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FROM

Dear Members of the St. Monica SO(iaiity,

St. Monica’s son wrote many books and ie’cters,
read i)y millions over the past 1600 years. Both saints
and sinners have quote(i his words. By stuciying Augus-
tine’s writings many have converted / returned to the

One True Faitii, the Catholic Church.

]oiin Henry Newman (1801-1890), an influential
Church of Engian(i vicar, was so moved ]:)y rea(iing the
saint’s Worcis, that he statecl, “. .. the words of St.
Augustine struck me with a power which I never had
" Like St. Augustine,
the grace of God lead Newman to a spirituai expiora—
tion of the very (ieptiis and nature of Christianity. He
came to the Catholic Cilurcl'i, after a 12-year struggie,
tiirougii the grace of God.

After his conversion and ordination he spent the
rest of his life teaciling and preaciling. Included in this
newsletter are exampies of his me(iitations, (ievotions,

ieit irom any WOI’dS ]oeiore. ..

poetry, essays, and sermons.

Newman also was a novelist. Loss and Gain, his
first novel, tells the story of a young man'’s search for
faith in Victorian Oxford. The author’s belief that
students form their cieepest convictions from their
discussions with one another and not from teachers.
wrestles with various theories of wiiy in’ceiiigen‘c young
men are either content to stay with their inherited
faith or are moved to seek another faith. This novel
exempiiiies Newman'’s belief that God leads each per-
son of gooci will at an inciiviciuai, uniorceci, respectiui
pace from his or her inherited reiigion toward an ever
closer union with Himself.

“Outward acts, done on principie, create inward
habits. . . .

God, good worizs ...areof service to us, as gra(iuaiiy

separate acts of obedience to the will of

severing us from this world of sense, and impress-
ing our hearts with a ileaveniy ciiaracter, ” he wrote,
in a sermon called “Holiness Necessary for Future

Blessedness.” His growing conviction was that life in
this world is best understood as preparation for life
in eternity.

The Dream o][ Gerontius is a poeticai story written
]t)y Cardinal Newman in 1865 about the journey of a
pious man’s soul from his deathbed to his jucigment
before God and settiing into Purgatory. It ranks next
to Dante’s Divine Comea’y in expressing the Catholic
view of the passage to eternity. [t was set to music as an
oratorio (Opus 38) i)y Edward Eigar in 1900, dedicated
to AMDG (AJ Majorem Dei G/oriam) and was first
periormeci at the Birmingiiam Festival.

Pope Benedict XV will presi(ie at the beatification
ceremony of Cardinal Joiin Henry Newman in Cofton

Pariz, Birmingham, Engianci, Septemi)er 19, 2010.

Like other saints , Newman told his parishioners to
pray to and imitate St. Monica. On her feast (iay he
instructed his parisiiioners on her virtues. His words
are on the insert enclosed in this newsletter. I would
encourage you to read the writings of Cardinal New-
man as he is very much like Monica’s son.

Father C. Frank Piiiiiips, C.R
Pastor, St. Joiin Cantius Ciiurci'i,
International Director, St. Monica Sociaiity

PLEASE NOTE

The St. Monica Sodaility has grown in the past 14
years to a membership of about 4,000. Printing and post-
age expenses have grown also. The Sodality is now able
to send the Encouragement newsletter by e-mail (in pdf
format). This will cut expenses. If you prefer to receive
Encouragement by e-mail, please send your e-mail address
when you paying yearly dues (if you are able), or when
you contact us for any other reason. We will continue to
mail newsletters to those who prefer this method. Thank
you for your cooperation.

Additionally, the St. Monica Sodality would appreciate
any donations, as this will enable us to keep membership
dues low for those on a fixed income. May God bless you.
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St. Monica, pray for us.
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LEAD KINDLY LIGHT

by Cardinal Newman

Young ]ohn Newman was traveling in Italy when he fell ill. He
experiencecl a time of great emotional and spiritual discourage-
ment. Finauy he got passage on a boat home, but t}ley were
slowed ljy a thick fog and nearl)y cliffs. Tra pecl in the fog, New-
man wrote The Pillar o][ the Cloud (Leaa’PIGnc”y Liglti):

Lead, 1ein(ﬂy light, amid the encircling gloom
Lead Thou me on!
The nigh’c is dark, and I am far from home—

Lead Thou me on!
Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see

The distant scene—one step enough for me.
I was not ever thus, nor pray’cl that Thou
Shouldst lead me on.

I loved to choose and see my pa’ch, but now

Lead Thou me on!

I loved the garisl'l day, and, spite of fears,
Pride ruled my will: remember not past years.
So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still
Will lead me on,

Q’er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till
The nigh‘c is gone;

And with the morn those angel faces smile
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile.

A MEDITATION
By Cardinal Newman
God has created me to do Him some definite
service; He has committed some work to me which
He has not committed to another.

I bave my mission. [ many never know it in this
life, but I shall be told it in the next. I am a link in a
chain, a bond of connection between persons. He bas
not created me for naugh’c. [ shall do good; I shall do
His work. I shall be an angel of peace, a preacher of
truth, in my own place, whﬁe not intencling it—if I do
but leeep His Commandments.

Therefore, I will trust Him, Whatever, wherever
[ am. I can never be thrown away. If in siclzness, my
sickness may serve Him; in perplexi’cy, my perplexity
may serve Him. If T am in sorrow, my sorrow may
serve Him. He does nothing in vain. He knows what
He is about. He may take away my friends. He may
throw me among strangers. He may make me feel
clesolate, make my spirit sinle, hide my future from
me—still He knows what He is about.

I shall pass through this world but once. Any
good, therefore, that I can do, or any kindness I can
show to any fellow creature, let me do it now, for
shall not pass this way again.

HELP, LORD, THE SOULS
WHICH THOU HAST MADE
by Cardinal Newman
Help , Lor(l, the souls which Thou hast made,

The souls to Thee so &ear,

In prison, for the debt unpaicl
Of sins committed here.

Those holy souls, they suffer on,
Resigned in heart and wi]l,

Until Thy high behest is done,

And justice has its fill.

For daily faﬂs, for parcloned crime,
They joy to unclergo

The shadow of Thy Cross sublime,
The remnant of Thy woe.

O, by their patience of clelay,
Their hope amid their pain,

Their sacred zeal to burn away
Disﬁguremen’c and stain.

O, Ly their fire of love, not less

In keenness than the ﬂame,

O, ]oy their very helplessness,

O, l)y Thy own great Name.

Good Jesu, help! sweet Jesu, aid
The souls to Thee most dear,

In prison for the debt unpai(l

Of sins committed here.

PRAYER IN ALL THINGS

By Cardinal Newman
May God support us all the clay long, till the shad-
ows 1engthen and the evening comes and the Lusy world
is hushed and the fever of life is over and our work is
done—then in His mercy—may He give usa safe lodg-
ing and a holy rest and peace at the last. Amen.

PRAYER FOR A HAPPY DEATH

By Cardinal Newman

Qh, my Lord and Savior, support me in that hour
in the strong arms of Thy Sacraments, and by the
fresh fragrance of Thy consolations. Let the absolving
words be said over me, and the holy oil sign and seal
me, and Thy own Bo&y be my food, and Thy Blood my
sprinlzling; and let my sweet Mother, Mary, breathe
on me, and my Angel whisper peace to me, and my
glorious Saints smile upon me; that in them aﬂ, and
through them aﬂ, [ may receive the giﬂ of persever-
ance, and clie, as I desire to 1ive, in Thy faith, in Thy
Church, in Thy service, and in Thy love. Amen.

-
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ST. AUGUSTINE

By John Cardinal Newman

Let me spealz of another celebrated conquest of
God’s grace, in an after age, and you will see how it
pleases Him to make a Confessor, a Saint, a Doctor
of His Church, out of sin and heresy both together.
[t was not enough that the Father of the Western
Schools, the author of a thousand Worlzs, the trium-
phant controversialist, the especial champion of grace,
should have been once a poor slave of the ﬂesh, but he
was the victim of a pervertecl intellect also. He Wl’lO, of
all o’chers, was to extol the grace of God, was left more
than others to experience the helplessness of nature.

The great St. Augustine (I am not spealzing of
the holy missionary of the same name, who came to
England and converted our pagan forefa’chers, and
became the first Archbishop of Canter})ury, but of
the great African Bishop, two centuries before him)—
Augustine, [ say, (was not) in earnest about his soul,
not aslzing himself the question, how was sin to be
washed away, but rather being &esirous, while youth
and strength 1as’te(1, to enjoy the flesh and the world,
ambitious and sensual, judged of truth and falsehood
]oy his private judgmen’c and his private fancy. (He) de-
spised the Catholic Church because it spolee so much
of faith and sul)jection; thought to make his own rea-
son the measure of all things; and accorclingly joined
a far—spreacl sect, which affected to be philosophical
and enlightened, to take large views of things, and to
correct the Vulgar: that is, the Catholic notions of God
and Christ, of sin, and of the way to heaven.

In this sect of his he remained for some years; yet
what he was taught there did not satis£y him. Tt pleased
him for a time, and then he found he had been eating
for food what had no nourishment in it. He became
hungry and thirs’cy after something more substantial,
he knew not what. He clespise& himself for being aslave
to the flesh, and he found his religion did not help him
to overcome it. Thus he understood that he had not
gained the truth, and he cried out, "Qh, who will tell

me where to seek it, and who will l)ring me into it?"

Why did he not join the Catholic Church at once?
I have told you Why: he saw that truth was nowhere
else, but he was not sure it was there. He though’c
there was some’ching mean, narrow, irrational, in her
system of doctrine. He lacked the gift of faith. Then
a great conflict began within him—the conflict of
nature with grace; of nature and her chilclren; the
flesh and false reason, against conscience; and the
pleaclings of the Divine Spirit, leading him to better

John Cardinal Newman

things. Though he was still in a state of perdition, yet
God was visiting him, and giving him the first fruits
of those influences which were, in the event, to ]31'ing
him out of it.

Time went on; and 1oolzing at him, as his Guard-
ian Angel might look at him, you would have said that,
in spite of much perverseness, and many a successful
struggle against his Almighty Adversary, in spite of his
still Leing, as I)e£ore, in a state of Wra’ch, nevertheless
grace was maleing way in his soul. He was advancing
towards the Church. He did not know it himself, he
could not recognize it himself; but an eager interest
in him, and then a joy, was springing up in heaven

among the Angels of God.

At last he came within the range ofa great Saint!
ina foreign country; and, though he pretenclecl not to
aclznowledge him, his attention was arrested l)y him,
and he could not help coming to sacred places to look at
him again and again. He began to watch him and specu-
late about him, and wondered with himself whether he
was happy. He found himself frequen’cly in Church,
listening to the holy preacl'ler, and he once asked his
advice how to find what he was seelzing.

And now a final conflict came on him with the
flesh: it was har&, very harcl, to part with the indul-
gences of years, it was hard to part and never to meet
again. Oh, sin was so sweet, how could he bid it fare-
well? How could he tear himself away from its em-
})race, and betake himself to that 1onely and dreary
way which led heavenwards? But God’s grace was
sweeter far, and it convinced him while it won him;
it convinced his reason, and prevailed—and he who
without it would have lived and died a child of Satan,
Lecame, under its won(ler—worleing power, an oracle
of sanctity and truth.

194 Ambrose (Discourses to Mixed Congregatlons)

St. Monica, pray for us.
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DO YOU HAVE A LAPSI
IN YOUR FAMILY?

Lapsi is a Latin word used to refer to persons
who have 1apsecl from the practice of the Catholic
Faith. (Lapsi is a collective plural. Singular is
/a;osus for a male and /apsa for a female.) If you
do, here is what we suggest: Send their names
to: St. Monica Soclality, 825 N Carpenter St,
Chicago, IL 60642-5405.

PRAY WHILE YOU DRIVE —
USING ST. MONICA CDs

A 50-minute professional CD of the St. Monica
Novena Prayers and music is available for $12.00
each, plus $2.00 for postage. The “Seraphim Vocal
Ensemble” provi(les the inspirational hymns. Order
aCDto play in your car when you're stuck in traffic—

increase your prayer life—decrease tension. Order

from St Monica Sodality, 825 N. Carpenter St,
Chicago, IL 60642-5405.

~

SODALITY MEMBERSHIP

Saint Monica Sodality members meet every
%dnesday evening at 7:00 pm at St. Jol'm Cantius

Church, Chicago. Novena prayers and Rosary are
followed })y the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass.

On the feast of St. Monica, May 4’cl’1, (in the
Traditional calendar), please renew your mem]oership
l)y sencling $20.00 (outsicle U.S.—%30.00 U.S.
{-un(ls) along with any change of address information,
e-mail address, or letters of gra’ci’cude to St. Monica.
New members are accepted at any time and prayer
looolzlets, petition forms, me(lals, and rule book-
lets are available from: Saint Monica Soclality, 825
North Carpenter Street, Chicago, L. 60642-5405.
Phone: 312-243-7373 - Fax 312-243-4545.
E-mail: stmonica@cantius.org
Website: www.cantius.org.

PAST ISSUES of Encouragement, and more
information about the St. Monica Sodality, are
available on the website, www.cantius.org under
Organizations, St. Monica Sodality.

JULY 2010

ENCOURAGEMENT

FROM
ST. MONICA SODALITY

825 N Carpenter St, Chicago, IL 60642-5405
E-mail: stmonica@cantius.org
Website: www.cantius.org

IN MY DISTRESS
I CRIED UNTO THE
LORD

St. Monica, pray ][or us.




A SERMON BY JOHN CARDINAL NEWMAN

(Feast of St. Monica—Sunday after Ascension, 1856.
Preached in the University Church, Dublin.)

INTELLECT, THE INSTRUMENT
OF RELIGIOUS TRAINING

“And when He came niglz to the gate 0][ the city, Zaelzo/a[,

a dead man was carried out, the on/y son oflzis mother:
and she was a widow.” Luke vii. 12.

This (iay we celebrate one of the most remarkable
feasts in the calendar. We commemorate a Saint who
gaine(i the iieaveniy crown i)y prayers indeed and tears,
ioy sieepiess nigii’cs and weary wan(ierings, but not in the
administration of any iiigii office in the Church, not in
the fulfilment of some great resolution or speciai counsei;
notasa pi'eaciler, teaciier, evangeiist, reiormer, or cham-
pion of the iai’cii; not as Bisiiop of the ﬂociz, or temporai
governor; not ioy eioquence, i)y wisdom, or i)y controversial
success; not in the way of any other saint whom we invoke
in the circle of the year; butasa motiier, Seeizing and gain-
ing i)y her penances the conversion of her son. It was for
no orciinary son that she praye(i, and it was no orciinary
suppiication i)y which she gaine(i him. When a iioiy man
saw its Veiiemence, ere it was successiui, he said to iler,
“Go in peace; the son of such prayers cannot perisii." The
preciiction was fulfilled i)eyoncl its ietter; not oniy was that
young man convei"ce(i, but after his conversion he became
a saint; not oniy a saint, but a doctor aiso, and “instructed
many unto justice.” St. Augustine was the son for whom
she praye(i; and if he has been a iuminary for all ages of
the Church since, many thanks do we owe to his motiier,
St. Monica, who iiaving borne him in the ﬂesii, travailed
for him in the spirit.

he Church, in her choice of a gospel for this feast,

has likened St. Monica to the desolate widow
whom our Lord met at the gate of the city, as she was go-
ing forth to ioury the corpse of her oniy son. He saw iier,
and saici, uKWeep not;” and He touched the i)ier, and the
dead arose. St. Monica asked and obtained a more noble
miracle. Many a mother who is anxious for her son’s
i)ociiiy welfare negiects his soul. So did not the Saint of
JCO(iay; her son migil’c be accompiisiie(i, eioquent, able, and
ciistinguisi'ie&. All this was notiiing to her while he was
dead in God's sigiit, while he was the slave of sin, while
he was the prey of ileresy. She desired his true life. She
wearied heaven with prayer, and wore out herself with
praying. She did not at once prevaii. He left his home;
he was carried forward ]3y his four bearers: ignorance,
pricie, appetite, and ambition. He was carried out into
a ioreign land, he crossed over from Africa to Itaiy. She
followed him, she followed the corpse—tiie chief, the oniy

mourner. She went where he went, from city to city. It was

notiiing to her to leave her dear home and her native soil;
she had no country below; her sole rest, her sole repose,
her Nunc dimittis , was his new birth. So while she still
walked forth in her (ieep anguisii and isolation, and her si-
lent prayer, she was at iengtil rewarded i:)y the ]ong—covete(i
miracle. Grace melted the prou(i heart, and pui‘iiie(i the
corrupt breast of Augustine, and restored and comforted
his mother. Hence, in JCO(].a}/S Collect, the Aimigiity Giver
is especiaiiy addressed as “Mcerentium consolator et in Te
sperantium salus”: the consoler of those that mourn, and

the health of those who ilope in Thee.

Thus Monica, as the widow in the gospei, becomes
an image of Hoiy Church, who is ever iamenting over
her lost cilii(iren, and i)y her importunate prayers, ever
recovering them from the grave of sin. To Monica, as the
Church'’s representative, may be addressed those words of
the Propilet: “Put oii, O ]ei'usaiem, the garments of ’ciiy
mourning and aiﬂiction; arise, and look about towards the
East, and behold tiiy ciiiiciren; for tiiey went out from thee
on foot, led i)y the enemies; but the Lord will ioring them
to thee exalted with honour, as children of the izing(iom.”

his, T say, is nota i'iis’cory of past time mereiy, but of

every age. Generation passes after generation, and
there is on the one side the same (ioieiui, (ireary Wan(iering,
the same feverish unrest, the same ﬂeeting enjoyments, the
same ai)iciing and iiopeiess misery; and on the otiier, the
same anxiousiy ioea’ting heart of impotent affection. Age
goes after age, and still Augustine rushes forth again and
again, with his young ambition, and his intellectual energy,
and his turbulent appeti’ces—e(iucate(i , yet un’caugilt; with
powers strengtiiene(i, silarpeneci, refined ioy exercise, but un-
eniigiiteneci and untrained. (He) goes forth into the world ,
ar(ient, seli—wiiie(i, recieiess, iiea(istrong, inexperienced, to
fall into the hands of those who seek his iiie, and to be-
come the victim of iieresy and sin. S’tiii, again and again
does iiapiess Monica weep; weeping for that dear child who
grew up with her from the womb, and of whom she is now
roi')i)eci; of whom she has lost sigilt; Wan(iering with him
in his wan(ierings, ioiiowing his steps in her imagination,
ciierisiiing his image in her heart, ieeeping his name upon
her iips, and ieeiing Wi’ciiai, tiiat, as a woman, she is unable
to cope with the violence and the artifices of the world.
Still again and again does Hoiy Church take her part and
her piace, with a heart as tender and more strong, with an
arm, and an eye, and an intellect more powerfui than hers ,
with an influence more than human, more sagacious than
the wori(i, and more religious than ilome, to restrain and
reclaim those whom passion, or exampie, or SOPi’liStl‘y is
iiurrying forward to destruction.

D /l y Bretiiren, there is Sometiiing iiappy in the

circumstance, that the first Sunciay of our aca-

demical Worship should fall on the feast of St. Monica.



Is not this one chief aspect ofa University, and an aspect
which it especiaily bears in this sacred piace, to suppiy that
which that memorable Saint so much (ciesireci) , and for
which she attempte(i to compensate ]ay her prayers? Is it
not one part of our especiai office to receive those from
the hands of father and motiler, whom father and mother
can izeep no ionger? Thus, while proiessing all sciences,
and speaieing i)y the mouths of piiiiosopiiers and sages, a
University deiigii’cs in the well-known appeiia’cion of “Alma
Mater.” She is a mother wilo, after the pattern of that
greatest and most iieaveniy of motiiers, is, on the one
iiami, “Mater Alnaioiiis," and “Causa nostrae iaetitiae,” and
on the other, “Sedes Sapien’ci&’7 also. Sheisa mother, liv-
ing, not in the seclusion of the iamiiy, and in the ganien's
shade, but in the wide world, in the populous and iousy
town. (Si’ie ciaims) like our great Motiier, the meek and
tender Mary, “to praise her own seii, and to giory, and to
open her mouth,” because she alone has ucompasse(i the
circuit of Heaven, and penetrate(i into the bottom of the
(ieep, and walked upon the waves of the sea”. In every de-
partment of human iearning, (siie) is able to confute and
put rigii’c those who would set ienowiecige against itself, and
would make truth contradict trutil, and would persua(ie
the world that, to be reiigious you must be ignorant, and
to be intellectual you must be uni)eiieving.

My meaning will be clearer if I revert to the nature
and condition of the human mind. The human
mind, as you know, may be regarcieci from two principai
points of view: as intellectual and as moral. As inteilectuai,
it appreiien(is truth; as morai, it apprehen(is (iuty. The
periection of the intellect is called ai)iiity and talent; the
periection of our moral nature is virtue. It is our great
misfortune iiere, and our triai, tila’c, as ’tilings are found
in the Wori(i, the two are separateci, and inciepencient of
cach otiier; tiiat, where power of intellect is, there need not
be virtue; and that where right, and goo&ness, and moral
greatness are, there need not be talent. It was not so in
the i)eginning; not that our nature is essentiaiiy different
from what it was when first create(i; but that the Creator,
upon its creation, raised it above itself i)y a superna’curai
grace, which blended ’together all its iacuities, and made
them conspire into one whole, and act in common towards
one enci; o) tiiat, had the race continued in that blessed
state of privilege, there never would have been distance,
rivairy, ilos’ciiity between one iacuity and another.

It is otherwise now, so much the worse for us. The
grace is gone; the soul cannot hold togetiier; it falls
to pieces; its elements strive with each other. When a
izingciom has iong been in a state of tumult, sedition, or
rei)eiiion, certain portions break off from the whole and

from the central government, and set up for themselves.
So is it with the soul of man. So is it, I say, with the

soul, iong ago—’cila’c a number of small izing(ioms, inde-
pencient of each other and at war with each otiier, have
arisen in it, such and so many as to reduce the originai
sovereignty to a circuit of territory and to an influence
not more considerable than tiiey have themselves. And all
these small dominions in the soui, are, of course, one ]3y
one, incomplete and defective. (Tiiey are) strong in some
points, weak in others, because not any one of them is the
Wiloie, sufficient for itseii, but oniy one part of the wiioie,
wilicii, on the contrary, is made up of all the faculties of
the soul togetiier. Hence you find in one man, or one set
of men, the reign, the aciznowie(ige(i reign of passion or
appetite; among otiiers, the avowed reign of brute strengtii
and material resources; among o’ciiers, the reign of intel-
iect; and among others (an(i would that tiiey were many!)
the more excellent reign of virtue.

S uch is the state of tiiings, as it shows to us, when

we cast our eyes abroad into the Worid; and every
one, when he comes to years of discretion, and i)egins to
think, has all these separate powers warring in his own
i)reast—appeti’ce, passion, secular ambition, intellect, and
conscience—trying severaiiy to get possession of him.
When he looks out of iiimseii, he sees them all severaiiy
embodied on a gran(i scale, in iarge establishments and
centres, outside of i’iim, one here and another ti'iere, in
aid of that importunate canvass, which each of them is
carrying on within him. Thus, at least for a time, he is in
a state of internal striie, coni-usion, and uncertainty; first
attracted this way, then that, not iznowing how to choose,
tilougil sooner or later choose he must. Ra’ciler, he must
choose soon, and cannot choose ia’ce, for he cannot iieip
tiiinizing, speaizing, and acting; and to tiiinie, speaie, and
act is to choose.

his is a very serious state of tilings. What makes

it worse is that these various faculties and pow-
ers of the human mind have so iong been separate(i from
each other, so iong cultivated and cieveiope(i each i)y itself,
that it comes to be taken for granteci that tiiey cannot be
united. Tt is commoniy thougil’c, because some men follow
ciu’cy, others pieasure, others giory, and others in’ceiiect,
that therefore one of these tiiings excludes the otiier; that
(iu’cy cannot be pieasan’c, that virtue cannot be intellec-
tuai, that goociness cannot be great, that conscientious-
ness cannot be heroic. The fact is often so, that there is
a separation, though I (ieny its necessity. | grant that,
from the disorder and confusion into which the human
mind has iaiien, too often goocl men are not attractive,
and bad men are. Too often cieverness, or wit, or taste,
or richness of iancy, or keenness of in’ceiiec’c, or cieptii, or
iznow]e(ige, or pieasantness ancl agreeai)ieness, is on tiie
side of error and not on the side of virtue. Exceiienoe, as
tiiings are, does lie in more directions than one, and it is



ever easier to excel in one tliing than in two. If then, a man
has more talent, there is the chance that he will have less
goodness; if he is careful about his religious (luties, there
is the chance he is behind-hand in general lenowle(lge. In
matter of tact, in particular cases, persons may be tounct,
correct and virtuous, who are lleavy, narrow—min(ie(i, and
unintellectual; and again, unprinciple(i men, who are bril-
liant and amusing. And thus you see, how that particular
temptation comes al)out, of which I spealz, when li)O}’l’lOOCl
is past, and youtl'i is opening—not only is the soul plaguecl
and tormented t)y the thousand temptations which rise up
within it, but it is expose(i moreover to the sopllistry of the
Evil One, wl'iispering that (iuty and religion are very rigllt
in(lee(i, a(irnirat)le, supernatural—wlio doubts it?—but
ttiat, somehow or otlier, religious people are cornrnonly
either very dull or very tiresome: nay, that religion itself,
after all, is more suitable to women and cliilclren, who live
at liorne, than to men.

my Bretl'iren, do you not confess to the truth

of much of what I have been saying? [s it not
S0, tllat, when your mind l)egan to open, in proportion
as it opene(l , it was l)y that very opening made rebellious
against what you knew to be ctuty? In matter of tact, was
not your intellect in league with disobedience? Instead of
uniting lenowleclge and religion, as you migl'it have done,
did you not set one against the other? For instance, was
it not one of the first voluntary exercises of your mind,
to inclulge a wrong curiosity?—a curiosity which you
confessed to yourselves to be wrong, which went against
your conscience, while you in(iulge(l it. You desired to
know a number of tliings which it could do you no good
to know. This is how l)oys l:)egin. As soon as their mind
l:)egins to stir, it looks the wrong way, and runs upon what
is evil. This is their first wrong step; and their next use
of their intellect is to put what is evil into words. This is
their second wrong step. Tliey form images, and entertain
tliouglits which should be away, and tliey stamp them upon
themselves and others l)y expressing them. And next, the
bad turn which tliey do to others, others retaliate on them.
One wrong speecli provolzes anotlier; and thus there grows
up among them from l)oyl100(i that miserable tone of con-
versation—llinting and suggesting evil; jesting, loantering
on the sul)ject of sin, supplying fuel for the inflammable
imagination—wliicli lasts tlirougli life. Tt is wherever the
world is ,itis the very breath of the world , which the world
cannot do without, which the world “speales out of the
abundance of its heart,” and which you may proptlesy
will prevail in every orclinary assemlolage of men, as soon
as tlley are at their ease and laegin to talk treely—(it is) a
sort of vocal Worsliip of the Evil One, to which the Evil
One listens with special satistaction, because he looks on
it as the preparation for worse sin; for from bad tliouglits

an(l l)a(i WOI(J,S proceecl l:)a(i (lee(ls.

B ad company creates a distaste for goo<i. Hence it
tiappens tliat, when a youtli has gone the lengtli
[ have been supposing, he is repelle(l from that very dis-
taste, from those places and scenes which would do him
gooct. He l)egins to lose the cteliglit he once had in going
home. By little and little he loses his enjoyment in the
pleasant countenances, and untroubled smiles, and gentle
ways, of that tamily circle which is so dear to him still. At
first he says to himself that he is not Wortlly of them, and
therefore lzeeps away; but at lengtll the routine of home
is tiresome to him. He has aspirations and ambitions
which home does not satisty. He wants more than home
can give. His curiosity now takes a new turn; he listens
to views and discussions which are inconsistent with the
sanctity of religious faith. At first he has no temptation
to aclopt them; only he wishes to know what is “said.” As
time goes on, liowever, living with companions who have
no fixed principle, and who, if tliey do not oppose, at least
do not take for grantecl, any the most elementary trutlis;
Oor wWorse, liearing or rea(ling what is (iirectly against reli-
gion, at lengtli, without ljeing conscious of it, he admits
a sceptical influence upon his mind. He does not know
it, he does not recognize it, but there it is; ancl, before he
recognizes it, it leads him to a fretful, impatient way of
spealzing of the persons, con(luct, Worcts, and measures of
religious men or of men in autliority. This is the way in
which he relieves his mind of the burden which is growing
heavier and heavier every ctay. And so he goes on, approxi-
mating more and more closely to sceptics and infidels,
and teeling more and more congeniality with their modes
of tliinleing, till some (lay su(i(ienly, from some accident,
the fact breaks upon him, and he sees clearly that he is
an unbeliever himself.

e can no longer conceal from himself that he

does not t)elieve, and a sliarp anguisli darts
tlirougli liirn, and for a time he is made miserable. Next,
he laments indeed that former un(iouloting faith, which he
has lost, but as some pleasant dream—a ctream, tliougli
a pleasant one, from which he has been awalzene(i, but
which, however pleasant, he forsooth, cannot l'ielp l)eing a
dream. And his next stage is to experience a great expan-
sion and elevation of mind; for his field of view is swept
clear of all that filled it from childhood, and now he may
build up for himself anytliing he pleases instead. So he
l:)egins to form his own ideas of ttiings, and these please
and satisty him for a time. Then he gets used to them,
and tires of tliem, and he takes up otliers; and now he has
l:)egun that everlasting round of seelzing and never find-
ing. At lengtti, after various trials, he gives up the search
altogetlier, and decides that nottiing can be known, (tliat)
there is no such tl'iing as truth, and that if anytliing is to
be protesse(i, the creed he started from is as goocl as any
ottier, and has more claims—liowever, that really notliing



is true, nothing is certain. If he be of a more ardent tem-
perament, or, like Augustine, the objec’c of God’s special
mercy, then he cannot give up the inquiry, though he
has no chance of solving it, and he roams a]oou’c, “walk-
ing through clry places, seelzing rest, and ﬁnding none.”
Meanwhile poor Monica sees the change in its ef{ects,
though she does not estimate it in itself, or know exac’cly
what it is, or how it came about. Even though it be told
her, she can not enter into it, or understand how one so
dear to her can be su]ojecte& to it. But a dreadful change
there is, and she perceives it too clearly; a dreadful change
for him and for her; a wall of separation has grown up
between them. She cannot throw it down again; but she
can turn to her Gocl, and weep and pray.

Now, ol)serve, the streng’th of this delusion lies in
there Leing a sort of truth in it. Young men feel
a consciousness of certain faculties within them which
demand exercise; aspirations which must have an ol)jec’c,
for which tl'ley do not commonly find exercise or oljject
in religious circles. This want is no excuse for them if
they think, say, or do anything against faith or morals:
but still it is the occasion of their sinning. It is the fact,
they are not only moral, they are intellectual Leings ; ]aut,
ever since the fall of man, religion is here, and philosophy
is there; cach has its own centres of inﬂuence, separate
from the other; intellectual men desire something in the
homes of religion, and religious men desire something in
the schools of science.

ere, Jchen, I conceive, is the object of the Holy

See and the Catholic Church in setting up Uni-

versities. It is to reunite things which were in the Legin-
ning joined together Ly Gocl, and have been put asunder
y man. Some persons will say that [ am thinlzing of con-
ﬁning, distorting, and stunting the grow’ch of the intellect
by ecclesiastical supervision. I have no such thought. Nor
have 1 any ’chough’c of a compromise, as if religion must
give up something, and science something. I wish the in-
tellect to range with the utmost freedom, and religion to
enjoy an equal freedom; but what T am s’cipula’cing for is,
that they should be found in one and the same place, and
exemplified in the same persons. [ want to destroy that
diversity of centres, which puts everything into confusion
Ly creating a contrariety of influences. I wish the same
spots and the same individuals to be at once oracles of
pl’lilosophy and shrines of devotion. It will not sa’tis{y me,
what satisfies so many, to have two inclepenclent systems,
intellectual and religious, going at once side l)y side, l)y a
sort of division of labour, and only acciden’caﬂy ]:)rought
together. It will not sa’cisfy me if religion is here, and sci-
ence there, and young men converse with science all day,
and 1odge with religion in the evening. [t is not touching
the evil, to which these remarks have been clirected, if

young men eat and drink and sleep in one place, and
think in another: I want the same roof to contain both
the intellectual and moral discipline. Devotion is not a
sort of finish given to the sciences; nor is science a sort of
feather in the cap, if 1 may so express myself, an ornament
and set-off to devotion. I want the intellectual layman to
be religious, and the devout ecclesiastic to be intellectual.

his is no matter of terms, nor of subtle distine-

tions. Sanctity has its influence; intellect has its
influence; the influence of sanctity is the greater on the
1ong run; the influence of intellect is greater at the mo-
ment. Therefore, in the case of the young, whose educa-
tion lasts a few years, where the intellect s, there is the
influence. Their hterary, their scientific teachers, reaﬂy
have the forming of them. Let both influences act freely,
and then, as a general rule, no system of mere religious
guardianship which neglects the Reason, will in matter of
fact succeed against the School. Youths need a masculine
religion, if it is to carry captive their restless imagina-
tions, and their wild inteﬂects, as well as to touch their

suscep’ci]ole hearts.

Look down then upon us from Heaven, O
blessed Monica, for we are engagea[ m supp/y-
mng that very want which called for tlzy prayers,
and gaineol ][or thee tlly crown. Thou who didst
obtain tlzy son’s conversion I)y the merit 0][ tlzy
intercession, continue that intercession for us,
that we may be l)/est, as human mstruments, mm
the use o][ those human means Z)y which ordinar-
i/y the Holy Cross is raised a/oft, and re/igion
commands the world. Gain ][or us, first, that
we may intense/y ][ee/ that God's grace is all
m a”, and that we are notlzing,' next, tlzat, for
His greater g/ory, and for the honour o][ Ho/y
Church, and for the good of man, we may be
“sealous for all the better glfts, ” and may excel
in intellect as we excel in virtue.
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“With Christians, a poetical view of things is a
duty. We are bid to color all things with hues of faith,
to see a divine meaning in every event.”

Cardinal John Henry Newman



