they were surrounded, when they perceived 
at the foot of the mountain the Chapel of Our Lady 
of Help which their mother had recommended to 
them to visit. Full of joy and confidence, they ran 
thither, and both kneeling on the same stone, animat
ed by the same sentiment of love, of lively faith and 
pious confidence, they repeat together this simple 
and touching prayer to Her who has never been in
voked in vain : “ Good Virgin, take under thy care 
two little Savoyards, who are going to France, all 
alone by themselves without any support, seeking 
bread for their poor mother. We promise thee, good 
Mary, if we get there without any accident, to have 
a Mass said in thy honor, out of the first money we 
earn, for the relief of the suffering souls in purgatory.” 
And the poor children, reassured by the vow they 
had just made to Mary, resume their way with new 
courage, and with the help of Her who is called the 
traveller’s guide, arrive in safety at the end of their 
journey. No sooner are they arrived in France than 
they go to work, and as soon as they have earned 
twenty sous, they hasten to offer them to the first 
priest they meet, requesting him to say for them the 
Mass they had promised Mary, for having so wonder
fully conducted them. Now Jean and Marin, by 
means of the gifts bestowed on them, have become 
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little merchants. Perhaps they are in the way of 
making their fortune, and that fortune will be found
ed on twenty sous, but twenty sous consecrated to 
God and blessed by the Holy Virgin.—Recomp 
Hebdom.y No. XXVn., 8.

526. A Pupil of the Brothers Miraculously Cured.— 
Here, my dear children, is an example very fit to in 
spire you with a great confidence in the Blessed Vir
gin ; it is the extraordinary cure of the young Martin 
Cr&s, which may be regarded as quite miraculous. 
On the 27th of January, 1853, Martin Ores, a pupil 
of the Christian Brothers of Mori&res, near Avignon, 
in the department of Vaucluse, was attacked by a 
violent pain in the side. The disease increased with 
alarming rapidity, so that his parents feared for his 
life. The 28th and 29th the malady had become so 
serious that they lost all hope of saving him. On 
Sunday, the 30th January, having expressed a wish 
to see his master before he died, the Brother Director 
and the Brother of his class went to see him. They 
found him in a pitiable state, scarcely able to articu
late a word. His teacher was grieved to lose a child 
who was a great comfort to him on account of bis 
amiable qualities; but he did not despair and resolved 
to pray, in concert with all his pupils, for the boy’s 
recovery. The prayers began, then, on the 2d of 
February; but, far from feeling any relief, Martin was, 
in a few days, reduced to the last extremity. He 
did not deceive himself with regard to the critical 
state in which he was; he, therefore, testified a desire 
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to receive the sacraments. On Friday, the ninth day 
of the disease, they tent for his confessor, who, 
having heard his confeision, administered to him the 
Baorament of penance. This pious child, seeing that 
the priest did not speak to him of communion, ad
dressed him in these beautiful words: “ Will you, 
then, allow n_e to die without having the happiness 
of making my first communion ?” And these same 
words he repeated to his weeping parents, who never 
left him day or night; “ Tell our reverend father,” he 
added, “ that I want to make my first communion, 
.hat I cannot die without having that inestimable 
happiness.” Aware of his happy dispositions, that 
same evening his confessor paid him a second visit, 
and, edified hy his good sentiments, he promised him 
that the next day but ane, Saturday, a day consecrated 
to the Blessed Virgin, he would bring him the holy 
viaticum. Behold tnis charming child about to die; 
but are the prayers which his parents, his teachers, 
and his schoolmate have been for six days address
ing to Mary to be all in vain ? The case seemed 
hopeless; Saturday evening be lay stretched on his 
bed as though he were no longer of this world. But 
what was tbo surprise of all the family when, on the 
following morning, they perceived that a suddei 
change had been wrought in him 1 He is no longei 
sick, his cure is perfect, and if the father’s prudence 
had not prevented it, his son would have assisted at 
Mass and Vespers. So Mary heard the prayers ad
dressed to her for the patient’s cure. Some dayi 
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after he res Lined the usual exercises of the class, and 
gave, as before, the example of all the virtues of a 
pious scholar, till the day when it pleased the Lord 
to try his patience anew. A month after this first 
illness, Martin Criss was put to a new proof: his 
limbs became quite ulcerated by a species of cancer, 
which, in a few days, covered them entirely, from 
the feet to the knees. His pains were excessive, and, 
without the protection of Mary, he would certainly 
have died of it, or at least remained lame all the rest 
of his life. The remedy which had before been 
found so effective was immediately employed : the 
prayers were repeated with great fervor. But this 
time the Blessed Virgin, doubtless, wished to show 
in a more special manner the favor she was to be
stow, for the malady seemed to increase according as 
the prayers became more numerous and more fervent; 
so that he remained nearly four months with his legs 
ulcerated in such a pitiable manner that the sight of 
them brought tears to the eyes. When asked if he suf
fered, he answered only by words of submission to the 
will of God. How many times has he not been heard 
to say: “ It is better to suffer something in this world 
and enjoy eternal happiness in heaven I” At length it 
was resolved to make a last novena for the little suf
ferer. It was to end on the 14th of June by a pilgrimage 
to Our Lady of Rochefort. Meanwhile the disease 
grew every day more serious, and the patient’s suffer
ings still greater. How many times did his teacher 
surprise him shedding tears, which his intolerable 
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pain forced from him I Then he told him to place 
all his confidence in Mary, and Cres answered: “ Ah ! 
how I long for Monday, the day of the pilgrimage I”— 
‘ You think you will be cured, then ?”—As though 
his confidence had been called in question, he hastily 
answered: “ Yes, I shall be cured, I shall suffer no 
more, I shall be entirely freed from my disease.” 
The two last days of the novena the children of the 
classes said the beads with great fervor for his in
tention. The patient was present, and his sufferings 
were so intense that they forced the tears from his 
eyes, notwithstanding all he could do to repress them. 
His teacher seeing him in that state of suffering, told 
him, to console him, that he should soon be cured, and 
then he answered with a sweet smile: “ Oh I how I 
wish it was to-morrow, the day of the pilgrimage1” 
He longed so ardently for the day that the night be
fore he would not go to bed, for fear of forgetting 
himself. He set out on his pious journey at one 
o’clock in the morning; he had prepaied himself for 
it by a good confession, as also all his comrades who 
had had, like himself, the happiness of making their 
first communion. Arrived at Rochefort, pious as 
an angel, he heard Mass, and received Holy Com
munion with the fervor of a seraph. Amazing to re
late I the child who, for four months, could not kneel 
to say his prayers, because of his sores, was seen 
during the whole time of Mass, and also during the 
quarter of an hour of thanksgiving, prostrate on the 
ground, without suffering the least inconvenience 
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and some hours after, he was running over the mouic 
tains and through the steep rocks in the vicinity of 
Our Lady's shrine: he was cured 1 From that day forth 
remedies were laid aside: the disease had entirely 
disappeared, and the child never felt any symptom of 
it again.—Recomp. Hebd., No. CLXIV., p. 5.

527. A Shark in Presence of the Scapular.—How 
happy you are, dear friends, to wear on your bosom 
a medal, a scapular, or some other livery which 
proves your piety towards the Blessed Virgin. It is 
a powerful weapon. Here is a new proof of it, 
which I have read in the Catholic Magazine. A few 
years ago a young sailor left the port of St. Malo, 
in the department of Ile-et-Vilaine, and set out for 
America. This young man, who belonged to a 
family that had for many years followed a seafaring 
life, was devout to Mary, and wore the scapular; he 
wore it trustingly and lovingly. Arrived at the end 
of his voyage, he went, after a few hours’ rest, to 
bathe in the sea; they tried to dissuade him from 
his purpose, telling him that that coast was danger
ous. He persisted, and gaily swam out from tl e 
shore, thinking of no danger. All at once he pt r- 
ceived, at a short distance, the frightful head of a 
shark ready to seize him. The young man shuddered; 
but, in one of those moments which contain a whole 
life, he raised his heart to heaven, seized his scapular, 
which he had not left off, brandished it in his left 
hand, and, showing it to the shark, endeavored to 
swim with his right hand. The monster had stopped, 
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as though struck with blindness or paralysis, and the 
olient of the Blessed Virgin continued to swim, pro
tected by his celestial weapon ; the shark made 
some attempts to follow him, but a secret force im
peded his motions, and the young man happily 
reached the shore, where he fell prostrate, saying : 
Hail Mary! From that day forward, as often as 
he went on shipboard, he took scapulars with him 
not only for himself but for all the sailors. “We 
know the hero of this story,” says the editor of the 
Catholic Magazine, “ and we can vouch for the truth 
of the fact, which it is sweet to relate for the glory 
of Our Lady of Mount Carmel.”—Recomp. Hebdom,., 
No. CXXI., p. 3.

528. The Shepherd Struck by Lightning.—Large 
volumes might be written, my dear friends, and have 
already been written, to relate all the miracles of pro
tection that are due to the scapular. Here is one that 
took place in 1855, if my memory does not deceive 
me. It was related in a journal of Aosta, in Pied
mont. A shepherd having gone to graze his flock on 
the hill that separates the village of Chanforcier from 
that of Issogne, a furious storm came on. The shep
herd took refuge with his flock under an overarching 
rock. He had only been a few moments there when 
the thunder crashed overhead and lightning struck 
the rock. Ten goats were killed, one of them quite 
close to the shepherd ; as for him, he had only his 
clothes a little damaged. When asked how it hap
pened that the lightning did not touch him, he re> 



DIVERS PRACTICES 0? DEVOTION.

plied: “ If I was not struck dead, I owe it to the 
protection of the Blessed Virgin, whom I invoked, 
hardly knowing what I said; moreover, I had my 
scapular on, so I had nothing to fear.” Accordingly 
he went early next day to the church, prostrated 
nimself at the feet of the altar of the Holy and Im
maculate Heart of Mary, and thanked her for having 
preserved his life in such a miraculous manner.— 
Recomp. IJebdom., No. CXXI., p. 5.

II.---- ON THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL.

529. A Rare Soldier.—Listen, dear friends, to one 
of the miracles of the miraculous medal. On the 14th 
of April, 1833, there arrived at the hospital in Alen
con, in the department of the Orne, a sick soldier 
who came from the hospital of Vitr6, in lie et-Vilaine 
He soon showed wnat he was: impious, irreligious, 
and rough even to brutality. The chaplain hastened 
to go and see him, compassionating his state of suffer
ing ; the opening of the jubilee was even a very natu
ral occasion for him to speak some words to him on 
that extraordinary grace, and to exhort him gently 
to imitate the example of the other soldiers who were 
beginning to prepare for it. But this unhappy man 
answered him only by abuse. The chaplain did not 
insist, and contented himself, for some days, with kind 
inquiries after his health; the sick man hardly an
swered him, and appeared much annoyed by his 
visits his words. The Sitters of Charity, who 
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had the care of the hospital, were no better received, 
notwithstanding all the kind attention they bestowed 
on him. His malady became more serious, and seeing 
that the consolations of religion became more necessary 
to him, the chaplain again urged him to have recourse 
to the good God, but he answered him only with 
blasphemies: “ Ah ! yes, your good God, he is making 
fine game of me I” And the chaplain putting in some 
charitable words on the bad things he was saying, 
he added: “ He does not like the French, your good 
God; you say that He is good and that He loves me; 
if He loved me would He make me suffer like this ? 
how have I deserved it ?” This impiety excited more 
and more the charitable zeal of the minister of a God 
who died to redeem sinners, and he spoke to him in 
forcible terms of the mercy and justice of the Lord. 
The sick man soon interrupted him with fresh insults .

You tire me to death, let me alone, I don’t want you 
or your sermons.” And he turned away so as not to 
see him. In the same way he acted towards the 
Sisters, and he knew only enough to utter the most 
horrible blasphemies against religion, and all those 
persons who reminded him of it. For some days no 
one spoke to him of religion, but every one redoubled 
their care and attention, leaving nothing undone that 
could give him pleasure. There was scarcely any 
hope left that he would return to God, for his disease 
was becoming more virulent, and so, too, were his 
sentiments; all that could then be done was to pray, 
and have him prayed for. The Sister of that ward 
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who had great confidence in the medal of the Blessed 
Virgin, felt herself inspired to fasten one to the foot of 
his bed, and did so. Meanwhile the patient continued 
in his bad dispositions, and was even indignant with 
some soldiers whom he saw preparing for confession 
to gain the jubilee indulgence. The medal had been 
six days fastened to the foot of his bed, and prayers 
were redoubled for this unhappy man, of whom they 
began to despair. One day, all the convalescents 
being at the Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament, 
the Sister approaches the patient’s bed, takes off the 
medal, and presents it to him, saying: “ Look at this 
medai, my friend, it is miraculous ; I hung it at your 
bed some days since, and I have placed you under 
the protection of the Blessed Virgin.” He did not 
raise his eyes, but grace was already working within 
him, for he did not get angry, as he usually did when 
any one spoke to him of religion. The Sister availed 
herself of this calm to speak to him of the Lord’s 
mercies, and exhorted him again to look at the medal 
which she had fastened at the foot of the bed inside. 
After several entreaties he opened his eyes and 
looked at it: “I don’t see your medal,” said he; “ it 
is a candle you have lit there,—yes, it is a light.”— 
“ You are mistaken, my friend,” said the Sister; 
“ look well I”—“ I am looking, and I see it wel 
enough; it is certainly a candle.” Astonished and 
surprised, but fearing that the patient’s sight might 
be failing, the good Sister showed him other object! 
much farther off, which he distinguished nerfeotly
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whilst continuing to see that light for more than 8 
quarter of an hour. Then the Sister spoke to him 
of the good God. Suddenly he felt himself penetrated 
with fear and love: “ I will not die in the state in 
which I am I” he cried; “ ask the chaplain if he will 
come and hear my confession I” At that moment, 
one of the other patients having blasphemed aloud : 
“ Oh ! make that unhappy man stop cursing,” said he 
to the Sister; “ I beg of you make him stop.” From 
that moment he was no more the same man. Inas
much as he had hitherto been cranky, brutal, and 
scandalous, he now became gentle, patient, mild, edi
fying in his words and all. He earnestly desired and 
asked for the last sacraments; he was prepared for 
them, and received them with a most lively faith. He 
suffered terribly, and yet was never seen to manifest 
for a single moment any impatience or ill humor. So 
he continued, constantly giving the most unequivocal 
proofs of a true conversion ; happiness and peace 
were imprinted on his brow. The miraculous medal, 
which had been hung around his neck, had worked 
yet another miracle. This soldier died on the 26th 
of June, 1833.—Account of the Miraculous Medal, 68

530. 1 Forbid You to Send for a rriest.—In the city 
of Strasburg, one of the first in France, there lived 
a man who affected that unbelief unhappily too com
mon now-a-days in certain classes of society. It is 
unnecessary to say, therefore, that he did not prac 
tise religion. After a long career, during which he 
bad shown on y some very natural virtues,-he feD 
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ill; it was in the month of June, 1835; he was soon 
reduced to the last extremity. At this cruel juncture, 
his family became exceedingly anxious. They were 
told of the imminent danger, of the necessity of call
ing in a confessor; but that was not so easily done, 
dear friends, and for this reason: A long time be
fore, this unhappy man had said to a female friend of 
the family: “It is more than probable that you will 
be in my house at the time of my last illness; well! 
I forbid you to send for a priest; mind, I absolutely 
forbid it!” This unhappy remembrance disturbed 
even the most zealous of his relations, so that no one 
dared to put the important question. Yet it so hap* 
pened that some one had been lately reading the Ac
count of the Miraculous Medal, and had seen therein 
hundreds of facts of this kind; he felt himself full of 
confidence, and proposed to place one about the sick 
man whilst he slept. This happy thought was warmly 
welcomed by all and immediately acted upon. Mary’s 
triumph was not long delayed, and one cannot think 
of it without a lively feeling of gratitude; in one mo- * 
ment, even, our unbeliever was entirely changed. 
They call in a worthy clergyman, and he receives him 
with unusual emotion; he makes a general confession, 
gives every mark of the most sincere repentance, and 
having received the sacraments of the Church, he dies 
in the best dispositions. There is what may be called 
a prodigy, dear friends! May it increase, or, at least, 
strengthen our confidence in the Blessed Virgin!— 
Account of the Miraculous Medal, 285.
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531. A Leper Cured by the Blessed Virgin.—It ia 
not only the soul, dear friends, that the Blessed Vir
gin is pleased to cure; she also relieves the body. 
Madlle. Adeline Gervais, of La Roche-Chalais, in the 
department of the Gironde, scarce twenty-two years 
of age, was afflicted some twenty months before with 
a fearful leprosy, which had already eaten away por
tions of her face and arms. Treated in vain by all 
the physicians of the city and its vicinity, and without 
experiencing any relief, she had been given up by 
them all. In this state she went to Libourne, to one 
of her sisters, who was settled there, hoping that the 
change of climate might be of some service to her. 
She had already passed two months there without 
finding herself any better. Her horrible state obliged 
her to remain shut up in a room without seeing any 
one or receiving any consolation. Meanwhile her 
mother, hearing of her sad and lonely condition, un
dertook the journey alone to go and see her. It was 
about the middle of November. She found this poor 
young lady in the same state in which she had so‘ 
iong seen her, suffering, moreover, from an ardent 
and continual fever. Her motherly heart was torn 
with anguish, and in her desolation she sought some 
relief for her trouble, when a person asked, her to go 
’ee Sister Elizabeth, a Daughter of Charity, who dwelt 
in the hospital, assuring her that she would give her 
a remedy to cure her daughter. On the 19th of No
vember, 1836, she accordingly took her dear child 
there. Although accustomed to see and treat all 
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sorts of diseases, Sister Elizabeth owns that she was 
shocked on seeing this young person, the very sight 
of whom excited pity. Yes, I will cure you, she im
mediately said ; and she gave her a medal, charging 
her to say every day the Memorare, or prayer of St. 
Bernard, and to add thereto the invocation which 
you know so well, my good little friends : O Mary, 
conceived without sin, pray for us who have recourse 
to thee. From the first day that she wore the medal, 
the leprosy began to dry up and fall away, till the 
eighth day, when it was perfectly cured. She re
mained three months longer at her sister’s to see if 
the disease would return, but nothing appeared. 
Then she returned home. All the people of the neigh
borhood were struck with wonder on seeing her, 
but none were more surprised than the doctors, who 
could scarce believe their eyes. Madlle. Adeline, 
fully convinced that she owed her cure to the Blessed 
Virgin, delighted to wear always the precious medal, 
whereby she had been cured.—Account of the Miracu
lous Medal, 74.

532. A Brother Cured by the Miraculous Medal.— 
People often go afar off*, my friends, to seek examples 
which prove the power and goodness of the Blessed 
Virgin; here is one that happened to one of our 
Brothers in 1837. This good religious had been long 
suffering from a bad foot which no remedy could cure 
and it grew worse from day to day, nothing being 
able to arrest its progress. At length, the surgeon 
judged that amputation had become indispensable 
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Justly frightened at the prospect of this operation 
the patient had recourse to prayer, but felt none the 
more relief in his sad state. One night, when he was 
Buffering more than usual, he thought of having re
course to the miraculous medal, which he wore around 
his neck. He immediately took it, slipped it between 
the bandages that wrapped his foot, so as to make ii 
touch the diseased part, and said at the same time 
the little prayer: O Mary, conceived without sin, pray 
for us who have recourse to thee. Immediately he felt 
the pain subside, so that he fell into a deep sleep, in 
which he continued till five o’clock in the morning. 
On awaking, he was surprised to find himself free 
from pain. He touches his foot, moves it, stretches 
it out, and all without suffering; the disease has 
totally disappeared. He immediately runs himself to 
apprise the Brother Director and the whole com
munity, requesting them to unite with him in return
ing thanks for a favor so precious to him, and so 
glorious to the Blessed Virgin, who had obtained it for 
him. Our Superior General himself attested this fact, 
which was known to all our Communities in Paris.— 
Account of the Miraculous Medal, 363.

533. General CanroberVs Medal.—Amongst the edi
fying examples I have read concerning the medal of 
the Immaculate Conception, justly called the mira
culous medal, there are few, my friends, that have 
struck me so much as this: General Canrobert, since 
Marshal of France, having come to take leave of the 
Empress before setting out for the Crimean war 
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her Majesty gave him a gold medal, attached to a 
silk cord, saying: “ General, wear this medal with 
faith, and I am sure it will protect you.” The brave 
General thanked the Empress, took the medal, and 
went away. Some months after, the following was 
seen in all the papers: “ General Canrobert was 
struck by a piece of a shell; happily the projectile 
did him no harm, for it was stopped by the plate of a 
blessed medal.” What some journals philosophically 
called a plate, children, the Messagcr de la Charite re
marks was the medal of the Empress. This was 
established in the most authentic manner by a letter 
which Canrobert himself addressed to the Empress 
to thank her whilst relating this fact, so evidentlj 
miraculous —Recomp. Hebdom., No. LXXXV., 6.



CHAPTER VI.

ON THE SACRAMENTS.

534. Institution of the Seven Sacraments.—You are 
not unaware, my young friends, that it was Our Lord 
who instituted the seven sacraments ; but what you, 
perhaps, do not know so well, are the passages of 
Holy Scripture which point out that institution. 
Well 1 Grotius is about to make them known to you, 
and Grotius is a learned Protestant doctor, born in 
Holland, and who lived in the XVIth century. “ Bap
tism,” says he, “ is mentioned in St. Matthew (chap. 
XXVIII., v. 19): Go ye, therefore, and teach all na
tions, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of 
the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.—Confirmation ap 
pears in the Acts of the Apostles (ch. VIII., v. 17) : 
Then they laid their hands upon them; and they re
ceived the Holy Ghost.—The Eucharist is mentioned 
in many places, especially in St. Matthew (ch. XXVI., 
v. 26, 27 and 28): And whilst they were at supper 
Jesus took bread, and blessed, and broke, and gave to His 
disciples; and said: Take ye and eat, this is My body 
And taking the chalice, He gave thanks ; and gave to 
them, saying : Drink ye all of this.—Penance is like
wise found in St. Matthew (ch. XVI., v. 19) : And ) 
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will give to thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven, ana 
whatsoever thou shaft bind upon earth, it shall be bound 
also in heaven ; and whatsoever thou shalt loose upon 
earth, it shall be loosed also in heaven.—Extrem 
CTnction appears in those words of St. Mark (ch. VI., 
v. 13): And they anointed with oil many that were 
stek, and healed them.—Order is mentioned impli 
citly in a great number of passages, but it is so in a 
positive manner in the First Epistle of St. Paul to 
Timothy (ch. V., v. 22) : Impose not hands lightly 
upon any man ; and in the second (ch. I., v. 6) : 
Wherefore it is that I exhort you to stir up the grace 
of God, which you received when I imposed hands 
upon you.—Finally, Matrimony, instituted at the be
ginning of the world, was raised by Our Lord to the 
dignity of a Sacrament; hence St. Paul plainly says, 
in the Epistle to the Ephesians (ch. V., v. 32) : It is 
a great Sacrament.'"

Such are, my friends, some of the most formal 
passages of the New Testament, touching the insti
tution of our sacraments, and it is certainly very 
curio is that they are collected by a Protestant, as I 
have just now told you.—G. S. G.

535. The Wants of Man in Society.—I know not, 
dear friends, whether you have sometimes made 
the following reflection: that the seven sacraments 
answer to all our spiritual wants, which are gen
erally analagous to our corporal wants. Thus, for 
the natural life, seven things are necessary to man. 
1st, that be come into the world; 2d, that he grovf 
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and strengthen; 3d, that he take wholesome and 
regular food, to repair his strength and preserve and 
develope life within him; 4th, that he employ reme
dies to cure himself, if he grow ill; 5th, that he sub
ject himself to a strict regimen to try to recover his 
health when he is enfeebled by age and infirmities; 
6th, that there be magistrates to protect and defend 
him, and even at need to punish him. if he should be
come hurtful to himself or others ; 7th, that he leave 
after him a family, more or less numerous, for the 
preservation of mankind. Weill dear friends, it is 
just the same with the divine and supernatural life, 
as you are going to see by the special object of eaoh 
sacrament. 1st, Baptism makes us born to the life 
of grace, which is the proper life of our soul; 2d 
Confirmation increases that life of the soul, making 
us perfect Christians ; 3d, the Eucharist is a celestia. 
nourishment, which preserves and developes the 
spiritual life within us; 4th, Penance is, as it were, a 
universal remedy, which restores health, and sometimes 
even life to our soul, when it has been wounded or 
killed by sin; 5th, Extreme Unction effaces all traces 
of spiritual diseases, and restores to the soul the 
strength it may have lost; 6th, Order gives spiritual 
magistrates, empowered to direct, defend, and if 
need be to punish us for our own good and that of 
others; 7th, Matrimony perpetuates the Church of 
God by giving her spiritual children. Do you per
ceive, dear friends, that this comparison is calculated 
to make us admire the wisdom of God, and His good 
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ness in oar regard ?—Gridel, Soirtes Chretiennes, VI. 
125.

536. Our Sacraments Appreciated by Protestants.— 
I am happy, children, speaking of our seven sacra< 
ments, to be able to quote for you the opinion of a 
famous Protestant. I mean the celebrated Goethe, a 
poet and philosopher, and one of the mightiest 
geniuses of Germany in the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries. Notwithstanding the strange errors into 
which he had the misfortune of falling, his superior 
intelligence knew how to render a solemn homage, 
the sincerity of which no one can suspect, to the sub
lime harmony which exists between the Catholic re
ligion and the highest faculties of the soul, with its 
purest affections. “Protestant worship, considered 
as a whole,” said he, “ is too meagre, too empty. Ex
amine it in detail, and you will find that the Protest
ant has not enough of sacraments; there is but on a 
in which he participates actively and spontaneously, 
and that sacrament is the Supper; for, as for Baptism, 
he only sees it conferred on others, and he does not 
actually feel its salutary effects on himself. Yet the 
Sacraments are what is most sublime in religion; they 
are the visible symbol of an extraordinary grace and 
favor which God grants to men.” After this preamble, 
Goethe gives a rapid and eloquent description of our 
seven sacraments; then he adds: “It is important 
that the source of salvation which springs for us in 
these sacraments should flow, not once only, but 
whilst we are on this earth. And these means, ths 
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efficacy of which we shall have experienced during 
our whole life, we shall feel at the gates of death, ten 
times more still their inestimable benefits. Following 
a custom which has taken root in his earliest years 
and which is become dear to him, the Christian, whose 
life is fading away, embraces with fervor the visible 
symbols of the truths which promise him a new life • 
earth has nothing more to offer him, its promises are 
dumb; but he receives from Heaven the pledges of 
an eternal felicity.” I regret, children, that this pass
age from the German writer is somewhat long; but 
I have quoted enough of it to make you feel both the 
happiness of the Catholic, who has all the sacraments 
at his disposal, and the sad condition of our erring 
brethren, who vegetate in the grievous and voluntary 
privation of the first helps.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez.,N., 
179.

537 The Marvellous Fountain.—I have read, my 
very dear friends, in the Explanation of the Nancy 
Catechism, a somewhat ingenious comparison on the 
Sacraments, which are, as it "were, so many canals 
through which we may receive the waters of grace. 
Tn the midst of a vast plain, ever green and flowery, 
there was a beautiful and magnificent fountain. It 
shed its limpid and abundant waters over the fields 
by means of seven little channels that were ever full, 
ft is true that its waters sometimes appeared a little 
bitter, but they had a wonderful virtue. In fact, ac
cording as one drank from one stream or another 
they received its salntarv effects: hem. old me® 



OX THB SACRAMENTS. 718

became young and vigorous; there, the ugly, those 
who had any deformity, any natural defect, appeared 
handsome, straight, well formed ; all the sick re
turned thence healed and strengthened. Even the 
bodies of the dead were there restored to life when 
plunged in, with certain precautions. But better still 
than that, my friends : at this marvellous fountain the 
poor became rich ; the wretched found happiness ; 
sorrowful people drank gaiety and joy. Beside this 
fountain there is another, whose waters also flow in 
great abundance; it appears, at first, to be as sweet 
as honey; but scarcely is it in the stomach when it 
produces cholic, vomiting, nervous convulsions, and 
often even death. Well! would you believe it, dear 
friends, that, notwithstanding the daily experience of 
the different effects of these two fountains, although 
many persons, undoubtedly, come to draw water from 
the first, a very great number fear not to drink of the 
second. It is a folly, you will tell aie. Doubtless 
it is, and a great folly. Try, my good friends, uever 
to be of the number of those who are attacked by it. 
You understand that the first spring of which I have 
spoken to you is the Sacraments, whilst the second ia 
the deceitful joys and pleasures of the earth.— Grjdbi 
Stnr. Chret., VI., 134.



CHAPTER VH.

BAPTISM.

ft#4. An Officer Baptized in a Fountain.—Before 
a grown person is baptized, my friends, it must first 
be aucertained that they are sufficiently instructed in 
religion. Of this we have a proof and an example 
in the Acts of the Apostles. One day the deacon, 
St. Philip, was quietly reposing in his house, when God 
spoke to him and said: “ Arise quickly and go 
towards the south, to the desert way that goeth down 
from Jerusalem to Gaza.” St. Philip arose and set 
out. . Soon he perceives a fine chariot, in which was 
a black-a-moor, who was one of the principal officers 
of Candace, queen of Ethiopia. He was returning 
from adoring God in Jerusalem, and reading the book 
of the prophet Isaiah. Philip accosts him as he sits 
in his chariot, and asks him if he understands what 
he reads. “ How can I,” said he, “ unless some one 
show me ?” He had happened on the passage where 
*saiah says, speaking of Our Lord: “Asa sheep He 
was led to the slaughter: and like a lamb without a 
voice before a shearer, so opened He not His mouth.” 
The holy deacon took occasion, then, to speak to him 
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of Jesus Christ, made him observe that those prophe
cies related to His Passion, and finally gave him a 
brief explanation of all our holy religion. The 
chariot was still going on; they soon came to a foun
tain ; the officer asked what hindered him from being 
baptized, and St. Philip, finding him sufficiently in 
structed to receive baptism, willingly conferred it 
upon him. The officer went out of the water re
generated by the new sacrament he had received, 
and went his way rejoicing.--—Acts of the Apostles, Ch. 
VIII.

539. An Actor Baptized on the Stage.—One of the 
most extraordinary baptisms I ever heard of is, un
questionably, the one of which I am going to speak 
to you. Public rejoicings were going on in Rome, 
and the Emperor Dioclesian was present with all hia 
court. An actor, named Genes, thought he could no 
better divert those idolaters than by counterfeiting, 
in derision, the ceremonies of baptism. He appeared 
on the stage lying in a bed, as though he were sick, 
and asked to be baptized, so that he might die easy. 
Two other actors then came forward, one dressed as 
a priest, the other as an exorcist. They approached 
the bed and said to Genes, with mock gravity : “ My 
child, wherefore didst thou send for us ?” The very 
moment they pronounced these words, the heart of 
Genes was changed by the grace of God, and he an 
swered very seriously: “ Because I wish to receive 
the grace of God, and, by holy regeneration, obtain 
the remission of my sins.” This only made people 
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think that he played his part all the better. The 
ceremonies of the Sacrament were then gone through 
on the very stage, just as Christians performed them 
at that period, that is to say, in 306. When the 
white robe, the mark of the newly'baptized, was put 
on Genes, soldiers took him, continuing the farce, and 
presented him to the Emperor, to be interrogated 
like the martyrs. Genes availed himself of the natural 
facility he had in speaking, and with an inspired tone 
and air, he delivered this discourse from the high 
place where he was : “ Hear me, O Emperor, and ye 
all, courtiers, senators, plebeians, and members of all 
the orders of superb Rome, hear me. Formerly 
when I so much as heard the name of Jesus Christ 
uttered I trembled with rage and outraged, in every 
way I could, those who professed that belief. I even 
hated several of my neighbors and connections, be
cause they were Christians, and I detested that re
ligion so muoh that I made myself intimately acquaint
ed with all its mysteries, as you may have observed, 
in order to make of them a public farce. But, at the 
moment wnen the water of baptism touched my 
flesh, my heart was changed, and to the questions 
put to me, I answered sincerely as I believed. I saw 
a hand stretched out from heaven, and shining angels 
hovering over me. They read in a terrible book all 
the sins I had committed from my childhood; they 
effaced them all immediately after, then showed m« 
the book whiter than snow. You, then, great Em 
p?ror, and you, spectators of all conditions, whom 
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these sacrilegious games have made laugh at oui 
divine mysteries, believe with me, who am more guilty 
than you, that Jesus Christ is the Lord, and that He 
is worthy of our adoration, and try, also, to obtain 
His mercy.” The Emperor Dioclesian, equally sur
prised and irritated, first had Genes beaten with 
rods, then he handed him over to the prefect Plau- 
tian, in order to compel him to sacrifice to the idols 
The prefect employed every torment, but in vain. 
Genes constantly answered : “ There is no master like 
Him who appeared to me; I adore and love Him 
with my whole soul; though I had a thousand lives to 
lose, nothing should separate me from Him. Never, 
no, never, shall torments take Jesus from my mouth 
and heart; I feel the deepest sorrow for all my past 
errors, and for having commenced so late to serve 
Him.” It was seen that his eloquence was making 
an impression, and they hastened to cut off his head. 
He thus went, like the newly-baptized, who have re
ceived pardon for all their sins, he thus went, I say, 
to receive in heaven the crown due to his generous 
martyrdom.—Godescard, Vie des Saints, 26th August.

540. The Forty Martyrs of Sebasti.—Ecclesiastical 
history furnishes several examples of martyrs who 
were baptized in their blood. One of the most cele
brated is that which I am going to tell you, my dear 
children!—In 320, under the Emperor Licmius, a 
Roman legion, named the Thundering, had its wintei 
quarters at Sebasti, in Armenia. Most of the sol 
diers were pagans like the Emperor; nevertheless!
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forty of them had the honor of being baptized. 
They courageously refused to offer incense to the 
idols, and were brought before Agricola, governor 
of the city, who condemned them to be exposed a 
whole night on a frozen pond. In order to tempt 
them still more, he took the cruel precaution of hav
ing a hot bath ready close at hand, and he told these 
forty heroes that those who were willing to offer sa
crifice would have only to plunge into the hot bath. 
But they all promised to persevere even to the end ; 
they said to God: “ Lord, Thou hast called forty of 
us to the combat, let forty obtain the victory.” 
Nevertheless, towards midnight, one of them, unable 
onger to bear the rigor of the cold, apostatized and 
went and threw himself into the hot bath ; the 
wretch found his death there after a few minutes. 
About an hour after, the sentinel on duty suddenly 
saw a brilliant light; and it seemed to descend from 
heaven and place a crown on the head of each valiant 
soldier of Christ. But as there were forty-crowns, 
and only thirty-nine martyrs, there remained one 
without an owner. Then the sentry immediately 
quits his box, leaving his arms behind, strips himself 
of his furred coats, and goes to place himself on the 
ice beside the others, crying as loud as he could, “I, 
too, am a Christian /” I need not tell you, my good 
friends, that the fortieth crown was for him. Thus 
he was baptized in his own blood.—Godesoard, Viei 
des Saints, 10tn March.

541. A Child Resuscitated to be Baptized.—Baptism
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ie so necessary for salvation, dear fiiends, that even chil
dren cannot enter heaven if they have not been re
generated by this sacrament. It has even happened 
that some of these poor little children, having died 
without being baptized, were miraculously restored 
to life. St Augustine himself relates an interesting 
instance of this kind, which I am going to tell you. 
At Uzale a woman had an infant son; she so ardently 
desired to make him a good Christian, that she had 
him already inscribed on the roll of the catechumens. 
Unfortunately he died before they had time to bap
tize him; his mother was overwhelmed with grief, 
still more for his being deprived of life eternal, than 
because he was dead to her. Full of confidence, 
nevertheless, she takes the dead child, and publioly 
carries it to the Church of St. Stephen, the first mar
tyr. There she commences praying for the son she 
had just lost, and she prayed in these terms : “ Holy 
martyr, thou seeest that I am left without any con
solation, for I cannot say that my son is gone before 
me, since thou knowest he is lost, and that is why I 
weep ; give me back my son, so that I may see him 
in heaven in the presence of Him who crowned thee I” 
Whilst praying in this way, and shedding bitter tears, 
er son moved, uttered a cry, and was suddenly re- 
tored to life. And because his mother had said, Thou 

knowest why I ask him back, God was pleased to 
show that she spoke sincerely. She immediately 
brought him to the priests, he was baptized, sancti 
fiedj anointed, hands were imposed upon him, and 
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after thus receiving the Sacraments of Baptism and 
Confirmation, he died anew. The pious mother, 
happy in having seen him regenerated in the waters 
of baptism, took care not to lament his death; on the 
contrary, she followed him to the grave with a gay 
and smiling air because she knew very well that he 
was not going into a cold sepulchre, but to dweL 
with the angels in heaven.—St. Augustine, Sermon 324.

542. Can One be Baptized with Sand ?—You all 
know, my friends, that baptism cannot be adminis
tered except with natural water, even in case of urgent 
need. Here is a curious story on that subject, which 
happened at the end of the sixth century, or in the 
first years of the seventh. It is related by a cele
brated priest and solitary of Egypt, named John 
Mosch, who was himself told it by the Abbot Octa
vius, an eye-witness. “ In my childhood,” said that 
abbot, “ I lived at Alexandria; I was very giddy and 
thoughtless. One day, having been severely chas
tised for a serious fault I had committed, I fled from 
my father’s house with nine others, as silly as myself, 
with the exception of one, who had much good sense 
and religion. We took the way to Jerusalem. When 
we were in the desert of Arabia, one of us, who was 
a little Jew, fell suddenly sick unto death, which gave 
us a great deal of concern, as we knew not what to do 
with him. We did not abandon him, however, but 
assisting him with the charity common to those who 
travel in company, we carried him, in turn, the best 
way we could, so as to take him, if possible, to somi 
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inhabited place, and not let him die in the desert 
But the want of nourishment, the violence of the 
fever, excess of fatigue and thirst, having reduced him 
to such an extremity that he could no longer bear to 
be carried, we resolved, although with much grief and 
many tears, to leave him, lest we, too, should die in 
the desert of hunger and thirst. We laid him on the 
sand and left him; but when he saw us going away, 
he besought us by all that is most holy not to let him 
die a Jew, but to have the charity to baptize him, so 
that, being a Christian, he might go to enjoy the pre
sence of God on departing this life. As we had no 
water and knew not what to resolve on, the one whom 
I mentioned as the most sensible of us all, being 
doubtless inspired by God, filled his two hands with 
sand, which he poured three times on the Jew’s head, 
saying the sacramental words: I baptize thee in the 
name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
(xhost. As for us, we all answered Amen when he 
named each person of the Most Holy Trinity. I take 
God to witness that this ceremony was no sooner 
ended than Jesus Christ Our Lord cured the child 
so perfectly that there remained not in him the least 
trace of his malady, nor any weakness whatever; he 
was even in such good health that he made with the 
greatest ease all the rest of the journey through the 
desert. When we arrived at Ascalon we took the 
Jew, now a Christian, to the blessed Bishop Denis, 
and told him all thart had happened. He assembled 
his clergy, in order to consult whether that baptism, 
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given with sand instead of water, might pass for a 
true baptism. Some said yes, since the action waa 
followed by a great miracle, others maintained the 
contrary, on the authority of St. Gregory of Nazian- 
zen and Our Lord himself, who says that unless a man 
be born again of water and the Holy Ghost, he shall not 
enter the kingdom of God. These reasons and a num
ber of others having been advanced on both sides, the 
holy Bishop Denis ordered the child to be baptized 
anew in the sacred waters of the Jordan; but to re
ward the piety and zeal of the youth who had bap 
tized him with sand, in the extreme desire the child 
had of becoming a Christian, he conferred upon him 
the dignity of deacon.—John Mosch, Pre Spirituel, 
Ch. 50.

543. My Fathers Name and Likeness.—By bap
tism we become children of God; and children 
ought to imitate their father, and beware of doing 
anything that might displease him or dishonor his 
name. When you come to read the history of 
Poland, my very dear friends, you will there find 
something that may serve you as a lesson in this re
spect. Boleslaus IV., king of that country, ascended 
the throne in 1146, and reigned thirteen years. He 
so loved his father, who was also called Boleslaus, 
that he had a fine miniature taken of him, got it 
framed in gold, hung it round his neck like a medal 
and all the day he kept looking at it and kissing it 
with the greatest fondness. When he meant to 
undertake anything of importance, if he were about
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to go on a journej „ to dictate a law, to pronounce 
a sentence, he took that precious portrait, glued his 
lips to it with love and fervor, and said from the 
depth of his heart: “ O my father! pray to God that 
I may never dishonor thy name; let me not say or 
do anything unworthy of thee I” Let us imitate this 
example, my friends I we bear within us the image of 
God, Our Father, let us never do anything that would 
displease Him.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., I., 82.

544. The. Body of a Child Found in the Filth of 
the Street.—I have already told you, dear friends, 
that baptism is so necessary for the salvation, even of 
little children, that God has sometimes wrought 
miracles on that account, to reward the faith of His 
servants. A sight well worthy of public attention 
was witnessed by the whole parish of St. Martin-des 
Champs, in Paris. It was that of a miracle which 
took place, in 1393, by the powerful intercession of 
the Blessed Virgin, Mother of God, and that prodigy 
is stamped with all the characters of truth. An un
fortunate woman, having forgotten the laws of re
ligion and honor, from one crime precipitated herself 
into another; she even came at last to stifle the cries 
of nature. To save her reputation, and get rid of a 
little girl whom she had brought into the world, she 
had the horrible barbarity to take the life of the un 
happy ohild, by thrusting a piece of linen into its 
mouth, so that it could not breathe, and was smoth 
ered. Then she had it secretly carried out of the city 
•id buried in a heap of manure, near the door of St 
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Martin des-Champs Providence arranged it so that 
a huntsman passed that way some time after ; one of 
his dogs stopped at the place, began to smell round 
the heap of dirt, scattered it with his paws, and ex
posed the child to view. People ran from all 
parts, and as there was no proof that baptism 
had been administered, it was thought that 
the body ought not to be buried in consecrated 
ground. Whilst the people were consulting about it, 
a woman, touched with compassion, cried out that 
it was a great pity an innocent creature should be 
deprived of the sight of God by the fault of its pa
rents; and, instantly, taking the little body in her 
arms, she proposed to carry it to the church, and 
ask the Blessed Virgin to intercede for it. It was a 
second prodigy, remarks the historian of the time of 
Charles VI., that of more than four hundred persons 
who heard what the woman said, not one opposed it, 
and that, on the contrary, all of them followed to the 
Church of St. Martin-des-Champs. When they 
reached the church the pious woman laid the child 
before the altar of the Blessed Virgin, and the relig
ious and all present were asked to pray for it. At 
the end of some moments the protection of Mary was 
publicly manifested: the dead infant gave signs of 
life; she made an effort to throw out the cloth that 
had stifled her, and succeeded; then gave a loud cry 
This was the signal for universal acclamation ; all the 
bells were rung, the Te Deum was sung, and as the 
crowd was so dense that not a step could be mad?
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in the chusch towards the baptismal font, the child 
was baptized at the foot of the altar, and received the 
name of Mary. It lived three hours after, in the 
sight of every one; a nurse was even brought, who 
suckled it several times. This child of benediction 
then died, and, on the morrow, it was buried in the 
church, under the very altar at which it was bap
tized.—Debussi, Nouveau Mois de Marie, 132.

545. How One Ought to Live After Baptism.— 
When one has had the happiness of being baptized, 
like you and me, my very dear friends, they should, 
by right, never more offend the good God. There 
were Saints, nay,, even poor savages, who did so. 
Listen : A pious missionary, whose name I have for
gotten, was traversing the wildest regions of North 
America to win souls for Christ; he stopped at the 
principal villages, and often found there savages whom 
grace brought to him from a considerable distance. 
He instructed them, baptized those whom he thought 
well disposed, and then went on his way to other 
places. A savage one day presented himself to him 
whose fervor appeared to have something extraordi
nary ; so soon as he was well instructed in the mys
teries of our holy religion and what relates to the 
sacraments, the missionary administered baptism to 
him, and also gave him the divine Eucharist, which 
this good Indian received with the most lively trans
ports of love and gratitude. The missionary then 
went off on other apostolic excursions. A year after 
he returned to the place where dwelt this Indian com 
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verL As soon as the latter was aware of the mis 
sionary’s arrival, he ran to throw himself at his feet, 
and bathed them with his tears; he knew not how 
to express the joy he felt in seeing again him who had 
begotten him to Jesus Christ. He soon entreats the 
Father to grant him once more the happiness he had 
made him enjoy the year before. “ Of what happi 
uess do you speak ?” asks the missionary. “ Ah I 
my father, do you not know ? the happiness of receiv
ing within me the body of my God 1”—“ Willingly, 
my child, but first you must go to confession. Have 
you examined your conscience well ?”—“ Father, I 
examined it every day, as you charged me to do last 
year.”—“ In that case, kneel down, and declare to me 
the faults into which you may have fallen since your 
baptism.”—•“ What faults, Father ?”•—“ Why, the 
grave faults you feel having wilfully committed against 
the commandments of God and the Church.”—“Grave 
faults!" answers the savage all amazed; “can any one 
offend God after they are baptized, and especially 
after having received communion ? Is there any where 
Christians capable of such ingratitude ?” Saying 
these words he burst into tears, and the missionary, 
on his side, wept too, blessing God for having pre
pared for himself even in the forests of America sucl 
worshippers, who may, indeed, be called worshipper!, 
in spirit and in truth. What a lesson for us, dear 
friends 1—Let us try to profit by it.—Dbbussi, Nouv 
iMois de Marie, 135.
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546. A Child Lying with the Desire of Baptism.— 
You have not forgotten, dear friends, that baptism 
may be supplied in divers ways for those who have 
come to the use of reason. They may, for example, 
be saved by the baptism of desire. Here is a very 
interesting instance of that which I read in the An
nals of the Propagation of the Faith. It is M. Odin, 
missionary apostolic,* who himself relates it. “At 
Borne distance from our establishment at Barrens, in 
Missouri (United States of America), there was a dis
trict inhabited by Protestants or infidels, with the 
exception of three or four Catholic families. In 1834 
we had the consolation of baptizing several persons 
there; thus it was that the Lord was pleased to re
ward the kindness with which one of the most re
spectable inhabitants gave us hospitality every time 
we journeyed that way. This worthy man, who was 
not a Catholic, had three little children, who received 
with eagerness the instructions we never failed tc 
give them. The tallest of the sons, only eight years 
old, especially showed such a particular relish for the 
word of God that he learned by heart the entire 
catechism. Evening and morning he addressed his 
little prayer to the good God, and if ever his little 
sister missed that holy exercise, he reproached her 
very seriously. Things were at this point when the 
cholera broke out in the neighborhood ; then this 
good little boy said simply to his mother: 1 Mamma, 
the cholera is coming here; oh! how glad I should 

•Subsequently Archbishop of New Orleans. 
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be if <he priests from the seminary came to baptize 
me. That cruel disease will attack me, I am sure it 
will, and I shall die without baptism; then you will 
be sorry.’ Alas I the poor child predicted truly : he 
was one of the first victims of the dreadful plague. 
During the short moments of his cruel sufferings he 
incessantly asked for baptism, and even w’ith his last 
sigh he kept repeating: ‘ Oh 1 if any one would bap
tize me! My God ! must I die without being bap
tized ?’ The mother, thinking that she could not her
self administer that sacrament, although there was 
evident necessity, was in the greatest trouble; neither 
would the child consent to receive it from the hands 
of a Protestant minister. At last he died without 
having obUaned his ardent wish. As soon as I heard 
of the obolera being in that part of the country I 
hasten^ thither ; but I only reached there some 
hours after tho child’s funeral. The family was 
plunged in the greatest affliction. I consoled them 
all I could, and especially in relation to the eternal 
destiny of their poor little one, by explaining to them 
w’hat the Church teaches us on the baptism of desire. 
This consoling doctrine much assuaged their grief; 
after giving the other necessary instructions, I bap
tized the mother and the two young children, and 
some days after the father failed not to follow the 
example of his family.” There is a story, my friends 
that will fully enable us to understand what is meant 
by the baptism of desire, and will also make you 
thank God for the happiness he gave you of receiving
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that sacrament in your earliest infancy.—Annals of 
the Propagation of the Faith, IV.

547. The Renewal of the Baptismal Vows.—An im 
posing ceremony is that of the renewal of the bap
tismal vows; but, very dear children, I doubt whether 
you have ever seen one so solemn as that which I 
am going to describe for you. In 1845, in the very 
middle of the sound between the islands of Java and 
Sumatra, in the Indian Ocean, the ship HOrient pre
sented a spectacle well worthy to fix the eyes of 
Heaven. After the exercises of the Month of Mary 
had been gone through with the most touching piety, 
there was a general communion, in which all took 
part, from the captain to the smallest cabin-boy. In 
the evening vespers were sung by two choirs; then 
took place the renewal of the baptismal vows, which 
was preceded and followed by a little instruction. 
You cannot think what impression that ceremony, 
which was certainly to no one a mere formality, 
made on those brave fellows. After the missionaries 
had themselves renewed the promises of their bap
tism, to give the example, the captain advanced to 
the foot of the altar, at the head of his men, and 
pronounced the usual formula in a firm and ener
getic tone, the more striking because it contrasted 
strangely with the tears that stood in his eyes. You 
should have seen and heard him, with all the others, 
standing, with his right hand on the book of the Gos
pels, pronouncing slowly and in a tremulous voice 
these words: I renounce Satan, His pomps, His works
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AND I ATTACH MYSELF TO JeSUS CHRIST ALONE. Thia 

was all that had been put in the formula, but the 
captain added, For ever, and most of the others r 
peated after him that eternal oath. Then came the 
consecration to the good Virgin of sailors, who wat 
never forgotten in their pious conversations. It was 
followed by a little hymn, the last verse of which ifl 
as follows:

Vois cette foule recueillle, 
Qui f appartient, qui te supplie; 
Ce sont tea enfants Agenoux, 

Marie;
Jette ton regard le plus doux

Sur tons.*

Behold thia crowd assembled,
To thee belonging, thee entreating; 
Thy kneeling children are they all, 
Oh I Mary, cast thy sweetest look 

Upon them 1

At these words all fell on their knees, as if in
stinctively. Finally, the Te Deum was sung, in a full 
chorus, in which every one joined, with an expres
sion of happiness that surpasses all description. If 
Chateaubriand, the sublime author of the Genius of 
Christianity, had been there, he, at least, might havq 
done justice to that scene.—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, VI^ 
248.

* Which may be thus translated:



CHAPTER Vm.

CONFIRMATION,

548. A True Soldier of Christ.—By Confirmation, 
dear children, you know we become perfect Chris
tians, and it imprints in us the indelible character 
of soldiers of Christ. Would you have an example 
of it ? In the oity of Cesarea, in Palestine, a soldier 
named Marinus was serving in the army of the Em
peror Gallian; it was about the year 264. He was 
entitled to the rank of centurion, or captain of a hun
dred men, which was vacant at the time; he was 
even on the point of obtaining it when another pre
sented himself at the tribunal and declared that, ac
cording to the laws, Marinus had no right to that 
position, because be was a Christian, and did not sac
rifice to the emperor. “ It is to me,” he added, “that 
the place belongs of right, because I am the first in 
point of seniority.” The governor, named Achea, 
asked Marinus what he thought of it, and the latter 
confessed publicly and constantly that he was a Chris
tian. The judge gave him three hours’ time to refleot 
on what he was to do. As he left the tribunal the 
Bishop Theotecue accosted him, took him by the 
hand and led him to the church. He brought him 
into the very sanctuary, and raising his large military
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cloak, took the sword he wore at bis side, and at the 
same time presented him with the book of the holy 
Gospels, saying: “ Choose which you will, either an 
officer’s sword or the book of the Gospels.” With
out hesitating, Marinus stretched out his right hand 
and took the sacred book. “Attach thyself, then, to 
God,” said Theotecue ; “ He will strengthea thee, 
and obtain for thee that which thou hast chosen ; go 
m peace I” As he left the church he was called by 
the public crier to appear before the judge. He pre
sented himself at the tribunal, and, having given testi 
mony to his faith still more boldly, he was imme 
diately dragged to execution just as he was. Some 
moments after his head rolled on the ground, but his 
soul went straight to heaven ; he proved that he was 
what may be called a valiant soldier of Christ.— 
Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist.y III., 55. '

549. One Newly Confirmed Who Triumphs Over 
the Devil.—When we have the happiness, my friends, 
of being truly Christian, we are more powerful than 
the devil himself. The Emperor Julian, styled the 
apostate, having resolved publicly to profess idola
try, had caused great preparations to be made for 
a sacrifice he was to offer in a temple dedicated to 
the demon. He repaired thither with much pomp 
attended by his whole court, to give to that impious 
action all the splendor possible. All being ready, the 
Emperor made a sign for them to commence. But 
what was the astonishment of the pagan priests, when 
they found themselves quite bewildered and unable^ 
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notwithstanding all their efforts, to proceed with that 
abominable ceremony ? Their very knives, which they 
had taken care to sharpen well, would no longer enter 
the flesh of the victims j at last the fire they had kindled 
on the altar was suddenly extinguished. The chief 
sacrificer then exclaimed: “ Surely there is here a great 
unknown power that opposes our designs.” He 
then besought Julian to allow a search to be made to 
ascertain whether there w as not, amongst the specta
tors, some Christian who had been lately washed 
with wrater or anointed witl chrism; you understand, 
dear friends, that by these expressions he meant to 
designate the Sacrament of Baptism and that of Con
firmation. There was, in fact, in the temple, a young 
page of the Emperor’s who was a Christian, and who 
lad received Confirmation but a few days before. 
The Emperor having said aloud: Let this search be 
made / the page hesitated not to present himself and 
jay: “ Know that I am a Christian; I have been 
baptized, and it is not long since I was anointed with 
the chrism of Confirmation to strengthen me in the 
combat. I am a disciple of Jesus Christ, who re
deemed me by the cross; I acknowledge Him as my 
God, and glory in belonging to Him. It is I, or 
rather it is the Lord whom I serve, that has prevented 
the act of impiety you were about to perform. I in 
voked in my heart the sacred name of Jesus Christ 
and your demons had no longer any power. In the 
name of Jesus Christ, who is the true God, they have 
been put to flight.” The Emperor Julian, who had been 
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a Christian, and was well instructed in the power of 
Our Lord, was seized with terror. He dreaded the 
effects of His vengeance and left the temple, covered 
with confusion and without saying a single word. The 
courageous soldier of Christ also went away and re
lated to the Christians what had just happened; they 
gave glory to God therefor, and recognized how for
midable to the demon are those in whom dwelleth the 
power of the Holy Ghost, by the Sacrament of Confir
mation.—Lassausse, Explic. du Cat. de VEmpire, 478.

550. Confirmation Given by St. Cuthbert.— Cities 
which have no bishops, as well as thousands of vil
lages scattered throughout the provinces, can but 
rarely enjoy the privilege of seeing the chief pastor 
of their diocese. But what joy there is, for that 
very reason, when he goes thither to administer the 
Sacrament of Confirmation. I have read that St 
Cuthbert, Bishop of Lindisfarne, in England, who lived 
in the seventh century, marked all his pastoral visits 
by miracles and benefits of every kind. He went 
through the smallest villages and did not disdain to 
enter even the poorest cabins. His principal care 
was to administer to the newly-baptized the Sacra
ment of Confirmatiol # in order that they might re
ceive the grace of the Holy Spirit by the imposition 
of hands. One day, having entered, with that inten
tion, the house of an earl, whose wife was danger
ously ill, this nobleman went to meet him, threw 
himself on his knees, and thanked God for his arrival. 
Having brought him into his house, where he treated 
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him very kindly, he began to speak to him of the 
desperate malady of his wife, earnestly entreat
ing him to bless water wherewith to sprinkle 
her. “I believe,” said he, “that by that means 
she will either be restored to health, or if she must 
die, she will pass from death to life everlasting.” 
The man of God acceded to his prayer, and hav
ing blessed the water they brought him, he gave it 
to the priest who accompanied him, telling him to 
sprinkle some of it over the sick person. The priest 
executed the holy bishop’s order; he sprinkled the 
sick woman with the holy water, and even poured 
some drops thereof into her mouth. Immediately 
she felt herself entirely cured; she blessed and 
thanked God for that miraculous favor, rose on the 
instant, and had the happiness of entertaining the 
holy bishop herself.—Bede, Life of St. Cuthbert, Ch. 
XXIX.

551. Two Possessed Persons Receiving Cofirmation. 
—It is with the Sacrament of Confirmation as with 
all others, dear friends; it always does good to our 
soul when we receive it with holy dispositions; but 
it often exercises, too, a favorable influence on our 
body. I read a striking instance of this kind in the 
.ife of St. Bont, Bishop of Clermont, the chief town 
of the department of Puy-de-Dome; that holy bishop 
lived in the seventh century. One day, going through 
the mountains of Auvergne, he saw at a distance two 
men coming towards him in a supplicating posture, 
who addressing him besought him to impose handi 
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on them and give them the Sacrament of Confirma 
tion. At that period of faith and piety, my good 
friends, it was not with indifference that a favorable 
opportunity of receiving Confirmation was expected 
on the contrary, each one made it a duty to seek it 
with eagerness, and to prepare for it with much fer 
vor. The two persons of whom I have spoken were 
in a state of grace, but they had the misfortune of 
being possessed by the devil, who tormented them 
from time to time in a horrible manner. St. Bout, 
who was ignorant of the fact, questioned them a little 
to sound their dispositions, betook himself to prayer 
imposed hands upon them, and at length continued 
his way without any delay. Some minutes after, his 
attendants, having the curiosity to follow with theii 
eyes the two newly-confirmed persons, were not a 
little surprised to see them throwing up a great 
quantity of blood; it was the devil delivering them 
of his presence, because he could no longer, of course, 
torment men who had just received the Holy Ghost 
with the plenitude of His graces.—D. Mabillon, a 
Third Century Benedictine.

552. The Holy Chrism Multiplied Miraculously.— 
None of you is ignorant that the matter of the 
sacrament of Confirmation is the holy chrism, com 
posed of olive oil and balsam. There happened in 
the eighth century an astonishing miracle connected 
therewith ; I am going to tell you how it was. St. 
Pirmin, founder of several monasteries, abbot, and 
chorepiscopus in Germany, was applying himself m 
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usual to the functions of preaching. A crowd of 
persons, even from different countries, attracted by 
the odor of his sanctity, came unceasingly to hear his 
exhortations, and earnestly requested to receive the 
salutary imposition of hands and the unction of Con
firmation. But because the place was narrow and 
shut in between two rivers, he went to a more con
venient place for the performance of this sacred rite. 
God made known by a celebrated miracle how much 
He favored it, for as that holy bishop was giving 
Confirmation to a great number of persons, it hap
pened that there was not enough of the holy chrism 
to confirm all that presented themselves. St. Firm in, 
seeing himself reduced to this extremity, said to one 
of his ministers: “ Go quick, and bring the phials 
from the monastery, and fill them again, so that we 
may still make use of the holy unction.” The minis
ter, obeying the holy bishop’s orders, took hold of 
the stocks; but scarcely had he looked at them, when 
he found them filled with miraculous oil. Seeing, 
then, such an evident miracle, the priest lost no time 
in going to manifest to the holy pontiff the singular 
favor which God had granted him. There was there 
a great assembly of people, who, struck with admira
tion at so great a miracle, could not sufficiently ex
press their joy, or proclaim the praises of Jesus Christ. 
The holy prelate, having likewise returned thanks to 
God, went on confirming all that came; for the peo
ple came in greater crowds, and with more devotion, 
knowing that the holy chrism wherewith they were 
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to be confirmed had, as it were, come down from 
he? Ten, and St. Pirmin was kept all day giving Con- 
firn\ation. Night being come, the holy bishop gave 
the people his blessing, and each one returned home, 
full of celestial joy, blessing and praising God for so 
great a marvel.—D. Mabillon.

553. Negligence of a Bishop in Administering Con
firmation.—Confirmation is a sacrament so precious, 
dear children, that we should hasten to receive it, 
and bishops always make it a duty to administer it. 
One day, a man, in deep affliction, went to St. 
Maurice, Bishop of Ghent, and earnestly besought 
him to come to his house, to confirm his child, who 
was i ery ill, and must soon die. It was the custom 
then to administer that sacrament even to children 
who had not yet the use of reason. The bishop ac
ceded to his request, but his occupations not having 
permitted him to go immediately, the child died 
during that short interval. When the holy man 
learned tne news, he was in such trouble that he be
wailed, for several days, with copious and bitter tears, 
what he called his negligence. His grief at length 
reached such a point that he persuaded himself he 
was no longer worthy of being a bishep, and fled to 
England, where he took service as gardener in a 
prince’s household, the better to conceal his former 
dignity. Long after, his friends succeeded in dis
covering the place of his retreat, and after much per- 
Buasion, prevailed upon him to return to Ghent 
What a high esteem must not that holy bishop havf
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had for the Sacrament of Confirmation, when he 
thought himself obliged to undergo so long a penance, 
for having been the involuntary cause of a child dying 
without receiving that sacrament I A great lesson 
for those who neglect to receive it, or to prepare for 
it.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 59.



CHAPTER IX
THE EUCHARIST.

I.---- ON THE SACRAMENT OF THE EU0HAK.8T.

554. A Jewish Glass-Founder's Son.—My deal 
friends, there happened in the time of St. Mennas, patri 
arch of Constantinople, in the sixth century, a miracle 
too plain and too well attested to be passed over in 
silence. It was the custom at Constantinople, when 
the holy Eucharist was being renewed, to have the 
particles of the sacred host that remained from the 
last consecration eaten by children still in a state of 
innocence. The Greek historian Nicephorus assures 
us that he was called on several times in his childhood, 
to communicate in this way. One day when the 
children were brought from the schools for that 
purpose, there was amongst them a little Jew, who 
received Communion with the others. His father, a 
glass-founder by profession, wanted to know why he 
came home so late that day from school. The child 
simply told him what had passed. The Jew having 
learned that he had received the Eucharist, was so 
enraged that he flung the poor child into the fiery 
furnace in which he melted glass. The mother, 
in her grief and terror for the disappearance of her 
child, made the house re-echo with her cries ; at 
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length, at the end of three days, passing near tLe fur 
nace, lamenting aloud, she heard a voice gently call
ing her. Not knowing, at first, where the voice came 
from, she opens the furnace; she perceives her dear 
child quietly sitting in the midst of the flames, with
out appearing to suffer the least in the world from the 
fire. She draws him out immediately and asks him 
how it was that he was not burned up amongst those 
red coals. “ Mamma, a lady all dressed in purple 
often appeared to me in those three days; she threw 
water about me, extinguishing the fire that might 
reach me, and she fed me all that time.” The 
whole city soon heard of this amazing prodigy. The 
mother and her son immediately embraced the Cath
olic religion and had themselves baptized. As for 
the father, he obstinately refused to be converted, 
he was punished with death for this fearful attempt 
on the life of his child, and that by order of the Em
peror Justinian himself. This happened at Constan
tinople, in the year 532 of our era.—Abb6 Favre, Le 
Cid Ouvert, 142.

555. The Mystery of the Eucharist.—You remem
ber, children, that a mystery is a truth which we are 
bound to believe, although we can neither compre
hend nor explain it. The Eucharist is of that num
ber ; we know well that the bread and wine are 
changed into the body and blood of Our Lord, but 
we know not how that can be done. Here is some
thing that may give us an ide* of it. I have read 
that Samenes, Bishop of Gaza, m Palestine, travelling
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one day with a caravan, a Turk asked him how He 
could imagine that bread changed into the body and 
blood of Jesus Christ. The holy bishop immediately 
answered : “ That is not very difficult to God, for He 
can well effect by a miracle what He does every day 
in the natural order. At the moment of your birth 
you were not as large as you are now; who made 
you grow ? Is it not that what you eat was changed 
into your substance ?”—“ But, is it possible,” said the 
Mussulman, “ that the same body of Jesus Christ is 
in all your churches ?”—“ Nothing is impossible to 
God,” answered the bishop, “ and that answer ought 
to suffice for you; but, to prove to you that that is 
not incredible, remember that if a glass is broken the 
same image is produced in all the pieces, and is com
plete in every piece. But here is a still better proof: 
now that I am speaking to you, are not my words 
heard entire by each person present ? Explain to me 
how that is done, and you will be able to comprehend 
the mystery of the Eucharist.” At these words the 
Turk remained confused, and knew not what to say; 
but the Christians present were edified and confirmed 
in their faith.—Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 364.

556. How Hosts Were Made ForwerZy.-—Nothing 
proves better, children, the profound respect which 
the Church bears to the Holy Eucharist than the 
precautions and the religious care wherewith the 
hosts for consecration were formerly made, and are 
even still made. I am very sure that you will read 
with interest the following ourious details. They
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are related by St. Uldaric, a monk of the Abbey of 
Cluny, who lived in the eleventh century. “ It is not 
allowed to work at this after eating. The wheat 
with which hosts should be made, however good and 
pure its quality may be, is, nevertheless, chosen grain 
by grain, and that by no others but the monks them
selves. It is afterwards put in a bag, not the first 
that comes, but of some good material, and prepared 
for that express purpose. This bag is tied, then 
given in charge to a servant, who must be neither 
giddy nor frolicsome. That servant takes it imme
diately to the mill, washes the two millstones, and 
covers them with curtains above and below; he 
clothes himself with an alb, and puts an amice on his 
head, tying it so that only his eyes can be seen. He 
thus grinds the wheat and sifts the flour, after having 
first washed the sieve well. The high treasurer of 
the church, if he be not priest or deacon, seeks some 
one to finish this work in his place; he also seeks two 
other religious, priests or deacons, who know how 
to do it; they are to take with them a lay brother. 
These three religious, after having finished the noc
turns, put on their boots, wash their face and hands, 
then go to the altar, where they sing lauds and prime, 
adding thereto the Seven Penitential Psalms and the 
Litany of the Saints. Afterwards the three religious 
who are in orders clothe themselves in albs and 
amices destined for that single purpose. One of them 
spreads flour and kneads it very firm on a clean ta
ble ; it is kneaded with cold water, so that the hosts 
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may become white; the two other religious serve to 
form the hosts. Now, the water is carried in no 
other vessel than that which is used to carry the 
water for Mass. As for the lay brother, he holds the 
iron instrument in which the hosts are to be baked ; 
for that he takes care to have his hands covered with 
gloves. Meanwhile the monks chant the remaining 
portion of the office, and when the hosts are baked 
they sing the Office of the Blessed Virgin. They ob
serve silence at all the hours, and take care that not 
only their spittle, but even their breath, does not go 
in any way whatever that can soil the hosts they are 
making. If they happen to want anything, it is only 
the brother that can answer the domestics. Finally, 
the fire is only made with wood prepared expressly 
for that use.” All these precautions give a high idea 
of the sanctity of the Eucharist.—Genevaux, Hist 
(Jhoi sics, 310.

557. The Blessed Sacrament Carried on Horseback. 
—One of the most edifying instances I have read, dear 
friends, touching tbe respect and veneration where
with the Blessed Sacrament should be honored, is re
lated in the history of the Emperors of Austria. 
One of the heads of that illustrious house, Rodolph, 
Count of Hapsburg, being one day following the 
thase in the mountains of Switzerland, perceived a 
poor priest who was much embarrassed to cross a 
stream swollen by rain ; he had to cross it to bring 
the holy Viaticum to a sick person. Immediately the 
noble count alights from his horse, makes the priest 



TH! 1UCHABI8T. 746

mount him, and follows himself on foot with much 
recollection. The priest afterwards wanted to give 
back his horse to the prince, but the latter answered : 
“ I do not deem myself worthy of ever again mount
ing a horse which has had the honor of bearing the 
Lord of lords; it is from Him that I hold in fief all I 
possess.” And so saying he left his beautiful courser 
at the service of the poor priest and his church. The 
report of this so edifying event was soon noised 
abroad through the valleys of Switzerland, and thence 
into the other provinces of the German Empire; it 
everywhere caused a pious joy to all the people, great 
and small. Rodolph himself was rewarded for it in 
a very extraordinary manner even in this life; for, that 
prince having gone to visit a holy recluse, she fore
told him that he should be greatly honored in this 
world, specially because of his having humbly given 
his horse for the use of the King of Heaven. And so 
it happened, dear friends, for Rodolph of Hapsburg 
became Emperor of Germany some years after, that is 
to say in 1273.—Sciimid et Belet, Cat. Hist., Ill, 68.

558. A Host Crucified! . . . .—There exists, dear 
friends, a great number of hosts that are called mira
culous, because they recall prodigious facts to which 
they gave rise. The history of that of St. Jean-en- 
Grdve, at Paris, is one of the most celebrated and 
most authentic. A poor woman, who had need of 
money, had borrowed from a Jewish usurer a small 
sum, and had given him in pledge all she had best in 
clothes and linen. The feast of Easter being near 
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she entreated him to lend her, at least for that great 
day, what she had pawned with him. “ I will will
ingly consent,” said he, “ and even forgive you the 
whole sum I lent you, if you promise to bring me 
the host you will receive in communion.” The desire 
of having her clothes again, and not being obliged to 
repay the sum borrowed, was for that unhappy woman 
a temptation which she could not resist; she prom
ised to bring him the host, and, what is still more, she 
kept her promise. On the morrow she went to her 
parish church, and, after receiving the Sacred Host 
into her mouth, she hastened to take it out again, 
wrapped it in a handkerchief, and brought it to the 
wretched Jew to whom she had promised it. It was 
to gratify his hatred of Our Lord that this abomin
able man wanted to have a host; he treated it with 
the greatest indignity, and Jesus Christ constantly 
showed him how sensible He waa to the outrages 
offered Him. He first put the host on a table, and 
struck it repeatedly with a penknife ; blood immedi
ately flowed from it in abundance, which caused the 
man’s wife and children to shudder with horror He 
then nailed it to a wall and brutally struck it; then 
he pierced it with a lance, to renew the frightful tor
ments of Our Lord’s Passion. It then shed blood 
anew, as though to prove to the execrable wretch that 
it was not merely material bread. He threw it in 
the fire, and it was seen flying here and there with
out receiving any injury. The infernal rage that ani
mated the Jew led him to throw it into a pot of boil 
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ing water; the water took the oolor of blood, and 
the Host then appeared visibly under the very form 
of Christ crucified ! This sight so terrified this dei- 
cide Jew that he went to hide himself in a dark 
corner of his house; but it was not long before his 
crime was discovered, and in this way. One of his 
children, seeing people going to church, cried out 
simply: “ Do not go to church any more to seek your 
God; don’t you know my father killed Him?” A woman, 
hearing what he said, entered the house under pre
tence of asking some fire, and she saw the host which 
was still under the form of Jesus on the cross ; 
but it soon resumed its former shape, and came to 
repose in the little vessel the woman bad in her hand. 
All amazed, the latter carried her treasure religiously 
to the Church of St. Jean-en-Greve. Information 
was given to the magistrate. The Jew, nowise sorry 
for his fault, was condemned to be burned alive; but 
his wife, his children, and many other Jews were con
verted. The house wherein Our Lord showed that 
he is really in the Blessed Sacrament was changed 
into a church; and, in course of time, it was served 
by Carmelite monks. The religious who inhabited 
it were charged with repairing, by a perpetual adora
tion, the outrages offered to Jesus Christ in the Sacra
ment of His love. This sad event took place in 1250.— 
Lassausse, Explic. du Cat. de V Empire, 498.

559. The Holy Eucharist and a Robber.—If ever 
you have occasion to go to Turin, the capital of Pied
mont, be sure to go and see the church of Corpui 
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Domini that is to say, the Body of Our Lord. This 
is the miraculous fact which caused its erection; it 
has reference to the holy Euoharist. A sacrilegious 
robber having slipped into a church in Turin, strip* 
ped the tabernacle, and loaded his horse with all the 
sacred vessels, having first thrown out the sacred 
hosts. At the dawn of day he was preparing to go 
away, when his horse fell down on his forefeet; the 
repeated blows of the robber could not make him 
rise. People assemble, they gather round him; by 
degrees they begin to suspect something extraordin
ary, and lay their hands on his burden. A glance re
peals to their terror-stricken eyes the sacred vessels. 
And instantly, an adorable host, which had lain hid
den in the bottom of a ciborium, escapes and rises 
all radiant in the air to a considerable height. The 
report of the miracle soon spread throughout the 
city ; the archbishop immediately ordered a general 
procession, at the head of which he came himself. In 
presence of the whole city assembled, he presented a 
chalice to the saored host, which descended into it 
perpendicularly, and was carried to St. John’s, the 
metropolitan church of Turin. In memory of this 
great event, a magnificent ohurch was built in the 
same place; a balustrade may still be seen, on the 
base of which these words are read in Latin: It was 
here the horse stopped. Every year the diocese cele
brates this prodigy by a festival, and the city of Turin, 
in particular, by a solemn procession. This prodig
ious event, preserved in the municipal records, took 
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place in 1453, on the 6th of June under the pontifi
cate of Pope Nicholas V., and the reign of Count 
Louis of Savoy. It was the son of the latter, the 
blessed Amadeus Romagno, who received the sacred 
host, for it was he who was then archbishop of Turin. 
Besides what I have said, the diocese of that name 
celebrates it in a still more pompous manner every 
fifty years; and since that time, there exists a body 
of canons intended to celebrate that memorable event, 
in the church of Corpus Domini. The last fifty 
years’jubilee was solemnized in 1853.—Abbd Favre, 
Le Ciel Ouvert, 148.

560. The Miraculous Host of Faverney.—France, 
too, my very dear children, has Lad her miraculous 
hosts; one of the most celebrated is that of Faver
ney, in the department of the Upper-Saone. This 
event took place, in the Church of Notre Dame, on 
the 25th of May, 1608. There was usually, at the 
Feast of Pentecost, a great concourse of the faithful, 
who came to gain a plenary indulgence granted by 
the Holy See. It was the custom, for that solemnity, 
to erect a wooden altar, richly decorated, whereon 
the Blessed Sacrament was exposed. A taper, 
placed too near a curtain, having taken fire, the altar 
and reposoir^ with all their ornaments, were burned 
in an instant. Surprising thing, the Blessed Sacra
ment was not only undamaged by the flames, but it 
remained suspended in the air without any support, 
and that for thirty-three hours, to the great astonish
ment of the multitude, who flocked from all parts to 
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contemplate this prodigy. A priest of the neighbor 
hood came in procession with all his people, and pre
pared to celebrate Mass at the high altar. Whilst 
he was saying it the Blessed Sacrament went of itself 
to place itself on that altar, after the elevation. All 
this took place in sight of an immense multitude of 
spectators, from amongst whom were chosen fifty 
witnesses, the best instructed an 1 most trustworthy. 
The Archbishop of Besangon, Mgr. Ferdinand de 
Longwy, after the most critical investigation, caused 
the account of this miraculous host to be printed and 
published, and from that period, that is to say, for 
more than two hundred and fifty years, the memory 
of it is preserved in the little town of Faverney, and 
throughout the diocese of Besangon—Abbe Favre, 
Le del O avert, 179.

561. Our Lord Appears in the Blessed Sacrament.— 
Our Lord is truly in the Eucharist, none of you doubts 
it, dear friends, but lie is there in a manner invisible 
to the eyes of the body. Nevertheless, He has some
times been pleased to show Himself in a sensible man
ner ; here is one instance of it, which took place in 
France not quite two hundred years ago. It was in 
the village of the Ulmes-de-Saint-Florant, in the de
partment of Maine-et-Loire. It was on the Saturday 
within the Octave of Corpus Christi, the 2d of June 
in the year 1666. The whole population being as 
sembled in the church for the Benediction of th 
Blessed Sacrament, at the very moment when the 
priest entoned the Verbum caro, panen verum, there 
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appeared in place of the host a real human figure. 
His hair was almost black, and falling on his shoul
ders ; his face appeared brilliant, and in his mien 
shone a superhuman majesty; he was clothed in 
white, and his hands were crossed. The priest, who 
was the first to perceive it, invited his parishioners 
aloud to come and assure themselves of the fact, say
ing : “ If any one here is incredulous, let him ap
proach.” People did approach, and enjoyed the spec
tacle for full a quarter of an hour, when a little 
cloud, covering the figure, concealed it from human 
eyes; the cloud itself soon disappeared, and the host 
was seen in its former state. This astounding fact 
soon reached the ears of Mgr. Henri Arnaud, who was 
then Bishop of Angers; he went immediately to the 
place, heard the witnesses, and found, by the strictest 
inquiry, that the fact was unquestionably true, which 
induced him to attest to the whole Church the truth of 
this miracle by a mandamus, which was circulated all 
through France. This story, dear friends, will, doubt
less, edify your piety, but I would fain believe that it 
will add nothing to your faith, which ought to be en
tire and absolute in regard to the mysteries and truths 
of religion.—Abbe Favre, Le Ciel Ou vert, 164.

562. Story of an Irreligious Barber.—I know not, 
dear friends, if you remember the story of a robber 
in Turin, who had the frightful misfortune to profane 
the Blessed Sacrament in 1453. I will only tell you 
now that a solemn commemoration is every year made 
of it, and a more sol emn one still every fifty years. 
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In 1803, during the invasion of Piedmont by the 
French, the procession of the jubilee made on that 
occasion was going on in Turin. An impious barber 
after having scoffed and ridiculed a person whom 
he was shaving, because he was going to join the 
procession, went himself from his shop to see it pass. 
He affected to keep his hat on his head, and would 
not take it off after being repeatedly told to do so. 
He thus braved the pious ceremony and the Blessed 
Sacrament in the most insolent and obstinate manner, 
But, at the moment when the priest who carried the 
divine Eucharist passed before him, the justice of 
God overtook him.: he fell dead on the ground, in 
presence of the innumerable crowd of spectators, 
who regarded this awful death as the just punishment 
of his impiety. This event produced such a sensa
tion, that the police magistrate caused the wretched 
man’s body to be exposed for thirty-six hours at the 
door of the City Hall. A number of persons, eye
witnesses of this tragical death, related this fact just 
as I have told it; several of these are living still, or 
were a few years ago.—Abb<5 Favre, Ze Ciel Ouvert, 
197.

563. Sacrilegious Parody on the 'Eucharist.—I have 
either read or heard told a great number of tragical 
stories touching the Holy Eucharist; but, my good 
friends, here is one which, short as it is, singularly 
struck me. I read it in a very interesting book en
titled the Historical Catechism, published in Germany 
some years ago In the village of Edinghausen 
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situate not far from the town of Bielfeld, in Rhenish 
Prussia, an impious blasphemer of religion took it 
into his head one day to turn the Holy Eucharist into 
derision. He sits down to table with some com 
panions, who were not at all as impious as he, but 
who were st ill no great things. He takes some bread 
and wine, and pronounces over it, with mock solemnity 
the words of consecration: This is my body ! This 
is my blood I After this sacrilegious parody he dis
tributes them amongst his companions, telling them 
with an ironical smile: Talceye, all! When he had 
given some to all, and his own turn came to take 
bread and wine, he felt unwell, let his head fall on his 
chest, and in a few seconds ceased to live! This took 
place on the 5th of January, 1807. The wretch was 
buried outside the cemetery, precisely on the feast of 
the Epiphany. May this tragical and lamentable 
story be a salutary warning for wretches who scoff 
and sneer at holy mysteries, and turn into ridicule the 
truths of religion!—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., II., 146.

564. A General Carrying the Canopy.—How happy 
are those amongst you, my good little friends, who 
have the honor of being altar boys ! They approach 
the good God, one may say, more nearly. This is 
especially true as regards the Blessed Sacrament. 
Listen: Some months before a celebrated Austrian 
General, Baron Geramb, entered the novitiate of the 
reverend Trappist Fathers, whilst he still wore his 
brilliant general’s uniform, he met, in one of the prin
cipal streets of Lyons, a priest carrying the holy viati 
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cum to a sick person. No sooner had he perceived 
it than he threw himself on his knees and adored 
Our Lord with the liveliest emotion. But when the 
priest came up to where he was, he observed with 
pain that the two altar boys who held the canopy 
over the priest were quarrelling between themseives 
making threatening gestures, and elbowing each 
other. At this sight the pious baron snatched the 
pole of the canopy from the one who appeared the 
most insolent, and sent him off. The priest, turning 
round, to his great surprise, perceived the general 
who had taken the place of the altar boy. No less 
great was the admiration of the crowd which had 
gathered to the place or was following the Blessed 
Sacrament. The Baron de Geramb, who had ex* 
hibited such great devotion towards the Blessed Sac
rament, was obliged to make a long circuit, as the 
priest had to administer to two persons whose dwell
ings were at a considerable distance one from the 
other. Hence it was that, after having accompanied 
the Blessed Sacrament all the way, having returned 
to the church, the priest thanked him most kindly; 
but the brave and pious general was quite surprised, 
for he thought he had only done his duty as a good 
Christian.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 73.

565. God's Sentry.—I am sure I have never told 
you, dear friends, a prettier story than the following, 
especially as regards the Holy Sacrament of the Altar. 
You know that nothing is more amiable than the 
French soldier, especially the Christian soldier. Ther*
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is in his faith so much loyalty and sincerity I At 
times it may, indeed, manifest itself in a strange, 
original manner, but it is always full of meaning. 
Some years ago, I believe it was in 1847, a soldier 
who had attended regularly at the St. Francis Xavier 
meetings, in Paris, went to Orleans with his regi
ment. Now, from the arrival of this new regiment, 
the pastor of the cathedral had remarked with sur
prise a soldier who, from one in the afternoon till 
three, remained standing motionless, straight as a 
pillar, in the middle of the church before the grating 
of the sanctuary. The good priest was very anxious 
to know what this might mean. One day a captain 
came to visit the cathedral with his lady, who was 
very pious. The priest brings him into the sacristy, 
tells him what was going on and adds: “ Wait a mo
ment, it is almost the time, and I am sure you shall 
see this singular soldier.” True enough, when the 
hour strikes, the soldier arrives, says a short prayer 
and takes his post. The captain looks and exclaims 
“ Why, it is my confidential soldier! an excellent sol
dier and a fine fellow I” He is sent for to the sacristy, 
“ And what are you doing here?” said his officer to 
him. “ Captain, I am keeping two hours’ sentry for 
the good God ; you see, captain, He is stronger than I 
and warms my blood. There are sentries everywhere. 
In Paris, there are four for the President; here, my 
general has two, my colonel one For the prefect a 
Bentry, for the bishop a sentry, and so on. When I 
came here, I said to myself: ‘ The good God is some



CATHOLIC ANBCDOTH1.ZM

thing more than all these people, well! there is no 
Bentry for Him. So I keep sentry for Him when I am 
at liberty, and I assure you the time is not long, for 
I love Him as you do yourself, captain!’ ” The cap 
tain had the happiness of being a Christian all his 
life. You may imagine the sweet satisfaction ex
perienced by the happy witnesses of this scene. They 
congratulated the religious soldier, and encouraged 
him to continue on duty for the good God.—Recomp. 
Hebdom., No. LXXVIII., p. 5.

II.---- ON THE HOLY SACRIFICE OF THE MASS.

566. A Saint Unwilling to Say Mass.—It is some
thing so great, so sublime, dear friends, the sacrifice 
of the body and blood of Jesus Christ, that no one 
is ever too well prepared to offer it. There were 
bishops, saints even, who did not dare to celebrate 
Mass when they had some slight faults wherewith to 
reproach themselves. Here is a fine example of it, 
taken from the life of St. John Chrysostom. Being 
one day at an assembly of bishops in Constantinople, 
of which he was patriarch, one amongst them, named 
Eusebius, who was Bishop of Cibiana, in Lydia, de
clared himself the accuser of Antoninus, Bishop of 
Ephesus, his metropolitan, and presented a memorial 
against him, containing seven points of accusation 
St. Chrysostom said to him kindly and gently : “ Bro
ther Eusebius, accusations which are made through 
passion are often not easy to prove; take my advice 
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do not accuse brother Antoninus in writing, and we 
will try to arrange this affair.” But Eusebius grew 
warm, and, carried away by anger, absolutely per
sisted in his accusation. St. Chrysostom requested 
Paul of Heraclea, who was a friend of Antoninus, to 
reconcile them; then he rose with the bishops, who 
were twenty-two in number, and entered the church, 
for it was the time for the Holy Sacrifice. Having 
saluted the people as usual, wishing them peace, he 
seated himself in the chair with the other bishops. 
During this time Eusebius came towards him, and, in 
presence of all the people and the assembled bishops, 
he presented to St. John Chrysostom another memo
rial, containing the same charges, and adjuring him 
by the most terrible oaths to do him justice in that 
affair. The holy patriarch, seeing his anger, and 
anxious that the people might not be disturbed there
by, received this memorial; but, after the public read
ing of the Holy Scripture, according to custom, he 
begged Pansophius, Bishop of Pisidia, to offer the 
Holy Sacrifice in his place. For himself, he left the 
church with the other bishops, for he would not cele
brate Mass with his mind agitated, following that 
saying of the Gospel: “ If you are offering your gift 
at the altar, and remember that your brother has 
anything against you, leave there your gift, and go 
first to be reconciled with your brother.” St. Chrys
ostom applied these words literally to himself; al 
though he had nothing to reproach himself with on 
this sad occasion, he would not celebrate Mass him 
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self, merely because he had been a little distorted 
and knew that Bishop Eusebius had something against 
him. A great lesson for us, dear friends, when we 
are preparing to assist at the Iloly Sacrifice or to re
ceive Holy Communion.—Palladius, Life of St. John 
Crysostom.

567. Singular Vision of Witikind.—Although we 
know very well, my good little friends, that Our Lord 
Jesus Christ is really present in the altar after the 
consecration, we would, perhaps, be very glad to see 
Him in a sensible manner. This favor God has some
times granted for reasons worthy of His wisdom and 
His goodness. The most curious story I know on 
this subject is what happened to the famous Witi
kind, duke of the Saxons, one of the most barbarous 
nations of Germany in the eighth century. When he 
was still a pagan, and maintaining an obstinate war 
against Charlemagne, Emperor of the Franks, this 
valiant duke was curious to know what was passing 
in the camp of the Christians; for that purpose, he 
disguised himself as a pilgrim. It was precisely at 
the time of the festival of Easter, when the whole 
Frankish army was engaged in fulfilling the duty 
of Paschal Communion. He enters the camp with 
out being recognized, he admires the ceremonies of 
the holy sacrifice of the Mass, and assists therea 
with an attention and a pious curiosity, little to be 
expected from a barbarian and a pagan. But what 
surprised him the most was to see in each host which 
the priest distributed to the soldiers for holy com 
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tnunion, a child of admirable beauty all radiant 
with light. This divine child seemed to enter with 
extreme joy the mouths of some, whilst he struggled 
not to enter that of some others. This miraculous 
vision, on which he afterwards took care to obtain 
instruction, was one of the causes which determined 
him to embrace the Christian religion and make all his 
subjects embrace it; which happened in the year 804, 
as you may have already read in the history of France. 
—Rodriquez, Practice of Chris. Perf, IV., 319.

568. The Communions of a Bad Priest.—Oh! my 
friends, if it were given us to see what passes in re
gard to persons who receive Holy Communion I 
How delighted we should be to see some, and how 
deeply afflicted to see others I We read in Christian 
Perfection a singular fact which relates to that. A 
holy man, whose name I have forgotten, was one day 
at Mass, which was said by a priest who was rather 
worldly. What was his surprise, at the moment of 
Communion, to see a charming child, surrounded by 
luminous rays, reposing on the patten, in place of 
the species of bread I He was more astonished 
afterwards, for he saw that when the priest went to 
take Communion, the child turned away his head, 
struggling with bis hands and feet, as if to prevent the 
priest from receiving him into his mouth. The same 
saint had several other times the same vision, which 
gave him much thought. One day this secular priest, 
who was not bad at bottom, was conversing with 
him, and confessed that as often as he received the 
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body of Our Lord at Mass he had great trouble ht 
taking it, and knew not how that could come. The 
servant of God was very glad of this confidence; he 
took occasion to tell the priest what he had himself 
seen, and advised him to examine his conscience well 
and change his life. Touched by this kind admoni
tion, and the warning he had received, the priest ap
plied himself to become more edifying. Some time 
after, the holy man who had warned him, assisting 
again at his Mass, perceived the same child between 
his hands, at the time of Holy Communion, and saw 
him enter into his mouth and his heart joyfully and 
eagerly, which proved the sincerity of his conversion. 
Rodriquez, Chris. Perf, IV., 320.

5G9. Cure of a Lady at Mass.—It would take 
whole volumes, my dear children, to relate all the 
miracles that have been accomplished by means of 
the holy sacrifice of the Mass. St. Bernard wrought 
a great number of the sort; his life contains several 
which took place, as one may say, before the whole 
city of Milan. One day, at the moment when he was 
going to celebrate Mass, there was brought to the 
Church of St. Ambrose a lady of distinction. This 
iady had been dreadfully afflicted for several years; 
she had lost at once sight, hearing, and speech; her 
tongue even had lengthened so that it protruded from 
her mouth in a monstrous way. St. Bernard ex
horted all the people present to unite their prayers 
with his, and began to celebrate the divine my* 
teries, making the sign of the cross over the 
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poor infirm woman every time he made it over the 
host or the chalice. Having finished the Lord’e 
Prayer, he took the body of Jesus Christ, placed it 
on the patten, which he laid on the woman's head, 
and prayed Our Lord to cure her. After that, he 
turned to the altar, to finish the Holy Sacrifice. When 
he had made the division of the host, and distributed 
the Communion to the people, the infirm lady, who 
was placed near the altar, felt herself suddenly cured; 
her tongue resumed its natural state, and she recover
ed at the same time sight, hearing, and speech. Quite 
transported with joy, she came to throw herself at 
the feet of St. Bernard, and returned a thousand, 
thousand thanks to the Lord. A cry of admiration 
rose from every part of the church; the bells rang 
joyously out, the people ran in crowds to see the 
person so miraculously cured, and the whole city 
magnified the power of God, so wonderfully mani
fested in that miraculous cure.—Abb6 Favre, La 
del Ouvert, 210.

570. Two Pages of the Court of Lisbon.—It is an 
excellent thing to hear Mass every day, dear friends, 
or, at least, as often as one can without failing in the 
duties of their state. It is related in the life of St. 
Elizabeth, Queen of Portugal, and niece of St. Eliza
beth, Queen of Hungary, that she was extremely 
charitable to the poor. She had ordered her almoner 
never to refuse charity to any one whatsoever; but, 
over and above that, she also gave continual alms by 
her own hands or those of her domestics. She usu-
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ally employed, for that purpose, a young page named 
Don Pedro, in whom she had discovered great piety. 
Another page, whether through envy of him or to 
ingratiate himself with King Denis, husband of St. 
Elizabeth, accused Don Pedro of having a secret un
derstanding with the queen. Although the king did 
not absolutely give credence to this story, still, as he 
was already somewhat displeased with his wife, and 
some suspicion arose in his mind, he resolved in his 
own mind to get rid secretly of the accused page. 
The means he adopted for that purpose were rather 
extraordinary ; passing that same day by a kiln 
where they were baking lime, he sent for the people 
whose business it was to keep up the fire, and told 
them that, on the following morning, he would send 
a page to ask them if they had executed his orders, and 
that they must not fail, as soon as he uttered those 
words, to throw him immediately into the fire. 
Thereupon he returned to his palace, sent for the 
suspected page, and ordered him to go next morning 
early to give the message in question. But, my 
friends, God, who always takes care of His own, or
dained it so that, as he passed by a church on his 
way to the limekiln, he heard the bell which an
nounced the Elevation of the Host at Mass. Piety 
having induced him to enter the church, he heard the 
rest of that Mass, and two others that were said one 
after the other. Meanwhile King Denis, impatient to 
know if he had been obeyed, meets by chance in his 
ante-chamber the wicked page who had accused the
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queen, and commands him to go in haste to ask the 
men at the limekiln if they had done as he ordered. 
The page runs thither without a moment’s delay, and 
delivers his message; but, no sooner did they hear 
what he was directed to say, than, taking him for the 
one of whom the king had spoken, they seized him 
and threw him into the fire. The other, who had, 
during this time, finished his devotions, went to do 
his errand; and being informed that the king’s orders 
had been obeyed, he returned to Denis with the an
swer. Imagine the king’s anger and amazement 
when he saw that things had turned out so differ
ently from what he expected. He asked Don Pedro 
where he had stopped so long. The page answered 
unsuspectingly: “ Prince, as I passed by a church, on 
my way to the place where your Majesty had sent 
me, I heard the bell for the Elevation, and was in
duced to go in ; I remained till the end of the Mass. 
But just as it was finishing another was commenced, 
and then a third, before the other was finished, and I 
heard them all, because my father, when giving me 
his last blessing before he died, told me, above all 
things, to hear to the end every Mass I saw com
menced.” Then the king, entering into himself, 
easily understood that all that did not happen with
out the express permission of God; he adored the 
Divine Providence, and banished from his mind all 
the injurious suspicions he had conceived against hie 
wife, whom he venerated ever after as a saint.—Lift 
vf St. Elizabeth of Portugal.
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571. Why, then,do I not see the. Sacrei Host —The 
venerable Thomas a Kempis, who is thought to have 
been the author of the Imitation of Christ, relates 
that a holy priest, who lived in the same monas
tery, going one day on some business to another 
convent some distance off, met on the way a man of 
the world, with whom be entered into conversation. 
After some familiar discourse, they came to speak of 
the things of God, and the stranger said to him; 
“ Father, I am going to tell you a thing that formerly 
happened to myself. One day, while hearing Mass, 
I was much surprised on not seeing the Host in the 
hands of the priest. I at first imagined that it was 
because of the weakness of my sight, or that I was at 
too great a distance from the altar; I moved very 
close to it, but still without seeing any better that 
way than the other. That continued for the space 
of a year. At length, not knowing to what cause 
I was to attribute it, and finding myself in a strange 
perplexity of mind, I resolved to speak of it to a wise 
director. After having maturely examined the thing, 
he found that I had long nourished a secret hatred 
against one of my neighbors, for an injury I had re
ceived, and would never forgive. The fact was un
happily true ; my confessor, seeing such a great hard
ness of heart, represented to me the unhappy state in 
which I was, admonished and exhorted me several 
times, and at length told me that nothing else was the 
cause of my not seeing the Sacred Host. He added 
that it would be vain for me to hope to obtain that 
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favor or the remission of my sins, if I did not forgive 
the injuries that had been done me. I acknowledge, 
father, that I was so touched by the words of my 
confessor, that thenceforward I entirely forgave my 
enemy. When I finished my confession, and had re
ceived penance and absolution, I entered the church, 
heard Mass, and saw the holy Host without any 
trouble. So, ever since, I never cease to return thanks 
to God for such a favor, and to bless Him continually 
for so many other wonders which He every day works 
on behalf of His servants.—Rodriquez, Chris. Terf.t
I., 357.

572. The Sacrifice of the Cross and the Altar.—You 
have not forgotten, my very dear children, the rela
tion there is between the sacrifice of the cross and 
that of the altar. I have just now a very curious 
fact to relate to you on that subject. After the mis
erable Henry VIII., King of England, had consum
mated the schism and heresy of the Anglican Church, 
there long existed severe penal enactments against 
those who had the courage to practise the Catholic 
religion; a heavy fine wrb even imposed on those 
who assisted at Mass. It happened one day that a 
fervenu Catholic, who enjoyed a large fortune, was 
condemned to pay five hundred gold pieces, because 
he had dared to fulfil publicly that duty of religion 
The gentleman was very happy in that he was judged 
worthy to endure this persecution. He sought out 
the finest pieces of Portuguese gold that were to be 
bad, because they bore the imprint of a cross, and 
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rent himself to present the entire sum in the court 
of law. As he counted out the beautiful new coin 
before the Protestant official, the latter asked him, in 
a jeering tone, what was the reason of his selecting 
such beautiful pieces to pay the fine. To this ironi
cal question the Catholic gentleman merely replied : 
‘‘ I would think it wrong to pay with common and 
ordinary money the favor I received in being enabled 
to adore my Lord and Saviour in the holy sacrament 
of the altar. Know, sir, that between the cross you 
see stamped on this coin and the holy sacrifice of 
the altar, there exist numerous points of analogy, 
both are, in fact, monuments of Our Saviour’s infinite 
love, and no Catholic may ignore them.” And so 
saying he went on quietly counting out the five hun
dred gold pieces which had permitted him to assist 
at the holy sacrifice. Which of you is there, dear 
friends, that would be willing to pay so dear for 
such a happiness ?—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 
170.

573. One Gains by Going to Mass.—There
are some persons who say, “ Oh! I have not time to 
go to Mass every day.” My friends, beware of 
thinking that lost time; on the contrary, you cannot 
employ it better. Listen: It is related of two me- 
cnanics, who worked at the same trade, and lived in 
the same village, in the former province of Franche- 
Comt£, that one of them being burdened with a 
large number of children, and never missing hearing 
Mass every day, lived very comfortably; whilst the 



THE 1U0HARIBT. 767

•ther, on the contrary, who had only himself and his 
wife to support, went rarely to Mass, and worked night 
and day, even on holydays, had the greatest trouble 
in the world to live. He had already remarked many 
times that his neighbor’s affairs seemed to go on 
well, he one day took it into his head to ask him 
where he got the means of supporting so large a fam
ily so well as he did, since he, who had hut his wife, 
and worked incessantly, often wanted the necessaries 
of life. The other answered him: “ Come to me to
morrow morning early, and I will show you whence 
I draw all my profit.” On the morrow they met 
early, and the fortunate workman took the other to 
church to hear Mass, after which he left him, telling 
him to go to his work, for it was getting late. He did 
the same on the following day, but having gone a 
third time, to make him do the same thing, the other 
said : “ My friend, I am much obliged to you, but if 
I want to go to Mass, I have no need of your taking 
me, I know the way very well. I only want to know 
where it is that you find so much to earn, so that I 
may go with you and see if I cannot make something, 
too.”—“ That is just what I wanted to tell you, but I 
know no place where there is so much to gain, both 
for this life and the other, as at church. A proof of 
this is that I have remarked that my business never 
goes on so well as when I have commenced my day 
by hearing Mass. Try it yourself, and you will see.” 
The other did so, dear friends, and it was not long 
before he was convinced of the truth of what hi« 
neighbor said.—Rodriquez, Chris. Perf.y IV., 353.
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‘ III. ON TUB HOLT COMMUNION.

574 Communion of a Child a Year Old.—It was 
the custom in the first ages of the Church, as I think 
I have already told you, my very dear friends, to ad
minister the Holy Eucharist to little ohildren, whilst 
they were still in their baptismal innocence. St. 
Cyprian, Bishop of Carthage, who was martyred in 
258, relates a very extraordinary fact on this subject, 
of which he was himself a witness. At the time of 
the great persecution of the Emperor Decius, a father 
and mother took flight so hastily that they left be
hind them, in a cradle, a little girl still on the breast. 
Her nurse, who would not be encumbered with her 
brought her to the magistrates of Carthage; as she 
was scarcely a year old, and unable to eat anything 
solid, they made her swallow some bread, which they 
had soaked in wine offered to the idols, in order that 
Bhe might be regarded as no longer a Christian. 
Some time after, this little girl was restored to her 
mother, who, not knowing what had happened, took 
her with her to a house where the Christians were 
secretly assisting at the holy sacrifice of the Mass. 
A strange thing, and one that shows, dear friends, 
with what purity of heart we should participate in 
the Holy Mysteries, the little girl could not remain a 
moment quiet after the Offertory; she cried, she 
struggled, tormenting her mother, and seeming as 
though she were trying to explain by signs what had 
passed before the magistrates. At the moment of
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Holy Communion, the deacon went amongst the 
faithful, according to the pious custom of that time 
presenting the chalice which contained the blood of 
Our Lord Jesus Christ. Each one drank a little, be
cause then the laity themselves communicated under 
both species. Coming to the little girl, the deacon 
would have her swallow some drops ; but the poor 
child began to stamp and kick, to turn away her 
head, close her lips, and push away the chalice with 
her little hands. They succeeded, nevertheless, in 
making her swallow some drops of the consecrated 
wine; but immediately her stomach turned, and she 
threw up all she had taken. The precious blood of 
Christ could not remain in a heart which had been 
defiled by the presence of wine offered to idols. If 
such was Our Lord’s repugnance to enter the heart 
of a child, who knew not what it did, with what 
horror he must descend into hearts defiled by sin !— 
Gene^aux. Hist. Chois., 237.

575. The Host in the Mire! . . . .—Would it not 
be an abominable crime, my friends, to let a Sacred 
Host fall on the ground through neglect ? But it is a 
much more heinous one to place it in a defiled heart. 
I remember a fact which has some relation to that. 
In the Monastery of Pliloxenes, situate in the Island 
of Cyprus, lived a poor man, who wept incessantly 
for several years, by night as well as by day. One 
day a celebrated religious, named John Mosch, hav
ing come with several others to visit this monastery, 
was strangely surprised at sight of this singular monk 
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lie was asked to suspend the course of his tears, and 
tell them the cause of a grief so extraordinary. “ Fa
ther !” they said to him, “ why do you weep so ? 
Know you not that it is only God alone who is with
out sin?’’—“Ah! Fathers, you never found in the 
whole world a sinner like unto me ; no, there is no 
crime to equal that which I had the misfortune to 
commit, and for which I will never cease asking 
pardon of God. Hear me and judge for yourselves ♦ 
When I was still in the world my wife and I had the 
misfortune to follow the heresy of the Severians. 
Returning home one day, I was surprised not to find 
my wife; I asked for her and sought her some time. 
I learned then that she was gone to the house of a 
neighbor, who was a Catholic; that she was converted, 
and they were to communicate together that same 
morning. Full of rage on hearing this, I ran to the 
neighbor’s house to prevent it; but it was too late; 
I arrived at the very moment when my wife was re
ceiving Holy Communion. Listening only to my im
pious rage, I threw myself upon her, seized her by 
the throat, and never let go my hold till she had 
thrown up the Sacred Host.” Here the penitent 
monk stopped a moment, overcome with grief. At 
length he resumed: “ The Holy Host fell into the 
mire; but, to the great surprise of all who witnessed 
this sacrilegious scene, it appeared all luminous, and 
we prostrated ourselves to adore it. As for me, two 
days after there appeared to me a devil, black as an 
Ethiopian, who said to me only these words: We art 
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both condemned to the same torment. I was seriously 
frightened at my crime, gave up my herecy, became 
a Catholic, and came to shut myself up in this mon
astery, where, as you see, I have nothing better to do 
than weep my crime ; oh ! that I may obtain pardon 
from the mercy of God !”—John Mosch, Pr6 Spirituel, 
Ch. XXX.

576. A Sacrilegious Communion in the Ninth Cen- 
tury.—There are few examples of a sacrilegious Com
munion and its awful consequences which have im
pressed me so much as that of Lothaire, king of Lor
raine, who lived in the ninth century. In contempt 
of the laws of Christianity, he had broken the sacred 
ties which united him to Queen Thietberge, his law 
fill wife, to marry another named Valrade. Pope 
Nicholas having condemned this second marriage 
and excommunicated the criminal, the latter wrote 
to his successor, Adrian III., demanding permission 
to justify himself at Rome, and praying to be allowed 
to visit the tomb of the holy Apostles. Adrian 
deemed it his duty to accede to his wishes, and the 
artful prince having gone to him, made every sub
mission requisite to win his favor. After having pro
mised all that was required of him, he wished above all 
things that the Pope should solemnly reconcile him to 
the Church, celebrating the Holy Mysteries in his 
presence, and giving him Communion with his own 
hand. Adrian consented provided that the king of 
Lorraine had kept up no connection, even by word, 
with Valrade, since Pope Nicholas excommunicated 
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him. Things being so arranged, the blind Lothairs 
secretly applauded himself, not thinking that he was 
on the eve of furnishing, in his own person, one of the 
most terrible examples of the punishment of unworthy 
Communions. At the appointed time, the Pope cele
brated Mass in his presence. At the moment of Com 
munion, taking in his baud the body of Jesus Christ, 
and turning towards Lothaire : “ Prince,” said he, in 
a loud, distinct voice, “if you are guilty of no crime 
with Valrade, since you were warned by Pope Ni
cholas, and if you have made a firm resolution to 
have no further connection with her, approach with 
confidence and receive the sacrament of eternal life. 
But if your repentance is not sincere, do not rashly 
receive the body and blood of Our Lord, and by pro
faning them, to eat and drink your own condemna
tion.” Lothaire, donbtless, shuddered at these words, 
but he had resolved to commit the crime, and he did. 
He even added perjury to sacrilege, and, sooner than 
recede, he plunged into the abyss pointed out to him 
beneath his feet. The Pope then addressing the no
blemen who were receiving Communion with the 
king, he said to each of them: “ If you have neither 
contributed nor consented to your master’s crimes 
with Valrade, and if you have not communicated 
with the other persons anathematized by the 
Holy See, may the body of Our Lord be to 
you a pledge of eternal life.” The horror of 
the sacrilege made some draw back, but the 
greater part received Communion with the king 
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After this fatal Communion, Lothaire dined vith the 
Pope and made him magnificent presents. He, in his 
turn, received one from Adrian, and some days after 
set out in high glee. But scarcely had he reached 
Lucca, when himself and almost all his train were 
attacked by a malignant fever, which produced the 
strangest and most frightful effects. The hair, nails, 
and even the skin, fell off, whilst an inward fire con
sumed them. Most of them died under the eyes of 
the king, who, nevertheless, failed not to continue his 
voyage, solely occupied with the object of his blind 
passion. He got as far as Pleasance, but there he lost 
both sense and speech, and died miserably without 
giving any signs of repentance. It was observed that 
all those who had profaned with him the body of Our 
Lord, died in the same way; those, on the contrary, 
who had withdrawn from the Holy Table, where the 
only ones spared by death; thus no one could mis
take the vengeance of Heaven.—Rf.yre, Anec. Chret., 
71.

577. A Religious who went too often to Communion. 
—However holy Communion may be, my friends, we 
must not approach it too often, unless we labor with 
all our might to correct our faults, and even our least 
imperfections. Otherwise one would be much ex
posed to become familiar with that precious food, 
and would derive no benefit from it. St. Teresa re
lates, on this subject, that she had, in one of her 
Spanish monasteries, a woman who passed for a 
Saint, and really was so, but did not sufficiently dir 
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trust herself, as I am about to tell you. She received 
Communion every day, and yet she had no particular 
confessor ; she went now to one, now to another. 
St. Teresa, carefully observing her, perceived that the 
woman gained nothing from this little spiritual vaga
bondism, if I may use that singular expression. The 
sequel proved that the Saint was not mistaken. This 
good woman fell dangerously ill; then, to satisfy her 
somewhat injudicious piety, she became so urgent in 
her entreaties that she at length obtained the privi
lege of having Mass said every day in her chamber, 
and Communion given her each time. Her illness 
was of long duration; the priest who said Mass for 
her, an enlightened and prudent man, did not like 
her receiving so often without necessity, and es
pecially without spiritual profit for her perfection. 
One day, therefore, he took it into his head to say 
Mass, as usual, in her chamber, but not to give her 
Communion. And behold, children, how St. Teresa 
was right in fearing that there was underneath all 
this piety something human and imperfect; this 
woman, seeing that Communion was not given her 
that day, fell into such a passion, that she died im
mediately, leaving to all the witnesses of that pain
ful scene an example very fit to make them reflect.— 
D. Genevaux, Hist. Chois., 403.

578. Eulogium on Communion by Frederick ths 
Great.—I like much the testimonies given to our 
holy religion by men who have not the courage to 
practise it. Of this number is Frederick the Great, 
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King of Prussia, an infidel prince. After the Seven 
Years’ War General Ziethen became one of his most 
frequent guests; he even occupied the place of honor 
unless there were princes at table with the king. 
One day, when he had received one of these frequent 
invitations to dine with the king, he prayed Frederick 
to excuse him: “ Tell his Majesty that this is the day 
on which I am accustomed to go to Communion, and 
I do not wish to put myself in the way of any dis
traction.” Some days after, when he appeared again 
at Sans Souci Castle, the king said to him : “WellI 
Ziethen. how did your Communion go off the other 
day ?” At these words all the courtiers burst out 
laughing. But Ziethen suddenly rose, shaking his 
head, approached Frederick, and, bowing before him, 
said gravely and firmly; “Your Majesty ought to 
know that I have dreaded no danger, and that I have 
fought courageously for you and the country. What 
I have done I am ready to do again, when your Ma
jesty commands me. But there is One above us 
mightier than you, than I, than all mankind; that is 
Our Lord Jesus Christ, who shed His blood to redeem 
the world. I will never allow any one to insult Him, 
in my presence, even in jest, for in Him is my faith, 
my hope, iny consolation. It is with this religious 
sentiment that your army has gained so many vic
tories; if, then, you wish to renounce it, renounce 
also the prosperity of the State. There is what I 
have to say; pray excuse me!” The king, much af
fected, held out his right hand to the religious get 
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era!, and, laying his left hand on his shoulder . “ Happy 
Ziethen,” said he, “ I respect your religion. Preserve 
it carefully, and be sure that what has now taken 
place never shall again in my presence.” What think 
yon of this testimony, my friends ?—Magacin pittor- 
esque, Annte 1844, 207.

579. When an Unworthy Communion is to be Made.
—There is in Scripture, children, a tremendous say
ing ! it is St. Paul who speaks: The word of God, 
says he, is a two edged sword ; that is to say, if it do 
not make us better, it will make us worse. Well I it 
applies still more strongly to the Holy Eucharist. 
So, listen : A robber chief had amongst his brigands, 
an unhappy young man, who appeared to have great 
trouble in accustoming himself to crime ; his con
science did not seem to have as yet quite stifled re
morse ; do you know what means he gave him to 
harden him to every crime ? “ Go and make a bad
Communion C said the chief to him one day, “ and 
you will be sure to fear nothing.” The unhappy 
young man followed this diabolical advice, and soon 
became the most determined of all the band; so true 
it is, children, than one is capable of doing anything 
when they have had the frightful misfortune of de
liberately making a sacrilegious Communion.—Schmid 
et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 94.

580. The Way to Make a Good Communion.—Per 
sons who have the happiness of communicating often 
are much exposed to do it through habit, and, conse
quently, to lose the merit of it. Here is the method 
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that was employed by a worthy man, an excellent 
Christian, who was obliged to live in the world, but 
wished to preserve himself from the dangers that are 
found in it. He referred his whole life to the Holy 
Communion. His confessor permitted him to com
municate every Sunday; then he was occupied the 
whole week with that great action. He prepared 
himself for it during the three last days of the week, 
and the three days that followed were employed in 
thanksgiving. Thus, Thursday was for him a day of 
faith and adoration towards Our Lord, really present 
in the Blessed Eucharist. He said incessantly all that 
day: “ My God, I believe, but increase my faith; 
my God, I adore Thee I” Friday was a day of hope, 
during which he humbled himself much and asked 
pardon: “ My God, I hope in Thee; despise not my 
heart, which is humbled and broken with grief.” 
Saturday was a day of love and of desire to unite 
himself with Jesus Christ: “ O Jesus ! my beloved I 
uome to me; I run to Thee!” Sunday, the day on 
which he made his Communion at 6even o’clock 
Mass, was wholly consecrated to enjoyment, joy, and 
consolation; it was a true festival day: “ I am in 
Jesus, and Jesus is in me! who can, henceforth, 
separate me from Him?” Monday was, for this 
good, man, the first day of thanksgiving; he never 
ceased saying: “ How shall I thank Thee worthily, O 
my God I for the rich present Thou hast made me ?” 
Tuesday was a day of offering and consecrating him
self to God: “ Lord, Thou hast given Thyself entirely 
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to me, I wish to give myself entirely to Thee.’ 
Finally, Wednesday was specially a day of prayer 
and supplication: “ What wilt Thou refuse me, 0 
Lord ! Thou who givest me Thyself?” There is how 
he passed the whole week; and, when Thursday came, 
he commenced over again this exercise for the follow
ing Communion. I am very sure, dear friends, that 
that man derived from his Communions all the profit 
that it is possible to derive; let us do like him, and 
we shall certainly become Saints, since the Imitation 
positively tells us, that it requires but one single 
Communion well made to become a Saint.—Las- 
bausse, Explic du Cat. de V Empire, 553.

IV.—ON FIRST COMMUNION.

581. A First Communion Well Prepared For.— 
None of you is ignorant, dear children, that the First 
Communion is the greatest and holiest thing you have 
to do. I am now going to give you a beautiful 
model of the way in which you ought to prepare for 
it. The young Italian, Albini, not being yet old 
enough to make his First Communion, contented 
himself with sighing incessantly after the happy day 
on which he could receive his God, and neglected 
nothing to prepare for so holy an action. He had 
such a lively horror of sin that he avoided even the 
appearance of evil; he even said very often that he 
would never suffer the devil to enter his heart before 
Jesus Christ. He studied the catechism with con 
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riant application, and instructed himself in all that 
ooncerns the Adorable Sacrament of our altars. The 
innocence of his life, the extreme desire he showed 
for Holy Communion, and the earnestness with which 
he prepared himself for it, induced the priest who 
was charged with the direction of his conscience to 
admit him sooner than children are usually received. 
It was the most welcome news to him. He thanked 
the priest with the liveliest transports of joy, and 
from that moment he thought only of redoubling his 
efforts to purify his heart, and prepare for Our Lord 
a dwelling worthy of Him. With that intention he 
made a retreat before making his First Communion, 
and during the retreat he made a general confession 
of his whole life. If you had seen the torrent of 
tears he shed, and the lively sorrow wherewith he 
was penetrated, you would have thought, my very 
dear friends, that there was no greater sinner on earth. 
Yet he had never stained with mortal sin the fair robe 
of his innocence. But whence, then, came his grief 
and his tears ? Ah ! it was that the grace with which 
he was enlightened made him regard the least faults 
as so many odious monsters, and he could not console 
himself for having offended a God who deigned to 
become his food. It was in these sentiments that he 
passed the time of his retreat. The happy moment 
for which he had so long sighed came at last: he had 
the happiness of receiving his God I It would be 
impossible to express the lively sentiments of piety 
with which he was animated during that holy action 



780 CATHOLIC AMIODOTM.

It was nothing but sighs, tears, transports of love 
and gratitude : “ O my God I” he exclaimed, “ since 
Thou hast had the goodness to give Thyself to me, 
I will give myself entirely to Thee; since Thou art 
united so closely to me, nothing will ever be able 
henceforth, to separate me from Thee. I would be 
the most ungrateful of children, if I reserved anything 
from a God so good and who has loved me so much.” 
Nor was this a passing fervor, which vanished with 
the occasion that gave it birth. Albini never forgot 
that happy day, nor the engagements he had con
tracted with God. The Communion was for him a 
salutary food, which made him grow sensibly in vir
tue and in piety. Do the same thing, happy children, 
who are preparing for your First Communion, and you 
will make it well.—Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 
370.

582. The First Communion of a Prince.—Amongst 
the children who may be proposed to you as models, 
dear friends, I will select one to-day from the highest 
rank, because it will, I am sure, make more impres
sion upon you. When the illustrious Fenelon,—who 
had been charged by Louis XIV. with the education 
of the Duke of Burgundy, his grandson,—felt certain 
that he was sufficiently instructed to approach the 
sacraments with all the faith and piety which the 
Church requires, he had him make his First Commu
nion. Here is the touching discourse which he ad
dressed to him on this occasion: “Behold, my lord, the 
long-expected day is at length arrived, tie day which 
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u to influence all the others of your life, even till your 
death. Your Saviour comes to you under the appear
ance of the most familiar food, in order to nourish your 
soul, even as the material blood daily nourishes your 
body. It will only appear to you as a particle of com
mon bread, but the virtue of God is hidden therein, 
and your faith will not fail to recognize Him. Say to 
Him with Isaiah : ‘ O my God I Thou art truly a hid
den God!’ In truth, my lord, He is hidden there 
through love for us; He veils His glory that our 
eyes may not be dazzled by it, and that we may ap
proach Him more familiarly. It is there that you will 
find the hidden manna, with the divers tastes of all 
the heavenly virtues; you will eat the bread which 
is above all substance. It is not He that will change 
into you, vile mortal, but it is you that will be 
changed into Him, to be a living member of the 
Lord. May faith and charity make you taste the 
gift of God I” This pious ceremony, which took 
place in the chapel of the palace of Versailles, was 
an object of edification to the whole court; the Duke 
of Burgundy retained the impression of a piety so 
sincere and so profound, as the chronicles of that time 
relate, that he received Holy Communion every fort
night, with a humility and recollection that im
pressed every one. Once more, dearly beloved 
children, let us imitate such faithful models.—Guil 
lois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 371.

583. A Young Communicant's Request to Her Fa
ther.—If you have any favor to ask of your parents 
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flear children, the day of your First Communion will 
be well chosen for that. The day that a young lady 
of Paris, named Emilie Le Camus, made her First 
Communion, a poor widow, who knew her piety and 
charity, came to tell her, in the most affecting way, 
of the deplorable situation to which she was reduced. 
She painted, in the liveliest colors, the misery she en
dured when her children held out their hands to her 
for the bread she had not to give them. “ Ah ! Miss,” 
cried this poor woman, “ this Sunday is such a happy 
day for you! Can you refuse to make us sharers 
in your happiness ? Will you be less liberal to us 
than Our Lord has been to you ?” These last words 
made a deep impression on the mind of Mademoiselle 
Le Camus; she felt her heart softened, and, after 
some moments’ reflection, she said to the unfortunate 
widow: “ I can do nothing for you now; but, wait 
for me, I will soon return, and perhaps I may then 
be able to give you some relief.” So saying, Emilie 
hastened to her father who was very fond of her, 
and throwing herself suddenly into his arms : “ O 
FatherI” she cried in her most persuasive accents, 
“ you have never ceased to give me proofs of your 
affection; but now you must grant me a still greater 
favor, one that will increase my happiness very much.” 
“ What do you wish for, my daughter ?—Explain 
yourself, without fear.”—“I dare not tell you.”— 
’■ Be not afraid, my child I remember you speak to the 
fondest of fathers, who can refuse you nothing. 
What do vou want ? Explain yourself, I say again I" 



TH! aVCHARIBT. 788

‘ I want—I want you to do it immediately.”— 
• What ?”—“ To give me a hundred crowns a year 
out of the fortune you have to give me some day.”— 
“A hundred crowns a year! And that, you say 
would make you quite, quite happy? Well! I can
not refuse you so small a favor. But what induces 
you to ask it now of me? You want for nothing; 
all that is mine is yours, and all we have has hitherto 
been common to us all; why begin now to wish for 
something separate ?”—“ I have a reason for it, my 
dear father, which I cannot tell you just now, but I 
know you will be satisfied with it when you hear 
what it is. Do not refuse me the favor I ask of 
you; I beseech you by the love you have for me, by 
that I shall always have for you, and if that will not 
be sufficient, I beseech you by the tears you see me 
shed.” And the tears burst from her eyes. The 
father, much affected, promised to do what she 
wished. She no sooner heard his promise than, in
toxicated with joy, she flew to the room where she 
had left the poor woman; she seized her by the hand, 
and drew her to her father’s apartment. Then, 
throwing her arms round the poor woman’s neck, 
and embracing her with transport: “Every year I 
shall have a hundred crowns all to myself,” cried 
she; “ my dear, kind father, whom you see here, has 
just promised it to me; well, my poor woman, they 
are yours, and your children’s.” The father then un
derstood the mystery with which she had covered 
her request; be understood that it was charity alone 
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which had inspired it, and as he was himself verj 
charitable, he warmly approved of the good action 
his daughter had just done, expressed the satisfac 
tion he felt, and exhorted her to preserve, all her life 
the tender compassion she had shown for the unhappy 
the day of her First Communion. The unfortunate 
widow who was its object felt it still more sensibly; 
she could never speak of Miss Emilie without enthu
siasm ; she published everywhere the extraordinary 
benefit she had received from her, and the touching 
example of her new benefactor soon procured her 
many others.—Guillois, 372.

584. The Happiest Day of My Life.—The anecdote 
that touches me most in the life of the great Na
poleon, my good friends, is this: That illustrious em
peror, so long the favorite of fortune and the child 
of glory, never forgot his catechism; but, above all, 
he never forgot the happy day of his First Com
munion ; he had made it in 1782, at the school of 
Brienne, then situate in the diocese of Langres, and 
now in the department of the Aube. He often said 
that that First Communion had left him the idea of 
perfect happiness. He was one day in his tent re
ceiving congratulations for a victory he had just ob
tained ; one of the Marshals of the Empire said to 
him: “ Sire, I am sure this is the happiest day of 
your life !” Napoleon quickly replied: “ No, sir? 
This short, dry answer was followed by a dead silence 
then each one tried to name the day that best de 
lerved that qualification. They recalled the battle of 
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Montenotte, the day of the 18th Brumaire, the victory 
of Marengo, the day of his consecration and corona
tion, the sun of Austerlitz, the birth of his son, the 
King of Rome. “ No, gentlemen !” was still Napoleon’s 
answer. There was silence again, and some surprise 
was manifested, when Napoleon, grave, collected, 
and much moved, let fall these words : “ The happiest 
day of my life, gentlemen, was the day of my First Com
munion /” Casting a keen glance round the assembly, 
he saw nothing but surprise; but he saw a tear shin
ing in the eyes of one of the officers present; he ap
proached him, and pressing his hand affectionately : 
“ You understand me" said he. That officer, my dear 
friends, was Count Drouot, General of Artillery, the 
son of a common baker, a pupil of the Brothers of the 
Christian Schools in Nancy before the revolution. 
He himself practised his religion in the camp with 
the regularity of a primitive Christian. That brave 
general, who died in 1847, did not wish that this 
touching anecdote should be lost to posterity; it was 
he himself who related it to the Bishop of Nancy, 
who afterwards became Archbishop of Bordeaux.— 
Recomp. Hebdom., No. LXIV., p. 9.

585. A Dying Man's First Communion.—The 
traitor Judas, my very dear friends, had made a sacri
legious First Communion; he only did that, and yet 
it sufficed to draw down upon his head the whole 
weight of the Divine vengeance and malediction, both 
in this life and the other. Oh! but a First Com
munion badly made is something terrible, something 
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frightful. Listen to what I am going to tell you. 
In a town on the banks of the Rhine, in Germany, a 
man who had shown all his life very unchristian sen
timents, and had given himself up to every passion, 
was struck with the disease of which he died. His 
family who, happily, resembled him but little, seeing 
him in such danger, sent for a priest. The sick man 
says nothing, even appears glad, and confesses with 
dispositions seemingly sufficient. Some time after, 
the priest who had prepared him brings the holy Viati
cum, and prepares to administer it to him. He had 
the holy Host already in his fingers, and was going to 
place it on the tongue of the dying man, when the 
latter, pushing away his arm, cried in a voice that 
made every one tremble : “ Stop, Father, stop ! I 
made my First Communion in a sacrilegious manner. 
I have made no others since, and I will not have two 
on my conscience; one is surely enough to suffer for 
m hell for all eternity I” At these words all present 
were seized with inexpressible fear and horror. As 
for the dying man, he struggled for some hours in the 
convulsions of despair, and expired foaming with 
rage; he was about forty-seven years old.—Schmid et 
Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 94.

586. An Honest Man has but his WwvZ.—Dear chil- • 
dren, you are all-powerful with your fathers and 
mothers on the day of your First Communion. I re
member how well this was turned to account by a girl 
twelve years and a half old. Having passed her 
eatecHsmal examination successfully, she was finally
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received. She announced this good news to her 
father, and added, overwhelmed with joy: “ Papa, 
the good God has done me a great favor, and 
I hope you will grant me one, too.” “I will,” an
swered the father, “ what do you ask ?” “ I will not 
tell you till you have promised to grant it.” “ That 
cannot be, my dear Rosalie, I must know if the thing 
is in my power.” “ Oh I yes, you can do it; it depends 
only on yourself.” “ First tell me, then, what it is.” 
“No, I will not tell you till you have promised me,” 
and she redoubled her caresses and tender entreaties. 
The father gave in at last, and made the required 
promise. “Well,” said the daughter, “you must 
complete my happiness by sharing it with me; it is a 
long time since you were at Communion; you may 
die at any moment, and you would not be ready to 
appear before God; so, profit by this opportunity.” 
w I will see about that,” replied the father; “ it takes 
time, you know, and reflection.” “ Oh ! papa, you 
promised me, and an honest man has but his word. 
I am resolved to torment you till you consent.” Vic
tory ! victory I My friends, some weeks after, people 
were edified to see the father seated at the Sacred 
Banquet, beside his beloved daughter, and I confess it 
was hard to say which of the two seemed the hap
piest.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 97.

587. The Pennies of a Young Communicant.—The 
First Communion is so important, my very dear 
children, that you should take several years to think 
vf it and prepare for it Imitate m that the little 
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George, about whom I am going to tell you. Thia 
dear child belonged to a family of poor working* 
people, in the little town of St. Dizier, if I am not 
mistaken. Every day his mother, sending him to the 
Brothers’ School, gave him a piece of bread and a 
penny to buy something that he might eat with it. 
The poor child contented himself with his piece of 
bread, and hid away his penny every morning in the 
bottom of an old press. One day his mother dis
covered the little treasure; not knowing whence the 
money came, fearing even that it might have beeD 
stolen, she asks her son where all the pennies came 
from, and what he meant to do with them. “ Mam 
ma,” he answers, a little embarrassed, “ they are the 
pennies you gave me every morning; I put them 
away to give to the poor when I make my First 
Communion.” Touching inspiration: this little angel 
wished that the poor should take part in his happi
ness, and that it might be a festival on earth, as well 
as in heaven, the day on which his heart should be 
for the first time united to God. His good mother 
understood that, she pressed him to her heart, and 
shed tears of joy over him.—Recomp. Hebdom., No. 
LXIII., p. 45.

588. How a New Communicant Reasoned.—It is 
not enough, dear friends, to prepare well for First 
Communion; it is not even enough to make it well; 
it is necessary to persevere after having made it. I 
was told in Paris that a good little boy, named Ana
tole, the son of working people as honest as people 
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can be when they have no religion, had made his 
First Communion with admirable fervor. The Sun
day following, the child rises very early, puts on his 
best clothes, and prepares to go out, “ Why, where 
are you going so early ?” asks his father. “ Father, 
I am going to Mass; you know what the command
ment says: Sundays and holydays Mass thou shalt 
hear. After the great favor God has bestowed on 
me, could I show myself ungrateful towards Him ?”— 
“ Bah I that is all nonsense; work or go to walk, but 
leave the priests to sing their Or emus alone. God 
never made such a law as that.”—“ But,” said the 
child, his cheeks flushing with the warmth of his 
feelings, “ if that law is all nonsense, that other 
Honor your father and your mother, must be nonsense, 
too 1” Which of the two was most disconcerted ? 
Evidently it was the poor ignorant workman; he 
could make no answer, turned away in thoughtful 
mood, perhaps even admiring in the depth of his 
heart his son’s presence of mind and good sense. The 
fact is, my dear friends, that eight days after, the 
child did not go to Mass alone; his father and mother 
accompanied him, and ever after they became excel
lent Christians.—-Recomp. Hebdom., No. LXXV1IL 
P- 7..

589. Can Mass be Heard in a Workshop I—Happy 
the children who are animated by a good spirit, and 
who surmount with courage the obstacles they meet 
in the accomplishment of their duties I Here is on« 
instance of a working boy docile laborious, and en« 
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dowed with a generous soul. His family, not know 
ing, and consequently not practising his religion, had, 
nevertheless,.sent him to the Brothers, and the child 
had always been a consolation to them by reason of 
his piety and his assiduity to study. After his First 
Communion his parents thought of binding him ap
prentice to a man who neither kept Sunday nor 
holyday. Edward, considering how painful it would 
be to him not to be able to obey God, whose will it 
is that the holy day of Sunday should be employed in 
his service, was on the point of resisting; but, hav
ing first recommended himself to God, he went to his 
confessor, and told him his trouble. The minister of 
the Lord, a wise and prudent man, ordered him to 
obey, and submit to the paternal authority. “ Con
tent yourselves,” said he, “ with offering to God your 
labor, and, during the Holy Sacrifice, collect yourself 
interiorly, and unite yourself with the prayers of the 
priest and of the faithful; the good God will come to 
your assistance.” The boy, soothed and encouraged, 
commenced his apprenticeship, and was constantly 
docile to the lessons he had received at school, and 
the counsels of his director. At his work in the 
shop, amongst the workmen, he was always gay, 
smiling, and amiable. He went about his work in 
such a willing, cheerful way, that he pleased every one, 
but especially his patron, and kept continually hum
ming some pious airs, or singing snatches of hymns 
But there was a day and a time when he always ap
peared graver and more collected; the day was Sun 
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day, and the time, while the Holy Sacrifice was being 
offered up. His master at last perceived it, and 
failed not to question him on the cause of this silence, 
and the thoughtful air he showed on Sunday, and 
always at the same time. The young apprentice 
simply told him that being deprived of hearing Mass, 
he united himself in spirit with those who had the 
happiness of complying with that Christian duty. 
The master, far from being annoyed at this avowal 
which condemned himself, admired the virtue of his - 
apprentice; and as he was perfectly satisfied with 
his good conduct and his work : “ My boy,” said he, 
“ I am pleased with you; I wish to reward you and 
give you pleasure; for that reason, I will allow you 
to stay away every Sunday from next Sunday out; 
discharge your Christian duties and you will always 
be a good lad.” The pious child thanked his master 
and thenceforward was able to satisfy his devotion 
oy assisting regularly at the offices of the Church, 
and participating in the Sacraments. So be became 
a finished workman, blessed by God, loved, respected 
by his fellow-workmen, who never found fault with 
what he did, because he was ever amiable and oblig. 
ing to every one.—Recomp, Hebdom, No. Xf/VTIL, 
p. 5.
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CHAPTER X
PENANCE.

I.---- ON PENANCE IN GENERAL.

590. The Boxing Mania.—We must do penance 
for our sins, my friends; but our having so simple 
and so easy a means of obtaining pardon is not a 
motive to encourage us to commit them more at our 
ease. There was in Rome, at the time it was still 
pagan, a libertine of a singular kind; he was called 
Lucius Neratus, and his greatest pleasure was, when 
he met poor decent people in the street, if they Beemed 
at all helpless, to give them a blow on either cheek. 
This silly ruffian paid dear for his strange mania, for 
the law of the Twelve Tables decreed a heavy fine 
for such offences. But this did not frighten Neratus; 
on the contrary, for greater convenience, he had a 
slave to follow him with a purse of silver. As often 
as he had yielded to this strange fancy, by striking 
people in the face, he caused the sum fixed by law to 
be counted out to the injured person, in order to pre
vent any complaint being lodged against him. He 
imagined that that was all he had to do, and that he 
need not give himself any further trouble ; he wm 
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mistaken. As soon as the judges were made aware 
of this vile speculation, they abolished the ancient law 
and established a new one, whereby every personal 
offence was to be punished according to the gravity 
of the injury and the quality of the person offended. 
Well I my friends, what instruction do you draw 
from this curious story ? Here it is : Impenitent sin
ners are like Neratus; they fancy it is sufficient for 
them to confess their sins and perform the penance 
imposed on them, and that nothing more is to be 
done. But when the Lord sees that the graces and 
means of salvation He sends us are abused, He, too, in 
some sort, changes His law: He permits that those 
who have had a presumptuous confidence in His 
divine mercy, and who encouraged themselves in evil 
by the facility of repairing it, see accomplished in 
their regard that sentence of Jesus Christ himself 
* Some sins are not forgiven in this world or the 
next.”—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 177.

591. The Penance of Three Actors.—“ Unless ye 
do penance, ye shall all perish,” is said in Scripture 
and, dear friends, those words well meditated upon 
have made great sinners great saints. There was at 
Tarsus, in Cilicia, a comedian, named Babylas, and 
two others, females, named Cometa and Nicosa, who 
led a very scandalous life. They were as yet all 
pagans. Babylas, passing one day by where there 
was an assembly of Christians, ouriosity induced him 
to enter, and listen to an instruction that was being 
given. The text was precisely those words of St. 
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John the Baptist: Do penance, for the kingdom of Go& 
♦s at hand. The words of the preacher went straight 
to the heart of Baby las; he was touched, and resolved 
thenceforth to do penance. Arrived at home, he 
said to Cometa and Nicosa, his two accomplices, that 
he gave up the theatre for evermore, to occupy him
self solely with the salvation of his soul. He left 
them hi? fortune to divide between them. But be
hold, dear friends, the power of good example : this 
proposal touched the two women; they began to 
weep bitterly and addressed him in these words: 
“What! you have guided us to our ruin, and now 
that you are going to eternal life, you would leave 
us alone, you would abandon us to our hard fate. 
No, it shall not be; we have imitated you in your 
criminal life, we will also follow y u in the way of 
penance that you embrace.” And they carried out 
their resolution. Babylas, to lead a solitary and 
penitential life, retired into a tower of the city ram
parts, and the two others shut themselves up in a 
miserable cave, where they passed the rest of their 
days in retreat, and in the exercise of an austere and 
penitential life. It was thus that these poor sinners 
became holy penitents.—Schmid et Belet, II., 568.

592. An Emperor in Public Penance.—I know not, 
in all ecclesiastical history, a penance more striking 
than that of Theodosius the Great. I am going to 
tell it to you somewhat abridged. That prince, hav
ing heard that the inhabitants of Thessalonica had 
revolted against his officers, and ignored his author 
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ity for a short space, had them massacred without 
any form of trial. Seven thousand persons were 
killed in that horrible carnage. St. Ambrose, Bishop 
of Milan, hearing this tragical news, wrote a beauti
ful letter to the Emperor: “ I have had a dream by 
night,” said he, “ and I thought I saw you coming to 
church, but I was not permitted to offer the Sacri
fice.” That holy bishop took this vision for a sign 
that God willed the Emperor to be deprived for a 
time of assisting at the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. 
St. Ambrose continued exhorting Theodosius to do 
penance for his crime. On reading this letter the 
Emperor felt himself touched with repentance, and, 
on his returning to Milan, as he presented himself 
at the church, the holy bishop, who awaited him at 
the door, refused him admission with a firmness 
truly episcopal. “ Retire,” said he, “ and add not a 
new crime to those you have already committed.” 
Theodosius excused himself by the example of David 
who had made himself guilty of murder. Ambrose 
replied: “ Since you have imitated him in his sin, 
imitate him in his penance.” The Emperor, unable 
to reply, retired submissively to his palace with 
tears in his eyes; he abstained from going to church 
for eight whole months, living as a penitent un
worthy to participate in the Holy Mysteries with the 
faithful, and he willingly submitted to the public pen
ance. He began by leaving off the imperial robes, 
with which he would not clothe himself again during 
the course of his penanoe; he laid them on the ground, 
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and wept publicly the sin he had committed, rathei 
through passion and surprise than through malice. 
Sozomenes, an ecclesiastical historian, even says that 
the Emperor publicly confessed his fault in the 
church. He there assisted at the common prayers 
in the most humble posture, not standing or kneel 
ing, like the others, but prostrate on the ground, say
ing with the penitent king: “ My soul hath cleaved 
to the pavement: quicken Thou me according to Thy 
word.” Then he tore his hair, struck his forehead 
and breast, asked pardon of God with tears and 
groans, thereby giving sensible marks of a heart 
broken with grief. He even repaired the evil he had 
done, as far as possible, by a law suspending execu
tions for thirty days after the sentence was passed. 
Thus it was that an emperor was not ashamed to do 
a penance which private individuals would not have 
dared to undertake; and there was no day during his 
after life in which the remembrance of his sin was 
not present to his mind. Finally, at the end of eight 
months, St. Ambrose received him at the door of the 
cathedral of Milan, permitted him to assist at the 
Holy Sacrifice, and publicly gave him Holy Com
munion.—D. Genevaux, Hist. Chois., 283.

593. I am no longer such a one. ... .—When we 
have confessed our sins, done penance for them, and 
received absolution, there is still something more to 
be done, my very dear children ! it is to correct our
selves. Accordingly, after a sincere conversion, we 
ought to be no longer the same; those who had been 
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dissipated, volatile, idle, given to lying, ought to be
come serious, wise, laborious and truthful. St. Am
brose, Archbishop of Milan, who lived in the fourth 
century, relates a somewhat curious fact in this con
nection. A young man, of Alexandria, I thiuk, had 
had the misfortune to commit a great crime with a 
person of his own country. Ashamed of having given 
way to the temptation, and fearing to fall again if he 
remained at home, he undertook a long journey. I 
believe he came as far as Rome, went to confession 
there, and submitted to the severe penance imposed 
upon him. At last, when several years had passed, he 
returned to his own country, resolved to persevere in 
the good dispositions he then had. Passing along 
the streets of Alexandria to go to the house of his 
parents, he was accosted by his former companion in 
guilt. She approaches and bids him good day. Our 
young pilgrim regards her with an astonished air, 
as though he did not recognize her. “ Why ?” said 
she, “ do you not know me ? I am such-a-one.v— 
“ That may be,” said the young man, “ but, as for me, 
I am no longer such-a-one." And he continued his way 
without saying a word more. There is precisely, 
dear friends, what we ought to say and do after our 
conversion; we should no longer be able to recognize 
ourselves.—Noml, Cat. de Rodez, II., 41.
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n.—ON CONTRITION.

594. Imperfect Contrition of Antiochus.—The Holy 
Scripture furnishes us, my very dear friends, with a 
remarkable example of defective contrition, in the 
person of Antiochus Epiphanius, King of Syria. En
raged to see that Judas Maccabeus had so utterly de
feated his armies, he quitted Persia, where he then 
was, and would put himself at the head of new troops. 
He advanced then towards Judea, and swore to make 
Jerusalem a heap of ruins, and to bury all the Jew’s 
beneath it. But God watched over his people; as 
Antiochus was pursuing his journey with extraor
dinary rapidity, he fell from his chariot and bruised 
his whole body. That haughty prince, who fancied 
that he could command the very waves of the sea, 
felt that the hand of God had struck him. In fact, 
his wounds all festered and putrified; his entrails 
were torn with excruciating pains; disgusting worms 
came forth from every part of his body, which had 
become, as it were, a mass of corruption. It was 
then that the impious prince began to repent of what 
he had done and projected against the people of God; 
he even allowed these words to escape him: “ I see 
it is just to submit to God, and mortal man may not 
strive against Him who is immortal.” He not only 
promised not to treat Judea as he had intended, but 
on the contrary, to treat it as one of his most favored 
provinces, and even to furnish from his treasury the 
silver necessary for the sacrifices of the temple. He 
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at length went so far as to promise that he would have 
himself instructed in the Jewish religion, and practise 
it with zeal and fidelity. All was of no avail; Anti- 
>cbug died miserably before reaching the end of his 
journey. “ He asked mercy,” says the Scripture, 
“ but he was not to obtain mercy.” And why so ? 
Ah I dear friends, it was because the contrition of 
Antiochus was not excited in him by supernatural 
motives. Observe that in all that he was only occu
pied with himself; he repents of his crimes because 
of the chastisements they drew down upon him; he 
proposes to do better for the future, but only in the 
hope of being cured. His contrition was defective; 
it was not such as to deserve pardon.—I. Maccabees, 
Chap. VI.

595. The Contrition and Penance of Ustazade the 
Apostate.—I cannot better make you acquainted with 
the fruits of a good confession than by the story I am 
going to relate. In the fourth century, Sapor, king 
of the Persians, having become a persecutor of the 
Christians, ordered that erevy priest in his dominions 
that would not renounce Jesus Christ should be be
headed. He sent for the Archbishop of Seleucia, St. 
Simeon, who had chief charge of the flock, and passed 
for the most zealous defender of Christianity. The 
king exhorted him to adore the Sun, making him the 
most magnificent promises if he obeyed, and threat 
ening, in case of refusal, to put him to death and ex
pel all the Christians from the kingdom. Simeon an
swered firmly: “ I cannot adore the Sun, I should 
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betray'my religion.” The prince, irritated, caused 
him to be put in prison, in the hope that the bad 
treatment he received there might, perhaps, induce 
him to change his mind. As they were conducting 
him thither, an old officer, named Ustazade, who was 
steward of the imperial palace, was deeply touched 
to see the holy bishop in that state. He prostrated 
himself before him through respect; but the Saint 
appeared offended by this testimony of respectful at
tachment, and he turned away his face so as not to 
see Ustazade. And wherefore ? Ah I it was that 
this officer had been formerly a Christian, and through 
weakness or cowardice had apostatized by worship
ping the Sun, and thereby renouncing Christianity. 
Ustazade understood St. Simeon’s conduct; but he 
could not bear this reproach, which he had so weh 
deserved, and he instantly burst into tears. To re
pair the crime of his apostacy, he threw off the white 
robe he wore and put on a black one, in order to 
manifest his repentance. Thus attired, he went and 
placed himself before the palace, and there, pouring 
forth tearsand lamentations, he exclaimed : “ Wretch 
that I am I What have I to expect from Jesus 
Christ, whom I have had the misfortune to renounce, 
if I am so sensible to the contempt, which Simeon, 
who is only His minister, shows for me because of 
my apostacy ?” The king, hearing that his faithful 
eunuch was deeply afflicted, wanted to know the 
reason; he sent for him into the palace. “ What 
disgrace has befallen you he said to him in a tone 



PBMANOJL Ml

of the greatest mildness. “ Alas I I would rather 
hat every disgrace possible had burst upon me, rather 

thaD that which is the cause of my grief! I weep 
that I am not dead, that I can still see that Sun 
which I have had the misfortune of adoring sooner 
than displease you. I deserve a double death, one 
for having betrayed Jesus Christ, my Adorable 
Saviour; the other, for having deceived you.” 
Ustazade then swore that he would never betray 
Him whom he recognized and adored as his God. 
At these words Sapor became furious, and swore to 
put all the Christians to death; yet through compas
sion for this old man, he neglected nothing to gain 
him over. “ No,” said this true penitent, “ you shall 
not succeed; I will never be foolish enough to rendej 
to the creature the supreme worship which is due 
only to the Creator.” The king, seeing his constancy, 
sentenced him to be beheaded. As he was led to 
execution, Ustazade sent for another officer of the 
palace, who was his friend, and besought him to go 
to Sapor and ask a favor for him. “ Prince, in re
turn for the fidelity with which he has served you for 
so many years, Ustazade prays you to grant that at 
the time when his sentence of death is being executed, 
a herald may proclaim that he was not so condemned 
in punishment of any crime, but only because he is a 
Christian, and refuses to betray his God.” Sapor 
consented with pleasure to his steward’s demand* 
be hoped thereby to intimidate the other Christiana, 
when they saw that he did not even spare an old 
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man who had served him long and well. There, de® 
friends, is what may be called a sincere contrition, 
accompanied by a firm purpose.—Lassausse, Explic, 
du Cat. de VEmpire, 572.

596. Penance Imposed on a Truly Contrite Sinner. 
—It is related that a great sinner went to confession 
to the venerable Pierre de Corbeil, Archbishop of 
Sens, who lived, I think, in the fifteenth century. He 
made a sincere confession of all the crimes he had 
committed, and he did so sighing and weeping, ask
ing with humility if God would really forgive him his 
sins. The prelate answered him: “ Doubt it not, my 
son, provided you are sincerely resolved to do pen
ance.” “ What ?” cried this contrite and humble sin
ner, “ will God, whom I have so grievously offended, 
be satisfied with that ? Ah ! impose on me whatever 
you will, I am ready to do it I But how can you 
ever impose a penance upon me long enough, severe 
enough, to equal the heinousness of my crimes?” 
The holy prelate, himself shedding tears of compas
sion and of joy on meeting a sinner so well disposed, 
said to him : “ Your penance shall be only for seveD 
years.” “ Father I” cried the sinner, “ my penance only 
for seven years! What I so small a thing for such 
great crimes, which I could not expiate in the whole 
course of the longest life I” “ It shall be less still, my 
dear child,” said the Archbishop, more and more soft
ened, “ for I oblige you only to fast three days on 
bread and water.” “Ah I Father,” cried the penitent, 
striking his breast very hard, “ do not destroy me, J 
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beseech you; I am at your feet, and I imp .ore a 
mercy which I cannot too dearly purchase. Propor
tion, as far as possible, my penance to my iniquity, 
spare not my weakness; I am ready to do and un- 
dertake all, to obtain a pardon of which I am un
worthy.” The venerable confessor, inspired by God, 
and filled with admiration for the workings of grace, 
then told him: “ Be of good heart, my son, I order 
you only to say the Lord’s Prayer once, and I have 
every reason to believe that all your sins shall be 
forgiven you.” At these words the penitent, whose 
heart was broken with grief, utters a loud cry, ex
pressing at once his astonishment and his gratitude 
towards the God of mercy, and immediately he falls 
at the feet of the holy Archbishop, expiring thus 
with grief for having offended God, and going, per
haps, to heaven without even passing through the 
flames of purgatory. Magnificent example of perfect 
contrition!—Guillois, 2Vo«v. Expllc. du Cat., 390.

597. Method of Exciting Oneself to Contrition.— 
Contrition is so indispensable, dear friends, that we 
should neglect nothing to excite ourselves to it. Here 
is an excellent method to succeed therein. Mgr. de 
la Mothe d’Orleans, Bishop of Amiens, confessed every 
eight days. In his preparation for confession he made 
three stations: the first in hell, the second in heaveD 
the third on Calvary. He first descended in though 
into the place of torments, and saw there th * 
spot he believed he had merited in the midst of dd- 
Touring and everlasting flames, in company with 
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devils and damned souls. He thanked the Lord foi 
not having cast him into it, and besought him to still 
have mercy on him, granting him the graces neces
sary to preserve him from it. He then ascended to 
the regions of glory, amid the blessed. There, he 
groaned in spirit over the sins whereby he had closed 
its gates against him; he beseeched the Lord to open 
them, and fervently invoked the Saints. He then 
went up in thought to Calvary, and considering at
tentively and lovingly his crucified Saviour, he said 
to himself: “ And there is my work 1 T am the cause 
of the pains and sorrows Jesus Christ endured ; I 
helped, by my sins, to cover with wounds the body 
of a Man God, to crucify Him, to put Him to death I 
O Jesus I what harm hast Thou done me ? How 
could I treat Thee so, Thou who lovedst me to ex 
cess, Thou whom I ought to love with an infinite 
love, if I could love Thee infinitely ? It is because 
Thou art infinitely amiable that I love Thee, and re
pent of having offended Thee.” You will admit, dear 
friends, that this method would be quite proper to 
produce good sentiments in our soul at the moment 
of confession.—Guillois, Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 383.

598. Mercy for Every Sin.—However numerous 
our sins may be, children, it is not they that will de
stroy us, but the want of contrition and confidence 
in God. Would you have a proof of this? Listen 
A. woman who was a great sinner, crossing a chuicb 
one day to shorten her way, saw a great number of 
oersons crowding in, and appearing to expect some 
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thing extraordinary. Curious to know what was 
going on, she takes her place with the others; and, 
the crowd increasing, she soon found herself so sur
rounded that it was impossible to think of letiring. 
Some time after, a venerable missionary ascended the 
pulpit, and preached op the goodness of God to sin
ners, Amongst others, he several times repeated 
these words: “ My brethren, there is mercy for every 
sin, provided the sinner repents.” This woman, who 
had heard all very attentively, fixed her mind parti
cularly on these words, which had struck her. As 
soon as the discourse was finished, she made her way 
through the crowd, and, approaching the preacher 
just as he went down from the pulpit, she pulled him 
by the sleeve, and said with simplicity : “ Is it really 
true, father, that there is mercy for every sin ?”—- 
“ Nothing is more certain, madam I God forgives all 
sinners if they only repent.”—“ But,” said the woman 
again, “ there are all sorts of sinners ; does God for
give all without distinction ?”—“ Yes, certainly ; pro
vided they detest their sins, God forgives them all 
without distinction.”—“Would He pardon me who 
for fifteen years have committed the greatest crimes?” 
“Undoubtedly,” answered the missionary, “ He will 
pardon your sins if you only detest, and cease to 
commit them.”—“ If that be so, father, I pray you tell 
me at what hour you will hear my confession.”—“ I 
can hear you immediately, madam; prepare your 
self, and I will be back in a moment.” The mission
ary points out his confessional, and returns some time 
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after to hear her. Before retiring, she said to he? 
confessor : “ Father, I cannot return to my dwelling 
without exposing myself to the danger of falling 
again into sin; could you not procure me a shelter 
for the night ?” The missionary having explained to 
her that he could not do it without great difficulty, 
this woman generously resolved to remain in the 
church all night. Next morning, when the doors 
were opened, she was found lifeless in a chapel dedi
cated to the Blessed Virgin; she was kneeling, with 
her face prostrate on the ground, and the pavement 
was seen wet with the tears she had shed; she had 
wept her sins so bitterly that she bad died of grief 
The missionary being apprised of what had hap
pened, went tc the place, recognized her for the per
son whose confession he had heard on the previous 
night, and admired the greatness of God's mercy. 
The circumstance furnished him with a theme for a 
fine and useful discourse; let it be for us, dear 
friends, an additional motive to excite ourselves to 
contrition for our faults, and never to lose confidence. 
—Noel, Cat. de Rodez, III., 237.

599. The Fears of a Servant.—A servant, return
ing from catechism, was questioned by his master, 
who was a good Christian, on what he had learned. 
“ Alas I sir,” said he sighing, “ I have learned that I 
am damned.” “And why so, Stephen?” asks his 
master. “ Because, sir, the priest says that one must 
be sorrier for their sins than for the death of their 
father, and I know that I felt more sorrow when my 
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father died than I ever did for my sins.” The master 
told him that he must have misunderstood what 
was said. He explained to him the doctrine of the 
Church on the subject of contrition, saying: “You 
Bee, sorrow for sin is of a kind, of a nature very differ, 
ent from the sorrow one feels on losing their father. 
The first is a hatred and detestation of evil committed; 
the second is an effect of the natural tenderness which 
exists in the heart of children towards their parents. 
If you hate, detest sin, if you are resolved rather to 
die than commit it anew, if you have these senti- 
ments in your heart, be sure you have the necessary 
sorrow, you have a true contrition.” At these words 
the good servant began to breathe again; he sincerely 
thanked his master for having enlightened him, and 
explained his error to him, an error that might have 
ended by throwing him into despair. And your
selves, dear friends, try to penetrate yourselves with 
the conditions and marks of a true contrition, and ex
cite yourselves thereto the best you can.—Guillois, 
Nauv. Explic. du Cat., p. 391.

600. A Zouave Preparing a Comrade for Death.— 
When one cannot confess, dear friends, they cannot 
obtain pardon of their sins, except by an act of per
fect contrition. The military history of France con
tains fine examples of this. I am somewhat of the 
opinion of that Zouave who said to an army chaplain: 
“See, Father, the airs oftheimpious and unbelieving, 
h is good to live, but it is the devil to die.” Well I 
it would be necesiary then to ask pardon of God, t< 
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express to Him all one’s regret; it would be neoee 
sary, in a word, to do what a French officer wrote in 
military style on the death of one of his friends. It 
was about the year 1840. He addresses the sisterr 
of the deceased and tells her: “ Your brother had been 
grievously wounded. On reaching the ambulance, he 
told me he wanted a priest to hear bis confession. I 
answered him (excuse the terms): ‘ My friend, you seem 
to mistake the age. We are no longer in the time of 
the Crusades, nor under the reign of St. Louis; we are 
under the reign of Bugeaud.’—‘No matter,’ said he, 
‘ I was brought up a Christian, and I want to die a 
Christian.’ I assure you I sent everywhere in search 
of a priest, but there was not one in the camp. Your 
brother appeared much afflicted, and his faith in» 
pressed me strongly. Then I said to him : ‘ My 
friend, God is good, He sees your good will. Ex
press to Him your regret, ask His pardon, and I am 
sure He will forgive you.’ He did so, and died in the 
most edifying manner. I give you all these particu
lars because I know you are devout, and they will 
give you pleasure.” It is a little dry, as you see, dear 
friends, but it bears the pleasing stamp of sincerity, 
candor and faith. You see there is an occasion when 
perfect contrition is strictly necessary to obtain par
don of one’s sins.—Mullois, Mou de Marie de tout le 
Monde, p. 65.
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III.—ON CONTESSTON.

601. Sudden Death of a Shepherd After Confession. 
•—The greatest misfortune that can befall a sinner on 
earth, my very dear friends, is to die suddenly. 
Hence it is that we should always make our confes
sion as if it were to be the last of our life. It is 
related in the life of St. Louis, king of France, that 
God often gave him the grace of being able to pen.- 
etrate the secret of hearts. One day, whilst passing 
through one of the provinces of his kingdom, I know 
not which, he came to a shepherd who was grazing 
his flock. He approaches him with his usual kind 
ness, looks at him with interest, puts some questions 
to him, and at length says: “My son, I know the 
bad state of your conscience; it is three years since 
you made a sincere confession; I beg of you, if you 
value your soul, to delay no longer in returning to 
God; let me take you back to the fold of the Good 
Shepherd, for death is already at your door. God is 
willing to forgive you all your sins.” The shepherd, 
all amazed, shuddered at these words; he made a 
strict examination of his conscience, and confessed his 
sins with sincere contrition, having earnestly besought 
the Lord to give him that grace. But behold, dear 
friends, what need he had to do so: three days after 
he died a sudden death, in the very field where he 
was feeding his flock.—Sotimid et Belet Cat. Hist., 
HI., 171.

602. Story of St. John Nepomucene.—Speaking of 
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the secrecy of confession, I know a very beautiful 
story which I will tell you. The Empress Jane, a 
princess adorned with all virtues, had chosen for her 
director the learned St. John Nepomucene, Canon 
of Prague, in Bohemia. Wenceslaus, husband of the 
Empress, was so jealous that he put an evil construc
tion on the most innocent actions of his pious spouse. 
He allowed these injurious suspicions to take such 
root in his mind that at last he came to believe her 
guilty. To make himself sure, one day when she 
had been to confession he went to the canon, her 
director, and questioned him to know whether hia 
suspicions were well founded. The Saint told him 
that he could not tell him one way or the other, for 
that the seal of confession being inviolable, any know
ledge acquired in confession was the same as if it 
were not. The Emperor, much annoyed, kept a 
gloomy silence. Some days after he caused the Saint 
to be brought before him, and by turns employed 
persuasions, promises, and caresses to induce him to 
reveal the Empress’ confession; you may well sup
pose, dear friends, that all was in vain. Wenceslaus 
then treated him with the greatest inhumanity, but 
still with no better success; he could draw nothing 
from that virtuous priest. At last he threatened him 
with death if he did not do as be desired. “ You may 
put me to death,” answers St. John Nepomucene, 
“but you shall not make me speak.” Wenceslaus, in 
a rage, orders him to be thrown into the river 
Moldau, which flowed beneath the walls of his palaoa 
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The holy martyr was speedily stifled under the water. 
Some pious persons carried off his body, and laid it 
in a tomb, where it wrought many miracles. This 
happened in the year 1388. On opening his tomb 
336 years after, that is to say, on the 14th of April, 
1719, his body was found fleshless, but his tongue 
was as fresh and as well preserved as though he were 
dead but a few hours. It is still kept with much re
spect in the Cathedral of Prague, where an observant 
traveller saw it fresh and whole in 1769.—Feller, 
Biop. Univ., V.

603. Apparition of a Damned Soul.—You are not 
ignorant, very dear friends, that a single grave sin, 
wilfully concealed in confession, can be pardoned 
neither in this world nor the other; we must abso
lutely reveal all the sins we can remember, if we 
would recover the grace of God. I have read some 
terrible instances of this; here is one that you will 
never forget A young person of eighteen, who 
lived in Florence, in Italy, had the misfortune to fall 
into temptation, and commit a great sin. No sooner 
had she done so than she found herself covered with 
confusion and torn with remorse. “ Oh I” said she to 
herself, “how shall I have the courage to declare 
that sin to my confessor ? What will he think of 
me ? What will he say to me ?” She went, never 
theless, to confession, but dared not confess that sin; 
8he got absolution, and had the misfortune to receive 
Communion in that state. This horrible sacrilege 
increased still more her remorse and trouble; she 
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was, as it were, in a hell, tormented day and night by 
the reproaches of her conscience, and by the well- 
founded fear of being lost forever. In the hope of 
quieting her conscience, she gave herself up to tears 
and groans, to continual prayer, to the most rigorous 
fasts, and the hardest privations, but all was in vain : 
the remembrance of her first crime and her sacrileges 
harrassed and pursued her incessantly. Iler soul was, 
as it were, in an abyss of sorrow and bitterness. 
In the height of her interior anguish, a thought came 
into her mind to go into a convent and make a gen
eral confession, in which it would be easy for her to 
declare her sin. She did so, and commenced the 
confession she had proposed making; but, still en
slaved by false shame, she related the hidden sin in 
such a garbled, confused way, that her confessor did 
not understand it, and yet she continued to receive 
Communion in that sad state. Her trouble became 
so great that life appeared insupportable to her. To 
relieve her heart, tormented as it was, she redoubled 
her prayers, mortifications and good works, to such 
an extent that the nuns of the convent took her for a 
saint, and elected her for their superior, in place of 
one who had been carried off by death. Become su
perior, this wretched hypocrite continued to lead 
outwardly a penitential and exemplary life, embit
tered still by the reproaches of her conscience. Tc 
moderate her horrible fears a little, she at length 
made a firm resolution to confess her sin in her last 
illness, which came sooner than she expected. Thea 
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she immediately undertook a general confession, with 
the good intention of confessing the sin she had 
always concealed; but shame restrained her more 
strongly than ever, and she did not accuse her
self of it. She still consoled herself with the 
hought that she would declare it a few mo

ments before her death. Alas! my dear friends, 
she had neither the time nor the power. The fever 
rose so high that she became delirious, and so died. 
Some days after, the religious of the monastery, be
ing in prayer for the repose of the soul of this pre
tended saint, she appeared to them in a hideous form 
and told them: “ My dear sisters, pray not for me, it 
is useless—I am damned !”—“ IIuw ?” cried an old 
religions more dead than alive; “you are damned, 
after leading such a holy and penitential life! Is it 
possible ?”—“ Alas! yes, I am damned for having all 
my life concealed in confession a mortal sin which I 
committed at the age of eighteen years.” Having 
said these frightful words, she disappeared, leaving 
behind her an intolerable stench, the visible sign of 
the sad state in which she was. This story, which 
is so well adapted to make us reflect, is related by 
St. Antoninus, Archbishop of Florence, who wrote 
in the’fifteenth century.—Abbe Favre, Ze Cid Ouvtri 
45.

604. A Peasant's General Confession.—Nothing ia 
so useful as a good general confession, my dear chil 
dren: when it is well made, it makes us perfectly 
easy as to the state of our conscience. Some one cam* 
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one day to ask St. Vincent de Paul to repair to Gannea 
situate a short distance from Folleville, in the de
partment of the Oise, which was then his usual place 
of abode. Vincent set out without delay, when he 
knew that he was wanted to prepare for death a 
worthy peasant dangerously ill. Whether through 
ignorance, or neglect, this poor man had his conscience 
loaded with several mortal sins, which a false shame 
had always prevented him from revealing; and yet 
he flattered himself that he was to be saved all the 
same. The Saint having commenced to hear him, 
tnought he could urge him to make a general confes 
sion. The sick man, encouraged by the milaness with 
which his new director treated him, made an effort, 
prepared himself carefully, and at length declared his 
secret miseries, which he had never had courage to 
reveal to any one. This sincerity, so necessary at the 
last moment, was followed by an inexpressible con
solation. The penitent found himself unburdened of 
an enormous weight, which had for many years op
pressed him. The most remarkable circumstance 
was that he passed from one extreme to the other, 
and during the three last days he yet lived, he re
peated several times a sort of public confession of his 
faults, which he had always been ashamed to confess 
at the sacred tribunal. The Countess de Joigny, 
whose farmer he was, having gone to see him, ac
cording to her custom : “ Ah I Madam,” cried he, aa 
■oon as he perceived her, “I was damned, if I had 
not been induced to make a general confession, on ao 
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count of several great sins which I could never bring 
myself to confess. I am very grateful to Father Vin
cent, whom you kindly sent to prepare me.” It was 
thus that, by a good general confession, he set his con
science in order, recovered the peace of his soul, and 
died in the best dispositions.—Abelly, Vie de Saint 
Vincent de Paul.

605. The Tribulations of a Fleming.—Here is one 
of the most curious examples I know on confessions 
wherein people try to conceal some mortal sin. The 
story is rather long, but still I think it will not tire 
you. A rich Fleming, born in Belgium, had the mis
fortune to commit a grave fault. Recovered from the 
temporary infatuation of the shameful passion which 
bad kept him in thrall, he became so confused that 
he preferred death and eternal damnation to the 
shame of confessing it. Nevertheless his conscience 
tormented him incessantly. One day, in passing 
through Anvers, he heard a preacher saying that one 
is not obliged to confess sins which they have for« 
gotten. He then tried every means to bury his in 
oblivion. With that view, he gives himself up to the 
vehemence of his passion, he heaps sins on sins, 
thinking thereby to lose sight of the first and most 
shameful fault. You will easily understand that it 
was quite the contrary. This crime presented itself 
unceasingly to his mind. He went travelling through 
different count ries of Europe, thinking to divert his 
mind from this harassing, ever-present thought. But 
the variety of objects which he saw could not alls- 
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viate or lessen his torments; it was impossible tai 
him to fly himself. He afterwards applied himself to 
the study of mathematics, and to linear drawing, 
fancying that he might find some diversion for his 
thoughts in the close attention required for those sci
ences. All was useless, and our Fleming still found 
himself with the accursed sin fresh in his mind. 
What is he to do ? He hopes to be able to efface his 
crime by the most austere practices of penance, with
out being obliged to confess. He, accordingly, puts 
on haircloth, uses the discipline severely, gives him 
self up to fasting, pours abundant alms into the lap 
of the poor; but the wound in his soul became all 
the deeper, and festered the more, the more he did to 
close it. In his impotence to calm his remorse, he 
takes the frightful resolution of hanging himself, to 
put an end to his unhappy life, and gets into a car
riage to go home, in order to execute, in his own 
house, the horrible purpose he had formed. God, 
who still watched over this unfortunate, ordained it 
so that he met on the way a religious of his acquaint
ance. After exchanging salutations, he offers the 
Father a seat in his carriage. They entered into con
versation, and, amongst other things, chanced to 
speak of confession. This was putting the finger on 
the wound. So, applying to himself the monk’s re
marks, he asks him, with a troubled countenance, 
why he talks to him in that way. The Father aa- 
■wers that it is the custom in his Order to speak to 
•very one of the affair of salvation, with or without 
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occasion. “ And for myself,” added he laughing, MI 
willingly offer you my services.”—“ I thank you," an
swers our Fleming drily, “ you are but losing your 
time talking so to a man who has no wish to confess. 
If you can assist me without confession, indeed, I will 
thankfully accept your offer.” The monk then sus
pects the bad state of that soul, and makes up his 
mind to act with all possible circumspection. He 
speaks to the heart of the unfortunate man, who 
confesses to him that, as a last resource, he has 
made up his mind to hang himself because he can 
no longer bear the remorse of his conscience. 
“Nevertheless,” he added, “I am ready, Father, to 
endure all, to suffer all, to get rid of my torment, 
provided I can be dispensed from confession.” The 
monk promises to assist him effectually, provided he 
will follow his advice for only a few days. On arriv
ing at his house, he persuades him to invite some of 
his friends to supper, and then exhorts him to pass 
the night quietly. Next morning, he presents him 
with certain points of meditation to excite strongly 
his confidence in the infinite mercy of God. The fol
lowing day, he gives him an examination of con
science, advising him to note the sins he knew he had 
committed, not to confess them, but to make an act 
of contrition over each. That being done, the Father 
invites him to take a walk in a neighboring forest, 
and there he asks him if he has examined each article 
well. “Now, my friend,” said he, in a careless way, 
“ in order to enable you to get a more perfect know
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ledge of yourself, I am going to read you some of ths 
faults contained in my little book of examination; 
now listen 1” He then takes the book, rapidly turns 
the pages, and reads from time to time some of the 
most enormous sins. All at once he falls on that 
which had caused his penitent such long and cutting 
remorse. “ There it is I” cries the Fleming, “ there it 
is, Father, that accursed fault which has occasioned 
all my misery!”■—“ How I it is only that, my friend I” 
said the Father surprised; “ why my littld book con
tains many more enormous, and I can absolve you, 
if you will, of a thousand others still greater. But 
now that you have confessed your first great sin, it 
will not cost you much to tell the others that may 
recur to your mind.” At these words the unhappy 
sinner throws himself on his knees, freely opens his 
heart, and, after having been sufficiently excited to 
contrition by these touching reflections, he receives 
absolution. He experienced so much joy, that he 
often repeated to whoever would hear him: “Ohl 
from how much anguish has confession delivered me I 
O confession I what tranquillity, what joy you confei 
on the soul when well made I”—Abbe Favre, le Giel 
Ouvert, 45.

606. Confession Praised by a Protestant Physician, 
—The celebrated physician Tissot was giving, at 
Lausanue, the assistance of his art to a young foreign 
lady, whose disease soon assumed an alarming char
acter. Being made aware of her dangerous state, 
and tormented by the regret of leaving life so boob.



PBNAN01, 819

■he becomes violently agitated, and almost falls into 
despair. The physician judged that this new shock 
would shorten still more her term of life; he warned 
her, according to his custom, that there was no time 
to lose in administering the helps of religion. A Ca 
tholic priest is called in ; the patient receives, as 
the only remaining good, the words of consolation 
that fall from his mouth. She becomes composed, 
occupies herself with God and her eternal inter 
ests, receives the last sacraments in an edifying man* 
ner, and, next morning, the physician found her in a 
state of peace and tranquillity that astonished him. 
He remarked that the fever had abated, and all the 
symptoms were changed for the better; very soon 
the disease disappeared. M. Tissot, Pretestant 
though he was, loved to relate this anecdote; he 
even exclaimed with admiration: “Behold the power 
of confession amongst Catholics I”—Guillois, Nouv. 
Explic. du Cat., p. 408.

607. One Must Confess to Believe.—Do you know, 
children, what is the reason there are so many un
believers ? It is simply because of the fear of con
fession. Any one who confesses well doubts nothing 
in religion. A lieutenant-general, full of esteem for 
an officer, who was as distinguished for his piety as 
for his talents and his valor, had made him acquainted 
with his doubts in religion. The officer had urged 
him to obtain instruction on an object so important. 
Overcome by his solicitations, the lieutenant-genera, 
determines to confer, several times, with two eocle- 
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Mastics of great merit, but notwithstanding the soli 
dity of their reasoning, he could not be convinced. 
His friend, the officer, making then a last effort 
pressed him to apply to a virtuous priest, who was 
his ordinary confessor. The lieutenant-general goes 
to see him. “ Reverend Father,” said he, “ I come to 
consult you on some doubts in regard to religion; 1 
think it right to tell you that I have already conferred 
with Fathers So-and-So; but nothing came of it.” 
“ Sir,” replies the minister of the Lord, “ what could 
I tell you more than you have already heard from two 
such eminent priests? Whatarguments could I adduce 
more forcible than those they have employed to con
vince you? I have but one resource; deign to try 
it; go into my oratory, let us pray the Lord that He 
may enlighten your mind, that He may touch your 
heart, and begin by making your confession.” “ I, sir ? 
why I hardly believe in God.” “ You believe in Him, 
sir, and in religion, too, more than you think. Kneel 
down, make the sign of the cross, I will repeat the 
Confiteor with you, and also question you.” After 
many marks of astonishment, very natural under the 
circumstances, after many repetitions of his doubts, 
and even of his incredulity, after many difficulties and 
disputes, our lieutenant-general at last obeyed, and 
answers candidly the different questions put to himT 
The period of his first wanderings was ascertain
ed ; then some particulars of the subsequent irre
gularities were drawn out. Insensibly, the heart of 
that man opened, his voice began to change 
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some tears escaped from his eyes m spite of all 
he could do. The priest, perceiving his trouble, 
ceased his questions, and, giving himself up to 
all the ardor of his zeal, he exhorted him with 
feeling and fervor to repent, and the result was 
what might be expected. “ O, Father I” at length 
said the penitent, in a voioe choked with sobs, “ you 
have taken the only means of reaching my heart. I 
am an unhappy man whom passion has led astray ; I 
brought my judge to the depth of my conscience, I 
stifled its voice, and I chose rather to believe nothing 
than be forced to live well. To-morrow I will come 
back to you again, and continue my confession.” He 
did so with sentiments of the liveliest compunction, 
and died some years after, in all the exercises of pen
ance, and a truly Christian life.—Debussi, Nouveau 
Mois de Marie, 143.

608. A Veteran who Wanted to go to the Emperor, 
—We like to see persons in high station giving them
selves the example; that is why we take pleasure in 
telling you anecdotes of the Great Napoleon. An 
old soldier was going to die; he obstinately rejected 
the succors of religion, and had even repulsed two 
chaplains. The Abb6 Larocque, who relates the fact, 
having been apprised by one of the Sisters of Charity, 
went to the patient’s bedside, and began to chat 
with him in military fashion: “Well! comrade, how 
goes it “ It goes that I am going to Mont Par 
nasse,” (one of the three great cemeteries of Paris.)— 
“ Bah I and is the haversaok ready ? is the musket all 
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right? are you fit to pass the good God’s inspeo 
tion?”—“ See here now, father, don’t speak like that, 
I have already made two others walk off. You are 
a brave man, and have served, so I wouldn’t wish 
to give you any trouble.”—“ So you don’t want to 
make your confession. Well! then, we’ll say no 
more about it; let us talk of something else. Did 
you serve the Emperor ?”—“ Faith, I think I did, for 
I lost a leg in his service.”—“ Do you know what be
came of him ?”—“ He died in St. Helena.”—“ Do you 
know how to read ?”—■“ No.”—“ So much the worse 
for I was going to bring you a book in which you 
would see that the Emperor, before he died, received 
the last sacraments and went to confession.”—“Ah, 
bah !”—“ Would you be very glad to see the Emperor 
again ?”—“ Oh, yes, I’d willingly give my other leg to 
see him, and ten francs besides that I have in my 
purse.”—“Well! comrade, if you want to see the 
Emperor again, there is question neither of leg noi 
money; you need only go to confession.”—“ I don’t 
understand.”—“ If you wish to see the Emperor 
again, you must follow him the way he went. 
Where are you from ?”—“ From the neighborhood 
of Toulouse.”—“ Well! if the Emperor and you se* 
out from Paris, he for Strasburg and you for Tou 
louse, would you meet on the way ?”—“ Ah ! now, 
you’re making game of me. How the d—1 could I 
meet him ? we’d be turning our backs on each other.” 
—“ Of course you would. Then, if you don’t go to 
confession, you shall never see him again, for you 
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won’t follow the road he took.”—“ Let us see, now! 
w hat’s that you’re saying ? Maybe it’s only fudge.” 
•—{ No, my friend, no.”—“ Well I hear my confession, 
that I may see the Emperor and the good God, too.” 
The intention, it must be owned, was not the most 
perfect; but it was so easy to purify it. The old 
veteran with the wooden leg made a good confession, 
received the last sacraments, and could see the Em
peror in the other world, with the certainty of leav
ing him no more.—Recomp. Hebdom., LXXXVIIL, 5

IV.---- ON SATISFACTION AND INDULGENCES.

609. Story of Nicephorus and Sapricius.—We must 
satisfy God and our neighbor for the injury done 
them; without that, dear friends, there is no pardon 
to be hoped for, even though all the other conditions 
were fulfilled. The most necessary and the most 
natural of all satisfactions is reconciliation with ene
mies. Hear on this subject one of the most terrible 
stories with which I am acquainted. There was in 
Antioch a Christian named Nicephorus, a layman, 
who was the particular friend of a priest named Sa
pricius. They lived together in perfect harmony; it 
was in the time of the Emperors Valerian and Gallian, 
in the third century. After having long maintained 
that marvellous and edifying friendship, it happened, 
by I know not what misfortune, that it relaxed, and 
they came to an open rupture. This enmity lasted a 
considerable time, but at length Nicephorus entered 
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into himself, and, touched by what the Apostle St. 
John says, that he who hates his brother is a species 
of murderer, he addressed himself to the friends of 
Sapricius to bring about a reconciliation between 
them, but it was useless. He then went him
self, and, throwing himself at the feet of Sapricius, 
besought him for the Lord’s sake to pardon him ; but 
that implacable man had the misfortune of listening 
too much to his resentment, and remained still in
flexible. Valerian’s persecution had been some time 
raging against the Christians ; the priest Sapricius 
was taken by the persecutors, who addressed them
selves to priests rather than lay people. lie displayed 
a heroic courage and firmness in his answers, ^and in 
the cruel torture he was made to undergo. As he 
was found immoveable, he was sentenced to have his 
head cut off, and he was immediately led to execu
tion. Nicephorus had no sooner heard of it than he 
ran to prostrate himself at his feet, calling him 
martyr of Jesus Christ, and earnestly beseeching 
him to pardon him; but Sapricius did not even 
deign to answer him. N’icephorus ran by another 
street, to meet him again before he left the city 
of Antioch ; he begged his pardon with tears, and 
said all that his piety and humility could suggest 
He followed him thus to the place of torture, so that 
the executioners, surprised at these importunities 
said they had never seen such folly. “ This man,’ 
said they, “ is going to be executed in a moment, and 
you kill yourself asking his pardon.” “You know 
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not,” answered Nicephoros, “ what I ask of this oon- 
fessor of Jesus Christ, but God knows it well.’* He 
still continued to solicit his pardon; but the heart of 
Sapricius was already hardened, and in such a de
plorable disposition, he dared to ascend the scaffold 
where his sacrifice was to be offered, notwithstanding 
the prohibition made by Christ to present oneself at 
the altar without being reconciled to their brother. 
Wherefore it was that God soon made known that he 
rejected this sacrifice of a man who had the hatred 
of his neighbor in his heart; for, when Sapricius was 
on the scaffold, and the executioner told him to 
kneel down that he might cut off his head, the pre
sence of death struck him with horror, he asked for 
pardon, and dared to say that he was willing to sacri
fice to the gods, in conformity with the Emperor’s 
edict. Nicephoros, touched with grief at this apos
tacy, declared that he was himself a Christian, and 
would not sacrifice to idols. The judge, being in
formed of it, condemned him to have his head cut off 
on the instant, which was executed. Thus it was 
that Nicephoros received the crown of martyrdom 
whereof Sapricius had rendered himself unworthy, 
because he had obstinately refused to forgive his 
brother.—Godescard, Vie des Saints, 9/h Fevrier.

61*). A Bishop Beaten with Rotis.—It is related that 
St. Paul abridged the penance which had been im
pose 1 on a Christian of Corinth, because he had re
marked in him a sincere and lasting repentance of his 
crime. This, my friends, is what is called indulges* 
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The successors of the Apostles imitated the example 
of St. Paul, remitting to sinners a part of their pen 
ance, when they gave proof of much fervor and tes
tified a lively repentance. The historian, Eusebius, 
relates that a bishop, named Natalis, had the misfor
tune of allowing himself to be seduced by two artful 
heretics, named Asclepiodotres and Theodotus. They 
had persuaded him to allow himself to be ordained 
bishop of their sect for a pension of one hundred 
and fifty Roman peonies, that is to say about a hun
dred and twenty francs of French money, which they 
were to pay him per month. But God, who is so 
good to His children, would not allow this poor bishop 
to perish outside the Church, he who had confessed 
the faith before tyrants and shared in the sufferings 
of the martyrs. He sent him several visions, to in
duce him to leave these heretics; but, at length, see
ing that Natalis still resisted, because he was re
strained by interest and by the vanity of seeing him
self in the first place, he permitted that angels should 
show themselves visibly to him for a whole night, and 
that they should strike him with rods, just as was 
done to Heliodorus of old in the temple of Jerusalem. 
Next day Natalis clothed himself in sackcloth, cover- 
ad hie head with ashes, and shed a torrent of tears. 
He afterwards went to throw himself at the feet of 
Pope Zepherinus, and feared not, in his fervor, to 
prostrate himself, not only before the clergy, but also 
before the simple laity. The whole Church was 
touched by this act of humility. At length, after 
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lome time, by persevering in earnest supplication, es
pecially after he had shown the marks of the blows 
he had received, Natalis obtained the favor of being 
re-admitted to Communion. Thus was abridged, by 
indulgence, the time he should have had to remain 
in public penance, according to the usage of the 
Church of that time.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Ilist.,
III., 226.

611.— The Restitution of a Plunderer.—The twelfth 
century was witness, my dear friends, of one of the 
finest examples of conversion and restitution. A 
powerful lord, who lived in the neighborhood of Nar- 
bonne, in the department of the Aude, had committed 
many acts of depredation and pillage on all the ad
joining villages. Suddenly the grace of God touched 
him, and Ponce de Lazare, as he was called, struck 
with fear of the judgments of God, resolved to do 
penance as publicly as his crimes had been committed. 
He, therefore, immediately changed his conduct. 
His former friends, who had been the unhappy pro
moters and accomplices of his evil deeds, went to 
him to express their astonishment. Thereupon he 
spoke to them in a tone so persuasive that he pre
vailed upon six of them to embrace the same kind of 
life as that which he proposed for himself. The first 
thing he did was to make restitution to every one 
from whom he had taken anything, restoring exactly 
the very things they claimed : wheat, fruits, flocks of 
sheep, cows, oxen, &c., &c. In this way, every one 
departed well oontent. When Ponce saw that no one 
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asked him for anything more, he espied in the crowd 
a peasant who had claimed nothing : “ And you, 
friend,” said he, “ why do you ask nothing?”—“Oh ! 
as for me, my lord,” replied the peasant, “ very far 
from doing me any injury, you always protected me 
against my enemies; so you owe me nothing.”—“You 
do not remember, then, having once lost a flock 
of sheep by night; well! it was I who had them 
taken away.”—“ I willingly give them to your 
lordship,” replied the peasant, who scarcely remem
bered that loss, so long repaired. But Ponce, 
who wished to have nothing wherewith to reproach 
himself, obliged him to receive a flock equal 
in number and in value. After these works of 
satisfaction, this generous penitent distributed the 
rest of his wealth amongst the poor, and set out bare
foot on a pilgrimage with his six companions; then 
he retired to a solitude, where he lived holily the rest of 
his days. He merited being placed by the Church 
amongst the number of the Saints, for she honors his 
memory on the 17th of June.—Godescard, Vies des 
Saints.

612. The Alms of a King During the Jubilee.— 
When the Church announces a jubilee, she usually 
prescribes five sorts of good works to do to gain it: 
Confession, Communion, fasting, visiting churches, 
and, finally, alms proportioned to the means of each. 
I have somewhere read that the pious Charles II., 
King of Spain, being still very young, omitted no
thing that was requisite to gain the jubilee of the year
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1675. One day, when making the prescribed stations 
on foot, he met on his way a poor man, who asked 
him for alms. Charles II. threw him a diamond 
cross which he wore on his breast, and no one no
ticed this extravagant liberality of the prince. When 
he was in church his officers perceived that he no 
longer had his royal cross ; the idea immediately 
struck them that he had been robbed of it. The 
poor man who had received it, and who followed at 
a little distance, instantly cried: “ There is the King’s 
cross. His Majesty gave it to me.” Charles ad
mitted the fact. It was considered improper to 
leave the poor man this cross, because it made part 
of the crown jewels; but it was decided in council 
that, in whatever way the King made his gifts, they 
were to be held sacred. Consequently, the cross 
having been valued at about 36,000 francs, that sum 
was given to the poor man, who, as you may well 
think, went away blessing a prince so Christian and 
so generous.—Filassieh, Diet. d'Bduc.

613. Contrition is Better than an Indulgence.—A 
jubilee or a plenary indulgence is something very 
precious, dear friends ; nevertheless, contrition for 
sin is better still, as the following example goes to 
prove. An officer of Pope Innocent XII., I think, 
was particularly esteemed and cherished by that 
pious Pontiff. He fell ill, and was soon in great 
danger of death. It was then that he showed how 
much he was filled with the liveliest sentiments of 
religion. Word was immediately brought to ths 
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Holy Father, who was much afflicted by the loss hi 
was going to sustain, and, at the same time, much 
edified by the holy dispositions in which he was told 
this officer of his palace was. He sent one of the 
prelates of his court to visit him, charging him spe
cially to give him a plenary indulgence of all his sins. 
The patient, who was a well-instructed man, and 
knew that, without contrition, indulgences, however 
precious they be, produce no effect in souls, answered 
this prelate: “My Lord, I pray you express to his 
Holiness my lively and sincere gratitude for his charity 
towards me; but my gratitude would be still greater 
if the Holy Father had the goodness to beg of God 
for me the grace of perfect contrition for my sins.” 
The prelate returns to the Pope and tells him what 
had passed. Innocent XII., more and more edified, 
passed into his oratory and besought the Lord to 
grant the dying man the most perfect sentiments of 
contrition. Some hours after the officer breathed 
his last in the best possible dispositions.—Lassattssx, 
Cat. de V Empire, 572.

614. A Gold Ring Worn as a Penance.—There is 
no alternative, my dear friends, we must make satis
faction for our sins in this world or in the other. Do 
not imitate him about whom I am going to tell you, 
who had great trouble in finding a penance that 
suited him. He was a man of noble rank, but un
happily a great sinner. At length, touched by grade, 
he felt some desire to be converted; but as he was 
loc well known in France, he went to Rome, with ths 
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Intention of making his confession to the Sovereign 
Pontiff himself. Pope Pius VI., I think it was, actu
ally heard his confession, and was even edified by the 
exactness with which the penitent acquitted himself of 
that sacred duty, with the lively repentance and ex
cellent dispositions he manifested; and yet when it 
came to the imposing of penance, the foreign noble
man would accept none of those which the Pope 
gave him. None was to his liking. He was too weak 
to fast, he said; he had not time to read or pray 
much; to retire into solitude to devote himself to 
pious meditations, or even to make a pilgrimage to 
some venerated shrine, all that, his occupations did not 
permit. To watch, to give himself the discipline, to 
lie on the ground, oh! his health would suffer too 
much. But, my friends, amongst all these obstacles, 
the greatest, although he did not acknowledge it was 
this: he fancied that such penitential practices did 
not suit a man of his condition. The Pope, in his 
wisdom, then gave him, for his whole penance, a gold 
ring, on which were engraved the Latin words Me
mento Mori, which means, “ Remember that thou 
shalt die.” He imposed it on him to wear this ring 
on his finger, and to read, at least once a day, the 
words engraved upon it. The nobleman went away, 
well pleased to have so light a penance. Neverthe
less, it was soon to be followed by others much more 
serious. The daily sight of that ring penetrated him 
so with the thought of death, that he ceased not to 
say within hmself: “Alas I since I am condemned to 
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die, what have I to do here belc w except to prepare fol 
a good death ? What doth it profit me to spare my 
health which death will soon take from me altogether ? 
What use is it to pamper my body and take such care 
of it since it is to rot in the ground ?” When he had 
made these reflections for some time no penance ap 
peared too painful to him. He thenceforward ac
cepted all those that were imposed upon him, and 
persevered till death in those happy dispositions. 
Say, what would have become of him, dear friends, 
if he had not at length begun to understand his posi 
tion ?—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III., 188.

615.—For the Little Sins of an African Chasseur.— 
Nothing is so beautiful, children, as the religious sen
timent, acting in concert with the bravery and frank
ness of a soldier; and France, you know, counts 
thousands of such men : the war in the East, and that 
of Italy, give us numberless proofs of this. Four or 
five years ago a venerable clergyman was crossing 
the Mediterranean in a Bteamboat. A poor blind man 
was sitting on the deck of the boat, silently munching 
a piece of dry bread; no one took any notice of him 
He was all at once approached by an African chas
seur going home on leave. “ Old man,” said he, “ you 
seem to fare but poorly; here, take a share of the 
contents of my flask; it will do you good, and do me 
no harm.” And the soldier sits down beside the 
poor man, and enlivens the meal by relating some 
incidents of his African campaign. Soon the passen
gers formed a circle round the two joyous messmates.
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The last drop of wine had been swallowed by the 
blind man, when the chasseur cries out: “ That is not 
the end of it, old fellow! to-morrow I must moisten 
your dry bread for you again.” And at the same 
time he unceremoniously takes off the blind man’s 
dirty hat, and goes round the boat with it, even 
waking up those who were asleep, presenting his im
provised begging-box to each, saying with an accent 
not easily imitated: For a poor Hind man I When he 
came to the priest who relates the fact, the latter 
shook hands with him and said : “ That is right, my 
worthy fellow !” “ Ah! Reverend Father, it is for sa
tisfaction for my little sins, for I gave the big ones to 
Father Parab&re, who was our chaplain there below,” 
and so saying he escaped into the admiring and 
astonished crowd, and went to pour into the blind 
man’s capacious pocket the fruits of his collection.— 
Recomp, llebdom.

616. Help Me to Perform My Penance.—The best 
of all penances, my friends, is to remove, as far as 
one can, the occasions that make us fall into sin. A 
man in Paris, who is still living, and, therefore, not 
to be named, was remarkable for his wealth and his 
learning, but he was a very bad Christian. He was 
the owner of a magnificent library, the contents of 
which, however, were not very edifying. His wife 
and daughter were much grieved at this but they 
dkred not say anything about it. All they could do 
was to leave in his way an interesting book entitled, 
I think, The Messenger of Charity; he read it, was
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touched, and even shed some tears. Ashamed, so te 
say, and even angry because he had been made to 
weep, he said testily to himself: “ Bah 1 that is all 
very fine; paper refuses nothing. The author is not 
sincere.” Thereupon he takes his hat and cane, and 
goes to the Abb6 Mullois, author of that book, with 
the fixed intention of provoking him to anger, in 
order to make him contradict his own words. Hap
pily the author remained calm, and the man of 
learning blustered away at pleasure. Still they 
parted good friends. The sincere and upright heart 
of this distinguished man had been struck; he re
turned some days after. He was much disturbed; it 
was plain that his soul was troubled, and that good 
and evil were there struggling for the mastery. Abbd 
Mullois, guessing what was going on, comes right to 
the point by proposing to him to go to confession. 
At these words the gentleman starts, and in great 
agitation takes some turns round the room. “ I go 
to confession I what a thing to say to me 1” And he 
strikes the table. “ Go to confession I go to confes
sion ! and St. Bartholomew ! and St. Dominiek 1 and 
the Inquisition I and my library I and Voltaire’s 
Works!” At last, as it were, tired out, he falls on his 
knees. The priest seizes the opportunity; he draws 
near, and the confession begins. After the lapse of 
a quarter of an hour, this careless sinner, who is now 
a generous Christian, rise* *rom his knees, joy in his 
soul, and his eyes moist w* h tears. He cannot ex* 
press his feelings except by a look and a warm shake*
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hands. On reaching home, he hastens to tell his 
wife and daughter what he had just done. They can 
scarce believe him. “ Come I” said his wife, “ do not 
jest on such a subject. If you were serious it would 
be too much happiness.”—•“ In proof that I am se
rious, and have been to confession, I tell you I am 
just going to commence my penance and will ask 
you to assist me.”—“ But,” answered his wife, “ sup
posing it were true, you know you must perform 
your penance yourself, and not give a share of it to 
others.”—“Of course, I know that,but there is enough 
for us three, and even for the servants. Have a fire 
made in the middle of the yard.” Whilst this was 
being done, he goes up to his library with his wife 
and daughter; they take down all the bad books and 
have the servants carry them to the fire. The bon
fire that was made of them, my dear friends, must 
have caused joy in heaven as well as on earth.—Mu> 
Lois, Mots cfe Marie de tout le Monde, 60.
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CHAPTER XI.
EXTREME UNCTION.

617. Death of Queen Matilda.—One of the holiest 
queens that Germany has had is the venerable Matilda, 
who is even honored with the title of blessed, on the 
14th of March, the day of her death. Being arrived 
in the city of Quedlimburg, which she had chosen for 
the place of her sepulchre, near King Henry the Fow
ler, her husband, she fell sick, and seeing that her 
death was near, she said to William, Archbishop of 
Mayence, her grandson, who came to visit her: “ I 
doubt not but it was God that sent you hither, since 
no one is more proper than you to assist me in the 
hour of death. Now, my son, you will commence by 
hearing my confession and giving me absolution; 
then you will go to the church to say Mass for my 
sins, for the soul of King Henry, my lord, and for all 
the faithful departed.” After the Archbishop had 
said Mass, he went back to her again, gave her a 
second absolution, then the Sacrament of Extreme 
Unction, and, finally, the Holy Viaticum. He re
mained yet three days with her, and, seeing that she 
was not so near her end, he asked her permission to 
depart. As she had given all to the poor, she had 
no other present to give him but a pall, one of those 
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she had reserved for her own burial. She gave it to 
him, then, saying : “ Take it, my son ! you will need 
it more than I, for you have a hard journey before 
you.” In fact, Archbishop William died suddenly on 
his way home to his diocese. Queen Matilda sur 
vived him twelve days; but, on the Saturday in the 
first week of Lent, at the dawn of day, she sent for 
the priests of her household, and the nuns of the 
monastery of Quedlimburg, which she had founded 
and to which she had retired. When her condition 
became known, a great multitude of women flocked 
to see her; she ordered every one to be admitted, and 
gave them much salutary advice. Then she desired 
the priests and nuns to draw near, to hear her last 
public confession, and beg of God to forgive her her 
sins. After this she ordered that Mass should be said 
and the Body of Our Lord brought her for the last 
time. Lastly, she caused herself to be laid on the 
floor on sackcloth, put ashes on her head with her 
own hands, and died in the odor of sanctity, on the 
14th of March, 968, on which day the Church honors 
her memory.—Godesoard, Vies des Saints, 14th March

618. A Dead Person Brought to Life to Receive Ex
treme Unction.—The Church earnestly recommends 
that people should not neglect having the last sacra
ments administered to the sick ; it is better to take 
it a little too soon than expose persons to die with
out that indispensable aid. It is an unpardonable 
fault in parents who have the cruelty to act other* 
wise. St. Malachy, Archbishop of Armagh, in Ire
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land, having entered the house of a lady of quality 
who was dangerously ill, in order to administer to 
her the Sacrament of Extreme Unction, the people 
who were there were of opinion that he had better 
postpone the ceremony till next morning. The holy 
bishop acceded to their wishes and retired; but this 
poor worn in died a little while after. St. Malachy 
was the more grieved at this that he took all the 
blame to himself for having allowed her to die with
out receiving the last sacraments. He passed the 
whole night praying and weeping, so that the abund 
ance of tears he shed on that occasion supplied, in 
some degree, to the dead the want of Holy Unotion. 
Whilst he persevered in prayer with his disciples, 
the Lord rewarded his faith in a very extraordinary 
manner ; the dead returned to life, like a person 
awaking from a deep sleep. She raised herself on 
her bed, ’•ecognized St. Malachy, who was praying, 
and saluted him respectfully. Immediately the sad
ness was changed into joy, and all who saw this 
miracle were amazed. But the holy bishop thanked 
and blessed the Lord; he anointed the resuscitated 
woman, well knowing, says St. Bernard, who relates 
this story, that sins are forgiven in that sacrament 
and that the prayer of faith saves the sick. When the 
holy archbishop had repaired what he called his fault, 
he withdrew. The patient continued to grow better, 
and even recovered her health. She lived so for 
several days, as if to give time for every one to be 
convinced of the miracle. At length, when she had 
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performed the penance which St. Malachy had im
posed upon her in her last confession, she died a se
cond time in the grace of the Lord.— Vie de Saint 
Malachie, Chapter XXIV.

619. A Dauphin at the Bedside of His Servant.— 
The best way of proving one’s affection for a dying 
person is not to keep away the priest who can alone 
do any good; on the contrary, everything must be 
done to procure for them a good and holy death. 
The virtuous Dauphin, father of Louis XII., one day 
learned that an old servant of his house was in dan
ger of death, and that he would not hear of regulating 
the affairs of his conscience. He was painfully af
fected. “ Alas I” said he, “ and the soul of that un
happy man is as precious before God as ours ! My 
confessor must be sent to him.” But thinking that 
he might still do some good himself, in behalf of a 
man who had spent his life in his service, he went 
himself to his house. “ Well! my friend,” said he, 
“ I am coming to see you, to tell you how sorry I am 
on your account. I have not forgotten that you 
always served me with affection ; think, on your side, 
that you would give me, for the first time in your 
life, the greatest of all sorrows, if you did not employ 
the little while you have yet to live in preparing for 
death.” The poor man, softened evei to tears by 
this step of his good master’s, awakes from his fatal 
lethargy, and reproaches himself for not having pro
fited by the great examples of virtue he had had 
under his eyes. The lively faith of a great prince 
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reanimates his! he gives shining proofs of repent 
ance, and disposes himself for the grace of the sacra* 
ments, which he receives with much edification. 
Some hours before his death he sent word to the 
Dauphin that he was dying oontent, but that he hoped 
to have a small share in the prayers of his virtuous 
master. The prince, happy to hear this, sent his 
valet to tell him on his part: “ I thank you, my friend, 
for the pleasure you have given me; you may reckon 
on my feeble prayers, and on others that will be still 
more efficacious.” How beautiful this is, my friends 1 
and how fortunate one is, at that last moment, to have 
true friends, who occupy themselves with our eternal 
interests, when we can no longer do so ourselves !— 
Reyre, Anec. Chret., 293.

620. A Young Girl who Converted Her Mother Be
fore She Died.—“ During the winter of 1824,” relates a 
worthy and pious clergyman, “ I was called to a 
young person attacked by the king’s evil, She ie 
sided with her mother, a woman about fifty years 
old, who had been a widow several years. Having 
learned that the latter did not frequent the sacraments, 
I spoke to her several times on that subject, and ah 
ways without effect; soon she avoided meeting me, 
and took care to retire to her own room as soon as I 
entered the house. Meanwhile the daughter saw her 
end approaching, and appeared nowise alarmed. It 
seemed that the death, of whioh she so often spoke, 
had for her no bitterness. One day, after hearing 
har confession, I was going away, when she asked m«
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to send for her mother and not go away myself. The 
woman, being come, was surprised to see her daugh
ter in tears; it was something unusual with her, as 
she was generally very cheerful, notwithstanding her 
sufferings. ‘Why these tears, my dear daughter?’ 
said she; ‘ are you losing courage now after bearing 
all so patiently heretofore ?’—‘ No, mother, no I it 
is because I must bid you farewell to-day that I am 
weeping. Ah ! what a sad farewell!’—‘ But why 
are you not more resigned ?’—‘ Alas!’ said she, 
‘ why ? because that farewell will be eternal.’— 
* What is that you say, daughter ? you do not mean 
it.’—‘ Indeed I do, mother; the leave I take of you 
on this day is forever. You and I do not go the 
same road. By approaching the sacraments I walk 
in the way marked out by our holy religion, and I 
hope for the happiness she promises. As for you, 
poor mother, since you are going another way, you 
cannot pretend to reach the same destination.’ She 
uttered these words in a strong, firm voice, which 
showed her agitation. I, the witness of this scene 
w'hich 1 could not expect, and could not possibly 
have anticipated, I could not restrain my surprise 
The mother turned pale, and appeared much affected. 
Then the dying girl mustered all her strength, and 
raising herself painfully on her elbow: ‘Adieu!’ she 
cried • mother! dear mother I I shall never see you 
more !—Adieu, mother, adieu ! we shall be separated 
forever I—yes, forever !’ At these words the mother 
fainted away. In a little while she recovered som»
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what, rose up and approached the bed. ‘No, my 
daughter,’ said she all in tears; ‘no, we shall not be 
separated ! Console yourself, my child! I have 
been your mother; to-day you are mine; I will go to 
confession, and will henceforth be a Catholic in act 
as well as in profession. Sir,’ said she, turning to 
me, ‘ will you hear my confession to-day ? I must 
give my child that comfort before she breathes her 
last; she must, at least, see that I have commenced.’ 
I appointed an hour for her to be in the church; she 
was faithful to her promise. This happy change re
joiced the young girl, who died some days after 
thinking only of heaven, where she had now the 
sweet hope of meeting her mother again,”—Guillois, 
Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 414.

621. The Combat of a Young Dying Christian.— 
Do you know why it is, dear friends, that the Church 
is so eager to administer the last sacraments to the 
dying? It is because the devil then redoubles his as
saults, to try and precipitate souls into the abyss of 
eternal woe. Here is the example of a child about 
your own age. Edmond de Laage, a pupil of the 
sixth class in the Little Seminary of Saint Acheul, 
having been attacked by the disease called tetanus, 
was soon apprised of the dangerous state in which he 
was. They endeavored to excite him to resignation 
“ Oh, yes I” he repeated often, “ yes, I am very re
signed—I believe—I love the good God; I am re
signed to His holy will.” To strengthen him against 
the horrors which usually accompany the approach 
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of death, they ask him if he does not desire to re
ceive Extreme Unction. “Oh, yes I” he cried with 
transport, “ I shall be very glad to receive it.” And 
he did receive it with the most edifying piety, re
sponding himself to all the prayers of the Church. 
The assistance of that sacrament was much needed 
by him; it seemed, in fact, that the devil was mak
ing a violent attack upon him. Several times he 
was seen to make motions of the head and arms, as 
if repulsing some one, and at the same time he ex
claimed: “ You weary me I—begone I—no, I do not 
want you I—all Thine, my God 1 all Thine, soul and 
body 1” In another such crisis he began himself to 
say aloud the Lord’s Prayer, which all present con
tinued with him. Some time after, as he appeared 
more agitated, some one near him said: “Fear no
thing, my child I there are five priests of us around 
you.”—“ Oh 1 I am not afraid, Father 1” And im
mediately he added, in a tone of voice that drew 
tears from those who heard him: “Jesus, my God, 
my God I have mercy on me I cast a look on me in 
this miserable life I—O my God 1 I commit my soul 
to Thy hands I” This holy youth died so in the 
Lord, the 27th May, 1825; he was but 14 years of 
age.—Souvenirs des Petits Seminaires, 258,
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CHAPTER Xll.

HOLT ORDERS.

•22. Revolt of Core, Dathan and Abiron—The dig
nity of priest, that is to say, minister of the Lord, is 
a dignity which God alone can confer; He alone can 
call thereto whoever He pleases, and woe to those 
who intrude themselves into it without vocation! 
We find, my dear friends, a frightful example of this 
in the Holy Scripture. God had Himself chosen the 
family of Aaron to be invested with the priesthood. 
It was at the beginning of the journey of the He
brews through the desert, after the miraculous pas
sage of the Red Sea. Three Israelites, jealous of 
not having been chosen to offer sacrifice to 
the Lord, revolted against Moses, and murmured 
even against God himself. The very day when, in 
presence of all the people, Aaron was to commence 
exercising the priesthood wherewith he was clothed, 
these miserable wretches presented themselves with 
their censors before the tabernacle of the Lord. 
But the punishment of their sacrilegious audacity was 
not long delayed; for just as they were assembled, 
the earth opened under their feet and swallowed them 
up in its bowels, with a hundred and fifty other con
spirators All the Israelites, terrified at this visible 
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punishment, tookflxght, exclaiming—“ Let us be wars 
that the earth does not swallow us with them 1’ 
One proof that this chastisement was really directed 
against the usurpers of the sacerdotal dignity is, that 
all the children of Dathan and Abiron perished with 
their fathers, because they had shared their crime 
whereas the sons of Core were spared, because they 
would not oonsent to the wicked design of that un
happy man.—Numbers, Chap. XVI.

623. A Coal-Heaver Made a Bishop.—Amongst the 
examples of persons of humble origin who merited 
being raised to the priestly dignity, I know none as 
striking as that of St. Alexander, the coal-heaver. 
Here is how it happened. The Church of Comanup, 
in the province of Pontus, in Asia, being deprived of 
a bishop, sent deputies to St. Gregory Thaumaturgus, 
Bishop of Neo-Cesarea, praying him to give them a 
pastor. That holy bishop, being come for that pur
pose to Comanus, each one hastened to propose to 
him for bishop the noblest and most distinguished 
for their shining qualities. But St. Gregory, who con
sidered only virtue, told the magistrates and chief men 
of the city, several of whom presented themselves, 
that they would, perhaps, do better to seek their bi
hop amongst those of more humble condition. One 

of those who presided at the election would make 
this pass for a jest; he said to St. Gregory : “ If that 
be so, and if you would have us pass over the best 
men we have, and take a bishop from amongst the 
common people, I advise you to choose Alexander
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the coal-heaver; we will all consent to that appoint 
ment.”—“And who is this Alexander?” said St. Gre
gory. Some one had him brought into the midst of 
the assembly, and presented him laughing. He was 
clothed in dirty tattered garments, and his trade was 
easily seen from the blackness of his face and hands. 
Every one began to laugh, seeing so strange a figure 
in the midst of the assembly. Alexander, without 
appearing either ashamed or astonished, looked quiet 
and composed, which showed that he was content 
with his state; and that made St. Gregory judge that 
there was something remarkable in him. He took 
him aside, and asked him who he was. Alexander 
acknowledged that it was not necessity which had 
induced him to adopt that trade, but the desire of 
hiding himself, practising virtue: “ I regard,” said he, 
“ this coal dust which disfigures me as a mask that 
prevents me from being known. I am young, as you 
see, and if I would take the trouble, might appear 
very well.” Gregory having examined him carefully, 
handed him over to his attendants, with the necessary 
instructions as to what they should do, then returned 
to the assembly. He there spoke of the duties of a 
bishop, and engaged their attention till Alexander 
was brought in. He had been washed and clothed in 
St. Gregory’s garments, so that he appeared a different 
man, and attracted every one’s attention. “ Be not 
surprised,” then said St. Gregory, “ if you were mis
taken in judging by appearance; the devil even was 
very glad to render this vessel of election useless by
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keeping him concealed.” He afterwards consecrated 
Alexander bishop, with the usual ceremonies, and re
quested him to speak before the assembly, which he 
did in a solid and sensible manner that fully justified 
the wisdom of the choice made of him. He perfectly 
corresponded with the high opinion formed of his 
merit, and worthily governed the Church of Comanus 
during a part of the third century.—Fleuey, Eccles. 
Hist., II.

624. A True Bishop.—Would you like, children, that 
I should show you a true pastor of the Church? 
Listen : The Eastern Emperor, named Valens, had 
the misfortune of being an Arian, that is to say, a 
heretic of the sect of Arius. He knew all the merit 
of St. Basil, Archbishop of Cesarea, and would gladly 
have had him join his party. He would at least try, 
and charged Modestus, Prefect of the Pretorium, 
with that negotiation. The latter, who was proud 
and haughty, quickly summoned the good bishop be
fore his tribunal, and arrogantly addressed him : 
“ Basil, how is it that you resist the power of the 
Emperor ?”—“ I see not that I thereby do wrong,” 
answered the prelate with a noble yet modest air. 
“ Why are you not of the same religion as the Em- 
-eror ?”—“ Because a greater Master than the Em
peror forbids it ?”—“ How I” cried Modestus, rising 
from his seat in a fury, “ do you not fear the effects 
of my indignation and my power?”—“What are 
those effects?”—“Well! I am going to enumerate 
them for you, hardened and obdurate man! There 
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is question of nothing less than confiscating yom 
goods, sending you into exile, subjecting you to the 
torture, and putting you to death.”—“ Oh I if that be 
all, you may save yourself the trouble; there is no
thing there that frightens me. He who has nothing 
Is not afraid of confiscation. You may send me into 
exile, but the whole earth is my country. If you try 
to make me suffer, that will not last long, since my 
life is almost spent. Finally, death would be to me 
a great boon, for it would put an end to all my 
miseries.” The Prefect Modestus was quite discon
certed by this firm and Christian language. “Never,” 
said he, “ did I hear any one speak so 1”—“ Ah !” said 
Basil, “that is because you never met a bishop; 
any minister of Christ would have answered such 
threats in the same way. As often as conscience is 
in question, we make it a duty to be tractable and 
submissive; but when the cause of God is concerned, 
we are no longer the same.” Modestus thought it 
no use to go farther with the trial, and went to tell 
the Emperor that nothing could be done with Basil, 
nd they might as well let him alone.—D. Genkvaux, 

Hist. Chois., 348.
625. To Die Rather than be a Priest.—Saints, my 

friends, have been seen to ask the grace of dying 
that they might not be ordained priests. Of this 
number was Nilammon. He had so high an idea of 
the priesthood, that notwithstanding all the solicita
tions made him to receive Holy Orders, he constantly 
refused that honor. Nevertheless Theophilus, patri
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arch of Alexandria, being come to Hieraplus, his place 
of abode, declared positively that he purposed not 
only to ordain him priest, but even to consecrate him 
bishop of that city; consequently, he commanded 
him, on the part of God, to obey. Nilammon was 
extremely surprised and afflicted by what the patriarch 
said; he had not strength to disobey him; neither 
could he take flight, because he was carefully watch
ed. He asked time to prepare himself for an action 
so important. Theophilus granted him but one day 
and that day was wholly consecrated to prayer. 
How urgently did that holy man beseech the Lord to 
avert from him the misfortune wherewith he was so
speedily threatened, that of being burdened with a 
load under the weight of which he thought his salva
tion would be exposed I The hour of ordination 
being come, Nilammon was sent for by the patriarch; 
he besought him to postpone the ceremony yet a few 
moments, because he had still some prayers to say. 
Both of them fell on their knees; as soon as the 
patriarch rose up he made a sign for Nilammon to 
approach. They went to call the holy man, but he 
made no answer. It was soon perceived that he 
could not answer; he was found with his hands 
joined and his eyes raised to heaven. But God had 
heard his prayer; Nilammon had said to him: “ Lord, 
let me die rather than be a priest I” And God had let 
him die !—Lassausse, Explic. du Cat. de r Empire, 659.

626. A Schoolboy who is to be a Priest.—The vo« 
cation to the ecclesiastical state, very dear friends. 
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almost always manifests itself from our earliest yean 
St. Anscairus, Archbishop of Hamburg, was once 
looking through a window of his abbey at the chil
dren going from school to church; he remarked that 
they were generally very giddy and dissipated. 
There was only one exception; his modesty and re
collection attracted the Saint’s attention. Whilst the 
others could scarce behave properly even in the 
church, this pious child prayed like a little angel. 
This conduct, so edifying, gave great pleasure to the 
holy Archbishop, who had followed the boys into the 
church. After Mass he sent for the parents of this 
virtuous child, and told them that he was willing to 
have him educated at his own expense, and prepared 
for the ecclesiastical state, provided they were satis
fied. It is easily imagined that the boy’s parents 
willingly consented. The young scholar received a 
liberal education, and, like the child Jesus, he grew- 
at once, in age, in wisdom, and in grace before God 
and man. St. Anscairus subsequently took him for 
his constant companion in his apostolic journeys; and 
Nembert, for so he was called, distinguished himself 
by his piety and zeal for the propagation of religion in 
Sweden and the north of Germany. After the death 
of his benefactor, he was unanimously chosen to the 
archiepiscopal see of Hamburg, where, after having 
zealously and faithfully discharged the duties of his 
sacred office for twenty-three years, he died in the 
odor of sanctity.—Schmid et Belet, Cat. Hist., III, 
101.
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627. Respect Due to the Ministers of the Lord—The 
dignity wherewith priests and other ministers of the 
Lord are vested requires on our part, dear friends, 
the most profound respect. Woe to him who should 
forget what he owes them I It is related that, about 
the year 1690, in a parish of the diocese of Besangon, 
not far from that city, a surprising event took place, 
which was regarded as a blow from Heaven. Two 
young libertines were scandalizing the parish by their 
disorders ; the pastor, as soon as he perceived it, 
took care te apprise their fathers, who took the warn
ing very ill. One of them had even the impudence 
to reply: “ Father, I would advise you to mind your 
breviary, and not meddle with my family affairs , 
youth must have its fling.”—“ If I inform you of the 
bad conduct of some of your family, my friend,” an
swered the priest mildly, “ it is because my duty 
obliges me. I am responsible for your son’s soul as 
well as yours, and, consequently, I must watch over 
his oonduct and let you know of it, I speak to you 
as a pastor, and you do not answer as a Christian; 
take care that God does not punish you and your 
children, whose bad conduct you encourage I” This 
man, far from profiting by the wise counsels of his 
pastor, told everywhere that he had given the priest 
his answer so well that he would never attempt to 
talk to him again. It was on Saturday. As the 
thing became public, the pastor thought it might be 
advisable to say something about it next day in the 
pulpit. He did so with much moderation, and said 



862 CATHOLIC ANI0D0TM.

in his instruction that he had a regard for all hit 
parishioners; that when he was obliged to give them 
an advice in public or in private, he begged them to 
believe that it was not to give them trouble, but 
through charity and for their salvation; that when 
the advice of a pastor was despised, God could not 
but be offended, and that He always punished such 
contempt. After Mass the man who had received 
his pastor’s warning so ill the day before began 
his inveotives again, saying that priests had little 
else to do than abusing people, but that he cared 
little what they said. The two young men spent 
the rest of the day in the tavern, with the consent of 
their fathers, and, to spite the pastor, they behaved 
more scandalously than ever. But God put an end 
to their scandalous life by a most exemplary punish
ment. Next day a storm came on. These two 
libertines, with two others who were well behaved, 
ran to the church tower to ring the bell; there came, 
at the moment, such a peal of thunder that the foui 
ringers, seized with terror, went down with all speed 
to make their escape. As they were going down, 
the thunder killed the two libertines, but in a manner 
that plainly showed it was a judgment of God; and 
this is how it was: The thunder, in falling, after 
making the circuit of the tower several times, fol
lowed the four young men down the staircase; it 
spared the first, who was good, and struck the se
cond, who was one of the libertines; it did not harm 
the third, but struck the fourth, who was the other
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profligate, anil killed him Afterwards the thunder 
entered the church, where was the mother of one of 
those wicked young men, carried that woman away, 
and dashed her against the wall, leaving all the other 
persons in the church uninjured. At sight of an ac
cident so extraordinary the justice of God was re- 
cogniaed, and the fathers of those libertines came, 
bathed in tears, to ask pardon of the pious pastor 
for the contempt wherewith they had treated his 
salutary warning.—Guillois, Nouv. Erplic. du Cat., 
433.

628. Fenelon't Walk.—Nothing is more touching, 
my dear friends, than the kindness with which the 
true pastors of the Church occupy themselves with 
those who are confided to them. Let me tell you, on 
that subject, the story of Fenelon’s cow. That good 
Archbishop of Cambray was one day walking in the 
fields, when he met a poor villager who was almost 
in despair. He goes up to him, speaks to him kindly, 
and wishes to know the cause of his affliction. “ Ah ! 
my good lord,” cried the peasant, “ I am lost, I am 
the most unhappy of men 1 I had a cow that was my 
ody resource and that of my family, and I cannot find 
her anywhere. I brought her to that pasture, down 
nelow, and she has disappeared. What has become 
of her I don’t know. Ah I my God, what am I to 
do ?”—“ Have patience, my child,” said the Arch
bishop, “ I will help you to look for her; I hope God 
will bless our search. Let us first examine how she 
got out; thex we may find some traces of her; but| 
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once more, let us trust in Providence and our efforts 
may be crowned with success.” Immediately he sets 
out with the peasant, travels about with him all day, 
and at length succeeded in finding the cow that was 
supposed to be lost. She was brought back in 
triumph to the cow-house, and you may well believe 
what joy her return occasioned. There is, I think, a 
touching proof of Fenelon’s goodness, and also of how 
far the true pastors of the Church will go in regard 
to their spiritual children. If you would like to read 
this pretty story in verse, you may find it in several 
collections of poetry, where it bears the title of 
Fenelon's WaUc.— ^xi^ Anec. Cliret., 283.

629. The Beautiful Tresses of a Little Girl in Fer 
sailles.—There is nothing so beautiful as you, dear 
children, when you have the happiness of being good 
and wise. You sometimes do such acts of virtue an 
generosity that aged persons are astonished. Listen 
At one of the most disastrous periods of the French 
Revolution, all the priests of the department of Seine- 
et-Oise were arrested, thrown into carts and taken to 
Versailles. Innocence and purity are condemned to 
dwell in prisons, the abode of infamy and crime; 
these unfortunates, penniless as they are, see nough* 
but death before them. But He whose holy doctrin 
they have preached, and whose providence feeds th 
birds of the air, He who went down with Daniel t 
the den, to calm the fury of the lions, He will go with 
the confessors of the faith into their prisons, and in 
•pire all good souls in the city of Versailles with the 
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shanty that oreates resources. And do you know 
who were the most touching ministers of that Provi
dence, which is the caretaker of the just on earth ? 
They were pious children. They distinguished them* 
selves by their assiduous cares and tender solicitude; 
they cried out for those who instructed them, those 
who had, for some time, been preparing them for their 
First Communion. They were seen to share their 
bread with their spiritual fathers, and distribute 
amongst them whatever money they had at their dis
posal. A little girl of ten or twelve years old, having 
nothing to offer, was inspired by the genius of charity 
to invent a new resouroe, which was to give her the 
means of equalling any of her companions in the 
amount of her alms. She has very fine hair, she goes 
to a hairdresser, and so earnestly entreats him that he 
consents at length to shave off her fair tresses, and to 
buy them for five francs. Proud of her noble sacri
fice, the girl brings her money to the poor priests who 
are languishing iu the prisons of Versailles. Did you 
ever see, my young friends, a more generous instance 
of charity towards the priests of the Lord ?—Guillois, 
Nouv. Explic. du Cat., 421.

630. I will be a Brother of the Christian Schools.— 
To be called to the ecclesiastical state, my friends, 
is a grace whioh God alone can give; but it is the 
same with the religious vocation. Let me quote for 
you an example which conoerns us directly. A mo
ther had two sons. The elder, aged twenty years, 
bad left the Military Sohool of Saint Cyr, and di» 
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tinguished himself at Staorieli. After the conquest 
of Algiers, in 1830, he returned home. But alas! 
on entering the house, he found every one in tears; 
his younger brother, who was ten years younger 
than he, was in the last extremity. The poor mother 
hardly saw the son who had just arrived and was in 
good health; her every look, her every oare, was for 
the child she was about to lose. The young officer 
hastened to do what he could for his brother. The 
boy’s sufferings were prolonged; the breath was 
barely in him, and his mother’s soul seemed to hang 
on that breath. “ If he dies, I will die, too 1” she in* 
cessantly repeated: “ that child was my life!” 
These words were bard for the young officer, but 
God knows he did not blame his mother. He said 
to himself: “ If it were I that was dying, she would 
ove me just the same.” All the art of the physicians 

could not restore the little patient his fine dark 
eyes were already fixed and glassy; already he saw 
neither his mother nor brother who held his little 
cold, thin hands. “He is going to die! he is going to 
die !” repeated the unhappy woman. The priest al
ready spoke of resignation, and said that children 
were blessed, that the good God made angels of 
them. The mother heard only the laboring breath 
of her son. The young officer’s heart was broken 
by the sufferings of his brother and his mother’s de- 
Bpair. The child made a oonvulsive motion, and 
every one shuddered. The priest said Zzt us pray I 
and they all fell on their knees. My friends, here
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is the prayer the officer said within himself, and 
which God graciously heard: “ My God, if Thon re- 
■torest my brother to health, I make a vow to conse
crate myself to the education of children of his age 
in the institute of the Christian Brothers; yes, I will 
teach them to love and bless Thee I My God, I will 
bless Thee all the days of my life, if Thou wilt cure 
my brother, and console my mother.” This prayer 
of filial and fraternal love reached Him who strikes, 
who heals, and who resuscitates: the child was saved 1 
Some weeks after, the officer bid adieu to his mother, 
telling her of the vow he had made on that occasion. 
“ There is my sword,” said he; “ you will give it 
to Henry, when be grows up; he may, perhaps, use 
it; as for me, I am going to keep the promise I 
made to redeem his life; I will teach children of his 
age to love God, their mother, virtue and innocence.” 
The mother throws her arms around her son’s neck, 
she embraces and blesses him. Oh I it was he that 
she then loved the best. She did all she could to 
keep him with her, but he departed to accomplish 
ais vow .... Now, my friends, he is one of our Bro
thers. Sometimes, when he passes through the 
streets, young people look at him, and, taking the 
, igar from their mouth, laugh foolishly in his face. 
But the ex-artillery officer of the Army of Africa 
goes his way in peace, saying to himself “ My God, 
forgive them, for they know not what they do!"—• 
Neu, (Jot. de Rodez, V., 199.
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CHAPTER XIIL
MATRIMONY.

631. The Most Ancient of Mausoleums.—It would be 
difficult, I think, even impossible, my friends, to find 
in all ancient history a firmer instance of conjugal 
affection than that which I am going to relate. Mau- 
soleus, King of Caria, in Asia Minor, dying after a 
reign of twenty-four years, left the throne to Queen 
Artemisa, his wife. That princess employed all her 
power and riohes only in signalizing the affection she 
had had for her husband. Wishing to immortaliae 
her grief, she raised, in honor of her dear Mausoleus, 
a monument so magnificent, so splendid, so richly 
decorated, that it passed for one of the seven wonders 
of the world; hence it was that the name of mausoleums 
was subsequently given to all remarkable monuments 
ereoted to the memory of the dead. That nothing 
might be wanting to the glory of her husband, that 
princess, the true model of wives and widows, 
founded a prize in favor of the orator who should 
best succeed in pronouncing the eulogy of the de
eeased monarch. It was Theopompo, of the Island 
of Ohio, in Greece, who first obtained it. If Aulu-; 
Gella and several other writers of antiquity are to be 
believed, Artemisa did not even content herself with 
these public proofs of her conjugal affection She 
went so far as to gather carefully the ashes of Man
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soleus and have his bones pulverixed , and, every 
day, she put a little of that powder into her drink 
desirous of making her own body, so to say, the 
living tomb of her husband. She survived him but 
two years, and her love ended only with her life. 
She died in 351 before Christ.—Filassier, Diet,. Hist 
dEduc., I., 233.

632. Story of Eponina and Sabinus.—It is not only 
amongst the Greeks and Romans that we shall find 
beautiful instances of conjugal love and fidelity. Here 
is one which has been justly celebrated by the poets 
and artists of all ages ; it took place amongst the 
ancient Gauls. Sabinus, chief of the Lingons,—that 
is to say, the people of whom Langres, in Haute- 
Marne, was the capital,—Sabinus, I say, having at
tempted to shake off the yoke of the Romans, was 
defeated by the troops of the Emperor Vespasian, 
and obliged to seek an asylum from the wrath of ths 
victorious prince. He could easily fly into Germany 
but his affection for his virtuous spouse, named Epo 
nina, hindered him from taking that step. He had 
a vast and deep cavern, only known to himself, which 
served him to secrete his grain and his treasures 
Resolved to conceal himself there, he dismissed all hi? 
people, as though purposing to take his own life. He 
kept but two freedmen, of tried fidelity, and, with 
their aid, he set fire to his country house, to mak< 
believe that his body was consumed by the flames 
and retired into one of his caverns. He then dis 
patched Martial, one of his domestics, to his wife, U
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announce to her that he was no more He knew 
well what a blow it would be for that tender spouse; 
but his purpose was precisely to persuade the public 
of the truth of the report of his death by the sincerity 
of Eponina’s grief. It was just what happened. Epo- 
nina, in despair, threw herself on the ground, gave 
herself up to cries, and tears, and groans, and in that 
state passed three days and three nights without eat
ing and without receiving any consolation. Sabinus, 
apprised of her situation, feared the consequences, 
He had her secretly apprised that he was not dead, 
chat he was concealed in a safe place, but requested* 
her to continue her demonstrations of grief to keep 
up an error that was so salutary to him. Eponina 
played her part to perfection. She visited her bus-, 
band by night; then reappeared in the world with
out giving the least suspicion of so strange a mystery.- 
By degrees she grew bolder ; her absence became 
onger; at last she buried herself alive in the cavern' 
with Sabinus. She had two children during the time 
these relations lasted, so agreeable for two spouses' 
who loved each other so faithfully. She nursed them 
herself, and brought them up carefully in her obscure 
retreat, always by means of the two faithful servants 
whom Sabinus had kept. After remaining nine years 
in this gloomy dwelling, Sabinus was unhappily dis
covered. He was taken with his wife and children,* 
and brought to Rome loaded with chains. When 
they were presented to the Emperor Vespasian, Epo- 
oina spoke to him courageously ; and, showing her
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children: “ Caesar,” said she, “ I have brought mto 
the world these sad fruits of our disgrace, and I 
suckled them in the horror of darkness that we might 
be able to raise to thee a greater number of suppliant 
hands.” Horrible to relate, Vespasian is said to have 
shed tears of pity, and yet yielded to the desire of a 
base revenge: he condemned Sabinus to death. See
ing this, Eponina resumed her wonted dignity of 
mien, and demanded to be executed with her hus
band. The Emperor gave her that barbarous satis
faction.—Filassier, Diet. Hist. (VEduc., I., 127.

633. The Holy Industry of a Christian Woman.—- 
St. Monica, mother of the great St. Augustine, may 
serve as a model for persons whom God calls to 
manage a household. Patricius, her husband, was a 
pagan, and gave himself up to all the impetuosity of 
his passions. Monica’s great care was to gain him 
for God. For that she labored by her submission, 
her mildness, her patience. She was most careful 
never to make him any hasty or unseasonable re
proaches. She never complained of him; on the 
contrary, she hid his faults from all her acquaintances. 
By this truly Christian conduct she succeeded in 
gaining her husband’s heart; he esteemed, he ad- ' 
mired, and respected her. She often addressed fer
vent prayers to the Lord for his conversion; they 
were at length heard. Patricius allowed himself to 
be instructed in the Christian religion and was con
verted. He received baptism, and thenceforward 
became chaste, modest, meek,’’Worthy, lttfib6rt, df 1
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having St. Monica for a wife. The latter was truly 
an angel of peace. When women complained before 
her of the bad conduct and ill-treatment of their 
husbands, she smiling said to them: “ Take care of 
your tongue, doth it become servants to rebel againet 
their masters ?” As tender a mother as she was a 
meek and gentle wife, what care did she not take to 
bring up her children Christianly 1 Notwithstanding 
her wise counsels, Augustine, her son, had the mis
fortune to go astray for a time; but Monica gave 
herself neither rest nor peace till she had brought 
him back to the right way. It was the tears she ; 
shed, and the prayers she offered up for him, that at 
length obtained his conversion. And that conver
sion was so perfect that he became a very great 
Saint. Monica herself had the art of sanctifying 
herself amid the cares and troubles of the household, 
and the Church decreed to her the honors of can
onization.—Godescard, Vies des Saints.

634. A Woman Carrying Her Husband on Her 
Back.—When you read the history of the Middle 
Ages, my friends, you will there find the beautiful 
trait of conjugal love which happened in the ’ittle 
town of Weinsberg, in Germany. The Duke of 
Wurtemburg had strongly opposed the election of 
Conrad III., who was proclaimed Emperor in 1138, 
That did not prevent the election from being con
firmed. When the new monarch had assumed ths 
diadem, the Duke of Wurtemburg refused to recog 
uiae him, and shut himself up in the fortress of
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Weinsberg, the strongest in his whole duchy of Wur- 
temburg. He was besieged there by the imperial 
army, but withstood for twelve days the attack of his 
sovereign with a bravery truly heroio. At length he 
was obliged to yield to superior strength. The Em
peror, muoh exasperated, would have destroyed all be
fore him; he even intended to slaughter every living 
being. Nevertheless, on the remonstrances of his 
council, he pardoned the women, and permitted them 
to carry off what they most valued, but insisted on 
their leaving the town immediately. The Duchess 
availed herself of this permission to save her hus
band’s life. She took him on her back, and so quitted 
the town. All the other women did as much, and 
Conrad saw them go forth loaded with this precious 
burden, the Duchess at their head. He could not 
withstand a sight so touching; yielding to the admi
ration it caused him, he forgave the husbands for the 
sake of their wives; the whole town was saved.—
Filabsixr, Diet. Hist. d?Educ., I., 229.

635. A Female Soldier.—It has sometimes hap
pened, my friends, and you may, perhaps, have read 
examples of it, that women have succeeded in enroll
ing themselves as soldiers, although such fraud is 
against the law of every country. I have read in the 
Historical Dictionary of Education, that Catherine 
Hermann, the wife of a Dutch sailor, employed that 
most extraordinary means to save her husband from 
the galleys for life. The fact ocourred as follows 
This brave mariner, having been taken by the Span-
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iards, who were besieging Ostend, in the 17th seo 
tury, was sent to the galleys with several of his coun
trymen. Catherine, hearing this sad news, forms 
then the strangest of all projects. Without saying 
anything to any one, she cuts off her hair, disguises 
herself as a workingman, repairs to the camp of 
Ostend, and enlists in the service of the Spaniards 
the enemies of her country. She soon made herself 
remarkable as much by her prudent and regular con
duct as by her heroic bravery. On one occasion, 
having fought valiantly under the eyes of the Count 
de Bucquoi, the latter sent for her and told her with
out knowing who she was: “Brave soldier, ask 
whatsoever thou wilt, and I will grant it.”—“ Gen
eral,” said Catherine, with an engaging smile, " if I 
chanced to be a female soldier, would you retract 
“ No, on the contrary----- ” Immediately, Catherine
throws herself on her knees, makes herself known as 
the wife of the sailor Hermann, confesses the strata
gem she employed, and asks the Count de Bucquoi 
to set her husband free. The Count, touched with ad
miration, raises her immediately, restores her hus
band to her, and sends them both back to their vil
lage, praising Catherine for her fine action, and 
congratulating the sailor on having so virtuous a 
wife.—Filasbisr, Diet. Hist., tPEduc., I., 181.

636. The Wife of Marshal de Mouthy.—Of all ths 
victims who perished on the revolutionary scaffold in 
1793, there are few who do not merit the admiratioa 
•f all France. Yon may judge of this from the fol
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bowing fact. Marshal de Mouchy was sentence i U 
die on the scaffold; he mounted it courageously pro
nouncing these emphatic words: “ At twenty I 
mounted the breach for my king, at eighty I ir.cnnt 
the scaffold for my God.” But listen: This vejer 
able old man had been arrested, and conducted, like 
so many others, to the prison of the Luxembourg, in 
Paris. lie was scarcely there when his wife went to 
join him. She is told that the accusation makes no 
mention of her; but she answers in a decided tone. 
“ Since my husband is arrested, so am I.” M. de 
Mouchy is brought before the revolutionary tribunal; 
she accompanies him. The public accuser warns 
her that he did not send for her. “ Since my husband 
0 summoned bet ore your tribunal, so am I.' A 
length, the famous Marshal is condemned to death, 
and the courageous wife ascends the fatal cart with 
him. “ But you are not condemned,” says the ex
ecutioner to her. “ Since my husband is condemned, 
so am I.” No other answer could be drawn from 
«his admirable woman, and it was found necessary to 
employ force to make her descend from the scaffold. 
Is not this what may be called the literal acceptation 
of those words of Our Lord: A woman shall leave 
her father and her mother, and cleave unto her hus
band ? Oh! happy are the families which have at 
their head a man and woman so well adapted to eaeh 
•ther I—Filassier, Diet. Hist. cTEduc., I., 125.
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